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“There are some qualities—some

incorporate things,/ That have a

double life, which thus is made/ A

type of twin entity which springs/

From matter and light, evinced in

         solid and shade.”






         —Edgar Allan Poe, “Silence”
Aliens Simulacrum

FADE IN

IN THE DISTANT FUTURE—DEEP SPACE

A GIANT GAS-CLOUDED PLANET—similar to a gray Saturn—spins silently in the BG, the arms of a SPIRAL GALAXY visible behind it.  A DEEP RUMBLE begins to build, and a massive shadow crawls across the surface of the planet.

CLOSE IN TO THE PLANET

As triple suns dip below the horizon, the source of the rumble SLIDES ON-SCREEN.  A huge COMMAND SHIP, a self-contained military in a single monolithic vessel.  The hull is worn but in good repair, and it is obvious even to the ignorant that the ship is truly built to annihilate.  Not just destroy.  Totally eradicate.  Decimate.  To wipe from the pages of time.

CLOSE IN TO THE HULL LOOKING AFT

Electronics and worn hull plating glide past in the void and blackness, small lights pinpointing bulkheads and staterooms aboard the city-sized vessel.  A large GUN BATTERY skims by in the FG.

McCLAREN

(voice-over)

My mother always said there

were no monsters.

From on the hull, a ship lights up, and the sections of hull around it come to life in a precise and hectic dance of military preparations.  HOLD AS MAIN SHIP ADVANCES TOWARDS CAMERA—CENTER ON SMALLER SHIP.

McCLAREN

(voice-over)

No real ones.

Finally, we can tell that the tiny craft is nearly identical to the SULACO.

SLOW ZOOM OUT FROM PREV. POSITION—HULL

The name ‘SAVO’ is stenciled in high block letters on the bow.  With one final flash of docking lights, the ship drops away and sinks towards the galaxy below.

McCLAREN

(voice-over)

Lyin’ bitch.

EXTERIOR OF THE COMMAND SHIP—ENGINES, LOOKING TOWARDS THE BOW

The huge ship’s titanic engines flare, and it spirals away in a blaze of pseudomotion.  A bizarre SCREAMING NOISE is prominent as part of the engine harmonics, but it crescendos even after the vessel is gone as we 

BLACKNESS—FADE IN TO JUNGLE SCENE

We HEAR the noise and screams of war, human shrieks mingled with inhuman screeching and hissing, punctuated by the unique spitting sound of M-41A PULSE RIFLE FIRE.  A whole lot of it.  Maybe an entire war’s worth.  Explosions echo thunderously, as voices scream and blend with an echoing darkness in the cacophony.  

DOLLYING ALONG WITH MARINE RETREAT—SIDE-ANGLE SHOT

We can vaguely see MARINES in COMBAT ARMOR fighting desperately on the run, CRASHING through dark, thick foliage. 

>>The only light, apart from a faint gray tint cast by the moon, is muzzle flashes and the assorted flashlight beams emanating from the lights some soldiers have taped to their gun barrels.  

The horrors of war assault our ears, making the entire sensation that of witnessing a horrible nightmare become reality.  The SOUNDS of EXPLOSIONS become more and more dominant audibly while our view begins to FADE TO BLACKNESS; the angrily bright light of muzzle flashes still lightening our view intermittently as we

TRANSITION TO A STRAIGHT-UP VIEW OF THE NIGHT SKY

The silent flashes of gunfire become the outer-edge illumination cast by part of an intense and brilliant fireworks display that the camera is panning up onto.  It’s a miasma of colors that explode, illuminate the darkness, begin to fade, and are almost instantly replaced by another burst.

PANNING SLOWLY DOWN—PREV. VIEW PLUS McCLAREN’S PROFILE

The young, tender face of McClaren—not nearly as old now, only about 10—is silhouetted against the color-filled night sky as she gazes up with amazement.  She’s sitting in her mother’s lap—it’s Ripley, about the same age as she was in Al()en.

RIPLEY

So will that be all right?

McCLAREN

Why can’t you stay home?

RIPLEY

Because I need to work

so I can buy you a birthday 

present, Amy.  I’ll be back

in time for your birthday.

Mommy wouldn’t miss it

for anything.

McCLAREN

You promise?

RIPLEY

I promise.

McCLAREN

Cross your heart?

RIPLEY

Cross my heart.

McCLAREN

And hope to die?

RIPLEY

(grinning)

And hope to die.

McClaren gives Ripley a hug and smiles a big 10-year-old smile.  They look back up to watch the FIREWORKS that are bursting and crackling chaotically now, the reports echoing distantly; they meld into darker sounds as we

CUT TO THE MARINES—STATIONARY SHOT

The DISTANT BOOM of the fireworks have become GRENADE and RPG blasts, the CRACKLING REPORTS those of RIFLES and MACHINE GUNS elsewhere in the jungle.  The MARINES before us have dug in, creating trenches and sandbagged walls for cover against whatever it is they’re fighting.  We can also SEE that they’ve included a nasty-looking row of SHARPENED WOODEN SPIKES pointing outwards from the sandbags, a medieval defensive measure that is a strange anachronism in their era.

CUT TO BLACKNESS

We HEAR the Marines we just cut away from begin firing, but the sounds feel distant.  They quickly fade out to an inaudible level.

GAIA

(voice-over: add echo)

She lied.

The voice is maternal, warm, and tender, but also emanates the sense that if need be, it could become cold, imposing, and powerful at any moment.

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

Yes…

McClaren’s voice is that of her adult self, but her tone is that of a young, fearful child, seeking shelter in the arms of its parent.  It also holds a tinge of betrayal, and loneliness.

GAIA

(voice-over: add echo)

Do you understand why,

my Daughter?

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

She didn’t love me.

GAIA

(voice-over: add echo)

No, child, she loved you.

She loved you with all her heart—

but she did not realize

how much more powerful greed

is than love.

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

She never even said goodbye…

And then she was gone.

She left me in the dark,

alone and afraid…

GAIA

(voice-over: add echo)

Hush, my Daughter.  Fear

is part of Nature.  You must

learn to embrace your fear—absorb

it into yourself and let it become

part of the whole, in Balance.

Come to me—you shall be safe.

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

Mother?

GAIA

(voice-over: add echo)

Yes, my Daughter?

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

Why did she lie?

Gaia pauses for a moment before answering.

GAIA

(voice-over: add echo)

She didn’t.  She only told you

part of the truth.

She waits to let the answer sink in.

GAIA

(voice-over: add echo)

Now hush, and go to sleep.

WAIT FOR ECHO TO DIE

SMASH CUT BACK TO PREV SCENE

CLOSE UP ON A PARTICULAR MARINE—FROM BEHIND

Among all the armor clad figures is just another marine, firing away madly at an as-yet unseen target.  There’s a non-regulation plait of hair down her back, and her figure looks lithe and padded in her armor, instead of huge and bulky.  Her hair, though, is matted with debris and smoking slightly in a few spots from something. She is firing her pulse-rifle with a white-knuckled grip as she snarls and vents her own snippet of Hell upon her victim. Something BLOCKS THE CAMERA, as if a piece of corrugated sewer pipe grown from a plant has suddenly stepped in front of everything.  A low, malevolent hiss that crescendos to a completely inhuman wail splits the air.  McClaren doesn’t see or hear it yet, enrapt in her work.  A voice snaps her head around.


Trooper 

(voice over)

McCLAREN!! BEHIN—

The voice is cut off in a gurgling rip, but McClaren spins around—

CENTER VIEW DIRECTLY BEHIND McCLAREN FACING OVER HER SHOULDER

As she comes face to face with a true demon.

There is a hideous scrabbling, and a black mass the size of a tall man seems to WHIRL out of the shadows.  An ALIEN WARRIOR lunges forward, its lips curling back in preparation to lunge.  Between the teeth, we see the horrible feeding jaws, which will ram forward and strike at any moment in grisly caress.

EXTREME CLOSE UP—McCLAREN

True hatred mixed with primal fear burns in the woman’s eyes.  She WHIPS her rifle up, SHOVES IT IN THE BEAST’S FACE, snarls, and pulls the trigger.  

The gun clicks empty.  

There is an inhuman scream, followed by McClaren’s as we go to a

VERY EXTREME CLOSEUP ON McCLAREN’S EYES

A scream rips from the woman’s throat and her eyes, their horror embodying her emotions.  

We see a dangerously close glimpse of the ALIEN WARRIOR as it blocks our view, then back to

VERY EXTREME CLOSEUP ON McCLAREN’S EYES

She is still screaming, but something is different.  There is no more gunfire or screeching, and her head is resting against sterile, white plastic.  She stops.

FROM HEADREST OF HYPERSLEEP CAPSULE LOOKING UP—McCLAREN’S POV

We see the faces of a dozen or so individuals all staring down at her with curious and concerned expressions.  Sort of like the Indians all staring down at General Custer after he fell, except without the same malevolence.  All but one of the people drift off after a few final shrugs and shaking of heads.

DOWN BY SIDE OF HYPERSLEEP CAPSULE

McClaren sits up, a pained expression on her face.  She cradles her head in her hands and rubs her eyes.  Another woman stands at the foot of her HYPERSLEEP CAPSULE, patient and calm.

HONNING

I sometimes wonder why you’re always

the last one up, Amanda.  You certainly

know how to make an entrance.

OVER HONNING’S SHOULDER—FACING McCLAREN

McCLAREN

Extra time for extra sleep for… extra nightmares.

McClaren pulls herself up out of the capsule and walks to where her class Bs are lockered. She absent-mindedly pokes the ceiling as she stretches, walking over to her locker to pull out off-duties.  Honning, already clad in baggy arctic-print camo and a black tank-top, leans on the end of the locker-block and waits for her friend to finish.

HONNING

Which one was it this time?

McCLAREN

Same one as usual right before we go planetside—the one on Iyota Seven.

HONNING

(almost whispering)

Judgment Day.

McCLAREN

(in agreement with the same tone… but with more… coldness in her eyes)

Judgment Day.

BACK ON HONNING—McCLAREN’S POV

Honning is shaking her head slowly, mournfully.  She unconsciously rubs at a long scar that runs down the side of her face from behind her left temple to below the hinge of her jawbone.

HONNING

(glances at watch)

Well, I don’t know about you, but assembly’s in half, and I’m going to go get something to eat.  You coming or not?

McCLAREN

I’ll be there in a few minutes.

ON HONNING AND McCLAREN—FROM DOORWAY OF ROOM

Honning shrugs, then turns and walks out.  McClaren runs her fingers through her long black hair.  The room is totally silent.  

She works her shoulder around in a circle to undo the kinks—a faintly audible whirr can be heard in synch with her motions.  She reaches over her shoulder to scratch her back—more whirring—and sits, her fingers moving through all the joints as she examines them with a look that is suspicious of the digits.  Something is still whirring.

ON McCLAREN’S FACE—FROM ABOUT WHERE HER PALM IS

McClaren is still gazing at the fingers of her right hand.  There is a faraway look in her eyes.

ON McCLAREN’S HANDS—HER POV

As they move, the normal bone structure isn’t there.  Instead, strange mechanical band-like rings and smaller threads appear to lie just under the surface.  Her other hand rises next to it.  The banding isn’t there in her left hand.  She flexes her right hand again, the obviously non-bone objects becoming easily defined as they stand out against her skin.

ON McCLAREN’S FACE—FROM HER PALM

She watches the foreign objects shift beneath her skin, a sad gaze on her face. We can now tell that the WHIR is coming from her HAND.  A single tear slides down her cheek as we

POP CUT TO SAME POV—OUTSIDE OF MILITARY COURTROOM

(Wash-out lighting to emphasize flashback)

McClaren is garbed in dress uniform, with some of her previously faded scars still ugly pinks and whites across the young but weathered skin of her face.  She sits dejectedly on a short, hardwood bench that runs along the wall next to a heavy wooden door-frame, itself dominated by an oaken, 2001:A Space Odyssey-monolith-esque, and most of all, closed, door.  She’s examining her hand again, half-glaring, half about to fail at doing her damnedest to not fall apart in tears.  

POP CUT BACK TO PREV SCENE

EXTREME CLOSE UP ON McCLAREN’S EYES—SAME ANGLE

McClaren’s eyes hold the same expression as they did in the scene we just cut from.  Despair, hopelessness, bitterness, defeat, and grief, all rolled up into a single gut-wrenching emotion.

We watch in slow motion as a tear rolls down her cheek, then slips away and plummets to oblivion.  Just as it impacts, we

POP CUT BACK TO FLASHBACK

FROM McCLAREN’S RIGHT—ON HER IN PROFILE

The door opens, and a smartly dressed MP steps out.  McClaren doesn’t even look up.

MP

Corporal McClaren?  

She looks up, but the motion is laden with depression and exhaustion and dread.

MP

The board of inquiry requests your presence.

The MP stands aside as McClaren slowly rises to her feet, and we SEE her pull herself together in the time it takes her to step from the bench to the doorway.

INSIDE OF MILITARY COURTROOM—HIGH ANG SHOT FROM BACK OF ROOM

A row of six obviously high-ranking officers sits in the tribunal box, looking down upon a mellow-lit and spotless military courtroom.

OFFICER 3

Any background notes?

OFFICER 2

The usual… Corporal Amanda Ripley-McClaren, 

daughter of Ellen Ripley.  No father.

Assigned to the Eighth Marine Regiment,

2nd Division as a long range recon 

specialist…  Allergic to rutabaga, gresh,

and sherin cloves… 

OFFICER 1

Alright, we get the idea.  Read the files 

beforehand next time, Vaxtern.

OFFICER 3

Yessir.

McClaren enters the room, walks to the center of the floor, and comes to rigid attention.

OFFICER 1

(To McClaren)

Thank you for joining us here today, Corporal McClaren.

I trust your recovery is well underway?

McCLAREN

Yes, sir.

OFFICER 1

Good.  

Now, let’s get something straight.  

Corporal, you’ve given us quite a difficult situation here.

I don’t believe, however, that you’re fully aware of just how much trouble you’ve managed to dump on us.

You were deployed with the Eighth Marine Regiment to 

Iyota Seven during the time from 12 August, 2135 to 

5 March, 2136, were you not?

POP CUT ON LANDING DROPSHIPS—JUNGLE LANDING ZONE IN MID AFTERNOON

(Washed out to emphasize flashback)

A group of the now notorious UD-4 CHEYENNES are setting down on the newly cleared ground of a landing zone in what looks to be a mild-tropics jungle.  APCs are already fanning out and troops are boiling out into the midday sun.

A younger and more nervous McClaren moves hesitantly, lagging behind her squad mates, watching them to see what she’s expected to do.

In other words, she’s a newbie.

Honning, looking younger and relatively much more seasoned than McClaren, is second to last in the formation.  She begins to follow after the rest of her squad right in step, but slows and glances back at McClaren, and pauses.  With one smooth motion, she reaches back and UNBUCKLES the chin-strap on McClaren’s helmet, and tucks the younger woman’s dog-tags inside her collar.  McClaren looks sheepish, but Honning just smiles and motions for her to follow.

McCLAREN

(voice over)

That is correct, sir.

OFFICER 2

(voice over)

(OS: Leafing through a stack of papers)

Your record indicates here that you were 

wounded on 22 February 2136, by a 

xenomorph.  Since details of the

fighting there are so scarce, would you 

care to enlighten us as to how the hell Mr. 

Watanabe suddenly grew claws, black 

chitin, and acid for blood?

McCLAREN

(voice over)

Sir, the Zihan-Kjiang battalion was wiped out by

xenomorphs near the end of September.

POP CUT TO SMALL CLEARING—FOCUS ON MASS GRAVE

We SEE about 10 uniform-clad bodies, and roughly 20 or 30 more civilians—all with clearly oriental features and burst midriffs—laid out shoulder to shoulder in a trench grave.

The area is a scene from a nightmare.  The tree-line has been shredded by gunfire.  The surrounding clearing is riddled with pits and small craters.  Brown stains—easily recognizable as dried blood—and melted pockmarks are scattered upon the ground.

One Marine walks past in the EXTREME FG, allowing us to read the DIGITAL AMMO COUNTER on his rifle.  It’s still at 99 [[chk srcbk--95?]]—a FULL CLIP.  Other Marines are already gathered around the grave, some carrying their weapons at rest, some with their rifles slung over one shoulder, and ONE or TWO cautious troopers with their guns held at high port, keeping watch.  All the troops wear expressions of frightened bewilderment.

McCLAREN

(con’t)

(voice over)

The civilian areas had been infested before we landed,

and the xeno’s numbers had swelled.  The USCM traded

fire with Zihan-Kjiang units twice, both within the 

first week after we’d landed.  After that, we

began losing people to xeno attacks… 

just like they were.  

SLAM CUT TO A MARINE FIELD BASE IN THE JUNGLE—LATE DAY

(Slightly washed out to emphasize flashback)

[[ENR chemical film treatment?]]

An impromptu funeral is being held in a clearing near a small cluster of temporary buildings and Quonset huts.  McClaren and a number of other soldiers are standing at attention as a row of caskets is lowered into graves.  TAPS can be heard being played in the background.

McCLAREN

(voice over)

After that, USCM troops and the Zihan-Kjiang 

called a cease fire.  Sir, from that point on, 

both of us were just trying to stay alive.

POP CUT TO COURTROOM—VIEW FROM DESKTOP ON FACE OF OFFICER 3

OFFICER 3

So you know about them.

McCLAREN

About the xenos?  Oh, I know them well enough, sir…

…now, anyway.

There’s a tense silence.

OFFICER 1

Here’s the shit-fan interface point, Corporal.

All information about the xenomorphs is highly 

classified, for the sake of national security.  

I’m sure you can imagine what would 

happen if the general public suddenly 

learned of the existence of alien killing machines 

from outer space that breed by exploding 

out of people without warning.

You, Corporal, are not supposed to know about them.  

Your security clearance is about two skyscrapers too low.

OFFICER 3

We have one of not many choices, Corporal Ripley-McClaren.

We can ship you off to some backwater post where nobody

will believe you, we can declare you and the other survivors, however many—

(cut off mid sentence by McClaren)

McCLAREN

Four.

The panel of officers stop short.  

OFFICER 2

How many?

McCLAREN

All four of us, sir.

There’s another, decidedly awkward silence.

OFFICER 3

All right then, Corporal.  All four of you.

We can declare all four of you clinically insane and

lock you away until you die, we can execute you,

or we can give you the necessary security clearance

and put you to work fighting these things as

ghosts.  You don’t get a grave,

you don’t get medals, you don’t get any leave,

you don’t get to resign, and you don’t get to

go home again.  

Ever.

McClaren’s expression tightens noticeably with the phrase ‘don’t get to go home again’.

OFFICER 3 closes the folder of papers and looks McClaren in the eye.

OFFICER 3

We’re giving you the proper clearance.

You get to go fight them for the rest of your life,

Corporal McClaren.  Go enjoy your little revenge.

And keep your mouth shut.

There’s a short pause as the panel shuffles papers and stands up.  McClaren stiffens to attention.

Officer 1 looks up, as if in an afterthought.

OFFICER 1

Dismissed.

McClaren salutes formally, then does a slow but exact about-face, and walks out the door into the hallway.  THREE other Marines—all of them bearing fresh SCARS or discrete BANDAGES, all in dress uniform—are seated wearily on a bench right outside the room.  

>>We SEE that Honning is one of other three survivors.  

McClaren sinks back against the wall on the opposite side of the door.

MARINE

Are they going to let us live?

McCLAREN

Yeah.

She hangs her head, her braid falling over her shoulder.

McCLAREN

But if you’ve got a gun on you,

I’d recommend you shoot yourself right now.

(End flashback-washout)

SLOWER FADE TO DARKNESS OF SPACE—

EXTREME UPPER ATMOSPHERE OF TIS587

Small pinpoints of light shine coldly in the inky blackness.  The SAVO glides along past us through the TOP of the frame, the ENGINES silent.  An occasional, wispy hint of a GAS-CLOUD wafts around.

FROM THE LEFT WEAPONS POD OF GUNSHIP 2—DROPPER BAY

The Savo’s dropship bay bears a not-so-startling similarity to the Sulaco’s, although it is much bigger. We SEE two dropships in the bay, still locked within the DOCKING SLEEVES holding them above the ground.  The WEAPONS PODS are disconnected for loading and cleaning.

ON ENTRYWAY TO THE DROPPER BAY—CEILING

Liene walks in, chatting with another officer as she walks over to DROPSHIP TWO and gives the nose an affectionate slap.  The NOSECONE section is emblazoned with the phrase ‘Mosquito from Hell’ and a satanic bloodsucker dropping armloads of pitchforks on writhing stickmen.  The artist has signed her name Montenegeremy with the g growing horns.  ERIN MONTENEGEREMY studies the picture with a grin on her face for a moment, then returns her attention to Liene.

OVER MONTENEGEREMY’S SHOULDER—ON LIENE

LIENE

So they finally fixed our ride?

MONTENEGEREMY

Yep.  Heat-tracers, em-pod racks, younamit.  

And they added space for a double load of 

chaingun rounds.  As a free bonus, the ECM

tow actually works!  …Or so they say.  Muff’s

now officially classified as a ‘UD-4E’ gunship-transport.

LIENE

So all that hot air Command was blowing

around about an upgrade program wasn’t just business

as usual?

MONTENEGEREMY

Nope.  All the 4D-s are getting refitted.  The 4Bs

are getting bumped to 4Cs, ad nauseum.  Only

crews that are getting AD-17As are the 3 and 4

crews.  Dunno.  I don’t like it. I wanna gunship, 

so I can kick some bebop ass, dammit!

LIENE

(patting her friend’s shoulder)

I know how you feel, babe.

They both look up and over their shoulders as a voice booms out.  A rough, grumpy-sounding voice.  A sergeant’s voice, to be exact.  Sgt. Penmiser has spoken.  Something can be made out about ‘assembly’, ‘breakfast’, and ‘drop’.  Montenegeremy groans.

HOVERING NEAR AMMO CRATES—IN FRONT OF DROPSHIPS 1 & 2

Penmiser is a tough slug of man; half slug, half man.  He isn’t slimy, but he is coyote ugly, in a youthful, weathered handsome way.  Somehow, though, he can project that ugliness to be commanding, but not intimidating.  He’s a hard-core officer that doesn’t take a whole lot of bullshit, but doesn’t hand out much either, unless it’s earned.  The kind of man any armed forces would love to have.  He’s chomping on what might be an unshelled walnut.

PENMISER

Liene, ‘Geremy, Zowski, you three

got kitchen duty for today.  Go ahead and go

start on breakfast.  The rest of you, fall in now.

LIENE

(over her shoulder on her way out)

Thanks, Pen.

PENMISER

Not my choice, Liene.  But you’re welcome anyway.

ON THE DOORWAY—FROM WAIST-HIGH

The four soldiers assigned to kitchen duty walk through the hangar exit chatting leisurely.  Liene and Montenegeremy are still chatting as they EXIT.

PENMISER

(voice-over)

Okay, people; word’s official.

Spelled O-F-F-I-C-I-A-L, last time 

I checked.  Means you listen.  So pay

attention.  In small bills, please.

We’re going in today after breakfast,

and all they’re asking us to do is

 some quick facilities checks.  

We go planetside for about two days; 

then we get to link up again to 

Big Fat Mama, who’ll haul us back to 

Gateway.  You’ll be home in time 

for Christmas.

(GROANS from troops)

PENMISER

HEY! No whining!  Just because

none of you suckers ever bother to 

send cards and I’ve hosed your excuse…

A few moments after Liene et al are gone, McClaren steps into the hangar and moves over towards where the rest of the crew present is standing at attention.  She takes her place as Sgt. Corporal behind and off to one side of Penmiser, and goes to attention with practiced fluidity.  Penmiser doesn’t miss a beat—this isn’t the first time McClaren’s come in late.

PENMISER

So, let’s go back through this again, so nobody

forgets anything.  We touch down on the main

mine command center.  We poke around until

we find the miners.  We fix them up with blankets

and hot chocolate.  We leave.  Any questions?

ABULO

(raising his hand)

Are we suspecting bebop involvement, sir?

PENMISER

(thinks for a moment)

What, you’re hoping to have to clean up

dead miners?

ABULO

No, sir.

PENMISER

Good.  

(to group)

Breakfast time… FALLOUT!

DROPSHIP 2 COCKPIT—DROPSHIP 1 COCKPIT VISIBLE THROUGH CANOPY

TIM DALERN is prepping his dropship in the far cockpit, getting the machine pulled out of ‘storage’ settings.  Montenegeremy is running the same control pattern.  The two are so practiced and run through the sequence so fast that it almost looks like they’re racing.  Switches FLIP, toggles TURN OVER, buttons are PUSHED, and the instrument panels begin to LIGHT UP as fingers dance over the controls.  

Montenegeremy is going just slightly slower, stopping to crack her knuckles before sprinting through a particularly complicated part.

It’s obvious that the chore requires more effort than one would expect.  

DALERN finishes, and reaches over to the side and triumphantly PRESSES the large WARNING-RED BUTTON that dominates that section of instrument panel.

All the lights in Dropship 1’s cockpit GO DEAD.

Tim slumps forward and cradles his face in his hands, making short, pitiful, and only semi-melodramatic sobbing sounds.

Montenegeremy’s sequence changes near the end and the COMPUTER in front of her FLICKERS ON (just as Dalern slumps forward).  She does, however, push the RED BUTTON.  Nothing happens.

MONTENEGEREMY

Dammit…

Montenegeremy reaches under the instrument panel and fumbles with something, trying to rearrange whatever is under there.  She tries the BUTTON again.  We HEAR the distinct sound of a COFFEE MAKER in the cockpit.

MONTENEGEREMY

Much better.

FULL VIEW OF THE HANGAR—FROM END OF GUNSHIP ONE’S CHAINGUN

CENTERED ON PENMISER AND McCLAREN IN POWERLOADERS—DROPSHIP 2’S PORT SIDE

McClaren and Penmiser are side by side, working in POWERLOADERS to assist an engineer who is muscling a dropship’s weapons pylon into place.  The part looks to easily weigh about a ton and a half, and both McClaren and Penmiser are gritting their teeth to hold the pylon at an awkward angle while the engineer locks it into place with Poesowski’s help.  The PYLON locks down with a BANG, and the two officers let go of it with their forks with a sigh.  They turn and clomp away from the vessel.

TIGHT ON McCLAREN AND PENMISER—FOLLOWING THEM IN LOADERS

McClaren locks the right arm of her machine long enough to wipe her forehead with the back of her hand, keeping up with Penmiser who is tromping over to the next dropship, and Poesowski, who is snagging a ride on top of Penmiser’s machine.

McCLAREN

Hey, Ryan… Any details on the

drop for today?  Such as why they’re

sending the two gunships with us?

PENMISER

Nope.  HQ wouldn’t tell me

jack.  Just said to go look for the

miners and make sure nothing’s

wrong with the mines.  I don’t

like it a damn bit, Amanda.  How about

you—did they tell you anything?

McCLAREN

Nothing.  I doubt they’d tell me and

not tell you first.

She pauses.

McCLAREN

Then again… After Iyota…

PENMISER

That’s what I was thinking.

ON McCLAREN AND PENMISER, IN PROFILE—LEFT SHOULDER OF McCLAREN’S LOADER

There’s a long silence between the two of them.  Bad memories are fought down and the conversation continues.  

McCLAREN

I take it then that you didn’t

read the lack-of-intelligence report last night?

TIGHT ON PENMISER—ROLL CAGE OF HIS LOADER

Penmiser shakes his head with an air of ‘heh…—no.’

McCLAREN

It didn’t say much—but what it said

didn’t sound good.  I think they’re dead.

POESOWSKI

Would they send us in unless

they probably were?

Hell, I don’t think

they’ve ever sent us in

unless they outright know the

dumbass civvies are writeoffs…

PENMISER

Lemme guess.  

McCLAREN & POESOWSKI

[[simultaneously]]

You don’t want to gu—

PENMISER

Wait, no…

(at the same time)

I don’t want to guess.  Then I’d

be right.  Dammit, what did we do?

McCLAREN

We lived, remember?

PENMISER

Like we had a choice.

POESOWSKI

I don’t know what circumstances

they invited you here on, McClaren,

[[looking down at Penmiser]]

but you and me always

had the choice to stay

behind and end up as eggbait,

Pen, right up until they

lifted off…

PENMISER

Shaddup, Zowski. I

couldn’t walk, remember?

Poesowski chuckles, and bounces his feet absentmindedly off the powerloader’s roll cage, then climbs up onto the top of DROPSHIP 1 and begins BOLTING back on the next WEAPONS PYLON  Penmiser and McClaren are holding up with their forks.

POESOWSKI

I dunno, Pen…  You ran pretty

goddamn fast when the ramp

started closing up.
McClaren and Poesowski laugh.  Penmiser chomps on his walnut.

McCLAREN

So how are we going to do

this one?

PENMISER

By the numbers.

None of these kids

have any idea what they’re

about to end up in, and

anything obvious is going to

have them wondering.

POESOWSKI

This is assuming the miners

are dead.

PENMISER

If they aren’t by the time

we get there, I’ll fix their

asses just fine…

McCLAREN

Extra guns?

Poesowski wipes grease from his hands as the PYLON SLAMS down into place.

PENMISER

Extra guns.

SHORT SHOT WITH QUICK FOCUS

We see rows of WEAPONS laid out in front of two or three marines as they clean and ready them.

BRIEF SHOT—FAST BREAK WITH NO TRUE FOCUS

There is a distinct snap​-crack as we see a pair of hands rack the bolt on a pulse rifle.

BRIEF SHOT—QUICK BREAK TO NEXT

A smooth-skinned arm flexes as it slams the slide on a pulse rifle’s grenade launcher back and forth once.

BRIEF SHOT—BREAKING FROM LAST AND GAINING FOCUS

The slide of a 9mm service automatic is yanked back and slams forward again with a don’t-fuck-around-with-me snapcrack.

FROM SLIDE OF 9MM—PAN OUT TO FRAME McCLAREN AND HONNING

McClaren lets her hand drop from the slide of the PISTOL she just cocked while shouldering her own pulse rifle.  She hands the primed weapon to Honning, who regards McClaren with a questioning look and tucks the gun in its shoulder holster.

McCLAREN

(grinning)

I always love doing that…

CUT TO DROPSHIPS, GUNSHIPS—HIGH IN CENTER OF BAY

Below on the deck of the bay, we see two Mk577 APCs prepped and waiting for the troops to board.  McClaren and Penmiser are suited in full Marine armor, the plates padding them like GLADIATORS.  The troops are lining up, double checking each other’s gear and cinching down anything loose.  They look generally finished.

McCLAREN

ATTEN-HUT!

The troops snap to brace, their weapons across their chests.  The four M56 SMART GUN operators hold their weapons vertically.  McClaren and Penmiser give their teams thorough once-overs.  Penmiser nods, then verifies with McClaren that she’s ready.

PENMISER

Suck it up grunts.  Pile in!

The troops rally forward and stream into the APCS, splitting up into two sets of 8 soldiers.  McClaren and Penmiser file into separate APCs.  

CUT TO FOCUS ON DROPSHIPS—FROM BELOW AND OUT IN FRONT

The two armored vehicles roll backwards up into the dropships.  The dropships’ LOADING RAMPS lock up with affirmative CLANGS.

CUT TO INTERIOR OF APC 1—ON PENMISER

PENMISER

(into radio)

Okay, Inelep, Liene, go ahead

and initiate drop sequence.

COCKPIT OF DROPSHIP 2—ON LIENE AND MONTENEGEREMY

Liene and Montenegeremy have their tinted visors down, for a heightened coolness factor.  Montenegeremy is flipping lazily through a last few pre-drop items, while Liene toggles stuff on her control stick.  They exchange a mischievous nod.

LOWER COCKPIT OF DROPSHIP 2—FOCUS FROM PREVIOUS SHOT ON LIENE

LIENE

This is your pilot speaking.  USCM

flight 666 to Hell will depart shortly.

INSIDE OF APC 2—ON McCLAREN

McClaren looks over at Honning, strapped in next to her.  They swap an agreeing ‘oh, brother’ glance.

LIENE

(Cont’d, voice-over—on radio)

There are two exits from this dropship.

You may wait to get to our destination

and disembark via combat deployment,

INSIDE OF APC 1—FROM FRONT OF HULL LOOKING AFT

The troopers are all breaking wry grins.  A couple just shake their heads, some chuckle audibly.  Penmiser has his arms crossed in front of him best he can manage in the drop harness, with an expression on his face that suggests he wants to look skyward and beg to know what he did.

LIENE

(Cont’d, voice-over—on radio)

or you may consider getting down on

your knees and bowing to your section

leader, either Sgt-Cpl. McClaren or

Sgt. Penmiser.  They are easily

identified by their red horns.

OUTSIDE THE HULL OF THE SULACO—FACING THE DROP-BAY EXIT DOORS

We watch as the quartet of DROP-DOORS swing open right in front of us, and the ships lower on harnesses.  DROPSHIP 2 is right in front of us, and we are looking at it nose on.  LIENE and MONTENEGEREMY can be vaguely seen moving around in the cockpit.

LIENE

(Cont’d, voice-over—on radio)

If you feel a need to reacquaint

yourself with your last meal,

please use the helmet of the trooper

in the seat next to you to hurl chunks.

Their permission is not necessarily 

required, but is recommended.

INSIDE OF APC 2—BACK OF HULL LOOKING FORWARD

McClaren is leaning back in her harness, grinning.  Some of the other troops are chuckling or rolling their eyes at the biting humor.

INELEP

(voice-over—on radio)

Predrop complete, initiating

deploy and descent phase.

LIENE

(voice-over—on radio)

Complimentary bags of peanuts

will not be served on this flight.

Thank you for choosing US Marine

Corps dropships.  Come fall 

through the unfriendly skies.

INSIDE COCKPIT OF DROPSHIP 2—TIGHT ON PILOT’S CONTROL STICK

A gloved thumb snaps up a SAFETY GUARD and toggles the switch underneath with a cocky air to the motion.

FROM JUST BEHIND DROPSHIP 2’S COCKPIT—LOOKING ALONG THE NOSE

There is a mighty BANG and the ship dives wildly, the planet below swinging around in the field of view.

FROM ABOVE NOSE OF DROPSHIP 2—LOOKING AFT ALONG THE SHIP

Dropship 2 is at the front of the loose formation, with the other dropship and the gunships visible behind it.  The stars sway and rotate with a disorienting sensation as the camera makes a SLOW SLIDE back towards the tail of the second ship. [LOCK ANGLE]

COCKPIT OF DROPSHIP 1—ON INELEP

INELEP

(voice-over—on radio)

Atmospheric interface commencing.

(pause)

The pilot has turned on the fasten

seat belt sign.  Please remain seated

until it is extinguished.

INTERIOR OF APC 1—ON PENMISER

The sergeant looks like he’s on the verge of chewing I-beams and spitting railroad spikes.

COCKPIT OF GUNSHIP 1—ON PILOT

The man has his Polaroid visor down, a vision enhancement device folded down in front of one eye.  Something on the instrument panel BEEPS, and he glances down.

CLOSEUP ON MFD IN COCKPIT OF GUNSHIP 1

The black and gourd-yellow monitor has a short blurb of text scrolling out onto it.

LAUNCH ORDERS—

CAPT. ANTHONY, USCM 3RD GUNSHIP GROUP

EYES ONLY

ESCORT AND CLOSE AIR SUPPORT FOR DROPSHIPS.  PREVENT XENOMORPHS FROM LEAVING PLANET OR REACHING U.S.S SAVO BY ANY MEANS NECESSARY.

SIGNED GENERAL C. RENNEL

MESSAGE ENDS. 
CLOSE UP—ON PILOT

The gunship pilot glances down at the message one more time, then reaches over to one of the instrument panels 

EXTREME CLOSE UP ON INSTRUMENT PANEL

and flips a switch.  The chatter of the Marines and dropship pilots on the radio DISSAPEARS and is replaced by the soft background static of an EMPTY COMM CHANNEL.  

PROFILE CLOSE UP ON PILOT—FROM PORT SIDE OF COCKPIT

The pilot looks off to starboard, towards the other gunship which we can see a ways off, on the other side of the two dropships.

GUNSHIP PILOT 1

(on radio)

You get launch orders too,

Gate?

GUNSHIP PILOT 2

(os: voice-over: on radio)

Yeah—eyes only, has Rennel’s

signature on it…

GUNSHIP PILOT 1

(on radio)

The same ‘escort etc’ bit?

GUNSHIP PILOT 2

(os: voice-over: on radio)

Yep, same stuff.

GUNSHIP PILOT 1

(on radio)

You ok with it?

GUNSHIP PILOT 2

(os: voice-over: on radio)

No.  But I’ll do it.

GUNSHIP PILOT 1

(on radio)

Just wanted to get it said.

LOOSE BEHIND DROPSHIPS—UPPER ATMOSPHERE OF TIS587

The loose formation of spacecraft ROCKETS downwards through the atmosphere, beginning to heat up their outer skin like the space shuttle during reentry.

FARTHER SHOT—PAN ON SHIPS

A quartet of what look like meteors plummet through gaseous layers that swirl in hues of dark olives and grays.  We SEE all four now leaving fiery comet-like tails behind them, sheets of fire randomly billowing as one of the superheated craft hits a pocket of something flammable.

INTERIOR APC 1—ON PENMISER


The sergeant has unbuckled himself from his drop harness and is working his way back to the TOC in the rear section of the APC.  He taps on the keyboard, then turns on the video screens bank by bank.

PENMISER

APC 1 online.  Two, you

read, over?

COCKPIT OF DROPSHIP 1—ON DROPSHIP 2

McCLAREN

(voice-over—on radio)

Copy—

INTERIOR OF DROPSHIP 2—ON McCLAREN

McCLAREN

(cont’d)

—we’re frosty.

EXTERIOR OF GUNSHIP 1—ON CANOPY

The reflective Plexi-glass of the canopy glints in the cold sunlight, sliding off the pane as the gunship dives TOWARDS THE CAMERA.

INTERIOR OF APC 2—ON McCLAREN

McClaren is looking around at all of the MEDICAL DISPLAYS, checking each soldier for anything wrong.  She also goes to a good portion of trouble to not look at her readout, which is fuzzy with anachronous ELECTRONIC STATIC, somewhat like 60-cycle hum.  Clearly non-accidental wavelength patterns play themselves over her screens, random nonsensical readouts and patterns courtesy of her prosthetics.

INTERIOR OF DROPSHIP 2—ON LIENE

LIENE

Deploying weapon pylons.

LOWER ATMOSPHERE OF TIS587—ON DROPSHIP FLIGHT

The insectile UD-4 Cheyennes unfold their weapon arms gracefully, turning from harmless ramjets into dangerous armament platforms.  The AD-17As lock their MISSILE BAYS up and out like wings, and the blast deflectors cycle up into place.  The twin GATLING GUNS under their ‘chins’ spin up and prime a ring of shells.

INTERIOR OF APC 1—ON PENMISER

PENMISER

Gunship 1, do a fly-over of the main control

building.  Link camera feed to my console.

GUNSHIP PILOT 1

(off screen: voice-over—on radio)

Roger.  Commencing feed.

McCLAREN

(off screen: voice-over—on radio)

Copy.  Feed coming through—grainy.

TOC OF APC 1—ON VIDEO SCREENS

The image streaks where bright lights pan too quickly, showing a vague scene of a small BUILDING COMPLEX.  Not much can be made out.

PENMISER

The feed’s damn blurry…  Go lower,

try and clear it out some.

GUNSHIP PILOT 1

(off screen: voice-over—on radio)

Roger.

SURFACE OF TIS587—ON THE CLOUDS

A low red glow drops out of the low cloud cast, fading quickly.  We can SEE that it is the GUNSHIP, making a slow, daisy-cutter pass over the complex.

TOC OF APC 1—ON VIDEO SCREENS

The image suddenly clears somewhat, and we can clearly SEE that the control-tower complex is thoroughly trashed.  Sections of it are caved in, wreckage is strewn everywhere, tractors are torn apart, and the general scene is one of intentional and profane devastation.

TOC OF APC 2—ON McCLAREN

For someone who has clearly spent a lot of time in the business of death and destruction, McClaren’s expression shows her to be just this side of horrified.

PENMISER

(off screen: voice-over—on radio)

[awed]

Shit…

INELEP

(off screen: voice-over—on radio)

30 seconds to dustoff.

PENMISER

(off screen: voice-over—on radio)

Roger.  Lock and load, grunts…

A variety of pre-combat preparations can be HEARD in the BG as soldiers unlatch weapons and prime rifles.

FROM THE CON COMPLEX—TRACK ON DROPSHIPS

TROOPER 1

(off screen: voice-over—on radio)

Can we just lock the doors?

TROOPER 2

(off screen: voice-over-on radio)

Shaddup, ya handjob…

TROOPER 1

(off screen: voice-over-on radio)

Awww… I love you too, Mike.

(troops laugh—off screen: voice-over-on radio)

TROOPER 2

(off screen: voice-over-on radio)

Shutup, bast—

(stops mid-sentace)

TROOPER 1 & 2

(off screen: voice-over-on radio)

Ahhhhh! We’re sorry, McClaren, we’re sorry 

we’re sorry we’re sorry no don’t hit us don’t—

Two thwaks that sound suspiciously like fists coming down firmly on the tops of helmeted heads can be heard OFF SCREEN—ON RADIO.

TROOPER 1 & 2

(off screen: voice-over-on radio)

Owww…

McCLAREN

(off screen: voice-over-on radio)

(muttering amusedly)

Damn kids…
MIDAIR—TRAILING DROPSHIP 1

The craft slides past a transmitting tower, dwarfed by the jagged background of the knife-like mountains, heading towards what we can see as the main complex.

INELEP

(off screen: voice-over—on radio)

10 seconds.  Touchdown in 8.

MIDAIR—BEHIND BOTH DROPSHIPS

Dropship 2 slides into the frame.  Both craft extend LANDING STRUTS and the LANDING RAMPS.  The extra headlights of the APCs peek out of the cargo bays like small animals.

QUICK BREAK—COCKPIT OF DROPSHIP 2

We get a short view of Liene as she strains to see the ground beneath her, judging the landing.

BACK TO

MIDAIR—IN FRONT OF BOTH DROPSHIPS

The view is just below the two crafts’ centerline, and we focus on the landing ramps as they touch down.  The two APCs bolt out onto the gravel landing pad as soon as the dropships touch the ground.

FROM THE GROUND—ON FRONT OF APC 1

The LEAD APC drives OVER the camera as the two dropships LIFT OFF and head for the main landing platform.  The SECOND APC goes over our view as the two GUNSHIPS circle into view in the BACKGROUND.

BEHIND APC 2—INSIDE OF A DARK TUNNEL

The scene is lit only by the headlights of the APCs.  The TUNNEL WALLS are drilled stone, reinforced in places with large metal beams.  The Marines are at the entrance to the mining complex.

SHOULDER LEVEL—EXTREME CLOSE UP FOCUS

as the dark MUZZLE of a PULSE-RIFLE melds out of the inky blackness in the doorway.  A flashlight is fastened to the side of the barrel cage.

REFOCUS (DoF) ON RIFLEMAN—McCLAREN

McClaren cautiously scans right to left across our view, her cheek pulled tight against the stock of the rifle and her eye welded to the sights.  She takes a slow, fluid step forward, wraithlike.  She’s clad and armed as a soldier, but she moves with the menacing mechanical feel of a SWAT team member.

From behind her, PENMISER, HONNING, POESOWSKI, and the other soldiers silently emerge from the darkness, alert and listening.

FLOOR LEVEL OF HALLWAY—ON TROOP’S BOOTS

as the soldiers glide silently down the hallway.  There is a row of DOORWAYS along both sides of the hall.

EXTREME CLOSE UP

on Penmiser’s eyes, as they scan everywhere, tense, and waiting.

CLOSE UP—PROFILE ON McCLAREN

McClaren LOOKS over at Penmiser, who signals in the air above his head, getting the troops’ attention.  He makes a FIST against an open palm—‘door breach’—then holds one finger up, then 3.  The motions are hard and powerful—but silent.

END OF HALLWAY—TOWARDS ENTRANCE

The troops flow into groups of 4, each team quickly and silently assigning itself one of the doors in the hallway.  One of the soldiers from each team prepares to smash open the door, and the other 3 position themselves to cover their comrade with their rifles.

>>PAN LEFT ONTO PENMISER

Penmiser, MIGUEL, and two other soldiers are positioned at the closest DOORWAY on the LEFT.  McClaren, Poesowski and two of the smartgun operators are standing watch at the end of the hallway, covering the troops in case something bursts out of one of the rooms when the doors are opened.

EXTREME CLOSE UP

On Penmiser’s open hand.  He pauses…

--then CLOSES it into a FIST.

LOW ANGLE, ON MIGUEL

as he bursts into the room Penmiser was covering.  The FLASHLIGHT on his rifle WASHES OUT our view intermittently.

EXTREME CLOSE UP

on Miguel’s EYES as he comes to a stop, glancing back and forth across the room with a half-scowl, half-confused expression.

PROFILE—ON PENMISER, LOOKING DOWN HALLWAY

Miguel pokes his head out the doorway.

MIGUEL

Sarge?

Penmiser looks up at the trooper from where he is hunched against the wall, rifle up.

MIGUEL

You better come take a look at this.

OVER McCLAREN’S SHOULDER—ON HALLWAY

The troopers begin to relax and filter into and out of the rooms, finding them empty.

PENMISER

(O.S.)

Amanda, Zowski, could you 

come in here a sec?

McClaren walks over to the closest doorway, which leads to the room Penmiser and Miguel are in.  Our eyes take a moment to adapt as we go from the low light of the hallway to the darkness of the doorway and into the room.

>>PUSH IN OVER McCLAREN’S SHOULDER ONTO ‘SHRINE’

The room is lit by hundreds of small long-burning permacandles, which cast an eerie glow over the room.  In the center of the back wall, a small ALTAR-LIKE plate sits at the foot of a strange, symbol-like stone carving.  In the plate, a collection of twisted and broken RELIGIOUS EMBLEMS are piled low, clearly seeming to have been rejected by their previous owners.

POV FROM ‘STATUE’—ON MARINES

They all wear bewildered expressions.  Miguel crosses himself.

POESOWSKI

Now that is what

I call effective

evangelism.

McCLAREN

But by and for whom?

PENMISER

(sarcastic)

H.P. Turtledove?

C’mon, let’s clear out

of here.  Nobody in here.

SMARTGUNNER’S POV—ON PENMISER

Penmiser, McClaren, Poesowski and Miguel exit the room, rifles down and heads shaking. 

PENMISER

(on radio)

Breach teams, check in.

Find anything?

The various door-breach teams check in negative.

PENMISER

All right, everyone fan out, search by fours.  Check

your zone and stand down.  Run on infrared, kids.

McCLAREN

Move ‘em out!

The Marines split up into smaller groups, flipping the helmet-mounted IR eyepieces down and into place.  Two groups split off and head off DEEPER into the maze of cavern-like TUNNELS.  

The other two—one of which Penmiser is leading—head into the actual complex.

INTERIOR OF MINING COMPLEX—ON PENMISER’S SQUAD

TRUCKING ALONG HALLWAY—ON PENMISER’S SQUAD

Total destruction.  Complete and total destruction.  Walls are ripped out, and we can SEE that there is nothing left intact.

PANORAMIC SHOT OF GUTTED COMPLEX—OVER PENMISER’S SHOULDER

The entire complex has been hollowed out, as if a disintegration-bomb had gone off in the middle of it.

TROOPER

Holy fuck.
It’s dead silent as the Marines look around at the devastation.

PENMISER

Well, shit, Batman.

TROOPER

Sarge, you do realize

what it took to do this…?
PENMISER

Uh… Amanda, hold up.

INSIDE UPPER MINE SHAFT—ON McCLAREN’S SQUAD

PENMISER

(off-screen: voice-over—on radio)

This place is ripped apart—we’re

not going to find anything up here.

Maybe they hid down in the tunnels,

holed up there.  I want to head 

down into the mines with more firepower.

I’m bringing the APCs down with us.

McCLAREN

Copy that.

MAIN COMPLEX ENTRANCE—ON PENMISER AND TROOPERS

Penmiser and the rest of his two squads are still staring in awe at the gaping cavern that used to be a mining complex.  Penmiser turns to one of the troopers as they walk back into the entrance tunnel, to meet up with McClaren.

PENMISER

Do me a favor, Miguel—

MIGUEL

Yeah, Sarge?

PENMISER

Don’t let anybody from McClaren’s

squads see this.  What they don’t

see won’t scare them.

MIGUEL

What about us?

PENMISER

I brought superglue…

We can glue extra leaves onto

some clovers if we find any.

MINE ENTRANCES—ON McCLAREN

McCLAREN

Three squad, Four squad,

head back to the last junction

and stand down—we’re going to 

wait for One and Two to catch up.

The Marines relax, leaning against the walls, pulling out canteens.  One or two flop on the ground, still alert, but resting.

Honning steps over next to McClaren and gives the younger woman a nod.

HONNING

Go ahead and catch five, Amanda.

I’ve got ‘em under control for now.

McClaren grins.

ON McCLAREN—HONNING’s POV

McClaren slumps against the stone wall, then lies down with her RIFLE still clutched in a firm grip.

McCLAREN

Thanks, Carol.

ON McCLAREN—EXACT SAME ANGLE

We FLASH CUT to McClaren, no longer bound in Marine armor, lying in what looks like a crib made of the same biomechanoid construction that makes up the walls of Alien hives.  Her UPPER SHOULDERS and COLLARBONE are replaced by BLACK CARAPACE and EXOSKELETON.  Her ARMS—also replaced by Alien limbs—are CROSSED over her chest, her hands resting on her shoulders.  We SEE light glint faintly on black talons.

HOLD FOR ½ A SECOND

BACK TO PREV. SCENE

ON McCLAREN’S FACE—ABOVE HER MIDRIFF

McClaren’s eyes are barely closed, and her face blank.  She’s obviously not asleep.

ON APCS IN TUNNEL—JUST BEHIND McCLAREN

Penmiser’s squads, silhouetted by the headlights on the APCs.  They’re coming down the tunnel towards where McClaren’s squads are waiting.

BACK ON McCLAREN—PREV ANGLE

The light from the APC’s headlights is just starting to illuminate the tunnel and McClaren’s face.

Suddenly we HEAR PULSE-RIFLE FIRE and a SCREAM.

McClaren’s eyes SNAP OPEN.  She begins to bolt to her feet when

TRACKING HONNING, TOWARDS WALL—FROM TUNNEL FLOOR

Honning is BOWLED OVER by a hurtling jumble of limbs, carapace, and blood.

TROOPER

(off-screen: voice-over)

What the FUCK—

Honning looks at the tangled mass that slammed into her.

It’s a DEAD MARINE, slashed and shredded beyond recognition.  But the Marine is only half the pile.

An ALIEN pushes off, shoving Honning back down against the floor roughly.  It turns and CHARGES for a different trooper with a chilling growl-like hiss.  

IN TUNNEL, CENTER ON TROOPER—JUST BEHIND McCLAREN’S POV

The Alien is sprinting across the tunnel towards a startled Marine.  We SEE McClaren (in silhouette) raise her rifle and squeeze off a burst.

FLOOR OF TUNNEL—LOOKING UP AT ALIEN

The beast SCREECHES, then RUPTURES along its spine in a gout of its pus-like ACIDIC BLOOD.

STARTLED MARINE—IN PROFILE NEXT TO WALL

The wave of acid hits the Marine full-on, backing him up against the rock wall.

FROM TUNNEL WALL—FACING DOWN AT FLOOR

The soldier is gone.

A trickle of smoking, yellowish, glue-like GUNK runs down the rock wall, melting the stone itself at the same time.  A hissing, smoldering PUDDLE of the stuff forms on the tunnel floor, melting deeper every second.  We SEE a liquefied shoulder insignia slide down the wall into the puddle.

CLOSE UP ON McCLAREN—EYE LEVEL

She’s not shocked, but her hands are shaking slightly.

TROOPER

(off-screen: voice-over)

Hail Mary, full of grace…

A CACOPHANY of Alien SCREAMS and SHRIEKS fill the air as a tide of BARELY DISTINGUISHABLE SHAPES meld out of the tunnel’s darkness and roll RIGHT OVER the Marines.  

ON MARINES—FROM TUNNEL WALL

We LOSE SIGHT of the troops in the rushing horde of Alien warriors.

We HEAR human yelling, smashing plastic, breaking glass, and tearing metal.

PULSE-RIFLE FIRE and the massive APC PARTICLE CANNONS come to life.

APC HEADLIGHTS GO OUT.  Smashed.

Splattering sounds and wet ripping noises filter through the chaos.  Human yelling begins to turn to SCREAMS.

McCLAREN IN OUTLINE—FROM FARTHER DOWN IN TUNNEL

McClaren is firing murderously with her rifle into the Alien swarm. She isn’t fighting for her life—there is some deeper hatred here.  Some totally obsessive thing that makes her want to annihilate every last one of the unseen horrors descending upon the Marines.

LOWER TUNNEL—OVER McCLAREN’S SHOULDER

The MUZZLE FLARE lights the tunnel with a strobe-like effect.  We SEE Aliens fall and burst under the hail of bullets, but there’s always another creature that appears in its comrade’s place in an instant.

LOOKING OUT INTO JUNGLE—SAME ANGLE

We recognize this scene from the jungle fighting in McClaren’s flashback earlier.  We’re looking through her eyes, watching the edges of the jungle as branches and leaves SHAKE, dark shapes rushing forward through the foliage.  

>>The only light in the scene is the MUZZLE FLARES from gunfire.

BACK TO LOWER TUNNEL—KEEP ANGLE

DARK SHAPES are now moving in both directions—up towards the surface, from lower in the tunnel; and down deeper into the tunnel, coming from the surface.  The two flows collide slightly lower in the tunnel from where McClaren is, right on top of where the bulk of her Marines were when all hell broke loose.

The Alien calling has shifted to a myriad of sounds that seem like opposing WARCRIES and shrieks of PAIN.

FARTHER UP IN TUNNEL—ON HONNING

Honning can just BARELY BE SEEN GRAPPLING, with the assistance of one Alien, against a different Alien.

HONNING

THERE’S TWO!  SARGE, THERE’S TWO!

LOWER IN TUNNEL—UP ON McCLAREN

We barely hear Honning’s words as a jumble of Alien limbs and fury PLOWS INTO McCLAREN and knocks the works flying backwards.

ON McCLAREN, IN PROFILE—DOWN ON FLOOR

McClaren lands on her back, and the BATTERED form of an Alien warrior hits the ground BETWEEN her and the camera.  Its exoskeleton and carapace have a RED TINT to them.

Pinning the Red warrior to the ground is another warrior with the night-black chitin we know so well.  Its TAIL whips down and buries itself IN THE RED WARRIOR’S NECK.

STRAIGHT DOWN ON McCLAREN

as she rolls out of the way of the small acid splash.

CLOSE UP ON RED WARRIOR—BLACK’S POV

The Black rears back and rips the Red’s head to acid-soaked ribbons with a brutal swipe of its talons.

CLOSE UP ON McCLAREN’S FACE

She’s stupefied.

ON BLACK WARRIOR—McCLAREN’S POV

The creature turns its head to face McClaren.

ILLUEASA

(voice-over: add echo)

[[blend with harsh hiss]]

Run!

McClaren blinks once, then throws herself to her feet.

McCLAREN’S POV

as she sprints for the armored vehicles.  Their TURRETS haven’t paused in their shooting yet, but Aliens are swarming over the outsides, TEARING into the vehicles and each other.

McCLAREN

SHOOT THE RED ONES! SHOOT-

ON McCLAREN—ANGLED FROM LOWER IN TUNNEL

Two Red warriors SLAM McClaren up against the TUNNEL WALL, pinning her against it as if crucified.

SNAP CUT

ON McCLAREN—SAME ANGLE

McClaren, unconscious and bleeding from a dozen cuts over her body, is hanging by her wrists from a wall covered in Alien-hive biomechanism.  She’s a complete blend this time; her shoulders and arms are those of an Alien warrior, as are her lower legs and feet.  Her sternum looks like it has grown a carapace protrusion downwards and out of her skin, with three extra sets of chitinous ribs that wrap around her torso and sink back into her skin near her spine.  Her hands end in wicked talons, and her long black hair hangs in a tangled mane over one shoulder.  Other than her bits of carapace, she is naked.

The blood from her wounds is running down her arms and legs, dripping from her ankles and her toes.

ON THE TWO RED WARRIORS—McCLAREN’S POV

Two Black warriors descend on McClaren’s assailants from behind.  One IMPALES the left Red in the upper chest with its tail, and drags it back into the cacophony-filled darkness in an eyeblink.  

The other Black grabs the Red’s right arm, trying to tear the creature off of McClaren before it kills her.

McCLAREN AND RED IN PROFILE—FROM FLOOR

The remaining Red DRAGS McClaren to the floor as it is pulled backwards.  The Black now wraps its TALONS around the Red’s FACE as well, heaving with all of its strength.  The Red begins to slip backwards.  As it does, its claws slowly TEAR rents in McClaren’s chest and her right arm, revealing the METAL and MECHANICAL innards of prosthetics, and evoking a long shriek of pain from McClaren.  Blood wells up to quickly cover the wounds.

McCLAREN’S POV—NARROW FOV SHOT

The Black has the upper hand and almost has the Red off of McClaren.

Almost.

The Red makes one parting shot, and takes a wild swing at McClaren’s face with its free hand,

EXTREME CLOSE UP ON McCLAREN’s FACE—RED’S POV

prompting a SCREAM from McCLAREN,

BACK TO McCLAREN’S POV

and the blow CONNECTS with a sickening RIP and a 

SMASH CUT TO BLACKNESS

McClaren’s SCREAM continues, then trails off into choked sobs that ECHO in the darkness.

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

Mother…!  [sobbing continues]

Help…  Mother…

GAIA

(voice-over: add echo)

Shhh, my Daughter…

It will be all right.

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

Mother…

GAIA

(voice-over: add echo)

Illueasa…
…Hurry…

ILLUEASA

(voice-over: add echo)

Yes, Mother.

She’s coming.

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

Mother…

FADE OUT AUDIO

>>’HALLUCINATIONS’

The screen stays black, but the sound fades in periodically.  We HEAR a miasma of sounds—crying, distant screaming, low, chant-like singing, hisses, whispers of the Hive.

[[Possibly create vague images on screen—just enough to prompt viewer’s own mind to take it and run with it]]

FADE INTO

VERY HEAVILY BLURRED—McCLAREN’s POV

as she is cradled in the massive black carapace of Gaia’s strong but gentle arms.

Gaia softly HUMS ‘Twinkle, Twinkle, Little Star’.

FADE OUT TO BLACK

More visions and hallucinations in pitch blackness.

FADE INTO

ON SILLHOUETTES AT SURFACE—UNDERWATER IN MAIN CHAMBER

We watch for a moment as lithe, alien shapes move gracefully at the surface of the water, our view deep below.  The soft light above back-lights the creatures as they go about monitoring and caring for a lone, unmoving human form floating on the surface.

FADE OUT

SLOW DISSOLVE INTO

SAME ANGLE AS CRUXIFICTION 1—ON McCLAREN

McClaren, unconscious and bleeding from a dozen cuts over her body, is hanging by her wrists from part of the Hive wall.  She is a complete blend this time, identical to how we saw her in this manner the first time.  The scene is lit by ambient light from within the Hive, emanating from luminescent material in the floor and the walls.  

>>The end effect looks candle-lit.

The blood from McClaren’s wounds is running down her arms and legs, dripping from her ankles and her toes.

CLOSE UP—McCLAREN’S TOES

We watch as drops of blood collect and drip from her toes.

Drip.

Drip…

Drip…

It has the same rhythm as a slow, strong heartbeat.  Where the blood drips onto the floor, every drop hisses and sizzles weakly, pitting and scarring the rock floor.

[[echo into heartbeat?]]

POP CUT TO

DEEP WITHIN THE MINING TUNNELS—ON APCS

We truck / dolly backwards along with one of the APCs as it makes a rolling retreat backwards through the tunnels, providing covering fire for the straggling troops that are desperately trying to keep up.  

SOUYAELSEISA’S POV—TRACKING: APCS

Between the troops and the APC’s duet of turrets, a hail of death is being sent into the swarm of Red Aliens chasing them, but even though the hits and kills are visible, the effectiveness is nil.

GAIA

(voice-over: add echo)

Souyaelseisa!—the Others—Go, quickly!

We HEAR SOUYAELESEISA begin HUMMING a melody of battle, a song of flowing, alien tones that weaves within the sounds of melee combat between Blacks and Reds that are becoming audible.  The voice singing is strangely familiar—but alien.

We SEE Penmiser limping with the rest of the troops, a sneering grimace of defiance welded on his face and a large .45cal M9 service automatic clenched in his hand.

An Alien manages to catch up with Penmiser, rearing up to strike.

The grizzled sergeant levels the big pistol with the beast’s face and fires three times in rapid succession with deadly accuracy.  

The impacts spin it around, its razor sharp tail slashing Penmiser across the thighs as it falls.

The dead creature lands on its face where it lies motionless.

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

Ryan! 

[screaming]

RYAN!

Penmiser staggers backwards for a moment, then goes down hard, losing the pistol.  We lose sight of both of them beneath the roiling swarm of Reds.

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

[screaming]

RYAN!

Her scream trails off into wordlessness

EXTREME CLOSEUP—McCLAREN’S FACE

as she awakens—still screaming—lying in the biomechanical ‘crib’ we saw earlier.  Her scream dies off, and she looks around.  For a fleeting moment, we can barely detect a human sense of fearful curiosity in her, and then…

It is gone.

She has changed.

Her skin is slightly paler than before, but at the same time both unmistakably weathered and young.  Where her shoulders were, there is now black carapace, as we saw them before.  Her lower legs have similarly metamorphosed, transitioning from human flesh to black chitin from the knees down.  Her hair is matted with dried blood and Alien slime.

McCLAREN’S POV

She raises one of her hands into view.  It, too, is now Alien exoskeleton, and talons that shine like obsidian tip her fingers.

CLOSEUP ON McCLAREN’S FACE—FROM HER PALM

Her expression is blank.  

Completely, utterly blank.

We HEAR the haunting, echoing sounds of the Hive whispering in McClaren’s thoughts.

HIVE

(voice-overs: add echo)

[[blended]]

Sasaliasana…

Sister…

syoesa eseiaoesea seieasae…

Sister…

FROM ENTRYWAY TO MAIN CHAMBER—ON McCLAREN

McClaren slowly raises herself from the ‘crib’, and walks, slowly but steadily, towards the edge of the weak light cast by the luminescence.

RACK FOCUS—EDGE OF SHADOW WITH LIT MEDIAN

as McClaren’s taloned hand slowly reaches out into the light—

—and a second black-chitin hand reaches out of the shadows to meet it, palm to palm.

FROM McCLAREN’S PALM—ON HER FACE

As she melds forwards out of the shadows, an oddly contemplative expression on her face.

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

Brother.

FROM McCLAREN’S PALM—ON ILLUEASA’S FACE

The shiny black crown of an Alien warrior glints in the low light as it moves forward into the illumination.  It displays no form of hostility, and the smooth grace of its movement gives it a dark, haunting beauty.

ILLUEASA

(voice-over: add echo)

Come.

FLOOR OF ANTECHAMBER—ON McCLAREN

We watch McClaren in silhouette as she emerges from the small room into the antechamber.

LOW FROM FLOOR OF ANTECHAMBER, TRACKING McCLAREN

The room is a long, high-ceiling hallway, with a double row of pillars defining a walkway from the small room where McClaren awoke to a small opening at the end of the room.  It bears a startling resemblance to a renaissance cathedral, massive and imposing.

McCLAREN’S POV—JOINING ENTRANCE

A small opening leads onward from the massive hallway, but is small and darkened.  McClaren steps into the shadows, moving as if half-sleepwalking, and then emerges into the main chamber.

>>CAMERA DOLLIES IN THROUGHOUT SCENE

Our breath catches in our throats for a moment.  The main chamber is a huge, cavernous space—easily 500 meters in diameter, with a ceiling at about half that height.

Set just beneath the level of the floor is what amounts to a massive underground lake of crystal clear, gloom-glinted water.  This is the water we saw earlier as we watched the Aliens tend McClaren on the surface.

One could call it Paradise, in a way.

Atop an atoll in the center of the cavern, suspended mostly from the stone ceiling, is the stringy, gelatinous form of the Queen’s egg sac, drawn up like loops of intestine and anchored to stone overhead.

And watching over all from her throne, Gaia sits in repose, motionless.  Although her true size is obscured by portions of the egg sac, she is nevertheless a monolithic and imposing figure.  The wide, ebony sweep of her crest flares out behind her head, giving her a sense of omnipresence.

PROFILE—ON McCLAREN

Her expression is cold, but with a hint of awe.  It’s not a very human combination of expressions or emotions.

FLOOR LEVEL—ON McCLAREN’S FEET

as she very slowly begins to walk towards the center atoll along one of the walkways.  We HEAR the CLICKING and CRACKLING of her chitinous feet against the hive floor.

GAIA

(voice-over: add echo)

Child.

SHOULDER LEVEL—ON McCLAREN’S EYES

She cocks her head to the side, not quite enough to look curious but enough to indicate that she’s questioning.

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

[softly] Mother…?

GAIA

(voice-over: add echo)

Yes.

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

What am I?

CLOSE UP—GAIA’S FACE

GAIA

(voice-over: add echo)

You are.  

McClaren gazes off distantly for a moment, her expression almost completely blank.  She’s deep in thought.

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

I don’t understand.

GAIA

(voice-over: add echo)

That which exists and

the forms it takes or 

does not take is not

limited solely to what

you or I know or can imagine,

my Daughter.  Such is you.

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

No…

I can’t be—

GAIA

(voice-over: add echo)

But you are not.

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

I’m not?

GAIA

(voice-over: add echo)

You have become part of the

Cycle, my Daughter.  All that

is born must live.  All that lives

must die.  All that dies must

be reborn.  But nothing can

stay in motion without a catalyst—

something on the edges that

perpetuates the Cycle.

We, Sasaliasana,

are part of the Cycle.

PROFILE—ON McCLAREN

CLOSEUP

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

The Hive?

WIDESHOT—GAIA—FROM FLOOR, BEHIND McCLAREN

CLOSER SHOT—GAIA—IN FRONT OF McCLAREN

For the first time, Gaia’s head lifts to ‘look’ at McClaren, and half-nods, half-bows.  The motion is subtle, graceful and elegant—but in a very alien manner.

GAIA

(voice-over: add echo)

Yes.

Our view PULLS BACK and ORBITS McCLAREN, as thousands of  BLACK SHAPES—WARRIORS—flow into the room, covering every inch of the ceiling and walls.

Our view pushes BACK IN as Gaia reaches gently down with one hand, grasping McClaren’s hand as McClaren smoothly takes one powerful step forward, leaps, braces her foot on the Queen’s ankle, and meets Gaia’s grip with not a single hint of unbalance. 

The camera ORBITS McClaren as this happens, coming to a stop IN FRONT OF McCLAREN, FULL SHOT.

GAIA

(voice-over: add echo)

Yes, my Daughter.

We are the Hive.

The black tide of Alien WARRIORS begins to close in on the last unoccupied areas of the wall in the BG, as Gaia’s arms enfold McClaren, causing our view to go black.

FLASH CUT—FLOOR OF TUNNEL

As Penmiser’s bruised and bloodied body hits the stone floor with a hard thud, evoking a groan from the weary sergeant.

FLASH CUT—EXTREME CLOSE UP ON McCLAREN’S EYES

as they snap open in shock and pain.  

CRASH CUT TO BLACKNESS

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

[[weakly]]

Ryan…

SILENCE, BLACK SCREEN

[[ hold just long enough to make the audience uncomfortable]]

SLOW FADE INTO HANDHOLD—WALKING WITH MARINES

>>At beginning of scene, only illumination is from Marines’ shoulder lights.

The scene brightens slowly as the Marines turn a corner in the tunnel.  Daylight pours in from the mouth of the tunnel about a hundred meters ahead of and uphill from the rag-tag squad; we can see the towers and transmitters of the SECONDARY LANDING PAD.  The soldiers LAUGH and SHOUT joyously upon seeing the exit.

DRAY

See?  I told you it’d work…

ABULO

There is no such thing

as a dead end when

one has high explosives.

CLOSE UP—MIGUEL

MIGUEL

And you dumbasses would have

buried yourselves under

God knows how much rock if

Dusten hadn’t told you how

to place the stuff right.

The Marines guffaw and laugh.

CLOSE UP RACK FOCUS—JUST SHY OF MOUTH OF TUNNEL

The daylight from outside illuminates the scene from OS, up and to the left.  Dray and Miguel step into view

>>focused on Dray in BG

DRAY

What a sight for sore

eyes.

>>PULL BACK DoF ONTO MIGUEL

MIGUEL

Yep.

LONG SHOT—MAIN LANDING PAD

The acid-pitted, burned, dented, scraped, scarred, and torn APC is parked at the edge of the massive primary landing pad, with the Marines resting against it, dirty, exhausted, and battered.  The TUNNEL EXIT the Marines emerged from and the SECONDARY LANDING PAD are visible farther down the mountainside in the BG.

MIGUEL

(on radio)

Liene, Inelep, do you copy?

INELEP

(os: voice-over—on radio)

I hear you.  Already inbound, 

homing in on your signal—

consider the LZ hot, because 

we have to move fast.

LIENE

(os: voice-over—on radio)

Move it, Keith, I’ve

got your six.

CLOSE UP ON MIGUEL—INTERIOR OF APC

MIGUEL

Roger that, LZ status

is hot…  What’s your ETA,

Inelep?

Miguel turns, looks out the small windshield.

LIENE

(os: voice-over—on radio)
Pull left, NOW!

There’s a short pause, and the sound of Inelep grunting against high G-forces.

INELEP

(os: voice-over—on radio)

Thanks, Rhi.

Ten seconds, heading

028.

LIENE

(os: voice-over—on radio)

Push it, Keith…

PROFILE CLOSE UP—ON MIGUEL

Miguel tosses a questioning look over his shoulder to Dray, who shrugs and doesn’t look a bit less bewildered.

MIGUEL

Copy that.

LOW ANGLE SHOT—PANORAMIC RACK FOCUS

The sliding hatch on the APC scrapes open, and Miguel steps out onto the landing pad.

CLOSE UP ON MIGUEL

As he scans what he can see of the sky between the jagged peaks of the terrain, looking for the dropship.  We can HEAR the angry whines of fanjets, the keening noise echoing off the stony terrain.

LIENE

(os: voice-over—on radio)

Heads up, seven o’clock high!

INELEP

(os: voice-over—on radio)

Hard right, NOW!

LIENE

(os: voice-over—on radio)

It’s still with you, it’s 

still with you!  BREAK!

We HEAR an EXPLOSION, and Liene SCREAMS in horror.

INELEP

(os: voice-over—on radio)

MIGUEL, CLEAR THE PAD!

LONG SHOT—MIGUEL’S POV

Dropship 1, trailing a massive shroud of flame, ROCKETS above the rock peaks less than a hundred meters away, obviously in major trouble.

LEAD CAM, LONG SHOT—ON DROPSHIP 2

The dropship RICHOCHETS WILDLY off of a jagged rock peak, and is sent SPINNING OUT OF CONTROL.

DRAY

(os: voice-over—on radio)

GET YOUR ASS IN HERE!
With an odd sense of grace the flying inferno, tumbling on all three axis, arcs up into the air and begins to descend STRAIGHT TOWARDS THE EDGE OF THE PLATFORM.

EXTREME CLOSE UP ON MIGUEL’S EYES

They suddenly become big.

Very.  Big.

BACK TO PREV ANGLE

Miguel DIVES for the open hatch of the APC as the tires SCREECH.  The vehicle PEELS OUT the instant Miguel lands inside.

EXTREME CLOSE UP—HANDLE OF SLIDING HATCH

Miguel grabs hold of the door handle, jams himself against the wall, and hangs on for dear life, not even having enough time to slam the hatch shut.

CLOSE UP—FLOOR LEVEL

as Miguel and Abulo carefully brace an occupied stretcher against the APC wall with their feet.

LOOSE-LEAD ON APC, LOOKING AFT

The APC swerves violently as Dray pushes the controls to the stops, careening away as the dropship HITS THE EDGE OF THE PLATFORM, sending rock fragments and shrapnel SCREAMING through the air.

MEDIUM SHOT ON MIGUEL—FROM FORWARD IN APC CABIN

Miguel and the other troops DUCK and WINCE reflexively as shrapnel RICHOCHETS off the vehicle’s armor with an unnerving amount of noise.

LOW ANGLE PANORAMIC—MAIN COMPLEX ENTRANCE

The APC swings LEFT, and SKIDS SIDEWAYS, almost up on two wheels.

It finally comes to a halt, bouncing some of its weight back down onto the right-side wheels.

PROFILE MEDIUM SHOT ON DRAY—DRIVER’S STATION

Dray collapses back into the seat and rips off his headset, trying to catch his breath.

LONG SHOT ON MIGUEL—OUTSIDE OF APC

>>PUSH IN ON MIGUEL THROUGHOUT SCENE

The APC has come to a stop with the open hatch facing directly towards the crashed dropship.

CLOSE UP ON MIGUEL

His expression is mute horror.

LONG SHOT—MIGUEL’S POV

All that is left of the dropship is an incomplete and fire-gutted metal framework, with various large pieces of the forward structure strewn all over the landing pad.

In the BG, we see the other dropship swing up above the peaks for a moment, hover as if deciding, then PLUMMET nose-first back down out of view.  The SOUND of fan-jets dies off.

CLOSE UP ON MIGUEL

MIGUEL

Liene…

Liene, do you copy?

Liene, do you copy…?

LIENE

(os: voice-over—on radio)

I’m here.  I can’t talk

long.

CLOSE UP—MIGUEL

He is very suddenly confused and pissed.

MIGUEL

(on radio)

What the hell is

going on?

LIENE

(os: voice-over—on radio)

Listen, then keep radio silence

after I’m done. We’re in deep shit.

MEDIUM SHOT—MIGUEL, DRAY, AND ABULO

LIENE

(con’t)

Get back down into the tunnels,

before they pin you down.

Dig in down at the other pad,

then light up the APC’s ECM gear 

after sundown.  I’ll home in on that.  

Over and out.

The channel goes silent except for some soft STATIC.  The troops look at each other with disbelieving expressions.

Miguel sighs.

MIGUEL

Let’s move.

Dray crosses his arms, defiant.

DRAY

I am NOT going back

down there.

Something in the still-burning dropship explodes with a LOUD BANG—the Marines WINCE.  We HEAR tinkling of metal shards against the APC’s armor.

Dray instantly heads for the driver’s cabin, moving with a purpose.

DRAY

Buckle up, folks…

QUICK FADE OUT

SLOW FADE IN—FOCUSED ALONG CEILING OF TUNNEL

as McClaren and Souyaeleseisa climb past the camera, travelling along the ceiling as easily as if they were walking along the ground.

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

[[blend]]

Eoaesiea syenesa?

Further up?

SOUYAELESEISA

(voice-over: add echo)

[[blend]]

Syueseisae ceyeseiase oaesiea…

Iese sye uoesiea easesao.

Unless they’ve tried to move

it.  We have not examined it

for some time.

McCLAREN’S POV

as she continues to move along the ceiling, travelling further up the nearly pitch-black tunnel.  After a moment, the faint glow of a light up ahead becomes visible around a corner.

SOUYAELESEISA

(os: voice-over: add echo)

[[blend]]

Eya. Sei.
There.  Up ahead.

LOW ANGLE SHOT ON SOUYAELESEISA—FROM FLOOR—APC IN BG

as the lean Warrior SNIFFS at an acid-scarred area on the floor, then makes a disapproving CLICK in the back of her throat and hisses softly.

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

[[blend]]

Syessena ieiaesoe-sae sye?

What is it?

>>SPIN OUT DoF—REFOCUS ON McCLAREN

as she steps back from behind the scarred and ripped APC.  She’s donned a pair of fatigue pants that have been cut off jaggedly a ways up on the thigh, and used a long strip of the leftover material to tie around her breasts.  As she strides over towards Souyaeleseisa, she quickly and deftly uses a smaller length to tie back her long mane of jet black hair.

SOUYAELESEISA

(voice-over: add echo)

[[blend]]

Esiea seiyioea dantanov.

One of The Fallen.

McCLAREN’s head jerks up upon ‘dantanov’.  Her expression remains its seemingly permanent cold and blank self, but she cocks her head to one side, indicating her lack of understanding.

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

[[blend]]

Siyieoesa dantanov?
The Fallen?

GAIA

(os: voice-over: add echo)

‘Dantanov’ means ‘of war’,

my Daughter.

McClaren kneels next to Souyaeleseisa and inhales above the pitted stone.

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

It’s human.

Human blood and our blood…

But not our blood.

SOUYAELESEISA

(voice-over: add echo)

[[blend]]

Eieoea seisaea saioesea,

ayeseiassa seyesa eieae seisa

iiesease eaoes oes.

The Other—the one you

killed when you and the

other Humans first came

here.

SMASH CUT TO FLASHBACK—TROOPER’S POV

As we see the Red Alien push off of Honning and LUNGE towards the camera.

OVER McCLAREN’S SHOULDER

As we see her once again raise the rifle, take aim.

POP CUT—EXTREME CLOSE UP

On McClaren’s eyes.  They’re cold, but we can tell she’s seeing the scene again in her mind.

TROOPER’s POV

As the rifle FLARES angrily from the other side of the dark tunnel, splintering the Red Alien’s spine and throwing up a wave of ACIDIC BLOOD that ENVELOPS our view.  Just before the acid hits, the TROOPER screams.

SMASH CUT AS ACID HITS—ON McCLAREN FROM SCARRED FLOOR SPOT

McClaren’s eyes narrow, and after a moment her lips curl back in a snarl, and she RAKES the pitted stone with her claws, causing a few sparks to jump.

Souyaeleseisa RECOILS and hisses harshly at McClaren.

SOUYAELESEISA

(voice-over: add echo)

[[blend]]

Ese seisaia oeaseasia!
Control yourself!

McClaren looks at the Warrior with a questioning glare.

GAIA

(os: voice-over: add echo)

Sasaliasana, return to

the Hive.  I must talk to

you.

McClaren hangs her head, stung by what she sees as a reprimand.

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

Yes, Mother.

POP CUT—HANDHOLD LONG SHOT ON MARINES

They’re jogging behind the APC, deep in the tunnels and heading back along the path they took going in.

We can HEAR distant Alien hissing and SCREECHING echoing through the maze of tunnels.

LOW ANGLE PANORAMIC—APC AND TROOPS

The APC rolls around a bend in the tunnel, and stops.  The Marines stop short and look about in confusion.

MARINE POV

They’ve come to a large junction that spiders out of a cavernous room with the odd piece of shredded mining equipment strewn onto the floor.  One tunnel splits off at a sharp left from the main cavern, heading uphill.  The other two veer left and right at the back of the chamber.

CLOSE UP—ON MIGUEL

He pulls out a map sketched on a piece of scratch paper, then motions to Abulo, who steps up next to him.

MIGUEL

Dammit.  Ok, we’re splitting

up.  I don’t want all of us

to get caught in a dead

end if there’s been a cave-in

or the APC runs out of room.

He looks down at the rough map.

MIGUEL

(con’t)

The left one goes back

to the surface, but the other

two can lead down to the 

second pad. Abulo, you take 

Dusten and Striess, a motion 

tracker, and one of the 

sentry guns.  Take the left

fork… 

Miguel traces a path on the hand-drawn map.

MIGUEL

(con’t)

…and meet up with us

at this junction—here.

Now, move!

The APC begins to roll towards the right tunnel, with Miguel, Dray, and Mark following it.

>>HOLD ON ABULO, THEN PAN LEFT TO FOLLOW

In the time that it takes the vehicle to enter the smaller shaft to the right, Abulo and his small group jump inside the APC, re-emerge with a motion tracker and a bulky carrying container, and set off down the left tunnel.

LONG SHOT—GAIA’S POV

as McClaren glides into the Queen’s silent and empty (save Gaia) main chamber.

CLOSE UP, PROFILE—ON GAIA

She seems to sigh softly.

GAIA

(voice-over: add echo)

Sasaliasana, do you understand

why Souyaeleseisa reacted so

violently to your outburst?

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

No, Mother, I don’t.

McClaren leaps softly up towards the imposing figure of the Queen, allowing Gaia to lift McClaren into her arms, where McClaren snuggles affectionately against the black carapace of Gaia’s arms, looking up with a cold expression that is dominated by the inquisitive, almost fearful eyes of a small child.

GAIA

(voice-over: add echo)

I thought that might

be the case.

The Others—explain to me why

you show so much hatred towards

them.

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

They are not natural, Mother.

They kill, and rape Nature for

the sole purpose of spreading

their kind.

GAIA

(voice-over: add echo)

…and…?

McClaren looks down, aware she’s been caught.

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

…and they killed people

I loved.

GAIA

(voice-over: add echo)

Child, it is their purity

of simplicity that makes them

everything you say they aren’t.

They are part of the Balance—

we have no more right to eradicate

them than they do anything else.

We cannot foresee the future.

Nature may have a noble purpose

for them in time to come,

a task that they will rise

to and accomplish and

be revered for forever after.

That possibility alone would 

make it wrong for us to 

annihilate them.

PROFILE CLOSE UP—GAIA

GAIA

(con’t—voice-over: add echo)

No one can foresee the future,

my Daughter.  And when one

cannot know the repercussions 

possible from doing something 

so far-reaching, one does 

not have the right to do so.

Gaia chuckles softly.

GAIA

(voice-over: add echo)

Even humans still have

yet to learn that.

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

Why do we fight them, then, Mother?

I don’t understand.

GAIA

(voice-over: add echo)

We keep them in check, in order

to maintain the Balance.  They are

powerful, and they are destructive,

but they are young, and have not

yet found their purpose.  In  time,

they will.  Until then, they

struggle to spread, and follow

their instinct.  They exist

to function.

What you hold against them,

they are driven to by instinct.

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

But why are they so similar

to us?

GAIA

(voice-over: add echo)

What makes them different from

anything else?

They are as similar to humans

as they are to us.

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

But…

GAIA

(voice-over: add echo)

Humans kill, often brutally.

They expand, heedless of the

damage doing so causes.

They do not understand their part

of the Balance yet, but they are

beginning to discover it.

They destroy that which is not

the same as them.

They consume all they can,

and move on, spreading their

kind.

Is this not very much

the same as the Others?

McClaren pauses, then nods, reluctantly.

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

No, it’s not different.

GAIA

(voice-over: add echo)

And humans have their place

in the Balance, do they not?

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

Yes…

GAIA

(voice-over: add echo)

And so the Others must

remain.

Gaia looks down, gently stroking McClaren’s hair with a surprising amount of grace, considering the size of her talons.

GAIA

(voice-over: add echo)

What’s wrong, Child?

Something still troubles you.

McClaren pauses, then looks up to meet Gaia’s eyeless gaze.

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

Why did they kill them?

Gaia chuckles softly and warmly.

GAIA

(voice-over: add echo)

Your concept of life and

death are too limited, child!

The Others never actually killed

your friends.  Some of them

are still alive, as you know…

And almost all of 

the ones that Fell were

reborn.

McClaren sits up.

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

Reborn?

Gaia lowers her head slightly, half-nodding.  

GAIA

(voice-over: add echo)

We are only different from

the Others in that we

take only the Fallen,

and bring them rebirth.

The embryo within them

draws on their essence

to create the Warrior

to be born—and in a way,

gives life again.

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

You mean my Brothers are…?

GAIA

(voice-over: add echo)

Yes.

And some of them, Sisters.

She you knew as Honning

was one.

McClaren can’t take any more of it.  She dissolves into sobs, clutching Gaia’s arms as if afraid she’ll fall.  Gaia cradles McClaren close to her chest.

MEDIUM SHOT—INTERIOR OF JOINING TUNNEL

As the silhouette of a Warrior crouches in the shadows at the edge of the room, silent.

GAIA

(voice-over: add echo)

It’s all right, Child.
They felt no pain, and

their suffering was ended.

FLASH CUT—EXTREME CLOSE UP ON McCLAREN’S EYES

hold as she blinks, then

FLASH CUT—OVERRUN ZHIAN-KJIANG FIELD BASE

CLOSE UP ON FACEHUGGER VICTIMS IN TRENCH GRAVE

FLASH CUT—PREV SCENE

As McClaren RETCHES, frantically pushes herself up to lean out over Gaia’s arm, and VOMITS into the water below.

CLOSE UP—ON McCLAREN

The camera PLUMMETS downwards, proceeding the off-white liquid down into the water, where it SWIRLS upon IMPACT with the water.  The water and vomit churn downwards and out of the light, causing the cloudy liquid to overtake the camera and prompt an explosion of darkness that transmogrifies into

MEDIUM SHOT—TUNNEL TO ANTECHAMBER

McClaren, as she climbs along the wall of the tunnel into the BIRTHING CHAMBER.

McCLAREN’S POV

Our view TURNS to take in the size of the chamber.  It’s not as big as Gaia’s ‘throne room’, but it seems to be vertically limitless. Water DRIPS from everywhere it can. 

Thousands of BODIES—human and otherwise—are cocooned to the walls, with small ledges under each body.  Some of the remains have been there for some time, while others still drip with blood.  All of them have large HOLES where their chests would otherwise be.

CLOSE UP—ON McCLAREN

as she GAZES upwards, her expression revealing awe for the first time since her transformation.

EXTREME CLOSE UP

On McClaren’s talons as she stretches up and grips the resin that is looped and coated over the stone wall.

[[pull back DoF—refocus on shoulder]]

as McClaren PULLS herself UPWARDS through the frame, the black carapace of her powerful arms gleaming in the soft light from above.

DISSOLVE TO VERY LONG SHOT ON McCLAREN—OPPOSITE WALL

As she continues to climb the massive wall of Fallen.

LOW ANGLE—FOLLOWING McCLAREN ON WALL

Our view is from behind McClaren as she presses on upwards, ascending the massive wall.  The LIGHT from above is growing brighter, and the DRIPPING WATER is intensifying.

PROFILE CLOSE UP—McCLAREN

As she pauses, still breathing evenly, and looks up into the glare of the dripping water.  Not too far above her is a recent-looking ledge and patch of resin.

CLOSE UP ON FALLEN

It’s Poesowski.  

His eyes are closed, and he is cocooned into the wall in almost the exact same position we saw McClaren hanging by her wrists.  His Marine armor is gone, and there are a brutal amalgamation of cuts and wounds covering his body.  As far as we can see, he isn’t breathing.

CLOSE UP—POESOWSKI’S CHEST

It bulges slightly for a moment, a dark patch of blood appearing on his shirt at his sternum.

CLOSE UP—POESOWSKI’S FACE

It’s quite clear that he’s already dead, and has been since before the chestburster began to emerge.

PROFILE CLOSE UP—McCLAREN

A few DROPS of BLOOD splatter on her face.  She looks upwards, still climbing rapidly.

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

I’m coming, Little One…

Her voice is calm, soothing.

CLOSE UP—POESOWSKI’S CHEST

as it bulges a second time, urgent.

PROFILE LONG SHOT—McCLAREN

as she reaches the ledge, stands up, looks upwards—

McCLAREN’S POV—CLOSE UP ON CHESTBURSTER

Poesowski’s sternum DISTORTS, then RUPTURES OUTWARD, the tiny CHESTBURSTER silhouetted by the rain-glare of the light through the water dripping from the ceiling far above.

PROFILE MEDIUM SHOT—ON McCLAREN

Her head is thrown back, and her eyes closed as a CASCADE of BLOOD SPLASHES onto her face; her posture is welcoming, celebrative.  She opens her eyes, then gently reaches up towards the crying chestburster.

PROFILE CLOSE UP—McCLAREN’s HANDS

As they raise to the chestburster, which struggles to coil itself out of Poesowski’s body and into McClaren’s hands.

She lowers the small creature back down to herself, and cradles it in her arms in the same way she’d cradle a newborn baby.

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

You’re safe now, Little One.

Mother is here, our Brothers

and Sisters are here, I am here.

Calm, Little One.  Sleep, and

grow, and become strong.

McClaren sinks down to sit on the ledge, with her back against the wall.  She softly strokes the long, segmented body of the juvenile alien, humming gently to it.

FAST DISSOLVE TO PROFILE LONG SHOT—McCLAREN and CHESTBURSTER

McClaren continues to stroke the small alien’s back, until it is curled up in her arms, making a soft hissing snore.

She smiles.

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

You’re right, Mother.

It’s not the same at all.

GAIA

(os: voice-over: add echo)

You understand now, Child.

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

I think so.

She pauses for a moment, gazing down at the chestburster with a gentle—but not quite human—smile.

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

Mother?

GAIA

(os: voice-over: add echo)
Yes, my Daughter?

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

Are any of them still alive?

GAIA

(os: voice-over: add echo)

I do not know, my Daughter.

All I can tell you is that

when the Hive last saw them,

not all of them were dead.

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

When was that?

Gaia sighs.

GAIA

(os: voice-over: add echo)

Too long ago.

DISSOLVE TO LOCKED PANORAMIC—MARINE NIGHT CAMP

The narrow tunnel is lit by the light thrown from a small COOK STOVE set up just outside the scarred and dented hull of the REMAINING APC.  Miguel is sitting next to the stove, eating out of small metal field-ration can.  Dray slides open the door of the APC and crouches next to him, picking up a similar can and beginning to eat.  Mark, armed with a pulse rifle, is standing watch farther down the tunnel with his back to the fire.

Miguel looks up at Dray.

MIGUEL

How’s he look?

Dray doesn’t look up from his food.

DRAY

Not good.

A black shape moves in front of our view.

LONG SHOT—McCLAREN

Her grit-and-blood-smeared face barely illuminated by the light of the stove, McClaren moves through the shadows towards the APC like a ghost, her face less cold than usual, but no more human.

LOW ANGLE SHOT—NEXT TO COOK STOVE, TOWARDS McCLAREN

McClaren steps silently out of the shadows, hugging the stone wall of the tunnel.

McCLAREN

Miguel…?

The Marines SNATCH UP THEIR WEAPONS, and faster than she can blink, McClaren is looking down the barrels of two pulse-rifles and a flamethrower.  The troop’s hands are shaking badly.

MIGUEL

Mh…m…Mc…McCla…McClaren?

Miguel is so terrified by the image in front of him that he can barely speak.

McClaren nods.

MIGUEL

What did they do to you?

McCLAREN

That doesn’t matter right now.

Where’s Ryan?

The Marines exchange confused looks.

McClaren closes her eyes and takes a deep breath.

McCLAREN

Penmiser.

Sergeant Penmiser.

The Marines slowly lower their weapons.  Miguel motions her over to the APC.

LOW SHOT—INTERIOR OF APC, ON DOOR

Miguel slides the door open, leaning inside to turn the hull lights on.

CLOSE UP—ON McCLAREN

She clasps a hand to her mouth, her face filling with the first genuine horror we’ve seen since her transformation.

McCLAREN

[[whispering]]

Ryan…

McCLAREN’S POV—ON PENMISER

The sergeant is strapped into a stretcher, his fatigues soaked through in many spots with blood, and bandages wrapping around his form in a dozen places.  

McClaren reaches out to touch him, hesitant and shocked.

McCLAREN

Oh, Ryan…

I’m so sorry…

MIGUEL

Once we link back up with Abulo,

we’re going to make a break 

for the secondary landing pad.

We have to get Penmiser back to

the Savo, get him in hypersleep.

They can stitch him back together

at Gateway, let him heal up…

Then we’ll come back and get you

out of here.

McClaren shakes her head.

McCLAREN

I’m not leaving.

I have to get him out of

here.  Back to the Hive…

Miguel has his RIFLE lined up with her HEAD in a heartbeat.

MIGUEL

You’re not taking him

anywhere, McClaren.  I don’t

know what they’ve done to you,

but they dragged off Honning

and Poesowski.

They’re not getting Penmiser.

McClaren snaps back at him.

McCLAREN

I’m going to heal him, you fool.

Haven’t you noticed that not

everything with claws and

carapace is out to kill you?

You get back to Gateway, and 

come back for him as fast as you can

with reinforcements.

Miguel doesn’t move the rifle an inch.

MIGUEL

How do I know you’re not going

to do the same thing to him

that they did to you?

What makes you think

I’m going to risk leaving

him with you?

McClaren flicks something off of one of her talons, then gives Miguel a very menacing stare.

McCLAREN

Because I won’t let them—

and you don’t have a choice.

The venom in her voice makes Miguel lower the rifle, his expression still a mixture of suspicion and fear.

MEDIUM SHOT—McCLAREN

She and Miguel are looking over the hand-sketched map.

MIGUEL

We’re meeting up with

them at this junction here.

I still don’t have any clue

where the Red hive is,

or the other one, for 

that matter.

McClaren studies the map for a moment.

McCLAREN

The Others are here.

She indicates a small branching tunnel that splits off right in front of the point where Miguel and Abulo agreed to meet up.

McCLAREN

That’s the main entrance.

Miguel begins to swear vehemently, then trails off in raw frustration.

GAIA

(os: voice-over-add echo)

We will defend them, my

Daughter.

McCLAREN

Mother says we can defend

you if the need arises.

Miguel looks at her questioningly.

MEDIUM SHOT—SOUYAELESEISA

She’s standing back in the shadows, all but out of sight.

SOUYAELESEISA

(voice-over-add echo)

[[blend]]

Iesseioenseai saie syess

aseioele. Soa eoie sie

seialeoseias.

Perhaps his pride stands

in the way.  It seems to

happen often with humans.

McClaren doesn’t respond, but a small, wry grin escapes onto her face for a fleeting moment.

MIGUEL

Just don’t let the Cavalry

be late.

McCLAREN

Let me worry about that.

Help me move Penmiser.

CHASE CAM—ON McCLAREN AND SOUYEALESEISA

as they spiral through the tunnels back to the Hive at dizzying speed, Penmiser clamped firmly to Souyaeleseisa’s back by her tail.

CLOSE UP—ON PENMISER

Despite the breakneck speed and the less-than-perfect seating, Penmiser appears to be surprisingly undisturbed.

CLOSE UP—ON McCLAREN

Her lips are pressed into a thin, grim, determined line. 

SOUYAELESEISA

(os: voice-over-add echo)

[[blend]]

Sasie oyiana elasealalae 

seiaieoaea, oessyeseoa ei 

ensaesieia soiea oiesea eoaueasis 

ssyes seioeasaonesa seisoe.
One would think that after

CLOSE UP—SOUYAELESEISA

(con’t)

all the years it took for

humans to evolve, they would

have grown claws and more

powerful hands, like we did,

so they wouldn’t be stuck on

the ground, vulnerable with 

their soft skin.

GAIA

(os: voice-over-add echo)

They only like to pretend

that it is soft.  Only when

it nearly gone do they realize

how precious the gift was they

took for granted and abused.

McClaren’s eyes tighten.

LOCKED PANORAMIC SHOT—McCLAREN AND SOUYEALESEISA

as they crest the rise of the main entrance tunnel to the Hive.

HIGH ANGLE MEDIUM SHOT—ON McCLAREN

McClaren gently takes Penmiser in her arms, lifting him carefully from Souyaeleseisa’s back.  She walks slowly and gently down the ‘cathedral hall’, her footsteps echoing against the mostly bare stone walls.

LONG SHOT—PROFILE ON McCLAREN

as she carries Penmiser towards Gaia’s chamber.

LOW ANGLE LONG SHOT—ON McCLAREN

She emerges from the small tunnel that links the ‘cathedral hallway’ and Gaia’s ‘throne room’ with Penmiser in her arms, her head low.

McCLAREN

(voice-over: add echo)

Mother…  He’s—

GAIA

(voice-over: add echo)

You will need to care

for him yourself.  The Others

are preparing to move again.

McClaren nods, and walks slowly towards the birthing chamber.

DISSOLVE TO:

CLOSE UP—ON McCLAREN

She’s stripped away the soaked bandages applied by the Marines, and is covering the wounds with the Hive-building resin from the glands on the backs of her shoulders, where the pipe-like vents protrude on the Warriors.

RACK FOCUS—ABOVE PENMISER AND McCLAREN

She continues to work, methodical and focused.

DISSOLVE TO:

SAME ANGLE

McClaren has now built up a small ‘crib’ for Penmiser, similar to the one she originally awoke in, but built up against the birthing chamber wall so that he can half-sit in it.

Some of Penmiser’s wounds have begun to close—others have begun to fester.

McClaren is attending to these with a paste she is making out of water and ground up leaves of a subterranean plant.

DISSOLVE TO:

LONG SHOT—McCLAREN IN BG, PENMISER IN FG

McClaren is balanced on the balls of her feet, hugging her legs up against her and resting her head on her knees.

CLOSE UP—PENMISER

He’s healing—slowly.  His face is still covered in scabs, bruises, and dried blood, his face wrought with pain.  He’s drifting between sleep and semi-consciousness.

PREV ANGLE

McCLAREN

(voice-over-add echo)

He’s too weak to eat, Mother.

GAIA

(os: voice-over-add echo)

If you cannot find some way

to nourish him soon, he will

die.

McClaren raises her eyes to somewhere indeterminate with a bitter, hurt expression on her face.  It slowly gives way to a look of reluctant acceptance.

CLOSE UP, McCLAREN

She gently squeezes into the crib beneath Penmiser, cradling his battered form in her arms as she sits leaning back against the chamber wall.

EXTREME CLOSE UP

as she tugs the strip of cloth over her breast up out of the way, and guides Penmiser’s lips to it.  They slowly close around it, and he begins to drink, as weak and vulnerable as a newborn child in her arms.

MEDIUM SHOT—McCLAREN

Her eyes are half-closed and her face nearly sagging, weary with concern.

DISSOLVE TO: 

CLOSE UP—McCLAREN’S HAND

As it dips down out of frame for a moment, then rises again, dripping clear water.

MEDIUM SHOT—McCLAREN AND PENMISER

McClaren is gently dripping water on Penmiser’s bruised-but-healing face, re-dipping her hand in a resin bowl filled with water every moment or so.

Penmiser shifts slightly and groans, his head turning very slowly to face McClaren, his eyes opening slightly.

PENMISER

[[weakly]]

Amanda…?

CLOSE UP—PENMISER’S POV

McCLAREN

Hush.  Close your eyes,

rest.  You’re still very

weak.

Penmiser’s eyes obediently sink closed again, but he whimpers softly and his hand moves weakly at his side.

McClaren gently reaches down and carefully takes his hand with hers, continuing to drip water steadily upon his bruised face.  After a moment, she raises his hand to her lips and kisses it softly, concern filling her eyes.  

PENMISER

[[whispering]]

Safe…

McClaren nods.

McCLAREN

Yes.  You’re safe.

FAST FADE TO BLACK, FADE INTO

McClaren, Souyaeleseisa, and Illueasa are travelling on all fours under the night sky, the landscape almost absent of moonlight.

ILLUEASA

(voice-over-add echo)

[[blend]]

Selyasa eioea syie oeiase.
Oea oeuasei seiai iaeseoana

syaleosiea aeaoei seiao.

They usually come out at

night.  Their vision is very

poor, but their hearing is

very keen.  You must be very

quiet.

LEAD CAM—CLOSE UP, McCLAREN

She nods, seeming to be completely comfortable travelling on all fours.

LOW ANGLE CLOSE UP—ILLUEASA

He scans left and right, hunting.

LONG SHOT—ILLUEASA ET AL

Illueasa’s head whips around, looking away and downwards from his companions.

ILLUEASA

(voice-over-add echo)

[[blend]]

Sais.

There.

His words, which only Souyaeleseisa and McClaren can hear, bring their heads around to follow his gaze.

LONG SHOT—ILLUEASA’S POV

We can’t see what he’s looking at in the low moonlight.

EXTREME CLOSE UP—McCLAREN

Her eyes tighten, focusing.

McCLAREN’S POV

At first, we can’t pick out what it is Illueasa’s looking at.  Our view FOCUSES and TIGHTENS onto a small creature a distance away, perched on a rock.  It remains in focus; the rest of our view becomes EXTREMELY DEFOCUSED.  

We’re seeing McClaren’s Alien traits come to the surface in the form of her ‘hunting vision’.  Not that she can see through walls or anything strange, but that she can mentally center on one object or adversary and push everything else into the background.

The animal looks like a crossbreed between an oversized squirrel and a wolf spider.  It has four long, spindly legs, and fangs, but upright ears and a mammalian body and head.  It’s covered by gray fur.  This one looks fat.

PROFILE MEDIUM SHOT—McCLAREN ET AL

McClaren’s muscles tense up in anticipation.

McCLAREN

(voice-over-add echo)

Syalaia oeise ysea.

Ieoea esie alesoayaei.

I have it.

Try and find a second

one.

EXTREME CLOSE UP—McCLAREN’S EYES

They tighten, glinting cold and harsh in the moonlight.

PREV ANGLE

She LAUNCHES herself forwards with incredible force, and no sound at all.

CLOSE UP—ROCK ANIMAL

It turns slightly, as if thinking it heard something, but not sure.  It pauses, then lifts a front leg tentatively, cautious.

ROCK ANIMAL’S POV

It looks down over the edge of the rock…

Turns slightly…

Looks left…

Then looks up towards McClaren just as she FILLS OUR VIEW with an image from a nightmare, flying at us at horrendous speed, talons outstretched, her tied up hair whipping out behind her.

The small rock animal SQUEAKS and we

CRASH CUT TO BLACK SCREEN

FADE IN—LONG SHOT, ON OPENING AT TOP OF BIRTHING CHAMBER

McClaren, Souyaleseisa, and Illueasa climb in through the opening at the roof of the birthing chamber, water still dripping around them.

PANORAMIC SHOT—FROM WALL, DOWN TOWARDS FLOOR

McClaren et al climb past, a very limp, very dead rock animal proudly clenched between McClaren’s teeth.  Illueasa is carrying a second, slightly smaller one.

PANORAMIC—FLOOR OF BIRTHING CHAMBER


Penmiser is sitting against one of the walls, still weak but looking better.  He looks up as the trio climb down from the wall onto the floor.

PENMISER’S POV

McClaren walks up and drops the rock animal proudly in Penmiser’s lap.

CLOSE UP—PENMISER

He looks at McClaren for a moment, then looks down at the dead animal in his lap.

EXTREME CLOSE UP, DEAD ROCK ANIMAL-PENMISER’S POV

An expression of indescribable horror is frozen on its face.

PREV ANGLE

His expression is questioning.

PENMISER

This is…?

PENMISER’S POV

McClaren fixes him with a heavy-lidded glare.

McCLAREN

Food.

Eat it.

McClaren suddenly stiffens, then turns for the door and sprints out, Souyaeleseisa and Illueasa close behind.

LONG SHOT—PENMISER

He picks up the dead rock animal, and begins to bite it, hesitantly, as we 

SMASH CUT TO

CHASE CAM ON McCLAREN—MAIN MINE SHAFT

Our view SPINS and ORBITS as McClaren and a large group of black Warriors veritably fly along the walls of the massive reinforced tunnel.

HANDHOLD—RUNNING WITH MARINE RETREAT

Miguel, Dusten, and Abulo are helping Striess and Mark hobble frantically towards the open hatch of the APC, which is about 30 yards ahead of them.  The vehicle is laying down a murderous spread of SUPPRESSING FIRE in the form of charged plasma and 20mm chaingun rounds.  A swarm of Red Warriors—enough to nearly clog the mine shaft—are a few hundred meters deeper in the tunnel, SPRINTING towards the APC and filling the air with SHRIEKS of war.

MEDIUM SHOT—RED WARRIORS

as their bone-like carapace shatters and ruptures under the barrage of firepower, acid blood spraying everywhere.

PROFILE CLOSE UP ON MIGUEL—HANDHOLD

Miguel SHOUTS to be heard above the cacophony.

MIGUEL

DRAY!  IS PLAN B READY?

LOW ANGLE MEDIUM SHOT FROM FLOOR OF APC—ON DRAY

Dray is kneeling in the open hatch of the APC, stuffing M40 HE grenades into the GRENADE LAUNCHERS on three pulse-rifles.  One rifle is leaned up against the wall of the cabin, ready; he finishes the second, SLAMS the pump-handle back and forth once, then frantically goes to work on the third rifle that’s lying on the floor next to him.

Dray is forced to yell equally loud into his headset.

DRAY

ALMOST…

CLOSE UP ON GRENADE LAUNCHER ASSEMBLY—DRAY’S POV

He pushes the last grenade into the third rifle and 

PREV ANGLE

primes the launcher.

DRAY

WE’RE SET!

HANDHOLD—OVER MIGUEL’S SHOULDER

Miguel and Abulo TOSS their rifles to Dray, who catches them and throws them back into the APC.  Dray turns around and pulls out two of the rifles he was loading, then throws one back to Abulo and the other to Miguel in rapid succession.

As Dray reaches inside to grab the third rifle, Miguel and Abulo semi-gently push Mark, Streiss and Dusten into the APC, then jump in after them.

RACK FOCUS—OUTSIDE APC, IN FRONT OF OPEN HATCH

as Miguel, Abulo, and Dray line up shoulder to shoulder in the open hatch, bracing the rifles at their hips

>>PULL BACK DoF

and tightening their fingers around the triggers for the grenade launchers.

PROFILE MEDIUM SHOT ON HATCH

MIGUEL

WAIT ON IT—

FLOOR LEVEL—STRAIGHT UP

Our view is BLOCKED OUT as hundreds of Red Warriors THUNDER PAST in front of the camera.

EXTREME CLOSE UP—ON DRAY’S EYES

They’re tight with tension.

FLOOR LEVEL—EXTREME CLOSE UP ON CLAWS AT FRONT OF RED CHARGE

We TRUCK RIGHT with the momentum of the swarm as the talons of the leading Warriors SLAM into the stone like jackhammers, the speed turning the BG into a massive slate-colored BLUR.

EXTREME CLOSE UP—GRENADE LAUNCHER TRIGGER ON ABULO’S RIFLE

His grip on the rifle is white-knuckled, and his index finger is nearly twitching on the trigger.

CLOSE UP—ON MIGUEL

MIGUEL

ALMOST THERE…

CLOSE UP—MAIN TURRET

The main turret swivels from left to right, sweeping the fire from its phased plasma cannons across the oncoming Red Warriors.

MEDIUM SHOT—RED WARRIOR

As a burst of fire from the plasma cannons completely and instantly shreds it.

HANDHOLD—BEHIND DUAL 20MM GATLING TURRET ON FRONT OF APC

The smaller twin-gatling gun turret is similarly strafing a constant stream of fire into the Reds.

CLOSE UP—RED WARRIORS

As a jagged stream of holes SPLINTER THEIR TORSOS and FACES from right to left.

ORBIT AND CHASE CAM ON McCLAREN AND BLACK SWARM

Our view LEADS McClaren for a moment as she comes around a vertical bend in one of the tunnels, then ORBITS around behind her.  We SEE the APC ahead of us at the mouth of the tunnel,

>>CAMERA LAGS SLIGHTLY BEHIND

and we also SEE that McClaren is leading what amounts to an ARMY of Black Warriors at breakneck speed.

RACK FOCUS—OUTSIDE APC, IN FRONT OF OPEN HATCH

The Black swarm is drawing close enough that it begins to SHAKE the tunnel and the APC.

CLOSE UP ON MIGUEL’S FACE—FROM RIFLE

As he glances down at the floor of the tunnel with only his eyes.

EXTREME CLOSE UP—ROCKS ON TUNNEL FLOOR

A collection of small rocks and pebbles skitter and dance wildly on the vibrating tunnel floor.

RACK FOCUS, LEFT SIDE—OUTSIDE APC, IN FRONT OF OPEN HATCH

MIGUEL

NOW!

MEDIUM SHOT ON BARRELS OF RIFLES—WAIST LEVEL

The GRENADE LAUNCHERS on all three rifles ROAR.

HANDHOLD PANORAMIC SHOT—RED WARRIORS’ POV

>>SLOW MOTION

The grenade launchers FLARE, and a split second later, THREE fast-moving projectiles SLAM INTO THE RED SWARM, the middle one COLLIDING WITH OUR VIEW.

PROFILE WIDE ANGLE—ON LEADING EDGE OF RED SWARM

>>GRIND SUDDENLY DOWN TO SLOW MOTION AS GRENADES HIT

As the grenades EXPLODE against the charging Red Warriors, nearly halting the massive tide and creating a CHURNING MAELSTROM of FIRE, SHRAPNEL, ACID BLOOD, and PIECES OF RED WARRIORS.

RACK FOCUS—OUTSIDE APC, IN FRONT OF OPEN HATCH

>>SLOW MOTION

The three Marines continue to launch grenades into the oncoming Reds, PUMPING and FIRING as fast as they can.

DEAD-CENTER-OF-TUNNEL PANORAMIC—FACING RED WARRIORS

More grenades SLAM into the Reds, ripping creatures apart, flinging acid and chunks of carapace everywhere.

FROM FLOOR OF TUNNEL, IN FRONT OF APC—ON HATCH

The Marines launch the last grenades in their rifles, then dive back inside the cabin of the APC, Miguel bringing up the rear.

MIGUEL

MOVE! MOVE!
Miguel pulls the hatch closed behind him with a THUD—

LONG SHOT OF APC

—and the SEA of BLACK WARRIORS, McClaren in the lead, POURS around—

FLOOR OF TUNNEL, UP AGAINST SIDE OF APC, TOWARDS CIELING

—and over—the APC,

McCLAREN’S POV

and CHARGES towards the Red Warriors.

MEDIUM SHOT—RED WARRIORS

The Red Warriors are moving slowly, shaken by the barrage of grenades and picking their way over the heaps of their mutilated comrades.

LONG SHOT—BEHIND APC

The Black swarm keeps coming, streaming OVER the APC, along the walls and the ceiling.

MEDIUM SHOT ON DRAY—FROM STEERING CONTROLS OF APC

Dray ducks to get a better view out of the small window, his expression half horror and half awe.

DRAY’S POV

more and more Black Warriors THUNDER over the APC and down the tunnel, seemingly unworried that the APC is moving at high speed in the opposite direction.

WIDE ANGLE, TRACKING McCLAREN—FROM TUNNEL CEILING.

McClaren and the first few Black Warriors COLLIDE with the Red swarm—

PROFILE WIDE ANGLE ON FRONT OF RED SWARM—FROM WALL

—and all Hell breaks loose.

HANDHOLD CHASE CAM—BEHIND McCLAREN, SOUYEALESEISA, ILLUEASA

as they leap and dive into the mass of Red Warriors, slashing left and right, acid blood erupting in geysers in their wake.

PROFILE MEDIUM SHOT

McClaren looks to her right as Souyaeleseisa centers on a target in front of her, SURGING FORWARDS out of our field of view.  Illueasa rears up, already engaging in the fight.

McCLAREN’S POV

Her hunting vision closes down on a single Red Warrior that’s sprinting towards our view teeth bared.

PREV ANGLE

McClaren breaks off, bolting PAST THE CAMERA towards her target.

MEDIUM SHOT—FACE OF RED WARRIOR— ILLUEASA IN FG

A Red Warrior’s head WHIPS BACKWARDS as Illueaa’s tail IMPALES it lengthwise.

LONG SHOT—OVER SOUYAELESEISA’S SHOULDER

Souyaeleseisa dodges right as a Red Warrior’s tail stabs forward, 

EXTREME CLOSE UP—SIDE OF SOUYAELESEISA’S TORSO

nicking the side of her torso in a small spurt of acid.

CLOSE UP--SOUYAELESEISA

Souyaeleseisa HISSES in fury.  

OVER RED WARRIOR’S SHOULDER—ON SOUYAELESEISA

She lunges forward, BATS AWAY the claws of the Red, and BURIES HER TALONS in its chest as if pushing open a double sliding door that’s jammed.  

SOUYAELESEISA’S POV

We SEE the writhing form of the Red Warrior, Souyaeleseisa’s hunting vision pushing out everything except her adversary.

PREV ANGLE

With an animalistic SHRIEK of fury, she HEAVES outward with both hands, RIPPING THE EXOSKELETON OF THE RED’S TORSO APART, as if it was hinged at the spine.  Acid blood EXPLODES outwards.

PROFILE CLOSE UP—McCLAREN AND RED

McClaren grapples face to face with a Red, her lips curled back.  She’s SNARLING almost as much and as loud as the Alien she’s fighting.

CLOSE UP—McCLAREN’S POV

The Red opens its mouth, and its FEEDING JAWS SHOOT FORWARDS, the secondary jaws on the end SNAPPING SHUT as it reaches full length.

PROFILE CLOSE UP—McCLAREN

Lightning fast, she leans forward and 

PROFILE EXTREME CLOSE UP—END OF RED WARRIOR’S SECONDARY JAW

BITES THE END OF THE RED’S FEEDING JAWS.  We hear an unsettling CRUNCHING noise, like someone chomping on a crouton.

MEDIUM SHOT—OVER RED’S SHOULDER

The Red flails it’s head in pain, emitting a SCREAM of agony.  McClaren takes the opportunity to pull one of her hands free, push the Red’s face out of the way to the left, grab the wrist of the creature’s left arm, plant the ball of her foot against the Red’s SHOULDER, and PULL.

We hear even more disturbing POPS and CRACKS as the Red’s exoskeletal shoulder slowly rips itself free from its socket.  The creature’s pain-induced flailing increases.

McCLAREN’S POV

The Red whips it’s head around, swiping at McClaren with its free hand and tail, snarling.

CLOSE UP—OVER RED’S SHOULDER

McClaren shoots it a ‘I warned you’ look, then SHREDS the Red’s FACE with her right hand.

CLOSE UP—OVER McCLAREN’S SHOULDER

A wave of acid blood, gushing from the creature’s ruined face, splashes all over McClaren. 

It does absolutely nothing.

PROFILE MEDIUM SHOT ON McCLAREN

She tosses the lifeless body of the Red away with an air of disgust, and lunges back into the battle.

>>MORE AD-HOC BATTLE SCENE HERE—PRIMARILY HANDHOLD AND CHASE / ORBIT ‘ALIEN-CAM’

LONG SHOT ON RED WARRIORS—BEHIND ILLUEASA AND McCLAREN

The Reds are beating a disorganized retreat.

CLOSE UP—ILLUEASA

Illueasa raises his head, gazing coldly after the Red Warriors.  Pus-like acid blood sluices off of his body.

ILLUEASA

(os: voice-over—add echo)

[[blend]]

Iyelesia seai e, Sasaliasana.
They are running, Sister.

McClaren wipes seemingly inert droplets of acid from her skin, shaking them off onto the stone floor, 

EXTREME CLOSE UP—TUNNEL FLOOR

where they sizzle and greedily eat into the rock. 

PREV ANGLE

McCLAREN

(os: voice-over—add echo)

[[blend]]

Sie.

Seaioe eaoeis ai.

Good.  

They’re learning.

DISSOLVE-FADE TO

PANORAMIC SHOT—APC AND SECONDARY LANDING PAD

>>FRESH DUSK

The Marines have hastily re-sprayed the APC a slate-stone camouflage scheme. Two UA-571-C SENTRY GUNS can be seen constantly SCANNING the entrances to the mining complex, and the tunnel exit the Marines emerged from.

CLOSE UP—BEHIND MIGUEL

A dark, armor-clad shape is silhouetted against the dusk sky, watching and waiting.

>>PAN RIGHT, PUSH OUT DoF

Another Marine can be seen hunkered down on the other side of the landing pad.

EXTREME CLOSE UP—PANEL INSIDE APC

A grime-crusted finger flips up the SWITCH GUARDS on two SWITCHES and pulls them UP.

The panel comes to life with dim electronic lights.

CLOSE UP—VIEW FROM PANEL

Dray checks his watch in the dim light, then opens the HATCH and steps outside.

CLOSE UP—IN FRONT OF MIGUEL

Dray climbs up to perch next to Miguel on the rock outcropping, carrying a medium-sized green CYLINDER in his hand.

Miguel looks down at the object.

MIGUEL

What’s the SADAR for?

DRAY

Fire-and-forget life insurance.

CLOSE UP PROFILE—ON MIGUEL, DRAY IN BG

We HEAR the distant whine of a dropship fanjet in the indeterminable distance, echoing off the jagged rock terrain.

MIGUEL

That sure didn’t take very—

He’s cut off as Dropship 2 RISES STRAIGHT UP FROM BELOW THE EDGE OF THE LANDING PLATFORM, the ship’s movements reckless and hurried.

LIENE

(os: voice-over—on radio)

Clear the pad, and kill

the ECM suite, dammit!

CLOSE UP ON MIGUEL

MIGUEL

(on radio)

Liene, slow down, slow DOWN,

SLOW—

The dropship suddenly LURCHES forwards, pitching NOSE-UP and seeming to nearly stand on its tail for a moment.  An AIM-90 Headlock AA missile SHRIEKS through the empty air where the dropship’s tail and aft section was a fraction of a second before.  It IMPACTS against a large, jagged rock outcropping to the left.

The dropship pitches forward wildly, and with its NOSE DOWN, SLIDES LEFT, dangerously close to the MAIN COMPLEX ENTRANCE before SLAMMING down onto the ground.  The LANDING STRUTS emit an ear-splitting SQUEAL of metallic protest as the dropship rides low on them for a moment.  Almost instantly after the ship touches the ground, the fanjets begin to WHINE DOWN, the CARGO-HOLD RAMP DROPS HARD with a loud CLANG, and the running lights GO OUT.

CLOSE UP ON MIGUEL

who is pushing up off the ground, after diving to avoid the wild flight of the dropship.

LONG SHOT, MIGUEL’S POV—ON LIENE

Liene is sprinting at breakneck speed TOWARDS MIGUEL, yelling at the top of her lungs.

LIENE

CUT THE GODDAMN ECM!  FUCKING

MOVE!

As Liene sprints the last third of the distance between Dropship 2 and the Marines, we hear ZIPPING noises, followed almost instantly by GEYSERS of concrete shrapnel that EXPLODE into the air behind Liene in rapid succession, travelling perpendicular to her path.  The angry, snarling sound of GATLING GUN FIRE catches up with us.

Liene scrambles up the outcropping where Miguel and Dray are huddled.

LIENE

GO ALREADY!

He’s coming back for

another pass!

Miguel shoots her a bewildered look, then takes off at a dead run for the APC.

PROFILE CLOSE UP—MIGUEL

as he makes a mad dash towards the APC

HANDHOLD—MIGUEL’S POV

our view skitters wildly as the edge of the landing pad and the APC just beyond grows closer.  We HEAR the zipping noise a second time, and our view CRASHES TO THE GROUND as Miguel throws himself forwards reflexively, the sound of BULLETS SPLINTERING CONCRETE erupting from BEHIND us.

CLOSE UP—MIGUEL

Miguel looks back over his shoulder for a fraction of a second.

MIGUEL’S POV

More bullets continue to march bursts of concrete shrapnel across the pad.

CLOSE UP—MIGUEL

He pushes up off the ground, sprints the last few meters, and LUNGES for the APC hatch, FLINGS it open.

PROFILE CLOSE UP—ECM PANEL

Miguel’s hand CRASHES down on the switches for the ECM suite.  The lights on the panel GO OUT.

>>PAN LEFT ONTO MIGUEL

as he looks back over his shoulder towards where Dray and Liene are hiding, his chest heaving.

>>PAN back RIGHT as Miguel hangs his head, catching his breath.

MIGUEL

(on radio)

Ok.  We’re clear.

POP CUT TO

MEDIUM SHOT—LIENE

She’s making a walk-around inspection of her dropship’s underside, poking at infrequent bullet holes and peering into the landing strut wells with a small utility light.  Miguel is following along behind her.

LIENE

The minute things went to

hell down in the complex,

both of the gunships let loose

on us.  Montenegeremy took

some shrapnel in the shoulder.

I had to knock her out

and strap her in, try and

let it close up.

Inelep and I split

up and hid in the ravines,

shut everything down to keep

them from picking up anything

on lidar or heat scans.

They kept looking, so

we started playing cat-and-mouse,

had one of us pop up above

the peaks while the other

made a break for a new hiding

spot.  When we heard you

trying to raise us on

the radio we decided to

make a break for it

together, and see if

we could get you out of

here.

Liene sighs.

LIENE

It didn’t exactly work.

MIGUEL

No shit.
So why are they shooting

at us?

LIENE

As far as I can tell,

the gunships got launch orders

to prevent any possibility of the 

xenos getting aboard the Savo.

Apparently, that involves 

shooting us down, and stranding

you here.

Liene pockets the utility light and turns to face Miguel, wiping grease from her hands with an already grimy rag.

LIENE

That’s why I kept hiding.

Originally, I was just going

to wait until they got sloppy,

and pick them off one at a time,

if they got Inelep and it was

just me… But you guys 

showed up first.

How many made it?

Miguel looks away.

MIGUEL

Six, including me.

Abulo, Dray, Streiss,

Dusten, Mark, and Penmsier.

Penmiser isn’t looking too

good.

LIENE

We’ll get him home.

Miguel shakes his head.

MIGUEL

McClaren has him.  She

said she was going to

heal him up.

CLOSE UP—LIENE

She gives Miguel a questioning look.

LIENE

McClaren’s alive, but she’s…

not with you?

MIGUEL

She’s not human anymore.

I’ll tell you the whole

thing later.

Liene nods, then pockets the rag and pulls out a candy bar, opening it and taking a bite.

LIENE

Nice trick with the

explosives, by the way.

You just about buried me

at the bottom of the

ravine I was hiding in,

you jackasses shook the stupid

mountain so much.

Miguel leans against the forward starboard landing strut, a wry grin on his face.

MIGUEL

It was Dray’s idea

CLOSE UP ON LIENE

LIENE

Very likely.

She offers the candy bar to him.  Miguel accepts it with a nod, and bites off a piece, hands it back to Liene.

MIGUEL

So what do we do now?

LIENE

Wait.

QUICK FADE TO BLACK

FADE IN TO

MEDIUM SHOT ON McCLAREN—FLOOR LEVEL, IN BIRTHING CHAMBER

She is curled up in repose, balanced on the balls of her feet.

CLOSE UP—McCLAREN’s FACE

Her eyes are open, her chin resting on her knees as she hugs her legs tightly against herself.  A lost, faraway expression is in her eyes.

PENMISER

What are you going

to do when the rescue

team lands?

His voice is weak.

PROFILE MEDIUM SHOT ON McCLAREN

She looks to her left at Penmiser, 

>>PUSH OUT DoF, REFOCUS ON PENMISER

who’s siting with his back against the wall, visibly weak.  

PENMISER

Come back with us.

They fixed you before,

they can do it again.

McClaren shakes her head resolutely.

McCLAREN

There is nothing wrong

with me now.  I was

sick of being a machine.

I’m at peace here.  I have

a purpose.  I have a Mother.

CLOSE UP—ON PENMISER

PENMISER

Amanda, they’re xenos.

They’re a cancer…  They’re

evi—

CLOSE UP--McCLAREN

McClaren cuts him off.

McCLAREN

There is no such

thing as good or evil, Ryan.

There is only perspective.

It’s as simple as that,

no matter how anyone tries

to tell you otherwise.

An opinion can’t exist

without the capability

of an opposing viewpoint

to be just as correct.

What is evil to you,

is the crux of Nature to me.

We tried to drive them

away because we feared

them, and because we didn’t

understand them.

We were too human.

You can’t understand what

you avoid, Ryan.

You can’t understand what

you avoid any more than you

can avoid what you

don’t understand.

Penmiser sighs.

McCLAREN’s POV

PENMISER

But then why do you

keep fighting the red ones,

the other xenos?

PENMISER’S POV

McCLAREN

Because they, just like

humans, don’t understand

the Balance yet.

They threaten it without

realizing it.  Something has

to protect it.

McCLAREN’S POV—LOWER ANGLE

Penmiser closes his eyes and rests his head on his drawn-up knees.

PENMISER

(weakly)

I want to go home…

CLOSE UP—McCLAREN

McCLAREN

I only hope you can.

DISSOLVE TO LONG SHOT—MARINE CAMP

Liene is eating out of an olive-drab field ration can, huddled between Dray and Miguel, trying to stay warm in the cold night air.  They’re sitting around the meek light and heat of the field stove.

MIGUEL

Seventeen days.

LIENE

Yeah.

There’s a long silence.

DRAY

You realize we’re never

going to last that long,

right?  The rescue

team is going to be taking

home a bunch of empty

body bags.

MIGUEL

Not a lot we can do about

it, Dray.

Dray shrugs, his expression reluctant but concessive.

CLOSE UP ON DRAY—MIGUEL’S POV

DRAY

Damn, I wish I could

go home one last time…

Even just once.

MEDIUM SHOT ON MIGUEL’S FACE—FROM POSITION OF STOVE

MIGUEL

Got somebody back

home?

PREV ANGLE

Dray nods distantly.

DRAY

My dad.

My mom died a week after

she had me.

My dad was the only person

I had growing up.

MEDIUM SHOT, DRAY—FROM POSITION OF STOVE

DRAY

(con’t)

He used to take me fishing

at a freshwater lake

that was stuffed back

in all these blackberry bushes,

about a mile into the forest

behind our frontier house.

He’d come home from the loading

docks and we’d go out there

with these home-made poles

he built out of fiberglass

scraps.

PROFILE CLOSE UP, DRAY

DRAY

All these little streams

fed into the lake.  

There were fish everywhere,

especially in the summer.

This was on Neusheune,

so we pulled some of the
weirdest fish out of that

lake…  Little fish, big fish,

stuff that didn’t even

look fish… Dad kept telling

me, though, ‘I don’t care 

what it looks like, 

‘cause it’s a fish.

If the shadow’s bigger

than you are, then you cut

the line and let it win.

Anything else, you damn

well keep it.’

All three of the Marines laugh.

PROFILE CLOSE UP—MIGUEL


MIGUEL

I never got to meet mi

padre.

He was a cop.

He died of cancer 

when I was five, and

we didn’t have the

money to take me

all the way out

to Gateway station

for me to visit him.

CLOSE UP, MIGUEL—FROM STOVE

>>PUSH IN VERY SLOWLY THROUGHOUT SCENE

MIGUEL

My mom spent almost the 

entire time out there

with him, so I stayed

on Earth with my sister,

who I don’t think liked

putting up with me much.
Not that she didn’t care

about me, but…

DRAY

Yeah, you’re not exactly

what I’d call the ‘quiet,

well behaved child’ type, Miguel.

Miguel grins.  Dray rolls his eyes, reaches past Liene to thump his friend on the back, and all THREE Marines break out into chuckles.

PROFILE CLOSE UP—ON MIGUEL

He looks back into the small flame thrown by the stove, the look in his eyes distant.

MIGUEL

Yep.

For most of twelve

years, it was just me

and poor, unsuspecting Rita.

He pauses a moment, a slow, sad smile creeping across his face.

MIGUEL

And Clarisa.

Dray and Liene exchange intrigued, mysterious looks.

LIENE

Keep talking, boy…

LIENE’S POV

Miguel chuckles softly, distantly, looking up into the last, fading pinpoints of the stars as dawn slowly supplants them.

MIGUEL

I don’t think I can

put it into words.

He wets his lips, collecting his thoughts, then looks over at Liene and Dray.

MIGUEL

I always believed that

for every person in this

big, unfriendly universe,

MEDIUM SHOT, WAIST LEVEL—ON McCLAREN

She’s curled up on the floor of the birthing chamber, her head resting on her knees with a distant expression on her face.

MIGUEL

(con’t)

there’s someone out there

who’s the rest of them,

RACK FOCUS-McCLAREN IN BG, PENMISER IN FG

>>DoF ON PENMISER

She turns her head to look at Penmiser, asleep sitting against the wall.

>>PUSH OUT DoF ONTO McCLAREN

A single tear runs down her cheek.

MIGUEL

(con’t)

that somebody who makes

you feel like

CLOSE UP—PENMISER’S LAP

As McClaren curls up into a fetal ball, resting her head on his legs.

MIGUEL

(con’t, voice-over)

you can

actually be yourself around

them, 

PROFILE CLOSE UP--MIGUEL

MIGUEL

(con’t)

who you can tell is

just their own genuine

selves when they’re

with you…

Miguel looks down at his hands, fidgeting with something on his left hand.

MIGUEL’S POV

He’s using his THUMBNAIL to scrape away the layer of grime and crud from his left ring finger, revealing the muted shine of a simple, humble wedding band.

LIENE’S POV

MIGUEL

That somebody who

makes you feel whole,

EXTREME CLOSE UP

Penmiser leans down to softly kiss the top of McClaren’s head.

EXTREME CLOSE UP

as the bruised, dirt-smeared fingers of Penmiser’s hand tighten, woven between the black carapace of McClaren’s, which squeeze back.

MIGUEL

(con’t, voice-over)

and who only feels complete

when they have 

LIENE’S POV—PROFILE CLOSE UP, MIGUEL

MIGUEL

(con’t)

you.

PROFILE CLOSE UP—MIGUEL, WITH LIENE AND DRAY IN BG

MIGUEL

I just wish I could see

her again one last

time to say goodbye—

and tell her I love

her.

He’s cut off as we HEAR the distant HOWL of massive fanjets approaching at high speed.

LIENE’S POV

As the two gunships and a massive CS-17A BRIAEROS heavy-lift shuttle SCREAM OVERHEAD, bound for the main landing platform.

LONG SHOT—ALL THREE MARINES

There’s the barest moment of silence.

MIGUEL

Oh, shit.

Dray and Miguel immediately head for the APC, all business.  They leave Liene with a confused look on her face, staring after them.

DRAY

(shouting)

STRIESS, DUSTEN, PACK

UP THE SENTRY GUNS!

She scrambles to her feet and sprints to catch up with them.

LIENE

What?!

HANDHOLD MEDIUM SHOT—BEHIND MIGUEL

Liene jogs up behind him as he walks quickly towards the APC.

LIENE

I missed something.

MIGUEL
The Berzerker Project.

LIENE

The what?

DRAY

The Berzerker Project.

They used us as bait.

MIGUEL

McClaren.

They used McClaren as bait,

Dray.  They knew her prosthetics

would confuse a facehugger,

and so they used her as bait

and didn’t even bring us

into the equation.

DRAY

Shit, you’re right.

I think they got more

than they bargained for

with McClaren, though.

MIGUEL

They don’t know that.

And somehow, I doubt

they’d care.

In fact, I bet they keyed

the things for Penmiser, not

McClaren.

DRAY

Whyzat?

MIGUEL

More cruel.

They’d like that option

more.

CLOSE UP—LIENE

Her face has gone white.

LEAD CAM—MEDIUM SHOT, MIGUEL, LIENE

Miguel pulls open the hatch of the APC and climbs in, heading for the vehicle’s weapons racks.

Dray heads for the driver’s compartment.  Striess, Mark and Dusten climb into the APC, carrying the cases for the two sentry guns.  Striess immediately begins putting on his smartgun harness, and Mark starts to warm up the main turret.

LIENE’S POV—MEDIUM SHOT ON MIGUEL

He’s kneeling next to the weapons rack, quickly stuffing magazines into pulse-rifles and grenades into the launchers.

MIGUEL

On—[[he pumps the loading

handle on a freshly-loaded

grenade launcher]]—Dregada,

when the Watanabes built those

huge-ass tunnel networks

to move troops all over

the capital city, they

took a bunch of prisoners

and stuffed them down

in the guts of the tunnels—

[[he pumps a second loaded

grenade launcher, and

goes to work on a third]]

—interrogating them.

So they sent a Berzerker

in, keyed to the captives’

IFF units.

The confirmed kill count was

something like 4,000 enemy

troops.

MIGUEL’S POV, MEDIUM SHOT ON LIENE

She’s trying to stay out of the way of the frantic combat preparations, dodging smartguns and flamethrowers and pulse-rifles left and right.

LIENE

I still don’t know what

a ‘Berzerker’ is.

Striess speaks up from behind her, racking the bolt-handle on his smartgun.

STRIESS

A Company project.

Liene winces upon hearing ‘Company’.

MEDIUM SHOT, LIENE’S POV

Miguel is still working on the weapons rack, filling rifles as fast as he can.

MIGUEL

Take an antisocial sociopath

who’s volunteered for the

Berzerker program.

Put him in an armored suit

that’s acid proof, is completely

sealed in armor, and has a caseless

machine gun, a flamethrower,

and an automatic grenade

launcher, all wired into

a fire control computer.  

Surgically interface your 

loyal sociopath’s brain to 

that computer.  Now, pump an 

illegal amount of synthetic 

adrenaline into his system, 

and point him in the 

direction of whatever

you want to have blown to

Kingdom Come.

MIGUEL’S POV, ON LIENE

She’s gone sheet white.

LIENE

Jesus Christ.

PREV ANGLE

Miguel RAMS home the pump-handle on one final rifle, then begins strapping on a smartgun harness.

MIGUEL

I don’t think he

has anything to do with

it, unfortunately.

CRASH CUT TO:

LOW ANGLE—CORNER OF MAIN LANDING PAD

As the massive Briaeros shuttle settles down.

LOW ANGLE—RAMP OF BRIAEROS

Three slab-like TRANSPORT RACKS on wheels roll down the massive ramp of the Briaeros, their movements jerky like a remote-controlled car.  The inert, burnt-orange plated form of a BERZERKER lies atop each one, arms folded down at their sides.

VERY BASE OF RAMP—UP TOWARDS CARGO BAY

The three racks ROLL over our view, dark, imposing, and massive.

CLOSE UP—ON TECH, FROM MONITOR

We SEE the young, bespectacled face of the Berzerker’s ‘technician’, the images from the screens in front of him glowing in reflection on his glasses.  The rest of the room is pitch black, and we can barely make out his face in the gloom.

CLOSE UP—PROFILE ON CONTROL STICK

as the tech steers each of the giant beds down onto the pad.

PREV ANGLE

We watch the tech’s face as he works.   His expression is…  nonexistent.  He might as well be a stone carving.

CRASH CUT TO

MEDIUM SHOT, INTERIOR OF APC—MIGUEL AND DRAY


The vehicle is bouncing along at high speed, progressing back through the tunnels.

DRAY

If you think about it,

it makes sense.  They

used us just to verify

that there was a nice, big

juicy hive here.  Forget about

us actually having any kind

of chance at living.  Now,

since we were all pretty messed

up, and had seen some pretty

weird shit, they didn’t

exactly want to have a lot

of loose ends to tie up.

They shoot down both the

dropships so we can’t get

back home and gab, then they

drop the Berzerkers on our

heads.  They get their

field testing, we get

screwed.

MIGUEL

God, I hate it when you’re

right.

DRAY

I’ll just shut up—

MIGUEL

(backpedaling)

Whoa, whoa, no, ‘sokay…

CRASH CUT

EXTREME CLOSE UP—TECH’S MONITORS

The words ‘DEPLOYED AND CLEAR’ beep onto the screen.

CLOSE UP, TECH’S FACE—FROM MONITORS

His eyes tighten, and a thin smile grows on his lips.

PROFILE CLOSE UP—KEYBOARD

The tech punches buttons with an almost haughty touch.  As he does, he reaches over and flips a switch

CLOSE UP—MONITORS

Three rising graphs appear, labeled ‘ADRENALINE LEV’, for ‘UNIT’ 1 through 3.

The three readouts beep once each as they hit a point that declares itself ‘BLOOD LEV 1’

PANORAMIC SHOT-TRANSPORT RACKS

All three RACKS begin to TILT UPWARDS, leaning the three vaguely humanoid machines into an almost-standing position.

CLOSE UP—DIFFERENT MONITORS

EKGs and brain-activity monitors begin to increase in pace for each of the three Berzerkers.  A counter under each display begins racking up REM activity.

PREV ANGLE

The tech punches in almost the same combinations of keys, with a slight alteration at the end.

EXTREME CLOSE UP—ADREN LEV MONITORS

The readouts continue to rise, picking up speed.  A second threshold beeps.

PROFILE RACK FOCUS—BERZERKER 1

It suddenly seems to animate, the barest hint of constant, residual motion appearing as it raises its head and its shoulders swivel up to lock parallel to the ground.  It goes from imposing metal form to a faceless killing machine in less than a second, as the WEAPONS that compose both of its arms swing UP into view.

>>PUSH OUT DoF

We see that all 3 Berzerkers are moving in perfect sync.

CLOSE UP—TECH’S KEYBOARD

He types in a final line of commands, then punches a button marked ‘enable’ with dark, arrogant finality.

EXTREME CLOSE UP—MONITOR

‘DEPLOY’ appears on the screen in blood-red, pixelated lettering.

CLOSE UP—LOW ANGLE SHOT ON BERZERKER 1’S FOOT

>>SLOW MOTION

As the giant armored beast suddenly comes to life in an EXPLOSION OF MOTION.  Our view is BLOCKED OUT as its giant steel-treaded foot comes down RIGHT ON THE CAMERA

PANORAMIC WIDE-ANGLE—FROM JUST OUTSIDE MAIN COMPLEX ENTRANCE

As the Berzerkers STRIDE towards the entrance, their gait aggressive and their posture that as if they’re hunting.

The weight of the massive machines SHAKES our view as they pound past us.

INTERIOR OF APC—LOW ANGLE MEDIUM SHOT

The APC is parked, the troops trying to put together a plan.

Dray is leaning back against the cabin wall, visibly exhausted.

DRAY

So how are we going

to do this?

LONG SHOT, FULL CABIN OF APC

Streiss, who’s carefully fitting his smartgun harness on over his bandages, speaks up.

STRIESS

Ask Miguel.

He’s the only one of us

who’s seen one of these

things in action.

CLOSE UP—MIGUEL

Miguel looks up.

MIGUEL

I don’t know.

It’d…

He sighs in frustration.

MIGUEL

It’d be like trying

to stop a heavily armed

freight train gone on

a killing spree.

PREV ANGLE

The Marines silently groan and sink back against the walls in weariness.

MARK

Yeah…  Yeah, that sounds

about right, going off of

what I’ve heard.

LIENE

(os: voice-over-on radio)

How about me?  Do I have

anything on here that might

be able to slow it down?

MIGUEL

You could probably blow it

apart before it had time to

blink, Liene, but I doubt

it’ll come out of the tunnels.

If it does, the gunships will

be flying cover.

You gotta remember, this thing

is expensive and the Company

doesn’t take lightly to having

its little toys being blown up.

Dusten brings up an image on one of the TOC monitors, and waves for the group’s attention.

DUSTEN

Guys, I’ve got it on long

range motion…

LONG SHOT—FLOOR OF TUNNEL

As the three Berzerkers THUNDER PAST in the shadows.

CLOSE UP, DUSTEN—FROM MONITORS

DUSTEN

Ha, gotcha, you bastard…

The Marines crowd around the monitor, watching.

CLOSE UP—MONITOR

We see a small, pulsing dot, moving at a steady pace down the main mine shaft, the mine being represented on the monitor as thin white lines.

LONG SHOT, BERZERKERS—FLOOR OF TUNNEL

Berzerker 2 is leading the group, with 3 and 1 following slightly behind it.  All three machines are constantly scanning left and right with their faceless heads and the high-intensity searchlights that sprout from their shoulders.  They emerge out of the shadows of the main shaft, reaching the junction, and stop.

BERZERKER 2’S POV

Our view is rendered in STRANGE SHADES OF GREEN, giving it the sense of color-inverted night-vision goggles.  It scans the three tunnel mouths.

A quick blur of digital code flashes along the bottom of our view.

CLOSE UP—APC MONITOR

The dot comes to the junction that branches off between the tunnel that leads to the Red Hive, the one to the Black Hive, and a third that meanders about between the two.

FLOOR LEVEL PANORMAIC—BEHIND BERZERKERS, TOWARDS JUNCTION

Berzerker 2 splits off and heads for the Red Hive, while Berzerker 3 heads for the Black Hive, leaving 1 for the center tunnel.

CLOSE UP—APC MONITOR

Suddenly, the dot splits in three, and one smaller dot heads down each tunnel.

MEDIUM SHOT, MARINES—FROM MONITOR

They’ve all gone pale.

MIGUEL

That did not just happen.

LONG SHOT—GAIA

She sits alone in her empty chamber, silent.  We can HEAR the distant, thundering footfalls of the Berzerkers.

PROFILE CLOSE UP—GAIA

She slowly tilts her head to look down at the water.

GAIA’S POV

The IMPACT TREMORS are causing the barest of ripples in the water’s surface.

GAIA

(voice-over—add echo)

The time has come,

my Children.

Come to me.

MEDIUM SHOT—McCLAREN

She pushes up off the floor where she was curled up next to Penmiser, who’s still propped up against the wall, and stands up.

CLOSE UP—McCLAREN

McCLAREN

Go with Souyaeleseisa.

She will take you out the

back way, and get you back

to Miguel and the other

survivors.

McCLAREN’S POV

Penmiser’s expression is distant, sad.

PENMISER

You’re not coming, are you?

PENMISER’S POV

McClaren shakes her head slowly.

McCLAREN’S POV

PENMISER

Be careful.

PREV ANGLE

McClaren’s normally cold expression softens for a moment to something similar to Penmiser’s.

McClaren nods, very slowly, seems to smile for a moment, then turns and strides back into the shadows and out of the room.

SLOW LONG SHOT ORBIT AROUND GAIA—THRONE ROOM

Gaia remains motionless in repose as thousands of Black Warriors flood into the room.

GAIA

(voice-over-add echo)

All that lives, is that which must die.

CLOSE UP, RED WARRIORS—INTERIOR OF RED HIVE

They CHARGE an unseen enemy, teeth bared.  The air is filled with Alien cries and shrieks.

The instant they leave the ground, they’re SHREDDED by CASELESS MACHINE GUN FIRE that stitches across their forms.

PREV SCENE

GAIA

(con’t)

To live is to die, to exist and draw to an end.

PANORAMIC, INTERIOR OF RED HIVE—ON EGGS

The clutch of Alien eggs BURST and RUPTURE under the assault of the Berzerker 2’s  machine gun, the added explosions of rounds from the grenade launcher silhouetting the carnage. 

PREV SCENE

GAIA

(con’t)

Life cannot exist without death.

DEFOCUSED LOW ANGLE SHOT—ON BERZERKER

As its flamethrower SWEEPS over our view, keeping us from being able to distinguish the source.  The forms of two Red Warriors WAVER and DISAPPEAR under the assault of the inferno.  Nothing can touch the rampaging killing machine.

PREV SCENE

GAIA

(con’t)

Death is part of the Balance, that which forms us.

But we cannot let it consume all.

Go, my Children.

She pauses, raising her head to look straight ahead.

GAIA

(con’t)

Dantanov.

LOW ANGLE PANORAMIC

The Black swarm fills the air with WARCRIES and SHRIEKS, and POURS out through the exit.

CLOSE UP—BERZERKER 3

It pauses, scanning.  The shaking that originally was the result of its heavy-footed gait has become constant, and is growing more intense.

BERZERKER 3’S POV

We’re looking through the machine’s eyes as it scans the widening tunnel in front of it.  It’s just in front of the main entrance to the Black Hive.

We HEAR its thoughts, computerized, detached, and emotionless.

BERZERKER 3

Multipletargets 100mclosing estimate

90-120first88m estimate 4secondstovisual

acquisitionStatusWeaponsFree considerallasHostile.

Correction visualcontactacquired engaging.

CHASE / ORBIT CAM—FOLLOWING BLACK CHARGE

McClaren and the Black Warriors crest the entrance to the Hive and SLAM into Berzerker 3 head-on, leaping at it, clinging to it, and swarming over it.

PROFILE LONG SHOT—ON BERZERKER 3 FROM TUNNEL WALL

The massive, all-out counterassault is nothing like the frenzied but disorganized defense of the Red Hive.

HANDHOLD—AMONGST BLACK CHARGE

Berzerker 3 lets loose with its arsenal, unflinching even as it is being buried beneath the writhing forms of the Black Warriors.  The flamethrower LASHES out, INCINERATING everything caught in its blast.  The CASELESS MACHINE GUN begins spewing fire and death, the staccato ROAR punctuating the CRACKLING and POPPING sounds of bullets ripping into carapace.

CLOSE UP—McCLAREN

She’s climbing up the Berzerker’s back, a look of sheer wrath on her face as she buries her talons into the machines armor to pull herself upwards.

McCLAREN

(voice-over-add echo)

THIS is the problem with humans, Mother.

They assume they are superior, and build

machines to do their bidding and destroy

everything in their path.

EXTREME CLOSE UP—MUZZLE OF BERZERKER 3’S MACHINE GUN

as it keeps firing, the muzzle flashes providing almost all of the scene’s illumination, apart from the machine’s shoulder mounted searchlight.

LEAD CAM, LONG SHOT—BERZERKER 1

It has slowed to a steady walk, scanning left and right, hunting as it travels along the myriad of interlocking tunnels between the two Hives.

EXTREME CLOSE UP—APC WHEELS

as the vehicle careens and bumps along the tunnel, playing cat and mouse with Berzerker 1.

MEDIUM SHOT—ON APC

The APC skids around a bend in the tunnel, and stops, waiting.

CLOSE UP—MAIN APC TURRET

The twin barrels of the plasma cannons track to their right, waiting for Berzerker 1 to step into view.

MAIN TURRET’S POV

The illumination from Berzerker 1’s searchlight can be seen reaching into the very end of the tunnel up ahead.  The scene VIBRATES with every massive footfall, as the machine finally emerges from around the corner.

PREV ANGLE

The plasma cannons snap of a duet of shots with a FLASH of unearthly blue light and a deafening ROAR in the small space.

MEDIUM SHOT—ON BERZERKER 1

as the two plasma bolts impact on its torso armor with quite a bang but seemingly no results.

BERZERKER 1’S POV

BERZERKER 1

Engagingenemy atposition38dash451

takinglightantitankweaponsfire.

It traces a burst of CASELESS MACHINE GUN fire hot on the heels of the APC as the smaller vehicle PEELS OUT and disappears down the tunnel.

SLAM CUT TO

LONG SHOT—BERZERKER 2

It emerges from the main entrance to the Red Hive, flames licking from the entrance and silhouetting the machine’s malevolent form.

BERZERKER 2

HiveA exterminatedproceeding

withmission.
It begins marching towards our view.

CRASH CUT TO

CLOSE UP-McCLAREN

as she buries her talons in the plating on the back of Berzerker 3’s torso, and RIPS.

Metal flies like shrapnel as she TEARS into the thing from behind.

HANDHOLD WITH BLACK CHARGE—IN FRONT OF BERZERKER 3

Suddenly the firepower pouring from the machine stops, the silence broken a moment later by a strangled cry of horror from McClaren.  The Black Warriors FREEZE in their tracks.

McCLAREN

(os: voice-over-add echo)

Oh no…

PROFILE MEDIUM SHOT—BERZERKER 3

The camera trucks left, bringing McClaren into view.  She’s cradling the limp form of an emaciated, nearly powder-white-skinned human in her arms.

McCLAREN’S POV—CLOSE UP ON BERZERKER PILOT

The man—if what’s left of the pilot really is a man—can barely be called human anymore.  He’s little more than a flesh-covered skeleton, his EYES locked WIDE OPEN in unending, limitless HORROR, his mouth slightly open in a silent scream.

CLOSE UP-McCLAREN

McCLAREN
(voice-over-add echo)
This is no machine.

Mother, what have they done?

What have I done?

GAIA

(os: voice-over-add echo)

It is true, my Daughter, that humans

build machines to carry out their dominaiton

that they cannot achieve themselves—

but at the heart of those machines,

past the metal and the mechanical death,

one will always find that man is still

a weak, terrified, vulnerable creature,

as afraid of his own kind as he is anything else.

What you hold in your arms is solely proof.

McClaren shakes her head in grief-stricken bewilderment.

CHASE CAM—SOUYAELESEISA

as Penmiser carefully climbs off of her, and hobbles into the waiting APC, which immediately LURCHES into motion, the main turret FIRING down the tunnel.  Berzerker 1 is close behind, and the shots FLARE against its torso armor.

Souyaeleseisa takes off in a BLUR, outrunning the APC and disappearing into the shadows.

INTERIOR OF APC—ON DUSTEN AND PENMISER

Penmiser, to the welcome-back-bud cheers of the other Marines, hobbles to the back of the APC and looks over Dusten’s shoulder.

DUSTEN

They didn’t key it to your

IFF… They didn’t key it to

anything at all.  They want

it to wipe out everything.

PENMISER

How are we going to stop

that thing?

DUSTEN

We won’t need to.  The pilot’s

dying.

Penmiser looks at him with a questioning glance

DUSTEN

I picked up the medical

readout data that it was

broadcasting back to the

shuttle that dropped it here.

The pilot’s basically been 

overloaded with too much adrenaline,

and his heart is in the process

of coming apart at the seams.

That only leaves us with the

other two.

PENMISER

Other two?
DUSTEN

Yeah.

LEAD CAM—CLOSE UP ON McCLAREN

as she leads the Black Warriors along the main tunnel, a grim expression on her face and the Berzerker pilot’s blood beginning to dry onto her arms.

McCLAREN’S POV, LONG SHOT—BERZERKER 2

The killing machine stops upon seeing the approaching Aliens, then moves slightly in the darkness.  An instant later, the shadows EXPLODE in muzzle flashes and the illumination of the machine’s flamethrower.

PREV ANGLE

McClaren winces and dodges a burst of machine gun fire as she charges onward.

HANDHOLD WITH BLACK SWARM

As the Berzerker’s massive spread of fire decimates its ranks.

MEDIUM SHOT, McCLAREN

Her eyes show more confusion than anything else.

FLASHBACK

McCLAREN’S POV

As we see the Berzerker pilot, his horror-stricken expression frozen on his face as his head lolls in her arms.

BACK SO SCENE

McCLAREN

(voice-over-add echo)

Fall back!  Next junction!

BERZERKER’S POV

The green silhouettes of hundreds of Black Warriors flow along the walls and ceiling and floor, the targeting calculations running endlessly along the edges of the screen.  The Berzerker has not yet stopped shooting.

EXTREME CLOSE UP—BARREL OF BERZERKER 2’S MACHINE GUN

As it flares and snarls with one final burst, then goes silent, the barrel smoking wildly.

LONG SHOT—BERZERKER 2

It looks left and right, searching for targets.  There are none—the tunnel is empty.

As quickly as it began, the attack has stopped.

The Berzerker strides forward and begins marching ominously in pursuit of the Black Warriors.

CHASE CAM—ON APC

It careens through an exit out of the winding tunnel it’s been following, and turns out into the main mine shaft.

LONG SHOT—OVER TOP OF APC, ON BERZERKER 1

It CRASHES out of the tunnel, right behind the APC, sweeping fire from its machine gun along the vehicle’s path, almost catching it.  The main turret on the APC returns fire with two ROARS from its plasma cannon.

CLOSE UP—DUSTEN

He’s watching a medical readout on the monitor.

DUSTEN

Almost…

BERZERKER 1’S POV

Extremely complex targeting solutions are constantly calculating and recalculating themselves along the edges of our view, the Berzerker’s computer projecting burst-patterns and tracking angles for the machine gun fire to follow.

EXTREME CLOSE UP—DUSTEN’S EYES

They’re tight with tension.

EXTREME CLOSE UP-MONITOR

The words ‘UNIT FUNCTION NEGATIVE’ scroll onto the screen, followed by a blizzard of program code.

MEDIUM SHOT—REAR TORSO OF BERZERKER 1

The machine freezes in its tracks, and the sealed access hatch on the back of the machine FLIES OPEN.  The pilot—identical to the terror-stricken body McClaren pulled from Berzerker 3—half-hangs over the side of the hatch, unmoving.  A collection of life-support tubes fall out of the pilot’s mouth, a variety of fluids running and dripping down the back of the Berzerker’s legs.

INTERIOR OF APC—MEDIUM SHOT ON DUSTEN

He takes a deep breath and rubs his eyes as the other Marines cheer.

DUSTEN

[[under his breath]]

Poor bastard.

PENMISER

They can’t start it up again?

DUSTEN

Supposedly, the suit can form

a neural interface through

the chemical structure in your

brain, without the surgical

implant, but I doubt they’d

try that.  It’s almost guaranteed

to kill you.

OVER SOUYALESEISA’S SHOULDER—MEDIUM SHOT, CEILING OF TUNNEL

The dark outline of the Black Warrior protrudes into our view, watching from the shadows.

CLOSE UP—SOUYAELESEISA

She’s clinging to the tunnel ceiling, watching the computer-initiated disabling of the Berzerker.

SOUYAELESEISA

(voice-over-add echo)

One is disabled, Mother.

It does not look damaged—but

the pilot looks just like the

other one.

GAIA

(voice-over-add echo)

We do not have very much

time, Souyaeleseisa.

CLOSE UP—McCLAREN

The Black Warriors are waiting, pressed against the walls and ceiling and motionless.  McClaren is crouched behind an outcropping of rock, curled up in a ball and balancing on the balls of her feet.  Her expression is lost and distant.

McCLAREN

(voice-over-add echo)

We can’t destroy it, Mother…

We can’t kill the man in it.

That pilot was innocent.  He

didn’t ask to be there.

GAIA

(voice-over-add echo)

Nature did not put that

man there, Sasaliasana.

It is not something you

nor I can control.

MEDIUM SHOT—ILLUEASA

Illueasa tenses, staring off into the darkness at the end of the tunnel.

ILLUEASA

(voice-over-add echo)

[[blend]]

Seleyesia oe.

It’s coming.

MEDIUM SHOT—McCLAREN

She bolts up the wall, and hugs herself to the ceiling, her braid hanging straight down.

Souyaeleseisa, running down the tunnel from inside the Hive, is right on her heels.

LONG SHOT—END OF TUNNEL

There is no light at the end of the tunnel, save the searchlight mounted on Berzerker 2 that’s just now melding out the shadows.  Its head scans left and right, hunting.

PANORAMIC—BERZERKER 2 IN BG McCLAREN AND SOUYAELESEISA IN FG

Our view is from just below ceiling level as the Berzerker raises both arms and unleashes a wall of death and destruction onto the Black Warriors.

LOW ANGLE PANORAMIC—TOWARDS OTHER END OF TUNNEL

The walls seem to shift and move as the Warriors wait no longer to attack, charging and trying to swarm up onto the machine.

It is an effort in vain.

HANDHOLD—LOW ANGLE ON BERZERKER

Machine gun fire lashes in our direction, causing the Warrior just to our left to disintegrate in a mess of acid.  More shots pit the stone in front of us.  Just as a shot connects with our view, we flash-cut to

LOW ANGLE-UNDER BERZERKER’S SHOULDER

The flamethrower bathes the sea of black carapace in burning naptha, leaving ashes in its wake.

BERZERKER’S POV

The targeting calculations seem to mathematically convulse for a moment.

LONG SHOT—ON BERZERKER

It sweeps an open space with the flamethrower, leaving a large gap between it and the Warriors.  It takes the opportunity to raise its left arm,

CLOSE UP—END OF GRENADE LAUNCHER BARREL

and fire a grenade into the fray.

OVER BERZERKER’S SHOULDER

The grenade impacts, blasting a chunk out of the mass of Warriors.

EXTREME CLOSE UP—END OF GRENADE LAUNCHER BARREL

The launcher discharges another three grenades.

HANDHOLD—AMONGST WARRIORS

The grenades hit, SHAKING our view and TOSSING some of the Warriors from their feet.  

WIDE ANGLE SHOT, LOW TO GROUND—ON WARRIORS

The Aliens are still scrabbling desperately to close with the Berzerker, but can’t make an inch of headway.

VERY LOW ANGLE—UP TOWARDS BERZERKER

It opens up with all three weapons at once, backlit by the muzzle flare and the light of the flamethrower,

PROFILE CLOSE UP—BERZERKER’S FEET

as it takes a single, ominous stride forward.

LONG SHOT—TUNNEL, BERZERKER IN BG

The Warriors begin to retreat, the tunnel emptying of motion with mind-numbing speed.

CLOSE UP—McCLAREN

She watches the Berzerker’s unstoppable progress for the barest moment before turning and retreating with the rest of the Warriors.

McCLAREN

(voice-over-add echo)

Fall back.

We can’t stop it.

EXTREME CLOSE UP-McCLAREN’S EYES

She squeezes them shut for a moment.

McCLAREN

(voice-over-add reverb)

Ryan…

INTERIOR OF APC-CLOSE UP ON PENMISER

His eyes are tight, watching the monitor, having seen the same death that Dusten watched.  He looks on for a moment more, 

FLASH-CUT

A mental image of McClaren, wraith-like, yet graceful and elegant, and beautiful in a dark, haunting way.

PREV ANGLE

then turns away.

MEDIUM SHOT—ABULO

He’s so relieved he’s almost in tears.

ABULO

We’re gonna make it.

We’re actually gonna make

it, guys…

EXTREME CLOSE UP

As two bruised and blood-stained hands gently lift the Berzerker pilot from his undignified resting place.

CLOSE UP

Miguel is collapsed against the wall of the APC’s cabin in exhausted relief, his eyes closed and his lips moving to a silent prayer in Spanish.

WIDE-ANGLE—FACING OUT BACK OF BERZERKER HATCH

An arm reaches back and pulls the hatch shut, dousing all the light from our view.

CLOSE UP—SOUYAELESEISA

SOUYAELESEISA

(voice-over-add echo)

Mother…

The human Sasaliasana healed…

He’s climbing into the machine…

EXTREME CLOSE UP, INTERIOR OF BERZERKER—INTERFACE PRONG

The needle-sharp points of the metal interface prong glint evilly against the surrounding darkness.

PROFILE CLOSE UP—DRAY

Dray settles into the chair in front of the steering controls.

DRAY

Time to head home, folks…

EXTREME PROFILE CLOSE UP

The silhouette of Penmiser’s head leans back against the suit’s headrest, and the interface prong SLAMS down into the back of his skull, prompting a SCREAM of pain as we SNAP CUT TO

EXTREME CLOSE UP—McCLAREN’S EYES

They go wide.

McCLAREN

Ohgod…

PROFILE CLOSE UP--DRAY

DUSTEN

(os: voice over)

SHIT!

Dray’s head whips around.

DRAY

What?  What is it?!

CLOSE UP, DUSTEN—FROM MONITOR

Dusten’s face has gone pale.

DUSTEN

It’s moving.

Dray and Mark scramble up, looking over his shoulders.

EXTREME CLOSE UP—MONITOR

The dot representing Berzerker 1 is visible again, although still stationary.

Dray loses it.

DRAY

No!  NO!  No, you fucker,

you’re dead!  

YOU’REDEADYOU’REDEADYOU’REDEAD!

DO YOU HEAR ME?!  DIE, YOU SON 

OF A BITCH! DIE AND LET ME GO HOME!

He begins pounding the monitor.  Mark has to hold him back.

MARK

Get this thing moving,

now.

Dray nods.

LEAD CAM—ON DRAY

as he strides towards the front of the APC cabin, focused.

DRAY

Penmiser, strap in, we’re…

LOW ANGLE LONG SHOT—ON DRAY

Dray stops in his tracks, and turns.

CLOSE UP—ON DRAY

His expression is shifting rapidly towards panic.

DRAY’S POV

as he scans the cabin of the APC.  Mark, Dusten, Striess, Miguel, and Abulo.

VERY LOW ANGLE MEDIUM SHOT—ON DRAY

DRAY

Where’s Penmiser?

EXTREME CLOSE UP—BERZERKER’S ARM

The flamethrower arm rises, hesitant at first, then smoothly.

PENMISER’S POV

He has become one with the machine.  Through his eyes, we’re seeing the same green visuals we saw with the other two Berzerkers.

Penmiser’s voice BOOMS out of the Berzerker’s external speakers, mechanized and emotionless, robbed of almost all the Penmiser in it.


PENMISER

(voice-over)

Amanda…

CLOSE UP—DRAY AND MIGUEL’S FACE

Miguel has joined Dray in the driver’s compartment at the front of the APC.  They’re both ashen-faced.

MIGUEL

Dear God.

Sweet, dear God.

MEDIUM SHOT—ON BERZERKER

The machine isn’t moving as smoothly, now.  It seems to be shaking ever so slightly, as if edging on weakness.

PENMISER

(voice-over)

Miguel—Go…  Amanda…

Have—have to help.
CLOSE UP-MIGUEL

Miguel swallows.

MIGUEL

Head for the other Berzerker.

LOW ANGLE PANORAMIC—ON APC AND BERZERKER

The APC begins to move, rolling back into the tunnel and heading back along the path it arrived by.

The Berzerker follows after it, unsteadily.

McCLAREN’S POV

We’re on the ceiling of the ‘cathedral hall’, watching as Berzerker 2 walks down the center of the hallway, scanning left and right, but not yet firing.

The black outlines of Warriors can be seen along the walls, watching, but motionless.

The Berzerker stops, then turns back.

EXTREME CLOSE UP—INTERIOR OF APC, ON MONITOR

The dot marking Berzerker 2 is moving at a fast clip towards the APC.

DUSTEN

Dray, it’s coming back after

us—head for the secondary landing

pad!

LOW ANGLE LONG SHOT—ON APC

The APC emerges from the tunnel, into the main junction, and skids around the corner, heading for the secondary landing pad.  Penmiser in Berzerker 1 is close behind, keeping up, albeit unsteadily.

LONG SHOT—OTHER SIDE OF JUNCTION

Berzerker 2 emerges from the shadows at the mouth of the tunnel leading to the Black Hive, and it’s machine gun spits fire.

CHASE CAM—ON PENMISER

Hits spark against the suits armor, as Penmiser pauses to return fire with his own machine gun.

PANORAMIC—CATHEDRAL HALL

The Black Warriors begin to move, giving chase.

LEAD CAM—ON APC

It’s speeding down the tunnel, heading as fast as it can for the secondary landing pad.  Penmiser is close behind, keeping up with the Berzerker suit’s massive strides.

The stone of the tunnel floor shoots sparks and shatters as bullets from Berzerker 2’s machine gun stitch across it from farther back in the tunnel.

CLOSE UP—DRAY

DRAY

Liene, get airborne, we’re

coming out at the secondary

pad and we need one HELL of

a fast pickup!  Penmiser’s

in one of the Berzerker suits,

and if we don’t get him out fast,

it’s gonna kill him.

LIENE

(os: voice-over-on radio)

Copy that.

The gunships are still out

there.

DRAY

Just get to the pad,

or the gunships will be a moot

point!

CHASE CAM—ON McCLAREN

The Black Warriors shake the tunnel as they charge in pursuit.

LONG SHOT—ON TUNNEL EXIT

The APC emerges from the tunnel and skids to a stop outside on the secondary landing pad.  Penmiser comes into view a moment later.  He turns around, facing back down the tunnel, and LETS LOOSE with the suit’s weaponry, then strides over next to the APC.

MEDIUM SHOT—DRAY FG, ABULO BG

Dray leans back to yell back into the APC cabin.

DRAY

Abulo, get out there

with a SADAR

and cover Liene’s ass!

Abulo grabs one of the missiles and jumps out of the vehicle.

LONG SHOT—ROCK PEAKS

Dropship 2 RISES into view, the weapons pylons unfolding into combat mode.

CLOSE UP—LIENE

LIENE

Alright, boys…

Let’s play.

LOW ANGLE, PRIMARY LANDING PAD—ON GUNSHIPS

The two gunships peel off and rocket OFFSCREEN, heading for Liene.

HANDHOLD—McCLAREN’S POV

Our view hurtles down the tunnel to the secondary landing pad at incredible speed, the daylight visible at the end growing rapidly.

CHASE CAM—DROPSHIP 2

Our view SLIDES back slowly as the Dropship skims the peaks of the crags, well into its afterburner.

PANORAMIC—ABOVE PEAKS

The two gunships SWOOP down to the same daisy-cutter level, giving chase.

EXTREME CLOSE UP—GUNSHIP’S DUAL CHAINGUNS

The cannons spin, SNARLING and VOMITING FIRE.

LONG SHOT—CHASE CAM ON DROPSHIP

Liene veers right as angry red tracers streak past her left side.

LIENE’S POV

We can see the secondary landing pad in the distance, the APC a small speck and Penmiser’s Berzerker a slightly larger orange smudge.

LOW ANGLE MEDIUM SHOT—MOUTH OF TUNNEL

as Berzerker 2 exits onto the platform.  Its weapons COME TO LIFE.

LIENE’S POV

Another orange shape of a Berzerker suit steps into view on the platform.

CLOSE UP—LIENE

LIENE

Miguel!  

CLOSE UP, INTERIOR OF APC—ON MIGUEL

LIENE

(con’t—os: voice-over—on radio)

WHICH ONE’S

PENMISER?

MIGUEL

The one that just walked

out onto the platform!

MEDIUM SHOT—ABULO

He has the SADAR out and armed, squinting through the targeting eyepiece.

LONG SHOT—PENMISER

He slowly backpedals his Berzerker, taking withering fire from Berzerker 2.  His return fire is starting to taper off.

PENMISER’S POV

PENMISER

(voice-over)

Amanda…  Pleasehurry…

I’mbleedingandIcan’t control

thisthingmuch longerplease hurry…

PREV ANGLE

Penmiser’s plea is heard only by himself, as his Berzerker suit continues to fight back in silence.

ABULO’S POV

A red crosshair floats over one of the gunships, and a target-lock TONE comes to life.

PREV ANGLE

ABULO

Gotcha.

EXTREME CLOSE UP—MUZZLE OF SADAR

The missile LEAPS out of the tube

ABULO’S POV

and streaks upwards.

CHASE CAM ON DROPSHIP—LONG SHOT

Liene rolls the dropship partway to the left, swinging the right weapons pylon up out of the way of the rising missile.

LONG SHOT—GUNSHIP 1

It banks, tracking Liene.

EXTREME CLOSE UP—GUNSHIP 1’S CHAINGUNS

They spit lead and fire.

LONG SHOT—OVER TOP OF DROPSHIP, GUNSHIPS IN BG

Liene opens up with her own gatling gun as the tracers from the gunship begin to streak past.

CHASE CAM—ON GUNSHIPS

The SADAR missile STREAKS straight into GUNSHIP 2, turning it into an airborne fireball.

ABULO’S POV

The tracers from both Liene’s and the gunship’s gatling guns STAB DOWNWARDS towards our view, the flaming mass of Gunship 2 freefalling straight downwards.

LOW ANGLE—ON PENMISER AND BERZERKER 2

High-caliber slugs MARCH up the side of Berzerker 2, leaving massive gouges in its armor in their wake.  For a moment, the machine is knocked off balance.

MEDIUM SHOT—ON PENMISER

He swings the torso around, whipping up the machine gun to track Gunship 1.

EXTREME CLOSE UP—MUZZLE OF PENMISER’S MACHINE GUN

It ROARS, spitting fire.

OVER PENMISER’S SHOULDER—TRACKING GUNSHIP 1

The gunship pulls out of its dive and veers off, STRAIGH INTO THE LINE OF TRACERS from Penmiser’s machine gun.

It comes apart in mid air.

MEDIUM SHOT—ON PENMISER

A massive volley of fire from Berzerker 2 SMASHES into Penmiser’s back, pitching his Berzerker onto its face with a bone-jarring CRASH.

MEDIUM SHOT—ABULO

He dives out of the way of the two fighting machines

ABULO

Liene, go take out the

shuttle, before it

can get back to the Savo!
LIENE

(os: voice-over-on radio)

On it.

ABULO’S POV

The dropship peels off, headed for a strafing run on the Briareos.

PROFILE MEDIUM SHOT—PENMISER

Berzerker 2 raises one massive foot and plants it in between where the kidneys would be on Penmiser’s Berzerker.

PROFILE CLOSE UP—ON McCLAREN

She HURTLES out of the tunnel, charging towards Berzerker 2.

LOW ANGLE RACK FOCUS—ON BERZERKER 2

It swings the barrel of its machine gun in line with the pitted rear armor of Penmiser’s Berzerker.

CLOSE UP—McCLAREN

Her face blossoms with horror.

McCLAREN

Ryyyannnnnn!
PREV ANGLE

Berzerker 2 suddenly shakes, then spasms, as the SPIKE-LIKE END of a long, segmented BLACK TAIL PROTRUDES FROM ITS SHOULDER.

CLOSE UP—BERZERKER 2

It turns to face its attacker, its motions betraying the first hint of fear we’ve seen it display.

BERZERKER 2’S POV

Our view WHIRLS—

--and we come face to face with Gaia, as she emerges from the shadows of the landing pad’s edge.  The low light glints on her carapace, making her seem like a dark angel risen to call the Fates to the Trumpets of Judgement Day.

EXTREME CLOSE UP—GAIA’S CLAWS

Gaia SLASHES Berzerker 2 across the chest with one set of her massive talons, leaving deep grooves in its armor.

CLOSE UP—McCLAREN

She kneels atop the hatch on Penmiser’s Berzerker, searching for a release lever.  She finds it, and pulls.

McCLAREN’S POV

The hatch opens into darkness.

CLOSE UP—OVER GAIA’S SHOULDER, ON BERZERKER 2

It SWINGS the machine gun arm, SLAMMING it into Gaia’s side.

CLOSE UP—GAIA

Gaia HISSES, BARING her teeth for the first time.

LONG SHOT—ON GAIA AND BERZERKER 2

Gaia moves with surprising grace, flowing on the long rods of her exoskeletal legs.  She and the Berzerker circle, cautious.  The machine is too close to use its weapons without getting drenched in acid.

CLOSE UP—BERZERKER

The machine suddenly WHIPS both arms around, 


MEDIUM SHOT—GAIA

PINNING Gaia between them, and SQUEEZING.  We HEAR Gaia’s carapace pop and crackle under the pressure.

PREV ANGLE

The Berzerker JERKS as Gaia RAMS her tail straight through the machine’s torso with a scream of fury, gripping the machine’s arms with her own and pushing outward--

LOW ANGLE—ON GAIA AND BERZERKER

—crucifying herself against the killing machine.

Suddenly both TWITCH and SHUDDER as a hail of GATLING GUN FIRE shreds them, causing the Berzerker to EXPLODE in a glittering FIREBALL.

CLOSE UP—McCLAREN

McClaren’s face is twisted in despair and emotional agony.

McCLAREN

(voice-over-add echo)
Mother…
LOW ANGLE—ON EXPLOSION

Through the flames FLIES THE DROPSHIP, settling down on the pad.  No sooner than it touches down does the APC scoot up onto the ramp.

LONG SHOT, FROM NEXT TO McCLAREN—ON ABULO

Abulo runs up to McClaren, who’s buried her face in her hands, sobbing.

ABULO

Penmiser?

ABULO’S POV—ON McCLAREN

She looks up, tears streaming down her face.

McCLAREN

He’s dead.

Abulo hangs his head, then swears and pounds a fist against the armor of the Berzerker suit.

ABULO

Are you coming with us?

McClaren shakes her head, staring off into the distance, lost.

Abulo nods, then jogs back to the dropship, which lifts off gracefully and howls up into the night sky.

CLOSE UP—ON McCLAREN

Her gaze follows the dropship for a moment, then she looks down, and drops down into the Berzerker suit.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXTREME CLOSE UP—McCLAREN’S HANDS

As she emerges from the hatch, cradling Penmiser in her arms.

CLOSE UP—McCLAREN’S FACE

Of all things, she’s smiling—with a tinge of sadness, but still a genuine smile.

PAN DOWN ONTO PENMISER

He’s not dead.

He’s asleep.  Snoring.

CLOSE UP—ON McCLAREN

McCLAREN

So that is why Gaia sacrificed

herself—to keep you alive.

Not to let them go home—

it was to maintain the Balance,

for the sacrifice you would

have been forced to make.

Forever more, now, the Cycle

can continue.

PREV ANGLE

Penmiser sleeps contentedly in McClaren’s arms as she carries him back into the tunnel.

DISSOLVE TO:

CLOSE UP—PENMISER AND McCLAREN

McClaren has brought Penmiser back to the birthing chamber, where he lies on the floor, sleeping.  She’s stretched out next to him, nearly asleep herself.

She takes one last look at his sleeping form, smiles, and closes her eyes.

FADE TO BLACK

END

