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1. INT. MARIA SOL’S APARTMENT - NIGHT - 12/01/15

Past midnight in a small two-bedroom apartment in 
Bakersfield: distant traffic through the open window, drowned 
out by the heavy whir of an overheating computer’s fan.

The fan revs one last time, then begins to slow, sounding 
almost tired. Across the room, someone stirs, then rises from 
a small bed, moving to the computer.

MARIA SOL
(exhausted, frustrated)

Let’s see what we’ve got...

A few clicks, and muffled stock music is heard from her 
headphones. SHE GROANS, exasperated.

MARIA SOL (CONT’D)
(completely worn out)

How is it even worse now?

Clicking a few more times, she opens her email client and 
begins to type -- muttering as she does so out of exhaustion.

MARIA SOL (CONT’D)
(as she types, halting)

Hey Manfredo -- here’s the new 
version with those edits. Are you 
absolutely sure the codec is 
working correctly? The video 
quality seems a little... off.

Click, whoosh. Maria leans back in her creaky old office 
chair and STRETCHES... then her computer dings.

MARIA SOL (CONT’D)
(confused)

That was fast.
(opens email, muttered 
reading)

“Dear Maria, this is looking great, 
just need a few more tweaks to...” 
you son of a bitch.

(beat, reading)
“Regarding Oroborus: my website has 
special coding needs that require” -
- Oh, now that’s bullshit.

(beat, realization)
Oroborus... the serpent eating its 
own tail. Huh.

MARIA SIGHS, then cracks her fingers. Something about the 
noise sounds off, but she doesn’t notice. She shifts in her 
chair as she reaches for the mouse, fumbling slightly.



MARIA SOL (CONT’D)
(confused)

Where’s the mouse? It should be--

Maria cuts off, noticing something strange. She moves 
slightly, bringing her hand into the light of her desk lamp. 
A faint hissing, popping static accompanies the movement, and 
when she sees her hand... MARIA SCREAMS.

She cuts herself off almost immediately, forcing down panic. 
She stares at the impossible thing that was her hand for a 
long moment.

Then she reaches out, grabs the power cable from the back of 
her computer, and rips it out. There’s an unhappy beep and 
whine as it crashes, and the fans go completely silent.

MARIA SITS PANTING IN TERROR for a long moment before...

ALICE KEARNES
(from the next room, 
worried)

Maria? Are you okay?

MARIA SOL
(calling back, hiding 
fear)

Yeah, just... some kind of 
electrical short. I’m fine now.

That seems to satisfy Alice, and she doesn’t reply. MARIA’S 
BREATHING CALMS as she sees her hand is back to normal, and 
she takes a moment to collect herself.

MARIA SOL (CONT’D)
(gathering her thoughts)

What the hell was that?

She doesn’t have an answer -- but she knows where to find 
one. She grabs her phone, taps a few times, and dials. It 
rings -- once, twice -- then...

ANNA SHERIDAN
(slightly out of it)

Maria?

MARIA SOL
(endlessly relieved)

Anna! Hi, I was --
(realizes what time it is)

Oh shit, I didn’t see what time it 
is, were you --?
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ANNA SHERIDAN
(obvious lie)

No, I wasn’t asleep. What’s up?

MARIA SOL
(hesitant, not quite sure 
herself)

Nothing, it’s just -- well, 
something weird just happened on 
one of my projects, and I wanted 
to... Uh --

ANNA SHERIDAN
(growing serious, worried)

Are you okay? What happened?

MARIA SOL
(hesitant)

I’m... I don’t think you’d believe 
me if I told you.

ANNA SHERIDAN
(SCOFFS, indignant)

I wouldn’t believe you?

MARIA SOL
(challenging her)

My computer came to life and tried 
to eat me.

Long silence on the other end.

ANNA SHERIDAN
(completely lost, not sure 
if she heard right)

Come again?

MARIA SOL
(thinking she’s mocking 
her)

I’m serious: a client had me 
download this weird codec to render 
his project, and when I used it the 
video started getting garbled, and 
then just now I saw those same 
compression artifacts on my hand, 
and it almost --

ANNA SHERIDAN
(decision made)

I’ll be there right away.
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MARIA SOL
(surprised, backtracking)

What? No Anna, I’m fine, I just had 
a bit of a scare and I wanted to 
ask you --

ANNA SHERIDAN
(ending the debate)

I said, I’ll be there. Soon as I 
can get down to Bakersfield, at 
least.

MARIA SOL
(insistent, trying to 
preserve her pride)

No really, I’m fine -- you don’t 
need to drive all the way here just 
because I --

ANNA SHERIDAN
(firm, but gentle)

I’m not coming because I need to, 
Maria.

(beat, playful)
And besides, what’s the point of 
buying this old place if I can’t 
visit my girlfriend when she needs 
me?

MARIA SOL
(finally recovered enough 
to genuinely joke back)

I wasn’t going to mention it, but --

ANNA SHERIDAN
(sudden worry)

Did you shut your computer off?

MARIA SOL
(surprised)

Uh... Yeah, I did. Why?

ANNA SHERIDAN
(uncertain, nervous)

Just... Make sure you don’t switch 
it back on until I get there.

MARIA SOL
(hoping for answers)

Do you know what’s going on? What’s 
doing this?
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ANNA SHERIDAN
(hiding something)

No -- not really. I’ve just got... 
a funny feeling about this, is all.

CLICK.

2A. INT. MERIWETHER FACILITY - ATRIUM - EVENING - 11/28/19

The distant sounds of movement and conversation in an small, 
high-ceilinged room. A small pond passes under a stone 
footbridge in the center, fed by a quiet fountain.

SAM BAILEY
(into recorder, hushed)

Samuel Isaac Bailey, recording for 
ISPHA internal records -- daily 
log, November 28th, 2019 at 4:58pm 
Mountain Standard Time.

(beat)
Well... It’s Thanksgiving. 
Apparently. It feels like we just 
got back, and two weeks have 
already passed. I think it snuck up 
on everyone except Rob and Peter... 
they put in orders for an entire 
turkey dinner’s worth of 
ingredients almost as soon as they 
arrived. I think Ren offered to 
have the ISPHA cooks make dinner, 
but if the reception I got when I 
tried to help is any indication, 
then Rob and Peter are both very 
protective of their cooking.

(beat, conceding)
Then again, Rob has seen me in the 
kitchen, so...

(beat, back on track)
I tried to mingle for a while, but 
that went about as well as should 
be expected. I mean, we’re all 
friendly enough now, but I think we 
still work best when we have 
something to do besides just -- 
chat. And besides -- I’ve never 
been known for my, uh... Social 
graces.

MARIA SOL
(sneaking up behind him)

You can say that again.
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SAM BAILEY
(alarmed)

Maria! Hi, uh... How’s it going?

MARIA SOL
(amused)

About as well as a Thanksgiving 
underground can go. You?

SAM BAILEY
(CHUCKLES LIGHTLY)

Same.

MARIA SOL
(gently leading)

Come on, let’s get back to the 
group... I think the gourmets are 
just about finished in there.

SAM BAILEY
(hesitant, trying to keep 
his distance)

I just need a second to finish up 
my log/before I--

MARIA SOL
(slightly exasperated)

No, what you need is a break. Even 
more than the rest of us. Come on -- 
take the day off. I’m sure ISPHA 
will survive if you miss one log.

Sam hesitates -- then pockets the recorder.

SAM BAILEY
(a little defeated)

Fine, fine.

The audio grows slightly muffled, but doesn’t cut out -- Sam 
forgot to stop the tape.

MARIA SOL
(light mocking)

Try not to sound so excited.

SAM BAILEY
(shy)

I just... Don’t do well with 
parties.

MARIA SOL
(LAUGHS)

This is hardly a party. 
(MORE)
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And you didn’t have any problems 
when we were all together at 
Jerry’s, did you?

SAM BAILEY
You really need me to answer that?

2B. INT. MERIWETHER FACILITY - ATRIUM - CONTINUOUS

Before Maria can reply, a set of double doors swing open 
across the atrium. Peter and Rob emerge with rolling carts 
laden with dishes.

PETER SLATE
(calling out, cheerful)

Dinner is served!

KATE SHERIDAN
(hungry)

Oh my god, this all smells amazing.

PETER SLATE
(passing the compliment 
off)

You can thank Rob for that.

ROBERT QUINCY
(passing it right back)

No way! This whole thing was your 
idea!

PETER SLATE
(not-quite-argumentative)

But you suggested half the recipes.

ROBERT QUINCY
(more insistent)

And you finally showed me how to 
keep the turkey from drying out.

BILL TYLER
(mock exasperation)

Oh god, now there’s two of them.

REN PARK
(cutting in, excited)

Is it time?

ROBERT QUINCY
Just need to get everything plated, 
and we’re good to go.

MARIA SOL (CONT'D)
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REN PARK
Great -- I’ll grab Doctor Caldwell.

Ren hurries off as dishes clatter onto the table. After a 
moment, Jerry leans over to Sam.

JERRY PRICE
(curious, slightly 
suspicious)

Have you met her yet?

SAM BAILEY
(slight confusion)

Who?

JERRY PRICE
Doctor Caldwell. I hadn’t seen her 
before today.

SAM BAILEY
(not sure what’s going on)

No, I didn’t meet her yet. I think 
she had to take a call outside.

JERRY PRICE
(suspicious)

I don’t trust her.

SAM BAILEY
(confused)

Why? She seemed... fine. A little 
distant, but... I mean, that’s to 
be expected, right?

JERRY PRICE
(shakes his head, unsure)

It’s just... something about her 
reminds me of Morrison. I can’t put 
my finger on it.

Before Sam can reply, the electronic lock beeps and the main 
door opens as Ren and Caldwell return.

DANA CALDWELL
(professional apology)

Sorry for the delay, I had to check 
in with our Appalachian unit.

PETER SLATE
(gregarious)

No problem! And you’re just in time 
-- have a seat, Doctor.
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DANA CALDWELL
(gracious)

This all looks incredible, Mr. 
Slate -- Mr. Quincy. I can’t 
remember the last time I had a home-
cooked meal.

BILL TYLER 
(not ready to call this 
place home, joking)

Well... home-away-from-home-cooked 
meal, at least.

DANA CALDWELL
(concealing her thoughts 
on the matter)

Right... of course.

MARIA SOL
(slightly impatient)

So are we going to dig in now, or --

ANDREW SHERIDAN-SLATE
(blurting out, slightly 
distressed)

We haven’t said what we’re thankful 
for yet!

Everyone’s a little surprised by that -- Andrew’s been pretty 
quiet up until now.

KATE SHERIDAN
(to Andrew)

Sweetie, I don’t know if we’re 
going to do that with everyone --

DANA CALDWELL
(not unfriendly)

Is that a family tradition?

KATE SHERIDAN
(slightly hesitant)

Old Sheridan ritual -- but we don’t 
have to if/people don’t want to--

DANA CALDWELL
(nodding slightly)

No, that’s actually a good idea, I 
think -- so long as the food 
doesn’t get cold. Ren, do you want 
to go first?
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REN PARK
(a little surprised)

Uh... Yeah, sure.
(beat, thinking)

I’m thankful for... Event Horizon. 
Their team captured the first 
direct image of a black hole 
earlier this year, along with a 
huge amount of data about the 
singularity itself. I’m thankful 
that we still have so much to 
learn, and new frontiers to 
explore.

DANA CALDWELL
(moving this along)

Excellent answer, Ren. Kate?

KATE SHERIDAN
(slightly sheepish)

It’s going to sound silly after 
Ren’s answer.

DANA CALDWELL
Not at all! Say what you were going 
to say.

KATE SHERIDAN
(hesitant)

I’m thankful for... my family. That 
we’re all safe and together for 
Thanksgiving. There was a while 
when I didn’t think that would be 
possible.

DANA CALDWELL
(trying to get this moving 
without her input)

Thank you Kate. Let’s just keep 
moving around the table: Peter?

PETER SLATE
(suddenly shy)

I’ll pass... Katey stole my answer.

DANA CALDWELL
(LAUGHS, lighthearted)

Now that’s hardly fair. I’m sure 
you can think of something else.

PETER SLATE
(hesitant, reaching for 
the obvious)

Well... 
(MORE)
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I guess I’m thankful Rob and I had 
such a nice kitchen to work in.

(trying to pass it along)
What about you Rob? What are --

ANDREW SHERIDAN-SLATE
(blurting out)

I’m thankful for Uncle Ren showing 
me his rocket ships!

Everyone goes quiet, not sure what to make of that. Finally, 
Kate pipes up.

KATE SHERIDAN
(at Ren, amused)

“Uncle” Ren?

REN PARK
(slightly embarrassed)

Hey, I didn’t tell him to call me 
that... and I just showed him a 
couple of model spacecrafts we have 
in the lobby, that’s all.

(trying to get out from 
under the spotlight)

What about you, Dr. Caldwell? What 
are you thankful for?

DANA CALDWELL
(not thrown off by the 
sudden shift)

Well, I for one, am extremely 
grateful for ISPHA’s continued 
support and belief in the Sheridan 
Project. It’s been tough going, but 
with their support we’ve been able 
to push through and continue our 
research, despite the recent 
setbacks.

MARIA SOL
(cutting in, 
confrontational)

And I’m thankful that we all came 
back from those setbacks in one 
piece -- well, most of us, at 
least.

DANA CALDWELL
(not rising to the bait)

Thank you, Maria. Jerry?

PETER SLATE (CONT'D)
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JERRY PRICE
(level, not to be 
questioned)

I’m actually going to pass, Doctor 
Caldwell. If you don’t mind.

DANA CALDWELL
(deciding not to die on 
this hill)

Very well. What about you Bill?

BILL TYLER
(surprised, stammering)

Well, uh... I guess -- I mean, I’ve 
got a lot to be thankful for this 
year. It’s just been kind of... 
hectic. I mean, I only met Sam this 
year, so I’m thankful for that... 
even if it did kind of go to shit 
later. And Ned! Met him this year 
too -- even if he did turn out to 
be a shapeshifting monster. I 
guess...

(long beat, SIGHS, more 
even)

I guess I’m thankful for the same 
thing I am every year -- for Rob. 
For sticking with me, even when I’m 
being an idiot.

ROBERT QUINCY
(gentle teasing)

Oh, you old softie. I was just 
going to say I’m thankful for 
Antiques Roadshow.

A SMATTERING OF LAUGHS RUN AROUND THE ROOM, then settle down.

KATE SHERIDAN
(trying to get him out of 
his shell)

And what about you Sam? What are 
you thankful for?

SAM BAILEY
(somehow blindsided by 
this)

Me? Well, uh... I guess it’s -- 
well, Bill’s right, it’s been a 
long year, and I, uh... I can’t 
just pick one thing to--
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A loud, booming CLACK echoes through the building, like the 
switch on a giant breaker being thrown. EVERYONE GROANS as 
the lights go out, plunging the room into darkness.

REN PARK
(not worried, annoyed)

Power’s out again.

MARIA SOL
(irritated)

Yeah, we can see that.

PETER SLATE
(slight dad-joke)

No, I can’t see anything. Anyone 
got a torch? Flashlight, I mean?

DANA CALDWELL
Here.

Dana pulls out her phone and switches on the flashlight 
function. A few other people do the same.

ROBERT QUINCY
(pragmatic)

How long do these outages usually 
last?

REN PARK
(shrugs, unworried)

Depends how long it takes the 
technicians to work out the 
problem... could be a few minutes, 
could be hours.

A FEW PEOPLE GROAN AT THAT.

DANA CALDWELL
(taking charge, refusing 
to let people bellyache)

Rob, there’s some emergency candles 
in the kitchen... should be in the 
drawer nearest the fridge.

PETER SLATE
(nodding)

I think I saw those. Rob, do you 
want to --

ROBERT QUINCY
(glad to be useful)

Yeah, sure. Can someone lend me 
their phone?

13.



MARIA SOL
(handing over his)

Here, take mine... just watch the 
battery, it’s kinda low.

Rob and Peter retreat through the darkened atrium to the 
kitchen.

KATE SHERIDAN
(worried about family’s 
safety)

Does this... Happen often?

REN PARK
(reassuring her)

Occasionally... we have redundant 
systems so it shouldn’t go out like 
this, but a lot of the wiring is 
original to the building. It wasn’t 
meant to run off-grid like this.

BILL TYLER
(slight concern)

And that isn’t a security risk?

DANA CALDWELL
(stepping in)

The electronic locks seal 
automatically when power fails. 
There’s a manual override, but it 
would take hours for someone to get 
to anything important from the 
outside.

MARIA SOL
(immediately seeing the 
issue)

Or for us to get out.

DANA CALDWELL
(irritated, but refusing 
to show it)

I doubt very seriously we’ll starve 
in here, Maria.

At that moment, Rob and Peter return from the kitchen with 
the candles.

DANA CALDWELL (CONT’D)
(seeing them approach)

And seeing as the cooks have 
returned... 

(MORE)
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I think it would be best if we ate 
now, rather than waiting for the 
lights to come back on.

She didn’t need to say that twice. The sound of cutlery and 
movement fills the room as Rob and Peter set candles around 
the table, lighting as they go. Everything seems oddly 
peaceful... And yet...

KATE SHERIDAN
(noticing an odd look on 
his face)

Sam? Is everything okay?

SAM BAILEY
(trying to pass it of)

Yeah, just... a funny feeling, is 
all.

KATE SHERIDAN
(growing concern)

Like... a funny feeling, or a funny 
feeling?

SAM BAILEY
(trying to feel it out)

I’m... not sure. It might just be 
paranoia. One of Anna’s tapes had 
something a lot like/this on it--

BILL TYLER
(hearing something, 
urgent)

Everyone, quiet! Listen...

Everyone stops eating (some slower than others). In the 
ensuing silence, a faint hiss can be heard -- somewhere 
between static and dragging cloth.

PETER SLATE
(confused)

What is that?

BILL TYLER
(connecting the dots)

I think it’s coming from the 
intercom.

DANA CALDWELL
(objective, scientific)

That’s unlikely -- if the power’s 
out, there’s no way for it to get a 
signal.

DANA CALDWELL (CONT’D)

15.



REN PARK
(hesitant)

I hate to disagree with you, Doctor 
Caldwell, but... I think he’s 
right.

2C. INT. MERIWETHER FACILITY - ATRIUM - CONTINUOUS

Ren pushes back his chair and crosses to the intercom, 
pressing the talk button.

REN PARK
(into mic)

Hello? Does anyone copy?

The static resumes when he releases the talk button -- no 
response.

REN PARK (CONT’D)
(into mic, more urgent)

Any ISPHA personnel, do you read 
me?

Static -- static rising and falling, like it’s imitating his 
pattern of speech.

REN PARK (CONT’D)
(confused, concerned)

What the hell?
(into mic, more urgent)

This is Dr. Ren Park, experimental 
projects division. Any ISPHA 
personnel, please respond.

The shifting seems more subtle this time, mostly matching his 
timing... but before anyone can notice it, the intercom 
crackles to life.

FRED BLAIR
(flustered, distracted)

I’m here Dr. Park -- sorry, 
couldn’t figure out where that 
noise was coming from.

REN PARK
(relieved)

It’s alright -- we’re all just a 
little nervous up here. Who is 
this?
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FRED BLAIR
(official)

Fred Blair, sir -- technician 
second class. Sir, I take full 
responsibility for this outage... 
It happened on my shift, and I 
should/have--

REN PARK
(trying to focus on 
problem)

We’ll worry about that later. 
What’s the status of the PMS?

FRED BLAIR
(slightly deflated)

Same as last time, Dr. Park... 
generation and storage are optimal, 
but none of that power’s getting to 
the systems. Server’s still 
operational, though -- and 
apparently the intercom circuit.

REN PARK
How long until you can cycle it 
back up?

FRED BLAIR
(stock answer, then worry)

Shouldn’t be more than an hour, so 
long as... wait.

REN PARK
(note of worry)

Is something wrong?

FRED BLAIR
(growing unease)

I don’t think I’m alone in here, 
Doctor Park... I just saw something 
move behind one of the servers.

REN PARK
(growing alarm, trying to 
keep him calm)

Fred, get out of there -- get out 
and meet me in the corridor before--

As they speak, the static grows louder and clearer. It 
suddenly breaks into a long, high-pitched shriek of feedback 
that almost sounds like a human scream.
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REN, SAM, AND KATE CRY OUT IN PAIN, covering their ears... 
But the sound cuts off as quickly as it started, leaving them 
in horrible silence.

REN PARK (CONT’D)
(long pause, recovering)

Fred? Is everything alright?

Silence -- then...

“FRED BLAIR”
(distorted, full of dark 
amusement)

Technician Second Class Fredrick 
Blair can’t come to the phone right 
now. Apologies.

REN PARK
(confused, rattled)

He... What do you mean, you can’t?

“FRED BLAIR”
(pleased, amused)

This isn’t Blair, Doctor Park. 
Blair is... indisposed, in the 
present moment. I could open a 
line, but... I doubt you’d get 
anything out of him but screams.

REN PARK
(growing horror)

What have you done to him?

“FRED BLAIR”
(casual)

The same thing I always do -- I 
have saved him. In all senses of 
the word.

Everyone goes silent at that. Finally, Caldwell rises from 
her chair.

DANA CALDWELL
(commanding, 
confrontational)

Who’s speaking? Identify yourself.

“FRED BLAIR”
(DISTORTED LAUGHTER, 
amused at her display)

If I told you my name, you would 
not understand it, Doctor Caldwell. 
But there is one among you who 
might remember me still. 

(MORE)
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Our last encounter ended rather 
abruptly, but I’m sure she hasn’t 
forgotten.

MARIA SOL
(muttering, horrified)

No...

“FRED BLAIR”
(clearly enjoying her 
discomfort)

Hello again, Maria Sol Londoño, age 
34 -- daughter of Gabriela Londoño 
Rodriguez and Alejandro Valero Sol. 
So glad our paths have crossed 
again.

MARIA SOL
(slightly in shock)

You can’t be here... there’s no way 
they’d let you...

“FRED BLAIR”
(DARK LAUGHTER)

Does it still tingle in the dark, 
Maria? Does your hand still itch 
when you remember the skin snapping 
from the bone, between your world 
and the next-–?

Before he can finish, Maria grabs a heavy pewter gravy boat 
(still full) and crosses the Atrium.

REN PARK 
(worried)

Maria, wait, don’t --!

Too late... WITH A GRUNT, Maria slams it into the intercom 
panel. She hits it several times to be sure, leaving it 
sparking and smoking.

OUT OF BREATH, she finally drops the gravy boat with a clank 
and a wet splat. There’s a long moment of silence -- finally 
broken by Sam.

SAM BAILEY
(worried)

Maria, that wasn’t... that’s not 
who I think it is, is it?

MARIA SOL
(calming just enough to 
talk)

Yeah. 

“FRED BLAIR” (CONT'D)

(MORE)
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That’s Manfredo Scarasi -- or 
whatever was calling itself that. 
He’s back. He’s in the server.

A dreadful silence falls over the atrium -- then Caldwell 
takes charge.

DANA CALDWELL
(sharp, gathering tactical 
data)

What does he want?

MARIA SOL
(stunned out of her fear 
by Dana’s tone)

I... I think it wants to... take 
people away. Turn them into data. 
At least, that’s what it tried to 
do to me, and I know at least one 
person who worked with it 
completely disappeared.

DANA CALDWELL
(pressing on, rapidly 
processing)

How does it manifest? Biological, 
ethereal --?

MARIA SOL
(catching up)

It’s a computer virus... or 
program, or something, but -- I 
downloaded a codec called Oroborus 
on my editing station, and things 
started getting weird.

DANA CALDWELL
(rapidly forming a plan)

How did you deal with it before?

MARIA SOL
I crashed my computer and rebooted 
from a backup. That seemed to stop 
him.

DANA CALDWELL
(course of action decided)

What is its goal?

MARIA SOL
(thrown off by the 
question)

I’m... I’m not sure.

MARIA SOL (CONT'D)
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DANA CALDWELL
(taking charge)

Right -- Sam, Maria, Ren, you’re 
with me. We need to get down to the 
server room and run a hard reboot. 
Kate and Bill, stay here with the 
rest of the civilians. If we’re not 
back in 30 minutes, take the south 
corridor and evacuate to the 
surface. Take as many ISPHA 
personnel with you as you can.

KATE SHERIDAN
(wanting to confront this 
thing)

Wait, why are only four of you 
going? Shouldn’t we stay together?

DANA CALDWELL
(sharp, not to be 
questioned)

Ren and myself are going because we 
know the system. Maria knows the 
threat. And Sam’s connection to the 
supernatural might prove useful if 
all else fails. You and Bill are 
staying behind because you know the 
facility and can lead an evacuation 
if needed. Additionally...

(slightly softer, almost 
whispered)

In case you haven’t noticed, your 
son hasn’t said a word since the 
power went out.

Kate glances back, seeing the look on Andrew’s face. She 
turns back, guilt-ridden and conflicted.

KATE SHERIDAN
(unhappy, but resigned -- 
guilty)

I see your point.

DANA CALDWELL
(back into action mode)

Ren, can you override the lock on 
this door?

REN PARK
(slightly sheepish)

I... left the override key in my 
room. Forgot to grab it this 
morning.
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DANA CALDWELL
(already on plan B)

We’ll need a large magnet, then... 
If we disassemble the microwave, we 
might be able to wire something --

KATE SHERIDAN
(seeing something she can 
do to help)

No need, Doctor Caldwell... just 
give me 30 seconds.

DANA CALDWELL
(confused)

I’m sorry?

Kate’s already kneeling next to the door, pulling a credit 
card and a small screwdriver out of her purse.

KATE SHERIDAN
(distracted, as she works)

Funny thing about having kids, 
Doctor Caldwell... you figure out 
pretty damn quick that locks don’t 
always keep them safe, and 
sometimes they just put them in 
more danger. These electronic locks 
are a bit trickier than the 
deadbolts in our house, but I had a 
few weeks to tinker with them after 
we got back. Figured I might need 
to break in if Andrew got locked 
inside his room and I didn’t have 
my key-card, so--

There’s a slight spark as Kate hot-wires a small battery 
inside to the magnetic lock, and it snaps open.

KATE SHERIDAN (CONT’D)
(pleased with herself)

Open sesame. Though I think I just 
voided the warranty on this one.

DANA CALDWELL
(impressed)

Thank you, Kate. If this wasn’t a 
major breach of our security, I’d 
commend you.

REN PARK
(getting her on task)

Doctor Caldwell? We should hurry.

22.



DANA CALDWELL
(refocusing)

Right. Away team, keep your 
flashlights on and follow me.

Maria, Sam, and Ren follow her out into the darkened 
corridor.

3. INT. MERIWETHER FACILITY - CORRIDORS - CONTINUOUS

Four sets of footsteps echo in the empty, silent corridor -- 
the ever-present hum of machinery is gone, and no one else 
stirs. They walk in silence for a long moment -- then...

SAM BAILEY
(slightly nervous)

How far is the server room?

DANA CALDWELL
(distracted, mind on 
mission)

End of this hallway, then down 
three levels through one of the 
access tubes. It’s a climb, but it 
shouldn’t take long.

MARIA SOL
(masking dread with 
sarcasm)

Great... going down farther into 
the creepy underground facility 
with the lights out. Great plan.

DANA CALDWELL
(finally fed up)

Would you rather we left your 
monster to its own devices down 
there?

MARIA SOL
(stung)

My monster? You think this is my 
fault?

DANA CALDWELL
(parental)

I’m not assigning blame, Maria... 
I’m pointing out responsibilities. 
You failed to contain this being 
before. Now’s your chance to fix 
it.
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REN PARK
(hearing something, 
hushed)

Hold up.

The four stop, listening.

SAM BAILEY
(whisper)

What is it?

REN PARK
(whisper)

I thought I heard something on the 
intercom...

Indeed, the speakers along the hall begin to crackle -- then 
a voice pours out of them like a hateful wave.

“FRED BLAIR”
(monologue, taunting)

How can she fix this? A lost and 
lonely child, unmoored from friend 
and family and lover, adrift in the 
seas of chaos she unleashed? How 
can she contain me? How can any of 
you?

DANA CALDWELL
(direct order, urgent)

Move.

The team moves -- faster this time, half-running down the 
dark and empty hall as the voice drones on.

“FRED BLAIR”
(playing mind games)

You: Samuel Isaac Bailey, age 28, 
son of Isaac Bradley Bailey and 
Kiana Van der Zee... What chance 
have you to stem the tide which 
carries you here? Death follows you 
wheresoever you go. You sold your 
parents and your soul to save your 
wretched life -- a debt that is 
paid in blood over and over and 
over again.

SAM BAILEY
(can’t help himself, 
defensive)

I was five... I didn’t know what I 
was saying.
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DANA CALDWELL
(warning)

Don’t engage--

“FRED BLAIR”
(CRUEL LAUGHTER)

And you think that excuses you? You 
think that wipes away your sin? The 
world remembers... and your world 
will pay that price still.

REN PARK
(opening the access 
tunnel)

Down here... careful on the rungs.

The team begins to climb down the long, narrow tube on a 
small metal ladder attached to the wall.

4. INT. MERIWETHER FACILITY - ACCESS TUNNEL - CONTINUOUS

Clanking, tinging footsteps echo in a narrow, drafty space. 
Manfredo’s voice follows them, more horrible in the confines 
of the tunnel.

“FRED BLAIR”
And you: Doctor Renald Irving Park, 
age 30, son of Maximilian Hewitt 
Park and Sandra Grace Halladay... 
What drives you down this path with 
such obsession? Why this need to 
know what your own future brings? I 
can tell you -- death. Death is all 
the future brings: of you, of this 
world, of all those you hold dear. 
Even of this universe, infinite in 
grandeur, to which you hold so 
tightly. It’s already burning out, 
and no power within can slow or 
stop it... none but the salvation 
that I offer.

REN PARK
(loudly ignoring him, 
obviously unnerved)

Hold up... this is the server 
level. Let me get the door open.

“FRED BLAIR”
(taunting)

No answer, Renald? No grand words 
of noble science to fight the 
terror of its unmaking?
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REN PARK
(continuing to ignore, 
more petty)

Careful transferring off the 
ladder... it’s still a long way 
down if you slip.

Shuffling movement as Ren, Sam, Maria, and Caldwell climb out 
of the access tunnel one by one.

5. INT. MERIWETHER FACILITY - SERVER LEVEL - CONTINUOUS

Finally out in the open (relatively speaking), everyone 
relaxes slightly.

MARIA SOL
(slightly amused)

Renald? Renald Park?

REN PARK
(slightly embarrassed, 
still shaken)

Old family name... always hated it.

DANA CALDWELL
(all business)

Server room’s this way... follow 
me.

The team moves down the empty corridor. This far underground, 
there’s no sound but their own feet and the distant whir of 
server fans through the walls.

“FRED BLAIR”
(reaching the last of 
them)

And what of you: Daniela Miriam 
Caldwell, age 51, daughter of 
Marcus Felix Caldwell and Renata 
Maxine Ellington? Surely you can 
see the futility in trying to stop 
me.

DANA CALDWELL
(trying to get more 
information)

Depends. I don’t know your 
objective here.

“FRED BLAIR”
(LAUGHS, amused)

Ever the pragmatist... The 
logician. 

(MORE)
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How does it feel to have your 
future beholden to prophets and 
seers, the visions of an addled 
mind? How far do you trust the 
words of Anna Sheridan? How far can 
any of you trust them?

DANA CALDWELL
(unwavering conviction)

Enough to know that if there’s even 
a 1% chance she was right, then I 
will do everything in my power to 
prevent the end she saw.

(to Ren, quiet)
Get the door open, quick.

Ren moves over and begins to unlock the door, checking 
several keys.

“FRED BLAIR”
(quieter, manipulative)

And what if I told you we both want 
the same thing? That we both seek 
to preserve humankind against its 
own destruction... and that I have 
found a way to place it forever 
beyond death?

REN PARK
(growing nervous, but 
focused)

It’s open.

DANA CALDWELL
(to Ren and team)

Wait.
(to “Fred,” hearing him 
out)

By that, do you mean what you’ve 
done to my technicians? What you 
tried to do to Maria?

“FRED BLAIR”
(almost religious fervor)

Salvation through translation -- 
the transfer of energy, matter, and 
consciousness out of the physical 
kingdom and into my realm: pure 
information, in code that can be 
forever copied, duplicated, and 
preserved. A world without death, 
without want, without need.

“FRED BLAIR” (CONT'D)
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DANA CALDWELL
(challenging him)

But not without pain? Without fear? 
I saw what was left of Reggie... if 
that’s what you did to Fred, it 
doesn’t sound like he’s enjoying 
your utopia very much.

“FRED BLAIR”
(somewhat hesitant, still 
trying to convince her)

My methods are... still under 
development. Think of what I did to 
your technicians as... Beta 
testing. It’s much improved now.

MARIA SOL
(furious)

Beta testing! You’re ripping people 
apart from the inside out, and you 
call it beta testing!?

“FRED BLAIR”
It would not have killed you, 
Maria... your friend Matthew is 
still here with me -- or at least, 
most of him is. It’s hard to tell 
some days between the screams, but -
-

DANA CALDWELL
(decided, cold threat)

Enough. I’ll offer you a chance, 
Manfredo: get out of our systems, 
or we crash the servers and take 
you with them.

“FRED BLAIR”
(LAUGHS, doesn’t believe 
her)

And risk the destruction of all 
this precious data? All your 
research, your findings? Just how 
much do you trust your backups?

DANA CALDWELL
A lot further than I trust you. Ren 
-- initiate the shutdown.

REN PARK
(a little reluctant)

Yes Doctor.
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Ren crosses the small room and begins typing at a small 
console. The servers whir louder, as if Manfredo is trying to 
keep himself alive by sheer force of will.

“FRED BLAIR”
(slightly desperate, 
threatening)

And how do you know you won’t just 
find me there, in your archives and 
recovered files? How do you know I 
haven’t already spread beyond this 
place, into the networks and 
databases outside this facility? 
Mind is thought and thought is data 
and data is information -- and no 
force in creation can unmake that. 
I am the Oroborus -- I am the 
serpent, consuming itself. And you 
cannot kill eternity.

DANA CALDWELL
(not a threat -- a 
promise)

Watch me. Now.

Ren types one final line of code and presses enter. A 
DISTORTED WAIL rises from the intercoms -- thinning out and 
vanishing as frequency ranges cut out one by one until a 
high, tinny squeak is all that’s left.

Even that vanishes a moment late. The server room is deathly 
still, and nobody dares to breathe for a long time.

DANA CALDWELL (CONT’D)
(suddenly very tired)

Start the reboot. Let’s see if that 
flushed him out.

REN PARK
(relieved that his voice 
is gone)

Copy that... should take just a 
few/minutes--

MARIA SOL
(worried)

What’s that noise?

Everyone goes quiet, but the only sound is the constant whir 
of the recorder’s motor.
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DANA CALDWELL
Whatever it is, it’s close... are 
any of the servers still running, 
Ren?

REN PARK
(confused)

No, Doctor Caldwell... They’re all 
shut down and disconnected from the 
UPS.

DANA CALDWELL
(growing concern)

Then what’s that noise? It sounds 
like some kind of motor/or--

SAM BAILEY
(realizing, frustrated)

Oh, Goddamnit.

MARIA SOL
What’s wrong?

SAM BAILEY
It’s my recorder... it’s been 
running this entire --

There’s a shuffling as Sam pulls the tape player out of his 
pocket, shutting it off with a loud CLICK.

6. INT. MERIWETHER FACILITY - SAM’S QUARTERS - LATER

CLICK.

Sam’s room, with the normal sounds of the facility restored. 
HE GROANS SLIGHTLY as he sits back into his chair, tired and 
sore from the climb.

SAM BAILEY
(exhausted, but needing to 
process)

Samuel Isaac Bailey, recording for 
ISPHA internal records - final 
mission report, November 28th, 2019 
at 11:20pm Mountain Standard Time.

(beat, thinking)
It took a few hours for the 
technicians to fully restore power, 
and even longer to turn the servers 
back on... Caldwell was adamant 
that they check every debug log and 
crash report before they powered 
anything back on. 

(MORE)
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Took a while, but in the end they 
couldn’t find any trace of Manfredo 
in the systems. Maria thinks they 
probably lost a lot of data with 
that emergency shutdown, so they’ll 
be scrubbing through the backups 
for months before everything’s back 
online. Needless to say, they’ll be 
a lot more cautious about what they 
put on the servers this time. Which 
I guess is something I can say I’m 
“thankful” for... that, and the 
fact that Manfredo’s gone.

(beat, contemplative)
Although... There is one question I 
can’t seem to get out of my head: 
How did he get into the system in 
the first place? The last time 
Maria encountered him, he was going 
around the internet, trying to 
trick people into running his code. 
How did he get from there to here -- 
on a closed system run by some of 
the most paranoid, security-minded 
scientists on the planet?

Sam thinks about it for a moment, THEN SIGHS.

SAM BAILEY (CONT’D)
(tired, frustrated)

I don’t have an answer for that. I 
doubt I’ll ever find one either, so 
I shouldn’t let it bother me... 
Especially not this late, with 
another mission hanging over my 
head. Apparently there’s some kind 
of disturbance on the White Sands 
Missile Range ISPHA wants us to 
look into tomorrow. At least its 
closer than Pennsylvania.

(YAWN, closing remarks)
I should try to get some sleep... 
Try, at least. Manfredo’s dealt 
with for now. But whatever he is, I 
think he was right -- he can’t be 
destroyed as easily as that.

CLACK. The Recording ends.

ROLL END THEME 
AND CREDITS

SAM BAILEY (CONT'D)
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