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FADE | N:
EXT. SPACE
A large, sleek star cruiser rips past.

SUPER: Interplanetary Prison Transport

I NT. STAR CRUI SER - HALLWAY

A shanbl i ng, m sshapen brute, squat, w th huge arnms, pushes
a cleaning cart with rattling wheels. He wears what | ooks
to be little nore than a glorified diaper.

The brute approaches a fat guard, who stands before a | arge
door that is both inposing and secure.

The guard’ s bl ue uniform bears the nunber 182. He frowns
as the brute, BARBOS, draws near.

182
You're | ate, Barbos.

BARBOS
(his voice is
slurred and wet)
Bar bos. .. cl ean. .

Bar bos hol ds up his nop.

182
| should be off duty by now.
Where have you been?

BARBCS
Bar bos. .. cl ean. ..

Bar bos hol ds up his nop.

182
Yeah. Barbos clean. | know.
(turning to a keypad)
We’ve only been doing this for
si x nmont hs, you sinple brick.
| think you woul d know. ..

Bar bos clubs 182 with his nop.



The handl e cracks across the guard’s skull. He coll apses
in a heap.

Bar bos steps to the keypad, stabbing at it wth sausage
fingers. He struggles with the nunbers, but gets it right.

Heavy | ocks spring free and the door sw ngs open.

Bar bos pushes his cart inside.

| NT. BEYOND TH S DOOR

In the center of this roomis a huge bl ock of translucent
material. A variety of tubes lead fromthis block to
strange machi nes that blink, gurgle, and whir.

Encased in this block is a large, dark creature; humanoid,
but al so anorphous, as if rippling. It seens nore shadow

t han subst ance.

Bar bos steps to the bl ock and caresses it, peering inside,
where the creature’s red eyes are alert, staring back.

Turni ng now, Barbos snatches a tarp fromoff his cart,
revealing a large, plastic barrel

He hefts the nmassive barrel over his head. Purple veins
sprout fromhis arns and neck as he strains.

He cracks the barrel on the block |ike an egg.

Thi ck, green acid oozes fromthe barrel, coating the bl ock,
whi ch begins to sizzle and bubble and nelt.

Barbos is startled as lights flash and an ALARM sounds.

INT. SHI PSS CONTROL, MAI N DECK

Mul tiple technicians tend to various control panels. Al
are dressed simlar to 182, but bear uni que nunbers.

Nunber 117 snaps alert as the ALARM sounds, frowning as he
scans the screens before him He speaks into a com

117
W’ ve got a code 4 in the Max W ng.



| NT. BARBOS AND THE BLOCK

The block is nearly eaten through. The creature inside is
di ssolving as well, exposing its skel eton.

But then, with bubbling skin and dangling strips of flesh,
the nine-foot beast slowy rises fromits prison.

The creature approaches Barbos. |Its grinning skull reveals
mul ti ple rows of crooked, knitting-needle teeth.

When it speaks, even its voice seens to be nelting.

CREATURE
You renenbered. Al this time.
W are cl ose?

Bar bos nods “yes” excitedly, with a childish grin.

BARBOS
Bar bos. .. good?

CREATURE
Yes. Barbos good.

Then, with a sickening sucking sound, withing strips of
skin seethe and mgrate as the creature reforns itself.

It congeals into sonething nearly reptilian. But the dark
wet flesh is in constant flux -- as if it housed withing
worms -- never adopting a true final form

The creature reaches out to stroke Barbos with a cl awed,
rippling hand.

CREATURE
Bar bos very good.

Bar bos basks in its praise |like a puppy.

INT. SHI PS CONTROL, MAI N DECK

The ALARM continues to blare maddeningly. A portal slides
open and a tall woman strides briskly inside.

She is attractive and fit. Her jet-black hair is cropped
severely short.



Dressed in formfitting black, the nunmber on her uniform
reads ELEVEN. She immedi ately takes charge.

ELEVEN
VWhat is the nature of this alarnf
117
Code 4. Max W ng.
ELEVEN
Speci fics.
117
Annex 12.

(concer ned)
That’ s Mol och.

El even grabs a com

ELEVEN

(into com
Security personnel to Max W ng.
Annex 12. Arnor and | oaded.
Repeat. Security personnel to
Max Wng. Annex 12. Arnor and
| oaded.

(to 116, another tech)
Who's down there now?

116, at a nmonitor, scrolls through routine data.

116
Nobody is schedul ed. But...
(scrolls sone nore)
...a cleaning detail went through
a while ago...182...w th Barbos.

ELEVEN

(to 116)
Get nme 182 on the com

The portal slides open again. A graying, authoritative man
steps inside. His nunber, also on his uniform is ONE

El even snaps to attention, outranked.

ONE
What’ s going on here?



ELEVEN
Trouble in the Max Wng, Sir.
Code 4. Security has been

di spat ched.
116
No response from 182.
ELEVEN
And Barbos is unaccounted for.
ONE
(chuckl es)

Bar bos? Wy, the brute is barely
anbul atory. The perfect trustee.
| wouldn’t worry about him

ELEVEN
It may be worse than that, Sir.
It could be Ml och.

ONE
Bal derdash! No prisoner is nore
secure. Oder a stand-down unti
we know what’s goi ng on.

ELEVEN
That is contrary to established
protocols, Sir.

ONE
Must you be such a blind slave
to regul ation?
(to 116)
And pl ease, shut down that
i nfernal racket!

116, uncertain, shuts down the al arns.

ELEVEN
Sir, | really don't think..

The portal opens. Nunber One staggers inside. [It’s the
sanme, exact guy, only he is bl oody and beat en.

This SECOND ONE quickly raises a laser and fires, blasting
a snoking hole through the guts of the first One -- big
enough to roll a cue ball through it.



SECOND ONE
Secure hin

The original One exam nes his wound. He chuckles as the
j agged fl esh surrounding the hole withes and heal s.

BANG. A pair of canisters are |aunched through the open
portal. They roll to the center of the room

El even dives, |eaping behind a console.

ELEVEN
Bi nders! Take cov...

POW The canisters explode with a wet, sticky SPLURT

Every free surface in the roomis instantly coated in a
thi ck, white polyner.

The crew struggles, but they are quickly bound as the
pol ymer hardens, transform ng theminto |iving statues.

Bar bos enters carrying a snoking, double-barreled |auncher.
El even peers from her conceal ed position.

The coated figure containing the first One, the one with
the gut-shot, begins to trenble.

El even wat ches in shocked di sbelief as the coating cracks,
then shatters and expl odes, as the figure contained wthin
nor phs back into its original, nonstrous form--
-- that of MOLOCH, the creature fromthe bl ock.
ELEVEN
(to herself)
Mol och. ..

Mol och hears it and whirls. H's eyes |lock onto El even. He
strides towards her.

She dives for a com but finds it coated solid.

Mol och lifts her by the neck. Wth ease. Her feet dangle
in enpty air.

Wil e holding Eleven aloft, he steps to another consol e and
rips the hard coating free with his oversized cl aws.



Mol och then begins typing on the blinking keypads, punching
at buttons with his thick tal ons.

ELEVEN
(choki ng)
What are you doi ng?

ELECTRONI C VA CE
(from consol e)
New coor di nates confi r med.

MOLOCH
Fiery retribution, young sister.

Mol och now hol ds the struggling El even face to face, fixing
her with his repul sive grin.

MOL OCH
And you can hel p ne.
A BLI NKI NG CONTRCOL PANEL
El even’s face is suddenly shoved agai nst this panel.
Her eyes are scrunched tightly shut.
MOLOCH (O S.)
Open your eyes. | can pluck
themout, if you w sh.
Athick claw is drawn softly down her cheek
She opens her eyes grudgingly. A |laser scans her retinas.

| NT. HALLWAY

As Mol och holds Eleven’s face to the panel, a | arge door
opens in the wall next to them

| NT. POD BAY - CONTI NUOUS
Mol och enters dragging Eleven with him foll owed by Barbos.

It is a hangar, with several two-man pods; bright, red
shi ps shaped |i ke teardrops.

Mol och approaches one of the pods and rel eases the hatch.
He notions for Barbos to clinb inside.



MOL OCH
Make haste, ny brutish friend.
Qur tinme is short.

Bar bos squeezes hinself inside the pod.

MOL OCCH
(to El even)
And you. I’mafraid our brief

acquai ntance is at its end.
Mol och tightens his grip around her neck.

El even draws a dagger from her boot and drives it into
Mol och’ s chest.

MOLCOCH
Ungh. . .
(now he snil es)
A bl ade? How barbaric. |'m
flattered.

He flings her away fromhim across the roomlike a doll.
She strikes the opposite wall and col |l apses to the fl oor.

Mol och now begins clinbing into the pod. The platform
beneath the pod begins lowering into the floor with a
pneumatic H SS and puffs of steam

Mol och draws out the blade and tosses it to Eleven as the
pod di sappears into the floor.

MOL OCH
Your weapon, ny savage princess.
(1aughi ng now,
dark and evil)
And give ny regards...to the inferno!

El even snatches up the bl ade and staggers towards the
descendi ng pod, but the floor seals and the pod is gone.

EXT. STAR CRUI SER

The pod is jettisoned fromthe belly of the mammoth ship.
Rockets flare as it jets towards a famliar blue planet.

Eart h.

Mol och’s grinning visage fills the w ndow of the pod.



| NT. POD BAY

Eleven linps to a comand lifts the mke. She noves
towards a w ndow as she speaks.

ELEVEN
This is Eleven. W have an
unaut hori zed | aunch at. ..

El even reaches the wi ndow. She pales. The comslips from
her fingers.

Directly ahead, the noon |oons |arge, grow ng |arger by the
second. They are mere nonents from i npact.

ELEVEN
Oh no. ..

RADI O VA CE
Um ..we didn’t catch that, Eleven
Pl ease repeat your |ocation.
El even | ooks to the remai ni ng pods.

EXT. THE CRU SER AND THE MOON

A second pod jettisons fromthe belly of the giant cruiser
only nonments before the mammot h ship SMASHES | NTO THE MOON

The explosion is nmassive; a white-hot fireball that rocks
the entire planetoid.

The tiny pod tunbles nadly through space, propelled by the
t remendous and expandi ng shock wave.
| NT. A DI SHEVELED STUDY - NI GHT

The style of the furnishings is |ate 1800s. Books and
papers are strewn everywhere.

Test tubes bubble on a desk, heated by Bunsen burners
spouting jets of blue flanme. There is a chal kboard covered
wi th arcane mat hematical fornul ae.

And a tel escope |like we’'ve never seen.



An elderly man in a nightshirt peers through this
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fantastically inprovised tel escope; a huge brass structure

supported by a spider’s web of tangled wires.

A | arge hol e has been crudely fashioned into the roof to

accommodat e this nonstrosity.

| VAN KI PPLE, the man at the scope, wears thick gl asses.
Tufts of white hair protrude from beneath his nightcap.

He i s shocked by what he sees through his scope.

KI PPLE
Oh ny. ..

EMLY (OS.)
VWhat is it, papa?

Kipple turns to find EMLY KIPPLE behind him holding a

tray with two steam ng cups of tea.

In her early twenties, Emly is breathtaking.

But her beauty is of the unpracticed sort, like that of a
teacher or a nurse passing through life forever naive of

their true radi ance.

Kl PPLE
(taking a cup)
Most unusual . Unprecedent ed!

An expl osi on of trenendous
magni t ude. .. on the noon!

EM LY
(steps to the scope)
Let ne see.
She peers into the eyepiece.

THROUGH THE SCOPE

A fiery escape pod is racing directly towards her,
| arger at a nost alarmng rate.

| NT. STUDY

Emly junps back fromthe scope.

gr ow ng
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EM LY
Oh!

EXT. THE KI PPLE HOME
The flam ng pod SCREAMVS directly over their roof.
| NT. STUDY
The pair exchange astoni shed | ooks.
KI PPLE

Fetch the horses, Emly!

And ny trousers!
EXT. WOODS — NI GHT
A small canmp. Little nore than a fire and a tent. The
grizzl ed PROSPECTOR that occupies this canp is cooking a
hunbl e neal over the flanes.
Wth a ROAR, the pod falls fromthe sky, crushing his tent.
The startled Prospector |leaps to his feet.
He draws his pistol, then noves to investigate the craft.
The pod door swings open with a H SS of escaping air.
The curious Prospector draws nearer to the door.
Hi s eyes grow wi de.
A huge, clawed hand shoots fromthe opening, then grabs him
and snatches himinside with enough force to yank himright

out of his boots.

The Prospector’s boots |ie abandoned on the dusty ground as
his O S. SCREAMS echo hel pl essly through the woods.

DI SSOLVE TO

THE PROSPECTOR S BOOTS

Sonebody is wearing them now.
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EXT. SALOON — NI GHT

The Prospector is standing outside a noisy sal oon, back in
hi s boots.

Pi ano music wafts out through the sal oon doors.
Above the door, a sign reads, “HAW S RI SE SALOON'.
| NT. SALOON

Poker ganmes at a few tables. A rough-looking crowd. A
pi ano pl ayer bangs away in one corner.

An | NDI AN drinks alone at one table. Dressed in buckskin,
he is rugged and grim Three ragged scars, |large and ugly,
adorn one cheek.

A SLEEPI NG COMNBOY rests his head at one end of the bar, a
bottl e of whiskey in front of him

The portly BARKEEP steps up to the sl eeping cowboy and
reaches for the bottle.

Wt hout raising his head, the cowboy shoots out an arm and
grabs the Barkeep by the wist.

SLEEPI NG COABOY
Leave it.

The Barkeep pulls free, then | ooks to the door as the
Prospector enters the sal oon.

Several heads turn, sizing up this unfamliar stranger
before returning to their business.

The Prospector strides through the room finally pausing at
a table of GRIMY RUFFI ANS -- one of whomis easily the

| argest man in the room They all | ook up, each with their
own, personal scow .

The Prospector snatches up the largest Ruffian by the front
of his shirt and hefts himinto the air, overturning their
t abl e.

PROSPECTOR
Wo is the | eader of this appalling
village? 1Is it you?
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Every head turns. A hush settles over the saloon. The
pi ano player hits a sour note, then quiets.

The eyes of the startled Ruffian shift towards the sl eeping
cowboy.

Now t he sl eeping cowboy slowy raises his head. He grabs
hi s whi skey bottle as he rises fromhis stool.

The cowboy is tall and nmuscul ar, but |anky. Not exactly
handsonme, but a strong jaw, and his face grows on you.

Steely eyes peer out from beneath the brimof his battered,
di ngy hat.

He is wearing a star.
This i s SHERI FF BUCK STARR.

BUCK
VWho wants to know?

EXT. SALOON
Bar bos is watching through the |arge front w ndow.

A horse VWHI NNI ES behind him Barbos turns with a quizzical
| ook on his oafish features.

He steps over to exam ne this strange ani mal .
| NT. SALOON
The Prospector tosses the Ruffian aside and turns to Buck.

The Barkeep winces as the Ruffian [ ands hard on one of the
tabl es, smashing it.

PROSPECTOR
That decoration on your chest...
it is a synbol of authority?

Buck is confused that this odd stranger would not recognize
a Sheriff’s badge when he sees one.

BUCK
Means |'’mthe | aw around here.
The Sheriff. Name’'s Starr.
Buck Starr.



PROSPECTOR
How unfortunate for you then,
Sheriff Starbuck Starr..

The Prospector pulls a blinking, silver laser fromhis
hol ster and trains it on Buck.

PROSPECTOR
...for there can only be one |aw,
and you will be the first to..
Buck draws. Fast. | nean, this guy is like |ightning.
In one fluid notion Buck lets go of the bottle, pulls his
pi stol, SHOOTS the |laser fromthe Prospector’s hand,
returns the pistol to his holster --
-- and snatches up the bottle before it hits the ground.
The | aser skitters away across the barroom fl oor.
The Prospector |ooks at his enpty hand, stunned.
Buck takes a swig fromthe bottle and grins.
BUCK
Wrd to the wise. Less talk.
More bullets.

The Prospector | ooks back up at Buck.

PROSPECTOR
| mpossi bl e. . .

BUCK
You' d think so, wouldn't you?

Now Buck draws with his left hand. Again, it’s a blur.

BUCK
Qops. ..l did it again.

The Prospector darkens at this.
Hi s voi ce deepens, adopting an inhuman tinbre.

PROSPECTOR
.wll...not...be...MOCKED

14.
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EXT. SALOON

Barbos is exam ning the horse close up. Sniffing it,
actually. It’s horrible to watch, but Barbos begins
sniffing the animal’ s rear end.

The horse’s eyes go wide with surprise. It WH NNIES, then
bucks -- smacking Barbos in the chest with its hooves.

Barbos is thrown backwards, |anding hard in the dirt.

Bar bos groans, then stands. He dusts hinself off, glaring
at the horse.

| NT. SALOON
The Prospector, trenbling with rage, advances on Buck.
Buck ains his revol ver.

BUCK
Now you just hold it right there.
(he doesn’t stop)
Hey! | nean it!
(he keeps com ng)
C nmon...l haven’t shot anybody
al | week.

The Prospector continues to advance until Buck is forced to
FI RE, shooting himin the | eqg.

The Prospector takes the bullet with little nore than a
grimace. The wound cl oses and heal s.

The Prospector chuckles at Buck. Buck gapes in return.

The Prospector slaps the gun from Buck’s hand, and now, he
lifts Buck by the neck.

Every patron sits notionless, watching in stunned sil ence.

PROSPECTOR
Time to die, Sheriff Starbuck Starr.

The Prospector tightens his grip.
BUCK

(choki ng)
The nane is...Buck...arghh..
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The HORSE SMASHES t hrough the front w ndow.

A hail storm of shattered glass. Tables are crushed beneath
the ani mal as cowboys dive clear of its path

Anot her wi nce fromthe Barkeep, this one bigger, as he
hel pl essly watches the destruction.

The spell is broken, and cowboys trip over each other as
they high-tail it outside through the sal oon doors.

The Prospector turns to the w ndow, enraged as he spies
Bar bos through the shattered pane.

PROSPECTOR
YOU FOOL!

Bar bos panics in the face of such rage. He turns to flee,
running with an awkward, shanbling waddl e.

The horse continues to whinny and withe, overturning nore
t abl es.

Buck rai ses his whiskey bottle, then SMASHES it agai nst the
Prospector’s head.

The Prospector is not even phased. He snaps his head back
to Buck with an angry snarl .

But as the whiskey runs down the Prospector’s face, his
skin begins to blister and bubble. Sone of the skin slides
right off, revealing the skull beneath.

An i nhuman skull. Wth crooked, knitting-needle teeth.

The Prospector’s eyes go wide. He flings Buck and HOAS in
pain, clawing at his face.

PROSPECTOR
AGH  What poison is this?!

Buck watches, anmazed as the Prospector begins to grow and
bul ge -- his skin and clothing stretch like taffy --
transform ng into sonething i nhuman.

Transform ng i nto Ml och.

Wth a ROAR borne of pain and fury, huge, |eathery w ngs
sprout from Mol och’ s back
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Now Mol och takes flight -- it is both graceful and ghastly
to behold. Ml och snashes through the roof of the sal oon
and rises up into the starry night sky.

The Barkeep | ooks up at the hole and faints dead away.
Buck races to the shattered w ndow.

THROUGH THE W NDOW

Buck watches as Ml och dives, swooping | ow over the
terrified sal oon patrons who scatter |ike ants.

But Mol och is heading towards Barbos, and |i ke a hawk, he
scoops up the brute with his i mense cl aws.

Buck watches as Ml och flaps off into the desert night,
sil houetted by the noon, carrying Barbos beneath him

| NT. SALOON
Buck jerks at the sound of an O S. GUNSHOT.
He turns. The Indian holds a snoking revol ver.
He has shot the horse.
The I ndian | ooks up at Buck.
| NDI AN

The beast was in agony.
(notions with

t he gun)
Your weapon. | hope you do
not m nd.

The I ndian tosses the gun back to Buck. Buck catches it
snoothly and slips it back into his hol ster.

BUCK
Thanks.

The | ndi an nods towards the w ndow.

| NDI AN
You will hunt thenf
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Buck steps over to pick up the |l aser he shot from Mol och’ s
hand. He examnes it, fascinated by this weapon, and
responds w t hout | ooking up.

BUCK

| reckon sonmebody ought a.
| NDI AN

Then I will conme with you.

Buck continues to fiddle with the | aser --

BUCK
Mnd if I ask why you're..

-- and alnost |eaps fromhis boots as he accidentally
di scharges the weapon.

A white fireball streaks across the sal oon, blow ng a huge,
snoki ng hol e through the center of the piano with a
di scordant BWONG

Buck lights up like a kid at Chri stnas.

BUCK
Boy- Howdy!
(to I ndian)
Now there’s a pistol! Mnd if
| ask why you're so eager to set
of f after them boys, chief?

The I ndi an | ooks down at the dead ani nal .
| NDI AN
He was ny horse.
EXT. WOODS - N GHT

Kipple and Em |y have arrived at the canp of the grizzled
Pr ospector.

Enmerging fromthe trees, they rein their horses at the
sight of the pod. Kipple nearly |leaps fromhis nount.

KI PPLE
Ext raor di nary!
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Ki ppl e races towards the pod. Emly disnmounts, but her
approach is a bit nore tentati ve.

EM LY
Be careful, papa.

KI PPLE
Oh, yes. Most careful.

He pokes and prods wi th abandon, not being careful at all,
pushi ng every button he can find.

Then Kipple finds a button that does sonething. The hatch
opens with a pneumatic HISS right in front of Emly.

EM LY
Oh!

She gl ances at Ki ppl e, who gives her an eager go-ahead nod.
Emly turns and pokes her head inside the pod.

She SCREAMS, and backs away fromthe pod, horrified.

Ki ppl e steps up to the hatch to | ook for hinself.

| NT. POD

Sprawl ed inside the pod is the battered corpse of the
grizzled Prospector.

EXT. SALOON — NI GHT

Buck and the Indian stand before a small, nervous crowd of
nmen.

BUCK
So who's with us?

A lot of foot shuffling. No one steps forward.
BUCK
You gotta be kidding ne. You

mean there ain't one..

Kipple and Emily arrive on their galloping horses,
interrupting him
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KI PPLE
Sheriff! W nust discuss matters
of great urgency!

BUCK
|’mKkind of in the m ddle of
sonet hi ng here, granps.

EM LY
Please. [It’s very inportant.

Buck now | ooks to Emly. And once he does, it takes hima
nmoment to catch his breath.

He puts on his best hero smle.

A ur nur

ri ses

to Kipple.

BUCK
Well, now. ..you tell me what’s
troubling you, little lady, and
ol’ Buck will nake it right.

EM LY
There's been a nurder!

Kl PPLE
By beings from outer space!

up fromthe group of nmen. Buck turns back

BUCK
You don’t say.

Kl PPLE
But | do. W found a ship..
a ship that flies! Technol ogy
such as |’ ve never seen.

BUCK
And you think it’s nmoon nen, huh?
EM LY
Pl ease...listen to him | saw it,
t 00. It was real. And so was

t he body.

Buck |l ooks to Em |y, then back to Kipple.
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BUCK
well, old-tinmer, as |luck would
have it you picked the one night
that talk |ike that won’t |and
you in the hoosegow till you
sober up. But what nmakes you
such an expert on space nen?

Ki ppl e extracts a business card fromhis pocket and hands
it to Buck.

Kl PPLE
Oh, I"'mno expert, but | assure
you ny scientific acumen i s nost
acute. M nane is Dr. Ivan Kipple.
| ama scientist, and an inventor.

Buck reads the card.

BUCK
Dr. lvan Kipple. Scientist and
i nvent or.
(1 ooks up)
What the heck is this?
Kl PPLE
It’s a card. My card. It tells

you who | am
(with pride now
| invented that.

Buck pockets the card, uninpressed.
BUCK
Well, good luck with that, but
why not just...

They all stop and turn at the sound of a distant ROAR, but
growi ng | ouder and approachi ng fast.

Anot her red escape pod races directly overhead with a
deaf eni ng WHOOSH.

The wind left inits wake ruffles Emly’s hair and dress.

They all follow the pod with their eyes until it disappears
fromview, crashing in the distance.
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KI PPLE
Remar kabl e!
(turns to Buck)
You see? Intelligent life
from beyond this world!

BUCK
You say that like it’s a
good t hi ng.

Buck turns back to his small crowd of potential posse
menbers. Cue the crickets.

Every last man has fled. The street is enpty save for a
lonely, rolling tunbl eneed.

Buck, Kipple, Emly, and the Indian all glance at one
anot her, as they are the only ones to be found.

FADE QUT.



