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1940s period UNIVERSAL and WORKING TITLE LOGOS. Title music 
from the FLASH GORDON radio serial underscores.

INT. FARMHOUSE - NIGHT1 1

We open on a grandfather clock, ticking loudly.

RADIO ANNOUNCER (O.S.)
Presenting the amazing 
interplanetary adventures of Flash 
Gordon and Dale Arden...

Pan down across a mantelpiece. We see a 1947 calendar, the 
date reads July 23rd. We move across a framed photograph of a 
man and his daughter, holding a little puppy.

RADIO ANNOUNCER (O.S.)
These thrilling adventures come to 
you as they are pictured in the 
Comic Weekly. The world’s greatest 
pictorial supplement of humour and 
adventure...

The broadcast distorts into static, strange vocal noises 
punctuate the fizz. We see a radiogram. The dog from the 
photo, now fully grown, jumps up and sniffs inquisitively. We 
follow the dog to the door. It scratches and barks. A little 
girl in pyjamas, glimpsed only from the waist down appears, 
holding a teddy bear. She opens the door. 

LITTLE GIRL
Go on then Paul, don’t be long.

EXT. FARMHOUSE - NIGHT2 2

CAPTION: Moorcroft, Wyoming. 

The small dog trots out across the property. It looks up. The 
sounds of night cease. We hear a strange, low hum, growing 
louder. It splutters to a stop. The dog whimpers.

Back at the farmhouse, a deep, dull thud shakes the ground. 
An orange glow pulsates somewhere out in the darkness.

LITTLE GIRL
Paul?... Paul? 
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EXT. SAN DIEGO STREET - DAY3 3

GRAEME WILLY (32) and CLIVE GOLLINGS (33), wait to cross the 
road. Four ORCS pass. The boys shrug derisively. 

CAPTION: San Diego, Present Day. 

The crosswalk beeps. The boys set off across the road.

INT. CONVENTION CENTRE. MONTAGE/TITLES4 4

GRAEME and CLIVE are in the audience for one of the event’s 
famous panels. They applaud vigorously.

GRAEME, CLIVE and some small children wear VR helmets. 
Somewhere in cyberspace they are having a huge punch up.

GRAEME and CLIVE buy a mask of the lizard like Gorn from the 
Star Trek TV series. The episode plays on a TV monitor, 
behind the stand. They are hugely pleased with it.

GRAEME and CLIVE sit eating fries at a food stand. A short 
woman dressed as a HOBBIT passes by. CLIVE winks at her.

INT. CONVENTION CENTRE. CONVENTION FLOOR - LATER5 5

CLIVE points to a diorama featuring a mailbox on a desert 
road, on the side of which is written ‘Area 51’. They high 
five and set off across the convention floor.

GRAEME
I love it here. It feels so... 

CLIVE
...Right. We’re 5,339 miles from 
home and yet somehow, I feel like 
we belong here.

GRAEME
I know what you mean. I think this 
is the most fun I have ever had. 
I’m so glad we came Clive. 

GRAEME notices that CLIVE is no longer with him. 

GRAEME
Clive?

CLIVE brandishes a KATANA SWORD at a fantasy weapons stand. 
He closes one eye and looks down the length of the blade. 
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VENDER
That there is the Black Vampire. 
Watch out, she bites.

CLIVE
Beautiful piece.

VENDER
Damn straight. Practical 
performance. 100% Japanese, folded 
steel. Real hero shit.

CLIVE
How much?

VENDER
$1,349.99.

CLIVE nods, puts the sword down and walks away. 

GRAEME
Aren’t you gonna get it?

CLIVE
Jisahbe jay.

SUBTITLE: Fuck that.

INT. CONVENTION CENTRE. SIGNING PAVILION - DAY6 6

CLIVE
I can’t believe I’m going to meet 
Adam Shadowchild.

GRAEME
I know. He’s like, the coolest man 
alive.

Sitting behind a table looking very pleased with himself, is 
ADAM SHADOWCHILD. He wears a fedora. He signs copies of his 
latest book, The Moon Whisperer. Behind him, a banner 
displays the jacket art; a man sits behind a typewriter, as a 
bizarre tentacled alien whispers in his ear.

ADAM SHADOWCHILD
Step forth.

GRAEME and CLIVE step forward nervously.

ADAM SHADOWCHILD (CONT’D)
Greetings my friends.
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GRAEME
Hello Adam.

CLIVE
I just wanted to say, the Planet 
Fall trilogy has been a huge 
influence on me. Sebastian Rico is 
a wonderful protagonist.

ADAM SHADOWCHILD
Don’t tell me. You’re a writer.

CLIVE
I am, yes.

ADAM SHADOWCHILD
Oh good.

GRAEME
He won a Nebulon award in 1992.

CLIVE
For best science fiction short 
story by a male under 16.

ADAM SHADOWCHILD
I’ve lost count of my Nebulons.

CLIVE
I’ve been working on a follow up.

ADAM SHADOWCHILD
Well, I’d love to read it ...

CLIVE produces a large manuscript from his bag. ‘JELVA - 
ALIEN QUEEN OF THE VARVAK by CLIVE GOLLINGS. ILLUSTRATIONS BY 
GRAEME WILLY.’ On the cover, a muscular green woman in a gold 
bikini walks down the gangplank of a flying saucer carrying a 
laser whip. She has three tits.

ADAM SHADOWCHILD (CONT’D)
But not today. It’s a legal thing. 
I’m sure it’s good. Love the cover. 
Three tits. Awesome.

CLIVE
That was Graeme. I’m hoping to 
complete it soon. I’m just having 
trouble with the ending.
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ADAM SHADOWCHILD
A wise man said, “You have to spin 
a good yarn, before you can weave a 
great dream.”

GRAEME 
Who said that?

ADAM SHADOWCHILD 
I did. Just then. 

CLIVE 
I thought that was you.

GRAEME 
Will you write that on our book?

ADAM SHADOWCHILD 
No. You might steal it. 

ADAM SHADOWCHILD scribbles on Clive's manuscript. 

CLIVE
(reading)

"Keep your feet on the ground and 
keep reaching for the stars". Wow, 
two nuggets of Shadowchild wisdom 
in one day.

ADAM
The second one was Casey Kasem 
actually. You can have that.

SECURITY
Move along please guys.

GRAEME/CLIVE
Thanks Adam.

ADAM SHADOWCHILD
Oh, the pleasure was mine.

He sprays his hand with an anti-bacterial spray and laughs 
enigmatically. GRAEME and CLIVE move on. 

GRAEME
He was quite intense wasn’t he?

CLIVE
Well, he’s an artist. I think he 
would have liked the book. 
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GRAEME
Pity his lawyers are so strict.

CLIVE
Is that what success means? Being 
gagged by the man?

GRAEME
Do you think we’ll ever be gagged 
by men? 

CLIVE
I hope so.

GRAEME consults his guide book.

GRAEME
Hey Rosario Dawson’s here!

CLIVE 
She NEEDS to call me!

They high five and run off. Freeze frame on their glee.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT6A 6A

The room is fairly small. Graeme and Clive’s Comic Con spoils 
are littered around. A large map is open on a table, a thick 
red line traces a clear route across the middle. Graeme is 
sat on a small double bed wearing a fluffy bathrobe. He is on 
the phone.

GRAEME 
Yes... yes ... yes ...

CLIVE appears from the bathroom in identical attire. He is 
drying his hair with a towel.

CLIVE 
Is that the RV place?

GRAEME
Yes.

(into the phone) )
And there’s definitely two single 
beds, because we’ve had a few 
problems at the hotel ... Great. 
Okay, thanks very much. Bye.
CLIVE Is it here?

GRAEME (CONT’D)
It’s in the car park.
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CLIVE DON’T YOU MEAN THE PARKING LOT?
Don’t you mean the parking lot?

GRAEME 
(in a bad American accent)

I sure do. They laugh.

CLIVE 
We’re actually here Graeme. The
United States Of America. How long 
have we dreamed about this?

GRAEME 
Since we were kids.

CLIVE 
Now look at us. Grown men.

A knock on the door.

GRAEME/CLIVE
PIZZA!

CLIVE opens the door to a small Hispanic porter who enters 
with a room service tray.

CLIVE 
Hello, come in.

The porter sees the map on the table.

PORTER 
Good evening sir. Where can I set
this down?

GRAEME 
You can just pop it on the bed.

The porter surveys the double bed, then looks at Graeme and 
Clive.

PORTER 
You guys on honeymoon?

CLIVE 
No, we’re just friends.

GRAEME 
There was a bit of a mix up.

CLIVE 
Why don’t you put it on the table?
Let me just get this out of your 
way.
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Clive clears away the map and a number of guide books.

PORTER 
Going on a road trip huh??

CLIVE 
Yes, well what better way to follow
the world’s greatest comic book and 
science fiction convention, than a 
tour of the America’s most famous 
UFO hotspots.

PORTER
Huh?

GRAEME 
The Black Mailbox at Area 51,
Nevada, Camp Verde and Apache 
Junction in Arizona, then on down 
to Roswell, New Mexico for the site 
of the famous crash of ‘47.

CLIVE 
Alleged site. Some conspiracy
theorists believe the Roswell 
incident was actually a carefully 
orchestrated hoax to divert 
attention from the real crash which 
happened elsewhere.

The porter stares at them blankly.

GRAEME 
Do you believe in aliens?

PORTER
( defensively)

What do you mean aliens?

CLIVE 
I’ll sign the cheque shall I?

Clive signs the cheque. The porter smiles and leaves.

PORTER 
Have a nice honeymoon.

Graeme and Clive look at each other and shrug. Some time 
later the boys are in bed, hidden behind their map. Clive 
removes it to his bedside, revealing them both tucked up in 
bed together.
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CLIVE 
I suppose we should go to sleep.
Early start in the morning.

GRAEME 
What do you think you’ll dream
about?

CLIVE 
The open road. High adventure, that
sort of thing. You?

GRAEME 
Wonder Woman.

CLIVE 
Please don’t. Remember Brussels?

GRAEME
Okay.

CLIVE 
Good night Graeme.

CLIVE (CONT’D)
Good night Clive.

They both reach for their bedside lights.

CLIVE (CONT’D)
Three, two, one ...

Blackness.

EXT. COMIC CON - MORNING7 7

The exterior of the convention center is deserted but for a 
few lone stragglers. A solitary zombie goes into Starbucks. 
Another TBD costumed attendee staggers into the hotel, still 
drunk from the night before.

OMITTED8 8

"Paul" BLUE Additional Photography 11/7/11 6C
CONTINUED: (3)6A 6A



EXT. HOTEL - MORNING9 9

The boys stand, waiting for their transport. 

GRAEME
What an amazing con.

CLIVE
That, my friend, was just the 
beginning.

A tiny car splutters up. A valet gets out and hands the keys 
to CLIVE.

GRAEME
That’s not ours.

VALET
No?

CLIVE
That’s ours.

A large RV pulls up. A 1985 Beagle Traveller.

VALET
Oh.

GRAEME and CLIVE run off and board the RV, which leaves 
revealing the four ORCS. They give the VALET some small 
change in exchange for their keys, clamber into their tiny 
car and drive off. The VALET regards his tip with disdain.

VALET
Fucking Orcs.

The VALET flips the bird. We hear the screech of brakes. 

INT. RV - MORNING10 10

GRAEME emerges from the toilet.

GRAEME
The bulb’s gone in there.

GRAEME sits in the passenger (Chewie) seat and gets comfy.

CLIVE
Don’t let it spoil your fun.
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GRAEME
Oh I won’t. I think this is the 
most fun I have ever had.

CLIVE
This is nothing Graeme. Wait ‘til 
we get to the Vasquez Rocks.

EXT. VASQUEZ ROCKS. CA - DAY 11 11

GRAEME and CLIVE are locked in a wrestling embrace, re-
enacting the famous scene from the original Star Trek. GRAEME 
wears the GORN mask. They realize they are being watched by a 
group of GERMAN TOURISTS. 60s crash zoom in on the masked 
GRAEME. They run off.

INT/EXT. RV - DAY12 12

CLIVE drives. The pair look considerably less enthusiastic 
than they did earlier.

CLIVE
How long have we been driving?

GRAEME
Nine hours.

CLIVE
Amazing isn’t it? There are almost 
300 million people in this country 
and we haven’t seen a soul for a 
hundred miles. Where is everybody?

GRAEME
What about that old woman on 
crutches we saw hitchhiking?

CLIVE
Apart from her.

GRAEME
I suppose that’s why they 
established the Dreamland facility 
out here.

CLIVE
Did you know the site was selected 
in the mid-1950s for testing of the 
U-2 spy plane due to its remoteness 
and proximity to existing 
facilities?
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GRAEME 
Yes.

CLIVE
Oh.  

GRAEME
I can’t believe we’re going to see 
the actual Black Mailbox!

CLIVE
First things first Graeme. We have 
a reservation at the most popular 
eatery in the cosmos.

EXT. THE LITTLE A’LE’INN - LATE AFTERNOON13 13

A remote diner on the edge of a tiny town. A homemade 
spaceship hangs from a pickup truck in the car park. GRAEME 
and CLIVE take pictures of each other standing next to it.

INT. THE LITTLE A’LE’INN - LATE AFTERNOON14 14

GRAEME and CLIVE are the only customers. They are finishing 
their meals. The interior is replete with Area 51 
memorabilia. CLIVE pokes at a plate of prawn shells.

CLIVE
Looks like a pile of dead droids.

The proprietor, PAT, (female, 50s) is fishing around in a box 
with her behind in the air. GRAEME watches mesmerized. She 
spins round triumphantly, holding two bumper stickers.

PAT
Gotcha.

GRAEME
What? I wasn’t.

PAT
“Watch The Skies” or “Alien 
Onboard”?

CLIVE
“Alien Onboard”.

PAT
Sure?

"Paul" BLUE Additional Photography 11/7/11 9
CONTINUED:12 12



CLIVE
Yes.

PAT
Sure?

CLIVE
Yes.

PAT
Sure?

CLIVE
Yes.

PAT
Okay, if you’re sure. 

CLIVE looks unsure.

PAT (CONT’D)
How was Comic-Con?

GRAEME
How could you tell we’ve been to 
Comic-Con?

Hold on GRAEME and CLIVE looking back at PAT. They look like 
the most painfully obvious Comic-Con attendees ever.

PAT
Lucky guess.

CLIVE
We met Adam Shadowchild.

PAT
Who in tarnation is Adam 
Shadowchild?

GRAEME
He wrote The Venusian Pangenesis.

PAT
I haven’t read that one.

GRAEME
Jenny Starpepper And The Great 
Brass Hen?

PAT
Nope.
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CLIVE
The Robot’s Mistress?

PAT
I like romances.

GRAEME
That one’s kind of a romance.

PAT
Between a woman and a machine?

GRAEME
Uh... yes.

PAT
I hear that.

CLIVE
Do you get a lot of UFO types in 
here?

Hold on PAT looking back at CLIVE, surrounded by UFO and 
alien paraphernalia, a slight smile on her face.

PAT
Some.

CLIVE
Do you believe?

PAT
Oh sure. I seen a lot of strange 
things in these parts. Besides, be 
a shame if we were the only souls 
in the universe. 

CLIVE
Probability alone suggests we’re 
not. There are 200 billion galaxies 
in the observable universe and each 
of those has approximately 40 
billion stars, around which orbit 
countless planets and moons.

PAT
Makes you think, don’t it?

CLIVE/GRAEME
What?

PAT
Where is everybody?
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GRAEME and CLIVE ponder this.

PAT (CONT’D)
Boo!

GRAEME and CLIVE jump. PAT laughs but not unkindly.

PAT (CONT’D)
You boys all set? 

CLIVE
I’d like a cup of coffee please.

PAT
Sure thing. How about you, sugar?

GRAEME
Can I have an E.T. malt?

PAT
You wanna sparkler in that?

GRAEME smiles coyly.

PAT (CONT’D)
I’m gonna take that as a yes.

She beams at the boys and disappears into the kitchen. GRAEME 
and CLIVE are left alone. They take it all in.

GRAEME
She’s nice isn’t she?

CLIVE
Yes, I think I might do a toilet.

CLIVE walks through a door marked ‘MALIENS’. The adjacent 
toilet door is marked ‘WOMEN’. Two large men in hunting gear 
(GUS and JAKE) enter. They are laughing uproariously at 
something. GRAEME smiles slightly at the hilarity. The men 
spot GRAEME and immediately look hostile. GRAEME goes pale 
and quiet. The men look around them in disgust, then back at 
GRAEME. CLIVE appears from the toilet with his hands in the 
air.

CLIVE (CONT’D)
Hey Graeme, an alien just sicked up 
into my palms. 

GRAEME
Clive...
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CLIVE
I’m joking. There’s a soap 
dispenser in there, shaped like an 
alien’s head. It’s brilliant! 

GRAEME flicks his eyes to the counter. CLIVE looks over and 
sees the two men. They are glaring back. CLIVE wilts.

PAT (O.S.)
Here it comes!

The two men turn to see PAT emerge from the kitchen with a 
cup of coffee and an absurd looking milkshake, a lit sparkler 
protruding.

PAT (CONT’D)
Cup of joe and an extra thick malt 
for the boys from space.

GUS and JAKE scoff and snigger. PAT doesn’t miss a beat.

PAT (CONT’D)
Well hello there boys.

GUS
What is this? Some kinda gay bar?

PAT
Oh it’s just a place you can get a 
bite to eat and maybe share a close 
encounter.

JAKE
Sounds like a gay bar.

GUS and JAKE look over at GRAEME and CLIVE.

CLIVE
We’re just friends.

PAT
You two look like you could do with 
a couple of beers. 

GUS
What kind of beer is it?

PAT
Straight and manly.

GUS
We’ll take two.
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PAT
You got it. Where you headed?

JAKE
Utah.

GUS
We’re going hunting.

PAT
Hunting huh? 

GUS
Yep, coon, beaver, whatever steps 
in front of the bangstick.

PAT
Well now, I heard Utah beaver puts 
up quite a fight.

JAKE
Oh that’s what we’re counting on.

They nudge each other and laugh.

PAT
I better make you something good 
and hot. Long way to The Beehive.

PAT gives GRAEME and CLIVE a look. CLIVE understands and 
places a number of bills on the table. She winks at them. 
They leave. GRAEME comes back in and retrieves the bumper 
sticker. JAKE and GUS watch him with beady eyes.

INT/EXT. RV - DUSK15 15

GRAEME boards the RV. The engine is running.

CLIVE
What took you so long?

GRAEME
I was putting the sticker on.

CLIVE
They were an odd pair.

GRAEME
Not really our sort were they?
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CLIVE
Well I doubt very much we’ll be 
seeing them again.

CLIVE fires up the engine and jams it into reverse. CRUNCH.

GRAEME
That wasn’t their truck was it?

CLIVE
No.

GRAEME
Should we check?

CLIVE
No.

GRAEME
Okay, drive fast though.

EXT. THE LITTLE A’LE’INN - EVENING16 16

The RV roars off, leaving the SUV, shiny, mean, dented.

EXT. THE EXTRA TERRESTRIAL HIGHWAY - DUSK17 17

GRAEME and CLIVE are standing next to a solitary WHITE MAIL 
BOX at the side of a desolate road.

GRAEME
The Black Mail Box.

CLIVE
We made it Graeme. We’re actually 
here. It’s amazing, isn’t it? 

GRAEME
Do you remember when we Googled it 
on your mum’s computer and the 
phone rang and you thought it was 
the FBI?

CLIVE
I didn’t really think it was the 
FBI.

GRAEME
You started crying. 
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CLIVE
I had jet lag.

GRAEME
We’d only been to Brussels.

CLIVE 
Did you know that this isn’t the 
mailbox for Area 51? It actually 
belongs to a local rancher here in 
the Tikaboo Valley.

GRAEME
Yes.

CLIVE
Oh.

HEADLIGHTS appear on the horizon as GRAEME and CLIVE take 
photos of each other, oblivious.

GRAEME
Imagine if we got buzzed by a 
craft.

CLIVE
That would be amazing. It just sort 
of hovers over us and all the coins 
in our pockets go magnetic and we 
get sunburn. Then it goes up really 
fast. 

GRAEME
Would the coins remain magnetic?

CLIVE
Yes. For about 40 minutes.

GRAEME
What would you do if they actually 
landed?

CLIVE
Keep it together. First contact is 
a big responsibility. They come in 
peace, we go to pieces? That’s not 
how I roll.

The distant squeal of tires draws their attention to the 
approaching vehicle. Their eyes widen.

GRAEME
Do you think it’s those men?
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CLIVE
No.

Beat. GRAEME and CLIVE sprint off in a girly panic.

INT. RV - NIGHT18 18

GRAEME and CLIVE drive, constantly checking their rearview.

CLIVE
They’re gaining!

GRAEME
Oh God, oh God, oh God.

CLIVE
I need the toilet.

GRAEME
You’ve just been!

CLIVE
You know I’ve got a child’s 
bladder.

GRAEME
It’s like ‘Deliverance’.

CLIVE
They’re going to rape us and break 
our arms.

GRAEME
I don’t want my arms broken!

The vehicle behind draws dangerously close, tailgating the 
RV, horn blaring. It swerves from side to side.

GRAEME
Don’t let them get past.

CLIVE
Should I ram them?

GRAEME
What about our deposit?

The vehicle passes. It is a blacked out SEDAN CAR.

GRAEME
It’s not them.
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GRAEME and CLIVE erupt into celebration. Laughing and 
exchanging stories about just how worried they were. 
Meanwhile, up ahead the SEDAN pulls a spectacular handbrake 
turn, and flips over onto its roof. The RV closes in on the 
crashed SEDAN just as CLIVE looks back at the road. The boys 
scream as the RV swerves wildly, narrowly missing the 
upturned car. CLIVE jams on the brakes.

GRAEME and CLIVE sit dazed and panting in the cockpit. They 
look at each other, their faces pale and shocked.

EXT. THE EXTRA TERRESTRIAL HIGHWAY - DUSK19 19

GRAEME and CLIVE step out of the RV and approach the car. It 
is empty. The door hangs open.

CLIVE
Hello?

GRAEME
Maybe you should call for help.

CLIVE pulls out a cell phone and dials.

DISEMBODIED VOICE (O.S.)
I wouldn’t do that if I were you.

The sounds of night cease. GRAEME and CLIVE spin round to see 
a figure sitting on a rock completely in shadow. The faint 
glow of a cigarette flares briefly in the darkness.

OPERATOR (O.S.)
911 Emergency...

The shape steps into the light. GRAEME and CLIVE emit a 
terrified squeak.

CREATURE
Put - the phone - down.

OPERATOR (O.S.)
Hello? Hello?

Standing in front of them, clad only in cut-off shorts and 
flip-flops and wearing a backpack, is a bizarre, dwarfish 
creature, with greenish grey skin and huge black eyes. The 
classic Roswell alien.

CLIVE
If anything, I’m disappointed.
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Without the slightest change of expression CLIVE rocks 
backwards in a dead faint. He hits the ground with a bump. 
GRAEME looks at CLIVE then back at the CREATURE. When GRAEME 
speaks, his voice quivers with hysterical panic.

GRAEME
What have you done to him?

CREATURE
I didn’t do anything, he fainted.

GRAEME
Yes but you made him faint.

CREATURE
But it’s not like I set my phaser 
to ‘Faint’.

GRAEME
You’ve got a phaser?!

CREATURE
No! Listen, I need you to help me. 
Can we get this guy back onto your 
wagon? 

GRAEME
Are you... an alien?

CREATURE
I suppose, yes. To you I am.

GRAEME
Are you going to probe us?

CREATURE
Why do people always assume that? 
What do you think we’re doing, 
harvesting farts? How much 
knowledge can you get from an ass? 

GRAEME
What?

CREATURE
Listen, we don’t have much time. 
What’s your name? 

GRAEME
Graeme Willy.

CREATURE
And who’s that?
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GRAEME
That’s the writer, Clive Gollings.

CREATURE
Okay. My name’s Paul.

GRAEME
Paul?

PAUL
Yeah, now let’s get the writer, 
Clive Gollings on to the RV and get 
going. Please.

GRAEME
But-

PAUL
Listen Graeme, I wouldn’t ask but 
this is absolutely a matter of life 
and death.

GRAEME
Seriously?

PAUL
Seriously. If you don’t help me, 
there is a very good chance I will 
die on this road tonight.

GRAEME
But... we’re on quite a tight 
schedule...

PAUL
Graeme...

GRAEME
I’m frightened.

PAUL
That’s okay. So am I. Sometimes you 
just gotta roll the dice.

GRAEME looks at PAUL. He is 4 feet tall. His black almond 
shaped eyes glint. His large head tilts to one side.

GRAEME
Okay.

They attempt to move CLIVE. PAUL senses something.
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PAUL
This man has pissed his pants.

GRAEME
He’s got a child’s bladder. 
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They drag CLIVE into the RV. The door shuts, a few seconds 
later, GRAEME appears and runs round to the back of the RV. 
He rips the bumper sticker off and gets back on board.

INT/EXT. RV - NIGHT20 20

GRAEME drives. He glances furtively at PAUL.

PAUL
Doesn’t this thing go any faster?

GRAEME
The speed limit is 70 miles per 
hour.

PAUL
Fuck the speed limit. No don’t fuck 
it. You’re right. We gotta stay 
inconspicuous. 

GRAEME
How come I can understand you? Are 
you using some sort of neural 
language router?

PAUL
I’m speaking English you fucking 
moron.

(off Graeme’s expression)
Hey I’m tense, I’ve just been 
involved in a major car crash. 

GRAEME
That was your fault.

PAUL
Well, I can’t reach both pedals, I 
had to use the parking brake.

PAUL notices that GRAEME is staring at him.

PAUL
Better watch the road there sport.

GRAEME
I’m sorry.

PAUL
S’okay, you’re in shock. This must 
be really weird for you. Just drive 
normal and head north. 

"Paul" BLUE Additional Photography 11/7/11 21
CONTINUED: (4)19 19

(MORE)



We need to get as much distance as 
we can between us and them.

GRAEME
Them? Who’s them?

EXT. THE EXTRA TERRESTRIAL HIGHWAY - NIGHT 21 21

Headlights illuminate the upturned SEDAN as a similar vehicle 
pulls up. A suited man emerges. The shot remains at his hip. 
He inspects the wreck, shining a torch into the empty cabin. 
As he walks back to his own vehicle, he stops at a patch of 
moisture. He touches it. His hand disappears out of shot 
towards his face. We hear his lips smack followed by a 
violent spit. He stands, kicking at tire tracks in the dust 
by the side of the road. The man turns, revealing his face 
for the first time. He grimaces. 

ZOIL
Fuck.

VOICE (O.S.)
Zoil, what’s happening?

Chiselled, focused, confident. This is SPECIAL AGENT ZOIL. 
ZOIL walks to his car and picks up the radio.

ZOIL
He’s gone.

VOICE (O.S.)
Gone, gone?

ZOIL
Hard to say.

VOICE (O.S.)
Shit! Don’t you think this is all a 
bit of a coincidence?

ZOIL
Are you suggesting he knew?

VOICE (O.S.)
Coulda been an inside job.

ZOIL
Doubtful. He definitely had help 
though.

VOICE (O.S.)
What do you mean?!

"Paul" BLUE Additional Photography 11/7/11 22
CONTINUED:20 20

PAUL (CONT'D)



ZOIL
Tire tracks.

VOICE (O.S.)
How do you know they don’t belong 
to us?

ZOIL
Because I found them right next to 
a big old puddle of piss.

VOICE (O.S.)
Bastard jacked a native!

ZOIL
Looks like two.

VOICE (O.S.)
We should break out the big guns. 
Deploy Ghost Squadron. Lock down 
the area. Expand the theatre for a 
hundred miles. Road blocks, spot 
checks. Bells and whistles. 

ZOIL 
Do you think that’s wise sir? The 
last thing we need is a hoo-har. 
It’s just a couple of civilians. 
Why dont’ you let me handle this?

VOICE (O.S.)
Softly, softly catchee space-monkey 
huh?

ZOIL
These roads are treacherous at 
night. People have accidents all 
the time.

VOICE (O.S.)
I like your thinking. Get it done. 
I got two rookies on a 1/14 75 
clicks north of you. I’ll have them 
set up a road block. We’ll keep 
them out of the loop, strictly 
‘need to know’. Hey, if they do 
find him they might shit their 
pants and do the job for us. Then 
you can whack them too. If they 
don’t find him, take them with you, 
you might need the extra muscle. 
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ZOIL
You know I prefer to fly solo.

VOICE (O.S.)
And I prefer handjobs to tax 
returns. Clock’s ticking.
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ZOIL fires up his car. He frowns.

ZOIL
What’s a 1/14?

INT. SANDWICH SHOP - NIGHT 22 22

We see a sign which reads, ‘GERTIE’S 24 HOUR SANDWICHES. BEST 
SUBS FOR 75 CLICKS.’

A man (late 20s) dressed like agent ZOIL waits in front of a 
large backlit numbered menu board. This is O’REILLY.

SANDWICH VENDOR
One 14 with lite mayo.

O’REILLY pays. Another agent enters. This is HAGGARD.

HAGGARD
Heads up. We got reassigned.

O’REILLY
Cool! What about the sandwich?

HAGGARD
She said we can share it.

O’REILLY
I love this job!

EXT/INT. RV - NIGHT - A FEW HOURS LATER23 23

Inside, CLIVE’s eyes open. From the bathroom, CLIVE can hear 
the sound of someone peeing noisily. He notices his jeans 
have been hung up to dry. The toilet flushes. CLIVE pretends 
to be asleep as the door opens. A pair of skinny grey legs in 
cut-off shorts pass the bunk.

PAUL
The bulb’s out in there.

PAUL sits in the Chewie seat and tucks into a bag of 
pistachios. 

PAUL
I hate it when you get a closed 
one, right?

GRAEME
I just bite them.
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PAUL
Are you fucking insane?! You gotta 
tap them and if they don’t open, 
you throw them away.

GRAEME
That’s mussels.

PAUL
Get the fuck outta here?!

Suddenly, a large shape cuts between them as CLIVE dives onto 
PAUL, grabbing his throat.

PAUL
What the fuck?!

CLIVE
What are you?

GRAEME
Clive stop it!

CLIVE
Graeme, get his legs!

GRAEME
It’s okay, he’s an alien. His 
name’s Paul. He comes in peace! 

CLIVE lets go. PAUL rubs his neck.

PAUL
Fucking psycho!

CLIVE
Aliens aren’t called Paul.

PAUL
Well I’m called Paul.

GRAEME
Paul’s from a small M-class planet 
in the northern spiral arm of the 
Andromeda Galaxy.

CLIVE
He looks too... too obvious.
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PAUL
That’s because over the last 60 
years or so, the human race has 
been drip fed images of my face on 
T-shirts and lunch boxes and shit 
to get you used to it. It’s called 
subliminal assimilation. It’s so if 
our species do meet, you guys won’t 
have a spaz attack. 

CLIVE
I did not have a spaz attack.

CLIVE grabs at PAUL.

PAUL
Ow, that’s my jorph! Don’t put your 
fingers in there, I’ll get 
pregnant!

GRAEME
Oh my god!

PAUL
I’m not ready to be a father!

GRAEME
No, look!
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CLIVE releases PAUL and looks out of the RV to see the 
flashing lights of a road block. GRAEME slows down.

CLIVE
Shitting heck!

GRAEME pulls the RV onto the hard shoulder. 

GRAEME
Paul?

PAUL is not there. KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK!

EXT. DESERT ROAD - NIGHT24 24

GRAEME and CLIVE stand outside the RV being questioned by 
HAGGARD. O’REILLY is searching the RV.

HAGGARD
Whatcha doin’ in the U.S.?

GRAEME
Holiday. 

CLIVE
We’ve just been to Comic-Con.

HAGGARD
Don’t tell O’Reilly. He loves that 
dweeb shit.

O’REILLY (O.S.)
OH MY GOD LOOK AT THIS!

GRAEME and CLIVE exchange a terrified look. O’REILLY appears 
at the door waving the manuscript.

O’REILLY (CONT’D)
These guys have met Adam 
Shadowchild!

HAGGARD
Who the hell is Adam Shadowchild?

CLIVE
He wrote The Jupiter Praxis.

HAGGARD shrugs.

GRAEME
Jenny Starpepper and the Huge White 
Gibbon?
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HAGGARD
Nope.

CLIVE
Night of the Moths?

O’REILLY joins them.

O’REILLY
What was he like?

GRAEME
Bit intense.
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CLIVE
He’s an artist.

O’REILLY hands HAGGARD the manuscript.

HAGGARD
What’s this? Nerd porn?

GRAEME
It’s Clive’s novel.

CLIVE
It’s my novel.

HAGGARD (CONT’D)
Ha. Three tits. Awesome.

O’REILLY
You should have given her four.

GRAEME
That’s just sick.

CLIVE
Yes, I mean where does that end?

O’REILLY
Just saying is all. Hey, you think 
this is what we’re looking for?

HAGGARD
Doubtful. What else was in there?

O’REILLY
Just some pissy jeans. 

HAGGARD looks down at the towel. CLIVE looks embarrassed. 

HAGGARD
Okay, you guys can go.

CLIVE
Thank you. May I ask what you’re 
searching for?

HAGGARD
No.

Beat. GRAEME and CLIVE shuffle off awkwardly and board the 
RV. HAGGARD and O’REILLY watch them go.

O’REILLY
That was great. Good energy.

HAGGARD
Thanks.
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INT/EXT. RV - NIGHT25 25

GRAEME and CLIVE pull away in silence, CLIVE at the wheel.

CLIVE
Well, it’s pretty obvious what 
happened there isn’t it?

GRAEME
Is it?

CLIVE
The government used some sort of 
neurotoxic paint on the black 
mailbox - which was white by the 
way - and it caused us to suffer a 
shared hallucination about an 
alien. Makes complete sense.

PAUL appears from thin air, sitting on the dashboard 
completely naked, his modesty obscured.

PAUL
WRONG!

EXT. DESERT ROAD - NIGHT26 26

The sound of screeching tires draws the attention of the two 
AGENTS. They see the RV swerve across the road in the 
distance before righting itself and continuing on its way.

INT. RV - NIGHT27 27

PAUL is sitting on the dashboard between GRAEME and CLIVE. He 
is naked.

PAUL
Have you guys seen my pants?

GRAEME
How did you do that? How did you go 
invisible?

PAUL
It’s a camouflage response.

GRAEME
Like Predator?
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PAUL
Exactly, although I can only do it 
while I’m holding my breath.

GRAEME
Whenever you want though?

PAUL
(Predator voice)

Anytime...

CLIVE
Am I the only sane person here?!  
We can’t do this. It’s fine for you 
isn’t it? You’ll get sent back to 
Area 51- 
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- and we’ll be arrested for 
harbouring a fugitive and sent to 
Guantanamo Bay. 

GRAEME
They shut Guantanamo Bay.

PAUL
(sceptical)

Have they? Oh and FYI, an orange 
boiler suite and spot of sensory 
depravation is a fucking cakewalk 
compared to what’s in store for me 
if I get caught.

GRAEME
What are they going to do to you?

PAUL
I’ll tell you when I know you 
better.

CLIVE
Oh well, I’ll look forward to that.

Silence. PAUL looks pointedly at GRAEME.
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PAUL
Why don’t I go make some bagels and 
coffee?

PAUL goes back to the kitchenette. 

GRAEME
What’s wrong?

CLIVE
There is an alien in the 
kitchenette, making bagels and 
coffee.

"Paul" BLUE Additional Photography 11/7/11 30A
CONTINUED: (3)27 27



GRAEME
Did you want tea?

CLIVE
No, I don’t want tea.

GRAEME
Tea’s a bit weird in America, isn’t 
it?

CLIVE
What’s weird, is that we’ve picked 
up an extra terrestrial hitchhiker 
and you seem completely fine with 
it!

GRAEME
He needs our help. Sometimes, you 
just gotta roll the dice.

CLIVE 
What if we wake up and find him 
inserting a probe into our anus?

GRAEME
It’s okay, they don’t do that.

PAUL returns with three bagels on one long finger.

PAUL
Who wants one of these?

CLIVE glowers at GRAEME.

EXT. DESERT ROAD - MORNING28 28

Close up on O’REILLY. His hands cover his face.

O’REILLY
Coming... ready or not!

O’REILLY opens his eyes and comes face to face with ZOIL. 
ZOIL holds up his ID.

ZOIL
Where’s the other one?

O’REILLY
I don’t know sir. 

Angle on the desert plain.
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O’REILLY (CONT’D)
Haggard?

100ft away, HAGGARD steps out from behind a solitary cactus. 
O’REILLY snorts, impressed. HAGGARD hurries over.

HAGGARD
Sorry, I was hiding. 

ZOIL
You had any traffic through here?

HAGGARD
Just a couple of hillbilly types 
and some nerds in an RV.

ZOIL
Nerds, huh?

O’REILLY
Yeah, they’d been to Comic-Con and 
met Adam Shadowchild.

ZOIL
Who the hell is Adam Shadowchild?

O’REILLY
He wrote Prisonhulk 441.

ZOIL shakes his head.

O’REILLY (CONT’D)
Jenny Starpepper and the Spitting 
Worm?

ZOIL
Really?

O’REILLY
Fluxing Uranus?

HAGGARD sniggers.

ZOIL
You’re grown men!

They look sheepish.

ZOIL
Did you search the vehicle?

O'REILLY
Yes sir.
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ZOIL
Find anything?

HAGGARD
Not really. Just a book about a 
green woman with three tits.

ZOIL
Three tits? Awesome.

HAGGARD
Oh and some pissy jeans.

Close in on ZOIL. He seems suddenly motivated.
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ZOIL
Listen to me you pair of fucking 
milk chins. I want everything you 
can remember. We’re leaving.

O’REILLY
What about the road block sir?

ZOIL
It didn’t work.

EXT. GAS STATION. FORECOURT - MORNING29 29

The door to the RV opens, CLIVE and GRAEME step out onto the 
forecourt, trying to look as casual as they can. 

HOOOONNNNNKKKK! GRAEME and CLIVE jump. 

PAUL (O.S.)
Get me some Reese's Pieces!!

GRAEME goes into the store, CLIVE goes to the pumps. He 
starts to fill the RV. A POLICE CRUISER pulls onto the 
forecourt. A STATE TROOPER enters the store.

INT. GAS STATION - MORNING30 30

CLIVE sidles up to GRAEME who is looking at light bulbs. He 
has an armful of supplies.

CLIVE
That’s a bit much isn’t it? Put it 
all back. Except the burrito and 
the doughnuts and the chocolate 
milk.

GRAEME
We need a bulb for the toilet.

CLIVE
Essentials only, Graeme!

GRAEME
What about Paul’s Reese’s Pieces?

CLIVE
Hurry up then!
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GRAEME and CLIVE approach the checkout. The STATE TROOPER 
flicks through a NATIONAL ENQUIRER, headline: “ALIEN PHONE 
SEX DROVE ME CRAZY” as he talks with CHRIS, the gas station 
clerk.
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STATE TROOPER
I told the son’ bitch to drop the 
TV but he wouldn’t. What else could 
I do? Had to shoot him. 

CHRIS
Non-lethal?

STATE TROOPER
Sure.

CHRIS
Knees?

STATE TROOPER
Face.

CHRIS
And he survived?

STATE TROOPER
No, he died.

CLIVE clears his throat.

STATE TROOPER (CONT’D)
You go right ahead.

CLIVE
Thank you officer.

STATE TROOPER
That your beast out there?

CLIVE
What?!

GRAEME
What?!

STATE TROOPER
Your RV?

CLIVE
Oh I see. No... I mean yes.

GRAEME
We hired it. From a hire company.

STATE TROOPER
Where’re you boys from?

CLIVE
England.
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STATE TROOPER
I heard about England. No guns.

CLIVE
Not really.

STATE TROOPER
How the police supposed to shoot 
anybody?

CLIVE
Well, they try not to.

The STATE TROOPER and CHRIS stare at GRAEME and CLIVE as if 
they are aliens. They smile awkwardly and pay. The STATE 
TROOPER and CHRIS watch them go.

STATE TROOPER
It’s a crazy world.

CHRIS
Someone oughta sell tickets.

STATE TROOPER
Hell, I’d buy one.

INT. RV - DAY31 31

GRAEME drives. CLIVE sits in the Chewie seat. The atmosphere 
is tense. PAUL crunches Reese's Pieces from behind them.

PAUL
You did good back there Graeme. You 
kept it cool, you didn’t panic. 
That cop didn’t suspect a thing.

CLIVE
He knew something. He was asking 
about the RV.

PAUL
He didn’t search it did he? Which 
means there’s no APB. Which means 
whoever is looking for us is 
keeping it on the down low.
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CLIVE
Paul, I don’t mean to be a stick in 
the mud but you’re asking a lot of 
us. I mean, we’ve only just met. We 
don’t know where we’re going or 
why. Don’t you think you owe us an 
explanation?
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PAUL
Alright. Picture this. 1947, an 
ordinary farmhouse, somewhere in 
the American mid west. The sounds 
of the night suddenly give way to a 
eerie silence ...

GRAEME and CLIVE listen intently. BANG!!! Something strikes 
the windshield. Everyone screams.     

EXT. ROAD - DAY   32 32

GRAEME, CLIVE and PAUL step out of the RV. A yellow and black 
bird lies dead on the road. 

PAUL
Fuck, that made me jump.

GRAEME
Poor thing. 

CLIVE
Nothing you could’ve done mate.

PAUL claps his hands and rubs them together. He picks up the 
bird as the air around him hums. He closes his eyes.

GRAEME
What are you doing?

The bird’s eyes flicker, it opens its beak and tweets. GRAEME 
and CLIVE are astounded by what they are seeing. 

CLIVE
It’s a miracle!

PAUL stuffs the bird in his mouth with a grotesque crunch. 

PAUL
I’ll miss these.

CLIVE
Why would you do that?

PAUL
I’m not gonna eat a dead bird, am 
I?

CLIVE and GRAEME stare at PAUL in horror. He coughs slightly, 
a few feathers fly out of his mouth.
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EXT. GAS STATION. FORECOURT - DAY33 33

ZOIL and his men are parked on the forecourt. O’REILLY talks 
to the STATE TROOPER and CHRIS. 

VOICE (O.S.)
Zoil, report.

ZOIL
We’ve tracked them to a gas station 
in Ely. We think he may be 
travelling in an RV with two men 
from England. 

VOICE (O.S.)
New England?

ZOIL
Old England.

VOICE (O.S.)
Creepy. I knew we should have gone 
ahead with the invasion in ‘53. 
What are they, MI6?

ZOIL
Negative. Just a couple of nerds on 
the lam from Comic-Con. 

VOICE (O.S.)
My sister’s kid went to that. 
Little Manga faggot. Zoil, this 
stinks like fat man doo-doo. I 
still think it was an inside job.

INT. HAGGARD’S CAR - CONTINUOUS34 34

HAGGARD is using his radio to eavesdrop.

VOICE (O.S.)
-I’m counting on you Zoil, I want 
those nerds iced, and that little 
green bastard either back in his 
fishbowl or dead ASAP.

HAGGARD’s eyes widen.

ZOIL
I’m closing in. I can feel it. In 
24 hours he’s gonna wish he never 
set foot on Planet Earth.
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INT. RV - DAY36 36

CLIVE drives. PAUL is reading the manuscript. GRAEME sits 
opposite, surreptitiously sketching PAUL.

GRAEME
Paul?

PAUL
Yep?

GRAEME
Have you ever done that to a 
person?

PAUL
What, eaten them?

GRAEME
No. Fixed them.

PAUL
No, no, no. Complex nervous systems 
are a bitch to empathize with, 
particularly after death. The 
damage can actually bounce back 
onto me. Minor injuries, 
afflictions, small animals, I’m 
fine with.

GRAEME
Could you fix my shin splints?

PAUL
Maybe later.  I’m kinda tuckered 
out.
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Actually, we should look for 
somewhere to stop for the night.

CLIVE
Stop? We’re fugitives Paul. I 
refuse to sit around and wait to 
get fingered by the men in black.

PAUL
If those goons are following us, we 
have to keep them guessing. We have 
to be unpredictable. We’ve go to 
jazz navigate the shit out of this 
trip.

CLIVE
What do you mean?

PAUL
This isn’t Hungry, Hungry Hippos 
Clive, it’s Ker-Plunk. We have to 
think tactically. My crew won’t be 
here for four days.

CLIVE
FOUR DAYS!

PAUL
Hey, travelling through hyperspace 
ain’t like dusting crops boy.

GRAEME hiccups a tiny laugh. CLIVE ignores him.

CLIVE
But the RV has to be back by 
Wednesday.

GRAEME
We could phone the rental company 
and extend the lease.

CLIVE
Graeme-

PAUL
Now you’re thinking! You got it 
from one of the big companies 
right? There’s bound to be an 
outlet near the rendezvous point.
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CLIVE
What rendezvous point? You said you 
were going to tell us where we were 
going before Graeme killed that 
bird.

GRAEME
You said it wasn’t my fault!

PAUL
I know but I want you guys to have 
plausible deniability okay? What 
you don’t know, you can’t tell them 
right? That way, if we get caught, 
you say it was kidnap. Besides, 
there’s no way you two would stand 
up under sustained water boarding. 

CLIVE
Yeah, cheers.

PAUL
Graeme, do you know how to use the 
internet?

GRAEME looks perplexed.

CLIVE
That’s a joke, right?

PAUL
Get online and find us an out of 
the way RV park. Somewhere off 
road, up in the hills. Remember, 
jazz nav baby, jazz nav. What is 
it?

GRAEME
Jazz nav.

CLIVE
Jazz nav.

PAUL
Alright. Hey pull over, pull over!
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EXT. DESERT HIGHWAY - DAY36A 36A

The RV is parked up. Next to the highway is a sign which 
reads ‘YOU ARE NOW ENTERING MOUNTAIN TIME.’ PAUL leaps back 
and forth over an imaginary line. 

PAUL
4 o’clock, 5 o’clock, 4 o’clock, 5 
o’clock, 4 o’clock. Come on! It’s 
fun.

CLIVE and GRAEME are watching PAUL intently.

PAUL (CONT’D)
If you think about it, it’s time 
travel.

GRAEME and CLIVE move over towards PAUL and join in jumping 
from one time zone to the other.

PAUL (CONT’D)
Alright!
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INT/EXT. RV/PEARLY GATES RV PARK - DUSK37 37

The RV pulls up.

GRAEME
It’s awfully quiet.

CLIVE
Quiet is good Graeme. Quiet is our 
friend.

PAUL
Boo! 

GRAEME and CLIVE shriek. PAUL chuckles.

PAUL
Graeme, go open the gate.

GRAEME opens the door to the RV. Standing outside is a young 
woman in her mid-twenties. She wears glasses with one eye 
blacked out. This is RUTH BUGGS.

RUTH
Hi there.

They all shriek. GRAEME slams the door. PAUL holds his breath 
and disappears. CLIVE joins GRAEME at the door.

CLIVE
(quietly to Graeme)

We’re just a couple of regular guys 
on a tour of the less touristy side 
of the American Midwest.
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GRAEME
I don’t think she heard you.

CLIVE
I’m talking to you.

GRAEME
Sorry.

RUTH (O.S.)
Hello?

GRAEME opens the door and smiles.

RUTH
Good evening, I’m Ruth Buggs.

GRAEME doesn’t say anything. He is clearly slightly thrown by 
the most beautiful woman he has ever seen.

CLIVE
Hello Ruth. I’m Clive Gollings and 
this is my colleague, Graeme Willy. 
Do you mind if we come in?

RUTH
Sure. Park in Bay 9. The charge is 
$25 for the night, including hook 
ups and I’ll need to hang onto an 
ID too. 

CLIVE disappears, leaving GRAEME and RUTH alone.

GRAEME
We’re just a couple of regular guys 
on a tour of the less touristy side 
of the American Midwest.

RUTH
How exciting. Where you heading?

GRAEME
Uh, first we were going north and 
now we’re going east.

CLIVE returns with his passport. RUTH looks at it.

CLIVE
There we go.

RUTH
U.K.? I love the U.K.
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CLIVE
Have you been?

RUTH
No. Did you know London was founded 
by the Romans in AD 43 as 
Londinium?

GRAEME/CLIVE
Yes.

RUTH
Oh. 

GRAEME
You should go.

RUTH
There’s lots’a places I wanna go.

An odd squeak from behind GRAEME and CLIVE distracts RUTH 
momentarily. Her curiosity is immediately dispelled by...

MALE VOICE (O.S.)
RUTH! RUTH! Get in here! I’m 
hungry.

RUTH
I’ll come over and take your money 
in the morning. Have a pleasant 
night now, won’t you?

RUTH opens the gate to allow CLIVE to drive through. 

CLIVE
Doors to manual and cross check. 
Graeme? Graeme?

GRAEME
She was lovely.

CLIVE
Oh why don’t you just marry her 
then?

PAUL re-materializes with a huge and dramatic exhalation.

EXT. RV PARK - DUSK38 38

RUTH is walking back to a static mobile home. From the RV we 
hear GRAEME and CLIVE yelp, drawing RUTH’s attention. She 
furrows her brow, turns back, and goes inside.
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INT. BUGGS RESIDENCE - DUSK39 39

RUTH enters. There is religious iconography everywhere. From 
the adjoining room we hear the sound of someone using a 
police radio scanner. Garbled reports fade in and out. We 
perhaps even hear ZOIL’s voice briefly amid the static.

MOSES BUGGS (O.S.)
What took you so long?

RUTH
I was just talking Papa.

RUTH stirs a pot on the stove. She surreptitiously retrieves 
an atlas from a drawer and starts to read.

MOSES BUGGS (O.S.)
You talk too much.

RUTH
Sorry Papa.

MOSES BUGGS (O.S.)
Where they headed?

RUTH
East they said.

MOSES BUGGS (O.S.)
Them California plates I saw?

RUTH
Yes, but they’re from the U.K.

MOSES BUGGS (O.S.)
You - what?

RUTH
The United Kingdom, Papa. It’s in 
North Western Europe.

The atlas is snatched out of RUTH’s hands. Behind her stands 
the towering figure of MOSES BUGGS, his eyes glitter with 
fury and menace. 

MOSES BUGGS
You’re so interested in reading? 
Read this.

MOSES tosses a leather-bound Bible onto the work top.

"Paul" BLUE Additional Photography 11/7/11 43



EXT. RV PARK - NIGHT40 40

CLIVE fans the flames of a barbecue, listening to a small 
radio. The door to the RV opens. PAUL sticks his head out and 
looks around. He steps out and approaches CLIVE.

PAUL
You wanna cigarette?

CLIVE
I don’t smoke.

PAUL
Let me ask you something. Are you 
and Graeme...?

PAUL does a very weird, very long charade, demonstrating 
various ‘group’ and ‘one on one’ homosexual practices.

CLIVE
I don’t understand what you mean.

PAUL
Gay!

CLIVE
No!

PAUL
Okay, that’s great. I just 
wondered. I’m cool with it. 
Everyone’s ‘bi’ where I’m from. 
It’s all about the pleasure thing, 
you know? We’ve evolved beyond 
paranoid notions of gender 
identity. I mean, procreation is 
only the functional aspect of 
sexual congress right? The human 
race is fairly advanced but most 
males still act like a cornered 
tiger if you imply they like 
‘smoking the bone’ and let’s face 
it, they probably do. Look at 
single sex, empirical institutions, 
boarding schools, prisons, pirate 
ships, places where the choice has 
been removed, everyone’s banging 
everyone else and there isn’t a 
whiff of socio-cultural angst. Get 
out into the real world and guys 
are getting smacked in the grill 
for wearing pink socks. 
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You think you’re so sophisticated 
because you can distinguish 
yourself from your own reflection 
but ultimately you’re part of a 
deeply neurotic species and you’d 
all be a lot better off if you 
stopped worrying and learned to 
love the bum.

CLIVE
What are you trying to say?

PAUL
Maybe you should start smoking.

CLIVE
Why are you here Paul?

PAUL
I’m the vanguard of a highly 
aggressive invading force.

CLIVE
What?!

PAUL
I’m fucking with you man. I was on 
a science mission and I crashed. 
Happens to the best of us. Next 
thing I know, this little girl is 
pulling me outta the wreck and a 
bunch of guys cart me off to the 
base. 

CLIVE
Area 51?

PAUL
Who the fuck told you about Area 
51?

(off Clive’s look)
I’m kidding Clive, jeez!

GRAEME comes out of the RV.

PAUL
I just did ‘who the fuck told you 
about Area 51?’ on Clive.

GRAEME
Ha, that’s a good one.
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CLIVE
What have you been doing here all 
this time?

PAUL
Oh you know, kicking back, shooting 
the shit. Advising the government.

GRAEME
Not just the government.

INT. ROOM - DAY41 41

CAPTION: 1980

A room lit by a single bulb, furnished with a table and 
chair. PAUL sits with his back to us. He is smoking a 
cigarette, whilst talking on the phone. We hear the voice on 
the other end of the line. It is strangely familiar.

STEVEN SPIELBERG
...I want him to have some kind of 
special power, you know? Something 
sort of messianic...

PAUL
How about cellular revivification?

STEVEN SPIELBERG
I don’t know what that is.

PAUL
Restoration of damaged tissue 
through telepathic manipulation of 
intrinsic field memory.

STEVEN SPIELBERG
I... uh...

PAUL
Healing.

STEVEN SPIELBERG
Oh right yeah. I like that. Like by 
touch or something? His finger 
could light up at the end and-

PAUL
I dunno Steven, sometimes less is 
more.
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STEVEN SPIELBERG
Hey, trust me.

EXT. RV PARK - NIGHT42 42

GRAEME
You’d be surprised how much he’s 
influenced popular culture 
generally over the last 60 years.

CLIVE
Mulder was right.

PAUL
Mulder was my idea.

They chuckle. ‘The Joker’ by The Steve Miller Band starts up 
on the radio.

PAUL (CONT’D)
I love this song!

PAUL dances. GRAEME joins in. CLIVE follows suit. It is the 
first time GRAEME and CLIVE have ever danced.

EXT. BUGGS RESIDENCE - NIGHT43 43

From the window, RUTH watches the silhouettes of three pairs 
of dancing legs visible under the RV. She frowns.

MOSES BUGGS (O.S.)
RUTH! Prayers.

RUTH backs away into the shadows.

INT. RV - EARLY MORNING44 44

A knock at the door. GRAEME and CLIVE emerge from the 
bedroom, as the toilet door clicks shut.

PAUL
I’ll wait in here.

CLIVE
Don’t come out.

PAUL
Why would I come out?
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CLIVE
Who is it?

RUTH (O.S.)
It’s Ruth.

CLIVE opens the door, as GRAEME straightens his hair. 

RUTH
Good morning. May I come in?

CLIVE
We’re not really dressed-

GRAEME
Yes.

CLIVE gives GRAEME a dirty look as RUTH comes aboard. 

RUTH
Was everything okay?

CLIVE
Yes, thank you.

RUTH
So where’s the other one?

CLIVE
The other one?

RUTH
It’s okay, we don’t charge by the 
person. That was three pairs of 
legs I saw last night cavorting 
round the camp fire, right?

CLIVE
Oh the other one. Um...

PAUL (O.S.)
I’m in the can. I ate a closed 
mussel.

PAUL blows a massive raspberry to prove his point. GRAEME and 
CLIVE look embarrassed. GRAEME changes the subject.

GRAEME
I like your T-shirt.

The T-shirt has a picture of Jesus shooting Charles Darwin in 
the head. Underneath it reads, ”Evolve this!”
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RUTH
Thanks. I got it at my church.

GRAEME
Why would Jesus want to shoot 
Charles Darwin?

RUTH
Because of his blasphemous 
theories. Are you men of God?

GRAEME and CLIVE shuffle uncomfortably.

CLIVE
I would say we’re men of science. 
We believe in the establishment of 
a biological order from the 
maelstrom of physical and chemical 
chaos.

RUTH looks scandalized.

GRAEME
Or it could be God. You just don’t 
know do you? 

RUTH
God created the earth in six days 
and on the seventh day he rested. 

PAUL emits another huge raspberry from the toilet.

CLIVE
Actually it’s more of an ongoing 
process that’s taken about four 
billion years.

GRAEME
Let’s just agree to disagree.

RUTH
The world is 4000 years old and can 
only be the product of intelligent 
design.

PAUL (O.S.)
Horseshit!

RUTH bangs the toilet door. 
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RUTH
Alright, explain to me how 
something as complex as the human 
eye simply comes into being.

PAUL (O.S.)
Oh, don’t give me that old 
irreducible complexity crap-

RUTH
The eye is comprised of three 
interacting parts. Remove any one 
of them and it ceases to function. 
Something as intricate as that 
doesn’t just occur without the 
intervention of a guiding hand. 

PAUL (O.S.)
But it didn’t just occur did it? It 
is the culmination of millions of 
years of development across 
countless species.

RUTH
What are you talking about?

PAUL (O.S.)
Evolution baby. 

RUTH screams and bangs the door.

RUTH
Nothing you can say or do can shake 
my belief, or faith in the sure and 
certain knowledge that God made 
Heaven and Earth and created us all 
in His own image!

PAUL 
Oh yeah?

(stepping out of the 
toilet)

Well then how do you explain me?

RUTH’s mouth opens in a soundless scream, her eye rolls up, 
as she rocks backwards into a faint.

PAUL
And that’s Jenga.

GRAEME
Why did you do that?!!
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PAUL
She fainted!

GRAEME
We’ll have to take her with us.

CLIVE
What?

PAUL
This is America Graeme. Kidnapping 
a Christian is even worse than 
harbouring a fugitive.

GRAEME
She’s seen you now. If we leave her 
she’ll call the police. 

PAUL
Who’s gonna believe this God 
bothering cyclops? Let’s just dump 
her.

GRAEME
We can’t risk that. If we take her, 
we can get her on side. 

CLIVE
Yeah, you’d love to get her on her 
side.

PAUL
That doesn’t work.

GRAEME
She’ll be fine once she gets to 
know us. We’re nice people. 

CLIVE
What about my passport?

INT. BUGGS RESIDENCE - DAY45 45

The door opens. After some searching, CLIVE’s passport, which 
lies on the worktop, lifts into the air and opens. The pages 
turn over until we see CLIVE’s ridiculous photo. PAUL bursts 
out laughing and becomes visible.

MOSES BUGGS (O.S.)
Ruth, what in the Lord’s name-

PAUL freezes. MOSES stares in abject horror at PAUL. 
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PAUL
Morning.

EXT. RV PARK - DAY46 46

A floating passport emerges, pursued by MOSES who is loading 
a shotgun. We hear PAUL’s voice.

PAUL (O.S.)
GO! GO! GO!

The RV moves forward. The door swings open and GRAEME 
appears. 

GRAEME
Where are you?

GRAEME sees the passport approaching, just as MOSES levels 
the gun. GRAEME opens his arms as the passport leaps towards 
him, PAUL exhales and appears just as he lands in GRAEME’s 
arms. A piece of paper flutters out of the door, as MOSES 
fires off a booming shot. The BUGGS mailbox explodes into 
pieces, as the RV careens off out of the trailer park. MOSES 
picks up the piece of paper. It is GRAEME’s rendering of 
PAUL, giving the finger. The caption reads “Fuck you.”

INT. RV - DAY47 47

Blackness. RUTH wakes up. Panic in her eye. CLIVE drives, 
GRAEME sits on the sofa, biting his nails.

GRAEME
Hello. Would you like a cup of tea?

RUTH
Where am I?

PAUL leans round from the Chewie seat and smiles.

PAUL
Hey, look who’s up.

RUTH
DEMON!

GRAEME
I’m so sorry ... 
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We’re not going to hurt you. We’ll 
let you go as soon as we can.

RUTH
You have been deceived by an agent 
of Satan himself.

PAUL (O.S.)
Hey, I’m sitting right here.

GRAEME
He’s from another planet and we’re 
helping him get home. He’s not 
evil. He’s just a bit rude.

RUTH
How can that be? There is only one 
world. Our world, created by God 
the Father.

PAUL
If it makes you feel any better, my 
existence only disproves 
creationist notions of the 
Abrahamic, Judeo-Christian God.

RUTH is now inconsolable. Singing and praying loudly.

PAUL
You can’t win with these people.

RUTH starts to unravel, loudly speaking in tongues. CLIVE 
slams on the brakes.

CLIVE
I can’t do this! This is supposed 
to be a holiday not a crime spree. 
I just wanted to visit Comic-Con 
and see a few sights with my best 
friend. Not get hijacked, shot at 
and subjected to this insane 
babbling!

PAUL
Oh, for God’s sake.

PAUL walks over to RUTH and places his hand across her forehead. 
RUTH's eye rolls up into her head. We see a lightening montage 
of images. The cosmos, the surface of a planet, others like 
PAUL, PAUL's ship crashing into the ground. 
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The images speed up as PAUL telepathically shares his knowledge 
with RUTH. They collapse in a heap on the floor.

GRAEME
What did you do to her?!

PAUL
I shared a little knowledge.

GRAEME
Can I have some?

PAUL
It’s really tiring.

GRAEME
Oh come on. Show me what you know.

PAUL
Fuck’s sake!

PAUL puts his hand on GRAEME's head. GRAEME's eyes go all 
fluttery. We don't see the images this time. GRAEME falls.

CLIVE
Typical! He always knew what was going 
on in Battlestar before me because his 
mum had cable.

PAUL
Alright man, jeez! Pull over.

PAUL offers his zapping hand. CLIVE bats it away.

CLIVE
No spoilers! No spoilers!

INT. BUGGS RESIDENCE - DAY48 48

ZOIL, HAGGARD and O’REILLY stand in front of MOSES.
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MOSES BUGGS (O.S.)
I didn’t call the government. I 
called the po-lice.

ZOIL
This really isn't the police's area 
of expertise Mr. Buggs.

MOSES BUGGS
And who are you?

ZOIL
Secret Service, sir.

MOSES BUGGS
That devil took my daughter.

HAGGARD
What does he mean, devil?

ZOIL
And your daughter’s name is Ruth?

MOSES BUGGS
That’s right. I brought her up by 
myself after her Mama died.

ZOIL
Do you have a photograph of Ruth?

MOSES retrieves an old photograph of Ruth from his wallet. 

MOSES BUGGS
She ain’t hard to miss. Had that 
eye since she was four years old.

ZOIL
Never thought of taking her to a 
doctor?

MOSES BUGGS
Good Lord’s the only doctor she 
needs.

ZOIL
Okay then. Do you have a phone Mr. 
Buggs? In case she tries to contact 
you.

MOSES BUGGS
It’s in back.
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ZOIL nods at HAGGARD who moves into a different room. HAGGARD 
picks up MOSES’s phone and dials. He looks at his own phone, 
it starts to ring. Something catches his eye on the table. 
GRAEME’s picture of PAUL. HAGGARD’s eyes widen.

MOSES BUGGS (O.S.)
...and she’ll call me if she can. 
Ruth’s never really been outta 
Carbon County.

ZOIL (O.S.)
You say they went east? 

HAGGARD re-enters, his mind clearly racing.

MOSES BUGGS 
Yep. They’ll get off the 191 after 
Flaming Gorge if they ain’t using 
the interstate, there’s been a rig 
spill just south of Dutch John. 
That means they’ll be on the 44. 
Only way to go.

ZOIL
Let’s go.

MOSES BUGGS
Tell me you’re gonna kill that 
thing, Mr. Zoil. Kill it for what 
it is.

ZOIL
I’ll do my best, Mr. Buggs. 

MOSES BUGGS
Watch yourself now. I seen its 
eyes. It’s evil.

ZOIL and O’REILLY leave, HAGGARD follows. 

MOSES BUGGS
God speed, Mr. Zoil.

INT. HAGGARD’S CAR - DAY49 49

HAGGARD slams his car door and picks up his radio.

HAGGARD 
Sir, you think it’s time you told 
us what we’re looking for?
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O’REILLY (O.S.)
Yeah, what are we looking for?

ZOIL (O.S.)
I told you, this is a ‘need to 
know’ operation.

INT. BUGGS RESIDENCE - DAY50 50

MOSES is sat listening to his police scanner. 

HAGGARD (O.S.)
I think we need to know sir.

ZOIL (O.S.)
Just do what the fuck I tell you 
Haggard! Now let’s go find this 
crazy old bastard’s little girl, 
before it’s too late.

MOSES grimaces with fury. He glances at something nearby. 
Pull focus to the shotgun and a Bible, lying in the 
foreground on the kitchen table. MOSES grabs the shotgun and 
leaves. He comes back and grabs the Bible.

INT. RV - DAY51 51

We see a breathtaking panorama of natural beauty. GRAEME, 
CLIVE and PAUL regard the landscape from the RV.

PAUL
I gotta tell ya. It’s at times like 
these you wonder if the intelligent 
design crowd aren’t onto something. 
I mean look at it. Take a picture.

GRAEME takes a snap.

PAUL
Lemme see.

They look at the photo on the back of the digital camera. 
RUTH can be seen in the pic, running up the road. They look 
through the windshield to see RUTH now some way ahead.

PAUL
Hey look, there’s Ruth!
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EXT. HIGHWAY - DAY 52 52

GRAEME chases after Ruth.

RUTH
Leave me alone!

GRAEME
Ruth, please stop. I’ve got shin 
splints.

RUTH
He can’t be from space. It’s not 
possible. He must be from somewhere 
else.

GRAHAM
Where?

RUTH
Canada?

GRAEME
Ruth, you saw it for yourself. 
There’s probably millions of 
intelligent civilizations out 
there.

RUTH
So, where is everybody?

GRAEME
Well, one of them is right there.

RUTH and GRAEME look back at the RV. PAUL is stood on the 
dashboard, his bare buttocks pressed against the window.

RUTH
You sure he’s not from Canada?

INT. RV - DAY53 53

PAUL zips up his trousers, chuckling. CLIVE looks 
disapproving.

PAUL
What’s your beef Clive?

CLIVE
I don’t have beef.
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PAUL
You seem so mad all the time. Is it 
me? I’m from outer space and you’re 
a science fiction writer, we should 
be best buds.

CLIVE
It’s not you, it’s me.

PAUL
You sound like my ex wife.

CLIVE looks out at GRAEME talking to RUTH.

PAUL (CONT’D)
What, are you jealous? 

CLIVE
No.

PAUL
Is that what it is? Of her? 

CLIVE
It’s not just that ...

PAUL
Of me!? Is this because me and 
Graeme had that little bit of face 
time whilst you were asleep?

CLIVE
I wanted this to be special you 
know? I’ve dreamt about meeting you 
since I saw ‘Mac and Me’ and I blew 
it and now you two are all friendly 
and he’s talking to girls and where 
am I?

PAUL
Aw come on.

CLIVE
He’s the only one that actually 
believes in me you know?

PAUL
That’s not true. You’ve only 
written one thing since you won 
that award and you haven’t even 
finished it yet. 
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CLIVE
How do you know that?

PAUL
Graeme told me. He’s worried about 
you. You’re his number one guy. And 
anyway, this IS special. You guys 
being all nerdy and shit and 
meeting me. It’s fate! Who cares if 
you pissed your pants? Hey, I puked 
when I saw my first human.

CLIVE
You’re just being nice.

CLIVE watches GRAEME and RUTH. PAUL raises his zapping hand.

PAUL
Hey, you want a little sugar? It’s 
just stuff I know. 

CLIVE
Will it hurt?

PAUL
Only if you struggle.

EXT. HIGHWAY - DAY54 54

RUTH
But how can this all be an 
accident? It doesn’t make sense. 
God, creation, good and evil, that 
makes sense. Did you know we get 
solar eclipses because the sun is 
four hundred times bigger than the 
moon which is four hundred times 
closer to the Earth?
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GRAEME
Yes.

RUTH
HOW CAN THAT BE AN ACCIDENT?!!

GRAEME
I don’t know. It just is.

RUTH
Everything I’ve ever been told is a 
big fat lie. Do you know how that 
feels? 

GRAEME
Just because your truth wasn’t a 
true truth, it doesn’t mean there 
is no truth, Ruth.

RUTH
That’s easy for you to say.

GRAEME
It’s not, honestly.

RUTH
There’s no heaven, no hell. No 
right, no wrong. No sin! I can 
curse.

GRAEME
Yes but...

RUTH
I can drink.

GRAEME
Perhaps...

RUTH
I can fornicate!

GRAEME
That’s true.
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RUTH
Penises!

GRAEME
Ruth...

RUTH
Assing hairy boobs poop!

GRAEME
I’m not sure this is helping.

RUTH grabs GRAEME’s face and kisses him hard on the mouth.

GRAEME (CONT’D)
What are you doing?

She takes his hand and places it on her boob. GRAEME shrieks 
and takes it away.

GRAEME (CONT’D)
Stop it!

RUTH
Why? Why should I stop it?

She grabs GRAEME’s crotch. With huge composure GRAEME speaks, 
albeit in an oddly high pitched voice.

GRAEME
Because you don’t really want it. 
I’m just the nearest man to you 
right now. You have a whole life to 
explore new things.

RUTH lets go of GRAEME’s balls.
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GRAEME (CONT’D)
You said you wanted to see the 
world. This is your chance. We are 
on an incredible adventure and I 
think you should come with us.

RUTH
Where will I sleep?

GRAEME
I’ll take the sofa, you can have my 
bed. Although I’d push the tissues 
onto the floor with a pen if I were 
you. I’ve had a cold.

RUTH
I’m... I’m not sure.

GRAEME
I’m sure. I’m sure because I can 
honestly say, I have never managed 
to talk to a woman for this long 
without crying.

RUTH melts.

RUTH
That’s so sweet.

GRAEME sniffs. RUTH puts her hand back on his balls. 

RUTH (CONT’D)
Ssshhhhhhh.

INT. RV - DAY54A 54A

RUTH and GRAEME board the RV. CLIVE and PAUL are smoking up 
front, looking faintly post coital.

GRAEME
Ruth decided, she’d like to come 
with us.

"Paul" BLUE Additional Photography 11/7/11 63
CONTINUED: (3)54 54



RUTH
I’m just gonna go freshen up.

PAUL slips out of the Chewie seat. GRAEME takes his place.

GRAEME
You don’t smoke!

CLIVE
Alright dad. Don’t have a spaz 
attack.

PAUL catches RUTH as she reaches the bathroom.

PAUL
Hey Ruth.

RUTH turns to see PAUL standing near her. She can barely look 
at him.

PAUL
I just wanted to say thanks. I know 
this has been weird for you and 
shit.

RUTH scoffs at the understatement.

PAUL
But I want you to know, you’re 
saving my life. I owe you one.

RUTH yields slightly and nods. An awkward pause.

PAUL (CONT’D)
What you got there, severe 
epiretinal membrane complicated by 
macular edema in your left vitreous 
cavity?

RUTH
How did you know?

PAUL
Lucky guess. Mind if I take a look?

RUTH tentatively removes her glasses to reveal a damaged, 
milky eye.

PAUL
What does it say in the Old 
Testament? An eye for an eye?

PAUL claps his hands and rubs them together.
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RUTH
Wait...

PAUL
Trust me.

RUTH relaxes slightly. PAUL lays his hands on RUTH’s 
terrified face. He seems to go into a trance we see his face. 
His left eye briefly grows milky, then clears. When we see 
RUTH again, she has two, healthy eyes. She blinks. Amazed.

RUTH
How did you do that?

PAUL
Evolution baby.

PAUL winks at her. She winks back. RUTH runs to the front of 
the bus leaving PAUL alone in shot.

RUTH (O.S.)
Uh ... Graeme?

GRAEME (O.S.)
Yes? ... Oh my God!

CLIVE
What? ... Oh my God!

GRAEME and CLIVE are amazed and overjoyed. We remain on PAUL. 
A smile creeps across his face.

OMITTED55 55

EXT/INT. RV - DAY 56 56

The RV drives across the rugged countryside. GRAEME, CLIVE, 
RUTH and PAUL appear in various combinations. 

CLIVE drives. RUTH is watching the road go by amazed by her 
sudden depth of field. GRAEME sketches her. PAUL sleeps. 

GRAEME drives with PAUL in the Chewie seat, CLIVE sleeps on 
the sofa under a blanket. RUTH surreptitiously lifts the 
blanket to try and get a look at CLIVE’s privates.

PAUL drives, CLIVE, GRAEME and RUTH hover behind. PAUL turns 
and smiles.

PAUL
This is easy.
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The RV swerves from side to side.

CLIVE
Small corrections! Small 
corrections!

PAUL
Shit. Shit! Graeme, hit the brakes!

INT. MOSES’S PICKUP - DAY57 57

MOSES BUGGS drives his pickup, ‘Onward Christian Soldiers’ 
blaring from the stereo.

EXT/INT. ZOIL’S CAR/HAGGARD’S CAR/O’REILLY’S CAR - DAY58 58

We see ZOIL’s convoy. ZOIL drives, his eyes intent on the 
road, searching. A truck passes. We see HAGGARD in his car, 
looking determined. The truck passes. We see O’REILLY in his 
car, he is asleep at the wheel. The truck passes, horn 
blaring. O’REILLY wakes up suddenly, looking rattled. 

INT. RV - DUSK59 59

GRAEME drives, CLIVE sits in the Chewie seat. PAUL hangs 
back. RUTH emerges from the bedroom. 

PAUL
Hey look who’s up.

RUTH
That was the best fucking sleep 
I’ve had in years!

PAUL
I’m going to go out on a limb here 
Ruth and say you’re pretty new to 
cursing. Am I right?

RUTH
Worst thing I ever said until 
yesterday was ‘sex’ and I didn’t 
even mean to say that.
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PAUL
You sure? Look cursing’s fun, you 
just gotta pick your moments.

GRAEME
Maybe we should stop for food. 
Anyone hungry?

PAUL
Fuck yeah!

GRAEME
Ruth?

RUTH
You bet your big fat cock I am!

PAUL
Nice.

CLIVE
I’m starving.

PAUL
What’s new, fatty?

CLIVE
It’s not fat, it’s power.

PAUL spits a phlegm ball onto the floor of the RV.

PAUL
Pick that up then, muscles.

CLIVE
So childish.

RUTH
Maybe I should call my dad.

PAUL/GRAEME
What?!

RUTH
Look, I’ve been missing for a whole 
day. If he’s called the police, 
they’ll be looking for us. I just 
need to tell him I’m fine and that 
I’ll be back soon, okay? If I 
don’t, then this incredible 
adventure is going to turn into a 
clusterfuck real quick.
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PAUL
You’re getting the hang of this.

RUTH
Thanks dick milk.

CLIVE reaches down and picks up PAUL’s phlegm ball. 

CLIVE
I did it!

EXT BAR - NIGHTA60 A60

The RV pulls up out side of the bar. GRAEME, CLIVE and RUTH 
exit the RV and walk towards the bar entrance. The camera 
pulls back and we see the Meatheads truck parked in the 
parking lot.  

INT. BAR - NIGHT60 60

GRAEME, CLIVE and RUTH enter a busy bar. Scantily clad 
waitresses serve a variety of customers. People play pool, 
others dance to a small band. RUTH spies a pay phone.

RUTH
I won’t be long.

RUTH walks through to the back, past the toilets. As she 
passes, MOSES BUGGS steps out of the WC. He walks up to the 
bar next to GRAEME and CLIVE, who are looking at a menu.

MOSES BUGGS
Tap water.

INT. BAR. PAY PHONE - MOMENTS LATER61 61

RUTH dials. She listens nervously. Click.

ZOIL (O.S.)
Ruth Buggs?

RUTH
Yes?

ZOIL (O.S.)
Listen to me carefully. I need you 
to tell me where you are. 

RUTH 
Who is this?
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INT. HIGHWAY. ROADSIDE - NIGHT62 62

ZOIL talks on a satellite phone. HAGGARD works intently on a 
laptop nearby. O’REILLY listens in.
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ZOIL
My name is Agent Zoil. It’s very 
important that you tell me where 
you are and where you’re headed Ms. 
Buggs.

RUTH (O.S.)
I can’t tell you... I mean, I don’t 
know. I-

ZOIL
Ruth, you don’t have to protect 
anyone. You’ve been abducted. The 
individual you are travelling with 
is highly dangerous.

RUTH (O.S.)
He’s not dangerous. He’s just kinda 
rude. He curses a lot and a couple 
of times, I saw him scratching his 
spaceman balls.

INT. BAR. PAY PHONE - NIGHT63 63

O’REILLY giggles. ZOIL silences him angrily.

RUTH
Who’s there with you?

ZOIL (O.S.)
Please listen to me. Your father is 
worried about you. We want to get 
you home. I need you to tell me 
where you are.

RUTH
He showed me things.

EXT. HIGHWAY. ROADSIDE - NIGHT64 64

O’REILLY
She’s not still talking about his 
spaceman balls is she?

ZOIL
Ruth, it’s for your own good.

RUTH (O.S.)
I... just want to know what’s real. 
I’m confused, I... I...
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HAGGARD 
GOT THE BITCH!

ZOIL 
Damnit Haggard!

INT. BAR. PAY PHONE - NIGHT 65 65

RUTH panics and slams down the phone. She realizes what she 
may have done and rushes back toward the bar, slamming into 
two men. The MEATHEADS, drunk, look down at her, amused.

JAKE
Hey, slow down there baby.

RUTH
Excuse me, I need to get to my 
friends.

GUS
Why the hurry? You know I got a 
friend down here who’d love to meet 
you.

GUS grabs his junk.

RUTH
As much as I’d like to meet your 
penis, I’m in a bit of hurry.

They close in on her.

GUS
Oh this won’t take long sugar.

JAKE
No, it won’t take long at all.

RUTH
Well, since you’re being so 
romantic. Maybe just a quick hello.

JAKE
Really?

RUTH
Sure.

RUTH plants her knee into the groin of GUS. He doubles up. 
RUTH bolts. She returns and delivers a similar crushing blow 
to JAKE.
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RUTH
Goodbye.

INT. BAR - MOMENTS LATER66 66

GRAEME and CLIVE pay for the food. RUTH returns.

GRAEME
How’s your dad?

RUTH
We need to leave now.

CLIVE
We’re waiting on curly fries.

RUTH
Fuck the curly fries!

The two MEATHEADS emerge from the pay phone. Angry.

JAKE
Holy shit! It’s the space faggots 
that dinged the fuck-mobile!

GUS
These the ‘friends’ you told us 
about, baby?

RUTH
I have never seen these nerds 
before in my life.

JAKE
Well, whaddya know? Small world.

CLIVE
We were just leaving.

GUS
I don’t think so.

JAKE grabs RUTH. GRAEME pushes him hard in the chest.

GRAEME
Leave her alone!

JAKE staggers backwards, knocking a tray of drinks all over a 
table full of SAILORS. They immediately stand up and lay into 
GUS and JAKE. The fight spreads. GRAEME grabs RUTH’s hand and 
follows CLIVE as he scrambles through the fracas. 
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As they reach the door, RUTH bumps into MOSES who for an 
instant doesn’t recognize her.

MOSES BUGGS
Excuse me ma’am.

RUTH
PAPA?!

MOSES can’t quite believe his eyes.

MOSES BUGGS
Ruth?! Your ... your eye!

MOSES looks stunned. A chair breaks over his head, knocking 
him out. GRAEME pulls RUTH out of the bar.

GRAEME
Ruth, come on.

EXT. BAR. PARKING LOT - NIGHT 67 67

CLIVE, GRAEME and RUTH explode out of the bar and run toward 
the RV. The MEATHEADS crash out after them. 

JAKE 
Hey, where you going girls?

RUTH
Leave us alone you stupid vaginas!

GUS
That’s no way for a pretty little 
thing like you to talk.

GRAEME
She’s fairly new to it, to be 
honest.

CLIVE
Graeme, take Ruth into the RV and 
lock the door. I don’t want either 
of you to see this.

BANG! CLIVE is struck in the face, he falls, dropping the 
food, nose bleeding. The MEATHEADS turn to RUTH and GRAEME, 
who back up against the RV. The door bursts open.

PAUL
Yo fucknuts! It’s probin’ time.

The MEATHEADS swoon and simultaneously hit the deck. 
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GRAEME
Ha! Only one of us fainted!

Sirens wail in distance. RUTH turns white.

PAUL
Sounds like Five-O. Let’s bounce.

RUTH
They answered the phone. They knew 
all about us.

CLIVE
Who? Who are you talking about?

PAUL
Get in the RV!

SMASH CUT. The RV roars to life, backing up at speed into the 
MEATHEAD’s vehicle. MOSES BUGGS bursts out of the bar, just 
as the RV passes. RUTH sees him out of the window. He runs to 
his pickup but realizes he doesn’t have his keys. The RV 
tears off into the night, leaving MOSES BUGGS bellowing with 
anger and the SUV, shiny, mean, fucked. 

INT. RV - NIGHT68 68

CLIVE drives. 

PAUL
We need to get off the road.

RUTH
Shouldn’t we keep moving?

PAUL
That’s what they’ll expect us to 
do. Trust me, only an idiot would 
stop right now.

The gang exchange uncertain looks.

EXT. BAR. PARKING LOT - SOMETIME LATER69 69

A number of bruised and bleeding bar patrons, including MOSES 
BUGGS are hustled into police cruisers.

MOSES BUGGS
Get your hands off of me!
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As MOSES is driven off ZOIL, HAGGARD and O’REILLY pull up in 
the parking lot of the bar, now teeming with police cruisers 
and ambulances. 

OFFICER
Something I can help you with?

ZOIL
Would you mind telling me what 
happened here officer?

OFFICER
Just a good old fashioned beer-
soaked slobberknocker. 

ZOIL
Anything unusual?

OFFICER
Black eyes, loose teeth, pretty 
usual. Got a couple of hillbilly 
types in the back of that meat 
wagon, won’t stop crying.

ZOIL
Mind if I...

OFFICER
Knock yourself out.

The AMBULANCE doors open to reveal the MEATHEADS, huddled 
together under blankets, sobbing. They jump, startled.

ZOIL 
Have you gentlemen witnessed 
anything unusual this evening?

The MEATHEADS look at each other in silent agreement, then 
back at ZOIL. They shake their heads.

ZOIL
Sure?

They nod, terror in their eyes. ZOIL turns to the OFFICER.

ZOIL
Thank you. 

OFFICER
No sweat.

HAGGARD remains at the back of the ambulance. He holds up the 
drawing of PAUL, taken from the BUGGS residence. 
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The MEATHEADS immediately start screaming. HAGGARD shuts the 
ambulance doors, revealing the vehicle’s origin, HAPPY VALLEY 
SANITARIUM. It pulls off. HAGGARD watches it go.

INT. RV - NIGHT70 70

The RV pulls off a quiet road, into a large RV park and 
secretes itself among a number of similar vehicles.

PAUL
Hiding in the light. Good thinking 
Clive.

CLIVE’s nose is stuffed with tissue. 

CLIVE
Thanks. What shall we do now?

GRAEME
Hot chocolate and bed?

RUTH
I couldn’t sleep, I’m too pumped.

PAUL
Yeah, me too. I might walk it off. 
You guys coming?
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RUTH
What if someone sees you?

PAUL
It’s dead out there. Anyway, I can 
do this.

PAUL holds his breath and disappears. A pair of cargo shorts 
hang in the air.

RUTH
Okay, I’m in.

PAUL (O.S.)
Rocky?

CLIVE
Sure.

PAUL (O.S.)
Bullwinkle?

GRAEME
I’m quite tired.

PAUL
Don’t be a pussy.

GRAEME
Okay.

PAUL
Great. Let’s skedaddle. 

RUTH
Clive, here.

RUTH hands CLIVE her handkerchief. It is embroidered with the 
words ‘JESUS SAVES’. 

CLIVE
Thank you.

RUTH
You’re welcome.

RUTH smiles at CLIVE. GRAEME clocks this and frowns. 

EXT. DESERTED TOWN - NIGHT71 71

GRAEME and RUTH stand outside a LIQUOR STORE. They notice a 
shop selling WESTERN CLOTHING next door. 

"Paul" BLUE Additional Photography 11/7/11 76
CONTINUED:70 70



GRAEME is looking for a way to make conversation. He notices 
a little COWBOY OUTFIT in the window and points at it.

GRAEME
Look at that. Small cowboy.

RUTH laughs, bolstering GRAEME’s confidence. He continues, 
clumsily, stuttering and playing it as cool as he can.

GRAEME (CONT’D)
That was funny wasn’t it?

RUTH
What?

GRAEME
When you kissed me yesterday. I was 
like, aarrrgghh rape!

RUTH
I’m sorry.

GRAEME
No it’s fine. I didn’t mind. We 
could do it again, if you want.

RUTH
Really?

GRAEME
Yes well it’s better you try with a 
friend rather than someone you 
don’t know. I’m just thinking about 
you really. There’s a lot of 
weirdos out there.

RUTH
I suppose so. I am planning on 
doing a lot of kissing and  
fornicating so you sure would be 
helping me out.

GRAEME
Great. Now?

RUTH
If you like.

RUTH and GRAEME gingerly approach each other. Their lips draw 
close. Just as they are within a hair’s breadth of each 
other. PAUL materializes next to them with a gasp.
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PAUL
Fuck, sorry. I thought I was going 
to pass out. Carry on.

RUTH and GRAEME look in horror at the naked PAUL. CLIVE 
emerges from the liquor store with a bag of beer. 

CLIVE
What’s going on?

EXT. WOODS - NIGHT72 72

The gang have made a camp fire in a woodland clearing. They 
are eating an assortment of snacks and drinking from cans of 
beer. PAUL is rolling a massive joint. GRAEME takes a swig of 
beer and emits a small burp.

GRAEME
Pardon me.

PAUL
Hey it’s cool. You’re amongst 
friends. In church or chapel, let 
it rattle.

CLIVE swigs his can and projects a meatier blast.

PAUL
You got it. Check this.

PAUL slurps and fires off a deep, throaty belch. GRAEME and 
CLIVE concede appreciatively. Off screen, RUTH releases a 
massive thundering super burp. The boys look at her in wonder 
and amazement. She looks at them innocently.

RUTH
What?

PAUL chuckles and lights his joint, taking a deep drag.
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PAUL
Do you guys partake?

GRAEME
No.

RUTH
I’ll partake.

PAUL
You sure? I get this from the 
research and development. This is 
the shit that killed Dylan.
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GRAEME
Bob Dylan isn’t dead.

PAUL
Isn’t he?

RUTH opens a can of beer and takes a big swig.

RUTH
Come on, hit me.

PAUL passes the joint to RUTH. She takes a big puff and lets 
out the smoke. She waits expectantly for a few seconds. She 
smiles and nods.

RUTH (CONT’D)
It’s not so bad. 

CLIVE
I think it takes a while to - 

RUTH bursts out laughing. She rolls around holding her sides, 
then sits up quickly.

RUTH
I’m hungry! Let’s cook a bunch of 
sausages. Do we have sausages?

GRAEME
I could go back to the shop.

RUTH
What do you mean by that? Why do 
you hate me so much? Arrgghh I’ve 
got wasps in my brain!

RUTH falls backwards and starts snoring.

PAUL
She’ll be okay. Happened to me the 
first time.

GRAEME
Paul, can I ask you something?

PAUL
Yep.

GRAEME
You know us now don’t you?

PAUL
Graeme, we are bona fide B.F.F.s
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GRAEME
Why are you suddenly so desperate 
to go home?
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PAUL
Oh I’ve fulfilled my usefulness. 
I’ve told them everything I know. 
The only thing I have to offer them 
is my abilities. The camouflage, 
the thought transfer, the healing. 
Thing is they all originate in my 
cerebellum, so they’d have to cut 
my brain out.

CLIVE
That’s not on.

PAUL
About three weeks ago I got a tip-
off that they’d set the date. I 
needed to move fast. There’s this 
chick at SETI I have phone sex 
with. I gave her coordinates and an 
SOS and she beamed it into space in 
return for a premo phone job. Plan 
was, I’d go invisible, meet with a 
friend outside and head to the pick 
up point. 

CLIVE
What happened?

PAUL
Muthafuckers brought the de-
braining forward by a day and the 
plan went to shit. During the 
transfer, I zapped my escort and 
boosted his ride. That’s when I 
noticed your bumper sticker. I was 
all like, what the fuck? Let’s roll 
the dice.

GRAEME
So, if they catch you...

PAUL draws his thumb across his forehead. GRAEME and CLIVE 
look at PAUL in horror. All three scratch their heads.

PAUL
Shit, that was a buzz kill. Let’s 
lighten the mood shall we? Clive, 
when did you last get laid?

CLIVE
Collectormania, London, ‘06. Ewok 
chick.
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PAUL
How was she?

CLIVE
Furry nice.

PAUL explodes with laughter rolling onto his back. GRAEME and 
CLIVE join in. The three friends roll around in hysterics, 
utterly out of control. They pass out.

EXT. WOODS - MORNING73 73

GRAEME, CLIVE and PAUL lie round the smouldering camp fire 
sleeping soundly. PAUL wakes up and shakes CLIVE.

CLIVE
What happened?

PAUL
It’s my fault. I get this thing 
when I get high. Projective 
empathy. You feel what I feel.

CLIVE
Like E.T.?

PAUL
Exactly.

GRAEME
Where’s Ruth?

PAUL
She’s gone back to the RV.
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GRAEME
How do you know?

PAUL taps his head and winks at GRAEME.

GRAEME (CONT’D)
Telepathy!

GRAEME looks at CLIVE with amazement. Written on GRAEME’S 
forehead in charcoal, is a note. “Gone back 2 RV. R. x”

CLIVE
How are we going to get back?

Looking through the tree line they realize that the quiet 
town of last night has become very busy indeed.

PAUL
I can’t hold my breath the whole 
way through town.

GRAEME
(idea!)

Wait here.

EXT. RV PARK - MORNING 74 74

A black SEDAN creeps into the RV park. ZOIL steps out into 
the morning air and surveys the line of RVs. He unclips his 
holster and approaches a 1985 Beagle Traveler. He knocks. The 
door opens to reveal a woman (50s) in a bath robe.

FEMALE VOICE
Just coming.

ZOIL
Good morning ma’am. Agent Zoil, 
Secret Service. Do you mind if I 
ask you a few questions?

WOMAN
(flirty)

Not at all.

We drift away from ZOIL, down a row of parked RVs. Eventually 
we settle on ours.
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EXT. TOWN - DAY75 75

GRAEME and CLIVE walk down the busy main street, between them 
is PAUL. He is dressed in the little cowboy suit from the 
shop window, his hat pulled down low over his face. 

GRAEME
Maybe we should hold hands, so that 
we look like a family.

PAUL
Yeah the fucking Friedmans.

CLIVE
You could be a midget.

PAUL
You’re obsessed with midgets!

GRAEME
Seems to be working, Clive.

GRAEME sees CLIVE is no longer with them. He looks back to 
see CLIVE, gawping through the window of a COMIC SHOP. 

GRAEME
Clive?

GRAEME and PAUL backtrack. MOSES BUGGS emerges from the 
adjacent drug store. He takes a couple of pain killers and 
wanders up the road. GRAEME sees a sword in the comic shop 
window. The tag reads, ‘BLACK VAMPIRE’ Katana. $249.99.

GRAEME
Clive, what are you doing?

PAUL
Yeah man, what the fuck?!

CLIVE
I want it!

GRAEME
I appreciate it’s a bargain but 
we’re not at Comic-Con anymore. 
This is reality.
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PAUL
It’s false economy anyway. It’ll 
break first time you use it.

CLIVE
Why would I ever use it?

PAUL
Hey maybe we should go in.

GRAEME
What?!

PAUL
We can hide out. You go back to the 
RV, get Ruth and pick us up outside 
in ten minutes.

GRAEME
Are you sure?

PAUL
Trust me.

INT/EXT. RV - DAY76 76

KNOCK KNOCK. RUTH is lying on the sofa, she wakes with a 
start. Blearily, she opens the door. AGENT ZOIL stands 
outside, badge aloft. 

ZOIL
Good morning, Ma’am. Agent Zoil, 
Secret Service. Do you mind if I 
ask you a few questions?

EXT. MAIN STREET - DAY77 77

A KID (8), wearing a karate uniform, runs across the road. A 
pickup truck slams on its brakes. The kid looks into the eyes 
of the driver. MOSES BUGGS glares at him before taking off up 
the street. The small boy runs into the comic shop. Some way 
up the street HAGGARD and O’REILLY walk and talk.

HAGGARD
I’m telling you man, we are looking 
for a goddamn alien.

O’REILLY
I thought all that Project Bluebook 
stuff was horseshit.
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HAGGARD
It makes complete sense. All this 
hush hush crap. The drawing I 
found. What d’you think that girl 
was talking about last night?

O’REILLY
Holy shit! Spaceman balls!

HAGGARD
Yeah and who else would have 
spaceman balls?

O’REILLY
Buzz Aldrin?

HAGGARD
Be serious.

O’REILLY
You’re scaring me man! You really 
think it’s an alien? This is huge. 
This is... hey look a comic shop! 
Can we go in?

HAGGARD
Maybe in a bit.

O’REILLY
Yes!

INT. COMIC SHOP - DAY78 78

CLIVE is at the counter, trying out the blade. PAUL browses 
the comics. He picks one up. The cover features an alien like 
him, being pursued by an agent like ZOIL. The comic is called 
‘Encounter Briefs: Tales From Dreamland’. 

KEITH NASH (O.S.)
Is that you?

KEITH NASH, the karate kid from the street stands by PAUL.

PAUL
No.

KEITH NASH
It looks like you.

PAUL
Suppose it does. 
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KEITH NASH
I like your suit.

PAUL
I like yours too. 

KEITH NASH
Thanks.

PAUL
What’s your name?

KEITH NASH
Keith Nash.

PAUL
I’m Paul. Pleased to meet you. You 
on your own here, Keith Nash?

KEITH NASH
My mom’s shopping for some new 
jeans. She lets me wait in here.

PAUL
Sounds like a good mom.

KEITH NASH
Yes and no. 

PAUL
You a Reese's Pieces man, Keith?

PAUL produces his Reese's Pieces. He offers one to KEITH.

KEITH NASH
I am but I shouldn’t.

PAUL
Strangers with candy, right?

KEITH NASH
Right.

PAUL
Well, we’ve got a lot in common. We 
both like comics and Reese's 
Pieces. Guess that makes us pals.

KEITH NASH
Guess so.

KEITH beams at PAUL and takes a few Reese's Pieces. PAUL 
hands ENCOUNTER BRIEFS to KEITH NASH.
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PAUL
Hey you should get this one. 

KEITH NASH
Thanks.

KEITH stuffs it down his trousers. PAUL laughs. We hear MRS. 
NASH calling from the street. 

KEITH NASH
I gotta go. Bye Paul. 

PAUL
Catch you later, Keith Nash.

Despite himself, PAUL raises his cowboy hat off his head  in 
salute to KEITH NASH. O’REILLY enters and looks straight at 
PAUL. PAUL stands motionless in ‘cowboy goodbye’ stance. His 
hat in the air, a huge grin on his face. O’REILLY lets out a 
small chuckle and shakes his head, impressed by the life 
sized alien cowboy model. O’REILLY’s laugh draws CLIVE’s 
attention. He turns back to the STORE CLERK, terrified. He 
gestures to something out of shot.

CLIVE
How much is that?

STORE CLERK
Together with the sword, $299.99 
with tax.

CLIVE
I’ll wear it now.

OMITTED79 79

INT/EXT. RV/RV PARK - DAY80 80

Meanwhile, at TEAM PAUL’s RV, ZOIL is talking to RUTH.
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ZOIL
One more thing. Do you mind taking 
a look at these pictures?

ZOIL pulls out three pictures. CCTV shots of GRAEME and CLIVE 
at the gas station and MOSES’s picture of RUTH.

ZOIL (CONT’D)
Do you recognize any of these 
people, Miss?

She lingers on the picture of her one eyed self. Seems like 
another life.

ZOIL (CONT’D)
Miss?

RUTH
No, sorry I don’t. 

ZOIL
Where you coming from, Ma’am?

RUTH
Christian ministry in Seattle. I’ve 
been driving for 5 days.

ZOIL
Going far?

RUTH
Austin. 

ZOIL
Great town. 

RUTH
Sure is. Lotsa bats.

ZOIL
Well, thanks for your time, 
Miss...?

RUTH
Darwin, Charlotte Darwin.

ZOIL smiles and nods. RUTH gives him a wink. She shuts the 
door and breathes a sigh of relief. After a beat, there is 
another knock. RUTH opens the door.

GRAEME
Hi.
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RUTH grabs GRAEME by the lapels and pulls him inside.

INT. COMIC SHOP - DAY81 81

O’REILLY is browsing through the comics. 

HAGGARD (O.S.)
Come on man!

O’REILLY
Be right out.

O’REILLY has worked his way back to PAUL who still stands 
motionless with his hat in the air. O’REILLY regards him 
closer, bending down with his nose almost in PAUL’s face.

O’REILLY
(to himself)

Spaceman balls.

O’REILLY looks back at the counter. The STORE CLERK talks to 
someone unseen. With a look of mischief, O’REILLY reaches 
down, unzips PAUL’s trousers and reaches inside.

PAUL
Take your damn hands off my 
motherfucking junk.

EXT. MAIN STREET - DAY82 82

A scream erupts from the COMIC SHOP as O’REILLY appears.

O’REILLY
It’s in there! It’s in there!

INT. COMIC SHOP - DAYA82 A82

HAGGARD draws his gun and runs inside. PAUL is gone. A 
discarded child’s cowboy outfit lies on the floor. HAGGARD 
points his gun at the STORE CLERK who raises his hands. 
HAGGARD sees CLIVE who is unrecognizable due to the rubber 
alien mask he is wearing. It looks exactly like PAUL.

CLIVE
Morning.

HAGGARD
O’Reilly you dumb shit! It’s just 
some asshole in a mask!
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A huge expulsion of breath draws HAGGARD’s attention to the 
door of the comic shop. Standing in silhouette, completely 
naked is PAUL. HAGGARD looks down with a horrified stare.

HAGGARD
Holy Mary, mother of God.

He levels his pistol. CLIVE shoves him into a shelf.

CLIVE
Run!

EXT. MAIN STREET - DAYB82 B82

PAUL and CLIVE run from the comic shop, across the street. 
Passersby scream and faint. HAGGARD bursts out, firing into 
the air, causing even more mayhem.

EXT. STREET - DAYC82 C82

MOSES is walking back to his pick up. He hears shots ring 
out. His face hardens as he takes off at speed. He’s still in 
the chase.

EXT. MAIN STREET - DAYD82 D82

HAGGARD
Get down! Get down.

People fall to the ground, irrespective of HAGGARD’s pleas. 
He takes a shot. He takes aim again but is blocked by... THE 
RV! It screeches to a halt, shielding PAUL and CLIVE. 
O’REILLY points at GRAEME who sits in the driver’s seat.

O’REILLY
Hey look, it’s that nerd!

HAGGARD
Son-of-a-bitch!

He aims his pistol at GRAEME. KEITH NASH hurtles into shot 
and karate kicks HAGGARD hard in the balls. HAGGARD yelps.

HAGGARD
You little asshole!
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INT. RV - DAY83 83

PAUL and CLIVE collapse onto the floor of the RV. CLIVE pulls 
off the mask, as PAUL looks out of the window.
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GRAEME
Who was that little boy?

PAUL
That was Keith Nash. 

OMITTED84 84

EXT. STREET - DAY85 85

MOSES BUGGS reaches his pickup and climbs inside, at that 
moment the RV passes the end of the street. MOSES fires up 
the truck and slams it into gear.

EXT. STREET - DAY86 86

HAGGARD and O’REILLY sprint up to their vehicles.

ZOIL (O.S.)
Where the hell do you think you’re 
going?

HAGGARD can’t hide his frustration.

HAGGARD
We saw it. We saw the alien.

O’REILLY
It was in the comic shop. It was 
hideous. I think I shit my pants!

ZOIL
What are you talking about?

HAGGARD
You know what I’m talking about!

ZOIL
So, you saw it did you? Well where 
the fuck is it?

HAGGARD
Those nerds came and picked him up. 
We gotta get moving.
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ZOIL draws his gun and pins HAGGARD to the hood of his car.

ZOIL
You let it go?!

O’REILLY
It wasn’t our fault sir.

ZOIL
Shut up. I’m finding it real hard 
to think of a reason not to shoot 
you both in the head. 

O’REILLY
What?!

ZOIL
Get out of my fucking sight. Go 
back to the base and make like you 
don’t know shit. That way you might 
live. Now which way did they go? 
Which way?!

HAGGARD and O’REILLY are terrified. HAGGARD splutters.

HAGGARD
They took the North East Highway.

ZOIL flings HAGGARD toward O’REILLY and gets into his car.

ZOIL
I don’t wanna see your faces again. 
Ever. You hear me?

INT. RV - DAY87 87

GRAEME drives. CLIVE paces in a state of heightened panic.

CLIVE
Oh God! Graeme drive faster.

PAUL
Clive, calm down.

CLIVE
They’re going to catch us. 

PAUL
No they’re not. Pull in there.

GRAEME
What?
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PAUL
PULL IN!

EXT. ROAD - DAY88 88

The RV swerves off the road, up a dirt track, towards a 
warehouse. It reverses up quickly, disappearing from view, 
just as MOSES BUGGS’s pickup roars through shot. A few 
seconds later ZOIL’s car passes at speed.

INT. RV - DAY89 89

The group sit nervously in the hidden RV. PAUL holds the 
alien mask up to reveal a single bullet hole near the top of 
the head.

PAUL
Alright, that’s it. This is too 
dangerous. I can make my own way 
from here.

GRAEME
What do you mean? We’ve-

PAUL
No Graeme, you’ve done enough. I’ll 
boost a car or something. I can 
drive an automatic. 

GRAEME
But you’re an awful driver.

CLIVE
He’s right, you can’t even drive a 
spaceship.

PAUL
I’m close now. I’ll be fine.

RUTH
But we’ve come all this way.

PAUL
Yeah and at what cost? I nearly got 
you killed. I’ve shaken your faith. 
I just wanted to go home.

CLIVE
You are going home. We’ve come too 
far to let you do this alone. 
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GRAEME
What happened to B.F.F.s? We’re in 
this together Paul!

RUTH
You bet your hairy scrotum we are. 
The last 72 hours have been the 
ride of my life and I’m fucked if 
I’m getting off the bus now. 

GRAEME
Me neither.

CLIVE
Or me.

RUTH
That settles it. We’re all fucked.

PAUL looks at CLIVE, GRAEME and RUTH. They stand resolute, 
determined. PAUL’s big black eyes glisten as he realizes how 
far he and his friends have come.

PAUL
Well, there is something you can do 
for me.

PAUL looks out of the window at the warehouse. A large sign 
proclaims LUCIFER’S CUT PRICE FIREWORKS.

INT. FIREWORK WAREHOUSE - DAY90 90

GRAEME and CLIVE are walking down the aisles, browsing the 
fireworks. GRAEME picks up a rocket.

GRAEME
What about this one?

CLIVE
Too small.

GRAEME
This is weird isn’t it?

CLIVE
What’s weird?
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GRAEME
If someone had told me a few days 
ago, I’d be firework shopping for 
an alien, I probably wouldn’t have 
believed them.

CLIVE
I know but it just feels so...

GRAEME
Right.

INT. RV - DAY91 91

RUTH and PAUL are sat together at the RV dining table. RUTH 
is looking at a picture that GRAEME has drawn of her. She 
appears as a meek, one-eyed girl, changing into a two eyed 
super heroine in full spandex glory.

PAUL
He really does like you, y’know?

RUTH
Graeme? D’you think?

PAUL
Come on, are you blind? 

RUTH
(bitter sweet)

Not anymore.

PAUL
How you holding up?

RUTH
Oh you know, the universe is a 
Godless void but at least I can 
drink and screw and watch 3D 
movies.

PAUL
Hey, I don’t know categorically 
that it’s Godless. I just said 
probably. Ruth, miracles happen 
every day. Cells divide, babies are 
born, life is more miraculous than 
anything imagined in a book. Even 
the good one.
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RUTH
But how come it happened? How come 
we’re here?

PAUL
Beats the shit out of me.

INT. FIREWORK WAREHOUSE - DAY92 92

GRAEME picks up a huge firework and holds it up to show 
CLIVE. It is called THE FIVE TONES.

CLIVE
Seems rather fitting.

They take the firework up to the counter.

GRAEME
That wasn’t too difficult was it?

STORE CLERK
That’ll be $299.99 plus tax.

CLIVE opens his wallet. He looks at GRAEME.

INT. RV - DAY93 93

PAUL and RUTH are playing twenty questions.

RUTH
Are you male?

PAUL
Yes.

RUTH
Are you Jeremy Piven?

PAUL
Yes!
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RUTH looks out of the window.

RUTH
Ha! Look at them running.

GRAEME and CLIVE are sprinting towards the RV. CLIVE is 
clutching the firework. GRAHAM is gesticulating wildly.

RUTH (CONT’D)
Holy shit! Open the door.

PAUL
Wait, can you drive this thing?

RUTH
I’ve been driving these things all 
my life.

PAUL opens the RV door as RUTH fires up the engine. CLIVE and 
GRAHAM jump on board.

PAUL
Did you get it?

GRAEME holds up the firework.

PAUL
Alright!

INT. ZOIL’S CAR - DAY94 94

VOICE (O.S.)
ZOIL! What’s your twenty?

ZOIL
Heading east past Sundance.

VOICE (O.S.)
Keyword search picked up a 911 
outside of Prospect. A firework 
store just got ripped off by two 
British nerds in an RV.

ZOIL
Son of a bitch!

VOICE (O.S.)
According to local bacon, they’re 
on the 14, 40 miles west of you. 
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Cop’s are standing down. You better 
spin your ass round.

ZOIL
Copy that. 

VOICE (O.S.)
I can’t hold Section 7 off forever. 
North Korea’s coming up soon. The 
military really want telepathic, 
self healing, invisible soldiers. 
You need to finish this. Don’t make 
me come out there. I got the 
governor’s ball tonight and I’m 
wearing a really pretty dress.

ZOIL
Roger that. Where does the 14 go?

VOICE (O.S.)
What am I, a geodetic survey map of 
Wyoming? You tell me.

ZOIL
Uh... Thermopolis, Lytle Creek...

VOICE (O.S.)
Holy shit! Moorcroft’s on the 14!

ZOIL
You don’t think...?

INT. MOSES’S PICKUP - DAY95 95

MOSES listens intently to his scanner.

VOICE (O.S.)
Sonofabitch is going back. He’s 
going to try and contact her.

INT/EXT. HAGGARD’S CAR - DAY96 96

VOICE (O.S.)
...I’m counting on you Zoil. If 
this gets wrapped up before sundown 
I promise we’ll talk about you 
moving up a level.

HAGGARD and O’REILLY look at each other.
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O’REILLY
I don’t know. He was awful mad.

HAGGARD
Fuck him. He’s a dinosaur. It’s 
time for some new blood.

EXT/INT. RV - DAY97 97

The RV passes a sign which reads ‘WELCOME TO MOORCROFT’.

PAUL
This is it!

CLIVE
This is where we’ve been headed?

PAUL
Not quite. I just need to make a 
little stop first.

GRAEME
Have we got time to be making stops 
Paul?

PAUL
I factored this in from the start. 
Turn left.

RUTH
Did you factor in kidnapping me?

PAUL
No. Right here.

GRAEME
Did you factor in being shot at by 
the Secret Service?

PAUL
Of course not. Straight on.

CLIVE
Did you factor in my brutal 
assault?

PAUL
Yes. Stop!

The RV pulls up. GRAEME, CLIVE, RUTH and PAUL stare through 
the window at the farmhouse glimpsed in the first scene. 
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PAUL
Park it here. 

GRAEME
Shouldn’t we park a bit closer?

PAUL
No, we might scare her.

RUTH
Scare who?

EXT. FARMHOUSE - LATE AFTERNOON98 98

GRAEME and CLIVE stand at the farmhouse door.

GRAEME
You knock.

CLIVE
You knock.

GRAEME
I always knock.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
Who’s there?

GRAEME
Tara Wilton?

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
Leave me alone! 

CLIVE
Miss Wilton, my name is Clive 
Gollings and I’m with my friend, 
Graeme Willy. 

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
What do you want?

GRAEME
We’re here with the alien that 
killed your dog sixty years ago.

The sound of multiple locks. The door opens to reveal a woman 
(68). This is TARA WILTON. 

TARA
What is this, some kind of joke?
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We hear footsteps behind GRAEME and CLIVE. PAUL walks up to 
the porch.

PAUL
Hello Tara.

TARA’s face drops then hardens, fire in her eyes.

TARA
You!

INT. FARMHOUSE. FRONT ROOM - LATE AFTERNOON99 99

GRAEME, CLIVE, RUTH and PAUL sit on a sofa. TARA sits 
opposite. A grandfather clock ticks loudly in the corner.

GRAEME
That’s a very loud clock.

TARA glares at PAUL who looks uncomfortable.

TARA
You got a lot of nerve showing your 
face after all these years.

RUTH
Maybe I should make some tea.

TARA
I’ll do it.

TARA goes to the kitchen.

CLIVE
Uhh I don’t really think we’ve got 
time for tea. We’re in a bit of a 
hurry.

GRAEME
Paul, is there something you’d like 
to say to Tara?

PAUL
Gimme a second...

CLIVE
Haven’t we gotta be somewhere else?

PAUL
Yeah but I...
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GRAEME
Don’t be a pussy.

PAUL approaches the kitchen. TARA turns on the gas and 
strikes a cooking match.

TARA
I’ve only just stopped believing in 
you, y’know? Spent a very long time 
trying to convince folk about what 
happened that night. Everyone 
thought I was mad. They told me it 
was a meteor that squashed little 
Paul. Took me away and did tests. 
Said it was for cosmic radiation. 
Said I was concussed, 
hallucinating, but I knew you were 
real. I pulled you from that 
spaceship myself. Made you 
comfortable and safe. Sat with you 
until the men came and took you 
away. If Pop hadn’t had to go to 
Casper, he would have seen you too. 
They kept telling me I’d imagined 
it but I knew different. Pop tried 
to understand but they filled his 
head with ‘delayed this’ and ‘post-
traumatic that’. He just used to 
smile and say ‘there, there Tara’. 
He got sick when I was seventeen 
and died a few years later. Word 
got out about my story. Kids used 
to throw stones at the house and 
call me names. I just hid myself 
away. I’d spend whole nights up on 
the roof, staring at the sky, 
hoping to catch a glimpse of you 
again. I always believed that one 
day you’d come back and here you 
are. 

The flame reaches RUTH’s fingers. She shakes it out.

PAUL
I’m so sorry Tara. If I could have 
done it any other way.

TARA
It’s okay. You’re real. That’s all 
that matters. I was right and all 
those folk that said I was crazy? 
Well, they can all go fuck 
themselves.
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PAUL
I’ve got something for you. Thought 
you might want it back.

He reaches inside his backpack and pulls out a tatty teddy 
bear and gives it to TARA. Her eyes fill with tears.

TARA
Thank you.

Creep in on GRAEME and CLIVE on the sofa captivated by the 
scene. Creep in on RUTH, similarly rapt at the kitchen door. 
Music swells. It’s beautiful. The doorbell rings. 

TARA
Now who’d you suppose that is?

SMASH. The tinkle of glass. Something hits the floor. A tear 
gas canister spins at their feet, spewing thick fog. 

PAUL goes to the window. HAGGARD and O’REILLY’s car has 
pulled up at the back of the house. HAGGARD is holding a 
smoke grenade launcher, O’REILLY is pulling on a gas mask.

HAGGARD
I’ll take the front.

RUTH
Fuck a duck! 

PAUL
Let’s go!

The gang rush out of the room just as one of the windows 
shatters inward, revealing O’REILLY.

INT. FARMHOUSE. BACK ROOM - LATE AFTERNOON100 100

The gang quickly barricade the door of the next room and 
continue to the front of the house. 

EXT. FARMHOUSE - DAY101 101

ZOIL waits at the door, hears footsteps running round the 
house. He turns away from the door as it opens. PAUL jumps on 
ZOIL’s back, putting his hands across his forehead.

ZOIL
No, wait-
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A burst of psychic images explode in ZOIL’s head. The agent 
and the alien fall onto the ground in an exhausted heap. 
CLIVE picks PAUL up off the floor.

PAUL
No, wait-

HAGGARD approaches, gun drawn. Sees PAUL in CLIVE’s arms.

HAGGARD
Holy shit! I fucking knew it! 

HAGGARD levels his gun. GRAEME grabs a barometer off the wall 
and hurls it, hitting HAGGARD square in the face.

ZOIL comes to. Screeching brakes draw his attention as MOSES 
BUGGS skids up. He gets out, pumping his shotgun.

ZOIL
Oh great!

EXT. FARMHOUSE - LATE AFTERNOON102 102

TEAM PAUL run towards the RV. 

GRAEME
We should have parked closer!

PAUL
Are you okay? Am I heavy?

CLIVE
I told you. It’s not fat, it’s 
power.

INT. FARMHOUSE. BACK ROOM - LATE AFTERNOON103 103

ZOIL sees MOSES exit the pickup with his shotgun. HAGGARD 
gets up, his nose bloody.

ZOIL
Help me up! That’s an order.

HAGGARD
Screw your orders!

HAGGARD staggers and fires off a wild shot at TEAM PAUL. ZOIL 
levels his gun at HAGGARD and fires, narrowly missing.

ZOIL
Fucking milk chin!
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HAGGARD
You crazy bastard!

HAGGARD ducks behind ZOIL’s car. A bullet takes out the back 
window. ZOIL drags himself off the porch.

INT. FARMHOUSE - LATE AFTERNOON104 104

O’REILLY runs into the kitchen and sees TEAM PAUL nearing the 
RV. He takes off his mask and levels his pistol.

EXT. FARMHOUSE - LATE AFTERNOON105 105

MOSES lumbers toward the RV, cocking his shotgun.

MOSES BUGGS
RUTH!

RUTH freezes, trying to make sense of what she is seeing. 
PAUL, still in CLIVE’s arms, grabs her hand.

MOSES BUGGS
Take your hands off her, devil!

INT. FARMHOUSE. FRONT ROOM - LATE AFTERNOON106 106

O’REILLY finds his mark. Pull back to reveal that he is 
standing by the cooker, the shimmer of gas in the air. 

O’REILLY
Coming... ready or not. 

He fires. KA-BOOM! O’REILLY is vaporized in a ball of fire.

EXT. FARMHOUSE - LATE AFTERNOON107 107

The farmhouse explodes. ZOIL covers his head. MOSES is 
knocked off his feet.

RUTH
No!

RUTH runs towards MOSES. GRAEME chases after her.

GRAEME
Ruth, come back!

As RUTH closes in, MOSES staggers to his feet.
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RUTH
It’s okay. He’s fine!

She turns tail and runs back. GRAEME runs after her.

GRAEME
Wait for me!

RUTH
Go Clive, go!

RUTH hurtles back towards the RV and jumps aboard just as it 
pulls off. She turns to see GRAEME lagging behind.

RUTH
Graeme!!

CLIVE
Ruth, drive!

CLIVE jumps out of the driver’s seat and goes to the door.

CLIVE
Come on Graeme!

GRAEME
Don’t leave me!

GRAEME struggles to draw level. CLIVE leans out as far as he 
can. Their fingertips touch. CLIVE lunges forward and grabs 
GRAEME’s arm, pulling him aboard.

CLIVE
Never.

RUTH
Graeme, you scared the shit out of 
me!

CLIVE
Ruth, why aren’t you driving?!

CLIVE looks to the driver’s seat to see PAUL at the wheel. 

PAUL
I told you, it’s easy.

Through the front window we see a huge barn loom up. The RV 
crashes through it. Still clutching her teddy bear, TARA 
looks out of the window at her smouldering home.

TARA
My weed!
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EXT. FARMHOUSE - LATE AFTERNOON108 108

ZOIL is blackened and dazed. MOSES BUGGS lumbers towards his 
truck. HAGGARD gets into ZOIL’s car and drives off. ZOIL 
yells angrily and fires off another shot.

INT. ZOIL’S CAR - LATE AFTERNOON109 109

VOICE (O.S.)
Zoil. Progress report!

HAGGARD
This is Haggard sir. Agent Zoil is 
no longer in command. 

VOICE (O.S.)
I don’t give a shit who’s in 
command. Where the fuck are they?

HAGGARD
Just ahead of me. We’re heading 
east towards Lytle Creek.

VOICE (O.S.)
I don’t wanna hear from anybody til 
that bastard is dead.

INT. RV - LATE AFTERNOON110 110

GRAEME sits in the Chewie seat. CLIVE hovers near PAUL 
shouting driving advice. RUTH and TARA cling on behind. PAUL 
notices HAGGARD in his wing mirror.

PAUL
We’ve got company!

INT. ZOIL’S CAR - EVENING111 111

HAGGARD is in pursuit. He sees MOSES in his rearview.

HAGGARD
Goddamnit!!!

HAGGARD slams on the brakes so that MOSES draws level. 

HAGGARD
This is official government 
business. Stand down or I am 
authorized to use deadly force.
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MOSES BUGGS
That thing has my daughter.

HAGGARD
This is not your mission.

MOSES BUGGS
I’m on a mission from God.

HAGGARD
Tell him you failed.

BLAM. HAGGARD shoots MOSES in the chest. The pickup veers 
onto the scrub. HAGGARD presses on, crazed.

INT. RV - LATE AFTERNOON  112 112

PAUL checks his rearview to see HAGGARD closing in.

PAUL
He’s trying to overtake.

RUTH
Don’t let him get past.

PAUL
Should I ram him? 

CLIVE
What about the deposit?

GRAEME
Fuck the deposit!

RUTH seems proud, CLIVE, slightly shocked, nevertheless, he 
leans over and wrenches the wheel hard to the left forcing 
HAGGARD onto the scrub, who swerves to avoid a sign reading 
‘LYTLE CREEK’. PAUL looks down to see HAGGARD drawing level. 
HAGGARD draws a big gun and winks. PAUL winks back and 
motions ahead. HAGGARD follows PAUL’s finger, his eyes widen. 
His car crashes through a barrier into a gorge.

RUTH
Do you think he’ll be alright?

PAUL
He’ll be fine. 

Behind them, a bright orange fireball erupts into the sky.
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RUTH
Do you see my father back there?

CLIVE
There’s no one else behind us.

GRAEME
Where’s Tara?

TARA comes out of the toilet.

TARA
The bulb’s out in there. 

INT. HAGGARD’S CAR - EVENING113 113

Sometime later ZOIL pulls up to the edge of LYTLE CREEK and 
surveys the smoking wreckage of his car.

VOICE (O.S.)
Haggard!

ZOIL
Zoil.

VOICE (O.S.)
Where are the other two?

ZOIL
One crashed, one burned.

VOICE (O.S.)
Jesus Christ, this has been one 
fuck up after another. I should 
have handled this myself. 

ZOIL
I’m close. Give me an hour.

VOICE (O.S.)
Too late! It’s time to bring in 
Ghost Squadron.

ZOIL
No! He’s mine damnit! I’m going to 
finish this once and for all.

VOICE (O.S.)
I’m warning you Zoil-

ZOIL pulls his gun and fires several rounds into the radio.
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ZOIL
Boring conversation anyway.

EXT. SMALL ROAD - EVENING114 114

TEAM PAUL survey the RV. Steam pours from the radiator.

CLIVE
Fare thee well friend. You were a 
faithful and mighty steed. 

TARA
So what do we do now Paul? Paul?

PAUL is stood away from the RV at the foot of a small hill. 
He starts to climb. The others follow. Crane to reveal a 
sight familiar to anyone who has seen ‘Close Encounters Of 
The Third Kind’... DEVIL’S TOWER.

GRAEME/CLIVE
Of course!

The group draw close to each other. They are almost there.

INT. HAGGARD’S CAR - EVENING115 115

ZOIL stares ahead. Reflected in his windshield, on the 
horizon is DEVIL’S TOWER, silhouetted some distance away. His 
face hardens, determined, unreadable.

EXT. DEVIL’S TOWER - EVENING116 116

TEAM PAUL hike towards the base of the tower.

CLIVE
Did you know Devil’s Tower is a 
volcanic plug and is referred to by 
the native Lakota as Mato Tipila, 
meaning Bear Tower?

GRAEME
I didn’t actually.

CLIVE puts his arm around GRAEME’s shoulder. 

CLIVE
I’ve had an idea for a new book.
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GRAEME
What about Jelva: Alien Queen Of 
The Varvac?

CLIVE
Maybe it’s time I let Jelva go.

EXT. SMALL ROAD - DUSK117 117

ZOIL pulls up next to the RV. He opens his trunk, pulls out 
an assault rifle and sets off up the hill.

EXT. DEVIL’S TOWER. CLEARING - NIGHT118 118

TEAM PAUL are stood in a clearing. CLIVE is wearing his head 
torch, looking at the firework.

PAUL
Just light the fucking thing.

CLIVE
Fireworks aren’t toys Paul.

GRAEME
What’s the suggested safe distance?

CLIVE
Uh... it says 500 feet.

GRAEME
That puts us back past the 
treeline. We won’t enjoy the full 
effect.

CLIVE
That’s true actually...

PAUL’s arm appears holding a lit zippo lighter. He lights the 
touch paper. GRAEME and CLIVE yelp girlishly. PAUL chuckles 
with glee as everyone hastily retires to a safe distance. The 
firework spits out a volley of starbursts.

CLIVE
That wasn’t funny.

TARA
Yeah it was.

RUTH
Sure is pretty.
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GRAEME
What now?

PAUL
We wait.

EXT. DEVIL’S TOWER. FOREST - NIGHT119 119

ZOIL runs through the bush, face fixed with serious intent.

EXT. DEVIL’S TOWER. CLEARING - NIGHT120 120

TEAM PAUL wait, sat on the ground in a circle. 

RUTH
Are you an animal?

CLIVE
Yes.

RUTH
Are you Gentle Ben?

CLIVE
Yes!

PAUL
See?!

An ethereal light appears in the sky. TEAM PAUL look up. This 
is it. Spotlights cut through the night, searching beneath.

EXT. DEVIL’S TOWER. FOREST - NIGHT 121 121

Ahead, through the trees, ZOIL sees the ethereal glow. He 
cocks his assault rifle.

ZOIL
Oh no you don’t.

EXT. DEVIL’S TOWER. CLEARING - NIGHT122 122

The lights are really close now. They are accompanied by a 
deep rumble. A very earthly sound. Rotor blades. 

PAUL
Wait a minute...
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A HELICOPTER swoops in to land, kicking dust and debris into 
the air. TEAM PAUL turn back to the woods but are stopped by 
the sight of a torch getting nearer.

PAUL
It’s her.

Behind them, the HELICOPTER powers down. The door opens.

VOICE (O.S.)
Well, whaddya know? Small world.

VOICE appears, a beautiful, glamorous woman in her 50s, 
flanked by two faceless, heavily armed SOLDIERS. They level 
their weapons, just as ZOIL bursts through the trees.

ZOIL
PAUL!
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Crash zoom on PAUL as he turns to see ZOIL.

PAUL
Lorenzo?!

ZOIL fires. The bullet whizzes past PAUL, slamming into one 
of the soldiers. ZOIL rolls, coming to rest on one knee. He 
fires a second shot into the leg of the other soldier. He 
levels his gun at VOICE as the PILOT bursts from the cockpit, 
firing. The PILOT misses ZOIL who returns fire, hitting his 
mark. Before ZOIL can fire again, a bullet rips into his 
shoulder. VOICE levels her gun at TEAM PAUL.

VOICE
Don’t fucking move!

Everyone raises their hands. 

VOICE
I gotta say, I’m a little hurt 
Agent Zoil.

ZOIL
I’ve known him since 1990. He 
introduced me to my wife damnit! 
He’s my friend!

VOICE
Friend? You stupid son of a bitch. 
You could’ve been where I am in 15 
years.

ZOIL
I don’t want to be where you are.

VOICE
Too bad, seeing as I’m the one 
holding all the cards and when I 
say “cards”, I of course mean big 
fucking gun. 

VOICE points the gun at PAUL.

VOICE
Let’s go Mork.

GRAEME and CLIVE stand in front of PAUL.

GRAEME
No!

CLIVE
He’s not going anywhere.
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VOICE
Cannit nerds. Shit, I’d shoot you 
now if I didn’t get off on the idea 
of you being hog tied and pissed on 
in Guantanamo Bay.

GRAEME
They shut Guantanamo Bay.

VOICE
Did they? Be honest with 
yourselves, what do you think you 
can possibly bring to the table at 
this stage in the game?

CLIVE
Blind fury.

CLIVE reaches behind his back to his KATANA SWORD, but as he 
unsheathes it, we hear a snapping sound. CLIVE holds the hilt 
in his hands and looks disappointed.

VOICE
Step aside nerd. 

CLIVE
Gharram, be'vam yIqIp!

SUBTITLE: Graeme, strike this woman!

CLIVE steps aside. GRAEME slams his fist into the face of the 
unsuspecting VOICE. She staggers back but rallies quickly, 
blocking GRAEME’s second blow and delivering a heavy rebuke. 
RUTH leaps onto VOICE’s back.

RUTH
Leave him alone!

VOICE throws RUTH off, then comes face to face with...

TARA
Get away from her you bitch!

WHAM! TARA socks VOICE. She falls to the ground, out cold. 
PAUL rushes to ZOIL who lies on the ground, wounded.

ZOIL
So much for the plan huh?

PAUL
I know right? Sorry I zapped you at 
the farmhouse. 
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ZOIL
That’s okay. Sorry I wasn’t outside 
the base to meet you. By the time I 
got there, you’d gone. See you got 
yourself a plan B.

PAUL
Did I ever? I’d like you to meet 
some very good friends of mine. 
Lorenzo Zoil, this is Graeme Willy 
and Clive Gollings.

ZOIL
Very nice to meet you boys. You did 
a great job. 

CLIVE
Thank you Agent Zoil.

GRAEME
It’s very nice to meet you too.

PAUL
And this is...

MOSES BUGGS (O.S.)
Ruth!

RUTH
Papa?

MOSES emerges from the trees, shotgun in one hand, Bible in 
the other. The Bible has a bullet lodged in it. 

MOSES BUGGS
Be of good courage and He shall 
strengthen your heart, all ye that 
hope in the Lord.

RUTH
Paul!

RUTH darts forward pushing PAUL clear. 

GRAEME
Ruth!

GRAEME moves fast. BLAM! Close on RUTH’s face, an expression 
of shock and terror. She looks down. No blood.

GRAEME (CONT’D)
That was close.
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Relieved, RUTH looks at GRAEME as a flower of blood blooms 
across his chest, deep, dark, red. He collapses.

RUTH
No!

CLIVE
Graeme! Oh God Graeme!

CLIVE sweeps down and gathers GRAEME up in his arms.

MOSES BUGGS
Why Lord, why?

ZOIL
Put the gun down Mr. Buggs.

MOSES BUGGS
I never meant...

RUTH
DROP THE FUCKING GUN DAD!

MOSES drops the gun, horrified. CLIVE holds GRAEME.

CLIVE
This is my fault. We should never 
have gone on holiday.

GRAEME
It’s alright Clive. We’ve had a 
fantastic time, haven’t we? 

CLIVE
Yeah, but you got shot.

GRAEME
I know but if I had to do it all 
again I don’t think I’d change a 
thing. Maybe I wouldn’t have let go 
of Ruth’s boob so quickly.

CLIVE
Or get shot.

GRAEME
Yes and that. Still, I can honestly 
say, this has been the most fun I 
have ever had.

GRAEME’s eyes lose focus. He dies. TARA and ZOIL look aghast. 
RUTH falls to her knees. CLIVE sobs.
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MOSES BUGGS
Oh Lord, what have I done? 

A shadow is cast across CLIVE and GRAEME. The sound of hands 
clapping then rubbing together. Everyone looks up to see 
PAUL. His eyes glint. PAUL drops to his knees, places his 
hands on GRAEME's chest and looks at CLIVE.

PAUL
I’ve got to try, right?

CLIVE nods. The air starts to hum. GRAEME’s wounds begin to 
appear on PAUL’s chest. The ebb and flow of energy, 
eventually starts to go PAUL’s way. GRAEME’s wounds knit 
closed. His eyes flicker open.

GRAEME
Hello Clive.

Relief spreads through the group. CLIVE holds GRAEME close. 
RUTH kneels down next to them.

CLIVE
That was very rash Graeme. I almost 
lost the best illustrator in the 
business. Did you think of that 
when you were being so bloody 
brave?

CLIVE squeezes GRAEME who spots PAUL standing nearby.

GRAEME
Wasn’t that awfully dangerous?

PAUL
Hey, sometimes you just gotta roll 
the dice.

MOSES
It’s a miracle! I see it now. The 
Lord has delivered a healing hand.

RUTH
It wasn’t the Lord, Papa. It was 
Paul.

"Paul" BLUE Additional Photography 11/7/11 117
CONTINUED: (6)122 122



MOSES
Yes but you gotta ask yourself 
child. Who was it that sent him?

RUTH
You can’t win with these people.

CLIVE looks at GRAEME then, in a significant gesture, lifts 
him over to RUTH. She looks at him with a smile. 

GRAEME
Are you going to kiss me?

RUTH
Fuck yeah.

They kiss. 

PAUL
Well whaddya know? The geek shall 
inherit the Earth.

CLICK CLICK. VOICE is upright again, pointing her gun.

VOICE
Well, ain’t this swee-

SPLAT. A large spaceship lands on VOICE. PAUL shrugs.

PAUL
And that’s Jenga..

EXT. DEVIL’S TOWER. CLEARING - NIGHT123 123

Some time later, a number of other aliens are now present. 
One of them uses a big hose to clean the remains of VOICE 
from the hull of the ship. Another two help the now healed 
soldiers to their feet, patting them on the back and shaking 
their hands. The atmosphere is amiable.

TEAM PAUL, MOSES and a very much alive ZOIL stand together, 
as one of PAUL’s people takes a photo. They realize that this 
is goodbye. PAUL hugs RUTH.

PAUL
I’m sorry I frightened the shit out 
of you.

RUTH
You didn’t frighten me. You freed 
me. You helped me see the light.
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PAUL winks at her. RUTH winks back.
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PAUL
Take care of her big man.

MOSES BUGGS
I will sir. God be with you.

PAUL
Whatever dude.

PAUL turns to ZOIL. They embrace. 

PAUL
Say bye to Karen for me.

ZOIL
Safe trip Short Round.

TARA is waiting for her goodbye but PAUL ignores her. Her 
face drops. PAUL notices her expression.

PAUL
Oh you’re coming with me.

TARA
What?

PAUL
I ruined your life, Tara. Think I 
owe you a new one.

TARA
I don’t have my toothbrush.

PAUL
Baby, where we’re going, you won’t 
need teeth.

PAUL motions her up the ship’s ramp. She hands the teddy bear 
to RUTH with a smile and boards the ship. 

CLIVE
I meant to ask. What did you think 
of the book?

PAUL
I liked it. Lot of nice ideas. 
Although to be honest, I found it 
hard to finish.

CLIVE
Yeah me too. 
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PAUL
You have to spin a good yarn, 
before you can weave a great dream.

GRAEME
That's what Adam Shadowchild said!

PAUL
Asshole! He stole that from me!

GRAEME
He was a bit of an asshole.

CLIVE
Yeah he was. Keep it for the 
journey home if you like.

PAUL
I will, thanks.

PAUL barks something at one of his fellow ALIENS and tosses 
him the manuscript. The ALIEN looks at the cover as he walks 
up the gangplank in to the ship. 

ALIEN
(subtitle)

Hey, three tits. Awesome!

PAUL
Well, I think we’ve all learnt a 
little something from this. Speak 
from your heart. Be yourself. Some 
shit like that right?

GRAEME
I certainly feel a bit different.

CLIVE
And me.

PAUL
Thank you guys.

CLIVE
No, thank you.

GRAEME
No, thank you.

The three of them hug and don’t let go for several moments. 

PAUL (CONT’D)
Clive, I can feel your boner.

They laugh the kind of snotty laugh that interrupts tears. 
PAUL walks to the ship and stands in the doorway. 
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GRAEME and CLIVE wave. PAUL waves back. The ship lifts off 
into the sky. The light from the ship gradually fades.

CLIVE
That was good, wasn’t it?

OMITTED124 124

EXT. SAN DIEGO STREET - DAY124 A 124 A

A group of Orcs stand at a crosswalk surrounded by a number 
of other costumed Comic Con attendants. Graeme and Clive 
appear between them jostling for space. The Orcs look miffed 
but then change their demeanors. They offer handshakes to the 
boys, who accept them cordially.

The crosswalk beeps. Graeme and Clive set of across the road 
towards the San Diego Convention Centre.

Caption: COMIC CON, TWO YEARS LATER.

INT. CONVENTION CENTRE CORRIDOR - DAY124B 124B

Graeme and Clive are lining up for a photograph with a group 
of slave Leias. The picture is taken. Graeme and Clive walk 
away smiling. The Leias squeal with delight.

Someone dressed as Boushh the Bounty from Return Of The Jedi 
rushes up to Graeme and Clive.

BOUSHH 
Y’tay, y’tay, yotto.

CLIVE 
I’m sorry I only speak Klingon.

GRAEME
And Welsh.

CLIVE 
Well, it’s very similar isn’t it?

GRAEME 
Who are you?

Boushh whips off the mask, revealing Ruth underneath.

RUTH 
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Someone who loves you.

GRAEME 
Hi! I thought you were coming as
Wonder Woman today?

RUTH 
I couldn’t find my lasso of truth.

GRAEME 
It’s still tied to the bed.

Graeme and Ruth throw a guilty glance towards Clive who looks 
mildly disgusted.

CLIVE 
Don’t think I’ll bother going to
the food court now.

GRAEME
Aw really?

RUTH 
Do you boneholes know what time it
is?!

Graeme and Clive look at their watches, then at each other. 
Everybody sprints out of shot.

INT. EVENT HALL H - DAY124C 124C

A large hall filled with the buzz of a crowd. Pat Stevenson 
is sat in the front row with an empty seat next to her. There 
is a sign on it which reads, RESERVED FOR RUTH BUGGS.

Ruth hurries in and takes her seat next to Pat. She looks at 
Pat’s hair and smiles appreciatively as if she is trying to 
figure something out.

RUTH 
So who have you come as?

PAT 
What’s that sweetie?

Beat. Ruth offers a handshake.

RUTH 
(brightly)

I’m called Ruth.
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PAT 
I know. Ruth Buggs.

RUTH 
That’s right! How did you do that?

PAT 
It’s on the back of your chair
honey. It’s a pleasure to finally 
meet you Ruth Buggs. I’m Pat 
Stevenson.

RUTH 
Pat Stevenson? The Pat Stevenson
from chapter one?

PAT 
The very same.

RUTH 
I thought you’d be taller.

PAT 
You should see me standing up.

RUTH 
I’d like that.

They laugh.

PAT 
I didn’t realize you were so damn
pretty.

Ruth deflects the compliment with a snort. She looks down at 
her costume.

Beat.

RUTH 
You should see me out of these
crazy clothes.

PAT 
I’d like that.

It dawns on Ruth that Pat is hitting on her. She blushes and 
looks to the stage.

RUTH 
Who’s this asshole?

PAT 
That asshole is Adam Shadowchild.

On the stage. Adam Shadowchild appears to be filling time.
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ADAM SHADOWCHILD (O.S.) 
It was a sultry evening in Havana,
drinking absinthe with Carl Sagan 
that I happened upon the idea for 
Night of the Moths...

Up on the stage, Adam Shadowchild is stood at a lectern. A 
woman runs onstage and whispers something in his ear.

ADAM SHADOWCHILD (CONT’D) 
(slightly off mic)

What? Oh, that’s a shame. Okay. 
(into the mic)

Would you please welcome the team 
behind this year’s multi Nebulon 
award winning, best seller. They’re 
very dear friends of mine, in fact 
they’re quoted as saying that I’ve 
been something of an inspiration 
...

An unseen con official hurries Adam along from behind.

ADAM SHADOWCHILD (CONT’D) ... 
Alright! Fuck! Please welcome
to the stage, Clive Gollings and 
Graeme Willy.

The audience go crazy. Backstage, Graeme and Clive are 
waiting in the wings.

CLIVE 
I’m very proud of you Graeme.

GRAEME 
Ditto Sausage.

They embrace. Graeme doesn’t flinch.

CLIVE
Shall we?

CLIVE (CONT’D)
Three, two, one ...

GRAEME
Three, two, one ...

Graeme and Clive step out onto the stage, the applause 
becomes deafening. They shake hands with a grumpy Adam 
Shadowchild and move to the centre of the stage, 
surreptitiously spritzing their hands with anti-bacterial 
spray.

We see the front row, Ruth is clapping and cheering. Pat is 
similarly enthusiastic. She winks at Ruth People begin to 
stand one by one as the adulation swells. Ruth blows a kiss 
at Graeme, who beams with love and pride. Clive spots someone 
and winks. In the front row, we see a bunch of horny Ewoks, 
one of them faints. 
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The whole room rises to a standing ovation. Graeme and Clive 
drink it in, glowing with unbridled joy.

The screen folds over into a book. The title reads ‘Paul by 
Clive Gollings and Graeme Willy’. The cover image features a 
familiar alien on the front, giving a victory sign and 
winking. He has three tits. Smash to black.

END TITLES

(Somewhere in the crowd, we see O’Reilly. Half his face is 
hideously disfigured. He is dressed as Two Face from Batman. 
He seems perfectly happy. The audience may or may not notice 
this. We will never mention it.)
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