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FADE IN:

EXT. HIGH DESERT - DAWN

A pale, colorless morning. Wind moves low scrub in long quiet
waves.

The world is soundless except for a faint, distant low-
frequency RUMBLE — almost below hearing — like something
enormous breathing.

A long, empty two-lane road cuts through the desert. No
signs. No structures. Just open land and horizon.

The sky is a uniform, soft grey — the kind that makes
distances feel infinite.

Hold. Let the stillness sit.

SUPER: NEW MEXICO — PRESENT DAY

EXT. RIDGE LINE - SAME

A GEOLOGY FIELD CLASS (six students, 19-22) and their
INSTRUCTOR (57) hike across a dusty ridge. Clipboards. Water
bladders. Survey rods.

They’re half-awake. Their boots crunch.

The instructor plants a tripod level. Checks horizon.
Something is off. He scans again.

INSTRUCTOR
Huh.

A student notices.

STUDENT #1
What?

He slowly tilts his head — squinting into the distance.
INSTRUCTOR
That chalk outcrop — the white one.
That wasn’t there last year.
The students look.
We do not see a monster.

Just a distant shape — a pale, sloping mound where the land
used to be flat.



STUDENT #2
Maybe we just forgot it.

INSTRUCTOR
(quiet; uneasy)
No. You don’t forget ten thousand
tons of rock.

A beat. The soft rumble again — but nobody reacts. Their
bodies do — a shiver, a subtle exhale — involuntary.

Student #3 lifts her phone to take a picture.

INSTRUCTOR (CONT'D)
No panoramas. Just mark the grid.

She lowers the phone. The group resumes their survey.
Hold on the white outcrop in the distance.
Still. Immense. Waiting.

CUT TO:

INT. USGS FIELD STATION - LAB - DAY

A cluttered data room. Coffee cups. Maps pinned everywhere.
It looks lived-in, worked-in, not sterile.

DR. MARA IBARRA (38) sits alone, analyzing seismic readouts
on three different monitors. Practical clothes. No makeup.
Eyes tired but sharp. She carries grief without performing
it.

She rewinds a segment. Minor tremors. Repeats. Again. Again.

Not random. A pulse. A rhythm.

MARA (SOFTLY)
That’s not a quake.

She cross-references SATELLITE TERRAIN DATA on another
monitor.

Two images flash side by side:
LAST YEAR
THIS YEAR

Tiny terrain shifts that should not be possible. Subtle — but
directional.



MARA (CONT'D)
(under breath)
Something moved.
She sits back. Chews the inside of her cheek. The way someone
does when they’re trying not to let hope or fear get ahead of
them.
Phone BUZZES.
She ignores it.
The seismic pattern repeats, thrum-thrum-thrum. Like:
A FOOTSTEP.

But very, very large.

CUT TO:

INT. MARA’'S CAR - MOVING - DUSK

Mara drives an aging, dust-coated SUV along highway. The
radio plays AM talk in Spanish — background noise, almost
comforting.

Her phone vibrates again in the cupholder.

CALLER ID: REY (LITTLE BROTHER)

She doesn’t pick up. Lets it ring.

The desert rolls out before her — vast, open — like the land
is trying to remember something.

RADIO (SPANISH DJ)

...y en otras noticias, un extrano apagén satelital afectd
transmisiones durante ocho minutos la noche pasada...

Mara turns the radio off.

Silence.

EXT. DESERT PASS - CONTINUOUS
The road curves around a basin.
Something large sits just beyond the far ridge.

Not shaped. Not visible.



Just a feeling of there-ness.

Mara glances toward it —

And the sound cuts out.

No wind. No engine hum.

A pressure settles around her.

She looks away — and the sound returns.

MARA

(very quiet)
I saw you.

No fear. No awe.
Just a scientist meeting something she cannot categorize.

She pulls over.

Steps out of the car.

Stands facing the horizon.

Waits.

The wind bends around her — as if something vast is exhaling.
But the land does not move.

CUT TO BLACK.

EXT. DESERT PASS - DUSK

Mara stands at the roadside. Wind moves her hair in
intermittent pulses — not gusts, like breath.

She does not move closer.

She just waits, listening.

The horizon does nothing.

But the silence feels intentional.

A long beat.

She returns to the vehicle. Opens the door. Pauses.
Looks at the horizon again.

Nothing.



She gets in.
The engine starts.

CUT TO:

INT. USGS FIELD STATION - EVENING

Dim fluorescents buzz. A worn corkboard of topographic maps.
Battery chargers. A faded poster: “EARTH WAS NEVER STILL.”

Mara enters, setting her bag down with the quiet exhaustion
of someone who hasn't slept well in months.

A computer pings.
She sits. Pulls up orbital displacement data.
Terrain elevations shift between two satellite passes.
Not much — centimeters. But directional.
She exhales. No triumph. Just confirmation.
Mara dials.
MARA
(low, direct)

Evan, call me back. No, don’'t text.

Voice.

I need the raw L-band passes. All

of them.
She ends the call.
Silence returns.
Her gaze drifts to a small metal urn on a shelf.
Her mother’s ashes.
She looks away quickly, like the urn looked back.
She goes to pour coffee.
The pot is empty.

She stands there, holding the carafe, staring at the coffee
machine like she can't remember how to refill it.

Her phone rings — loud in the quiet.

She flinches.



CALLER ID: EVAN CHO

INT. USGS FIELD STATION - CONTINUOUS
Mara answers. Doesn’t say hello.

MARA
Did you look at the parallax
differentials?

EVAN (V.0.)
(tired, distracted)
Yeah. About that. I thought a
calibration array went offline.

MARA
It didn’'t.

EVAN (V.0.)
So we’'re looking at a mass
displacement event.

MARA
Not mass.
Shape.

A silence on the line. The kind where someone understands
something serious has just been said.

EVAN (V.0.)
You saw it?

Mara hesitates. Not out of fear — because she’s deciding how
to say what she saw.

MARA
I saw.. where it was.
And where it wasn'’t.
And the part in between.

EVAN (V.O.)
Jesus.

MARA
I need a blind window.

EVAN (V.0.)
Mara—

MARA
(quiet, steady)
Just a small one. Seven minutes. A
gap in orbital coverage.
(MORE)



MARA (CONT'D)
I'll confirm movement on the
ground. No optics.

EVAN (V.0.)
If we mis-time it, you’re in the
open.

MARA
I know.

A beat.
This is the first moment we feel fear.

But it is not fear of the creature.
It is fear of understanding.

EVAN (V.0.)
I'll call you when the night arc
shifts.

MARA
I'll be ready.

She ends the call.

CUT TO:

INT. FIELD STATION BATHROOM - NIGHT

Fluorescent light flickers.

Mara splashes water on her face.

Stares at herself. Not for vanity. For grounding.

Her reflection looks slightly off, like the mirror is slower
than reality.

That’s not supernatural.
That’s sleep deprivation and grief and something enormous
pressing on the edges of her perception.
She presses her palms to the sink.
MARA
(barely audible)
Don’t attach meaning. Just measure.
She kills the light.

MATCH CUT TO DARKNESS:



EXT. HIGH DESERT - PRE-DAWN

A pickup truck. Headlights off.

Mara sits inside, waiting. Notebook on her lap. Analog drum
seismograph in the passenger seat. No cameras.

Her phone buzzes once.

A text from Evan:

BLIND WINDOW IN 60.
NO OPTICS. NO PHONES. HOLD POSITION.

She sets the phone face-down.

The stars overhead begin to fade — not from sunrise, but from
cloud-cover forming unnaturally fast.

Not threatening.
Just converging.

The wind quiets again.

We do not see the creature.

But the world behaves like something huge is passing nearby.
A pressure.

A shift in atmosphere.

A deep subsonic tremor you feel in your bones and teeth.

The drum needle trembles.

MARA

(whispering)
Come on..

The tremor swells.

Very slow.

Very alive.

Then — the tremor stops.

The pressure lifts.

Sound returns.

Wind resumes.

The clouds drift apart.

The world looks normal again.

Except:

The ridge across the basin is now lower.



Flattened by several feet.
The land has changed shape.
As if something colossal passed over it.

Mara closes her eyes.
Not frightened.
Confirmed.

CUT TO BLACK.

INT. USGS REGIONAL OFFICE - CONFERENCE ROOM - MORNING

A fluorescent-lit room that was clearly meant for wildfire
coordination and tribal water access meetings — not this.

MARA stands at the head of a table.
Projected behind her: terrain displacement maps, layered like
translucent skin over the desert.

Two GEOLOGISTS.

A BUREAU OF LAND MANAGEMENT DIRECTOR.

And DIRECTOR LENA KIRK (50s) — understated, military posture,
eyes that see consequences faster than others see
possibilities.

Mara finishes speaking.

MARA
It’s not seismic. It’s not
subsidence.
The displacement is lateral.
It’s moving across terrain — not
down into it.

The room sits with that.

No one laughs.

No one dismisses her.

This is not a crazy room.

This is a room full of people who know exactly when something
is wrong.

GEOLOGIST #1
How large is the area affected?

Mara clicks to the next slide.
An overhead satellite map.

The displacement zone is tens of miles long.



MARA
Understatement answer? Ten miles
wide.
Honest answer? We don’t know where
the body ends.

Kirk leans forward.

KIRK
Orientation?

Mara gestures:

MARA
Consistent movement toward the
coast.
Southwest. Deliberate. Unbroken.
No rotation. No scatter. No
randomness.

GEOLOGIST #2
That’s.. organismal.

MARA
(quiet)
Yes.

A long silence.

Not shock.
Not denial.

Just the slow arrival of a truth too large to react to in
normal ways.

KIRK
Has anyone seen it?

Mara chooses her words carefully.
MARA

You can’t see it directly.

When you look, it becomes land.

Plateau. Ridge. Valley.

Observation freezes it.
Kirk’s expression shifts almost imperceptibly.
She’s not surprised.

She’s concerned that she’s not surprised.

KIRK
How do you know?

10.



11.

MARA
I watched it not move.

A beat. This lands.
Kirk stands. Not aggressive — decisive.

KIRK
If this is real, we don’t publish.
Not yet.
Not before we understand scale,
risk, behavior.
A panic event would be worse than
the movement itself.

BLM DIRECTOR
If the public sees those maps—

KIRK
Then they’ll look at the horizon.
And if enough people look—

She doesn’t finish the sentence.
She doesn’t have to.
Everyone in the room feels the implication:
Attention = Catastrophe.
KIRK (CONT'D)
Dr. Ibarra—
You’'re lead field contact now.
Quiet channels only.
No satellite media.
No live optical verification.

We operate in blind windows
exclusively.

Mara nods. Not from obedience — from understanding.
MARA
I'll need more seismic units.

And a thermal drone— non-optical.

KIRK
You’ll have them by nightfall.

Kirk gathers her papers. Then:

KIRK (CONT'D)
One more thing.

Everyone looks.



KIRK (CONT'D)
Nobody says the word creature.

MARA
Then what do we call it?

Kirk meets her eyes.
No hesitation.

KIRK
Terrain.

CUT TO:

EXT. DESERT OUTSKIRTS - DUSK

Mara loads equipment into a government truck.
Thermal drone.

Analog instruments.

Topographic flags.

No cameras.

The sky bruises purple.

The land is quiet.

Far away — the shape of the quadrupedal colossus is visible
only as:

A long sloping rise like a spine.

Two massive forelimbs like slanted plateaus.

A broad, cliff-face head smoothed by ages of water long gone.

Every part of it looks like it belongs to the desert.
Until it doesn’t.

Mara stands facing it.

Hands still.

Breath slow.

Like she is greeting something ancient and returning.
MARA (SOFTLY, WITHOUT REVERENCE)

You were in the ocean once.

The wind answers.

Not words.
Not intention.

12.
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Just memory moving through the air.

CUT TO BLACK.

INT. ABANDONED MEGACHURCH - NIGHT

A vast worship space — long since foreclosed — stage lights
removed, stained-glass windows dusty.

A ring light glows in front of MICAH VALE (40s), who stands
where the altar once was.

He’'s handsome in a non-threatening, youth pastor way.
Voice warm.
Smile curated, not genuine.

A smartphone on a tripod livestreams him.

MICAH
There are things they don’t want
you to see.

He walks slowly — practiced pacing.

MICAH (CONT'D)
The horizon used to be ours.
We used to look at the sky and
understand that God
could touch us back if we reached
far enough.

He places his hand over his heart. Not religion —
performance.

MICAH (CONT'D)
And now?
They say we shouldn’t look.
Shouldn’t see.
Shouldn’t know.

He smiles. A quiet smile — the kind designed to go viral in
GIF form.

MICAH (CONT'D)
That’s how control works.
Not by force.
By limiting what you’re allowed to
witness.

A live chat scrolls on his screen:

USER: WHAT HORIZON??
user: show it bro
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user: ARE YOU TALKING ABOUT THE WALKER THING
user: GOVERNMENT HIDING MASSIVE CREATURE??

Micah reads it — performs a lightly amused exhale.

MICAH (CONT'D)
I'm not here to tell you what’s out
there.
I'm here to tell you —
they’re afraid of you seeing it.

This lands like a spell.
He leans closer to the camera.
Voice dropping to intimate.

MICAH (CONT'D)
And don’t you want to see what fear
looks like..
from the other side?

He ends the stream.

Not dramatic.
Just controlled.

Micah turns to a figure seated at a folding table among old
hymnals.

TALIA PENN (19) — headphones around her neck, hoodie, cheap
laptop covered in stickers. Expression unreadable, the
observer, never the worshipper.

MICAH (CONT'D)
(softly)
How long until we can pull live
atmospheric feeds?

TALIA
Government throttled high-bandwidth
night-sky data.
They’re running blocking proxies.
Smart ones.

MICAH
So?

TALIA
So we go peer-to-peer. Mesh relays.
No central route to stop.

Micah smiles.



MICAH
Yes.
Exactly.
We don’t show the horizon to them.

He sits in the front row. Hands clasped.

MICAH (CONT'D)
We show it to each other.

Talia nods.
Not a believer.
But she recognizes the architecture of power when she sees
it.
TALIA
You want millions viewing the same
point at once.

MICAH
No.

He stands. Walks back toward the abandoned altar.
MICAH (CONT'D)
I want them looking up.
Not down.
Not at their screens.
UP.
Talia watches him.

She knows what he’s doing.

But she wants to see what happens when someone tries to
change how a nation looks.

CUT TO:

EXT. DESERT DEPARTMENT OF TRANSPORTATION LOT - NIGHT

Floodlights. Portable fencing.
Government trucks staged in rows.

MARA checks equipment: seismic stakes, thermal drone, analog
recorders.

DIRECTOR LENA KIRK approaches.

KIRK
It won't stay secret long.

15.



MARA
I know.

KIRK
There’ll be people who want to
look.

Not out of curiosity.
Out of hunger.

Mara glances up at her.

MARA
How do you know that?

Kirk doesn’t answer immediately.

KIRK
Because I’'ve seen what people do
with a miracle.

Not reverent.
Not cynical.
Just experienced.

MARA
This isn’t a miracle.

Kirk watches her.
KIRK
Everything is a miracle to someone.
The question is who gets to claim
it.

A beat.

Wind moves dust. A deep rumble — the creature far away.

They both feel it. Neither reacts.

KIRK (CONT'D)
Field deployment in ten.

She walks away.

Mara watches her go.

The subtle weight of responsibility settling like dust on

bone.

l6.
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EXT. BASIN OBSERVATION SITE - NIGHT

Mara and a small USGS team plant seismic stakes in the dirt,
working under red lights only (no white light, no visible
beams — nothing that could draw attention).

The land is quiet.
Holding its breath.

MARA
No cameras. No direct optics.
Eyes down unless I say otherwise.
The crew nods. They’ve been briefed.
Mara looks up at the horizon.
Just land.

Just ridges.

Just a massive forelimb-shaped rise that wasn’t there last
winter.

She closes her eyes.
Listens.

The ground hums.
Like something ancient dreaming of tide.

MARA (WHISPER) (CONT'D)

Keep moving.
Please keep moving.

CUT TO:

INT. ABANDONED MEGACHURCH - SAME NIGHT
Micah goes live again.

MICAH
Tonight, we look up.

Thousands of phones light up.
Millions of notifications spark.

A nation begins to turn its face toward the horizon.



INT. REY'S HOUSE - MORNING

Warm kitchen. Lived-in. Toys under the table. A baby monitor
quietly crackles. A coffee pot half-full. A house where
mornings happen every day, without drama.

REY IBARRA (34) — calm, tired paramedic, the kind of man who
carries stress in the shoulders not the voice — is making
breakfast.

Mara stands at the counter, holding a mug.
Not drinking it.
Just holding it.

REY
You sleep?

MARA
Some.
He gives her a look.
Brother look.
Knows she didn’t.
REY
You should try sleeping here

tonight.
Guest room’s still yours.

Mara doesn’t answer. Not avoidance — she just doesn’t know
how to accept comfort right now.

A TODDLER waddles in — Rey’s daughter ALMA (3).
Half bed-head, half angel.

She goes straight to Mara and lifts her arms to be picked up.

Mara hesitates — just long enough to break your heart — then
lifts her.

Alma rests her head on Mara'’s shoulder.
Mara closes her eyes.

The world slows.
REY (CONT'D)
(softly)

She remembers you.

MARA
I didn’'t think she would.

18.



REY
Kids remember who holds them.
Not who shows up.
That lands with quiet, intimate weight.
Mara absorbs it — not defensively — but like it hurt in a
clean way.

She sways slightly, holding Alma.
A maternal movement she didn’t know she still had.

The baby monitor rustles.

Wind outside the house shifts — a subtle change in air
pressure.

No one notices consciously.

But Alma lifts her head. Looks toward the window.

Not scared.

Just.. listening.

ALMA (WHISPER)
Big one.

Mara freezes.
Rey frowns, not following.

REY
What’d she say?

Mara forces lightness.

MARA
Kids say weird stuff.

Rey accepts that — mostly.
But we know:
Alma felt the creature move.

Because children notice pressure before they understand
meaning.

INT. REY’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - LATER

A cartoon plays on low volume. Sunlight through blinds.

19.



Mara sits on the floor, helping Alma stack blocks.

The blocks lean, slightly — not enough to be spooky — just
enough to suggest the floor is not perfectly level.

It probably always was.
But now we'’re watching.
Rey returns, drying his hands.

REY
Mom would be glad you'’re here.

Mara’s jaw tightens.
She keeps stacking blocks.

MARA
She wanted to be buried.
And we’re still waiting.

Rey sighs. Sits.

REY
She didn’t care where her atoms go,
Mara.

MARA
I do.

REY

That’s grief talking.
MARA
(quiet, but sharp)

Grief is the part that loved her.
That hits them both.
Alma knocks the blocks over and laughs.
The laughter is almost a relief.
But then—
A very low infrasound roll shakes the window glass.
Barely.
Like distant thunder with no storm.

Rey pauses. Listening.

REY
Is that—?

20.



MARA
(soft; honest)
Yes.
Rey’s expression changes.

Not fear.
Not disbelief.

Recognition.

Like he just accepted something enormous without fully

understanding it.

REY
Is it dangerous?

Mara considers — truly — before answering.

MARA
Only if we look at it.

Rey sits with that.

Looks at his daughter.
Then at his sister.

REY
Then we won't.

This is the emotional core of the film.
Choosing not to see.

Choosing protection over awe.

Choosing love over knowing.

Hold on Mara.

She wasn’t expecting that answer.

Not from him.

And it lands.

Hard.

EXT. HIGHWAY BILLBOARD - DAY

A new digital billboard flickers to life:

CUT TO:

21.



LOOK UP TONIGHT — SEE THE TRUTH.

Micah’s movement has begun.

END OF SCENE.

This begins the spreading tension of Act II:
The public is being invited to look.

Mara has someone to protect now.

The creature continues moving unseen.

Now we move to:

EXT. ZIA OVERLOOK - TWILIGHT

A desert turnout off a state highway. Rusted guardrail. A
sweeping view of the basin.

Cars and vans line the shoulder. People unload camp chairs,
telescopes, ring lights, crystals, EMF meters, night-vision
monoculars.

Hand-painted signs:

“DISCLOSURE IS LOVE.”

“DON’'T LET THEM STEAL YOUR SKY.”
“WE ARE THE WITNESS."”

A man in desert camo sells “LOOK UP” t-shirts from a card
table. A woman smudges the air with sage next to a guy
calibrating a long-range lens.

A low festival murmur. Anticipation disguised as spiritual
certainty.

MICAH VALE steps onto the tailgate of a pickup. No mic. He
doesn’t need one.

MICAH
Friends. Seekers. Citizens.

He opens his arms like offering a blessing.
MICAH (CONT'D)
They told you not to look.

But you were born with eyes.

Applause. Shouts of “Tell it!” “Amen!” “We see you!”

22,



TALIA PENN sits in the bed of a neighboring truck — laptop
open, a web of small mesh relays clipped to lawn chairs and
road signs. Her face lit by code. A portable battery hums.

A small whiteboard in front of her reads:
“MESH: JOIN SSID ‘LOOKUP’ — NO PASSWORD."”

A teenage boy brings her a paper plate of food.

BOY
You want a hot 1link?

TALIA
Later.

He nods, lingers, watches her screen like it’s sacred text.

Micah gestures to the horizon. The basin is a darkening bowl.

The far ridge a perfect serration of black teeth.

MICAH
When a government is afraid, it
hides the horizon.
When a people is ready, they raise
it.
He points up. The crowd tilts their chins, collectively.
MICAH (CONT'D)
Tonight we do what we were made to
do.
We look.
Phones rise. Lenses extend.
MICAH (CONT'D)
On my count—
Three..
Two...
One.
Hundreds of cameras aim at the same line of earth.

We do not see a monster.
We see land receiving a nation’s attention like a weight.

INTERCUT WITH:

INT. DHS MOBILE COMMAND - MOVING - SAME

A dark interior of a convoy truck. Banks of muted monitors.
DIRECTOR LENA KIRK stands behind two techs.

23.



EVAN CHO on a secure tablet feed — dim room, headphones on, a
quiet bunker vibe.

KIRK
We have a congregation at Zia
Overlook. Estimate three hundred.

EVAN (TABLET)
Mesh traffic’s spiking. They're
routing around throttles.

KIRK
Can you shape the route?

EVAN
I can muddy it, not stop it.
We need a large-area attention sink
or a blind window.

Kirk glances to a wall map — a translucent overlay tracing a
west-southwest corridor from interior desert to the coast.

KIRK
We hold the corridor.
If Zia locks the limb, pressure
backs up.

She keys her mic.

KIRK (INTO MIC) (CONT'D)
Alpha teams: establish no-optics
perimeter on the south pull-off.
No confrontations. Eyes down.
Repeat, eyes down.

Her tech points at a seismograph feed — a low amplitude
swell.

TECH
It’s moving. Slow, but.. moving.

KIRK
Not if they keep watching.

She looks tired. Not from hours. From moral weight.

EXT. ZIA OVERLOOK - CONTINUOUS
The crowd is silent now — waiting for the earth to perform.
A woman near the guardrail whispers a prayer. A man in a

veteran’s cap holds up a Polaroid of his dead son like a
ward.



Talia’s mesh relays blink in sync. Viewer count climbs on her
screen. Hundreds of thousands. Millions.

Micah watches the number with a private satisfaction.
MICAH
(soft, intimate to camera)
Do you feel that?
He closes his eyes. A practiced show of sensitivity.
MICAH (CONT'D)
It’s under us.
It knows we'’re here.
The crowd murmurs — reverent, electric.

A child points at the horizon—

CHILD
It’s breathing.

Everyone leans forward.
The land does not change.

But wind dies.
A very slow pressure gathers — like the air thickening.

Phones tremble as hands tremble.

Talia watches latency graphs rise. Mesh straining. She tabs
to a private channel:

EVAN (ANON): YOU DON'T KNOW ME. YOU NEED TO DISPERSE.
THIS IS MAKING IT WORSE.

She stares at the message. Fingers hover. She doesn’t reply.
The seismic swell grows.

And then— stops.

Dead flat.

The crowd exhales in a wave of disappointment.

A few laughs — brittle.

MAN WITH MONOCULAR
See? Nothing.

WOMAN WITH SAGE
It’s shy. We need to sing.

25.



26.
A ring of people begin a wordless hum, modulating like a
choir warming up. Others clap softly. A woman sobs.
Micah lifts his hands.
MICAH
Keep looking.
Hold your gaze.
Hold the line.

Phones re-steady. Lenses lock. Faces tilt skyward until necks
ache.

The basin holds its shape.

The ridge remains ridge.

But down in the lowlands beyond—

A farmhouse porch light tilts by a degree.

A distant line of power poles leans, imperceptibly, in
sequence.

Nobody at the overlook notices.

They’re watching too hard.

INTERCUT WITH:

EXT. BASIN - FAR SIDE - SAME
Night. Quiet. No spectators.

A cattle fence along a dirt road folds as posts subtly re-
seat in earth. Not violent. Like a tide re-shaping sand.

A windmill creaks, turns once, then stops at a new angle.

A shallow sink opens beneath a gravel turnout — a dark oval
no bigger than a kiddie pool.

Silence after.

Then owls call.

INT. DHS MOBILE COMMAND - CONTINUOUS
Evan’s waveform plateaus.

EVAN
Movement halted along Zia vector.
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KIRK
Pressure’s rising on the far flank.

A second tech calls out.

SECOND TECH
We're getting subsidence pings
twenty-eight miles south.
Small. Not fatal. Yet.

Kirk watches digital pins multiply.

KIRK
They think they’re proving a hoax.
They’re making a bomb.

She takes a breath.

KIRK (CONT'D)
Turn on the radios.

TECH
Ma’am?

KIRK
All the local AM. Flood it.
Sports reruns, call-ins, meteor
showers, whatever.
Give them something else to listen

to.
TECH

That won’t make them look away.
KIRK

It might make them close their

eyes.

EXT. ZIA OVERLOOK - NIGHT

Cars idling. People shivering now that the desert has changed
temperature. Still they hold their phones toward the dark.

AM radio stations light up on dashboards:

— a baseball game from ten years ago

— a midnight call-in about haunted houses

— a preacher in another state, preaching nothing in
particular

— an old rancher describing the best way to mend barbed wire

Voices fill the air, thin but human.



The wordless hum fades. People listen while they stare.
Micah sees the inattention drift. He claps once, loudly.

MICAH
Eyes up.

Talia keeps her gaze on the laptop.
A direct message pops:

EVAN (ANON): IT’'S TRYING TO PASS. LET IT.
She glances at Micah, then at the horizon.

Something in her face cracks — the first hairline fracture of
doubt.

She types:
TALTA: SHOW ME PROOF. NON-OPTICAL.

No reply.

Then another window opens — a stream of seismograph drums,
analog, rough, honest.

A thin line surges.

Stalls.

Her mouth presses tight.

She pulls her hood up. Keeps the relays running.
For now.

EDGE OF THE CROWD

Mara stands in the dark, no badge visible, a plain jacket
hood up. She arrived alone, left the truck down the road.

She keeps her eyes down — watching shoes, hands, breathing.
People are crying without knowing why.

A middle-aged man beside her, wearing a “TRUTH IS LIGHT”
hoodie, whispers:

MAN IN HOODIE
My boy died last year. If there’s
something out there,
it should mean something.

Mara doesn’t look at him.

MARA
It already does.
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He waits for more. She doesn’t offer it.
He lifts his phone higher.
Mara keeps looking down.
RIDGELINE - CONTINUOUS
The horizon flickers — heat shimmer or faith — then steadies.
Micah senses the crowd sagging.
MICAH
They say not to look because
they’re afraid of your love.
He smiles, gentle and weaponized.
MICAH (CONT'D)
But love is a gaze that doesn’t

blink.

Phones rise again, like a field of mechanical flowers
tracking an invisible sun.

On Talia’s screen, the viewer count spikes.
In the basin far below, another sink opens — larger.
A low moan travels through the ground — not from a throat,

from earth.

Several in the crowd shiver. A few laugh nervously, telling
each other it’s just the cold.

Mara flinches — microscopic — at the sound.
She finally speaks, barely above breath.

MARA
Please. Don't.

No one hears her.

INT. DHS MOBILE COMMAND - SAME
Kirk studies the corridor map — pins bloom like a rash.

KIRK
We can’t pull them off the horizon.

EVAN (TABLET)
Then we widen the blind window
somewhere else.

(MORE)



EVAN (TABLET) (CONT'D)
Give the body a path the watchers
can’t see.

KIRK
You can do that?

EVAN
I can try.

He drags arcs between satellite passes, creating a sliver of
dark across unpopulated steppe.

EVAN (CONT'D)
Five minutes. Maybe seven if the
clouds hold.

KIRK
Do it.

She keys the field frequency.
KIRK (INTO MIC) (CONT'D)
All ground teams south of Zia —
radios on low.
No lights. Let the corridor
breathe.
She pauses.
KIRK (CONT'D)
And keep your eyes on your boots.

EXT. BASIN - FAR SOUTH - SAME

Desert grass lays down as if stroked by a giant invisible
palm.

A dry arroyo deepens by inches.

A freight trailer parked alone turns two degrees without
rolling, tires creaking as the frame finds a new seat.

No witnesses.

The pressure bleeds.

EXT. ZIA OVERLOOK - NIGHT (LATER)

The crowd is fading, not in numbers but in purity of focus.
Snacks. Bathroom runs. A girl asleep on a blanket. A man
meditating and definitely checking his notifications.
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Micah senses the attention decay.

MICAH
Ten more minutes.

He checks the viewer count. Down a notch.

He hides a flash of annoyance; replaces it with pastoral
warmth.

MICAH (CONT'D)
If you leave now, you’ll miss it.

Talia closes a terminal window. Opens a private chat.

TALIA — ANON: IF IT NEEDS DARKNESS TO MOVE, WHAT HAPPENS
IF WE NEVER LOOK AWAY?

A blinking cursor. No answer.

Wind lifts. A mile away, dust sheets peel from the desert
floor and hover like low fog — then settle.

A sound like a ship’s hull flexing travels through the night.

Phones do not capture sound well.
The moment does not trend.

Mara finally looks up.

At people, not horizon.

At faces slack with awe and hunger.
She memorizes them.

Then she turns away and walks back toward the highway, head
down, as if leaving a vigil early.

No one stops her.
No one knows she’s the person trying to save them.
WIDE - THE OVERLOOK

From a distance: a constellation of small lights along a dark
line of land. A human eyelash at the edge of the continent.

The ridge holds.
The basin holds.
The night holds.

Cut the sound entirely.
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Hold long enough that we begin to hear our own breathing.

SMASH TO BLACK.

EXT. RURAL CLINIC - DAWN

A modest medical building on the edge of a prairie town.
Pickup trucks. A sagging American flag. Quiet livestock pens
nearby.

A group of tired NURSES stands outside, staring at the
parking lot.

The asphalt tilts.
Not dramatically — just enough that cars now lean as if the
Earth shrugged during the night.
Cracks spiderweb.
A painted HANDICAP SYMBOL is stretched, elongated — like
something pulled the ground from beneath the paint.
A DOCTOR (60s, weary) runs a level tool along the ground.
It rolls on its own toward the far end of the lot.
DOCTOR
I'm not calling the state again.
They’1ll just say it’s groundwater.
A NURSE beside him crosses herself.
NURSE
It felt like a dream. The whole
night.

A low rumble — distant — like the world turning over in its
sleep.

Everyone falls quiet.
They don’t look at the horizon.

They just feel it.

INT. MARA’'S TRUCK - MOVING - MORNING

MARA drives.
Her face is calm the way a survivor is calm — not unfazed,
just practiced.
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Her phone buzzes.
CALLER ID: REY
She answers on speaker.

REY (V.O.)
You didn’t come back last night.

MARA
I had to monitor activity.

REY (V.O.)
It’s not just activity.

Mara doesn’t answer.

REY (V.0.) (CONT'D)
Look—

He hesitates. The kind of pause where a person chooses
honesty.

REY (V.0.) (CONT'D)
Whatever this thing is..
you’re not carrying it alone.
Just come home sometimes.

Mara swallows. Her eyes soften — just a flicker.

MARA
I will.
REY (V.O.)
Promise?
Silence.
Mara doesn’'t lie.
MARA

I'11 try.

Rey accepts that. Because he knows that’s her version of
“Yes.”

REY (V.O.)
Alma asked if the Big One is still
sleeping.
Mara breathes.
MARA

Tell her it’s moving.
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REY (V.0.)
She’1l1l 1like that.

Call ends.
Mara drives on.

The desert stretches ahead — vast enough to hide a god.

INT. DHS MOBILE COMMAND - DAY

The truck is parked now, acting as a temporary operations
center.

DIRECTOR LENA KIRK stands with a coffee she isn’t drinking,
staring at a wall of maps.

EVAN CHO (tablet feed again) shares screens — satellite pass
schedules, atmospheric scatter models.

EVAN
The stall at Zia lasted 41 minutes.
It’s moving again now that coverage
shifted.

KIRK
And the subsidence?

SECOND TECH
Localized. Rural only. Nothing
urban yet.

Kirk nods. Not relief — calculation.

KIRK
They think nothing happened.

EVAN
Which means they’ll try again.
Bigger. Louder.

KIRK
We need to get ahead of the story.

She touches her forehead — not stress, just thinking fast.
KIRK (CONT'D)

We don’t counter the message.
We redirect the gaze.



TECH
How?

Kirk turns.

KIRK
We create a national distraction.

The tech blinks.

TECH
Like.. news?
KIRK
No.
Grief.

A beat.

KIRK (CONT'D)
People look backward when they
mourn.
Not outward.

She looks at Mara — who has just entered.

KIRK (CONT'D)
Dr. Ibarra.
I want you to brief the Governor's
council tonight.
Quiet directive. No visuals.
We need cultural compliance — not
enforcement.

MARA
You want them to convince people
not to look up.

KIRK
I want them to remind people how to
look at each other.

Mara processes this.

MARA
It’s a good idea.

Kirk acknowledges that — without ego — just two professionals
aligning.

KIRK
The alternative is arrests.
And that only makes martyrs.
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They both look at the map.

A thin corridor of dark — the blind window — snakes toward
the coast.

INT. ABANDONED MEGACHURCH - SAME TIME

Micah watches last night’s stream numbers.
They are enormous.
Comments flooding. Edits. Duets. Fan accounts.

He smiles like a man watching a country turn toward him.

TALIA sits across from him. Laptop open.
Eyes tired.

TALIA
There were seismic events on the
far flank.
Not where we were looking.

Micah doesn’t turn.

MICAH
Earth shifts. It’s nature.

TALIA
Not like this.

He pauses — then switches to charm.

MICAH
Talia.
You'’re brilliant. Really.
But you’re thinking like an
engineer.

He steps toward her — gentle, priest-like.

MICAH (CONT'D)
This isn’t about data.
This is about awakening.
People are numb.
They need something enormous to be
real.

TALIA
Even if it collapses the ground
under them?

Micah smiles — not cruel, just unbothered.
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MICAH
Birth is always violent.
Talia stares at him.

Not converted.
Not repulsed.

Just thinking.

Too smart to accept.
Too young to walk away.

He places a gentle hand on her shoulder.
MICAH (CONT'D)
You're part of this.
Don’t step back now.

She nods — but her eyes move slightly:

She just saw the trap.
And she isn’t sure she wants out.

EXT. HIGH DESERT ROAD - EVENING

Mara stands beside her truck, wind whipping dust around her
ankles.

She looks at the ridge where the creature once was.
It’'s empty now.

Just land.

Just silence.

Just memory.

MARA (SOFTLY)
Keep going.

The wind shifts. The infrasound returns — low, deep, ocean-
deep.

Not threatening.
Just moving.

Passing through.



A sound like tide against stone.
Mara closes her eyes and listens.
Not to the monster.

To the absence of it.

CUT TO BLACK.

EXT. MILLHAVEN HIGH SCHOOL - PRACTICE FIELD - LATE AFTERNOON
Golden hour.

Warm.

Ordinary.

A girls’ soccer team runs drills. Laughter. Cleats scuffing
grass.

COACH HENDERSON (40s, kind, sunburnt) blows a whistle.
COACH
That’s right — eyes up!
Don’t chase the ball — think ahead!

Parents sit in folding chairs along the sideline. Some
filming. Some chatting. A dog on a leash yawns.

This scene is peace.
The Earth feels stable here.
WIDE — THE FIELD

The field is a gentle slope.
Barely noticeable.

But now we know.
That’s not how it used to be.
CLOSE — ALMA'’'S AGE PEER

A girl — LUCY (7) — sits with her backpack on the grass,
waiting for her brother who’s practicing.

She draws quietly with chalk on a scrap of pavement stone.
Mostly shapes.

Swirls.
Wave patterns.
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She pauses. Looks up.

Not scared.

Just listening.

ON THE FIELD

The goalie, JESS (15), shifts her stance.
She looks down.

The turf under her cleats looks — wrong.
Like the lines are curving slightly.

JESS
Coach?
COACH
(distracted)

You’'re good — keep your guard.

Jess squints.
We see what she sees:

The white boundary line gently bowing, like someone tugged
the Earth sideways.

PARENT POV

A mom lowers her phone, frowning.

MOM
Is the field.. slanted?
DAD
It’'s always been—
He stops.
Has it?
ON LUCY

She presses her hand flat to the ground.

Infrasound.
So low it’s almost more emotion than noise.

Her eyes go wide — not with fear — with recognition.
LUCY

(whisper)
Big one.
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THE GROUND

No shaking.
No violence.

Just settling.

A deep, slow exhale.

Like a continent shifting one rib.
THE FIELD SINKS

Only three inches.
Over six seconds.

Gentle.
Silent.
Beautiful in the worst way.

The turf lowers like a blanket being pulled tight.

Players lose footing — not fall — just stumble.
The parents grip their chairs.
Not panic — confusion.
The coach drops his whistle.
COACH (SOFTLY)
Everyone—
Everyone stop moving.

And everyone does.
Perfect stillness.

MARA (V.0.) — NOT PRESENT, BUT ECHOING THEME

It doesn’t want to hurt us.
We’'re just in its way.

DISTANT WIDE SHOT

The soccer field, sunk slightly into a gentle oval depression

now.
Still.
Perfectly still.

No one screams.

Just breathing.
Heavy.

Shallow.
Animal.
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INT. REY’S HOUSE - SAME TIME
Mara stands in front of the TV.
Every channel:

LIVE BREAKING NEWS — FIELD SUBSIDENCE AT SCHOOL — NO
CASUALTIES — UNKNOWN CAUSE.

Parents scramble gently to gather their children.
No chaos.
Just disbelief.

A reporter tries to explain soil liquefaction.
But the stillness of the image contradicts her words.

Rey watches Mara instead of the screen.

REY
That’s it, isn’t it?

She doesn’t speak.

REY (CONT'D)
You can’t keep this quiet anymore.

MARA

If they know—

If they look—
She doesn’t finish.
Rey rubs his face.
Realizing the scale of his sister’s burden.
Realizing how small his kitchen is compared to what she’s
trying to hold back.

REY
So what do we do?

Mara's voice is nearly a whisper.

MARA
We buy time.

REY
For what?

Mara looks out the window.

The horizon is ordinary.
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MARA
For it to get where it’s going.

CUT TO:

INT. ABANDONED MEGACHURCH - NIGHT
Micah watches the same footage.
But smiles.

MICAH
They felt it.

He steps closer to the projected replay of kids stopping mid-
practice.

MICAH (CONT'D)
And still — they’re told to look
away.

He turns to his followers — a growing crowd now — standing in
the dark like a congregation awaiting instruction.

MICAH (CONT'D)
So we look for them.

The crowd murmurs — agreement spreading like a contagion.
Talia sits in the back — not chanting — watching him.

We see the thought forming:

This man will get people killed.

CUT TO BLACK.

INT. WHITE HOUSE PRESS BRIEFING ROOM - DAY

A podium. No flags behind it — just a plain backdrop,
intentionally neutral.

A GOVERNMENT SPOKESPERSON (50s, strained but calm) stands
before reporters.

SPOKESPERSON
We are implementing a temporary
nationwide
Nighttime Sky Broadcast Pause from
10 PM to 4 AM.

Reporters erupt.
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Flashes.
Voices.

SPOKESPERSON (CONT'D)
This is to reduce data congestion
and maintain satellite
integrity during ongoing solar
monitoring operations.
A journalist calls out:

REPORTER
Are you telling Americans not to
look at the sky?
The spokesperson’s silence is the answer.
SPOKESPERSON
(measured)
We are asking for calm.

Cut the room noise.
Hold on their face.

They are scared.
Not of the reporters —

of the truth getting loose.

INT. REY’'S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - SAME

The TV blares panel talk.
Rey watches, tense, holding Alma.

Mara stands behind them.

NEWS PANELIST
What kind of government tells
citizens not to look up?

SECOND PANELIST
The kind hiding something.

THIRD PANELIST
Or preventing panic.

Mara turns the TV off.



REY
They'’re going to break apart over
this.

MARA

They already were.

Rey looks at his daughter.
At the world she is inheriting.

REY
So how do we keep her safe?

Mara doesn’t answer.
Because she knows the truth:

If the world looks, they all die.
If the world refuses to look, it lives — and we never get to
understand why.

And both are unbearable.

EXT. DOWNTOWN - EVENING
Flyers taped to stop signs:

NATIONAL WITNESS NIGHT — 3 DAYS LOOK UP & SEE WHAT THEY
FEAR #WITNESS

Clip-on rings for phones sold on sidewalks.
Silver reflective blankets.

Water stations.

Meditation circles in parks.

It looks like a festival forming.

But beneath it:
A hunger.

INT. ABANDONED MEGACHURCH - SAME TIME

Micah rehearses into a mirror.
Every gesture.

Every breath.

Every quiet, earnest smile.
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MICAH
They will call you naive.
They will call you dangerous.
But only because they fear what you
might understand.

He speaks like a prophet.

But behind his eyes:

He’'s watching the effect of his words on himself.
Talia enters.

TALIA
I need to show you something.

She sets a laptop on a pew.
Analog seismic logs.
Before-and-after terrain scans.

TALIA (CONT'D)
When people watch — it stops
moving.
And the land under it — carries the
pressure.

She zooms in.
A map of sinkholes and ground distortions like bruises.
TALIA (CONT'D)
If we gather millions to look —

we could freeze the entire thing in
place.

Micah watches.

Listens.

Thinks.

Then closes the laptop.

MICAH
So we don’'t freeze it.

TALIA
Then what is the goal?

His eyes meet hers.
And here is his truth:

MICAH
To be the one who showed them God.
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Talia’s breath catches.
Not awe.
Not shock.

Recognition of narcissism as theology.

INT. DHS MOBILE COMMAND - NIGHT

Director Lena Kirk watches a projection of national movement
maps.

Red clusters
Blue lines
White arcs

= people gathering on ridges.
cell network spikes.
satellite blind windows.

The red clusters are spreading.

KIRK
They'’re going to try a mass witness
event.

EVAN (TABLET)
The creature’s current corridor
intersects the coast in nineteen
days.
We need that time.

KIRK
Then we take away the horizon.

Everyone stops.

TECH
.What does that mean?

Kirk steps forward.

KIRK
We turn off the lights.

A beat.

KIRK (CONT'D)
City by city.
Not a blackout of fear —
A blackout of care.

MARA
A vigil.
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Kirk nods.

KIRK
We tell people to remember their
dead.

MARA

Give them a reason to look inward.
They share a look.
No triumph.
No idealism.

Just the quiet grief of people doing what is necessary.

EXT. COMMUNITY PARK - NIGHT
Candlelight.

Families gathered in circles.
Names read aloud.

Soft singing.

Silence between heartbeats.
No one looks up.

They look at each other.
Children sleep on laps.

0ld men hold photographs.
Teenagers cry without embarrassment.
It is beautiful.

And it’s working.

INT. MARA'S EYES - CLOSE
Reflections of candles.
Not the horizon.

Not the creature.
People.

Her people.
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EXT. ABANDONED MEGACHURCH - SAME

Micah stands alone in the dark, watching the city flicker
with candlelight instead of screens.

He realizes:
They are not looking.

And something in him breaks — not into sadness — but rage
disguised as purpose.

MICAH (SOFT, DEADLY)
Then we’ll make them.

He turns.
Talia watches him.

Afraid for the first time.

CUT TO BLACK.

INT. ABANDONED MEGACHURCH - NIGHT

The space is full now.
Not packed — focused.

Thirty to fifty followers — but devoted.
Phones charged.

Headsets ready.

Everyone waiting for Micah to speak.

He steps up onto the same place where a pulpit once stood.

No theatrics.
Just stillness and command.

MICAH
They turned our grief into
confinement.

Faces tilt upward.
MICAH (CONT'D)
They believe sorrow makes us
obedient.
But sorrow makes us open.

Whispers of agreement ripple — soft, trembling.
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MICAH (CONT'D)
Tonight, they dimmed our skies.
They told us to look inward.
To hold candles.

He spreads his hands — gentle, disappointed.

MICAH (CONT'D)
But the sky is not theirs to dim.

He steps down — walking into the crowd.

MICAH (CONT'D)
Every prophecy is the same:
“You saw, and you remembered.”

He takes Talia’s hand — not tender — possessive.
MICAH (CONT'D)
We are going to show the world that
memory.

Talia doesn’'t resist.

But her eyes —
her eyes are already searching for a way out.

INT. DHS MOBILE COMMAND - NIGHT
Maps, live-data feeds, overlaying interference zones.
Kirk and Mara stand over a table of tactical markers.

EVAN (TABLET)
Something’s coming. I’'m seeing
coordinated carrier noise
at the peer-to-peer level.

KIRK
How many nodes?

EVAN
Hundreds. No — thousands. It’s
scaling organically.

Mara closes her eyes — understanding instantly.
MARA

They’re going to mesh-cast the
horizon.



TECH
What does that mean?

MARA
It means no central server.
No kill switch.
Every phone becomes the broadcast.

Silence.
The horror of that simplicity sinks in.

KIRK
When?

EVAN (checking)

They’1ll build signal resonance at national peak bandwidth
usage.

Sundown East Coast.

Full dark Mountain West.

MARA
They'’re aiming for when the country
is already looking outward.

KIRK
Sunset.

The word lands like a gunshot.

EXT. SUBURBAN STREET - SUNSET

People are outside.
Not for the event — just.. living.

Kids playing.
Neighbors watering lawns.
Teens in driveways.

Everyone is already facing toward the sky as it shifts from
gold to deepening blue.

The perfect moment.

The most dangerous one.
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INT. ABANDONED MEGACHURCH - SAME
Micah stands among his followers — no stage separation now.
MICAH
When the sky turns blue-black —
we Llift our eyes.

Followers repeat softly, like prayer.

FOLLOWERS (WHISPER)
We lift our eyes.

Talia watches their faces.
They look..
hungry.

Not for truth —
for transcendence.

Suddenly, her phone buzzes.

A single text.

From an unknown number (but we know who it is):
DON'T LOOK UP.

COME MEET ME.

NO CAMERAS.

No name.

Just:

- M

Talia’s breath catches.

She looks toward Micah.

He is radiating.

Like he already believes he is a god.

She stands. Quietly.
Micah sees — but lets her go.

He believes she belongs to him now.
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EXT. DESERT WATER TOWER - BLUE HOUR

The light is precise — the exact moment the world shifts
between day and night.

Mara waits, hood up, hands in pockets.
No Judgement.

No hostility.

Just exhaustion and hope.

Talia approaches.

TALIA
You'’re the one trying to stop him.

MARA
I'm trying to let it leave.

TALIA
What is it?

Mara doesn’t answer right away. She just gestures to the
horizon.

The shadow of the creature — miles away — is visible only as
a sloping shoulder against the fading sky.

Not moving.
Just present.
MARA
Something old.
Something that belongs somewhere
else.
And we are standing in its path.
Talia stares. Her face slowly breaks.
Not fear.

Understanding.

TALIA
If they make the country look—

MARA
It stops.
And it dies.
And we die with it.
Talia closes her eyes.

One tear.
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Then:
TALIA
I can stop the signal.
But not alone.

Mara nods.

MARA
I'll stand with you.

Not as a soldier.

As a witness to grief.

EXT. UNITED STATES - AERIAL - NIGHT
The last sliver of sun disappears.

City lights flicker on.

Millions of phones rise.

Millions of faces tilt upward.

And the whole country holds its breath.

CUT TO BLACK.

EXT. UNITED STATES - NIGHT

A map of the country not shown as CGI, but as sound:
Freight horns quieting.

Substations powering down.

Streetlights fading block by block.

Cities dimming in waves.

A soft and total hush settling over a continent.

INT. DHS MOBILE COMMAND - MOVING - NIGHT

Red light interior.
Kirk stands, composed, tired, resolute.
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KIRK
Region One beginning shutdown.
Region Two, stand by.

Technicians speak quietly. No panic. It feels almost
liturgical.

On a monitor, a national grid diagram fades from white to
amber to blue-black — cities going dark, one by one.

EVAN (TABLET)
Blind Window Corridor expanding.
If we hold it for eighty minutes,
it reaches the water.
Kirk nods.

KIRK
Where’s Dr. Ibarra?

Cut.

EXT. CITY EDGE - WATER TOWER - NIGHT (SAME)

Mara and Talia sit on the tower’s catwalk — the whole valley
below them going dark.

A town blinking out like someone slowly closing their hand
over a candle.

Talia connects a cable assembly to a mesh node clipped to the
railing.

TALIA
If I seed a false data resonance,
the mesh will collapse into itself.
It’11l look like a network overload.

MARA
And Micah will think the government
shut him down.

TALIA
He’ll escalate.

Mara looks out at the night.

MARA
He already has.

Talia hesitates — fingers hovering.



TALIA
If I kill this.. I lose everything.
My friends. My people.
The only place I ever belonged.
MARA
(soft, not pitying)
Then let this be the first thing
you choose for you.

Talia blinks hard.
Nods once.

And hits Enter.

EXT. ABANDONED MEGACHURCH - SAME

Micah stands before his congregation, ready for the
synchronized horizon lift.

Then—

All screens freeze.
The mesh collapses.

Static.
Confusion ripples.

FOLLOWER
What happened?

Micah does not blink.

MICAH
They took it.

His voice soft.
But venom underneath.

MICAH (CONT'D)
They took the sky.

He steps to the front doors.

MICAH (CONT'D)
Then we go see it ourselves.

He leads the group out into the night.
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EXT. HIGH DESERT - NIGHT

The creature’s silhouette is barely visible — only a
suggested shape against faint starlight:

A long arched spine
Two massive forelimb plateaus

A head that is not a head — just a promontory smooth as whale
bone

It moves.

**Not fast.

Not violent.

Just.. toward the sea. **

And every time a cloud uncovers moonlight, it stops.

Not frozen — posed.
As if pretending to be land again.

It is tragic.
It is ancient.
It is trying to go home.

We feel that.

EXT. RIDGE ABOVE THE BAY - LATER

The Pacific coast comes into view — moonlit fog blooming
silver across the black water.

The creature is close now.

The final miles.

INT. REY'S CAR - MOVING - NIGHT
Rey drives fast, Alma asleep in the back seat.
He calls Mara on speaker.
REY
I know where you are.

I'm coming.

MARA (V.O.)
Rey, no. Take Alma inland.



REY
I'm not leaving you at the end of
the world.

Mara closes her eyes.
This is love.
This is the thing she’s been afraid to feel.

MARA (V.O.)
Then don’t look up.

Rey breathes in.
A man deciding how to love in a world ending.

REY
Okay.
EXT. PACIFIC CLIFFSIDE - NIGHT

A crowd gathers — Micah’s followers, plus many others drawn
by rumor and hunger for meaning.

Micah stands on a rock, 1lit only by the faint skyglow.

MICAH
This is the moment.

He spreads his arms.

MICAH (CONT'D)
Lift your eyes.

People begin to look up.

EXT. WATER TOWER - SAME

Mara sees it.

No—

EXT. PACIFIC CLIFFSIDE - SAME
Talia runs into the crowd.

TALIA
Don’t!
It will die!
It was never coming for us—
It was leaving us!
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People hesitate.
Some listen.

Some don't.

ON MICAH

He looks at Talia.

MICAH
Fear talking.

She looks back.

TALIA
No.

TALIA (CONT'D)
Love.

A stillness.
Micah realizes:

He has lost her.

EXT. PACIFIC COASTLINE - SAME
The creature reaches water.

Where leg meets ocean, the sea glows blue, like plankton 1lit
from within.

It pauses.
Not because it is seen.

But because this is the first touch of home in ages.

EXT. PACIFIC CLIFFSIDE - SAME
Mara steps between the crowd and the horizon.

No force.
No shouting.

Just presence.
MARA

You don’t have to understand
something to let it live.
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The crowd stills.
Phones lower.
Heads bow.

Not worship.

Mercy.

EXT. PACIFIC COASTLINE - SAME

The creature lowers into the sea.
The ocean rises to meet it.

A long, soft exhale moves miles of water.
And then—

It is gone.

As if it was never land at all.

Silence.

Real silence.

The kind that means something has returned to where it
belongs.

EXT. PACIFIC CLIFF - DAWN

The first light of morning.

People sit.

Not talking.

Not filming.

Just breathing.

Rey arrives.
Alma climbs out of the car and walks to Mara.

She takes her sister’s hand.

ATLMA
The big one went home.

Mara finally lets herself cry.

Not from fear. Not from loss.
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From relief.
WIDE - COASTLINE - DAWN
The horizon is clean.

Unburdened.
Whole.

THE QUIET COLOSSUS

End.

FADE OUT.
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