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A NOTE ABOUT FORMATTING:
Screenplays are blueprints for movies and as such they are precise, at least in concept. Each printed page is supposed to represent one minute of screen time. Actual practice rarely meets this ideal, but that’s the intent and screenplays are presented in ‘screenplay format’ for that reason. Character names are centered (or, at least, appear somewhere near the center of the page) with dialogue following directly below in wide margins. Scene headings are written in caps and are limited to camera/production information, i.e. EXTERIOR, INTERIOR, DAY, NIGHT, ANGLE THIS, ANGLE THAT, and so on.
Ebooks, however, do not lend themselves to this style. Change the size of the font to meet an individual's visual acuity, something ebooks are touted for, and the formatting easily goes askew. For this reason I have left-justified everything in this screenplay. If you are used to reading scripts, the adjustment is minor; if you are new to reading screenplays, you will probably find this format easier to read.
If you would like to read The Star Wish in a format close to its original presentation, I suggest you purchase the print version of the book.
Introduction
IN 1971 I was working as a security guard at night while going to college days. I would be locked inside a factory alone all night long. The solitude of the job appealed to me, and it also allowed me the opportunity to write, or at least to attempt to write. I was stuck on a sentence, though, one single sentence, and could not move past it. That sentence? The whorls of fingertips are galaxies spiraling... Somewhat like the character Roy from Close Encounters of the Third Kind who fixated on a shape he could form out of mashed potatoes, I knew those words had special meaning and I was going to keep writing them until I understood what they were. Writing them again and again on yellow foolscap paper with a blue Rolling Writer pen allowed me to shield myself from an unappealing truth -- I really didn't know how to write to completion and I was afraid that I might fail.
During this period in my life I listened to a lot of radio, one station in particular, KNX-FM whose after-midnight fare was eclectic to say the least. It featured a news show whose items were often left of mainstream. One report detailed the story of a college student who had been researching his thesis on small town newspapers before the turn of the Twentieth Century and had come across a sensational headline in one of them, a by-then defunct newspaper belonging to the small Texas town of Aurora. The headline had something to do with an alien craft crashing into a water tower at the edge of town. There was, at least for a time, one survivor, a humanoid creature who was clearly not human. The researcher had petitioned the governor of the State of Texas to exhume the body, which I later learned was lost owing to the locals allegedly removing the creature's headstone, which reportedly read, Here Lies One of God's Creatures, Born Not of Earth. They didn't want all of the notoriety of being home to an alien gravesite, it was suggested.
So, that's one element of The Star Wish. Another was the failure of parents in their children's' eyes through alcoholism. One of my parents was a drunk (and in all frankness alcoholism has been a theme running through all of the drama of my family) and it was a theme I readily wanted to treat in story form. Sometime over the next decade the two elements intertwined one another, the synthesis becoming The Star Wish. Even though I was a boy (as opposed to the lead of this tale, Rebecca) I too wanted to be a writer, I too faced the cynical negative opinion of one parent and several of my siblings when I shared with them my writing aspirations, and I too looked up into the night sky and yearned to know who, if anyone, might live there. I made the hero (heroine) of my story a girl because it was twice the challenge for a young woman of her time to want to go to college, or have a career in a man's world.
The Star Wish is one of my earlier efforts. I experimented with a different style of writing in an attempt to make it more of a reading experience, something screenplays are not known for. The Star Wish was optioned several times over the decades and underwent a number of revisions. This is the version I am most proud of. The quintessential American theme is redemption, its instrument self-sacrifice and standing up to great odds. The one thing my father taught me that is more valuable than anything else is this: Go your own way, think your own thoughts, make decisions for yourself, and if you face a mob of wrong-thinking people, oppose them. Here, I oppose them.
-- Richard Taylor, Cambria, California, July 2010
The Star Wish
FADE IN:
EXTERIOR A STEAM LOCOMOTIVE IN MOTION - DAY
Pistons for arms, wheels for legs, it thunders by.
EXTERIOR RAILBED - DAY
A MODEL T PICKUP rests on the tracks. Sitting behind the wheel is DEKE SLADE, a long branch of a man in black. Slade is one of those extraordinary men who has heard every lie in the book and still hasn't been swept away by cynicism. Even so, his face looks like it has been used to chisel granite. He rolls a cigarette using the shotgun bridging his knees as a brace.
SUPERIMPOSE:
1918
The Year Of The Flu Pandemic
600,000 Americans Die
EXTERIOR MOVING LOCOMOTIVE - DAY
The engineer leans out the side window, sounding the whistle. He sees the Ford Model T pickup blocking the track two hundred yards ahead and slams on the brake.
THE SCENE
Slade finishes rolling the cigarette, steps from the Ford.
The CONDUCTOR jumps from a car behind the engine and quickly moves forward.
CONDUCTOR: What's going on here?
He might be ordering ham and eggs, but the words have weight:
DEKE SLADE: Keep your distance.
Slade fishes for a match, finds one in his vest, exposing the Sheriff's star over his heart.
The engineer, STONEY, drops to the ground.
DEKE SLADE: (continued) Afternoon, Stoney.
STONEY: Sheriff... Is there a problem?
DEKE SLADE: You won't be making a stop in Aurora Township. Just go on through. I've deputized a few men and they're waiting at the depot. You got any passengers for us?
CONDUCTOR: No. But you still can't do that. We've got mail. That's Federal.
DEKE SLADE: You can toss the mailbags in the field there. I'll pick 'em up, run 'em into town myself.
CONDUCTOR: It's not legal.
STONEY: There's no one sick on this train, Sheriff.
DEKE SLADE: Now I am glad to hear that, Stoney... Mr. Conductor, you get that mail thrown out, I'll move my Lizzie... Oh, and tell the railroad we'll let 'em know by telephone when the train can stop here again.
LATER - FORD TRUCK BED
as the last mail sack is tossed into the back.
MATCHING SHOT (DUSK) - FORD TRUCK BED - THE MAIL SACK
as the CAMERA PULLS BACK AND UP to establish Oak Street AT DUSK, an avenue of gracefully aging Victorians, as Slade's Ford sputters past the Wade Boarding House.
EXTERIOR THE WADE BOARDING HOUSE BACK YARD - DUSK
Clotheslines. A barn converted to house metal beasts. Two people lying on a blanket and staring up at the sky.
EXTERIOR - THE NIGHT SKY - STARS
Like dust. Eternal. Mysterious. Unreachable. We hear the chirp of crickets, the wind through leaves, the lonely and comforting sound of a dog barking, distantly, and the noise of Deke Slade's Ford receding down the street. Voices. Those of a young girl and a man, nearby but softly spoken.
EXTERIOR THE WADE BOARDING HOUSE BACK YARD - NIGHT
ANGLE REBECCA WADE & THOM, her father, as they stare up in wonder. Rebecca is not yet thirteen and pretty in a dreamy sort of way. Thom is a lanky knot of a man. Lincolnesque, he is... if Lincoln had been a drunk. Rebecca stares skyward with an intensity only partly explainable by her youth. Finally:
REBECCA: Show me again. Where's Diana, the huntress?
Thom gestures almost lazily.
THOM: There.
And Rebecca strains to see the constellation.
THOM: (continued) No, down some. Three fingers at arms length.
Rebecca tries this and sees the constellation.
REBECCA: Oh, there. I still can't see the bow.
THOM: That's because you're looking in the wrong place...
REBECCA: But you said... !
THOM: Diana's stars are up there, but Diana and her bow are in your mind.
Silence sounds about them, until:
REBECCA: Do people live up there, Papa? Would they be like us?
Thom Wade takes a swig of whiskey from his flask, the time consuming drama of it buying moments, moments. Distantly they hear the last of the dinner dishes being stacked in the kitchen cabinet and the work-a-day voices of Olivia Wade, Rebecca's mother, and Beatrice, Rebecca's older sister, from the boarding house twenty yards away.
THOM: Seems foolish to think God made all those places and no one to live there... As for whether they'd be like us, they'd have to be different, if only a little. People in St. Louis are different from those in Philadelphia, say.
REBECCA: Would they look down and see the earth and wonder who lives here? Would they dream about us, Papa?
But before Thom can venture an answer they hear Olivia calling from the back steps.
OLIVIA'S VOICE: Rebecca!
Thom hides his flask.
THOM: It's okay, Ollie. She's here with me.
OLIVIA WADE, Rebecca's mother, steps up wiping her hands on her apron. Olivia was once a lovely woman. All the makings of beauty remain, but hardship and lost innocence have blunted them.
OLIVIA: That's what I was afraid of. Rebecca, you come in now. Silas is coming over.
Olivia pivots and walks back toward the house.
Thom rises, helps Rebecca to her feet.
REBECCA: Why do you let her talk to you like that?
THOM: (jocular) What's the matter, Becky? You against free speech now?
They begin to stroll toward the back steps of the Wade home.
REBECCA: No, I'm serious, Papa.
THOM: (thoughtful) I'm disappointment enough without aggravating it.
But Rebecca stops her father, looks up into his eyes. Here is the one person she feels closest to. Here is someone who understands. Finally, she throws herself into a hug of the lanky man.
REBECCA: I love you, Papa...
Olivia, standing behind the screen door, observes this sourly. Her voice is an intrusion.
OLIVIA: Now don't you come in and ruin it, Thom Wade. You know you make Silas uncomfortable. If you want to see your eldest daughter properly married you'll find something else to do, and somewhere else to do it.
Rebecca feels this slight more than her father.
REBECCA: Mother, this is his house too!
Thom laughs.
THOM: No, she's right. I was never particularly good at mating rituals, even my own!
OLIVIA: Thom Wade, don't you bait me...
But when Rebecca turns Thom is already ten paces distant and diminishing into the night.
When the two women are alone:
OLIVIA: Come inside, child. And make sure that you're presentable for Silas.
Olivia's face disappears from beyond the screened door.
Rebecca is alone in the night. She turns, looks up into the depth of stars above her as if choosing one to wish on. Finally she goes inside.
DISSOLVE TO:
EXTERIOR ETERNAL NIGHT - SPACE - A SPACE VESSEL
journeys past one of our solar system's gas giants, Uranus or Saturn, we cannot tell, and onward toward Earth.
INTERIOR SPACE VESSEL
ALIEN EYES turn toward the reflection of the giant planet in the glass of a porthole. We will know this "man" later as Zas. He is youthful (we sense) and possessed by the grandeur and beauty of the vista that passes without. Here is Rebecca's kindred spirit.
DISSOLVE TO:
INTERIOR THE WADE KITCHEN - NIGHT
Rebecca and her sister Beatrice finish preparing cakes and tea. Beyond the kitchen door, which is propped open, SILAS JOHNS can be seen sitting on the couch talking to Olivia. Silas is in his early 20s, thin, unsure about everything except what he's been told by his father, Asa.
BEATRICE: pours steaming water into a teapot. She's not quite five years older than Rebecca, prettier in an obvious kind of way, and less forceful by nature than her younger sister.
Having finished stacking tea cakes as prescribed by Beatrice, Rebecca steals a look through the open door at her future brother-in-law before joining her sister at the counter.
REBECCA: Tris?
Beatrice rearranges the cakes.
BEATRICE: What?
REBECCA: Do you really love him?
It doesn't occur to Beatrice that this is none of Rebecca's business.
BEATRICE: Well sure. I mean, I'm very... contented with Silas.
REBECCA: Yes, but do you love him?
OLIVIA'S VOICE: (subdued but forceful) Love has nothing to do with it.
Olivia stands at the threshold and appraises Rebecca before entering the kitchen to finish the preparations.
OLIVIA: I married for love and you can see what a mistake that was.
REBECCA: Mother!
OLIVIA: It won't matter if you love your husband when you go into labor with his child -- it will hurt just the same. And when it comes time to feed that baby, love won't ease the hunger in its belly.
REBECCA: It isn't right to marry someone you don't love just because he has money.
Olivia takes the plate of cakes, Beatrice follows with the tea set and Olivia waves her through the kitchen door before turning to Rebecca to say:
OLIVIA: Rebecca, you're dreamy, just like your father.
And then she enters the parlor gracefully carrying the plate.
EXTERIOR ALLEY BEHIND THE BOARDING HOUSE - NIGHT
Thom Wade sips from his flask, puts it away, looks up at the stars. For a long moment he stares heavenward, thinking of his daughter's dreams, before:
ISAAC'S VOICE: Thom?... Thom Wade?
ANOTHER ANGLE - INCLUDE ISAAC COLE
standing two houses down, just within moonlight, a 30sh black man whose body, were he to live in the latter half of the 20th Century, would score touchdowns. He rubs his hands nervously against his pants, willing clammy flesh to dry. He approaches:
ISAAC: Thom Wade, if it ain't the man I want to see.
THOM: Me?
ISAAC: No other.
THOM: Why would you want to see me?
ISAAC: I dunno... Just thinking about you is all... Damn if you ain't an upstanding man. Damn if you isn't, Thom Wade.
Wary, Thom's body flexes muscles of retreat. There is something between these two men, something not so long in the past, nor forgotten.
THOM: Thank you, Isaac. Your word and my good fortune were matched in Heaven.
ISAAC: (suddenly offended) What do you mean by that? What do you mean?!
Thom looks at him a long moment before:
THOM: Nothing... except neither of us gets the credit due us.
ISAAC: (mollified) Lord's Truth, both of us rot if it isn't.
Thom turns to go.
ISAAC: (continued) I just wondered... wondered whether old man Thompson mentioned needing two men tomorrow.
THOM: Did you talk to Thompson?
ISAAC: No.
THOM: It's tinker's work, you know that.
ISAAC: I thought maybe... you could use a helper. Old Man Thompson would pay for that, wouldn't he, if you needed one?
THOM: He'd butcher a brood mare first. (seeing Isaac's desperation) Isaac, go to the back door. Olivia will prepare something for your family.
Isaac considers this a moment as emotions swell inside him. Finally:
ISAAC: No!... No, goddamn it, I'm a man! I can work! I can do anything a white man can do. Better than most! I'm no high fallutin' doctor like you, but I'm twice as strong!
THOM: I know you are.
ISAAC: (seeking internal answers) Why does it got to be this way?
THOM: Goodnight, Isaac.
Hiding tears and sweat, Isaac's hands go beseechingly to halt Thom.
ISAAC: No!... No, I was just thinking... thinking I owed Thom Wade so much, what with what he's done for me, and damn if he isn't a good man... (fishing a quarter from his pants) ... that I'd like to buy him a drink!
Light glints from the quarter like a trophy ungiven. Thom Wade looks at it for a time, then pulls the flask from his hip pocket, takes a swig.
THOM: That's all right, Isaac. The idea already occurred to me. You keep the quarter... When you see Old Man Thompson tomorrow morning, you can explain it for me. He'll understand.
The two men have a meeting of minds, and souls, in the
shadowy darkness of the alley.
ISAAC: Sure he will, Thom.
Thom turns and is lost to the darkness.
EXTERIOR HONKY TONK DISTRICT - NIGHT
Thom Wade stops in front of Sam Crecy's Bar, a clapboard and dirt assemblage. Moths flap around the two carriage lights that mark the entrance. Thom seems unsure about this place, but steps inside anyway.
INTERIOR SAM CRECY'S BAR - NIGHT
The joint is vacant of patrons. Thom looks the place over, perplexed by the absence of people. He sees SAM CRECY standing behind the bar wiping it down with a wet towel. Sam is a huge man whose muscle and fat seem in a contest to see which can reach greatest mass.
THOM: Where is everyone?
SAM CRECY: Cockfight down at O'Leary's. It'll break up 'bout eleven. Til then we've got the place to ourselves.
THOM: (Seeing advantage) Well now, Sam, would you be willing to extend my tab?
Sam looks at Thom hard and long, the look extending finally to the empty place around them.
SAM CRECY: It's your lucky night, Thom Wade.
INTERIOR THE WADE PARLOR - NIGHT
Rebecca sits on the couch with Silas, Beatrice and her mother. Her expression seems to say Silas Johns is just about the most boring man in the world. Beatrice and Olivia must think so, too. Silence has avalanched over them. Finally:
OLIVIA: How is your father, Silas?
SILAS: Oh, he's fine. He's nearly over all the bad talk foreclosing on the Hampstead farm caused.
Rebecca can't resist it:
REBECCA: I wonder if the Widow Hampstead's over it!
But Rebecca regrets the remark immediately.
OLIVIA: Rebecca, the bank is in the business of loaning money to people, and if that money isn't paid back, why, -- there wouldn't be money for anyone else. There's more to the issue than you think.
REBECCA: It just seems to me something could have been done to help Mrs. Hampstead keep her home, that's all.
SILAS: Actually Becky's opinion pretty much represents what most people think, but Father's logic is irrefutable.
Beatrice gives her sister a look that seems to say, Silas is going to explain it all to you...
BEATRICE: Oh, and what logic is that, Silas?
SILAS: Well, Father said if God had wanted Widow Hampstead to keep the land, he would have arranged it somehow, so really it's God's will that the bank foreclose... or for another example, take this plague, Olivia, that's sweeping across our country today. If that's not God's countenance, then what is? It's God thinning the herd, for the good of the people in the herd, to cut out the weak and those whose infirmities would burden the able bodied.
Rebecca can't take this anymore.
REBECCA: Papa's right. He says if Asa Johns wanted to burn the town down, he'd find some reason God wanted it done!
OLIVIA: She's just like her father, Silas. Pay her no mind.
SILAS: Oh, I wouldn't. Everyone knows what a character Thom Wade is. (to Rebecca) You'd be well advised to take your mother for an example, Rebecca Wade. She's been all but a widow herself and run this boarding house and raised two children. She has everyone's respect, my father's included.
REBECCA: That's just what we need, Mother, Asa Johns' respect. But we better never owe him any money, or he'll have God knocking at our door!
EXTERIOR - ETERNAL NIGHT OF SPACE - THE ALIEN VESSEL
glides into an orbit of Earth.
INTERIOR THE ALIEN VESSEL
ZAS sits at a control panel as a huge ball, the planet Earth, swings into frame on a view screen above. Distracted by the beauty of the orb, Zas draws a comment from a superior and hastily returns to the business at hand.
INTERIOR REBECCA'S BEDROOM - NIGHT
Rebecca lies asleep in bed. The sound of knocking awakens her.
EXTERIOR THE WADE HOUSE - NIGHT
Olivia's bedroom window is pushed up and open as Olivia, hastily wrapping a robe about herself, sticks her head out just as Rebecca's nearby window opens as well.
LEWIS, Isaac's ten-year-old son, stands below.
OLIVIA: Are you causing all that racket, Lewis Cole?
LEWIS: Ol' Thom's at it again, miz Wade, down at Sam Crecy's bar.
OLIVIA: Damn Thom Wade!
Olivia angrily pulls herself inside.
REBECCA: Is he in a fight?
LEWIS: No, Becky, though I wouldn't bet he'll keep out of one.
INTERIOR OLIVIA'S BEDROOM - NIGHT
Rebecca enters just as Olivia is removing her robe to slide into bed. Beatrice stands sleepily in the doorway.
OLIVIA: Go find your father and bring him home.
Beatrice turns to go to her own room, leaving Rebecca standing there in the dark when Olivia turns down the bedside oil lamp.
EXTERIOR HONKY TONK DISTRICT - NIGHT
Rebecca, fully dressed now, moves along with a definite goal in mind: Sam Crecy's Bar. As she mounts the steps she hears the sounds of a honky tonk in full swing. Piano music, laughter, loud talking.
INTERIOR SAM CRECY'S BAR - NIGHT
The bar is no longer without patrons. The place is rockin'. Rebecca hesitates just inside the door as the throb of the place beats past her, then pulls her shawl tighter about her shoulders and enters the smoky room. She hears, then sees her father bellowing at the end of the bar.
THOM: It's cruelty, that's all, just cruelty.
Several cocks strut unattended along the bar, and a short distance away, a dead bird lies beside a bottle. The birds' owners stare at Thom Wade with anger. One of them, a BULL of a man, says,
BULL: None of your business, now is it, chicken man?
Another cock fighter attempts reason:
REASON: You eat chicken for food, now don't you?
But Bull cuts off this line of reasoning with a threatening gesture.
BULL: You can't reason with a do-gooder! You give in to 'em and they just go find somethin' else to do good about!
Thom responds to the other man's question anyway.
THOM: We're born with empty bellies but hunger for cruelty is an emptiness of the soul.
BULL: Just what are you tellin' me? There's something wrong with me 'cause I raise and test sportin' birds? They fight to keep themselves off the dinner table, same as any other beast.
REASON: That's right! And it's their nature to fight. We don't have to push 'em much.
THOM: If it's their nature, then let the birds fight without blades attached to their feet.
Thom opens a pouch that lies beside the dead bird, loosens its pull-string and dumps the contents onto the bar table top, revealing a pair of sharp metal blades made to attach to a fighting cock's talons. Thom holds them up:
THOM: (continued) There's nothing natural about these!
Thom grins bitterly in triumph, but it is short-lived. Fed up, Bull begins to move toward Thom, muscles taut for battle. Thom is totally surprised by the move, betrays an expression of abject terror when Rebecca's voice halts everyone.
REBECCA: Father, we have to go home now.
The crowd turns and sees diminutive Rebecca who has come to collect her fool of a father. Resulting laughter breaks the angry mood -- even Bull, who was about to pounce on Thom Wade, laughs -- and Rebecca steps through the throng to place her hand around Thom's arm and leads him through the contemptuous crowd to the door.
EXTERIOR SAM CRECY'S BAR - NIGHT
Rebecca and Thom stop just outside the door as an unheard comment from an unknown saloon patron causes guffaws to pursue them. Thom looks back, betraying a momentary desire to re-enter the bar and stand up for himself and the things he believes in, no matter the cost, but Rebecca tugs on his arm.
REBECCA: Come on, Papa. We have to go home.
Thom allows himself to be pulled along, but in mourning for the ghost of himself who lies amid wood shavings and stale beer on Sam Crecy's saloon floor.
DISSOLVE TO:
EXTERIOR THOMPSON FARM BACK DOOR - DAY
Isaac Cole tapes gently on the door, and realizing the noise is too timid, raps more strongly.
OLD MAN THOMPSON opens the door. He is the sort of man who would use lime for sweetener.
THOMPSON: What do you want?
ISAAC: Thom Wade can't make it today.
THOMPSON: Why is that?
ISAAC: He took to drinking last night.
THOMPSON: And you're here to replace him, eh?
ISAAC: A good day's work for a good day's pay, Mr. Thompson.
THOMPSON: This ain't nigger work. This is tinker's work. I got things got to be fixed.
Stung by the remark, Isaac fights to restrain his anger. This work will go to feed his children.
ISAAC: I can fix about anything, Mr. Thompson. I'm a good man with tools. You give me a chance, you'll never have that Thom Wade back, unreliable as he is.
THOMPSON: That damn fallen doctor... now he's got me hiring niggers. I'll be out and show you what's what after I finish breakfast.
The door slams in Isaac's face.
EXTERIOR ALLEY BEHIND CRECY'S BAR - DAY
Rebecca is returning from school carrying three books bound by a belt. Sam Crecy throws mop water out his back door.
SAM CRECY: How's your father?
REBECCA: Oh, he should be fine by now!
Sam Crecy laughs knowingly.
EXTERIOR MRS. GRAY'S HOUSE - DAY
Rebecca almost prances up the walk she's so happy -- for it's Friday, the day Mrs. Gray allows her to exchange three books taken the previous week for three new, unread books. Rebecca waits anxiously at Mrs. Gray's door, sees the lace curtains pulled back a moment, then Mrs. Gray opens the front door.
REBECCA: Good afternoon, Mrs. Gray. Here are War of the Worlds, 20,000 Leagues Under the Sea, and First Men on the Moon. I took real good care of them.
MRS. GRAY, a kindly retired school teacher, is touched by Rebecca's sincerity, but:
MRS. GRAY: Of course you did, dear. You're very respectful of books, I know that.
Rebecca looks past the elderly woman into the house. For once Mrs. Gray hasn't invited her in.
REBECCA: Aren't you feeling well? Would you like me to brew the tea?
MRS. GRAY: I'm afraid... There isn't going to be any tea, dear. Nor books, anymore.
Rebecca is stunned. In her life books are everything.
REBECCA: But...
MRS. GRAY: I had a visit from your mother Tuesday last. She told me she frowns on the sort of books I have loaned you, fantastic fiction... castles in the air, she called them, wasted time. She told me I was not to loan books to you anymore, or... spend time with you.
REBECCA: No!
MRS. GRAY: I'm sorry, Rebecca. Really, very sorry.
The door closes. For a long moment it is all Rebecca can do to stand before the closed door. Then, suddenly, she turns and bolts into a run.
DISSOLVE TO:
INTERIOR - THE WADE PARLOR - DAY
Rebecca charges through the door to her home. Silas Johns and her sister Beatrice raise glasses in toast to the marriage to come.
OLIVIA: Rebecca, Silas and Beatrice have become engaged!
REBECCA: Mother, I have to talk to you!
OLIVIA: Later, dear. This is Beatrice's moment.
REBECCA: No, Mother, this is my moment! Why did you tell Mrs. Gray I couldn't read her books anymore?
Seeing that Rebecca is distraught, Olivia guides her youngest daughter toward the kitchen.
INTERIOR THE WADE KITCHEN - DAY
Rebecca stops her mother just inside the door, and the older woman takes care to shut it completely behind them.
REBECCA: Mother!
OLIVIA: I decided you spend too much time reading.
REBECCA: You decided!
OLIVIA: Yes, I decided. Particularly that... trash Mrs. Gray allows you to read.
REBECCA: Mother, I have to have books! I have to read!
OLIVIA: There are very few 'have tos' in this world, Rebecca. Reading isn't one of them.
REBECCA: I want to graduate from high school, Mother. I want to go to college.
OLIVIA: There's no money for such foolishness.
REBECCA: There are scholarships. Papa says there are ways...
OLIVIA: Look what education has done for him. Lord knows no one in my family could afford such an education as your father had, but not one member of my family ever allowed wife or children to...
REBECCA: Mother, I want to go to school!
Olivia looks at her daughter with a cold stare that is like a steel door shut to any other possibilities.
OLIVIA: You'll work here, Rebecca, in this boarding house, helping to support this family until such time as you're prepared to marry, just as your sister was. You are a woman, Rebecca, and it is woman's fate on this earth to mold a home and children from the clay that's given
her.
REBECCA: I want more than that.
OLIVIA: What would you be, girl? A doctor? A lawyer? How about a businessman? No man will do business with a woman, Rebecca Wade, save a business decent women won't consider. To live you must marry; to live well you must marry well. And men don't like women who know more than they do!
Begging now, in full supplication, Rebecca takes Olivia's hands into her own. As tears run down her cheeks, she pleads,
REBECCA: Please, Mama... Please...
OLIVIA: No.
Rebecca staggers back from the final decision as if it were a slap. Her eyes bore into those of her mother, whose eyes bore back. Rebecca turns, runs out the kitchen door.
EXTERIOR - THE WADE BACK YARD - DAY
Rebecca runs toward the barn, pulls its door open.
INTERIOR THE BARN - DAY
Rebecca pulls the door open wide, looks in to find her father lying on a pallet of straw. She runs to him, drops to her knees, tears cascading down her cheeks.
REBECCA: Papa!
Rebecca begs, shaking the sleeping man.
REBECCA: (continued) Papa!
Thom Wade awakens from the alcohol-induced sleep sluggishly.
THOM: What is it? What's the matter?
REBECCA: She won't let me read anymore, Papa! She won't let me read books anymore! Tell her she can't do that! Tell her she's wrong! Please, Papa! Please!
Thom Wade pulls himself up, takes his daughter, his special daughter, into his arms and holds her. After a moment he tells her:
THOM: I can't.
It is a moment before Rebecca pulls away, looks at him with adult eyes really for the first time. Wordlessly, Rebecca stands, turns, walks out.
DISSOLVE TO:
EXTERIOR NIGHT - THE SKY ABOVE A MEADOW
is full of stars. Cattle graze on the meadows. Wheat ripples before the wind.
SUPERIMPOSE:
Antlers, Oklahoma
There is a sound, a strange, alien sound that soon is seen to derive from something floating in the sky, a balloon-shaped object we soon identify as the alien craft. It drifts toward the isolated ranch house and barn, a light flashing at its rear in sequence with the odd noise, propelling the vessel forward.
OCCUPANTS' POINT OF VIEW - THE LAND BELOW
cascades away beneath us. Livestock scatter beneath the vessel's shadow, moo in threatened rebellion, leap away.
THE AIR SHIP - AT THE PORTHOLES
near the bottom of the craft alien faces stare down with curiosity and delight, and among them, that of Zas.
DISSOLVE TO:
EXTERIOR HARDING GRAIN AND FEED - DAY
Thom Wade sweats beneath the noonday sun. Shirtless, his skin reflects sweaty glints of light as he turns, bends, picks up a twenty pound bag, loads it into the Model T truck which is nearly full. Thom stops to wipe the sweat from his brow and body with a towel just as Rebecca steps up beside him with a beer pale -- filled, she immediately points out, with:
REBECCA: Water.
Thom Wade laughs and so does Rebecca, in reply.
THOM: I've got something for you.
He pulls out a bundle of "pocket books" wrapped in newspaper from beneath the truck seat.
THOM: (continued) Bob Kaylor sent them in this morning. Something new. 'Paperback Books" they call them.
Rebecca quickly peruses the books, then her eyes are drawn to the front page headlines of the newspaper wrapper.
REBECCA: Look at this.
She spreads one paper out. The headline reads AIRSHIPS SIGHTED OVER ANTLERS. The paper features a crude drawing of the cigar-shaped UFO. Rebecca begins to read the article out loud:
REBECCA: (continued) "Airships like those sighted last month in Kansas, Missouri and Ohio, were observed floating in the sky over Antlers, Oklahoma, Tuesday and Wednesday nights by numerous citizens... " Look, there's a drawing.
Thom takes a glance at the sketch before returning to work.
REBECCA: (continued) What's an airship, Papa?
THOM: It's a lighter-than-air craft. Hydrogen is lighter than air. If you can concentrate enough of the stuff, like in a balloon, say, it's possible to just float in the sky.
REBECCA: Where do you think the airships are from?
THOM: Chicago, maybe. Or Kansas City.
REBECCA: It says here they think they may be from Europe.
THOM: No. Too far. It's thousands of miles across the ocean. Nobody'd take such a thing so far over water.
REBECCA: They're kind of like sailing ships drifting across the sky.
THOM: Yes, well... I've got work to finish.
Thom prompts and Rebecca gathers up the newspapers and turns to go.
THOM: (continued) Oh, I forgot. There's a store in Dallas sells these 'paperback books.' Kaylor says they have a catalog and he's sending one next trip. We can't afford a lot of books, even the paperback variety, but I know a place where you can keep them so your mother won't find them.
Rebecca quickly flips through the first book, then the second before raising her tear-filled eyes to look at her father.
Thom grins, sure his gesture has been a hit, but just then Rebecca returns the books to his hands.
REBECCA: It's no use...
she tells him before turning and walking away. Thom observes her departure until she disappears around a corner, the books remaining on the hood of the truck.
INTERIOR THE WADE PARLOR - NIGHT
A party is in progress. It is the night of Beatrice's wedding announcement and everyone who is anyone in Aurora, Texas, is in attendance, ASA JOHNS most prominent among them. Asa is banker incarnate, dour, stern-faced, bloated with self
importance and surrounded by panderers.
Olivia, as mother of the bride-to-be, holds similar if less important court at the other end of the room as the music of fiddlers, talk and laughter fill the space between.
INTERIOR BEATRICE'S BEDROOM - NIGHT
Rebecca peeks through a crack in the door from this parlor-adjacent room as Beatrice primps behind her.
BEATRICE: Can you see Silas?
REBECCA: Yes. He's listening to Will Jenkins tell jokes over by the punch bowl.
Beatrice swishes around, her magnificent dress twirling with her movement.
BEATRICE: How do I look?
Rebecca turns to survey her sister who indeed looks lovely.
REBECCA: Like a peach.
BEATRICE: If I just had your skin I could do better than Silas Johns even.
But the callousness of her remark seeps into her consciousness and she looks into her sister's eyes and sees herself.
BEATRICE: (continued) Oh, I know you don't approve! I know you don't!
REBECCA: No judgments... (and with a smile) ... at least not tonight.
BEATRICE: He's good, really. A good person, Silas is. I do like him, you know.
REBECCA: Sure.
BEATRICE: No, really, I do. Becky, I don't know about love, exactly. I've never experienced it, I mean. Oh, I love Mama and you, and Papa, too, but... I'm not sure love isn't just a word people use when they mean something else, like friendship or comfort. Silas makes me comfortable, like a friend does. I don't hate him, you know.
Rebecca grins.
REBECCA: I know!
BEATRICE: Oh, you think I'm a whore, don't you?
It is a moment before Rebecca can answer.
REBECCA: No, I don't. Really. And as Mama would say, a girl's got to eat... so let's go eat something.
INTERIOR THE WADE PARLOR - NIGHT
Beatrice's entrance causes a stir. Rebecca steps aside once they're through the door and all eyes follow her older sister as she goes to her future husband's side.
Meanwhile, Olivia has sighted Thom through the window staggering up the walk.
Silas leans across the couch to look out:
SILAS: (amused) Looks as if Thom's at it again!
But Asa, joining his son to look out, isn't as kindly disposed toward Thom.
ASA: My God! I don't see how Olivia does it. Any ordinary woman would have driven that brute off by now, and with everyone's blessing! We can only hope God in his infinite wisdom chooses to infect that man with the plague and take him from the Earth.
Beatrice seems unsure as to whether she should be angry at her father, or Asa.
Meanwhile, Olivia has found Rebecca.
OLIVIA: Your father's coming up the walk. I don't want him in here in his condition.
EXTERIOR THE WADE FRONT YARD - NIGHT
Rebecca stops her father at the steps. Thom is quite drunk but also dressed up as if he has somewhere to go. Without saying a word, as if Rebecca were a pillar or a post in his way, Thom tries to step around her.
REBECCA: They don't want you in there, Papa.
THOM: What? They what... ?
REBECCA: They don't want you in there.
THOM: Who doesn't want me? Olivia?
Rebecca takes his arm, begins to lead him toward the barn.
REBECCA: Yes, Mama... but Beatrice too.
THOM: Beatrice too?
REBECCA: Yes. This is her engagement night, Papa. You don't want to embarrass them, do you?
THOM: Embarrass?
REBECCA: Papa, you're drunk.
Thom Wade stops and not even Rebecca tugging on his arm will move him.
THOM: Drunk? Doctor Thomas Wade drunk?
But then he looks down at himself and through an alcoholic haze he sees himself as he really is -- Thom Wade, drunk.
REBECCA: C'mon, Papa.
Rebecca guides him away.
INTERIOR THE WADE BARN - NIGHT
Rebecca guides Thom inside, spreads out fresh straw, helps him to sit.
THOM: How does she look? How does my baby look?
REBECCA: Beautiful. She looks beautiful, Papa.
Thom tries to think how Beatrice looks, and the shame of his predicament brings tears to his eyes. Finally, he crumbles into himself, sobbing, and Rebecca moves to comfort him.
DISSOLVE TO:
EXTERIOR THOM WADE'S OLD OFFICE - DAY
Rebecca finds LIONEL CRABBE, a traveling peddler who stores some of his wares in what was her father's office, standing at the door.
REBECCA: Morning, Mr. Crabbe.
LIONEL CRABBE: Morning, Becky.
She hesitates only a moment to glance at the sign painted on the glass insert -- DOCTOR THOMAS WADE, GP -- before opening the door.
INTERIOR THOM WADE'S OLD OFFICE - DAY
The office is steeped with other people's goods now, and dust. Rebecca forces the door all the way in as Crabbe enters behind her.
LIONEL CRABBE: I'm not keepin' you from school, now am I, Becky?
REBECCA: It's summer, Mr. Crabbe. School's out.
LIONEL CRABBE: Ah, so it is. Lose track of things like that.
They push dusty packages out of the way seeking his goods.
LIONEL CRABBE: (continued) Too bad about your father. This town could use two doctors, that's for sure. Certain with this plague that, God willing, has not visited us yet, but it could. It still could.
Crabbe removes a box from a pile.
LIONEL CRABBE: (continued) Ah, there it is. Two dozen whale bone corsets. Your mother mention I haven't been by to pay my storage fee?
REBECCA: No, she hasn't, Mr. Crabbe.
LIONEL CRABBE: You tell her I fully intend to. It's almost enough to make a man establish one of them checking accounts. I don't accept paper and I don't expect anyone else to, either. You tell your mother that, Becky. I'll be by to pay. In cash.
REBECCA: Yes, sir.
LIONEL CRABBE: Well then, good day to you, young lady.
But Crabbe is out the door before Rebecca can say,
REBECCA: Good day, Mr. Crabbe.
For moments Rebecca stands and looks at the office that once housed her father's business, then reluctantly, sadly closes the door on it.
EXTERIOR THOM WADE'S OFFICE - DAY
Rebecca shuts and locks the door, puts the key away, is about to turn and leave the office behind when she hears a SOUND, a WHINING noise that draws her attention skyward. She steps out into the street, looks up and sees:
The alien vessel angles across the sky. It seems huge contrasted against the rooftops of this small town and descends slowly toward the earth accompanied by a grinding noise, a sound of wrenching machinery, and almost distantly explosions.
A MONTAGE - AURORA TOWNSHIP
townspeople look up in amazement, stop whatever it is they're doing (Tom Wade is repairing a wooden step leading to a residence), begin to follow it as the silver "airship" descends laterally across the treetops of Aurora, something within it causing it to rumble and jerk. Rebecca follows its path too, watches as it heads for the water tower at the edge of town, observes as it slices through the tower and into the earth, a horrible explosion of flame and smoke engulfing it.
EXTERIOR CRASH SITE - DAY
Rebecca is among the first at the crash site. Pools of flame dance at distant points, shards of metal broken like shattered glass lay at every side, pieces of things that could be bodies everywhere.
FIRST TOWNSMAN: Here! Over here!
Rebecca turns to see a town citizen standing over something. Rebecca runs to his side, sees the body of someone who has been badly burned.
SECOND TOWNSMAN: There's another one over here! Rebecca doesn't advance to the new scene. This one has been enough.
THIRD TOWNSMAN: He's alive! Get Doc Peters!
SECOND TOWNSMAN: Peters is in Dallas fighting the plague. He won't be back for awhile.
Rebecca sees her father stepping through the smoke, a stubble of several days growth on his face. As Thom begins to move through the crowd:
THIRD TOWNSMAN: Here's Thom Wade. He used to be a doctor...
FOURTH TOWNSMAN: Yeah, before he killed the Tucker girl.
FIRST TOWNSMAN: You sober?
Thom Wade steps past the man -- and the issue -- to look at the victim of the crash. A strange expression crosses Thom Wade's face, the look of a man who has seen something truly for the first time. To the man who asked if he was sober:
THOM: You -- get a blanket and poles. We'll make a stretcher.
At first he hesitates. Standing before him is Thom Wade, a man who, moments ago, might as easily have been the butt of a joke as not. Now he's issuing orders. But something in Thom's manner tells him this is no time to argue. A deciding gesture:
THOM: (continued) Go on!
The first man moves to his bidding.
THOM: (continuing; to another) You -- are there other survivors?
SECOND TOWNSMAN: No, just two bodies over there. Pretty badly burned.
THOM: Get kerosene and finish the job.
SECOND TOWNSMAN: (stunned) You want me to burn them?
THOM: Yes!
SECOND TOWNSMAN: But... why?
THOM: Disease. The Plague. Just do it.
He trots off to find kerosene as Rebecca steps to her father's side. Thom kneels and turns the victim over. They see two large, oval, very aware and very alien eyes looking up at them, eyes that, Rebecca sees, are filled with fear and pain. Zas's eyes...
THOM: (continued - soothingly) It's all right, all right. You're among friends.
ANOTHER ANGLE - ISAAC COLE
stands nearby, staring with wonder at what he has seen, a man who is not a man.
INTERIOR THE WADE HOUSE - DAY
The door bursts open and men carrying a stretcher barge inside, followed by Thom Wade and Rebecca. Olivia had been crocheting on the davenport.
OLIVIA: What is this? What's happening?!
But Olivia's protests arrive too late as the stretcher bearers are already heading for Rebecca's bedroom.
INTERIOR HALLWAY & REBECCA'S BEDROOM - DAY
Thom orders:
THOM: Put him down gently. Don't touch him. Remember the burns.
Olivia struggles to emerge through the herd of menfolk who have accompanied her husband and daughter and this stranger.
OLIVIA: What is this, Thom Wade? Explain this to me!
THOM: There was an accident, an airship crash just outside town. This man is the only survivor.
OLIVIA: Airship crash... What's an airship?
REBECCA: Oh, Mama, it's a balloon, like. People float in the sky.
OLIVIA: Float in the sky? In a balloon?
But Olivia is left alone in the hall as everyone enters Rebecca's bedroom. When the men who carried the stretcher exit, Olivia asks,
OLIVIA: (continued) What about Doc Peters? Shouldn't this be...?
FIRST TOWNSMAN: He's in Dallas. Won't be back until who knows when.
OLIVIA: But...
Thom leans out Rebecca's bedroom door.
THOM: Olivia, boil hot water. I want you to take all the linen you have, all you can get, and soak it in the boiling water, then roll it up. We'll use it to remove the dead skin.
And Thom Wade disappears back inside, leaving Olivia mute and defeated in the hallway.
INTERIOR REBECCA'S BEDROOM - DAY
Rebecca watches as her father attends the crash victim. After a moment:
REBECCA: Papa, who is this man?
Thom stops long enough to give his daughter an appraising look.
THOM: I don't know who or what he is, Becky. But he didn't come here in an airship and he isn't a human being, at least not as currently defined. I suspect he came here in some kind of space vessel, something we don't have a word for yet, and it malfunctioned somehow.
Rebecca kneels beside the now comatose creature as her father removes the remains of his clothing, covering him with a blanket.
REBECCA: The stars...
THOM: Yes... the stars.
EXTERIOR THE WATER TOWER SITE - DAY
Sheriff Deke Slade kicks debris, looking at the remains of the water tower and the "airship." One of the witnesses seen earlier -- we know him as the second townsman, stands nearby.
DEKE SLADE: Why'd he tell you to burn the bodies?
SECOND TOWNSMAN: Disease, he said, Sheriff. The Plague. You know the City Counsel's edict -- no outsiders come into town 'til this flu has run its course.
DEKE SLADE: I don't remember the City Counsel saying anything about burning bodies... nor anything about putting Thom Wade in charge of things.
SECOND TOWNSMAN: Doc Peters is...
DEKE SLADE: Yes, I know -- in Dallas. Well, let's see the bodies. 'least you didn't get to that.
The bodies are uncovered and the Sheriff studies them closely.
DEKE SLADE: (continued) Pretty badly burned... Go on, burn 'em the rest of the way.
SECOND TOWNSMAN: Why, Sheriff?
DEKE SLADE: Hell, disease, I guess. Burn 'em. Maybe Thom Wade knows what he's talking about.
The Sheriff lights his cigar as kerosene is poured over the bodies and they're set aflame. He's thinking, a hunch eating at him. But what? Why would a full-time drunk, ex-doctor try to destroy evidence?
INTERIOR - THE WADE KITCHEN - DAY
Beatrice returns home from work to find her mother boiling linen in a huge pot.
BEATRICE: What are you doing, Mother?
OLIVIA: There was an accident. Your father...
But Beatrice won't let her finish, starts for the door to the living room. Olivia stops her eldest daughter with:
OLIVIA: (continued) Your father is caring for the hurt man.
INTERIOR REBECCA'S BEDROOM
Beatrice is at the threshold looking in on the "hurt man," the alien. She makes a face and says,
BEATRICE: Ugh!
before Rebecca notices her and moves to block her view and gently guide her out of the room. Their father continues to gently lay strips of linen across the man's skin as the door is closed.
HALLWAY - BEATRICE: & REBECCA
BEATRICE: Is he going to die?
REBECCA: Father doesn't know. He's been burned.
BEATRICE: I guess he has! I've never seen...
But Rebecca has re-entered her room leaving Beatrice in the hall.
INTERIOR REBECCA'S BEDROOM
As Rebecca enters:
REBECCA: She just thinks he's terribly burned. Is he?
Thom slowly pulls linen from the alien's skin.
THOM: Some. Yes. Not terribly, by our standards.
REBECCA: Why did you have them burn the other bodies?
Thom looks at his daughter a moment, then:
THOM: We aren't kind to people who are different from us, Becky, whereas one charred piece of meat looks pretty much like another.
EXTERIOR - THE CRASH SITE - DAY
Asa Johns surveys the damage to his water tower. His son Silas and Sheriff Slade look on, bored.
ASA: It's a total write-off, Deke.
DEKE SLADE: Well, seeing as how it ain't here anymore, Asa, I'd have to agree with you.
Asa gives Deke Slade a sour look, moves on.
ASA: Any idea who owned the damn thing?
DEKE SLADE: No. Not even sure it was an airship. That's speculation.
ASA: What else could it have been?
DEKE SLADE: Don't know, but I've never even seen one of these airships. It's all smoke to me.
Asa picks up a piece of seared wood.
ASA: This ain't smoke, Deke Slade! This is what's left of my water tower... And this survivor, he's from out of town, isn't that right?
DEKE SLADE: (mocking) That would be my guess, Asa.
ASA: Well then, he is in contravention of the City Council's edict to deny the township of Aurora to foreigners. Now that's two things you've got to think about, Deke Slade -- this survivor may be a disease carrier and in this town illegally, and he or the company he represents is financially responsible for the destruction of my water tower. I want you to find out what, and who, for billing purposes. Is that understood?
Deke grins slowly; he's not one to be pushed.
DEKE SLADE: I'll conduct an investigation, Asa. It's my job. But I won't issue bills for you. You'll have to do that yourself. Evenin' gentlemen.
EXTERIOR THE WADE FRONT YARD - DAY
RILEY CARNS, a lanky Ichabod Crane sort of man, the town newspaper editor and reporter, stops at the top step to the Wade home as Olivia, sweeping the porch, greets him.
OLIVIA: Come to do a story on Beatrice's engagement, Riley? I was going to
stop by your office this Wednesday when I went downtown and...
RILEY: No, Olivia, Asa's already taken care of that. I'm here to talk to Thom... about the airship thing.
Disappointed, Olivia returns to sweeping. Dismissing him:
OLIVIA: Thom's in Rebecca's bedroom where they put the survivor.
INTERIOR WADE HALLWAY - DAY
Riley taps once on Rebecca's door, then moves to open it and is intercepted from inside by Rebecca, and then Thom.
RILEY: Well, hello, Thom. And you too, Becky.
REBECCA: Mr. Carns.
THOM: Riley.
RILEY: How's the patient?
THOM: Alive. Asleep now.
RILEY: When do you figure he might be able to answer some questions?
THOM: Maybe never, Riley.
Thom gestures for Rebecca to stay with their patient while he steps outside to talk to Riley, closing the door behind him.
THOM: (continued) He's pretty bad. May not live through the night.
RILEY: Well... (noting the door closing in his face) ... is there any idea who the man is? Who owned the airship? Where they're from? Has he spoken at all?
THOM: His clothes were burned off at the crash, so there's no identification. He's been out of his head.
RILEY: So there's nothing.
THOM: That's right. Nothing.
Something, an intangibility, picks at Riley's mind; he's suspicious.
RILEY: Can I see him?
A moment unravels into eternity before Thom responds,
THOM: The fewer people who come into contact with him, the better the chances he'll survive. Burn victims are highly susceptible to infection... and of course there's the flu to consider. He could be a carrier.
RILEY: No, you mean.
THOM: No, Riley, I'm sorry.
Realizing finally there is nothing he can do, Riley gestures a goodbye, turns and paces down the hallway toward the exit.
EXTERIOR THE WADE FRONT YARD - DAY
Riley walks down the steps and sees a small group of on-lookers waiting across the dirt road from the Wade house. He moves for them.
The gawkers are an assemblage of unschooled, unclean, and uncivilized youths. Riley gives the house a quick look before asking:
RILEY: What are you waiting for?
But they don't respond, merely look past him at the Wade house. After a moment of consideration, longer than the phenomenon deserves, Riley's expression seems to say, he shrugs and moves away.
INTERIOR REBECCA'S BEDROOM - DAY
Rebecca watches as her father finishes ministering to the hurt "man"
and sits back.
THOM: That's all I can do for him.
Rebecca reaches out to touch her exhausted father.
REBECCA: Is he in much pain?
Thom studies the features of the comatose alien whose large oval eyes look serene in slumber.
THOM: Yes, but it's all beneath the surface now. As long as he sleeps. (he shrugs) Stay with him, Becky. I don't suppose he's in any condition to do anyone any harm, even if he wanted to. Call me if there's any real change in his condition. If he wakes up, maybe you can get him to swallow some of your mother's chicken broth -- if he can eat such a thing.
Rebecca gestures she will and Thom Wade exits the bedroom.
INTERIOR - WADE HALLWAY - DAY
Thom finds Olivia waiting for him.
OLIVIA: Well?
THOM: Well what, Olivia?
OLIVIA: You think I don't know you're trying to take over this household. I do know what you're doing, Thom Wade, and I don't like it.
Thom almost defends himself, almost tells her his intention is to save a life, but the effort would take too much from him. He turns and walks away leaving Olivia alone in the hall.
INTERIOR REBECCA'S BEDROOM - DAY
Rebecca starts when Olivia pops her head into the bedroom to say,
OLIVIA: I will expect you at the dinner table tonight, Rebecca. Silas will be joining us.
And she is gone. Rebecca returns her eyes to the sleeping alien.
INTERIOR THE WADE BARN - DAY
Thom opens the swinging door to the barn and steps inside, collapses onto the straw bed. He sees something across the room, an object glints with reflected light:
Thom's silver flask on the workbench.
Thom stares at it a long while before closing his eyes.
INTERIOR REBECCA'S BEDROOM - NIGHT
Rebecca startles when Zas calls out in his alien tongue, but his eyes remain closed. She reaches out but stops short of touching him. His head jerks away, carried forth by a dream:
ZAS'S DREAM SEQUENCE - A MONTAGE
of strange, cloudy, vague shapes and colors that meld with faces like his own, faces whose thin lips are drawn wide in smiles. Watery, oval eyes dart to and fro as words distinctly not human are spoken. Alien hands point to a viewscreen whose image is of an emerald planet, its oval shape filled with streams of clouds, blue-green seas and brown and gold mountain facets. It is the earth, an earth of pristine beauty, and these are space voyagers bound for its virgin soil. Other visions pass before Zas's fevered mind: Wheat fields ripple in the wind, waterfalls, great forests, oxen burdened with carts and wagons, prey animals running before predators these sights pass before the (SUPERIMPOSED) eyes of the aliens, whose eyes drawn wide in wonder. And then in hurried horror their ship fails them, crossing the breadth of the little Texas town, slicing through the wooden water tower and exploding amid screams of pain and anguish.
INTERIOR REBECCA'S ROOM - NIGHT
Zas jerks upright, sucking for breath, and stares into the startled features of Rebecca. A moment passes before he allows himself to look about, to see the flowered wallpaper of her bedroom, the photos of her relatives in Boston, the four-poster bed.
REBECCA: It's all right, all right. You're with friends.
He responds in a voice that is reminiscent of a reptile's, but possessing an obvious intelligence and, as his words trail out, a beseeching gentleness, sounds that could be sobbing, before he falls back onto the bed and moments later closes his eyes.
DISSOLVE TO:
INTERIOR REBECCA'S BEDROOM - NIGHT
Olivia opens the door, enters carrying a covered bowl of soup.
OLIVIA: How is he?
REBECCA: Still sleeping. He had a nightmare awhile ago, but he's sleeping deeply now.
OLIVIA: When he awakens, see if he'll take some soup.
Rebecca gestures she will. Olivia pauses at the door to study her exhausted daughter, betrays an admiring look, exits.
EXTERIOR AURORA STREETS - NIGHT
Sheriff Deke Slade is making his nightly rounds on horseback. His animal, a tall old buttermilk-colored beast, rocks lazily with its load, Slade in no hurry to get anywhere.
EXTERIOR CRASH SITE - NIGHT
Sheriff Slade sees several curiosity seekers culling through the ruins. He puts spurs to the horse and it trots him away.
DISSOLVE TO:
EXTERIOR THE WADE HOUSE - NIGHT
Sheriff Slade finds the same on-lookers Riley Carns saw when he left. The Sheriff reins up, begins to roll a cigarette, his manner relaxed, almost sleepy.
DEKE SLADE: What are you boys doin' here?
The several boys shift among themselves. Finally one speaks out.
FIRST BOY: We came to see it.
DEKE SLADE: What's it?
SECOND BOY: It. The thing from the sky.
DEKE SLADE: You mean the man who survived the airship crash.
The word airship reverberates among them.
FIRST BOY: Airship? A ship that sails through the air?
Slade grins.
DEKE SLADE: What exactly do you expect to see?
SECOND BOY: I don't know. Nothing human could come down out of the air just like that.
Slade nods, understanding for the first time what they mean.
DEKE SLADE: There are no devils over there. You boys go on home now. Go on.
And they follow his direction easily enough, but with furtive glances back over their shoulders should the devil decide to make a showing with their backs turned.
EXTERIOR WADE FRONT YARD - NIGHT
Deke Slade ties his horse up outside the Wade house, and a moment later knocks on the door. Olivia answers.
OLIVIA: Sheriff Slade, what brings you out to this part of town?
DEKE SLADE: I'd like to have a word with your house guest, if I may, Olivia.
INTERIOR - THE WADE HOUSE - NIGHT
Olivia receives Slade, closes the door behind him as he respectfully removes his Chief of Police hat.
OLIVIA: No one's talking to him at the moment, Sheriff. He hasn't come around yet.
INTERIOR DINING ROOM - NIGHT
Slade greets Beatrice, Silas and Rebecca at the dinner table.
DEKE SLADE: Evenin' all. Didn't mean to be intrudin' on dinner.
OLIVIA: You're welcome to stay.
DEKE SLADE: It's kind of you, Olivia, but I'll just have a look at your guest, for identification purposes if for nothing else, and then be on my way.
REBECCA: Father says the more people go in that room, the greater the chance for infection.
DEKE SLADE: Little lady, I'm not people, I'm the Sheriff.
Rebecca reluctantly rises from the table to lead the Sheriff to her room.
INTERIOR WADE HALLWAY
Rebecca guides Slade down the hallway.
DEKE SLADE: Has he said anything at all?
REBECCA: No. Not a word.
She opens the door, guides him inside with an oil lamp taken from a hallway table.
INTERIOR REBECCA'S BEDROOM -
Rebecca leads Slade inside, holds the lamp over the sleeping man. The Sheriff whistles beneath his breath.
DEKE SLADE: Burned all right. Bad!
Rebecca says nothing, gently suggests their departure by removing the light slowly and Slade follows.
HALLWAY
Slade and Rebecca outside the door.
DEKE SLADE: I want you to send word to me the minute he's awake.
REBECCA: I will.
DEKE SLADE: Where's your father? I thought he was taking care of this man?
REBECCA: He is. It's just... he's resting now.
DEKE SLADE: (grinning) In the barn?
Reluctantly, Rebecca gestures yes.
INTERIOR THE WADE BARN - NIGHT
Slade opens the barn door, looks inside.
DEKE SLADE: Thom? You in there?
THOM: Here.
Deke enters the barn, the glow from his oil lamp leading the way. Thom Wade lies on his bed of straw rubbing sleep from his eyes.
DEKE SLADE: You look like something my horse left on the road. Dryin' out, are you?
Thom Wade ignores this -- the answer is obvious. He finds a bucket of water pumped earlier and pours it over his head. After the water has been shaken from his hair:
DEKE SLADE: (continued) Thom, what is that thing in your house?
Thom looks at him, finds a cut of cloth to dry his face, answers,
THOM: It's a man, Deke. What else could it be?
DEKE SLADE: Saw a couple of the Clayton boys, a couple others too, standin' out in front of your place. They were waitin' to see something... something evil, Thom.
THOM: No one ever accused any of those boys of being bright.
DEKE SLADE: Asa Johns owned the water tower He'll want to be repaid for it. You know Asa Johns. Eventually he'll have papers served on that John Doe of yours in there.
THOM: No business of mine.
DEKE SLADE: Add to that the survivor's entering Aurora, as Asa would say, 'in contravention of the City Council edict', and you've got a law problem... And then there's you -- eventually you're gonna take a drink and leave the whole matter in other hands, maybe innocent hands.
Thom Wade's look could pierce steel.
DEKE SLADE: (continued) It's the truth. You know it.
THOM: I'm just helping out until the doctor returns from Dallas.
DEKE SLADE: That's the way I see it, too. 'Night.
Nothing more to be said, Deke Slade turns and leaves.
Moments pass before Thom can look up.
His hands are quaking.
INTERIOR WADE DINING ROOM - NIGHT
Silas, Beatrice, Rebecca and Olivia continue dinner after Slade's departure.
SILAS: Rebecca, tell me about your patient.
REBECCA: There's nothing to tell.
This garners a stern look from her mother.
OLIVIA: As soon as he's able to move, Becky, I want you to make inquiries about securing him a room at Mrs. Stearn's boarding house. We are starting to lose boarders, but Mrs. Stearns will take anyone and her clientele is less discerning.
SILAS: Father would like to know whatever you can find out about him, Becky. Father thinks he's probably an employee of some eastern consortium. He thinks they were testing a new enterprise to compete with the railroads.
But Olivia finds this laughable.
OLIVIA: Airships replace the railroads! Becky brought home a Dallas newspaper that had a drawing of one of the those things in it and ... my lord, Silas, I would never get into one to save my life!
Rebecca is already at the doorway when her mother stops her with,
OLIVIA: (continued) Rebecca, did he take any of the broth?
REBECCA: No, mother.
OLIVIA: Bring it back in and I'll heat it up. And next time don't leave your table manners with your father in the barn.
REBECCA: Yes, mother.
WADE HALLWAY
The voices of the dinner party radiate into the hall as Rebecca pauses before her bedroom door, gently opens it to find her father kneeling over the alien.
INTERIOR - REBECCA'S BEDROOM - NIGHT
Rebecca enters, closing the door behind her.
REBECCA: (gently) Papa.
But Thom's gesture of recognition is miniscule, his eyes riveted on the bandages he's peeling from the alien's body.
REBECCA: (continued) You haven't eaten, Papa.
THOM: I could use a drink, I tell you.
Thom's reply is anxious but he continues working.
REBECCA: Mama said she'd reheat the broth.
When this elicits an anxious look,
REBECCA: (continued) ... for him, I mean.
THOM: (doubtfully) Maybe he'll take it.
REBECCA: Why won't he take it? He's got to be hungry.
THOM: Hungry, yes, but for what? We don't know what kind of food he eats, or if he eats any kind of food, for that matter.
Rebecca takes the covered bowl of broth, stops at the door. She considers saying something to her father, a word of endearment perhaps, or encouragement, but cannot speak. Finally she turns and leaves.
WADE HALLWAY
Rebecca returns with the broth reheated, opens the door to her bedroom.
REBECCA'S BEDROOM
Rebecca enters to find her father has gone and Zas is alone in the room, prone, silent, and unmoving.
EXTERIOR AURORA STREETS - NIGHT
Thom walks slowly through the downtown streets. It's late now and almost all of the businesses are closed, windows drawn dark by shades. Distantly he hears the sounds of honky-tonks -- piano music, the laughter of women, male shouts of encouragement. He walks on until he stands outside Sam's bar, his favorite establishment. Want pulls at him. He's fought it these past few hours. What would a drink hurt? Thom mounts the boardwalk, enters the saloon.
INTERIOR SAM CRECY'S BAR - NIGHT
Thom walks unhesitatingly to the bar where Sam greets him with a nod.
THOM: My credit still good here, Sam?
Sam wipes the bar, grins.
SAM CRECY: Aint been good for years, you know that, Thom, but...
Sam leans close, conspiratorially,
SAM CRECY: (continued) ... you tell me about that stranger in your place and I'll foot you for the evening.
Thom gestures assent and Sam draws him beer from a keg on the bartop, sets it in front of him. Thom looks at its foamy head, a "dew" cascading down the side of the glass. Sam prompts:
SAM CRECY: (continued) Well?
THOM: Ah... Well, he's...
Moments pass as Sam waits and Thom struggles with himself.
Finally Thom taps the bar nervously.
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