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FADE | N:
EXT. DEEP SPACE
Stars tw nkl e agai nst the bl ackness of the intergal actic
voi d.

PAN DOMWN TO
EXT. ALI EN PLANET, SPACEPORT - DAY
Shuttles zip around. Spacecraft take off.

The alien squiggles on a promnent billboard magically
Rl PPLE and DI SSOLVE i nt o:

VELCOVE TO GRRK- THNAG SPACEPCRT -
"A 99.998% CHANCE OF A
TROUBLE- FREE LAUNCH! "

Behi nd the gl ass of the pressurized dones and wal kways,
m scel | aneous aliens and stray pieces of luggage ride the
escal ators.

I NT. ALI EN PLANET, SPACEPORT - DAY

The squi ggles on the nanmepl ate of an office door
RI PPLE/ DI SSCLVE i nt o:

PROFESSOR ' ALEC THRRAGXG,
DEPARTMENT OF OURANCLOGE CAL AFFAI RS

The door opens with a swoosh. W enter.

I NT. ALEC S OFFI CE - DAY

Sonewhere inside the professor’s large inposing office,
efficient fingers rattle away on a conputer keyboard.

As we advance towards the sound, the conputer’s display
panel remains eclipsed behind the broad back of a grandiose
executive chair. W swerve around the chair: filling the
screen is an imge of Earth as seen from space.

Wth a final flourish, the fingers stop tapping. The
conput er beeps obediently, and a large red flashing alien
i con pops up on the screen. The icon Rl PPLE/ DI SSOLVES t o:

PROGRAM READY
BEG N?? YES/ NO



The cursor hovers over the 'NO .

After a beat, CLAUDE (Al ec’'s fourteen-year-old nephew,
humanoi d; bright blue skin) springs out of the chair. The
chair is much too big for him

He crosses the room sits down at a mrrored dressing table
and cerenoniously puts on a hat nade of tangled wires and
flashing Christmas tree |ights.

The effect is predictably cheesy, but he warbles with
satisfaction and sinpers at his reflection.

Cl aude’ s hand snatches up a thick, well-thunbed volune: A
Dictionary of Earth Languages’.

He flicks through the dictionary, finds what he wants and
w ggl es excitedly in his chair. Regaining his conposure, he
checks the entry again, and then, admring hinself in the
mrror, pronounces carefully and distinctly:

CLAUDE
Cool !

Back at the computer. Still wearing his hat, C aude drags
the cursor over to the 'YES option. He double-clicks. The
conput er beeps and hesitates:

ARE YOU SURE??! YES/ NO
He selects 'YES again. Indicator lights flicker,
hard-drives go into turbo node. Superinposed over the inage
of Earth, flashing, and in red:

PROGRAM | NI TI ATED

Back at the dressing table again. O aude throws things
anyhow i nto a suitcase.

He tosses in the dictionary.
Last of all, he renoves his hat and places it reverently on

top of all his other shit. He tries to shut the suitcase,
but the hat is getting crushed.

He shovel s sone of the clothes aside. Still no good. He
slams the |id down anyway, sits on it and snaps the
fasteners closed. Sonme of the still-flashing Christnas

I ights are caught outside.

I NT. ALI EN PLANET, SPACEPCRT, WALKWAY - DAY

Carrying his suitcase, which nowtrails an unraveling
string of twnkling Iights, C aude nmakes his way
self-inportantly through the crowds of assorted alien
travel ers.



He bows grandly to two cute femal es. They acknow edge his
bow politely, but once he’'s safely passed, they point at
his Christmas tree |lights and giggl e.

| NT. SPACESHI P - DAY

Enter Cl aude. He puts down his suitcase, goes over to a
control panel and presses sone buttons.

On a large display screen

ESTI MATED TI ME TO DESTI NATI ON
5 MONTHS, 23 DAYS

COVMENCI NG LAUNCH SEQUENCE. .

40 SECONDS
39
38

Each count ed-down second is marked with a "bip’; every 10
seconds there’'s a | onger 'beep’.

Claude tries to set his wist watch alarm He jabs at its
tiny buttons. It twitters unhelpfully. He gets annoyed.

He suddenly notices the string of lights trailing fromhis
sui tcase and rushes over with a concerned shri ek.

He throws open the lid and fusses with his precious hat,
scranbling to get it properly bedded down for the journey.

Anot her ' beep’ fromthe countdown sequence. C aude gives up
with the hat. He jans a set of headphones over his ears.

Cl aude takes a cassette tape: 'Mddern Earth Languages - A
Ref reshment Course’. He loads it into a ' SpaceMan (TM’

A bottle of pills: "New Fast Acting! CGenie in a Bottle(TM
"Deep Sl eep for Deep Space"’.

Cl aude gul ps down 2 pills. He manages a coupl e of steps
towards a confortabl e-1ooking reclining chair before his
eyes roll up into his head and he passes out.

Cl aude |ies unconscious on the floor, wedged awkwardly
against the recliner with his earphones knocked askew.

Three.. Two.. One.. Zero. An extra |ong beep. D stant
roaring. Shaki ng.

The roaring and shaki ng subsi de. The tinny, unnatural
i ntonations of non-native speakers | eak fromthe earphones:



VO CE 1
| say! That girl can dance for
certainly.

VA CE 2

Nom d’ une plune! Cette fille-la
peut danser vrainent tres bien.

VA CE 3
Ai yo! Neige tongzhi hen hui tiao
wu.

VO CE 4

H mrel! D ese Fraul ein...
Cl aude’ s hat keeps fl ashi ng.
FADE QUT:

FADE | N:

EXT. US GOVT PRI NTI NG FACTORY - DAY
Workers check in at the security gate.

TI TLE OVER® MEANVH LE ON EARTH. . .

| NT. PRI NTI NG FACTCRY, COVMPUTER ROOM - DAY

I n anongst the tape drives, neters, dials, flashing lights,
and futuristic netal boxes, two conputer operators tap
busily away at their keyboards.

Behi nd them unobserved, a strange electric force -
sonething like ball lightning - slowy materializes in
md-air. It pours itself into the biggest of the netal
boxes: ' FzzZT!”

Wor ker #1 shifts unconfortably in his chair.

WORKER #1
Hey, you feel that?

HARRY (250 pounds; beergut) |ooks up slowy, eyes his
tw t chy-1| ooki ng conmpani on, turns back to his conputer

HARRY
That’s your fifth coffee this
nor ni ng, right?

Wor ker #1 shrugs: yeah? so?



WORKER #1
Not hi ng wong wth nmy nerves,
man. |’ msensitive is what.
HARRY

| s that decaf?
(no answer)
| didn't think so.

Wor ker #1 glares at his colleague. Muttering to hinself, he
turns back to his work.



