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FADE IN:

CLOSE SHOT - EMMIE’S “THE X-FILES” PAJAMAS

Flannel Dana Scully and Fox Mulder faces dance around in slow 
motion.

CUT TO:

INT. DUSSELDORF HOUSE - BATHROOM - DAY

Attractive EMMIE DUSSELDORF (20), draped in “The X-Files” 
flannel pajamas, sits on the commode, her eyes glued to the 
smart phone in her hands.  She reads.

EMMIE
“Congratulations!  You completed 
your Career Profile Test.  Focus on 
categories you scored 22 and above.  
Art: 20. Science: 18. Food Service: 
15. Business: 17.”

Emmie throws up a hand in bewilderment.

EMMIE
Well, that’s twenty freakin minutes 
I’ll never get back!

She puts her phone down.

MOMENTS LATER

Emmie, now in casual clothes, fixes her hair and eyeliner in 
front of the mirror.  She notices the familiar thin pink scar 
on her forehead at her hairline.

FLASHBACK

Darkness, then bright light in EMMIE’s (17) fearful face.

END FLASHBACK.

Frowning, Emmie leans in to examine the scar.

She puts a Space Burger Diner apron over her head and winces 
slightly.  As she pulls the apron strings around her back, 
something catches her breath.

She rubs her right shoulder and searches her own confused 
expression in the mirror.
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INT. HALLWAY

As Emmie exits the bathroom, she tosses her pajamas into her 
room.

She pauses at a dusty doorknob on the only shut door in the 
hallway.  She looks around and listens, then reaches for the 
door handle, but a voice interrupts.

CANDACE DUSSELDORF (50) pops into the hallway, adorned with 
huge 80s eyeglasses and a frilly apron.

CANDACE
Emmie!  You okay?  You’re not going 
to have time for a well-balanced 
breakfast.

Emmie aborts her mission and backs up towards her room.

EMMIE
Be right there.

Candace exits and Emmie looks back at the doorknob as if to 
say, “We’ll meet again.”

INT. KITCHEN

Candace reads the box to her new Sky Mall UV wand.

CANDACE
“Kills 99.9% of the frightening 
things you can’t see.” Invisible 
devils.

She waves the UV wand over pancakes, bacon, and fruit on the 
kitchen island.

She moves over to Emmie’s bag for a thorough wanding, 
followed by a sneaky sweep under her arms before Emmie 
enters.

Emmie enters in a rush.  She grabs a handful of bacon and her 
bag.

EMMIE
Thanks, little lady!

CANDACE
It’s “Mom” to you.  Be safe!  Love 
you!

Emmie runs out with Candace watching her go.

2.
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INT./EXT. DAVID’S TRUCK - DAY

DAVID DUSSELDORF (50), wearing a ball cap and flannel shirt, 
grips the steering wheel with his strong and worn hands.

He drives his cherry red 1950s truck through the red soil and 
green landscaped neighborhoods of Sedona, Arizona with Emmie 
in the passenger seat.

She takes a piece of Fruit Stripe Gum out of the package and 
chews it.  She offers some to David, and he takes a piece.

EXT. SEDONA NEIGHBORHOOD

David and Emmie pass lawns with kinetic wind and glass 
sculptures, then a garage sale with a stuffed lime green 
alien.

A life-size horse sculpture made entirely of small rusty 
metal parts greets Emmie as the truck heads onto the main 
drag.

INT. DAVID’S TRUCK

Emmie turns to David and braces herself.

EMMIE
(sotto)

For the millionth time.
(to David)

How ‘bout letting me drive on my 
day off tomorrow?

DAVID
Sorry toots, not gonna happen.

Emmie pulls her license out of her wallet.  She dramatically 
blows it off as if it has an inch of dust on it.

EMMIE
There she is.

She wipes it off.

EMMIE
Cobwebs.

She feigns studying it.  Bites it.

EMMIE
Looks real.

3.
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David does not react.

EMMIE
Come on, Dad! Don’t you think that 
20 is embarrassing enough?  You 
gonna “Miss Daisy” me around until 
I’m 40?

DAVID
I have nothing new to say about it, 
Emmie.

Emmie’s face falls and she turns to look outside.  

David tries to get back to a lighthearted place.

DAVID
Besides, how else would I get to 
spend time with my baby girl?

EMMIE
(sotto)

“Baby.”

David looks over with a smile, and Emmie doesn’t respond.

He TURNS on the RADIO and the opening SOUNDS of the 1967 LOS 
BRAVOS HIT “BLACK IS BLACK” begins.  David sings along.

DAVID
“Black is black
I want my baby back”

David nudges Emmie and she grumbles.

DAVID
“It’s gray, it’s gray
Since she went away ohh ohh.”

Emmie can’t help but succumb.

BOTH
“What can I do?
Cause I-I-I-I-I-I’m feelin’ blue.”

Emmie smiles with her eyes closed.  She spits the gum out the 
window.

EXT. MAIN STREET

BALDING MAN (40), the butt of the world’s jokes, walks down 
the sidewalk amid a diverse crowd on their way to work, hike, 
yoga, art studio, etc.
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Emmie’s gum his him between the eyes causing him to flail 
backwards with a yelp.

No one notices.

EXT. SPACE BURGER

David’s truck pulls into the parking lot of Space Burger, a 
touristy greasy spoon.

Emmie gets out. 

David leans out the window as Emmie walks towards the front 
door.

DAVID
Have a good day, sweetheart.

EMMIE
Thanks for the ride, old man.

Emmie gives him eye contact and a smile.  It’s her way of 
saying, “I love you.”

INT. SPACE BURGER

Space Burger is a Roswell-themed diner.  There are plastic 
alien toys everywhere, articles and pictures of claimed UFO 
sightings cover the walls.

Emmie serves a heart-clogging breakfast to TIM (40) and PETE 
(50), UFO junkies who sit at the counter.

TIM
Did you see the meteor last night?

PETE
It’s never just a meteor.

Pete refers to surrounding UFO paraphernalia.  His evidence.

PETE
Remember Larry?  He went out to 
collect a meteor.  Came back three 
days later with a scar, a sore 
body, and no memory of it.

Emmie touches her scar and shoulder, listening intently.

TIM
He fell down a hill because he was 
drunk.
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PETE
Did he?

Emmie rolls her eyes and gets back to the kitchen.

EXT. DUSSELDORF SALVAGE YARD - AFTERNOON

Under beautiful gradient red cliffs lies the Dusseldorf 
salvage yard on the same property as their home. 

Organized car parts, glass, wood.  Piles of rusty memories 
from the 1900s spread across rusty soil.

Emmie crouches by a block wall, shaking a can of spray-paint.  
A natural artist, she sprays the first strokes - the 
beginnings of something amazing.

David exits through the SQUEAKY rear SCREEN DOOR of the 
house, 100 yards away. He calls out to Emmie.

DAVID
Emaline Dusseldorf!  Don’t paint on 
the scraps!  That stuff’s worth 
good money!

Emmie calls back.

EMMIE
I know!  I’m not painting on the 
scraps; I’m painting on the wall!

Like any good father, David has the last word.

DAVID
Well, just don’t paint on the 
scraps!

After a second of trying to remember why he came outside in 
the first place, David heads towards a dumpy trailer with a 
cattywampus sign that reads: “OFFICE.”

Emmie stares at David’s back with confused frustration.

CUT TO:

EXT./INT. SALVAGE YARD - OFFICE

Emmie approaches the office where a TOW TRUCK DRIVER leans in 
the entrance.  She overhears his conversation with David.

6.
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DAVID
I’m afraid we’re not taking any in 
at the moment.

TOW TRUCK DRIVER
What?  You have too many already?  
I don’t even see one!

DAVID
I’m sorry, sir.

Tow Truck Driver walks past Emmie, kicks up dirt and shakes 
his head.

TOW TRUCK DRIVER
Crazy!  Make me drive another 35 
miles!  Piece of bric-a-brac!

He gets in a tow truck parked near the salvage yard entrance 
and pulls out pulling a totaled 1960s Chevelle.

Emmie pops her head in the small trailer.

David has readers on the tip of his nose.  He shuffles 
through receipts and bills while he punches the buttons on a 
calculator.

EMMIE
Do you have any more spray-paint?

DAVID
I don’t know, sweetheart.  Check 
with your Mom.

EMMIE
Okay.  Thanks, Dad.

Emmie exits the trailer.

INT. KITCHEN

Emmie enters through the SQUEAKY SCREEN DOOR.  

A tiny TV airs a “Dr. Phil” type talk show.

TALK SHOW HOST
We all have our reasons for acting 
the way we do.  But those reasons 
aren’t excuses to stay that way.

The AUDIENCE APPLAUDS as Emmie passes by and heads to the 
living room.

7.
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INT. LIVING ROOM

Candace sits across from Balding Man, her hair wrapped in a 
kitchen towel like a turban.  

On the coffee table between them, a crystal paperweight 
engraved with “CONGRATULATIONS DAVID AND CANDACE 1989” passes 
as a crystal ball.

Candace AD LIBS “reading” regular playing cards.

CANDACE
A two of spaces?  Yikes!

She winces and looks expectantly at Balding Man who sweats 
profusely.  He quickly pulls cash out of his shirt pocket and 
puts it on the coffee table.

Emmie enters.

EMMIE
Madam, if you have a moment...

Emmie opens the front door.

CANDACE
(to Balding Man)

Excuse me.

Candace and Emmie exit and shut the door.

EXT. DUSSELDORF HOUSE - FRONT YARD

Hanging by their door, a sign reads “MADAM CANDY CARD 
READINGS.”

EMMIE
Do you know if we have any more 
spray paint?

CANDACE
In the garage, by the old 
batteries.  What’s going on?

EMMIE
Nothing, I just ran out.

CANDACE
You should wear a face mask.  All 
those fumes.  

EMMIE
Yeah.  Okay, thanks.

8.
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Candace goes back inside as Emmie heads towards the garage.

Candace takes a concerned peek out the window after her.

EXT. SALVAGE YARD - DAY

Emmie’s sports a handmade T-SHIRT.  It has an alien with 
blood around its mouth and the text “MMM, HUMANS.”

She thoughtfully continues spray-painting.  She starts a new 
color: bright green.

Candace exits the SQUEAKY SCREEN DOOR and calls to Emmie.

CANDACE
Emaline!  Your Dad said not to 
paint on the scraps!  How do you 
think we pay our bills?

Emmie calls back.

EMMIE
Mom!  I’m not painting on the 
scraps, I’m painting on the wall!

Candace sticks her head in the house and yells to David.

CANDACE
She’s not painting on the scraps, 
she’s painting on the wall!

DAVID (O.S.)
Just tell her not to paint on the 
scraps!

CANDACE
(to Emmie)

Just don’t paint on the scraps!  
And be careful of all that rusty 
metal!

Emmie, exasperated, watches as Candace backs into the house.

CANDACE
And glass shards!

Irritated intensely, Emmie stands up and grabs a bright pink 
sucker out of her pocket.  She angrily unwraps it and sticks 
it in her mouth.

As she turns back towards the wall, she finds herself face-to-
face with an alien.

9.



©2009 Joy Bickham
 #1670613

ALIEN is of the lime green variety with classic alien-shaped 
head and black oval eyes.  Lanky and motionless, he stares at 
Emmie with a goofy smirk.

Emmie’s mouth falls open and the lollipop drops to the dirt.

She touches the scar on her forehead.

EMMIE
This is probably where I should 
start having flashbacks.

Emmie breathes heavy and shivers under the Arizona sun.

She turns and looks around for witnesses, but she is alone.  
She rubs her eyes.

Alien slowly raises an arm and points at Emmie’s chest.

Emmie tries to scream, but no noise comes out.  

Alien opens his mouth and with the voice of a young man in 
his twenties, he speaks slow and articulate.

ALIEN
What’s.  That.

Alien continues pointing, and Emmie again tries to speak but 
can’t.

ALIEN
What.  Is.  That.

Emmie sucks a breath in, and places both palms on her heart.  
She matches Alien’s tone and speech pattern.

EMMIE
Hu-man be-ing.

Alien drops his arm and speaks in a normal pattern.

ALIEN
No, I mean your stupid shirt.  Do I 
look like a freakin barbarian?

Emmie steps backwards and puts her arms up.

EMMIE
Listen, I don’t think I should be 
the first person you talk to on 
your... Visit. 

(MORE)

10.
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I feel like I’m not a good 
representation of humankind and I 
don’t want to be responsible for 
what might ultimately be considered 
an intergalactic faux pas.

Alien folds his gangly arms and shakes his head.

Emmie takes another step back.

EMMIE
I’m sure some official government 
ambassador will pop out of the 
woodwork any moment now.  Any 
second here.

She looks around again, but she’s the lone human witness.

EMMIE
To be fair, it’s just a funny 
shirt.  Look at the back.

Emmie turns.  The back for the shirt has a human with green 
goo around its mouth and the text “MMM, ALIENS.”

Alien gasps dramatically.

ALIEN
Good god, woman!  Barely one foot 
off the mother ship and this is how 
I’m greeted?

EMMIE
Oh, I don’t mean that people really 
eat aliens.  Tell you what, I’m 
just going to go in and change into 
something more... Tolerant.

Emmie runs towards the house.

INT. HALLWAY

Emmie exits her bedroom with a Sheldon Cooper “Bazinga!” 
T-shirt on.  She looks to the ceiling.

EMMIE
“Help me Obi-Wan Kenobi.  You’re my 
only hope.”

EMMIE (CONT'D)

11.
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EXT. SALVAGE YARD

Emmie steps out of the house and looks around.  Alien is 
gone.

She nods and smiles.

EMMIE
Yeah.  That didn’t just happen.

She shakes her head and looks to the sky.

EMMIE
What am I doing?  I must be insane!  
I need to be more intentional about 
eating fruit.  Too much bacon and 
too little fruit.  I should look up 
“Bacon insanity.”

She pulls out her phone.

CUT TO:

INT. KITCHEN

Candace is washing out a glass jar, and Emmie enters.

CANDACE
Hey, Emmie.  Didn’t you say you 
wanted me to save this for you?

Emmie joins her at the sink and grabs a towel.

EMMIE
Yes!  Thanks!

Emmie dries it off, then heads towards the front door.

CANDACE
Where are you going?

EMMIE
Just down the street.

Candace nods and watches her leave, then begins to chop 
veggies on the kitchen island.

EXT. CAT LADY’S HOUSE

Emmie approaches the Cat Lady’s house.  

Hanging by the door, a sign reads CAT LADY, PAINT HEALER.

12.
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Emmie knocks.

CAT LADY (60), eccentric artist-hippy, opens the door.

Emmie holds up the jar.

INT. CAT LADY’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM

She invites Emmie inside where painting rest on easels and 
anywhere else there is a space.

A multitude of cats enter and exit while the front door is 
open, and some approach Emmie to rub against her feet and 
legs.

Cat Lady stares at the jar with joy.

CAT LADY
What did you find?  Oh, it’s 
lovely!

Emmie hands her the jar.

CAT LADY
Come, let’s take it downstairs.

They shuffle through the cats to the hallway.

INT. CAT LADY’S HOUSE - BASEMENT

The Basement FLORESCENT LIGHTS HUM and glow.

Emmie stands with Cat Lady in front of a long wall filled 
with shelves and shelves of colored and clear empty glass 
jars.

Cat Lady places newest jar into the only empty space.

They both stand back and stare.

CAT LADY
There.  Now, isn’t that nice?

EMMIE
Darn skippy!

Emmie smiles wide.

CUT TO:

13.
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INT. SPACE BURGER - DAY

MIKE (22), a handsome young man clad in an Atari shirt, 
conscientiously serves customers, buses tables and refills 
condiments.

VANESSA (35), pretty but slightly aging in a small town prom 
queen sort-of-way, works the register.

GLENN (60), owner/manager/cook - never talks, only grumbles - 
makes sure the other three stay busy.

MR. WEBBER (70), a tree-like 7-foot-plus man sports an Armani 
suit yet pays his bill with rolls of pennies.  

Emmie, with tray in hand, passes Mike who thoroughly wipes 
down a table and chairs.

Mr. Webber carefully takes a toothpick from a container by 
the register.  He smiles at Vanessa, then turns towards 
Emmie.

Mr. Webber pops the toothpick into his mouth, chews a minute, 
then takes it out.  He locks eyes with Emmie and mysteriously 
puts his finger up to his mouth as if to say “shhh.”

Mike looks up to catch the gesture.

Mr. Webber wrinkles his nose, pops the toothpick back in his 
mouth and exits.

MIKE
(to Emmie)

Doesn’t he live next door to you?

EMMIE
Yep.

They watch through the window as Mr. Webber walks away.

Emmie, Mike and Vanessa take a breather.

Vanessa web-surfs on her phone.

EMMIE
Two more hours, people!  We can do 
this.

MIKE
You have plans after?

EMMIE
Not really.  You?

14.
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Oblivious, Vanessa interrupts.

VANESSA
Did you know that according to 
Wikipedia, “Between 60% and 70% of 
English vocabulary is of French 
origin”?

Emmie and Mike look at each other.

VANESSA
Like: Chic.  Cliche.  Decor.  
Eclair.  En route.  Entrepreneur.  
Facade.  Genre.  Liaison.  Rapport.

Emmie gives Mike a “What the heck?” look.

Mike eggs Vanessa on.

MIKE
What about rendezvous?

VANESSA
Yeah, yeah!  There’s: A la carte.  
A la mode.  Bon appetit.  Bon 
voyage.

When Vanessa looks back at her phone, Emmie slugs Mike on the 
shoulder.

Glenn grumbles and taps a dirty paper sign taped to the wall 
that reads, “IF YOU HAVE TIME TO LEAN, YOU HAVE TIME TO 
CLEAN.”

Vanessa doesn’t see.

VANESSA
I know a lot of French words: 
Critique.  Cuisine.  Deja vu.  
Encore.  Faux pas.  Hors d’oeuvre.  
Maitre d’.

Emmie and Mike get back to work.

VANESSA
Matinee.  Papier mache.  Petite.  
Potpourri.  RSVP.  Souvenir.

Vanessa rambles on and on in the background.

VANESSA
Let’s see.  What else do I know?  
Vis-a-vis.  Brunette.  Cafe.  
Chauffeur.

15.
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DR. K (35), an attractive and professionally dressed female 
psychiatrist walks in.  She sinks into a booth, and Emmie 
approaches with a menu.  

Dr. K doesn’t open it.

Emmie pulls out her pad and pen.

EMMIE
Hello, Dr. Kavorkian.  The usual?

DR. K
Call me Dr. K, Emmie.  And, yes.  
With extra bacon and cheese, 
please.

Emmie takes note.

EMMIE
He screwed the name up for all of 
you, didn’t he?

DR. K
And, let’s go with regular Coke 
today instead of diet.

Emmie looks up from her notepad.  She sits down across from 
Dr. K.

VANESSA
Ballet.  Chasse.  Pirouette.  
Releve.

EMMIE
What’s going on?  You doing okay?  
I bet a psychiatrist hardly ever 
gets a chance to talk about her own 
feelings.

DR. K
It’s my fiancee.

VANESSA
Fiancee!

Dr. K looks towards Vanessa.

DR. K
But, I don’t really want to talk 
about it, Emmie.

EMMIE
Then, can I ask you a question?

16.
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She doesn’t give Dr. K a chance to answer.

EMMIE
My right shoulder hurts and my 
parents are super weird, beyond 
over protective.  I think maybe 
something traumatic happened to me.

DR. K
Like?

Emmie gets wide-eyed and quiet.  She looks around.

EMMIE
Like...

Emmie points to a flying saucer beaming up a burger on the 
menu.

Dr. K squints at Emmie critically.

EMMIE
Never mind.

Emmie flips the menu over.

DR. K
May I ask you a question? Could you 
put my order in?  I have an 
appointment and only a short window 
to eat.

Emmie stands up.

VANESSA
Saute.  Fondue.  Puree.  Du jour.

MIKE
Flambee.

VANESSA
Touche.

EMMIE
Yeah, it’s best for both parties if 
we keep it professional here.  I 
hope everything works out with your 
fiancee.  Maybe I’ll come by your 
office sometime.

DR. K
Thank you, Emmie.  And that’s not a 
bad idea.

17.
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Emmie nods.

INT. SPACE BURGER - LATER

Emmie returns to Dr. K’s empty table.  On top of a cash tip 
rests a small card.

Emmie picks it up and reads.

EMMIE
“Doctor K, Mental Health Services.” 

Her brow wrinkles.

CUT TO:

INT. PSYCH OFFICE - LOBBY - CONTINUOUS

Dr. K enters the small but tidy psych office lobby.  

She pulls her key out and unlocks the door to her office.

INT. DR. K’S OFFICE

Dr. K turns on the lights and gets situated at her desk.  

She turns a desk clock towards her, revealing that it’s 1:00 
p.m.  The PHONE RINGS and she answers.

DR. K
Dr. K.

(listens)
Hi, Candace, how are you doing 
today?

Dr. K clicks a pen and hovers it above a legal pad.

CUT TO:

EXT. SALVAGE YARD - DAY

Emmie cautiously exits the house.

She surveys the salvage yard.

Emmie approaches her painting wall.  She squats to retrieve 
her spray can and stares down at the dirty pink sucker right 
where she left it.

18.
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Emmie stands back up and shakes the can while looking around 
suspiciously.  She is alone.  

She picks up where she left off painting.  After a few 
artistic moments, her PHONE BUZZES.

She pulls it out of her pocket and looks at the screen.

“MIKE: Hey.”

Emmie types:

“EMMIE: Hey.”

She smirks as she stuffs the phone back in her pocket.  

She begins to spray again when Alien comes out of nowhere.

ALIEN
Boo.

Emmie hollers and sprays him in the face.

ALIEN
Pffff!  You are an unstable woman!

EMMIE
Now, listen here, bub.  What do you 
think you’re doing?

Alien takes the spray can away from Emmie and holds it over 
her head, just out of reach.  

Emmie tackles him around the waist and wrestles him to the 
ground.  

Alien pushes her away.

ALIEN
What is happening?  What is 
happening?!

Emmie is wiry, and is somewhat fierce.  She locks her arms 
around Alien.

EMMIE
I --

Alien grabs her wrists and pulls them off.  

She slips out of his grasp in a swift self-defense move, 
clinging on to his ankles.

19.
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EMMIE
Don’t --

Alien kicks her arms off.  

Emmie goes for the armpits.  She finds herself tickling Alien 
will all her might.

EMMIE
Know!!

Alien quickly crawls free with a holler.

Once a safe distance apart, they each catch their breath.

ALIEN
Not --

(breath)
Cool!

Emmie snatches the spray can and collapses on her back, still 
breathing hard.

Clouds calmly float by above her.

EMMIE
I’ve completely lost it.  I’ve gone 
mad.  Something is seriously wrong.  
This is not real.

Emmie’s PHONE BUZZES.  She pulls it out.

“MIKE: Vanessa is naming countries.  
Help.”

Emmie types:

“EMMIE: :)”

Emmie rolls her head in Alien’s direction.

He is now face-to-face with her.

EMMIE
Bah!  

ALIEN
Can I have some water?

EMMIE
I hate that with the force of a 
thousand suns!

20.
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Alien blows a wisp of her hair out of her face.

CUT TO:

INT. KITCHEN

Emmie fills a glass with water.  She carries the glass to the 
living room.  

INT. LIVING ROOM

Alien sits on the couch in the living room.

Emmie enters as Candace approaches from the hallway.

Emmie whispers to Candace.

EMMIE
Mom, do you see... Anyone in here 
with us?

Candace looks intently at the couch.

CANDACE
I kind of see an aura of some sort.

She turns to Emmie who looks at her with wide eyes.

CANDACE
Just kidding, Emmie.  Don’t mock 
me.  I know that stuff ain’t real, 
okay?

Candace slaps Emmie’s butt playfully and exits.  

Emmie looks back at the couch and takes a drink of water.

EMMIE
Not real.  Right.

Alien now lies on the couch, reading a magazine.

INT. EMMIE’S ROOM

Emmie’s room has a sci-fi theme.  

She sits in a chair and stares at Alien who sits cross-legged 
on her bed with the cup of water.

EMMIE
Not real.  Right.

21.
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She pinches herself.

EMMIE
Ow!

Emmie slowly reaches out to pinch Alien, but when she gets 
close, he disappears.  She retracts her hand and he 
reappears.

EMMIE
Woah.  Uh-huh.  Okay.  Sorry.

As she apologizes, she tries to touch him again.  He 
disappears until her arm retracts.

EMMIE
Sorry.  Can I just --

Emmie reaching forward a third time, but Alien slaps her hand 
away.  She shakes it to relieve the sting.

EMMIE
Ow!  Right.  Okay.  Sorry.  That’s 
so cool.

ALIEN
Aren’t you going to ask me who I am 
or why I’m here?  You probably 
don’t care.  You just want to 
experiment on me, probing me and 
such.

EMMIE
What?

ALIEN
Isn’t that right, you nasty thang?  
You know that I can die from human 
touch, yet you keep on trying.

EMMIE
But, but outside --

ALIEN
Well, not really.  I’m such a 
germaphobe, though.

EMMIE
You’re crazy.  Or I’m crazy --

ALIEN
That’s great.
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EMMIE
Do you want to tell me who you are?

ALIEN
Not really.

Emmie shifts in her seat, and leans back.

EMMIE
Have you introduced yourself to me 
on a previous occasion?

Alien gestures to a computer monitor on a desk behind Emmie.

ALIEN
What website are you on?

Emmie takes the bait.

EMMIE
“Is it an alien dot com.”  I’m 
checking to see... If... You’re... 
An alien.

ALIEN
You’re wondering if I’m an alien?

EMMIE
Yes?

ALIEN
That is exceptional.  This should 
be fun.  Let’s go through that 
checklist.

Emmie squeals with excitement.  She kisses her palm and gives 
a high-five to her “The X-Files” I WANT TO BELIEVE poster.

EMMIE
Okay!  “Does the being disappear 
and reappear?”  Uh, check!

Alien strobes himself in and out of vision, and Emmie laughs.

EMMIE
“Do electronic devices fail around 
it?”

Alien nods head and the computer screen goes black, the light 
bulb in the room goes out and a CAR ALARM BLARES in the 
distance.

EMMIE
Sweet!  Check!
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Emmie taps on the computer, but it won’t come back on.

EMMIE
Could you?

Alien’s finger glows and the screen comes back to life.

EMMIE
Nice!  How about this one:  “Is the 
being able to communicate with 
animals?”

Alien stands up and moves towards the window.  A stray dog 
sniffs in the yard outside.  Emmie stands next to Alien and 
watches the dog.

The dog’s ears perk up.  He looks at Alien and starts to walk 
backwards on all fours, then just his front paws until he is 
out of frame.

Emmie excitedly fills in the box on the checklist.

EMMIE
Check!

Her lips move as she reads the next one to herself.

EMMIE
That’s weird.  “Is the being 
predisposed to probing?”

She looks up and Alien has a little glowing want that he uses 
to poke at her pillow, mattress, wall, bed post, etc.

EMMIE
Hey!

Alien quickly hides wand.

EMMIE
What is that?

Alien speaks shyly.

ALIEN
My favorite prober.

He pulls out a leather case of different probers including a 
sparkly one, one with an American flag and one that looks 
like a “Doctor Who” sonic screwdriver.  He puts back his 
favorite prober.

CUT TO:
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EXT. CORNFIELD - DAY

Emmie stands with Alien between rows of corn and holds her 
phone high.  

EMMIE
There we go!

She brings the phone back down and refreshes the website.

EMMIE
And finally, “Does the being leave 
evidence of crop circles?”  This is 
a great question.  What is your 
secret?  Superior technology?  
Telekinesis?  Or, maybe --

Emmie stops mid-sentence as Alien grabs the smart phone and 
pulls up a YouTube video.

On the screen, an ad for “CONSPIRACY GARAGE” starts.  A man 
in a poorly made Sasquatch suit peeks out from behind some 
shrubbery.

COMMERCIAL VOICE
Wanted!  Dead or...

The ad cuts to a man in a poorly made Frankenstein's monster 
suit who peeks out from behind the same shrubbery.

COMMERCIAL VOICE
 ... Alive!  Googly googly goo.

Alien skips the video.

The intended video plays in crummy night-vision.  A bunch of 
shadows use 2x4s and rope to make a crop circle in a 
cornfield.

EMMIE
Whaaaaat?

ALIEN
That’s me.  And my buddies, yeah.  
A while back, actually.  It’s 
really the only way to do it.

EMMIE
I think someone I know did that 
once... Time to find out if --

ALIEN
If I’m an alien.
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Emmie indignantly presses submit on her phone.

EMMIE
“Site maintenance, try again 
later”!?

She looks up to see she is alone.

INT. EMMIE’S ROOM

Candace enters to put away laundry.  

She sees Dr. K’s business card on Emmie’s dresser and fingers 
it curiously.

EXT. PSYCH OFFICE

Emmie walks along the sidewalk of a strip mall.  

A sign hanging above a door reads “MENTAL HEALTH SERVICES.”  
Emmie slows her pace and looks like she’s going to stop, but 
passes it by.

She turns around and makes her way back, even reaches for the 
door, but then she shakes her head and swiftly makes her way 
to a nearby store.

INT. RETRO DEPOT

The shop door BELL TINKLES as Emmie enters.  In the back of 
the store, a PINBALL MACHINE CHIMES.  

Left to browse alone, Emmie scans the racks of comic books as 
she approaches a glass counter encasing Atari games and 
consoles.

She checks out an $150.00 price tag and whistles.

EMMIE
That’s a lot of bones.

Emmie exhales in disappointment.

INT. KITCHEN - EVENING

Emmie and her parents sit around the dinner table eating 
spaghetti and meatballs.  They have glasses of lemonade with 
no ice.

Emmie silently freaks out to herself.
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In the background, Alien sits on the counter facing the tiny 
TV.  “THE X-FILES THEME” PLAYS.

CANDACE
Emmie, could you turn that off?

EMMIE
But, Mom!  Young David Duchovny!

CANDACE
I know, hon.

DAVID
Emmie, listen to your mother.

Emmie gets up and turns it off.  

ALIEN
Come on!

EMMIE
Sorry.

She gives Alien a look, then sits back down.  

Emmie looks behind her a couple times.  Her parents watch 
her.

David clears his throat.

She takes a bite of food and changes the subject.

EMMIE
So, where are we going for vacation 
this year?

DAVID
Don’t talk with food in your mouth.

David and Candace exchange glances.

EMMIE
What?

Candace grabs David’s hand.

Emmie nervously sets down her fork.

EMMIE
Is this about charm school again?  
I’m sorry, sometimes I talk with 
food in my mouth.  
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DAVID
Listen, Emaline.  As hard as it is 
to admit, we’re just not doing so 
hot with the junk yard.

David gaze falls and he searches for a reason in the bottom 
of his spaghetti.  Candace looks at him, avoiding eye contact 
with Emmie.

EMMIE
I don’t understand.  What happened 
with that car the tow truck 
brought?

CANDACE
What car?

Someone KNOCKS at the front DOOR.

Emmie goes to open it.

INT. LIVING ROOM

Emmie opens door and reveals SALESMAN (25).  He sports a 
business suit and eats hand sushi (full roll, not cut), and 
talks with his mouth full.

SALESMAN
Hi!  Is your Mom or Dad around?  Or 
perhaps a grandma, grandpa, aunt or 
uncle?  Or maybe your dog, heh heh?

Emmie rolls her eyes.

SALESMAN
I’ll talk to just about anyone or 
anything that will listen!  I’m 
from the big city, and I’ve got an 
amazing opportunity to share with 
you!

David approaches behind Emmie. 

DAVID
Impressive suit you got there, 
young man.  Looks expensive.  What 
brings you to my lucrative salvage 
yard?

SALESMAN
I’m looking for savvy 
entrepreneurs, like yourself, to 
get in on the ground floor.
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David motions to Candace to join him.

SALESMAN
I’m going across the country 
planting retail chain stores.  Have 
you ever heard of “Baby’s First 
Cactus”?  Here’s my card.

He hands Candace his sushi roll, and digs in his pocket for a 
card.

David takes the card offered, looks it over, and hands it to 
Candace.

Emmie squeezes past Salesman.

EMMIE
Saw we were out of eggs.

David nods, distracted.

Candace opens her mouth and lifts her hands which are now 
full just as the PHONE RINGS in the kitchen.

SALESMAN
It’s all the rage in SoCal and 
Nevada, and I’m just heading East 
with the idea.  You plant it, and 
it grows up with your child.

CANDACE
Excuse me.

Candace exits to the kitchen, sniffing the sushi roll and 
wrinkling her nose.

SALESMAN
Can’t you just picture an entire 
generation of Americans taking a 
picture with their cactus every 
birthday?

David squints trying to picture it.  He nods politely.

SALESMAN
What a scrapbook that would make 
for!

David ushers the Salesman in.
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INT. KITCHEN

Candace puts down the sushi and business card and picks up 
the phone.

CANDACE
Hello?

INTERCUT WITH:

INT. HEATHER’S ROOM - EVENING

HEATHER (20), sits on her bed looking at a high school 
yearbook photo of Emmie.

HEATHER
Hi, Mrs. Dusseldorf!  It’s been 
forever!  It’s Heather, Emmie’s 
high school friend in Phoenix.  How 
are you?

Candace reacts in surprise.

CANDACE
I didn’t expect --

HEATHER
My Mom got your number from Emmie’s 
Grandma.  She thought it might be a 
good idea if I called Emmie.  Is 
that okay?  I haven’t talked to her 
since... Well, I would love to 
catch up.

Candace turns her back to the living room.

CANDACE
I’m sorry, Heather.  It’s not okay.  
Please don’t call again.

Heather’s face falls with disappointment.

HEATHER
I’m sorry, I just --

CANDACE
I know.  Goodbye, Heather.

Candace hangs up.  She looks towards the living room where 
the guys AD LIB about making money.
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SALESMAN
No, like point zero zero zero one 
percent.

Candace frowns and nervously rubs her hands together.

EXT. DUSSELDORF HOUSE - FRONT YARD - EVENING

Alien reclines in a lawn chair under the glow of a perfect 
southwest sunset.  

Wisps of clouds reflect the sun like orange soda-soaked 
cotton balls.

Alien retrieves a tiny glow-in-the-dark prober from his case.  
He makes light saber sound effects as he fights with an 
imaginary enemy.

He jumps up when he sees Emmie.

ALIEN
Finally!  I’ve been bored out of my 
mind!

Emmie’s worried face looks at the entrance to the salvage 
yard. 

Unattractive, the only bright and colorful part is the far 
wall where Emmie spray-paints her art.

Emmie’s PHONE CHIMES with a text message.

“MIKE: Hey”

Emmie types:

“EMMIE: Hey”

She pockets the phone and walks down the sidewalk.

Alien makes a light saber turning off sound and puts his 
prober away and catches up with Emmie.

EXT. NEIGHBORHOOD

Emmie makes great strides, and Alien matches her pace.  

ALIEN
Okay, so now you can give me the 
official tour.  Who’s that guy?
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EMMIE
You’re not even real.

ALIEN
Says you!  That hurts, you know.

EMMIE
I can’t...

ALIEN
Come on.  Who’s that guy?  
Snappy dresser!

If Alien had eyebrows, he would raise them up and down.  
Instead, he raises and lowers his empty forehead.

EXT. MR. WEBBER’S HOUSE

Mr. Webber rocks on his porch in the dusk, chewing a 
toothpick.  The evening breeze tussles his white locks.

He moves the toothpick to the other side of his mouth and 
back again.  

He plucks it out of his mouth and precisely places it in an 
ash tray on top of about 300 other multi-colored chewed up 
toothpicks.

EMMIE
Mr. Webber.

Mr. Webber hears his name and puts his index finger to his 
lips.

MR. WEBBER
Shhh.

He points two houses down the Bailey Residence where Balding 
Man gets out of an orange 57’ Chevy Bel Air.  

With one hand he holds flowers, and with the other he sprays 
his mouth with breath freshener.

Emmie’s PHONE CHIMES.  She grabs it.

“MIKE: Wanna go to Slide Rock 
tomorrow?”

She returns the phone to her pocket.

Emmie and Alien pass Mr. Webber’s house.
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EXT. CAT LADY’S HOUSE

All the feral cats of Sedona are gathered on the porch, 
sharing dozens of bowls of milk.

Alien gestures to the yard, avoiding cats and pressing closer 
to Emmie.  He sneezes.

ALIEN
Who lives there?

EMMIE
The Cat Lady.

Alien switches sides with Emmie to put distance between him 
and the cats.

EXT. BAILEY HOUSE

A sign by the door reads VORTEX DOG SITTING AND ACUPUNCTURE.

Balding Man RINGS the DOORBELL on the lit porch.  

Large MS. BAILEY (40) and her large twin sister MISS BAILEY 
(40) answer the door with two very large dogs.  The Bailey 
sisters wear matching floral muumuus. 

They AD LIB greeting Balding Man and fighting over the 
flowers.

Alien points.

EMMIE
Ms. Bailey and Miss Bailey.  Twins.

Emmie and Alien continue walking down the sidewalk.

EXT. FAWCETT HOUSE

A sign reads TOTALLY YOGA STUDIO.  

Through the window, they see MRS. FAWCETT (40) who wears arm-
warmers, a leotard and leggings.  She does jazzercise by the 
glow of a TV.

Her living room portrays the 80s all the way.  Her son plays 
“Pong” on an Atari system.  He sighs and looks down at the 
magazine cover for the latest and greatest video game.

Alien gawks at the decade switch.  Emmie shrugs.
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EMMIE
Mrs. Fawcett.

Alien lags behind, enthralled by Mrs. Fawcett.

EXT. CHURCH

Emmie approaches by herself.  PASTOR YOUNG (45), the Michael 
Scott of pastors, kneels and changes letters on the sign out 
front.

PASTOR YOUNG
Hi, Melme!

Emmie acknowledges his greeting, not surprised that he called 
her Melme.  

She smiles as she passes by.

INT. CONVENIENCE STORE

Emmie stands in front of the egg display.  She opens four or 
five cartons, and in each of them, most of the eggs are 
cracked or broken. 

She starts to switch out the eggs that are broken for ones 
that are whole.

ROGER (20), a thin, pot-head clerk with a nervous voice 
crack, approaches.

ROGER
Hey, Emmie.

EMMIE
Oh hey, Roger.  What are you up to?

ROGER
Just trying not to have diarrhea.  
What’s up with you?

Emmie doesn’t know how to answer.

EMMIE
Um.  Not that.

ROGER
Can I help you with anything?

EMMIE
No, thanks.  Maybe you should go 
sit down or something?
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ROGER
Yeah, probably.

Roger slumps down on top of some nearby baked goods, looking 
very uncomfortable as Emmie continues switching eggs until 
she has 12 whole ones.

EMMIE
Pastor Young thinks my name is 
Melme.

ROGER
Yeah.

Emmie’s PHONE CHIMES as Alien comes out from an aisle with an 
armful of junk food.

ALIEN
Can you spot me?

Emmie looks at Roger.

ROGER
Who’s that?

Emmie looks at Alien and back to Roger.  Roger slowly swats 
at an invisible fly.

ROGER
Your phone chimed.

Emmie and Alien exchange a look.

CUT TO:

INT. CONVENIENCE STORE

Emmie and Alien approach the register and wait.

O.S. FEET DRAGGING.

Roger slowly shuffles into the frame and stands behind 
checkout counter.  He pauses, then exhales in pain.

Emmie hands him the egg carton.  As Roger tries to scan it, 
Alien sets the junk food on the counter.  Emmie wipes the 
food to the floor with her arm.

ROGER
Just the eggs?  Three dollars.

Emmie hands him cash.  Roger carelessly throws the EGGS into 
a bag and we hear a CRACK.
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ROGER
Whoops.

Roger squints and smiles.

CUT TO:

INT. CONVENIENCE STORE

Emmie and Alien stand in front of the egg display.  She 
sighs.

EXT. CHURCH

Pastor Young finishes the sign.  It reads, “HIP-HOP OVER HERE 
IF YOU WOULD LIKE TO RAP ABOUT THE GOOD NEWS.”

Emmie and Alien approach.  Emmie carries her grocery bag.  

Emmie reads the sign.

EMMIE
Wow.

ALIEN
Who dat?

EMMIE
Pastor Young.

PASTOR YOUNG
Melme!  What do you think?  Is it 
pimp?

ALIEN
Who’s Melme?  Did he just call you 
Melme?

Emmie smiles.

EMMIE
You don’t need to --

PASTOR YOUNG
Yeah, I can’t pull it off.

EMMIE
May I ask you a question?

PASTOR YOUNG
Of course.
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He puts down his tools and gives Emmie his full attention.  
Emmie looks contemplative.

EMMIE
I just can’t figure out --

PASTOR YOUNG
If you don’t mind me interrupting, 
I think I know what you’re going to 
say.

EMMIE
You do?

PASTOR YOUNG
Yes.

He stands up.

PASTOR YOUNG
Melme, you have been trekking 
around this neighborhood since I’ve 
known you.  You are very 
compassionate to the neighbors.

He gestures up the road.

PASTOR YOUNG
So much so, that it’s almost like 
you’re interviewing them about 
life.  Am I right?

EMMIE
Well --

PASTOR YOUNG
Don’t worry.  You too will find 
your unique way.  That’s what your 
twenties are all about.

(sotto)
And your thirties.  And your 
forties, apparently.

ALIEN
Is that true?

Emmie brushes off Alien and smiles at Pastor Young, this time 
obligingly.

PASTOR YOUNG
That’s not what you’re trying to 
figure out, is it?
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EMMIE
No.  What I was going to say is, I 
can’t figure out why you think my 
name is Melme.

Pastor Young reacts in confusion.

EMMIE
It’s Emmie.

Pastor Young racks his brain.

PASTOR YOUNG
Is Melme your Mom’s name?

Emmie shakes her head.

EMMIE
Candace.

PASTOR YOUNG
Do you have a pet named Melme?  A 
lizard, maybe?  I’m picturing a 
lizard.  Melme the lizard.  Who’s 
Melme?

ALIEN
No one is Melme!

EMMIE
I don’t think anyone is Melme.  I 
actually looked it up, and it’s 
Italian for sludge.

Alien and Pastor Young stare at Emmie for a beat.

EMMIE
It really isn’t your fault.  My 
family never came to church on a 
regular basis since moving here.

Pastor Young puts his hand out.  Emmie shakes it.

PASTOR YOUNG
I’m so sorry, Amy.

EMMIE
Emmie.

PASTOR YOUNG
You know, if you ever want to talk 
about that other stuff, swing by 
anytime.
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EMMIE
Thanks, Pastor Young.  Have a good 
night.

Emmie starts to walk on.  

PASTOR YOUNG
See you later, Amy.

(sotto)
Amy, Amy, Amy.

Alien shakes his head at Pastor Young, then catches up with 
Emmie.

ALIEN
Did you hear --

EMMIE
You’re not real.

Alien stops as Emmie walks off.

EXT. NEIGHBORHOOD

With grocery bag in hand, Emmie saunters past her neighbors’ 
glowing windows on her way home.

Her PHONE CHIMES.  She grabs it.

“MIKE: Did you get my text?”

Emmie types:

“EMMIE: Yes, sorry.  I can, but it 
will have to be late afternoon.”

Alien catches up with her.

ALIEN
Do you find me... Familiar?

Emmie laughs.  She shakes her head at herself.  She grabs 
Alien’s arm, and is surprised she caught it.

EMMIE
I don’t know!  I don’t know what’s 
going on.  I don’t know what’s 
going to happen.  I don’t know what 
to do, or even what I can do.  I 
don’t know!

She lets go, touches her head, rolls her aching shoulder then 
keeps walking.
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ALIEN
We’ll figure it out together.

Emmie stops and looks fearfully at Alien for a beat.

EMMIE
Just do what you came here to do 
and leave.

Her PHONE CHIMES and she checks it.

“MIKE: NP :)”

She exhales.

INT. LIVING ROOM

Emmie enters through the front door and Candace grabs her in 
a relieved embrace.

CANDACE
Thank God!  Where have you been?  
It takes an hour to get eggs?

EMMIE
Calm down, I’m fine.  I was just 
walking around.  

(then)
I needed some time --

Alien comes in the front door and puts out his arms out 
towards Candace for a hug.  Candace doesn’t see.

EMMIE
Some time to myself.

CANDACE
Well, you know I don’t like you 
walking around when all the drunks 
and weirdos are out.

EMMIE
Tell me, is Pastor Young a drunk or 
a weirdo?

Candace closes her mouth in surprise, then tries to lighten 
the sudden tension.

CANDACE
Well, I don’t think he drinks...

In a softer tone, Emmie continues.
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EMMIE
I’m sorry.  I’m fine, and I’m going 
to bed.

Candace lets her walk away.  She runs her fingers through her 
hair.

INT. BATHROOM - DAY

Emmie sits on the can in her pjs.  She searches the internet 
on her phone.

“Sedona jobs”

“Small business advertising”

“Sedona tourism”

“Antiques”

“Alien abduction”

“Spray paint artist”

“Can you sell your kidneys online?”

“Easy ways to earn money”

EXT. BAILEY HOUSE - MONTAGE

Emmie drags a blow-up pool, doggie shampoo, and hose to the 
front lawn.  

Alien wears red swim trunks, a whistle necklace and a life 
preserver.  He sets down a lawn chair by the pool.  

From his seat, Alien watches Emmie fill up the pool.  

Emmie knocks on the door and wrangles the leashes of the 
large pups as the Bailey twins hand her some cash.  

In the background, Balding Man whimpers as he looks in a 
mirror.  His face and head is covered with acupuncture 
needles.

Emmie pockets the money as the dogs drag her into the yard.

Emmie washes the dogs and falls head first into the pool.  
Her legs kick in the air.  Alien BLOWS the WHISTLE and jumps 
in to save her.  Suds everywhere.

41.



©2009 Joy Bickham
 #1670613

INT. FAWCETT HOUSE - DAY

A curtesy KNOCK before Emmie enters the house.  She is still 
damp.

Mrs. Fawcett is teaching a yoga class in her living room.  

Balding Man impressively struggles to follow her directions.

MRS. FAWCETT
Now, with the back of your right 
hand to the floor, step on your 
palm with your left foot.  Twist 
your left arm behind you.  Reach 
and hold.  Chin up.  Abs in.  Seat 
tight.

(to Emmie)
Hey.

Emmie grabs car keys from a wall hook by the door and gives 
Mrs. Fawcett an inferring smile.

MRS. FAWCETT
Of course, But as I always say --

EMMIE
I should tell my folks I drive.  
Thanks!

Emmie exits.

INT./EXT. FAWCETT DATSUN - DAY

Emmie steers a restored yellow 1980s Datsun down Main Street.  
Alien sits in the passenger seat.

The red rock buttes tower so close you can almost touch.

INT. THRIFT STORE

Emmie fills out a paper job application.

Alien vies for her attention.  He points out an ugly but 
funny-looking statue.  

Emmie pulls out the dog-washing money, then stuffs it back in 
her pocket.

Alien pouts.
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EXT. COMMUNITY COLLEGE - DAY

The Datsun parks in front of the library.

Emmie and the Alien walk to the registration building.

INT. COMMUNITY COLLEGE

Emmie fills out another job application.  

She fingers a class catalogue on the counter, and slips it 
into her bag.

Alien fills out a class registration form in front of a 
clerk.

“Astronomy”

“Conspiracy Theories”

“The Science of Harry Potter”

Emmie grabs it, smiles at the clerk and exits.

EXT. MAIN STREET - DAY

The Datsun parks in front of the busy strip mall.  

Shops display signs:

“NOW HIRING VORTEX TOUR GUIDES”

“LABYRINTH RAKER NEEDED”

“APPLY INSIDE: CRYSTAL HEALING AND REIKI INSTRUCTORS”

“OPENING: SOUND THERAPIST”

Emmie and Alien look at each other, and Emmie walks in the 
Sound Therapy shop.

INT. SOUND THERAPY

The shop is filled with new age posters, pictures, books, and 
instruments: gongs, bowls, tuning forks, chimes.

CLEMENT enters from a beaded doorway.

CLEMENT
Good vibrations!
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EMMIE
Hi.

CLEMENT
You must be my appointment.

He grabs Emmie’s hand and shakes it vigorously.

CLEMENT
I am always delighted when the 
younger generation really gets it!  
Now, don’t let anyone underestimate 
you because you are young, ya hear?

EMMIE
Actually, I am here about the job 
opportunity.

CLEMENT
Oh.

Clement gets serious and looks her up and down.

CLEMENT
Do you have any experience?

Emmie stands up straighter.  She looks to Alien who points to 
the instruments.  

Emmie nods and grabs a gong and strikes it.

EMMIE
Sound provides excellent therapy.  
Vibrations can tune your inner 
fork.

Emmie hold up a tuning fork and flicks it.

Clement doesn’t quite buy it.

Emmie grabs some chimes.

EMMIE
These chimes, for instance, can 
rattle loose my...

Emmie reads off a poster.

EMMIE
Chakra.

Clement nods heartily.

She continues reading off posters.
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EMMIE
I don’t know about you...

CLEMENT
Clement.

EMMIE
Clement, but I feel my water 
molecules are stagnant if I don’t 
find peace.  What’s your favorite 
frequency?

Clement eyes well up with tears.

CLEMENT
Oh, Honey.

Alien gives Emmie a thumbs up.

CLEMENT
My dear.  You need to leave.

EMMIE
Of course.

Emmie clumsily sets down all the noise makers she collected.

EMMIE
Good day, sir.

She bows then runs out the door.

EXT. MAIN STREET

Emmie and Alien hurry out the shop and down the walk, 
laughing.

They pass by Retro Depot.

Emmie does a double take in front of Dr. K’s office.  She 
looks at Alien.

Emmie’s PHONE CHIMES.

“MIKE: What time do you want to 
meet?”

Emmie types:

“EMMIE: 1 hr?”

Emmie’s PHONE CHIMES.
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“MIKE: :)”

Emmie smiles and heads to the car.  Alien looks up at the 
MENTAL HEALTH SERVICES sign, then follows Emmie to the 
Datsun.

EXT. FAWCETT HOUSE - DAY

The Datsun sits in the driveway.

EXT. MR. WEBBER’S HOUSE

As Emmie walks home, she notices Mr. Webber.  She checks the 
clock on her phone then walks up his walkway.

Mr. Webber sits in his Armani suit, chewing away on a 
toothpick.

Alien, now wearing jeans, stands behind Emmie.

Emmie clears her throat.

EMMIE
Mr. Webber.  You remember how you 
told me you were a millionaire?

Mr. Webber holds his finger to his lips.

Alien gestures locking his lips and throwing away the key.

EMMIE
Right, right.  I would love to see 
inside your house.  I won’t tell a 
soul!

Mr. Webber moves the toothpick to the other side of his 
mouth, then back.  Then he takes it out and motions to the 
front door with it.

EMMIE
Thank you!

Emmie opens the front door and disappears through it.

INT. MR. WEBBER’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM

Emmie enters the house and stares.
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On the walls are framed posters of retro toothpick ads.  One 
reads: “TOOTHPICK TITAN” with a photo of young Mr. Webber, 
CEO.  Other posters portray decorative toothpicks.

Emmie gasps when she realizes the bookshelves are full of 
cash.  She sees more money than she could’ve imagined.

She explores deeper and finds a hallway.

INT. MR. WEBBER’S HOUSE - HALLWAY

The hallway has four doors.  Emmie sneaks a peek in the first 
one.

INT. MR. WEBBER’S HOUSE - QUARTER ROOM

The room is filled four feet high with quarters.  A wall is 
covered with a map of state quarters.

Emmie climbs up on the mound.

Alien tries to dive into the pile “DuckTales” Uncle Scrooge 
style, but hurts himself.

Emmie reaches to finger the Arizona state-shape filled with 
Arizona quarters.

Overwhelmed and delighted, she puts her hand down in the pile 
and pulls it back up, watching the coins slip through her 
fingers.  A lovely sound.

Alien pockets a couple handfuls.

INT. MR. WEBBER’S HOUSE - NICKLE ROOM

Emmie sticks her head in another door.  

A room of piles upon piles of nickels.  Some are framed, some 
are spilling out of different containers.  You cannot see the 
floor.

Alien stuffs coins in every pocket he can find.

Emmie rubs her eyes to make sure she isn’t dreaming.

INT. MR. WEBBER’S HOUSE - DIME ROOM

Emmie stands in the doorway of a third room.
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Dimes and dime-themed art.  The tiniest and most delicate of 
American currency, and obviously Mr. Webber’s favorite.

Alien’s pants are falling down, still he grabs dimes.

INT. MR. WEBBER’S HOUSE - PENNY ROOM

Emmie steps boldly into the fourth door.  Her eyes are wide.

Different from the rest, in this room most of the coins are 
rolled.  

The rolled coins are used like Lincoln Logs to construct a 
little cabin and life-sized pony.  

At the base of these structures, loose pennies cover some of 
the floor.  Colorful forest green shag carpet peeks out.

Emmie holds her hands over her heart and squeezes herself 
with excitement.

Alien drags with weight, grasping desperately to his falling 
pants.

EMMIE
You’re wearing pants.  Why is it 
only now that I didn’t realize you 
were naked this whole time?  Put 
back the coins, you klepto.

Emmie points back to the hallway.

Alien frowns then nods.  

EXT. TLAQUEPAQUE - DAY

In a quiet corner of the bustling shopping and dining arts 
and crafts village, Emmie swings on a tire tied to a strong 
branch at the bank of Oak Creek.

Both hands are occupied as she nibbles on a sandwich and 
sucks on a straw.

Alien sits on a rock, reading a comic book.

EMMIE
So, I think I should set them up.  
You know?  Jars and coins?  Jars 
and coins!  It’s perfect!

Alien looks up, licks a finger and turns a page.
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ALIEN
(Italian)

Ah, l’amore.

As if on cue, some local elevator jazz MUSICIAN PLAYS behind 
them.

Mike’s truck HORN HONKS, interrupting the cheesy love moment.

Emmie jumps down, dumps her waste in a trash can and grabs 
her bag.

EXT. SLIDE ROCK PARK - AFTERNOON

A small crowd bustles about, taking turns on the natural rock 
water slide.

Balding Man carefully lays a towel down on the red rock.  He 
sets up an umbrella, positions a drink from the cooler and 
grabs a bottle of sunscreen.  

He settles down into his little piece of heavenly summer.

He closes his eyes and smiles, fully relaxed.  He slowly 
opens the sunscreen, rubs it on his hands, then rests his 
hands on his chest.  He snores.

Mike and Emmie walk past, clad in bathing suits.

A TOURIST approaches them.

TOURIST
Didn’t you bring water?  You gotta 
stay hydrated!

The tourist leaves as quickly as he came.

Emmie and Mike look at each other, snicker and pull their 
waters from their bags.

Emmie and Mike wait for the family in front of them to finish 
their turn on the cool slide.

The MOM and DAD offer their advice.

MOM
Stay hydrated.  The sun just zaps 
it right out of you.

DAD
Yeah.  It’s a dry heat.
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MIKE
Yeah.

The family picks up and leaves.

EXT. SLIDE ROCK PARK - MONTAGE

Emmie and Mike have a lot of fun sliding separately and 
together.

Alien sees them flirting, and tries to put a towel modestly 
around Emmie’s bathing suit.  She swats at him when Mike 
isn’t looking.

They swim and splash each other playfully.

They dry off while they eat lunch and drink from their water 
bottles under an apple tree.

Emmie grabs an apple from the tree, and Mike grabs her around 
the waist and pulls her back toward the water.

Alien picks and eats apples in the background while fuming at 
Mike.

EXT. SLIDE ROCK PARK - LATER

The sun stoops lower and Emmie and Mike pack up.

MIKE
I can’t believe you’ve never been 
here and you lived here for years.  
You’re silly.  You’re from 
Pumpkinville.

EMMIE
What?  I am not.  I’m from Phoenix.

MIKE
Fact!  Phoenix was almost called 
Pumpkinville.

EMMIE
Whatever!

MIKE
Look it up!

EMMIE
You look it up.

They laugh on the way back to the truck.
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Burnt lobster-red everywhere except for two hand prints on 
his chest, Balding Man walks to his car, embarrassed.

Mike reaches for Emmie’s hand.  Alien squeezes between them, 
making it hard for Emmie to ignore.

INT. MIKE’S TRUCK - AFTERNOON

Mike drives a 1979 sky blue Chevy Bonanza.  He PLAYS Emmie 
some new music: a rough RECORDING from a live punk show.  The 
song ends.

MIKE
So, what do you think of these 
guys?

Alien pops up from the back seat.

ALIEN
They’re trying too hard.

Alien stares menacingly at Mike.

Emmie is distracted and serious.  

EMMIE
Can we talk?

MIKE
Of course.  How bout we park, so I 
can give you my full attention?

Mike watches the road, but takes a concerned peek at Emmie.  

EXT. AIRSTRIP - AFTERNOON

The Sedona airport, a strip of runway on top of a 500 foot 
cliff, grants clear views of the red rock formations at its 
south, east and north.

Emmie and Mike sit across from each other in the bed of 
Mike’s truck.

Alien, still in the cab, watches them through the window.

MIKE
So what’s going on, Emmie?

EMMIE
Mike, you’re going to think I’m 
crazy.  Maybe I am.  I feel crazy.
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MIKE
Come on, Emmie.  Maybe it’s mutual.

Emmie doesn’t get what he’s inferring.  She dismisses it.

EMMIE
I’ve started seeing an alien.

MIKE
Oh... Man... You’re dating an 
undocumented immigrant?

Emmie sighs.

EMMIE
I wish it were that simple, Mike.  
There’s this alien that keeps 
following me around.  I think he’s 
real.  He passed the online test, 
anyway.

Emmie looks towards Alien.

EMMIE
Truth is, I think I might have been 
abducted.

Mike leans forward.

MIKE
Abducted?  Like abducted, abducted.

Pointing to the sky, MIKE WHISTLES by sucking in.  It sounds 
like a rat that was caught up by a shop vac.

EMMIE
It would explain why I can’t 
remember things and don’t know what 
to do with my life... And why my 
folks are so overbearing.  
Seriously, Mike.  My Mom’s like 
clinically agoraphobic. 

MIKE
Wow.  Is that all? 

EMMIE
Is that all?  You aren’t running 
away from me screaming right now?

Emmie exhales.
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EMMIE
It’s so nice to say it all out loud 
and have someone tell me it’s not 
as big a deal as I feel.

Mike puts his hand on her leg.

MIKE
You’re a freak, Emmie.  In a good 
way.  I’m glad you moved here.

EMMIE
Thanks, Mike.

MIKE
So, when are you going to introduce 
me to your alien friend?

Emmie looks to Alien.  He glares at Mike’s hand on Emmie’s 
leg and gestures a neck-cutting motion.

EXT. SALVAGE YARD - DAY

Giddy and inspired with a bit of a sun-burned nose, Emmie 
spray paints the wall. 

She focuses on a face, which looks more and more like her 
own.  The hair.  The expression.  Then the clothes and body.

EXT. MAIN STREET - DAY

Emmie and Mike, both in Space Burger aprons, and both with a 
glow of Rudolph, walk down the sidewalk past all of the 
shops: coffee, T-shirts, jeep tours, art.

Emmie rubs her shoulder.

MIKE
You staying hydrated?  You better 
stay hydrated.

EMMIE
I’m hydrated.  Are you hydrated?  
The dry heat from the sun just zaps 
it right out of your little bones.

They laugh.  Then Emmie rolls her shoulder and changes the 
subject.  

EMMIE
Maybe I can’t remember because my 
folks are beating me in my sleep.
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MIKE
More likely that they’re drugging 
you then beating you in your sleep.

EMMIE
Or, they are protecting me from the 
truth: that I’m really a foreign 
princess and they’re hiding me from 
someone who wants to take me out.

MIKE
Not likely.

EMMIE
Hey!  It’s more likely that they’re 
drugging me and beating me?

Emmie stops in front of the psych office.  

EMMIE
Hey, I’ll catch up with you later.

She disappears into the office.

MIKE
I thought we were going to buy 
crappy water guns at the dollar 
store!

He pouts for a second, then sees the sign for Retro Depot and 
perks up.

INT. PSYCH OFFICE - LOBBY

A PROFESSIONAL WOMAN sits at reception.

PROFESSIONAL WOMAN
You are not in the books, no you 
are not.

EMMIE
No, I am not, but Dr. K gave me her 
card, and said --

Professional Woman picks up a stack of business cards and 
fumbles around with it, spilling it everywhere.

PROFESSIONAL WOMAN
Dr. K gave me her card, too.  See?  
I have a lot of them, more than 
you, actually.  It doesn’t mean 
anything.
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EMMIE
I would like to make an 
appointment.

PROFESSIONAL WOMAN
No, you would not like to.  No one 
likes to make an appointment.  They 
just get crazy enough that they 
should make an appointment.

Emmie fidgets her feet.

PROFESSIONAL WOMAN
Then, the state prosecutor says 
they have to make an appointment or 
their case is going to be thrown 
out.

A client exits Dr. K’s office, and Dr. K comes into the lobby 
behind him.  The client exits.

DR. K
You’re next.

Emmie looks confused and looks behind her at Alien.  When she 
looks back, Professional Woman enters Dr. K’s office.

Dr. K lingers in the doorway.

DR. K
(to Professional Woman)

Make yourself comfortable, and I’ll 
be right in.

(beat)
No, don’t sit on my desk.  Sit on 
the -- that’s a bookshelf.  Sit on 
the couch.  On the couch.  The -- 
never mind.

Dr. K turns to Emmie who stooped down to pick up a stray 
business card.

DR. K
I’m so sorry, Emmie.  I’m glad you 
came, but I’m booked this week.  
How about next Wednesday after your 
shift?

Dr. K looks at the reception desk and all her business cards.

DR. K
And do you know anyone who’s 
looking for a full-time job?
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Emmie smiles at Alien and then at Dr. K.

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

Emmie dials the phone.  INTERCUT WITH:

INT. SARAH’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

SARAH (20), and her mom, VICKIE (50) wear Arizona 
Diamondbacks shirts and watch a game on their TV.

Sarah’s cell PHONE BUZZES.  She looks at the screen: 
“DUSSELDORF, EMMIE.”

SARAH
It’s Emmie!

VICKIE
Be careful what you say.

SARAH
I know, Mom!

(answers phone)
Hi, Emmie!

EMMIE
Hi, Sarah!  I was just thinking of 
my favorite Phoenix girl.

SARAH
Awe!

EMMIE
I know I haven’t been good with 
e-mail and FacePlace.

SARAH
It’s all good, Emmie.  What’s up?

Vickie leans over and listens.

EMMIE
Well, actually... The reason I’m 
calling is that I have a really 
weird question to ask you, but I 
need you to be honest with me.

Vickie shakes her head emphatically while mouthing “No!”

SARAH
Uh, well, I don’t know, Emmie.  
What’s the question?
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EMMIE
Well, I can’t remember, but I think 
something traumatic may have 
happened to me and my family.

Sarah pushes the phone over to Vickie while covering the 
mouth piece.  They whisper frantically.

SARAH
What do I do?  She’s going to ask 
me point-blank!

VICKIE
I don’t know!  Just hang up!

SARAH
Hang up?  I can’t just hang up!

Emmie doesn’t hear the commotion.  She takes a deep breath.

EMMIE
Was I... Abducted?  You know, by 
aliens?

Sarah and Vickie freeze and look at each other.  Vickie holds 
the phone, and Sarah leans over to the mouth piece.

SARAH
Yes.

Vickie looks at her incredulously.  Sarah shrugs with a 
guilty look on her face.

EMMIE
WHAT?!

Emmie screams into the phone.

EXT. MR. WEBBER’S HOUSE - DAY

The Cat Lady approaches Mr. Webber’s porch with a freshly 
baked bread loaf in plastic wrap.  Tuffs of cat hair stick to 
the bread inside the wrap.

Mr. Webber’s face brightens.  He stands up and removes the 
toothpick from his mouth.

EXT. SALVAGE YARD - DAY

Emmie continues spray painting.  She is now working the 
bright green shape into the image of Alien.
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Alien approaches and admires his likeness.  He now wears a 
plaid shirt and jeans.

EMMIE
Nice shirt.

ALIEN
Nice... Me.  How ya doin, Emmie?

EMMIE
I have a lot on my mind.

She turns to face him.

EMMIE
Oh yeah.  And I’m mad at you.

ALIEN
Me?

EMMIE
Yeah, you.  You got anything you 
want to tell me?  Perhaps why 
you’re here?  Perhaps why you’re 
here again?

Alien searches her expression of worry.

ALIEN
Again?

Emmie searches Alien’s expression.  He strains like a baby 
pooping.

EMMIE
Fine!

She turns back to paint.

EMMIE
Like I said, I have a lot on my 
mind.

Alien allows her to paint a moment.

ALIEN
What are you going to do?

Emmie looks toward the house.

EMMIE
I have to find out why they’re 
hiding this from me.  
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She puts down the spray can.

EMMIE
Break out your favorite prober.  We 
have some reconnoitering to do.

Alien excitedly gets out his set and struggles to choose from 
his probers.  Bright red?  Pink sparkles?  Angry Birds?  
Candy Crush?

Emmie determinedly walks towards the house.

EMMIE
Come on, already!

ALIEN
(sotto)

Reconnoitering.

Alien follows.

INT. PARENTS’ ROOM/HALLWAY

Alien goes through drawers while Emmie acts as look-out.

EMMIE
Hurry!  My Mom doesn’t stay outside 
very long.

Alien finds a pamphlet that reads “SYSTEMATIZED AMNESIA: 
CHARACTERIZED BY A LOSS OF MEMORY FOR A SPECIFIC CATEGORY OF 
INFO OR ONE SPECIFIC PERSON.”

EMMIE
Did you find something?

Alien shuts drawer.

ALIEN
Um...

Voices rise just outside the house.

EMMIE
Abort!  Abort!

They run to Emmie’s room and shut the door.

EXT. DUSSELDORF HOUSE

Candace and David argue on the back porch.
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DAVID
We’re going to be okay.

CANDACE
It doesn’t feel that way when you 
turn big ticket items away!

DAVID
What?

CANDACE
What did Emmie say?  Something 
about a car?

DAVID
It’s my business, and my decision.  
It wasn’t right for us.

CANDACE
You’re the provider.  You have a 
specific responsibility to this 
family!

DAVID
It was a 1960s Chevelle, Candace!

Candace shuts up and covers her mouth.

DAVID
And don’t tell me how to deal with 
this.  You’ve barely left the house 
since we’ve moved here!

David walks off the porch.  Candace looks to the sky and 
cries.

INT. PARENTS’ ROOM - LATER

Candace determinedly goes through the closet.

CANDACE
Kiddo!

Emmie and Alien walk in with guilty faces.

ALIEN
Yes, Mommy?

CANDACE
I need you to help me figure out 
E-List or Craig’s Bay or whatever 
internet garage sale site is good.

60.



©2009 Joy Bickham
 #1670613

Emmie exhales in relief.

EXT. MR. WEBBER’S HOUSE - DAY

David approaches Mr. Webber on his porch.  Mr. Webber’s eyes 
are closed as if caught in a day dream.

DAVID
Hello, Mr. Webber.  How bout this 
weather?

Mr. Webber slowly chews on a toothpick.  He doesn’t answer, 
so David looks up at the sky and answers for him.

DAVID
Pretty... Average for this time of 
year, I guess.

David faces Mr. Webber, again.

DAVID
Anyway, Emmie mentioned that she 
believes you might have been really 
successful in business, back in the 
day...

Mr. Webber opens his eyes, moves his toothpick to the other 
side of his mouth and continues chewing, studying David.

DAVID
... And I was hoping you could 
offer some advice, as it were?

David gets restless waiting for Mr. Webber to respond.

DAVID
I mean, the only guys I meet are 
youngsters, all about branding, and 
I’m just a regular joe, you know?

Mr. Webber listens intently, chewing away.

DAVID
I can see that I’m bothering you, 
so never mind.

David, embarrassed and frustrated, leaves rapidly.

Mr. Webber takes the toothpick out of his mouth.
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INT. SPACE BURGER - DAY

Emmie serves Tim and Pete juicy burgers and fries at the 
counter.

Alien sits on back counter.

EMMIE
So, have you guys ever seen an 
alien with your own eyes?

Pete nods, but doesn’t look up.

TIM
All the time.

Tim nudges towards Pete.

EMMIE
What do you guys know about muffin?

PETE
I don’t think that’s how it’s 
pronounced.

TIM
The Mutual UFO Network?  Lots of 
top dogs in the study of 
unexplained sightings.  Some are 
major scientists.  Why?

EMMIE
Just kinda lookin into that stuff.  
Casually.  It’s interesting.

Emmie looks back at Alien who nods at her.

EMMIE
If someone was, say, I don’t know, 
abducted, would they have 
unexplained pain, scars, memory 
loss, hallucinations?  Not like 
Larry, but --

Pete and Tim get serious and stop eating.  They give her full 
eye contact.

EMMIE
Guys?

TIM
Shhh.
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PETE
We can’t talk here.

He scribbles something on a napkin and pushes it facedown 
over to her.

PETE
Meet us here after your shift.

Emmie nods.

EMMIE
(sarcastic)

Yeah.

They leave quickly.

Emmie looks after them and shakes her head.

EMMIE
No.

She looks down at their food and the bill they didn’t pay.

EMMIE
Guys!

Emmie starts to go after them.

Mike walks by with a tray of sodas.

MIKE
Can you help me?

A rowdy table full of children in birthday hats make a ruckus 
behind them.

EMMIE
Of course.

She snatches the napkin from Alien who was reading it and 
stuffs it into her pocket.  She goes to grab a tray of kids 
meals and follows Mike.

CUT TO:

EXT. DUSSELDORF HOUSE - DAY

A paper taped to the front door blows in the wind.  Pastor 
Young walks by, and it catches his attention.

He takes a closer look at the debt collector notice.
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EXT. SPACE BURGER/INT. DAVID’S TRUCK - NIGHT

David waits in the truck in the Space Burger parking lot as 
Glenn locks up and Emmie, Mike and Vanessa linger outside 
before heading to their cars.

Glenn grumbles.

David’s PHONE BUZZES and he picks up.

DAVID
David Dusseldorf.

INTERCUT WITH:

INT. CHURCH - NIGHT

Pastor Young sits at his desk in a modern office with 
bookshelves full of all kinds of books.  

The Twilight Saga is next to Prayer and the Art of Volkswagen 
Maintenance which is next to The Message: The Bible in 
Contemporary Language.  

PASTOR YOUNG
Hi David, it’s Pastor Young, er, 
Norville.

DAVID
Oh.  Hi, Norville.  To what do I 
owe the --

PASTOR YOUNG
So, Amy --

DAVID
Emmie?

PASTOR YOUNG
Yes, Amy.

DAVID
Right, Emmie.

After a long confusing pause, David looks at his phone.  It’s 
still connected.  He puts it back to his ear.

DAVID
Norville?
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PASTOR YOUNG
She stopped by not too long ago, so 
I thought I would check up on 
you...

DAVID
Okay...

PASTOR YOUNG
I’m going to be honest, like a Band-
aid.

Pastor Young scrunches up his face like he’s in pain.

Emmie and Mike stare as Vanessa brushes her teeth with a 
finger toothbrush.

VANESSA
Goin clubbin!

MIKE
Baby seals?

Vanessa looks up for a minute then disregards Mike and keeps 
on brushing.

David looks out the truck window at Emmie, then to the 
steering wheel.  His face turns red.

PASTOR YOUNG
I just want you to know that so 
many people are in that boat right 
now, and you don’t have to be alone 
in it.

David sees Vanessa leave and Mike take Emmie’s hand.  David’s 
eyes widen.

DAVID
Pastor Young --

PASTOR YOUNG
Listen, a local chapter of the 
small business association meets at 
the church every third Thursday.  
Why don’t you come by?

Mike smiles and gets in his truck.  

Emmie looks at the napkin and reads “CONSPIRACY GARAGE” in 
scribbled ink.

She looks up to catch David’s sad expression as he turns off 
his phone.
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Mike rolls down his window.

MIKE
Emmie, can I pick you up in an 
hour?  I have a surprise for you.

Emmie robo-responds.

EMMIE
Oh, sure.

She makes a beeline to David’s truck with Alien in tow.

INT. DAVID’S TRUCK

Emmie hops into the truck.  Alien climbs over her and sits in 
the middle.  

Once her seat belt clicks, David puts the truck in gear.

DAVID
Is Mike intimidated by me?

EMMIE
No, you’re great, Dad.  Mike thinks 
you’re cool.

DAVID
No, I want him to be intimidated by 
me.  He’s your guy friend.  They 
should all be afraid of “the dad.”

EMMIE
Alright, I’ll let him know.

David looks at her.

EMMIE
Are you and Mom okay?

DAVID
Yes, your mom and I are... We’ll be 
fine.

EMMIE
Well, if you need a hand, I would 
be willing to take on more 
responsibility... Like drive 
myself.

Emmie smiles big.  David frowns.  

Emmie frowns.
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EMMIE
And, I’ve been trying to find 
another job.

David stares out the window.  His lips move as if he’s 
talking to someone.

Emmie sits back.

Alien admires the classic car interior.  He caresses it 
suggestively.

ALIEN
Like a woman’s body.

Emmie gags in disgust.  

Alien sees her reaction.  He gags.

ALIEN
Ew, not yours!

Emmie looks down at her body and folds her arms and pouts.

David sees her and wrinkles his brow.

EXT. DUSSELDORF HOUSE - FRONT YARD - NIGHT

Emmie sneaks outside, leaving her cell phone inside.

She sees the light of the cross on the church, and strolls 
towards it.

EXT. CHURCH - NIGHT

The church is dark and quiet.  

The cross is the only light on.

Emmie studies it.

EMMIE
God.  I don’t know what’s real.  I 
feel like everything is upside 
down.  I don’t think I can take 
many more days like this.

She closes her eyes and breathes in deeply.

Alien watches Emmie from a distance.
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EXT. CONSPIRACY GARAGE - NIGHT

Emmie stands outside a sketchy-looking storefront with UFO, 
unsolved mystery, and urban legend posters taped up inside 
the window.

Alien approaches her side.

EMMIE
This might be a good place to get 
kidnapped.

She turns to leave.

Pete pokes his head out of the shop door.

PETE
Emmie?

Pete disappears inside again.

PETE (O.S.)
Tim!  Get Xia!  She’s here!

Pete comes out the front and smiles.

PETE
When worlds collide.

Xia (30-40), a pretty hacker and owner of Conspiracy Garage, 
pushes her glasses up her nose as she moves past Pete.

Xia puts her hand out towards Emmie.

XIA
Emmie?  I’m Xia.  Hope you don’t 
mind the “12 Monkeys” vibe.  These 
guys would never throw down all the 
benjamins they do if my store 
wasn’t all forboding and creepy.

Xia leads Emmie towards the entrance.

EMMIE
(sotto)

I never see their benjamins.

Xia slaps Pete on the back and pushes back through the front 
door.

XIA
Welcome to “The Twilight Zone.”

Emmie and Alien exchange a glance, then follow her in.
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INT. CONSPIRACY GARAGE

The store is filled with kitschy and creepy booklets, toys, 
and t-shirts for all kinds of conspiracies as well as spy 
gadgets.

XIA
Tim’s in the back.

Xia heads down an aisle, with Pete, Emmie and Alien trailing 
behind.

Emmie passes pamphlets about the staged moon landings, JFK 
assassination, Loch Ness monster, Big Foot, and more.

Alien picks up a pamphlet comparing JFK and Lincoln.  He 
reads it as he walks.

Above the back room doorway, a TV streams raw footage of 
“strange sightings.”

INT. CONSPIRACY GARAGE - BACK ROOM

Odd lighting from above fills the room with a green glow 
while a RADIO PLAYS an indie music station in the background.

A TOILET FLUSHES, and Tim emerges from another door.

TIM
Hey, Emmie.

EMMIE
Hey.

Computer screens cover a wall and continuously stream code.

Storage shelves hold open boxes of product that didn’t fit 
the sales floor.

A blow up alien with a cowboy hat is propped up in the 
corner.  Alien gives it the stink eye before sitting down 
with the pamphlet.

A half-eaten pizza and bottles of soda gather in the center 
of a table.  Xia gestures at it.  Emme shakes her head.

EMMIE
What’s that?

Emmie looks to the computers.
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XIA
Between you, me, and Tim’s nose 
hairs?  I’m uploading a virus to 
the website of that hateful 
“church” that protests everything.

Tim rubs his nose and sniffs.

EMMIE
What will it do?

PETE
Override it to stream a passage 
from the Bible over and over and 
over and over and over.

EMMIE
What does it say?

XIA
“Nothing can separate us from the 
love of God.”

EMMIE
Nice!

Emmie slumps down onto an unforgiving folding chair.

EMMIE
So, the guys tell me you have read 
a ton and could maybe answer a 
question for me.

XIA
Did the guys tell you I graduated 
with a Masters in Pop Culture and a 
Doctorate in Computer Science?  I’m 
sure they didn’t.

Xia punches Pete in the arm.

XIA
I’m just a cute girl with a store, 
huh?

Tim and Pete have mouthfuls of pizza.

PETE
(garbled)

And pizza.

Tim nods in agreement.
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XIA
What did you call me?

Pete shoots her a defensive look.

TIM
He said, “and pizza.”

XIA
Right.

Xia continues her conversation with Emmie.

XIA
These guys are like long lost 
brothers.  Anyway, what’s your 
story, Emmie?

Alien laughs long and hard at the pamphlet he’s reading.

ALIEN
The names Lincoln and Kennedy each 
contain seven letters!  Can you 
believe it?!  It’s uncanny!  It’s 
spooky!

Emmie tries to not react.  Everyone leans in closer, 
expectantly.

EMMIE
So.  My question is: what kind of 
symptoms would an abductee have?

XIA
That’s a tough one.  There are many 
accounts that state different 
symptoms, and unfortunately all the 
symptoms could be explained by 
other events.

EMMIE
There isn’t one common symptom that 
can only be explained by alien 
abduction?

XIA
Man, if that were true, abductions 
wouldn’t be a conspiracy theory.

Emmie looks at Alien, than back at Xia.
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XIA
That’s what classifies this area as 
pseudoscience.  A study of 
inconclusive data.

Xia picks up a book about pseudoscience and slides it over to 
Emmie. 

XIA
When there’s no clear and tangible 
evidence, but multiple stories, you 
get these conspiracies that don’t 
adhere to the scientific method.

Alien mimics Xia.

ALIEN
“Don’t adhere to the scientific 
method.”

Emmie clears her throat.

XIA
It’s anecdotal.  It’s hear-say.  
It’s the possibility of truth -- 
the plausibility -- that makes it 
such a fascination.

TIM
And that keeps you in business.

Xia and the guys chuckle.  Emmie’s face is red and serious.

EMMIE
How can anyone really know, then, 
what happened to them?!  I mean, if 
something really did happen to 
them?

Alien tries on the cowboy hat and does a little dance for 
Emmie.  She shakes her head.

No one answers her.

EMMIE
Well, that was my question.  I 
should take off.  I have a big day 
tomorrow.

She gets up and heads to the door.

EMMIE
Thanks.  Cool store.
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XIA
Not a problem.

Emmie turns back towards the guys and puts their unpaid check 
down on the table before she exits.

EMMIE
I look forward to seeing your 
benjamins.  That’s not a euphemism.

Emmie exits.  Alien throws his head back and exits.

CUT TO:

EXT. SEDONA NEIGHBORHOOD - DAY

Balding Man drives a white van slowly down the street.  ICE 
CREAM TRUCK MUSIC PLAYS from a van speaker.

Kids come out of houses and run with the van.

He is angry and frustrated.  He leans out the window.

BALDING MAN
I told you already!  This isn’t an 
ice cream truck anymore.  It’s a 
lemon!  I can’t turn it off!

CHILDREN
Ice cream man!  Ice cream Truck!

BALDING MAN
It’s not funny.  Stop making fun of 
me!

The children snicker and taunt.

EXT. PSYCH OFFICE

Emmie stands in front of the Psych office watching the 
traffic on Main Street.  She smooths out the wrinkles on her 
nice outfit.

When she looks up, she sees David and Candace go into a bank 
across the street.  They look upset.

Mike approaches Emmie.  He sports a nice suit.

MIKE
(curt)

What are you doing, Emmie?
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EMMIE
Oh, hi Mike!  

Emmie sees his frown.

EMMIE
I have an interview.

MIKE
Me, too.

EMMIE
What’s wrong?

MIKE
What did you do last night?

Emmie eyes get wide.

EMMIE
Oh!

MIKE
I have to get to my appointment.

Mike goes inside.

EXT. DUSSELDORF NEIGHBORHOOD - NIGHT

The light from a full moon blankets the layers of limestone 
and sandstone on the rusty rock face of the canyon.

CLOSE SHOT - EMMIE’S “THE X-FILES” PAJAMAS

Angry Dana Scully and Fox Mulder faces dance around in slow 
motion.

INT. EMMIE’S ROOM - NIGHT

Lines of moon-glow enter through the window and reveal Emmie 
tossing and turning.

Whisper-fighting voices filter through the walls.

Emmie moans.

DAVID (O.S.)
... Maybe a psychiatrist or 
psychologist.
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CANDACE (O.S.)
The doctor said that it was more 
likely that she’d regain memories 
when she’s home alone or with 
family or close friends.

Emmie tosses and turns.  She groans.

CANDACE (O.S.)
I don’t want her to be with some 
stranger when she remembers.

Alien sits on the chair with his knees to his chest.  His 
eyes are sad.

INT. PARENTS’ ROOM

David holds the SYSTEMATIZED AMNESIA PAMPHLET.

DAVID
Don’t you recall what he said about 
people with systematized amnesia?

Candace turns her back to him.

DAVID
That they are usually eventually 
diagnosed as having a more complex 
disorder like multiple personality.

CANDACE
Dissociative identity disorder, 
David.

DAVID
I know, Candace, I’m just saying.  
We never really ruled it out, 
honey.  Haven’t you told me you’ve 
heard her talking to someone?

Candace looks to the door.

DAVID
You should’ve seen her in the truck 
last night.  It’s the worst it’s 
ever been.

Candace turns back towards him.

INT. EMMIE’S ROOM

Emmie moans.  Her face is covered in sweat.
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DREAM SEQUENCE - INT. CAR - NIGHT

Emmie drives.  It storms outside with low visibility.  She 
leans forward, squinting through the windshield.

The headlights hardly help.  Something green flashes across 
the road.

Emmie slams on the brakes. 

For a moment, all is silent except for RAIN TAPPING on the 
car.

Suddenly, a TREE hits the car with a CRASH.

Bright lightning reveals Alien’s evil twin who uproots a tree 
with telekinesis.  Darkness, then lightning.

FLASHBACK

Bright light in EMMIE’s (17) fearful face as a second TREE 
CRASHES into the windshield and glass sprays towards her.

END DREAM SEQUENCE.

Emmie’s eyes open.

EMMIE
Mom!

She sits up quickly.

EMMIE
Dad!

ALIEN
Here we go.

Candace bursts into the room, frantic.

Emmie scrambles to the top of her bed, away from Alien.

EMMIE
Who are you?  Why can’t anyone else 
see you or what you do?

Candace looks around the empty room.

CANDACE
Oh my gosh!

Emmie looks at Candace with terror.
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EXT. SEDONA HOSPITAL - ESTABLISHING SHOT - NIGHT

The hospital entrance sign glows bright and steady.

CUT TO:

INT. SEDONA HOSPITAL - EMERGENCY ROOM

FIRST DOCTOR talks to Candace.  David sits with Emmie on a 
bed in the emergency room.

FIRST DOCTOR
Per your request, I’ve contacted 
Emmie’s Phoenix doctor.  He insists 
that you fly her down there 
immediately.

CANDACE
Okay.  Whatever we need to do, of 
course.

David and Candace exchange glances.

Emmie texts Mike:

“EMMIE: Hey.  I’m really sorry.  I 
don’t know what to say.  I’m in the 
ER and they’re flying me to PHX 
2nite”

She sends the message then continues to text Mike:

“EMMIE: I just wanted to tell you 
I’m thinking about you and really 
miss you”

First Doctor and Candace approach the bed.

FIRST DOCTOR
We’re going to get you to the 
airport.  Ready?

Emmie nods.  She presses send on her phone, then puts it 
away.

EXT. PHOENIX HOSPITAL - ESTABLISHING SHOT - NIGHT

The hospital is surrounded by palm trees.  

A helicopter sits ground-lit with helipad lights.

The blades of the helicopter are still.  
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The pilot takes in the view of the Phoenix city lights as he 
takes a long, sexy drag from his cigarette then coughs 
uncontrollably.

CUT TO:

INT. PHOENIX HOSPITAL - EMERGENCY ROOM

Emmie lies on a half-reclined hospital bed.  David and 
Candace pace as a nurse starts to hook Emmie up to machines 
and an I.V.

Warm and personable DR. RICHARD OBOT (50) enters the doorway 
and motions to David and Candace.  

David indicates he is staying with Emmie.

Candace follows Dr. Obot into the hallway.  

INT. EMERGENCY ROOM HALLWAY 

Dr. Obot begins with a deep breath, then speaks in low tones.

DR. OBOT
Candace.  I want to say it’s good 
to see you, but under the 
circumstances... How are you guys 
doing?

Candace nods and shrugs.  Dr. Obot puts his hand on her 
shoulder.

DR. OBOT
Is she remembering?

CANDACE
No, she’s hallucinating, Richard.  
I mean, Dr. Obot.  This is my 
fault.

DR. OBOT
Candace.  Let’s just take this one 
step at a time.  We’ll take good 
care of her.

Candace nods.

INT. EMERGENCY ROOM

Dr. Obot enters the room with Candace trailing.  
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Candace looks at David with a frown.

Dr. Obot approaches Emmie and looks into her eyes with a 
flashlight.

DR. OBOT
How are you doing, Emmie?

He gently smooths away the hair over her head scar.

DR. OBOT
Any headaches, dizziness?

EMMIE
No.  What do you know about my 
scar?

Emmie studies Dr. Obot’s face, but he doesn’t answer right 
away.

DR. OBOT
I know we could do a scar revision.  
Let that sucker heal a little 
better.  But that’s not why we’re 
here today, is it?

Behind Dr. Obot, Alien jogs up to the doorway, hunches over 
and gasps like an Olympian post finish line.

Emmie stares at Alien in the doorway, and offers more info to 
Dr. Obot.

EMMIE
My shoulder hurts.

Dr. Obot studies her gaze and looks to Candace and David.

INT. EMERGENCY ROOM HALLWAY

Candace, David and Dr. Obot huddle in the hallway.

In the background, Alien approaches Emmie’s bed.  

Dr. Obot speaks in low tones.

DR. OBOT
What do I know about her scar?  I 
cannot believe you haven’t told her 
anything!  Not once in all this 
time?

David and Candace have no reply.
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DR. OBOT
Emmie’s an adult, and I shouldn’t 
even be addressing you in regards 
to her medical care.

Dr. Obot looks at Emmie through the doorway.

With arms folded across her chest, Emmie watches out of the 
corner of her eye as Alien attempts a magic trick.

DAVID
You’re right.  You’re absolutely 
right.  It’s gotten beyond us.  Not 
a month went by that we didn’t 
argue about what to do, or how to 
handle it.

Candace starts to cry.  David pulls her into his arms.

Dr. Obot softens.

DR. OBOT
Listen, guys.  You might recall 
that you never gave me a chance to 
rule out neurological disorders.

CANDACE
Oh, god.  That’s what we were 
afraid of!

DR. OBOT
I understood then that you were 
overwhelmed, and I’m truly sorry, 
but I can’t help feeling like I 
should have somehow insisted.

Dr. Obot puts his hands on their shoulders.  

DR. OBOT
Listen, when I got the call 
tonight, I pulled out my old 
research.  Now, it’s rare, like a 
half of a percent chance...

DAVID
Just say it.

DR. OBOT
I read a case study on a patient 
that developed only a temporary 
psychosis two years after brain 
trauma from an automobile accident.
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DAVID
What does that have to do with our 
daughter?  What are you saying?

CANDACE
Temporary?  

David and Candace exchange glances.

DR. OBOT
I shouldn’t get your hopes up too 
high.

DAVID
Dr. Obot.

CANDACE
Richard.  Why did you even bring it 
up?

Dr. Obot relaxes.

DR. OBOT
His chart was almost identical to 
Emmie’s.  Mild post-concussive 
syndrome, possible cerebral 
contusion, post traumatic 
encephalopathy, closed head injury, 
concussion, memory problems due to 
concussion...

CANDACE
Really?

DAVID
So?

DR. OBOT
Just pray that the PET scan is 
negative for something worse and 
permanent.

Candace’s eyes glow.  She wipes away her tears.  

INT. HOSPITAL CAFETERIA

Candace and her MOM and DAD and David and his MOM and DAD, a 
loving crew of septuagenarians, sit together and fiddle with 
coffee and tea condiments.

Candace’s Mom has her arm around Candace.
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The conversation is fragmented with frequent awkward 
silences.

DAVID
Thanks again for coming out so 
late.

DAVID’S DAD
Of course, son.  

CANDACE
I don’t know why I can’t sit with 
her during the PET scan.

DAVID’S MOM
We miss you guys so much, you know.

DAVID
I know, Mom.  Us, too.

CANDACE’S MOM
It’s hard to believe it’s been 
almost three years since you left 
Phoenix.

CANDACE’S DAD
If you could do it again, would you 
have left like that?

CANDACE’S MOM
Honey!

Candace sniffs and looks down.

DAVID
There’s nothing we can change, so 
there’s no reason to bring it up 
now.  Please!

DAVID’S DAD 
Come on, son.  It’s not like that.  
We’re just trying to say you’re not 
alone.  You’ve never been alone in 
this.

David’s Mom offers Candace a tissue.

INT. PET SCAN ROOM

Emmie lies strapped into a PET scan machine.  

A RADIOLOGIST preps her as Dr. Obot sits on a rolling stool 
and talks to her.

82.



©2009 Joy Bickham
 #1670613

DR. OBOT
So you’ve been seeing things for a 
few weeks, now, right?

EMMIE
Yes.

DR. OBOT
Are you ready to tell me what your 
hallucinations are?

EMMIE
You’ll think I’m crazy.

DR. OBOT
It’s not your fault.  The brain has 
a mind of its own.

Emmie cracks a smile for the first time since being in the 
hospital.

DR. OBOT
There it is.  

The Radiologist approaches Emmie with a syringe and takes the 
I.V. in hand.

RADIOLOGIST
This is the imaging material with a 
minute amount of signal-emitting 
radioisotope.

The Radiologist empties the syringe into Emmie’s I.V.

RADIOLOGIST
The scanner will pick up the 
signals from the material once it 
reaches your brain.

The Radiologist gestures to the computer.

RADIOLOGIST
The computer will convert the 
signals into pictures and show us 
if there’s normal biological 
function --

EMMIE
Or not.

The Radiologist heads over to a computer and sits down.  
Dr. Obot smiles at Emmie.  She half smiles back.

83.



©2009 Joy Bickham
 #1670613

DR. OBOT
It won’t take long.

Emmie looks over at Radiologist and her smile falls.

Alien stands behind the Radiologist and studies the computer 
monitor.

Dr. Obot follows Emmie’s gaze and only sees the Radiologist.

EMMIE
It’s an alien.  I see an alien.

DR. OBOT
No, it’s just the Radiologist, but 
common mistake.

The Radiologist rolls his eyes.  Emmie doesn’t laugh.

DR. OBOT
No good?  Sorry.

EMMIE
In all seriousness!

DR. OBOT
That kind of makes sense, Emmie.  
You’re sort of a sci-fi geek, 
aren’t you?

EMMIE
I guess, yeah, but it’s... 
Embarrassing that I actually feel 
like he is real.

Emmie shakes her fist at the ceiling.

EMMIE
Darn you, “Is it an alien dot com”!

DR. OBOT
Oh boy.

EMMIE
He’s so cool.  He kind of takes 
care of me.  He was helping me 
figure out what I should do with my 
life.  You know, I’ve never had a 
sibling.

Emmie exhales while Dr. Obot shifts his eyes away.
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DR. OBOT
Emmie, did you tell you parents 
this?

EMMIE
No.  They seem to already think I’m 
screwed up in the head.  They 
basically have an ankle monitor 
strapped to every limb.  Well, 
you’ve met them.  

RADIOLOGIST
Doctor?

Emmie and Dr. Obot look.

Alien sits on the Radiologist’s lap.  The Radiologist reaches 
around him to the keyboard.

RADIOLOGIST
We’re ready.

Emmie looks uncomfortable.

INT. WAITING ROOM

Dr. Obot finds the family and pulls David and Candace over.

DR. OBOT
The PET scan is negative.

David and Candace exhale in joy and hug each other.  

Dr. Obot smiles with his eyes, but his mouth is serious.

DR. OBOT
I want Emmie to go to the 
psychiatric ward.  When I hear 
Emmie describe her hallucination, I 
do think she’s partially 
remembering.

DAVID
Really?  

DR. OBOT
She sees an alien.

Candace gasps and covers her mouth.
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DR. OBOT
Doctor Ganesh is very gifted and 
can help Emmie work it out under 
safe and controlled conditions.

Candace looks up at her husband with tears welling in her 
eyes.

CANDACE
David, I don’t think I can go 
through this again.

DR. OBOT
Candace, I know you’re especially 
worried, but it’s time to let her 
remember.

Dr. Obot puts a reassuring hand on Candace’s arm.

DR. OBOT
Try to think of it this way:  
Emmie’s going to remember either 
way.  Maybe she’ll be able to move 
on to the next chapter of her life.  
Maybe you guys will, too.

David and Candace lock eyes.

INT. PSYCH WARD ROOM

Emmie lies in a bed in simple room.  

She watches through a window as Dr. Obot talks to DR. GANESH, 
a runty yet demonstrative Indian American man.

Dr. Ganesh enters and sits on a chair beside Emmie’s bed.  

He smiles with his kind eyes as he flips open Emmie’s file 
and pulls a pencil out from behind his ear.

DR. GANESH
Hello, Emmie.  I’m Dr. Ganesh.  Has 
it been explained to you why you 
are here?

EMMIE
You’re going to try and hypnotize 
me and find out why my best friend 
is an invisible alien who sometimes 
goes pant-less.

Dr. Ganesh shakes his head and giggles to himself.
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DR. GANESH
Try.

He continues, unfazed.

DR. GANESH
Very good.  I just have a few 
preliminary questions before we get 
started, okay?  Would you like to 
lose weight or stop smoking or 
biting your nails?

Dr. Ganesh poises his pencil above Emmie’s file.

EMMIE
Excuse me?

DR. GANESH
I just thought, while I’m in there, 
I could do a little mumbo jumbo 
alakazam, you know?

EMMIE
No.

DR. GANESH
No extra charge.

His eyebrows dance up and down.

EMMIE
No, thank you, Dr. Ganesh.

Dr. Ganesh writes on Emmie’s chart.

DR. GANESH
“No, Dr. Ganesh.”  Okay.

He hands Emmie the chart.  

DR. GANESH
Oh, I’m going to need that, Emmie.

He grabs it back.

DR. GANESH
(singing)

“Let’s get it started in here!
Let’s get it started, ha!”
You like the Black Eyed Peas, yes?  
Okay, we’re going to try this 
without the sodium amytal.  Needles 
make me woozy.  Yuck!
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Dr. Ganesh pushes away a cart which holds a metal tray with a 
syringe and bottle of sodium amytal.  The CART CRASHES over 
on it’s side.

DR. GANESH
If this was a movie, it would have 
just rolled away gracefully. 

(then)
Emmie, forget about that.  I want 
you to relax and close your eyes.  
Take a deep breath in.  Now, let it 
out.  Concentrate on my voice.  I 
am going to count backwards from 10 
and as I do, you will feel safe and 
comfortable. 10, 9, 8, 7, 6, 5, 4, 
3, 2, 1. 

Emmie breathes calmly.

DR. GANESH
Think back five years ago to 
Christmas day.  Emmie, I want you 
to open your eyes.

Emmie opens her eyes and gazes past Dr. Ganesh.

DR. GANESH
Good.  Now, tell me what you 
remember about that day.

FLASHBACK - INT. PHOENIX DUSSELDORF HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAY

A house of neutral tones, granite countertops, and tile 
floors.  

SOUNDS in the vision are MUFFLED.

EMMIE (V.O.)
We’re at our old house.

Emmie (15) sits on a brown leather sofa facing a Christmas 
tree.  

EMMIE (V.O.)
Our Christmas tree is up.

A smiling and kempt Candace enters with a tray of cookies.

CANDACE
(muffled)

They’re finally ready!  They smell 
so good!
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EMMIE (V.O.)
Mom is baking.

Emmie takes a cookie and Candace sits down next to her and 
takes one, too.

Emmie and Candace devour the cookies.

Somewhere in the house a DOOR OPENS and CLOSES.  

David enters the room.

Behind David enters JOSH (17), an attractive, tall and thin 
young man.  Josh wears the plaid shirt and jeans that Alien 
wears.

DR. GANESH (V.O.)
You were saying that your Mom was 
baking...

Josh beams and shakes a new car key in Emmie’s face.

David pats him on the back, then grabs cookies.

EMMIE (V.O.)
Dad came in from the garage, and 
there’s a guy.  He’s older than me.

DR. GANESH (V.O.)
Who is the guy, Emmie?

Josh pulls a present out from under the tree and hands it to 
Emmie.

EMMIE (V.O.)
He lives with us.  He got me a 
present.

Emmie rips the paper off the present.  She opens the box and 
pulls out a Northern Arizona University sweatshirt.  

Emmie throws her arms around Josh.  He hugs her then jokingly 
pushes her away.

JOSH
(muffled)

You’re going to give me cooties.

Emmie rolls her eyes and pulls the sweatshirt on.

EMMIE (V.O.)
He gave me an NAU sweatshirt.  He 
was going there and I was going to 
join him after high school.
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Candace pulls out a camera.  David sits down next to Candace 
and puts an arm around her.

CANDACE
(muffled)

Get in front of the tree.

Candace motions to Emmie and Josh.

EMMIE (V.O.)
Mom says she wants a picture of her 
kids in front of the tree.  Her 
kids...

CUT TO:

INT. PSYCH WARD ROOM

Emmie starts to cry.

EMMIE
I have a brother.

DR. GANESH
Yes, Emmie.

Dr. Ganesh has a tear in his eye.

DR. GANESH
It’s okay to cry.  It doesn’t make 
you any less of a man, no matter 
what your Nana says.

BACK TO:

FLASHBACK - INT. PHOENIX LIVING ROOM

Emmie and the young man smile wide as Candace takes their 
picture in front of the tree.  David and Candace exchange a 
joyful look.

EMMIE (V.O.)
I’m not crying.  I’m really, really 
happy.

DR. GANESH (V.O.)
Emmie, we’re going forward in time, 
two years to Halloween.  I’ll be 
right here with you the whole time, 
but I want you to remember driving 
in the car with your brother.  Can 
you do that for me?
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Time speeds forward.

FLASHBACK - EXT./INT. JOSH’S CHEVELLE - NIGHT

RAIN PELTS the roof of a 1960s Chevelle as it thunderstorms 
outside.

Josh’s KEYS from Christmas day JINGLE in the ignition.

DR. GANESH (V.O.)
What do you remember?

Emmie (17) sits in the passenger seat.  She wears a Dana 
Scully red bob wig and FBI outfit complete with lanyard ID 
badge.

JOSH (19) wears a green Alien costume and an Alien mask 
pulled up on the top of his head.

EMMIE (V.O.)
Josh is visiting from NAU.  We’re 
going to a costume party.  It’s 
storming outside.

Josh TURNS the RADIO on.  Emmie and Josh start singing.

EMMIE (V.O.)
We’re just singing to the radio.  
Wait!

A lightning bold flashes, CRACKING a TREE 100 feet in front 
of them.  The huge TREE breaks in half and CRASHES in the 
road directly in front of their car.

Emmie screams as Josh pumps the breaks.

The Chevelle slides in the rain; Emmie braces herself as Josh 
looses control of the steering.

Darkness, then bright light from another lightening bolt 
shines in Emmie’s fearful face.

The car SMASHES into the TREE with the driver’s side.  

Emmie’s forehead CRACKS the WINDSHIELD.

Blackness.

EMMIE (V.O.)
Oh my gosh, oh my gosh, oh my gosh!
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END FLASHBACK.

BACK TO:

INT. PSYCH WARD ROOM - DAWN

A weak light shines behind the window curtains.  

Emmie sobs.

DR. GANESH
Okay, Emmie.  I’m going to count 
backwards from 10 again.  When you 
open your eyes, you will feel 
relaxed and refreshed.  10, 9, 8, 
7, 6, 5, 4, 3, 2, 1.

Emmie opens her eyes and sits up.  

EMMIE
Josh.

She appears calm, but tears run down her face.

TIME CUT TO:

SAME SCENE - LATER

More light streams in the window.

David and Candace sit in chairs beside Emmie’s bed.

Emmie, dressed in her normal clothes, sits cross-legged on 
the bed.

Photographs of the full family and newspaper clippings of the 
accident cover the bed.

The four grandparents hug the wall, holding photo albums.

CANDACE
You were in the hospital for three 
weeks after the accident.

EMMIE
I missed Josh’s funeral.

DAVID
When you came to, you didn’t 
remember what happened.  Or even 
Josh.
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CANDACE
We didn’t know how to tell you, 
Emmie.

DAVID
We didn’t want you to relive it.

Candace looks at David.

CANDACE
We didn’t want to relive it.

Emmie gently touches the photographs of Josh.

A NURSE enters and looks at David and Candace.

NURSE
The last few signatures.

They follow her out of the room.

CANDACE’S MOM
We’ll give you a moment, sweetie.

The Grandparents file out, touching Emmie and kissing her 
head as they pass.

Emmie breathes in deeply.  She looks through the photos.

Emmie looks up and Alien sits across the room.  He pushes the 
Alien Halloween costume mask to the top of his head, 
revealing Josh’s face. 

ALIEN/JOSH
You’re going to be okay.

Emmie smiles and looks down at a photo of her and Josh.  She 
touches his face in the photo.

Emmie looks up to an empty room.

EXT. PHOENIX TO SEDONA - DAY

Time-lapse flight from the valley to the high desert under 
the warm Arizona sun.

The Dusseldorf neighborhood is bright and clean like a 
refreshing oasis.

INT. DUSSELDORF HOUSE - HALLWAY

The family of three stands in front of the locked room.
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Candace and David look at each other.  Candace holds her head 
high and nods.

David unlocks the door.

Emmie steps into the room.

Dusty boxes and teenage boy furniture occupy the floor.

Emmie opens a box and finds the NAU sweatshirt.  She smells 
it and smiles.  

She pulls out a journal titled “Emmie’s diary.”  She flips 
through the pages.

EMMIE
“I got my packet in mail for the 
fine arts program.  I can’t wait to 
join Josh in Flagstaff.”

Emmie looks up at her parents.

EMMIE
I remember.

Emmie’s eyes are full of peace.  

EXT. MAIN STREET - ESTABLISHING SHOT - NIGHT

Crowds of tourists finish dinner and shop.  Cars coming and 
going light up the road.

CUT TO:

EXT. SPACE BURGER

The parking lot is almost empty.

A family with a teenage boy and girl walk to their car, 
laughing and hugging on each other.

From a window booth, Emmie looks out at the family with a 
painful smile.

INT. SPACE BURGER

Emmie and Mike sit across from each other in the window 
booth.  

In the background, Balding Man repairs a table-top jukebox.  
Unplugged from the wall, it exposes an outlet.
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EMMIE
My folks didn’t want me to go 
through what they went through, so 
they let my amnesia be and moved us 
here to start over.

MIKE
I’m sorry, Emmie.

Emmie grabs Mike’s hand.

EMMIE
I’m glad we moved here, Mike.

Mike smiles really big.

MIKE
So am I.  But you’re probably 
moving back, now, aren’t you?

Balding Man gets dust in his eye and his contact pops out and 
into the outlet.

EMMIE
Well, no, actually.  Though my 
grandparents would love that.

The outlet starts to smoke, and a little flame sparks to 
life.

EMMIE
My folks are staying here, if they 
can, and I’m going to NAU.

With one good eye, Balding Man tries and fails to put out the 
fire.

EMMIE
Since you’re your own man and all, 
I was wondering...  If you would 
want to come with me?

MIKE
Serious?

EMMIE
We could live in the dorms, learn 
enough French to school Vanessa...  
Officially start dating...

Balding Man finally attracts the attention of Glenn and 
Vanessa who hurry over to help.
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MIKE
That sounds awesome, Emmie.  
Besides, someone’s gotta make sure 
you stay hydrated.

Emmie shakes her head and laughs.

Glenn extinguishes the fire and grumbles.

Emmie and Mike hold both hands across the table.

EXT. CHURCH - DAY

Pastor Young shakes David’s hand and welcomes him into the 
church.  The sign out front reads: “THE TRUTH WILL SET YOU 
FREE, AND SO WILL FIBER.”

EXT. PSYCH OFFICE

Candace stands in front of the Mental Health Services office.  
She breathes in and reaches to open the door.  Dr. K opens 
the door from inside, smiles and welcomes her in.

INT. CHURCH

Familiar faces from the neighborhood gather for the small 
business meeting.

Everyone is socializing and getting refreshments.

Mr. Webber and the Cat Lady bring a waggon of coin jars 
to David.

CAT LADY
Hi David.  We just wanted to help 
save the junkyard.

Mr. Webber chews his toothpick and moves it over to the other 
side of his mouth.

MR. WEBBER
Hope this helps.  We’d like to see 
you stick around here, kiddo.

Pastor Young pops his head into the moment.

PASTOR YOUNG
That’s a little unorthodox.  Get 
it?  Orthodox.  Like the religious 
word.
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Pastor Young doesn’t get a reaction, so he leaves.

DAVID
Thanks.  This means a lot to us.

David shakes Mr. Webber’s hand and then looks to see a wad of 
hundreds in it.  He smiles wide.

David shakes Cat Lady’s hand and then looks to see a bunch of 
cat hair stuck to his palm.  He bears his teeth and smiles 
reluctantly.

The room claps and cheers.

EXT. SALVAGE YARD

Emmie finishes spray painting the wall.  

Her parents and both sets of grandparents come out and look 
at it.  

The mural is an amazing representation of Emmie and the 
Alien, but the Alien’s face is now her brother Josh.

The neighbors come over to see the new salvage yard sign, 
also artistically spray painted.  Now the front entrance is 
fresh, modern, and an attractive brand.

Emmie hugs her grandparents and parents goodbye.

She sits in the driver’s seat of a car with windows down, the 
cab packed full with college supplies.

David and Candace stand at her window.  Candace pulls out an 
alien mask from behind her back.

Emmie takes it and holds it to her heart.

DAVID
Off to pick up Mike?

EMMIE
Yeah, he took your advice and sold 
his car since we’re living in dorms 
on campus.

DAVID
Don’t let him take you for granted.

EMMIE
And don’t let me take him for 
granted.  Love you, Dad.
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David kisses Emmie’s cheek and pats the top of the car.

CANDACE
You got everything you need for the 
drive?

EMMIE
Yes, I think so.

CANDACE
You know how much I’m going to miss 
you, right?

EMMIE
I’m only 45 minutes away, and I’ll 
be back for all the holidays.

CANDACE
Do you want to take one of your 
father’s guns, just in case?

DAVID
Candace.

CANDACE
I know.

EMMIE
I love you, Mom.

Emmie hugs Candace through the window.  Emmie kisses her 
cheek.

She TURNS the RADIO on and the opening SOUNDS of the 1977 LA 
BELLE EPOQUE disco version of “BLACK IS BLACK” comes through 
the speakers.  

As Emmie pulls out of the driveway, she sings along.

EMMIE
“Wooo!  Black is black
Black, ooh ooh
I want my baby back
It’s gray, it’s gray
Since he went away ooh ooh.
What can I do?
Cause I-I-I-I-I-I’m feelin’ blue.”

A tow truck pulls up to the house with a 1960s Chevelle 
hitched to the back.
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Candace looks at David proudly.  David nods and waves it back 
to the salvage yard.

FADE OUT.

FADE IN:

EXT. MIKE’S APARTMENT

Mike carries a duffle bag and squishes it into the back seat 
of Emmie’s car.

EMMIE
Flagstaff or bust!

Emmie pulls Mike’s collar in the window, and kisses him.

FADE OUT.
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