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FADE IN: 

EXT. BASIN ROAD – LATE AFTERNOON 

WE SEE A GOVERNMENT-ISSUE PICKUP rattles violently along a sun-

bleached dirt road. 

The road unspools ahead like a faded ribbon. 

SAGEBRUSH claws at the undercarriage. 

Dust rises in soft, powdery sighs, drifting over the hood, 

catching sunlight in suspended gold. 

In the distance— 

A MESA shoulders up from the flats. Sandstone and basalt 

streaked with iron— 

A deep, burned red. 

The kind that remembers fire. 

 

INT. PICKUP/MOVING - CONTINUOUS 

ROWAN HALE (40s), worn, precise, holds the wheel steady against 

the vibration. 

The REARVIEW MIRROR buzzes relentlessly. 

He cracks the window. 

Dry air floods in; mineral, sharp. Juniper. 

And something faintly metallic— 

Like the air after lightning. 

A GRASSHOPPER smacks the windshield— 

Gone. 

The sky; endless, hard blue. 

The horizon is so distant it hollows the chest. 

Rowan balances a FIELD RECORDER on his thigh. 

Clicks it on. 
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ROWAN  

    (Into the recorder) 

Day one. Uintah Basin. 

Assignment: independent evaluation of 

electromagnetic interference and radiological 

spikes at the so-called Cedar Mesa Ranch. 

A beat. A small, unintended snort. 

ROWAN (CONT’D) 

Objective: separate measurable phenomena from 

local mythology. Hypothesis: anomalous readings 

driven by subsurface geology, conductive 

aquifers, magnetite seams, and piezoelectric 

effects along minor faulting. 

He pauses. 

Aware of himself. The tone—clipped. Controlled. 

Professional armor. 

He clicks the recorder OFF. 

Silence fills the cab except for the rattle of the truck. 

ROWAN (V.O) 

One mistake, one paper that made them laugh 

instead of nod, and you carry that brand forever. 

The truck coasts. 

Outside— 

Heat shimmer dances across the ground. 

A MEMORY surfaces— 

FLASHBACK: BACKYARD – DAY 

A younger Rowan kneels in dirt beside his FATHER. 

A sensor disappears into the soil. 
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FATHER (V.O) 

The earth talks all the time, Rowan. You just 

have to learn the right language. 

END OF FLASHBACK. 

Back to the present. 

Rowan exhales. 

Ahead— 

A CHAIN-LINK FENCE cuts across the road. 

A rattling sign: 

CLOSE SHOT: NO TRESPASSING 

Below it— 

CLOSE SHOT: AUTHORIZED PERSONNEL ONLY 

Beyond the fence— 

A lone figure stands beneath a battered COTTONWOOD. 

Rowan slows. Stops. 

Dust curls around the tires. 

He rolls down the window. 

ROWAN 

Afternoon. 

The man steps forward— 

YAZZIE (60s). Weathered. Grounded. A presence that feels older 

than the land. 

A gray braid rests over his shoulder. 

A cedar STAFF in hand. 

His eyes take Rowan in— 

Unhurried. 

YAZZIE 

You’re the one they sent this time. 
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Not a question. 

ROWAN 

Dr. Rowan Hale. 

Geophysics. 

Yazzie glances at the badge. 

Nods once. 

YAZZIE 

You will measure the land. 

ROWAN 

That’s the idea. 

Yazzie looks past him— 

Toward the mesa. 

Wind combs through sage. Dry seed pods rattle. 

YAZZIE 

This place measures back. 

His tone— Not warning. Something deeper. 

Rowan keeps it professional. 

ROWAN 

I’m here to collect data, sir. Nothing more. 

YAZZIE 

Names matter. 

(Beat) 

But not as much as listening. 

He raises the STAFF— 

Bring it down. 

THUNK— 

But not dull. 
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A resonant, hollow tone. 

Lingering. 

Almost musical. 

Rowan stiffens, barely. 

ROWAN 

I’ll, ah… keep my ears open. 

Yazzie watches him one heartbeat longer. 

Then turns. 

Walks the fence line. Easy. Familiar. 

Rowan wipes his palms on his jeans. 

Drives through the gate. 

 

EXT. RESEARCH CAMP – LATE AFTERNOON 

A half-mile from the mesa. 

A sprawl of WHITE TENTS and ALUMINUM TRAILERS. 

Cables stretch tight between them, singing softly in the wind. 

ANTENNA MASTS bristle like porcupine quills. 

Two WEATHER BALLOONS tug at their lines. 

A GENERATOR hums; diesel purr, occasional cough. 

The air— 

Hot plastic. Dust. 

Old coffee. 

 

INT. MAIN TENT – CONTINUOUS 

Green light filters through the canvas. 

Tables cluttered with equipment: magnetometers, spectrum 

analyzers, Geiger counters. 

Cables tangled like nerves. 
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A sign taped to a wall: 

CLOSE SHOT: IF IT FRIES, LOG IT. 

WE SEE HERNANDEZ (30s) moving through the chaos with ease. 

Sharp. Focused. 

A pencil tucked behind one ear. 

HERNANDEZ 

Dr. Hale. 

Rowan turns. 

HERNANDEZ (CONT’D) 

Welcome to our circus. 

ROWAN 

Appreciate the invite. What are you seeing? 

She gestures to a monitor— 

A jagged, erratic waveform. 

HERNANDEZ 

Depends on the hour. 

We've had three radiation spikes in the last 

forty-eight hours. Each one lasted less than a 

second.  

Peaks like a poor joke-Now You See It, now you 

don't. No residuals. No beta on surfaces. It's 

like getting sunburned and then not. 

She taps the screen. 

Rowan leans in. 

ROWAN 

Transient gamma? 

HERNANDEZ 

Looks like it. But there's no source we can find, 

and the instrumentation isn't lying. 
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She pats the Geiger counter housing. Trusting it. 

HERNANDEZ (CONT’D) 

And then there's the magnetic interference. We'll 

run clean for an hour and- 

(Snapping her finger) 

-poof. Compasses go drunken, GPS solutions blow 

out, drones lose their minds. 

A COMPASS spins erratically. A DRONE jitters, glitching. 

Rowan defaults to logic. 

ROWAN 

Fault movement. 

You’re on a tangle of old injuries here. 

She studies him. 

HERNANDEZ 

    (Half smiling) 

Maybe. Maybe not. 

Her eyes flick to his recorder. 

HERNANDEZ (CONT’D) 

You're here to be skeptical. Good. We need that. 

But keep an open file for weird. 

 

EXT. CAMP – CONTINUOUS 

They walk. 

Notebooks open; tidy notes invaded by frantic margins: 

ASK CASEY ABOUT ACOUSTIC COUPLING? 

A coffee urn gurgles. 

Someone curses as a machine spits static. 

Through a tent flap— The MESA looms. 
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Shadows pooling like ink. 

HERNANDEZ 

Why’d you take this? 

Rowan hesitates. 

ROWAN 

The Institute told me to. 

(Softer) 

And I… needed the work. 

But that’s not the truth. 

 

FLASHBACK: APARTMENT DOORWAY – NIGHT 

EVELYN (30s), steady. Final. 

EVELYN 

Rowan, I can't keep competing with rocks and 

grant deadlines. 

 (Beat) 

I won’t sign my name to this. 

The door closes. 

Quietly. 

END OF FLASHBACK. 

Back to Rowan. 

HERNANDEZ 

You look like you’ve got something to prove. 

    (Lightly) 

   Perfect, so do I. 

She adjusts a cable; bare fingers brushing metal. 
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EXT. CAMP PERIMETER – SUNSET APPROACHING 

They step outside. 

Heat presses— 

Then releases. 

Wind cools suddenly, brushing past. 

A faint scent— 

Rain. Though the sky is empty. 

HERNANDEZ 

Sunrise and sunset are the worst for the 

interference. 

She nods toward the mesa. 

HERNANDEZ (CONT’D) 

If you want to see the camp misbehave. 

 (Beat) 

Wait an hour. 

WE SEE Rowan standing still, eyes fixed on the mesa 

ROWAN’S POV: 

Rust-red walls brooding against the sky. 

The light drains slowly, shadows thickening in the gullies. 

He swallows. 

Dry. 

ROWAN (V.O) 

Something told me I wouldn’t have to wait long. 

HOLD ON THE MESA. 

           GO TO: 

TITLE CREDIT: 

    “The Distortion Below” 

          CUT TO BLACK. 
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EXT. NORTH SPUR VIEW/CAMP – SUNSET 

The first hint is a wobble in the balloon tethers. A brief 

shiver runs down the line. 

CASEY, a young man with a drone controller, frowns and glances 

at the sky. 

The generator coughs, steadies, and then coughs again. 

Across the fence, the elder sits on a folding stool that looks 

as though it has been there for years. A small drum rests across 

his knees, its skin taut and laced with sinew. His hands rest on 

either side of it without touching. 

HERNANDEZ 

Baseline magnetometer? 

TECH (O.S) 

Stable. 

HERNANDEZ 

Start the drone. 

The drone lifts with a smooth, cheerful motion. Its shadow skims 

the gravel and then rises into the air. Fifty feet. One hundred. 

The camera feed shows clean, high-contrast images of juniper and 

stone. 

CASEY 

Compass drift beginning. West bias. 

HERNANDEZ 

Correct for it. 

CASEY 

Correcting. 

His thumbs move quickly over the controls. His jaw tightens. He 

is young, and although his voice sounds steady, his eyes reveal 

excitement. A silver pendant slips free at his collar.  

He pushes it back in place. Rowan notices but says nothing. 
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The drone hum deepens as it climbs. 

The sun has dropped low enough that the face of the mesa has 

shifted from red to a dark maroon. Heat shimmer moves along its 

shoulder. It looks ordinary, but Rowan feels a prickling along 

his scalp. 

The elder lifts one hand from the drum and sets it down again 

gently, as if testing the temperature. 

CASEY 

Altitude one fifty. The GPS solution is strange. 

I am getting a phantom satellite. 

HERNANDEZ 

Log it. 

The drone jerks slightly. It is a small interruption, but Rowan 

feels like missing a step. 

His stomach tightens. 

HERNANDEZ 

Hale, watch the air over the north spur. 

Rowan looks. 

At first, he sees only the same heat haze he noticed earlier. 

Then the shimmer tightens. It draws inward, and its edges 

sharpen. It becomes too precise to be a mirage. A column forms, 

invisible until the light catches it. 

The air looks like glass. 

WE HEAR the drone's sound stutter and echo strangely off the 

tent walls. 

Rowan’s tongue tastes copper. 

CASEY 

Compass is spinning. I have lost true. I have 

lost it. 

HERNANDEZ 

Bring it home. 
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CASEY 

I am trying. She’s not- 

The drone stops completely. Its rotors continue spinning, but 

the body does not move. It hangs in the air as if held in place. 

At the same moment, every handheld counter begins to chatter. 

A Geiger counter on a nearby table clicks so rapidly that it 

becomes a continuous buzz. 

The generator drops in pitch. 

 

INT. TENT/CAMP - CONTINUOUS 

A laptop shrieks and goes BLACK. 

A strange PRESSURE rolls through the air. 

Rowan freezes. 

His ears fill with something that is not sound. A deep, bone-

level THRUM. It crawls up his forearms and locks into the hinge 

of his jaw. 

He looks up. 

A COLUMN OF DISTORTED AIR clarifies in the distance. 

Impossible. 

HALE 

(Under his breath) 

Two thousand feet... 

The shape stretches upward and downward. 

Not a dome. Not a sphere. 

A CYLINDER — piercing sky and ground as if the earth were 

liquid. 

The air around it SHIMMERS, refracting light. 

HERNANDEZ 

Hale? 



14 | P a g e  
 

She speaks again, sharper. 

HERNANDEZ (CONT’D) 

Hale? 

ROWAN 

I see it. 

He opens his field book. His hands lag slightly behind his 

thoughts. 

ROWAN 

I see it. Local field distortion-coherent. Visual 

refraction. Intermittent radiation. 

The column pulses. 

The pressure in his ears eases and then returns. 

It feels like breathing. 

A ripple moves along the surface of the column, traveling upward 

and downward. 

 

EXT. FENCE LINE – CONTINUOUS 

THE ELDER stands still, small against the vastness. 

He lifts both hands and rests them gently on his DRUM. 

He does not strike it. 

He presses — slow, deliberate — like easing a cramp from a 

muscle. 

 

EXT. CAMP – CONTINUOUS 

The chatter of the counters softens slightly. 

The generator steadies. 

TECH (O.S) 

Gamma peak! Three hundred millisieverts — no — 

it’s gone— 
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A DRONE in the air simply STOPS. 

Then drops. 

Not tumbling. 

Just surrendering. 

It hits beyond the tent with a brittle CRACK. 

Casey stares at the space where the drone had been. 

Hernandez exhales and mutters a curse in Spanish. 

HERNANDEZ 

What do you call that? 

  ROWAN 

Containment field. Resonant magnetic structure. 

Standing wave anchored- 

 (Swallows) 

-alive. 

     HERNANDEZ 

   Say that again. 

Rowan answers before he can stop himself. 

ROWAN 

It… The field's behavior resembles respiration. 

Periodic amplitude modulation in the EM anomaly. 

If I'd seen this in a lab, I'd say something was 

adjusting to stabilize itself. Like flexing 

against a load. 

He hesitates. 

HERNANDEZ 

Flexing against what? 

Rowan looks at the mesa. It offers no answer. 

The elder stands and gathers his stool and drum. He does not 

approach. 
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Rowan meets his gaze across the distance and feels, 

irrationally, that the elder can hear his pulse. 

ROWAN 

You struck the drum. When the field-when it 

started-did you... Do something? 

The elder tilts his head. 

YAZZIE 

You did not hear a strike. 

ROWAN 

No. But I felt pressure. 

The elder nods slightly. 

YAZZIE 

Mm… There are sounds you make with your hands. 

There are sounds you make with air. Then there 

are sounds you make with what's beneath your 

ribs. 

    (Touching his chest lightly) 

The land remembers that one. 

Rowan exhales. 

ROWAN 

That is not an explanation. 

YAZZIE 

It is to me. 

Hernandez steps in calmly. 

HERNANDEZ 

We need replicable inputs. We need procedures. 

YAZZIE 

You will have your procedures. You will have your 

numbers. 
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He lifts the drum. 

YAZZIE (CONT’D) 

And when the numbers stop, you will still be 

here. So, will I. 

He walks along the fence line until he disappears behind the 

cottonwood. 

 

EXT. CAMP – CONTINUOUS 

No one moves at first. 

Then the activity resumes in fragments. A breaker clicks. The 

generator rises back to full power. People begin picking up 

equipment. 

 

EXT. TENT/EDGE – NIGHT 

Rowan stands alone, field book open. 

The page is chaotic. His handwriting looks like all angles and 

urgency. 

He steadies his pen. Forces control. 

INSERT: FIELD BOOK 

Observation: coherent refractive column approximately 600 m 

diameter, height greater than 2,000 ft; inferred mirror depth 

below surface. EM interference severe; transient gamma bursts; 

GPS spoofing or solution loss; localized device failure. 

Subjective: felt pressure in ears and bone at approximately 0.5 

to 1.0 GHz; perceived periodic modulation, analogy to 

respiration. 

 

EXT. CAMP – NIGHT 

The sun disappears behind the mesa. The color drains from the 

landscape until everything is blue and black. 

Coyotes call in the distance. The generator hums steadily. 
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INT. TENT – NIGHT 

The air is cooler now. 

Rowan pours a cup of coffee. He drinks and winces at the 

metallic taste. 

He sits near the Geiger counter rack. The counters tick 

occasionally and then fall quiet again. 

He places the recorder on his knee and presses record. 

ROWAN 

    (Into the recorder) 

Hale, Rowan. Field log, nineteen forty-three 

hours. Observed a large-scale field phenomenon 

over the north spur of the mesa. The team 

experienced multiple instrument failures and 

transient high-energy radiation.  

The column exhibited periodicity consistent with 

dynamic change or with breathing. 

 (Pauses) 

Local elder present. Non-impactful acoustic-no, 

that's not right-non-struck resonance seemed to 

correlate with partial dampening of the event. 

He lets the recorder run. 

Silence fills the space. 

He listens to his breathing. 

A memory surfaces. A message on his phone. 

     EVELYN (V.O) 

Take care of yourself, okay? 

His thumb hovers, but he does not respond. 

The screen fades. 

Another memory.  
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A younger Hale in a backyard. A seismometer. A wire snaking 

through grass. A needle is jittering as a truck passes somewhere 

far away. 

FATHER (V.O) 

The earth talks all the time.  

    (Grins) 

Most folks don't speak the language.  

 

EXT. TENT – CONTINUOUS 

Rowan sits still. A sound rises. 

Low and steady. 

At first, it sounds like wind against the tent. 

Then it takes shape. 

A drumbeat that is not struck. 

A rhythm that feels like a heartbeat. 

It is felt more than heard. 

A heartbeat more than a sound, threaded with a hum that seems to 

come from inside Hale’s chest. 

Not the Elder’s drum. Not anything that can be carried. 

The GEIGER COUNTER ticks once. 

Twice. 

Then silence. 

 

INT. COMMAND TENT – CONTINUOUS 

Hale clicks the recorder OFF. 

He sits still, listening— 

          DISSOLVE TO: 
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SERIES OF SHOTS: 

-Hale and Casey move carefully across the desert, planting 

geophones and stretching cables toward the mesa while Hernandez 

monitors their progress. 

- The ground feels alive beneath their feet, responding to a low, 

internal pressure that Hale senses as he sets each sensor. On 

the data loggers, a slow, rhythmic signal rises and falls like a 

heartbeat, too deliberate to be natural seismic activity. 

- From the mesa’s shadow, the elder watches, his presence somehow 

influencing the pulse, damping it when his hands touch the drum 

and letting it rise when he lifts them. By mid-morning, the 

pattern is clear: beneath the mesa lies not a fault, but a 

resonant system, a hidden heartbeat of the earth itself. 

- The sun flattens the basin, bleaching the tents and mesa under 

a relentless heat. Hale downloads geophone data, sipping water 

to wash away the metallic taste. Casey and Mara clip on 

dosimeters, Singh repairs a drone, and Hernandez monitors with 

careful authority. 

- A subtle, layered pressure creeps through the camp, unnoticed 

at first, then flares: Geiger counters spike, survey meters peg, 

and Mara experiences a sudden, visible flush as if the air 

itself is breathing beneath her ribs. 

- The team evacuates the tent, stabilizes, and logs the event 

meticulously, recognizing the anomaly as transient pockets or 

filaments of an active, responsive field. 

- Rowan records protocols for containment, shielding, and 

observation, noting the anomaly’s capacity for harm. 

Instructions are precise: Faraday cage, redundant instruments, 

evacuation procedures, exposure rotations, hydration, and 

dosimeter checks. He adds one personal note: ask the elder to be 

present. 

END SERIES OF SHOTS. 

 

           FADE TO: 
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EXT. DESERT CAMP – NIGHT  

The Faraday cage leans at crooked angles, a half-prepper, half-

grant-funded student project, bolted to rebar driven deep into 

the desert soil.  

Lanterns throw pale light over copper mesh that hums with 

potential, a box meant to test the field. 

HERNANDEZ 

Not bad for a day's paranoia. If it works, I'll 

take credit. If it doesn't, I'll say you made me. 

Hale tightens the ground rod braid. Inside the mesh, WE SEE 

Singh crouching over a laptop on a milk crate, coaxing 

instruments online, muttering Gujarati swears under his breath. 

SINGH 

Baseline good. Duplicate magnetometers agree. The 

EM analyzer is logging across the band. 

Geophone's vertical looks boring. The infrasound 

mic is listening, if it talks. 

HERNANDEZ 

Music to my ears. 

Casey leans against the cage, rolling a silver pendant between 

thumb and forefinger.  

Mara sits cross-legged outside, pen poised, yellow bandana 

around her wrist.  

Rowan watches both, noting their tension and vigilance. 

CASEY 

Superstitions are older than science. Maybe 

mine's better tested. 

The elder appears at the edge of the circle, staff planted in 

the dust, drum slung at his side, unmoving yet pressing presence 

into the night. 

HERNANDEZ 

Okay. Log time zero. Rowan? 
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ROWAN 

Time zero. 

SINGH 

Cage live. All channels are recording. 

Initial readings are flat. Then the geophone twitches, vertical 

oscillations rising.  

Magnetometers sway, EM analyzer coughs static, infrasound mic 

draws lunglike loops. 

CASEY 

Jesus. It got in. 

MARA 

It was never out. 

The hum builds, instruments converge, and Rowan notes the 

choreography, the anomaly moves, they follow. 

HERNANDEZ 

Rowan? 

ROWAN 

Long-period oscillation present inside the cage. 

Amplitude increasing. No shielding effect 

observed. 

Singh mutters, eyes tight on the traces. 

SINGH 

If it respects anything, it’s not copper. 

Suddenly, the cage fails. The oscilloscope flashes white; sparks 

fly. Copper mesh hisses, ozone and burnt solder scent the air.  

Hum persists through the team.  

Molars ache, knuckles whiten, pen trembles uncontrollably. The 

elder’s drum emits a sympathetic thrum. 

HERNANDEZ 

Kill power! 
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Leads yanked, laptop dies. The hum lingers. 

ROWAN 

Cage compromised. Observed equipment failure. 

Overload not consistent with internal voltage. 

External input suspected. 

HERNANDEZ 

You think? We need more shielding. Scale it up. 

If copper won't hold, we double it. Triple it. 

Coil the entire perimeter if we have to. 

ROWAN 

That's not how this works. The more we push, the 

more it pushes back. Every test isn't control-

it's provocation. 

HERNANDEZ 

That's science. We test until it breaks. Then we 

learn. 

Rowan gestures at the scorched laptop. 

ROWAN 

It already broke. What we learned is that we're 

here. 

Mara scribbles nervously. Singh stares at the laptop like a 

medic at a patient. The elder remains silent, imposing.  

Rowan writes in his log:  

Shielding ineffective. Anomaly penetrates containment. 

Attempting to box chaos only invites escalation. Whatever holds 

it back is not our copper—it’s something larger, a skin we don’t 

yet see. 

     ROWAN (V.O) 

And still my hand wanted to add a line that would 

have made Hernandez smile: Recommend stronger 

test protocols. But I didn't. Not yet. 

The team exhales.  
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           FADE TO: 

EXT. DESERT CAMP – DAY THREE/VARIOUS LOCATIONS 

Radios fizzled, GPS units spun in absurd spirals, rovers coughed 

diesel tantrums.  

The desert seemed almost sentient, petty, testing their 

patience.  

Singh stood by an idled rover, boot resting on the tire, eyes 

dark with exhaustion. 

SINGH 

This whole place is a Faraday cage. Except ours 

works, and the land doesn't. 

HERNANDEZ 

Or ours only works because the land lets it. 

  ROWAN (V.O) 

The thought landed heavier than the dust. She 

didn't look at me, but I felt her implication all 

the same: I was the one who believed in 

boundaries.  

If the cage was mercy and not physics, then we 

weren't scientists-we were squatters with 

borrowed time. 

Rowan squared his shoulders, slinging his notebook into his 

pack. 

  ROWAN 

I’m heading into town. Research. Local history. 

Folklore. 

He glanced at Hernandez, trying to gauge her reaction. Hernandez 

narrowed her eyes but said nothing. 

INT. BAR/ROOSEVELT - DAY 

The bar sagged under tin and buzzing neon. Hale ordered black 

coffee, as his father used to, a weapon of understatement.  

A RANCHER at the counter studied him. 
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RANCHER 

    (Flatly) 

You're with the camp. 

ROWAN 

Geophysics. 

The rancher laughed without humor. A WOMAN with dark braids 

leaned in. 

WOMAN 

You should talk to Elder Nighthorse. But he won't 

speak to you if you come with meters and 

machines. 

ROWAN 

I've met him. At the fence. 

WOMAN 

Then you know he drums. Not for music. For 

memory. The land remembers everything. 

The rancher slammed a glass down. 

RANCHER 

Calves cut open like paper dolls. Cows in trees. 

Bloodless. No tracks. You want data? Measure 

that. 

Rowan scribbled, hands tight on the cup, thinking of Evelyn, of 

his father, letting stories guide equations. 

ROWAN 

I saw one. 

RANCHER 

Then you're already half a believer, Doc. 

WOMAN 

    (Leans closer) 
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It isn't just cattle. People go missing. Men walk 

into the basin and come out wrong. One boy 

returned with hair white as bone. Said he'd been 

underground, in a place where the walls breathed. 

Patterns repeated. The mesa still had plans. 

 

EXT. DESERT CAMP – TWILIGHT 

Hernandez met Rowan at the gate. 

HERNANDEZ 

You should've stayed. We had company. 

 

INT. TENT - CONTINUOUS 

Singh replayed drone footage. 

On Screen: WE SEE an oval shape, twenty meters across, tilting 

unnaturally against the wind. Bright edges, dark heart. No 

wings. No sound. 

ROWAN 

    (Swallows) 

UAP. 

HERNANDEZ 

Cows gutted. Machines turning feral. Men pulled 

toward the light. And you're still calling it an 

unidentified aerial phenomenon? Rowan, call it 

what it is.  

This place is haunted. 

The generator coughed and died. Silence pressed, thick and 

heavy. 

SINGH 

EMP? 

He reaches for a panel. 
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HERNANDEZ 

Check the breakers. 

Rowan grabs a flashlight and moves toward the shed. Darkness 

isn’t absence—it’s substance, pressing close, thick as wool.  

He checks the generator. Breakers are fine. Fuel line steady.  

He touches the frame, and a crack of static crawls up his arm, 

sharp enough to sting. 

Suddenly, a dog starts barking. 

 

EXT. FENCE – NIGHT 

Of the pair borrowed from a rancher, one dog stands at the 

chain-link, teeth bared, howling like it wants to tear its own 

throat out.  

It rams the fence again and again, eyes wide and white.  

The other dog has bolted into a trailer, cowering and whining at 

a pitch that makes skin crawl. 

CASEY 

    (Whispers) 

Easy, boy. 

He edges closer, crouched, the pendant on his chest glinting in 

the flashlight beam. 

The first dog snaps at him, not Casey, but something just beyond 

the fence. Its body stiffens, head low.  

The growl drags out in a sound Rowan’s never heard from an 

animal.  

Beneath it, he swears he hears an answer: a deeper echo, not 

from the dog’s throat, but from the mesa itself. 

Casey flinches back, hand to his pendant. 

CASEY 

Jesus. 
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Rowan watches the dog circle the copper cage, tail tucked, as if 

the mesh itself carries predator scent. 

SINGH  

(Softly) 

Animals know first. 

No one argues. 

 

INT. CAMP – NIGHT 

The oscilloscope hums on battery. Its line trembles, carrying 

the familiar swell beneath the 60 GHz hum. Half a GHz. The 

mesa's rhythm. 

ROWAN 

It’s not the generator. The field’s inside the 

machine again. 

A rover sputters to life across camp. Headlights flare. The 

engine coughs into a steady growl. No one is in the cab. 

The scope’s trace shivers, then forks: one pulse steady with the 

mesa's rhythm, another fainter, sliding just half a gigahertz 

off.  

For two seconds, it logs a triangulation flag that shouldn’t 

exist anywhere on this continent.  

Then the software purges it as noise. 

ROWAN (V.O) 

A firmware hiccup. Ghost in the machine. 

But the echo lingers, like an afterimage. Somewhere else, 

another signal breathes in time with ours. 

HERNANDEZ 

Kill it! 

Singh sprints over, yanking at the ignition. No key is in the 

slot. The rover idles another beat, then cuts off with unnerving 

calm. No one speaks. 
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INT. SECURITY SHACK – LATE NIGHT 

Most of the camp pretends to sleep. Rowan forces himself into 

the shack. Motion cameras roll on loops.  

Most show only snow and static. One on the north fence has 

triggered twice. 

The first clip: empty, black, grain. 

The second: a figure at the edge of the frame, half-lit by 

starlight. Tall, human-shaped but wrong; limbs too long, head 

cocked unnaturally.  

A blur, as if the air itself refuses to focus. Frame by frame, 

it leans closer, aware of being watched. 

HERNANDEZ (O.S) 

Pareidolia. Noise. 

Mara, at Rowan’s shoulder, whispers: 

MARA 

Skinwalker. 

Her words hit the tent like a dropped stone. Lips parted, 

fingers tugging the yellow bandana at her wrist.  

Nervous tic from day one. Nobody answers her. Even Hernandez 

keeps her jaw locked.  

Rowan realizes: Mara hasn’t spoken to them. She’s spoken to it—

daring it to recognize its name. 

Rowan swallows hard. The syllables sit in his throat like stone. 

He doesn’t log it. He can’t. 

           CUT TO: 

EXT. DESERT CAMP – NIGHT 

Three floodlights pierce the desert dark, pointed at the mesa’s 

north spur. Their beams cut cones of white into the night. 

A semicircle of sensors spreads across the sand: geophones at 

twenty-meter spacing, a three-component near the center, two 

broadband magnetometers on either wing, a whip antenna tied into 
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the spectrum analyzer, and the infrasound mic nested in a foam 

baffle to kill wind.  

The copper cage hums faintly with fresh batteries—an island of 

no in a sea of yes. 

WE SEE Casey checking the GPS base station, hand brushing a 

pendant under his shirt. 

CASEY 

We’ve got a lock on eight birds. PDOP under two. 

Clean geometry. 

ROWAN 

Call out if they drift. 

Mara stands off to the side, clipboard pressed to her chest like 

a shield.  

Silence surrounds her louder than fear. 

The elder returns, sitting silently at the fence line, drumming 

across his knees.  

He doesn’t interfere. Doesn’t leave. Just watches. Posture 

carved out of patience. 

Singh’s voice too casual, knuckles steady on the det box. 

SINGH 

Charges set. On your call. 

Hernandez raises her hand. 

HERNANDEZ 

Do it. 

The first charge pops, echoing off stone. The mesa swallows it 

without a twitch. Instruments chitter and settle. Baseline. 

ROWAN 

Magnetics clean. GPS steady. 

HERNANDEZ 

Second charge. 
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Pop. This time, the floodlights strobe. Not failure, distortion, 

like someone twisted the beams in their fist.  

Shadows stretch sideways, bending against geometry. 

CASEY 

Magnetometer swing. North rotates… eighty 

degrees, then back. Oscillating. 

HERNANDEZ 

Third charge. 

Rowan wants to say stop, but he holds his breath as the desert 

cracks a third time. 

The balloon they tethered rises smoothly at first, string 

humming, telemetry scrolling steadily.  

At two thousand feet, the sensors tick.  

At three thousand, they stabilize again.  

At thirty-two hundred, everything locks. Not drifted. Not 

failed. Locked. 

Altitude freezes mid-number. Pressure sensors flatline. The 

balloon camera, aimed downward, shows stars trembling as if 

pressed against glass. 

CASEY 

Telemetry loss. Balloon’s still rising, but it 

thinks it’s stuck. 

They send a drone after it. The feed climbs clean, numbers 

green, until the same height. The horizon warps, bent sideways 

like film boiling in a projector. The drone drops a meter, and 

suddenly everything is normal again. 

SINGH 

(Under his breath) 

Invisible ceiling. 

Hernandez’s jaw tightens. She snaps for a smoke flare. Singh 

lights it.  
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Smoke climbs, spreading flat at three thousand feet, tracing a 

dome they cannot see. 

ROWAN 

Structure. Not atmosphere. Structure. 

The elder, seated silently at the fence, watches the plume smear 

against nothing. He does not speak. He does not need to.  

His patience is louder than any warning. 

A column of distortion rises from the mesa’s base; two thousand 

feet high, a mirror plunging beneath the ground.  

The air thickens, crawling, then locks in place like a solid 

curtain. 

Floodlight beams bend around the column’s edge, skidding off as 

if hitting glass.  

The generator wails, over-revving, while guy lines thrum like 

plucked strings. 

Rowan’s ears ring. Copper floods his tongue. 

MARA 

(Shouting over the noise, voice breaking) 

Infrasound spike! Zero point nine gigahertz—no, 

climbing—one pom… 

SINGH 

Gamma spike! Six hundred millisieverts—seven—

gone—back— 

 

The ground hums, vibration climbing Rowan’s boots into bone. His 

watch ticks wrong; the secondhand stutters, then lunges. 

CASEY 

(Voice tight, horror peeking through) 

GPS is losing lock. We just jumped half a mile 

east—now west—now— 
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ROWAN 

I know. 

The drones rise. Not theirs. Three small, glowing spheres float 

into view from behind the shimmer. Perfect formation. Silent.  

No shadows. The size of basketballs.  

White-blue like welding arcs. Hovering thirty feet above the 

ground, steady as perched hawks. 

SINGH 

(Shouting) 

Recording! 

The spheres dart impossibly fast; half a mile north and back in 

a blink. Every camera goes black. 

HERNANDEZ 

(Snapping) 

Spectrum analyzer? 

ROWAN 

(Nods, voice raw, throat scraped) 

Nothing conventional. Noise floor looks… chewed. 

           FADE TO: 

 

MONTAGE – VARIOUS 

A.) EXT. CAMP – NIGHT - The column’s energy physically 

disrupts the camp, snapping cables, toppling equipment, 

and popping floodlights. Rowan feels an irresistible, 

almost sentient pull toward the shimmer, his body moving 

against his will, while Hernandez struggles to hold him 

back. 

Above the chaos, three glowing spheres align into a perfect 

triangle, their rhythm synchronized with the shimmer. 

B.) EXT. CAMP CONTINUOUS - The elder intervenes with a 

mysterious, almost ritualistic authority. Pressing his 
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palms to the drum, he produces a deep, resonant thrum 

that reverberates through the team’s bodies, subtly 

countering the violent pull of the shimmer. 

The glowing spheres flicker, and the column wavers, responding 

to the rhythm of his drum. 

C.) EXT. CAMP – LATER - The remaining dog charges at one of 

the hovering spheres, acting on instinct and courage. 

Before anyone can react, a blinding, silent flash occurs, 

and when sight returns, the dog has vanished completely—

leaving only undisturbed dust where it had stood.  

The team reacts with a mix of terror and disbelief: Mara emits 

an inhuman scream, Singh swears in both Gujarati and English, 

and Casey clutches his pendant for grounding. 

D.) EXT. CAMP – CONTINUOUS - Time itself becomes unstable 

around the shimmer. Rowan notices his watch skipping, 

stopping, and jumping forward unpredictably, while a 

floodlight flickers almost but not perfectly in sync with 

the shimmer’s pulsing rhythm.  

The stars appear to shift closer, as if the sky itself has been 

unhinged above the mesa. Struggling to hold onto reality, Rowan 

instructs the team to log every time reading, even the distorted 

ones.  

     CASEY 

    (Voice trembling) 

Twenty-three seventeen-no, eighteen-Rowan, the 

GPS time is- 

  ROWAN 

Write both. 

 

EXT. DESERT CAMP – NIGHT 

The elder presses harder into the drum. Sweat tracks his cheeks, 

catching the floodlight and glinting like salt.  

The sound deepens, a low frequency that twists the stomach. He 

murmurs something, words lost in breath or memory. 
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The shimmer convulses. Three luminous spheres blink once, twice, 

then shoot skyward, vanishing into the stars with impossible 

speed, no acceleration, just present then gone. 

For a suspended heartbeat, the central column looks ready to 

collapse onto the camp. Then, like a film burning out, it tears 

down its center and folds into the night.  

Air returns to air. Floodlight beams straighten. Bodies remember 

their weight. 

Silence steps in. Then the small noises return—the generator 

finding its key, a floodlight cooling, someone quietly weeping. 

The elder lowers the drum, chest heaving, eyes closed. 

 

EXT./INT. DESERT CAMP – LATER 

The team stands amid wreckage: severed cables, one floodlight 

blown, bent tripods, scorched plugs.  

     HERNANDEZ (O.S) 

   Anyone hurt? 

She shakes. Bruises. Singh's forearm was bleeding where a cable 

end had kissed him, a thin lightning fork of red. 

The copper cage sags as if leaning on the wrong side. Inside, WE 

SEE the instruments sit bored and untouched. 

ROWAN (V.O) 

(Pressing recorder) 

Hale, Rowan. Twenty-three fifty hours. Induced 

anomaly via seismic charges. Observed coherent 

refractive column expansion, presence of three 

luminous UAPs with coordinated motion and extreme 

acceleration.  

Concurrent GPS loss, magnetometer rotation, and 

transient high-energy radiation. Subjective: 

strong internal pull toward anomaly-probable 

resonance entrainment with biological systems. 

 (Pauses) 
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Elder intervention with partial suppression. 

Canine subject… removed from environment. Status 

unknown. 

Casey kicks a broken tripod and winces. 

CASEY 

We can't do that again. 

HERNANDEZ 

We have to do it better. Controlled inputs. More 

isolation. If the cage holds, we scale it. 

MARA 

(Flat, staring at empty dust) 

It didn’t hold the world. Only the gear. 

HERNANDEZ 

The gear is where we start. 

(Softer) 

I’m sorry about the dog. 

Rowan turns to the fence line. The elder watches, braid 

loosened, face unreadable. 

ROWAN 

Thank you. 

The elder lifts the drum an inch, a nod in wood and skin. 

ELDER 

Do not ask it to breathe harder than you can. 

Hernandez glances at Rowan, the unspoken argument forming in her 

eyes; repeat the test, push the node, reveal the rules.  

Rowan exhales, chest still remembering the pull. 

ROWAN 

We need a new protocol. One that assumes it can 

take things away. 



37 | P a g e  
 

HERNANDEZ 

What things? 

ROWAN 

Anything. Dogs. Drones. Time. 

The generator hums a low, steady note. Somewhere in the dark, a 

coyote calls and gets no answer.  

Floodlights buzz like tired bees.  

Rowan logs times, values, and words until the page is full, pen 

leaving a dark scar on paper. 

ROWAN (V.O) 

What scared me was not the fact that the mesa was 

haunted, holy, or hungry.  

What scared me was knowing, with the same 

certainty my instruments had when they read a 

clean spike, that it knew we were here… and that 

tonight, for a moment, it had pulled. 

 CUT TO: 

 

EXT. THE MESA – DAWN 

Dawn washes the mesa clean. The land looks honest again. Cool 

wind moves through sage, carrying a faint sweetness.  

The sky is a fragile eggshell blue, innocent of what happened 

hours before. 

The camp is quiet. Too quiet. 

They sweep up shattered glass and tangled cables. The rhythm is 

dull, automatic. Like cleaning up after a party no one wanted. 

A patch of dust sits undisturbed. Smooth. Perfect. 

Rowan avoids looking at it. 

WE SEE Hernandez moving through the wreckage, exhausted but 

controlled, issuing orders with clipped precision. 
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HERNANDEZ 

Triage the dead gear, quarantine the iffy stuff. 

Casey, rebuild the left magnetometer bank. Singh, 

see if the spectrum analyzer is salvageable. 

She stops. Looks directly at Rowan. 

HERNANDEZ (CONT’D) 

You and I are on the logs. 

 

INT. SMALL TRAILER – MORNING 

Cramped. Smells of hot plastic, stale coffee, and old manuals. 

Rowan spreads printouts across a metal table. Graphs, 

timestamps, handwritten notes. 

Magnetics. Gamma. Infrasound. GPS logs that do not agree. 

ROWAN 

Start with time. If we cannot agree on time, we 

cannot agree on anything. 

Casey slips in, damp hair, carrying a laptop and a coil of 

cable. 

CASEY 

I've got GPS time, generator time, and logger 

time. None of them likes the others. 

HERNANDEZ 

Make them talk. 

Casey gets to work. Fingers flying. 

Moments later, the data aligns. Not perfectly, but enough. 

Rowan leans in. A pattern emerges. 

ROWAN 

Infrasound rises first. Magnetics twist thirty 

seconds later. Gamma spike ten to fifteen seconds 

after that. 
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    (Murmurs) 

Order of operations. 

HERNANDEZ 

From where? 

Rowan hesitates. 

ROWAN 

Maybe not from anywhere. Maybe from here. Re-

radiated. Exhaled. 

Hernandez stares at the data. 

HERNANDEZ 

Feeding. 

Silence. 

Rowan does not respond. He does not need to. 

CUT TO: 

 

INT. TRAILER – LATER 

More data. Older logs. Day One through last night. 

Casey pulls up a satellite feed. 

CASEY 

Here. Solar wind speed jumped at 18:40 yesterday. 

Minor coronal hole stream. And wait, GOES x-ray 

flux had a minor hiccup around twenty-three 

hundred. Plus, KP went from two to four. 

The graphs align. 

Perfectly. Rowan feels it. 

ROWAN 

It inhales when the sun exhale sneezes at us. 

Solar wind and high-energy particles push in; the 

field bulges; then it vents. 
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HERNANDEZ 

Vents what? 

Rowan struggles. 

ROWAN 

Whatever it can. Gamma, because that's cheap. Our 

instruments because they're in the way. Dogs 

because- 

 (Beat) 

Because the system doesn't know or care what a 

dog is. 

Hernandez watches him. 

HERNANDEZ 

So, on a big solar day? 

ROWAN 

On a big solar day. It breathes hard. 

They sit with that. 

 

EXT. CAMP – DAY 

Equipment scattered. People are moving more slowly now. 

Casey works on a quick script. 

CASEY 

There is a correlation. Not perfect. But it is 

there. 

Hernandez leans back in her chair. 

HERNANDEZ 

If we can predict the inhales, maybe we can brace 

for the exhales. 

CASEY 

Helmets and earplugs? 
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No one laughs. Rowan thinks. 

ROWAN 

Not dumb. But also, counter-drive. If the field's 

resonant, we try antiphase 

HERNANDEZ 

With what? 

ROWAN 

We have subwoofers. And PVC. Build giant 

Helmholtz resonators. Drive them with tones just 

below one GHz. If we can't cancel, maybe we can 

detune. 

Hernandez studies him. 

HERNANDEZ 

Sketch it. We'll test at low power first. Outside 

the column. 

Rowan nods. 

He glances toward the fence line. 

ROWAN’S POV: 

WE SEE the Elder standing there. Silent. Watching. 

ROWAN 

We should ask him. To be present when we try. 

HERNANDEZ 

You think he’s our lucky charm? 

ROWAN 

I think he has been here longer than we have. And 

last night I moved when it told me to. He didn't. 

HERNANDEZ 

Fair. 

FADE TO: 
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EXT. PERIMETER – DAY 

The camera follows Mara walking slowly, holding a handheld 

meter. She writes nothing. 

Rowan joins her. 

ROWAN 

You’re the one who said it. 

Mara tightens her grip. 

MARA 

I shouldn't have. My grandmother used to say that 

if you speak a name too loudly, it notices. But… 

    (Swallows) 

It was already noticed, didn't it? I just gave it 

a word it could wear. 

A long silence. 

MARA (CONT’D) 

It wasn't science last night, Rowan. It was 

something that chose. That dog-it chose him. 

Rowan has no answer. 

 

EXT. CAMP – LATE MORNING 

A subtle pressure ripple moves through the air. 

Rowan feels it immediately. 

ROWAN 

Space weather bump. 

Casey checks his phone. Confirms. 

Instruments flicker. 

Minor fluctuations. Then stillness. 

ROWAN (CONT’D) 

Small inhale. No cough. 
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HERNANDEZ 

Write that. 

Rowan scribbles. 

CUT TO: 

EXT. FIELD LINE – DAY 

A row of compasses stretches toward the mesa. 

Needles tremble like grass in a tide. 

Casey checks a GPS rover. 

CASEY 

It thinks we took a scenic route to Idaho. 

Rowan almost smiles. 

ROWAN 

Good. That means the world's still arguing with 

us in predictable ways. 

CASEY 

Is predictable the word you want? 

ROWAN 

No. The word I want is survivable. 

The Elder approaches quietly. 

He studies the compasses. 

ELDER 

You are mapping the edges of a chest. That's 

useful if you remember it is not your chest. 

Rowan turns. 

ROWAN 

What is it? A creature? A machine? A… wound? 

The Elder looks to the mesa. 
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ELDER 

A bridge. 

ROWAN 

Bridges go both ways. 

ELDER 

If they are kept. If they are tended. If they are 

fed the right things. 

Rowan presses. 

ROWAN 

What are the right things? 

The Elder almost smiles. 

ELDER 

Not dogs. 

Silence.  

The Elder lightly touches the drum. 

The compasses are steady. 

 

EXT. TEST AREA – AFTERNOON 

PVC pipes. Subwoofers. Improvised rigs. 

They look absurd. 

They power on. 

A deep, barely audible tone hums. 

The ground answers. 

ROWAN 

Too high. Trim the neck. 

Casey cuts the pipe. They try again. 

The tone deepens. 

Something shifts. 
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CLOSE SHOT: Monitor, the waveform changes. Slightly. 

HERNANDEZ 

Rowan, if this works, it will be the dumbest 

smart thing we've done. 

ROWAN 

Good. The field looks simple. 

They sweep frequencies. 

One setting spikes violently. 

They back off. 

Another softens the signal. 

The compasses are calm. 

HERNANDEZ 

Write that. 

This time, it sounds like gratitude. 

 

EXT. CAMP – LATE AFTERNOON 

They shut down the system. 

A small victory. 

Casey checks the console. 

His expression tightens. 

CASEY 

Solar wind uptick-small CME shock. ETA: hours. 

Hernandez absorbs it. 

HERNANDEZ 

How many? 

  CASEY 

Three to six. If the models aren't drunk. 

Casey lights a smoke flare. 
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It rises straight. 

Then stops. 

Flat. 

A ceiling. 

The smoke spreads, forming a dome. 

All eyes on it. 

CASEY 

    (Softly) 

Boundary. 

Rowan writes. 

ROWAN 

The bubble breathes. 

From the fence line— 

 

ELDER 

The sky is not always sky. Sometimes it is skin. 

Rowan stares at the mesa. 

Uneasy. 

 

EXT. CAMP – SUNSET 

The desert cools into gold and shadow. 

A line of compasses stretches toward the mesa. Their needles sit 

mostly still. Only slight twitches now. No wild spinning. 

Rowan and Hernandez walk the line. 

Beyond the last compass stands the Elder. The drum hangs loose 

in one hand. His gaze is fixed far beyond the horizon, somewhere 

Rowan cannot see. 

Wind lifts the Elder’s braid, then lets it fall. 
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Rowan steps forward. 

ROWAN 

Tonight? 

The question hangs, undefined. 

The Elder nods once. 

ELDER 

Tonight. 

He lifts the drum slightly, then lets it settle. 

ELDER (CONT’D) 

You have your boxes and your pipes. Bring your 

feet and your breath, too. It listens to those. 

Rowan studies him. 

ROWAN 

What does it want? 

The Elder takes his time. 

ELDER 

A bridge wants to be kept. Or it wants to fall. 

A long beat. 

The Elder turns and walks away. 

Rowan stands still, then looks down— 

A recorder clenched in his fist. He never pressed record. 

He slips it into his pocket. Like a confession. 

CUT TO: 

 

EXT. CAMP – NIGHT 

Blue fades to black. 

The mesa is a jagged tooth carved out of the sky. 

The team prepares. 
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Ropes are strung between stakes and structures. Safety lines 

everywhere. Like climbers setting a pitch. 

Casey tapes a dosimeter to the inside of his wrist. Watches it 

like a clock. 

Singh murmurs a prayer in Gujarati, soft and fluid, like water 

over stone. 

Mara checks flashlights. Says nothing. 

Hernandez moves through them all. Quiet. Focused. 

Rowan stands still. 

Waiting. 

Then— 

The HUM arrives. 

Low. Subtle. Felt under the skin. The compasses tremble. 

Inside the trailer, the infrasound line begins to rise. 

Slow. Tidal. 

Respectable. 

Rowan closes his eyes. 

Breathes with it. 

Matches it for a few counts. 

Then pulls away. 

Testing distance. 

Control. 

At the edge of the camp— 

The Elder places his palms against the drum. 

He does not strike it. 

Still— 

Something builds. 

A silent note. 
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Massive. Pressing. Felt in the bones. 

HERNANDEZ 

Write it. 

Soft. Urgent. 

Rowan opens his eyes, grabs his notebook, and writes fast. 

ROWAN 

I will. 

He adds a line before the spike— 

Hand is trembling slightly. 

INSERT: NOTEBOOK 

It inhales the sky. We can teach it to exhale somewhere else. 

 

The FIRST PULSE rolls through. 

Gentle this time, exploratory, and the cage stays calm while the 

desert pays attention. The pipes are quiet. Their throats are 

not. They hold. 

The stars feel a little closer. Rowan’s watch ticks on time. For 

a minute, the world agrees with itself. 

ROWAN 

Again. We’re listening. 

           FADE TO: 

 

EXT. BASIN – MORNING 

Morning cracks open the basin without apology. 

The mesa glows pale gold at the edges, almost innocent. The wind 

carries sage and the sharp, lingering bite of scorched plastic. 

The camp is already moving. 

Quietly. 

Purposefully. 
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Singh stacks broken tripods with careful precision, almost 

reverent. 

Casey coils cables into loose spirals that sprawl across the 

dirt like dead snakes. 

Mara walks the perimeter with a clipboard. The pencil scratches 

faintly, but she writes nothing. 

Silence does the talking. 

At the cage— 

Rowan disassembles instruments piece by piece. His hands are 

steady. His mind is not. 

A flicker— 

WE SEE EVELYN in memory. Wind in her hair. Disbelief in her 

eyes. 

EVELYN (V.O) 

Is this the life you wanted, Rowan? Cots, dust, 

and machines that breathe when you're not 

looking? 

Rowan grips a data logger tighter than he should. 

Sets it down— 

Too hard. 

It CLACKS against the table. 

Hernandez looks over immediately. 

HERNANDEZ 

Careful. 

Clipped. Controlled. 

But for a fraction of a second, her eyes soften. 

Then it is gone. 

She resumes pacing. Arms folded. Jaw tight. Movement is the only 

thing holding her together. 
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HERNANDEZ (CONT’D) 

Last night proved one thing. 

She raises her voice, gathering the team. 

HERNANDEZ (CONT’D) 

We can provoke a response. That's not a failure. 

That's progress. 

Casey drops a cable. 

CASEY 

Progress? It ate the dog, boss. 

His voice cracks. He thumbs the silver cross at his neck. 

Hernandez does not flinch. 

HERNANDEZ 

Progress isn’t free. We knew that coming in. 

Mara steps forward. Sharp. 

MARA 

Did we? Because what I heard was 'measure, log, 

contain. Not sacrifice. 

Hernandez almost snaps— Then exhales. 

HERNANDEZ 

I'm not asking anyone to be sacrificed. I'm 

asking us to keep our heads. If we can chart the 

pattern, we get ahead of it. That's control. 

She looks directly at Rowan. Daring him. Rowan meets her gaze. 

CUT TO: 

EXT. CAMP – CONTINUOUS 

Casey tries for humor. 

CASEY 

    (Mutters) 

Hey, maybe we'll win a Nobel for dog physics. 
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The joke dies instantly. 

Casey crouches, pressing his pendant hard between his fingers. 

Lips moving silently. 

Rowan kneels beside him. 

ROWAN 

What is on your mind? 

Casey hesitates. 

CASEY 

My grandmother used to tell me about skin 

walkers. She said they come when the land's tired 

of us. That's all I can think about.  

Her voice was warning me. And last night Mara 

said the word and- 

Rowan studies him. 

ROWAN 

You’re not crazy. And you are not alone. 

Casey nods once. Stands too quickly. Walks away. 

DISSOLVE TO: 

 

EXT. FENCE LINE – DAY 

Mara stands alone. Arms wrapped around herself. 

Her gaze is locked on the smooth patch of dust. 

The absence. 

Rowan approaches carefully. 

Silence stretches. 

Then— 

MARA 

I should not have said it. 

Rowan waits. 
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MARA (CONT’D) 

The word. Skinwalker. My grandma used to whisper 

it like you'd whisper a curse. You never named 

it. You just left milk on the porch and prayed 

you weren't noticed. 

She looks at him. Eyes raw. 

MARA (CONT’D) 

I said it. And then it noticed. 

ROWAN 

You didn't cause last night. Don't give it that 

power. 

MARA 

But what if speaking is inviting? 

 (Voice trembles) 

What if that's all it takes? 

Rowan has no answer. 

Only silence. 

CUT TO: 

 

EXT. WORK AREA – DAY 

Singh kneels over the broken spectrum analyzer. 

Hands steady. Precise. 

He murmurs a quiet prayer under his breath. 

Hernandez approaches. 

HERNANDEZ 

Can you salvage it? 

SINGH 

Maybe. 
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But the question is whether it wants to be 

salvaged. 

Hernandez frowns. 

HERNANDEZ 

It is not alive. 

Singh does not look up. 

SINGH 

Everything here acts like it is. 

FADE TO: 

 

EXT. FENCE LINE – NOON 

Heat shimmers. 

The Elder stands motionless, drum at his side. 

Rowan approaches. 

Recorder in his pocket. Still off. 

ROWAN 

You called it a bridge. 

The Elder taps the drum once. Soft. Deep. 

ELDER 

A bridge wants to be kept. 

Rowan frowns. 

ROWAN 

What does that mean? 

The Elder traces a line in the dirt with his boot. Looks up. 

ELDER 

Do not feed it sound when the sky is angry. It 

listens. And it remembers who speaks. 

Rowan pulls out his notebook. Writes quickly. 
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ROWAN 

You mean the anomaly reacts to infrasound? 

The Elder meets his gaze. 

ELDER 

It reacts to rhythm. To intention. To the wrong 

voice at the wrong time. 

He turns back to the mesa. 

ELDER (CONT’D) 

Some bridges collapse when shouted at. Others 

open. 

DISSOLVE TO: 

 

EXT. CAMP – NIGHT 

The camp is partially restored. 

Wires replaced. Equipment is humming again. 

The cage stands intact, copper mesh glowing in lantern light. 

Hernandez gathers the team. 

HERNANDEZ 

Protocols stand. No night experiments until we're 

sure we can control the input. We log, we watch, 

we learn. 

Her voice is solid. 

Her hands are not. 

They tremble slightly as she tightens the lantern rope. 

Mara stays apart. Arms crossed. 

Casey fingers his pendant. 

Singh cleans tools with exacting care. 

Rowan stands still. 

Watching all of them. 
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Feeling it. 

He presses the recorder to his chest. 

Whispers— 

ROWAN 

It knows us now. 

At the fence— 

The Elder lifts the drum slightly. 

Does not strike it. 

ELDER 

Bridges want to be kept. 

The words carry. 

Settle in the camp. 

Like law. 

CUT TO: 

 

INT. ROWAN’S TENT – NIGHT 

Dark. 

Rowan lies on a cot. Eyes open. 

The HUM returns. 

Soft. Low. 

Present. Not threatening. 

Breathing. 

Evelyn again— 

Clearer now. 

EVELYN (V.O) 

You don't have to win every argument, Rowan. You 

just have to decide which one is worth losing. 

His eyes close. 
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He leans, almost imperceptibly, toward the sound, as if the 

bridge is not just a threat, but a calling. 

           FADE TO: 

SERIES OF SHOTS: 

-The team sets up cameras and introduces cattle as environmental 

monitors, though everyone understands they are bait, then drills 

a narrow core that brings up impossible materials such as fused 

ceramic and a strange alloy, before a borehole camera briefly 

captures a smooth, unnatural surface and returns marked by 

precise, polished grooves. 

-By night, they investigate a mutilated heifer with bloodless, 

surgically clean excisions, fluctuating radiation, and unstable 

readings, while the herd moves as one and radios echo with 

something mimicking human speech. 

-A thin luminous filament forms near the fence and seems to pull 

at Rowan, forcing the team to anchor him as the Elder intervenes 

and dampens the phenomenon with his drum, restoring calm. 

-They document the anomalies and struggle to interpret the 

precise removals as either science or theft, while time slips 

and missing moments unsettle them, leaving Rowan to realize the 

mesa is not revealing a predator but imposing patterns and 

teaching rules while feeding on attention, fear, and the act of 

being observed. 

-The camp wakes quietly and tight with words, coffee bitter, 

dust layered over everything, while the team moves through the 

morning pretending at normalcy as the mesa already contradicts 

them. 

-Rowan claims the smallest trailer as a command center, 

spreading printouts, photos, and graphs to track infrasound, 

gamma spikes, magnetic shifts, and the shimmer column, building 

a crude simulation of the phenomena and realizing the mesa acts 

like a containment bubble, a boundary that reacts to solar wind 

and attention, taking what is easiest from the environment. 

-Casey rewires, Mara places cameras, Hernandez checks protocols, 

and the Elder watches silently. Rowan realizes the mesa acts 

like a containment bubble, taking what is easiest. 
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-As a coronal mass ejection approach, the team synchronizes 

pipes, compasses, and the Elder’s drum to dampen the mesa’s 

reaction. 

-The mesa waits, patient and silent, until evening when it 

decides the strike is due. Instruments spike, infrasound climbs, 

magnetometers yaw, and bells chime without wind. 

-A seam of blue-white light appears, thickening into a 

crystalline surface that fractures the desert into impossible 

geometry. Pressure rises, dust floats without wind, and the 

Elder’s drum hums without movement. 

-The pulse hits. Rowan feels it through bone, through chest. A 

cylinder of shimmer ripples, bending like water. Orbs appear, 

first three, then six, then nine, white-blue and perfect, moving 

in impossible symmetry. Cameras die. Floodlights stutter. Gamma 

spikes. Rowan wraps rope around his wrist, feeling the anchor of 

survival. 

-The column tears inward. Inside, a lattice of dark struts glows 

faintly like bone beneath skin. A filament whips out, touching 

the ground, leaving a perfect glass circle. Hernandez calls for 

a second anchor.  

-Rowan reaches, but the filament strikes Casey. The rope fuses 

to glass. Casey’s weight goes light, his fingers twitch once, 

then he is gone. No stumble. No cry. Upright, absent. Boot 

prints smoke faintly in the dirt. 

-Rowan screams a sound never made before. Hernandez clamps a 

hand to his shoulder. Mara sobs, Singh whispers numbers. Evelyn 

stares at dead monitors. The column folds shut. Orbs vanish. 

Dust falls softly. Compasses remember north. Rowan clutches the 

fused rope, skin split, blood warm. 

-The rope fuses like glass, pulling him upright and then 

vanishing. The team reacts in horror, monitors the dead, dust 

settles. 

     ELDER 

   It kept him. That is what it does. 

-WE SEE Rowan writing in the log, precise and desperate: 
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Containment nearly failed. The storm woke it. Our signal bought 

seconds, then gave way. The column tore open, ribs glowing where 

rock should be. The orbs dove in like it was theirs.  

Then the filament touched Casey. The rope turned to glass. He 

was gone. No cry, no body-just gone. I can't write 

'recommendations.' I can only say: don't push it again.  

Not when storms are breathing. Not when it already kept one of 

us. 

-The night returns, black and still, as if nothing happened. 

END SERIES OF SHOTS. 

           CUT TO: 

 

EXT. BASIN EDGE – DAWN 

Rowan approaches the Elder standing at the edge of the basin. 

Copper mesh meets dust.  

The Elder is still, drum slung over one shoulder, eyes fixed on 

the mesa. 

ROWAN 

I need more than riddles. This place—it’s not 

just local, is it? 

The Elder hesitates. Then: 

ELDER 

A bridge does not stand alone. 

Rowan steps closer. 

ROWAN 

What kind of bridge? 

ELDER 

One that holds the rhythm of the world. This mesa 

is the keystone. If it fails, the others will 

phase-lock. The bridge will open. 

Rowan’s breath catches. 
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ROWAN 

Others? 

The Elder nods. 

ELDER 

Ten, I know. Maybe more. Each drums its own 

rhythm. But this one holds the beat. 

Rowan scribbles furiously in his notebook. 

ROWAN 

What happens if they all sync? 

The Elder leans closer, voice low. 

ELDER 

Then the tether breaks. And the world slips. 

Rowan looks to the mesa, stomach tight, trying to imagine a 

world balanced on rhythm alone. 

           FADE TO: 

 

EXT. CAMP – DAWN 

The camp hums with activity before sunrise. Hernandez moves 

through the trailers, voice clipped, commanding. 

HERNANDEZ 

Inventory the fried gear. Swap batteries. Pull 

all logs since nineteen hundred. Nobody touches 

the cage wiring without a partner. 

Rowan watches. Hernandez grips her clipboard like a lifeline. 

Twice her eyes drift toward Casey's empty bunk, hand tightening 

on the pencil. 

Singh scrubs the spectrum analyzer housings with rubbing 

alcohol, muttering in Hindi, jaw tight, syllables snapping 

sharp.  

Mara wipes lenses over and over, breath fogging the glass, as if 

stopping would make her shake. 
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Someone brews coffee, black as oil, tasting like coins and sleep 

debt. The generator coughs, finds a key, coughs again. 

Rowan moves quietly, recording the time and weather into the 

mic. 

ROWAN  

(Into the recorder) 

Hale, Rowan. Zero six hundred hours. Calm winds. 

No gamma elevation. No visible anomalies. One 

casualty unaccounted for. 

Rowan clicks stop, handwriting the same words in neat letters. 

He leaves the signature blank, closing the notebook with care. 

Mid-morning, the Elder walks along the fence, staff tapping 

lightly. Sun glints off the braid in his hair, white as quartz. 

Rowan approaches, frustration rising. 

ROWAN 

Did you know it would take him? 

The Elder’s eyes stay on the mesa. 

ELDER 

It did not take him. It kept him. 

ROWAN 

That’s a comfort only if it returns what it 

keeps. 

ELDER 

A kept bridge doesn't decide. The keepers do. 

ROWAN 

Then who are the keepers? 

The Elder glances at Rowan’s hands, sees the hidden rope. His 

look is one of quiet disappointment. 

ELDER 

You will either be, or you will leave. 
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The Elder walks on, staff tapping a rhythm Rowan almost 

recognizes. Rowan watches, anger and helplessness twisting in 

his chest. 

 

EXT. NORTH FENCE – NOON 

Motion cameras flicker back online after their blackout. Singh 

mutters in his language, fingers flying over the monitors, 

frustration and fear bleeding through. 

SINGH 

Corrupted sectors again. I’ll build the next 

system myself. Copper, spite… everything. 

Rowan leans over a monitor. Ordinary sagebrush, guy wires, a 

hawk balancing on an updraft. Then— 

A figure appears. Not walking, not approaching—just there. Tall, 

broad-shouldered, blurred like fog. No face, no clothing, only 

the hint of human shape. 

Static crawls across the frame, fine lines dancing across the 

image. The hawk tilts, spirals upward, leaves the frame. The 

sage leans away, though no wind touches it. 

The figure stands by the fence for six minutes. Motionless. 

Breathless. At minute three, the image wavers as if heat rises 

from it.  

Minute four, compasses on zip-tied backup kits all shift ten 

degrees east and hold. Minute five, Rowan’s tongue tastes coin, 

though he is nowhere near the fence. 

Then gone. One frame it exists, next frame it does not. 

MARA 

(Voice small, adjusting glasses) 

That’s not a compression artifact. Look at the 

grass. It’s avoiding… him. 

Her hands shake. She forces them still, eyes desperate, hoping 

it’s Casey. 
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SINGH 

(Loudly) 

Glitch. Infrared crosstalk. Thermal ghosting. 

You've seen that before. 

ROWAN 

Have you seen a hawk leave because of crosstalk? 

Singh stares. 

SINGH 

You want it to be a man at the fence; you go 

shake his hand. 

Hernandez watches the blank frame, silent. The team drifts back 

to work under her gaze. Finally, she speaks to the empty room. 

HERNANDEZ 

Tag that section with a hot perimeter. No one 

crosses alone. 

Rowan backs the footage to the exact frame where the figure 

appeared, fingers frozen on the keyboard.  

Skin pricks at the back of his neck like a stare he cannot 

prove. 

 

INT. TENT – NIGHT 

WE SEE Rowan sitting by the Geiger rack, notebook open, coffee 

sour in his teeth. Numbers, baseline readings, magnetic 

inclinations, all scribbled but untrusted. 

The recorder clicks on by itself. The red light winks, steady, 

mocking. Rowan freezes. 

ROWAN 

(Whisper) 

Casey? 
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WE HEAR static hushes like distant rain. Then a voice—soft, 

measured, careful, learning the timing. Not quite Casey’s, but 

close enough to trespass. 

VOICE (V.O) 

    (Recorder) 

Rowan Hale. Kept. Kept. Kept. 

Rowan yanks the batteries. The light burns for five more 

seconds, then dies. His chest heaves, heart shoving against 

bone. 

He replaces the batteries, hands trembling but trying to seem 

steady. Hits playback. 

Hiss. A rustle. His own voice, slowed, asking: 

ROWAN  

    (Playing the recorder) 

Casey? 

Then the word “kept” echoes three times, the middle almost 

overlapping, like an impatient echo. 

Mara drifts into the tent, pale, eyes wide. 

MARA 

(Whisper) 

It’s him. It has to be. 

ROWAN 

No. It’s not him. It’s… something trying to be 

him. 

Her lip trembles, then stiffens. 

MARA 

What if it’s both? 

She leaves before he can answer, doubt trailing like a shadow. 
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Rowan scrubs the file back, watches the waveform. The consonants 

aren’t right. Plosives don’t plod. A mouth imagining teeth tried 

its best. 

He saves the file, labeled neatly: 

Recorder autonomous activation; vocal artifact mimicking subject 

C. Alvarez; envelope timing off by -90ms; consonant formation 

incomplete. 

He does not write that his hands smell faintly of ozone, or that 

the metal table tastes of mint for a fleeting second. 

           CUT TO: 

 

EXT. CAMP – DAY 

The ground shakes violently. Not an earthquake. A single 

vertical stomp from something impossibly heavy. Trailers bounce.  

Coffee sloshes in mugs. The copper mesh of the cage thrums. A 

socket wrench hops off a table and clangs to the floor. 

Silence follows. No aftershock. No trace on the seismometer. 

HERNANDEZ 

Check the trace. 

The log reads zero. A straight, boring line. 

SINGH 

(Angry, slapping the cabinet) 

It should have read that. It should have— 

ROWAN 

Unless it didn’t happen. 

Singh glares. 

SINGH 

Your teeth rattled just the same as mine. Don’t 

you dare. 



66 | P a g e  
 

Singh’s eyes are wide, frantic under the veneer of anger. He 

wants to believe in instruments, not his own body.  

Rowan doesn’t press. He lays a palm flat on the earth, feeling 

nothing but buried patience. 

The elder is nowhere in sight. Rowan shivers. 

 

EXT. CAMP – NIGHT  

Cracks run through the camp deeper than the hardpan. 

SINGH 

The gear's trash, the data's lies, and the 

Institute isn't paying me enough to get eaten by 

a geometry problem. 

MARA 

(Uneasy, glancing at the mesa) 

If we leave, does it stop? Or do we just stop 

seeing it? 

HERNANDEZ 

Get your heads straight or get out. If you walk, 

you do it in daylight, and you sign your name to 

it. 

Mara’s voice cracks once before she hides it.  

Rowan keeps the rope ends in his pocket and listens for a breath 

that isn’t his.  

When not listening, he counts spare batteries, copper ties, and 

ways the night could go wrong. 

Chili tastes like metal and dirt. He swallows anyway. 

 

EXT. FENCE – MIDNIGHT WATCH 

Rowan patrols. Desert cold enough to ache. Stars sharpen like 

needles. Generator thrum syncs with his pulse. Every half hour, 

he walks the fence. Boots whisper. Cottonwood leaves tic-tick. 
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At 01:17, all cameras cut to static. Floodlights dim but hold a 

sullen glow. The air thickens, wet-wool density. His skin pricks 

as if every hair is an antenna. 

Three soft pulses come from the mesa. Low, wide. Felt mostly in 

the cartilage of his sternum. No elder. No drum. It uses the 

shape of sound, knowing he will recognize it. 

The ground thrums again, light as a memory of a footstep. Then 

nothing. Cameras remain blind. Midnight watch hops backward two 

seconds and pretends it hadn’t. 

Rowan writes in his notebook: 

0117 – system blackout; 3 infrasonic pulses; ground micro-

thrums; time error -2s. 

Writing steadies his hands. Not the night. 

At 01:20, the cameras return. Floodlights brighten. Sage lies 

still. Innocence poorly worn. 

On his last pass at 02:10, he glimpses a shape at the fence—

tall, still, wrong at the edges. He does not approach. Does not 

call out. Records the time and walks away steadily, maintaining 

dignity. 

 

INT. TENT – DAWN 

Rowan records into the mic. 

ROWAN  

    (Into the recorder) 

Rowan Hale. Day thirteen. Post-breach anomalies 

escalating: shadow figure observed on camera with 

environmental coupling; localized ground shock 

unrecorded by seismometers; simultaneous multi-

camera blackout; recorder autonomous activation; 

vocal artifact claiming-claiming Casey. 

He swallows. 
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ROWAN (CONT’D) 

Recommend psychological screening. Recommend 

additional containment protocols. Recommend- 

His hand closes around the fused rope in his pocket. Smooth as 

glass, dumb as evidence. 

ROWAN (CONT’D) 

-recommend nothing. It won’t listen. 

He clicks stop. The recorder stays dark, ordinary, obedient for 

now. 

The camp begins another day under a sky that seems capable of 

remembering mercy.  

Rowan checks compasses; needles point a degree or two shy of 

north. He sets one back by hand, watching it slide off the 

truth. 

          DISSOLVE TO: 

 

EXT. CAMP – DAY 

WE SEE six cows and a bull, stenciled blue and tagged, standing 

in the pen. The team watches, uneasy. 

SINGH 

(Over coax, blackened hands) 

Overkill. 

He mutters it like he’s lived through the first cut too many 

times. 

Mara lifts her camera, framing the herd through the lens. 

MARA 

If it happens again, it means the first wasn't 

random. 

HERNANDEZ 

(Nodding at the layout map, clipped) 
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Nothing here is random. The question is whether 

it's a message or a habit. 

Rowan’s eyes drift over the chalk lines and compasses. The word 

spinning in his head: protocol. 

 

EXT. PEN – CONTINUOUS 

The team installs cameras: 

• 3 PTZ low-light domes 

• 6 fixed infrared cameras 

• 3 thermal imagers 

Motion-triggered stills on fence posts. 

Cameras synced via GPS puck, daisy-chained to trailers. Every 

feed is backed up locally. Every storage card has a twin. 

Two infrasound mics sit on tripods near the trough. A portable 

magnetometer by the gate. Chalk lines on the ground, compasses 

twenty meters apart. 

The bull watches, chewing slowly, flicking flies, glancing 

toward the mesa like an old neighbor with grudges. 

SINGH 

(Cynical) 

Overkill. We’re building a surveillance state for 

cows. 

ROWAN 

Statistics don’t apologize. 

Mara lingers, grief softening her expression. She lifts the 

camera once, not to document, but to see closer, to soften 

cruelty. 

 

EXT. PEN – DUSK 

19:28 – GPS drift, faint bars crawling across feeds. Infrasound 

rises toward 0.8. 
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19:34 – Herd snaps heads toward the mesa, bull paws earth. 

MARA 

(Whisper) 

It’s the same. 

Rowan notes every twitch, flare, every tone behind the ribs. The 

place isn’t improvising—it’s rehearsing. 

 

EXT. PEN – LATER 

20:11 – Feeds black out. Horizontal interference. Five seconds 

are missing from every clock. 

Cameras return. A heifer lies prone. Jaw lifted in a perfect 

arc, eye socket empty, ear reduced to a circle. Tissue smooth, 

sealed. Grass beneath is untouched. 

ROWAN 

(Fast, stunned) 

Margins match… Same fluorescence. Same 

discontinuity. 

SINGH 

Not a coincidence. 

HERNANDEZ 

Not improvisation. It's a tern plate. 

ROWAN 

Protocol. 

The team overlays data with the first incident. Infrasound 

blooms, transient gamma spikes, and thermal margins are 

indecisive. Twins, not cousins. 

MARA 

(Voice breaks) 

Then it’s not killing. It’s keeping records. 
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Gloves, nitrile, masks. Wound edges clean, tissue tapering 

inward. Pressed hair. Margins cool. UV swab glows foxfire green. 

SINGH 

No chatter. No heat. No blade. 

ROWAN 

The same as before. 

HERNANDEZ 

Bag it all. Then get out. We are not gifts. 

Five-second blackout again. Audio catches the same thin, 

needling tone before silence. GPS disagrees. Curves rhyme. 

ROWAN 

Pattern. 

HERNANDEZ 

(Dismissive) 

Don’t get poetic. 

ROWAN 

Patterns are just the stomach recognizing what 

the eyes won't. 

           FADE TO: 

 

EXT. PEN – MIDNIGHT 

The elder appears, braid pale as bone. No stool, no drum. 

ELDER 

You put prey here, and the land answered. 

HERNANDEZ 

It killed one. How do we stop that? 

ELDER 

You do not stop. You only choose which kind of 

answer you can live with. 



72 | P a g e  
 

Rowan steps closer, notebook like a shield. 

ROWAN 

Why the jaw? Why the eye? Why always clean? 

ELDER 

Because that is how it looks at you… and how you 

speak back. 

ROWAN 

Is it a message? 

ELDER 

Everything it does is a message. 

ROWAN 

The question is whether you can read the 

alphabet. 

ELDER 

Breath. Edges. Silence. The parts you decide not 

to touch. 

He disappears into the desert. 

MARA 

(Muttering) 

That’s not an answer… 

02:17 – Three pale impressions in dirt. Too round. Too exact. 

Geometry, not weight. 

Dawn: They bury the second heifer. The bull bellows once. 

MARA 

We used her as bait. 

Rowan stares at the graphs. Curves rhyme louder than they 

should.  
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     ROWAN (V.O) 

The place isn’t improvising, it’s repeating. It 

wants us to read. 

        CUT TO: 

MONTAGE – VARIOUS 

A.) EXT. SOUTH PASTURE – NIGHT - Beyond Wi-Fi or tower reach, 

Rowan tests the anomaly alone, carrying a body cam, 

spectrometer, and tape recorder. The desert is 

unnervingly silent; footsteps fade, wind stirs nothing, 

and insects vanish. 

At 400 meters, the radio emits a low, vibrating tone, GPS spins 

to impossible zero-zero coordinates, and a circular blind spot 

hangs over the mesa. 

Time fractures; six minutes vanish from the analog recorder and 

digital logs, leaving Rowan’s mind empty of them. 

B.) INT. CAMP – LATER – The devices snap back to life, but 

Hernandez confronts him with the truth: his bio-feed 

flatlined, as if his body had forgotten to exist. 

C.) EXT. TRAILER – CONTINUOUS - Rowan feels a resonance in 

his ribs, a hum deeper than marrow, answering him. At 

dawn, as mist curls over the basalt ridge and the mesa 

crouches against the gray light, the air pulses in 

concentric waves, the hum intensifying. 

ROWAN 

    (Into the recorder) 

I'm not just observing the anomaly. The anomaly 

is observing me. 

WE HEAR the recorder clicks. 

END OF MONTAGE. 

           FADE TO: 

EXT. SOUTH PASTURE – NIGHT 

A gravel-strewn field. The moon glints off the stenciled numbers 

on six cows and a bull. RFID tags flash faintly.  



74 | P a g e  
 

The mesa crouches dark against the horizon, massive and silent. 

Rowan adjusts cameras, data loggers, and a handheld recorder. 

Hernandez’s layout is still in his mind: horseshoe of PTZ domes, 

infrared cameras, thermal imagers, motion-triggered stills. 

Hardlines snake back to trailers. 

SINGH 

(Overcoax, muttering) 

Overkill. We’re building a surveillance state for 

cows. 

ROWAN 

Statistics don’t apologize. 

Evelyn sweeps the footage. A sudden, synchronized failure across 

nine cameras. One point-one-seven seconds. Time codes seamless, 

yet every recording pauses, then resumes as if nothing happened. 

The cows bolt, perfectly synchronized, all eyes and muscles 

toward the southern quadrant. 

A thermal outline appears past the fence line—upright, humanoid, 

but wrong. Limbs too long, joints too narrow. It holds for 0.9 

seconds. Then gone. 

EVELYN 

What do you make of it? 

Rowan doesn’t answer. The low-frequency hum starts; not in the 

ears, but in the ribs. A vibration in his sternum. Not sound. 

Sensation. 

     EVELYN 

Rowan? You're spacing out again, or is it telling 

you bedtime stories? 

ROWAN 

I… I don’t know. 

  EVELYN 

That's not the answer I need from our lead 

observer. 
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  ROWAN 

What answer do you need? 

EVELYN 

Whether you're still just documenting this place. 

Or whether it's documenting you. 

Rowan swallows. No reply. The hum grows in waves beneath his 

heartbeat. 

 

INT. TRAILER – NIGHT 

Rowan loops footage at frame 613. Each time, the hum amplifies 

in his chest. He leans close, squinting at the blurry outline 

beyond the thermal post. Recognition settles, chilling: it has 

seen him. 

 

EXT. SOUTH PASTURE – NIGHT 

Rowan walks alone past trailers and the pen, into the shadow. 

Gravel crunches under boots. The mesa looms silent. He stops, 

whispers into the air. 

ROWAN 

I know you’re there. 

No answer. The world blinks; a fraction of a second. He steps 

forward, then notices tracks in the sand: a six-foot gap where 

his steps should be. His throat goes dry. 

A whisper scratches at the edge of hearing. Unfamiliar language, 

familiar cadence. 

The pressure collapses. Air normal. Hum silent. Rowan exhales, 

sweat chilling against his back. 

He returns to camp. The trailers sleep under false normalcy. At 

dawn, Rowan begins transcribing everything: the hum, the blink, 

the phantom gap, the mesa’s presence. 
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INT. TRAILER – DAWN 

Evelyn enters, coffee in hand, blinking at his sixteen pages of 

notes. 

EVELYN 

You write poetry, or are you filing a ghost 

story? 

ROWAN 

Neither. I’m writing a field report. 

EVELYN 

You went out there last night. 

Rowan didn’t answer. 

EVELYN (CONT’D) 

You need to tell Hernandez, you crossed a field- 

ROWAN 

I didn’t cross it. It crossed me. 

Evelyn stares, knowing. 

     EVELYN 

   You're not just observing anymore, Rowan. 

     ROWAN 

   No. I’m resonating. 

She sets her coffee down without drinking it. 

     EVELYN 

   Then we need to change the protocol. 

           CUT TO:  

 

EXT. SOUTH PASTURE – MIDDAY 

The trailer equipment flickers. Subtle glitches ripple across 

screens; time drift, audio anomalies below hearing, EM spikes. 

Sensors twitch like nervous eyes. 
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SINGH 

(Muttering over the console) 

There's metadata degradation. Not corruption. 

Drift. The time codes are accurate, but the 

millisecond anchors fluctuate. It's like 

something rewrote their precis .10n. 

EVELYN 

(Pointing at the chart) 

This one has 600.32 frames in the second before 

the blink. That's not possible. Framerate's 

capped at 30. 

Rowan leans in. The hum starts again low, inside his chest, 

tuned beneath bone. 

ROWAN 

Time didn’t just stutter… it bent. 

 

INT./EXT. TRAILER - NIGHT      

The hum grows. This time, unmistakable. A syllable forms inside 

him: 

     VOICE (V.O) 

Ro-wan… 

Rowan freezes, eyes wide. 

He sits on the edge of the trailer stairs, staring at the mesa. 

Silver cirrus streaks the sky. The mesa looms closer, larger, 

almost shifting. 

ROWAN 

(To no one) 

You ever feel like it's... watching us back? 

Evelyn glances, almost as if she heard him. The hum resonates 

more strongly. 
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Rowan steps into the night. Sand crunches under boots. The south 

fence sensors flicker, then resume. Wind smells of copper and 

ozone. Static prickles along his arms. 

He stops. Breath catches. The hush is heavier than fear, a quiet 

before a verdict. 

Recorder buzzes against his hip. Timecode shows three missing 

minutes. Thumb hovers over playback. He doesn’t press it. 

ROWAN (V.O) 

The Institute didn't brief us on this part. They 

gave us protocols for exposure, contamination, 

and even electromagnetic anomalies. But they 

never mentioned what to do if the place... 

noticed you. If it responded. 

He steps forward again. Open. Willing. Palm pressed to chest, 

whispering: 

ROWAN 

What do you want from me? 

The wind stops. 

The mesa pulses, a slow, rhythmic throb, syncing to his 

heartbeat. 

Rowan exhales. Eyes fixed on the shadowed monolith. 

ROWAN (V.O) 

That was the moment I knew. I was part of this 

now. Not an observer. Not even a participant. I 

was a variable. I was being written into the 

equation. 

        CUT TO: 

 

EXT. CAMP PERIMETER – NIGHT 

The camp is sluggish, like bodies moving through hangover bones. 

Compasses sit untouched. Even Singh murmurs, as if the air 

itself might overhear. 
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Rowan and Mara trace the perimeter under a cottonwood near the 

service gate. Shadows stretch long in the floodlights. A stray 

dog lies nearby, chin on paws, eyes following moths. Silent, 

alert. 

Motion cameras click into infrared. Tiny red eyes blink along 

the fence. Hernandez doubled coverage. 

EAST CAMERA: MONITOR VIEW 

A flicker. A humanoid blur. Tall, shoulders sloped. Almost a 

figure. Almost… success. 

ROWAN 

(To Mara) 

Run. 

Moonlight casts their shins like sculpted bone. Rowan’s recorder 

hums quietly in his pocket, already recording, though he didn’t 

switch it on. 

They reach the east fence. Nothing. Sage and dirt. Wire hums 

faintly beneath their steps. 

MARA 

False positive. 

The dog doesn’t move. Hackles peaked. Low growl. Teeth glint. 

Rowan freezes. A voice, his own calls: 

VOICE  

Rowan. 

Flat. Precise. Beyond the fence. Exactly the cadence he uses on 

logs. 

Mara snaps her head toward him. 

MARA 

Did you—? 

Rowan shakes his head. 
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VOICE 

Rowan. 

Mara clutches his sleeve. 

MARA 

Rowan, that’s— 

ROWAN 

Wrong. 

He swallows. Mouth dry. 

 

EXT. EAST FENCE – NIGHT 

The figure slides between sage stems, twenty yards out—slimmer 

than a man, taller by a head, joints bending wrong.  

The moon glances off it for a heartbeat; Rowan’s mind supplies 

antlers, though none exist. Its outline folds inward, a negative 

shadow unbound by physics. 

Rowan’s recorder crackles; this time, the speaker coughs up his 

own log entry from two nights ago, slowed unnaturally. Vowels 

stretch, warped. 

The figure turns toward the sound, toward Rowan’s pocket. 

FIGURE  

(Echoed, warped) 

Rowan… 

ROWAN 

    (To headset) 

Echo to Lima. 

The words return, perfectly repeated from beyond the fence. 

HERNANDEZ (V.O) 

Say the code. 
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ROWAN 

Green. 

HERNANDEZ (V.O) 

Correct. What’s happening? 

ROWAN 

Fence-line mimic. Figure outside east. Recorder 

interference. 

HERNANDEZ (V.O) 

Hold position. Do not engage. I’m on my way. 

The east camera whines and goes blind. The north pivot freezes, 

writing a clean STREAM LOST in the log. 

The figure paces along the wire, testing, not hunting. Rowan’s 

stomach tightens. It pauses at the gate, three feet from his 

hand, tilting its head. 

FIGURE  

(Echoed) 

Rowan… Open. 

The dog barks sharply and charges, hitting the fence. The figure 

crouches, leaning close.  

For a half-second, its face meets the dogs through the wire—

blank planes bent wrong, clay-like, unable to decide where 

features should be. 

The dog yelps, skitters back, tail tucked. His eyes refuse to 

look away. 

Mara’s grip on Rowan’s arm is bone-white. 

MARA 

It’s trying to get you to— 

ROWAN 

To open the gate. 

Rowan’s hand hovers over the lock. Exactly where it wants to be. 
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Rowan’s voice echoes from the recorder again. Then—another 

voice, calm, measured: 

VOICE  

(Soft, unnatural) 

It’s okay. 

Hernandez’s cadence, perfect as a forged signature. Rowan 

freezes. The headset delivers her real voice, half a beat later: 

HERNANDEZ (V.O) 

Don’t you dare. Challenge. 

ROWAN 

    (To the dark) 

What color? 

HERNANDEZ (V.O) 

Blue. 

The fence whispers back, a perfect mimic: 

FIGURE  

(Whispers) 

Blue. 

Mara’s breath comes in shallow bursts. 

MARA 

It’s closer now. 

Rowan senses it. Half a step, no sound. Sage bends away from its 

shins. 

Without thinking, he raises the gamma meter. The needle climbs—

not dangerously, just insistently.  

He lowers it; the needle falls. It’s reading them, more than the 

air. 

The magnetometer at Rowan’s boot ticks three degrees, holding, 

as if North itself has been bribed. 
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FIGURE  

(Soft, coaxing) 

Rowan… 

The voice smooths, learning vowels, shaping syllables to Rowan’s 

own speech. 

FIGURE  

(Strained, pleading) 

Please… 

Rowan doesn’t move. Doesn’t breathe too fast. Doesn’t cry. Just 

stands, caught between awe and terror. 

A new sound braids into the night: the elder’s drum, not struck, 

pressed. Long, low thrum. The fence hums in sympathy. Not loud. 

Inevitable. 

The figure twitches, wire-like, outline blurring, snapping sharp 

again, reassembling wrong, correcting itself. It turns—not at 

the camp, not at the drum—but upward, toward the mesa, as if 

another timekeeper has called. 

WE HEAR the recorder hisses, then falls quiet between syllables, 

embarrassed by its own echo. 

The figure steps back. Another. The dog growls, deepening, ready 

to be brave later. 

The space where the figure has been darkens for a breath, then 

dissolves into ordinary desert night. Mara exhales a curse, 

bends double, hands on knees. 

The elder walks the fence line, staff planted in rhythm with the 

drum’s after-breath. 

ELDER 

Don’t give it names. Names are doors. 

MARA 

Then what should go in the log? 
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ELDER 

Call the wire that was fixed. Not the hole it 

wanted. 

 

INT. BASE CAMP – NIGHT 

Hernandez tore into the logs. The east cam had overwritten its 

memory with a loop: three seconds of pale static stamped over 

and over with a voice saying “localized anomaly,” each pass 

slightly different, like a choir of echoes.  

The north cam’s card had nothing—not blank, but white, as if 

mercy erased it. 

SINGH 

Never seen a card white-out. Zeroed sectors, 

sure. But this— 

HERNANDEZ 

Then you’ve seen it now. 

She turned toward the group. 

HERNANDEZ 

Describe. 

Descriptions spilled: wrong joints, limbs at impossible angles, 

the recorder playing without permission, challenge code almost 

correct. 

MARA 

It felt like a person until it moved. Then it 

felt like folklore trying to pass a standardized 

test. 

SINGH 

Skinwalker. That's the word, right? Mimics. 

Shapes. Steals faces. 

HERNANDEZ 

Folklore doesn’t burn our cameras. 
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The elder stood in the tent flap. 

ELDER 

   What you call it does not change what it does. 

It looks for weak wire. It looks for hungry 

names. Tonight, it did not find any. Be careful, 

it does not. 

           FADE TO: 

 

EXT. INNER FENCE – NIGHT 

Digital everything had been eaten. 

MARA 

Analog perimeter. Trip lines with bells. Old-

school. If it wants to silence memory cards, let 

it explain brass. 

HERNANDEZ 

Wire, bells, foil tags, chalk. No one opens a 

gate alone. No one answers a voice without 

challenge. 

Lines were strung waist-high, staggered for rabbits and 

children. Mylar and foil fluttered where no wind blew. Chalk 

stripes fresh at posts. 

HERNANDEZ 

Make it squeak.  

The dog followed, stopping shy of each gate, refusing to read 

the letter. 

ROWAN’S LOG: 

21:13: East perimeter cam flagged humanoid. Visual: anomalous 

figure ~2m height, limb articulation inconsistent with primates.  

Vocal mimicry: camp voices, timing off ~400ms. Recorder 

activated unbidden; prior field log played at 0.5x. Cameras 

failed: one looped w/audio layers, one “whiteout.” Dog 
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aggression + submission (possible psychic/pressure effect). The 

elder drum correlated with retreat.  

Entity dissolved 21:19, no trace. 

Subjective: Figure attempted psychological lure (“then ‘open,’ 

then ‘please’”). Interaction suggests knowledge of boundary 

logic, not just location. Voice chosen to provoke recognition. 

 

EXT. INNER FENCE – NIGHT 

02:41: Bell chimed. One note. Another down the line. Silence 

followed. 

Flashlight low, recorder in hand. Cottonwood leaves clicked 

numbers no one admits to knowing. Mylar hung still. 

VOICE (V.O) 

(Soft, mimic) 

Rowan. 

A frozen pause. 

     ROWAN 

    (Whisper) 

Challenge, Color? 

VOICE (V.O) 

Blue. 

Hernandez appeared, real and ragged. 

HERNANDEZ 

Yellow. Not blue. I'm in the tent 

The bell chimed again, closer. Wire trembled, then still. Chalk 

unmarked. The dog stood twenty yards off, motionless. 

No reply given. The gate remained closed. 

The night spoke. Silence that wanted to be a mouth filled the 

desert. Teeth clenched against the metallic taste of copper in 

the air. 
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The recorder clicked on.  

     ROWAN 

    (Into the recorder) 

Hale, Rowan. Night note. Fence-line intrusion 

attempted. Mimicry confirmed. Analog perimeter is 

effective at making lies make noise.  

Recommendation: expand bells to the full inner 

line. Train personnel to ignore their names. 

     VOICE (V.O) 

    (Faintly) 

   Rowan. 

The recorder snapped off. 

 

EXT. CAMP - MORNING 

The chalk stripes remain intact. Bells show tarnish under fresh 

fingerprints. Compasses point too eagerly at the north, like 

students desperate to be praised. 

The Elder stands at the fence, braid pale in the new light. 

ELDER 

You keep your door closed. 

ROWAN 

For tonight. 

The Elder nods once. 

ELDER 

That is how nights work. 

Rowan doesn’t ask how many it takes to make a day. Doesn’t want 

a number impossible to keep. 
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INT. TRAILER – NIGHT (DREAM SEQUENCE) 

Rowan sleeps. The hum under the sternum does not follow. 

The VOICE stands outside the doors of dreams, patient. 

VOICE (V.O) 

(Row gently, patiently) 

Rowan… 

          CUT TO BLACK. 

 

EXT. RANCH GATE – DAY 

Rotor wash rattles the wire. The inner bells CHIME once. Dust 

rolls down the ranch road as two matte trucks and a box trailer 

grind to a stop.  

Overhead, a helicopter circles, then banks away toward Vernal. 

The DOG lifts its head, watches, silent. 

WE SEE Hernandez standing at the gate, unmoving. 

Truck doors open. 

A WOMAN steps out of the lead vehicle. Crisp windbreaker. 

Sunglasses. An Institute badge catches the light. 

EVELYN, PROGRAM LIAISON. 

She spots Rowan. A flicker of recognition. A wince, she quickly 

turns into a neutral smile. 

WHITAKER exits behind her, gray buzz cut, unreadable. 

Evelyn approaches, extending her hand. 

EVELYN 

Dr. Hernandez. Thank you for hosting. 

Hernandez does not smile, but she takes the hand. 

HERNANDEZ 

We’re not a hotel. 
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EVELYN’S POV: sweeps the camp — masts, cage, chalk marks, bells 

— then lands on Rowan like an inconvenient memory. 

EVELYN 

Rowan. 

Rowan steps forward, measured. 

ROWAN 

Evelyn. 

Whitaker glances toward the mesa, assessing. 

WHITAKER 

We’ll need a briefing and your raw. 

Hernandez folds her arms, voice firm. 

HERNANDEZ 

Our raw has teeth. You can look. You don’t get to 

feed it. 

Whitaker gives a thin, humorless smile. 

WHITAKER 

We brought our own bait. 

The wind lifts dust between them. 

No one laughs. 

           FADE TO: 

 

INT. MAIN TENT – DAY 

A cramped, humming space. CANVAS walls ripple in the wind. 

ROWAN’S TEAM sits on milk crates and folding chairs. Opposite 

them, INSTITUTE PERSONNEL stand, rigid, as if they do not intend 

to stay. Evelyn leans against a table, composed, controlled. 

EVELYN 

Your reports have been… compelling. The board 

approved a limited intervention to validate 
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phenomena, characterize subsurface structure, 

and, if feasible, identify controllable 

variables. 

HERNANDEZ 

Intervention. Define. 

Whitaker kneels; pops open a hard case. He pulls out a tablet, 

taps it alive. Glossy renders glow. 

WHITAKER 

Nonexplosive active probing. Step one: ground-

penetrating radar with oversized loop. Step two: 

ELF/ULF magnetic injection with a portable coil 

for boundary response.  

Step three, if indicated: micro-drill coring to 

two meters for materials sampling. 

Hernandez stares at him. 

HERNANDEZ 

Micro-drill. 

The word sits heavily. 

HERNANDEZ (CONT'D) 

On a system we’ve described as a tired drumhead. 

Whitaker does not blink. 

WHITAKER 

You’ve also described it as a structure. 

Structures endure characterization. 

ROWAN 

Until they don’t. 

Tension sharpens. Evelyn steps in before it snaps. 

EVELYN 

We’re not here to antagonize anyone. We’re here 

to observe with a different toolkit. 
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Rowan leans forward. 

ROWAN 

Different, or dumber? 

A flicker in Evelyn’s eyes. 

EVELYN 

Rowan, please. 

Rowan exhales. Counts it down. 

ROWAN 

We’ll show you what we have. Then you can decide 

how much of your kit you want to feed to it. 

Silence. The wind presses against the tent. 

 

EXT. CAMP PERIMETER – DAY 

Institute men walk the boundary, scanning, measuring, as if the 

place already belongs to them. 

 

INT. TRAILER – DAY 

Dim. MONITORS flicker with live feeds. 

Whitaker stands beside Rowan, watching. His mirrored lenses 

reflect Rowan’s face. Tired. Angry. 

A long silence. 

WHITAKER 

You think this is exploitation. 

Rowan says nothing. 

WHITAKER (CONT'D) 

You think I’m here to wring money out of this 

place. You’re wrong. 

Rowan turns slightly. 
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ROWAN 

Then why? Why keep pressing? You’ve seen what 

happens when we push. 

Whitaker slides his glasses up. For the first time, his eyes 

show. Bloodshot. Human. 

WHITAKER 

Because I buried my brother without a body. 

Dyadov Node, 2007. O 

ne minute, he was on the comms with me. The next 

minute is gone. All we found was his Evelyna. No 

trace of him inside it. 

Rowan freezes. 

The monitors HUM. 

WHITAKER (CONT'D) 

They told me it was exposure. A storm. Plausible 

deniability, just like they'll tell your team 

when this one eats another man.  

But I know better. I heard him scream before the 

line cut. I've lived with that sound for sixteen 

years. 

Whitaker leans closer. Quiet. Intense. 

WHITAKER (CONT'D) 

So don't talk to me about caution, Hale. Don't 

tell me to wait and watch while this thing keeps 

taking. Control is the only option.  

Harness it, cage it, turn it into something we 

understand-or it will keep writing names into the 

dirt until it gets yours, too. 

The MONITORS FLICKER. 

Rowan swallows hard. 

For a moment, something like pity. 

Then— 
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INSERT: FUSED ROPE ENDS in Rowan’s memory, cooling in his palms. 

Rowan’s expression hardens. 

Silence. 

           CUT TO: 

 

SERIES OF SHOTS: 

-The team positions a portable coil at the chalk line, powering 

it with a generator and grounding it into unstable soil, while 

Rowan sets up analog instruments to monitor the phenomenon. 

-Whitaker outlines a gradual magnetic injection plan, but 

Hernandez warns that normal safety assumptions do not apply. As 

Evelyn observes and records, the dog refuses to cross a marked 

boundary, and the elder waits silently with his drum. 

-At 14:12, Whitaker begins the test, increasing the coil’s 

output in measured steps as a subtle ripple through the 

environment.  

-At five milli-tesla, instruments register minor shifts, but no 

clear response, and Hernandez signals restraint. At six, the 

chalk line hums unnaturally, bells chime once, and readings 

begin to drift.  

-By seven, the system grows unstable; the generator falters, the 

dog retreats, and the elder deepens the drum’s low, bone-felt 

resonance, yet Whitaker insists there is still no “structural” 

response and orders the next step, despite rising unease. 

- At eight millitesla, the environment shifts dramatically as 

sound recedes and instruments register sustained anomalies, 

including a new infrasound sideband and drifting magnetic 

readings. 

-WE SEE a strange, invisible “shadow” form near the coil—an 

absence where dust avoids, and the air feels altered, prompting 

Rowan and Hernandez to demand a shutdown. 

- Though power is cut, the disturbance lingers as a boundary 

dent, partially eased by the elder’s drum, while the dog 

retreats completely. Despite the clear risk, Whitaker pushes to 
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continue testing, but Hernandez firmly shuts him down as the 

phenomenon responds with a sharp, almost warning-like reaction. 

- A plate-sized circle forms in the dust between markers ten and 

eleven. The nearest cassette tape erases itself. The gamma meter 

chirps, and Rowan feels gooseflesh. He orders everyone back. 

- A tech steps forward, hands out, and repeats Rowan’s words 

without realizing it. The circle holds. 

     HERNANDEZ 

   Back, now! 

- Infrasound spikes and the magnetometer swing nine degrees. 

Whitaker admits no further step is possible. The generator shuts 

down, the coil cools, and the boundary dent eases. Rowan kneels 

near the circle, sensing the air shaped like a bottle’s mouth, 

while the elder lifts his palm slightly. The bells soften, and 

the cassette tape remains silent. 

END SERIES OF SHOTS. 

          DISSOLVE TO: 

 

INT. MAIN TENT – NIGHT 

Evelyn sits on a crate, relaxed, not pretending to be anyone's 

publicist. 

EVELYN 

Okay. You were right about the rim. 

Whitaker sets his jaw and glares at the coil case, as it has 

betrayed him. 

WHITAKER 

We got a response curve up to eight. We saw a 

sideband. 

ROWAN 

You saw our sideband. We carry it. They- 

Rowan gestures toward the mesa. 
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ROWAN 

-don’t owe you that data. 

Whitaker does not look at him. 

WHITAKER 

We'll need to repeat. 

HERNANDEZ 

You'll need to not. Not during solar forcing. Not 

near the hollow. Not when I say no. 

Evelyn rubs her thumb and forefinger together as if feeling the 

shape of the air again. 

EVELYN 

You called it a dent. 

ROWAN 

Boundary deformation. Containment flex. If we 

push harder, it pinches at the waist, and we get 

another throat. 

WHITAKER 

Like the night you lost your man. 

ROWAN 

Like that. We get a throat. And we don't get him 

back. 

Evelyn reaches into her bag and pulls out a folded letterhead. 

She sets it on the table. 

EVELYN 

The board will want something. I'll tell them 

what we saw. I'll say we compromised at eight and 

that nine is off the table without your consent. 

ROWAN 

Consent is a funny word for physics. 
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EVELYN 

It’s the only word I have for power. 

She stands and addresses the elder, who has not entered the 

tent. 

EVELYN 

We’re not here to colonize your desert. You know 

that already. 

The elder regards her with long, patient eyes. 

ELDER 

I know what happens when a hungry child smells 

bread. 

 

EXT. MESA – NIGHT 

Rowan writes in his log: 

14:12-14:22: External coil injection at hollow rim (MT s s).  

Responses: infrasound baseline 0.9 GHz +sideband@ 0.3; magnetics 

rotated 5-9° east; gamma transient tick; localized 'dent' in 

boundary observed (subjective; dust behavior + taste/pressure).  

Analog evidence: bells chimed, cassette tape near dent erased 

(FF), chalk line cracked along curve.  

At -8 MT, a plate-circle appeared in the dust; tech reported a 

brief speech intrusion (mimic of Hale).  

Elder drum pressure correlated w/ decreased pull. Aborted before 

9 MT. Coil power down ---+ dent relaxed; plate-circle 

persistent. 

     ROWAN  

 (Into the recorder) 

Subjective: We blew on the rim, and the drum 

answered in the voice of its skin. The external 

team will push again.  
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Recommend a hard NO on micro-drill; recommend any 

further injection only under low KP, outside 

hollow, with elder present, and with our counter-

drive tuned and ready. 

CLOSE SHOT: Recorder blinking twice. 

Rowan pauses, looking at the mesa, the quiet stretching like a 

body sleeping with one eye open. 

Outside, the bells are quiet. The dog snores. The elder’s stool 

sits silhouetted by the fence.  

The chalk line at marker eleven shows a thin crescent like a 

fingernail pressed into a palm. 

Rowan closes his eyes. He dreams of a beehive and a man with 

clean hands tapping it with a wedding ring to hear if the queen 

is home.  

He wakes with the taste of honey and nickel in his mouth and the 

knowledge lodged behind his ribs that the hive has learned their 

ring. 

ROWAN (V.O) 

Tomorrow, they would ask for more. Tomorrow, I 

will have fewer ways to say no that don't sound 

like fear.  

The hum under Rowan’s sternum keeps time with the generator. 

Beneath it, fainter, a second beat moves slowly and patiently as 

if something on the far side of the drum is learning its tempo. 

           FADE TO: 

 

EXT. TENT – DAY 

Evelyn catches Rowan at the coffee urn as the tent empties. 

EVELYN 

Twenty-four hours. You promised me miracles in 

grad school and delivered equations. Try it 

again. 

Rowan snorts. 
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ROWAN 

I remember you liking equations. 

EVELYN 

I liked you. 

She hesitates, as if the sentence might hit her if she doesn’t 

duck. 

EVELYN (CONT’D) 

Rowan, if I can keep the drill off the table, I 

will. But if you hand me zero— 

ROWAN 

I’m not handing you zero. I’m handing you less. 

That’s the point. 

Her mouth does that private thing again. 

EVELYN 

You always thought you could teach me patience. 

ROWAN 

You always thought you could lobby me into 

optimism. 

They smile because the alternative has teeth. 

EVELYN 

I don’t want to lose you again. 

Rowan studies her, unsure if she means here, in this basin, in 

the story they are making, or the older story they no longer 

tell. 

ROWAN 

Then let me keep the drum tight. 

She nods. 

EVELYN 

   Do it. 
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MONTAGE – VARIOUS 

A.) EXT. MESA CAMP – LATE AFTERNOON - The team sets up the 

camp with meticulous care. Lewis checks beacon offsets. 

Singh smooths the infrasound amplifier. Mara positions 

the magnetometers exactly as two days ago.  

Rowan marks chalk lines, hangs bells and foil tags, covers gamma 

meters with paper plates, and swaps batteries, writing times on 

tape. 

At 16:10, the dog vanishes. Bells at post four chime once. 

Tracks appear: four prints, pads, and nails interlaced with 

longer, unnatural strides. They cross the wash, climb slickrock, 

and stop. No hair, no blood, just absence. 

Mara scans with a monocular. Heat ghosts trace the wash edge. 

Beyond, a fleeting smear: tall, wrong-jointed, moving heel-first 

like nothing natural. 

Rowan kneels at the last print, hand above the slickrock. The 

air shapes like the mouth of a bottle. The team holds, focused, 

as the slickrock and desert remain eerily still. Evelyn’s face 

tightens. Whitaker watches the slickrock as if it holds a 

secret. 

B.) EXT. THE MESA – NIGHT/19:00 - The elder stands at the 

drum, palms pressed to the skin. Compasses along the 

chalk line stay still. Rowan’s team takes positions: 

Lewis monitors GPS jitter, Singh tracks magnetic 

rotation, Mara watches gamma levels, and Evelyn stands 

ready to call abort. Whitaker’s team waits in the second 

row, coil boxed. 

The infrasound line ticks at 0.88 GHz. Pipes rise to 0.86, then 

inch toward anti-phase. Casey’s clock marks forty, then twenty 

degrees. The compasses twitch and return. Magnetometer slides a 

degree and relaxes. GPS jitter dips. The gamma counter clicks 

once and goes silent. 

Rowan holds the position, letting the signal come to them. At 

19:12, the 0.3 GHz sideband flickers. Bells tremble. Phase 

adjusted five degrees, sideband sinks. Numbers stabilize. The 

hill falls. Power is released gradually. Suppression of magnetic 
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rotation and GPS jitter is confirmed under controlled counter-

drive. The elder eases his hands. Night exhales. 

The team prepares to run the sequence again for a second data 

set. 

C.) EXT. THE MESA – NIGHT/19:26 - Rowan resets the phase. A 

radio hisses his name from the wash, the place where the 

dog’s tracks vanished. Evelyn’s voice responds a fraction 

late. Hernandez orders silence. 

Rowan whispers into the mic.  

     ROWAN  

   Color. 

     FENCE (V.O) 

   Blue 

     EVELYN (V.O) 

    (Through the headset) 

   Yellow. 

Evelyn repeats hers, ragged. Bells at post four chime, one note, 

then another closer. The infrasound line twitches toward a 

second hill that does not belong to the team. 

The elder presses harder on the drum. The second hill rises, 

stalls, then fades. The bells cease. Wrong voices dissolve into 

ordinary sound. Hernandez logs the event. 

D.) EXT. MESA – NIGHT - The team runs two full suppression 

cycles. Numbers behave, small miracles twice. Evelyn 

studies the graphs. Whitaker does not clap. The elder 

keeps time silently, palms on the drum. 

The mesa returns to ordinary. Stars arrange themselves into 

familiar constellations. Chalk line stays intact. Cassette 

ribbon is dead. Bells hang still. 

Rowan logs:  

Two cycles. The elder kept time without striking the drum. Our 

signal braided with his silence, and the field calmed. The 

compasses stopped twitching, the GPS remembered where it lived, 
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the counters quieted. Twice in a row, it worked. For once, the 

mesa listened. 

Something tried to copy us again - our voices, the bells - but 

when we answered and kept the counter-signal steady, it 

faltered. The breach never grew. For now, that was enough. 

Subjective: We asked for less. It gave us less. Control here is 

a hammock, not a wall. 

WE HEAR a coyote howl. Note rises, curves, holds. The dog does 

not answer. Rowan palms fused rope ends, thinking of Casey, 

markers ten and eleven, the measured gap. 

E.) EXT. LAUNCH AREA – NIGHT - Military crew prepares 

rockets, high-speed cameras flanking the launch point. 

First rocket screams skyward.  

Flame burns a line through dusk.  

Telemetry reads clean until thirty-two hundred feet, then stops.  

Rocket freezes mid-air, flame gutters sideways, spills sparks.  

Three seconds later, it drops inert. No detonation. No damage. 

Projectile stripped of purpose. 

Second rocket, identical result. Altitude thirty-two hundred. 

Flame snuffed. Payload null. 

Rowan steps forward.  

     ROWAN 

    (Loudly) 

Ceiling. It isn’t a chance. It’s a roof. 

Mara grips the clipboard white-knuckled.  

     MARA 

A dome. We’re living under glass. 

The elder sits at the fence line, drum untouched, braid loose in 

the wind. Silence louder than rockets. Soldiers avoid eye 

contact. One swears. Another kicks casing.  

Failure follows them back to camp, unspoken, heavy, unshakable. 
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F.) INT. MAIN TRAILER – LATER - Screens scroll jagged 

telemetry from the coil run.  

Whitaker stands at the head of the table, sleeves rolled, jacket 

off, eyes brittle and sleepless. Hernandez shoves back her 

chair.  

Evelyn watches quietly. Mara glances between them.  

Rowan grips the table, hands tight around the fused rope ends. 

Whitaker drills his gaze into Rowan, lays out an ultimatum, and 

leaves with calm confidence.  

Silence lingers. Screens hiss. Lines crawl. Hernandez swears.  

Evelyn rubs her temples. Singh avoids eye contact. Rowan stares 

at the rope, the last thing Casey touched. Control is on the 

table, and the cost is clear. 

END OF MONTAGE. 

           CUT TO: 

 

INT. COMMS TRAILER – MORNING 

Morning tastes like tin. Coffee boiled too long, dust in the 

filter. Canvas and diesel sweat from the generator. Bells along 

the inner wire sway lazily in a breeze that touches nothing 

else.  

WE SEE Rowan sitting with a logbook open, fused rope ends in 

pocket, listening to the camp move like a body sore from its own 

bones. 

Hernandez herds the team inside. Evelyn has the uplink-secure 

sat ready. Whitaker stands behind her, shadow-iron.  

The Elder loiters outside the flap, drum hanging from one hand. 

The monitor flickers and resolves into a grid of seven faces, 

each in a different room, with different priorities. 

DR. LAIRD, steel-gray hair, clipped voice, once a field 

scientist, now a bureaucrat of the Institute, adjusts his 

camera. 
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COLONEL VARGA, scar at the temple, gravel-throated, impatient, 

leans toward his camera, eyes hard. 

DR. LAIRD (V.O) 

Dr. Hale. Your packet shows suppression 

repeatability but not stress. Clarify whether 

this reduction is sustainable. 

COLONEL VARGA (V.O) 

Spare us the caveats. Can you weaponize it? Or 

are we wasting our time funding a weather 

station?  

HERNANDEZ 

We barely kept it contained last night. That's 

not weaponization. That's survival. 

Varga leans closer to the camera. 

VARGA (V.O) 

Survival is useless if the enemy has it first. 

LAIRD (V.O) 

    (Shaking his head lightly) 

Colonel, speculation isn't useful. Dr. Hale - Did 

you observe stability at anti-phase zero point 

nine two? 

Rowan exhales slowly, shoulders relaxing fractionally. 

ROWAN 

Two cycles. Containment held. But you're asking 

the wrong question. 

WHITAKER 

The right question is whether it can be scaled. 

And it can. The lattice responded. We've got 

harmonic confirmation across the rim. 

VARGA (V.O) 

That’s proof. Push it harder. 
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ROWAN 

No. Proof is that we kept the door smaller when 

we asked gently. Push harder, and the door eats 

someone. We've already lost one. 

The grid of faces shifts uneasily. Laird’s eyes flick briefly 

away from the camera, remembering cold soil and data sheets. 

Mask slides back on. 

LAIRD (V.O) 

The Board requires escalation. But with… 

safeguards. 

HERNANDEZ 

Safeguards? We are the safeguards. 

VARGA (V.O) 

Containment is cowardice. You’ve got the largest 

strategic advantage of the century under your 

boots, and you’re afraid of the dark. The 

Institute expects results. 

The feed crackles. Words overlap. The Board feels less like one 

voice, more like a room of people with different stakes. 

The feed dissolves to static. Silence. Trailer hums. Hernandez 

mutters. Evelyn rubs her temples. Singh packs cables. Whitaker’s 

jaw works. 

HERNANDEZ 

Forty-eight. We can’t give them nine. We can’t 

give them cores. 

ROWAN 

We give them less. Same setup as last night, but 

we add a stressor. Prove we can suppress under 

load. 

(Looking at Evelyn) 

You can sell that. 

Evelyn nods once. 
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WHITAKER 

Numbers speak best when coerced. 

ROWAN 

Numbers speak best when the world wants to talk. 

       DISSOLVE TO: 

 

INT. TENT – NIGHT 

The tent smells of diesel, hot canvas, and burned circuits. 

ROWAN sits cross-legged, recorder in hand. The red LED blinks 

like a heartbeat. 

Rowan clicks it. The light blinks obediently. Fingers tap the 

recorder lightly, almost reverently. 

ROWAN 

(Softly, to recorder) 

Hale, Rowan. Field note, twenty-three fifty-two. 

The board demanded escalation to coil nine within 

forty-eight hours. We refuse. Sabotage-like 

failures today: fused conduit; SSD cooked; tent 

guy lines cut clean.  

Attempted automation of elder's resonance 

ineffective; anti-phase with live palms remains a 

necessary component.  

Intrusion at twenty-one fifty-eight: eight 

thermal figures pacing inner perimeter; voices 

mimicked (Hale/Evelyn) both on and off-net; 

cameras online with whiteout. The counters 

screamed and stuttered, jumping between six 

hundred and nothing. GPS went blind. The 

compasses gave up on north. The infrasound trace 

clawed upward and then off the page. Our signal 

slipped. We were holding on with hands that 

weren't big enough. 

Rowan breathes, shoulders tight, eyes flicking to monitors and 

cables. 
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ROWAN (CONT’D) 

Not noise, not drift-words. Four seconds of my 

own log transcription, typed into the data field 

I hadn't opened. Not perfect.  

Off by cadence, wrong in rhythm, like something 

practicing the shape of my voice. 

Fingers brush over instruments. Sweat prickles at the back of 

Rowan’s neck. 

ROWAN (CONT’D) 

Subjective. The fence is no longer a line. 

Apparatus infiltration is ongoing. Mimicry 

targeted to individuals likely to respond. 

Counter-drive is still effective when held. We 

can keep the door small if we don't answer when 

it knocks, like our own voice. 

Rowan lets the recorder run in the quiet. Five seconds pass. 

Ten. The generator’s purr settles into his sternum. Out by the 

wash, a bell chimes once, a thin coin on glass.  

     ROWAN (CONT’D) 

   “We can keep the door small”, it said. 

Rowan snaps the recorder off. Rowan’s hands shake so hard he can 

feel bone click. He sets the device down carefully, like a 

sleeping animal that might wake hungry. 

          DISSOLVE TO: 

 

EXT. MESA – DAY 

The sun is high. Heat shimmers. Mirage-like honesty across the 

rim. 

Hernandez runs the board like a conductor. 

Singh re-levels three magnetometers, aligning axes to a survey 

star, ignoring GPS. 

Lewis plants three beacons and checks baselines with a tape. 
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Mara walks the camera line three times, muttering, eyes sharp. 

Rowan tunes pipes against CASEY’s OCXO clock: 0.86, 0.88, 0.90 

GHz. 

They chalk the rim, crisp white arcs. Bells gleam. Foil tags 

flutter where there’s no wind. A stray dog’s shade under the 

rover remains empty. 

HERNANDEZ 

Solar? 

ROWAN 

KP forecast three by late afternoon. IMF 

southward for a few hours, solar wind roughly 

480. Enough to push. Not enough to break. 

HERNANDEZ 

Good. We’ll see if the place respects our manners 

twice. 

Whitaker watches the mesa, notebook open, wanting coil nine. 

Evelyn hovers between worlds, thumbs on a laminated checklist. 

The Elder sits near the cottonwood, palms on the drum. Silent. 

His presence asks: Will you ask for less? 

 

EXT. THE MESA – LATER 

Air tastes like pennies and ozone. Rowan’s recorder winks red 

once. 

HERNANDEZ 

Baseline. 

SINGH 

Magnetics nominal. Tie zero point four. 

LEWIS 

GPS jitter point is two meters. Quiet. 

Mara taps her gamma meter like a charm.  
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Rowan writes. Pen traces infrasound at 0.89 GHz. Seam awake. 

HERNANDEZ 

Begin stressor. 

Whitaker’s tech flips a toggle. A controlled seismic charge pops 

fifty meters out. Ground hiccups under boots. P wave shrug, S 

wave sigh. The mesa shivers.  

Compasses forget north. The hum in Rowan’s ribs doubles. 

HERNANDEZ 

Drive! 

Rowan brings the pipes up. Anti-phase coughs, steadies. The 

Elder presses the drum. 

HERNANDEZ 

Hold. Don’t chase. Let it lean. 

Ten seconds of obedience. 

Singh freezes, knuckles white. 

SINGH 

    (Slowly) 

Rowan… you’re outside. 

ROWAN 

No. I’m here. 

The south fence camera feed shows a figure walking: Rowan’s 

jacket, stride, face—thirty seconds ago. 

MARA 

That’s… you. 

ROWAN 

I didn’t leave this chair. 

The feed dissolves to static. Silence hums. Practice, not 

mimicry. 
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EXT. THE MESA – CONTINUOUS 

Bells speak. Alarm. 

MARA 

Perimeter! Multiple—twelve? No—fifteen, Jesus. 

Heat ghosts gather outside the inner wire. Wrong-jointed, 

precise. 

ROWAN  

They’re matching us. 

HERNANDEZ 

Drive harder. 

Rowan blows raw, ugly sound through the pipes. Air snaps, whip-

crack sharp. 

The figure peels sideways like a sticker. Recorders shriek and 

die. The gamma meter screams.  

Mara swore a small, holy kind. 

Singh’s coil of coax slackens in his hands. Evelyn freezes. 

Whitaker smiles with the patience knives admire. 

A SHIMMERING FIGURE turns its head toward Mara, as if the air 

had spelled her name. 

Her camera dies with a soft pop, screen blooming white. 

Rowan’s recorder at his hip clicks itself on and repeats: 

RECORDER (V.O) 

Rowan… 

Half a beat late. Then all the recorders in camp—dozens—wake, 

answering with his name in staggered timings. A chorus is almost 

right. 

HERNANDEZ 

Don’t answer! No one answers their own voice! 

Rowan, do not move! 
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The creature leans toward Mara, not Rowan. Its surface touches 

her shoulder. She gasps as if someone has stolen her lungs. 

Frost traces along her shirt in the heat. 

The Elder strikes the drum once. Not loud. Correct. Sound 

travels through the ground like a gentle rebuke. 

The figure flinches but presses harder.  

CLOSE SHOT: Mara’s eyes roll white, then fight back. Her teeth 

chatter once—loud, piercing. 

Rowan drops his notebook and grabs the largest pipe. He brings 

it to his mouth and blows a raw, ugly blast. No finesse, all 

intent. The sound snaps the air—a whip crack in a church. 

The figure peels sideways as a sticker pulled carefully, 

quickly. Edges tear, re-flatten, tear again. 

Every recorder shrieks the same warble and dies. Speakers spit 

small black threads of smoke. The gamma meter screams a 

transient ROWAN will dream about for years. 

Then, the figure folds out of thought; a film jump, a splice—and 

it’s gone. 

Rowan puts his hand on Mara’s cheek. Her skin is ice under 

desert heat. 

ROWAN 

With me. 

She blinks, focuses, and nods once like a soldier. 

HERNANDEZ 

Vitals. 

SINGH 

    (loudly) 

Pulse weak. Sixty. Climbing. 

Evelyn checks Mara’s wrist. 

     EVELYN 

   You’re here. 
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EXT. SHADED AREA – CONTINUOUS 

WE SEE Mara sitting, blanket over her shoulders. Rowan checks 

her temperature with a thermometer under her tongue.  

Numbers climb slowly, reluctant as a hand letting go of a rope. 

Whitaker adjusts his cuff, precise as ritual. 

WHITAKER 

Containment held. Under stress. 

Hernandez snaps. 

HERNANDEZ 

Containment barely held.  And only because we 

asked for less before the place took more. 

EVELYN 

We have to transmit. They asked for provocation 

under control. We proved it. 

Singh mutters, almost to himself. 

SINGH 

You proved retaliation. 

ROWAN 

Both. We proved both. 

           CUT TO: 

 

SERIES OF SHOTS: 

- The camp recovers slowly after the encounter. The amp patches 

itself like a body healing; wires reconnect, a spare laptop 

takes over for the wounded, and the generator coughs and keeps 

humming. 

- Mara eats soup, wrapped in a blanket, while they exchange quiet 

acknowledgments. Suppression under stress, the entities stepping 

through the wire as they step through sentences. 
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-Evelyn returns from the comms trailer, triumphant, reporting 

she has transmitted both cycles and bought the team forty-eight 

hours. 

- Later, in the tent, Rowan logs the events. Mara’s hypothermia 

reverses, digital systems are compromised, analog is preserved, 

and the mesa shows that control is an illusion. 

-Mara bolts upright in her sleeping bag, screaming. Her eyes are 

wide and wrong. The camera catches every instant. 

Her lips move around a word she does not know she is saying. 

MARA 

Open. Open. Open. Open. 

Every bell along the fence answers with a single, perfect chime. 

The camp is silent, as if it had agreed to a question no one 

asked. 

The Elder stands by the cottonwood, hands flat on the drum. He 

does not strike it. He does not have to. 

A note curls out from under his palms and spreads across the 

camp like a blanket on a fever. The bells stop. Silence. 

- Rowan walks back to the canvas tent under a sky that pretends 

the stars are far away. A thin, straight scratch has appeared on 

the wall since dusk. Clean, vertical, the line you could thread 

with a word. 

Rowan does not turn on a light. Rowan does not speak the name. 

Rowan palms the fused rope ends and whispers to the quiet. 

ROWAN 

Not today. 

Something on the far side of the drum keeps time with Rowan. One 

slow beat. Then another. Counting down the moment they might 

forget how to breathe. 

END SERIES OF SHOTS. 

 

          DISSOLVE TO: 
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EXT. MESA – DAWN 

Morning unravels softly, like a thread pulled from night. The 

canvas glows a tired gold. Rowan’s tongue tastes like pennies, 

eyes like sand. 

 

INT. MEDIC TENT – DAWN 

WE SEE Mara lying on her side, blanket pulled to her chin. Her 

breath is steady—borrowed. Every few seconds, her fingers tap 

the cot: 

TAP… TAP… TAP-TAP… 

Not random. 0.92 GHz if Rowan’s bones are to be believed. The 

retaliatory choir’s tempo, worn on a human wrist. 

 

EXT. COMMUNICATIONS TRAILER – 0700 

The uplink buzzes awake like a mosquito. Evelyn grabs Rowan’s 

sleeve, pulling him inside.  

Whitaker waits, unruffled, the coil’s shipping case behind him 

like a small altar. Hernandez stands behind, jaw a metronome. 

ON MONITOR: Six faces. The CHAIR leans forward. 

CHAIR 

Dr. Hale. Your submission confirms suppression 

reproducibility. 

He smiles like a check cleared. 

CHAIR (CONT’D) 

However, the stress was insufficient. We require 

demonstration under provoked, repeatable 

conditions. 

HERNANDEZ 

Define provoked. 

DONOR  

Controlled energy introduction at the seam.  
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A surrogate for seismic or electromagnetic 

interference, one might expect in a contested 

environment. 

SECOND DONOR 

Non-kinetic denial. 

ROWAN 

You want us to poke it. 

CHAIR 

We want control. A sweep to nine milli-tesla will 

produce a clean transfer function. Force-response 

curve. From there, we design autonomous counter-

systems independent of locals. 

Evelyn’s tone is careful, like handling glass during an 

earthquake. 

EVELYN 

We achieved suppression with low-amplitude anti-

phase and the non-struck resonance you've read 

about. We can repeat under higher solar forcing, 

or with a light seismic surrogate. Coil nine 

risks pinch- 

CHAIR 

Phase-two deliverable is robust control. 

Whitaker leans in, precise. 

WHITAKER 

Five through nine MT, thirty-second dwell per 

step. ELF/ULF injection, dual-rod ground. Coil 

peripheral to the rim, personnel outside the 

line. We log L'.18 rotation, GPS jitter, gamma, 

and sidebands.  

You want your transfer function? This is how you 

get it. 
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HERNANDEZ 

We buried a technician because a throat formed 

under the last big push. 

WHITAKER 

Which is why a controlled profile is essential. 

A silver-haired WOMAN speaks, with a narrow grin. 

WOMAN 

And, Dr. Hale, you must stop assuming Utah is 

unique. 

She taps keys. A map appears, six faint dots pulsing. 

WOMAN (CONT’D) 

There are other sites exhibiting low-frequency 

anomalies-Skinwalker Ranch, Baikal, the Altai, 

the Gobi rim, the Karakoram, and an Atlantic site 

we will not name on open call.  

The Schumann band is irrelevant here; these are 

sub-GHz events. Utah is simply the loudest. 

Confirm overlap, and we move to phase three. 

ROWAN 

Other nodes. 

Her tone is precise. 

WOMAN 

We prefer sites. Language travels. 

Evelyn glances at Rowan, subtle alarm. 

EVELYN 

We can provide a second suppression under 

deliberate stress without coil nine. 

Repeatability under load is your phase-two 

metric. 

 

 



116 | P a g e  
 

CHAIR 

You have forty-eight hours to produce a milli-

tesla sweep, or we transition oversight to 

federal partners. The asset will be secured. Your 

cooperation is preferred but not required. 

The call ends. Trailer hums. 

 

INT. MEDIC TENT – LATER 

EVELYN 

They’ll force it. If not through us, around us. 

HERNANDEZ 

Not over me. 

WHITAKER 

Then stand aside. 

EVELYN 

Touch that coil without my say, and you walk to 

Vernal. 

He smiles, knives would admire the patience. 

 

EXT. CAMP – DAY 

The Elder appears in the doorway, pale canvas and light framing 

him. He inclines his head toward Rowan, a quiet reminder of 

authority. 

Mara sweats, despite the desert heat. Her tapping continues TAP… 

TAP… TAP-TAP… A tiny hitch. 

SINGH 

Sedate her. Break the rhythm. 
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HERNANDEZ 

Sedation without knowing how the rhythm holds is 

painting over mold. If it's entrainment, a 

sedative could yank her into phase, not out. 

Mara’s eyes fly open. 

MARA 

Rowan… don’t let them— 

Her tapping shifts: TAP-TAP… TAP… TAP… Three, one, one. Bells 

along the wire respond, politely. 

ROWAN  

(Whispering) 

Listen. 

Hernandez writes: Three-one-one pattern. Not random. 

MARA 

Hinge. Throat. Count. Tether. Debt. 

ROWAN 

What debt? 

  MARA 

Anchor… let go… not a door. Don't feed it. 

  EVELYN 

Feed what? 

Mara clutches Rowan’s wrist. 

MARA 

The price. 

ROWAN 

Entrainment. We've seen it in the instruments. 

Now the instrument is a person. 

EVELYN 

She needs rest. She needs us to stop poking it. 
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EXT. MESA – DUSK 

WE SEE the Elder sitting on his stool, drumming across his 

knees. 

ROWAN 

Mara said, “The price.” What does that mean? 

ELDER 

When my grandfather was a boy, a drought emptied 

this valley's throat. People went to a canyon 

where rock carries sound farther than you like.  

They beat a skin hard enough to tear the rim. The 

rain came. The river came with it. It took a 

small boy trying to see how deep a flood is when 

it is in a hurry. 

  ROWAN 

Was the boy… an offering? 

  ELDER 

The land does not make altars. People do. 

Sometimes we call a thing a gift when it was 

simply in the river's way.  

Sometimes a drum and a shout say yes to more than 

we meant to say yes to 

ROWAN 

If we drive the seam harder, what does it ask 

for? 

ELDER 

It asks for something that counts. A name, a 

promise, a person, a line that won't be straight 

again.  

The price is not always a life. Sometimes it is 

the thread you were using to sew yourself 

together. 

Rowan touches the drum lightly. 
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ELDER 

Less. Here, less is a song you carry. More is a 

song that carries you. 

ROWAN 

And the other places? 

ELDER 

This isn’t the only throat. Others open when this 

one sings. The old stories say there were nine. 

The new maps will pretend to be surprised. 

 

EXT. MESA – NIGHT 

Mara taps rhythm. Rowan hums counter-melodies.  

INFRASOUND trace rises. THERMAL SCOPE shows impossible figures 

moving inside light. 

EVELYN 

No one says “myth” to my face again. 

Whitaker observes the channel. Coil case hums deeper. 

ROWAN 

Don’t. 

The hum tickles bones. Hernandez freezes at the console. 

HERNANDEZ 

Rowan… look. 

SATELLITE MAP: Baikal, Altai, Gobi, Karakoram, Atlantic. Little 

lights pulse. 

EVELYN 

Cross-match Dyatlov '59 spectrum. 

 (Swallows) 

Same signature. It's the same song. 
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WHITAKER 

Not surprising. Institutes had whispers of nodes 

for decades. Utah is simply the most cooperative. 

Confirm overlap, and we move to phase three. 

Rowan stares at the blue crawling through their mesa's veins and 

the little lights blooming on the world like a disease that had 

learned geometry. 

     ROWAN 

So, this isn't the only one. This is just the 

loudest. 

The Elder presses both palms to the drum. 

ELDER 

This throat is first. But not last. When it 

opens, others listen. 

Mara jerks upright, swaying on the cot. 

Evelyn lunges, steadying her shoulder. 

MARA 

Open. 

Bells chime. Coil case hums. Blue luminescence crawls through 

fissures. Shadow crosses the camp without distance. Morse ‘P’ 

blinks. 

EVELYN 

Proceed? 

MARA 

Price. 

Blue recedes. Crescents etch along the rim. Rowan logs every 

detail: blue luminescence, instruments, tapping patterns, 

satellite harmonics. 

ROWAN (V.O) 

20:07-20:14-Mesa emitted coherent blue 

luminescence along caprock fissures; instruments: 

L\9 oscillatory (±2°), GPS jitter 0.8---+0.1 m 
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without clear driver; infrasound multi-peak 

bloom.  

Thermal: 5-9 figures within luminescent channels, 

non-ballistic gait. Coil case resonated 

(unpowered).  

Bells responded to "open" from the subject Mara. 

The recorder lamp displayed Morse's 'P' 

contemporaneously.  

Satellite LF array flagged harmonics at 

Baikal/Altai/Gobi/Karakoram + faint N. Atlantic 

echo; Dyatlov '59 spectrum shows same sub-GHz 

band when re-windowed.  

The event decayed without column formation. Post: 

new crescent at rim.  

Subjective: The place counted itself and asked a 

question. The answer has a name we won't like. 

Utah sang; the others hummed back. 

           FADE TO: 

 

SERIES OF SHOTS: 

-Just before dusk, the mesa flares, revealing a vast, living 

lattice for the first time. The shimmer is not weather this 

time; it peels away, exposing a geometric, pulsing structure, 

hundreds of meters across and kilometers tall. 

-The team readies instruments, monitors, and kymographs, 

observing as the lattice resonates with Mara’s tapping, the 

elder’s drum pressure, and global nodes from Skinwalker Ranch to 

Baikal. 

-Pulses synchronize across devices, and the lattice seems aware, 

reflecting observers and forming crescents along the rim. The 

team resists engaging directly, logging measurements and signals 

while Mara whispers warnings.  

-As night settles, the lattice dims, the instruments quiet, and 

the team retreats cautiously, realizing the structure is writing 
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and waiting, while the desert returns to stillness, leaving them 

to carry the knowledge of less. 

-Rowan sits alone in the briefing trailer, rereading the 

Institute’s Priority Alpha email demanding data, authorizations, 

and a controlled demonstration within seventy-two hours. 

-Hernandez arrives, grim and sweaty, and they discuss the 

disrupted weather nodes, jamming in the spectrum, and the 

impossible demand for a show the Institute can film. 

-On the ridge, Rowan feels the hum in the chest, a pulse in the 

earth, and the mesa seems to push outward as if aware. Lights 

appear above the northern ridgeline, blinking in impossible 

patterns and moving with instant shifts. Thermal cameras capture 

distortion, not shapes, while gamma spikes pulse at the mesa’s 

base. 

-By night, a growl vibrates through the earth, and the livestock 

panic, cameras fail, and something moves upright outside 

infrared range. 

-Singh uncovers a warped voice beneath an old recording of the 

Navajo elder, echoing intention rather than language. A pattern 

emerges in the low-frequency electromagnetic recordings, tied to 

human emotion, showing that the mesa responds physically and 

deliberately. 

END SERIES OF SHOTS. 

          FADE TO: 

 

EXT. DESERT FENCE – DAWN 

The elder waits at the fence where Rowan first met him. The 

desert stretches into sagebrush and silence.  

The sky bruises toward dawn, air shimmering. The elder leans on 

the post, hat low, hands resting lightly as if the wood carries 

answers. 

ROWAN 

    (Rasply) 
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You knew. You always knew it was more than 

anomaly clusters. 

The elder nods slowly, creaking like a tree in dry wind. 

ELDER 

Didn't need science to tell me that. 

Rowan scuffs the ground, boots dragging. 

ROWAN 

They're pushing harder. Full resonance mapping. 

Seismic pulses. They think they can measure this 

into submission.  

As if putting more weight on the scale makes the 

truth heavier. 

The elder looks at him, eyes dark, unreadable, steady. 

ELDER 

And what do you think, Dr. Rowan? 

Rowan turns to the mesa, a jagged black silhouette. A faint 

shimmer hovers over it. 

ROWAN 

I think someone built this place to outlast us. 

And we've been pulling threads we don't 

understand. 

A gust lifts the sage, stirring dust. The elder reaches into his 

coat and draws a clay disc, wrapped in oilcloth.  

He holds it out. Rowan takes it carefully and unwraps it. 

ROWAN 

What is it? 

The elder touches the crack in the disc. 

ELDER 

That's the bridge. Already fractured. What's 

coming will finish the break. 
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ROWAN 

You think this site is a bridge? 

The elder’s eyes flick to Rowan, steady. 

ELDER 

A crossing. Not just in space. In meaning. In 

memory. There are places where the world is thin. 

Where stories echo from before stories. This- 

He nods toward the mesa. 

ELDER (CONT'D) 

—was a seal. A keeper. 

ROWAN 

And we're unsealing it. 

ELDER 

Not the first. Won’t be the last. The land 

remembers. It responds. 

Rowan thinks of Casey, of rope ends fused to glass, of lattice 

ribs glowing inside the shimmer. 

ROWAN 

What happened to the last group that tried? 

The elder gestures back to the cracked disc. 

ELDER 

When the bridge breaks, what's on the other side 

walks through. 

A chill traces Rowan's spine. 

ROWAN 

You mean… something's coming through? 

ELDER 

Some things never left. 

Silence hangs. Rowan tightens his grip. 
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ELDER 

You're not the enemy. But you're part of the 

pattern now. 

ROWAN 

Then help me. Help me stop it before it goes too 

far. 

The elder lays a calloused hand over Rowan’s, over the disc. 

ELDER 

You can't stop the tide. But you can choose where 

to stand when it hits. 

They stand like that, two silhouettes at the seam of something 

vast. The elder steps back. 

ELDER (CONT'D) 

I'll speak once more before the storm. Until 

then, listen to what doesn't speak. It always 

speaks loudest. 

He vanishes into sage and dust. 

 

EXT. CAMP – MORNING 

Sun washes the camp in flat gold light. Hernandez sips coffee 

over data scrolls. He sees the disc in Rowan’s hands. 

HERNANDEZ 

You look like you saw a ghost. 

ROWAN 

Worse. 

He unwraps the disc, placing it on the tarp. 

ROWAN (CONT'D) 

I think I saw a warning. 

HERNANDEZ 

Indigenous? 
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ROWAN 

Older. Pre-contact. Maybe prehistory. But it 

matches the petroglyphs out near the caves. 

Spiral motifs, fracture lines. Same language, 

just carried differently. 

Hernandez nods. 

HERNANDEZ 

Singh will want spectra, isotopes. I’ll get him 

on it. 

ROWAN 

Full spectrum. And cross-check harmonics. 

Especially near 1.6 GHz. 

Hernandez glances up sharply. 

HERNANDEZ 

That's the human resonance band. 

ROWAN 

I know. The site’s been singing in it. 

Rowan doesn’t reveal the bridge or what might walk through. 

Hernandez senses the weight in his eyes. His gaze shifts to the 

mesa. 

 

EXT. ELDER’S LAND – MIDNIGHT 

Sky churns with strange clouds. The elder’s fire burns. 

ELDER 

Didn't need to call. You come when the hum gets 

loud. 

They sit across the flames. The disc is heavy in Rowan’s pocket. 

ROWAN 

They gave us an ultimatum. Prove it’s safe, 

or they come with guns. 
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ELDER 

They always bring weapons. Places like this only 

need listening. 

The elder draws a polished stone etched with concentric rings. 

ROWAN 

I’ve seen that. Oscillations at 1.6. Same as the 

disc. 

ELDER 

Of course. That’s the breath of the bridge. 

ROWAN 

What bridge? 

The elder’s voice shifts, rhythmic, storylike. 

ELDER 

Before language, there was balance. Between what 

is seen and what sees. We lived in the echo. The 

land built a bridge-not of stone, but of 

resonance.  

Ceremony, silence, stillness-that was how we 

walked it. But bridges age. Now people come not 

to cross, but to weigh it down. When it breaks, 

the land unmoors. 

ROWAN 

You think the mesa is the bridge? 

ELDER 

    (Shaking his head) 

No. The mesa is the keystone. If it fractures, 

the hum goes wild. Then the watchers don't just 

watch. 

ROWAN 

They’re escalating. Seismic probes. Directed 

pulses. They don’t care what wakes. 
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The elder leads him to an outcrop.  

Petroglyphs catch the firelight: elongated figures, arms raised, 

star-shaped eyes. Spiral intersected by jagged crack. 

ELDER 

The ancestors left warnings. Not of monsters, but 

of attention. Attention is a door.  

 (Softly) 

The land has measured you. Now it wants to see 

what you’ll do with the answer. 

Rowan swallows. A shimmer flickers beside him; a half-second-

late double of himself. 

ELDER 

This is the anchor. Not the only one. If this 

fails, the others will phase-lock. Then the 

bridge opens. 

ROWAN 

How many? 

ELDER 

Ten, I know. Maybe more. Each drums its own 

rhythm. But this one holds the beat. 

The shimmer vanishes. Rowan’s stomach hollows. 

ROWAN 

What was that? 

ELDER 

A fracture. A preview. You’ve been seen. 

They stand in silence. The fire dies down. 

           CUT TO: 
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EXT. CAMP – NIGHT 

A KNOCK startles Rowan. Hernandez stands in the darkness, red 

flashlight cutting through the night. 

HERNANDEZ 

You need to see something. 

She leads Rowan to Singh and Evelyn, hunched over a motion 

camera.  

The screen shows a FIGURE at the perimeter fence—upright, 

blurred, watching the mesa. Nine minutes. No heat signature. 

SINGH 

Artifact? 

EVELYN 

No. It's facing the mesa. 

Rowan stares. The outline mirrors the elder’s carved warnings. 

Behind them, the ground SIGHS. Pressure shifts through Rowan’s 

bones.  

They turn toward the mesa just in time to see the ridge SHIMMER—

blue, cold, wrong. 

HERNANDEZ  

(Whispering, trembling) 

Tell me you saw that. 

Rowan says nothing. His bones already have. 

 

EXT. MESA - DREAM SEQUENCE  

Rowan stands where he stood that morning, holding the cracked 

disc. The sky above splits like glass. Stars swirl in oily 

eddies. Shapes press forward: antlers, teeth, smoke with grins. 

The hum at 1.6 GHz RATTLES his ribs. The bridge is singing. 

He wakes drenched, ears ringing. Not silence. A tone. Patient. 

Hungry. 
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     ROWAN (V.O) 

And I knew: the eider's warning hadn't been 

metaphor. It was math. Music. And we were already 

part of the song. 

       DISSOLVE TO: 

 

EXT. CAMP – AFTERNOON 

The compound SHUDDERS. Rowan spins, yelling over alarms. 

ROWAN 

I never authorized the seismic probe! 

Three Institute inspectors, two military liaisons, smirk behind 

mirrored glasses. They don’t observe, they test. 

LEAD INSPECTOR 

The site is active. Dormancy is over. If we don't 

collect full waveform data now, we miss the 

window. 

ROWAN 

You’re not listening! The waveform isn't stable 

because we interacted with it. Pushing further 

could trigger a- 

LEAD INSPECTOR 

Containment is your problem. We’re here to verify 

potential applications. 

Rowan exhales. Hernandez glances at him. They exchange a 

wordless look. 

HERNANDEZ  

(Whisper) 

We can’t stop the run. They’ll see it. 

ROWAN 

Not stop. Delay. 
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They slip into the control tent. Rowan nudges timing protocols. 

Hernandez tweaks auxiliary coils. Micro-desyncs ripple across 

the interface. 

ROWAN 

If we desync the pulse, maybe the bridge won’t 

answer. 

HERNANDEZ 

Or maybe it answers louder. 

They slip out. The inspectors deploy the seismic array anyway. 

Plates hammer into the dirt. A driver hums to life. 

 

EXT. CAMP – MINUTES LATER 

At 14:03, the coil-nine driver fires. The mesa HOWLS. Not sound. 

Not vibration. Memory pressing outward. Camp staggers. 

Instruments SCREAM: gamma spikes, magnetic inversions, 

infrasound climbing. Air folds. 

HERNANDEZ 

Phase drift already! Our edits bought seconds-

hold the line! 

ROWAN 

Seconds aren’t enough. The bridge is listening. 

The first wave hits. Gravity hiccups. Trailers groan. Cattle 

moan and stampede. 

EVELYN  

(To the earpiece) 

-reading magnetic inversion-backup grid-

flickering in and out- 

The sky BLINKS. Shadows shift. Air tastes faintly of ozone and 

copper. 

Rowan races to the uplink.  
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INT. UPLINK STATION – DAY 

The resonance trace on the monitor forks—one line steady, the 

other pulsing in perfect sync with distant coordinates. 

The satellite map blinks alive. Dots flicker, then stretch into 

luminous threads, stitching themselves across continents. 

EVELYN  

(Whispering) 

They’re answering… all of them. 

Rowan staggers back, bile rising. 

ROWAN  

(Voice tight) 

It’s not a breach anymore. It’s a network. 

The mesa HOWLS. The resonance trace forks wider, branching, 

spreading. Hernandez grabs Rowan’s arm. 

HERNANDEZ 

We slowed the ramp—those edits bought seconds. 

ROWAN 

Seconds aren’t enough… the bridge is listening. 

Evelyn’s tablet flashes again: Nazca. Baikal. Dyatlov. 

Karakoram. 

EVELYN 

God… they’re all answering. It’s not local 

anymore. 

On the monitors, the dots pulse in sympathetic rhythm, then 

stitch into lines, filling a map. Not just an opening. A signal. 

A key. 

ROWAN  

(Breathless, whispering) 

We didn’t just wake it… we gave it coordinates. 
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EXT. PERIMETER/MESA – NIGHT 

Rowan scans the thermal monitors. Grainy images flicker. 

ROWAN (V.O) 

The data was grainy, but clear enough: shapes. 

Large, indistinct, heat-signature anomalies at 

the base of the rock formation, moving toward the 

southern rim. 

He overlays older thermal data—same positions. Different shapes. 

One night, broad quadrupeds. Another bipedal forms with 

impossibly long limbs.  

Rowan grabs his pack and sprints. 

 

EXT. CATTLE PEN – CONTINUOUS 

WE SEE Casey leaning over the fence, flashlight in hand, 

counting heads. 

The bull is gone. No injury. No blood. No disturbance. Six cows 

huddle, steaming, frantic. 

ROWAN 

Do you hear that? 

CASEY 

Hear what? 

A low, threading note fills the air. Felt more than heard. Like 

standing next to a massive organ pipe before it booms. 

The fence shimmers, not the wires, the metal itself. Faint blue-

white glow, then dim. 

CASEY 

That was… induction. 

ROWAN 

Or attention. 

They regroup near the trailers, adrenaline shaking their limbs. 
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The Institute rep starts to order another pulse run. Rowan 

snaps. 

ROWAN 

We're not doing that again. We barely held the 

structural field together. One more harmonic 

feedback, and we could open a rift. 

INSTITUTE REP 

Isn’t that what you wanted? 

ROWAN  

(Voice cracking) 

No. I wanted to understand it. You want to use 

it. 

Hernandez steps forward, calm but deadly. 

HERNANDEZ 

If you bring another driver online, I’ll bury it 

myself. With you still bolted to it. 

No one argues. But it’s too late, the damage is done. 

 

EXT. RIDGE OVERLOOKING MESA – NIGHT 

Rowan watches the mesa. Cattle crying. Comms glitching. Voices 

looping like broken tapes. Shadows flit inside tents. 

Static returns; not noise. A voice forming syllables through 

electromagnetic drag. Rowan records it. 

ROWAN (V.O) 

None of them could agree on the content. But the 

spectrogram did something strange. It produced a 

pattern. A glyph.  

One I'd seen carved into the cave wall three 

weeks ago. The mesa wasn't just responding. It 

was a memory. And now it knew we were still here. 
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Rowan stays wired into the downlink queue, sifting through 

encrypted logs the Institute missed. 

ROWAN (V.O) 

Node Six-subarctic, isolated, cold. They'd lost a 

drone mid-flight after its flight log corrupted 

itself into a recursive palindrome.  

No wreckage was ever found, but the last burst 

image showed a lightless object hovering beneath 

the ice, surface pattern matching nothing on 

file. Node Three? Their medical officer 

disappeared for fourteen hours.  

When she returned, she had an entire row of teeth 

regrown, one that didn't match her dental 

records. She refused to speak afterwards.  

The last note in her file said: "Echoing 

frequencies. They bleed into you." 

All these reports had been marked non-pertinent. 

Dismissed. Redacted. Not coincidental-correlated. 

        FADE TO: 

 

EXT. CAMP - SUNRISE 

The first pale light hits the trailers. Rowan sits slumped in 

front of monitors, still scrolling through node data.  

Coffee steams beside him. Evelyn approaches quietly, concern 

etched in her face. 

EVELYN 

You're making yourself sick. 

She hands him the mug; the liquid is laced with powdered vitamin 

D. Rowan takes it without looking up. 

ROWAN 

It's not just this place. 

Evelyn leans over, following his gaze to the monitors.  
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Rowan flips through node reports: Karakorum, Black Hollow, Puna 

Rift, Western Sahara, Chalk Sea Basin. 

ROWAN (CONT'D) 

All the mesas have the same scar pattern. Like 

something was excavated from the planet millions 

of years ago and left behind a wound. 

EVELYN 

And what—now the wound is healing? 

ROWAN 

Or reopening. 

Silence. Evelyn traces a glyph overlay on the tablet. 

EVELYN 

This one here—it’s not just from the cave wall. 

I've seen it before. On a textile. Tapestry. 

Navajo. 

Rowan freezes. 

ROWAN 

You're sure? 

EVELYN 

My grandmother used to hang it above the 

fireplace. She said it meant 'the watchers under 

the skin’. 

 

EXT. MESA PERIMETER – LATER 

Singh radios in from the fence. Cattle are circling in tight, 

rhythmic loops. One has collapsed; another drools, pupils blown 

wide. Casey kneels to run blood tests. 

INSTITUTE REP (V.O) 

Put them down. 
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ROWAN 

These aren’t symptoms. They’re responses. 

INSTITUTE REP (V.O) 

To what? 

ROWAN 

Us. 

           CUT TO: 

MONTAGE – VARIOUS 

A.) EXT. MESA CAMP – PRE-DAWN - Rowan wakes before the alarm. 

Breath fogs in the trailer. The air feels wrong. Still. 

Charged. 

A low hum trembles through the floor. 

ROWAN (V.O) 

The rift is waking. 

He grabs his coat and runs. 

B.) EXT. MESA RIDGE – CONTINUOUS - The southern sky shimmers. 

Stars smear like they are underwater. Frost clings to 

metal. 

A SHADOW flickers in the distortion. Not human. Limbs lag behind 

motion. 

Gone. 

The ground pulses. 

C.) EXT. SOUTH PASTURE – 4:03 A.M. - The earth splits open. 

Silent. Surgical. Cattle scatter. Some loop the same 

steps. One stands vibrating. 

D.) INT. COMMAND TRAILER – CONTINUOUS - Hernandez grips the 

console. 

Rowan stares at the monitors: 

amma spikes. 

Magnetic reversal. 

Timecodes drifting. 
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ROWAN 

Is this... the rift? 

HERNANDEZ 

This is it. 

A deep infrasonic tone hits. Rowan winces. 

E.) EXT. CAMP – CONTINUOUS - Team members’ stagger. Singh 

vomits. Evelyn braces against a truck. 

EVELYN 

It's syncing with our bodies… Resonance… not just 

auditory. It's whole-body entrainment. 

Lights die. 

One monitor flickers. 

A distorted, man-shaped figure crawls out of a shimmer. A 

featureless face reflecting stars. 

F.) EXT. SKY – CONTINUOUS - The sky peels open. Silent. 

Shapes spill through. Creatures jerking through space. Objects 

blinking in and out. Figures at the fence. 

One turns its head too far. Vanishes. 

Evelyn screams. 

G.) INT. COMMAND TRAILER – CONTINUOUS - Screens flicker to 

feeds from other sites. 

Iceland. Mongolia. Arctic. Peru. 

Each shows rupture. 

A glyph appears across all screens: BRIDGE 

Binary streams beneath it. 

HERNANDEZ 

Each node is broadcasting different coordinates. 

They're triangulating something. 
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ROWAN 

What? 

HERNANDEZ 

Maybe us. 

H.) INT. VAULT – MOMENTS LATER - The doors are open. 

The resonance well pulses. Casey’s journal lies on the 

floor. 

New pages. 

Rowan’s handwriting. 

He didn’t write them. 

I.) EXT. CAMP – CONTINUOUS - Reality fractures. Singh splits 

into three overlapping versions, then snaps back. 

A tech collapses as her arm rapidly ages. 

The mesa stands still. Watching. 

J.) EXT. RIDGE – CONTINUOUS - Rowan stumbles back. Hernandez 

beside him. 

ROWAN 

    (Hoarsely) 

This isn't just a rift in space. It's a rupture 

in meaning. 

HERNANDEZ 

What does it mean? 

  ROWAN 

It means we're not just observing a phenomenon. 

We're inside its logic. Its way of being. The 

rift isn't random-it's intelligent. It's… 

responding. 

HERNANDEZ 

To what? 
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  ROWAN 

To us. 

K.) INT. TRAILER – CONTINUOUS - All screens show Rowan 

sleeping. Murmuring. 

ROWAN (ON SCREEN) 

Not ready… not ready… let them see what they want 

first. 

Static. Gravity glitches. Objects lift, freeze, drop. 

Clock reads: 

3:46 A.M. 

Then: 

3:45 A.M. 

EVELYN 

Rowan. The nodes are no longer separate. They're 

harmonizing. 

ROWAN 

How do you know? 

EVELYN 

Because I just heard my voice say something I 

hadn't said yet. 

A whisper through the comms. Warped. Distant. 

Rowan listens. 

ROWAN (V.O) 

They want us to listen. But not to be understood. 

Silence. 

The shimmer folds inward. Gone. 

L.) EXT. MESA – DAWN - Everything looks normal. Cattle graze. 

But burned into the earth: a massive sigil. 

Rowan picks up a lost field recorder. Presses PLAY. 
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His own voice whispers: 

RECORDER (V.O) 

They are listening. They are us without 

forgetting. 

Rowan stares at the mesa. 

M.) INT. TOWER – SUNRISE - Evelyn sits, staring out. 

Written on the wall: 

THEY DIDN’T COME THROUGH THE RIFT. THE RIFT CAME THROUGH US. 

She turns. 

EVELYN 

    (Quietly) 

I think it's an interface. Not a crack in space. 

Not a tear. It's how they talk. 

ROWAN 

Talk to whom? 

EVELYN 

For consciousness. To ours.  To itself. We're not 

observing the phenomenon, Rowan. We are the 

phenomenon. 

N.) EXT. MESA – CONTINUOUS - All clocks flash: 

READY TO RECEIVE 

A massive shape hovers above the mesa. Silent. Wrong. 

It hums once. Every device vibrates. 

Silence. A whisper. 

Rowan’s voice. Unfamiliar word. He freezes. 

ROWAN (V.O) 

But felt like a farewell. Or a beginning. 

 

END OF MONTAGE. 
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INT. COMMAND TRAILER – DAY 

Hernandez wipes sweat; eyes locked on cascading code. 

HERNANDEZ 

We’ve got about twenty minutes before the 

containment field destabilizes. Thirty if you 

want to risk unfiltered compression feedback. 

ROWAN 

Twenty. 

WE HEAR Evelyn’s voice crackles over the comms. 

EVELYN (V.O) 

Telemetry just came in. All the nodes that spiked 

during our last event are in flux again. Baikal's 

harmonic profile inverted-matched ours. Gobi lit 

up five seconds after we pinged. 

A beat. Static crackles. 

EVELYN (V.O) (CONT’D) 

And Karakoram just started singing. 

ROWAN 

Singing? 

EVELYN (V.O) 

Not metaphorical. The seismic sensors picked up a 

resonance wave with embedded audio patterns and 

low-range pulses.  

Some match the sequence you recorded from the 

mesa last week. 

Rowan closes his eyes, absorbing it. 

ROWAN (V.O) 

All the nodes are singing the same tune. Like a 

drum circle echoing across continents. And we 

were the center of it. 
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EXT. BASIN RIM – MOMENTS LATER 

Singh and Rowan drag a CERAMIC RESONANCE DRUM into position. 

The drum HUMS, low and precise. 

Rowan opens his pack, revealing a faintly glowing COIL. 

EVELYN (V.O) 

It has to be inside the pressure ring. 

ROWAN 

Yeah. I’m going in. 

EVELYN (V.O) 

No. Rowan-no. The ring shifts its harmonic every 

thirty seconds. You go in now, and you risk 

entrainment. 

Rowan raises his trembling hand. 

ROWAN 

I’m already entrained.  

 (Lifting his hand) 

I'm already tuned. This just makes it official. 

Silence. Then— 

EVELYN (V.O) 

Then we narrow the throat first. Collapse the 

edge zone to a minimum aperture. Give you the 

best chance we can. 

ROWAN 

Go. 

 

EXT./INT. RESONANCE RING – CONTINUOUS 

Rowan steps past a line of POLISHED STONES set in a circle. 

The stones HUM, no longer symbolic. 

Reality DISTORTS. Gravity loosens. Sound bends. 
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The CERAMIC DRUM, mounted on a spiked steel base, BEGINS TO 

PULSE on its own. 

LOW. PRECISE. ALIVE. 

ROWAN (V.O) 

I was walking into the very nerve center of a 

planetary organism. 

Each beat HITS; felt, not heard. 

Rowan winces slightly. 

A SECOND RHYTHM rises. 

The RIFT is answering. 

The air SHIMMERS. Space thins. 

Rowan reaches the center. Drops the COIL. 

He kneels. Closes his eyes. 

Silence, except for the layered pulse. 

The coil WARMS beneath his palm. 

It begins to VIBRATE—locking into rhythm with the drum. 

WE HEAR the pulses INTENSIFY. 

The drum reaches a rapid, PERFECT CADENCE. 

A sudden stillness— 

Then— 

The RIFT OPENS. 

The RIFT hangs open—steady, watching. 

Across from Rowan stands WE SEE a FIGURE. 

It is Rowan. 

But wrong. 

Angles don’t align. Skin SHIMMERS with embedded filaments. Eyes 

flicker with coded light. 

A pulse hits— The voice comes from inside Rowan’s chest. 
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FIGURE (V.O) 

YOU KNOW WHAT THIS COSTS. 

Rowan steadies himself. 

ROWAN 

I know. 

The pressure builds. 

FIGURE (V.O) 

SOME BRIDGES REQUIRE SACRIFICE. 

ROWAN 

I’m not giving blood. 

A beat. 

FIGURE (V.O) 

YOU ALREADY HAVE. 

The HUM spikes. 

Rowan’s body locks; jaw clenched, molars aching. His limbs 

stiffen. 

MEMORIES flicker; rapid, burning—faces, moments, fragments— 

Then— 

CLICK. 

The FIELD RECORDER on his chest goes dead. 

Not powered down. 

Erased. 

Rowan looks down, breathing hard. 

The coil dissolves into a liquid spiral, floating in the air 

like smoke caught in static. 

The rift shimmers, folding inward. Not sealed, but settling. 
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EXT. CONTAINMENT RING – DUSK 

The air is STILL. 

Rowan stumbles backward as the PRESSURE snaps away. 

The CERAMIC DRUM cracks down the center. 

The SHIMMER dissipates. 

Silence. 

Rowan crosses the outer ring. 

WE SEE Evelyn running towards him. 

ROWAN 

    (Nods) 

It’s done. 

Evelyn stops short, staring. 

EVELYN 

You’re bleeding. 

She points to his ears. 

Rowan touches them. Blood. 

ROWAN 

I can’t hear my voice. 

EVELYN 

At all? 

ROWAN 

No. 

He grabs the recorder. STATIC. 

ROWAN (CONT’D) 

I think it’s gone. 

EVELYN 

Your vocal cords? 
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ROWAN 

Intact. But I’m not resonating anymore. It took 

my anchor. 

Evelyn studies him. 

EVELYN 

You traded your voice for the bridge. 

ROWAN 

No. For the lock. 

Silence settles. 

           CUT TO: 

 

INT. COMMAND TRAILER – DAY (TWO DAYS LATER) 

Screens glow with reports. Data scrolls. 

Hernandez, Singh, and Evelyn are present. 

Rowan stands apart. 

Node-chain Protocol: Containment Viability Report. 

Mesa Node Status:  

• Rift no longer active. No visible shimmer or EM discharge.  

• Geomagnetic field stabilized at 10 micro-teslas below 

baseline. • Residual artifacts are inert but reactive to a 1.6 

GHz pulse from a synthetic source.  

• No radiation spike recorded during closure. Pressure 

differential absorbed. 

Remote nodes reacted during closure. Baikal. Karakoram. Gobi. 

All synchronized. 

A screen shows global nodes blinking. 

 

EXT. CANYON EDGE – NIGHT 

Cold. Still. Too quiet. 
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The CONTAINMENT RING lies dark in the distance, hollow as a bell 

after the last note. 

Rowan leans against a rusted trailer, a thin crust of dried 

blood along his temple. His limbs are steady now. 

That unsettles him more than the shaking did. 

Evelyn stands a few paces away, arms crossed tight, holding 

herself together. Not angry. Not sarcastic. 

Just still. 

A long silence. 

ROWAN 

I'm not okay. 

Evelyn doesn’t look at him. 

EVELYN 

Neither am I. 

The air between them feels heavier, like gravity has increased. 

Rowan exhales, pressing his palm lightly to his chest. 

Evelyn shifts slightly. 

EVELYN 

I should've told you. About the blood price. 

About what it could take. 

ROWAN 

You didn't know what it would cost me. 

She turns now. Her eyes are red. Not glossy. Just tired. Deep. 

EVELYN 

Didn't I? I've watched you push and scrape 

yourself raw for weeks. You think I didn't see it 

coming? 

Rowan lets out a dry, frayed laugh. 
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ROWAN 

You know what scares me? 

I think I could do it again. I think... whatever 

that thing inside me is, the part the Mesa 

touched, it wants to go back. 

Evelyn steps closer, voice steady but firm. 

EVELYN 

That's not courage, Rowan. That's resonance 

addiction. It's a real thing. They documented it 

at Tunguska. Neural imprinting. The field makes 

you feel needed. Important. It lies. 

Rowan shakes his head slightly. 

ROWAN 

It didn't lie. Not this time. 

Silence stretches between them. The stars overhead seem too far 

apart. 

Evelyn closes the distance by inches. 

She studies him. 

EVELYN 

Your voice is off. Like a note slightly detuned. 

Rowan nods. 

ROWAN 

Recorders fried. Part of me is still playing back 

from inside the rim 

Evelyn exhales. 

EVELYN 

You're bleeding resonance. Metaphorically. 

She reaches into her jacket and pulls out a folded, weathered 

page. Smudged. Hand-copied. 
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EVELYN (CONT'D) 

Before you went under, I copied this from the 

Node 3 logs. It's a prayer. Or maybe a warning. 

She presses it into his palm. 

Rowan looks down at it. 

INSERT: PAGE 

To become the signal is not the same as sending it. 

Rowan closes his fingers around the page. 

The wind moves softly across the canyon. 

           FADE TO: 

 

EXT. CAMP – MORNING 

The sun rises, casting copper light over the camp. The land 

seems unforgiving. 

The containment trench is intact. The coil fragment is locked 

down. The drums are silent. 

ROWAN (V.O) 

We’ve gone quiet, too. No jokes. No bickering. 

Just careful movement—like the dust itself might 

have a tripwire. 

Evelyn stands at the perimeter, arms crossed, staring at the 

mesa’s ridgeline. 

ROWAN (V.O) 

She’s thinking about Casey. So am I. 

HERNANDEZ 

She left on her own. 

SINGH 

She crossed. We don’t know what that means yet. 
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Casey’s gear pings once at 0420 hours. Her ID band transmits a 

final positional lock. Then it dies. No thermal. No RFID. Just 

static. 

MARA  

(Semi-lucid) 

She’s not gone. She’s in the stillness. 

EVELYN  

(Finally breaking the silence) 

She knew the cost. We all did. But she still 

walked forward. 

Rowan watches the space where Casey vanished. 

EVELYN  

(Voice brittle) 

Was it voluntary? 

ROWAN 

I don’t know. But I think it wasn’t a mistake. 

Evelyn doesn’t argue. 

The Institute flags it as “field disappearance because of 

procedural breach.” 

ROWAN (V.O) 

We call it what it is… a sacrifice. 

 

TIMECUT: 

By sunrise, Rowan and the team burn the remaining coil 

fragments, the air heavy with copper and ozone, the scorched 

ring hissing like it remembers their intrusion. 

Hernandez watches the hollow center, uneasy, while Rowan insists 

that they only meant to box the rift. 
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Mara lies on a stretcher, barely conscious, her skin gray as if 

the resonance left its mark inside her, while Evelyn hovers, 

monitoring vitals in quiet precision. 

As reports from distant nodes trickle in, encrypted and through 

back channels, it becomes clear the coil isn’t confined, and the 

phenomenon they encountered is spreading beyond their control. 

Rowan and the team seal the main coil fragment in a layered 

composite container, Singh insisting on triple seals, Hernandez 

adding prayer beads, and Rowan marking it “threshold.” 

When they lift it into transport, the ground trembles as if the 

Mesa itself flinches. The coil falls silent, drawn inward, 

watching and waiting. 

           FADE TO: 

 

INT. NODE 11 LAB – NIGHT (REDACTED LOCATION) 

A blacked-out lab. Monitors flicker dimly. Shadows crawl across 

stacks of equipment. 

A WOMAN’S voice crackles over a filtered speaker. 

WOMAN (V.O) 

We’ve received a signal. Not from the Mesa. Not 

from Earth. 

The main screen flickers. A waveform stabilizes. Then a single 

word appears in pulse-code: 

ON SCREEN: 

“REMEMBER.” 

Static swells. A red icon blinks: Node 12 ACTIVATING. 

A deep, alien pulse plays; neither human nor alien, but 

something that resonates recognition. 

 

EXT. NODE 12/HIMALAYAN RIDGE – NIGHT 

Snow swirls across a jagged ridge. A MODERN INSTITUTE LAB juts 

from the ice, its panels frosted over. 
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A WOMAN in black Institute gear approaches a snow-crusted 

monolith. Her visor HUD flickers, stabilizing as she kneels 

before the stone. 

Beneath the rock, a faint light pulses—three beats, pause, three 

beats. 

She places her gloved hand against it. 

WOMAN 

Contact confirmed. Signal integrity: 98.7%. 

Source: unknown. 

She speaks into her mic. 

WOMAN  

(Into the mic) 

Rowan Hale made contact. The Mesa field is 

unlocked. 

A male voice crackles back, cold and commanding. 

MALE VOICE (V.O) 

Proceed with Phase Two. The rest must remember. 

The woman’s slate lights up. A world map appears, each node 

blinking red. 

She looks directly into the camera, a faint smile forming. 

WOMAN 

Synchronize. 

The pulse from the monolith echoes across the ridge, snow 

vibrating slightly with each beat. 

FADE OUT. 

THE END. 

BG MUSIC PLAYING. 

FINAL CASTING. CREDITS ROLL. 


