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by
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TEASER

EXT. OCEAN - DAY

An endless panorama of waves...cold and gray... Stretching
out in every direction as far as the eye can see.

On the horizon, we glimpse a tiny spec. A ship at sea.

CLOSER. THE SHIP.

A Panama-class freighter, the THUNDERCHILD. A lumbering
giant nine hundred feet long, one hundred wide. More steel
than the Eiffel Tower.

ON THE BRIDGE
A room crowded with communication and navigation equipment.

THE CAPTAIN (40) stands at the bridge window, sipping a
coffee, staring out to sea. Enjoying the solitude. In his
right hand is a BLUE COIN, which he idly flips back and forth
over his fingers.

Suddenly, a GUST of WIND STIRS the papers on his desk. He
looks back, sees the first mate, HAYES (34), entering.

HAYES
(CLAPPING his hands)
Hoowee! Cold out there tocday! I
got Fry and Grady trying to fix
that pump on C-deck.

CAPTAIN
(not really listening)
Fine, fine.

HAYES
And Mac’'s working on the oil filter
in the engine room, I swear, that
thing goes down one more time I'm
gonna throw it overboard.

CAPTAIN
Hayes, I know you’'re new and all so
I'll clue you in on a little secret
of the shipping industry. See all
these computers?

Hayes comes up next to him. Takes a quick look.



CAPTAIN (CONT.)
Telemetry, radar, sonar... We got
more technology than God. You
think anything you do is gonna make
a difference? This thing is set on
full auto pilot.

(as an afterthought)
Heck. When we reach Baltimore,
they bring out the harbormaster to
park it. So take a load off, will
va? Everything’s taken care of.

Hayes SIGHS and takes a seat next to the Captain. He puts
his feet up on the console —— and suddenly, all the monitors
BLINX out. Hayes reacts, puzzled.

CAPTAIN (CONT.)
What did you do...?

HAYES
Nothing!

Then the cabin lights FLICKER. Both men lower their coffee
cups to stare at the ceiling. What the hell is happening?

CAPTAIN
(he grabs the radio)
What’s going on down there, Grady,
we're losing--7?

But then he notices that the radio is dead too. Both men
slowly become aware of a NOISE behind them. A RATTLING
sound. They turn, staring at the bridge windows.

The glass is TREMBLING. Like an earthquake, almost. The
Captain rises, walks over.

CAPTAIN’'S P.0O.V. (THROUGH WINDOW)

There’s a strange object in the sky. A burning mass of fire,
streaking across the horizon. Arcing rapidly towards the
ship.

WHAM! The fiery object ROCKETS past. Directly overhead.

The SONIC BOOM hits and all the windows instantly blow out.
The Captain and Hayes are sent reeling.



WIDE SHOT - THUNDERCHILD

The entire ship is rocked by the impact. Sixty-thousand
tons, buffeted like a toy in the tub.

BELOW DECK - THE GALLEY

Everything that wasn‘t bolted to the floor goes sliding
across the room. Tables, tools, equipment lockers, etc. Men
dive aside.

INT. BRIDGE - MOMENTS LATER

Hayes staggers to his feet. He looks around, stunned. The
bridge is wrecked. All that glorious technology. Gone. He
walks over to the shattered bridge window.

HAYES P.O.V.

A debris field stretching half a mile. Burning wreckage
everywhere. 1In places, the water itself is burning, like an
0il fire. And in the center of the fire...a bizarre object

is bobbing up and down in the waves. A BLACK SPHERE.

CUT TO:

EXT. OFFICE BUILDING - NIGHT

Somewhere in Washington DC. A bland little building, just

like all the others.

INT. OFFICE - NIGHTTIME

Rows and rows of cubicles. The CLACKITY-CLACK of keybcards
pervades.

IN ONE CUBICLE

A young woman, MOLLY-ANNE CAFFREY (31), is typing rapidly.

Molly is pretty, with short-cropped hair and glasses. But

she’'s taken pains to hide her beauty behind bland corporate

attire.

VOICE (0.8.)
Hey, Caffrey? You there?



She looks up.

MOLLY
What?

VOICE (0.8.)
Need your advice on something.

ANOTHER CUBICLE

She pokes her head around the corner. There are two people
in this one, JEFFRIES and HICKS.

JEFFRIES
Hicks got a blind date. He has
twenty minutes to get from here to
Dupont Circle. Analyze.

MOLLY
Don’t you guys have work to do?

JEFFRIES
This is work. We’'re trying to save
Hicks’ social life.

MOLLY

(she SIGHS)
Take Arlington to Kennedy, five
minutes. Belmont to New Hampshire,
another five. You can earn a
couple points if stop on Lexington
and pick up some flowers. Two
minutes to spare.

(she glances at Hicks)
And loose the coat.

She vanishes. Jeffries and Hicks trade a look.

JEFFRIES
She’'s good.

HICKS
What’s wrong with the coat?
MOLLY 'S CUBICLE

Back to typing. Suddenly a VOICE comes through her
speakerphone:



MALE VOICE (0.S.)
Caffrey.

She snatches it up, instantly full attention.

MOLLY
This is Caffrey.
(she listens)
Oon my way, Sir.

INT. PROJECT SUPERVISOR’S OFFICE - NIGHTTIME
The SOUND of KNOCKING.

A balding little man (THE PROJECT SUPERVISOR) looks up from
behind his desk. He motions Mclly in and indicates the two
other GENTLEMEN with him; senior analysts MATHEWS and FINNEY.

SUPERVISOR
Caffrey! Grab a seat. You know
Mathews and Finney, right? Near
East Planning?

MOLLY
(by way of introduction)
No, 8ir...never met, but it’s a
pleasure.

SUPERVISOR
Brass just held a meeting upstairs.
There sending some changes down the
pipe, a couple of new contingency
plans in the works. One of them is
highly classified...real top drawer
project.

Molly takes this in, excitedly.

MOLLY
Whatever it is, Sir, I'm ready. I
appreciate the confidence.

An awkward pause.
Mathews and Finney both look to the floor.

SUPERVISOR
Actually, it’‘s being assigned to
Mathews’ group. Reason I asked you
to join us is we need someone to
pick up his workload.



MOLLY
(she covers)
Oh. T see.
MATHEWS
We just need you to be a team
player on this one, Caffrey.
MOLLY
(forcing a smile)
Of course. Whatever you need.
SUPERVISOR
Good. That’s what I thought you’'d
say.
He leans back. Smiles.
Caffrey bites her tongue, smiles back.

CUT TO:

INT. PARKING LOT - LATER

Molly is slumped at the wheel of her car. Staring through
the windshield.

MOLLY
(to herself)
...team player, my ass...

She lets out a tired SIGH. It’'s been one of those days.

EXT. FREEWAY - NIGHTTIME

Molly‘s car winds through traffic.

INT. MOLLY'S CAR - NIGHTTIME

The windshield wipers SMEAR rain back and forth. ©On the seat
beside her -- the cell phcne lies. Ignored.

INT. MOLLY'S APARTMENT - NIGHTTIME

A modest two bedroom house. Twelve hundred square feet of
mortgage pavments and property tax.

Molly sinks into a couch, exhausted. Her eyes drift shut.



In the b.g., there’s a large window that overlcoks the front
vard —-- and through this we see something strange. The
leaves in the backyard begin WHIPPING madly. Like a small
gale force. The wind increases. Leaves SMACK against the
window.

Molly opens her eyes slowly, swivels her head--

——just in time to SEE a massive black helicopter descending
onto her front vard.

She rises numbly, walks to the window.

AUDIO LAP, to a DOCRBELL ringing.

EXT. MOLLY'S HOUSE - NIGHTTIME

Molly opens the door. Two SECRET SERVICE AGENTS are standing
there. They shout to be heard over the ROTOR-WASH:

AGENT # 1
Miss Caffrey!?

MOLLY
(numb)
Yeg?

AGENT # 2
(he flashes an ID)
Secret Service Ma'am! We need you
to come with us, right away!

SMASH TO:

INT. HELICOPTER - NIGHTTIME

Molly staggers into the helicopter. The agents pile in
behind her and SLAM the door shut. Finally, it’s qguiet.

MOLLY
(breathless)
What -- what’'s happened? What’'s
this about?

SECRET SERVICE AGENT

Congratulations. You just became the most important person
on the planet!



Before Molly can respond, he reaches back and POUNDS a fist
on the cockpit door. Signaling the pilot, “let’s roll.”

As the helicopter claws its way skyward...

...we END TEASER.

ACT 1

EXT. THUNDERCHILD - NIGHTTIME

Eight foot waves BATTER and CRASH against the hull.

ON THE AFT DECK

The men are gathered in rain coats, hats, boots, etc. They
are peering over the side at something below the waterline.

One of the men (GRADY) is maneuvering the aft crane, while
Hayes and the Captain guide him from the railing. Another
crewman (FRY) is video-taping the process.

CAPTAIN
Okay, that’'s it! Bring her up,
nice and steady! STEADY, I SAID!

The crane rises jerkily, drawing something heavy out of the
water. At first we can’t quite make it out. Then there’s a
CRACK of LIGHTNING and we see it in a flash-burst.

THE BLACK ORB

The men watch as it swings overhead and is slowly lowered to
the deck. It comes to rest with a metallic -- KLANG!

PANNING OVER the Captain and his crew...nobody knows what to
say. They all stand there, gaping. The Captain nervously
flips his sobriety coin over his fingers.

HAYES
What the hell is it?

FRY
Maybe some kinda...high-tech buoy?

The others turn to stare at him.



GRADY
You been smoking stink weed again,
Fry?
FRY
(defensive)

What do you think it is?

GRADY
It crashed outta the sky. We all
saw 1t. We all know damn well what
it is.

FRY
Now wait a minute...could be some
kind of satellite. Military's
cooking stuff up all the time.

GRADY
It’s not a satellite. And it’s not
a weather balloon or nothing elsel!
Hayes, will you tell him?

The others look at Hayes as he contemplates the orb.

GRADY (CONT.)
Come on! What else could it be?

Hayes takes a tentative step towards it.

CAPTAIN
Hayes! Don’t get too close to that
thing.

Hayes considers, decides to risk it. On closer inspection we
SEE that the pod is covered with strange hieroglyphic
patterns and designs. He reaches out to touch it.

HAYES
Feels like plastic. Or maybe some
kind of-- JESUS H. CHRIST!!

Hayes leaps back as a BURST of GAS erupts from the orb. A
fissure-like crack appears in the orb’s surface. A seam that
wasn’t even visible a moment ago. It widens slowly. A
BRILLIANT LIGHT emanates from within.

Hayes recovers and tries to squint past the light. Into the
chamber within. He takes a tentative step forward...

And SUDDENLY there’s a BLUR of MOTION as SOMETHING black and
leathery comes flying out of the pod...



10.

.8 we CUT TO:

INT. HOLDING ROOM - NIGHTTIME

A sterile white room. Molly is pacing back and forth
anxiously. She hears the CLICK of an electro-magnetic lock
and looks up to see the door opening.

A man with a briefcase stands in the entrance.

WILLTIAM J. BREUDECHER. Molly regards him for a moment,
notices an odd detail; the briefcase. It’'s handcuffed to his

wrist.

He enters.

BREUDECHER
Miss Caffrey, my name is William
Breudecher. Deputy National
Security--

MOLLY
I know who you are, Sir. It‘s a
pleasure to--

She offers her hand, but Breudecher has already moved past to
a table in the far side of the room.

BREUDECHER
I'll cut to the chase, Miss
Caffrey. O©One of the plans you
mocked up at Rand has suddenly
become timely.

MOLLY
Which plan?
Breudecher plants his briefcase on the table, unlocks it with
a key-card. The case SNAPS open and he removes a file which

he hands to Molly. We don’t know what’s inside yet but we
clearly see the words “HIGHLY CLASSTIFIED - EYES ONLY” stamped

on the cover.

And below that a single word.

“THRESHOLD."”

Molly stares at it.



11.

MOLLY
(looking up slowly)
Threshold...? There must be some
mistake.

BREUDECHER
There’s no mistake, Miss Caffrey.
The National Security Council is
convening in--—
(he flips his wrist)
——two minutes, at which time you’ll
brief the cabinet members.

MOLLY
(she swallows hard)
Me?

BREUDECHER
Due to the nature of this event,
the President and vice president
will not be attending. They've
been evacuated. In their stead,
vou’'ll address Angela Hatten, the
National Security Advisor.

Molly‘s mind is sent reeling. The folder in her hand begins
trembling.

Breudecher notices.

BREUDECHER
Is there a problem?

MOLLY
(covering)
No. No, 8ir.

A SECRET SERVICE AGENT steps into the room.

SECRET SERVICE AGENT
Joint Chiefs have arrived.
BREUDECHER
Good. Time we got started. Miss

Caffrey...?

He gestures.

CUT TO:



12.

INT. CORRIDOR - NIGHTTIME

Molly is being led rapidly down a long corridor, past various
guards, check-points, etc. Molly hurries after him, the
sound of her heels CLICKING rapidly on the floor.

INT. SITUATION ROOM - NIGHTTIME

The double doors BURST open as Breudecher leads Molly inside.
She catches her breath instantly at what she sees.

A roomful of brass, four-star Generals, Presidential
Advisors. They are seated around a long conference table,
brass plaques at each station announce who is who...
SECRETARY OF STATE...SECRETARY OF DEFENSE...SECRETARY OF
HOMELAND SECURITY, etc.

At the far end of the table sits the senior-most ranking
member:

ANGELA HATTEN

The National Security Advisor. A deceptively frail-loocking
woman in her sixties. She looks up at Molly as she files

past and takes a seat.

Breudecher moves to the lectern, which sits in front of a
wall-size digital display.

BREUDECHER
Ladies and Gentlemen...Madame
Security Advisor... I must

emphasize the extreme sensitivity
of the information you’re about to
receive.
(he begins passing out
identical folders, each
stamped with the word
THRESHOLD)
On no account should it leave this
room or be repeated to anyone
outside these doors.

Various faces around the table nod slowly.

Breudecher aims a remote at the digital display. An image
flickers to life.

A GRAINY RADAR IMAGE. An ominous green BLIP is highlighted
in the center, as data scrolls rapidly down the left side.



















































































































































