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118 CONTINUED: (3) 118 

He looks at Ray, but when Ray meets his eye, he fidgets. Maybe he 
didn't find it empty. 

OGILVY (cont'd) 
What? 

RAY 
Didn't say a word. 

Ray's eyas drop down, and for the first time he notices the large 
hunting knife Ogilvy wears strapped to his ankle. 

OGILVY 
Got water, food enough for weeks. 
You're welcome to stay. Both of you. 

RAY 
Thank you. I gotta sleep... 

Ho stands up. 

OGILVY 
Those machines, those Tripods they 
got... 

Ray turns back. Ogilvy shakes his head in dire admiration. 

OGILVY (cont'd) 
Buried 'em right under our feet. Since 
before the firBt people were here. 
They've been planning this for a million 
years. We're beat to shit. 

RAY 
Please keep your voice down. 

OGILVY 
Think about it, they defeated the 
greatest power in the world in a couple 
days. Walked right over us. And these 
are only the first, they'll keep coming. 
This isn't a war, any more than there's 
a war between men and maggots. 

RAY 
Then what is it? 

OGILVY 
It's an extermination. 

He pours himself some more schnapps. Ray nods. Again, he tries 
to walk away. Again, Ogilvy won't let him. 
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118 CONTINUED: (4) 118 

OGILVY (cont'd) 
You afraid? 

RAY 
Of course I'm afraid. 

OGILVY 
I've been around death plenty. Drive an 
ambulance in the city. Drove an 
ambulance. That's all over now. 

RAY 
Hew York? 

OGILVY 
You know the people that make it? The 
ones that don't flatline before the 
hospital? It's the ones that keep their 
eyes open, that keep looking at you, 
keep thinking, they'ro the ones who 
survive. We can't lose our heads, Ray. 
Running, that's what'11 kill you. And 
I'm dead set on living. 

(laughs bitterly) 
"Dead set on living." 

Be finishes his schnapps again and pours himself some more. Ray 
watches him. This is starting to be a concern. 

Somewhere far off in the distance, there is a hollow BOOH. 

RAY 
Thank you for taking us in. 

Ray goes to tho other side of the basement, where Rachel is 
asleep. He lies down on the floor next to her cot, makes a pillow 
of his jacket. 

More hollow BOOMS, except they're slightly closer. 

Ogilvy, still sitting with his back to him and faintly 
silhouetted by the hurricane lamp, calls out in a normal, too-
loud voice. 

OGILVY 
Not gonna be exterminated! 

Ray closes his eyes, but a few chunks of earth and plaster fall 
from the ceiling and land on the floor around him. 

Be opens his eyes. More debris wafts down onto his face. Ray 
sits up and looks over at Ogilvy, who turns around to face him, a 
mad grin on his face. 
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118 CONTINUED: (5) 118 

OGILVY (cont'd) 
We're gonna fight 'em, Ray. They gotta 
have a weakness. Somehow they killed a 
few of those things in Osaka, that's 
what I heard. You telling me the Japs 
can figure it out but we can't? 

He comes over and elbows Ray in the ribs, a hard, macho gesture. 
Ray GROANS in pain, his ribs are probably fractured. 

From just outside, a loud, rhythmic POUNDING begins, like the 
sound of a factory coming back to life after lunch hour. The 
house above them SHUDDERS. Ray gets to his feet, a horrible 
thought growing in his mind. 

OGILVY (cont'd) 
It's okay. 

Be leans forward, opens the door on the hurricane lamp, and PUFFS 
out the flame, plunging the basement into near-darkness. 

OGILVY (cont'd) 
Save a look. 

He stands, still clutching the rifle, and scurries across the 
room, gesturing to Ray to follow. He climbs up on an overturned 
crate, onto a small ledge built into the wall. 

When he climbs on it, his face is right at window level. A board 
has been cut to fit the window space and slid into place, now 
Ogilvy slides it back slightly so he can see outside. 

Putting a finger to his lips, a signal to Ray to keep quiet, he 
hops off the wall and gestures to Ray to climb up. 

Ray does, with dread. Ogilvy gestures — look through the slit. 

119 THROUGH THE SLIT, 119 

Ray can see the open area to the side of the house. But it isn't 
open field any more. 

TWO TRIPODS have made their encampment in the field, and as Ray 
watches a THIRD TRIPOD strides out from the trees, calling to the 
others in its familiar mechanical tone. 

"VLLAI" 

120 IN THE CELLAR, 120 

Ray's face snaps away from the window in horror. Ogilvy, who 
seemed to know about this, seems unconcerned. 
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120 CONTINUED: 120 

OGILVY 
Don't worry, they can't hear us when 
those things are on. 

Be scurries across the basement, climbs a ladder on the other 
side, and pushes aside another piece of plywood that he's used to 
obsoure the window over there. 

Again, he gestures to Ray, who races silently across the room and 
up the ladder. 

121 THROUGH THE SECOND SLIT, 121 

Ray sees ANOTHER TRIPOD on this side of the house, and as he 
watches its GIANT MECHANICAL LEGS stride right past the window 
and stop. 

With an otherworldly GROAN, the legs contract into themselves, 
lowering the "head" of the Tripod down to ground level. 

There's a FLASH of brilliant light from within the head of the 
Tripod that momentarily illuminates the fields around the house, 
and in that flash we see equipment, dug-out pits, a bivouac — 
clear evidence that this is, and has been, an alien encampment. 

In their hurry to get inside, Ray and Rachel didn't notice it all 
before, but they are now living in a house taken over. 

122 BACK IH THE BASEMENT, 122 

Ray leaps off the ladder and lands in front of Ogilvy, who's 
pleased at showing off the true nature of their location. Ray 
grabs him by the shirt, drags his face right up to his. 

RAY 
You knew?/ Are you insane?! How could 
you bring us here?! 

OGILVY 
So wo could fight 'em together, Ray! 
Row we're the ones coming up from 
underground. And when the time's right, 
we'll take them by surprise, the way 
they took us. 

Ray looks at him, realizing too late this guy's lost it. 

OGILVY (cont'd) 
Right under their feat, Ray. Right here 
under their feet. 
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122 CONTINUED: 122 

RAY 
You killed us. You just killed us. 

CUT TO: 

123 EXT OLD BOUSE DAY 123 

The next morning. 

SFFFTI A piece of plywood slides away and an eyeball appears 
right in front of us. Re're outside the old house, down at ground 
level. 

There's something strange about the landscape out here, 
everywhere there is dirt or grass or moisture, there is a 
creeping red fuss, a red weed. We've seen these clawing tendrils 
before, on the surface of the barren planet in the opening. 

The red weed seethes, swarming over a dripping outdoor faucet at 
the base of the house. 

Ray's eye is peering out through the basement slit, looking 
furtively from side to side. The sounds of HEAVY MACHINERY can 
be heard behind us, the rhythmic, pounding drone of a factory. 
The shadows of tall, moving shapes play across the house. 

124 INT OLD HOUSE - CELLAR DAY 124 

Ray slides the piece of wood back into place and hops off the 
narrow ledge. He's upset, didn't like what he saw, clearly 
they're Btill hemmed in by the Tripods. The POUNDING MACBINERZ 
is deep and penetrating here in the basement, and it will hammer 
away constantly the entire time they're here. 

Up near the window, he sees the tendrils of a batch of red weed 
growing around the edge of the window, making their way into the 
basement. 

He reaches up and RIPS them off. They're tough, sinewy, it takes 
a few pulls. 

He looks across tho room, sees Rachel still asleep on the cot. 

Ogilvy is back on the camp chair, his rifle across his logs, 
rocking back and forth slightly, watching Ray's every move. 

CUT TO: 

124A INT CELLAR - A SHORT TIME LATER DAY 124A 

Later. Ray is beside Rachel's cot. She's awake now, and looking 
up at him apprehensively. 
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124A CONTINUED: 124A 

With a dull SCRAPE, he strikes a match from a book of matches. He 
holds a straight pin in the other hand and passes it back and 
forth through the flamo, sterilizing it. Rachel stares at him 
with wide, teary eyes, fixed on the pin. She's got her left band 
balled up in a fist and is clutching it to herself. 

RAY 
(whispering) 

It's infected. It's got to come out or 
it'll just get worse. 

Reluctantly, Rachel opens her hand and we get a look at her palm — 
the sliver she got a few days ago is indeed infected, the skin is 
puffy, red and angry all around it. Ray moves the pin closer. 

RACHEL 
Do you have to do that? 

Ray puts down the pin, reaches down carefully, and pinches the 
end of the protruding splinter. 

RAY 
Hot anymore. Look, the infection pushed 
it out a little. 

He pulls it the rest of the way out and Rachel snatches her hand 
back happily. 

RACHEL 
Told you. It wasn't supposed to be 
there, so my body got rid of it. 

RAY 
Yeah. It did, didn't it. 

RACHEL 
(pause, then) 

How long are we going to stay here? 

RAY 
Hot long. Re need to wait for the right 
moment, and then we're going to leave 
and find another place to stay. 

RACHEL 
Are we still going to Mom's? 

RAY 
Of course wo are. But in the meantime, 
juat try not to make a sound and I'll 
bring you something to eat and drink, 
okay? 
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124A CONTINUED: (2) 124A 

Rachel nods, fearful. Ray nods back, good for you, and turns to 
got some food. But Ogilvy is right behind him. 

OGILVY 
Leave? What's the matter with you, 
we're gonna fight. I already started a 
tunnel, you wanna see it? 

RAY 
No, I don't want to see your tunnel. 

He goes across the room to the other slit and slides it open. 
Nothing encouraging there either. More red weed drips down the 
wall here, Ray rips that off too. 

OGILVY 
What we've got to do is get to the 
cities. We'll have our own tunnels 
there, ready-made. The subways, see 
what I'm saying? 

RAY 
Keep your voice down. 

OGILVY 
We can hide a whole army down there. 
We'll go underground, stage attacks at 
night. We're the Resistance, Ray. They 
can't occupy this country, occupations 
always fail, history taught us that a 
thousand times. This is our land, we 
eat it, we breathe it, only we can live 
on it. They can't survive here, they 
weren't built for it, they-

Ray swerves over in front of him and bands down, holding a finger 
up in front of Ogilvy's face. Be speaks In a whisper (as ho will 
the whole time they're in the cellar). 

RAY 
Keep. Your voice. Down. 

Ogilvy stares right back at him, with meaning. Ray looks down. 
The barrel of Ogilvy's gun is pointed at him. Be pushes it away 
with one finger and leans in to Ogilvy's ear. 

RAY (cont'd) 
You know the first time you fire that, 
we're all dead. 

OGILVY 
You don't know how well I shoot. 
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124A CONTINUED: (3) 124A 

RAY 
I don't cars how well you shoot, they'll 
hear it. 

OGILVY 
I told you, they can't hear us when 
those things are pounding. 

RAY 

Just remember what I said. 

Ogilvy stares at him. 

And takes another swig of schnapps. 

CUT TO: 

125-12SB OMITTED 125-125B 

126 INT CELLAR NIGHT 126 

Nighttime. Still in the cellar. The red weed Ray tore down has 
grown back in from around the corners of tho windows. The 
rhythmic POUNDING goes on. 

Water has pooled in the basement from a dripping spigot on the 
far side. Rachel is huddled in a dry corner, her hands clamped 
over her ears, going quietly Insane from the constant noise. 

Ogilvy eomos over to her, slides down onto the floor next to her. 
He's half drunk. 

OGILVY 
You miss your mommy? 

Rachol just looks back at him, scarod, doesn't answer. Ray, who 
is across the cellar getting some food onto a plate for Rachel, 
notices Ogilvy talking to her. 

OGILVY (cont'd) 
I had a girl nearly your age. If 
anything happens to your daddy, I'll 
take eare of you. 

Ray grabs Ogilvy by the collar and turns him away from Rachel, 
but does so subtly, so his daughter doesn't notice the force 
behind the gesture. 

RAY 
(low voice) 

You've got nothing to say to her. 
Understand? 

(MORE) 
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126 CONTINUED: 126 

RAY (cont'd) 
You want to talk to somebody, you got a 
question, you ask ma. 

Ogilvy looks at him, measures whether a fight with Ray is a good 
or bad thing. 

OGILVY 
Yeah, I got a question. What exactly is 
your plan, Ray? I mean, X know what I'm 
gonna do, what about you? You gonna 
just sit here, wait for them to come get 
you? Is that it? Is that what you've 
got up your sleeve? 

He gets up and grabs his wheelbarrow, goes noisily across the 
basement to go back to work. 

RAY 
Keep the noise down.* 

OGILVY 
(almost shouting) 

Maybe you want to be caught... couple 
days hiding in a basement, too much for 
you, I bet. 

RAY 
Shut up I 

Suddenly, the pounding stops. It's quiet out there now, VERY 
quiet. As if they heard something. 

RAY (cont'd) 
Listen! It stopped. 

But Ogilvy pays it no mind, he keeps talking in a normal voice. 

OGILVY 
Probably turn yourself right in, that's 
what you'll do. Wonder what you ever 
did before they came along and changed 
your life. 

Ray goes ovar in front of him, gets right in his face. 

RAY 
Listen/ Shut upl 

OGILVY 
Maybe you'll be okay. Maybe you'll get 
lucky, they'll take you as a pet. 

RACHEL 
Dad/ 
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126 CONTINUED: (3) 126 

As soon as it's out of sight, Ogilvy straightens up to grab the 
axe off the wall. Ray stands and grabs hold of his arm to stop 
him, but Ogilvy swings an elbow into Ray's broken ribs, hard. 

Ray crumples to the floor in pain, is dying to scream, but 
manages to stifle it. 

Ogilvy snatches the axe and crouches down again, raising it, 
waiting for the probe to come back into the room. 

From the floor, Ray looks around frantically and spots a large 
old mirror leaning up against the wall nearby. In great pain, he 
raises himself up on one elbow and crawls forward to it. 

He grabB hold of the mirror's gilt edges and drags it slowly, 
silently over in front of himself and Rachel. Ogilvy, nearby, 
still has the axe raised in readiness. 

Ray HISSES for his attention, imploring the man to come behind 
the mirror. Ogilvy shakes bis head no, but Ray mouths silently. 

RAY (CONT'D) 
(NOT NOW. LATER. PLEASE. NOT NOW.) 

Ogilvy debates, still leaving himself out in the open. 

RAY (cont'd) 
(WE WILL GET THEM LATER. I PROMISE.) 

The probe, perhaps hearing them, pulls out of the root cellar and 
back into the main room, just as Ogilvy reluctantly decides to 
scamper behind the mirror. 

The probe senses the movement and darts quickly across the room, 
bumping gently into the surface of the mirror. 

Behind the mirror, Ray, Rachel, and Ogilvy all remain frozen. 

The probe's head recoils from the mirror, seems to tilt its head 
in curiosity. The mirror fogs right in front of it, maybe tho 
probe expels C02, like a breathing organism. 

It studies the mirror for one more moment, then with a piercing 
HIBS, it's recalled, slithering back across tho cellar at top 
speed and whipping up and out through the now-broken window. 

After a moment, the RHYTHMIC POUNDING of the machinery resumes. 

Ray drags himself up Into a sitting position, leaning against the 
wall, nursing his ribs, Rachel at his side. Ogilvy sits cross-
legged, staring at him, still holding the axe. 



104. 

126 CONTINUED: (4) 126 

OGILVY 
I got my doubts about you. Mister. 

Ray stares him down. He's about to get up and take Rachel back to 
the other side of the basement, but he freezes, staring down at 
the water that's pooled on the basement floor. There are ripples 
in it, little wavelets flowing toward him. 

Reflexively, he hunches hunch down in the hiding place again, 
listening. The ripples get bigger, something is moving on the 
far side of the basement. Rachel looks up at Ray, her eyes 
pleading — "what is it?" Ray shakes his head, "don't move." 

They listen. Across the room, they can hear a LABORED BREATHING, 
thick, short, wet breaths. Non-human breaths. 

Ray moves, alowly, raising his head to peer between some laundry 
that hangs from a clothesline overhead. 

TBROUGB THE LAUNDRY, 

he gets his first (and only) good look at the rounded bulk of one 
of the CREATURES. 

It's about five feet long, dense, sluglike in appearance. It has 
three stubby limbs, all underneath it, and a long set of tendrils 
around its "mouth," similar to the ones that dangle beneath the 
belly of the Tripod it's operating. Its skin is somewhat 
translucent, its internal organs visible through it. 

Its "mouth" is shoved over the dripping water spigot on the far 
wall, SLURPING at the precious liquid. Its breathing is very 
heavy and slow, it seems ill or incapacitated in some way. As Ray 
watches TWO KOBE of the things slither through the window 
opening, their body mass streamlining to get through the narrow 
space, then re-expanding as they land on the basement floor. 

As the first creature sucks at the water pipe, the second goes to 
it, perhaps to check on it. The third creature rummages through 
tho stuff on the basement floor, using its tendrils to dip into a 
cardboard box filled with photographs. 

It scatters most of them across the basement floor, but finds one 
that might be of Interest. It passes it over to the second 
creature, which takes it from it and examines it. 

BEHIND THE BANGING LAUNDRY, 

Ray holds his breath. Ogilvy, who is full of tough talk whan not 
faced with danger, is frozen in abject horror. Rachel, 
thankfully, has her view obscured and can't seo what's going on. 

IN THE MIRROR, 



105. 

126 CONTINUED: (5) 126 

the creatures just start to move across the basement, toward the 
three humans crouched in the far aomer, when — ULLAI — a 
mechanical cry from the Tripod outside sounds. The three bulky 
creatures move quickly and with sudden power, even nimble, their 
stubby logs propelling them rapidly across the floor, up the 
wall, and out tho window, to rejoin their ship. 

IH HIS BIDING PLACE, 

Ray exhales deeply and turns around to face Rachel. Be looks 
down at his hands, which have been balled up into fists. Be 
forces himself to unclenoh. There are four red gashes in eaoh 
palm, where his nails dug into his skin in fear. 

CUT TO: 

127 INT OLD BOUSE - CELLAR DAY 127 

The next day. Or maybe the one after that. They're blending 
together now. One thing we know for sure — there's a hell of a 
lot more red weed in here than their used to be. It fringes the 
windows, of course, but it's dripping down the walla too. 

Ray, who's staring up at one of the windows, does a double take. 
Through a gap in the frame, there's a thin red mist coming Into 
the basement, like gas seeping through the cracks. 

Ogilvy's across the room, staring out one of the slits. 

Ray stands and goes to window where the red mist is filtering in. 
He holds out a hand. The red mist covers his hand and he pulls it 
back, looks at it. Rubs his fingers together. 

The red substance smears, and it looks and feels unpleasantly 
familiar. Deep down, Ray probably knows what it is but doesn't 
want to admit it. 

Be looks up at the wall, where the red mist has settled over a 
patch of red weed, which is twitching and growing excitedly 
underneath it. 

Suddenly, from the other side of tho room, Ogilvy omits a stunned 
CRY (which he fails to mute) and falls backwards. 

Ray leaps forward and catches him before he tumbles off the 
narrow ledge, preventing the racket that would have come from him 
hitting the floor. 

RAY 
What is it?! What? 

OGILVY 
The... that thing! It... it... 
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127 CONTINUED: 127 

Ray scrambles up to the ledge and peers out through the slit. 

128 TBROUGB TBE SLIT, 128 

he sees the legs of one of the Tripods as it returns. This Tripod 
has a different feature than we've seen before, a device that 
extends from its shell, a large metallic basket of some sort, 
affixed to its back. 

Ray squints, trying to figure out this new development, but 
Ogilvy's hands are on him, pulling at him, to get at the slit. 

OGILVY 
Let me seel 

Ray swats him away like a fly, looks baok through the slit. 

Suddenly, from the underbelly of the Tripod's "head," half a 
dozen whiplike tendrils shoot out and extend to about a hundred 
feet in length each. 

They snake around, up to the basket on the back of the machine, 
and slither inside it. HUMAN SCREAMS coma from inside. 

RAY 
Oh God... 

The tendrils emerge from the basket, wrapped around the body of a 
MAN IN BIS FORTIES. The Man is injured but still conscious, 
SBRIEKIRG. 

The tendrils snap, hurling the Man to the ground just behind a 
large pile of dirt, then they stiffen, pinning him there, just 
out of our sight. 

The Tripod shifts so that it's standing directly over him, then a 
thin pipette emerges from its base and shoots straight down, into 
the earth where the man was screaming. 

And ho stops screaming. 

The translucent pipette turns red as blood flows up through it. 

Ray GASPS, staring in horror. Suddenly, from the back of the 
Tripod, a thick red mist sprays out, covoring the field of red 
weed below. 

129 BACK IN THE CELLAR, 129 

Ray whips away from the slit, horrified, and looks again at the 
red mist coming through the window on the far side, and at the red 
smear on his hand. 
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129 CONTINUBD: 129 

It's blood, human blood, and they're using it to fertilize the 
red weed. 

Bands shaking, Ray finds the piece of plywood and slides it back 
into place, obscuring the window. 

Be looks across tho room and sees Rachel, who's staring at him, 
desperate for Information (right, like he's gonna tell her this). 
Ogilvy is nowhere to be found. 

But suddenly there's a sharp SCRAPING sound from across the 
basement. Loud, way too loud. 

Ray leaps off the ledge and hurries across the basement to the 
small root cellar that's off to one side. Be opens the door. 

130 INT ROOT CELLAR DAY 130 

Ogilvy 1B inside, standing waist deep in a hole, shovel in hand, 
his asthmatic breathing louder than ever. He's digging like a 
crazy man. This must be the "tunnel" he was so proud of. 

RAY 
Stop it! 

OGILVY 
(WAY too loud) 

Christ, did you see it drinking?! 

Ray grabs him by the arm roughly. 

RAY 
Be quiet I 

OGILVY 
They drink us! 

He jams the shovel into the ground, it CLANGS off a rock. 

RAY 
They'll hear you I 

Be reaches out to grab hold of tho shovel, to pull it away from 
Ogilvy, but the man swings it instead, catching Ray hard in the 
side of the neck. 

Ray GROANS and falls back. He rolls over, WHISPERING 
desperately. 

RAY (cont'd) 
Please, you've got to bo quiet! 
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130 CONTINUBD: 130 

OGILVY 
(loud) 

Get to the city! Tunnel into the 
subway! 

RAY 
I won't let my daughter die because of 
you! Do you hear what I'm saying? Do 
you understand?! 

Ray gets up, to go to him again, but Ogilvy whirls, brandishing 
the shovel. 

OGILVY 
Not MY blood! 

Ray looks at him. Ogilvy has gone completely unhinged. 

131 XRT OLD BOUSE - CELLAR DAY 131 

Ray comes out of the root cellar and into the basement, looking 
around for something, searching, searching. 

Rachel watches him, puzzled. 

Outside, the SCREAMS and the CLANKING of machinery are louder 
now, it'8 possible they haven't heard the sound of the digging in 
the root cellar. 

From the other room, Ogilvy can be heard ranting, LOUD. 

RACHEL 
(a whisper) 

Dad? 

Ray finds what he was looking for, or something close enough 
anyway. It's an old tee shirt. 

He goes to Rachel and drops to his knees in front of her. 

RACBEL (cont'd) 
What are you doing? 

RAY 
No matter what you hoar, do not take 
this off. Okay? 

Rachel of course has no clue what he's talking about, but she 
nods anyway. 

Ray reaches out and wraps the tee shirt around her head, tying it 
firmly in the back. 
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131 CONTINUED: 131 

It's a blindfold. 

Ray checks to mako sure it's tight, then turns and hurries out of 
frame. 

We stay on Rachel's face, half-covered by the dirty tee shirt, 
and see none of what follows, we only hear the sounds and see the 
reactions on Rachel's obscured face. 

First we hear the digging, louder than ever, and Ogilvy's 
RANTING, coming from the other room, and his RASPY BREATHING, 
louder than ever. Then footsteps, silent, swift ones as they 
head toward him. 

A door closes. Maybe the door to the root cellar? The digging 
stops. There are urgent, muffled sounds. More SHOUTING, Ogilvy 
again, much too loud. 

Then a Bilence, a long one, punctuated occasionally by slight 
sounds of thrashing, and that breathing, still that RASPY 
BREATHING, but it's all off screen and through a closed door, and 
it's hard to tell. 

A long moment goes by. Only silence. 

And the BREATHING. Raspy, labored breathing. But only one 
person now. 

A door CREAKS open. Then closes, very softly. 

Footsteps again. Heavy BREATHING. Someone sliding to the floor. 

Slowly, Rachel roaches up and pulls the blindfold from her eyes, 
terrified at what she'll see. 

She blinks at the light. On the far side of the basement, she 
sees her father, slumped against the wall, a vacant expression on 
his face, breathing hard from the struggle. It was hie breathing 
she heard. 

He won't look at her. 

Rachel turns toward the root cellar, sees the door hanging open a 
few inches. And no sounds coming from inside it. 

She crawls across the floor of the basement silently, and curls 
up against her father. He puts one arm around her and pulls her 
tight, but can't look at her. 

Softly, Rachel starts to speak, through tears: 
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131 CONTINUED: (2) 131 

RACHEL 
I want to show you my school. I want to 
show you where I sit, and my homework, 
and I want you to eat dinner at my house. 
I want you to pick me up from riding 
practice, I want you to meet my friend 
Paige, I want... I want you... 

He reaches down, very gently, and wipes the tears from her 
cheeks. 

RAY 
(whispers) 

You've got me. 

We move in on his eyes, haunted, dark-oiroled, move all the way 
in until they fill the frame, and then wo dissolve to — 

DISSOLVE TO: 

132 INT OLD HOUSE - CELLAR DAY 132 

— the same eyes, but now we're pulling back, and we can toll time 
has passed, it shows in the gauntness in their faces and the 
beard growth on Ray'8 face. Ha and Rachel are in basically the 
same position, still slumped against the wall. 

Rod weed is engulfing the basement, double the density it was 
before. The area around Ray and Rachel looks like they've hacked 
out a space in the jungle. 

133 OMITTED 133 

134 INT OLD HOUSE - CELLAR NIGHT 134 

The name position, later still. It's nighttime. Both of them 
are asleep, slumped against the wall. Close on Rachel's eyes as 
they open. She blinks. Stares. Her eyes pop wide, but she 
doesn't move, doesn't breathe, doesn't dare, because not twelve 
inches away from her face — 

— IS AW ALIEN PROBE. 

It's the same kind that slithered into tho basement earlier, the 
one they eluded, but this one seems to have come in while they 
were sleeping, and there's no avoiding it this time. 

Rachel lets out a tiny GASP of terror, which awakens Ray. He 
jorks awake and sees the thing too, sucks his breath in hard, and 
that moment of recognition convinces Rachel she's not dreaming. 
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134 CONTINUED: 134 

She SCREAMS. 

All the quiet that's been building in the cellar explodes in a 
long, deafening SHRIEK as Rachel empties her lungs in terror. 

The probe jerks back a foot or so, Ray tries to cover Rachel's 
mouth, but this is it, she's snapping, she can't take it anymore. 
Ray lunges for the axe that's nearby and attacks the probe, 
swinging wildly, making some contact. 

Rachel, beyond reason, scrambles to her feet and takes off, up 
the stairs that lead into the house. 

RAY 
Rachel! 

But she's already gone, out of the basement, and Ray is delayed 
by bis battle with the probe. Be lands a decisive blow and lops 
the head off the thing, its remnant withdraws quickly, back and 
out through the window it came in. Ray takes off after Rachel. 

134A INT OLD HOUSE - HALLWAY RIGHT 134A 

A door SMASBES open from the basement and Ray bursts out into the 
darkened hallway of the old house they've been hiding under. 

RAY 
RACBEL?! 

But she's already gone, and the front door is hanging open. Be 
races after her, out the front door and into — 

135-136 OMITTED 135-136 

137 EXT OLD B0U8E RIGHT 137 

— the weird and lurid landscape of another world. 

Ray comes tearing down the front steps of the house and into the 
yard beyond. Everywhere, in every direction, the red weed has 
spread and multiplied, it's an ocean of crimson, it covers 
everything in sight and extends as far as the eye can see. 

RAY 
RACHEL!!! 

But she's gone, he can't see her anywhere, and now he's in the 
middle of the open area in front of the house, completely 
exposed, and before he even has time to calculate the danger he's 
In — 

— A TRIPOD LEO CRUNCHES DOWN IB PRONT OP HIM. 
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113. 
139 CONTINUED: 139 

Ray SCREAMS, but the Tripod's already moving away from him. 

RAY 
RACHEL!!! 

Be looks around frantically for a weapon, anything at all. Be 
seas a Humvee, the burned-out military vehicle that rolled past 
them earlier. 

He races to it, rips the door open and searches through the 
charred interior. He finds an automatic pistol and a grenade 
belt. Those'11 do. 

140 EXT THE MEADOW RIGHT 140 

Ray takes off into a vast field of red weed, chasing after the 
Tripod. Be can see it in the distance, moving quickly away from 
him, covering huge chunks of ground. 

Be SCREAMS at it, trying to get its attention. He's just making 
sounds, beyond words at this point. 

Be FIRES the automatic pistol, six, seven, eight shots, in the 
distance we can see two or three of them TING off the surface of 
the Tripod. 

And it stops. 

And it turns. 

It'8 about three hundred yards away from Ray now, and this is it, 
this is what it's all come down to, one human being against one 
Tripod, and of course he doesn't stand a chance in hell. 

RAY 
Come on... come on... 

The Tripod stands there for a moment, evaluating him. The black 
arm extends from its side, the heat-ray disc emerges. 

RAY (cont'd) 
I'm right here... 

(screaming) 
I'M NOT GOING ANYWHERE/ YOU HEAR MET I 
COME AND GET ME, GOD DAMN IT, COME AND 
GET MSI 11 

The Tripod seems to think about that for a second. And then the 
disc rotates, flattens, and the arm retracts Into the head of the 
Tripod. 
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140 CONTINUED: 140 

It starts to walk, normal speed at first and then fast, really 
faBt, right toward hia, its legs covering the couple hundred 
yards in an elegant, beautiful blur of motion. 

Ray takes a breath, sucking in as much air as he can get. His 
whole body trembles, he tightens his grip on the belt of hand 
grenades, and he holds his ground. 

The Tripod's close, fifty yards or less, the black tendrils whip 
out from the underbelly of its head, they drop down — 

— Ray forces his eyes to stay open, the shadow of the Tripod 
falls over him, the tendrils wrap around him — 

— and he's swept off his feet/ 

141-143 OMITTED 141-143 

144 IN MIDAIR, 144 

suddenly everything is moving. When we were in the meadow we had 
a wide-open view of events, but now we have almost no view of 
what's going on, so chaotic is the movement. 

Ray is caught in the tendrils, being lifted up into the air, 
fast, upside-down now while the Tripod turns and takes off across 
the field again, headed God knows where. 

Ray is hurled aloft, the tendrils release him, and he CRASHES 
down — 

145 INT ON BOARD THE TRIPOD NIGHT 145 

— in the metallic basket on the Tripod's back. A series of 
"bars" close over the top of the basket, trapping him inside. 
It's noisy up here, the WHIRRING of the machinery very loud, the 
sound of the wind RUSHING past, and the SCREAMS — 

— of the other humans caught in the basket. Ray has landed face 
down on the floor of it, but when he rolls over be sees there are 
FIVE OTHER PEOPLE in the basket with him. More on them in a 
second. 

The basket itself, which looked metallic when we saw it from down 
on the ground, is actually more biological in naturo when you're 
up close, or in it. Though its surface glints in the sunlight, it 
seems to seethe, to novo as the Tripod moves. And the "bars" are 
more like the slick limbs of junglo trees, dense as hell, but not 
brittle like metal. 
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145 CONTINUBD: 145 

The whole thing is maybe only eight feet square and three feet 
high, so Ray, who has landed face down in it, is actually on top 
of the other people inside, they're like corpses thrown into a 
shallow pit, or lobsters in a pen, a pile of arms and legs and 
writhing torsos. 

Ray adjusts and finds himself face to face, seemingly with all of 
them. There's an ARMY PRIVATE, a BUSINESSWOMAN, TWO TEENAGERS, 
and an OLDER WOMAN. 

RAY 
Rachel?! RachelI 

There's much SHOUTING baok, people are twisting and turning, 
trying to gat off of each other to little avail, as the basket 
bounces and shakes and rattles as the Tripod keeps moving. 

Ray doesn't hear Rachel, but through the twisting bunch of 
humanity he gets a glimpse of his little girl's face, trapped 
beneath two others. 

Ray reaches out a hand for her, she reaches back, through the 
mass of people, but just when they're about to connect — 

— the basket tilts up at a forty-five degree angle suddenly, 
producing a fresh round of SCREAMING from the trapped humans. 

Ray is lying with his head on the lower end of the basket now, and 
through his upside-down viewpoint, we see what's happening. 

A small round opening, about eighteen inches across, irises open 
at what is now the base of the basket. It's not a door, exactly, 
it's more like a filmy, liquid cloud suspended in the air, a 
water vacuole. You can see through it, but it's definitely dense 
and Impenetrable when it's closed. 

A set of pincers emerges from inside the Tripod's head, passing 
through the iris. 

The pinoero SNAP hard and grab hold of whatever's closest, and in 
this case it's tho ankle of one of the Teenagers, a boy about 
seventeen. 

He SCREAMS and the pincers retract. The Teenager is pulled hard, 
sucked into the head of the Tripod, he's SCREAMING and he's up to 
his knees, then his waist, then his shoulders, and hands are 
reaching for him, trying to grab hold of him, but too late and too 
weak. 

He disappears into the head of the Tripod and the iris SLITHERS 
shut again. 

The basket abruptly levels itself, jarring everyone in it. 
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145 CONTINUED: (3) 145 

Ray's moving now, as the pincers retract the iris opens up into a 
sphincter-like opening that's pulling him in. He's up to his 
waist, half into the opening from which no one has ever returned. 

Marshaling all his strength, he SNAPS his arm free and pulls it 
tight next to him, clutching the grenade belt. 

RACHEL 
(pawing at him) 

DADDY!! I 

Ray is still moving, now he's in up to the middle of his ohast. 
The Army Private and anyone else who is near enough grab hold of 
his shoulders or whatever else they can get their hands on, 
holding onto him with everything they've got, to prevent him from 
being sucked all the way inside. 

One of Ray's hands is trapped in the sphincter, the one that's 
left free is still clutching the grenade belt, but Ray is 
SCREAMING in pain, the sphincter opening must be squeezing him 
like a boa constrictor, bis whole face is turning red, his veins 
are bulging, he's in up to his neck now, one arm stretched out 
awkwardly (and unnaturally) in front of him. 

Everybody in the basket is grabbing at him, trying like hell to 
keep him from going all the way in. But the sphincter-like 
device flexes tighter and tighter, and all at once, with a might 
sucking sound — 

RACBEL (cont'd) 
DADDY, NOOOO!11 

— Ray is sucked all the way inside the head of the beast. Rachel 
SCREAMS in horror, but the Army Private refuses to give up, and 
before the sphincter completely closes he hurls himself at it, 
plunging both arms inside it. 

The sphincter closes on his arms, but the Private has hold of 
something inside, and he twists himself around, gets both legs up 
against the edge of the thing — 

ARMY PRIVATE 
PULL MB!!I 

— and pulls hard, with everything he's got, everyone else in the 
basket pulling on him too. 

All at once the sphincter CRACKS with a horrible wet CRUNCHING 
sound, it opens ever so slightly, and RAY BURSTS OUT, all at 
onae, coverod in a thick aqueous goo. 

Be lands in the middle of the group and rolls over, GASPING for 
air. 
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145 CONTINUED: (4) 145 

ARMY PRIVATE (cont'd) 
The belt! Where's the grenade belt?! 

Ray looks up at him and raises his right hand, which is balled up 
Into a fist. He opens it up, revealing a grenade pin In his palm. 
It's at that moment — 

— THE EXPLOSION COMES. 

It's two explosions, really, the first being one grenade going 
off, and the other, a split-second later, much bigger as the rest 
of the grenades on the belt explode as a result. 

The shell of the Tripod's head axplodos outward but does not 
burst, absorbing most of the blast within its strong walls. 

But the Tripod itself lurches, staggers like a punchy boxer. 

(All of this is seen from inside the crazily bouncing basket.) 

The basket rocks violently, the Tripod SLAMS into a tree on one 
side, veers off, and its front leg telescopes halfway down all at 
once, as if the thing is going to its knee. 

How rudderless, driverless, the Tripod's right rear leg attempts 
two consecutive strides, and the whole thing pitohes forward. 

The ground races up at them fast and they SLAM into the earth, 
dirt and mud flying everywhere, obscuring our vision and sending 
up a thick cloud of debris. 

146-159 OMITTED 146-159 

160 WHEN THE DUST CLEARS, 160 

all we see at first is a mass of mud. The mud starts to move, 
arms and legs come out of it... somebody's head... human beings, 
crawling out of the ooze, coming back to life. 

We see Rachel's face firBt as she opens her eyes. She's no longer 
in the basket, which has been wrenched free from the Tripod 
wreckage by the violence of the fall. 

The other bodies near her are moving too, everybody oozing out of 
tho mud into which they have fallen. 

There's GASPING, CRYING. But they're alive. One of the bodies 
rolls over near Rachel, and she finds herself face to face — 

— with her father. They crawl through the thick mud and grab 
hold of each other. 

CUT TO: 
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161 EXT ABANDONED FREEWAY DAY 161 

A HORDE OF REFUGEES make their way down the middle of a highway, 
strewn everywhere with dead oars. 

A sign in the foreground tells us we're getting closer: 

BOSTON 12 

CUT TO: 

162 OMITTED DAZ 162 

163 EXT BOSTOH - THE OLD CITY DAZ 163 

A once-busy street in the heart of Boston. There's not a soul to 
be seen, but destruction is everywhere — rows and rows of empty 
human clothing in the streets where bodies were vaporized, a 
geyser of water spewing from a sheared fire hydrant no one was 
there to cap, an overturned bus at the end of the street. The 
front of a whole block of stores has been burned off. One, a 
jewelry store, seems to have exploded Into the street, leaving 
expensive rings, watches, and necklaces strewn everywhere. But 
no one has bothered to pick them up, they don't mean much 
anymore. 

The street stretches far into the distance, toward the river and 
bridges far beyond, and it's the same empty, lonely story as far 
as the eye can see. The most striking thing about the city is its 
stillness. 

And everywhere, the red weed, on buildings, on trees, everywhere. 
There's something different about it hare, something off, but wa 
don't have time to give it much thought, as Ray and Rachel come 
around the corner and onto this abandoned block. 

Ray looks down, at the water rushing through the street. The 
gutters are swollen with red weed, huge rolling bundles of it all 
along the water. 

But Ray looks closer, because the red weed is dried out and 
breaking. Great branches of it SNAP off and are swept into the 
rushing stream, oarried away by the same waters that initially 
fed it. 

That's weird. Ray turns to a patch of weed that has grown off a 
tree on the sidewalk and SNAPS off a chunk of it. It's covered in 
white spots, something like tonsillitis. Be bends it. It's 
brittle, and SNAPS in half at the slightest pressure. 

Rachel leans over his shoulder and looks at the spots too. 
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163 CONTINUED: 163 

RACHEL 
It looks sick. 

RAY 
Moire than sick. It's dead. Or dying, 
anyway. 

"ULLAI' 

Ray whirls, hearing the sound of a Tripod calling out in the 
distance, but it's bouncing off so many buildings they can't tell 
where it came from. Rachel instinctively grabs hold of him. 

The sound comes again, at regular intervals. They set off down 
the narrow streets of the city, in the opposite direction. 

164 OMITTED 164 

164A EXT BOSTON - INDUSTRIAL AREA DAZ 164A 

Ray and Rachel come around another corner and find a pack of 
birds, pecking at the pods that have grown from tho red weed. But 
the pods are split open now, raw and fleshy and exposed, lying in 
the street. 

Ray and Rachel keep moving. 

165 EXT BOSTOH - INDUSTRIAL AREA DAY 16S 

Ray and Rachel come around another corner and stop suddenly. 

The head of a Tripod is crashed in front of them. 

It's buried nose-first in the middle of the street. A hatch is 
partially open underneath its front, the lower lip of a slack-
jawed mouth. 

Over and over, it BLEATS its recorded mechanical cry, and we 
realize why it sounded so plaintive — it was calling for help. 

Ray and Rachel pass the frozen Tripod, waved along by a SOLDIER. 

SOLDIER 1 
Keep moving. It's all right, you can 
pass on through. Move along. 

RAY 
(walking with Soldier) 

What happened here? 

SOLDIER 1 
Something's happening to them. Please 
keep moving. 
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165 CONTINUED: 165 

RAY 
Did you guys take it down? 

SOLDIER 1 
Ho sir, it was behaving erratically. 
Walking in circles, and went down about 
an hour ago all by itself. 

RACHEL 
is it dead? 

RAY 
Yes. Don't stop. 

RACBEL 
Hew is it dead all by itself? 

RAY 
Rachel, I don't know. 

Suddenly, ANOTHER TRIPOD, perhaps coming to the aide of its 
fallen comrade, emerges from the end of the street behind them 
and walks forward. Staggers forward is more accurate, it's 
barely able to stay on its feet. It SMASHES into the side of 
another building, bouncing off and taking another unsteady step 
forward. 

VOICES rise up from around them, PEOPLE emerging from the mouths 
of alleys, from buildings, from side streets — a tentative 
trickle at first, but there are more SOLDIERS, separated from 
their units but still fighting. 

The Tripod takes another step forward, shakily, about to go down. 
THREE SOLDIERS take shelter on the alley wall opposite Ray and 
Rachel. 

As Ray watches, a BIRD circles around the head of the Tripod, 
then lands on it. Ray furrows his brow, thinking. How three more 
birds land on top of the Tripod's head. 

Ray thinks, there's something off about this, he's seen something 
like it, he's trying to remember... and then his eyes light up. 
He turns to the Soldiers and SHOUTS. 

RAY (cont'd) 
Look at the birds! 

But just as he speaks, the Tripod emits one of those piercing 
cries of "ULLAI" and Ray's line is inaudible, we can only read 
his lips. 

80LDIER 
What?! 
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RAY 
(now audible again) 

Look at the birds! Look at the God damn 
birds! 

The Soldiers all turn and look, but another "ULLA" blocks out 
Ray's next line: 

RAY (cont'd) 
(blooked out by the ULLA) 

No shield! 

SOLDIER 
What?! 

Ray SHOUTS again, and this time his words burst through, and the 
Soldier is able to hear and understand him: 

RAY 
NO SHIELD 111 

The Soldier, who carries a shoulder-borne missile launcher, 
quickly realizes what this means and — 

SOLDIER 
LOAD/ 

— another Soldier shoves a shell into the launcher. Ray whirls 
and covers Rachel with his body as the shell ERUPTS out of the 
tube and SLAMS into the side of the Tripod. 

The resulting EXPLOSION is huge, and effective. The Tripod's 
hull RIPS apart with a SHRIEK of torn metal. Rose-oolored fluid 
showers everywhere, the thing belches llfeblood, and the Tripod 
pitches forward, first to one knee, and then careening all the 
way down, SMASHIHG into the middle of the street. 

Suddenly there's a commotion, and the crowd of people around the 
first Tripod, the one with the hatchway hanging open, leaps back 
as one, but crowds around it. 

Ray moves forward. There's movement coming from inside the head 
of the crashed Tripod, something slithering down that hatchway. 

It's the forelimb of one of the invaders, moving weakly, near 
death, trying to drag the bulky body down into the street. 

But it has no strength left, it's covered in sickly white spots 
like the red weed. Ray studies it, realizing something. 

RACHEL 
What happened? Did they get sick? 
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RAY 
Yes they did. 

RACBEL 
What from? 

RAY 
Our germs. Maybe infection. Stuff 
we're immune to, that our bodies fight 
off every day. 

The creeping forelimb stops, dead, still halfway in Its ship. 

RAY (cont'd) 
After everything we fought 'em with, 
they died from the air we breathe and 
the water we drink. All the things we 
need to live... that's what killed them. 

PEOPLE advance slowly toward the hood of the Tripod, incredulous 
and hopeful, and now more humans emerge from their hiding places, 
crowding the streets. 

CUT TO: 

166 OMITTED 166 

167 EXT BOSTOH - BROWNSTONE BLOCK DAY 167 

A neat row of townhouses In one of the oldest parts of Boston. Wa 
settle on the front door of one particular honse, we move in 
toward it, and just as we reach it, the front door is yanked open 
and Mary Ann is standing there, the kids' mom, alive and well. 
She looks right at us and her face breaks with emotion, her hands 
go involuntarily to her mouth, she rushes forward into the street 
and finds Ray at the base of the stairs, carrying Rachel the last 
few yards to her mother. 

Ray smiles, deeply satisfied but feeling so keenly the loss of 
Robbie. But then a pair of scuffed boots appear on the floor 
behind Mary Ann and Rachel and Ray follows them up, disbelieving, 
and of course the person standing there behind them is — 

RACHEL 
ROBBIE! 

It is Robbie, bruised and battered, but very much alive, standing 
there in the doorway of his mother's house. Be runs down the 
stairs, kind of falls forward, into the street, into his father's 
arms. 
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They hug each other, and Rachel hugs them both. Robbie finally 
breaks down, the first time we've seen him crying, and in his 
sobs we hear a word we haven't heard him say before: 

ROBBIE 
... Dad... 

Robbie pulls away from his dad and goes to the doorway, drops to 
his knees and holds his little sister and his mom. Ray watches, 
incredulous, moved to tears, looking at his children. 

Mary Ann looks up over the shoulders of Raohel and Robbie. Tears 
stream from her eyes, she makes eye contact with Ray and mouths 
two words — "Thank you." 

Tim appears in the hallway behind them, and their grandmother 
too, hurrying down the stairs at the sound of the voiees. 

They all look at Ray, thanking him with their eyes, and beckoning 
him inside. He walks up the steps, the door closes on all of 
them, and an enormous CLANG — 

168 EXT BOSTOH STREET DAZ 168 

— echoes as a BELL peals in the tower of a church steeple. The 
heavy iron clapper SWISHES through frame and CLANGS again off the 
side of the bell. 

The VOICE OVER from tho beginning returns as we start to rise op 
the steeple of the church at the end of the block, shining gold in 
the morning sun. 

As we keep rising higher, it's only the second big, global view 
of things we've seen In the movie — this time, the morning sun 
burns through the clouds over the skyline of Boston. In the 
distance, the forms of Tripods are visible dotting tho streets 
everywhere. But none of them are moving. They're crashed, or 
heeled over on their sides, stopped in their tracks. 

Re keep rising up and up, over the neighborhood, and we see four 
or five church steeples in this old part of Boston, all with 
their bells TOLLING jubilantly, calling SURVIVORS baok into the 
streets. 

The branches of a tree come into frame, and as we move in among 
the branches we zero in on a loaf, moving closer we see it's 
covered with drops of water. The VOICE OVER from the beginning 
comes back: 

VOICE (0.6.) 
From the moment the invaders arrived, 
breathed our air, ate and drank, they 
were doomed. 

(MORE) 
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VOICE (O.S.) (cont'd) 
They were undone, destroyed after all of 
humanity's weapons and devices had 
failed, by the tiniest creatures that 
God, in his wisdom, put upon this earth. 

Re keep moving, toward one drop in particular, and within that 
drop we see the wriggling outlines of the tiny mioro-organisms 
that swarm and multiply within it. 

VOICE (0.6.) (CONT'D) 
By the toll of a billion deaths, we have 
earned our immunity, our right to 
survive among this planet's infinite 
organisms ~ 

As we go closer and closer and closer still, the drop fills the 
frame, and we see the tens of thousands of squirming bacteria 
inside that drop of water, and we think about how truly 
significant they really are. 

VOICE (O.S.) (CONT'D) 
— and that right is ours against all 
challengers. For neither do wa live nor 
die in vain. 

FADE OUT. 



APPENDIX A 

In scene 13, a CNN HENS ANCHOR is at the desk at CNN headquarters 
in Atlanta. A map of the Ukraine is in a box on screen, and a 
graphic in a banner across the bottom of the screen says "Deadly 
Lightning Storm in Ukraine." 

HEWS ARCBOR 
The Ukraine, a country of some fifty-two 
million people, is in almost total 
blackness tonight in the wake of a 
series of freakish lightning storms of 
catastrophic proportions which struck 
the country at approximately 4 a.m. 
local time. The Associated Press is 
estimating two hundred dead in the 
sweeping blackouts which have paralyzed 
the country and cut off nearly all 
communication with the outside world. 

In the middle of the above report, the Bartender picks up the 
remote and switches the TV over to ESPN, where a SPORTS ANCHOR is 
reporting over footage of a BASEBALL PLAYER. 

SPORTS ARCBOR 
As usual, George Steinbrenner wasted no 
time getting out his checkbook this off
season, signing free agent right fielder 
Marcus Williams to a reported three 
year, fifty-eight million dollar 
contract yesterday in Milwaukee. 
Williams, who is thirty-eight, batted 
.262 with the Brewers last year, 
pounding out 31 home runs and 85 RBls. 



CONTINUED: 

APPENDIX AA 

Suggested dialogue for BYSTANDERS at the five-corner 
intersection, before the ground starts to rumble: 

LOCAL GUY 
Hever Been anything like it! It was 
like a, like a, lightning squall or 
Bornething. 

LOCAL ROMAN 
I was standing right over there, I'd 
just come out of the store, and it 
struck right in front of me, I couldn't 
have been more than twenty feet away 
from it. 

LOCAL WOMAN 2 
You're lucky you're alive! You could 
have been killed! 

LOCAL WOMAN 
Over and over and over, it just kept 
striking and striking and striking. 

UNIFORMED COP 
You could smell it, is the weird thing, 
this smell in the air, just hanging 
there, like burnt toast or something. 

FIREMAN 
This whole block should be on fire, is 
the amazing thing, nothing caught, I've 
never seen anything like it. 

CONCERNED MOTHER 
I went over to the school, there were a 
few other parents there, but they sent 
us away, I don't know, do you think we 
should get the kids? Maybe we should 
pick up the kids. 

MAN WITH KID 
Don't get too close! Kevin, I said not 
too close, c'mon, get away from there. 

HIGH SCHOOL KID 
Check this! You gotta see this, get up 
here, look at this! 



CONTINUED: (2) 

FRAZZLED MAN 
-and then the car went dead, just like 
that, but it kept rolling I couldn't 
stop, I was rolling right straight 
toward it, it just kept flashing in 
front of me, over and over and over, I 
thought I was going to roll straight 
into it I 

WIDE-EYED WOMAN 
I was completely blinded I Couldn't see 
a thing, my eyes were burning, I thought 
I'd been hit, I did, I thought I'd been 
struck by lightning! 

And then, as the RUMBLING begins and the ground starts shaking: 

JULIO 
Hey, you feel that? What is that, the 
subway? 

RAY 
Subway doesn't run under here. 

JULIO 
PATH train, maybe? 

RAY 
Not this far west. 



CONTINUED: (3) 

APPENDIX B 

Some suggested dialogue for a few members of the Crowd in Scene 
30, when the windows start to crack: 

DELI OWNER 
The windows are breaking, get away from 
the windows! 

POLICEMAN 
Lady, get the hell away from there, 
watch out for the glass! 

BEAUTY SALON LADY 
It's an earthquake! Get Into a doorway, 
it's the only safe placet 

POLICEMAN 
What the hell is the matter with you, 
the glass is breaking all over the God 
damn place, I said get away from there! 

DOG OWNER 
Arbus?! Arbus, get baok here! ARBUSI 

PANICKY WOMAN 
Oh my God, what is happening, God no, no 
no, no please, what in the name of Jesus 
is happening?) 

DELI WORKER 
Get some plywood, as quick as you can! 
Board up everything before it explodes! 

SECOND POLICEMAN 
I got no radio! Dead air on everything! 
Send Lopez back to the station, we need 
a dozen patrol cars out here RIGHT BOW! 

POLICEMAN 
Clear the area! PeopleI People, 
please, we need you to clear the area 
RIGHT NOR! 

CONCERNED MOTHER 
Ernesto! Get your brother and pull him 
away from there, get him out of there, 
GET HIM OUT OF THERE! 



CONTINUED: (4) 

APPENDIX C 

Some suggested dialogue for the crowd in Scene 77, when Ray is 
confronting the people who are stealing the car, while Rachel is 
still In it. 

REASONABLE WOMAN 
Stop it, stop it, both of you for God's 
sake, stop what you're doing! 

AGGRESSIVE GUY 
Get the gunI Somebody get the gun! Grab 
him I 

CONSERVATIVE GUY 
Get away from the gun! Don't touch him, 
move away from the guns! 

UNARMED POLICEMAN 
Put 'em down, both of you, before 
somebody gets killed here! 

COHSPIRACZ GUY 
This doesn't have to happen like this! 
Listen to me, please, both of you, just 
lower the guns and we can work this out! 

JUDGMENTAL GUY 
You're crazy, you're both crazy, you're 
killing each other, that's exactly what 
they wantl 

NEARBY PARENT 
Get away from them, Tommy, get behind 
me! Move, move, MOVE! 

LAW fc ORDER GUY 
Where's a cop?! Somebody call a cop! 



CONTINUED: (5) 

APPENDIX D 

Suggested dialogue for Ray in Scene 106, when he and Robbie are 
struggling on the ground near the hilltop and Ray is shouting 
into Robbie's ear: 

RAY 
Don't do it, I am begging you, I'm 
telling you, do not do this. I know you 
want to fight, I know it seems like you 
have to, but you don't, this is your 
life, the only life you get, and it's 
gonna be over, you will die, do you 
understand mo, if you go over that 
hilltop you are going to be killed. I'm 
not gonna let you, you can hate me as 
much as you want, but X love you and I'm 
not gonna let you do it, Robbie, I love 
you, listen to me, I know what I'm 
saying! Don't go! Don't go! DO NOT GO! 




