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EXT. west los angeles – day

The skyline, with a cluster of tall buildings featured.

A caption gradually appears onscreen in the fashion of a teletype, complete with the keystroke sound effects.

CAPTION

It was an ordinary day when the aliens attacked.

The caption disappears. Then it starts again.

CAPTION

And we’re not talking about the ones from Mexico.
The tall buildings are destroyed. They are not bombed, knocked over, or crushed – they are cut. That is, they are cut in a random, not at all even way as if they were warm tallow and some large invisible hands were cutting them with piano wire. One building is cut four-fifths of the way up, another is cut more or less halfway through, still another is cut nearly around the base… even though they’re all adjacent to each other. All are not cut in ways that are parallel to the horizon, either – many are cut diagonally. One building in particular gets sliced in a long diagonal line going from the 15th floor on one side going down to the third on the other, and the top part of the building slides off before it collapses.
CAPTION

Los Angeles fell in one day. California fell in five. No word on whether the rest of the human race is doing any better. God help us all.
EXT. LOS ANGELES – wilshire boulevard – DAY

The section of Wilshire Boulevard just east of Westwood. The rich part, with all the fancier apartment buildings.

int. cell building – LOBBY - day
One of the aliens’ robots makes its way through the lobby. “Walk” is entirely the wrong word; it’s mostly a horizontal cylinder, with something in the front very much like an eye, and it moves with two limbs that navigate not via the floor but via the walls. Each spinning on its own wheel around the robot’s chassis, both legs move simultaneously and with great speed, their grip alternating walls as it moves. At each (very fast) move, the leg on the right wall attaches itself to the next spot on the left wall with which to advance, and vice versa. In short, it makes an abrupt and jerking but very fast and steady advance.
int. cell building – staircase – day

The robot enters the staircase and ascends.

int. cell building – lady’s apartment – day

A middle-aged lady hides in her apartment holding her Pekingese, dreading the sound of the advance of the robot. Plain as day she can hear the ever-louder sound of KACHUNK – KACHUNK – KACHUNK – KACHUNK as the aliens’ machine comes closer.

It’s a very nice apartment. Classy furniture, and many mirrors. The mirrors shake at every dual grip of the walls.

INT. CELL Building – penthouse / cell – day
The robot enters the penthouse. It goes through every room and blocks up every window with large strips of a substance that is not quite wood but not quite metal, either. Thin slits make it possible for sunlight to come in and to see out, but effectively block any human from exiting via the windows. Then it moves over to the door and alters it so it can only be locked from the outside. It leaves the same way it came.

The penthouse is now the prison cell.

int. cell building – hallway leading to cell – day – later

The robot lopes down the hallway carrying a human prisoner, HARLAN. The machine doesn’t touch him in any way; Harlan, late 20s and muscular, hovers a few inches in front of it, completely paralyzed, not even breathing, with a blue tin to his entire body. He is in some sort of paralysis field.
int. cell building – cell – day

The robot enters the penthouse and releases Harlan from the field. He tumbles to the floor like a sack of potatoes. The robot leaves and seals the door before Harlan can say or do anything.

HARLAN

What--?!

He hears the door lock and the robot go down the hall. He rushes to the door.

HARLAN

Punk!

He slams on the door with his fists.

HarlAN

Hey! Come on back motherfucker I’ll kick your ass! Hey!

The robot ignores him. A study in futility. Harlan keeps banging until it looks like he’ll break a bone, because he needs to do so more than because it’ll do any good.

HARLAN

Hey! HEY! HEY!

FADE OUT

FADE IN:

INT. INTERRogation room – day

Two robots, just like the one seen before, “stand” on either side of a doorway. They’re perfectly still but you can’t tell if they’re ready for action. They sure look it.

In the door comes GOLDA, a mildly pretty woman dressed like a secretary, carrying a clipboard in one hand and her purse over one shoulder.

GOLDA

(extending her hand to an OOV person)

Hi! I’m Golda. What’s your name?

Her smile is totally insincere. It always is.

The person whose hand she’s attempting to shake is PIOTR, 30s. He sits in a simple card-table chair, and exudes bookishness even though he looks like hell. He doesn’t take her hand. He just stares.
GOLDA

Well don’t be like that.

(beat)

I have to call you something.

Piotr contemplates. Then he replies. He speaks with a thick Russian accent.

PIOTR

Piotr.

Golda just keeps on being smiley.

GOLDA

Well hello Piotr. Let’s get started now, shall we?

She gets ready to start transcribing data, then remembers she needs her reading glasses. She digs through her purse with her free hand.

GOLDA

Darn it. Never can find these things when I need ‘em.
With her clipboard hand she scratches the back of her neck. What’s causing the itch is some kind of alien device the size of a refrigerator magnet that looks like it’s been surgically implanted at the base of her skull.

GOLDA

Aha!

She finds her glasses case, manages to get it open, and dons her reading glasses. Pen to clipboard.

GOLDA

So… Piotr what?

Piotr just stares at her stonily.

GOLDA

There’s no need to take that attitude. We’re here to help you.

More staring.

GOLDA

Hey, some of this is important. Are you on any sort of medication of which we should be made aware?

She scratches her implant again. Her previous scratch removed some scab tissue, and a bit of blood has run down the back of her neck. She digs around the edges of her implant anyway.

GOLDA

Well?

Piotr still doesn’t respond.

GOLDA

(stops writing)
Okay then, fine.

She exits. As she does so:

GOLDA

(to the bots)

Take him away, boys.

Piotr raises his hand and makes as if to speak, evidently to state that he’ll go wherever they want voluntarily. They hit him with the blue paralysis field anyway.

INT. CELL BUILDING – CELL – DUSK

A robot dumps Piotr into the cell.
Harlan has had company before Piotr. SOLEDAD and Harlan sit together at the coffee table. MARTHA watches the widescreen HDTV. VALLIE cowers in one corner of the room, grasping one of the pillows on the couch like a little girl holding her teddybear.

Harlan goes over to Piotr and offers him a hand up. Soledad watches. Martha, already seated closest to the TV, keeps her eyes glued to it.

HARLAN

Get it up here, sport.

Piotr takes his hand and rises.

PIOTR

Thanks.

HARLAN
So can I ask you something? Do you have any fuckin idea at all why they put you here?

PIOTR

No.

SOLEDAD

Great. Same answer that we all got.

HARLAN

It’s all fucked up, man.

PIOTR

I can see that.

They can hear a robot approaching. Harlan and Piotr instinctively take a step back from the door.

The door opens and the robot shines its blue light at Soledad.

SOLEDAD

Oh, shi-

It paralyzes her. She gets levitated over to the door, frozen in her sitting position, then the robot takes her away, shutting the door behind it.

HARLAN

See that? Same shit we’ve had all day. They take us, and they give us these physical examinations… or they have one of their goddamn puppets ask us questions that don’t mean a goddamn thing. Then they take us back. 

He mulls it over. Nobody else says anything.

HARLAN

Shit, man.

He pulls out a cigarette and lights it. Martha looks away from the TV for the first time.

MARTHA

Do you mind?

Harlan is a bit taken aback.

MARTHA

Secondhand smoke kills.

Without waiting for a reply or an action she turns back to the TV.

Harlan and Piotr just look at each other. They manage a little bit of a smile.

HARLAN

(to Martha)

Oh. Oh, I get it. I get it. It’s all so clear to me now.

No reply.

HARLAN

Smoking is bad for you. But watching the goddamn boob tube until your brains melt out your ears… that’s perfectly fine. Right lady?

MARTHA

Right, Martha.

HARLAN

Ooh! Excuse me! Right… Martha!

MARTHA

I am closely monitoring all the television transmissions that are left. There might be new information coming about the aliens that we need to know.

Harlan takes a closer look at what she’s watching.

HARLAN

Shit! You’re watching a soap opera!

MARTHA

Just wait! There might be an important message.

PIOTR

That is the message.

HARLAN

Say what?

PIOTR

The medium is the message. Have you tried the other channels lately?

MARTHA

Yeah.

PIOTR

There’s nothing to say but go back to usual programming. Either all the networks have given up, or they’ve been taken over by the invaders. 

Harlan has the metaphorical lightbulb go on over his head. He points at Piotr, in that gestural way of saying “you got a point!” 

HARLAN

Well god damn.

(beat)

You some kinda media expert or somethin’?
PIOTR

No. Computer programmer.

HARLAN

Well, I’m a cop.

(extends hand for a shake)

Harlan Leavins, LAPD.

Piotr shakes his hand.

PIOTR

Piotr Shostakovich. Any lousy contract I can get.

HARLAN

Well okay. Maybe we can put our heads together and figure out a way out of this shit-fit.

He turns to address Martha again.

HARLAN

OK Martha, what do you do?

MARTHA

(again without turning away from the TV)

I’m a biologist.

Harlan doesn’t believe this for a second.

HARLAN

Uh huh.

He looks back at Piotr. Piotr points with his thumb at Vallie, as if to ask what her problem is.

The two men look at Vallie. She doesn’t even notice them noticing her.

HARLAN

(lowers tone)

She been like that all day. Just leave her, man.

PIOTR

Yeah but maybe she knows something. 

HARLAN

Just leave her be, man. I don’t know what I’m going to do about her.

PIOTR

Well, I know what I’m going to do. Make dinner.

He walks toward the kitchen.
HARLAN

Why the hell would you wanna do that?

PIOTR

Because I’m hungry, stupid.

INT. CELL BUILDING – cELL – NIGHT

Harlan and Soledad sit at the dinner table. Harlan tells war stories as Piotr walks back out into the other room, where Vallie is still sitting, with a plate of food and a glass of milk.
HARLAN

God damn aliens are getting smarter. They seem to keep inventing new technology to use against us even as the battle is going on.
Vallie gets this look on her face as she sees the food that says, “For me?” Piotr smiles at her.
SOLEDAD

Yep. They actually clocked their spaceships as getting faster.

HARLAN

We’ll figure out something to do. Count on it. We’re going to kick their asses…
SOLEDAD

Yeah…

Vallie overcomes her hesitancy all at once, accepts the food, and starts wolfing it down.

Midway through, she smiles at Piotr. It is the first time she has smiled.
INT. CELL BUILDING – CELL – MORNING

Soledad greets Harlan in the doorway between dining room and TV room. Martha is already awake and watching TV again. Soledad carries a steaming coffee mug.

SOLEDAD
You’ve gotta try this coffeemaker. It’s the shit!

HARLAN

Where’s Piotr at?

SOLEDAD

They took him again earlier this morning. Right at about the time we got Martha to give us the news instead of cartoons.

HARLAN

(chuckles)

Oh shit.

They hear a knock on the door leading to the hallway. A human one. Harlan, Soledad, and Vallie all just about jump out of their socks.

HARLAN

I didn’t hear no Cylon. 

Martha just keeps watching TV. The other three approach the door. 

Soledad has a sudden realization, and her face darkens. The lock is being undone on the outside of the door.

SOLEDAD

Maybe you wanna…

HARLAN

Huh?

The door opens. In walks Piotr. He has no head.

At the epicenter of the surgical closure at the top of Piotr’s body is a piece of equipment just like the one Golda has. As he walks toward Vallie, he scratches at the join tissue with his left hand, taking away a little of the scab tissue.

That which used to be Piotr places his hand on Vallie’s face. She gasps in just enough air—

THE END
