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FADE | N:
| NT. B-17 FLYI NG FORTRESS - CABIN - NI GHT
TI TLES: 1943, sonewhere over Gernmany

SGT. FRYE, scrubbing his hands with sulfanilam de, kneels
before the open hatch to the ball turret gun.

LT. RGCSS and SGI. JONES wat ch anused.

FRYE
Infection, sir. Only thing between
me and flak is a half inch of Plexi
and a bit of the Lord' s prayer.

RCSS
You best douse yourself in a both
t hen, son.

The rooki e nods. Understandi ng, Jones | aughs.

JONES
The son of a bitch did exactly that.

CAPTAI N COOPER (O S.)
Gunners in position.

Frye fingers rosary beads. A sign of the cross. Then clinbs
into the tiny ball beneath the fusel age.

BALL TURRET

Barely big enough for a small man. He slanms the hatch. Feet
on the pedals, hands on the gun, breathing heavy, he rolls
the turret, guns facing down.

Fl ashes fromthe ground: bonbs and anti-aircraft fire.

CAPTAI N COOPER (O S.)
(intercom
Keep em peel ed on those cl ouds,
fellas. You got that rookie?

FRYE
Roger that.

Fingers tight on the triggers, he turns to a dark cl oud.
Li ghts flash w thin.

FRYE
Ah. .

CAPTAI N COOPER (0. S.)
See sonet hi ng, rook?



FRYE
Weird lights in that cloud bank at
11 o' cl ock.

CO-PILOT DAVIS (O.S.)
We got us some foo fighters?

FRYE
Sone what ?

CAPTAI N COOPER (Q. S.)
You just hit anything conmes out of
t hat cloud, Kkid.

A GERMAN FI GHTER conmes scream ng out of the cloud right at
them ORBS OF LI GHT chase and dance around it.

FRYE
Eneny fighter!

He swi vel s, guns pounding, tracers streaking toward the craft.

CAPTAI N COOPER (O S.)
Nai| the son of a bitch

The German cones hard, its guns silent.
Static charge crackles the Plexiglas shield of the ball.

FRYE
My guns are j ammed!

CAPTAI N COOPER (O . S.)
Tai |l gunner?

JONES (O S.)
Sane here, Cap, jamed to hell.

CO-PILOT DAVIS (O S.)
He' s gonna ram us

The orbs dance around the fighter as it conmes right at them
But it just m sses, soaring right past the tail.

COCKPI' T

CAPTAI N COOPER and CO- PI LOT DAVI S watch the fighter head
straight up into the night sky, disappearing over cloud,
bri ght orbs dancing around it.

CO PI LOT DAVI S
If my eyes hadn't seen it...

BALL TURRET



3.

Frye eyes another cloud flashing fromw thin. Tests his weapon
with a burst. No | onger jammed.

FRYE
Sir, weapons ready now.

CAPTAI N COOPER (O . S.)
Anyt hi ng noving faster than we are
l et emhave it.

Br eat hi ng heavy, he swivels, focusing on the flickering cloud.

RCSS (O S.)
Ten mnutes to target.

FRYE
What the hell were those things?

RCSS (O S.)
Mystery w apped in an enigma, son.

Hi s guns squarely on the flashing cloud.

A LINE OF ORBS shoots fromit straight at them He opens
fire, swveling to aim

The gun crackles with electricity. He pulls his hands off.

FRYE
VWhat the. ..

CABI N

An orb about tw ce the size of a basketball penetrates the
fusel age and bounces around w thin. Ross and FRANKS, the
bombardi er, flatten thensel ves against a wall.

RCSS
Capt ai n!

Cooper and Davis | ook back fromthe cockpit. The orb settles
onto the floor, brightly pulsing in place.

CAPTAI N COOPER
Get that thing off this plane!

No one wants to go near it. The Captain enters fromthe cabin.
Appr oaches cauti ously.

It BURSTS into thousands of tiny orbs that fill the cabin
and cling to the crew, who try to slap themoff.

BALL TURRET
SCREAMS fl ood the intercom



Frye feverishly works the pedals trying to nove the turret.
The hydraulics buggy, it noves inches at a tine.

RCSS (O S.)
It burns!

JONES (O S.)
Get emoff ne!

FRYE
VWhat ' s happeni ng?!

Hyperventil ating, Frye kicks at the pedals, desperately trying
to line up the opening with the hatch.

Scream ng conti nues.
Then goes qui et.

FRYE
What' s goi ng on? Anyone!

Si | ence.
The pl ane begins to ascend sharply.

FRYE
Jesus!

The opening lines up enough for himto get a hand through
the hatch. He pulls with all his strength to turn the turret.

Breat hing | abored, he pulls on the oxygen mask. Ice forns on
hi s eyel ashes.

CABI N
The opening finally lined up, he pulls hinself out.

At the rear, Jones lies unnoving half out of the tail gunner
seat. Frye hurries to check on him but pulls back his hand:
SPI KY STALKS grow out of the man's face, from his bare hands,
even through his clothing. On the ends of each spike forns a
BLACK SPHERE. Sone of themglow faintly.

The pl ane ascends. Frye clinbs toward the cabin.

More DEAD CREW each covered in long, spiky stalks, black
orbs just starting to glowwth life.

He takes his gloves off. Rubs has hands to fight the cold.
Takes the sulfanilamde fromhis flight suit and dabs it on
exposed parts of his face. Puts the gl oves back on.



He struggles up toward the cockpit in the ascending craft.
The pl ane begins to shudder violently.

COCKPI T
Cl oud cover lies far bel ow.

The captain and co-pilot sit unnoving and covered in stalks.
The captain's hand pulls back on the throttle.

The rookie tries to push the throttle forward. The captain
grunbl es, eyes bl ank, hand and arm | ocked.

Hands seize Frye around the neck from behind. The co-pilot.

Frye tries to fight himoff. The man's eyes are as bl ank as
a corpse's. He grips with superhuman strength.

They roll onto the floor and down into the inclined cabin.
Spores on the crew grow brighter. Sonme break off, bouncing
around, seeking Frye, but bouncing away after contact.

The pl ane shudders violently, will cone apart any second.

Wl son's nouth opens in an alnost silent scream..then he
rel eases Frye and |lies dead on the fl oor.

Doubl ed over, Frye breathes heavy through his nmask.

The pl ane groans as rivets cone apart.

Frye grabs a parachute and quickly straps it on.

Slides open the bay door. Frost covers his face.

He | unps.

EXT. H GH ABOVE THE CLOUD COVER - CONTI NUOUS

Free falling, Frye pulls the chute.

He gasps at the high altitude air.

At last, he turns to the bonber ascending a di stance away.
It expl odes.

Thousands of GLON NG DANCI NG ORBS fly out fromthe fire,
sone twice the size of basketballs.

He watches themfall toward a BOVBER FORMATI ON bel ow
FADE QOUT:
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