
FADE IN:

EXT. NORTHWEST RUSSIA - KOLA PENINSULA - SNOW SWEPT FIELD - 
NIGHT

SUPER LEGEND: "NORTHWEST RUSSIA - TWENTY YEARS AGO" 

SOYKA, an adventurous  11-year-old native Sami girl, dressed
for the brutal winter weather in a long coat of reindeer
skin and fur, trudges through the darkness away from the
outdoor cooking fires of her village.

She looks up, following an unusually bright Aurora Borealis
pathway in the sky.

Vivid white trails of meteors crisscross through the Aurora
before they quickly burn up. A few saucer-shaped silver dots
race from horizon to horizon.

Between patches of ice and snow, Soyka discovers the frozen
carcass of a long-dead reindeer protruding from a patch of
freshly-thawed permafrost.

She pulls a sturdy Sami knife from under her long coat.

With a few hefty chops, she hacks off a hunk of reindeer
meat and stuffs it and her knife back under her coat.

She turns and trudges back toward the cooking fires twinkling
in the distance.

Far behind her, the lights of a large truck click on,
illuminating an unidentifiable team tossing similar carcasses
into the bed of the truck.

SAMI VILLAGE - LATER

Outside her family dwelling, Soyka sneaks her reindeer meat
onto the grill of the cooking fire, among strips of seal.

INT. SOYKA FAMILY LAVVU - NIGHT

Soyka sits in the family's meal circle, feasts on her half-
cooked reindeer meat while her middle-aged MOTHER and FATHER
and her younger brother, EDO, 7, eat seal.

LATER

While her family sleeps, Soyka, covered in sweat, tosses and
turns on her bed of alpine willow twigs and reindeer calfskin. 

She stifles cries of pain as black pustular sores form on
her body.  She stiffens then shakes uncontrollably.
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INT. SOYKA FAMILY LAVVU - DAY

Edo awakens first, crawls over to his sister whose body faces
away from him. 

He nudges her. 

She doesn't move. 

He pulls her arm, rolls her over. 

Screams.

EDO
Mommy, Daddy, Soyka's hurt.

Wide-open unblinking eyes stare up at Edo. Dime-sized black
sores cover Soyka's face and arms.  A dark stain of still-
soft blood marks a wide trail from her nostrils and lips
down her face. She's dead.

FADE TO BLACK.

FADE IN:

EXT. ALASKA - ARCTIC NATIONAL WILDLIFE REFUGE AREA 1002 -
BROOKS RANGE - CRESTED NOTCH ENTRANCE TO THE VALLEY OF DEATH -
DAY

Four teams of eight Siberian Huskies pull dog-sleds over the
snowy notch into the valley. Each carries two geographic
researchers tasked to locate, map, and explore this legendary
valley.

SUPER LEGEND: "ALASKA - TEN YEARS AGO"

The leader of the team, RUSS RYAN, 40 years old, curt and
crusty for his age, drives the first sled. A storm whistle
hangs from his neck on a lanyard.

Volcanic vents spew puffs of noxious gas around them as they
descend into the valley.

The frozen remains of birds and small mammals litter the
snow-covered ground.

They pass groves of white spruce, dripping with icicles like
transparent daggers.

HALF WAY DOWN

In a windy clearing, Russ blows the LOUD STORM WHISTLE, raises
an arm to signal the others.

The dogs slow to a stop.
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He shouts over the sound of the WIND to his entire team.

RUSS
Gentlemen. Behold, I give you the
fabled Valley Of Death.

He turns to INUKSUK, the stoic 20-something Inupiat guide
who shares his sled, and speaks in a more intimate voice.

RUSS  (CONT'D)
Thank you my friend, job well done.

RUSS (CONT'D)
(to the others)

Now, let's get those sleds unloaded
so we can set up camp and begin our
exploration and mapping of this God-
forsaken place.

CHAZ CHEZOSKY, a jittery 25-year-old cartographer just out
of school, dismounts from another sled.

RAY SKINNER, a short-tempered 38-year-old veteran
seismologist, dismounts behind Chaz.

Both struggle to untie a large sheet of canvas covering the
back half of their sled, to reveal equipment and large boxes
stenciled with the words "U. S. GEOLOGICAL SURVEY."

CHAZ
I never liked that name: Valley of
Death. Gives me the creeps.

Chaz picks up, unloads a portable seismograph, staggers
backward a few feet, drops it into the snow.

SKINNER
Jeez Chaz, watch it. Now I'll have
to recalibrate my seismograph.

CHAZ
Sorry.

SKINNER
(muttering, slightly
mocking)

What if I stepped on one of your
delicate lidar drones and broke a
rotor? You wouldn't be able to draw
your precious maps of this "Valley
of Death."

He marks the words Valley of Death with air quotes.
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The other Researchers murmur among themselves as they dismount,
strap on snowshoes, and unload the rest of their gear. 

As they unload cartons of dried food, Skinner snatches up
and holds a pouch of people food in one hand - labeled
"Chicken with Rice," a packet of "Husky Kibble" in the other.
He grumbles to no one in particular.

SKINNER (CONT'D)
(grumbling)

I don't think I can stomach this
shit another night. The dog food
probably tastes better.

Russ overhears, takes offense.

RUSS
Hey Skinner, I don't think I can
stomach your complaining shit another
night. Question: Whose fault is it
we haven't seen any game for the
last fifty miles? Answer: it's
nobodys' fault!

Chaz stares at a huge bank of snow-ice along the base of a
cliff at the edge of the clearing.

CHEZOSKY
What's that over there?

He points.

Skinner takes a few steps towards the cliff, breaks a grin.

SKINNER
Dinner!

CLIFF/SNOW BANK

They all gather around the frozen body of a porcupine caribou
half-buried in the snow.

SKINNER (CONT'D)
(chuckling)

Looks like he didn't outrun the
avalanche.

CHEZOSKY
Think it's safe to eat?

SKINNER
As safe as the meals on wheels we
just unloaded.

(MORE)
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SKINNER (CONT'D)
(beat)

And I don't really care. It's fresh
frozen meat.

RUSS
Hold on. We can't assume anything
about the meat. Inuksuk may know
something. He may have found one of
these before.

Inuksuk snarls at the others.

INUKSUK
Do not think of it. My people in the
east speak of the death that comes
to those who eat meat they do not
kill.

SKINNER
(to Inuksuk)

Do your people tell tales of old
wives?

(to the others)
I say we get the shovels and dig it
out.

Inuksuk scowls at Skinner.

INUKSUK
My people are warriors and hunters.
We do not speak of our wives. 

The shadow of a large triangular-shaped aircraft passing
silently overhead, a hundred feet above tree-top level,
interrupts the squabble.

Higher in the sky, several similar craft sail onward toward
the horizon in the same direction.

The craft closest to the team glides down the valley, over
the wilderness, and crashes into the South Beaufort Sea at
the opposite end.

The Group abandons the carcass, rush back to their sleds. 

The Team on their sleds race toward the crash site.

CRASH SITE

They reach the shore, watch the aircraft sink beneath the
ice-filled sea water. 
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No big bloops of air bubbles rise from the spot. However, a
multitude of small gas bubbles from underwater vents float
to the surface, all around the sinking craft.

CHEZOSKY
Shouldn't we try to rescue any poor
souls trapped inside?

RUSS
It's too far offshore.

SKINNER
We can't go in there without dry
suits.  We'd freeze to death.

RUSS
Skinner's right.  We don't have any
recovery equipment.

CHEZOSKY
What do you suppose it is?

RUSS
Looked experimental, like one of
those new spy planes that replaced
U2s.

Skinner hums the opening bars of the Xfiles theme.

SKINNER
Well gentlemen, I'd say we just
witnessed the crash of an alien
spacecraft. What are you going to do
about it, Russ? You're our leader.

RUSS
File a report with the sponsor.

SKINNER
The good old Department of the
Interior.

(beat)
You do that - later tonight. I say
first we dig out dinner.

INT. ARLINGTON VIRGINIA - PENTAGON - DAY

The building shines like a crown of white fire in the noon-
day sun.

INT. PENTAGON - HALLWAY - DOOR - DAY

The lettering on the frosted glass door reads: "Department
of Defense - Office of the Advanced Aviation Threat
Identification Program."
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INT. CENTRAL OFFICE AREA - DAY

Crammed with modern data-processing equipment, ringed by
doors to smaller side offices.

A lone Intelligence Officer (IO), WINNIE LIU, 24, a no-
nonsense transgender Army career woman who looks and acts
more like a man, sits at the only desk.

SUPER LEGEND: "PRESENT DAY"

She touch-types keys on a PC.

PC SCREEN

The following words appear as she types: "DOI Database Inquiry
> Reports > last 10 years..."

A prompt appears: "Report Subject:"

She types some more: “unidentified aerial phenomena”

Colonel RAMON RODRIGUEZ, 50s, Winnie's superior, an ex-warrior
and explorer who resents being permanently chained to a desk,
pops his head out of a side office.

RODRIGUEZ
Winnie, I need all hits on my desk
this afternoon, an hour before the
Disclosure Committee meets.

WINNIE
Almost there. Searching the last
year now.

Winnie taps another key.  She leans back, eyes wide open.

WINNIE (CONT'D)
Sir, listens to this.

She leans in towards her PC, licks her lips, reads the screen.

WINNIE (CONT'D)
Ten years ago a geographic research
team were exploring a place called
The Valley of Death in northern
Alaska. They watched a silent odd-
shaped object crash just offshore in
the South Beaufort Sea.

Rodriguez perks up, steps out of his office.
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WINNIE (CONT'D)
(continuing to read
off her screen)

The object was triangular, windowless,
metallic. Approximately forty feet
in diameter.

RODRIGUEZ
Wow! Big hit! Who called it?

She runs her index finger across the screen.

WINNIE
It's signed by a civilian. Russ Ryan.

(beat)
There's an audio recordings attached
to the report. It looks like a call
from Ryan to Interior.

RODRIGUEZ
Play it.

WINNIE
She taps a key.

The recording plays through Winnie's pc speakers:

RUSS'S TEAM
MEMBERS (V.O.)

(groaning and howling
in pain)

Help Me
(overlapping)

It hurts
(overlapping)

Do something!

SLED DOGS (V.O.)
(growling, howling)

EXT. ALASKA - VALLEY OF DEATH - TEAM CAMP SITE - NIGHT -
(FLASHBACK)

Under the blaze of a full moon, sled dogs growl and howl -
not at the moon - but at the ground,

Each other, and

Team Members.

Half-dressed team Members roll in the ice and snow, pressing
bare skin covered with black pustular sores into the cold.

Blood flows freely from noses and mouths.

They cough, groan, howl.

They hold their guts and pound arms and legs.
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A scowling Inuksuk steadies Russ as the team leader struggles
to stand upright and hold his satellite phone to his
glistening sweat-drenched face.

RUSS
(sound synched through
Winnie's PC speakers -
whispering - gasping
for breath)

We're dying...My Team is dying...My
dogs are dying...Send help...
Immediately...Ohhhh...It hurts so
bad...BLAARGH!!!

(Russ vomits)

Russ slips through Inuksuk's arms, drops his phone on the
way down, ends up in his own puddle of puke.

BACK TO SCENE

Through Winnie's speakers:

THUD!

Russ's cell phone hits the hard snow-covered ground.

Then

SILENCE and STATIC.

It's the end of the recording.

RODRIGUEZ
(swallowing hard)

That's it?

Winnie Nods.

RODRIGUEZ (CONT'D)
Print the report.

She taps another key. The report spools out of a printer.

She hands it to Rodriguez who looks it over, frowns.

RODRIGUEZ (CONT'D)
We've got to follow this one up. I
want you to be our point person.
Keep the CIA in the loop. Send a
copy Of this report and the audio to
agent Matthew Edwards. Oh, and make
sure it appears at the top of the
list for the Disclosure Committee
meeting.
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INT. RODRIGUEZ'S OFFICE - DAY

At his desk, Rodriguez opens a folder labeled "Connor Dunn." 

A passport-sized photo of a handsome mid-50s man, CONNOR
DUNN, drops out.

He paper-clips it back onto a corner of Connor's resume as
he dictates into his cell phone.

RODRIGUEZ
Recommendation: Connor Dunn...previous
contract experience on secure projects
...specialty: lost aircraft recovery
...geographic experience: Bermudan
and Mongolian Triangles...Devil's
Sea...Matlock Dales...Antarctica...and
domestic experience: Areas 51, 52,
and 53.

EXT. CONNOR DUNN'S BACKYARD - DAY

An immense swimming pool dominates the space behind an upscale
ranch-style house.

A rock-solid Connor Dunn stands on the side of the pool
wearing a Speedo.

He adjusts the gill-like underwater breathing mask that covers
his face, then jumps in.

UNDERWATER

Connor breathes deeply as he swims. With each exhale, air
bubbles from his mask float to the surface.

Underwater speakers carry a loud RING-TONE of the "Stars and
Stripes Forever" through the water to Connor.

POOLSIDE

Connor taps the screen of a cell phone, raises it to his
ear.

CONNOR
(into phone)

Rodriguez? What's up, Buddy?

He fluffs his hair with a towel.

RODRIGUEZ (V.O.)
(through the phone)

Are we secure?
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Connor stops running the towel through his hair, drops it
onto a plastic chair.

CONNOR
Same phone as you gave me last time.

RODRIGUEZ (V.O.)
I got a possible sighting of an
unknown downed craft in the waters
off Alaska. Interested?

CONNOR
You know I am.

RODRIGUEZ (V.O.)
The crash site's above the Arctic
Circle. This unknown craft went down
ten years ago. We're holding the
other details top secret until we
know you're onboard. We want to keep
it off the radar of any of our
birdwatching friends.

EXT. RUSSIA - CHUKOTKA AUTONOMOUS OKRUG - ANADYR - UGOLNY
AIR FORCE BASE - GRU OUTPOST BUILDING - DAY

The sun peeps over the horizon illuminating piles of drifted
snow, which almost swallow a concrete block building and
several dish-shaped satellite antennae surrounding it.

INT. UGOLNY AIR FORCE BASE - GRU OUTPOST BUILDING - HALLWAY -
DOOR - DAY

The Cyrillic lettering on the gray metal door reads: "Glavnoye
Razvedyvatelnoye Upravlenie."

INT. GRU OFFICE - DAY

Crammed with modern electronic communications equipment.

A flashing red light synched with a loud beeping interrupt
the wide yawn of the seated very bored, yet very intelligent, 
44-year-old Intelligence Officer, YEVGENY YEVTUSHENKO.

He jumps to his feet, flips a few switches, pushes several
buttons on the equipment. An OVERHEAD SPEAKER SQUAWKS then
broadcasts the conversation between Rodriguez and Connor.

TRIPLE SPLIT SCREEN - RODRIGUEZ'S OFFICE/GRU OFFICE/CONNOR'S
POOL

Yevgeny takes notes as he listens in on the conversation
between Rodriguez and Connor.
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RODRIGUEZ
The crash site's above the Arctic
Circle. This unknown craft went down
ten years ago. We're holding the
other details top secret until we
know you're onboard. We want to keep
it off the radar of any of our
birdwatching friends.

CONNOR
Count me in.

RODRIGUEZ
Great! Got something to write on?

Connor picks up a small notebook and pen from under his towel
on the plastic chair.

CONNOR
Go ahead.

RODRIGUEZ
We searched our records and radar
reports. Nothing! No reports from
militaries or governments when it
went missing either. We've classified
it as unidentified aerial phenomena.

CONNOR
Another UFO?

RODRIGUEZ
I've checked up the chain and all
agreed we want you to find it. He're
the approximate location coordinates:
seventy degrees seven minutes five
seconds North by one hundred forty
three degrees forty minutes zero
seconds West.

END TRIPLE SPLIT SCREEN

SPLIT SCREEN - GRU OFFICE/CONNOR'S POOL

Connor and Yevgeny both write them down:

           "70° 7' 5"? N by 143° 40' 0"? W"

END SPLIT SCREEN
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CONNOR AT POOLSIDE

RODRIGUEZ (V.O.)
(through the phone)

Time is of the essence. The generals
are upset that this one slipped
through our fingers. Project Moon
Dust should have caught it ten years
ago. We want you to start immediately.
The paperwork'll catch up later.

Connor ends the call.

His wife, MIDGE, 30s, high strung, jealous, flirty, insecure -
and a real beauty - think: a younger more moderate Glenn
Close in Fatal Attraction clad only in a bikini - joins him.

She carries a cocktail in one hand. With the other, she picks
up his towel and begins to dry his hair again.

MIDGE
(sipping her drink)

Is that your secure phone?

CONNOR
Yep.

MIDGE
Another "project?"

CONNOR
Yep.

MIDGE
Let's go for a swim.

CONNOR
Not now. I'm thinking.

MIDGE
You're always thinking.

CONNOR
How many times do I have to tell
you, it's my job.

MIDGE
It's always your job. When will you
have time for me?

He looks away.
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MIDGE (CONT'D)
What ever happened to all the quality
time we were going to have - doing
what loving husbands and wives do
together?

CONNOR
We've been through this before---

MIDGE
---And we're not getting any younger.
Don't take this one. Please, don't
take this one.

She downs her drink and stares at him expectantly.

CONNOR
(slowly)

Midge, you know this is my life's
work, what I was born to do. I want
to find something that proves to
everyone we're not alone. Just believe
in me, will you? This time I'm close.
Real close. I can feel it. This one
will be it. It'll be worth all the
near misses I've had over the years.
You'll see.

EXT. IRANIAN DESERT - DAY (FLASHBACK)

Connor and several fully armed RANGERS in desert camos walk
around a saucer-shaped craft half-buried in an endless sea
of sand.

Connor wears a Colt Buntline Special in a unique holster on
his hip.

SUPER LEGEND: "IRAN - FIVE YEARS AGO"

The words "Israeli Air Force - Air and Space Arm" appear in
Hebrew characters stenciled on the far side of the craft.

SUPER BOTTOM LEGEND IN ENGLISH:  "ISRAELI AIR FORCE -
AIR AND SPACE ARM"

In frustration, Connor slams his 'Indiana Jones' fedora into
the sand.

CONNOR
Damn it! Israeli again.
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END FLASHBACK

POOLSIDE

Connor yanks the towel out of Midge's hands, wraps it around
his waist, walks into the house without saying another word.

INT. CONNOR'S HOME OFFICE - NIGHT

The time on his digital clock reads "4:15 AM."

It sits on a center-piece bookshelf, next to a mounted

Colt Buntline Special, and

A hand-written anniversary card, whose cover reads "Happy
Anniversary Future Father."

Other bookshelves surround this one.

All of these display miniature models of soldiers, tanks,
aircraft, helicopters, ships and other weapons of war and
exploration.

Connor sits at an angle to his desk, his back to the office
door. He taps keys on a notebook computer. A pile of file
folders blocks a view of the screen.

He glances at a hand-written list of items on a yellow pad.
The first item has a line drawn through it: "U.S. Military
and Official - All Levels."

He stops typing, picks up a pencil, lines off the next item
on the list: "Foreign Military and Official - All Known
Levels."

Several more items still to be crossed off remain further
down: "U. S. Private, Commercial, and Charter," "Foreign
Private, Commercial, and Charter," "Unidentified Encroachments
on U.S. Air Space."

He types again. Stops again. Yawns. Massages his face and
temples. Stretches.

CONNOR
(to himself)

Just five minutes.

He lays his head down on his desk, tucks an arm underneath.

LATER

His Cell phone erupts with the "Stars and Stripes Forever"
RING-TONE.
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The time on his digital clock reads "6:20 AM."

Connor stirs, answers his phone.

CONNOR (CONT'D)
(into the phone, barely
awake, irritated)

Hello?

WINNIE (V.O.)
(through the phone)

I'm sorry. I forgot all about the
time difference.

CONNOR
Well, I'm talking now. What's up?

WINNIE (V.O.)
The Colonel left a note on my chair.
He wanted me to call you as soon as
I got in, see how far along you are
in prep.

CONNOR
For Christ's Sake, he knows my
routine. I've got a few items to go.

WINNIE (V.O.)
What are you doing now?

CONNOR
Looking for clues in the files you
sent me.

WINNIE (V.O.)
Why are you doing that? We've already
gone through them.

CONNOR
I'm looking for things you missed.

WINNIE (V.O.)
He'll think you're wasting our time.
I can help, you know. I've located
Russ Ryan, the leader of the geo
expedition. He filed the original
report. Seems he's an expert on the
Arctic, spent most of his professional
life in the Wildlife National Refuge.
Now he lives alone up in Seattle.
I'll send over his contact info.

CONNOR
WOW! Thanks.
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