
Ben Brown’s Flying Machine - Comic Book
(to be used to raise funding to make a 3.5 minute animated trailer,

which will be used to raise funding for the 120 minute animated feature film.)

A. Project Objective
To produce a 20 page digital colour comic book based on the sketches shown in the storyboards in a Studio Ghibli style similar to Graveyard of the Fireflies.

B. Project Requirements
1. Submit the inking, colouring, character, editable speech bubbles, one panel at a time, for each page, one page at a time, to ensure we are heading down

the right path.
 ANIMATION STYLE: REALISTIC: in the vein of Graveyard of Fireflies and The Wind Rises, as shown on pages 16-20 of the Character and Object

Summary pages

C. Delivery Requirements
Output for each image (frame): a digital colour Photoshop (psd) file with separate layers for the colours, inking, editable speech bubbles, and text (only English) but I
will put it into other languages later to try and raise funding to make a 3.5 minute trailer.



The Mars Endeavour rocket blasted off the launch pad in
Kourou, French Guiana. (Note: image should be a slightly more aerial view.)

PUBLIC AFFAIRS OFFICER (V.O.):  We have  lift-off of the
Mars Endeavour rocket on the first manned mission to Mars.

INT. MISSION CONTROL ROOM - DARMSTADT, GERMANY

CAPCOM (V.O.): “Endeavour, you’re coming in weakly.”

INT. MISSION CONTROL ROOM - DARMSTADT, GERMANY

INCO: We've lost telemetry.

EXT. EARTH’S ATMOSPHERE – DAY

The CEV hurtled past, looping around Earth’s shimmering curve,
gliding through the thickening thermospheric air, with its delta

wing tips, rear fin and fuselage tail glowing red and leaving a rust
coloured plasma trail.

GNC (OS): “We have Cen-Comm lock on the Endeavour CEV.”

INT. MISSION CONTROL ROOM - DARMSTADT, GERMANY

FIDO: Drogue 1 not holding.

The emergency parachute glided the CEV down through the cloudy
night sky towards open countryside, a crisscross of fields.

INCO: (V.O.) Projected touchdown: North 38.45, West 97.08;
Kansas, U.S.A.

INCO: “We've lost telemetry.”
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PUBLIC AFFAIRS OFFICER: “We have
lift-off of the Mars Endeavour on the
first manned mission to Mars.”

CAPCOM: “Endeavour, you’re coming
in weakly.”

GNC: “We have Cen-Comm lock on
the Endeavour CEV.”

FIDO: “Drogue 1 not holding.” INCO: “Projected touchdown: North
38.45, West 97.08; Kansas, U.S.A.”
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A faint signal rang out around the Mission Control Room in the European Space Operations Centre in Darmstadt, Germany.
“Darmstadt, this is the Mars Endeavour...” sounded the Flight Commander’s voice, weak and garbled.
“Endeavour, you’re coming in weakly. I didn’t copy, please repeat. Over,” said Fabrice, the Capsule Communicator, glancing at the Flight Director,

Jacques Laurent, staring at the main tracking screen.
“Let’s try all bands,” Laurent said, effecting a flurry of activity among the flight controllers.
“Mars Endeavour, this is Darmstadt Control,” Fabrice said. “We have radar: Ka, X and S bands seeking a signal...”
“We’ve lost telemetry,” cried INCO, the In-flight Communications and Instrumentation Systems Controller.
A murmur went up around the room, and a red crossed box started flashing on the tracking screen, replacing the Endeavour spacecraft icon.
Ten million kilometres away, Fabrice's call signal raced up from Earth and faded away through the stillness of space towards Mars and the stars on the

Endeavour-less horizon. But then suddenly out of nowhere, the Endeavour’s Crew Explorer Vehicle (CEV) hurtled past and raced off towards Earth.
The spacecraft icon started flashing on the tracking screen, and Fabrice, Laurent, and all the other controllers stopped and stared at it in a moment of

stunned silence.
“Flight, Moscow on line,” said GC, the Ground Controller. “Go ahead Moscow, this is Flight Control.”
“Darmstadt, we have signal acquisition and lock. Confirm, we have signal acquisition and lock. Mars Endeavour heading 1-2-1-5 towards Earth. Repeat,

heading 1-2-1-5 towards Earth. Velocity 258,800 metres per second. Over.”
“Moscow, please reconfirm velocity and heading,” Laurent asked.
“Velocity 258,800 metres per second, a little over 930,000 kilometres per hour, heading 1-2-1-5 towards Earth, confirmed via the Yevpatoria-Ussuriysk
array.”
“Thank you, Moscow,” Laurent said, staring confoundedly at GC.
“Redu and Cebreros both confirm signal acquisition and tracking,” she said. “Velocity and bearing?” he asked.
“As per Moscow,” she said.
Laurent stared at the pulsating icon edging towards Earth and sensed the eyes of the controllers upon him. He looked around into a few of their eyes and

thought, This is it, our day of reckoning.
“Ladies and gentlemen,” he said, building slowly, “we need predicts for LEO, entry interface and touchdown, two-three way communication, telemetry

and Cen-Comm lock. Let’s go. Let’s bring them home, bring them home safely."
The room sprang into life.
“Entry interface ETA: 5 minutes, 20 seconds. Velocity: 240,600 metres per second,” cried out FIDO, the Flight Dynamics Controller. “Everyone on speaker
phones,” Laurent said.
“We have Cen-Comm lock on the Endeavour CEV,” INCO said.
“Main craft signal?” Laurent asked.
“CAPCOM?” Laurent called out, shuffling between the desks and checking their readings, wondering what the hell was going on.“No word yet, sir.”
“Let’s go for CEV command control,” Laurent said. “Uplink data commands for auto- control. Prepare to swing her around and fire main engines for

braking.”
“We have command control,” INCO said. “Velocity 212,790 metres per second.”
“Fire thrusters,” Laurent said.
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“Firing thrusters,” said the Propulsion Controller, PROP. “We have CEV reversal,” INCO said.
“Okay, let’s slow her down. Fire main engines. Let’s go for a four minute burn.” “We have main engine ignition and firing,” PROP said.
“Approaching LEO in ninety seconds,” FIDO said.
“Standby for aerobraking and entry interface,” Laurent directed.
“Two minutes till aerobraking,” FIDO said.
The CEV hurtled past, leaving the moon shining in its wake and shot away in a long downward sweeping arc. It started banking and looping around Earth’s

shimmering curve, gliding through the thickening thermospheric air, with its delta wing tips, rear fin and fuselage tail glowing red and leaving a rust coloured
plasma trail.

“Coming up to re-entry in thirty seconds,” FIDO said.
“Velocity 10,460 metres per second,” INCO's voice sounded.
“Re-entry in 10, 9, 8...” FIDO counted down.
The room watched. The CEV icon flashed, and eighty-two kilometres up, its flaps went down, and it curved down on a forty degree incline, performing a

series of S-bends. It hurtled towards the mesosphere, shaking, vibrating, and glowing red-white hot.
“Velocity 3,430 metres per second,” INCO said.
“Cabin pressure?” Laurent asked.
“Cabin pressure 41 and holding,” INCO replied. “Temperature 42. Twenty seconds till drogues.”
The CEV entered the stratosphere like a juggernaut from hell, with blue and white flames scorching the ‘Mars Endeavour CEV’ lettering on its side.
“Velocity 978 metres per second,” INCO said.
“She’s going too fast. Release drogue 1,” Laurent said.
Explosive release bolts fired out the drogue chute from the CEV’s rear. It came up but then tore to shreds before having any chance of fully opening, and
the CEV plummeted past, scorched and charred from nose to tail.
“Drogue 1 not holding,” INCO said.
“Release main chutes,” Laurent said, wiping his nose, his eyes filled with the anguish he may have brought it down too quickly.
“Projected touchdown North 38.45, West 97.08, Kansas, U.S.A.” FIDO's voice sounded.
Three white parachutes came up in the night sky. They held briefly, but then tears, one after another, ripped through them, and they collapsed into a

single tail.
“We’ve lost the main chutes,” INCO said. “Velocity 97 metres per second. Altitude 3,800 metres.”
“Release emergency chute,” Laurent said, preparing himself mentally for the lockdown and salvage operation.
Explosive bolts fired, and the emergency chute went up and held momentarily, but then it became tangled, partially disentangled, and then

flapping away, it glided the CEV down through the cloudy night sky.
It headed down towards open countryside, a crisscross of fields, and a farm and farmhouse surrounded by a barn, silo and a paddock with a herd

of sleeping cattle.



EXT. BEN BROWN’S WHEAT FARM - PADDOCK – NIGHT

BEN swung open the farm house door and sees…

…the rear section of the CREW EXPLORER VEHICLE exploded in a
ball of flames on the far side of the paddock.

BEN stared through the pouring rain at the CEV, its rear section in
flames.

BEN stared through the open hatch with  a look of shock and
surprise as he saw…

On the floor, staring up at him was an old man in sooted white robes
with long white hair and a matching beard, his face was bloodied and
charred. Ben stared at him dumbstruck and then in horror as the old
man reached his hand out towards him. Then he reached it out further,
straining with pain yet a certain kindness in his eyes. Take it, Ben said to
himself, but as he went to do so, the old man grabbed his hand and
wrenched him in close and cried into his terrified eyes:

OLD MAN: “Anu Kingu Rakbu. Anu Kingu Rakbu,” clutching his hand tight.

BEN stared through the pouring rain
at the CEV, its rear section in flames.

1 2

3
4

BEN swung open the farm house door
and saw…

…the rear section of the Crew
Explorer explode in a ball of flames on
the
far side of the paddock.

BEN stares through the open hatch
with  a look of shock and surprise as
he sees…
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A solitary light bulb, with fireflies and moths dancing about it, shone dimly from the porch of the Brown’s old weatherboard farmhouse. Across its
two front windows, a clothesline dotted with pegs, dangled above a red padded bench seat with three potted begonias and a small jar of fertilizer in front on a
wooden pear box, and a pitchfork with red rubber gloves stuffed in its handle leaning up beside the door.

Inside on the left, the living room come kitchen was laid out in a cream lino that was worn through in patches, with red floral curtains drawn across
the windows, and a pianoforte against the wall opposite a brown sofa and a small round dining table. At the end of the short corridor, on the right, calculus
and physics books lay piled up on the bare wooden floor beside a bed. Above, a mobile of the solar system and stars swayed gently in the breeze, sprinkling
shadows upon Ben sprawled out fast asleep, the bedding at his feet.

The CEV flashed past his window, followed by a heavy THUD! and a bright burst of light.
Ben bolted upright and looked around startled and confused and saw an orange glow coming from his window. He leapt to it and saw the CEV in the

distance, on the far side of the paddock, with flames billowing from it.
The farmhouse door swung open, and Ben rushed out and stopped and stared. It wasn’t his imagination. Hell no, he thought to himself,

seeing the raging flames. The air was thick with the smell of wheat and rain. It filled his lungs and nostrils and thunder echoed in the distance and light rain
started to fall. Then, without another thought, he scampered down the steps, across the yard, over the paddock gate, and away towards the CEV, by which
time the rain had become torrential.

He approached through sheeting rain, and out of nowhere a cow ran past him bellowing loudly.
Then the CEV's rear exploded in a towering ball of flames. His face glistened orange, and through the rain he could just make out the CEV’s side

hatch door hanging down.
He stepped onto its delta wing tip dug into the ground and made his way along its leading edge up to the fuselage, and he saw the hatch door hanging

down five feet ahead. Then, placing one hand on the fuselage, the rain almost blinding him, he stretched his right foot out and took a foothold hold on the
hatch’s inside handle and then reached up for the open hatch, but as he did so, the handle swung down and he slipped and fell onto a bloody dead steer
below. Shocked and dazed, he climbed back up onto the wing. This time, wrapping his toes around the handle’s arm, he reached up and gripped the open
hatch and hoisted himself up only to have the most almighty shock.

On the floor, staring up at him was an old man in sooted white robes with long white hair and a matching beard, his face was bloodied and charred.
Ben stared at him dumbstruck and then in horror as the old man reached his hand out towards him. Then he reached it out further, straining with pain yet a
certain kindness in his eyes. Take it, Ben said to himself, but as he went to do so, the old man grabbed his hand and wrenched him in close and cried
into his terrified eyes, “Anu Kingu Rakbu. Anu Kingu Rakbu,” he said, clutching his hand tight, and he cried it out again, “Anu Kingu Rakbu.”
Then a huge explosion shook the CEV and threw Ben out.

He hit the ground on his back, staring up, gasping for air as another explosion sent a fireball high into the sky and himself shuffling backwards madly
along the grass. Another engulfed the CEV in flames, and lightning flashed across the sky, lighting up the countryside. Then blue and white thunderbolts
came crashing down, one after another, striking the CEV in a continuous stream of deafening and blinding explosions.

Ben scrambled to his feet and heard the sound of a siren. He turned and saw the glow of vehicle lights coming up the road. Then he looked back at the
lightning, which was still pummelling the CEV and sending fireballs high into the air.

All lights blazing, a sheriff’s car pulled up behind Ben. The sheriff scrambled out, struggling with his jacket, but then stopped and stared, his mouth
gaping, rain bouncing off his glasses as the last of the lightning rained down on the CEV.



INT. LOUISBURG HIGH SCHOOL - MAIN BUILDING - DAY

Stuck on Ben’s locker was a front page section of the New York Post, headlined,
“I SHOOK HANDS WITH AN ALIEN,” with a picture of E.T.’s head on a photo of
Special Agent Toms standing beside Ben at the crash site.

Thigs and Barns, two defensive liners from the football team, and two others
were milling about his locker. Thigs then ridiculed and bullied Ben leading to the
following:

THIGS: “Mr Benjamin Brown, all-American
hero. Bet your mama’s real proud.”

MARYANN (with her boyfriend John Jacobson behind her): “Leave
him alone. You’re not tough, you’re pathetic.”

JOHN JACOBSON (to Thigs): “Forget it. He ain’t worth it. He’s just an
embarrassment, (to Ben) aren’t you – to the school - everyone.”

Reaction shot Ben (CU).

Reaction shot Maryann (CU).

JOHN JACOBSON: “Forget it. He ain’t
worth it. He’s just an embarrassment,
aren’t you – to the school -
everyone.”
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THIGS: “Mr Benjamin Brown, all-
American hero. Bet your mama’s real
proud.”

MARYANN: “Leave him alone. You’re
not tough, you’re pathetic.”

Reaction shot BEN.
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Ben stared out the school bus window as it pulled into Aquatic Drive and drove up towards Louisburg High. The farm, the insurance, his mother’s
tears, his SAT’s, a scholarship out of there, and images of the old man, wondrous and bizarre, were racing around his mind. A few seats ahead, Maryann
looked around at him with her big brown eyes and wavy brown hair. He adored her but ignored her even though they had spent most of their childhood years
together as neighbours.

The bus pulled up to the grassy kerb, and Ben filed out and walked up the front lawn path towards the main school building. He passed like a shadow
through the throngs of students, ignoring the bemused looks and whispering stares.

He came through the main doors and walked up the long corridor lined with lockers. Up ahead, he saw Thigs and Barns, two defensive liners from the
football team, and two others milling about his locker. They started clapping and whooping as he approached.
“Way to go, way to go, way to go. The all-American hero, Mr. Benjamin Brown,” Thigs said, standing in front of Ben's locker.

“You mind?” Ben said, stepping up to him, his heart pounding.
“Bet your mama’s real proud,” Thigs said, his thick-set face inches from Ben’s. Then he smiled and stepped aside, revealing a New York Post

article stuck to Ben’s locker "I Shook Hands With An Alien" with a picture of E.T.’s head stuck on a photo of Agent Toms standing beside Ben at the crash
site.

Ben snatched at it, but it was glued tight. He turned to Thigs with venom in his eyes and saw Maryann and John Jacobson walking by, hand in hand.
“How embarrassing,” Jacobson said.
Thigs grinned. Then he held his hand out to Ben. “You want to shake my hand? You want to shake it? You want to shake it? Go on, shake it. Shake

it!” he said. Then pointing his fingers out like a gun, he stuck them close to Ben’s face and then whipped them away, saying, “No! Cause I’m not a bloody
alien, am I?”

“No,” Ben said, staring at him with contempt. “We all know what you are.”
“Really? And what’s that?” he said, stepping in close to Ben’s face. “Hhm? Hhm?” he said, jabbing him backwards. “What’s that? Eh? Eh?”
“Leave him alone!” Maryann’s voice rang out. “You’re not tough, you’re pathetic,” she said, approaching with Jacobson in tow.
“What are you, his mama?” Thigs said, the whites of his eyes bulging.
Jacobson tugged her back and walked up beside him. “Forget it,” he said. “He ain’t worth it. He’s just an embarrassment, aren’t you,” he

said, turning to Ben. “To the school, everyone.”
Thigs’ eyes bulging, mouth open, about to hail some more abuse, he saw a teacher looking on in the distance. Then the school bell started ringing on

the wall above them.
“You take it easy,” Thigs said, patting Ben’s shoulder, “or you’ll end up like your daddy,” he said, then shoved him aside and walked off.



INT. CLASSROOM - DAY

A TEST SUPERVISOR was standing at the front of the classroom,
addressing fifty students – a sea of heads - seated with SAT exam
papers on their desks.

TEST SUPERVISOR: “You have three hours and forty-five minutes.
You may begin.”

Ben looked up from his test paper at Maryann, who was seated
one up on his right.

TEST SUPERVISOR: “Ahh, gentleman in the seventh row...Yes, you.
Problem?”

Ben stared at him but said nothing.

TEST SUPERVISOR: “Ahh, gentleman
in the seventh row...Yes, you.
Problem?”
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TEST SUPERVISOR: “You have three
hours and forty-five minutes. You may
begin.”

Ben looked at Maryann, seated one
up on his right.
his right…
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“You have three hours and forty-five minutes to complete the test,” the SAT supervisor said to the class of fifty students sitting in front of
him. “If you require any additional paper, raise your hand. All papers and workings must be handed in upon completion. Nothing is to be taken out of the
classroom. Ladies and gentlemen, you may begin.”

Test papers opened in a flurry of activity, but Ben sat there lost in thought. He watched the supervisor organising his papers into three neat piles
on the front desk, squaring them perfectly, and then the seconds hand on the clock above the blackboard climb up and drop past twelve. It was ten past ten.
He glanced around at the other students all busy reading and writing away, and then he looked at Maryann seated one up on his right, at her slender
hands and manicured nails, the smooth line of her cheek running down to her chin, and her rosy red lips, so full and...

“Ahh, gentleman in the seventh row,” the supervisor’s voice trumpeted.
Ben looked up at a sea of faces staring at him. “Yes, you,” he said, pointing at him. “Problem?”

Ben held his gaze, then looked down and opened his test paper.
Eleven o’clock ticked by on the clock and the supervisor walked up the middle of the classroom and handed Ben two blank sheets of paper. He

glanced sideways at his others, which were covered in strange wedge-shaped characters.
Ben marked his multi-choice answer sheet, turned to the next page in the test, then looked at Maryann and the supervisor, who was crossing “2:30”

off the Time Remaining list on the blackboard, and then continued writing.
An hour later, the supervisor looked up and saw Ben approaching with the first completed test. Not too sure what to make of him, he checked Ben’s

details on the front of it and his name off the register, and then placed it neatly alongside the other piles.
Half an hour later, the school bus was cutting a path across the wheat plains dotted with farmhouses, barns, silos, and a scattering of trees in lines and

clumps. It came up the Brown’s dusty gravel road and stopped. The front door opened and Maryann bounced merrily down the steps, followed by Ben, a
little more subdued.

“Bye,” she called out to her friend, smiling and waving as the bus headed off.
She saw Ben watching her and smiled. They had been close in their younger years: going on picnics with the family bone china, collecting butterflies

and moths, hunting rabbits and frogs, enjoying his great sense of adventure and boyhood charm. But, now it had all but disappeared. He was quiet and
distant. They had grown apart.

“Goodbye, Mr. Brown.” She smiled slightly teasingly and walked off.
Ben watched her for a moment, then turned and headed off towards his driveway. He came through the gate and saw two cowhands driving the last of

their cattle up into the rear of a red and dusty wooden sided trailer unit, and further around, Tom Ashcroft, a local rancher, by the driver’s cab with his
mother, counting out a pile of notes. She counted them and thanking him, tucked the bundle into her apron.



INT. HIGH SCHOOL PRINCIPAL’S OFFICE - DAY

Mrs. Brown and Ben were sitting in the principal’s office  opposite PROFESSOR
MINGLEDORFF and DR. BRADSHAW and the  principal, who was standing in front
of his desk.

The high school principal was holding Ben’s SAT test, standing in
front of  his desk, addressing Ben’s mother and Ben - CU foreground.

PRINCIPAL: “...you got perfect scores in your math and physics SAT
tests.

PRINCIPAL: (O.S.) But what’s even more remarkable is how he
went about it.”

Ben’s mother looked at Ben’s SAT test workings, with Ben
beside her, looking non-plussed. She stared at them with a
look of confusion.

INSERT: PAGES of Ben's workings written in cuneiform script.

MINGLEDORFF (O.S.): “It’s Sumerian cuneiform.”

MINGLEDORFF: “Between that and Egyptian hieroglyphics, it’s the
oldest writing system known to man.”

MINGLEDORFF (O.S.): It’s nothing short of extraordinary.”

Ben stares ahead, lost in thought.
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PRINCIPAL: “...you got perfect scores
in your math and physics SAT
tests.”

PRINCIPAL: (O.S.) But what’s even
more remarkable is how he went
about it.”
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Three weeks later, the Brown’s ‘84 Dodge pickup pulled into the Louisburg High car park with Ben at the wheel and his mother by his side.
They walked up the deserted main corridor that was echoing with the sounds of teachers and students in the classrooms on either side, and they

approached the main office counter. The receptionist looked up, chewing on something, which she quickly swallowed and smiled.
“Hi. I have an eleven o’clock appointment with Dr. Harding. Mrs. Brown. My son, Ben,” she said, glancing at him.
“Sure, one moment,” she replied.
Mrs. Brown saw two women behind the receptionist working away on computers and one of their wedding bands and felt a tinge of sadness. Beside

them, an elderly man was struggling to remove a slice from a cake on a stack of files on the centre table. He looked up. Their eyes met. She smiled politely
but felt anything but comfortable; she had no idea why they were there, only that, “It was nothing to be concerned about,” were the principal’s words on the
phone.

“Mrs. Brown and Ben at reception,” sounded the receptionist.
Mrs. Brown checked her cream Sunday suit skirt and then saw Harding coming out of his glass walled office. A lightly paunchy but energetic figure in

his sixties, with grey sweptback hair, he approached, smiling warmly.
“Mrs. Brown. Anthony Harding. Nice to meet you. Appreciate you coming in,” he said, shaking her hand.
“Nice to meet you, too,” she said.
“Ben. Come through,” he said, shepherding them into his office.
She entered and saw two scholarly looking gentlemen getting up from black leather sofa chairs with wide wooden arms facing a coffee table and a

matching double.
“This is Professor Mingledorff from the University of Pennsylvania Museum of Archaeology and Anthropology, who just happened to be in the

neighbourhood.”
He smiled. “Hello.”
“And Dr. Bradshaw, a good friend of mine from way back.”
“Nice to meet you,” he said, leaning forward and shaking their hands.
“Have a seat. What can I get you to drink?” he asked Mrs. Brown. “Coffee, tea, juice, water...?”
“Coffee would be just fine, thank you.” “Milk and sugar?
“Plain’s fine, thanks.” “Ben?”
“I’m okay.”
Harding walked out, leaving them facing the two men. Mrs. Brown glanced at them and caught their eyes. She smiled politely. They smiled back. She

smiled again and looked around the room, feeling distinctly uneasy, wondering what on earth they were doing there. She glanced at Ben, who was looking as
stoic as ever. Then, to her relief, Harding returned with a cup of coffee with two shortbread biscuits on the side. He placed it in front of her, then sat down
behind his desk and looked at her with an affable smile, which, like his words the previous night, she found less than comforting.

“I appreciate you all coming in,” Harding said. “The reason for it is that yesterday afternoon, Ben, we received word from the College Board that you
got perfect scores in both your SAT Math and Physics Tests. The only one in the entire country to do so, and the only one to prove that question sixteen
in the math test was wrong. But what’s even more remarkable...” Harding said, getting up and handing Mrs. Brown a copy of Ben’s physics test and
workings, “is how he went about it.”

Mrs. Brown looked through the test pages, then turned slowly through the five pages of workings, and then looked up, baffled.
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“It’s Sumerian cuneiform,” Mingledorff said, quietly excited. “Between that and Egyptian hieroglyphics, it’s the oldest writing system
known to man. Dates back to around 3,500 B.C. And since around 100 A.D., its use - scholarly interest aside - has been pretty much dead until Ben here.
It’s nothing short of extraordinary.”

Mrs. Brown looked at Ben, wondering if they had the right boy, but his expressionless face suggested not.
“And the University of Pennsylvania, Ben, is keen to offer you a scholarship - full tuition and board. Doesn’t have to be archaeology, but we could

certainly use your knowledge and pay well for it,” he said with a smile. “Our museum, its Mesopotamian and Egyptian collections rival the British
Museum, some of the best in the world...” he said, falling flat, seeing Ben sitting there miles away, his arms crossed, staring ahead completely still like
some giant wall fly.

“Ben...” Harding kicked in, measuring his words. “I think it’s safe to say, you’ll be getting a lot of interest from a lot of good colleges. There’ll be a
whole world of possibilities opening up for you. I know, with your father and recent events, things haven’t been easy, but often the best thing at times is
just having someone to talk to. That’s why I was thinking, yourself, your mother agreeable, you could spend some time with Dr. Bradshaw, here; two- three
hours a week, whatever suits. He’s one of the most level-headed guys I know. What do you say?”

Ben looked down in silence at Bradshaw’s orangey-brown shoes, thick leathered with signs of repair to the stitching but well taken care of like his
father’s, he thought, thinking of how he had been cremated in his and he had been against it. He had wanted him buried in a place that he could visit, not
reduced to a pile of ashes. That was until his mother’s church stepped in and donated a small plot and headstone, which he reluctantly agreed to.

Everyone watched Ben gazing down, lost in thought. No one moved a muscle, afraid to disturb the strange prevailing silence. Then Ben looked up
and stared Harding in the eye.

“Last time I said anything,” he said, “they all thought I was crazy.”
“No one here thinks that - quite the opposite,” Harding said, glancing at Bradshaw. “And nothing discussed here will go beyond these walls, if that’s

your wish.”
Ben’s eyes darted between Mingledorff, Harding and Bradshaw, who then leant forward in his seat.
“Ben,” he said, adjusting his round wire-rim glasses, “you have a special gift, a talent. Many people live their entire lives without realizing theirs; the

pressures of life, it can all be a bit short,” he said with a pained smile. “Often, a listening ear, an encouraging word, it never ceases to amaze me what a
difference they can make.



INT. BARN - BEN BROWN’S FARM - DAY

An old blackboard, leaning against a beam, was filled with cuneiform
script and a sketch of a dual-conical cylindrical device, beside Ben,
who was watching a dual-conical cylinder rise up, spinning and making
an electrical humming, followed by a laptop sized steel plate with a
pair of jumper leads on either side.

But then one of the jumper leads snapped off the plate.

The plate dropped down, and the cylinder shot up and disappeared.

Ben looked up at the barn roof an sees…

….a hole in the barn roof.

THE CYLINDER shot up and plate
drops down.
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BEN watched the  cylinder rising up
with plate.

THE JUMPER LEAD snapped off plate,
with cylinder spinning above it.

BEN looked up towards the barn roof
(aerial view)

Ben’s POV: HOLE in barn roof.
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Hammering sounds rang out from the red barn beside the farmhouse, where Ben was shaping a one millimetre steel plate around a horned anvil on the
workbench. Behind him was a scratched wooden blackboard propped up against a beam and covered in cuneiform

workings and a sketch of a dual-conical cylinder, and further back was an antiquated red tractor and hay bales stacked high against the far wall.
The barn’s side door creaked opened, and Mrs. Brown appeared in a pool of light. Ben stopped as she approached with a glass of lemonade and handed

it to him and looked curiously at the blackboard.
“You're making a whole lot of noise, anything else?” she asked.
“Nothing,” he said.
“Yes, well, when you’re done making nothing, there’s the silo to clean and fences to mend if we’re going to keep the new cows in.
He glanced at her.
“Pam’s loaning us five, the McKenzie’s their bull. They arrive Saturday. Supper’s in half an hour.”
The sound of hammering was still ringing out from the barn when Mrs. Brown stepped out onto the veranda.

“Ben, supper’s ready. Ben?”
“Two minutes,” his voice rang out.
Twenty minutes later, Mrs. Brown was watching him quietly mopping up the last of his potatoes and gravy. She thought of her husband and how quiet

he had been. Yet, with his chair empty, the table, the house, their whole lives had become unspeakably so, unbearably so. To the point, where at times, she
wasn't sure she could have continued if it hadn’t been for Ben.

“Dr. Bradshaw phoned,” she said quietly.
Ben looked up.

“Told him you were busy... working away on something. Lord only knows what, but whatever it is, I want you be careful. We don't want anymore
accidents.”

He looked at her with a hint of scorn in his eye, then took his plate to the sink, put in the plug and turned on the taps and stared at the water plunging
down and bubbling up. Then he turned them off and stood there, his bottom lip quivering. “When are you going to say it for what it was?” he said, glancing at
her.

She looked at her nails and at the photos of the three them on the piano, which her mother had given to them as a wedding present. She wanted to cry
but felt empty and numb inside.

“Maybe I’m not convinced,” she said, her voice wavering. “Leave them. You go.”
He stood there.
“It’s fine,” she said and forced a smile.
Outside, bursts of silvery-white light and sparks were lighting up the barn's front window. Ben finished welding a seam along a steel cone in the

workbench vice, and as he started on a shorter one, he heard his father calling out to him. He looked around but saw no one except for the barn owl up in the
rafters. He continued welding and then heard him again, this time louder as if reaching out to him. He lifted his mask and looked around only to see his
mother standing by the side door in her nightgown.

“I’m off to bed,” she said. “Try not to be too late. Goodnight.” “Nite,” he replied.
The farmhouse lights went out and the sound of drilling started from the barn. Ben drilled six holes around the central perimeter of the tall cone, then

removed his safety glasses and stared at a list of things that he needed on the blackboard.
A solenoid came skittling across the barn floor into a pile of electrical parts beside an old television that had already been stripped down, followed by a

distributor cap and leads from beneath the tractor.
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Electrical parts piled up on the workbench beside him, Ben welded six four-inch long steel tubes into the holes, then a copper pipe filled with water
into the short cone’s wire-filled base and three solenoids around it. Then he fitted three vacuum tubes around them, completed an array of wiring, wound fine
copper tubing around the exterior of each cone, and then welded them together into what looked like a strange copper spinning top. Then after looking at a
sketch of the cylinder’s base plate on the blackboard, he looked around at a pile of combine harvester and plough parts in the far corner and eyed a steel plate
the size of a laptop, and then a two-inch drill head came screeching through the center of it.

He then plugged in a pair of jumper leads, clamped them onto each side of the plate, placed the dual-conical cylinder short-end down in the hole, and
then staring at it with one hand on the power switch and the other shielding his face, he flicked the switch on.

The cylinder started making an electrical humming sound, then started spinning and shuddering and lifted off the plate a few millimetres, a
few centimetres, spinning faster and faster. It kept rising up, followed by the plate: one, two, three feet into the air. But then one of the jumper leads
snapped off and the plate crashed onto the bench, and the cylinder shot up and smashed a hole through the roof and disappeared. Ben stared at the
gaping hole and then ran for the door.

He came running out of the barn, staring up at the dawn sky, and his mother came out onto the verandah and saw the hole in the roof.
“What on earth...” she said.
He glanced at her. Then the cylinder smashed down onto the yard just a few feet away from him, encrusted in ice.

“Ben Brown, I swear to god, you’re going to kill yourself. What did I say?” she said. Then she walked back inside as Ben bent down to examine it.



EXT. WHEAT FIELD - BEN BROWN’S FARM - NIGHT

Ben pushed the flying platform out of the barn side door on
the wheel barrow at night

Ben hovered on his flying platform just above the wheat field and
he saw…

…lights on at Maryann's house in the distance.

Ben stared at her house, feeling lost and alone.

The flying machine shot straight up into the air, way up high
into the starry moon lit night sky.

He saw lights on at Maryann's house in
the distance.
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Ben pushed the flying platform out of
the barn on the wheel barrow at night

Ben hoverd on his flying platform just
above the wheat field

Ben stared at her house, feeling lost
and alone.

The flying machine shot way up high
into the starry night sky.

Page 07

1

2

3

4

5



EXT. WHEAT FIELD - BEN BROWN’S FARM - NIGHT

Ben flew low over the wheat fields, with the bottom of the
platform brushing over the top of the wheat.

Maryann couldn’t believe her eyes as she watched him from her
bedroom window.

Ben’s platform hit the wheelbarrow, and he catapulted off it.

Maryann came sprinting up the track and stops and stared at
Ben beside the platform, which is on its side with the left fin
dented, choked with wheat, and the battery hanging out by a
cable.

1. MARYANN: “Take me for a ride?”

Ben’s platform hit the wheelbarrow,
and he catapulted off it.

1 2

3 4

BEN flew low over the wheat fields,
with the bottom of the platform
brushing over the top of the wheat.

MARYANN couldn’t believe her eyes as
she watched him from her bedroom
window.

MARYANN: “Take me for a ride?”
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EXT. WHEAT FIELD - BEN BROWN’S FARM – NIGHT

2. BEN: “ You’re crazy.”

4. BEN: “Go ask John Jacobson.”

3. MARYANN (close up): I saw you.

5. MARYANN: “To take me on a flying machine like
yours.”

6. BEN: “ Whatever you like, just don’t do
It around me!”

5. MARYANN: “To take me on a flying
machine like yours?”
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4

2. BEN: “ You’re crazy.”

4. BEN: “Go ask John Jacobson.” 3. MARYANN: “I saw you.”

6. BEN: “Whatever you like, just don’t
do It around me!”
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A few sleepless nights later, the new cylinder started spinning and rising up inside a steel platform that Ben was standing on beside the tractor. It had
two fin-like sides, a battery compartment below his feet, a dual-conical cylinder below it, and a steel frame with a control box mounted on it that came up to
his waist. Ben turned the two outer dials, and each smaller cylinder in the outer fins shuddered to life and started spinning alongside the central one.

The platform inched off the ground, all cylinders spinning, and Ben rose up: one, two, three . . . six feet into the air. He spun the right dial to see what
would happen, and the platform suddenly lurched onto one side, throwing him out, but for one hand clutching onto the frame, and then two, as it kept rising
up slowly and rotating upside down.

Seeing the roof approaching and his legs dangling below, he told himself, Bend and roll. Then he let go and crashed onto the floor, hitting his head and
saw blue flashes and the platform above him pulling on the power cable and the plug in the workbench socket. It suddenly snapped out, and he threw himself
clear only to see the platform drift down and land gently on its side and make a quiet shuddering sound before falling silent.

Ben stared at it as if he were some dusted up matador refusing to be beaten. He picked himself up, righted the platform and stepped onto it and turned
the middle dial - a fraction. The centre cylinder started spinning, and the platform rose a foot into the air. Then he swung the outer dials back and forth,
jittering the platform a few feet to the right and then a few feet to the left. Then he repeated it with the middle dial, jittering the platform up and down a few
feet, several feet, and then all the way up to the roof and back. Then he looked around at the side door.

The barn door opened, casting a sheet of light into the night yard, and Ben emerged, strapped up in his parachute and motorcycle helmet,
pushing the platform out on a rusty old wheelbarrow. He looked at the farmhouse. No lights. All clear. He scurried away like a mouse into the wheat
fields behind the barn.

The wheelbarrow and platform came bouncing along the track between the wheat fields, and he brought it to a stop in the middle and looked around,
making sure he was alone. Then he lifted down the platform, stepped onto it, and turned the two outer dials. The outer cylinders started shuddering and
spinning, and he rose up and hovered just above the wheat fields and could see the lights on at Maryann’s house in the distance. Then gripping the
frame with one hand and bracing his body against it, he turned the center dial and shot straight up like an express elevator - way up high, and then
descended, exhilarated. Then he shot up again, this time twice as high, and then swooped down in a long sweeping arc, flying lower and lower until the
platform brushed along the tops of the wheat fields.

Maryann couldn’t believe her eyes as she watched him from her bedroom window. He swooped high into the cloudy night sky towards the moon
and stars. The wind cutting him cold, he marvelled at the houses and lights dotted like Noddy Land below, feeling totally euphoric. Then he swooped down
towards the countryside. The ground racing up, he turned back the dials and brushed along the tops of wheat fields, sinking deeper and deeper,
until... Bang! Smash! Crash! The platform hit the wheelbarrow, and he was catapulted head over heels into the wheat field.

Horrified, Maryann jumped out of her bedroom window.
Ben, his face grazed, saw the platform on its side, the left fin dented and choked with wheat and the battery hanging out by a cable.
Maryann came sprinting up the track, then stopped and stared at Ben and the platform. He turned away and started putting the battery back

into its compartment.
“Take me for a ride,” she asked.
“You’re crazy,” he said, fixing the cable back onto the battery terminal.
“I saw you,” she said, stepping up beside him.
“Go ask John Jacobson,” he said, lifting the platform onto the wheelbarrow.
“To take me for a ride on a flying machine like yours,” she said, with a cheeky, conciliatory smile.
“Whatever you like. Just don’t do it around me,” he said vehemently, looking at her squarely in the eye, and then turned away.
Her spirits dashed, she watched him wheel the platform away.



EXT. CHURCH GRAVEYARD - NIGHT

Ben descended between the graves and stares at his father's
grave, with tears running down his face.

BEN: “It wasn’t an accident. I knew he was going to do it. And
the thing is, he knew I knew, and I said nothing, I just walked
away."

INT. DR. BRADSHAW’S CLINIC - OFFICE – DAY

BEN (tears) “All your talk about possibilities, it’s nothing –
means nothing - cause that’s all I did, and nothing’s going to
bring him back.”

DR. BRADSHAW: “You loved him?”

BEN: “Never told him.”

DR. BRADSHAW: “You loved him?”
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BEN: “It wasn’t an accident. I knew he
was going to do it. And the thing is, he
knew I knew, and I said nothing, I just
walked away."

BEN (in tears): “All your talk about
possibilities, it’s nothing - means
nothing - cause that’s all I did, and
nothing’s going to bring him back.”
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“BANG! BANG! BANG!” sounded punishing hammer blows from the barn still shrouded in darkness.
A few more blows to the left fin, the hammer came to a rest on the workbench, and Ben looked up despondently and caught his reflection in the

window. He looked away resentfully, then picked up a spanner and screwed down the battery brace, then put the platform on the ground and flicked the dials.
The cylinders spun, rose up, and dropped down. Good, he thought. Then he put on his helmet and stepped onto the platform, and then flew out the side door,
across the yard, past the farmhouse, and on towards the wheat fields.

Gliding above them, he stopped in front of the section of dirt track where his father had died, and it suddenly lit up before him. He saw his father
standing beside the red tractor and himself just a few metres away.

“You go in, I’ll be fine,” his father said to himself. “I don’t mind,” himself replied.
“It’s okay.”
Ben saw the hesitation on his own face and the reassuring smile from his father.
“Stay. Don’t go. Stay,” Ben pleaded to himself.
But he turned away, so Ben flew down towards him, intent on saying something, but as he approached himself, he disappeared into the night. Ben

turned to his father, and he too disappeared along with the tractor.
“Pa!” he cried out.
But there was nothing except the empty track and wheat fields and the sounds of the night chirping, croaking and hooting away. Feeling dreadfully sad

and alone, Ben rose high into the night sky, up through the clouds, flying higher and higher until he was shivering and breathing quickly, his teeth chattering,
his face grief stricken. He floated about in a state of limbo and then heard his father calling out to him.

“Ben.”
He looked around but saw nothing except the clouds, moon, and stars. Then he heard him again.
“Go.”
“Go,” his voice echoed.
“Go where?” Ben asked, looking around perplexed. “Go where?” he cried out. But there was no reply, only silence.
Feeling faint, Ben descended through the clouds and glided down towards the Louisburg city lights in the distance. He saw the steeple and bell tower of

the Methodist church in the distance and flew towards its graveyard and descended between the graves and stared at his father’s headstone, “John
Anthony Brown. Beloved husband and father.” Tears running down his face, he broke down uncontrollably, screwing up his face in pain. His face
desolate and

tear stained, he wiped it and slowly composed himself. Then he flew off into the distance and raced over the countryside as fast as he could bear, seeing
farms, towns, and cities shooting by below, and finally the coast, the Gulf of Mexico.

He glided down towards it and flew along its dark glistening surface, thinking how all his pain and grief could be swallowed up forever. Then he flew
off over its moonlit surface and disappeared into the distance.

At 9:57 am, Dr. Bradshaw’s phone was ringing at his Washington Street clinic in Kansas
He answered it and listened with a look of concern. “We’re almost through, just be a couple of minutes,” he said, looking apologetically at an elderly

phonophobic woman on the yellow sofa chair, and then at the door, which soon opened, and they came out of his consulting room.
“I will see you Wednesday, same time,” Bradshaw said.
“See you Wednesday,” she said quietly, meeting his kind-hearted smile.

“Good to see you,” Bradshaw said, approaching him. “Hi.”
“Come in. Something to drink?” “No, thanks.”
“How’ve you been?” Bradshaw asked, closing the door behind them. “Good. Yourself?”
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He turned with a lingering smile towards Ben, who was standing in reception, looking pale faced with dark lines under his eyes.
“Good to see you,” Bradshaw said, approaching him. “Hi.”
“Come in. Something to drink?” “No, thanks.”
“How’ve you been?” Bradshaw asked, closing the door behind them. “Good. Yourself?”
“Can’t complain... not that anyone would listen.” He smiled broadly. “How’s the flying machine?”
“Flying,” Ben said, his eyes lighting up. “Flew it out to the coast last night.” “The Gulf?”
“Yes.”
“It really can fly,” Bradshaw said to himself.
“Might even put a few oil companies out of business.”
“That would be something.”

But then the light in Ben’s eyes faded, and he became desolately quiet and stood there mouth open, bottom lip quivering, about to say something,
struggling for the words, and then he finally forced them out. “It wasn’t an accident,” he said, looking away, tears welling. “I knew he was going to do it.
And the thing is, he knew I knew, and I said nothing, I just walked away,” he said, wiping his eyes. “So, all your talk about possibilities, it means
nothing - it's nothing, cause that’s all I did, and nothing’s going to bring him back,” he said, looking away in tears.

Bradshaw approached and waited for him to settle. “You loved him?”
“Of course.”
“You could have stopped him? Who knows, but what I do know, you don’t change the past by tearing up the present. You loved him. That’s what

counts.”
“I never told him, not even once.”
“Some things go without saying.
” Ben looked at him, teary-eyed.
“What do you think he would have wanted..." Bradshaw asked, "for his one and only son? What? Think about it.”
Ben stared out the bus window at the town houses and people flashing by like bright coloured postcards, cheerful yet distant. A few seats ahead, he saw

an elderly couple sitting together, and he stared at them, thinking of his parents and Maryann as the bus headed out of town towards the wide open fields of
home.



EXT. MARYANN’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Ben approached Maryann’s bedroom window on his flying
Platform. He saw her unclipping the back of her bra and
froze, too terrified to move, but she catches sight of him.

1. MARYANN (spins around): “What are you think you’re doing?”

2. BEN: “Nothing.”
4. BEN: “Just wanted to say sorry ‘bout last night.”

3. MARYANN: “Nothing?!”

Ben and Maryann shot over the countryside on the flying platform
and then flew up through the clouds and glide over a luminescent sea
of cumulus clouds, absorbed in its fairy-tale serenity. 2. BEN: “Nothing.”

4. BEN: “Just wanted to say sorry
‘bout last night.”
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Ben approaches Maryann’s bedroom
window on his flying platform and
sees her unclipping back of her bra.

1. MARYANN (spins around): “What
are you think you’re doing?”

3. MARYANN: “Nothing?!”

Ben and Maryann fly over the
countryside.
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Later that night, the air filled with a symphony of crickets and frogs and an owl hooting in the distance, Ben glided out of the barn on his platform and
passed the dimly lit farmhouse and skimmed over the wheat fields towards Maryann’s house.

He approached her bedroom window and saw her unclipping the back of her bra. He froze, too terrified to move, and stood there watching her
putting on her nightie, but as she did so, she caught sight of him and spun around indignantly and rushed up to the window.

“What do you think you’re doing?”
“Nothing, I...” “Nothing?”
“Just wanted to say sorry ‘bout last night.” Her face softened.
“See if you wanted to go for a ride.”
Her eyes lit up. Then she threw on a sweater, pulled some jeans up over her nightie, and approached the window, smiling excitedly.
“You might need this,” he said, handing her his helmet.
She put it on, then climbed out the window, and stood behind him on the platform, her face alight.
“Better hold on,” he said.
She put her arms around his stomach, sending a rush of emotions through him. Then they flew off over the wheat fields, their faces alive with

excitement.
“Where do you want to go? The moon, the stars?” Ben asked.
“Anywhere. Let’s fly high.”
They swooped up and raced over the countryside. Ben hurled them about, swerving left and right, making her hold him tight; the wind and

the speed exhilarating them. They flew up through the clouds and glided above a luminescent sea of cumulus clouds, shivering, yet absorbed in the fairy-
tale serenity. Then they dived down towards a majestic snow-capped mountain.

“Mount Elbert,” Ben said, as they came down and hovered around its peak and stared out at a wilderness of snow-capped peaks glistening in the
moonlight.

“So beautiful,” Maryann exclaimed. “Now, maybe somewhere a little warmer.”
She snuggled her cheek against his shoulder blade and said to herself, “You’re a strange wonder of a man, aren’t you Mr. Brown.”
He glanced around at her, and she smiled. Then he turned the platform around, and they flew up and away through the clouds in the distance.
The platform came down outside Maryann’s window, and she climbed inside and handed Ben his helmet.

“Thanks.” She smiled shyly.
He looked at her warmly and then flew off without a word.



INT. CONVENTION CENTRE - NATIONAL HIGH SCHOOLS SCIENCE
COMPETITION - DAY

Maryann and Ben approached, pushing the platform on the wheelbarrow.
They pass below an overhead banner, “Welcome to the 75th National
High Schools’ Science Competition.”

The lead judge, with three other ones behind him, stared stoically
at Ben’s dented platform and glanced around unimpressed at their
empty booth and rusty wheelbarrow.

1. LEAD JUDGE: “Registration?”

Maryann handed him theirs. He skimmed through it/wrote down details.

INSERT: Registration form: 75th NATIONAL HIGH SCHOOLS SCIENCE
COMPETITION.

2. LEAD JUDGE: “Mr. Brown?”
3. BEN: “Yes, sir.”

4. LEAD JUDGE  (reading their form) “A flying machine.”
6. LEAD JUDGE: “Any paperwork, documentation?”
8. LEAD JUDGE: “Care to describe how it works”
10. LEAD JUDGE: “Particle displacement.”

5. BEN: “Yes, sir”
7. BEN: “No, sir.”
9. BEN: “Through particle displacement, sir.”
11. BEN: “Yes, sir.”

The lead judge looked at Ben above the rims of his glasses.

4. LEAD JUDGE: “A flying machine.”
6. LEAD JUDGE: “Any paperwork,
documentation?”
8. LEAD JUDGE: “Care to describe how
it works”
10. LEAD JUDGE: “Particle
displacement.”
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1. LEAD JUDGE: “Registration?”

2. LEAD JUDGE: “Mr. Brown?”
3. BEN: “Yes, sir.”

The lead judge looked at Ben above
the rims of his glasses.
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5. BEN: “Yes, sir”
7. BEN: “No, sir.”
9. BEN: “Through particle
displacement, sir.”
11. BEN: “Yes, sir.”
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Throngs of excited students from some of the six hundred high schools attending the 75th National High Schools’ Science Competition were chatting
and laughing outside the Orange County Convention Centre, and many others were arriving with all manner of experiments, displays, banners, boxes, and
other materials.

Maryann and Ben approached, pushing the platform on the wheelbarrow. They passed below an overhead banner, “Welcome to the 75th
National High Schools’ Science Competition,” then Ben stopped to rest his arms and saw an arrow above the registration sign pointing towards the main
doors.

They came through them and approached a line of students waiting to register. A few minutes later, Ben stepped up to the registration desk and came
face-to-face with a rather constipated looking woman in her late twenties going on fifty.

“Hi, we’d like to register.”
“Pre-registration and student I.D.” she said. “We’d like to register now.”
“You haven’t pre-registered?” “No.”
“I’m sorry, entry’s only by way of pre-registration. If you haven’t pre-registered, it’s too late, I’m sorry. Next.”
“We can’t make a late entry?”
She stared at him and sighed and then turned to a middle-aged man behind her at a computer, with a pile of registration forms in front of him.
“Mr. Ashley,” she called out.
He looked up, still fuming at having to re-enter all the pre-registration data that the Competition Director had managed to lose. Bloody numbskull, he

thought, cursing him again.
“No pre-registration,” she said.
“You have anything from your school? Letter of authorization? Signed pre- registration?” he asked, approaching.
“No, we only heard about it last week.”
“Well, I’m sorry, but, you know, we could have any Tom, Dick or Harry walking in here. There’s no entry without pre-registration. Those are the rules,

I’m sorry,” he said, seeing Maryann searching through her purse.
She pulled out her student identity card. “Louisburg High,” she said, holding it out to him.
“What we need,” he said, ignoring it like some distasteful offering, “is a pre-registration form signed by the head of your science department or

principal. It’s as simple as that. You want to go away and get one, you’re most welcome.”
“To Kansas?” she asked sardonically.
“I don’t make the rules. I’m sorry.”
“To hell with the rules," Ben snapped, "we’re trying to accomplish something here.”
“Really,” Ashley said. “Well, I’m sorry, but we and I’m sure most of the scientific community beg to differ.”
“So did Thomas Edison; his words, 1898.”
“Yes, well, if you’re so clever, maybe next time you’ll be a little more organized,” he said, seeing the Competition Director step up beside Maryann.
“Everything okay?” he asked perkily.
“Yes. I believe you were just leaving,” Ashley said to Ben and Maryann. “I’m not so sure we were,” she said.
“And who might you be?” the Director asked, taking an immediate shine to her.
“Maryann McKenzie. This is Ben Brown. We’re from Louisburg High, Louisburg, Kansas.”
“This is Dr. Einberg, the Competition Director,” Ashley said. The bloody numbskull himself, he thought to himself. “They haven’t pre-registered.”
“I see. Anyone else here from Louisburg High?”
“No, sir, but what Ben’s made could change the face of science. It’s incredible, it really is.”
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Einberg glanced at the dented platform and rusty wheelbarrow, wondering if it could possibly be what she was referring to, and then looked at Ashley.
“They have Louisburg I.D.” he admitted reluctantly, noticing him looking rather fondly at Maryann.
“And plenty of passion to boot,” Einberg said, smiling at her. “Have them complete the form. I’ll sign it off.”

The main exhibition hall was a crowded maze of over six hundred booths, packed with thousands of students, teachers, parents, judges, and media up
its six long aisles. Ben and Maryann made their way up one of them, pushing the wheelbarrow past a few booths elaborately laid out with school banners,
flags, charts, diagrams, and other displays mounted all around and on electronic screens. Some of the students in their fancy school blazers looked upon them
and their wheelbarrow with mild amusement.

Ben and Maryann arrived at their booth and stared at its bare concrete floor and faceless wooden frame with a cardboard sign marked “121” stapled to
it. Maryann nodded towards the next booth, and Ben saw the panel of four judges shaking the students’ hands and one of the judges looking quizzically at his
platform.

“Let’s hope it’s not all about presentation,” he said, lifting it down. At that, Maryann pushed the wheelbarrow away into the far corner.
Moments later, the leader of the judging panel approached their booth and stared at the dented platform and glanced around the empty booth at the

wheelbarrow. Exactly why they need a qualifying round, he thought to himself, intending to make an issue of it later. He looked down his list of entries and
then at the other judges.

“121, do you have it? I can’t see it,” he asked one of the female judges.
She looked down her list and shook her head, prompting the others to flick through their piles of registration forms.

The lead judge looked around at Ben and Maryann. “Registration?” he asked.
Maryann handed him their copy, and he skimmed through it, writing down their details. “Mr. Brown?”
“Yes, sir.”
“A flying machine,” he articulated clearly, reading their form.
“Yes, sir.”
“Any paperwork, documentation?”
“No, sir.”
“Care to describe how it works?” “Through particle displacement, sir.”
“Particle displacement,” he echoed, looking at him above the rims of his glasses.
“Yes, sir.”
“Care to elaborate?”
Ben hesitated and saw all the judges staring at him in wide-eyed anticipation. “Sure,” he said. “It uhm... it uses three particle vacuum drives. Each

induces particle displacement around a vacuum, which provides forward and directional thrust.” Silence. Not one of the judges batted an eye lid.
“I see,” the lead judge said.
“It’s kind of new.” Ben smiled.
The lead judge smiled and looked around a little incredulously at the others.
“I can start her up and show you.”
“By all means. It’s safe? Not going to shoot off anywhere?”
“No, sir. But it might pay to step back a bit.”
“Righ-t-o. Everybody back,” he said, beginning to enjoy himself.

The judges stepped back and a few people stopped by as Ben put on his helmet and stepped onto the platform. He turned the dials, but nothing
happened. The cylinders lay motionless and a battery cable was dangling out in front. Ben flicked the dials again and leant
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“Righ-t-o. Everybody back,” he said, beginning to enjoy himself.
The judges stepped back and a few people stopped by as Ben put on his helmet and stepped onto the platform. He turned the dials, but nothing

happened. The cylinders lay motionless and a battery cable was dangling out in front. Ben flicked the dials again and leant forward and saw the cable, so he
took a spanner out of his bag and started whacking the cable head back onto the terminal to the amusement of the lead judge and growing number of students
behind him, who were struggling to contain their smiles. By the time it was ready to go, there was a small crowd pressing in upon him.

“Can you get them back?” he asked Maryann.
“Sorry, can we all go back a bit please?” she asked, waving her hands. “Back. Back. Okay, that’s great, thanks.”
Ben stepped onto the platform and turned the dials and the cylinders started spinning and shuddering, much to the intrigue of the lead judge and crowd,

who collectively gasped as the platform started rising off the ground. They stepped back and their eyes followed Ben as he rose up and hovered above them
and glided away.

Below, he saw a few people looking up and soon all of them staring at him, with cameras flashing all around, as he glided about the auditorium. Then
he swooped down and along an aisle, sweeping everyone aside like Moses parting the Red Sea, and many students

ran behind him like the rats following the Pied Piper of Hamlin, who was heading for the main doors. He flew through them and glided past the
registration desk, where Mr. Ashley looked up, stunned, and watched him disappear out the main doors, followed by a swarm of people.

Ben flew high up into the sky and saw a large crowd gathering below. Then he swooped down around their heads and up again, and then came down
and landed in the centre of them to a huge cheer and applause; cell phone cameras out all around and media photographers bombarding him with flashes.



INT. IMMACULATE CONCEPTION CATHOLIC CHURCH – DAY

1. BEN (O.S.):  "Father, I’m not part of this church,”
3. BEN (O.S.): “Even if you’re not sure he exists?”

2. PRIEST (O.S.): “God welcomes one and all.”
4. PRIEST (O.S.): “One and all. What’s on your mind, son?”

5.  BEN (sitting inside a confessional booth): “I was wondering
about God’s will... his hand, how far it might extend if he wanted
to do something.”

7. BEN: “He could use someone of little faith?”

6. PRIEST (outline behind mesh separator): “No one can presume
the infinite power and wisdom of God.”

8. PRIEST: “No one can presume the infinite power and wisdom of
god. He can move in mysterious ways.”

10. PRIEST: “Which means with faith anything’s possible.”

9. BEN (X CU): “Which means what?”

11. BEN (X CU): “If you have no faith?”

12. PRIEST (X CU outline through mesh): “Who doesn’t have faith?
in the rising sun, the changing tides, changing seasons. It’s just a
question of knowledge and understanding.”

6. PRIEST: “No one can presume the
infinite power and wisdom of God.”
8. PRIEST: “No one can presume the
infinite power and wisdom of god. He
can move in mysterious ways.”
10. PRIEST: “Which means with faith
anything’s possible.”

1 2

3
4

1. BEN:  "Father, I’m not part of this
church,”
3. BEN: “Even if you’re not sure he
exists?”
2. PRIEST : “God welcomes one and
all.”
4. PRIEST (O.S.): “One and all. What’s
on your mind, son?”

5. BEN: “I was wondering about God’s
will... his hand, how far it might
extend if he wanted to do
something.”
7. BEN: “He could use someone of
little faith?”

9. BEN: “Which means what?”
11. BEN: “If you have no faith?”

Page 13

1

3

4

5
12. PRIEST: “Who doesn’t have faith?
in the rising sun, the changing tides,
changing seasons. It’s just a question
of knowledge and understanding.”

2

5



PAGE 13

The next day, Ben was headline news in every major newspaper around the country. “Revolutionary School Science Project,” said the Los Angeles
Times, with a photo of Ben flying on his platform. “Schoolboy Stuns Scientific Community,” said the New York Times, with a photo of Ben surrounded by
microphones, the science competition trophy, and an electrified press corps, who were crying out for his attention at the science competition press conference.

“Mr. Brown. Mr. Brown!” one reporter cried out above of horde seated at the back of the exhibition hall. “David Holady, Scientific Journal. The
possibilities you see for this technology, can you outline them for us?”

“I can see it changing the way we travel on earth, in space. It releases no harmful gasses, provides a whole new way of producing energy cheaply, for
next to nothing.”

“Mr. Brown. Peter Cope, New Scientist. The concept behind this technology, how you developed it, can you give us some background?”
“I guess, you could say, it came about by accident, a mistake, an act of God. I’m not too sure how to describe it.”
“You believe in God?”
“Good question.” Ben smiled.
“Mr. Brown, Hunter Rossberg, L.A. Times. I was wondering if you could tell us about your plans? Do you have anything else in development? Are you

in partnership with anyone?
“My only plan at the moment is maybe something a little larger that could maybe travel into space.”
“You mind elaborating?”
“Sure, I mean, there’s a few places crying out to be explored,” he replied, raising a few smiles.
“Have you thought about funding?” another asked.
“No, sir. I mean, I guess I’m gonna need some... but as long as there’s no strings attached that, you know, can come back and choke you, then... I'm not

too sure, I haven’t much thought about it.”
“You want us to pass a hat around?” Ben smiled.
“Mr. Brown,” said another, “you realize this could make you an awfully rich man.” Ben stared at him and around the mass of faces in their business

suits, shirts and ties, and he saw images of his father in his worn old clothes fixing their dog-old farm equipment, working sunup to sundown, and going over
the figures late into the night, “Keeping the sharks at bay,” he would say, invariably coming up short, Ben thought, seeing his father’s body lying in state and
himself touching his arm to see if it was really true, not some terrible surreal dream. He heard a few coughs in the crowd and someone shuffling about. Then
he scratched his head and spoke.

“If it can make me rich, that’s well and good,” he said, “for my mother, our farm, and maybe a whole lot of people who really need it, who’re
struggling to survive and maintain their basic human dignity, but certainly not for some greedy bank, corporation, or government. No, sir.”

Smiles and applause broke out all around. And from the bells on the steeple of the Immaculate Conception Catholic church on south Elm street, just a
few miles from the Brown’s farm, it rang out across Louisburg and echoed from everyone’s lips with great pride that Ben Brown, their local son and hero, had
put Louisburg on the map and maybe on the road to greater prosperity. Mrs. Brown received phone calls from all over town: the Mayor, Ben’s principal, the
Louisburg Chamber of Commerce, the Mom’s Club, the Busy Bees of Liberty, and many others with invitations to join groups and charities she had never
heard of. She even received a call from her insurance company offering free insurance for a year, which she politely declined.

Yet beneath all the furore and the church steeple and bells and its arched wooden girders and white washed walls, sat a solitary figure in a
centre aisle pew, weighed down in thought, staring beyond the altar at the arched stain glass window of Jesus the good shepherd holding a lamb.
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A shutter slid back inside the confessional box, revealing the outline of a priest.
“Father, I’m not part of this church,” Ben said, “but I was...”
“God welcomes one and all.”
“Even if you’re not sure he exists?”
“One and all. What’s on your mind, son?”
“I was wondering about God’s will... his hand, how far it might extend if he wanted to do something.”
“No one can presume the infinite power and wisdom of God.”
“He could use someone of little faith?”
“No one can presume his infinite power and wisdom. He can move in mysterious ways.”

“Which means what?”
“Which means with faith anything’s possible.”
“If you have no faith?”
“Who doesn’t have faith? in the rising sun, the changing tides, changing seasons. To what extent, it’s just a question of knowledge and

understanding.”
Ben contemplated his words and after an inordinate silence the priest looked around at him.
If you don’t mind, I should be preparing evening mass.”

“Of course. Thanks.”
The shutter slid shut.



EXT. SPACE – DAY

The Adonis shot up from Earth.

EXT. WORMHOLE TUNNEL

The ADONIS raced along a translucent blue tunnel
awash with myriads of lights the colours of the spectrum
flashing around him from centillions of stars and galaxies
shooting past in a mesmerizing display of light and colour.

The Adonis entered the Arcadian solar system, four stars in a
diamond formation filled with purply-orange gas, encircled by
eight grayish-brown planets on the same orbital plane.

Ben’s sees the planet Ubaidia ahead, which has only one patch
of green on it.

Six Arcadian fighters closed in around Ben. One edged in close,
and its brutish Nephilim pilot with thickset human features pointed
downwards emphatically.

The Adonis entered the Arcadian solar
system and sees the planet Ubaidia
ahead, which has only one patch
of green on it.
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The Adonis flew out of the atmosphere into a sea of Milky Way stars, billions of them shining as Ben had never seen before. Some dazzling and
bright like great coloured diamonds, others swirling in spiralling masses like the far away galaxies of Andromeda and Triangulum. And millions more in open
and globular clusters, lighting sprawling clouds of gas and dust that were glowing and fluorescing in great canvases of colour, housing singular and
multiplicities of stars inside and out; some dying, some being born, others being nurtured in the magnificent nebulous nurseries. To his right, shining like
bright coloured pearls, were Mars, Jupiter and Saturn along the asteroid belts. The grandeur of it was breathtaking, exceeding anything he had ever seen or
imagined, like a first-time diver seeing thousands of fish around a bright coral reef.

His spirits lifted, he hit a series of buttons on the navigation screen, and a 3-D gravitational field map appeared, showing Earth, Mars, the tunnel
entrance and the sun in hazy orange forms. He magnified the tunnel entrance and touched a point just outside it, and XYZ coordinates appeared. He tapped
them. They became highlighted. Then he eased the drive lever forward, and the Adonis shot away towards the sea of stars.

Slowing from near-light speed, Ben could see no sign of the tunnel entrance up ahead even though the navigation screen had it directly in front of him
as a swirling hazy orange funnel, spiralling into a tubular core. He magnified the funnel, then touched its tubular core

and the coordinates generated, locking them in. Then he tightened his harness and stared out at Mars and Jupiter, thinking of what lay ahead, and his
fears began filling his mind and stabbing him through like burning hot daggers. He tried thinking of Maryann, Mekalek, and what he was trying to achieve,
but it did little, and there was no turning back. "Just do it," he said to himself. Then he pushed the drive lever forward, and the Adonis flashed a short distance
across space and disappeared.

Ben found himself torpedoing along a translucent blue tunnel, a vortex cutting through space and time, awash with myriads of lights, the
colours of the spectrum, flashing all around him from centillions of stars and galaxies shooting past in a mesmerising display of light and colour.

He glanced at his Parsec/s gauge: 0289.0371, and alarm bells started ringing. He pulled back on the drive lever, but his speed kept increasing as if some
gargantuan force, some universal design, was sweeping him along to the end of the line. He saw the Adonis and tunnel on the navigation screen, their dark
forms cutting a path through a sea of orange spheres, and, upon widening its perspective, that he was nearing the end of the tunnel.

“Jesus!” he said, looking up and seeing its dark end approaching, not an hour but only seconds away. He widened it further, trying to find the re-entry
point for the other side, but each time he did so, he only saw more darkness. “Where the hell you?” he cried out frantically, hammering on the navigation
screen, ballooning out the map until it finally revealed the edge of the universe beyond. But, with the tunnel end upon him, it was Too little, too late, he
thought, and everything around him slowed. He saw Maryann, his mother, the Parsecs gauge, and then last of the tunnel.

The Adonis shot out from the edge of the universe into a sea of darkness, and it began swerving and bouncing about wildly like a small dinghy on a
stormy sea.

Clutching the steering with one hand and the drive lever with the other, holding it full ahead, Ben found himself powerless against the taurine fury of
the Great Divide. It had claimed most lives that dared to cross its vast expanse, and it was now catapulting him about in all directions. His harness slowly
loosening, his head started smashing violently against the cockpit and canopy, smashing his visor and knocking him unconscious, and the Adonis went
tumbling away end over end and disappeared into the faint lights ahead in the distance.

It shot past out of the darkness and swirled away towards a towering star-speckled universe. Approaching at great speed, it then slowed and drifted up
alongside it, passing the shell of a derelict spacecraft covered a layer of space dust and brown fur-like hair.
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Ben's face bloody and cut, the cockpit in darkness, all systems down except for auxiliary life support, he stirred and fumbled with his damaged visor
and pushed it back. Then reached out and pushed the main power button. Nothing happened. He tried the back up. Still nothing. He looked out at the
darkness, racking his brain, his face throbbing with pain. Then he lifted the flight console cover and looked inside it with a flashlight. No signs of shorting or
damage, he thought, glancing around and touching a cut on his nose. It felt broken. He wiped some blood from it and a cut above his right eye, then he slowly
unbuckled himself and floating upwards, guided himself behind his seat.

A hammering sound rang out from the Adonis as it drifted up alongside the bright and colourful star-lit universe, and then it stopped.
Ben guided himself back above the flight console and pushed the main power button. The cockpit lit up like a Christmas tree along with three warning

lights. He brought up a schematic of the Adonis on the flight console and saw three red crosses flashing on the front and two rear drives. "Just keep moving,"
he urged himself on, knowing he couldn’t lose anymore. He brought up the tunnel entrance, locked it in, and then flew up towards it, marvelling at the
universe inside. It was like a grand cosmic playpen with many stars linked together in different shapes and sizes by great shafts of light filled with dazzling
canvasses of shimmering and changing colours; some shooting out small stars with long glowing tails, others, fiery coloured fountains like Roman Candles
and fiery spinning wheels. He neared the tunnel entrance, a translucent blue funnel of light spurting out above him from the side of the universe. His spirits
lifted, he pushed the drive lever, and the Adonis arced away, then came hurtling back around and disappeared into its bowels.

Seconds later, Ben could see the approaching end of the tunnel and a dazzling white light. It became brighter and brighter until it totally engulfed him.
The Adonis suddenly reappeared out of nowhere, but in its path, coming straight for him was a battered bulk carrier, an Acadian mining ship, hundreds

of meters long, about to hit him. He swerved in a fit of panic and swerved again, bouncing of its gargantuan flaking and rusted battered side as it rumbled by.
"Christ almighty!" he said, relieved to be alive and see it disappearing behind him, but concerned about the forces it might bring from the one time

jewel and only inhabited planet in the Arcadian Empire, Ubaidia.

A few minutes later, the Adonis flew into the Ubaidian solar system, four stars in a diamond formation filled with purply-orange gas, encircled
by eight grayish-brown planets on the same orbital plane. Ben was soon flying alongside one of them, staring soberly at its lifeless barren surface and
seeing flickering images from some part of his brain of lush green forests and grasslands, sparkling waterways, communities of people at play, and then
fireballs and flames enveloping the planet and leaving it in smoking ruins. He took a final took and then shot away towards Ubaidia in the distance.

Approaching its outer atmosphere, he saw a patch of green shining up from its otherwise browny-gray surface and then a group of spacecraft
rising up from it like a swarm of hornets. His heart sank. He thought of running, but before he knew it, six Arcadian fighters were closing in around him.
One edged in close, and its brutish looking pilot with thickset human features pointed downwards emphatically. Ben nodded, his heart pounding,
realizing they were Nephilim, a race of super humans, purportedly descendants of angels, who, despite unsuccessful forays to Earth in ancient times,
had dominated the Arcadian Empire for the last 8,000 years, invoking a divine right to subjugate anyone they wished.

The commander signalled to the others. Then they swooped down in tight formation around Ben through the cloudless atmosphere, then along the
Ubaidian surface, flying over scorched clay-brick cities lying in ruins, a rocky barren desert stretching for hundreds of miles, petrified forests standing lifeless
and gray, then over huge terraforming vehicles digging trenches alongside lines of aqueducts leading to near-empty water reservoirs, and over stretches of
green forests and croplands, and on towards the fortified walls of the ancient Ubaidian capital, a congested maze of clay-brick houses extending for over
fifteen square miles.



INT. KING’S GREAT HALL - DAY

Ben (wide)  is standing in front of King Marduk, a Nephilim
giant seated on his throne.

1. KING MARDUK: “You come as their leader? As what?”
2. BEN: “Their ambassador, Goodwill Ambassador for Earth.”

3. KING MARDUK: “What do we need of your goodwill?...  You
know of other planets inhabited?”
4. BEN: “No.”
5. KING MARDUK: “Your business with Ubaidia is what?”

BEN (CU) stares at him blankly, not entirely sure himself….
8. BEN: “I have no business. I... “

7. KING MARDUK: “Your business with Ubaidia?”
9. KING MARDUK:  Why” are you here?!”

BEN (CU) stares at him blankly, not
entirely sure himself….
8. BEN: “I have no business. I... “
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The enormous wooden doors of the Great Hall opened, and the King’s herald, a grey bearded Nephilim in purple and white robes, entered and banged a
carved wooden pole on the floor.

“General Ramses the Third,” he announced.
King Marduk looked up from his gold throne, surrounded by Nephilim advisers and eunuchs, and waved him in with an air of frustration. Then

he turned back to the five high priests standing in front of him beside three maps on stands.
The herald stepped aside for Ramses followed by Ben and four Nephilim guards. They walked up the purple carpet, passing life-sized statues of former

Arcadian kings sitting on carved wooden chairs lining the walls, and as they neared the King, he exploded in a fit of rage.
“It’s not going to happen in my lifetime or anyone’s! We need a hundred fold increase! We need more water!” All seventeen feet of him cried out,

getting up and pointing angrily at the terraforming plans for the region. “This isn’t going to do it! This is nothing! It’s nothing!” he shouted, glancing at Ben
approaching and then at one of the terrified high priests about to say something. “Nothing! You’ve got a week to come up with something. If you can’t, get
me someone who can! Get out of here!” he cried, waving them away.

Ben watched the King sit down and arrange his robes before finally looking at him. “You come from beyond the Great Divide,” he said.
“Yes, from the planet Earth. You know it as Ki.”
“You come as their leader? As what?”
“Their ambassador, Goodwill Ambassador for Earth.”
“What do we need of your goodwill?”
Ben stared at him in an uneasy silence.

“Your planet has water?”
“Covers most of it, yes.”
“Pyramids. Big pyramids?”
“Yes.”
“In fable it is written,” he said to himself, looking more closely at Ben.
“You know of other places inhabited?”
“No.”
“Your business with Ubaidia is what?”
Ben stared at him blankly, a little unsure himself.
“Your business with Ubaidia?” he repeated, growing agitated. “I have no business. I...”
“What brings you here?!” Marduk roared.
Ben stared at him, shocked by his outburst. “Mekalek,” he said.
Marduk looked at him, stunned. “Mekalek,” he said, slightly bewildered.
“The Chief High Priest.”
Marduk stared at him uneasily. “What do you speak of that name?”
“I wanted to see if his words were true,” Ben said, realizing he was in dangerous territory, “about space and travel and...”
“Ubaidia!” Marduk said. “You come on his behalf.”
“No."

“You speak his name. You know of him. You come here to...”
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“No!” Ben cut in, then stopped himself, seeing his fury but then decided to press on, “I mean, I know his concerns with the Book of Life, but...”
“The book of death to anyone who mentions its name!” he screamed in a virulent rage, rising to his feet and drawing his sword, he swung it at Ben,

about to chop him in two, but at the very last moment, he pulled it into the carpet just inches from Ben’s feet, surprising Ramses and everyone around him.
“...that’s not why I came,” Ben said, weakly.
Marduk sat down, shaken by his outburst and stared at Ben as if on the edge of a dark abyss staring at his darkest demons.

“You come as a spy,” he said, as though speaking to a man already condemned.
“No,” Ben said, shaking his head.
“With a treasonous heart and treasonous lies to commit a treasonous deed.”
“No.”
“Cursed is the moment you entered our realm,” he said, his voice trembling with rage. “For you will be tried and found guilty of treason before the

Grand High Council and be cleansed by fire before all our gods. Take him away!”
Marduk watched the guards lead him away. Then he turned to Ramses, agonizing over the path that he felt had been thrust upon them. “Time is upon

us,” he said solemnly.
“Your majesty,” Ramses cautioned.
“The time for hesitation is past,” he said. “Prepare the first fleet for the exploration and, if need be, the conquest of Ki.”
“Cross the Great Divide?”
“If we want to get there, yes.”
“Your majesty,” Ramses said, quietly excusing himself.
Marduk watched him walk away. There was a disquiet in his eyes. After all the horrors of the Nephilim wars and removing the sceptre of Mekalek, he

had hoped his remaining years would be a little more peaceful.



INT. GRAND PRIESTLY COUNCIL - DAY

BEN is standing on a circular platform on the floor of a dimly lit
bowl-shaped chamber towering around him and filled with fifty
high priests in black robes, seated with only their faces lit up.

1. GRAND HIGH PRIEST: “You have been found guilty of high
Treason. Stand him down.”

2. BEN: “Have I no right to say anything?”

3. GRAND HIGH PRIEST: “No, stand him down.”
5. GRAND HIGH PRIEST: “Arcadian, not alien. Stand down.”

4. BEN (looking up at the Grand High Priest): “Is it not the right
of every man under Arcadian law to defend himself before being
condemned?”
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“Order, order,” the Grand High Priest said, banging his wooden gavel on a sounding block.
The theocratic leader, though charged with implementing the King’s policy through the legislative and judicial process of the Grand High Council, his

real power lay in ensuring the submissiveness and productivity of the enslaved human population. It was they who provided the backbone of all scientific
research and development, food production and services, and while forced to live under the iron hand of the Nephilim minority in relative poverty and
participate in their idolatrous rites and ceremonies, their submission came largely from the comfort and hope of their own religious beliefs.

He looked out in his black sheath hat and robes around the dimly lit bowl-shaped chamber filled with fifty high priests in black robes and soft hats
seated with only their faces lit up like glow worms. He took a final look at Ben on the circular platform below and began.

“In the matter of Ben Brown versus the Arcadian Empire, on the charge of high treason, all those in accord with the sovereign decree of guilty, say, I.”
“I’s,” resounded around the chamber.
“The I’s have it. The accused will stand.”
Ben stood up and looked around the chamber and up at the Grand High Priest in bewilderment.
“You have been found guilty of high treason,” he said, “which carries the sentence of death by fire. The sentence shall be carried out on the

thirteenth day of the summer solstice. Stand him down.”
Ben stared at him, gobsmacked.
“Stand him down.”
“Have I no right to say anything?” he asked as a guard reached up to take him down.
“No,” the Grand High Priest replied. “Judgement has been passed. You will stand down.”

“Under Arcadian law,” Ben said, wrenching his arm free from the guard, “is it not a basic principal of justice that every man has the right to
defend himself before being condemned?”

“Arcadian, not alien. Stand down,” he said.
“In the Book of Life, is it not written? ‘All men stand equal before one God and one law.’ Is it not written?”
A few priests glanced around nervously at each other.
“Or is the truth of what’s written,” Ben continued, “what Mekalek spoke, what makes his name so treasonous and strikes fear in the heart of the King

and yourselves, that which belies where you stand, not for god, but for the King and yourselves. Isn’t that why Mekalek fled? Why I stand condemned. Why
the Book of Life’s dead,” he challenged, looking around the chamber at the high priests. “Is it treason to speak out about what is right and true or treason not
to? Is it not written?” he said, looking at the Grand High Priest, “I will never be silenced. I will always bear witness and hold man to account. Is it not
written?”

“Stand him down,” the Grand High Priest said, casting a wary eye upon Ben.



EXT. TEMPLE COURTYARD - DAY

King Marduk is standing up in a wooden seating stand surrounded
by other Nephilim giants, wearing animal skins and jewellery.

KING MARDUK: “Bring forth Mentoriasis.”

The towering figure of MENTORIASIS approaches from behind a line
of Nephilim guards, standing eighteen feet tall in nothing but
loin straps and a bull horned helmet, carrying a sixteen foot spear,
a six foot shield, and a seven foot sword sheathed at his side.

KING MARDUK (O.S.): “Bring him forth and let his dishonour, honour
the King and gods.”

BEN swings the steel ball attached to the steel cable at MENTORIASIS,
who is hurling his spear at Ben.

Ben is standing with a ray of light from the heavens encircling him in
a dazzling pool of light as he stands with his hands out in front of a
crowd of thousands of people in the arena are prostrating themselves
before him. Mentoriasis is on the ground, dead, with a sword through
his heart. Ben held out his hands. Then they all fell silent.

BEN: “I am not your messiah.”

BEN (mid): “I am no messiah.”

BEN swings the steel ball attached to
the cable at MENTORIASIS, who is
hurling his spear at Ben.
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The next day, the temple courtyard was reverberating to fifty kettle drums beating in a long row and fifty golden long horns pulsating behind them. The
murmuring chatter of the entire city of sixty thousand filled the arena.

In the center, the witchdoctor was dancing about in ram horns and loin skins, swinging his knife and making high pitched cries in concert with the
drums, while ten scantily clad dancers in brown animal skins shadowed him, clanking golden finger symbols and shaking their breasts in a lurid dance that
was building into a frenzy before Marduk, his sons, wives, generals, and other distinguished Nephilim seated in the royal enclosure.

The drummers picked up their beat. And the witchdoctor made his way in a frenzy towards the stone tabernacle on the King’s left, where a ram was
bleating on top of a pile of branches with Ben and Genevieve tied to wooden stakes alongside. As the drum beat intensified, he approached the ram and lifted
up its head and looked out across the enslaved human crowd and raised his knife into the air. Then the drums stopped, bringing a deafening silence and a final
bleat from the ram. Then he brought down his knife, streaking the ground red, and its head hung limp.

A high priest stepped forward and lit the oiled branches with a flaming torch. Ben watched the flames rise up and engulf the ram, sending plumes of
smoke high into the air.

Then the drums and horns restarted, and the witchdoctor approached Genevieve and began working himself up into a wild frenzy, shrieking and
prostrating himself like a man possessed, consumed in a delirium of madness and the pounding beat. He raised his knife above her heart. She stared calmly;
Ben in horror; her mother's face buried in her husband's arms. The drums reaching a crescendo, the knife clenched in the air, Genevieve prayed calmly, and
her father looked away. Then the drums stopped, bringing deathly silence. Ben’s face in torment, the knife tweaking to fall, he cried out with everything he
had for his father, the astronauts, and not least Genevieve.

“I lay challenge to the throne of Arcadia!” he cried, bringing deafening silence and a murmur from the crowd.
“I lay challenge to the throne of Arcadia,” he cried again, tears in his eyes, staring squarely at the King. “As it is written,” he said fully charged,

referring to an archaic Arcadian law designed to keep the throne in the hands of the strongest and most able.
The murmuring grew louder, with all eyes on Marduk.
“Infidel,” he cried out, clambering to his feet. “You dare challenge the throne of Arcadia.”
“Is it not the right of any man?” Ben said, his voice resounding around the courtyard.
“To mock the gods and King on the day of your death?” he roared.
A few seats beside him, one of his sons leant over and spoke into his ear. Marduk nodded and exchanged a few words and then gazed out at Ben.
“If you wish a death of shame and dishonour before the gods and man, it shall be so. Bring forth Mentoriasis!” he said, sending murmurs rippling

around the arena. “Bring him forth and let his dishonour, honour the King and gods.”
At that, the horns sounded, and Genevieve’s parents, who were looking desperately at their daughter, saw Ben being untied. He shook his hands free of

the ropes and saw a troop of Nephilim guards marching in and form a line perpendicular to the King. Then he caught sight of Mentoriasis approaching
from behind them, and they stepped aside for this giant among giants, standing eighteen and a half feet tall in nothing but loin straps and a bull-horn
helmet. He approached carrying a sixteen foot spear, a six foot shield, and a seven foot sword sheathed to his side. Ben felt his knees go weak and his
heart palpitating in fear.

“Representing the King of kings, the God of gods,” the herald announced, “the leader of the Arcadian Empire, King Marduk XIV, undefeated in sixty-
seven contests, the undisputed champion of the Arcadian Empire, Men-to-ria-sis.”

The drums pounded and cheers went up from the Nephilim and even some in the crowd, in front of whom a troop of guards were spacing themselves
out in a line.
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Marduk eyed his muscle bound, battle scarred champion with admiration. Having fended off no less than sixteen challenges to his throne, soon the
lanky figure of Ben, barring divine intervention, would be added to the list. He was beginning to enjoy himself.

Ben caught Mentoriasis’ eye and saw a guard dragging a long wooden box towards him, which he dumped at his feet. It was filled with an array of
swords, spears, axes, knives and bludgeons. Ben picked up a small sword, then eyed an orange-sized steel ball attached to a wire cable and drew it out. The
guard dragged the box away, leaving him facing the towering giant, who was holding his spear above his head in his outstretched arms, flexing his muscles.

King Marduk nodded to his herald. Then the horns rang out, the drummers picked up their beat, and the crowd pressed forward as Mentoriasis walked
towards Ben. He started circling him and prodding out his spear and forcing him back with a smile as he edged in closer and raised his spear above
his shoulder. He faked a throw and Ben jumped to his left. Then he sent his spear flying through the air, narrowly missing Ben's head, and it smashed
into the tabernacle, knocking out a chunk of stone and bringing gasps from the crowd.

Ben started swinging the ball. It whooshed above his head, and Mentoriasis started drawing his sword. "Now!" he urged himself. Then he raced in and
swung it at Mentoriasis with all his might, but he raised his shield and it bounced off as if it were nothing at all.

Mentoriasis looked at him and started grinning and then backing away as Ben approached again. But then he suddenly lurched forward and lashed out
wildly with his sword at the cable and Ben, but he ducked away and then came right back at him, swinging the ball. Three times, Ben stepped in towards him,
feigning a strike and backing away, but the fourth time, he kept moving in and swung the ball at Mentoriasis’ legs with everything he had. In a flash, it looped
around his legs, and he heaved on the cable, and Mentoriasis stumbled sideways and then crashed onto the ground, landing heavily on his face.

The King winced. The crowd gasped and then stared fearfully as Mentoriasis stirred, moving an arm and then a leg, filling Ben with dread. He walked
towards him and picked up his sword and using all his strength, he raised it above his head and swung it down into Mentoriasis’ right leg, severing his
Achilles tendon, and then did the same to the other leg.

The crowd cheered and started chanting, “Death. Death. Death...” Ben looked at them and at the King, as their chanting grew louder. “Kill him!”
someone cried out from the crowd.

Ben turned and stared at them and then dropped the sword, raising a murmur all around. “I will not kill him!” he cried out, reeling from what he had
done.

“Then you have no claim to the throne,” Marduk shouted. “Seize him! Let the ceremony proceed.”
Two Nephilim guards came forward, followed by the King’s son. Yet as guards led Ben away towards the tabernacle, the King’s son picked up the

sword and placed one foot on Mentoriasis’ neck and the point of the sword on his back, and then staring defiantly at his father, he cried out, “I lay claim to the
throne of Marduk. A throne that has been dishonoured before our gods with the blood of my mother, brothers, and other abominations.” Then he plunged the
sword into Mentoriasis’ heart, and a murmur resounded all around the arena.

Marduk sprang to his feet and stared grimly at his son. Then he stepped down from the stand and approached him.
“You call this honour?” he said. “Think it’s just something you can just claim?” “What do you know of honour? Killing my mother was honourable?”
“You know her treachery.”
“I know yours.”

Marduk raised a pained smile. “And presume you are worthy.”
“I presume nothing.”
Marduk stared at him sadly and then turned away, but then he swung back around and stabbed a sheath knife into his son's heart and twisted it about.

He fell upon him, clutching at him with pain and horror in his eyes, and then with a final push from his father, he landed on top of Mentoriasis.
“Anyone else? Anyone?!” Marduk screamed out bitterly, looking around the arena hushed in silence and at his generals for any sign of conspiracy.
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Then he gazed sadly at his son, then looked up and said, “Let the ceremony proceed.”
The drums and horns restarted, and General Ramses watched Marduk step up to his seat and then looked out at the human crowd voicing dissent at Ben

having been retied.
“Release him!” one cried.
“Let him go free!” another shouted.
“Shame on Marduk,” said another, and another, and soon all of them were chanting it. Marduk gestured to his herald that he wanted proceedings over

as quickly as possible.
Then the drummers came to life and raised their beat, and the witchdoctor and dancers ran out into the middle and started gyrating at pace towards the

tabernacle. Ben sensed what was happening and watched on powerless as the witchdoctor approached Genevieve and began shrieking and gesticulating wildly
in front of her. His face twisted and contorted, the drums quickly reaching a crescendo, Genevieve praying, the King and crowd watching in bated breath,
Ben's face in torment, the witchdoctor raised his knife into the air. Then the drums stopped and Ben cried out.

“Anu Kingu Rakbu! Anu Kingu Rakbu! Anu Kingu Rakbu!” he cried, repeating the words that Mekalek had spoken to him.
Everyone fell silent, and great plumes of dust swirled up around them. Some covered their faces, and others looked up at the dark clouds sweeping in

above them.
“Blasphemy! This is a blasphemy before God,” Marduk cried, glancing up at the gathering storm clouds, usually a good omen seen only once or twice a

year.
“I stand as the one anointed by the Grand High Priest Mekalek to bring the Book of Life to his people, as he himself wished,” Ben cried. “Is it not

written...”
“You stand,” Marduk screamed as the wind gusted his robes up around him, “as nothing more than a blasphemous impostor and a coward facing

death.”
“It is written,” Ben cried, “‘In the day of our Lord, an anointed one will rise up and lay bare his word for all his people.’ That one was Mekalek, and

that time is now. That time is now!”
Thunder suddenly crashed above them, and everyone looked up as it rumbled away like a giant stomping across the sky. Then it exploded again, and

again, with such a force and fury, it seemed the very sky was crashing down upon them. Lighting crackled and cracked like an almighty rifle, flashing jagged
white veins across the darkened sky that arced together into huge thunderbolts that came crashing down, one after another, hitting the tabernacle and
scorching it bare with blinding, deafening blows. Everyone trembling and terrified, some clutching each other, others praying silently and aloud, the ground
began shaking, knocking many over, including the King and those around him, amidst shrieks and cries of impending death. But as quickly as it started, it
stopped with a long rumbling echo, and the heavens parted, and a ray of light shone down upon Ben, encircling him in a dazzling pool of light. The
crowd and priests, and even a few of the Nephilim, began prostrating themselves before him.

Ben looked at a young high priest bowing before him. “Untie me,” he said, but he didn’t move. However, an elderly priest beside him got up and untied
him and Genevieve.

Meanwhile, in the crowd, one person after another, and soon all of them began chanting, “Ha sai mei! Ha sai mei! Ha sai mei!”
They repeated it and became louder and louder until Ben held out his hands. Then they all fell silent.
“I am not your messiah. I am no messiah,” he said. “All I know is what Mekalek passed on to me and his wish that the Book of Life no longer be

hidden away but be allowed to shine as a guiding light for all his people. That was the dying wish of the Grand High Priest Mekalek, that the Book of Life be
opened for all his people. Let it be opened.”
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“Now!” a man shouted out from the crowd. “Let it be opened!” another cried.
“Now!” the man repeated.
“Let it be opened!” another group cried out.
“Now!” another responded.
And soon two sections of the crowd were chanting it loudly. “Let it be opened!”
“Now!”
Ben looked at the King and then up the flight of clay-brick steps running up the side of the ziggurat to the top, where in front of the temple in a locked

glass box, on a white marble pedestal, lay a large brown leather bound book with the gold inscription, The Book of Life.
Give it to them, you’re out of here, he told himself, fearing a boil over. Then he saw the elderly high priest who had untied him, staring at him. The

priest looked away at the chanting crowd, then at Marduk, then up the flight of steps, and then he walked over to the tabernacle, picked up the steel poker at
its base, and started climbing the ziggurat steps.

The crowd became invigorated and lifted their chanting with his every step. Coming up the final steps, he saw the glass box and three Nephilim guards
standing behind it with outstretched spears and grim and burly faces. He hesitated, aware death awaited anyone opening it but the King or Grand High Priest,
but then looking at them squarely in the eye, he stepped forward, one step at a time, raising the poker in the air and then...THUD! A spear thumped into his
chest, and a guard drove him back towards the edge, pushing the spear through him as he clutched onto it with one hand and held the poker in the other.
Teetering on the edge, blood running from his mouth, the guard slammed his foot into the priest's stomach, sending him flying down the steps.

The crowd gasped, and hands covered mouths as he tumbled down and hit the ground. Ben looked away only to see Genevieve rush over and kneel
down beside him. She stared into his lifeless face, hers wrought with pain and welling tears. Then she gently removed the poker clutched firmly in his hand,
then straightened out his legs and placed his arms on his body. Then she stood up, poker in hand, and looked at Ben. He saw pain and confusion on her face,
but then to his horror she turned and started climbing the steps. Say something, he said to himself, but there was only fear and terror and dread on her parents’

faces.
Halfway up the steps, Genevieve saw a guard looking down at her from the top with a spear raised above his shoulder. She stared at him innocently,

and then he hurled it towards her. It flew straight through her stomach, and she stood there, mouth open, gasping for air, life draining from her face. Then she
fell backwards.

Ben watched her tumble down the steps and land like a crumpled up rag doll. Her mother turned away. The crowd were stunned, and King Marduk
glanced around as an incensed voice began rising up from them.

Ben went over and knelt down beside her; her face pale, a gash to her cheek, and a tear ran down his own. So beautiful, he thought, his stomach
wrenching in pain. He lifted her into his arms and carried her over to the tabernacle and rested her on top.

“Shame!” someone cried out from the crowd. “Shame!” more echoed.
“Shame on Marduk!” another cried.
Soon the whole crowd was repeating it and pushing against the line of guards, who were struggling to contain them.
Another troop marched in with their Parcons at the ready, and two Nephilim platforms flew in overhead and fired a three canon pulses, which exploded

above the crowd and quickly subdued them.
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Ben saw Genevieve's blood trickling down the tabernacle into a dark pool on the ground and the elderly high priest’s body with the poker by his feet.
He looked at the crowd, a sea of faces staring at him in silence, and in that moment all of Mekalek’s fears and concerns crystallized in his mind. Without him,
they were indeed like a flock without a shepherd like

the stained glass window in the Immaculate Conception Catholic Church. He turned and walked over to the poker and picked it up and started climbing
the steps.

The crowd burst into life and started chanting, “Anu Kingu Rakbu. Anu Kingu Rakbu.” Their voices grew louder and louder, reverberating all around
and reaching a fever pitch as Ben neared the top.

He came up the final steps and saw the glass box and the guards with their outstretched spears, and then heard three horn blasts and a cheer from the
crowd. He took one step forward, and the guards one step back, and they continued backing away with a begrudging look of respect. Then without any
hesitation, Ben walked up to the glass box and smashed off the lock and took out the Book of Life, and then walked back to the edge and held it out to the
crowd. They raised their arms and cheered as if they had just been liberated.

But amidst their celebrations, a Nephilim platform rose up in front of Ben, and a guard waved him on board with his Parcon. They flew down amidst
jeering and booing and landed in front of the royal enclosure. Then the horns rang out silence and the King stood up.

“This matter shall go before the Grand High Council,” he said in a firm yet conciliatory tone. “Until that time, the Book of Life shall remain with the
Grand High Priest Arterexces.”

The Grand High Priest came forward with two high priests and took the Book of Life from Ben’s hands.
“Let no man presume the divine will of the gods and where it will lead us,” Marduk said.
At that, the horns rang out, and he stepped down and walked off with his entourage, leaving Ben among a growing number of Nephilim and high

priests who thronged around him curiously. Some acknowledged him with polite nods, others, awkward smiles, but nothing beyond that until Melakiya, the
young high priest who had previously ignored Ben, came up beside him.

“Come,” he said. “There’s something you should see.”
Ben looked at three priests taking Genevieve’s body down from the tabernacle. “Where are they taking her?”
“To the local temple. Come,” he said, “while the grace of God is still upon you.”



EXT. EARTH ATMOSPHERE - DAY

THE ARCADIAN BATTLE FLEET (high angle) moves into position
above Earth in the upper atmosphere.

CONTROLLER B (O.S.): “All ships online and ready.”

INT. ARCADIAN MOTHER SHIP – DAY

GENERAL RAMSES is standing on the Command and
Control deck between the controllers at rows of desks filled with
flashing lights. They are in the final throws of the pod launch.

GENERAL RAMSES: “Release pods.”

EXT. SPACE - DAY

Circular hatches open in a cross formation along the base of the
mother ship, and 20 conical-ended pods shoot out and race down
towards Earth, followed by wave after wave.

Circular hatches open in a cross
formation along the base of the
mother ship, and 20 conical-ended
pods shoot out.
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On her command and control deck, six priests in white robes were standing around a floating orange sphere, firing red beams from silver rods
into a virtual image of Earth at its centre, bringing up real-time surface images onto the sphere's orange surface.

A priest dragged an image of a deforested Bornean mountain up with his hand to the grasslands below. Then he stretched it out, zooming in on
a few square metres of grassland, which he tapped twice and sub-surface mineral estimates appeared. He tapped it, a red cross appeared on it, and a
red beam inside the orange sphere changed to blue. Then he gave it a final tap, and the image disappeared up onto one of the 300 crystalline screens
above the forward observation window.

General Ramses watched on, looking on quietly pleased, standing with his advisors behind the four rows of workstations curving back from
the orange sphere. They had met no resistance. Fleet target quotas were all but filled. Everything was on schedule for the first wave of pods. Their
launch was only minutes away.

On board the mother ship, controllers were in the final throws of the pod launch. “Sector A positions locked,” announced one.
“All ships online and ready,” said another. “Release pods,” Ramses commanded.
Along the base of the mother ship, twenty circular hatches slid open in a cross formation, and twenty conical-ended pods shot out and raced

down towards Earth, followed by wave after wave.
Inside the orange sphere, white nodal lights were descending down the blue beams towards the virtual image of Earth as the controllers tracked the

progress of each and every pod.
The last pod shot out and raced down through the atmosphere towards light cloud cover, lush green countryside, and cabbage fields where a Chinese

farmer was ploughing with a
water buffalo. It landed in front of them, and the buffalo jerked back and bellowed indignantly.
The pod door slid open and steps unfolded out in front of the bewildered farmer, whose look turned to one of terror when he saw a Nephilim step out.

He stared at the farmer in his blue peasant clothes and bamboo hat and at his buffalo, which bellowed again. Taking no chances, he primed his Parcon and
fired a pulse at the buffalo. It disappeared in a ball of flames and the poor farmer went running for his life.

The Nephilim then climbed back into the pod, and a pipe descended from its base and fired a blazing white beam into the ground.



INT. THE WHITE HOUSE - SITUATION ROOM

Ben is sitting, with the U.S. President, his top U.S. Military
advisers, and the White House brass around the conference
table, holding up a paper napkin with a sketch of a pod on it.

BEN: “I was thinking of a Trojan horse style attack.”

BEN’s pod enters through the landing bay of the mother ship,
and he hears his instructions:

BEN (V.O): “Six pods, each with a nuclear
device, flown up into each ship…”

BEN (V.O): “Six and detonated.”

EXT. SPACE - DAY

Ben’s pod hurtles past upside-down, free falling, coming  down through
the clouds with Ben’s face pressed hard against the window, bloodied
and pale, blood running from his eyes, nose and ears, which are shut,
oblivious to the coastline racing up less than two thousand meters away.

BEN’S FATHER (O.S.): “Ben... Ben!”

Ben eyelids fluttered and opened, and he saw his father looking down at
him in a dazzling white light.

BEN: “Pa?” he said, struggling for consciousness.

BEN (O.S.): “…and detonated.”
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BEN: “I was thinking of a Trojan horse
style attack.”

BEN (O.S.): “Six pods, each with a
nuclear device, flown up into each
ship… “
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In the Situation Room, the President, his top military advisers and White House brass and Ben were seated around the conference table with
all eyes on the Secretary of Defence. “We expect them over the East Coast in around four hours,” he said. “They appear to

have a weapons’ superiority. So gentlemen, the ROE remains the same: zero-engagement till otherwise notified - we’re not having a Shenzhen on our
hands and we’re certainly not lying down. Suggestions.”

A table of reluctant faces greeted both him and the President.
“Mr. President,” the Air Force General said, breaking the silence, “the SR-91 Auroras, we get them up at 300,000 feet, we think we’d have a pretty

good chance of launching a missile strike against them.”
The President glanced around the table at Ben. “Ben, you know their capabilities, care to comment, outline what you know?”
“Mr. President, General, with respect, sir, you’d never touch them. Their fighters would knock down anything you throw at them. You’d never get

through their particle shields, they're virtually impenetrable. Militarily, I’d say they’re way ahead of anything on Earth. They can destroy entire planets and
have done so.”

“What would you suggest?” the General asked.
“Mr. President?” Ben said.

“Go ahead.”
“I was thinking of a Trojan horse style attack. Six pods, each with a nuclear device, flown up into each ship and detonated.”
“You get the pods, how?” the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff asked.
“We make them. I can take the particle drives from the Adonis. I have a couple of others besides.”
“And go, when?”
“Within twenty-four hours, sir.”
“Twenty-four hours?”
“If we want to go under the cover of what they’re doing, sir.”

“You really think it’s feasible to make and test them within twenty-four hours?”
“I can give you the specifications, materials we’ll need, now. It’ll take an effort, but I don’t see why not.”
“Why it can’t fail? And if it does? Something goes wrong?”
“I don’t think it can, sir.”
“Well, I admire your optimism,” he said, glancing incredulously around the table, “but...”
“What I mean, sir,” Ben interrupted, “is that I think it’s our only option if we want to use force to stop them.”
An uneasy silence filled the room.
“Who’d fly them?” the Air Force General asked.
“Myself and probably need pilots for the rest.”

“And get down, how?” he asked, watching Ben scribbling away on a paper napkin.
Ben held up a sketch of a pod. “If this is a pod, the bomb would go here,” he said, pointing to its lower section. “We’d fly it into the landing bay,

unlock from it and fly on out.”
“They’re just going to let you waltz on in and waltz on out,” the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs responded.
“If we go in under the cover of what they’re doing now, we can blend in, trigger the bombs and hopefully get out.”
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Another uneasy silence filled the room.
“Mr. President,” the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs said, fearing the silence was tantamount to tacit approval. “We don’t know if it’s going to work, if it’s

the best way forward. Hell, if it fails, we’ve blown the element of surprise, we’re opening ourselves up for attack. We need to explore all the options.”
“What options?” the President asked.
“That’s what we need to identify, our best chance of success. Is this it? We don't know, but given the stakes, surely it's prudent to examine it more

throughly?”
The President tapped his fingers quietly on the table, and the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs sat up, feeling confident that reason would win through.
“It’s a fair point, and I appreciate it,” the President said, sitting up. “But, I’m not sure we the have the luxury of time. We have a viable option on the

table. Do we stand up and seize the opportunity or risk someone else taking control of our destiny?" He paused. “The risks are great. We know that," he
continued, "but the risks of inaction maybe even greater. The only real question in my mind, Ben, is how likely is it that you can pull it off?”

“If I can get everything we need in the next few hours, I believe we can do it. It's the last thing they'd be expecting.”
“The chances of retaliation?”
“If we pull it off, knock out their main fleet, the fighters would have to return, so in the near future, I'd say, it'd be pretty low.
“You’re confident you can pull it off?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Anyone wants to say anything, now’s the time,” the President said, looking around the table full of solemn faces. Ladies and gentlemen, “I think it's

fair to say that mankind is at the dawn of a new era, and its fate, Ben, may well lie in your hands. Effective immediately, whatever Ben needs, Ben gets. Our
very lives may depend upon it. On behalf of everyone here, Ben, I want wish you Godspeed. God willing, you’ll pull it off.”

“Hear, hear,” the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff said, rapping his knuckles on the table.
“Hear, hear,” everyone else echoed, rapping their knuckles in unison.

At the far end of the hanger, retired Air Force General Walter Mahoney and Ben were outlining the plan of attack to the group of twelve pilots seated in
front of them.

“Ben will target the mother ship, five of you the sister ships," said Mahoney, "whoever we think’s got the best chance of getting up there. Anyone
flown Harrier’s?”

Seven pilots raised their hands. “Helicopters?”
All hands went up.
“Good. They’re probably the closest thing to a pod. Ben, if you want to demonstrate. Then we’ll get you all right on it.”
“Yes, sir.”
Ben stepped onto his platform and flew it up to the roof and down, looped upside-down and around, and then glided back towards them.
“It’s setup so it flies the same as the pods. It has a central particle drive,” he said, pointing to it, “which provides thrust and steering - toggles up to 45

degrees full circle. It’s pretty easy to fly, just take it easy on the power when turning, you’ll be fine.”
An hour later, they were all crowded around three schematic drawings of a sister ship’s rear, underside, and landing bay that were pinned to a board on

a stand.
“You take the pods in through the landing bay entrance located between the two main drives, here and here,” Ben said, circling it. “You can’t miss it.”
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One of the mother ship's main drives loomed up large on Ben. To his right, he saw a few fighters gliding in and out of the landing bay entrance. He
approached it with one finger on the green button and Mahoney’s instructions resounding in his mind.

“The moment you enter the landing bay, you push the green button,” Mahoney said, holding up an orange control box with three different coloured
buttons on it. “It’ll trigger the three minute timer on the weapon. Once pushed, it’s set, locked, there’s no going back. Anytime thereafter, if you think the
mission’s going to be compromised in any way, shape or form, push the red button, and the weapon will fire immediately. Priority One: the ship, two: getting
out of there. Gentlemen, any questions?”

Ben looked at their faces full of resolve and determination, and he saw Maryann watching on behind them with a look of concern that reminded him of
the fear that had gripped his father and held him down like a slow drowning man until it finally got the better of him. He looked away, unsettled.

Her look was on his mind as he neared the landing bay, but it quickly faded when he saw the towering gun turrets lining its entrance. The mouth of the
entrance dwarfed his pod to the size of a grasshopper as he flew in and pushed the green button and also one on his wristwatch.

A fighter flew past him and banked towards the fighters lining the left side of the landing bay. To his right, he saw around a hundred pods in lines
below the service platform, which had a few being worked on under the watchful eye of two Nephilim guards.

“Once you’re in,” Mahoney continued, “there’s no time for hesitation. Land your pod on the service platform, here,” he said, circling it, “at a safe
distance from anyone. Push the yellow button. It’ll activate the hydraulic screws, release the bottom section. It should take exactly ten seconds. When the
green light comes on,” he said, tapping it, “you have separation, you’re out of there.”

Ben flew over the lines of pods and picked his landing spot in a deserted place just beyond them. Then he saw two Nephilim guards on a platform in the
distance hovering towards him. They kept coming closer and closer until they were right up beside him. One of the guards peered in and started screaming
and gesturing at Ben to remove his helmet. When he did so, the guard pointed his Parcon squarely at him and screamed and gestured at him to go down while
the other spoke excitedly into his headpiece microphone.

Ben lifted the cover on the red button and put his finger on it. Below, he saw a crowd of priests and guards looking up, and ahead, the guard screaming
at him in a surreal silence, and then the red button going down. He thought of Maryann and the gold bars.

“One hundred of these,” Mahoney said, holding a 400 ounce gold bar, “will cover each bomb, a yard deep, 50 million dollars' worth. It’s something
they prize and comes with a note,

‘Compliments of our leader,’” he said, holding up a card written in cuneiform.
A few pilots smiled.
“If it buys you some time, gets you out of there, I guess it’s worth it. Any questions?” Maryann watched them running through their final briefing and

then became lost in her own thoughts and concerns until she heard Ben beside her. “Any questions?”
She saw him standing there with a cheeky smile.
She smiled fleetingly. “Tell me, you’re coming back.”
“I’m coming back,” he said lightly.

“Promise me.”
“I promise,” he said, raising a smile.
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“Yes?”
Yes, Ben thought, taking his finger off the red button. Then titling the drive lever back, he glided down with two Nephilim platforms above him

towards the service area below.
As he landed, he saw a welcoming party of twenty-odd Nephilim guards crowd around his pod. He pushed the yellow button marked “Hydraulic

Release” and heard a guard banging on his pod. He looked out and saw a guard motioning him to get out. Then he stared down at the green light, willing it on.
“Get out of the pod,” the guard said, banging it again. "You’ve got five, four, three...”
Then the green light came on, and Ben saw two guards readying themselves to fire. He thrust the drive lever forward, and his pod shot straight up and

smashed into a platform above, sending two guards flying and his pod careering away. It crashed heavily into the sidewall and then dropped some twenty
metres onto the floor below.

Ben lay motionless, with blood pouring from a cut above his temple and his eyes closed. Then they quivered and opened, and through the porthole
window, he saw legs and brown leather shoes going in and out of focus. He glanced about in a daze, his eyes blinking rapidly, knowing only seconds
remained, and he heard Maryann's voice, Promise me. Promise me, echo through his mind and fade to silence. Then his eyes closed.

Four Nephilim guards pushed their way through a small crowd gathered in front of his pod. Two took aim at it with their Parcons while the third
crouched down and peered in through the port window.

Ben eyes opened, and he saw the guard's steely jaw and dark bulging eyes. He reached blindly for the drive lever, straining his arm, stretching out his
fingers. His fingertips touching it, he shoved it forward in a final last ditch effort. A second later, his pod shot up sideways, knocking over the guards and
barely missing fighters parked nearby, and it went swerving away out of control. The guards opened fire, sending a barrage of blue pulses flashing past

Ben and exploding around him as he clung onto the control stick, jerking it wildly. He saw the sidewall racing towards him and threw himself bodily
against the control stick. Lying sprawled against it, his pod looped around and glanced off the sidewall, narrowed missing a floating crane. Then it shot away
towards the entrance where the big guns started firing.

Huge pulses screamed past and exploded all around him, blasting his pod and jolting him to the bone. He threw it about wildly, making a zigzagging,
bee-line for the entrance and caught a glimpse of his watch “4, 3...” He braced himself, and the mother ship exploded in a ball of flames that engulfed his
pod and sent it tumbling away towards Earth.

It came hurtling past upside-down and disappeared away into the atmosphere. Then it came down through the clouds with Ben’s face pressed
hard against the window, bloodied and pale, his eyes shut, oblivious to the world racing up towards him.

“Ben ... Ben!” his father's voice sounded.
Pa, he heard himself reply as if awakening from a deep sleep. “Rise and shine, son.”

Ben eyelids fluttered and opened. He saw his father looking down at him in a dazzling white light.
“Pa,” he said, struggling for consciousness.
“Rise and shine,” he said, with a comforting smile.
Then the light and his father faded, leaving the coastline racing up and Ben in a daze thinking that his father was surely now in a place of peace and

watching over him. Then he saw the coastline racing up, less than a thousand meters away. Panic gripped him. He reached frantically for the drive lever and
pumped it back and forwards, slowing his descent and bringing massive G’s upon him that crushed his face against the window. He cried out in pain, blood
running from his eyes, nose and ears, and he eased off the lever, feeling nauseous and faint. But then almost immediately, he began pumping it frantically
again, desperate to remain conscious, yet slow his descent. His head throbbing with pain, his eyes on the rapidly approaching coast line... then BOOM!
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His right ear drum exploded in unbearable pain. Too little, too late... again, he thought, seeing the jagged rocky coast line . . . the crashing waves . .
... the foaming wash . . . and then everything stopped.
His pod was hanging upside-down, three meters above the foaming sea shore.
Breathing rapidly, in a state of shock, unsure if he was still alive, he heard a small voice cry out, You did it. Then he turned the stick, rotating the pod

towards the cloudy blue sky, and sunbeams lit up his blood streaked face. Breathing deeply, eyes blinking rapidly, he broke down in tears and then stared out
numbly, hearing nothing but silence until the sounds of the waves and washing tide started filtering through along with an Albatross’ cry, a Yellow-nosed
calling to its mate. They swooped past gracefully, and he thought of Maryann. Then he wiped his face and after a calming moment, he flew off over the rocky
pebble beach towards the green open countryside.

On the horizon beyond the hanger, his pod appeared and Maryann caught sight of it, and she walked away from the crowd of workers gathered around
the pods that had returned. She walked on towards it, hoping and praying it was Ben. And as it neared and she saw that it was, she started waving and smiling
and crying.

Ben flew down towards her, and she rushed up to his pod as it landed, full of smiles and tears, waiting for the hatch to open. And when it did, and he
saw her tears and joy, he smiled.

“Are you alright?” she asked, shocked by the blood all down his face and neck.
“I’m okay,” he said, hearing a whirring jet engine sound in his right ear.
He stepped down gingerly, and Maryann reached up to help him.
“You’re covered in blood,” she said, fighting back the tears and put her arm around his waist.
“I’m fine,” he said, seeing Bradshaw and the crowd approaching. “How did we go?” Ben asked.

“We got them all,” he replied with a fleeting smile.
Ben glanced around the crowd and sensed that something was amiss... the other pilots, their tempered delight. “Jenkins?”
“No word, yet.”
“Transponder?”
“Nothing.”
Ben stared at the pilots as if brothers in arms and felt a hollow sinking feeling. He turned and gazed out at the red setting sky and the wheat fields

bathed in the warm fading light. So beautiful, he thought and saw a flash in the distance. It flashed again, and he stepped quietly through the crowd and
walked towards it, staring at the horizon and saw that it was indeed "Jenkins," he said to himself and turned and saw the delight on everyone’s faces.

Maryann came up beside him and took his arm, and they smiled as his pod approached and did a celebratory jig. Ben walked up to it as it landed, and
the hatch opened to Jenkins and a loud cheer from the crowd. He smiled broadly, then stepped down and looked at Ben and the other pilots standing in front
of the crowd.

“We did it?” he said.
“We did. You had us worried,” Ben said.
“I had me worried,” he said, smiling.
Ben grinned, then shook his hand and hugged him with delight. And the other pilots and the crowd came forward and shook their hands jubilantly. Ben

shook Bradshaw’s hand and hugged him as he would his father and embraced his mother and Maryann. Then with his arms between them and a warm glow
on his face and the shadows cast far behind him, they headed off towards the farmhouse.

Never again would he live life in the shadows, for the sun was setting on the dawn of a new era for himself and all mankind.



EXT. MOUNTAIN TOP - NIGHT

Ben and Maryann  (wide) are hovering on the flying platform
Beside the peak of a majestic snow-capped mountain glistening
in the moonlight. She is standing behind him with her cheek
snuggled against his shoulder blade.

BEN: “Mount Elbert.”
MARYANN: “So beautiful.”

MARYANN (to herself): “You’re a strange wonder of a man,
aren’t you Mr. Brown.”

Ben (mid-wide) glances around at her, and she smiles.

Then, he turns the platform around, and they fly off and away towards the
clouds in the distance.

TITLE: ”Ben Brown’s Flying Machine,” with Ben and Maryann
flying above the clouds.

Ben (mid-wide) glances around at her,
and she smiles.
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At 9:57 am, Dr. Bradshaw’s phone was ringing at his Washington Street clinic in Kansas.
He answered it and listened with a look of concern. “We’re almost through, just be a couple of minutes,” he said, looking apologetically at an elderly

phonophobic woman on the yellow sofa chair, and then at the door, which soon opened, and they came out of his consulting room.
“I will see you Wednesday, same time,” Bradshaw said.
“See you Wednesday,” she said quietly, meeting his kind-hearted smile.
He turned with a lingering smile towards Ben, who was standing in reception, looking pale faced with dark lines under his eyes.
“Good to see you,” Bradshaw said, approaching him.
“Hi.”
“Come in. Something to drink?”
“No, thanks.”
“How’ve you been?” Bradshaw asked, closing the door behind them.
“Good. Yourself?”
“Can’t complain... not that anyone would listen.” He smiled broadly. “How’s the flying machine?”
“Flying,” Ben said, his eyes lighting up. “Flew it out to the coast last night.”
“The Gulf?”
“Yes.”
“It really can fly,” Bradshaw said to himself.
“Might even put a few oil companies out of business.”
“That would be something.”

But then the light in Ben’s eyes faded, and he became desolately quiet and stood there mouth open, bottom lip quivering, about to say something,
struggling for the words, and then he finally forced them out. “It wasn’t an accident,” he said, looking away, tears welling. “I knew he was going to do it. And
the thing is, he knew I knew, and I said nothing, I just walked away,” he said, wiping his eyes. “So, all your talk about possibilities, it means nothing - it's
nothing, cause that’s all I did, and nothing’s going to bring him back,” he said, looking away in tears.

Bradshaw approached and waited for him to settle. “You loved him?”
“Of course.”
“You could have stopped him? Who knows, but what I do know, you don’t change the past by tearing up the present. You loved him. That’s what

counts.”
“I never told him, not even once.” “Some things go without saying.” Ben looked at him, teary-eyed.
“What do you think he would have wanted..." Bradshaw asked, "for his one and only son? What? Think about it.”
Ben stared out the bus window at the town houses and people flashing by like bright coloured postcards, cheerful yet distant. A few seats ahead, he saw

an elderly couple sitting together, and he stared at them, thinking of his parents and Maryann as the bus headed out of town towards the wide open fields of
home.

Later that night, the air filled with a symphony of crickets and frogs and an owl hooting in the distance, Ben glided out of the barn on his platform
and passed the dimly lit farmhouse and skimmed over the wheat fields towards Maryann’s house.

He approached her bedroom window and saw her unclipping the back of her bra.
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He froze, too terrified to move, and stood there watching her putting on her nightie, but as she did so, she caught sight of him and spun around
indignantly and rushed up to the window. “What do you think you’re doing?”

“Nothing, I...” “Nothing?”
“Just wanted to say sorry ‘bout last night.” Her face softened.
“See if you wanted to go for a ride.”
Her eyes lit up. Then she threw on a sweater, pulled some jeans up over her nightie, and approached the window, smiling excitedly.
“You might need this,” he said, handing her his helmet.
She put it on, then climbed out the window, and stood behind him on the platform, her face alight.
“Better hold on,” he said.
She put her arms around his stomach, sending a rush of emotions through him. Then they flew off over the wheat fields, their faces alive with

excitement.
“Where do you want to go? The moon, the stars?” Ben asked.
“Anywhere. Let’s fly high.”
They swooped up and raced over the countryside. Ben hurled them about, swerving left and right, making her hold him tight; the wind and the speed

exhilarating them. They flew up through the clouds and glided above a luminescent sea of cumulus clouds, shivering, yet absorbed in the fairy-tale serenity.
Then they dived down towards a majestic snow-capped mountain-

“Mount Elbert,” Ben said, as they came down and hovered around its peak and stared out at a wilderness of snow-capped peaks glistening in
the moonlight.

“So beautiful,” Maryann exclaimed. “Now, maybe somewhere a little warmer.”
She snuggled her cheek against his shoulder blade and said to herself, “You’re a strange wonder of a man, aren’t you Mr. Brown.”
He glanced around at her, and she smiled. Then he turned the platform around, and they flew up and away through the clouds in the distance.
The platform came down outside Maryann’s window, and she climbed inside and handed Ben his helmet.

“Thanks.” She smiled shyly.
He looked at her warmly and then flew off without a word.


