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FADE IN:

EXT. SPACE

Black, cold, empty. Stars twinkle.
The stars blacken...

EXT. BATTLECRUISER - SPACE

Locking like a cross between a baycnete and an aircraft carrier, the massive
spaceship slowly slices through space. It is all darkened, all rusted and
quiet. It has been there for many years. THE CAMERA TRACKS over the armoured
axtarior of the gigantic warship. The turbines, big as a building, are off.
There are no lights on the the cockpit. The great vessel just floats, like a
ghost ship.

EXT. SPACE
The battlecruiser floats.
Blackness, and pinpoints of light.

EXT. RESCUE SHIP - SPACE

First the stars...

Then the. tiny recognizance ship cuts through the void. It bears the white
star insignia of the U.S. Military cn the side.

The tiny Rescue Ship, it's rear jets pulasing, heads towards the great ark of a
Warship sitting black and dead against the stars.

EXT. SULACO WARSHIP

Steering bensath the football field sized quns and engines, the small spacecraf*
navigates through the miles of space scarred armour on the underbelly of the
ghost ship, heading for the loading bays.

INT. LOCKERS - RESQUE SHIP

THE PRESSURIZED HISS of a space helmet being sealed. THE HOLLOW SOUND OF
BREATHING THROUGH A FACE MASK.



SAM SMITH adjusts the oxygen tank an his spacesuit. His face hovers in the
facemask. A clean-cut, athletic locking man of 25, Sam is a Captain in the
Special Forces, and he eyes his men as he switches on a camera mounted cn his
shoulder plate with his gloves. His eyes move over his men...

FIVE GREEN BERETS. Five helmets. Five spacesuits resembling Samurai body
armour. The men strap their boots. They seal their helmets. Twn on their
axygen. TIGHT CLOSE UPS of the mechanical, highly technical procedures. They
have nametags on the suits. Simpson. Avery. Anderson. Wilson. Cassidy.
The faces are framed in the visars. THE HOLLOW RESPIRATION f£fills the rocm.
Sam switches an a tape recorder on his chest plate that is attached to the
camera on his shoulder. They grab up flashlights.

Spaz .12 autamatic shotguns with rocket launchers hang on the wall. Sam looks
at.ﬂnriflesmﬂnmllassm;:amMagrabforcnn. He shakes his head.

SAM
It's just a recovery.

Throughthewindshield of the ship,reflected in the domes of theirhelmet
viscrs...The huge, bayonette battleship shape of the Sulaco Warship loams against
the stars.

The ship is farebodingly quiet.

EXT. SULACD WARSHIP/RESCUE SHIP
The two ships dock, locking together.

INT. LANDING PAD/LOADING BAY - SULACD WARSHIP

The hatch pulls open with a HISSSS of hydraulics. Since all the battleships
lights are off, the warehouss sized storage area for shuttle craft is totaly dark.

Six flashlight beams. Six boots CLANK BECHOINGLY on the corrugated steel

floor. Sam Smith holds his torch, his eyes bshind his space helmet sharply
surveying the darkened intaricr of the ship. The flashlight beams hit the
loaning mechanoid shape of the shuttlecraft, casting it in shadowy relief.
The f£five Scldiers are framed behind dim, vaugly seen machinery on the side
of the ship.

Simpsaons boot skids ‘on samething wet. He falls flat an his back, his flashlight
flying from his grip The flashlight rolls across the floor. The men jump,
shining their flashlights an Simpson. The floor is slick with a moist white
substance

SAM
You alright, Simpson?



—— ——— — —

SIMPSCON
I slipped on...Jesus...

He sees the white liquid.
AVERY
ght has stopped rolling

of a man lying in a spashed splatter of muck.
to it as Simpeson gets to his feet.
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It's part of an android.

SIMPSON
Sir, shouldn't we go back




Alien Eggs, three feet high and slimy with muck, rest in the hypersileep

chambers where the bodies of the people where. Cocoon substance, like iron ccbwet .
strings fram floor to cieling. Bones and shreds of uniforms, are quickly glimped
on the floor in the flashlight beams. Sam picks up a shorn off nametag with

the word, "Ripley" on it.

SAM
What the fuck...?

They hear a sound overhead. They lock wp.
The Alien, all armoured, insectile fifteen feet of it, swings down from the

rafters cnto them. It's first set of mettalic teeth opening, its jackhammer
secand set of jaws trailing blood saliva and punching into their skulls.

SMASH QUT TO

EXT. NORTH STAR - DAY

A gmall American town in the middle of the farmlands. A sign an the road reads,
"North Star. Pop. 251". Samsbody has spraypainted "Shitsville” across it.

mmmeummamm,mmm.

Farmhouses. Silos. Windmills. A Drive~In. Fields of Wheat. Fields of Corn.
An ASP. A School. A Grocery Store. A 7-11.

EXT. SMITH HOUSE - NORTH STAR - DAY

A lons Farmhouse. A tall windmill slowly turns beside it. A bunch of cows
in a pen.

In £.g., a rocstar crows.

Sam Smith cpens his eyes. He raises his hand to rub them. The skin is rubberv
white. He cpens and closes his right hand, lifting his arm. There isn't any
"sikin” on the joint by his shoulder, and hydraulic and pruematic tubing on a

mechanoid skeleton is seen baeneath.

His eyes widen.

He rips the sheets off and he stares. Sams right arm and shoulder have been
syntheticaly reconstructed The skin hasn't been given the flesh tone dye,
SO it is like pale rubber. His chest and stomach are heavily stitched,

scarred, and bandaged.



EXT. SMITH HOUSE - DAY

The farmhouse.
Sams SCREAMS float acress the farmlands.

INT, SAMS ROOM - SMITH HOUSE - DAY

Sam sits up in bed, shivering in shock.

apprehensively. Sam sees them. The family remains there in the bright, dusty
farmland sunlight blasting through the window curtains.

INT. KITCHEN - SMITH HOUSE - DAY

The family sits at the table. Sam Smith, his semi-artificial self, pours
himself same Corn Flakes. John Smith sits acrces from him, eyeing him closely.
Mary Smith watches her son, and her husband carefully. Karen Smith sort

of eyes har txother in sick fascination. The little boy Mark is totally into
the new android his tro has. Sam locks at his dad.

SAM
How lang have I been...?

:



JCHN
what do you remember?

He scratches the back of his ear. There is a small stitched incision, an
inch wide, in the rear of his skull. Sam feels it and twitches.

SAM
Not much.

JCHN
That fire spread quick.

SAM
Fire?

SLOW Z0M in an John. This is difficult for him. His wife watches him hard.

JOHN
There was sane kind of equipment
malfuntion in your ships electrical
Systam. We're not sure exactly what.
They never knew what hit them.

SAM
What are you talking about?

. JOHN
™e rest are dead.

Sam stares into space, shellshociad.

SAM
Simpen. Avery...My men...

JOHN
I'm soxrry son.

JOHN
Do you haxt?

SAM
No, not really. I feel kind of alright.

JCHN
I'm not actually suprised.
They used the latest android
synthetic techrology on you.
They say you can't feel the
differance. When thay finish up
You really won't see the diffarance.



Your

It amazing.
arm and leg, they lock like real.
Wy me? I-bwdidlmakeit?

Yeah, Sam.
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Standard cperational bullshit.
Basic debriefing.

SAM
Sure. Fine. Maybe it'll came back
to me.
A flash of anxiety acToss the faces of his mom and dad. Sam registers it.
JCHN
Den't push yourself too hard, son.
You've been through a lot.

SaM
Sure.

EXT. SMITH HOUSE - DAY

The sun buxns hot. It doesn't look real.

Sam is getting the feel of walking again
parked by the mailbox near the

;

. They climb in

INT. PICKUP TRIKX - DAY

John sticks the key in the ingnition. He tions it over. Sam sits beside
him, staring cut the window at the ling Nerth Star.

They drive.

g
R

EXT. NORTH STAR - DAY

The little pidap truck tools along the main road towards town. Here and there
are scattered small farmhouses and silos. A tractor sits in the middle of
an cpen field. The horizon is flat.

INT. PICKUP - DAY

Sam rides along with his father.



SaM
Same old town.

JOHN
Same old town.

SAM
Looks quiet.

The young soldier locks cut the window, as the dusty breeze whips his face.

A farmhouse and silo under construction. Construction has stopped.
Farmlards...Then, another farmhouse. Boarded up.

SAM
The Simpson place.

JOHN
The fanily left.

SAM
Where?

JCHN
Hame.

SAM

Homs. I renanber there.
They drive an.

EXT. NCRTH STAR - DAY

The pickup tools down the dirt road into town. The farmlands roll. The sky
locks differant.

INT. PICKUP - DAY

A flash of pain shoots across Johns face.

JHN
I-I'm scrry, Sam.

SAM
Don't worry about it.
Didn't have anything to do
with you, Dad.

John snaps cut of it. He locks at Sam and ruffles his hair.



JOHN
They've been asking about you
in town.

Sam peers out the window. He waves at same girls.

EXT. MAIN STREET - NORTH STAR - DAY

A street just like a thousand in middle America. A grocery store. A church.
A Woolworths. An ASP. A McDonalds.

THREE GIRLS wave at Sam as the pickup peels by. An American flag hangs limp
an a pole.

INT. PICKUP - DAY

Sam gazes distantly cut the window. I-htmduhi.sartiﬁcialann
He spots another farm, also closed boarded up.

SAM
There's Averys house. Dad, that's all
closed up, too. What's going on here?

JOHN
They moved away, Sam.

SAM
What's been happening since I been gone?

JCHN
Well, there's been increased Military
esence recently.

SAM ‘
What kind of presence?

JOHN
Thres shiploads over the last month.
Men. Matarial. Major reconstruction
downstairs. It's got to do with research.

ofNormstarrmsg:cmdtoahaJ.t. The funding
hag been reappropriated.

. SAM
North Star isn't a defense installation.

JCHN
Didn't used to be.

10



SAM
What's going an?

JCHN
There's been an increased military presence,
that's all. I'm just bringing you up to
&te‘
John steers the truck into a barn.

Hepushasmmmaelm:mmﬁwinsidemfofmepicmp.

INT. BARN/ELEVATCR - DAY

The ingide of the barn is solid steel. A huge elevatcr. There are glass
windows on the side. The piciap truck pulls in.

INT. PICKUP - DAY

John presses a series of buttons on the camplex control panel on the roof
of the piclap txuck. .

Through the windshield...The elevator starts to descend.
Sam watches through the windshield.

INT. ELEVATOR - SULACOD SPACE STATION

Suddenly through the windows, first the steel rurners of the elevator shaft,
then the space station reveals itself, all fifty stories of it...

The Pickup Truck sits an the elevatcr flcor as the eye-popping techrological
accamplishmant of the fifty story space station reveals itself through the
windows. Massive, half a mile high beams and girdars. Floor after floor.
Glass windows outside the elevator staring cut cn the planets and stars.
Half campletad sections still undar construction with futuristic construction
equipment, cranes and soldering units, build onto the miles wide space station
in the far reaches of space. Fifty story tall air tanks and water tanks
lead into a spiderweb of pipes and plumbing feeding up to Star.

INT. PICKUP - ELEVATOR - SULACD SPACE STATION

Sam watches.

Same old place.

11



JOHN
Not quite. You'll see.

The elevator continues to lower with a mechanoid hum.
It stops.

EXT. FORTY FIRST LEVEL - SULACD SPACE STATION

The elevator doors open.

The Pickap Truck drives out. It falls into step with armies of marching U.S.
Army soldiers and U.S. Military transport tTucks and support vehicles that
move like an assambly line through the lang, elaborate corridorways.

INT. PICXKUP

Sam locks at Jahn.

Jahn locoks preccoupied.

SAM
Whare we going, Dad?

JOHN
. Debriefing.

John parks the vehicle.

INT. CORRIDCR - SULACO SPACE STATION

Sam and Jobhn walk. Nunsrous MILITARY PERSONNEL walk by, in groups of grey
suits. Large, tanklike Miltary Transport trucks with U.S. Army star insignia
can the side move past down the corrugated stesl floor of the multi-tiered
section of the station.

The General casually salutes a few of the men.
Sam notices they are being watched by men in dark suits with shades. The
man gather together and talk quietly, speaking into walkie-talkies.
SAM
Who are those guys?
JCHN

I told you military presance
has increased.
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SaM
You weren't shittin'.

They round a cormner.

EXT. "SECTCR C"

A huge hydraulic doar, fifty feet high, by the wall. The part of the space
station is clearly of recent construction. Two MILITARY SENTRYS stand holding
rifles at ready stand by the doaor. Nobody gets in. )

As they walk by, Sam locks at it. John seens tense.

SMAM
Dad, when has Sector "C"
been closed off?

JOHN
About two weeks ago, Sam.

SAM
Right around the same time as
my accident. What's going on in there?

JCEN
It's classified, son.

Sam seams a little worried as they walk an down the corridor.

A Military Transport truck RUMBLES up and screeches to a halt. SERGEANT CHONG,
a short, bullet shaped Japanese cfficer swings out of the truck. He has
a cauliflowar, friendly Asian face and he puffs a pipe. Sam cracks a big grin
when he sees him. Sergeant Chong smiles wide, clasping Sams shoulder.

SAM
Hey Miks, how the hell are you?

Man, if it's possible I think you've
gotten uglier. Yeah, I think so.

SERGEANT CHONG

I'd kick your ass, but I dn't beat
up on paraplegics, eh?

13



Sam grins, throwing same fast punches with his good arm.
SAM
Ckay chink. One hand. One hand
behind my back. C'mon.

They spar in fun, then embrace.

SERGEANT CGHONG
How the fuck are ya? You look
alright.

SAM

Good to be back on my feet.

SERGEANT CGIONG
Hows the new. arm?

SAM
It's going to take same getting
used to. Least I've got ane.
SAM ' ‘
We were going to put scme sikin on me.
What are you doin'?
The Sergeant puts his arm around Sam.

SERGEANT CGIONG
Takin' the skin off ya.

He signals the driver of the truck to mve cn. The three of them head off down
the corrider.

INT. HOSPITAL - SULACD SPACE STATION

A scientific lab operation roam gset up. White tile walls and highly specialized
equipment designed for the construction and repair of androids. Arms, legs,
even skinless mechancid heads are on shelves and tables.

Sam lies bare chestsd cn an operating table. An ANDROID TECHNICIAN in a white
smock prostheticalyattaches theskintothe raw partofhissynthetic arm.
John and Sergeant Chong locks on. The Technician seals the flap of rubber

flesh and the hydraulic and pruematic tube mechanoid sikaleton. He pats Sam on
the shoulder.

ANDROID TECHNICIAN .
That about doaes it. We'll do the colering
naxt week, then you'll be good as new.

Sam regards his pale white rubber arm.

14



SAM
Not too bad.

EXT. RESTURAUNT - SULACD SPACE STATION

Sam, Jaohn, axﬁcﬁa'gbringtheirtraysfmtmweteriaardsitatatable in

the space station eating area. Special trees and vegetation in multi-leveled tiers.
Huge windows lock out onto an awescme view of the side of the space station.

It is still under constructionas massive cranes and spacemen floating outside

in space assemble pre-fab pieces of steel. Beyard, lie planets and stars.

The resturaunt is rather nice, mixing stone and steel and glass in a nice clean

eatery.

Muloﬁuymsitungm,mandhmlodcwéﬂnwmdw, sipping their
coffee. Chong watches Sam, hard emotion on the tough little Sergeants face.

SERGEANT CGIONG .
I was real sorry about your boys.
From what I hear it was a fresk
accident. Wasn't nothin' you could do.

SAM
Yeah.
SERGEANT CGING
There wasn't.
JOHN
Here they are.
People approach.
SAM
Wo's thig?
SERGEANT CGHONG

T™he new kids. The elemant that has
moved into the neighborhocod.

DR. ALICE RAND cames up to the table. She is a highly intellegent looking
waman in her lats twenties, wearing a Science Officers uniform. She wears
thick glasses and radiates an aura of arrogant power. She takes a seat.
COLONEL HARQLD SINCIAIR, a thin, corperats looking military officer is with
her. Three Suit and Sunglasses MILITARY AGENTS are with them. They don't
seam to snile much.

DR. RAND
Hello General.

15



JOHN
Dr. Alice Rand, this is my son, Sam Smith.
Captain Special Forces.

SAM
Pleased to meet you.

JCHN
Colanel Sinclair. My son Sam.

Sam shakes hands with him.

Colanel.

COLONEL SINCLAIR
We wanted to ask you a few questions.

SAM
Yes sir.

COLONEL SINCLAIR
About the accident.

SaM
I don't remember amything about
the accident sir. I'm afraid
I have kind of a blank.

QCLONEL SINCLAIR
Too bad about your men.

SAM
What happensd to their families?

QOLONEL SINCLAIR
They've been relocated.

16



Dr, Rand eyes Sam with samething passing for friendliness. She lights a
cigarettes. Jdmeyuhm:wi‘l:hapouﬁcalymdisrwd. Sam
picks that up. There is a fumny, adoard monent of silence.

DR. RAND
So, San. The accident.
SAM
I said I don't remambar much.
DR. RAND
Much?
SAM
T™he accident.
DR. RAND
You said "much”. What exactly do you
ranamber, Sam?
SAM

Excuse me. With due respect, ma'am.
This debriefing I believe, is a
military priority. Are you military?

DR. RAND
Sort of. Colanel...?

17



. COLONEL SINCLAIR
Let me jump in here. Sam, if I may.
Dr. Rand here is ane of the foremost
minds in the area of scientific defense
research and you can feel canfortable

ard...lets say...confident in talking to
her as well as us.

DR. RAND
Sam we need to know what you remember

wn

am looks at his father. John seems tense. He keeps it in. Quietly, eyeing
mmmmmlml,mmmesmm,wmsuts
with a low key disregard, he speaks softly.

JCHN
What my son said is he doesn't remember
anything.

DR. RAND
But let us h=-

JOHN
He doean't remamber anything Docter.

DR. RAND
Yes Genaral.

They all lock at each othar. An awicvard, uncomfortable relief.
DR. RAND
Well...It's been good meeting you Sam.
We're glad you're well. We'll see you, General.

Dr. Rand, Colanel Sinclair, and the Suits get up from the table. Sargeant
Qong remaing at the table with Sam and Jon.

They watch them walk off.

SERGEANT CGHONG
There goes the neighborhood.

EXT. SBCTOR "C" - SULACD SPACE STATION
Sam and John Smith round the corner. They stand and watch the Sentxys open

the hydraulic gate. The door rides up and a large Military Transport txTuck pulls
Qut. Sam lights a cigarette and studies it.

18



Samething falls off the back of the truck. Soldiers move by. Sam walks
up ard locks.

A black rubber body bag that has ripped cpen. Several totally slaughtered
and eviscerated androids have spilled cut. Their arms, faces, and torscs
torn to shreds. SanwamasseverﬂSoldie:smbyaxﬁcleanupthemess,
putt:Lngitintcthebagandttmd:gitin'daebackofthemlitaryt‘ranspom.

The truck is filled with black rubber bags. Sam watches it pull out. He pufss
his cigarettes.

SAM
What's going on in there, dad?

JOHN
Let's get cut of here, son.

They move on.

EXT. BAR - NORTH STAR

mepidmppullsuptaasm1barmm'e@.o£m. A few cars ard
station wagens parked ocutside. A neon "Budweiser” sign in the window.

'HONKY TONK MUSIC faintly heard insids. Sam and John Smith push through the

door. Ammmmmm,mmmmm.

INT. BAR - NORTH STAR - NIGHT
The two soldiers push through the front door. They walk up to the bar.

The neon Budweiser sign BUZZES on the window. FIVE TERRA FARMERS hang ocut
by the bar, and by the pool table. They are a blus collar bunch, in denim
jacketsalﬂjm,burd-,laghux,aﬂm. Cigaretts amcke hangs in the air.
A jukebox in the corner plays a countzy tune. ERICGS the bartender, redneck

Outa Coors. Space shipment
didn't come in last month.

SAM
Two Buds then.

BRIGGS
Six dollars.

19



JOHN
Hello Briggs.

Hows the family?

The barman locks at him, urmistakable caution in his eves.

BRIGGS
They're alive, General.
like to keep
What'

I'd

'em that way.

S going oan downstairs,
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AGAR

Bullfucicin'shit.
got a problem, soldier boy.

lives on this goddam shithole town
You're the probleam.

SAM
You got a problem?

AGAR
Yeah, I got a problem.
guys, they got a problem.

in
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What you cughta do is txy.
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ﬂueootherTerraFarmrsmcvernexttothemebthpooltabe.
They grab pool cues and stand in menacing silhouette, ready to use them.

WILLIE RAY
This is our bar.

The Bartender looks at John, tired and uneasy.

BARTENDER
I don't want any trouble, John.

General Smith looks at the Terra Farmers. He throws back his beer and gets up.

JOHN
Let's go.

AGAR
Hey, Smith...

SAM
What?
AGAR
Talk to Simpson lately?

SAM
Simpson died.

AGAR
I seen him.

SaM
Let's get the fuck cuta here.
John puts his hand on Sans shoulder. Sam goes with him out the door of the bar.

EXT. BAR - NORTH STAR - NIGHT

Sam and John jump in their piciap. They see the silhousttes of Terra
Farmers standing in the window of the joint, in the glow of the beer sign.
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INT. PICKUP - NIGHT

Sam and John are driving back. The windows are rolled down and in the light
of two moans, they see the small farms pass by in the fields.

SAaM
Dad, locok at that.

They look.

Three Military Transport trucks

are in the driveway of cne of the farms.
Soldiers are loading cattle into the

. The headlights shine in the dark.

John stares tixough the windshield.

JCHN
Let's get same sleep.

He pats Sam an the leg.

JCHN
It's been a long day.
They drive on.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. SMITH HOUSE - DAWN

Double sunrise.
The farmhouse and windmill in silhouette against a flaming sky.
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INT. ELEVATOR - SPACE STATION

The elevator lowers through the fifty floors.
Sam is riding it.

INT. OFFICE - HOLOGRAPHIC HALL OF RECORDS - SPACE STATION

Sam stands at the counter, speaking with the MILITARY CLERK.

Yes sir. I'll get them right away.

The Clerk goes to a camputar screen with a keyboard. He punches
in same digits. Stands and waits. Thare is a BEEPING on the screen.

He returns to Sam.

He leaves.

INT. CORRIDOR - SPACE STATION

Sam walks through the corridor. I-hisbai.ngfouowad Men in suits with
sunglasses and walkie talkies.

ﬂmamutuy&mmmmmmm. Sergeant Chang chucks
him a friendly grin. He waves Sam in.
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INT. CAB - TRANSFORT TRUXX

Sam rides alang with Sergeant Chong.

SERGEANT CGHONG
C'mon Sam, I'll give you a lift back
@.

They drive through the huge space station hallway.
The small empty light on the fuel guage flashes on.

SERGEANT CHONG
Shit, bucket of bolts sunofabitch
run auta gas on me again. Fuckin'
thing should be sold for scrap iron.
Ride with me while I get gas.

SAaM
Suxe.

The squat, bullet headed Sergeant spins the big wheel in his hands.

INT. RAMP - SPACE STATION

muudclmd:mﬂalmgm,daqintoﬂnmotﬁuship.

INT. CAB - TRANSPORT TRUX

Sam looks around.

SERGEANT CGHONG
Nobody gets back here except the mechanics.

The Sergeant drives into a football field sized repair shop. Sam whistles.

INT. REPAIR AREA - SPACE STATION
TITAN CRANE SHOT DOWN ON...

Gigantic cranes, Transport and Miltary tTucks taken apart, piles of parts

and mechanical irmards, large robotic arms pieces vehicles and construction
equipment back together. The truck drives into the titanic maintenance shop.
Farklifts hoist broken down vehicles. TWENTY REPAIR MEN works with blowtorches
and power drills. Sparks fly. POUNDING and CLANGING f£ill the air. Smoke and
Steam wreath the area, making large mechanoid silhouettes in the backlit diffusicn.
Overhead tractors lift pieces of vehicles a hundred feet into the air, the
mechanical clamps traveling across the area in ane direction or the other

on an elaborate roof monorail system.
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Mkaaspcrtm:d‘drivesﬁ‘taghanﬁwmmarﬂequigmtmasmllcas
Depot nestled in the back samewhere.

INT. GAS DEPOT - REPAIR AREA

mm@mmnmﬂumtmgitpnlsmmthems.
A GASMAN stands in grimy overalls beside the purps. He walks up to the
side of the truck and locks in Sams window.

Simpaon.

Simpecn regards Sam with a blank expression.

SERGEANT CHONG
Fill 'er up. High octane.

SAM
Simpacn.
Excuse me?

SaM
It's me. It's Sam.

Don't you recognize me?
Simpeon doesn't. He doean't seem to register much. His eyes are dull.

SAM
SIMPSON

No sir, I'm sorry I don't.
SERGEANT GHONG

Fill it up, Private. I want to get
ﬁufudearcqu.

. Sam sitgs back in his seat, s)ull-shodcgd._



SERGEANT CHONG
You kaow him?

SAM
Me? No.

Sam locks at the side of Simpsons head. There is a stitched incision in his
skull, behind the right ear.

Sams eyes widen. He touches his similar scar behind his ear.

INT. GAS DEPOT - REPAIR AREA

Simpeon takes the spigot cut of the tank and returns it the pump.
He waves the Transport Truck on. Sergeant Chang drives out.

INT. CAB - TRANSPORT TRUCK

Sam, mmmm,mmwmwudusmm,ﬁn
lobotamized soldier stands by the purps, slowly obsured by the steam and
soke of the Repair Area as the truck pull further away from him.

The soldier sits back in his seat, staring straight ahead.

INT. OFFICE - HOLOGRAPHIC HALL OF RECORDS - SPACE STATION

Sam smashes his way through the door and walks up to the desk.

SAM
Get ms those tapes. Now, privats.
MILITARY CLERK

I told you, those tapes are under class--

SmgramﬁbmwmﬁuutaﬂumhimwagawcﬁnML He pulls
his Colt .45 and sticks it up the man's nose.

MILITARY CLERK
I don't know anything about this.

SAM
The tapes.
INT. sm;mmcmgams;msrusmnm
A wide, warehouse-sized stage. Projectors pointing down from the cieling.

Wall of cassettes floor to cieling. A huge consol. Sam walks swiftly into
the rcam. He moves to the consol and punches the data into the screen.
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He sticks the cassette into the slot and hits the button.

BBBBZZ2Z222222222Z222222222222222ztt. A burst of green laser frum the
cieling...

It's the Alien!

He sees himself and his soldiers, like laser ghosts, whirl in horror, totally
unarmed as the Alien swings down from the rafters and hits them. Sam screams

out as he sees the crestures jackhammar jaws piledrive the recreation of him
in the torso, taking his arm and a good part of his ribcage with it. Sam
is splattered with green holographic blood.



Sam faces his father.

His son

ights a cigarette.

leans against the fernce ard 1

Jahn sighs.
doesn't take his eyes off him.

umm

mmmm

;e
mmm w_m:

S
Blgsilt

SAM
Why didn't you tall me?

'Dﬁ-

or
a lot thmgs
that
hards,
SAM
I'M YOUR CWN SON, AND YOU LIED TO ME!

JCHN
THEY WOULD HAVE KILLED YOU, SAM!
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He puts his hand on.his sons shoulder.

JOHN
I hope you can understand. I hope
you don't judge me too hard.
I really hope that.

John Smith, locking hunched and older, twrns and walks back into the house.
Then the sound of the car in driveway. Sam watches as Johns car travels of<
down the dirt rovad towards town.

Sam leans against the fence, locking aut at the cattle, lodkdng out at the
rolling farmlands, watching the distant, twinkling lights of North Star
against the stars in the sky and the two moons.

Then he sees the Transport Truck.

DRIVEijpaxtaxﬂgotoﬂ'apam,mmrtyuglypig::mtabmt. Under
mmofmw,am“mdmmmmmmmm
Driver load fifteen pigs into the rear gate. Sam stays ocut of sight, watching
carefully.
TRUXX DRIVER
Next stop, Sector "C".
BROWN

Sam is scrunched between fifteen filthy, noisy hogs. He wrinkles his nose
and stays down. He feels the truck BUMPING down the road.
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EXT. ELEVATOR BARN - NORTH STAR - NIGHT

The military vehicle drives up to the electzonic door of the barm.
The lights of the town of North Star are in the distance. The electric
door opens and the txuck drives in.

INT. ELEVATCR - NIGHT
Descending with it's ELECTRIC HIM. The Truck inside.

INT. BACK GATE - TRANSPORT TRIXX - NIGHT

Sam huddles with the hogs, his eyes and ears alert. He is covered with mud
and shit. He feels the elevator stop. He feels the Truck move.

INT. HYDRAULIC GATE - "SECTOR C" - NIGHT

The two SENTRYS stand duty, holding autcmatic weapons.

The Transport Truck pulls up to the gate. The Sentrys walk up to the windows.
mmmMmmmMm.
TRUCK DRIVER
Livestock.

The soldiers tred to the rear gate of the Truck. They open the gate. The
Sentrys shine flashlights into the hold whare the pigs

The flashlight flares off the CAMERA as the blackensd shape of Sam huddiles
within the silhcuettes of the pigs as the flashlight passes across them.
The gats to the Truck is closed and he is again in total dariewes.

The soldiers look over the Truck, hands on their weaspons. The Sentrys open
the huge hydraulic gats. They wave the truck through.

The Transport Truck drives into Sector "C*, taking Sam with it.

INT. BACK GATE - TRANSFORT TRUCK - NIGHT

Sam crouches down with the OINKING pigs. He hears the wheels of truck
rolling an a metal surface. He feels the vehicle make turns.
It seems to drive forever. Then it stops. He hears a CAL DOCR OPENING.

i
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He feels the Truck pull in. Then stop. Then he feels the back gate floor
of the Transport Truck lifting like the rear of a dump truck. The back gate
opens into darkness. He is sliding with the terrified, panic-stricken pigs
out of the tTuck.

INT. QHUTE - "SECTOR C" - NIGHT

Sam tumbles head over heels with fifteen fat, rolling pigs down a stained,
stainless steel shaft in almost total darimess. They all slide together.

INT. EREEDING ROOM - "SECTOR C" - NIGHT

Black as hell.
Sam hits scmething soft. So do the pigs. Straw. We don't see anything.
We hear it...

ANIMAL SCREAMS. DOG HOWLS. CAT SQUALLS. PIG SQUEALS. The air is ripped

Ard the SOUND OF
RIFPPING FLESH. Sam reaches into his pocket and brings out his lighter.

In the light of the flame, a foot frum him, a pig with a Face Hugger an
it, it's hooves shaking spasmodicly on the ground. Sam jumps in shock.

floor for Sam. They want his ass. Sam clambers ento ancther cage. Thefires
are now consuming the straw on the floor and the whole place is becoming
revealed in the light of the flames. It locks like samething straight out of
hell as the fire glints off the metal walls and the bars of the cages.
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Within, the Dog Aliens, and Cat Aliens, and Chicken Aliens scramble about,
hissing and biting in fury. The pigs move about in a raw panic as Face Huggers
leap cut of dark corners and attach themself to their faces, jamming tendrils :n
their snouts. Sam climbs up the cages as Face Hugger leaps up at him.

]
9
g
z

Sterile clothing. RUSS and LAUREN, two scientists, are

RUSS
C'mon baby, let’'s use the anti-gravity
rocm. Let's do it floating in space.

Sanjmmdam. He quickly strips and hurls his clothes into a trash bin.
Sam gets in the shower and twaxns it on.




THE CAMERA TRACKS with Sam as he walks down the top secret military sector.
The walls and floor are of high density corrugated steel. Cameras are mounted
on the cieling. Big military Trucks RUMBLE through the corridor. Rows

of MILITARY BRASS and SPECIAL FORCES SOLDIERS walk past in lines of grey.
Their boots clank on the ground. Bunches of SCIENCE OFFICERS walk through
the corridor in a grey line. Samething is happening...

Sam sees a big, floor to cieling window. Inside, there are multiple glass
cubicles.

EXT. LAB - SECTOR "C"

Sam walks up tothe window looking into other windows in a series of
lab cubicles under the sterile, antiseptic glare of flourescents.

John Smith sits on a cot with his shirt sleeve rolled up. Dr. Rand stands
in front of a gmall army of scientists and military pecple.

Dr. Rand administers him an injection fram a heavy-duty hypodermic gun.
Jon Smith nods, excitement and real dread in his eyes. Sam cannot hear what

they are saying. They all get up ard leave the roam. Secretively, Sam
slips into--

INT. LAB - SECTOR "C”

The soldier locks around. Tables with microeccpes. Racks of test tubes. Large
blackboards with camplex genetic fusion and gens splicing formulations on them.
Sam sees TWENTY SCIENCE PERSONNEL peering through the microscopes. The soldier

walks up and peers tixough ane of the microscopes.

MICROSCOFE P.O.V.: It looks like war. Black, biting cells of same unknown
crigin are chewing away and eating up the red blood cells on the slide.

It is an unssttling sight.

Sam moves away from the miczoecopes, really uneasy. He locks up and sees
a large rumnber of Scientists and Military types milling into a lecture roam.

Sam watches from behind the window. Dr. Rand is in fronmt of a blackboard.
There is a screen, and a projector. She is facing Smith and the Scientists.

DR. RAND
...This crganism, an a cellular, even
a molecular level, is purely and totally
predatory. We have never encountared an
crganism that had its charactaristics...
or its potential. To survive, this cell
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DR. RAND (Contd)
attacks, and assimilates the cells of whatever
it encounters. In this manner, it takes an
the form of what it kills. But this is what
is most intresting...Gentlemen, I put to you
that this organism, this cell, can assimilate
not anly with organic matter, but with inorganic
matter. Please watch...

The lights dim.

The projector rolls. One the screen, a solid, mettalic molecule. Also,
the black, armoured, alien cell. The Alien cell attacks and absorbs the
cother molecule, becaming ane, steely, armoured thing.

The lights cane up. Dr. Rand wears a small gnile.

'DR. RAND
That was metal.

A hush.

DR.m
The DNA structure hare doesn't screw around.
Gentlaman, do you realize what we have
here? Do you realize the potantial we can

use it for? Imagine a living, crganic jet
fightar, or an Alien tank.

Sam, shuddering, listens in. Dr. Rand locks at her watch.

DR. RAND
We're all going to be late.

INT. CORRIDOR - "SECTCR C°

They walk out into the cxxrridor. A large mumber of Military Personnel and
Scientists are milling through the hall, into a large door. Sam secretly follows
them inside.

INT. ARENA - "SECTOR C*

Sam follows Jan into a basketball court-sized room
hieght. Metal currugated walls and a sheet steel floor. There are large
opening doors built into the roof, now closed. There are more

g
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folding chairs on the flocor and they are filled to capacity with MILITARY BRASS
and SCIENCE OFFICERS. MUFFLED TALK reverberates around the roam. They all

take their seats.
Jahn sees Sam. Sam sucks wind.



John locks away, his face expressicnless. Sergeant Cheng is with him,
The rocam Quiets.

Dr. Rand walks cut onto the flocr. She holds a micxophone in her hards.
The wanan doctor smiles cut at the military establishment in the seats, her
face flushed with power and adrenalin. She speaks confidently into the mike.

DR. RAND
Hello, ladies and gentlemen.
What you are about to see, is
history. All of cur work over
the last three months, ten years
of research has gone into what
you are about to ses now. A new
soldier, ladies and gentleaman, cne
that can be fully contxolled, and
tred in a controlled envirement.
A living war machine utterly violent
and utterly effective. One that until
now, couldn't be controlled. Until now.
Drop it.

is a HM in the cleling and all eyes turn up. There are gasps and
f£fled of fright from the audience. Dr. Rand watches the crowd
ard

{

a small, smug snile an hear face.

7 5

lowered on massive hydraulic clamps that pin it's arms legs
e etal torso. It's greenish, black armour plated chest
restrained. It'sm,wmmmdmmclam.
mi'smm,it'sﬁxsts-tofmtmthcpmirg
and releasing drcols of vasilinelike saliva. Its black, lifeless
down below as the hydraulic clamp systam lowers the

o the floor, it's fest touching steel.
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She laughs. The audience tries to laugh. Nervously.
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a domestic pet. It respands to cammands.
It does ag it i3 toild. It tes.
What you are locking at, ladies and gentlemen,

HMa VWM., CLICKIKXK. Thnmassivamtalclmmstrunmg'thsnimpunapar:
and retract into the cieling. The Alien stands there.

The audience peanics. They almost leave their chairs. Dr. Rand puts ocut her hand.

DR. RAND
Please stay in your seats,
ladies and gentlemen. I assure
you that you have nothing whatscever
t© fear. Obsarve.

- Rand holds the microphons in cne hand and walks sléwly, confidently, step
step up t© the Alien. The ammoured, insectile creature towers fifteen
feet, loaming ocver her. Drool dribbles from its jaws as it eyes her.

. walks up to it. She reaches up her hand. She touches the Aliens
sout and pats it gently. The Alien doesn't do anything, it's head hardly moves.

A gasp goes up frum the audience.
With an arTogant grin, Dr. Rand turms to the audience. Her back is to the Alien.

IH

7
i

DR. RAND

Ses what I told you? Tame as a

kittan.
mm::-ﬁmmotjucpm,pu&iv-rjmjmm
back of Dr. Rands head, exploding it off her shoulders in a shower of meat.
Her dacapitated, spuxting body collapses to the floor.
The Alien attacies.
The audience screans and runs for their lives. They hammar the airlock buttons
atﬂﬁnbigd:arshiacpmasﬂ'nbeutmnm:ﬁumbofpwpletramlirg
e another, tearing them limb from limp. Fire hydrant geysers of blood.
Mlimﬂammmmmﬂummm&f.
Samotﬂns:ldiusdrwﬂnum,mtﬁwycm'tseeﬁnmmﬂmgh
the cxowd. SanaxﬂJdmsmmaraseparamdasmmyﬁvaofﬁnfifty

é
?
a

squeeze their way through the airlock door.
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The door slides shut, trapping thirty pecple inside the arena.

INT. MAIN AREA - "SECTOR C"

'metwentyfivesoldiersamiscientiststrytomkeitmtﬂvedootinahman
stampede. Red swirling alarm lights on the roof paint their faces in
of red. Sam pushes through the crowd as they run for their lives. He is locking
for Jahn Smith.

A young Special Forces Soldier walks up, face sweating.
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SPECIAL FORCES #2
Sir, Colanel Wirmmer is in there.
He didn't make it out with us.

SAM
I'm Sam Smith. Captain Special Forces.
I think I'm the ranking officer hare.

He flashes the I.D. card in his wallet. The Special Forces team surrounds him.

INT. SECURITY ROCM - "SECTCR C°

Smmamwﬂnmaﬂitmmmmmlosimoftm
glass. He and the Special Forces man climb through the window into the room
There is a bank of video consols on the walls, with camera coverage of all
the roams. .

They all stare.

'nmmﬂmmmuumﬂnm. The bowels of Hell.

SAM
Jesusfuckingchrist.

39



On the black and white screen, the Alien is weaving huge, suspension bridgelike
cocoon all over the warehouse area. Thirty people, half mutilated or dead are sou-
into the cocoon. The fifteen foot Alien locks like a weavewaman with the tender
care it takes in building its nest.

Sam operates a joystick an the controls. The TV camera zoams in and pans to
reveal tortured, slimed faces in the thick tendrils of cocoon from floor to

cieling. Same are already begimning tc reform...

SAM
Ch my God, it's breeding itself.

Then Sam quickly adjusts the camara. The screen shows Jan Smith huddling
beneath a pile of corpses. Sergeant Charg is alive and hiding under the
slaughtered bodies too, small and out of sight in the corner of the arena.

SaM
Dad.

Sam adjusts the joystick.

The screen is suddenly filled with the face of the Alien. The creatures first
set of jaws cpen, filling the b&w screen. The second piledriver set hits
the scTean and the picture goes static.

The young soldier whirls to the others.
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SPECIAL FORCES #1
and bring back a wrecker.

The two Special Forces soldiers hurry off down the corridor. All around
Sector "C" red siren lights are flashing and pecple run in every direction as
the Special Forces troops hustle the Scientists and non cams onto the back of
large Transport txrucks. )

They all walk up to the massive airlock door to the arena.

SaM
Is thare any other way in ar
out of there exept through here.

SPECIAL FURCES #1
No, sir.

SAM
Well, at least we're keeping those things in.
You ard you. C'men.

San grabs two Special Forces soldiers and they rush off to the air vent in
ﬂ‘mlo M '

SPECIAL FORCES #1

Sam stops.

The Alien sits like a drunken glant in the corner, slowly dying, it's huge
armoured anatomy gslowly disapating. It's snout sinks lower to its chest.
room is spun with cocoon. The full hundred yards square and fifty foot
room is latticeworied with suspsnsion bridges of otherworldly, white,
hard spun.

there are the bodies. Scome alive, sane dead, all mutilated and in varicus

stages of transfarmation. Faces hang suspended twenty feet up, contorted in
in the

anguish of a birth phase beyond imagination. Blood like a lake covers
. The hidecus screams and moans of the scientists and soldiers

the floor
spun into the cocoons echoes eeerily around the recesses of the chamber.

i d6¢
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The Alien is dying. It's armour is drying. Its teeth open and close. It's
sout begins to fall towards its chest.

Jan Smith gasps for breath. He almost doesn't dare breathe. He leans by
the airlock door surveying the scene of unspeakable horror. He is hidden
f:mtmmgauimsviwbyabrid;aofmlikemmtalth:mgh

the roam. He doesn't move a muscle.

Sergeant Chong huddles with him, eyeing him. He whispers.
SERGEANT CHONG

How the fuck we gonna get cuta this cne,
Johrnie?

. SaM

We gse ycu.
INT. ARENA - "SECTCR C"
John Smith twrns his head. RACK FOOUS to show the opan grate of the air vent
He sees Nis son. He is grey and clamy in color but he catches his breath.
He taps Sergeant Cong. They exchange a glarce.
And they begin to move...
The Alien is now neer desd, but it remains blood-splattsred and formidable
as it hulks by the wall. Its snout slowly nods. The General crawls carefully cn
mmummmmmmmmmm.
John Smith winces as he is splatted with blood as an Alien leg erupts in bone
and guts from ane of the cocooned scientists.
He moves, frigid with horror, on.




—— m—— co— o—

— — — —

INT. ARENA - "SECICR C"

Jahn Smith nods slowly to his son. He crawls an all fours through the blood
pooling and coagulating on the metal floor.

RRRRRRRxrrrrriillIlIiiiPPPpp.

The General turns his head. A six foot tall, humanoid Alien is tearing its
way cut of one of the cocoons. It's armoured, slimy snout snaps at the air
as it tries to extricate itself from the thick, tendrily coocoon substance.

It sees John Smith and lets cut an unearthly shriek, ripping furiously at

the cocoon to tear itself lcose. '

Smith gets to his feet and runs for it. The fiftsen foot Alien in the cormer
now lifts it's head. 1It's first set of teeth cpen and close. Drool drips.
It stunbles to it's feet.

Smith reaches the wall where the air vent is.

Sam tries to reach down but he is a full five feet above his father. The Alien

in the cocoon has now torn free and came crashing to the floor on its face.
Itgqunddyaﬂmdﬁdmiuwﬂm@mmmgmedm.

INT. AIR VENT - "SECTCR C" .

Sam reaches out of the vent. He loocks at ane of the Soldiers.

SAM
GRAB MY LEGS!

The two Soldiers lower him out by the legs. He reaches down for his father.

SaM
Grab my hand.

More cocoons are opening and fully formed Aliens are Struggling their way out.
Sam, clinging to his fathers arms, pulls him up back into the air vent.
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The young soldier leans out again and grabs Sergeant Chang, dragging him into
the vent.

INT. AIR VENT - SECTCR "C"

Sam pulls the man through the vent.

Secards later, the big Alien jams it's snout through the grate. Sam and John
duck cut of the way as the huge face pushes through the grate, getting stuck.
It's piledriver jaws punch through its first set of teeth and go at them, snapping
They squeeze safely away.

Sam grabs a grenade from hig belt. He bites cut the pin.

SAM
Breakfagt of chamions.

He chucks the grenads into the Aliens mouth. The creature swallows it.
KRAKA-KABOOOOOOOOOOM! It gets it's head blown off.

INT. ARENA - "SECTCR C"

. The headless Alien ccorpse falls baciovards into the cocoon latticewcoxk.

Now thirty, fouxrty Aliens are busting farth from their molting shells.

INT. AIR VENT - "SECICR C"

Sam and Jon Smith hug.

SAM
You ckay?
JOEN
I'm okay.

SAM
We gotta get cut of hare.
Lets go boys.

The Special Forces team clamber back through the air vent.

JCOHN
My God. Thoee man and wonan.
They're all desad and they died
scresming. Their families.
What have we done?
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Dad...

JCHN
I kow.

They lock at each other in fear. They all climb cut of the air vent.

EXT. NORTH STAR - NIGHT

Real quiet.
The ground tremcrs.
The lights of the small town go off. The lights flicker on again.

EXT. ELEVATOR - NORTH STAR - NIGHT

The barn doors slide open. Fazt:umttmdcloadsdwiﬁamfmn
the underground pull cut, RUMBLING OFF down the dirt road.

MARY
You guys want to play checkers?
We could watch TV.
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You want some cocca?

KAREN
Where's Daddy?

MARK
Whare's Sam?
Fearis written on their features. Mary hugs her children. -
MARY

It's going to be alright.
Plaster falls on table as the house shakes, then is still.

EXT. MILITARY AND SCIENTIFIC CCMPOUND - NORTH STAR - NIGHT
thinﬁuwoofﬂnmfmauualug.mmlex...
mmmanvocbnﬂnmadmmuwtbﬂbgaﬁ.

INT. mmmmcm;mm;mm

mmmmmwmm. The Scientists scramble off
the back of the vehicles. SCIENCE PERSONNEL FAMILY MEMBERS, same of them
half-dressed, leave their apartments and run up to their husbands and
wives, Mmmmamm,mmmm

mmmuhmm,nwmmumww
ARMY CORP OF ENGINEERS CAPTAIN WILKES, who is still in his robe.

CAPTAIN WILKES
What the hell is going an?

PFC CHARLES
Thare's a problem in the undarground, sir.

The Captain looks up.

CAPTAIN WILKES
Locks like there's a problem up here, too.

mm:.mmmmmumg.
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MILITARY AND SCIENTIFIC COMPOUND - NORTH STAR - NIGHT

EXT.

T™wo dozen Terra Farmers, dressed in denims and boots

Ten Pickup Trucks and Family Wagons have pulled up in front of the night
They walk up to the gate.

shrouded canpound.

are climbing out.

BRIGGS
We want to krnow what the fuck is

going an down there.
Captain Wilkes holds up his open palms.

MAIN AREA - SECTCR "C”

Sam, Jahn,

¢cleared of

INT.

A twenty foot tall, all purpose

tires, and a bulldozer shovel drives

the

£

in and pulls up by the

;

five Green Berets climb up into the cab,

the

Through the windshield of the
The Special Forees Soldier behind the wheel

his @ with its grenads launcher.
door to the arena.
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Let's go.
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The Green Beret jams his foot down an the gas, driving straight at the hydraulic
doer. .

INT. AIRLOCXX - "SECTCR C"

FILMED IN SIOW MOTION: The Wrecker battering rams the door, ripping it
asunder into a hulk of metal. The vehicle smashes on through into the Arena.

The Special Forces troops hang an.

INT. ARENA - SECICR "C”

T™he txruck stops. mmavo&mmnuﬂugm\muﬂuﬂ\eirgnm
at ready. Sam Smith hoists his machine qun. His squad of Special Forces hol
their hi-tech weaponry at ready. Sweat beading his features, Sam locks at the
soldiers as they face... -

Nothing.
No Aliens. The reminants of the cocoons hang ruptured and empty.
SAM
What the fuck...?

The Soldiers walk through the hanging, dangling shorn sections of white cocoon.
Blood and slime drips off the ironliks cotton substance. Thare are pieces of

bones and sections of uniform here and there. Sam keeps his qun by his face.

Then they see it.

Thare is a massive hole in the wall. DOLLY IN on Sam as the horrified realization
malts his face.

SAM

ch no.
INT. ZERO GRAVITY GHAMBER - SECTOR "C"
A set of penties float in the air.
Two nakad bodies, slick with sweat, floating and thrusting in the anti-gravity
roam. Rus:mssagu?erzysm,fhm'ghrmmmas,mbody
wrapped around his. As they float in the room, he turns her over and puts
his head between her legs. She wraps har soft thighs around his face.

LAUREN
CH YES!

She goes down on him, too, her head bobbing between his legs.
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RUSS
C'MON BABY CH JEESUU=--!

Her legs are wrap around his back and plunges into her, pressing her face
to his as their tounges meet, their two perspiration slick bodies revolving
upside down, suspended in zero gravity, stars and space seen through the
window of the room.

He shuts his eyes and grits his teeth.
She throws har head back and cries aut.

He cpens his eyes and his guts came out his mouth. The huge, thick, slimy
tail rips through his torso and smashes out Laurens chest, taking her
ribcage, intsstines and left tit with it. Their eyes are rolled up in
their sockets and the mutilated ccxrpses are flung off the tail.

Three Aliens crawl through the floating blood and guts towards the airlock door.
More follow. An armoured slew of crawling monstars.

INT. ARENA - SECTOR "C”
Sam holds his machine qun up. He locks at all the other sweaty, perspiring
faces in the warehouse rocm.

SAM
Let's get cut of have.
They begin to retreat. Walking through the hanging shreds of cocoon, they hear
the SCUTTLING SOUNDS caming from below them, from above them, from either
side of them. ‘
JOHN
They're in the walls.
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SAM
Nice 'n easy.

The thirty Green Berets move through the flashing red light of the Arena.
The SIREN bleats in their ears.

SERGEANT CHONG
What do we do, sir?

SAM
We get the fuck out of here is
what we do.

Sam and the rest turn to look. A horrible halfway transformed Colonel
Sinclair is all sewn up in cocoen substance, his arms and legs molted

mostly away. mmmum&mm“o{mm. His face
is torn as much with terrocr as hidecus agony.

COLONEL SINCLAIR
K-kikkk-=-=-1i1i111 mmmeesse——-
mmauhhhhnnrneserrafs
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E:\Mﬂm*&nﬂoorgrati:gswmmmﬁgetatim, the Aliens
bmstnm,ﬁnirclawsarﬂmtsteaﬁ:gmmmeSpecialFomestmcpslike
red meat.

SSMMMMMMMMASSSSSSSSHHHHH! ! ! !

to aim. Jahn grabs
Sam and they clamber through the airlock into the next airlock. Sergeant
Chang holds his machine qun in cne arm, SHOOTING the Aliens to smithereens
as he the rest of his Soldiers into the next airlock. They almost all
get through as the airlock door HISSES shut. .

INT. AIRLOCK #2 - SECTCR "C"
The soldiers are now rumning for it. They reach the next airlock door and

knock it copen. Sergeant Chang champs his pipe. He pushes Jahn and Sam through,
then shoves most of the men through after them

SERGEANT GHIONG
C'MN! C'MIN! GO! GO!

nmm'mmfustbom.

The metal begins to buckle an the docr.
wmmm,m.mmmwﬁnmmm.
The door hisses shut. mwmdﬁmmmmmm
grenads launcher and raises it at the deor. The ten othar Green Barets hunker

m.mmmmm.mmmmwnﬁam
Mm,mo@mmm;mm.

cwmgmmcmmtmmnne,mwmmmmpe.

SERGEANT NG
Alright girls, lets earn our pay.

BOOCM! BOOCM! BOOOM! BOOM!
mmmlcd:d:ariscavimm,buﬂmimud. A huge hole tears in it.

memnmw,mmmmm.
MmaummmmatﬂmwmmlﬂQawuam.
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The Jap Sarge pulls the trigger. All the soldiers do. Grenades, machine gun
tracers, and shotquns blasts strobe the hallway. -

. R : ABRA !!!! SPPPPRRRRAAAAAATTTTTZZZZ!
The first flank of Aliens disintigrate in a hidecus insectile ROAR of agony,
clouds of smoke and eruptions of acid.

The soldiers uncover their faces.

Then they see the SIZZLING SMKE of the acid splattering the thick metal walls
of the airlock. It is eating its way through the wall in bubbling haste.

The pipe cdrops from the Sergeants mouth.

SERGEANT CGIONG
Holy shit.

The Green Berets runs for the airlock docr.

A red warning sign flashes on a cleling monitor. A KLAXON HONKS. It reads,
"Hull Breached”.

A huge hole melts in the wall. Space black and empty through the hole.

The Special Forces team explode in.showers of meat, blood, intestines, teeth,
braing, and siull tissue as their inside body pressure blows them to bits.

DOLLY IN an the window to the airlock, dripping with blood, as Sam, Jomn,
and the other Green Berets lock away.
EXT. SULACD SPACE STATION

Through the malted hole in the side of the space station drifts a viscicus
slick of hman blocd, m,.mm,nmmanmmm.

52



They all look.

JOHN
Ch my Ged.

There are more Aliens, many, many more. They are crawling through the melted
hole in the airlock, climbing cut onto the outside of the ship.

EXT. SULAQD SPACE STATION

Up the fifty stoxy side of the massive station in space, framed against the
stars and planets in the black void, fifteen Aliens climb out of the hole
in the side of the ship. They slowly clamber up the metal plating in a
steady flank... ‘

For the glass dome of North Star.

INT. WEAPONS ROCM - SECICR "C"
Spacesuits, helmets, all forms of weapons.
Sam;, Jamn, and thirty Green Berets.

They climb into the space suits. They screw an the helmsts. They grab
grappling lines and climbing equipment from the construction supply area.
Cartradges are slammed into rifle btreeches. Grenades are shoved in bags.
Heavy cambat knives are slid into belts.

Sam locks at the rest, faces sweating ingide clear helmet viscrs.

SAM
Lat's go.

EXT. SULACOD SPACE STATION - SPACE

The massive, unfinished structure of the space staticn exterior.
Crawling alang the prefab skin of the ship are fifteen Aliens, like huge,
armoured insects.



'moSpec:LaJ.Fcrcesteaninﬁ\espacesuitsclmbwﬁnmleintmship.
Like mountain climbers, they are all attached to a line. They open up with
their machine guns.

One of the Aliens explodes in floating streams of acids. It floats off
the ship. One of the soldiers is hit by a drop of the acid. He doesn't see
it burn through the suit. There is a hole.

The soldier explodes in hig suit, his facemask splattering brains.

Arother Alien grabs a soldier, it's jackhammer jaws punching the mans face in
through the helmet of his spacesuit. Blood floats in space. Ancthaer soldier
t:mhisflam‘dmmtmmmmdﬂncmamnlosesitsgripmthe
ship, spiming away in a torch of flams.




EXT. ELEVATOR - NORTH STAR = NIGHT

Headlights up the road.

A Military Transport locaded with SOLDIERS fram the campound pulls up in front
of the elevator doors. The men climb out of the truck and wait by the lift.

CAPTAIN WILKES
Let's get down there and find out
what the hells going on.
The elevator door opens...

The soldiers see the teeth.

The Special Forces taam scramble through the vent.

EXT. MAIN STREET - NCRTH STAR - NIGHT
By the light of the moons...

Shadows, big and esrie, dart aczoss the front of the Grocery Store

and the Hardware store. Then nothing moves.

EXT. GRAIN ELEVATOR - NORTH STAR - NIGHT
mmwmmummmme@eum...

Shapes shift.

EXT. SMITH FARM - NORTH STAR - NIGHT
The tiny farmhouse and it's barn against the night sky.
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EXT. CORN FIELD - NORTH STAR - NIGHT

The husks wave in the breeze.

EXT. GAS STATION - NORTH STAR - NIGHT

Open all night. OLD MAN PERKINS sitting at the tabla, feet up. Country song
softly playing on the radic. Shadows outside.
EXT. KEMNEL - GAS STATION - NIGHT

The Gezrman Shephard in the kernel rapidly paces. It's teeth are bared,
growling.

INT. GAS STATION - NIGHT

The grizzled old man 1lifts his head. He locks cut the window at the road
and the darkened cxxn fields. He gets up out of its

%

EXT. GAS STATION - NIGHT

01d Men Perkins goes cutsids.

QLD MAN PERKINS
What's wrong, Sally?

He lodks oaut into the coxn fields, Quietly waving in the dark.
And gets his shotgun.

INT. CORN FIELDS - NIGHT
0ld Man Pezkins walks into the corn f£i holding his .12 gauge double
barreled shotgun. His dog is on a leash. They push through the walls of

husks. The grizzled old gas station attendent Stops and listens. BREEZE
QRACKLES through the HUSKS. Corn ten feet high all around them. The dogs
hackles go up.

(0:4+]

MAN PERKINS
Harrison, this is your cow run loose
again an muh property I'm gama shoot

him down like I keep tellin' yuh.
He holds up his shotgun.
His dog bolts into the husks, BARKING.



mmmymmmamofmmmmm.

OLD MAN PERKINS
Ch-shit.

The old man runs for it. He plunders through the tall stalks of cormn.
He runs right into the Alien...

The jackhammer jaws cxush his face, splattering brains all over the stalks
of corn. :

EXT. OCRN FIELDS - NIGHT

The husks.

EXT. 7-11 - NIGHT
mm,mwmmmmuﬁszmam
and Big Gulps. A lonely ATTENDENT is a 7-11 uniform mans the countar.

INT. 7-11 =-'NI
MAMMadgm”tnlmwammﬁm.

He locks up to see some shadows dart cutside. He hastily stubs his cigarette
and hides the magazine. The shadkows are gone. He starts leafing through the
magazing again. The SOCUND of SCUTTLING. The Attendent locks up quickly.

Darkness and eanpty road cutside the windows.

smmmufiwmnmlmmmugglmwim,
armoured, Mlo,mmmmofgmmmm

The tiny little store sits in the middle of the flatlands, all quiet.
A tTuck lumbars down the way. It pulls up in the parking lot.
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Mr. Hansen leaves her in the truck. Mrs Hansen watches through the windshield
as he husband walks up to the store. He sees the broken window of the place,
ard he goes inside with slight apprehension. Mrs. Hansen lights a cigarette

and turns on the radio. It softly plays a country station. She locks up
through the windshield to the window of the 7-11. She doesn't see her husband.

MRS. HANSEN
Harry...?

She gets out of the truck.

EXT. 7-11 = NIGHT

m.mmmm,mﬂmmmm;nmmm.

INT. 7-11 - NIGHT

Suwaucsﬂm.ghﬂ'nglassmwduso-ﬂueggsngmﬂy. The flcor,
littered with fast food packages and alien muck, is filled with knee~-high
Alien eggs, all through the aisles. Bdummmmismmirgurtbloody
remains. She walks wide eyed around the room.

MR. HANSEN
LETS GET THE FUCK QUTA HERE, MARY!!!

meynmﬁmaght!naislasasﬁtmegsmpopmarﬂ?acamgguspopmt.
‘Iheyscuttlelm&rargadcraHamtlnflocr, whiplike tails snapping,
as the husband and wife rush from the store.
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EXT. 7-11 - NIGHT

hustles her across the dark farmland parking lot towards their truck.
The Face Huggers, threeinall,snashﬁirnaghﬂ'aeglassdoorandmscuttlirg
actoss the asphalt after them. The two pecple make it into the car.

They lock the doors. Mr. Hansen turns the key in the ignition and grabs his
shotgun from the rack. He steps on the gas.

A Face Hugger angulf the tire in its crab claws. The wheel runs it over,
two tons of truck squashing it. The splurge of acid explodes the tire. The
raw wheel rim shoots off sparks as it skids over the asphalt.

The vehicle skids right and left on the road before regaining traction ard
speeding off, red taillights receding in a cloud of settling dust.



EXT. TOWN HALL - NORTH STAR - NIGHT

Lights are on in the town hall.
There are a lot of cars parked arourd it.

INT. TOWN HALL - NORTH STAR - NIGHT

A large gatharing hall. All of the townspecple are there. They are seated
in metal chairs and there is a tangible rage in the air.

Briggs, the bartender tizned leader of the Terra Farmers, is at the podium.

BRIGGS
This meeting will come to order.

A TERRA FARMER jumps to his feet.

TERRA FARMER #1 .
WHAT'S GOING ON DOWN THERE, THAT'S
WHAT I WANT TO KNOW?!!!

Ancther TERRA FARMER leaps up and punches the air with his fist.

TERRA FARMER #2
THIS LAST MONTH THE ARMY QCOME BY
IN TRUCKS TWICE AND CONFISCATED MY
LIVESTOCK. I LOST THREE COWS AND
SIX PIGS ALREADY THIS WEEX!

TERRA FARMER G
I HAD THREE CHICKENS TAKEN AND TEN OF
THE DOGS I WAS BREEDIN'. I WANT 'EM

BACK OR I WANT THE MILITARY OFF THIS
STATION! THIS IS MY PROPERTY GODDAMMIT!

Briggs raises his voice into the mike.
JEHN
SIT DOWN! Sit down all of you.
This meeting will ccme to order.
We've called it so's everybody
gets a chance to speak.,
MRS. CRENSHAW stands up.
MRS. CRENSHAW
I'm Sally Crenshaw and I run the
been gain' on and off.
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Murmers around the roam. Mrs. Crenshaw takes her seat. Briggs points to
CHARLIE HOWARD.

BRIGGS
Charlie.

CHARLIE HOWARD

I think this is the basic situation.
When we signed on here for this so-called

The pecple sitting in the seats loock and momer ancrgst each other. The tension
in the room seems to thickan. There are mumbled sourds of assent.

The front door is smashed cpen.
Sam, Jam, and the Special Forces soldiers. The man have taken off their

launchers and machine guns, and the
Sam wipes sweat from his face.

SAM
We need your help.

The silhoustts of the farmhouse and the windmill against the horizen.
The moon sits low. ,




INT. HALLWAY - SMITH HOUSE - NIGHT

She walks down the hall to Marks roam. She opens the docr.

INT. MARKS ROCM - SMITH HOUSE - NIGHT

muimlbvarsheightfeetabmnﬂnlitueboy,sx.:d-dngh:l.s&nmbmdert.‘ue
covers. Ima:uuxedmatmypmssesagainstﬁumdelairplm

from the cleling. It's snout twrns to face Mary as it shows its teeth. It
drools on the carpet. Mary screams her head off, making a dive for bed ard
scooping up little Mark as the creature makes a lunge for her. She shoves
her panic-stricken way cut the door and slams it shut.

Mary lowers the smiking rifle. She grabs her kids close to her. Karen loocks
aut the window. She swallows hard. '

KAREN
m.-.

Their eyes all tizn to the windows.

EXT. SMITH HOUSE - NORTH STAR - NIGHT
The tall, skeletal silhousttes of ten Aliens slowly close in on the farmhouse.
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EXT. TOWN HALL - NORTH STAR - NIGHT

The town hall sits, the only lit building in the darkened town. Things seem
to be moving in the dark, but might be the shadows of trees, or the shadow
of the swinging storefront sign on the Hardware store.

INT. TOWN HALL - NORTH STAR =~ NIGHT

The Special Farces team in the spacesuits with their hardware face off the
tough, hardened Terra Farmers.

BRIGGS
Space monstars my ass.

SAM

Thare's lots of them. Believe it.
BRIGGS

Well, speaking for the rest, we don't.
SAM

Mr. and Mrs Hansen and they are sickly pale. The pecple in the room rise to
their feet, staring at them. :



BRIGGS
What the hell have you gotten us
into, soldier boy?

INT. "JOHNS GUNS" - NORTH STAR = NIGHT

The doar to the small store is unlocked. Street lamps through the windows
glint off racks and racks of rifles, pistols, ard shotgquns. Theare is a
case full of bexes of ammo.

Mfmtdmmaﬂfifwmmlestarﬂmlmgmunmette.

rear racks of their pickups and staticrwagons. Fifty Terra Farmars and Soldiers
111

the parking lot. Jobn Smith is in charge of handing out rifles, pistols,
aunchars and ammo. Hand after hand grab therifles. Fingers slam

i
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Street U.S.A. in space
side to prepare a barricade.

wazrk by
bunper sticker, "They Can Have My Guns When They Pry It Out
My Cold, Dead Fingers. Two Terra Farmars pull shotguns off the rack in the



BRIGGS
We're way ahead of you, soldier boy.
INT. PI-IZNESWI‘I’G-IHDARD:MZRIHSTAR;NIGH'

The SWITCHBCARD OPERATCR, a terrified black woman, is operating the switchboard,
using headsets. She franticaly plugs the cords.

Did you call my house?

SWITCHBOARD CPERATCR -
No answar there either, Mr. Smith.

Sam and Jobn exchange glances. They rush from the room.

SaM
Dad, they're not getting any answer
aut at the house. 'm goana take



msvehiclesmllartofminsu'eetasﬂwtcmspecplepmparefcrme
coming fight. '

EXT. SMITH FARM - DAWN

The house and barn framed against the sunrise.
The Aliens have the house surrounded.

INT. LIVING ROCM - SMITH HOUSE - DAWN

Aliens are smashing through the doars and windows. Mom is shoving the table
and the bockcase against the front docr. The window shatters an
it's arm and face in, too large to squeeze through the frame. Mary picks up the
Winchestar, cocks the handle, and SHOOTS the monstar in the face. It catapults
backwards out the window.

MARY
MARK YOU STAY DOWN!!!
KAREN!!! HELP ME WITH THIS!!!

The terrified teenager helps her mothar shove a big chest of drawers in front
of the window. © They block it over. The SONDS of ALIENS SMASHING against

the side of the house. Mary hears samsthing upstairs.

She hoists the Winchestsr and checks the treech. Four bullets left. She locks
at harself and her two kids. She pockets three bullets and sticks the last
raxd in the breech.

mmwmummmmwmmmu
the house. It squeezes its armoured body through the gap in the docr.

KAREN
MMVMY!!!  MOOMMMMYYY!!!

g
8
E

mmmnﬂobtufamaﬂpMamnwﬂam“eye.
mm:uu,mmmxt'smm.mwmm.
Mary grabs har two children and hauls them with her into the kitchen.

INT. K

Mary slamns the door shut. With the help of Karen she shoves the kitchen
table and the refridgerator against the door.

SSMMMMAAAAASSSSSHHHHHH! ! ! !
oo o
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An Alien crashes it's claws through the kitchen window in a decimation of
glass and wood frame.

It shoves its snout through.
MARY
Ckay you ugly motherfucker,
suck an this.

She grabs a handful of knives from the wall and thrusts them inside the.
monsters face. Lots of acid. It makes a grab for her but it's arm goes
down into the garbage disposal.

Mary flicks the switch on the wall. GGGGCGOGRERRRRROGRGRGRGRGRGRIMMM! !!!
The creature loses it's arm below the elbow.

Mary grabs her kids in her arms and tugs them with her down the steps into the
basement as the creature thrashes in agony while the

:
g
:

INT. BASEMENT - SMITH HOUSE - DAWN

mmmmmummmmmmﬁw. Karen grabs
Mark and huddles against the side of the wall.

Thare is a pitchfork on the wall. open
Three Aliens framed in the dim light of dman. Mary grabs the pitchfork and
holds it with prongs cutwards as the first Alien attacks.

|
5
|

Mary runs at it, impaling it with the three pronged pitchfork. She pins it
to the wall. Mom backs off, releasing the handle, as the creatwre struggles
against the pitchfork jamed in its gut.

SSSSSSSSSSSSSssssssssssss. The pitchfork falls away, the prongs melted by acid.
Mam is in deep shit. The Alien approaches har with its claws axtended.

Mom sees the chainsaw on the Black and Decker bench. She grabs it up and PULLS
the ripoord, REWING an the buzzssw. Mmm holds cut the chainsaw, the bits
whirring in the Aliens face as she stands protectively in front of her children.
Mom swings the buzzsaw, comecting with the Alien right leg, severing it fraom
its socket in spews of acid. It staggers back. Mom moves in for the kill,
burying the chainsaw in the crestures armoured chest. The Alien staggers back
with the chainsaw in it's chest, then drops dead. Huge shafts of morning light
burst through the walls as the boards are knocked away and the silhouettes of
more of the monsters appear.

Mary grabs Karen and Mark and huddles in the cormner with them.
She has three bullets, cne for each of tham, left in the Winchester.
She QOCXKS it.



PAPAPAPAKAKAKAKAKAKAKAKAPPPPPPOWWWW! ! ! ! The Aliens explode, twisting, dropping
on the ground as they are struck by a barrage of machine gun, shotgun, and
grenade FIRE.

Mary opens her eyes, uncovering the faces of her children. Silhouetted against
the rising sun are the shapes of eight Special Forces Soldiers, holding their

sSnoking weaponry. Sam rushes over and pick her up and they all embrace in the
smashed basement roam in the light of dawn.

MARY
Oh my God oh my Ged.

SAM
Are you ckay, Ma?

MARY
Yes we're cikay.

JOHN
You sure you're all alright?
Ch, xother, five secards later

MARY
It's over. Tell me its over.

SAM
It isn't over, Ma.

Sam holds his rifle at ready. He locks at the other three Green Berets
and they have turned the same colar of milk he has.



For a full square block, the nondescript military track houses have been
turned into cocoons. The walls and cielings have been smashed in, and the
tendrily, ironlike substance stretches like countless tridges across the
houses, in and cut the windows, and over the trees on the block. Blood and
Alien slime drips everywhere. There are literaly hundreds of cocoons.

All empty.
The young Special Forces cammander engages his rifle.

SAM
Let's get back to town. Fast.

Sam and the Soldiers jump back in the car and it speeds cut of there.
As the vehicle recedes in the distance, the CAMERA CRANES UP, high over
a nearby carnfield, a mile or mere wids.

A wall of black, armoured Aliens, hundreds of them, mwe in an insectile,
monstarcus mass thoough the field of comm.

They are heading for the buildings of North Star in the distance.

the ASP sit in the clean, clear daylight. Thaze

lot of the mini mall. The hardware store and the Burger King are closed.
In the middle of the street, fifty Terra Farmars and Soldiers stand behind
the makeshift barricades. They check and recheck their rifles and shotguns
They acke cigarettas. They. stare into the distance. There is nothing to do
tut wait. The tension is terrifying.

Jon Smith doesn't lock well. His sikin is clammy. There is an extrusion
under his shirt slesve. He rubs it. John lights a cigarette with a shaking
hand. He locks up.

In the distance on Main Street, samething is coming. Smith raises hisg rifle.
Than he lowears it. Sam, his family, and the Special Forces pull up in the

|
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g o
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John hugs his wife and children.
JOHN
Y-you have to get to the town hall.
Yau'll b-be safer there. .

Mary nods and hurries off with the kids.
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Sam speaks quietly with his father.

JOHN
The rest...?

Sam gives him a small shake of his head.

SAM
We got real trouble. Thares at least a
hundred more of them now.

JCHN
What t-time is it?

Sam locks at his watch. He locks at his father and chuckles, emotionlessly.

SAM
High noon.

The suns are high.

INT. A&P - DAY

saTmmeiﬁxunuaﬂmmmmiﬁmbyhbigglass
windows of the supermarket. They lock cut an the empty parking lot.

A hundred woman and children huddle in the dimly lit room. Mothers and sisters

and infants. Nobody says anything. They just wait. Same
weep. RUSTLE of CLOTHING is all that is heard. A CLOCX TICKS an the wall.

E
|
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EXT. NEBRASKA STREET - NORTH STAR - DAY

Desolate.

A pigecn.

EXT. WOOLWORTHS - NORTH STAR - DAY

Qlosed.

EXT. MAIN STREET BARRICADE _-_.DAY

Sam polishes his machine gun. He squints down the street. He stands and
gestures for his men t© arm up.

SAM
Heads up.

muyalluf.tﬂnirmapamaxﬂgatim:opcdtim.

JOHN
Holy mother of God.

It is like a black cloud on the horizon.

echoing
bullets rip into them, punching holes and taking pieces off tham in sprays and
acid that melt the streets, sidewalks and storefronts. The first
flank of creatures drops but there is another right behind, and ancther, and
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They are still caming.

EXT. MAIN STREET - NORTH STAR - DAY

Against the small town Americana of the Woolworths and the McDonalds, rush
a scarifying sea of Aliens, scuttling, staggering, Tawling down the street
on the bright, sunny day. There is no end of them.

EXT. BARRICADE - MAIN STREET - NORTH STAR - DAY

The Special Forces stare at each other alarm. The Terra Farmers franticaly
reload. Sam squeezes off round after round, as does his father, but the
massing wall of Aliens is almost on top of them.

Sam sets the big box of dynamite in the middle of the barricade. He grabs
his men.

SAM
FALL BACK!!! FOLLOW ME!!!

Still SHOOTING hundreds of rounds at the beasts, the men back ocut the
fortifications and retreat down the street. A dozen of the Aliens go
Clambering into the barricads, their claws cutstretched for the men a hundred
yards away. Sam levels off a machine qun BLAST into the box of dynamite in the
barricade.

an Main Street U.S.A. in space.

i

BUILDING ROQFTOP - VIRGINIA STREET - NORTH STAR - DAY

Three Terra Farmers lob grenadas off the roof down on the Aliens.

They don't see the two Aliens rise up behind them. T™he first set of jaws
pttaﬂﬁnjaddmjaagmamwm?amm,mm
their spines through their chests.

. VIRGINIASTREE.T:MSTAR;DAY

Sam ard Jobn split up. The young commander gestures for the Terra Farmers

andthpacialFa:cuSoldimtosputoffing:ummmdifferant
strests. Sam slams a fresh clip into his M-16 as the men break off.
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'Smoke hangs in the air on the windless day. Soldiers and Aliens are
silhousttes. Sam hears samething above him, already FIRING into the air as

the Alien leaps from the roof for him. The first ane is dead before it hits
the ground, but the second lands on its feet and strikes Sam with it's tail.

He is thrown twenty yards and his qun goes flying.

It skittles down the asphalt.

The Alien bounds for him. Sam rolls under a parked car. The Alien snatches
for him under the car, it's jackhammer jaws punching inches from his face.
The creature rolls the car off him. Sam scrambles to where his machine qun
lies. He grabs it up. The Alien grabs him. Sam jams the muzzle of the gun
in the beasts armoured chest and BLOWS its guts out its back in an acid shower.

In the wreathes of smcks, Sam hurries off down the street.

The golden arches in the grim light of day. Aliens lurch around the brightly
mlaum-fapmdm,mmmummmumm,mm
for prey.

They bare thair teeth at the sound of the motcxcycles.

MMBMWMMMWMMMI&.
They have their rifles and pistols at ready. The Alien in the middle of
the lot. Biker Farmer #1 drops down to third and up speed

his .44 Magrum and BLASTING the beast twice in the head. It whirls, dropping as -
dies. The second and third Aliens lesp cut. With a swipe of it's tail, the
matmhi’m&usmﬂ&ku?maﬂmmmmmmmgm

B

the ,
John keeps his rifle at ready. The Alien leaps at him from the frozen foods
section. Jaohn CPENS FIRE, splattering it spritzes of acid.

huge

BIG HAL, ane of the Green Barets, is a massively built man who hefts a
Browning machine gun with a belt feed and a rotating drum muzzle. He holds the
belts slung over his shouldar and wrapped around his biceps.
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Heummseeﬁ\:eemMiamstamw&naislesbyﬁnbigglass

windows to the parking lot.
The big man hoists his Browning. The cartradge belts looped over his shoulder
whirl and the drum of his machine gun SPITS bullets at the three Aliens.

lwi:tbwscn.stalizeandcouapseasﬁnmreeuiensamblcwn clean
through them. ’I‘rnflyingacidhiisthecaQregisters

™he
lifts him off his feet. Big Hal
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He is SPRAYING FIRE

SAM
They have a differant idea, but fuck 'em.
Briggs runs away from the fortification by the Town Hall.

Up Main Street cames the Alien horde.
fram his Carbine.
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sideways, taking down a £
Fifteen others scream in insectile

NCRTH STAR - DAY

EXT. MAIN STREET -
The tractor trailaer cab lurches
twenty creatures.



INT. CGAB
Briggs is spitting up blocd. His eyes hardly focus as he steers with cre
the

hard, raw, melted stump of his right arm resting against the seat.
He&*ives'duebigtrmks&aightat&n&mgasstatim.
EXT. KNOX GAS STATION - MAIN STREET - DAY

mmﬁcmﬂ'zuaghﬂngasmmmragmggeywofsmermeaded
and Regular. It piles into the office, disintigrating the windows, ard
cames to a dead stop.

The Aliens are over the truck liks a rash.

beside him and picks the grenade. bites

creature tears the right side of his face avay.

EXT. KNOX GAS TION - MAIN STREET - DAY

The grenade explcodes. The gas station is enguled in a fireball half a block

The town is in a shambles. Smoke and fires billow fram twenty differant
places. Bodies both human and Alien are everywhers. The town has been
flattened.

Jdmﬂniﬁzstansartarﬂstartstocry.
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JCOHN
It's all gone.

Sam ejects the ampty, smwoking clip from his weapon.

SAM
We're still alive.

JCHN
Not all of us...Not all of us...

Their families hug them back. Mary, Karen, and Jamn . walk out into the open
air. Sam walks over and wearily puts his arms around them.

BACK O reveal: North Star, Small Town U.S.A in space, now gone.

&
:

DISSCLVE TO:

Sam sits down by his fathar.

JCHN
This is Mayday.

SAM
Nothing.



JCHN
The twenty fourth midline is
a well traveled shipping route.
They'll be freighters or military

They sit by the radio.

Suddenly...

BEBzz2z22z222zttt. We read you.
RepeatBBBBZ2272222zzzzzt. We read
You Sulaco space station. This is

the U.S. Ammy frigats Omaha.
Cans back

They all cheer. Jahn gets an the micxophone.

Jahn grins.
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RADIO V.O.
Over and out.

The radio goes dead.
Jahn stards up and faces the crowd.

Lots of sickbeds. Lots of victams. Lots of surgical equipment and intravencus

equipent all cver the place. The wmwmmmlymadequete.
mmmmwmmu@munm,smattmmm

blood, there are the survivors. There have been many wounded.

TRACKING SHOT with Sam, Jahn, Karen and little boy John Jr. as they walk
mmmmmmu-.mmmvuymmgmjmyseamly
healing well. She msnages a snile to them.

SaM
How ya doin', Ma?

Smiling tensely, Mary grips her sons hand. Jahn touches his wifes face.

MARY
We're all alive. I'm doing
fine. Just fine.

JCHN
sent cut a Mayday. The
should be here in two
1 we have to

L

£3

E
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SAM
That'll be alright?

MARY
That'll be fine.

JOHN
We'll be hame.

MARY
I'll be hare.

The Smith family walk cut the docr. Mary shuts her eyes and goes to sleep,
with a real, sad sigh.

Late in the day.

mm—t-dabunaﬂmuyminfamedsuositungmﬁumaﬂecfthe
wheat fields. ‘nurtycus,scaﬁmwagms,aﬂpidnmtmdmarepamed
in the area. Fifty pecple mill around as new cars pull up. Families are
embracing, hugging, and ssying tamporary farewells and the women and children
are being locaded aboard the shuttle.

INT. sx-vm..zsn.o;mams'rm;my

A large, missle shaped U.S. Ammy rockstship jet fins sits upright in the silo
d\albar.‘mmsichoftrnsiloisdmedan:blackemdfrmmm
launchings. mmn-aFa:mmgﬂni:wimandkichandhslp'd‘mumgh
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the door to the big spacecraft.

INT. SHUTTLECRAFT - DAY

Comfortable and roamy, with cushioned seats and windows. The Terra Farmer
wives buckle their children and themselves into the seats. They all lock
tired and relieves to be off the space station.

EXT. SHUTTLE SILO - NORTH STAR - DAY

The men of North Star stand by their cars and trucks in the wheat field.
The watch the silo begin to retract into the ground with a LOW RUMBLE.

INT. SHUTTLE SILO - NCRTH STAR - DAY

msmuemamwcmlmmmm. It slowly
the spacecraft now in position on the launching pad. The

i
é
§
,&

EXT. SMITH FARM - DUSK
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John slaps his leg.

JCHN
Missed.

John rubs his eyes. He scratches his amm. He
a extzusicon under his shirt. Sam looks at his father.

SAM
Dad, you alright?
JCHN
Yes, yes I'm...fine.
SAM
You sure?
KAREN
Dad?
: SAM
What's wrong with your amm?
JHN
I had a shot.
SAM

Yestarday in Sector "C".
Dr. Rard gave it to you.
What kind of shot?

Jdnsdnisuznugrapidlyclmaﬂm.

JOHN JR.
Dackly, what's wrong?

Jahn doesn't look well.

Mfaﬂnrmaguam.farw. He ruffles the little boys hair
uxtﬂmismyinhism.sﬂcbam'tmthmoﬁhisomman.

JOHN
It's been a long day.

mteenagadgi.rlgeuuparﬂgoeswtﬁnbadccbnr.
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SMITH HOUSE - DUSK

Karmcmséestheyardinthefadmganbersofdaylight. She goes into the tarm.

EXT.

SMITH FARM - DUSK

INT. BARN -

KITCHEN - SMITH HOUSE - DUSK

INT.

explodes in
alarm, grabs hig fathers wrist.

the coffee cup and it
in

Sam pulls

Yy jexk. He holds onto the table.
1s fram one of his tear ducks.

- -]
blood spil
m.

of
t©

drop

i
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JCHN (Contd)
COOCOOUUUUUUTTTTTIT! ! ! !

Blood pours out Johns eyes. uﬂerhiss}dn,hisba'asareresmpug, his
msclesstaimng,hisskinbecmingharda:ﬂslimy. Sam grabs Mark,
who is screaming and he reaches for his father.

Sansfaceisamaskoftermrashnbadcsmwithhisbmﬁmasbloodlike

EXT. BARN = SMITH FARM - DUSK

The barn. The pens. The farmhouse. The SOUND of A MOSQUITO. But a bigger,
meaner types. It echoes eerily around the barn.

INT. BARN - DUSK

The acid sizzles through the bottom of the buckst. Karen locks up as the
cow turns it's head towards her. It cpens it's mouth and a strange set of
piledriver, fanged, jackhammar jaws snap at the girls cheet. She falls
back as the animal emits an Alien, insectile moco. Legs burst cut the side
ofit'sribbedcaguasit'sspunjma:lsplitsinatmofblcodand
acid. It rears up on six legs, moving towards Karen as she clambers to
har

est and runs screaming hystericaly out of thare. The teenaged girl
sl Closed to door to the . The Alien Cow hurls itself against the

i
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EXT. SMITH FARM - DUSK

Karen runs screaming acyoss the field as Sam runs ocut of the house with

John Jr.. He grabs his sister. muichwbatteringra!sthedoor,
smashing through it in a shower of boards. It gallops acxoss the field towards
Sam, Karen, and Mark. Sam heaves his siblings into the pickup truck.

He tums the the engine and steps on the gas, rippingmtofmedrivway
anto the main road with the Alien Cow charging aftar it.

INT. PICKUP TRIKX - DUSK

Peeling cut of the farm, losing the Alien Cow...

Sam steers, speeding down the road. Karen is scbbing hystericaly,

SAM
Calm down.

KAREN
Where's Daddy?




EXT. ALIEN MOSQUITO - NIGHT

The insect is reforming as it flies, becaming half Alien, half Mosquito. It's
stinger is like a hacksaw, it's ammoured, shingled body with is plated wings
resembling a miniaturized F-14 jet fighter.

It spots a Rooster down below on a fence.

EXT. FENCE - NORTH STAR - NIGHT

The Rooster doesn't see the Alien Mosquito until the piledriver stinger in
plunged through its feathars. The Alien Moequito latches it's armoured hocks
into the poor bird, sucking ocut a lot of it's blood, then yanking cut it's

dripping stinger and flying off.

The Rocster shivers, erupts. Feathers beccme scales. It's beak becames a
fanged trap as it staggers off the fence. The Alien Roostar tries to fly,
mtitruwlumawlmmitismmaﬂmtmicly
awicward. ,

It crashlands into a body of water. SPLASHING, struggling, it slowly

THE CAVERA PULLS BACK to reveal a sign naxt to the big watar pool.
It reads, "North Star Resevoir. No swimming."

INT. mmm;mm;m
A large pitcher is filled with water from the faucet.

mmmmuwmmmmgﬂummam. The CAMERA
mmmmunmagmmmmmmﬂm, in the differant
b&,mmmaglmumm...msmm.mmymmmad.

mmmm,mmmofmtomaﬂyauﬂnmstofme
thirsty, perspiring Terra Farmers who £ill the area. Other Nurses are pouring
cthar pitchers of fresh, clean watsr.

EXT. ALIEN MOSQUITO - NIGHT

Tearing through the night skies at Mach 10. ‘More cows far below in another farm
in a pen. The half insect, half Alien adjusts its armoured wings and plunges...

EXT. PICKUP TRIXX - NIGHT

Sam has the pedal to the metal. He pulls an the headlights button. His
bmﬁmraﬂsistartn.rddleinﬂnbadmtasﬁwplwﬂtughﬂnnight
for the dying fires of North Star in the distance.
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Then in the headlights...

EXT. MAIN ROAD - NORTH STAR - NIGHT

THREE ALIEN CATTLE. Blocking the road. Six legged monstrosities with double
sets of mettalicy jackhammer jaws ripping through their smouts and armoured,
triple jointed legs toxn out of their hooves and sides. The skin and muscle
of their old flesh hangs in blood-slimed rags, like birth debris.

MﬁmMimCattleseeﬁuam:sMrgpidmpaﬁlowaﬁmoinanéenly
unearthly sound. They gallop straight for the truck, their jaws chopping
and punching the air, trailing saliva.

ROAR of the PIGWUP ENGINE. Sam drives his txuck right into the beasts.
They axplods an impact in meaty, armoured showers of detxis. The beslimed
tTuck hurtles off down the road.

INT

stares straight ahsad through the windshield ag he jams the gas and
speeds the pickup into the Narth Star city limits.

EXT. NORTH STAR - NIGHT

The smouldering ruins of Smalltown, U.S.A. in space.



We can start to see the beams and girdirs that frame the endoskeleton of
bbrdaStarba‘eaﬁuttafissmmﬂ'aasptmltstreetsﬁntmpidﬂ.pspeeds
through. Water mails burst, geysering huge floods of water in a hundred
differant places. Gas mains EXPLODE in awful clouds of fire. Through the
mayhem drives Sam and his brother and sister.

INT. PICKUP - NIGHT

Sam, Karen, andJothr.sta:ainl‘nrmr,atﬂmtalittlewaﬂer, at their
surroundings. Sauscraarscver‘dnmISEb:hissiblings. '

mmm.wi&mofmmmmmgwhimmmt
as Sam whirls the steering wheel, speeding around a cormer. He slams on the

EXT. WYCMING STREET - NCRTH STAR - NIGHT

The lane silhoustts of a woman, backlit by gas fires and spraying water,
mrungfarmrufoﬂu'mghﬁusiﬁd:qmndugs...mmm. ‘

She can't mouth the words to describe what she has seen. Sam shakes her.
They are all 1it by the glow of the fires.

Then a shadow falls over them. They slowly turn their heads.
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It £fills an entire block.

EXT. MAIN STREET - NORTH STAR = NIGHT

Fifty humans have been turned into an Alien Thing. They have fused together
into one...thing. It is a two story, moving, murdercus mass of armour and
flesh, eyeballs, and tounges, screaming mouths and jackhammer jaws in a huge,
anamorphous blob of arms, legs, talons, hooks, snouts, and teeth. There are
the teeth...

The Alien Human Thing is advancing down the block.

INT. PICKUP - NORTH STAR - NIGHT

Sam doesn't register any emotion.

SAM
Fuck this.

He stamps an the gas.

- EXT. MAIN STREET - NORTH STAR - NIGHT

mmmm«mmswawm&»mmmmlm
the ground into the depths of the space station.

The roadsign reading "North Star. Pop. 251." sinks beneath the ground.

INT. PICKUP - MAIN ROAD - NIGHT

The Smith family huddles in the truck as it thunders aczoss the farmlands.
Sam hugs his mother, who is weeping.

MARY
YOUR FATHER?!!!

Sanlcduathuaﬂslmlymmw,hmmughw. ROARING
fills the air, SOUNDS of SPLITTING STEEL and TORTURED METALWORK.



EXT. FARMLANDS - NIGHT

The little truck jounces through a startling landscape...The skin is peelirg off
North Star. The farmlands and hills are burning away, revealing the metal

Belwthebemcmbesam'dﬁefullfiftysmriasofﬂnspacostaﬁm, ing
away into hellish infinity. The whole frame work is and shifting,
the beams ripping locse and dropping miles down into the bowels of the ship.

Great fires bwrn fifty staries down. Boiling, billowing clouds of fire and debris
mmmﬁmﬂnmofﬂaspacestam.

INT. PICKUP - NIGHT

Sam, m,mmmmmmmmmmunasmm
mmmmwmmfmmfamjmm
the disintigrating space station. Flashes explode across their faces.

EXT. BEAM - FARMLANDS - NIGHT
m.pidmp&udtmrdminﬁuredf\miaglwf:mﬁnm.

The road the tTuck is traveling on has burnt off. The vehicle rides acruvss
aWMdamtiftymmmmmwa
the military installations, heating and water units, and offices below. The
girder is shaking violentl badcaﬂfcrﬂaaﬂnbommmdislocbed
mmmmymit,mm. Beans and secticns
of the farmlands endoskeletal structure are dropping off into the abyss.
INT. PICKUP - BEAM - FARMLANDS - NIGHT

dead
1admmmwmahmyudsm. The truck starts



INT. PICGKUP - NIGHT

Sam grits his teeth and floors the gas pedal. His family screams.

EXT. STEEL SUPFORT STRUCTURE - FARMLANDS - NIGHT

MMJustbarelygaimtractimmmmyugsmtmm.
It roars off across it.

A half mile away...

The shuttle silo, shiftimandway:l.ng The spacecraft is cast in the
boiling glow of the fiery hell. Sanarﬂhisfanilyracaﬁ'apiclmpacmss

INT. p:m;mmm;mm

Smsdmaﬂﬂuﬂndf:mﬁuscudi:ghut,'mﬂtudamﬂbm
trake and tians off the engine. He throws open the side doors and screams

mmmmrmmmm. Sam helps Mary, Karen, and Mark

onto the naxt secticn of girder. Mt:ymttolodtatﬂnﬁftysmy
drcpmmmmmmmmm. Suddenly, the girder
ﬁwmmmh&u,mmmm&uvimaitmles
lccse. In the huge shake, Mark slips off the beam. He falls. Sam grabs his



They grab his arm and heave him back onto the beam, all of them bathed in
the red fuscia light and the skin peeling heat.

The four sole survivors of the station Sulaco walk the final feet
to the silo. n\eyareat'd'xedcortotrasiloandspaceslup.

John Smith steps ocut fram behind the silo.

;

m:ysandkaratsayespcpwtofﬁ'urmwhisﬁftamfwthalfman,
half Alien apparition, but they only stare. Sam

mutation that blocks their way into the silo. John rears high above them, his
four armoured axms foxr

out of the ragged wound that was
fully human. They swell with emotion, then they turn murdercus and Alien,
then the emoticn returns as his human nature fights his Alien nature.

Sam stands in front of his bhrother, sister, and mother. He shakes his head at
Jan.

SAM
DODDDAAAAAAADDIDCD! ! ! !
LET US BY!!! WE'LL DIIIEEEE!!!

NNNNNNNNNOOO00000000000000! 1118
It is thirty feet from them, below.

A human tear spills from John Smiths eye. He reaches cut and picks up Sam
with one hand. He lifts him off his feet. With the full extension of his
mmmm,mmmmmmummmn
st:ucmand'daesilo.ardsntSSandambyunspacec:aft.



His son watches in stunned amazement as John Smith, with the last drops of
humanity in him, helps first his wife, thenhisda@teraczcsstothesilo.
and picks up Mark. The little boys face is soaked with
fraanmSmittsfaceasmmuhthﬁldnearhis
mutated features. He looks at him ane last time, then places him down with

INT. SIIO - NIGHT
The spaceship.
Sanhnlpshisfanilyim::ﬂ-ucrattaﬁusqusputinﬂusilo.

INT. SHUTTLECRAFT - NIGHT

They all buckle into the seats. Sam gwiftly, skillfully mans the controls.
mmmmsamsoftmmm:smmsmmmmmsaup. He lcocks

at his mother, sister, and brother.

SAM
This aon of a bitch came off the
launching pad. I'm gonna have to fly
it through the dane. Hang an becauss
this is going to be rough.

He throws same switches. The dashboard lights up. He flicks some overhead
toggles. The ENGINE begins to ROAR. They are flung back in their seats as

' the spaceship surges forwards.

INT. SULAQOD SPACE STATION - NIGHT

mwpliﬁsoﬁwtofﬂusnoinanmlcsimofjetﬁm, steerirng
through the falling beams and girders. It heaves upwards at three hundred MPH
for the ten mile wide, five mile high clear dome that covers North Star.

meshipbraalsﬁmxghitmamamtba:mgofglmasthemole
dome cristalizes.

93



INT. SHUTTLECRAFT
They are terribly jolted as the spaceship hits the glass.

EXT. SULACO SPACE STATION - SPACE

INT. SULACOD SPACE STATION - NIGHT

The space station beams, girdars, machinery upheave through the giant hole
" in the dame, sucked cut into space. John Smith hangs anto the stoel

support
m,mfmmwwmmmwndsasmm
inside the ship adjusts to the vacam space.

of
He looks cut across the burning ruins of the endoskeleton and he
The Alien Thing, the mass of fifty pecple, is now meshed with Alien Cattle
and Alien Horses and many kinds of Alien Animals. And more...It is melding
to mmmmumwm,ulmn,um,
~moving, absorbing Alien.

Jahn Smith feels himself pulled, ard he knows he will become part of it, too.

EXT. SHUTTLECRAFT - SPACE

nusmllucapomftmasamm&mmamwaturbojet,
Behind it the Sulaco space staticn falls further and further back.

But samething is happening....

mwmmum,mmmummmnnnﬂmmmsm;am
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