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INT. STAR TREK CONVENTION – EVENING

A large auditorium with red curtains covering the walls.  A massive 
crowd of people in costumes mills about.

MATT GANNON, a twenty-ish skinny long nosed brunette, sits in a chair 
against a wall, drawing pictures in a sketch pad.  He wears a cream 
orange and black uniform.  The round patch and the silver moon boots 
indicate that it is not Starfleet issue.  

He sketches a picture of SARAH, a young woman in a black and gold 
crewman's outfit.  

The nose on her mouse-like face wiggles when she sees him.

She approaches.

She smiles, flashing her buckteeth.

SARAH
Hi!  I'm Sarah.  What's your name?

MATT
Matt.

SARAH
What are you drawing?

Matt shrugs and shows her.

SARAH
Is that supposed to be me?

He nods.

She grins.

MATT
I know.  It's not a perfect likeness.

SARAH
No, I actually like it.  Can I have it?

MATT
Sure.

He hands it to her.



SARAH
Hey, weren't you one of those guys passing out 
tracts?

MATT
`Aliens for Jesus?'  Yeah.

She giggles.

SARAH
Sounds interesting.  I'd like to hear more.  Can 
I get your e-mail address?

MATT
Not a problem.

He writes on a drawing and hands it to her.

SARAH
Thanks.  I'll give you a message soon.

INT. LIBRARY MEETING ROOM – EVENING

A gray room with cork boards on the walls.  Science fiction junk 
covers the big folding table in the center.  A television lays 
dormant on one end.

Matt drums his fingers on the table.  He now wears a t-shirt that 
says `Starship Legend.'  

TITLE OVER:  One Month Later.

Sarah enters the room, dressed in a long sleeved Starship Legend 
turtleneck and baggy cargo pants.  She looks super cheerful and 
excited.

SARAH
Hi.  Is this where the meeting is?

MATT
Yeah.  You're just a bit early.

SARAH
Did you get my last e-mail?

MATT
Yeah!  That constructed language you made up was 
awesome.  You call it `Wava,' right?



Looking disappointed:

SARAH
Yeah.  Wava.

MATT
That's cool.

(Beat)
Well, have a seat.

SARAH
You get around, don't you?  It seems like I've
seen your group at just about every Star Trek, 
Star Wars, Doctor Who and Starship Legend 
convention I've been to.

MATT
Trust me, it's not that many.  Unless you're 
talking about my friends.  I normally stick to 
the ones in town.

Grinning:

SARAH
So do I.

(Beat)
Anyways, I'd like to ask you a few questions.  I 
hope you don't mind.

MATT
Sure.  Fire away.

Sarah takes out a notepad.

SARAH
Do space aliens need Jesus?

MATT
Uh...I hate to break it to you, but space aliens 
aren't real.

SARAH
How can you be so sure?  There's billions and 
billions of planets out there.

MATT
I'm sorry.  The idea of space aliens requires me 
to believe in evolution.  I don't believe

(MORE)



MATT (Cont'd)
intelligent life is that commonplace, or that we 
arrived here through evolution.

SARAH
I don't either.  I believe in a god, too.  What's 
wrong with a god using evolution for creating 
things?

MATT
`A god'?  Hold on.  Did you know that this is a 
Christian bible study group meeting?

Sarah nods.  

With a cheesy grin:

SARAH
Why can't God make intelligent life on other 
planets?

MATT
I...guess he could.

SARAH
So, do aliens need Jesus?

MATT
Um...probably not.  I mean, the whole concept of 
the fall of man and mankind's redemption is an 
earth based concept.

Sarah scribbles something down.

SARAH
I see.

(Beat)
Do I need Jesus?

MATT
Yes.

Sarah looks troubled.

SARAH
And why is that?



MATT
Well, you're human.  I don't see antennas 
sprouting out of your head.  Humans need a savior 
because they sin.

SARAH
(Beat)

Sin.  Noun.  Transgression against divine or 
moral law.

(Beat)
I too have sin.

Matt laughs.

MATT
You remind me of that girl I used to ride the bus 
with in high school!  She was in the theater 
department.  She loved play acting,and pretending 
to be a Martian.

MATT
Isn't that hot?  The shirt?

SARAH
Yeah.

MATT
Then why not wear something with shorter sleeves?

SARAH
I get cold a lot.

(Beat)
Your god claims to take away `sin,' is that 
correct?

MATT
Claim nothing.  He does take away sin.

SARAH
(Sigh)

If Jesus met a space alien, would he forgive its 
sin?

Playing along:

MATT
Uh...sure he would.

He winks.



SARAH
But how could he?  You said your religion is 
completely earth based.

Weary of the act:

MATT
He can forgive anybody.  He's the Son of God.  He 
can do anything.  It doesn't matter if you're 
black, white, Chinese, or green with purple 
spots.

Excited:

SARAH
Really?

MATT
Yes.

SARAH
I...this is...this sounds too good to be true. 
Are you really sure?

MATT
I couldn't be more sure of anything.

SARAH
And a person who...dies without Jesus goes to the 
abode of the damned.  Is that correct?

MATT
Unless you're completely without sin, I'd say so.

SARAH
Can another religion provide the cleansing 
required for salvation?

MATT
No.

SARAH
What about Judaism?

MATT
We're talking about the same belief system. 
Unless you can part the Red Sea and raise the

(MORE)



MATT (Cont'd)
dead, you're not going to get to heaven on your 
own merit.

SARAH
I see.

She stands up.

MATT
Are you going to stay for the meeting?

SARAH
Um...I don't know.  I...I'm not comfortable with 
this.

MATT
It's nothing to be afraid of.  We're just going 
to study the bible.

SARAH
I...I...

(Beat)
Maybe...some other time.

MATT
Well, okay.  You still got my phone number, 
right?

SARAH
Yeah.

MATT
Bye, then.

She waves and leaves the room.

INT. HALLWAY – EVENING

A plain gray hallway outside the meeting room, near the door.

Sarah takes a stethoscope out of her purse, crouching on the floor.

Like an old fashioned movie spy, she puts it in her ears and places 
the end piece against the wall, eavesdropping on conversations.

MATT O/S
My parents disowned me for being a Christian.  So 
I know what this verse is talking about.



Sarah looks horrified and sad.  Whispering:

SARAH
That's terrible!

MATT O/S
`For I have come to set a man against his father 
and a daughter against her mother...'

She nods.  

A guy comes out of the meeting room.

Sarah quickly stands up and hides the stethoscope, pretending to be 
studying a literacy poster.  

She whistles, feigning nonchalance.

The guy walks away.

She goes back to eavesdropping.

MATT O/S
What's sad is that so many people today, like my 
mom, think that you can't simultaneously be 
Jewish and Christian.  It didn't used to be that 
way.

Sarah stops eavesdropping, weighing the meaning of what she heard.

Matt comes out of the room.  He sees her and smirks.

MATT
I thought you were going home.

SARAH
I...was.  I mean, I am.

(Beat)
I...was just reading in the library and I had to 
use the restroom.

MATT
Then why are you sitting on the floor?

SARAH
I was tired.



MATT
Did you give any more thought to what we talked 
about?

SARAH
Um...a little.  I...I'd like to see...that 
`church' thing you described in your e-mails.

MATT
You want to visit my church?  Right on.  You want 
to go tomorrow?

Sheepish:

SARAH
Yes, please.

MATT
Okay.  I'll call you tomorrow morning.

Sarah raises her hand in the Vulcan hand sign.

SARAH
Live long and prosper.

Matt grins, mirroring the gesture:

MATT
Shalom.  

EXT. SUPERMARKET - EVENING

In the parking lot, Matt, dressed in a green apron and dress clothes, 
pushes a row of carts into a large glass and brick building in the 
middle of an outdoor shopping complex.  The storefront is big and 
green, with a big cartoony image of a cow on it.  

INT. SUPERMARKET – EVENING - CONTINUOUS

A small grocery store.  Matt carries a boxed meal in his hand, 
walking down a path in front of a dairy cooler.  

MGR. JEFF, a thin, red faced man with wispy blonde hair, stops him, 
staring at him with his icy blue eyes.  He looks super angry.

JEFF
What are you doing?



MATT
I'm just taking my break.

JEFF
You can't take a break!  You just took one an 
hour ago!

MATT
No I didn't.

JEFF
Yes you did.  I saw you.

MATT
But I was going to the bathroom!

JEFF
B-b-but!  I don't wanna hear it.  Get back to 
work and eat that food when you get home.

Matt sighs, throwing his food in a trash can.  

He goes up to a cash register and flips on the light, ringing up a 
customer.  

INT. MATT'S APARTMENT – NIGHT  

A messy bachelor pad filled with a mixture of science fiction and 
sports memorabilia.  

KEITH, a big, heavy set guy with short blonde hair, sits on a couch, 
watching football.  

Matt enters.  

KEITH
Brenda called again.

Keith pushes a button on the answering machine next to him.

BRENDA V/O
Hello, Ringo?  It's me, your mother.  Your real 
mother.

Keith pushes the button again.  

Brenda croaks out an old Jewish hymn, sounding terrible.  She cries.



MATT
She means well.  But her mind is veiled to the
gospel.  

KEITH
For someone who disowned you, she's trying pretty 
hard to get you back!

MATT
Only on her terms.

INT. MATT'S APARTMENT – MORNING

Matt holds a spaceship shaped novelty phone to his head.

Dial tone.

MATT
C'mon, Sarah.  It's nine thirty.  I don't even 
know how to get to your house.

SARAH
It's at 23500 West Hedge Lane.  Want the 
directions?

He jerks in surprise.

MATT
Uh-huh.

INT. MATT'S TOYOTA - DAY

It has a gray interior and trash on the floor.  The window shows a 
view of an apartment complex.  Matt turns the wheel.  

EXT. STREET – DAY

The silver Toyota goes down a freeway.

EXT. SARAH'S HOUSE – DAY

The Toyota pulls up in front of a small, plain suburban styled house 
with a big yard with a wooden fence around it.  He parks behind a 
white Honda.

Matt gets out and goes up to the door, ringing the bell.  

He waits a long time, then rings it again and again when nobody 
responds.  



Sarah opens the door.

SARAH
What took you so long?

MATT
Sorry.  I got lost.

SARAH
I told you the address.

MATT
I never said I was a genius.

SARAH
Well, should we go?

MATT
It's too late.  It's already ten.  It took me an 
hour to get here.  We'd miss the whole thing.

Depressed:

SARAH
Darn.

(Beat)
Can I have a bible study?

MATT
Uh...sure.

SARAH
Well, come in, come in.

INT. SARAH'S HOUSE - DAY

The two walk inside.  It looks like nobody has been living there for 
some time.  Unfinished walls, bare floors, tattered hotel furniture. 
A makeshift coffee table made from big wooden construction spools and 
a giant slab of particle board.

MATT
Gee.  Did you...just move in here?

SARAH
(Beat)

Yes.



Matt sits down on a battered green sofa.  Sarah sits down next to 
him, digging a bible out from under the sofa legs.

SARAH
Here.  I've even got a bible.

MATT
Cool.

She opens it up.  The pages have scrawled symbols in the margins. 
Matt points to them.

MATT
Do I have to ask?

SARAH
Those are just notes.  

MATT
Well, as long as you can understand them, I 
guess.

(Beat)
Where should we start?

SARAH
Let's start at the beginning.

MATT
Okay.  Genesis.  

Reading from bible:

MATT
`In the beginning, God created the heavens and 
the earth...'

SARAH
`Heavens' included other planets, right?

MATT
Right.  Now, `the earth was without form and 
void...'

A silverfish scurries across the spool table.

MATT
`...and darkness was on the face of the deep...'

Sarah picks up the silverfish and eats a piece of it.  MUNCH!



MATT
`...and the Spirit of God was on the face of the 
waters.'  

(Beat)
Did you just eat that bug?

She swallows the rest of it.

SARAH
What bug?

MATT
I just saw you eat a bug.

SARAH
Okay.  So what if I did.

MATT
That's not a good idea.  Those things are covered 
in germs.

SARAH
Really?  Wow.  

(Beat)
In that case, maybe I should boil them first.

MATT
Well, yeah.  That...sounds like a good idea.

SARAH
So where were we?

TITLE OVER:  Later...

Matt has his hands folded.  Sarah looks uncomfortable, staring at the 
ceiling.

MATT
Amen.

SARAH
Thanks.  That was nice.  

MATT
Do you have a boyfriend?

SARAH
No.



MATT
Good.  Neither do I.

She laughs.

MATT
I mean, do you want to be my girlfriend?

SARAH
I thought we were already friends.

MATT
Um, right.  We are.

(Sigh)
You want to go out or something?

SARAH
Sure!  How about we go to Veebocks?

MATT
What?

EXT. COUNTRY RESTAURANT – DAY

A place resembling a truck stop.  The white Honda is parked in the 
dusty gravel lot.  RESTAURANT NOISES.

INT. COUNTRY RESTAURANT - DAY

Groups of farm people fill the restaurant, chattering away.  Matt is 
eating a pork chop dinner.  Sarah eats from a plate full of nothing 
but breaded mushrooms and parsley.

SARAH
I thought Jews weren't supposed to eat pork 
chops.

MATT
Actually, Jesus declared all foods clean when he 
said that it is not what a person eats that makes 
him unclean, but what comes out of a man that 
defiles him.

SARAH
Oh.  



MATT
You're going to get sick on that, you know?  Why 
so much parsley?

SARAH
I like parsley a lot.  

Sarah leans over the table, gazing into Matt's eyes.  

SARAH
Tell me about your family.

MATT
Well.  I have two wonderful Christian parents. 
Their family is really great.

SARAH
I thought they disowned you for being a 
Christian.

Shocked:

MATT
How did you hear about that?

SARAH
I...asked someone.

MATT
Uh...okay.  Well, I was adopted by a family of 
Christians.

(Beat)
How about you?

SARAH
My father is an advertising executive.  

She pokes another parsley leaf.  

SARAH (Cont'd)
And my mother...is a fashion designer.

MATT
Wow!  Really?

(Beat)
No offense, but judging by your house, it seems 
like they must be tight with the money or 
something.



SARAH
Yeah.  They're pretty stingy.

MATT
That's too bad.

Sarah shrugs.

SARAH
You gotta deal with the dice life gives you.

MATT
Cards, you mean.

SARAH
Yeah.  Cards.

MATT
Well...what do you want to do now?

SARAH
Let's go to Adventureland!  I always wanted to 
ride the Falcor.  They say it's `four hundred and 
thirty feet of fearsome track!'

Incredibly nervous:

MATT
Um, sure.

EXT. ADVENTURE WORLD GATE - DAY

Near a ticket booth.  Matt and Sarah stand in a line of people. 
Sarah digs a soda can out of her purse and takes a few drinks.  She 
downs the rest in one swallow.  

They buy their tickets and step through a gate.

EXT. THEME PARK – DAY - CONTINUOUS

A main plaza of the park, containing rows of flower boxes and trees. 
Garishly painted gift shops line the perimeter  Matt and Sarah walk 
through, looking around.  Sarah staggers like a drunk when she walks.

MATT
What do you want to do first?

Sarah staggers.
(MORE)



SARAH (Cont'd)
I dunno.  I feel...funny.

MATT
Really?  Maybe you have heat exhaustion.  It's 
sort of hot, and maybe standing in line didn't 
help.  You should rest.  

Matt leads Sarah to a bench near a fountain.  They sit down.  Sarah 
leans close to him, whispering in his ear:  

SARAH
I'm an alien.  

(Giggles)

MATT
Uh huh.  You like play acting, don't you?

SARAH
No joke.  I'm a real alien.  From outer space.

MATT
Do you have purple skin and tentacles?  The girl 
from my school said she had magenta skin and 
squid tentacles under her pants.

Sarah nods and giggles.

SARAH
That's exactly what I have!

MATT
Right.  You probably have heat exhaustion.  I bet 
you got dehydrated drinking that pop.  Let's go 
get some water, and maybe go to a few shops or 
something so you can get cooled off.  

Matt stares into the distance, watching a ride go into the air.  

MATT
I know.  We can go on the Pharaoh’s Fury.
That'll cool you off.

SARAH
I am an Abreya, from planet Woggerscutt.

MATT
Sure.  I bet your butt glows in the dark, too.



SARAH
No joke, Matt!  I'm an Abreya!

MATT
You can fix those cold sores later.

Sarah stands up.

SARAH
Let's go on the Falcor!

MATT
You're kidding, right?  That thing's at least ten 
stories tall!

SARAH
Actually, it's four hundred and thirty feet.  

She pokes Matt's earlobe.  

SARAH
If you're that much of a frightened Wusu, you can 
sit out front while I go on the ride.

MATT
Oh all right.

SARAH
Don't make it sound like it some kind of torture 
to go with me.  

Sarah winks, grabbing his hand.  

SARAH
Let's go!

They go down a walkway.  Sarah has an unsteady gait to her steps.  

MATT
Are you really all right?

SARAH
(Nod)

Bright eyed and bushy tailed.

They cross the main square, arriving in an Asian themed section of 
the park shortly afterwards.  

Sarah laughs hysterically.  



Matt stops walking and stares at her.  

MATT
What?  What is it?

SARAH
Hua pumcko'h gurabo chik batua junrapa fenanu 
qagusi.  

TITLE OVER:  I'm thinking of what you'd look like in a palace guard 
uniform.

MATT
What?

Sarah laughs louder.

SARAH
Guep!  Roaerote jiaz shnarf!  

TITLE OVER:  Yes!  Exactly like that!

MATT
Would you like to sit down again?

SARAH
Yok.  I'm fine.  Let's keep going.  

EXT. “FALCOR” ROLLER COASTER HOUSE - DAY

Matt and Sarah come to a light blue wooden building painted with 
pictures of dog dragons.  A large group of people stand in line in 
front of the ride.  Matt walks a few steps away.  Sarah stops him.

SARAH
C'mon, you know you can wait.  You're just being 
a Wusu.  

She tugs his arm, leading him up to the line.

MATT
Did you just call me a wuss?

SARAH
I said Wusu.  It's a small waterfowl we eat on 
Woggerscutt.  It's like a chicken.

Matt laughs.



MATT
How many hit points does that give you?

Sarah gives him a light punch on the arm.

EXT. “FALCOR” ROLLER COASTER – DAY

A gray roller coaster shaped like a dog dragon CLATTERS over red 
tracks,  then climbs a gigantic hump.  Ratchets CLANK loudly.

Matt screams as the coaster WHOOSHES over and down the hill.  Sarah 
laughs the whole time.

EXT. “SKYCORD” – DAY

Fitted with a harness, Matt screams as he swings on a pendulum-like 
trapeze.  Sarah swings through the air in the opposite direction, 
giggling.

EXT. THEME PARK – AFTERNOON, RAINING - CONTINUOUS

Sarah drags Matt towards an intimidating red, white and blue machine 
which brings large crowds into the air with a pair of gargantuan 
arms.  Three people stand in line in the corral in front of the 
machine.

SARAH
Let's try this one!

Thunder explodes ominously.

MATT
C'mon, Sarah!  We've already ridden the Skycord, 
the Seasick Serpent, the Screamroller and the 
Falcor ten times in a row!

Sarah curves her index and middle fingers into hook shapes, making 
arcing motions with her hands.  She makes the sounds of a Wusu:  

SARAH
Jek-jek-jek!  Meecha Wusu!

MATT
(Laughs)

I'm a Wusu, huh?

Sarah grins.  She makes the arcing gesture again, but slower, softer 
this time.  



SARAH
Jek jek jek, Wusu?

MATT
Well I guess I just am a Wusu.  After all, I only 
went on the Falcor ten times.  Have fun on that 
ride.  I'll just...park my Wusu butt over here, 
thank you very much.

SARAH
Wusu don't have butts.

MATT
Touché.  Don't Wusu have legs?

SARAH
Guep.

MATT
Then, they've got to have something to attach
those legs to, so technically they must have 
butts.

Sarah laughs.

SARAH
I guess you're right.  Have fun sitting by 
yourself, Wusu butt.

(Beat)
And get used to it.  I'm probably going to find a 
nice new `boy friend' to sit down next to on this 
ride.

MATT
(Sigh)

All right.  I'll ride with you.

Thunder CRASHES.

The two get in line.  To the side of the corral, a STAFF GUY in a red 
uniform speaks into his walkie-talkie.

STAFF GUY
Got it.

He puts his walkie-talkie on a table.



STAFF GUY
Sorry, folks.  The ride's closed.

The other people in line groan and walk away.  Sarah sighs.  Matt 
looks pleased.  

SARAH
So what now?

MATT
Let's get out of the rain.

SARAH
Why?  It feels good!

Matt points to a roofed structure containing carny games.

MATT
C'mon.  Let's go over there.

They run through the rain.

INT. GAME PAVILION - AFTERNOON

Sarah throws baseballs, knocking down burlap Fraggle-like targets. 
Her aim is perfect.  Matt and other people gawk in amazement.

MATT
Holy cow!  You didn't miss a shot!  What, are you 
in the minor league or something?

An attendant hands Sarah a large stuffed animal.

SARAH
Yes.  Something.

INT. SKEEBALL HALL – NIGHT

An arcade room full of flashing lights and game machines.  Matt 
notices soft gray tufts of fur coming up the sides of Sarah's neck. 
He points to it.

MATT
What's that?

SARAH
Nothing.  

Sarah looks frightened, pulling up her collar.



MATT
It's not nothing.  

Matt tries to pull down her collar.  Sarah grabs Matt's hand, 
stopping him.  

SARAH
It's that...darn dog!  I...did the wash...and...

MATT
You don't have a dog.

Matt moves her hand down.  Sarah cries.

SARAH
It's a birth defect, okay?  

Sarah slaps his hand down, running out into the rain.  Matt looks 
ashamed.

MATT
Sarah!  Wait!  

Matt chases after her.

EXT. THEME PARK – NIGHT, RAINING - CONTINUOUS

Matt catches Sarah in the middle of the path, grabbing her arm.  He 
turns her around.  

MATT
Sarah!  It's okay!  I love you just the way you 
are.

SARAH
You love me?  How can you say that?  We've just 
barely met!

MATT
It's Christian love.  Jesus says to love your 
fellow man.  Human.

She breaks free of his grip, running into the women's restroom.  Matt 
runs under the structure's roof.  

MATT
Sarah!  



He opens door.  

MATT
Don't make me come in there!

INT. PARK RESTROOM – NIGHT, RAINING

Sobs echo through the room.

MATT
Sarah!  I'm sorry!  I want to apologize.  Could 
you please come out so we can talk about this?

SARAH
Maybe I don't want to talk about this.

MATT
If I keep going like this, someone's going to 
call security on me.

SARAH
Sounds like a personal problem.

Matt shuts the door, staring at it.  He pauses, then opens it again. 

MATT
I'm going to be outside, Sarah.  I'll stay out 
here all night if I have to!  

Matt shuts the door, sitting on the concrete step, looking ashamed.  

He opens the door again, leaning in the doorway.  Only one stall door 
is closed.

Sarah sobs.

MATT
You must think I'm so superficial.  You think I'm 
going to just dump you because you have a little 
hair growing on your neck.

No response.

MATT
Look, Sarah.  I'm not really that handsome, 
either.

(Beat)
C'mon, Sarah, talk to me.  Sarah, I care about

(MORE)



MATT (Cont'd)
you.  The real you.  You don't need to put up an 
act for my benefit.

SARAH
You're just saying that because you need a ride 
home.

MATT
No, I really mean it.  I'll...I'll even walk home 
if it makes you feel any better.

SARAH
Really?  

(Sniff)

MATT
If I have to.  Of course, I might not be able to
make it back in time for school tomorrow...

Sarah giggles, then sniffs.  

MATT
You don't have to hide stuff like this from me.

Whispering:

SARAH
Feut ge'l pisoqo gazo'h midasu.  

TITLE OVER:  If only you knew the truth.

MATT
What?

No reply.

MATT
Sarah, God would love you even if you were a 
werewolf with a hairy body or a mustache and a 
beard.  And if God can do that, then there's no 
reason why a Christian like myself can't love a 
pretty girl that just happens to have hair 
growing on her neck in an odd place.

Sarah weeps.

SARAH
You...don't think I'm ugly?



MATT
No...you're quite nice!  Could you please come 
out of there?  I promise I won't make fun of you 
or anything.

SARAH
(Sniff)

Okay.

Sarah opens stall door.  She comes out, wiping tears out of her eyes. 

SARAH
You really meant all that stuff you said, didn't 
you?

MATT
Yeah.

SARAH
Sorry.  

Sarah chuckles.  

SARAH
I'm done crying now.

She goes outside to Matt.

EXT. THEME PARK RESTROOM – NIGHT, RAINING

Matt and Sarah stand beneath the roof.

SARAH
I guess I've been a silly Wusu.

MATT
Jek jek?

Sarah laughs and takes his hand, wiping her eyes with her other hand.

MATT
That won't do much good.  Your face will just get 
wet again.

SARAH
I know that.  

She giggles.



She hugs him.

SARAH
Umuachik...Thank you.

MATT
It's getting late.  Maybe we should go.

Sarah nods.

INT. SARAH'S CAR – NIGHT, RAINING

Sarah is driving.  The stuffed animal is in the back seat.

MATT
Sarah, have you tried shaving it, your neck, I 
mean?

Sarah winces.

SARAH  
I thought you loved me no matter what I looked 
like.

MATT
I do.  It's just...You know.  To make life easier 
for yourself.

She snorts.

SARAH
It doesn't look good shaved.

MATT
Well that's okay.  I love you anyway.

She smiles at him.  Silence.

MATT
There's a Legend convention next week.  A big 
convention.  It's going to be at the Sheraton 
Hotel in town.  I was wondering if you wanted to 
go.

SARAH
Sure!  That sounds...



Aroused:

SARAH
...fun!

She blushes.  Talking quickly, trying to regain composure:

SARAH
That sounds really fun.

Oblivious:

MATT
Hey, we might even get to see Efraim Ben Tosafar.

SARAH
Tosafar?  Out here in the Midwest?  Really?

MATT
I guess you're right.  He might not show.  But it
still might be fun.

SARAH
Okay.

EXT. SARAH'S HOUSE – NIGHT

They get out of the car.

MATT
Well, here we are!  Sorry you couldn't go on all 
the rides you wanted.

SARAH
That's okay.

She hugs him.

SARAH
Eyap mez, Matt.

MATT
What?

SARAH
I said good night.

MATT
Oh.  Good night.



INT. DRAWING CLASS – DAY

A small, dirty gray room filled with bric-a-brac and drawing easels. 
Matt and other students sketch a male model in the center of the 
room.

Sarah walks in the door.

Shocked, he stares at her, drawing a jagged diagonal line across the 
paper.  His piece of black chalk snaps.

Sarah walks up to him.

MATT
Hi!  What are you doing here?

SARAH
I thought I'd take drawing.  What are you doing?

Matt frowns at the floor.

MATT
Making a mess.

He stares at her.

MATT
Were you spying on me again?

SARAH
Kinda.  Sorta.

MATT
Well, I guess I don't mind when cute girls spy on 
me.

The teacher clears his throat.

MATT
Well...I've got...drawing to do.  Want to talk 
after class?

SARAH
Sure!

He sketches the model a bit.

He glances at Sarah, smiling.  



She chuckles.

He draws some more.  

The class ends.  Students walk out.

Matt walks up to Sarah, grinning.  

He looks at her artwork.

MATT
Hey.  That's a good picture.  You've really got 
some talent.

SARAH
Thanks.

MATT
(Beat)

Are you still up for that Legend convention?

SARAH
Yeah.  I'm pretty excited.  Really excited, 
actually.

MATT
So...uh...did you give any more thought to what 
we were talking about?

SARAH
About Jesus?...Uh...yeah.  But I still don't 
know.  I...

(Beat)
I don't know if your, ah, Jesus will accept me. 
I'm too different.

MATT
Nonsense.  Jesus accepts anyone who bows the knee 
to him.

SARAH
What if that part is impossible?  What if you 
can't bow the knee?

MATT
Nothing is impossible with God.

Sarah sighs, staring at him.



SARAH
What if I...weren't human?  

MATT
What if?  The fact is, you're human and you need 
Jesus.

SARAH
I'll need some time to think about this.

MATT
Don't wait too long.  I hate to be morbid, but 
life is short.  What would happen if you died 
tonight?

SARAH
So it's either worship Jesus or end up in hell?

(Beat)
It hardly seems fair.

MATT
It's not my fault things are set up that way. 
But God is good, and allows sinners time to 
repent and turn to him.

SARAH
What if I die when I'm trying to decide?

MATT
You can hardly live your life without either 
moving away or towards God.  It seems to me that 
you're drifting away, but it might not be too 
late to do something about it.

SARAH
I will definitely give this some more thought.  

(Sigh)
I'll talk to you later.  Dohsoq.  Bye.

INT. “FARM FRESH” SUPERMARKET – EVENING

A mustard jar has been smashed on the checkerboard tile floor.  Matt 
cleans it up with a mop.

Matt stands behind a cash register, watching the sun set through the 
giant plate glass windows.

INT. SOCIOLOGY CLASS – DAY



A small classroom packed with students.  PROF. WEDGEWOOD (female) 
lectures in front of a blackboard.  In the back of the room, Matt 
draws pictures on a notebook.

INSERT – MATT'S NOTEBOOK

It starts with a small doodle of a spaceship, slowly growing more and 
more elaborate as the lecture continues.  Wedgewood mumbles 
something.

WEDGEWOOD
Exchange interactions...  

The drawing gets more elaborate.  More mumbling.

WEDGEWOOD
Token economy...  

More drawing.

WEDGEWOOD
Social mores...  

Matt continues drawing.  Mumbling.  

BACK TO SCENE

WEDGEWOOD
That's all for today.  Tuesday we'll be going 
over chapter 14, economics and societal 
perspectives.

Students noisily pack up their things and leave.  Wedgewood leans 
over Matt's desk.

WEDGEWOOD
Nice drawing.

Nervous:

MATT
I was just doodling.  So, um, about that lecture. 
Aren't certain moral standards so basic that even 
a sociologist can't remain neutral about them?

Wedgewood stares at him.

INT. SPEECH CLASS – DAY



A cramped, antiquated looking classroom with the words `Speech 101' 
written on the board.  The windows are open and students are fanning 
themselves.  Matt stands in front of the class, dressed in his orange 
uniform.  

On the desk behind him is a large sign reading  `Aliens For Jesus.'

MATT
`Aliens' in these conventions always have a human 
face anyway.  What I like about this idea is that 
it gives people a message that Jesus loves them, 
no matter what they look like.  It's a love that 
reaches through their costume makeup and
penetrates through all the play acting and 
pretending people do.

INT. MATH CLASS – DAY

Matt frowns at a logic test with a big F on the top of the page, 
covered in red check marks.

INT. SUPERMARKET – EVENING - CONTINUOUS

Matt stands behind the cash register.  

A RABBI comes up to the counter, without any groceries in his hands.

Matt frowns.

RABBI
Shalom, Ringo.

MATT
Call me Matt.

RABBI
But that is not your God given name.

MATT
Excuse me, I didn't think the bible ever spoke 
about a drug addled musician named Ringo Starr.

RABBI
But Ringo is an English Jew!

MATT
Actually, he isn't.



RABBI
Regardless, it's the name your mother picked out 
for you.  I prefer it to the Gentile name you 
chose for yourself.

MATT
Matthew was a Jewish tax collector.

RABBI
That's what they say he is.

MATT
(Sigh)

I don't care what you say.  I'm keeping my name. 

He stares.

MATT  
Did you want to buy something, or did you just 
come here to talk?

RABBI
Now, there's no need to be hostile.

MATT
I wasn't being hostile.  I was merely asking what 
you were doing here.  You don't seem to have any 
groceries for me to ring up, unless...

RABBI
Are you accusing me of shoplifting?

Stammering:

MATT  
Um, no.  I was just saying...

RABBI
Me?  A rabbi?  Shoplift?  Those aggressively 
proselytizing Gentiles really have done a number
on you, haven't they?

MATT
Look, I wasn't accusing you of shoplifting.  I
was just asking what you were doing at my 
register.



RABBI
I only came here to say shalom, but if you 
continue these accusations, I have half a mind to 
report you to the manager.

MATT
Okay.  Sorry.  Shalom, Rabbi Mueller.  How can I 
help you today?

The Rabbi reaches reaches into his vest pocket, taking out a white 
book.  He hands it to Matt.  

RABBI
Here.  I want you to have this.

Matt stares at it.  The title says `The Falsehoods of Christianity.'

Forcing a smile:

MATT
Uh, thanks.

Rabbi exits.

Matt shakes his head and throws the book in the trash can under the 
register.

INT. APARTMENT – EVENING

Matt sits on his bed, studying a blue textbook.

TITLE OVER:  Friday.

The phone rings.  

Matt picks it up.

MATT
Hello?

SARAH V/O
Hi.

(Beat)

MATT
Uh...Dusaq?  

(Laughs)  
Still want to go to the convention tonight?



SARAH V/O
Guep.  

She giggles nervously.

SARAH V/O
Do me a favor.  Wear that cute costume that you 
wore in the education building last Tuesday.

He laughs.

MATT
Not a problem.  Anything else?

She giggles nervously.

Matt grimaces.

MATT
I guess that's a no.  Where's it at again?

SARAH V/O
The...Sheraton Hotel.  4564 East 10th Street.

MATT
Should I go now and pick you up, then?  

No answer.  

Matt stares at the receiver.

SARAH V/O
Actually, no.  I...got...to do...things...to 
prepare for the convention.  You go on.  I'll 
meet you there.

MATT
Are you just putting on makeup, or something?  I 
mean, if you are, I can wait.

Long silence.

SARAH V/O
It's something else.  It's...a surprise.  Just go 
on without me.

Puzzled:

(MORE)



MATT (Cont'd)
Um, okay.  See you there.

Sarah hangs up.

EXT. HOTEL – EVENING

Matt walks past a row of cars.

He stares at his watch and frowns.

INT. CAFETERIA - EVENING

People in costumes chatter at tables.  A mob of fans and people in 
costumes mill about beyond the door at the end of the room.  Gate 
keepers in blue face paint stand by the door.

Matt sits at a table by himself, with two empty soda cans next to 
him.  He sips from a third can.

MATT
Okay, Sarah.  Where are you?  

He calls her on a pay phone.  

In low, sultry tones:

SARAH V/O
Dusaq, damuqegu!  Pocua con sukaboa bripocu!  

TITLE OVER:  Hello, handsome!  Kiss me with the kisses of your mouth!

Confused:

MATT
Listen, this is a pay phone.  I can't talk long. 
I'm at the convention.  Are you coming soon?

SARAH V/O
Guep!  

She giggles.

MATT
There's a crowd.  Should I wait somewhere for 
you?  Where are you going to be?



SARAH V/O
Just go in and enjoy yourself.  You'll know me 
when you see me.  I'll be the one with the furry 
costume and tail.  

Sounding seductive:

SARAH (V.O.)
Gikwi ausuhi fomu ip raduleri!  

TITLE OVER:  We will make a memorable thing!

Sarah hangs up.  

Matt puts down receiver, paying the gate keepers.  He passes them.  

INT. VIDEO ROOM

A windowless room filled with chairs and a large television.  Matt 
sits alone by himself, watching a campy science fiction program.

The sounds of excited murmuring and loud talking.

Intrigued, Matt gets up and looks out the door.

INT. CONVENTION HALLWAY – EVENING

A CROWD OF FANS are gathered in a huddled mass, chattering in 
excitement about something.  Matt moves in closer, but can't see much 
of anything.

FAN 1
Man, that is one cool costume!

Matt hops up and down to look.  He backs up and seats himself in a 
chair next to the wall, watching the people.  

The crowd parts.  

Sarah steps out, dressed in something like a classic Star Trek 
uniform with a skirt.  The outfit exposes the gray fur on her arms 
and legs.  A long pink opossum-like tail hangs behind her, tipped 
with a ball of red fur.  

She grips a Styrofoam coffee cup in her hand.

Matt goes to get a closer look.  It's clear that he finds her 
attractive.  



He looks up at her face.  

MATT
Sarah?

SARAH
Matt!  

Sarah comes closer to him.  Her footsteps are a bit wobbly.

SARAH
Ladeketo!  

TITLE OVER:  Lover!

Sarah giggles, wrapping her arms around him.  

She squeezes him tightly and gives him a peck on the face, nuzzling 
her nose against his cheek.  

MATT
Whoa!  Hello to you too!  

Her mouth begins moving towards his.  Matt stares at her with a 
mixture of disgust and restrained arousal.

He swallows.

MATT
Are you all right?

Sounding breathy:

SARAH
I just love role playing, don't you?

MATT
Is that Kahlua I smell on your breath?

SARAH
No, it's Folgers.

He pushes her back a bit.  

MATT
C'mon.  I'm not comfortable with this.  You're 
not acting like yourself.

Sarah lets go and steps back, blushing.  



SARAH
Sorry.

MATT
It's okay.  

Matt is also red.  He stares at her with a mixture of concern and 
attraction, not saying much of anything.  

Sarah gestures to her outfit:

SARAH
What do you think?

MATT
You look great!

SARAH
Thanks!

An ASIAN MAN in a tuxedo walks up to them.  He vaguely resembles 
George Takei.

ASIAN MAN
I was just asking her how she made that costume.

SARAH
I bought it online.

ASIAN MAN
No, I meant this.  

Asian man grabs a clump of fur on her arm.  Sarah gasps, brushing him 
off.  Sounding like she's yelping in pain:

SARAH
Oh!  Well, first I take a layer of rubber latex, 
and then I attach real animal hair to it with
glue and stitches.

ASIAN MAN
It's so...lifelike.  

He plucks a hair.  

ASIAN MAN
What about the tail?



Sarah winces.

SARAH
It's basically servo motors and a tiny pulley 
system encased in rubber.

ASIAN MAN
Is it hot under all that?

SARAH
No, I have a miniature air conditioning unit.

ASIAN MAN
Fascinating.  I don't see any zippers or seams 
anywhere.  This is really remarkable work.  

He lifts up her sleeves, then tries to check under her skirt.  Sarah 
pushes him away.

SARAH
Mister, really!

ASIAN MAN
My apologies.  

He examines her elbow.  

ASIAN MAN
You'll have to excuse me.  This is really solid 
work!  

He turns her arm over.  

ASIAN MAN
Not a seam anywhere.  It's all one contiguous 
piece!  How did you pour the latex without 
leaving mold marks?

SARAH
I have a special seamless pouring process.

ASIAN MAN
Really?  How do you get it out of the mold?

SARAH
Magic.

The Blue Man walks into the room, dressed exactly like he does on the 
show.



BLUE MAN
Greetings in the name of good!  May the Blue Star
shine upon you!

FAN GIRLS
Captain Zygon!  

The girls scream with excitement.  The crowd around Sarah disperses, 
hurrying to get autographs with Blue Man.

MATT
Wow!  He did drop by!  

Matt and Sarah stay put, watching the crowd.  Asian man places hand 
on Sarah's shoulder, leaning close to her.

ASIAN MAN
Listen, I'd like to have you do some work on the 
show.

Asian man takes a card out of his vest pocket, handing it 
to her.  

ASIAN MAN
Think you'd be interested?

SARAH
Nalah!  I mean, wow!  I'd be...honored!

ASIAN MAN
Give me a call next week and we'll work things 
out from there.

SARAH
You got it!

Asian man walks away.

MATT
Wow!  That was the show's producer!  And he 
wanted you to work for him!  You must be 
thrilled!

SARAH
I am!

MATT
I'm happy for you.  That's terrific!



Sarah hugs Matt.  

A crowd of people from another room flock around the Blue Man, 
bumping and jostling Matt and Sarah.  

Matt pokes Sarah's shoulder.

MATT
C'mon.  Let's get out of the way before we get 
trampled.

INT. AUDITORIUM - EVENING

Matt and Sarah wander past tables of vendors selling science fiction 
memorabilia.

They wander past flashy exhibits and actors signing books.

They come to a crowded table at the end of the room, where the Blue 
Man sits behind a pile of books, signing autographs.

Sarah points to him.

SARAH
There's Mr. Tosafar!

MATT
Cool.  You want an autograph or something?

She nods and takes his hand, leading him into the crowd.

Matt hands the Blue Man a book.

The Blue Man carelessly scribbles something in it.

Matt stares at the book with dismay.

INSERT - AUTOGRAPH

Nearly incomprehensible writing.  “Stay strong - EBT”

BACK TO SCENE

Matt sheepishly hands the book to Sarah.

Sarah smiles, clutching the book to her chest.  She leans over the 
Blue Man's shoulder.



SARAH
Did you know he's a Messianic Jew?

BLUE MAN
Sorry, I don't discuss religion or politics.

SARAH
You're Jewish too, right?

BLUE MAN
That is correct, young lady.  But I'm not going 
to discuss this here.

SARAH
When would you be willing to discuss it?

Matt grabs her arm, pulling her away.

MATT
C'mon, Sarah.  Let's go.

SARAH
But-!

MATT
C'mon.  You deserve something for landing that 
sweet job.  There's a little coffee shop outside. 
I'll buy you a cookie or something.

INT. CONVENTION HALLWAY - EVENING

Matt pulls Sarah out of the auditorium.

SARAH
Doesn't he deserve to hear the good news of 
Jesus?  What about all that stuff you said?  What 
about those e-mails you've sent me recently?

Matt sighs.

MATT
You have to earn the right to be heard.  I'm just 
a stranger to him.  He has no reason to listen to 
me.

Disappointed:

SARAH
Oh.



INT. HOTEL COFFEE SHOP – EVENING

Counter, coffee equipment, tables and swollen leather chairs.  Matt 
and Sarah sit at a table, across from each other.  Sarah munches on a 
brownie, taking frequent sips from a large cappuccino.  

Matt stares at Sarah's tail.

MATT
That costume is amazing.  It looks so real!

SARAH
Thanks.

MATT
You must have put a lot of work into it.  No 
wonder you were late.

Sarah begins laughing uncontrollably, for an uncomfortable length of 
time.  Matt looks worried.

MATT
Are you okay?

SARAH
Yeah, fine.

Matt scoots his chair closer, staring at her.

MATT
That man was right.  I don't see any seams.  Turn 
your arm over.  

Sarah does.  No seams.

MATT
How do you even get into that thing?

SARAH
It's got zippers, but they're, um, in, er, 
private places.

MATT
You mean...

SARAH
Uh-huh.



MATT
That's genius!  No one will ever find them there!

He leans closer.  

MATT
Can I see something?

Sarah nods.  Matt grabs her arm, parting the fur.  

When he pulls on a hair, the skin sticks up in just the right parts, 
snapping back in place when he lets go.  

He grabs a hair, plucking it out.

SARAH
Ow!...Stop it!  

She slaps his hand.  

SARAH
It...took a lot of work to glue that in place.

MATT
That's not glue!  I don't believe for a minute 
this is latex and artificial fur.

SARAH
Good.  It isn't.

MATT
Do you have some sort of werewolf disease or 
something?  I mean, not like a real werewolf, 
but, you know, like those kids in the Guinness 
Book?

SARAH
Hypertrichosis?

MATT
I guess.

SARAH
Yeah.

They stare at each other in silence.  Sarah slumps her shoulders.



SARAH
I've had it since I was a child.  That's why I'm 
always wearing long sleeved shirts.  I'm normally 
too embarrassed to show anyone in public.  I 
thought this would be a safe place because they
expect stuff like this anyway.  I guess I was 
wrong.  

Sarah looks at the floor.  

SARAH
I bet you think I'm a freak and don't want 
anything more to do with me.

Matt lifts her chin.

MATT
Actually, I'm intrigued.  Is that tail real, too?

Sarah smirks.

SARAH
Uh, no, it's fake.

Matt tries to look at the tail, but it keeps moving on the other side 
of her body so he can't properly examine it.  He nods.  

MATT
I'm thinking you should probably get rid of that 
man's card, then.

Sarah sinks lower in her chair.

SARAH
I had no intention of calling him.  

She takes a large swig of cappuccino.  She stands up, looking a bit 
unbalanced.  

SARAH
Let's go look around some more!

She giggles, staggering away from the table.  

Slobbering drunk: 

SARAH
Giwik qeeimua, chik damuqegu qobemequ.  



TITLE OVER:  Will you lead me, you handsome [affectionate term]

Sarah gestures at him.

MATT
Are you all right?  You look a bit...dizzy or
something.

Sarah wobbles forward.  

She totters, looking like she is about to fall on her face.  

Matt runs to her side, catching her as she goes down.  

He stands her back up, dragging her to a chair.

SARAH
What?  I was doing okay!

Matt pries open her eyelid.  He stares at her dilated pupils.

MATT
You're drunk.

Seductive:

SARAH
Pisoqo jundepo moqoik mokepsu. 

TITLE OVER:  I am only drunk in your manly uniform.

Sarah moves her face close to Matt's.

MATT
How many beers did you have today?

SARAH
Beer?  

(Giggle)
None!  I just had coffee.

MATT
Right.  Coffee with whiskey shots in it.  C'mon. 
Let me take you home.

SARAH
What about my car?  We can't just leave it here!



MATT
We have to leave it here because you're drunk.

Sarah tries to get up from the chair.  Matt forces her back down.

MATT
Look.  I'll tell the hotel staff and everything 
so they don't tow it.

SARAH
No!  They'll still tow it!  I don't trust them! 
I'll drive myself home, thank you very much!  

Sarah pushes him out of the way, stands up, walks a few steps, then 
totters again.  

Matt runs to catch her.  

She is inches from the floor before he catches her this time. 

MATT
Look.  I'll drive you home in your car.  Just let 
me have your keys.

SARAH
No!  

She stomps down lobby carpet, pushing her way out the door.  

Yelling:

MATT
Sarah!  

He runs after her.  

MATT
Stop!

EXT. HOTEL - NIGHT

Sarah stumbles across the parking lot, resting her weight on cars 
whenever she loses her balance.  

Car alarms go off all over the parking lot.  

Sarah tries her keys unsuccessfully in a white Ford Explorer.



SARAH
Babogatten woxna!  

TITLE OVER:  #@$#*$*%#%!

Sarah tries three other cars.

She comes to a Honda with the leading end smashed against a concrete 
wall.  It looks almost drivable.  

She gets in, slamming the door shut.  

Matt approaches the car.  

The engine grinds several times, but doesn't start.  

Sarah stumbles out of it, looking drunk.  

Matt runs to her.  

Sarah trips and throws her arms around his shoulders, breathing into 
his ear.

SARAH
Hold me.  Hold me like you did on Naboo.

MATT
C'mon.  Let me take you home.

Giddy:

SARAH
Guep.  But...let's take your car.

MATT
Exactly.  

Matt leads and half carries her to his car, letting her in the 
passenger side.  

INT. MATT'S TOYOTA - DAY

Matt turns down a street in front of the hotel.

The car is silent as he drives down a freeway.

MATT
Do you have insurance?



SARAH
No.  I stopped paying them a year ago.

MATT
That's not good.  It's a wonder they didn't 
revoke your license.

SARAH
I have a spaceship.

MATT
(Chuckles)

Yeah?  I have lots of spaceships hanging in my 
room.  I even have one of those pyramid things 
from Stargate SG1.  It's from ERTL, right?

SARAH
No, I got a real one.

MATT
Is it...riding a pink elephant?  Or a giant 
blueberry?

SARAH
(Laughs) 

That's not funny.  I was being serious.

Matt looks concerned:

MATT
Right. I'll get you home as fast as I can.  I'll 
help you to your room, and then you can dream 
about spaceships all you want.

SARAH
I'll show you how real the ship is.

Sarah falls asleep.  

Matt drives on.  

Sarah begins to make weird snoring sounds, like the sounds a toy dog 
makes when it is asleep.  

Her tail thrashes about on the floor, stirring up papers and soda 
cans.  

It flops towards Matt, edging over the automatic gear shift slot.  



Her tail flops over the gear shift.

Matt takes one hand off the wheel and grabs it, running his fingers 
over the surface.  The tail flexes and moves like it's alive.  

He drives a thumbnail into it.  

SARAH
Ow!  Hey!  What are you doing?  

Sarah slaps his hand away.  

SARAH
That material's not easy to replace.

MATT
Sorry.

Sarah goes back to sleep.  

More weird barking sounds.  

EXT. SARAH'S HOUSE - NIGHT

The car parks at the curb.  

Matt gets out, opening Sarah's side.  

He tries to carry her out, but she is too heavy.  

MATT
Shoot.  They make it look so easy on TV.  

He grabs her arms, throwing them over his shoulder, and tries to pull 
her up by the waist.  

With a woozy smile, Sarah gets up and out of the car.  

Matt leads her, tripping and staggering, up to her house.

MATT
You got the keys, right?  Don't tell me you left 
them at the convention!

Delirious:

SARAH
Hmmm?  Keys?  



She fumbles around her uniform, grabbing at the scanner prop attached 
to her belt.

MATT
Um, that thing can open doors, but only on TV. 
You got your keys somewhere?

Sarah unclips the scanner, unscrewing the top.  

She reaches her hand inside, spilling money, loose coins and credit 
cards on the porch.

She takes out her keys and hands them to Matt.  

Matt takes keys, unlocking the door. 

INT. SARAH'S HOUSE - NIGHT

Matt walks Sarah to the staircase.  

Moaning:

SARAH
Noooo.  Don't go up there.  Take me to my
spaceship.

MATT
Sure.  I'll take you to your spaceship.  It's 
upstairs, right?  

He pulls her to the bottom step.  

Yelling:

SARAH
Spaceship!

MATT
I know, I know!  It's up here, isn't it?

Screaming and beating him over the head with her fists:  

SARAH
No!  Spaceship!  Spaceship!  Spaceship! 
Spaceship!

Matt chuckles.  It doesn't hurt.  



Crying, drunk:

SARAH
Please.  Not upstairs.  There's nothing up there.

MATT
What, you mean there's no bed or anything?

SARAH
Nuh ungh.  Nothing's up there.  I wanna sleep in 
my spaceship.

MATT
I'll put you on the couch.

SARAH
No, I wanna get in my spaceship!  

She hits him over the head again.  

SARAH
Spaaaaceship!

MATT
You don't have a spaceship then.  Unless it's 
upstairs.

SARAH
I have spaceship.  Out back.  Swimming pool.

MATT
Oh no.  You aren't going swimming like this. 
You'll drown!

SARAH
Take me to my spaceship!  

She screams, punching him in the chest.  Matt laughs.  

SARAH
Not funny.  I wanna go to my spaceship and take a 
sleep.

MATT
What do you do most of the time?  Sleep on the 
couch?

Sarah nods, then shakes her head violently.  



SARAH
No, I sleep in my spaceship.

MATT
Here.  

Matt lays Sarah on couch.  

MATT
You stay here and get some rest while I go pick 
up the stuff you dropped.

SARAH
Okay!  

She giggles, flopping her head on the cushions.  

Matt goes out front door.

EXT. SARAH'S HOUSE - NIGHT

Matt grabs Sarah's money and possessions off the concrete.  

The door slams shut behind him.  

The deadbolt turns.  

MATT
Sarah!  

He stuffs her things into his pocket.  

He runs around the house to the metal fence surrounding the back 
yard.  

The sound of a sliding glass door opening.  

Matt hops the fence, landing on a concrete patio.  

Sarah stands at the ladder railing, sliding her feet into the water.

MATT
No!  Stop!  

Matt runs to the ladder, grabbing Sarah's arms, pulling her out.

They fall backwards on the pavement.  

Matt clutches her body, attempting to keep her arms at her sides so 



she can't move.

SARAH
Let go.  I wanna go in my spaceship!

MATT
You're not going swimming until you're sober 
enough to do it without drowning.

Sarah breaks free from his grasp and hits him again.  

Matt grabs Sarah's fists.  

Crying:

SARAH
I'm tired!  I wanna go in spaceship now and you 
won't let me!

MATT
Look, I'm sorry, but I just can't let you kill 
yourself.

She turns her head.

SARAH
The water in the pool is fake.

MATT
What do you mean fake?

SARAH
It's an illusion.  To hide my spaceship.

Incredulous:

MATT
Right.

SARAH
I can prove it.  Just...go into the pool and 
you'll see that the water's not real.

MATT
Fine.  No funny stuff.  

Keeping a firm grip on Sarah, he cups his hand in the water.

It comes out bone dry.  



The water ripples and splashes, reacting to his hand, but it isn't 
real.  

It turns into a grid for a brief second.  

He lets go of her.  

Astonished:

MATT
You're right.  

He stands up.

SARAH
See?  I told you so.

MATT
I guess you can't very well drown if there's no 
water to drown in.

Sarah stares at him and bites her lip.

MATT
Tell you what.  I'll go down first, so you don't 
hurt yourself.

SARAH
Fine.  Sounds good.

Matt climbs down the ladder, passing through the fake water.  

INT. POOL BOTTOM – NIGHT

The base is dug out of dirt beyond the six foot line.  Laser beams 
come out of a silver pyramid in one corner of the pool, creating the 
fake water.  

Matt comes to the end of the ladder and hops down, standing on dirt 
instead of concrete.  

Sarah comes down after Matt, swinging on the bars.  

She falls off.  Matt tries to catch her, but is too late.  

She lands on her feet.  

Matt puts his hands on her back to steady her.



SARAH
See?  I told you my spaceship was down here.

MATT
That's a neat trick, with that pyramid and all, 
but...

He turns around.  

His mouth falls open.  

A red, curving, windowless object stands on a group of landing gears. 
It resembles an enormous egg, with broad, curving wings shaped like 
scimitars.  It's sleek and aerodynamic.  

Matt stares a long time, mesmerized by the pulsating blue light 
pouring out through the irregularly patterned seams on its tortoise-
like shell.  A thin fog clings to its surface.

The light varies in intensity, alternating between strong and faint 
luminosity.  It changes from blue to red to green to yellow and back 
again.

MATT
Good grief!

Matt walks up to the craft, cautiously poking the surface with his 
index finger.

SARAH
Careful.

MATT
Ow!  

It burns.  Matt jerks his hand back.

SARAH
Yeah, you don't want to touch that.  I forgot to 
tell you.  The exterior around the entry hatch is
super cooled.

Matt waves his hand in attempts to rid himself of the burning 
sensation, then sticks the digit in his mouth.  

Sarah goes to a tiny panel on the lower half of the egg, punching 
buttons.



A COPPER EYEBALL pops out of the craft, attached to a long stalk. 
The spaceship makes a BUZZING sound.  

SARAH
Blast!  

She lets out an exasperated sigh.  

She pushes more buttons.  BUZZ.

SARAH
Third time's a charm!  

She pushes buttons.  BUZZ.  

In a booming, lion-like voice:

COPPER EYE
Audep!  Julujau pofokiai!  Saojifa emilihu 
najikece.  Oopuhane raraba soqokuru quako eiko ha 
duquedaka giwi aoqigoia.  

TITLE OVER:  Error!  Invalid password!  Security threat detected. 
Individual must identify self now or system will neutralize.

Two gun shaped objects on top of the craft turn toward them.

COPPER EYE
Patnix roca fat...dolsike...leeg...diete...ri...

TITLE OVER:  Firing in ten...nine...eight... seven...six...

SARAH
Dahna Quana Falcameer!  Tebesoe:  Hieroda 
duquedaka!

Copper eye wiggles back and forth, as if saying no.

COPPER EYE
 Depogast pofokiai.  Dool...rey...

TITLE OVER:  Reenter password.  Five...four...

Sarah hurriedly pushes buttons.  Buzz.  

COPPER EYE
Oim...hanna...bid.  Duquedaka patnar.  

TITLE OVER:  Three...two...one.  System will now fire.



Shouting:

SARAH
Matt!  Get down!

Matt ducks.  

The tubes on top of the spaceship fire at the pool tiles like a 
machine gun with a silencer, blasting them to dust.  

Sarah stands close to craft, punching buttons.  

One of the guns spontaneously bursts into flame.  The other continues 
raining down projectiles, turning tiles into powder.  

BEEP.  A chorus of low moans come out of the ship.  

The gun stops firing.  The burning one puffs out.  

Matt gasps.  

MATT
Sarah, could you please tell me what the heck 
that was?

SARAH
My alarm system.  You can't be too careful.

Matt gets up from the ground.  

A door on the side of the craft lowers, revealing a long metal 
platform.

Sarah goes up the platform, standing at the open hatch, bathing in 
soft, dim light.  

Matt stands frozen in one spot, gawking.  

SARAH
Want to come in and see what the inside of a real 
spaceship looks like?

Matt nods in a zombie-like fashion, mouth hanging open.  

He takes slow, nervous strides up the platform, looking terrified. 

He comes to the threshold and steps across.



INT. SPACESHIP – NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

A narrow passageway.  Noise from a thousand radio and television 
broadcasts fills the air.  

He walks up the ramp, entering a giant domed room filled with 
monitors.  

Facing the entry hatch, a shiny dark green couch with matching 
cushions grows out of the platform like a living plant.  A long white 
object like a coffee table grows from the spot on the floor, attached 
to the floor by bone and tentacles.  

Earth furniture and earth objects are scattered throughout.

Matt gazes at everything in amazement.

Sarah claps and the monitors turn white.  It becomes silent, save for 
a low hum.

MATT
This place is...yours?

SARAH
Of course it is.

(Beat)
Well, actually it's my parents'.  C'mon.  Let me 
show you around.

She spreads her arms, gesturing to the room.

SARAH
This is the Gojot, the central living space.

INT. CONTROL ROOM - NIGHT

A spherical room with completely blank walls.  A raised platform 
extends from the entry hatch, its leading edge dropping off into the 
lower half of the ball.  

Four black chairs stand in a triangular formation on this platform, 
each with a narrow tail slot in the back.  Thin monitors are 
positioned across from the headrest of each, attached to curving 
metal beams.   

On each armrest of the front two chairs are large shiny hemispheres, 
looking like video game track balls.  

Directly behind the tail slots of these chairs stand silver objects 



similar to four way lugnut wrenches, attached to machinery encased in 
something like a black vacuum cleaner hose.  

The chairs are built in such a way that they look like they're 
growing from the floor.  Behind them is an alien sofa, like a man-
eating plant spliced with furniture.  

Sarah gestures to the room.

SARAH
The control room.

INT. ALIEN KITCHEN - DAY

A white room with a table surrounded by tall organic chairs with 
tentacles hanging from them.  Cabinet doors and drawers cover the 
ceiling, walls, and even the floor.  

SARAH
The kitchen.  Would you like something to eat?

MATT
What you got?

SARAH
Oh, Zux Leem, Muloyi, Meow Mix...

MATT
Uh...no thanks.

(Beat)
What's Zux Leem?

Sarah opens a cabinet, taking out a netted bag filled with alien 
tuber plants.  They are pink, tapered, lumpy and covered with 
something like warts and kiwi fruit hair.  

She shows them to him.

SARAH
See?

She opens a drawer, taking out a shiny gray box with a hole in the 
top.  

She places the box on the table, sticking Zux Leem into it.  The 
device makes a sound like a pencil sharpener.

SARAH
Take a seat.



Staring at chair:

MATT
Is this thing going to bite me?

SARAH
Don't be silly!  Sit!

Matt climbs into the seat.  The seat shifts and squishes around him 
like a massage chair, shaping itself around his body contours.

A plastic disk pops out of the side of the gray box device.  Sarah 
removes it, showing it to him.  It looks like ham.

SARAH
Want a piece?

MATT
Yeech.  No thanks.

Sarah eats it.  She smiles.

MATT
So...I'm guessing this is either a government 
airplane, or your from outer space.

SARAH
Dominoes!  You've won the five thousand dollar 
pyramid!

MATT
I've won the five thousand dollar prize?

SARAH
Yeah!  I'm an alien.  My people are called 
Abreyas.  We're from the planet Woggerscutt.

MATT
Your English is good for an alien.

SARAH
Thanks.  I've been studying ever since I got here 
a year ago.

MATT
Do you have any super powers?  Drinking water 
with your fingertips?  Flying?  Telepathy?



SARAH
Nope.  Basically I'm like you, except I have fur 
and a tail.

MATT
You don't have any special abilities at all?

SARAH
I have good hearing and see in ultraviolet.

MATT
Anything else?

SARAH
I can climb trees real well.

MATT
You'll have to show me sometime.  

(Beat) 
You can at least mind meld, can't you?

She shakes her head.

SARAH
Only Ponai, God, can read minds.

MATT
Oh come now.  Here.  

He goes over to her chair, taking her hand.  

MATT
Put your hands up to my temples.

Sarah puts her hands on his temples.  She is unable to keep a 
straight face when doing this.

MATT
Getting anything?

Sarah laughs.

SARAH
Um, I'm getting embarrassed?

MATT
(Laughs)  

I always thought that aliens could mind meld.



SARAH
Nope.

MATT
So...why did they name you Sarah?

SARAH
That's not my real name.  I just made that up so 
I could blend in.  My real name is QUANA 
FALCAMEER.

MATT
Quana.  You want to be called that?

QUANA
(Nod)

Guep.

MATT
How'd you get the house?  Where does your money 
come from?

QUANA
I brought some gold with me.  I melt it and send 
it through a Korean bank.

MATT
And you're all by yourself?

She sighs and shrugs.

QUANA
(Beat)

Stay here.  I'm going to slip into something more 
comfortable.  I'll be right back.

Matt stares at her with breathless anticipation.

MATT
Okay?

He opens a cabinet.  

A football sized monstrosity completely covered in hair thin eye 
stalks makes a gurgling screech at him.  Metal bands clamp its four 
pincer claws like it were a crab.  

Matt shudders, slamming the door shut with a horrified shout.  



Sarah comes back in the room, dressed in a long white shirt that 
barely extends to her knees.  The short sleeves of the outfit expose 
her furry arms.  Her neck is framed in a wide, round, fan-like 
collar.

QUANA
There!  That's much better!

Matt gawks at her.  

MATT
Wow!

He ogles for a second, then turns his head away.

MATT
I hope you're not...I mean, you're not trying 
to...I...

QUANA
What are you trying to say?

Matt swallows.

MATT
I...I have morals.  I...

Quana stares at him in disbelief.

QUANA
Did you actually think that I...?

Matt nods.

Quana bursts into hysterical laughter.

She shakes her head, chuckling.

QUANA
You watch too many movies.

They stare at each other in a way that contradicts their words.

Quana blushes.  Matt reddens.

QUANA
Let's watch TV.

INT. SPACESHIP – NIGHT - CONTINUOUS



Matt and Quana stand in the hatchway.  Quana claps her hands and all 
the monitors come back on.  The room fills with noise.

She stumbles through the room like a drunk.

QUANA
Whoa!  I think I should sit down.

Quana sits down on a green recliner-like plant thing, her tail 
dangling through a slot in the back.  

She falls asleep.  Her mouth hangs open wide.  

Matt pokes her shoulder.

QUANA
Nah!  

She brushes his hand aside, sleeping some more.  The television and 
radio programs continue blaring.  

Matt moves a seatbelt off a couch cushion, lays down and tries to 
sleep.  

He rolls over.  He can't.  

He gets up and sneaks behind Quana, picking up the tail with his 
hands.  

He looks up at the chair, then drops the tail.  

Looking guilty, he shakes his head.

He leans over the back of her chair, then gets a firm grip on her 
tail.  

He gives her tail a strong tug, but all it does is move her.  

Sarah lets out a shout.  

She wiggles her tail, snapping it out of his grip.

The tail retreats into the slot in the chair.  

She turns around, leaning over the headrest.  

QUANA
Stop that!  It hurts!



Matt can't hear her over the noise.

MATT
What?

Shouting:

QUANA
Stop pulling on my tail!  That really hurts!

MATT
It does? Really?

QUANA
(Nod)

Guep!

MATT
But I thought you said it was fake!

QUANA
It's not fake, you idiot!  It's part of my spine!

MATT
What?

QUANA
It's not fake!

MATT
You only told me it was expensive!  You never 
said it was part of you!

QUANA
Well it is!  What, are you stupid?  I already 
told you I was an alien!  Hmph!  

She turns back around, crossing her arms defensively.  

Matt plops down on an earth couch.  

Sarah turns her back to him.

MATT
Look.  I'm sorry.  I just wanted to make sure.

She doesn't reply, staring angrily at a commercial.  



Yelling:

MATT
I said I'm sorry!

QUANA
No you're not.  That's the second time you tried 
that.

She sighs.  

Looking at the dome:

QUANA
Tebesque!  Pusasuji qiciheli tohibou moqo 
rudibugu!  

All the screens turn white.

MATT
I'm really sorry.  Please, forgive me.  I...I've 
just never met a girl with a tail before.  Can 
you blame me for being curious?

Quana stares at him, then looks at the floor.

MATT
I really wanted to sleep, but it was too noisy. 
I don't know how you can stand it.

(Beat)
You know, you haven't exactly been truthful about 
everything.

QUANA
Would you have believed it if I told you the 
truth?

Matt stares.

QUANA
I'm going to bed.  

She stands up.  

QUANA
You can sleep here.  Please, stay out of my 
bedroom, and leave my tail alone!

She heads to a hatch marked with a red dot.



MATT
Quana!

She turns around.

QUANA
Huh?

MATT
Good, er, eyap mez.

The angry look on her face softens a little.

QUANA
Good night, Matt.  

She leaves the room.  

Matt lays back on the sofa cushions, closing his eyes.

The sound of running water.  Matt's eyes open.  

He rolls over.  

He sees the monitors and jerks in surprise.  

He sits up.  

He looks to the north hatch and, for a brief second, he sees a gray 
furry body walk past.  

The creature makes a startled yelp, covers its chest, then 
disappears.  

Matt lays down again, then sits up a few seconds later.  

INT. SPACESHIP HALLWAY – NIGHT

A narrow tunnel lined with rails, hand holds and footholds.

MATT
Great.  Where's the toilet?

Matt looks into a couple doorways, then steps into one.

INT. SPACESHIP RESTROOM – NIGHT

A room filled with strange devices and an astronaut's toilet.  



He pokes around and figures out that a few button presses can cause 
the cups and hoses to produce suction.

INT. SPACESHIP HALLWAY – NIGHT

The sound of water going through a vacuum cleaner.  

Matt steps out of the room.

INT. SPACESHIP – NIGHT

Matt lays down on couch and falls asleep.

FADE TO BLACK

FADE IN.

INT. SPACESHIP - MORNING

MATT'S POV - Close up of Quana's face.

QUANA
Aaaaaaugh!

BACK TO SCENE

Matt sits up.

MATT
What?

QUANA
How did you get in here?

MATT
You let me in.

QUANA
I did not!

MATT
Oh sure.  I just magically climbed in here by 
myself!

Quana backs away.  

QUANA
This isn't right.



Matt gazes at her amorously.

QUANA
I can't believe this.  

She puts her hands on her hips, snapping her like an angry cat.

MATT
Marry me.

QUANA
No.  That would be like marrying your dog.

MATT
Hey!  That's mean.

QUANA
What?  It's true.  We're two different species. 
That's just weird.

MATT
Then make me like you.  Make me one of 
those...whatsits.

QUANA
I can't.  Even if I wanted to.  Besides.  You 
shouldn't be in here.  

(Sigh)
I was drunk on coffee and you took advantage of 
me.

MATT
What?  Coffee?  How do you get drunk on coffee?

QUANA
Matt.  I'm an alien.  Caffeine has that affect on 
me.

Matt stares at her in shock.

MATT
Look.  It wasn't my fault you got drunk.  

QUANA
Yes, but-



MATT
I was just trying to help.  The only thing I 
wanted to do is get you home so you could be safe 
and get some rest.  I didn't ask you to take me 
on a tour of your spaceship.  That was your idea.

Quana sighs, fingering her tail.

MATT
Quana, if I wanted to really take advantage of 
you, I could have.  But I didn't.

Looking ashamed:

QUANA
Thank you.

She looks away, slumping her shoulders.

QUANA
I guess I really wanted this all along.

(Beat)
But I was too afraid.

MATT
There were at least a thousand people at that 
convention.  If you were so afraid, why didn't 
you just show me privately?

She looks up at him.

QUANA
I was being cautious.  It was a calculated risk. 
What better place to blend in at than a 
convention where the unusual is commonplace, 
desirable, even?  You thought it was a costume, 
and so did everyone else.

MATT
True, but what about the FBI or the government?

QUANA
In a group of conspiracy nuts?  Please.  

She looks away.

Silence.

She takes a deep breath.



QUANA
Well, anyways...

She straightens, looking at him.

QUANA
Now you know I'm a space alien.

MATT
Yeah.  And a cute one, too!

Frustrated:

QUANA
Do you know why I wanted to show you all this? 
Do you know why I got drunk in the first place?

MATT
Not a clue.

QUANA
You're the one human I trust with the core of my 
being.  The one human I felt could accept me as I 
truly am.

(Beat)
Now that you know my secret, I want you to tell 
me the truth.

He looks uncomfortable.

MATT
The...truth?

QUANA
Yeah.  The truth.  I'm an alien.  This is my 
spaceship.  Were you telling me the truth about 
Jesus forgiving space aliens, or did you just 
make that up because you thought I was human?

MATT
Er...I...um...that is...

QUANA
That's a no, isn't it.

MATT
Kinda, sorta.  I...didn't think you guys actually 
existed.



QUANA
So it was only a figure of speech.

MATT
Basically.  I mean, it could still be possible, I 
suppose...

QUANA
But you don't know for sure.

MATT
No.  Sorry.

They silently stare at each other.  

Matt's eyes move away from her, looking elsewhere.  

MATT
Is this what you normally wear when you're...at 
home, relaxing?

QUANA
(Nod)

They're my bed clothes.  You shouldn't be seeing
me like this.  Let me go change.

She leaves, returning dressed in black tube pants, and a colorful 
Hawaiian style floral print blouse.  Her tail sticks out from a hole 
in the back of the pants.

QUANA
That's better.

MATT
That's a difference of opinion.

Quana snorts, but says nothing.  

They stare at each other in uncomfortable silence.  

QUANA
Are you going to help me, or what?

Matt sighs.

MATT
What do you expect me to do?  I'm way out of my 
league here.



She shoots him a pleading glance.

QUANA
I have nightmares.  Every other night.  About 
Beptot.  The abode of the damned.  I dream that I 
go there.  Every other night.  I only get a few 
hours rest.

She leans close to him, pointing to her eyes.

QUANA
Look at my eyes.  They're bloodshot.  My fur is 
falling out.

MATT
Gee.  I'm sorry to hear that.

She gets on her knees, grabbing his shirt.

QUANA
You've got to help me!  I'm dying inside!  I 
dream of Beptot every time I close my eyes!

MATT
I thought you said it was every other night.

QUANA
I only sleep every other night!

(Beat)

Tears roll down her face.

QUANA
Matt!  I don't have a savior of my own!  I have 
sacrificial rituals.  And it's not making the 
nightmares go away.  I feel a heavy burden of 
guilt and nothing I do seems to be good enough to 
make it go away!

MATT
What am I supposed to do?  You're an alien!

QUANA
Something.  Anything.  Please.  You've got to 
help me.  Is there any word about space aliens in 
your holy text?



MATT
Not...really.

QUANA
Then I guess we'll have to study mine.

INT. SPACESHIP STUDY ROOM – DAY

Matt and Quana stare at a small tablet computer.

MATT
I'm not sure I understand.

QUANA
It's quite simple, really.

(Sigh)
This is getting us nowhere.

(Beat)
We're going to have to talk to the Wodovs.

MATT
What?

QUANA
My religious leaders.  We need to go to my planet 
to talk to them.

MATT
You're kidding.

QUANA
Why would I kid about something like this?

MATT
I...

QUANA
You don't want to come along, do you.

MATT
It's not that at all!  I'd love to go.  I just 
didn't believe it when you said it.

QUANA
Ready?

MATT
You...want to go...right now?



Quana nods.

MATT
Uh...is there any way we can postpone this until 
the end of the semester?

QUANA
Matt!  I'm in agony here!  I don't want to go to
Beptot!  I know precious little about what Jesus 
has to do with the Quaceb faith.  I need to speak 
to an expert in my religion, and I want you to 
come with me.

MATT
I mean, I really want to go.  I want to go to 
your planet as much as you do, but I got school.

QUANA
This isn't a vacation, you know.  If you want to 
stay here, I can try to handle things on my own, 
but you're a human.  You know stuff I don't.  You 
know your religion better than I do.  You have 
faith.  The things I have might be enough, but 
what if I have questions those things can't 
answer?  What if I meet somebody there who 
convinces me that I shouldn't believe in your 
religion, and it turns out to be the right one?

MATT
You have the bible.  The important questions are 
already answered in there.  But you're right. 
It's not the same.  

(Beat)
Can't you go to your planet and come back, and 
take me with you at the end of this semester?

Quana sighs.

MATT
I'm sorry.  I can't come with you.  I need to get 
my schooling done.

QUANA
Matt.  You're studying art.

MATT
So what?  Maybe I think there's some future in 
that.  At least I'll have a degree!  I have to

(MORE)



MATT (Cont'd)
earn a living somehow, and I don't want to earn 
it by working at Farm Fresh for the rest of my 
life!

Quana falls to her knees and weeps.

MATT
What?  What is it?

QUANA
I'm so afraid!  I'm going to my home all by 
myself.  Nobody knows about Jesus there! 
No one believes in Jesus there!  What if this is 
my only opportunity and I miss it?  

She buries her face in her hands.  

QUANA
I'm not sure I'll be able to withstand the 
pressure!

Matt puts his arms around her.  

Quana gives him a pleading glance.

QUANA
Please!  I don't want to face my friends and 
family alone!  Not with this!  Come with me!

Matt bites his lip, staring at the ground.  

He paces back and forth.

QUANA
Your faith is so strong.  I admire you for it. 
If people criticize me, I certainly won't have 
the courage to make a stand for it like you can. 
There's still so much I don't know.

MATT
But Jesus will be with you.

QUANA
Why would he stay with me if I don't even know if 
should I believe in him?



MATT
If your planet has its own messiah, then it won't
matter, will it?

QUANA
But what if it does matter?  What if they make me 
reject my only ticket to salvation?

MATT 
I wish I could come with you, but I can't.  I
have to keep up my G.P.A. so I can complete my
degree!

QUANA
Is that worth more than my soul?

MATT
Quana, don't be like that.  You know I love you. 
But so does Jesus.  Just seek him and you'll find 
him.

QUANA
But that's the whole thing.  How can I seek him 
on my planet?

(Beat)
So what if I die during this trip?  What if I die 
with a heart full of doubt?  Doubt like I'm 
feeling right now?  What then?  Will I go to hell 
then?

MATT
That's not fair, Quana.

QUANA
No it's not.  But you basically told me that's 
the way it is and you can't change it.  I need 
help, Matt.  

She clutches his hand.  

QUANA
Please.  Help me.  I don't want to go to Beptot.

MATT
If I leave now, I'll miss classes and I'll flunk. 
You're asking me to leave everything behind, so I 
can come back and live as a bum.



QUANA
Which is more important?  Me or your career?

Matt swallows.

MATT
I...

QUANA
`And he answered, `It is not fair to take the 
children's bread and throw it to the dogs.'  She
said, `Yes, Lord, yet even the dogs eat the 
crumbs that fall from their master's table.'

MATT
That was in reference to a Gentile woman, not a 
space alien.

(Beat)
You've really put a lot of thought into this, 
haven't you?

QUANA
(Nod)  

How could I not?  The answer is vital to my very 
existence.

MATT
All right.  

(Sigh)  

Quana brightens.

MATT
I'll go, but you gotta promise to take me back in 
two weeks.

QUANA
I...I can't.  My planet is more than a trillion 
light years away.  It takes five days to get 
there, and five to get back.

MATT
I don't see a problem.

QUANA
Matt!  Think about it!  That's two weeks right 
there!  If we had it your way, we'd have to leave 
as soon as we got there!



MATT
Can't you, I don't know, push the accelerator a 
bit?

QUANA
That is pushing the accelerator.

Matt sighs.  

Depressed:

MATT
How much time do you need.

QUANA
Four weeks.  Enough time for me to arrange for 
transport to the Vanseb in Kwibron and study with 
my religious leaders a few days.

He swallows.

MATT
I...I guess I don't have a choice, do I?

QUANA
That depends.  Are you trying to tell me that all 
that stuff you said about loving me was a lie? 
If so, you're a worse liar than I am.

MATT
Fine.  

(Beat)
I'll do it.  But I...I'm still not ready. 
I...need to pack.  

(Beat)
Can we...I dunno, fly this ship over to my 
apartment real quick?

Quana laughs and rolls her eyes.

MATT
I guess that's a no.

QUANA
Just drive back in your car.  I'll study the 
Gaxea some more while you're gone.  Hopefully,
I'll be able to find something in it so we don't 
need to leave.



MATT
Good!  I hope you do!  You don't know how happy 
that would make me!  

Quana gasps.

QUANA
Where's my car?

MATT
It's at the hotel.  You totaled it.

QUANA
Oh.  That's right.  I do remember smashing it.

(Sigh)
I guess I won't be needing it where I'm going.

She cries.

Matt puts an arm around her shoulder.

She pushes him off.

QUANA
Hurry up and get packed.

She sniffs and stops crying.

Matt looks slightly angry.

He walks to the exit hatch, looking glum.

INT. MATT'S APARTMENT - DAY

Matt digs around in drawers and boxes, throwing things into 
suitcases.  

Keith enters the room.

KEITH
What are you doing?  Moving out?

He grabs his bible, throwing it in a box.

MATT
I hope not.  I'm just going on a trip.

He throws clothing in the box.



KEITH
Where to?

Matt throws a first aid kit into the box.

MATT
New Guinea.  It's a missions trip.

He throws in a roll of toilet paper and more clothing.

KEITH
Right now?

Matt throws in a towel and swimming trunks.

KEITH
What about school?

Matt sighs.

MATT
It's only a few weeks.

KEITH
Weeks?  How are you going to keep up?

MATT
I'll get notes from somebody.

He throws in some food.

KEITH
But midterms are coming up.  What about your art 
classes?  And speech?  Don't they require 
attendance?

Matt packs more clothes.

KEITH
Why do they want you to go on this trip now? 
Can't it wait until summer?

Matt swallows, shaking his head.

MATT
I...this girl...she roped me into it.  She needs 
my help.



KEITH
Sounds serious.  Did you ask if she could wait?

MATT
Yeah.  She's worried about...her mother.  She 
wants...her to...know Jesus before it's too late.

KEITH
But you don't even know the language, do you?

MATT
They have an interpreter.  She said I could 
learn.

KEITH
What about the loan?

MATT
(Sigh)
I...I dunno.  I kinda wanted to tell her no, but 
she twisted my arm.

KEITH
Is this some kind of cult?

MATT
No.  But I couldn't say no.  I...I'm feeling a 
calling.  I guess that's how you'd describe it. 
You know how Jesus says that the material things 
in life aren't that important?

KEITH
Yeah?...I guess so...

MATT
Well, that's how I justify it, at least.

KEITH
So...you really care about this girl...and her 
mother.

He nods.

KEITH
Who's paying for this?

MATT
A church.  First Baptist.



Matt takes the box and walks out, looking pale and sweaty.

INT. POOL BOTTOM - DAY

Matt and Quana stand in front of the ship, surrounded by boxes, trash 
sacks, and grocery bags.  The ship's ramp lowers.

MATT
I just lied to my best friend.  My friend.  My
adopted brother.  The guy that brought me to 
Jesus.

QUANA
Why did you do that for?

MATT
Why did you lie about being an alien?  

Quana frowns.

MATT
No one would believe me.

QUANA
I'm sorry.

He sighs.

MATT
I'm still confused.  How does it only take five 
days to get to your planet?

QUANA
We have laser propulsion.

MATT
That must be a laser propulsion engine with warp 
drive or light speed capabilities.  Either that, 
or you're using some sort of gravity 
slingshot...and a really, really, really big 
planet.

She shakes her head.

QUANA
There is something called a Flash Matter Transit 
Zone.  There are billions of these all across the 
universe.  FMTZs are pockets of time.  They stop

(MORE)



QUANA (Cont'd)
everything in the universe for brief periods.

(Beat)
They stop the motion of planets, gravitation, 
aging, reality itself.  Think of it as running 
across a glitch in a computer program that locks 
everything up.

MATT
What about air?  Wouldn't the air be frozen, too?

QUANA
No, whatever passes through them is immune to the 
effect.  This is how we can cross great distances 
in seemingly short periods of time.  The people 
of the planet you left are none the wiser.

MATT
So, it's sort of like a cosmic pause button.

QUANA
Except you can do things while the universe is 
paused.

MATT
Even so, wouldn't I be aging, say, ten years, 
each time I go back and forth?

QUANA
We have treatments for that.

MATT
How do you unpause it after it's paused?

QUANA
The effect wears off after a period of...its own 
time.  If it's not enough for the voyage, 
sometimes you have to find another one to keep 
going.  

MATT
Do you have a food replicator?

QUANA
No, but it's a cool idea.

Matt picks up a box.



MATT
Has anyone ever tried to dive down here?

QUANA
No, it has a special sensor that detects when 
trespassers are approaching.  If they're in swim 
trunks or cutoffs, it generates the image of an 
empty pool.  If it sees skateboards, it changes 
to a pool full of dirty, algae filled water.  It 
can also make the image of a tarp.

MATT
I bet that came in handy when you first got here.

She nods.

She picks up a box, walking up the ramp.

INT. STORAGE ROOM – DAY

A gray, plain looking room.  Hand holds, footholds, flat cabinet and 
drawer doors line the walls.  Matt and Quana shove grocery bags and 
boxes into cabinets and compartments inside cabinets.

INT. POOL BOTTOM - DAY

All Matt's things are put away.  The two stand in front of the 
spaceship, gazing at it.

QUANA
There.  That's the last of it.  Let's go.

MATT
Wait.  I need to call my mom.  She might get
worried.

QUANA
Your...mom?  But I thought...

MATT
My adopted mom.  Camille.

QUANA
Oh.

Quana digs in her pocket, taking out a communicator.

MATT
You got a phone or something?



Quana waves communicator at him.

QUANA
What's her number?

MATT
648-8888.  But you don't have a phone!

Quana pushes some buttons on the device, holding it to Matt's ear.

The sound of a muffled female voice mumbling something.

Matt takes the device out of Quana's hand.

MATT
Hi, mom.

(Beat)
Just fine, mom.

(Beat)
Sorry.  Listen.  I'm going on a missions trip. 
I...I'm going to be gone for a couple weeks.  I 
just wanted you to know in case you got
worried or tried to call or something.

(Beat)
Yeah.  I know.  I'm hoping I can get notes from 
someone.  This is really important.

(Beat)
New Guinea.  It's for, um, Sarah, you know, my 
friend?  She says the mission really needs my 
help.

(Beat)
I'm going to try really hard to make up for it 
when I get back.  Hopefully it won't drop my GPA.

Quana sighs.

MATT
Bye.  I love you.

Matt hands the communicator to Quana.  

Quana pushes a button and puts communicator in her pocket.

QUANA
All set?

MATT
I suppose.



Quana nods.  She picks up the pyramid device, affixing it to the hull 
of the craft.  

They go up the ramp.  

INT. SPACESHIP – DAY - CONTINUOUS

Quana pushes a button and the ship's entry hatch closes.

Matt watches with unease as the swimming pool and house vanishes 
behind the barrier.

INT. CONTROL ROOM – DAY

Quana gestures to one of the chairs up front.

QUANA
Belt yourself in.

Matt sits down.  He stares at his chair, fumbling around for a belt.
He finds a cluster of tentacle things.  He spends a few minutes 
trying to tie them.  They stick together badly and he has difficulty 
prying them apart.  

Quana stops him.

QUANA
It goes like this.  

She folds the tentacles across his body so that the air holes on the 
undersides of the tentacles touched one another.  They bond together 
tightly, forming a sticky outer skin layer.  They constrict like a 
snake.  

Matt looks uncomfortable for a second, then relaxes.

She attaches more tentacles, creating a sort of harness out of the 
tentacles.  

She walks to the seat across from him, feeds her tail through the 
slot in the back, and straps herself in.  

She pushes a button on her screen.  

The walls become invisible, showing a view of the pool.  Only the 
floor platform remains visible.  

Quana takes out a pair of scrunchies, putting her hair up in 



pigtails.  She slaps the track ball on her right armrest, rolling the 
sphere forward. 

The ship silently lifts off the ground.  A monitor in front of Matt's 
chair displays positioning data in an alien language.  

The pool and its gutters drops below them.  

Quana moves a track ball and they climb above the house, hovering 
above the trees and telephone poles.

Matt stares wide eyed at his surroundings.

MATT
Wait a minute.  What if someone sees us?

QUANA
That's what the Queqotana device is for.

(Beat)
The cloaking device.

He sighs.

QUANA
Are you upset?

MATT
Sorta.  Not really.  I mean, my career is 
probably going down the toilet, but I'm still 
excited about this trip.

She pushes a button and alien music plays.  

Her tail wraps around the tire-iron thing, giving the object a slight 
twist as it pushes backward.

EXT. STREET - DAY

The ship rises in the air, three stories above the house.

INT. CONTROL ROOM – DAY

The tree line and horizon tilts at an angle.

EXT. STREET - DAY

The ship speeds silently over the treetops.

INT. CONTROL ROOM - DAY  



The freeway and all its cars zip by below.

Matt pales, driving his fingers into the armrests in fear.

A sparrow gets caught in their path, hitting the screen with a wet 
thump.

QUANA
Oops!    

Matt swallows, gripping the armrests even tighter.

Quana slaps the track ball on her right, giving it a twist.  

The view of the house shifts horizontally.  

She gives the right track ball a slow forwards roll and they move 
forward.

They zoom over corn fields and open fields filled with tiny cattle.  

The ship rises further in the air, to a skyscraper's height.  

Matt forces himself back in his chair.

Whispering:

MATT
The Lord is my shepherd.  I shall not want.

Kansas City zooms by below.

They pass over gray factory buildings.  

The river and bridges roll beneath them, then Truman Lake.  

Quana moves her hand across the right track ball.  

The view skews upwards.

EXT. MISSOURI SKY - DAY

Soundlessly, the ship flies higher.  

The ship turns and straightens.  

INT. CONTROL ROOM - DAY



Quana shoves back on the tire-iron with her tail.  

Sudden G-forces plaster Matt to his seat.  

EXT. MISSOURI SKY - DAY

The ship flies up into the clouds.

INT. CONTROL ROOM – DAY

The clouds look like a fog on the monitors, limiting visibility.  

Matt looks somewhat relaxed.  

They tilt upwards.  

EXT. EARTH'S ATMOSPHERE - DAY

The ship zooms toward the ozone layer.  The moon hovers beyond, very 
faint, but visible.

INT. CONTROL ROOM – DAY

Still clutching the armrests with a death grip, Matt stares at the 
stars.

The moon and stars come into full view.

Matt drifts an inch above his seat, straining against the harness. 
The tentacles respond by tightening, pulling him back in place.

Quana looks at him and smiles.

Matt gazes back at the earth.

EXT. SPACESHIP

The moon flies by.  Mars is not visible.  It's on the other end of 
the orbit.

The ship zooms through space, on toward Jupiter.

INT. CONTROL ROOM

Matt gazes at the stars.  

The moon and earth pass behind them, shrinking smaller and smaller.

Matt turns around and sees nothing but stars.



MATT
Tell me about your family.  Your real family this 
time.

QUANA
My...parents?

MATT
Uh-huh.  What's the real story?  Since you're not 
from earth, I'm pretty sure your dad is really an 
advertising executive, or your mother a fashion 
designer.

QUANA
I'm a princess.  And my parents are royalty.  I 
came to earth because they were planning to marry 
me to someone I didn't like, and because, 
frankly, being a bixok, queen, is boring.

MATT
Oh.

QUANA
Do you like Yook Jae Jang?

Blank look:

MATT
Is that alien food?

QUANA
No, it's a spicy Korean soup made of beef, 
vegetables, and squid.  Want any?

MATT
Sure.

Matt shrugs.  

Quana pushes some buttons on the computer.

She unfastens her harness, floating out of her chair.

MATT
Does this ship have an autopilot?

QUANA
Guep.  



She pushes off her chair.  

QUANA
C'mon.  This way.  

She drifts through the air to the hatch.  

Matt fidgets with his harness.

MATT
How do you get out of this thing again?

Quana flips a latch and the tentacles loosen.  

Matt floats out of his chair, drifting toward the ceiling.  

He spends a few seconds snatching air, rolling and flipping 
uselessly.  

Quana anchors herself to her chair with her tail, pushes off into the 
air, pulling him down.

QUANA
It takes some getting used to.

With her feet dangling over her head, she grabs the platform, 
climbing across to his chair.  

She helps him to the exit hatch.  

INT. SPACESHIP KITCHEN

Matt and Quana are strapped in chairs, sipping out of transparent 
jars filled with Yook Jae Jang by means of specially designed bendy 
straws with chewable bulbs on the top.

Quana sighs, looking distraught.

MATT
What?  What is it?

QUANA
Let's just say...I'm going to be in a lot of hot 
hydrogen when I get home.

MATT
Water?  What about me, then?



QUANA
You?  Since you obviously can't stay on my planet 
forever, you might be my ticket out...I think.

MATT
I don't like the sound of that.

QUANA
Actually, I have more to worry about than you do. 
They have to sort of protect you because you're a 
species that needs to be studied...but me, I 
stole a ship.

His jaw drops.

MATT
Stole?  You?  I thought you were a princess. 
Couldn't you just...I dunno, buy one?

QUANA
No, I couldn't.  It's complicated.

MATT
I have time for complicated.  Let's hear it.

QUANA
You don't have much freedom when you're a 
princess.  You live a life of luxury, but it's 
crippling because you can't do anything by 
yourself.  You can hardly use the toilet without 
having some servant falling all over themselves 
to help you.

MATT
Sounds like heaven.

QUANA
Really?  Is that what heaven is really like?

(Beat)
If it is, then I wouldn't want to go there.  I 
like to have more freedom than that.  Even if it 
does mean I have to occasionally face poverty.

MATT
Well.  You always read that heaven is a place for 
serving and praising God.  



QUANA
(Sigh)  

That is, if I get there at all.

MATT
Have faith in God, Quana.

QUANA
I'm trying, Matt.  I'm really trying.  I can't 
wait until we get to Woggerscutt.

MATT
Me too.

He drinks his soup.

MATT
Man.  This is spicy.  Can I have some water?

Quana hands him a water bottle from a cabinet.

QUANA
Want to see Jupiter?

MATT
Sure.  

INT. CONTROL ROOM

Jupiter, slowly growing in size on the screen ahead of them.  Matt 
points at it.

MATT
What happened to Mars?

QUANA
Wrong time of year.  Mars is all the way on the 
other end of the orbit.

The object grows to such immense proportions that it and its moons 
nearly fill every inch of the view screen.  Matt gasps.

MATT
Wow.

Quana smiles at him.

Jupiter passes to their side and they're looking at nothing but stars 
again.  



MATT
Are we going to see any other planets?  Saturn? 
Neptune?  Pluto?

She shakes her head.

QUANA
Maybe Pluto, but I doubt it'll be that visible 
from our position.  We're going the wrong way at 
the wrong time of year to see much of anything.
Sorry.

 
MATT

So how did being a princess lead to grand theft?

QUANA
They don't let me do much or go anywhere.  They 
think it's dangerous.  I can never come and go as 
I please.  I have to be guarded when I'm out 
riding the royal Grunks.

Matt gives her a blank stare.

QUANA
Grunkiahus.  They're riding animals.  The point 
is that I'm not allowed to go a certain distance 
away from my father's territory on them or I lose 
my Grunk privileges.  I was never allowed to use 
the spaceship.  I was either chauffeured, like 
when we had interplanetary conferences, or I was 
left at home.

MATT
Bummer.  What about your royal allowance?

QUANA
Royal allowance?  

She sticks out her tongue, which splits into four wiggling segments.

It comes back together, returning to her mouth.  

QUANA
Please.  All I'm allowed to buy with that tiny
sum is nicknacks and pretty clothing at special 
markets.

Matt suddenly looks ill.  Shakes his head, trying to rid himself of 



the visual. 

QUANA
I had been plotting this for awhile.  

INT. DOCKING CHAMBER – NIGHT

A gray, undecorated room shaped like an egg.  The spaceship rests on 
the floor.  

Quana sneaks in, carrying a gold goblet.

QUANA V/O
For months I had been sneaking into my father's 
ship late at night, hiding various things from 
the royal treasury inside.  

MATT V/O
Oh.  So that's where your money came from.

INT. CONTROL ROOM - NIGHT

She stows it inside a panel, then screws it back in place.

INT. LOUNGE – DAY

An alien lounge filled with furniture that looks like someone's art 
project.  With devices attached to her temples and special gloves on 
her hands and tail, Quana makes motions like she's piloting.

QUANA V/O
I would practice on flying simulators at every 
opportunity.  

EXT. WOGGERSCUTT – DAY

Purple skies and green, oddly shaped trees.  The ship takes off, 
flying crazily in the air.

QUANA V/O
Then one day I got in, flew it a few miles...

The ship slams into the ground.

INT. PALACE CHAMBER – DAY

A lavishly decorated room with black marble pillars.  An Abreya with 
white fur in a purple silk outfit yells at Quana in an alien 
language.



INT. CONTROL ROOM  

MATT
Didn't those flying simulators help any?

QUANA
Not really enough to keep me from wrecking.  No 
simulator can replace real flight experience.  

(Shrug)
Anyways, they didn't find the treasure.  That 
secret was safe.  So, then, my fiftieth birthday 
came and went...

MATT
Wait.  Hold the phone.  You're fifty?

Quana nods.

MATT
You look about twenty to me.

Quana smiles.

QUANA
Abreyas age differently.

MATT
(Laughs) 

So...you had your fiftieth birthday, then what?

QUANA
They decided to cut me a break, being my birthday 
and all, so I seized my chance.  I found this 
girl named Ippi Snarken...

INT. PRINCESS' BEDROOM – NIGHT

A bedroom resembling the inside of an intestine.  Earth objects and 
movie posters cover the walls and clutter the floor.  

Quana dresses a female Abreya to look like her.  

They look like identical twins when she is finished.

EXT. WOGGERSCUTT – NIGHT

The ship flies through the night sky, zooming through the clouds.



INT. CONTROL ROOM

Quana sighs.

QUANA
I certainly think, if my parents really cared,
they would have seen through it, but it's hard to
tell.  Of course, if they still think I'm Ippi, 
there's a chance they will arrest me for stealing
the ship.  If anyone saw me take it, of course.

(Chuckle)  
It might be interesting to go to prison.

MATT
I'm definitely not interested in going to prison. 
I hope we don't get caught.

Quana looks dismal.

QUANA
Jesus forgives me for stealing the ship and the 
treasure, right?

MATT
Do you repent of it?  Are you sorry?

QUANA
How can I be sorry?  With all the good that came
out of it, me going to earth and meeting you and 
doing research for my planet...besides, how would 
I have learned about Jesus?

(Beat)
I can give the ship back.  I mean, it will be 
taken back, I'm sure of it.  But a great deal of 
treasure is gone.  I had to pay my expenses 
somehow.  But I'm not really sorry for all that.

MATT
Don't you feel any remorse?

Quana swallows.

QUANA
I admit it.  I do feel guilty.  Stealing is 
wrong!  

She sobs.



QUANA
But, but...I had such wonderful experiences here.
If I had never stolen this ship, I would have 
never had the chance to come to your planet!

MATT
I don't know what to say.  Your coming here was 
one the best things that ever happened to me, 
but...

(Sigh)  
You're right.  As much as I hate to say it, if 
you had just stayed home, you wouldn't have 
committed a sin.

Clear, glistening orbs of tears form around Quana's eyes and float 
there.  She bites her lip.  

QUANA
I still would have been guilty of sin.  I have 
lied, hated, disrespected my parents, had impure 
thoughts...

Matt swallows.

MATT
But isn't there some way you could have dealt 
with them on your planet?

QUANA
I suppose so.  We often bought Hoyroq, a 
sacrificial animal, for the Wodov to sacrifice on 
our behalf, but, well, you had to say the prayer 
just right, and I was never sure if I had.  Plus 
it was really my parents' money that bought it.

Looking sad:

MATT
I don't know, Quana.  Maybe you wouldn't be 
facing this spiritual dilemma about Jesus if you 
had never come to the earth in the first place.

QUANA
Do you mean `you' as in myself, or `you' as in 
all Abreyas?  I mean, I'm not the first Abreya
here.



MATT
(Beat)

Was your planet in a state of moral perfection 
before your people made contact with earth?

She becomes lost in thought.  She tilts her head toward the ceiling. 

QUANA
If I were to be really creative, I could possibly 
make a wild guess and say that maybe earth is the 
temptation planet Medufa.

MATT
(Chuckles)

Earth is a place of temptation.  I'll give you 
that.  And you were tempted enough to come here, 
but I'm not really sure what you're talking 
about.

QUANA
There was a planet that Ponai commanded the first 
Abreyas not to orbit.  They were not to land on 
it or eat of its plants.  But we did.  So we have 
sin.

MATT
So...presuming that the starting point for all 
sin in your world is earth, I'd say that perhaps 
an earthbound savior could be the cure.
In fact...Being that the Son of God, Jesus rules
the entire universe anyway, so, even if this 
temptation planet was somewhere else entirely...

QUANA
It could be him.  

(Sigh)  
Nice attempt.  But I still don't know.  I would 
like to have this sin removed, but I don't know 
if he removes Abreya sins.

MATT
You can try repenting, and praying to him for
forgiveness, and see.

QUANA
I...I don't know if I should.

Matt sighs.



EXT. SPACESHIP - CONTINUOUS

Ship flies through an asteroid field.  The rocks float miles apart, 
so no damage occurs.

INT. SPACESHIP KITCHEN

Quana gazes at the ceiling, hands folded.  

She weeps.  

Matt unfastens chair restraint and drifts over to her.

He hugs her.

QUANA
You aren't able to rescue me from hell!  

She raises a hand to push him away, but stops.  

QUANA
You aren't able to!  

She wraps her arms around him, weeping on his breast.

MATT
I know.  I'm sorry, Quana.  But there's nothing 
else I can do.  This is why we're on this trip in
the first place.  Just...cool it.  Calm down.
This is why we're on this trip.

Quana sniffs.

MATT
How about we study the Gaxea some more?  Maybe 
that will make you feel better.

She nods.

EXT. SPACESHIP

The ship flies past a nebula.

QUANA O/S
And Miapupi died, and was buried in Cekalado. 
And Aukeje came and ruled in his stead.  Not too 
long after, a great famine arose in the land of 
Soramuja...



INT. SPACESHIP – CONTINUOUS

QUANA
...and a great plague spread among the people of 
Miamapi.

EXT. SPACESHIP

The ship zooms across space, past the Voyager satellite.

QUANA V/O
Thus Nirijemi despised his birthright.

INT. CONTROL ROOM

Matt and Quana belt themselves in.  The monitor shows nothing but a 
bunch of stars passing by.

MATT
Did you say there was a Flash Matter thing around 
here?

QUANA
Guep.

MATT
I don't see anything.

QUANA
Look carefully.

Matt squints.  

There is a shimmering, like a heat wave or a mirage on a horizon.  

MATT
So when is the Romulan Warbird coming out of 
cloak mode?

Quana laughs.

QUANA 
That's the FMTZ, silly.

The shimmering becomes more noticeable, filling up the entire screen. 

The whole ship shakes and vibrates.



MATT
What's going on?  What's with the shaking?

QUANA
Relax.  We're just going through the FMTZ now.

MATT
Don't you have something like shocks or something 
that cuts down on the vibrations?

QUANA
Nope.  Sorry.  It's not like a car where you just 
put in some springs and the ride gets smoother. 
We're dealing with an aberration of time.

MATT
I still don't understand how this supposedly 
works.

The stars remain blurred and wavy.  The ship continues shaking.

QUANA
It's like...water.  The equivalent of something 
like hydrogen breaks off of the `oxygen' 
molecules, and the `oxygen,' the time bubbles, 
sort of slowly `cold boil' their way to the 
surface.  

Matt stares at her, confused.

QUANA
We get FMTZ's all the time, but they're normally
too small to be noticeable.  Deja vu is created 
when these bubbles pop.

MATT
That's...really weird.

QUANA
If you travel through the bubble, no deja vu, no 
freezing.  And if it's large enough, you can use 
it to travel great distances across the galaxy.

MATT
You'd think exploding a pocket of time like that 
would have disastrous consequences.



QUANA
Not really.  The only so-called `disaster' is the 
freezing.

MATT
So, Abreyas have been traveling on these things 
since the first man walked on earth?

QUANA
Probably not, but I think time has been bubbling 
like that, devoid of travelers, for millions of 
years.

There is a brilliant flash of light, and the haze fades.  

The shaking stops.

MATT
What was that?

QUANA
We're out of the FMTZ.

MATT
Are we on the other side of the galaxy now?

QUANA
Not really.  We've still got a long flight to go.

MATT
How long is this flight going to be?  I mean, 
relative to time in here.

QUANA
Oh?  Um, roughly four days.

MATT
Days.  Wow.  That's fast.  

Matt laughs.

QUANA
Come now.  If we were using one of your shuttles, 
we wouldn't even be at Mars right now.

MATT
I guess you're right.



QUANA
We should get into the Gogibis right now.  

MATT
What?

QUANA
We need to get into cryogenic freeze to conserve 
resources.

INT. CRYO ROOM

Contains a row of cubicles holding square machines with coffin-like 
glass lids.  

Quana opens the lid of a machine, hissing Matt over to it.  

Matt leans over, looking in.

The inside of the machine contains a series of hoses, a gas mask, 
monitors, IV tubes, and a diaper-like thing with a tube connected to 
it.

She pushes some some buttons on the machine, then gestures to a large 
red button.  

QUANA
Just push this to get the machine started.

(Beat)
Um, you're going to have to...disrobe for this.

Embarrassed:

MATT
Can I drape myself with a towel or something?

QUANA
(Nod)  

Good idea.

He leaves the room, coming back with a towel.

MATT
Okay.  Turn around.

Quana turns around.  He disrobes and wraps himself in towel.

MATT
Just hook myself up now?



QUANA
Guep.

Matt climbs in the machine.  

Quana looks around, chewing her lip and playing with her tail while 
Matt hooks himself up to the machine.  

Inside machine, draped with towel:  

MATT
I guess you can look now.

Quana leans over coffin, staring down at him.

QUANA
You need to hook up a few things.

She picks up an IV tube with a cuff attachment.

QUANA
This will only hurt a second.

She slaps it on his wrist.

MATT
Ow!

QUANA
Sorry.

She moves some heart monitors to strategic points on his chest, then 
picks up a gas mask.

QUANA
You're going to need this, too.  It has the same 
chemical properties as sleeping gas.  It's 
partially oxygen.  It's safe for humans.

He puts mask on his face.

QUANA
Have a good rest, human.  

Quana pushes the red button.  

The coffin lid slowly comes down over Matt's body.  



A cold fog drifts over Matt's body.  

He shivers, then passes out.  

FADE TO WHITE

FADE IN.

INSERT – MATT'S POV

The light returns when the coffin lid is opened again.  Quana leans 
over the coffin.  She smiles down at him.

QUANA
Morning, Wusu.

MATT
Hi.  

BACK TO SCENE

Matt rubs eyes.  

MATT
Was there a malfunction or something?

QUANA
No.  Everything worked the way it was supposed 
to.

MATT
How...long was I asleep?

QUANA
Oh, maybe a week, maybe a month, but time was 
frozen, so it doesn't count.  It was a long time, 
though.  I think we still have a four day 
journey.

MATT
Wow.  It felt like I was only asleep a few 
minutes.

QUANA
Yeah, it is a bit disorienting.  

She hands him his clothing.  



QUANA
Here.

Matt sits up and makes gestures like he wants her to look away.  

Quana nods and turns around, nervously fidgeting.  

MATT (O.S.)
So where are we?

QUANA
Oh, roughly around the Morocacci sector.  There's 
a nebula coming up.

Matt floats next to the machine, fixing the belt on his pants.  He 
still doesn't have a shirt on.

QUANA
We're halfway there.  It shouldn't be much longer 
now.

INT. CONTROL ROOM

Matt sits in a control chair, dressed in a black t-shirt and jeans. 
He and Quana watch an anticlockwise spiral nebula pass by.  

It vanishes and they're looking at nothing but stars again.  

Matt stares at the passing stars.

EXT. SPACESHIP

The ship travels through space, past a black hole.

MATT O/S
Moqo bea jouge, Ponai kuselo'h bea bri sejucore.
Did I read that right?

INT. SPACESHIP

Quana reads from a tablet computer.

QUANA
But Rerequpu refused to let them go, and gave the 
slaves even more responsibilities.

EXT. SPACESHIP

The ship passes through space.



MATT V/O
Qagebuku, hua chik fepaho'h coz ucukteb con 
brimomiquni.

INT. SPACESHIP – CONTINUOUS

Quana reads to Matt from the tablet computer.

QUANA
But Qome loved Defese, and, when the Ralicuri
came to destroy the people of Tiatu, he hid her 
from their sight.

INT. SPACESHIP KITCHEN

Matt and Quana eat something out of petri dishes with forks.  

Quana stops eating, looking grave and sad.

MATT
Quana?  Are you okay?  You don't look so good.

QUANA
I had a bad dream last night, Matt.  I dreamed I 
saw you burning in the fires of Beptot. 

MATT
Don't worry about me.  I have Jesus.  I have no 
fear of condemnation as long as I believe in him.

QUANA
That's what you were saying in the dream.

MATT
It's just a dream, Quana.

QUANA
No, Matt.  That's just the thing.  Your religion 
isn't true.  Jamijua 25:91 says, `Behold!  The
gods of other planets are idols.'  In fact, in
the dream, I saw all the people of your planet 
burning in the sea of fire.  Crosses and all.

MATT
What are you trying to say, Quana?



QUANA
Matt, you need to give up this Jesus worship. 
There is no savior but Ponai.

MATT
I can't believe we're having this conversation.

QUANA
Matt.  I think Ponai brought you here for a 
reason.  I think he wants you to turn from your 
idolatry, and return to your planet with the 
message of Ponai.

MATT
Quana, I'm not converting to your religion.  I 
don't believe in your god.

QUANA
Matt.  Think about it.  How can you believe in a 
religion that says `God spoke and there it was'? 
It contradicts everything we know about science 
and the nature of reality.  It doesn't even 
account for the Doppler shift, stellar nurseries, 
plate tectonics, genetics, or the primordial 
soup.

MATT
Quana, none of that is essential for belief.  It 
just sounds like pointless minutiae that detracts 
from the main story.  What's important is not the 
specific details of how He created the universe, 
or the specifics of what He did, but that there 
is a creator.

QUANA
But that's just the thing.  Anyone could say that 
about any religion on any planet.

MATT
Are you trying to convince me that I should throw
away my entire religion on purely scientific
grounds?  Do you mean to tell me that I should
just give up my God and my Savior because my 
bible doesn't contain references to the Big Bang 
or the primordial soup?

QUANA
Do you really expect me to believe that you would

(MORE)



QUANA (Cont'd)
blindly accept a religion without giving thought 
to a single shred of evidence?

MATT
Actually, the bible is full of accurate 
historical fact.  Of course it's not going to go 
into detailed specifics about how God created the
universe, but there's no reason it should.  We 
wouldn't be able to understand it anyway.  Some 
things you've just got to accept on faith.

QUANA
Anyone could say that about their religion.

MATT
Quana, I came along on this trip to help you.  I 
didn't come here for you to insult my beliefs or 
have you try to convert me.  

He unfastens his seat restraints.

MATT
If you're going to be like this, don't talk to 
me.  Just take me home right now.  I don't need 
this from you.

He gets out of his chair.

MATT
I can't believe I have to defend my faith against 
you.  I thought we were friends.

Matt climbs a few feet toward the exit.

Quana sighs, staring at the floor.

QUANA
I'm sorry.  This was a bad idea.  

Matt frowns.

He climbs out of the room.

EXT. SPACESHIP  

The ship travels through space.

INT. SPACESHIP – CONTINUOUS



Strapped in a couch, Matt sits with his hands folded in prayer.

Quana climbs into the room.

MATT
Quana, I'm sorry if I seemed rude.

(Beat)
I just...I just...I had enough of that kind of 
stuff from my step-dad.

QUANA
He tried to make you a Quaceb?

MATT
No.  He tried to make me an atheist.  It felt 
like you were doing the same thing.

QUANA
Matt.  I wasn't.

He sighs.

MATT
The bible says you've got to test the spirits to 
see if they're from God.  It means you compare 
your dream or vision or religious message to 
what's written in the bible.

(Beat)
I don't know if that means much to you, but...

She swallows.

QUANA
I...

She clutches him, crying on his shoulder.

QUANA
I'm so scared, Matt!  I don't know what to do!

(Sob)
I'm scared for both of us.

Matt pats her on the back.

EXT. SPACESHIP  

The ship passes through an asteroid field filled with light blue 
asteroids, floating miles apart from one another.



INT. CONTROL ROOM

Matt and Quana stare at the asteroids, but don't speak to each other.

INT. SPACESHIP GUEST BEDROOM – CONTINUOUS

A round gray room with walls covered in drawer handles, cabinet 
handles, hand holds and footholds.  Matt sleeps strapped upside down 
in a sleeping bag on a wall.

EXT. SPACESHIP

The ship approaches a gray sphere, completely covered in something 
like string or cords.  Up close, the surface formations resemble dead 
headless snakes or tubes.  

INT. CONTROL ROOM

A golden yellow planet covered in little red dots appears on the 
monitor.

Matt and Quana silently watch it go by.

Quana sighs.  

She sniffs, wiping her eyes.

Matt stares at her.

MATT
What's wrong?

QUANA
Matt.  I had another nightmare.  I was dreaming 
about you.

(Beat)
This time both of us were in hell.

Matt sighs, looking uncomfortable.

MATT
Quana...

QUANA
Ponai was telling me that you shouldn't have come 
here.  He told me it was a grave mistake.  
He said that my people weren't meant to hear your 
message.



She swallows.

QUANA
He said that thousands would be condemned because 
of you.

She starts crying.

Matt squirms, looking sick.

MATT
Didn't you say we were already halfway there?

QUANA
(Sniff)

Why does it matter?  It's a sign, Matt.  We've 
got to turn around and go back.

MATT
I...I...

(Beat)
Whatever.  I need to catch up on my schooling 
anyway.

Matt sighs.

Quana makes barking weeping sounds, tears floating around her eyes in 
a cloud.  She swats the teardrops away like flies.

She cries as she manipulates the ship controls.

Matt scowls, not bothering to get up and comfort her.

EXT. SPACESHIP

The craft banks and turns 180 degrees, flying back the way it came.

INT. SPACESHIP – CONTINUOUS

Quana's expression hardens as she stares at the screen.

INT. CONTROL ROOM

Quana steers the ship across space, still looking glum.

A shiny silver object appears in the distance.



QUANA
Badexa!

TITLE OVER:  Damn!

MATT
What is that?

Quana sighs.

QUANA
They've found me.

She weeps.

MALE VOICE V/O
Quana Falcameer!

A large group of silver spherical objects with knife wings surround 
the ship.

MALE VOICE V/O
Labuc demofoa de Bixok Tama, niblet cik bri 
gosaca kai kenuiji coz toihojeb.  

MATT
What did they just say?

QUANA
We've been had!  They want to come aboard!

MATT
Is it safe for them to see me?

Quana pales.

QUANA
I don't think so, Matt.

To be continued...


