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*ALIEN 111"

FADE 1IN:
DEEP SPACE - THE FUTURE

The silent field of stars -- eclipsed by the dark
bulk of an approaching ship. Closer. ANGLE on the
hull —-- the transport SULACO, on automatic pilot,
returning from LVU-424,.

INT. SULACO - HYPERSLEEP VAULT

TRACKING down the line of empty, open capsules.

Frozen twilight. The final four capsules are
sealed, lids in place. '

ANGLE INSIDE CAPSULE: NEWT, RIPLEY, HICKS, BISHOP
in his caul of plastic -- but the 1id of Bishop’s
capsule is misted with hothouse condensation.

CLDSER: A tear of fluid streaks the condensation.
An ALARM sounds.

A monitor begins. to scroll data.TIGHT on monitor:

TROOP TRANSPORT SULACO
CMC 844A/BETA>GATEWAY
MISSION/LV-426/RETURN
+++STATUS RED+++

TREATY VIOLATION

REF: #99AGSS8LS

CAUSE: NAWIGATIONAL ERROR

Bland feminine voice of the ship’s computer, as the
alarm continues to sound:

COMPUTER
Due to navigational software
failure, Sulaco has entered
territory claimed by the Union of
Progressive Peoples. Auxiliary
systems are now on line. Course
for Gateway has been cancelled in
favor of docking—intercept with
Anchorpoint cluster. Hardwired
protocols prevent, repeat, prevent
arming of nuclear warheads in the
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absence of Diplomatic Override,
Decryption Standard Chartlie Nine.

EXT. SULACO

The ship slides past beneath us. U.P.P. INTERCEPTOR
descends INTO FRAME, matching course and speed with
Sulaco.

INT. INTERCEPTOR
Cramped, l1ike the interior of a W-11 bomber.

KURTZ (E. German), DeSOLIS (C. American), and CHANG
(Pacific Rim, female) scramble into COMBAT SUITS,
military spacesuits; smart—-guns are built into the
forearm segments of each suit.

Kurtz’s POV: Monitor displaying graphic of
interceptor approaching Sulaco. Digital countdown,

KURTZ
Brace'! .

They grab handholds; the interceptor clangs against
Sulaco, shudders, lights flicker, steam hisses from
a vent. Beat.

DeSOLIS
Not your usual butterfly Kiss,
Herr Captain... (Peering into
another monitor)

KURTZ
Kiss this, Juanito. (gesture)
Anything broken?

DeSOL1IS ‘
Nothing we can’t do without...

Chang is binding her long hair back with a red
headband. .

KURT2
How long do we have?

CHANG
Fourteen minutes. Then they exit
our sector.
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DeSOL1S
Get to work, little one. Maybe
you’ll meet a rich handsome
capitalist..,

Chang shoots him a 100k, snaps her helmet shut. He
tosses her an instrument. Kurtz touches a switch; a
section of deck slides back,

revealing one of Sulaco’s airlocks, coated with
thick white frost. She scrambles down and scrapes
away a patch of frost, attaches the instrument to
the airlock. DeSolis studies his monitor, tapping
out a combination.

CHANG
No. Try the revised blue
sequence...

DeSolis on keyboard. A grating sound as Sulaco’s
airlock begins to open.

INT. SULACO - CARGO LOCK

Dark. Angle up to a widening crack of light as
airlock opens. The commandos climb through and
descend gleaming, hairthin cables, 22222Z1IP.
Reaching the deck, they fan out, weapons ready,
i.e. they extend their arms like children helding
imaginary guns. We see the lock interior as they
do, infrared images generated inside their
faceplates, miniature data-readouts flickering in
the margins.

Kurtz‘’s POV: the battered drop-ship.

CHANG
Captain...

She’s found Bishop’s leqs: broken, grotesquely
twisted, still in fatigues, the white android blocod
clotted into powder. Kurtz and DeSolis join her,
exchange looks through their faceplates,

COMPUTER
Attention. Integrity breach, Cargo
Lock 3. Security alert. Integrity
breach, B Deck...

DeSOL1IS
Puta madre...
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KURTZ
The hypersleep vault.

INT. HYPERSLEEP VAULT

LEADER’S POV: No longer on infrared. The chilly
aisle of capsules.

Commandos peer in at Newt, Ripley, Hicks, but the
lid of Bishop’s capsule is pearl-white. Kurtz tries
the controls at the foot of the capsule, where
green and red indicators glow. Nothing happens. He
opens a panel, finds an emergency lever, tries it.
The green indicators wink off. The 1id rises. A
dense pale mist flows out, spilling over the edges
of the capsule, revealing the gray ovoid of an
ALIEN EGG rooted in the tangle of Bishop’s
synthetic entrails, which INSTANTLY EJACULATES a
FACE-HUGGER, striking Kurtz’s faceplate in a spray
of acid.

CHANG
Kurtz!

He screams, blinded by the acid, grappling with the
thing as it begins to force its way through the
‘melting faceplate, its tail lashing furiously.

~ Chang tries to help him as he stumbles, smashing
into RIPLEY’S CAPSULE. RIPLEY’S GREEN INDICATOR
GOES OUT. He flings out his arm; his hand
convulses, triggering the pulse-gun in the arm o+f
the suit, fierce stutter of energy as the full-auto
burst chews holes in the bulkhead. A1l of Sulaco’s
emergency systems go crazy: claxons, sirens,
flashing red lights.

Kurtz lurches out of the vault.

CHANG
Kurtz! Come back'!

Her helmet fills with sounds from the Kurtz‘’s
helmet. Nasty gagging. Then silence. She quickly
exits the vault, past the smoking metal of the
bulkhead.

INT. CARGO LOCK

‘Earsplitting clamor of the alarms, dizzying
strobe—flash of the warning lights. Her eyes
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through the faceplate, frantic, looking for the
leader.

CHANG
Juan! 1 can’t see him! Juan!

Beat. Something moves, behind her. She spins,
bringing up her arm, ready to use the inbuilt gun.

In the entrance to the vault, washed by the red
strobes, a BLACK MULTI-ARMED FIGURE -- the second
commando, with Bishop in his arms.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. ANCHORPOINT CLUSTER, A WEYLAND YUTANI CORP.
PROJECT IN DEEP SPACE.

VARIOUS ANGLES: There‘s something slightly of+f
here, an unfinished look, disarray. Unused
construction materials float in a jackstraw cloud
abeocve the station’s hull. Few lights, no sign of
activity. MOVE IN on darkened portholes. A light,

INT. ANCHORPOINT - MAG-RAIL SHUTTLE

JACKSON, a tough—-looKking woman in battered fatigues
and a baseball cap, jumps down into the open-cab
shuttlie. Slaps the simple controls. The shuttle
quivers and leaps forward down a narrow tunnel. Her
POV as the walls rush past: blur of exposed wiring,
pipes, brilliant daygleo patches of spraycan
grafitti; the little car attains a terrific
velocity, begins to slow, hisses to a halt.

JACKSON
Tully! Goddamit! You lazy son of a
bitch!

She bounds out of the shuttle and runs to a row of
hatch-1ike doors: sleeping cubicles. She hammers
furiously on one of the doors. CU on color Polaroid
and 1D displayed on the door in a transparent
envelope —-— TULLY, CHARLES A., TECH-S, TISSUE
CULTURE LAB.

JACKSON
Damn you, Tully!

There’s a combination lock on the face of the door,
something l1ike the keypad on a pocket calculator.
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Jackson jams out a combination with her thumb),
hard. Nothing happens.

JACKSON
Okay, shithead!

She yanke something from the open neck of her
fatigues, a cardkey on a thong. Jackson shoves the
cardkey into a slot beneath the combination lock,
withdraws it. The door slams up into its housing
instantly, revealing TULLY, drenched with sweat,
tangled in a sleeping bag with SPENCE (female),
obviously in the act. Tully blinks at Jackson in
amazement, then grins goofily. Spence meets
Jackson’s eye and begins to giggle.

TULLY )
Hey, Jackson, it’s the middle of
my downtime, okay?

JACKSON
l1 don’t thinK you were sleeping.

‘ TULLY ‘
Downtime’s downtime, Jackson! Show
me in the regs where it says—-

JACKSON :
1f 1 show you in the regs where it
8ays you don“t disconnect the
com=-unit in this cubicle, Tully,
1711 have to dock you a month’s
pay.

TULLY .
Uh, well... Shit... I mean, never
mind. Forget it. Whaddya want,

anisay?

SPENCE
(Not amused) Time to get off,
Tully...

Spence rolls out from under him and curls into the
bag with an exasperated sigh.

JACKSON
Last time 1 looKed, Tully, you
were a BiolLab tech. You too,
Spence,
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TULLY
So? .

JACKSON
A Marine transport came in on
automatic, last shift. T..e Sulaco.
Departed Gateway four years ago
with a complement of fifteen. A
dozen Marines, an android, a
Company representative, and the
former warrant officer of a
merchant vessel...

Tully sits up in his bed.The cubicle, terminalily
sloppy, resembles the nest of a high—tech hamster;
not much larger than a berth on a train. The walls
are plastered with a wistful collage of posters,
ads, photos torn from magazines: beaches, desert,
the Grand Canyon, redwoods, blue sky —— a hedge
against claustrophobia and the emptiness of space.

TULLY
So?

JACKSON
So bio-readout gives us the
warrant officer, one -— count him
-=- Marine, and a nine-year-old
giri. Makes you wonder what
happened out there, doesn’t it?

TULLY
So ask “em. Wake ‘em up and ask
em. Them, not me.

JACKSON
But that’s the good news, Tully.
Before Sulaco turned up, we docked
a priority shuttle out of Gateway.
Two passengers. Military Science.

TULLY
That‘’s the bad news?

JACKSON
They want that ship gone over for
biohazard contamination, the full
drill, by oh-eight—-hundred hours.
You’‘re priority for the squad.
Both of you.
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TULLY
(Heartfelt) Shit.

- ROSETTI’S LIVING QUARTERS

ROSETTI, the project’s senior scientist, is a tired
man; one of the project’s original architects, he’s
spent the last ten years here, watching his dream

fail for lack of

funding. Anchorpoint has never

been completed and Rosetti Knows it may soon be
Phased out entirely. Now he faces FOX and WELLES
(female), two very hard young units from the parent
corporation, in his cluttered combination

office/bedroom.

ROSETT!
(Still shaking off sleep) Coffee?
I“11 send for some...

FOX
No coffee, thanks. We appreciate
the demands we’re making on your
operation, Rosetti. We understand
your position, that you’re
partially mothballed, that things
have been on hold here for a
while--

ROSETTI .
(Interrupting, to Welles) Coffee?

WELLES
Something without caffeine.

ROSETT1 :
(To intercom) Could you get us
some coffee, Spence? And
something...without caffeine.

INTERCOM
(Vaguely affirmative noise garbled
by static.)

ROSETTI1 ,
(Glancing through a crisp sheaf of
printout, their orders, he spots
something and frowns) According to
this, you departed Gateway three
days prior to the navigational
failure that sent Sulaco into the
UPP sector.
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FOX
Let’s consider that a glltch in
your documention.

ROSETT1

But your orders say you’re here to
investigate accidental

the ship“’s navigational system. 1+
it was accidental, how did you

manage to leave Gateway before it
happened?

failure in

WELLES
Not to worry.

ROSETTI
decide that for mysel+f.

WELLES
1f 1 were you,

111

1’d worry about the
mission priority-rating on those

orders. That’s the two-digit
figure in the upper right corner,
page one.

ROSETTI

1 think this “software failure”
was a command from Gateway.

FOX
Rosetti, that

isn‘t in the
documentation.

ROSETTI
You caused the failure,

deliberately routed Sulaco through

the UPP sector, and brought her
into Anchorpoint.

FOX
(Shrugs)

WELLES
We’‘’re with Military Sciences.

ROSETTI

(Gestures with the printout) 1
kKnow that.

FOX
We’re with Weapons Division.
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Beat. Spence comes in wearing faded coveralls,
carrying coffee etc. on a tray; we can tell that

she isn‘t used to playing waitress and think’s it’s
bulishit.

ROSETTI
Thanks, Spence.

SPENCE
(Glancing at Fox and Welles with
curiousi ty)
You‘re welcome. (Exits)

ROSETTI
(Helps himself to black coffee,
drinks) The presence of Weapons
Division personnel on Anchorpoint
is specifically forbidden by our
Strategic Arms Reduction Treaty
with the United Progressive
Peoples. This isn’t a mititary
station.

WELLES
We understand that.

FOX
We appreciate your concern.

ROSETTI1
.You’re violating treaties that
exist to prevent nuclear war!
You‘ve deliberately caused an
armed military spacecraft to
penetrate their border-zone! 1+
they can prove it...

WELLES
They Know. Proving it is something
else.

FOX
They boarded Sulaco. We logged a
security breach and internal
damage. We can certainly prove
that, if we have to.

ROSETT1
14 that’s true, 1 think you’re
crazy. Someone is crazy... (He
looks at the orders)
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WELLES
A calculated risk. And believe me,
Colonel, the decision was made at
the top.

ROSETT!1
The top of what?

FOX
Sulaco was returning to Gateway
with specimens of weapons—-related
material. The Company~“s quantum
detectors were monitoring data
from the ship’s hypersleep vault,
It became evident that the
material in question had... become
active.

WELLES
The decision was made to reroute
Sulaco here, to Anchorpoint. Other
factors cutweighed the risk of
entering UPP territory.

FOX
(Consulting very fancy watch)
Status report on the biohazard
sweep we requested?

ROSETT1
(Swings around in his chair to
consult data on a screen) We have
a crew assembling in Docking Bay
8... (Swings back) You’ll be going
aboard yourselves?

WELLES .
We’re in charge.

FOX
We wouldn’t have it any other way.

INT. ANCHORPOINT - DOCKING BAY

Vast hangar-like space. The EXECUTIVE SHUTTLE that
brought Fox and Welles is in BG, a smallish craft
whose lines suggest a combination of Learjet status
and risky, stripped—-down speed; it has Weyland
Yutanti markings, corporate logo etc. A DRONE
LIFTER (somewhat smaller, remote-control version of
the power—-lifter in "Aliens") is emerging from the



Page 12

shuttle’s cargo hatch, carrying a white, coffinlike
container. WALKER, the station’s head mechanic,
guides the drone with the joystick on a little
rc-unit. Tully is struggling into a spacesuit;
watches the drone lower its burden in front of Fox,
who’s already suiied up (no helmet); over his
spacesuit, Fox wears a bagQg9y, transliucent cover, a
BI1OHAZARD ENVELOPE. Tully stands nearby in grubby
coveralls and a leather jacket patched with logos
(hi-tech mixed w/ Harley-Davidson, Coors).

FOX
(To Tully) Help me with this 1lid.
(He unseals the container; they
remove the 1lid)

CU on the closely—-packed contents, heavy—~duty
bio-lab gear: stainless steel collection-vials,
etc., with an exotic piece of hi-tech weaponry on
top, its outlines obscured by a wrapping of
trancsparent bubble-pak. Fox picks this up and
strips away the wrapping.

TULLY
What’s that?

FOX
(Looks. at Tully, not sure he likes
being asked) This is a tunable
free-electron laser.

TULLY
Thought they were bigger.

FOX
Factory prototype. (He’s plugging
the laser into its bulky
power—-pack, still in the
container)

TULLY
Guess you can really Kill some
germs with that baby, huh?

Fox 1ooks up, doesn’t answer.

TULLY
That’s what we’re doing here,
right? Germs? Biohazard sweep,
samples for the 1ab?
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FOX
"That’s right.

TULLY
Sure. You’re the boss.

Fox l1ooks up from the laser as though he’s just
noticed Tully for the first time; doesn’t like what
he sees.

FOX
That’s right. I’m the boss. Suit

up.
INT. OPS ROOM

OPS is Anchorpoint’s nerve center. Jackson in
smoKey video twilight, dragging on a cigarette.

She faces a curved bank of monitors above massed
Keyboards and "mouse®" pads, wears a nylon cap whose
bill is fitted with a light—-pen. Some of the
monitors display iconic menus, others display
shifting video images, a continuous montage of
Anchorpoint.

JACKSON
Deploying umbilical...

Using the light—-pen and her mouse, she manipulates
icons on a screen displaying a simple graphic of
Sulaco and the curve of the station’s hull. The
hull extrudes a member... .

EXT. SPACE - SULACO OFF ANCHORPOINT

Articulated boarding—tube snakes out toward Sulaco,
covers airlock, cltamps on with electromagnets. Like
a giant robot lamprey.

INT. DOCKING BAY

Tully and the others hear a muffled boom, vibration
through the deck as the tube locks in place.

JACKSON (VO3 intercom)
Effecting systems interface...

INT. BOARDING-TUBE

Slow zoom through the flexible tunnel to Sulaco’s
AIRLOCK. An instrument package on the tube—-segment
nearest the airlock snaps open, extends a PROBE,
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which slides smoothly into a socket set in Sulaco’s
hull. Rotates, locks in place.

INT. DOCKING BAY

The boarding crew: TULLY, SPENCE, TATSUi.l,
STERLING, led by FOX and WELLES. Fox and Welles are
ready to go -— heilmets on, envelopes sealed. Fox
holds the laser, wears the power—pack slung over
his shoulder. Welles has a nifty little camcorder
clamped to the shoulder of her suit; it pans and
focuses, Keyed to her eye-movements.

The Anchorpoint team don’t seem to be taking this
Quite as seriously, though Tully doesn’t care for
that laser. Sterling, a big NASA-style shitkicker
techie, sucks on a toothpick and watches as Tatsumi
ties a Rising Sun headband across his forehead
prior to putting on his helmet.

STERLING
(Texas accent) What is that, huh,
Tatsumi? The Californian flag?

TATSUMI.
Yeah.

SPENCE
CQuiet, leaning close to help
Tully with his envelope) They’re
from Weapons Divisioen. 1 heard
them tell the ol1d man.

TULLY :
Hey, 1 can see it. Check the
raygun on that asshole...

SPENCE
(More urgently) He’s a walking
treaty violation. So’s she.
Rosetti“’s unhappy...

TULLY
Unhappy myself. Goes with the
territory. What the hell’s he need
that thing for?

SPENCE (V03 intercom)
Some Kind of damage... Ship’s
lights are out, but I can put the
backups on. (Beat) Right, got “em.
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Getting some video but it’s pretty
fuzzy—--

INT. OPS ROOM

Over Jackson’s shoulder at flickering images from
Sulaco’“s video cameras. .

TI1GHT on one monitor, FILLS FRAME. Jackson flips
from camera to camera. A corridor. Command bridge.
The hypersleep vault. Poor lighting, the ship’s
emergency system: dim white floods. Image from each
camera identified on screen: CAMERA 7A HYPERSLEEP
VAULT etc.

JACKSON
Looks dead...

INT. DOCKING BAY

The team, suited up. They carry various
instruments. Only Fox, with the laser, is armed.
The entrance to the boarding—-tube is shrouded in
billowing transparent plastic, secondary bichazard
protection. Walker watches as they file out,-
through a slit in plastic; he seals the slit behind
them.

INT. ENTRANCE TO TUBE

Heavy airlock hatch slides open. They enter. Hatch
closes.,

INT. LOCK

Entrance to tube is circular, opens l1ike the
shutter of a camera. Beyond, the tube. White
steel~-ribbed plastic, ringed with white neon:
pitiless light. They scramble up the ribs, reach
Sulaco’s airlock.

INT. OPS ROOM

Jackson’s still flipping from camera to camera,
anxious. A matter of instinct. Starts panning
Sulaco’s cameras manually, one at a time --WAS THAT
A FLICKER OF MOVEMENT??7? '

JACKSON
Hey. Hold on-—-
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STERLING (V0O; suit radio)
C’mon, Jackson'! Open the fucking
thing...

TIGHT on monitor as she pans back on "CAMERA 3B
BRIDGE GANGWAY" image...

INT. TUBE

FOX
Do we have a problem, Jackson?

JACKSON <(VO0; suit radio)
Unh... Negative. Thought 1 saw
something...move,.

Tully and Spence exchange looks through their
faceplates.

STERLING

Hey, Fox, man, what the fuck--
WELLES

Quiet.

JACKSON <(V0; suit radio)
Nothing moving.

FOX
Activate ship’s airltock.

INT. ECU ON JACKSON’S SCREEN

"CAMERA 56 CARGO LOCK®", high angle, dim, Jjerky, as
lock opens, revealing the boarding crew, Fox with
laser ready.

INT. SULACO - CARGO LOCK

Scene of Ripley’s battlie with the Gueen in
"Aliens®™. Lit now with emergency floods. Fox steps
in with the laser held waist-high. The team
shuffles in, using flashlights. Welles is taping
with her camcorder. CU’s on eyes through
faceplates. Beams from their lights dart around.

SPENCE
Fox... Jackson, can you see this?

She’s holding her light steady, out and down,
toward something on the deck.
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CU Angle up on a ceiling—mouhted camera, panning.

JACKSON (V03 suit radio)
Yeah. What is it?

Spence walks forward. The others follow. Bishop’s
legs, as before.

SPENCE
Good question...

The "bones”™ in the dessicated legs are obviously
artificial, steel and plastic.

STERLING
Somebody broke their android, huh?

SPENCE
Shut up, Sterling...

WELLES
(Hands Spence a roll of clear
Plastic, steel tongs, etc) Bag it
for microanalysis.

FOX
Tully, Sterling —— the hypersleep
vault...

INT. SULACO - CORRIDOR

Fox, Tully, Sterling coming toward us. Tully and
Sterling edgy, Fox confident of the laser.

INT. SULACO - CARGO LOCK

Spense and Tatsumi squat over Bishop’s legs,
working carefully with tongs and plastic: looks
like a scene at an anthropological dig.

SPENCE
(Professional, concentrating) Can
you get that over a little...

TATSUMI
Yeah. Just...there...

Welles is swinging her light around, the camcorder
on her shoulder following her glance. Peers up at
the damaged drop-ship. Starts toward it, out of
frame; Spence and Tatsumi don‘t see her go.
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INT. SULACO - ENTRANCE TO HYPERSLEEP VAULT

Tully and Fox watch as Sterling presses the
latch-button. Door hisses open.

TULLY’S POV, the aisle of capsules. As before,
except Bishop’s capsule is open, empty, and
RIPLEY’S RED INDICATOR is ON.

FOX
Check it out...

Tully approaches capsules. Pauses beside Newt.
Beat. CU on her angelic, sleeping face.

STERLING
Shit! Look at this!

Tully spins at Sterling’s exclamation; Sterling’s
pointing at the holes Kurtz’s gun made in the
bulkhead.

Tully turns back to the capsules, takes another
step —-—- and Ripley slams up against the 1id of her
capsule, screaming, face contorted, clawing
furiously at the plastic, mad with fear, a
condition so shocking, so extreme, that at first we
aren’t entirely certain that this IS Ripley.

The lid of her capsule pops up and she’s out, still
screaming, all over Tully--

FOX
Grab her! Hold her! Get her hands'!

Tully clumsily tries to enfold Ripley in the arms
of his suit, as she struggles violently, shredding
the fragile biochazard envelope.

RIPLEY
No! No! No! No! No!
Fox steps in fast with a hypo-gun and injects
Ripley. She convulses, goes rigid, and for an

instant her evyes are clear; she’s lucid, lookKking
out at us... '

RIPLEY
Newt? Honey...
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Then Fox“s injection hits and she’s out, toppling
into Sterling’s arms,

INT. SULACO - OFFICER’S QUARTERS

Welles is coldly flipping through private
possessions in a dark sleeping-cubicle, using her
light. This one belonged to GORMAN ("ALIENS"). 1In
the locker, she finds his military 1D <(name, rank,
photo?> and a framed hologram of his wife or
girlfriend, tosses them aside. She moves on to the
next cubicle: EXECUTIVE OFFICER Bl1SHOP.

Bishop’s cubicle is bare, utterly spartan, the bed
made with geometric precision. Welles opens

his locker: neatly folded clothes, hi-tech android
personal maintenance gear in transparent plastic
bags, and a thick, ring-bound book with plastic
covers: DOCUMENTATION: HYPERDYNE MODEL A/S. Her
light on the book, the camcorder humming. This is
the "instruction book” Bishop was issued with at
*birth". Welles flips it open: CU detailed cut—away
*anatomical”™ diagrams of an android. Flips again: a
chapter—heading, EMERGENCY DATA RETRIEVAL
PROCEDURES.

A noise from the corridor.

Welles 1ooks out: nothing. Beat. Taking the book
with her, she steps into the corridor. Entrance to
another sleeping—cubicle, this one labelléd with a
piece of maskKing tape, RIPLEY printed across it in
thick feltpen.

Welles’” POV as she opens. it: a wall splashed with
dried blood. Her light finds the dead, hideously
burned face of Kurtz, visible through the
acid-ravaged remains of his helmet. He lies on his
back on the matress, 1imbs contorted in the
combat-suit.

INT. SULACO - A CORRIDOR

Tully and Sterling transfer a limp Ripley to a
stretcher.,

WELLES (VO3 suit radio)
- Fox, I‘’m in officers quarters, C
Deck. Get down here.
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Tully and Sterling exchange looks as they strap
Ripley into the stretcher. Sterling touches

forefinger to faceplate. Shhh! He stands, moves off
down the corridor alone.

INT. SULACO - LADDER

Sterling climbs down ladder to C Deck.
INT. SULACO - CUBICLE

Fox is Kkneeling beside Kurtz, examining the combat
suit, the ugly hole, in the glare of Welles’ light.

STERLING
Don“t try to move him.

Fox and Welles turn, see Sterling in the doorway.

STERLING
He’s U.P.P. Sometimes they
boobytrap ‘“em. 1 saw that on Titan
in the Three Day War...

WELLES
You aren’t required here,
Sterling.

STERLING

Thought you might need help.

But he’s bullshitting; his motive is curiousity. He
takes a step forward. :

FOX -
Didn’t you hear her?

As he raises the laser. A charging-mechanism
whines,

WELLES
Mr. Sterling, go back to the cargo
lock. We’11 have a talk later,
about certain clauses in your
contract with the corporation...

STERLING
Hey! No problem! I just-—-—



Page 21

Sterling’s points his own light at Kurtz; it finds
the hole in the suit’s chest, where something has
obviously torn its way out.

STERLING
Jesus...

INT. ANCHORPOINT - CORRIDOR TO MED-LAB

TULLY, STERLING, SPENCE, and TATSUMI, still $ully
suited, hustle three unconscious figures on
hospital carts through corridor: HICKS, NEWT,
RIPLEY.

INT. ANCHORPOINT - DECONTAMINATION SHOWER

TULLY, STERLING, SPENCE, TATSUMI, fully suited,
march into scalding high-pressure downpour. They
strip away one another‘s biohazard membranes, scrub
each other’s suits down with long-handled  brushes.
The nozzles overhead hose them with bright yellow
decontamination agent, then water again. They
shuffle into another room and start getting out o+
the svits.

INT. ANCHORPOINT - MED-LAB MORGUE

FOX and WELLES, in disposable paper suits, goggles,
surgical gloves, and transparent filter masks, bend
over the rigid, contorted corpse of Kurtz, still in
its combat-suit. The suit’s smart-gun has been
partially dismantled.

CU as Fox uses a small laser <(as in "ALIEN") to cut
a square around the hole in the suit’s breastplate.
Welles grabs the twisted edges of the exit—hole
with pliers and 1ifts the section away, exposing
the wound. Fox prepares a sterile swab on a long
needle and ingerts it into the wound...

FADE TO BLACK.
FADE IN: EXT. RODINA, THE U.P.P. SPACE STATION
.UARIOUS ANGLES. Smaller than Anchorpoint.
INT. RODINA - CYBERNETICS LAB
CLOSE on Bishop. He stares straight ahead, the

corner of his mouth twitching mechanically. PULL
BACK: Bishop’s torso is mounted in the center of a
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large square platform; tubes and wires snake from
his ruined lower ribcage. The walls of the lab are
lined with monitor screens and printers.
Information is being reamed out of the android at
high speed, printouts of measurements, graphs,
formulas... COLONEL-DOCTOR SUSLOV is beside CHAMC,
who wears a sleeveless fatigue—-blouse revealing
regimental tattoos: a yin-yang, hashmarks, an 1D
marker like a supermarket bar-code. They watch as a
graphics program generates a detailed anatomical
drawing of a face-hugger on a large monitor. Chang
stares, wide—-eyed.

SUsSLOV
And this is definitely the
creature that attacked Kurtz?

CHANG
Yes, Colonel...

He taps a keyboard and the face-hugger vanishes.
The screen begins to draft an Alien in side and
frontal projections.

susLovV
And this?

CHANG
! {Chinese expletive)

SUSLOV
No?

CHANG
No, Colonel!

INT. ANCHORPOINT - MED-LAB QUARANTINE

A small white room, a white bed surrounded by
medical gear. HICKS, in a paper gown, is hunched on
the edge of the bed, impatiently smoking a .
cigarette. The dressings on his head and shoulder
have been changed. SPENCE enters.

SPENCE
No smoking in here, Marine.

HICKS
Yes ma‘m. (He takes a puf+f)
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SPENCE ‘
1‘m Spence. 1’m not a medic, 1’m
from the tissue culture lab. 1
have to get a sample. (She opens a
small white case and takes out a
gleaming cylinder) Just put your
thumb in here. (Hicks gives her a
hard ook, inserts his thumb; she
touches a stud —- SNIK! -- he
winces, looks ruefully at his
thumb)

SPENCE
Sorry. (Putting the tissue-sampler
away) You’‘re the last one...

HICKS
(He grabs her wrist) The others.
Ripley, Newt —-— they came through
okay?

SPENCE
Who’s Newt?
HICKS
The Kid.
SPENCE
Rebecca. Rebecca’s fine.
HICKS
Ripley.
SPENCE _
(Hesitates) Ripley’s fine, Hicks.
HICKS
Bishop. Where’s Bishop?
SPENCE
Bishop?
HICKS

The android.

SPENCE
(Carefully, worried that she’s
gotten in over her head) There
were the three of you...
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HICKS
(Leaning forward, still gripping
Spence’s wrist) Why haven’t 1 been
debriefed? Where’s the brass?

A crash from the corridor, a pained bellow, and
Newt scuttles in, wearing a hospital gown. She

backs into a corner as STERLING enters, clutching
his right hand.

STERLING
Goddamn it! She bit me! (He starts
for Newt)

Hicks comes off the bed like he’s mounted on
springs, trained reflex, ready to kill.

STERL ING
Hey! Easy!

NEWT
(Near hrsteria) Where“’s Ripley?
Where is she?

HICKS
(Straightens out of hand-to-hand
crouch without losing any of the
threat) She’s asking you a
Question.

STERLING
You’‘re lookin’ to get yoursel+s
sedated...

: NEWT
Where is she?

HICKS
Now l1‘’m asking you the question...

SPENCE ’
(Moves slowly toward Newt,
extending her hand) Rebecca...
Newt. Honey. It“s oKay. Ripley’s
going to be okay. C’mon now, 1711
take you, you can see her...

STERLING
Hey. Fox’s orders—-
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SPENCE
Screw Fox.

Sterling shrugs, grins at Hicks.

INT. MEDLAB = ANOTHER ROOM

Ripley lies in a coma, monitored by assorted white
consoles., Her forehead is taped with half a dozen
small electrodes. Newt, expressionless, walks

slowly to the bedside as Hicks and Spence l1ook on.

SPENCE .
She’s sleeping. (She and Hicks
exchange glances) Sometimes people
need to sleep... To get over
things...

Newt looks up at a monitor that displays
Ripler’s EEG. Watches the jitter of peaks and
valleys.

NEWT
Is Ripley dreaming?

SPENCE
1 don’t know, honey.

CU on Newt’s face as she l1ooks down at Ripley.

NEWT
jt’a better not to.

INT. ANCHORPOINT - TISSUE CULTURE‘LAB

Hi—-tech bio-lab, white on white, lines 1ike West
German Kitchen equipment. Tully and Tatsumi in
paper coveralls, masks, etc., lean over one of
Bishop“s l1egs on a dissection table. Tully wears a
binocular microscope rig; Tatsumi is taping with a
minicam as Tully scrapes a sample with a scalpel.

TULLY
You getting this?

TATSUMI
Yeah. Beautiful.
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TULLY
That’s good ... because ! swear 1
Just saw a piece of this shit
move ...

Tully inserts the sample in a plastic fube, seals
the tube in a small metal cannister, and writes #17
on the side in red greasepen.

INT. ANCHORPOINT - OPS ROOM

Rosetti alone at a console, calling up data. The
only light is from the monitors.

CU on monitor.

LV-42¢
COMBINED TERRAFORMING/MINING
OPERATION, POP. 159

(Note: if production stills or footage of the
unruined colony exist, insert here as images on
Rosetti’s monitor.)

Rosetti taps a query into the board, causing the
console to admit a warning chime:

FILES DELETED
AUTHORITY WEYLAND YUTAN]1 SECURITY
EXECUTIVE

Reaction shot, Rosetti: not happy. The console
emits a different sound, three high bleeps:

INCOMING TRANSMISSION
SOURCE: GATEWAY

TRANSIT TIME: 4.7 HOURS
TO: FIRST OFFICER ROSETTI
2>NOW DECODING?>>

CU monitor as the message is replaced by
color—bars, then by STODDART, a very senior Weyland
Yutani executive. Stoddart’s message has been taped
from the far side of an acre of black desktop,
empty except for a tricky—-looking futuro-Milanese
desklamp. A1l very luxe—-corporate. Interstellar
transmission produces odd scan-lines, slight
JerkKiness.,
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STODDART
(In xthe tone of someone dictating
to a stenographer) Rosetti, First
Officer, Anchorpoint, transmission
coded Blackbag. (Turning on his
executive persona with an almost
audible click) Lawrence Stoddart,
Rosetti, Military Sciences. Re
your request for clarification
concerning the operational status
of Welles and Fox ... I suggest
you have a 100K at the priorty
code on their orders. (Beat)

ROSETT]1
(wearily) Fuck you.

STODDART :
You don’t need to check yYour brief
as First Officer to know that we
expect you to provide every
possible degree of assistance. To
put it another way, your primary
responsibility to the
corporation—-

ROSETT!1 .
(Over Stoddart’s audio) And your
interior decorator.

STODDART .
--now consists of seeing that
Welles and Fox implement their
orders under conditions of optimum
security. (Beat; consults notepad)
We appreciate your concern for the
obvious diplomatic aspects of the
situation, Rosetti... We assure
you that those aspects were given
full consideration... However...
The orders stand as written. As
you Know, continued funding of the
Anchorpoint project is currently
in question...

massages his temples with his fingertips,
his anger replaced with dull resignation. He slaps
the screen goes blank -- as he

the Keyboard;
notices Jackson

looking on.
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JACKSON
Don’t you want to hear the whole
thing?

ROSETTI
No. .

JACKSON
You’re missing the good part, the
part where he tells you they’11
Keep Anchorpoint operative if
Weapons Division makes it
cost-effective.

ROSETT1
Been reading my mail, Jackson?

JACKSON
It“s an easy guess, Frank.

ROSETTI1
Anyone ever tell you you‘re
executive material? You‘ve got the
right turn of mind...

JACKSON
Come on, Frank. I1’m not telling
vyou anything you don‘’t already
Know. You‘’ve been out here what,
five years? You were on the
original design team, weren’t you?
l1t“s your baby. It’s not
happening. You’d 1ike to see it
happen...

ROSETTI
Wouldn’t you?

JACKSON
Not if it means letting them turn
it into a germ warfare lab.

ROSETTI
You think that’s it?

JACKSON
What’s it look like to you?

- T1SSUE CULTURE LAB
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Spence is working with cultures. Her arms are up to
the elbows in a pair of white gloves mounted in

round openings on the side of a transparent plastic
tank. She looks up as Tully enters, looKing groggy.

SPENCE
Get any sleep?

TULLY
No. (Kisses her on the backK of her
neck) You?

SPENCE
(Shakes him off, not in the mood)
Sacked out in a spare berth in
Med~-Lab. They Kept me up trimming
cuticle off Sleeping Beauty and
her friends, running biopsies.

TULLY
How are they?

SPENCE . ‘

~She’s gone into catatonic shock.
The auto-doc’s hedging its
prognosis, but vital signs are
okay... Newt seems okay except for
this look she gets, sometimes. And
she won‘t say a anything about
what happened, except that her
parents are dead and Ripley“s her
friend...

TULLY
(At another work-station, like
Spence’s but heavily armored) Newt
who? -

SPENCE
Newt. The 1ittle girl. Rebecca.

TULLY
How about the Marine?

CLOSE on Tully pulling on surgical gloves. He picks
up cannister #17, puts it in a miniature airlock on
the side of the heavy plastic case.

SPENCE
Hicks. He’s a Marine —-- what do
you expect? Keeps asking when he’s



Page 30

going to be debriefed. Name, rank,
serial number. Wonder how many
planetary species he’s helped
exterminate?

TULLY
1 always forget: you’re an
ecologist.

CU on Tully’s hands at the controls of a pair of
high—tech servo-manipulators visible through the
side of the case. Tully moves his hands, testing.

CU as skeletal steel waldos inside the tank mimic
each move. He uses them to open the cannister and
remove the sample. An electronic microscope is
built into the case, its monitor mounted just above

the window. He positions the sample under the
microscope.

SPENCE
What’s that?

TULLY
Some crap Tatsumi and 1 scraped
Uup... Welles wants it prepared
for-- :
(Reaction shot, his eyes over top
of monitor: shock)

SPENCE
Tully?

TULLY
Look.

SPENCE’S POV, the monitor, CLOSE. Some Kind of
glittering black filigree.

SPENCE
(Awed) Up the rez...

Magnification increases by twenty powers. ECU
moni tor as the screen fills with an image that
might be a bizarre landscape, its lines and
textures recalling the interior of the derelict
ship in "ALIEN", '

DISSOLVE TO:
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INT. ANCHORPOINT - ECO-MODULE

An experimental pocket Eden: artfully rugged
concrete Disneylanded into lush rainforest,
sun—~dappled miniature meadow, patches of African
cactus. Overhead are giant lamps, geodesic struts,
automated blinds. Like most of Anchorpoint, the
Eco-module l1ooks half-finished.

Newt crouches in long grass, her hand extended
toward a small animal. & lemur. Welles stands

nearby.
NEWT
(Eyes wide with wonder at the
lemur) Have you been to Africa?
WELLES
Yes. (The lemur scoots away,
spooked by her voice; Newt watches
as it scurries up a tree)
NEWT
1’d 1ike to go there...
- | WELLES

That shouldn’t be any problem,
Newt, provided you remember the
things we discussed. (Smiles with

professional warmth; Newt doesn’t
respond)

NEWT
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