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" ALI ENS"

by

James Caner on

FI RST DRAFT
May 28, 1985

FADE I N
SOMETI ME IN THE FUTURE - SPACE 1

Silent and endless. The stars shine |like the |ove of
God...cold and renote. Against themdrifts a tiny chip
of technol ogy.

CLOSER SHOT It is the NARCISSUS, |ifeboat of the
ill-fated star-freighter Nostrono. Wthout interior
or running lights it seens devoid of life. The PING
of a RANG NG RADAR grows | ouder, closer. A shadow
engul fs the Narcissus. Searchlights flash on, playing
over the tiny ship, as a MASSI VE DARK HULL descends
toward it.

I NT. NARCI SSUS 2

Dark and dormant as a crypt. The searchlights stream
in the dusty wi ndows. CQutside, nassive netal fornms can
BE SEEN descendi ng around the shuttle. Like the tolling
of a bell, a BASSO PROFUNDO CLANG rever berates through
the hull.

CLOSE ON THE Al RLOCK DOOR Light glares as a cutting

torch bursts through the netal. Sparks shower into the
room
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A second torch cuts through. They nove wi th machi ne
precision, cutting a rectangul ar path, converging. The
torches neet. Cut off. The door falls inward REVEALI NG
a bizarre multi-armed figure. A ROBOT WELDER

FI GURES ENTER, backlit and om nous. THREE MEN i n
bi o-isolation suits, carrying lights and equi pnent. They
approach a sarcophagusl i ke HYPERSLEEP CAPSULE, f.g.

LEADER
(filtered)
I nternal pressure positive. Assune
nom nal hull integrity. Hypersleep

capsules, style circa late twenties...

Hi s gl oved hand wi pes at on opaque |ayer of dust on the
canopy.

ANGLE | NSI DE CAPSULE as |light stabs in where the dust is
w ped away, illum nating a WOMAN, her face in peacefu
repose.

WARRANT OFFI CER RI PLEY, sol e survivor of the Nostrono.
Nestl ed next to her is JONES, the ship's wayward cat.

LEADER
(voice over; filtered)
Li ghts are green. She's alive.
Wel |, there goes out salvage, guys.

DI SSOLVE TO
I NT. HOSPI TAL ROOM - TI GHT ON RI PLEY - GATEWAY STATI ON 3

She's lying in a bed, |ooking wan, as a fermal e MED TECH
rai ses the backrest. She is surrounded by arcane white
MEDI CAL EQUI PMENT. The Med- Tech exudes practiced

cheeri ness.

MED- TECH
Wiy don't | open the viewort?
Wat ch your eyes.

Harsh light floods in as a notorized shield slides into
the ceiling, REVEALING a breathtaking vista. Beyond the
sprawl i ng conpl ex of nodul ar habitats, collectively
cal |l ed GATEWAY STATION, is the curve of EARTH as seen
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fromhigh orbit. Blue and serene.

MED- TECH
And how are we today?

Rl PLEY
(weakl y)
Terri bl e.

MED- TECH
Just terrible? That's better
t han yesterday at | east.

Rl PLEY
How | ong have | been on
Gat eway station?

VED- TECH
Just a couple of days. Do you
feel up to a visitor?

Ri pl ey shrugs, not caring. The door opens and a MAN
enters, although Ripley sees only what he is carrying.
A famliar |arge, orange TOMCAT.

Rl PLEY
Jones!

She grabs the cat like a |life preserver.

Rl PLEY
(cooi ng baby-cat tal k)
Conme here Jonesy you ugly old
noose. ..you ugly thing.

Jones patiently endures Ripley's enbarrassing display,
seem ng none the worse for wear. The visitor sits

besi de the bed and Ripley finally notices him He is

thirtyish and handsone, in a suit that | ooks executive
or legal, the tie | oosened with studi ed casual ness. A
smle referred to as "winning."

MAN
Nice room |'mBurke. Carter Burke.
| work for the conpany, but other
than that I'man okay guy. dad to
see you're feeling better. I'mtold
t he weakness and di sorientation
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shoul d pass soon. Side effects of
t he unusual ly | ong hypersl eep, or
sonet hing |ike that.

Rl PLEY
How | ong was | out there? They
won't tell ne anything.

BURKE
(soot hi ng)
Wl |, maybe you shouldn't worry
about that just yet.

Ri pley grabs his arm surprising him

Rl PLEY
How | ong?

Bur ke gazes at her, thoughtful.

BURKE
Al right. M instinct says
you' re strong enough to handl e
this...Fifty-seven years.

Ripley is stunned. She seens to deflate, her expression
passi ng t hrough amazenent and shock to realization of
all she has lost. Friends. Famly. Her world.

Rl PLEY
Fifty-seven...oh, Christ...

BURKE
You'd drifted right through the
core systens. It's blind luck that

deep- sal vage team caught you when
they...are you all right?

Ri pl ey coughs suddenly as if choking and her expression
becones one of dawning horror. Burke hands her a gl ass
of water fromthe nightstand. She slaps it away. It
shatters with a SMASH. Jones dives, yowing. Ripley
grabs her chest, struggling as if she is strangling.
The Med-Tech hits a consol e button.

VED- TECH
(shouti ng)
Code Bl ue! 415. Code Bl ue!
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4-1- 5!

Bur ke and the Med-Tech are holding Ripley's shoul ders as
she goes into convulsions. A DOCTOR and TWD TECHS run
in. R pley's back arches in agony.

Rl PLEY
No. . . noooo!

They try to restrain her as she thrashes, knocking over
equi prent. Her EKG races like mad. Jones, under a
cabi net, hisses w de-eyed.

DOCTOR
Hol d her...Get nme an airway, stat!
And fifteen cc's of...Jesus!

AN EXPLOSI ON OF BLOOD beneath the sheet covering her
chest! Ripley stares at the SHAPE RI SI NG UNDER THE
SHEET. Tearing itself out of her.

HER P.O V. as the sheet rises. A G.IMPSE OF the
CH TTERI NG HORROR. . . | T SCREECHES.

TI GHT ON RI PLEY scream ng, snapping up | NTO FRAME

Al one in the darkened hospital room She gasps for
breath, clutching pathetically at her chest. There is
no denented horror rigging itself out of her. Her eyes
snap about wildly, slowy focusing on the reality of

her safety. Shuddering, bathed in sweat, she kneads her
breast bone with the heel of her hand and sobs.

A VI DEO MONI TOR besi de the bed snaps on. A MED-TECH s
face.

VED- TECH
Bad dreans again? Do you want
sonmet hing to hel p you sl eep?

Rl PLEY
(faint)
No.. |'ve slept enough.

The Med-Tech shrugs and switches off. Touching a button
on the nightstand she opens the viewport, REVEALI NG
Gateway and the turquoise Earth. She hugs Jones to her
and rocks with himlike a child, still shattered by the
nightmare. Shivering. Sleep is far off.
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Rl PLEY
W made it, Jones. W nmde it.

But at what price?
CUT TGO
EXT. PARK

Sunlight streans in shafts through a stand of poplars,
beyond which a verdant neadow is VI SIBLE

EXTREME F. G Jones stal ks toward a bird hoppi ng anpong
fallen | eaves. He leaps. And smack into A WALL

Rl PLEY
(voi ce over)
Dunbshi t .

W DER ANGLE as Jones steps back confused fromthe

HI GH RESOLUTI ON ENVI RONMENTAL WALL SCREEN, a sort of

ci nerama video-loop. Ripley sits on a bench in what we
now SEE is an ATRIUM of f the nedical center, stil
sonmewhere in the bowels of Gateway Station. Benches.
Some unent husi astic potted trees. The sterile corridors
VI SI BLE beyond gl ass doors b.g.

Bur ke ENTERS in his usual node, casual haste.

BURKE

Sorry...l1"ve been running behind

al I norning.

Ri pl ey seens healthier now, but still a bit brittle.

Rl PLEY

Have they | ocated nmy daughter

yet?
BURKE

Vell, | was going to wait

until after the inquest...

He opens his briefcase, renoving a sheet of printer
hard copy, including a telestat photo.

Rl PLEY
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ls she...?
BURKE
(scanni ng)
Amanda Ri pl ey-McC aren. Married
nanme, | guess. Age: sixty-six

...at tinme of death. Two years
ago.

(1 ooks at her)
" msorry.

Ri pl ey studi es the PHOTOGRAPH, st unned.

The face of a woman in her md-sixties. 1t could be
anybody. She tries to reconcile the face with the

little girl

she once knew.

Rl PLEY
Any.
BURKE
(readi ng)
Cancer. Hmmm They still haven't
licked that one. Cremated. Interred

Par ksi de Repository, Little Chute,
W sconsin. No children

Ri pl ey gazes off, into the pseudo-landscape, into the

past .

Bur ke nods,

Rl PLEY
| prom sed her 1'd be hone for
her birthday. Her eleventh

birthday. | sure m ssed that
one.

(pause)
Well...she has already | earned

to take nmy promses with a grain
of salt. Wien it cane to flight
schedul es, anyway.

a sinpatico presence.

Rl PLEY
You al ways think you can make it
up to sonebody...later, you know.
But now | never can. | never

can.
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Let's get one thing straight...R pley can be one tough
| ady. But the terror, the loss, the enptiness are,

this noment, overwhelmng. She cries silently.
Bur ke puts a reassuring hand on her arm

BURKE

(gently)
The hearing convenes at 0930. You

don't want to be | ate.

I NT. CORRI DOR - GATEWAY

5

El evat or doors part and Ri pley energes, in md-conversation

wi th Burke. DOLLYI NG AHEAD OF THEM as they nove rapidly

down the corri dor.

Rl PLEY
You read ny deposition...it's
conpl ete and accurate.

BURKE
Look, | believe you, but there are
going to be sone heavywei ghts in
there. You got Feds, you got
interstellar comerce conm ssion,
you got col oni al adm nistration,
i nsurance conpany guys. . .

Rl PLEY
| get the picture.

BURKE
Just tell them what happened. The
inportant thing is to stay coo
and unenoti onal .

| NT. CONFERENCE ROOM - ON RI PLEY - GATEWAY
She' s not cool . Not unenoti onal .

Rl PLEY
Do you peopl e have earwax, of
what ? We have been here three
hours. How many different ways
do you want ne to tell the sane
story?
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She faces the EI GHT MEMBERS of the board of inquiry at a
| ong conference table. Gay suits and grimfaces. They
aren't buying. Behind Ripley on a |arge VIDEO SCREEN
PARKER grins |like a goon fromhis personnel mugshot. Hi's
file prints out next to it. BRETT' s face and dossier
replace it, and then the others as the SCENE conti nues..
KANE, LAMBERT, ASH the android traitor, DALLAS.

VAN LEUVEN, the I CC representative, steeples his fingers
and frowns.

VAN LEUVEEN
Look at it from our perspective.
You freely admt to detonating the
engi nes of, and thereby destroying,
an MC ass star-freighter. A
rat her expensive piece of hardware..

| NSURANCE | NVESTI GATOR
(dryly)
Forty-two mllion in adjusted dollars.
That's m nus payl oad, of course.

VAN LEUVEEN
The shuttle's flight recorder
corroborates sone el ements of
your account. That the Nostrono
set down on LV-426, an unsurveyed
pl anet, at that time. That
repairs were made. That it resuned
its course and was subsequently set
for self-destruct. By you. For
reasons unknown.

Rl PLEY
Look, | told you...

VAN LEUVEEN
It did not, however, contain any
entries concerning the hostile
life formyou allegedly picked up.

Ri pl ey sense the noose tightening.
Rl PLEY
Then sonebody's gotten to it...

doctored the recorder. Who had
access to it?
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The ECA (Extrasol ar Col oni zati on Adm ni strati on)
Representative (ECA REP) just shakes his head.

ECA REP
Whul d you just listen to yourself
for one m nute.

Ri pley glares at the ECA Rep, a wonman on the ungenerous
side of fifty. Van Leuwen sighs with exasperation

VAN LEUVEEN
The anal ysis team which went over
your shuttle centineter by
centi neter found no physi cal
evi dence of the creature you
descri be. ..

Rl PLEY
(losing it)
That's because | blew it out the
Goddamm ai r | ock!
(pause)
Li ke | said.

| NSURANCE MAN
(to ECA Rep)
Are there any species like this
"hostile organism on LV-426?

ECA REP
No. It's a rock. No indigenous
life larger than a sinple virus.

Ripley grits her teeth in frustration.

Rl PLEY
| told you, it wasn't indigenous.
There was an alien spacecraft there.
A derelict ship. W honmed on its
beacon. . .

ECA REP
To be perfectly frank, we've surveyed
over three hundred worlds and no one's
ever reported a creature which, using
your words. ..
(read fromRipley's
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st at enent)
...'gestates in a living human host'
and has 'concentrated nol ecul ar acid
for bl ood."

Ri pl ey gl ances at Burke, silent at the far end of the
table. H's expression is grim Her nouth hardens as
a bit of the old nail-eating R pley surfaces.

Rl PLEY
Look, | can see where this is
going. But I'mtelling you those
t hings exist. Back on that planetoid
is an alien ship and on that ship
are thousands of eggs. Thousands.
Do you understand? | suggest you
find it, using the flight recorder's
data. Find it and deal with it --
bef ore one of your survey teans
conmes back with a little surprise..

VAN LEUVEEN
Thank you, O ficer R pley. That
will be...

Rl PLEY
(1 ouder, stepping
on him
... because just one of those
t hi ngs managed to kill nmy entire
crew, within twel ve hours of
hat chi ng. .

Van Leuwen stands, out of patience.

VAN LEUVEEN
Thank you, that will be all

Ri pl ey stares himdown, glowering at the board.

Rl PLEY
That's not all, Goddamit! |If
t hose things get back here, that

will be all. Then you can just
kiss it good-bye, Jack! Just kiss
it goodbye.

Ri pley turns sharply away, trenbling with frustration
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and anger. Dallas | ooks back at her fromthe video
screen, his eyes burning fromthe photograph, as we:

CUT TO
I NT. CORRI DOR

Ri pl ey kicks the wall next to Burke who is getting coffee
and donuts at a vendi ng nmachi ne.

BURKE
You had them eating out of your
hand, ki ddo.

Rl PLEY

They had their m nds nmade up
before I even went in there.
They think I'"m a head case.

BURKE
(cheerfully)
You are a head case. Have a donut.

| NT. CONFERENCE ROOM - Tl GHT ON RI PLEY - LATER
Van Leuwen clears his throat.

VAN LEUVEEN
It is the finding of this board of
inquiry that Warrent O ficer Ellen Ripley,
NOC- 14672. has acted with questionable
judgnment and is unfit to hold an
| CC license as a comercial flight
of ficer.

Bur ke watches Ripley taking it on the chin, white-I|ipped
but subdued.

VAN LEUVEEN
Said license is hereby suspended
indefinitely. No crimnal charges
will be filed at this tine and you
are rel eased on own recogni zance
for a six nonth period of
psychonetric probation, to include
mont hly review by an | CC psychiatric
tech. ..
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I NT. CORRI DOR

DOLLY BACK as the conference room door

bangs open and

Ri pl ey strides through. She shrugs off Burke's
restraining armand catches up to Van Leuwen wal ki ng

down the corridor.

Rl PLEY
(insistent)

Wiy won't you check out LV-426?

VAN LEUWEN
(condescendi ngl y)
Because | don't have to.

The

people who |ive there checked it
out years ago and they never
reported and ' hostil e organi sn
or alien ship. And by the way,

they call it Acheron now.

Rl PLEY
What are you tal ki ng about
What peopl e?

Van Leuwen steps into an elevator with sone others, but

Ri pl ey hol ds the door from cl osing.

VAN LEUVEEN

Terraformers. .. planet engi neers.

It's what we call a shake

'n'" bake

colony. They set up atnosphere

processors to nake the air

breat hable...big job. Takes
decades. They've al ready been

there over twenty years.

Peaceful | y.

The door tries to close. Ripley slans it back. People

are getting annoyed.

Rl PLEY
How many col oni sts?

VAN LEUVEEN
Si xty, maybe seventy fam |

Rl PLEY
(1 ow)
Sweet Jesus.
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ELEVATOR PASSENGER
Do you m nd?

Ripley's hand slides off the door, strengthless.

TIGHT ON HER FROM I NSIDE the el evator as the doors cl ose
like fate on her | ost expression.

EXT. ALI EN LANDSCAPE - DAY 10

A hi deous, stormblasted vista. Tortured rock forns.
Bl eak twi|light at m dday.

PAN SLOALY ONTO a CORRODED METAL SIGN set in concrete
pyl ons, which reads:

HADLEY' S HOPE - POP. 159
"WELCOVE TO ACHERON!

Sone | ocal has added below in spray-can graffiti
"Have a nice day." Gale-force wi nd SCREECHES ar ound
the steel sign, driving a freezing rain.

The COLONY, b.g., is a squat conplex with |ots of
fl oodli ghts.

EXT. COLONY COWPLEX 11

The town is a cluster of bunkerlike netal and concrete
bui | di ngs connected by conduits. Neon signs throw garish
colors across the vaultlike walls, advertising bars and
ot her businesses. It |looks |ike a sodden cross between
the Krupps nmunitions works and a truckstop casino in

t he Nevada boondocks.

Huge- wheel ed tractors craw toadlike in the rutted
"street" and vani sh down ranpways to underground garages.

ANGLE ON THE CONTROL BLOCK the largest structure. It
resenbl es vaguely the superstructure of an aircraft
carrier...a flying bridge.

VI SI BLE across a half kiloneter of barren heath, b.g.,

I's the massive conpl ex of the nearest ATMOSPHERE
PROCESSOR, | ooking |like a power plant bred with an active
vol cano. Its fiery glow pulses in the | ow cloud cover
like a steel mll.
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I NT. MAI N CONCOURSE - NEAR CONTROL BLOCK 12

A central space, laid out |ike a scal ed-down shopping
mall with no styling flourishes. W SEE a cross section
of the types of people who have cone to |ive on
CGodf or saken Acheron. Tough. Pragmatic. "G apes of
Wath" faces. Calloused hands. Not too many interior
decorators. Sone children race in the corridor on things
that | ook suspiciously |ike "Big Weels."

I NT. OPERATI ONS ROOM - CONTROL BLOCK 13

Jamed with conputer term nals, technicians, displays...
nost of the business of running the colony flows through
here. 1t's high tech but used and scrungy. Papers
piled up. Coffee cup rings.

DOLLY AHEAD OF LYDECKER, the Assistant Operations Manager
as he catches up to the harried Operati ng Manager,
SI MPSON.

LYDECKER
You renenber you sent sone
wil dcatters out to that
pl at eau, out past the Ilium
range, a coupl e days ago?

SI MPSON
Yeah. \Wat?

LYDECKER
There's a guy on the horn,
nom and- pop survey team  Says
he's hom ng on sonet hi ng and
wants to know if his claimwl|
be honored.

SI MPSON
Christ. Sone honch in a cushy
office on Earth says go | ook at
agrid reference in the mddle
of nowhere, we |ook. They don't
say why, and | don't ask. |
don't ask because it takes two
weeks to get an answer out here
and the answer's always 'don't
ask.'
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L YDECKER
So what do | tell this guy?

SI MPSON
Tell him as far as |'m concer ned,
he finds sonething it's his.

EXT. ACHERON - THE M DDLE OF NOWMHERE - A SI X- WHEELED 14
TRACTOR - DAY

It roars across corrugated rock, blasting through soggy
drifts of vol canic ash.

I NT. TRACTOR 15

At the controls, intent on a PING NG scope, is RUSS JORDEN
I ndependent prospector. Beside himis his wfe/partner
ANNE and in the back their two kids are playing anong the
heavy sanpling equi pnent.

JORDEN
(gl oating cackl e)
Look at this fat, juicy nagnetic
profile. And it's mne, mne,
m ne.

ANNE
Hal f m ne, dear.

NEWI, their six-year-old daughter, yells fromthe back..

NEWT
And hal f m ne!

JORDEN
| got too many partners.

NEWT
Daddy, when are we goi ng back
to town?
JORDEN
When we get rich, Newt.
NEWT
You always say that. | wanna go
back. | wanna play ' Monster Maze.'
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Her ol der brother TIMsticks his jeering face close to
her s.

TIM
You cheat too much.

NEWT
Do not. |I'mjust the best.
TIM
Do too! You go in places we
can't fit.
NEWT

So! That's why |I'mthe best.

ANNE
Knock it off! | catch either of
you playing in the air ducts again
"1l tan your hides.

NEWT
Mom Al the kids play it...
JORDEN
(reverently)

Holy shiiit!

ANGLE THROUGH FRONT CANOPY ON a bi zarre shape | oom ng
ahead. An enornous boneli ke mass projecting upward from
the bed of ash. The tractor sl ows.

Canted on its side and buckl es agai nst a rock outcropping
by the lava flow, it is still recognizable as an
EXTRATERRESTRI AL SHI P. Bi o- mechanoi d. Nonhuman desi gn.

JORDEN
Fol ks, we have scored big this
tinme.

EXT. TRACTOR 16
Jorden and Anne step down, wearing ENVI RONMVENT SUl TS.
Carrying LI GHTS, PACKS, CAMERAS, TEST GEAR  Their

breath clouds in the chill air.

ANNE
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You kids stay inside. | nean
it! We'll be right back.

They trudge toward the alien derelict.

ANNE
Shoul dn't we call in?
JORDEN
Let's wait till we know what to
call it in as.
ANNE
(nervous)

How about 'big weird thing ?

They pause at a twisted gash in the hull. Bl ackness

i nsi de.

I NT. / EXT. TRACTOR

Newt has her face pressed to the glass, steamng it.

Wat chi ng her parents enter the strange ship.
HER from behi nd. She SHRI EKS.

TIM
Cheat er!

EXT. LANDSCAPE - NI GHT

Ti m GRABS

The tractor and the derelict are dark and noti onl ess.

The wi nd HOALS around t hem

Timis curled up in the driver's seat. Newt shakes him

awake, trying hard not to cry.

NEWT
Ti my. ..they' ve been gone a
long time.

Ti m considers the night. The wind. The vast
He bites his lip.

TIM
(quavering)
It'1l be okay, Newt. Dad knows

what he's doi ng.
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CRASH Newt SCREAMS as the door beside her is Rl PPED
OPEN. A dark shape |unges inside!

Anne, panting and terrified, grabs the dash m ke.

ANNE
Mayday! Mayday! This is
Al pha Kilo Two Four N ner
calling Hadl ey Control.
Repeat. This is...

As Anne shouts the mayday Newt | ooks past her, to the
ground. Russ Jorden lies there inert, dragged sonehow
by Anne frominside the ship. There is SOVETH NG ON
H S FACE. An appalling MILTI LEGGED CREATURE, pul sing
wi th obscene Iife. Newt begins to SCREAM hysterically,
conpeting with the shrieking wind which rises to a
crescendo as we:

CUT TGO
I NT. RIPLEY'S APARTMENT - GATEWAY - DAY

Silence. Ripley, |ooking haggard, sits at a table in
t he dining al cove contenplating the snoke rising from
her cigarette. The place is nodest, to be charitable,
and there are few personal touches. Though it's late
in the day Ripley is still wearing a robe. The bed is
unmade. Dishes in the sink. Jones prow s across the
counter. The WALLSCREEN i s on, blaring vapidly.

VO CE FROM VI DEO

(o.s.)
Hey, Bob! | heard you and the
famly are heading off for the
col oni es!

BON

(o.s.)
Best decision | ever made, Bill.
We'll be starting a newlife

fromscratch, in a clean worl d.
No crinme. No unenploynent...

20

The door BUZZES. Ripley junps |like a cat. Jones doesn't.

I NT. CORRI DOR
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Carter Burke stands in the narrow, dingy corridor with
LI EUTENANT GORMAN, Col oni al Marine Corps. Young and
severe in his officer's dress-black. The door opens
slightly.

BURKE
H, Rpley. This is
Li eut enant Gornman of the..

SLAM  Burke buzzes again. Talks to the door...

BURKE
Ri pl ey we have to talk.
(pause)
They' ve | ost contact with the
col ony on Acheron.

The door opens. Ripley considers the ramfications of
that. She notions theminside.

I NT. RIPLEY'S APARTMENT - A LI TTLE LATER

Bur ke and Gorman are seated, nursing coffee. Ripley
paces, very tense.

Rl PLEY
No. There's no way!

BURKE
Hear nme out. ..

Rl PLEY
| was reaned, steaned and
dry-cl eaned by you guys...and
now you want nme to go back out
there? Forget it.

W SEE that she's gut scared, covering it with anger.
Burke sees it.

BURKE
Look, we don't know what's goi ng
on out there. It may just be a
down transmtter. But if it's
not, | want you there...as an
advisor. That's all.

GORVAN
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You woul dn't be going in with the
troops. | can guarantee your
safety.

BURKE
These Col onial Marines are
sonme tough honbres, and they're
packi ng state-of-the-art firepower.
Not hing they can't handle...right,
Li eut enant ?

GORIVAN
(cool)
We're trained to deal with these
ki nds of situations.

Rl PLEY
(to Burke)
What about you? What's your
interest in this?

BURKE
Well, the corporation co-financed
that colony with the Col oni al
Adm ni stration, against m neral
rights. W're getting into a | ot
of terraformng...' Building Better
Wrlds.'

Burke is revealing his early days in sales.

Rl PLEY
Yeah, yeah. | saw the commerci al.

BURKE
| heard you were working in the
cargo docks.

Rl PLEY
(def ensi ve)
That's right.
BURKE

Runni ng | oaders, forklifts, that
sort of thing?

Rl PLEY
(shruggi ng)
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Bur ke | eans

It's all | could get. Anyway,
it keeps ny mnd off of...
everything. Days off are worse.

BURKE
What if | said | could get you
reinstated as a flight officer?
And that the conpany has agreed
to pick up your contract?

Rl PLEY
If | go.
BURKE
| f you go.
(pause)
It's a second chance, kiddo. And
it'll be the best thing in the

world for you to face this fear
and beat it. You gotta get back
on the horse..

Rl PLEY
(frosty)
Spare ne, Burke. |'ve had ny
psych eval uati on this nonth.

close, a let's-cut-the-crap intinmacy.

BURKE
Yes, and |I've read it. You
wake up every night, sheets
soaki ng, the sane nightmare
over and over...

Rl PLEY
(shouti ng)

No! The answer
l'"msorry. Just

pl ease go.
go, woul d you.

Bur ke nods to Gorman who rises with him

IS no. Now

TRANSLUCENT CARD onto the tabl e,

Thi nk about it.

BURKE

EXT. ACHERON LANDSCAPE - NI GHT
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As the wind HOAS t hrough tornented rock, BU LDI NG I N
PI TCH until we:

CUT TO
I NT. APARTMENT 24

Ri pl ey lunges | NTO FRAME with an animal outcry. She
cl utches her chest, breathing hard. Bathed in sweat
she lights a cigarette with trenbling hands. Do we

hear a faint, desolate w nd?

TI GHT ON PHONE CONSOLE as Ripley's hand inserts Burke's
card into a slot. "STAND BY" prints out on the screen
and is replaced by Burke's face, bleary with sl eep.

BURKE
(on video phone)
Yello? Oh, Ripley. H ...

Rl PLEY
Burke, just tell ne one thing.
That you're going out there to
kill them Not study. Not bring
back. Just burn themout...clean
...forever.

BURKE
That's the plan. M word on it.

CLOSEUP - RIPLEY taking a deep slow breath. It's tine
to |l ook the denon in the eye.

Rl PLEY
Al right. 1'min.

She punches off before Burke replies, before she can
change her mnd. She turns to Jones sitting on the
bed and her tone becones adnoni shing...

Rl PLEY
And you ny dear, are staying
right here.

Jones blinks, cynical cat eyes..."count ne right
out."
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CUT TGO
EXT. DEEP SPACE - THREE WEEKS LATER 25
An enpty starfield. Metal spires slice ACROSS FRAME.

A nountain of steel followng. A nmassive mlitary
transport ship, the SULACO Ugly, battered...
functional .

I NT. CORRI DOR TO CARGO LOCK 26

An enpty corridor, seemngly mles long. No novenent.
The THRUMM NG of hyperdrive engines.

I NT. CARGO LOCK 27

An enornmous chanber, cavernous and dark. Squatting
in the shadows are two orbit-to-surface shuttles.
DROP- SHI PS. Heavy machinery all around them..
cranes, | oadi ng equi pnent.

I NT. BRI DGE 28

Dark el ectronic wonb. CAMERA DOLLIES SLOALY anong
mur muri ng i nstrunmentation. A sudden hi gh-pitched
TRI LLI NG acconpani es a sequence of lights. An alarm

I NT. HYPERSLEEP VAULT 29

Bl ackness, until a bank of indicators lights up.

Hydraulics lift a grid of equipnment froma row of
hori zontal HYPERSLEEP CYLINDERS. It reaches the
ceiling. Locks.

CLOSE ON RIPLEY'S CAPSULE as trickles of water run
down the frosted canopy.

DI SSOLVE TO
| NT. HYPERSLEEP VAULT 30
Lit up, white and sterile.
The canopies of the row of capsules are raised. Ripley
sits up. Rubs her arnms briskly. Next to her Gornman

and Burke are stirring and beyond themthe troopers,
wearing shorts and dog tags. They are:
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MASTER SERGEANT APONE UNI T LEADER
CORPORAL HI CKS B- TEAM LEADER
CORPORAL DI ETRI CH (f enal €) MED- TECH
PFC HUDSON COM TECH
PFC VASQUEZ (fenal €) ' SVART- GUN OPERATOR
PRI VATE DRAKE ' SVART- GUN  OPERATOR
PRI VATE FROST TROOPER
PRI VATE CROVE TROOPER
PRI VATE W ERZBOWSKI TROOPER
CORPORAL FERRO (f emal e) DROP- SHI P PI LOT
PFC SPUNKMEYER DROP- SHI P CREW CHI EF

The ship is fully automated in interstellar flight so
there is no crew, except for EXECUTI VE OFFI CER (ECA) Bi shop,
who supervi ses pl anetary maneuveri ng.

GROANS echo across the chanber.

SPUNKMVEYER
Arrgh. [I'magetting too old for
this shit.

SPUNKMEYER says this sincerely, though he nust have
enl i sted underage not |ong ago. Looking surly, DRAKE
sits up. He's young as well but street-tough. Nasty
scar curling his lip into a sneer

DRAKE
They ain't payin' us enough
for this.

Dl ETRI CH

Not enough to have to wake up
to your face, Drake.

DRAKE
Suck air. Hey, Hi cks...you | ook
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like | feel.

H CKS, an older lifer-type who keeps his own counsel,

just snorts good-naturedly.

Ri pl ey scans the group as they shuffle past her to a
bank of | ockers. Though not supernen they are | ean and

har dened. . . tough, capable, jaded. They conbine the

speci al i zed techno-conbat training of the twenty-first

century fighting man with those qualities universal

"grunts" through the ages. SERGEANT APONE noves down the

row of freezers.

HUDSON
This floor's freezing.

APONE
Christ. | never saw such a
buncha old wonen. You want ne
to fetch your slippers, Hudson?

HUDSON
Wul d you, Sir?

Ri pl ey steps back as the troopers shuffle past noddi ng
cursory hellos. She feels isolated by the camaraderie

of this tightknit group.

VASQUEZ eyes her coldly as she passes. Like Drake,

Vasquez i s younger then the rest and her conbat-primer
was the street in a Los Angeles barrio. She is tough

even by the standards of this group. Hard-nuscled.
Eyes cunni ng and nean.

HUDSON
Hey, Vasquez...you ever been
m st aken for a man?

VASQUEZ
No. Have you?

She sl aps Drake's open palmand it clenches into a
greeting which is part contest. It gets rougher.

Painful. Until she cuffs himhard and they break with
vicious |aughter. Dobermans playing. Conscripted from

juvenile prison, the two of themwere trained to
operate the form dable "SMART-GUNS." That is part
of their bond.
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Bl SHOP i s hel ping everyone like a valet. As he passes
close to her Ripley notices a strange TATTQOO acr oss
the back of his left hand...an ALPHA- NUMERI C CCDE.

FROST

Hey, hand job, you take ny

t onel ?

(overl appi ng)

| need sone sl ack, man.

SPUNKMEYER

How

come they send us strai ght back
W got sone sl ack

out like this?
comn', man.

HI CKS

You just got three weeks.

| mean breat hi ng,

shit.

SPUNKMEYER

not this frozen

DI ETRI CH
Yeah, 'Top'...what about it?

APONE

You know it ain't up to ne.

(1 ouder)

Awight! Let's knock off the
grabass. First assenbly's in
fifteen...let's shag it.

I NT. SHOWERS

Hi gh pressure water jets and a bl ast of hot air when
you step out...a drive through car wash for people.
Through the swirling steam Hudson,
are watching Ripley dry off.

VASQUEZ

Vasquez and FERRO

Who's the fresh neat again?

FERRO

She's supposed to be sone ki nda

consultant. ..
(exagger at ed)

...She was an alien once.
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HUDSON
Whoooah! No shit? |'minpressed.

APONE
Let's go...let's go. Cycle through!

I NT. MESS HALL

An unconsci ous segregation takes place at the troopers
assenbl e at one long table while Gorman, Burke, Bishop
and Ripley sit at another. Everybody is nursing a
coffee, waiting for eggs fromthe AUTOCCHEF. Anpbng the
troopers dress discipline is lax...fatigues custom zed
and enbl azoned with patches. Drake's tunic is cut off
to a vest and has "Eat the apple and fuck the Corps"”
stencil ed on back. "Peace Through Superior Firepower,"
"Pray for Wr" and "lI've Served My Tine in Hell: Cetti
Epsil on NC-104" are sone others.

HUDSON
Hey, 'Top.' Wat's the op?

APONE
Rescue mi ssion. There's sone
juicy colonists' daughters we
gotta rescue fromvirginity.

Apone is stocky, grizzled, wth peregrine eyes. He runs
It loose and fair, but only because he knows his people
are the best.

SPUNKMEYER
Shee-it. Dunbass col oni st s.
What's this crap supposed to be?

W ERZBOWSKI
Cornbread, | think. Hey, | wouldn't
mnd getting nme sone nore a
that Arcturan poontang. Renenber
that tine?

HI CKS
(1 ow
Looks |i ke that new Lieutenant's
too good to eat with us grunts.

W ERZBOVEKI
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(gl anci ng

over shoul der)
Yeah. Got a corn cob up his ass,
definitely.

Across the room at the other table, Gorman sits with
his creases perfect...the consummate strack NCO  Bi shop
takes a seat beside Ripley, who pointedly gets up and
noves to the far side of the table. He |Iooks wounded.

Bl SHOP
|"msorry you feel that way
about Synthetics, Ripley.

Ri pl ey spins on Burke, her tone accusing.

Rl PLEY
You never said anything about an
androi d being here! Wy not?

BURKE
Well, it didn't occur to ne. |It's
been policy for years to have a
synt hetic on board.

Bl SHOP
| prefer the term artificial person'
nyself. |Is there a problenf

BURKE
A synthetic mal functioned on her
last trip out. Some deaths were
i nvol ved.

Bl SHOP
| ' m shocked. Was it an ol der nodel ?

BURKE
Cyberdyne Systenms 120- A/ 2.

Bi shop turns to Ripley, very conciliatory.

Bl SHOP
Well, that explains it. The
Al2's were always a bit tw tchy.
That coul d never happen now with
out behavioral inhibitors. |Inpossible
for me to harmor, by om ssion of
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action, allow to be harned a
human bei ng.

(smling)
Mor e cor nbread?

WHAM  Ri pl ey knocks the plate out of his hand, halfway
across the room

Rl PLEY
Just stay away from ne, Bishop
You got that straight?

Bur ke and Gornan exchange gl ances.

W erzbowski, at the next table, shrugs and turns back
to the other troopers.

W ERZBOWSKI
She don't |i ke the cornbread
ei t her.
| NT. READY ROOM - Tl GHT ON APONE - ARMORY 33
bel | owi ng.
APONE
Tench- hut!

W DER ANGLE as the troops snap to fromtheir | ounging
anmong the racks of high-tech weaponry. Gorman enters
wi th Burke and Ripl ey.

GORMAN
At ease. |I'msorry we didn't
have time to brief before we
left Gateway but...

HUDSON
Sir?
GORVAN
(annoyed)
Yes, Hicks?
HUDSON

Hudson, Sir. He's Hicks.

GORVAN
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What's the question?

HUDSON
s this going to be a stand-up
fight, Sir, on another bug-hunt?

GORMAN
Al we knowis that there's
still no contact with the col ony
and that a xenonorph may be
i nvol ved.
W ERZBOWEKI
A what ?
HI CKS
(to Werzbowski ;
| ow)
It's a bug-hunt.
(1 ouder)

So what are these things?

Gorman nods to Ripley, who stands before the troops.
She sets sonme RECORDI NG DI SKETTES on the table.

Rl PLEY
|"ve dictated what | know on
t hese.

APONE
Tease us a bit.

SPUNKVEYER
Yeah. . . previ ews.

Rl PLEY
Ckay. It's inportant to understand
this organisnis life cycle. It's

actually two creatures. The first
form hatches froma spore...a sort
of large egg, and attaches itself
toits victim Then it injects

an enbryo, detaches and dies.

It's essentially a wal ki ng sex organ
The --

HUDSON
Sounds |i ke you, Hicks.
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Rl PLEY

(controll ed)
The enbryo, the second form hosts
in the victims body for several
hours. Gestating. Then it...

(with difficulty)
...then it...enmerges. Moults.
Gows rapidly --

VASQUEZ

| only need to know one thing.
Rl PLEY

Yes?
VASQUEZ

Were they are.

Vasquez coolly points her finger, cocks her thunbs,
bl ows away an i nmaginary alien.

DRAKE
Yo! Vasquez. Kick ass!

VASQUEZ
Anytime. Anywhere.

HUDSON
Sonebody said alien...she
t hought they said illegal alien
and si gned up.

VASQUEZ
Fuck you.

HUDSON
Anytinme. Anywhere.

Rl PLEY

(icy)
Am | di sturbing you conversation
M . Hudson?

and

Hudson settles down, smirking. Ripley |locks eyes with

Vasquez.

Rl PLEY
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| hope you're right. | really
do.

BURKE
(to all)
| suggest you study the disks
Ri pl ey has been kind enough to
prepare for you.

GORMAN
Are there any questions? Hudson?

HUDSON
How do | get out of this
chicken-shit outfit?

Gorman scow s then, thanking Ripley with a nod, takes
over the predrop briefing.

GORMVAN

Al right. | want this to go
snoot h and by the nunbers.
want DCS and tactical database
assim |l ation by 0830.

(sone groans)
Ordnance | oadi ng, weapons strip and
drop-ship prep details will have
seven hours..

EXT. SPACE - ACHERON 34

They have arrived. Fromorbit the planet |ooks serene
...Pearlescent cloud cover masking the environnental
torment beneath. The SULACO floats, its MANEUVERI NG
JETS FIRING A bluish glow. Then tw ce nore, rapidly.

I NT. BRI DGE 35

Bishop is installed in his conmand seat, hemred in by
i nstrunent ati on.

Bl SHOP
(into m ke)
Attention. This concluded fina
maneuvering operations. Thank
you for your cooperation. You
may resune work
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I NT. LOADI NG BAY - TI GHT ON MASSI VE FORKS - CARGO LOCK

sliding into a heavy ordnance rack with an echoi ng
CLANG PULL BACK as the rack of tactical mssiles is
lifted, REVEALING two powerful hydraulic arns.

Spunkneyer, seated inside a PONER LOADER, sw ngs the
ordnance up into a belly nacelle of the DROP-SH P where
It locks into place. As he exerts pressure wth his
hands agai nst the servo-controls the hydraulic arns
nove correspondingly...but with a thousandfold increase
in power. The forklift-style CLAWS on each arm can
crush with tons of pressure. The |oader has an open
ROLL CAGE to protect the operator, and is supported

by squat HYDRAULI C LEGS whi ch al so nove correspondi ngly
with the driver's novenents.

You have never seen anything like this before.

Advanced as it is tous, it's only an old forklift

to them..battered and well used. Covered with grease.
Repai nted many tinmes. Across the back is stencilled

" CATERPI LLAR. "

Spunkmneyer's machi ne swi ngs out from under the drop-ship
and we becone aware of the intense activity throughout

t he cavernous | oading bay. Troopers on foot or driving
TOW MOVERS, OVERHEAD LOADI NG ARMS. . .all in notion.

Hi cks checks off itens on an el ectronic manifest.

I NT. READY ROOM - ARMORY

W er zbowski, Drake and Vasquez are fieldstripping
i ght weapons with precise novenents. Around them
In racks, is an arsenal of advanced persona
artillery.

Vasquez likes the feel of the guns, the weight...the
authority. Her hands nove w thout hesitation. CLACK
CLACK. CLACK. She swi ngs one of the SMART- GUNS out

on a work stand. Using a body brace and GYRO STABI LI ZED
SUPPORT ARM it is a conputer-ained, video targeted

aut omati ¢ weapon. The futuristic equivalent of a .30
caliber Iight machine gun. Sort of a steadicamthat
Kills.

I NT. LOADI NG BAY - ANGLE ON BURKE AND GORVAN

wth pre-flight activity b.g.

http://www.imsdb.com/scripts/Aliens.html (34 of 142)7/2/2009 10:01:56 AM

34

37

38



Aliens Script at IMSDb.

BURKE
Still nothing fromthe col ony?

GORMAN
Dead on all channel s.

Ri pl ey watches the drop-ship being | oaded. A cross

bet ween a Huey Aircobra gunship and the space shuttle
m ght describe it. An orbit-to-surface troop carrier,
heavily armed for the close support of ground m ssions.
She watches a si x-wheel ed APC, ARMORED PERSONNEL

CARRI ER, being raised hydraulically into the ship's
belly. Ripley |ooks around as Frost wheels a rack of

i nconpr ehensi bl e equi pnent toward her.

FROST
Cl ear, please.

Ri pl ey junps aside, nodding apol ogetically. She turns.
Steps hastily back. Hudson cruises by with a | aden
forklift.

HUDSON
Excuse ne.

ANGLE ON APONE standing with Hi cks, as Ri pley approaches

hi m
Rl PLEY
| feel like a fifth whee
here. 1Is there anything |I can
do?
APONE
| don't know. Is there anything
you can do?
Rl PLEY
(poi nting)
| can drive that |oader. |1've

got a Class Two rating. My
| at est career nove.

Apone turns. A SECOND PONER LQADER sits unused in
an equi pnent bay.

TWO SHOT APONE AND HI CKS skeptical. Considering.
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TI GHT ON PONER SWTCH as Ripley's finger punches it on.
A RI SI NG VH NE of power.

TI GHT ON THE HYDRAULI CS as the massive machine stirs
to life.

FULL, as the | oader starts. Ripley is strapped into
the safety cage, her arns and legs inserted in the
servo-sensor assenblies. She takes a step. BOOM
Two tons of hardened steel takes a step.

Ri pl ey spins the wist servos. The huge cl aws sw ng,
open...slide snoothly into lifting brackets on a
cargo nodul e, nearby. She raises it deftly.

Rl PLEY
Where you want it?

H cks | ooks at Apone, cocks an eyebrow appreciatively.
| NT. READY ROOM - ARMORY 39

The troopers are suiting up for the drop. Strapping on
their bul ky COVMBAT-ARMOR. ..interlocking plates |ike
football padding. They tape their wists. Draw on
segnent ed boots. The sole cleats CLACK |i ke hooves

on the deck plates. Lockers SLAM

VEB BELTS. PACKS. HARNESSES. HELMETS. COM SETS.
Their fingers nove nethodically over the fastenings.
It has its own rhythm..CLICK CLICK CLICK

APONE
Let's nove it, girls! On
the ready line. Let's go,
let's go.

I NT. DROP-SH P - APC 40

Ripley, wearing a flight jacket and headset, files into
the ship with the hul king troopers. Inside they pass
directly into the APC we saw | oaded earlier and take
seats facing each other across a narrow aisle. They wll
drop al ready strapped into their ground vehicle for
rapi d deploynment. A KLAXON SOUNDS, signalling

depressuri zation of the cargo | ock.
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Hudson prowl s the aisle, his novenents predatory and
exaggerated. Ripley watches hi mworking his way toward

her .
HUDSON
| amready, man. Ready to get
it on. Check-it-out. | amthe

ultimate badass...state of the
badass art. You do not want to
fuck with ne. Hey, Ripley, don't
worry. Me and ny squad of

ulti mate badasses will protect you
Check-it-out..

He sl aps the SERVO CANNON controls in the GUN BAY
above them

HUDSON
| ndependently targetting
particl e-beam phal anx. VWAP!
Fry half a city with this puppy.
We got tactical smart-m ssles,
phased- pl asma pul se-rifles,
RPG s. W got sonic eeelectronic
bal | br eakers, we got nukes, we
got knives...sharp sticks --

Hi cks grabs Hudson by his battle harness and pulls him
into a seat. His voice is low, but it carries.

HI CKS
Save it.

HUDSON
Sure, Hicks.

Ri pl ey nods her thanks to Hicks. MOTORS WH NE and t he
craft lurches. Burke, next to Ripley, grins eagerly
like this is a sport fishing trip.

BURKE
Here we go.

She | ooks like she's in a gas chanber waiting for the
pellet to drop.

EXT. SULACO
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The drop-ship lowers fromthe cargo-lock on a nassive

| aunch rig. The night side of Acheron yawns bel ow. ..
eni gmati c.

I NT. COCKPIT

Ferro and Spunknmeyer run rapidly through the sw tches.

FERRO

Initiate rel ease sequencer on ny

mark. Three. Two. One. Mark!
EXT. SULACO - DROP-SH P
Hydraulic WHINE. C anps SLAM BACK. The ship drops.
I NT. DROP-SHI P - APC
Apone, stal king the aisle, snatches for a handhol d.
Bi shop, Burke and Gornman groan at the sudden gees.
Ri pl ey cl oses her eyes...the point of no return.

EXT. DROP-SH P

It screans down through the stratosphere, plunging
i nto dark turbul ence.

I NT. COCKPI T

Beyond the canopy is gray |inbo. The craft shudders
and | urches.

FERRO
(icy calm
Switching to DCS rangi ng.
SPUNKVEYER
Two-four-o. Nominal to profile.
Pi cking up sone hull ionization.
FERRO

Got it. Rough air ahead.
I NT. HOLD - APC
TIGHT ON HH CKS asleep in his harness.

FERRO
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(voi ce over
filtered)
Stand by for sone chop

TI GHT ON GORVMAN as the ship begins to buck, his eyes
closed. Pale. Sweating. He rubs his hands on his
knees repeatedly.

Rl PLEY
How may drops is this for you,
Li eut enant ?

GORVAN
Thirty-eight...sinulated.
VASQUEZ
How many conbat drops?
GORMAN
Well...twd. Three, including

t his one.

Vasquez and Drake exchange do-you-believe-this-shit
expressions. Ripley |ooks accusingly at Burke.

I NT. COCKPI T 48

FERRO
Turning on final. Comng around to
a seven-zero-niner. Termna
gui dance | ocked in. \here's
t he damm beacon?

EXT. DROP-SHI P 49

It emerges fromthe low cloud ceiling. Fromthe twlight
haze ahead the distant col ony LAND NG BEACONS becone
vi si bl e.

I NT. HOLD - APC 50

Stunbling as the ship pitches, Ripley makes her way
forward to the MOBILE TACTI CAL OPERATI ONS BAY ( MIoB),
a control console lined wth nonitor screens. She

j oi ns Burke watching over Gorman's shoul der as the

Li eutenant plays the board |like a video director.

TI GHT ON MONI TOR CONSOLE REVEALI NG screens | abelled wth
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the names of the troopers. Two for each soldier. The
upper screens show i mages fromthe | MAGE-| NTENSI FI ED

VI DEO CAMERAS in their helnets. The |ower screens are
BIO-MONI TORS: EEG EKG and other graphic life-function
readouts. QO her screens show EXTERI OR VI EWS

GORMAN
Let's see. Everybody on Iline.
Drake, check you canera. There
seens to be a...

CLOSE ON DRAKE as he whacks hinself on the head with
an ammop case. A famliar mal function.

GORMAN
(0.9)
...that's better. Pan it around
a bit.
APONE

Amight. Fire-teamA.  Gear up.
Let's nove. Two m nutes.
Sonmebody wake up Hicks.

A clatter of activity as they don backpacks and weapons.
Vasquez and Drake buckle on their smart-gun body
har nesses.

Ri pl ey watches the AP station | oomon the exterior
screens.

Rl PLEY
That the atnosphere processor?

BURKE
Uh- hunh. One of thirty or so,
all over the planet. They're
conpl etely automated. W
manuf acture them by the way.

EXT. SH P - AP STATI ON 51

The tiny ship circles the roaring tower. A netal
vol cano thundering like the engines on God's Lear jet.

I NT. HOLD - APC 52

Gorman plays wth the controls, zoom ng the inmage of
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t he col ony.

GORMVAN
(to Ferro via mke)
Hold at forty. Slow circle of

t he conpl ex.

Rl PLEY
The structure seens intact. They
have power.

On the screen the colony buildings loomin and the | ow
visibility I'i ke wecks of freighters on the sea floor.

GORVAN
(to Apone)
Ckay, let's do it.
APONE
Awmight! | want a nice clean

di spersal this tine.

Ri pl ey turns as Vasquez squeezes past her.

VASQUEZ
You staying in here?
Rl PLEY
You bet.
VASQUEZ
(turning away)
Fi gures.
GORMAN

(to Ferro via mke)
Set down sixty neters this side
of the telenetry nast. |Inmediate
dust off on ny 'clear,' then stay
on station.

APONE
Ten seconds, people. Look sharp!

EXT. COLONY COVPLEX 53

Landi ng beacons sweep harsh |Iight across the wet Tarnac.
The ship roars down, extending the |oading ranp. Slans
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down on hydraulic LANDI NG LEGS. The APC hi
a monment |ater, pulling away fromthe ship
up in a cloud of spray and peels off, circl

The APC pulls to the edge of the conpl ex.

ts the ground
as it |eaps

I ng.

The CREW DOOR

opens. Troopers hit the ground running. Spread out.
They drop behind i medi ate cover. Apone scans with

himinmage intensifier visor |owered.

APONE'S P.O V. through the starlight-scope visor.
Bri ght as a sunny day, though contrasty and lurid, we
SEE the colony buildings. Trash blows in the street.

No ot her nopvenent.

GORMAN
(voi ce over
filtered)

First squad up, on line. Hicks,
get yours in a cordon. Wtch the

rear.

APONE

Vasquez, take point. Let's nove.

Sprinting in a skirmsh Iine, Apone's team

advances on

the colony main entry-lock. Parked tightly across the
doors are two heavy-duty tractors. Vasquez reaches one

of the tractors, |ooks inside. The control
out, as if by a crowbar or axe. She noves

EXT. COLONY BUI LDI NG

s are ripped
on.

Vasquez reaches the main doors, Drake flanking on the
right. Apone tries the door controls. Nothing.

APONE
Seal ed. Hudson, run a bypass.

Hudson, all business now, noves up and studies the
door control panel. He pries off the facing and starts

clipping on the bypass wires.
APONE
First squad, assenble on ne at
the mai n | ock.

The w nd roars around the bl eak structures.

A neon sign

creaks over head. Hudson makes a connection. The door
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shrieks in its tracks and runbles aside. It jans
partway open. Apone notions Vasquez inside. She
eases over the wecked tractor, through the doors.
The others follow

GORMAN
(voi ce over
filtered)

Second team nove up.
Fl anki ng positions.

I NT. COLONY - MAI'N CONCOURSE 55

DOLLYI NG SLOALY FORWARD, foll owi ng Vasquez and Apone as
they nove into the broad corridor. A few energency
lights are still on. Wnd nopans al ong the concourse.
Pool s of water cover the floor. Farther down, rain drips
t hrough bl ast holes in the ceiling. Evidence of a

fire fight with pul se-rifles.

ON VASQUEZ noving forward. Taut. Alert. Her smart-gun
cannon swinging slowy in an arc. She studies the

vi deo aimng nonitor, |ooking down rather than ahead.
Their footsteps echo.

I NT. APC 56

Ri pl ey watches as the bobbing i mages reveal the enpty
col ony bui | di ng.

GORVAN
Quarter and search by twes. Second
t eam nove i nside. Hicks, take the

upper level. Use your notion
trackers.
I NT. MAI N CONCOURSE - SECOND LEVEL 57

Hi cks |l eads his squad up the stairwell to second | evel.
They energe cautiously. An enpty corridor recedes into
the dimdistance. Hicks unslings a rugged piece of

equi prent. Ains it down the hall. He adjusts the
"gain." It remains silent.

HI CKS
Not hi ng. No novenent.

They pass roons and offices. Through doors they see

http://www.imsdb.com/scripts/Aliens.html (43 of 142)7/2/2009 10:01:56 AM



Aliens Script at IMSDb.

I ncreasing signs of struggle. Furniture overturned.
Papers scattered...floating sodden in the puddles.

| NT. APC 58
Ri pl ey et al wat ching.

BURKE
Looks like ny roomin college.

Nobody | aughs.
| NT. SECOND LEVEL 59

Hi cks' group passes several burnt-out roonms. There are
no bodies. 1In several offices the exterior w ndows are
bl own out, admtting wind and rain. Hicks picks up a
hal f - eat en donut beside a coffee cup overflowng with
rai nwat er .

I NT. LONER LEVEL - QUARTERS 60

Apone's nen are searching systematically in pairs. They
pass through the col oni sts' nodest apartnents, little
nore than cubicles. Hudson, on tracker, flanks Vasquez
as they nove forward. Hudson touches a splash of color
on the wall. Dried blood. H's tracker BEEPS.

Vasquez whirls, cannon aimed. The BEEPI NG grows nore
frequent as Hudson advances toward a half open door. The
door is splintered partway out of its franme. Holes
caused by pul se-rifle rounds pepper the walls. Vasquez
eases up to the door. Kicks it in. Tenses to fire.

I nside, dangling froma piece of flex conduit, a
junction-box swings like a pendulumin the wwind froma
broken w ndow. It clanks against the rails of a child's
bunkbed as it sw ngs.

| NT. DROP-SHI P - APC 61

Ri pl ey watches Hi cks' nonitor.

Rl PLEY
Wait! Tell himto..
(plugs in

headset | ack)
...Hcks. Back up. Pan left.
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Ther e!

TIGHT ON MONI TOR as the imge shifts, revealing a
section of wall corroded al nost through in an irregul ar
pattern.

TI GHT ON RIPLEY knowi ng what it is.

HI CKS
(voi ce over
filtered)
You seeing this okay? Looks
nmel t ed.

Burke rai ses an eyebrow at R pl ey.

BURKE
Hm Acid for bl ood.

H CKS
(voi ce over
filtered)

Looks |i ke sonebody bagged them
one of Ripley's bad guys here.

I NT. FIRST LEVEL 62
Hudson i s | ooki ng at sonet hi ng.

HUDSON
Hey, if you like that, you' re gonna
love this...

W DER ANGLE show ng the trooper standi ng beneath a
gapi ng hole. Another hole, directly beneath, is at his
feet. The acid has nelted right down through two | evels
Into the mai ntenance | evel. Revealing pipes, conduit,
equi prment . .. eaten away by the ferocious substance.

APONE
Second squad? What's your status?

HI CKS
(voi ce over
filtered)
Just finished our sweep.
Nobody hone.

http://www.imsdb.com/scripts/Aliens.html (45 of 142)7/2/2009 10:01:56 AM



Aliens Script at IMSDb.

APONE
(to Gorman)
The place is dead, Sir. \Watever
happened, we m ssed it.

| NT. APC 63
Gorman turns to the others.

GORMAN
Al right, the area's secured.
Let's go in and see what their
conmputer can tell us.

(into m ke)

First team head for operations.
Hudson, see if you can get their
CPU on line. Hicks, neet ne at
the south |l ock by the up-Iink
t owner. ..

I NT. FI RST LEVEL 64

GORMAN
(voi ce over)
...\WW're coming in

HUDSON
(cupping his mke)
He's coming in. | feel safer
al r eady.
VASQUEZ

(sotto voice)
Pendej o j erkoff.

EXT. COLONY COVPLEX 65

Li ghts arc across the dormant buil dings as the APC turns
onto the "main drag." It trundles down the rutted
street, throwing up sheets of filthy water as the
massi ve wheel s hit pondlike potholes. Wndblown rain

| ashes across the headlights.

H cks energes fromthe south lock just as the APCrolls
up close to the entrance. The crew door slides back.
Gorman energes, followed by Burke, Bishop, and

W erzbowski. Burke | ooks back to see Ripley stop in the
APC doorway, eyeing the om nous colony structure. She
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nmeets his eyes. Shakes her head "no." Not ready.

HUDSON
(voi ce over
filtered)

Sir, the CPU is on-1line.

GORMVAN
Ckay, stand by in operations.
(to those present)
Let's go.

I NT. APC 66

The crew door cycles hone with a clang. Ripley sits in
the dark interior, lit by the tactical displays. The
wi nd how s outside, an incredibly desol ate sound. She
hugs herself. Alone. Unarned. She knows she's in a
tank, but renmenbers the acid. Leaps up. Hits the door

sw tch.
EXT. APC - SOUTH LOCK 67
The crew door opens and Ripley enmerges. Intine to see

the | ock doors runbling closed.

Rl PLEY
(shouti ng)
Bur ke!

The wi nd snatches her words away. The crew door whi nes
shut behind her. She walks to the exterior |ock
door-controls and studies them She punches sone
unfam liar buttons. Nothing happens. She |ooks really
nervous, alone in the howing wnd. She hits another
button. The door-notors cone to |life and she rel axes
alittle. dances behind her. AND SCREAMS! There's

a face right there! R ght at her shoulder. She junps
back, gasping for breath.

W ERZBOWSKI
Scare you?

Rl PLEY
Christ, Werzbowski!

W ERZBOWSKI
Sorry. H cks said to keep an
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eye on you.
He gestures for her to precede himinside.
| NT. CONTROL BLOCK CORRI DOR

Ri pl ey catches up with the others as they nove into the
bowel s of the conpl ex.

GORMAN
(to Burke)
Looks |i ke you conmpany can wite
off its share of this colony.

BURKE
(unconcer ned)
It's insured.

ON RIPLEY as they nove along the corridor...reacting to
the fact that she is back in alien country. She sees

the ravaged adm nistration conplex. Fire-gutted offices.
Hi cks notices her |ooking around nervously. He notions
to big Werzbowski with his eyes and the trooper casually
falls in beside her on the other side, rifle at ready.

a two-nman protective cordon. She glances at Hicks. He
w nks, but so fast maybe it's sonething in his eye.

Trooper Frost energes froma side corridor ahead.

FRONT
Sir, you should check this out...

He | eads the way into the corridor.
| NT. CORRI DOR

This wing is conpletely without power. The troopers
switch on their pack lights and the beans illum nate

a scene of devastation worse than they have seen. Her
expression reveals that Ripley is about to turn and fl ee.

FROST
Ri ght ahead here. ..

They approach a barricade bl ocking the corridor, a
hastily wel ded wall of pipes, steel-plate, outer-door
panels. Acid hol es have sl ashed through the floor and
walls in several places. The netal is scratched and
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tw sted by hideously powerful forces, peeled back |ike
a soup can on one side. They squeeze through the
openi ng.

I NT. MEDI CAL W NG

They pack-1ights play over the devastation of the
colonists' last ditch battle. The equi pnent of the ned

| abs has been uprooted to add to the barrier. The walls
are perforated by pulse-rifle fire and acid. Scorched
by untended fires to bare netal. A few instrunents gl ow
W th emergency power.

W ERZBOWSKI
Last st and.

GORMAN
No bodi es?

FROST

No, Sir. Looks like it was a
hel | uva fight.

TIGHT ON RIPLEY transfixed by sonething.

Rl PLEY
(1 ow)
Over there.

The others turn and approach, seeing what she sees. She
has entered a second room part of the nmed |lab area. In
a storage al cove at near eye |level stand seven
transparent cylinders. STASIS TUBES. They glow faintly
wth an eerie violet |ight given off by the field which
preserves the specinens inside.

They | ook |ike jars containing SEVERED ARTHRI TI C HANDS
the palsied fingers curled in a death-rictus.
Structurally they are nore |ike spiders with sickening
translucent skin, a flacid scrotal body, gill-Ilike
organs underneath drifting in the suspension fl uid.
Sonet hi ng you definitely do not want on your face, for
exanpl e.

BURKE
Are these the sanme...?

Ri pl ey nods, unable to speak. Burke |eans closer in
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fascination. H's face al nost touching one cylinder, is
lit by its glow

Rl PLEY
Watch it, Burke...

The creature inside |unges suddenly, slamm ng agai nst
the glass. Burke junps back. Fromthe pal mof the
thing's handli ke body energes a pearl-escent TUBULE.
li ke a tapered piece of intestine, which slithers

t onguel i ke over the inside of the glass. Then it
retracts into a sheath between the "gills."

HI CKS
(to Burke)
It |ikes you.

Only two of the creatures seemto pulse wth life.
Burke taps the other stasis cylinders but the
hand-things remain inertly clenched.

BURKE
These are dead. There's just
the two alive.

On top of each cylinder is a file folder. Ripley takes
a folder fromabove one of the |ive specinens. |nside
is a nmedical chart printout with handwitten entries.

Rl PLEY
(readi ng)
Renoved surgically before enbryo
i npl antation. Subject: Mrachuk,
John L. Di ed during procedure.
(1 ooki ng up)
They killed himgetting it off.

H CKS
Poor bast ard.

They are startled by a LOUD BEEP. They turn. Hicks
is intent on his notion tracker, ainmed back toward the
shattered barricade. BEEP. BEEP.

HI CKS
Behi nd us.

He gestures at the corridor they just passed through.
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Rl PLEY
One of wus?

GORMAN
(into headset)
Apone. . .where are your people?
Anybody in D Bl ock?

APONE
(voice over; filtered)
Negative. W're all in Operations.

Vasquez sw ngs the smart-gun to ready position on
its support arm locking it with an authoritative
CLICK. She and Hi cks head toward the source of the
signal, the others follow ng.

I NT. CORRI DOR 71

Hi cks' tracker is reading out nore rapidly. They
turn into the kitchens, a stainless steel |abyrinth.

Ri pl ey hangs back. Then realizes there is nothing
behi nd her but darkness. She catches up to the group.

I NT. KI TCHENS 72

The troopers enter, their |ights bouncing around the
stai nl ess steel surfaces.

HI CKS
It's noving.

Vasquez i s scanning, gaze intense. The other troops
grip their weapons tightly.

VASQUEZ
Whi ch way?

Hi cks nods toward a conplicated array of food
processi ng equi pnent. They nove forward, weapons
| evel ed.

Ri pley shuffles forward in the dark. W erzbowski

trips over a netal cannister, sending it CLANG NG
Ri pley half clinbs the wall.
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Hi cks' tracker beeps steadily. The beeps nerge.
Becone a solid tone. CRASH.  Sonething noves in the
dark, toppling a rack of stockpots.

ON VASQUEZ pivoting snmoothly to fire. |In the sane
Instant Hicks' rifle slashes I NTO FRAME. Sl ans
Vasquez' barrel upward. A STREAM OF TRACER FIRE ri ps
into the ceiling, the rounds SEARI NG LI KE LI GHTNI NG,

VASQUEZ
You fuck

Hi cks ignores her, noving past and ainmng his |ight
under a row of steel cabinets. He gestures to Ripley,
who steps forward. Trusting his judgnent. She
crouches beside him

RIPLEY'S P.O V. lit by Hicks' pack-light...a tiny
cowering figure. A very dirty, very terrified

NEWI JORDEN. She clutches a plastic food packet in
one hand, its top gnawed partway through. In the other
hand she grips the HEAD OF A LARGE DCOLL, holding it by
the hair. Just the head. Eyes staring. Newt is

pat hetically emaciated...fragil e-1ooking as Dresden
china, her hair tangled and matted.

Rl PLEY
(soot hi ngl y)
Cone on out. It's all right...

Ri pl ey noves toward her, reaching slowy under the
cabinet. Newt backs away, trenbling visibly, her
vision fixated |ike a rabbit blinded by headlights.
Ri pl ey' s hand al nost reaches her.

The kid bolts Iike a shot, scuttling along beneath the
cabinetry. Ripley scranbles to follow. ..to keep her
in sight. Crabbing frantically sideways. Hicks makes
a grab, catching one tiny ankle. He snaps his hand
out a nmonment |ater.

H CKS
OM Shit. Watchit, she bites.

The girl reaches a ventilation duct set in the
baseboard, its grille kicked out. She scranbles

I nside, her tiny body barely fitting, wiggling |ike
a fish.
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In his bul ky arnor Hi cks knows he'll never nmake it
into the tiny duct. Ripley dives. She squirns into
the duct w thout thinking. Just ahead she sees Newt
enter a dark space and slama steel hatch. R pley
pushes the hatch open before the child can latch it,
and crawls in after her.

Newt is backed into a cul-de-sac in the tiny stee
chanber. Ripley shines her |light around in amazenent.
It is a NEST. A nest built by a child. Wadded up

bl ankets and pillows |ine the space, mxed up with a
haphazard array of TOYS, STUFFED ANI MALS, DOLLS, CHEAP
JEVELRY, COM C BOOKS, EMPTY FOOD PACKETS, even a
battery operated TAPE PLAYER All foraged fromthe

wr ecked colony. Ripley marvels at the child's

I ncredi bl e adaptability, the ability to functions even
in this nightmarish environnent.

Newt edges along the far wall and dives for the hatch.

Ri pl ey grabs her, controlling her in a bear hug. The

kid struggles wildly, like a cat at the vets. Eyes
wi de, hands lashing out in a frenzy...but silent. No
scream
Rl PLEY
It's okay, it's okay. It's over...

you're going to be all right now...
it's okay...you're safe..

Newt goes |inp, al nbst catatonic.

CLOSE ON NEWI" S TRAUMATI ZED, VACANT STARE her lips
are white and trenbling, her eyes track wldly and
she flinches fromunseen terrors. W READ a dark
nightmare world in her eyes.

Ripley's light falls on sonething am dst the debris...
a FRAMED PHOTOGRAPH of Newt, dressed up and smiling,

a ribbon in her hair. |In enbossed gold letters
underneath it says:

FI RST GRADE ClI Tl ZENSH P AWARD
REBECCA JCORDEN

I NT. OPERATIONS - ON NEWI - MANAGER S OFFI CE 73
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sitting huddles in a chair, arns around her knees.
Looki ng at a point in space.

GORMVAN
(o.s.)
What's her nane agai n?

DI ETRI CH
(o.s.)
Rebecca.

W DER ANGLE REVEALI NG Gorman sitting in front of her
while Dietrich watches the readouts froma
Bl O MONI TORI NG CUFF wr apped around Newt's tiny arm

GORMAN
Now t hi nk, Rebecca.
Concentrate. Just start at
t he begi nning. ..

No response. Ripley enters, carrying a coffee mug.

GORMAN
Where are your parents? You
have to try..

Rl PLEY
(sharply)
GCorman! Gve it a rest would

you.

Gorman stands with a sigh of dismssal.

GORMAN
Total brain-I ock.
Dl ETRI CH
(shrugs)

Physically she's okay.
Borderline mal nutrition, but
| don't think any permanent
damage.

She unsnaps the bio-nonitoring cuff.
GORMAN

Cone on, we're wasting our
time.
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Gorman and the others exit, leaving only Ripley with
Newt. Through the w ndow of the office, out on the
mai n floor of the operations room we SEE Gornan
join Burke and Bishop at a conmputer term nal.

Ri pl ey kneels beside Newt, brushing the girl's unkenpt
hair out of her eyes in a gentle, maternal fashion

Rl PLEY
Here, try this. Alittle
i nstant hot chocol at e.

She waps the child' s hands around the cup. Raises
it to her lips for her. The girl drinks nechanically,
spilling down her chin.

Rl PLEY
(soot hi ng)
Poor thing. You don't talk
much do you? That's okay by
me. Most people do a | ot of
tal king and they wi nd up not
sayi ng very nuch.

She sets the cup down and wi pes the child's chin clean.

Rl PLEY
Unh oh. | nade a cl ean spot
here. Now |I've done it. Quess
"1l just have to do the whole
t hi ng.

She pours water from a squeeze bottle onto a snal
cloth and gently washes the little girl's face.
Newt's eyes seemto focus on her for the first tine.

Rl PLEY
Hard to believe...there's a
little girl under all this.
And a pretty one at that.
Newt gazes at her. Ripley smles.
| NT. OPERATI ONS

The ground teans are gathered around a termnal in
the conputer center. Hudson has the CPU nmai n conputer
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on-line and readi ng out.

TI GHT ON MONI TOR SCREEN as an abstract of the nmain
col ony ground plan drifts across the screen.

Sear chi ng.

Hudson bashes at the keyboard, his fingers dancing

expertly.
BURKE
(to Gorman)
What's he scanning for?
GORMAN
PDT' S. Personal -Data Transmitters.
Every adult col oni st had one
surgically inplanted.
HUDSON
If they're within twenty
klicks we'll read it out here,
but so far...zip.
I NT. OFFI CE

Ripley is washing Newt's tiny hands with a cloth,
pi nk skin enmerging from black grine.

Rl PLEY
| don't know how you nanaged
to stay alive but you're one
brave ki d, Rebecca.

Newt's voice is al nobst inaudible.

NEWT
N- newt .

Ri pley |l eans closer. Feels like she's breathing
on coals. The sound was i nconprehensi bl e.

Rl PLEY
What did you say?

NEWT
Newt. My n-nane's Newt .
Nobody calls ne Rebecca except
my dor k brother.
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Ripley grins inanely, not wanting to nove or speak...

or break the spell.

Rl PLEY
Well, Newt it is then. M
nane's R pley...and people
call nme Ripley.

Ri pl ey picks up her tiny linp hand, shaking it

formally.
Rl PLEY
Pl eased to neet you. And who
is this? Does she have a
name?
Newt gl ances at the disenbodied doll, still clutched

in one filthy hand.

NEWT
Casey. She's ny only friend.

Rl PLEY
What about me?

Newt's reply is flat, neutral.

NEWT
| don't want you for a friend.

Rl PLEY
Why not ?
NEWT
Because you' Il be gone soon,

i ke the others. Like
everybody. You'll be dead
and you'll | eave ne al one.

Ri pl ey gazes at her, chilled both by the om nous
statenment and by the situation which could have
produced this outlook in a child.

Rl PLEY
Ch, Newt. You nom and dad
went away |ike that, didn't
t hey?
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Newt nods, staring at her knees.

Rl PLEY
(soot hi ngly)
They'd be here if they coul d,
honey. | know t hey woul d.

NEWT
(wth cold certainty)
They' re dead.

Rl PLEY
Newt. Look at ne...Newt. |
won't | eave you. | prom se.

NEWT
You prom se?

Rl PLEY
Cross ny heart.

NEWT
And hope to die?

Ripley smles grimy at the inadvertently nmacabre
expressi on.

Rl PLEY

(quietly)
And hope to die.

And because she's a child, the darkest terrors, even
t he ones seen and not inmagined, can still be bani shed
by a smle and a single prom se.

Newt's eyes brimas she gazes at R pley. Her |ower
lip starts to trenble, and her face slowy deforns
into an abject mask. She sobs as she clanps her arns
around Ri pley's neck. The sobs cone in waves as

Ri pl ey rocks her, tears of suppresses terror and
grief and hurt rolling down her face. It is a

br eakt hr ough.

Ri pl ey cl oses her eyes, hoping that this prom se
can be kept.

I NT. OPERATI ONS
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Everyone junps as Hudson cries out triunphantly.

HUDSON
Hah! Stop your grinnin' and
drop your linen! Found 'em

GORMAN
Alive?

HUDSON
Unknown. But, it |ooks |ike
all of them Over at the
processi ng station...subl evel
"C under the south tower.

TI GHT ON SCREEN showi ng an anopebal i ke cl uster of
flashing blue dots clunped tightly in one area.

H CKS
Looks |i ke a Goddamm t own
nmeet i ng.

GORMAN

Let's saddl e up.

APONE
Amight, let's go girls, they
ain't payin' us by the hour.

EXT. ACHERON - TW LI GHT

The APC roars across the stygian | andscape, traversing

t he causeway whi ch connects the colony to the
ATMOSPHERE STATION a kil onmeter away. Behind it the

drop-ship settles to the ground at the col ony | andi ng

field.

PAN WTH THE APC TO REVEAL the massive structure.
Li ke a vast foundry the conical exhaust tower
flickers with spectral |ight.

I NT. APC

The troopers sit, nore subdued now, swaying and
bouncing in the heavily sprung vehicle. W erzbowski
Is in the saddle. Ripley and Newt sit side by side
just aft of the driver's cockpit.
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NEWT
| was the best at the gane.
| knew t he whol e maze.

Rl PLEY
The 'maze'? You nean the
alr ducts?

NEWT
Yeah, you know. In the walls,
under the floor. | was the
ace. | could hide better
t han anybody.

Rl PLEY

You're really sonething, ace.

Ri pl ey's gaze shifts out the windshield as the
processi ng station | oons ahead.

EXT. APC/ STATI ON

The vast structure towers above the parked personnel
carrier. Deploying in front of the APC, backlit by
its lights, the troopers cast |ong shadows. They

| ook om nous. Hul ki ng techno-sanurai.

The base of the station is a depthless naze of

conduits and pressure vessels, like an oil refinery.

O a Dantean version of one. The THRUM of
functioning machi ne systens echoes through the
| abyri nt h.

GORMAN
(voi ce over; static)
Forty neters in. Ranp on
axial two-two. Access to
subl evel s.

The troopers start down the open ranpway. Light
filters down through several |evels of steel nesh
floor, catwal ks and pi pes. Below that is darkness.

GORVAN
(voi ce over; static)
B-Level . Next one down.
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The thrumm ng of nmachi nes grows | ouder as they
descend.

| NT. APC
Huddl es around the screens are Ripley, Burke and

Gorman. Newt squeezes in frombehind. Gorman is
doing his video w zard bit, dancing on the buttons.

GORMAN
(to team
W' re not naking that out too
well. Wiat is it?
HUDSON
(voice over; static)
You tell ne. | only work
her e.
I NT. COVPLEX

The group stands before a bizarre tableau. Anong
the refinerylike lattice of pipes and conduits
sonet hi ng new and not of human desi gn had been
added.

It is a structure of sonme sort, extending from and
crudely imtating the conplex of plunbing, but made
of some strange encrusted substance. It vaguely
resenbl es the chanbered nests of swallows on a nuch
| arger scale, and it attenuates so gradually into
the original hardware that it is hard to see where
one ends and the other begins.

The alien structure seens to extend far back into
the conpl ex of machinery. The plant thrunms | oudly,
Its functioning seem ngly not inpaired.

I NT. APC

Ri pley stares at the scene in dread fascination.

GORMAN
What is it?

Rl PLEY
| don't know.
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GORMAN
(to team
Proceed i nsi de.

I NT. ALI EN STRUCTURE

They enter the organic |abyrinth, playing their
lights over the walls. Revealing a Bl O MECHANI CAL
LATTICE, like the marrow of some vast bone. The air
Is thick wwth STEAM Trickling water. The pl ace
seens al nost alive.

I NT. APC

They watch in various helnet-canera P.OV.'s of the
wal | detail.

Rl PLEY

(1 ow)
Oh God. ..

CLOSE ON VIDEO as it PAN SLOALY...REVEALING a
bas-relief of detritus fromthe colony: furniture,
W ring, human bones, skulls...Fused together with a
transl ucent, epoxylike substance.

DI ETRI CH
(voice over; static)
Looks |i ke sone sort of secreted
resin.

GORVAN
They ripped apart the col ony
for building materi al s.

Rl PLEY
And the col oni sts...Wen they
were done with them
(turni ng)
Newt, you better go sit up
front. Go on.

I NT. ALI EN STRUCTURE

Steamswirls around them as the troopers nove deeper
I nsi de.

FROST

http://www.imsdb.com/scripts/Aliens.html (62 of 142)7/2/2009 10:01:56 AM



Aliens Script at IMSDb.

Hotter'n hell in here.

HUDSON
Yeah...but it's a dry
heat .

I NT. APC

Ri pl ey | eans forward suddenly, studying the graphic
readout of the STATI ON GROUND PLAN.

Rl PLEY
They' re right under the
pri mary heat exchangers.

BURKE
Yeah? Maybe the organisns |ike
the heat, that's why they built...

Rl PLEY
That's not what | nean. Gor man,
i f your nmen have to use their
weapons in there, they'll rupture
the cooling system

BURKE
(realizing)
She's right.
GORMAN
So.
Rl PLEY

So...then the fusion
cont ai nment shuts down.

GORVAN
(i nmpatient)
So? So?
BURKE
W' re tal king thernonucl ear
expl osi on.
GORMAN
Shi t.
(into
m ke)
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Apone, coll ect nmgazi nes
fromeverybody. W can't
have any firing in there.

I NT. ALI EN STRUCTURE
The troopers | ook at each other in dismay.

W ERZBOWSKI
Is he fucking crazy?

HUDSON
What're we supposed to use,
man? Harsh | anguage?

GORMVAN
(voice over; static)
Fl ame-units only. | want
rifles slung.
APONE
Let's go. Pull 'emout.

He wal ks anong the troopers, collecting the nmagazi nes

from each one's weapon.
Vasquez turns hers over reluctantly.

The three who are carrying themget out snall

I ncinerator units. \Wen Apone noves on, Vasquez
slips a spare nmagazi ne from conceal nent and inserts
it in her weapon. Drake does the sane. Hicks hangs
back in the shadows. He opens a cylindrical sheath
attached to his battle-harness. Slides out an

old style PUW TWELVE- GAUGE with a sawed-off butt
stock. Chanbers a round.

HI CKS
(1 ow,
t o Hudson)
| always keep this handy.
For cl ose encounter.

APONE
(o.s.)
Let's npove. Hicks, back
us up.
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| NT. LARGER CHAMBER 88
The air is thick. Lights flare.

GORVAN
(voi ce over
very faint)
Any novenent ?

Hudson wat ches his tracker, scanning.

HUDSON
Not hi ng.  Zi p.

Apone stops, his expression changing. They face a
wal | of living horror. The colonists have been
brought here and entonbed alive...

COCOONS protrude fromthe niches and interstices

of the structure. The cocoon material is the sane
translucent epoxy. The bodies are frozen in
carelessly tw sted positions. Mucabre inmage of
frozen agony. Many are disiccated. Skeletal.

Ri p-cages burst outward, as if exploded fromwthin.
Par al yzed, brought here, entonbed in |iving death
as hosts for the enbryos growi ng within then.

Dietrich noves close to exam ne one of the figures,
perhaps the nost "recent." A WOMAN, ghost-white
and drained. The WOMAN S EYES SNAP CPEN. .. They
seemto plead.

DI ETRI CH
Sir!

The woman's |ips nove feebly.

WOVAN
Pl ease. .. God. .. kill ne.

I NT. APC 89

Ri pl ey watches the wonman, white knuckled. The
sound of RETCHI NG cones over the general frequency.

I NT. COCOON CHAMBER 90

The woman begins to convul se. She SCREAMS, a
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saw ng shriek of m ndl ess agony.

APONE
FI ane t hr ower! Movel

Frost hands it to him Suddenly, the woman's chest
EXPLODES in a gout of blood. A SMALL FANGED HEAD
EVERGES, HI SSI NG VI Cl QUSLY.

Apone pulls the trigger. Then the other troopers
carrying flame throwers open fire. An orgy of
purging fire. The cocoons vanish in the shimering
heat .

A SHRI LL SCREECHI NG begins, like a siren nmade from
fingernails on bl ackboards.

ANGLE ON WALL as sonething begins to energe. Dimy
gl i npsed, a glistening bio-nmechanoid creature | arger
then a man. Lying dormant, it had bl ended perfectly
wi th the convol uted surface of fused bone. The
troopers don't see it. Snoke fromthe burning cocoons
quickly fills the confined space. Visibility drops

to zero.
HUDSON
Movenent !
APONE
Posi ti on?
HUDSON
Can't |ock up..
APONE
(with an edge)
Talk to ne, Hudson.
HUDSON
Uh, seens to be in front
and behi nd.
| NT. APC

Gorman is plating wwth the gain controls on the
nmoni tors.

GORVAN
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W can't see anything back
here, Apone. Wat's going on?

Ri pl ey senses it comng, like a wave at night. Dark,
terrifying and inevitable.

RI PLEY
(1 ow

Pul | you team out, Gornman.

I NT. COCOON CHAMBER - TI GHT ON SEVERAL WALLS AND
CEl LI NG NI CHES

as they conme alive. Bonelike, tubelike shapes shift,
becomi ng energing ALIENS. Dimy glinpsed...glints
of slime. Silhouettes.

APONE
Go to infrared. Looks sharp
peopl e!

The squad nenbers snap down their inmage-intersifier
Vi sors.

HUDSON
Mul tiple signals. Al round.
Cl osi ng.

Dietrich turns to retreat, her flanethrower held
tightly. A nightmarish silhouette materializes out
of the snoke behind her! It strikes Iike |ightning.
SEI ZES HER. She fires reflexively, wld. The jet
of flame engul fs Frost nearby.

Apone spins as the double SCREAM Can't see anything
I n the think snoke.

| NT. APC

Ri pl ey watches Frost's nonitor go black. His

bi o-readouts flatten. The other screens show glinpses
of shimmering infrared sil houettes of the aliens, the
I mages bobbi ng and panni ng confusedly.

I NT. COCOON CHAMBER

Vasquez nods to Drake with grimsatisfaction.
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VASQUEZ
Let's rock.

They OPEN UP si nul taneously, lighting up the snoke
i ke wel ders' arcs.

GORMAN
(voi ce over; static)
Wo's firing? | ordered a

hold fire, danmt!

Vasquez rips off her headset. She is riveted to the
targetting screen, noving ferret-quick in a pivoting
dance. Thunder and lightning. Better than sex for
her. FLASH CRACK! An alien SCREECH fromthe darkness.

I NT. APC 95

The battl e of phantons unfolds on the video screens.
Ri pley flinches as another scream cones over the
open frequency. Werzbowski's nonitor breaks up.
Hs life signs plummet. Voices blend and overl ap.

HUDSON
(voi ce over)
Let's get the fuck out of
her e!

H CKS
(voi ce over)
Not that tunnel, the other
one!

CROVNE
(voi ce over)
You sure? Watch it...behind
you. Fucking nove, wll you!

Gorman is ashen. Confused. @lping for air like a
grouper. How could the situation have unravell ed

so fast?
Rl PLEY
(to Gorman)
GET THEM OQUT OF THERE! DO
| T NOW
GORMAN

http://www.imsdb.com/scripts/Aliens.html (68 of 142)7/2/2009 10:01:56 AM



Aliens Script at IMSDb.

Shut up. Just shut up!

CRASH Crowe's telenetry cuts off
pul led. Flat Iine.

GORVAN

i ke the plug was

Unh, ... Apone, | want you to

| ay down a suppressing f
with the incinerators an
fall back by squads to t
APC, over.

APONE
(voi ce over
heavy static)
Say again? Al after
i nci nerators?

Ri pley watches it fall apart.

GORVAN
| said...
| NT. COCOON CHAMBER
Apone adjusts his headset.
GORMAN
(voi ce over

static)
...lay down (garbled)
squads to...(garbl ed)

Gorman' s voi ce breaks up conpletely
Apone whirls, uncertain.

APONE
Detrich? Crowe? Sound
off!  Werzbowski ?

ire
d
he

. by

. A SCREAM

Not hi ng. He spins. Al nost blows Hudson's head

of f.

HUDSON
(freaked)

W' re getting juked! We're

gonna die in here!
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Apone hands hima nagazi ne. Hudson slaps it hone,
| ooking truly terrified.

APONE
Yeah. Right. Right! Fuck
t he heat exchanger!

He FIRES. Vasquez, nearby, is laying down a
horrendous field of fire. Strobe-bright flashes
sear the darkness. She pivots, firing nechanically
in controlled bursts. Scoring points in her own
private video gane.

She SPINS as Hi cks approached |aterally. WAM She
fires "at"™ him Hcks whirls...to see a nightmarish
figure right behind him catapulted backwards by
Vasquez' bl ast.

| NT. APC
Apone's nonitor SPINS CRAZILY AND GCES DARK.

GORMAN
(distantly)
| told themto fall back...

Rl PLEY
(viciously)
They' re but off! Do sonet hing!

But he's gone. Total brain-Iock.

TIGHT ON RIPLEY as she struggles with a deci sion.
She's terrified...of what she knows she's about to
do. But nore than that, she's furious. Shoul dering
past a paral yzed Gorman she runs up the aisle of the
APC.

Rl PLEY
(i n passing)
Newt, put your seatbelt on!

Ripley junps into the driver's seat of the APC. Takes
a deep breath. Starts slapping swtches.

GORMAN
Ri pl ey, what the hell...?
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She slans the tractor into gear.
EXT. APC 98

as the drive-wheels spin on the wet ground. The
massi ve machi ne | eaps forward.

I NT. APC 99

Ri pl ey sees snoke pouring out of the conpl ex ahead
as she slides sideways onto the descendi ng ranpway.
She slanms the |eft and right drive-wheel actuators
viciously, spinning the machine in a roaring pivot.
Gorman |l unges forward al ong the aisle, abandoning
hi s conmand center.

GORIVAN
(shrill)
What are you doing? Turn
around! That's an order!

He claws at her, hysterical. Burke pulls himoff.
I NT. ALI EN STRUCTURE 100

The APC roars down into the snoky structure, tearing
away outcroppings of alien-encrustation. Ripley hits
the floodlights. Strobe-beacon. Siren. She hones
on the flash of weapons fire ahead.

I NT. COCOON CHAMBER 101

The APC crashes inside, showering debris. Hicks,
supporting a linping Hudson, appears out of the snoke.
The APC pulls up broadsi de and Burke gets the crew door
open.

Drake and Vasquez back out of the dense mist, firing as
they fall back.

Drake goes enpty, slans the buckles cutting | oose his
smart-gun harness, and unslings a flame thrower.

H cks pushes Hudson inside, leaps in after him and
drags Vasquez inside, massive gear and all. She sees
a DARK SHAPE | unge toward Drake. She fires one burst,
prone. C ean body hit.
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The flash lights up the hideous inhuman grin, blow ng
open the thing's thorax. A spray of BRI GHT YELLOW
ACI D sl ashes across Drake's face and chest, eating
into himlike a hot knife through butter. He drops
In boiling snoke, reflexively triggering his flane

t hr oner

The jet of liquid fire arcs around as he falls,
engul fing the back half of the APC

I NT. APC 102

Vasquez rolls aside as a gout of napal mshoots

t hrough the crew door, setting the interior on fire.
Hicks is rolling the door closed when Vasquez | unges,
cl awi ng out the opening. He stops her, draggi ng her
I nsi de.

VASQUEZ
Dr ake! He's down!

Hi cks screans right in her face.

HI CKS
He's gone! Forget it, he's
gone!

VASQUEZ

(irrational)
No.. No, he's not. He's --

Bur ke and Hudson help himdrag her fromthe door.

HI CKS
(to Ripley)
Let's go!

Ripley jams reverse. Nails the throttle. The APC
bel | ows backward up the ranp. Hudson di sappears
under a pile of equipnent as a storage rack breaks
free. Hicks gets the door al nost closed. Suddenly
CLAWS appear at the edge. Newt screans. Agai nst
the conbined efforts of Hi cks, Burke and Vasquez
the door is being SLOALY WRENCHED OPEN FROM OUTSI DE
Hi cks yells at a paral yzed Gorman

H CKS
Get on the Goddanmm door!
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Gorman backs away, eyes wi de. Hicks jans his shoul der
agai nst the latching | ever and frees one hand to raise
his 12-gauge. An alien head wedges through the opening,
Its hideous nouth opening. And Hicks jans his SHOTGUN
MJZZLE between its jaws and pulls the trigger! BLAM
The creature is flung backward, its shattered head
fountaining acid blood. The spray eats into the door,
the deck, hits Hudson on the arm He shrieks. They
slide the door hone and dog it tight.

EXT. APC 103

The arnored vehicle roars backward up the ranp. Sl ans
into a mass of conduit. Tears free. Ripley works the
shifters, pivoting the massive machi ne. Everybody's
shouting, trying to put out the fire. Pandenoni um

I NT. / EXT. APC 104-
105

Sonet hing lands on the roof with a netallic clang.

Gornman has plastered hinmself against a wall, as far
fromthe door as possible. A latch |ever behind his
head turns. The small hatch agai nst which he was

| eaning is ripped away and SOVETHI NG snat ches hi m out
the opening He disappears to the waist with a shri ek,
| egs kicking. The alien clings to the roof, pulling
himout. Its tail whips over, scorpionlike, and
buries a four inch stinger in Gorman's shoul der.

Hi cks grabs a joy stick at the FI RE-CONTROL CONSOLE
and turns it rapidly. On the roof the alien | ooks up
as servo-notors whir. A renpte control turret cannon,
a 20mm chai n-gun, swivels toward it in a curt arc.
VOOM The creature is blasted off the vehicle's
arnored back and tunbl es away. Gornman, sl unped
unconsci ous, is dragged back i nside.

The APC rips away a section of catwal k and heads for
clear air, its flank trailing fire Iike a conet.
Ripley fights the controls as the big machine sl ews,
br oadsi ding a control -room out-building. Ofice
furniture and splintered wall sections are strewn in
t he APC s wake.

Suddenly, an alien armarcs down, right in front of
Ripley's face. It smashes the windshield. @i stening,
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hi deous jaws | unge inside...

Ripley recoils. Face to face once again with the sane
m nd- nunbi ng horror. She reacts instinctively. Slans
both sets of brakes with all her strength. The huge
wheel s I ock. The creature flips off, landing in the
headlights. Ripley hits full throttle. The APC roars

forward, smashing over the abom nation. Its skeletal
body is crushed under the nassive wheels. It rolls,
tunbling...lost in the darkness behind as the machine

t hunders onto the causeway and away fromthe station.

A sound like bolts dropped in a nmeat grinder is com ng
fromthe APC s rear end. Hicks eases R pley's hand
back on the throttle lever. Her grip is white knuckl ed.

HI CKS
I[t's okay...we're clear. W're
clear. Ease up.

The grinding clatter becones deafening even as she
sl ows the machi ne.

H CKS
Sounds |i ke a bl own transaxl e.
You're just grinding netal.

EXT. APC 106

The tractor linps to a halt. A HALF-KILOVETER fromthe
at nosphere processing station. The APC is a snoking,
aci d-scarred ness.

I NT. APC 107

Ri pl ey, still running on the adrenalin dynano, spins
out of her seat into the aisle.

Rl PLEY
Newt ? Where's Newt ?

Feeling a tug at her pants |eg she | ooks down. Newt

I's wedged into a tiny space between the driver's seat
and a bul khead. She is trenbling, and | ooks terrified,
but it's not the basket case catatonia of before.

Rl PLEY
You okay?
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Newt gives her a THUMBS-UP, wan but stoic. Ripley goes
back to the others. Hudson is holding his arm and
staring in stunned dismay at nothing, playing it all
back in his m nd.

HUDSON
Jesus...Jesus...| don't believe
it.

Burke tries to have a | ook at Hudson's arm

HUDSON
(j erki ng away)
["'mall right, l|eave it!

Ri pl ey joins H cks who is bent over Gorman, checking
for a pul se.

HI CKS
He's alive. | think he's paralyzed.

VASQUEZ
He's fucki ng dead!

She grabs Gorman by the collar, hauling himup roughly,
ready to pulp himw th her other fist.

VASQUEZ
(to Gorman)
Wake up pendejo! |'m gonna kil
you, Yyou usel ess fuck!

H cks pushes her back. Right in her face.

HI CKS
Hold it. Hold it. Back off, right
NOW.

Vasquez rel eases Gorman. His head snmacks the deck
Ri pl ey opens Gorman's tunic, revealing a bl oodl ess
pur pl e puncture wound.

Rl PLEY
Looks like it stung him

HUDSON
Hey. .. hey! Look, Crowe and
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Dietrich aren't dead, nman.

They turn to see Hudson at the MIOB nonitors, pointing

at the bio-function screens.

HUDSON
They nust be like Gorman. Their
signs are real low but they ain't
dead!

Hudson is pal e, panicky, and his voice echoes around
the tiny netallic space and conmes back to all of them
as the near hysteria they all feel, fluttering just

at the edges of their m nds.

Rl PLEY
You can't help them R ght now
they' re bei ng cocooned just I|ike
t he ot hers.

HUDSON

(saggi ng)
Ch, God. Jesus. This ain't
happeni ng.

Ri pl ey and Vasquez | ock eyes. Ripley doesn't want
it to be "I told you so" but Vasquez reads it that

way. She turns away with a snap
| NT. MED LAB

Bi shop is hunched over an occul ar probe doing a

di ssection of one of the dead parasites. Spunkneyer
enters with sone electronics gear on a hand truck

and parks it near Bishop's work table.

SPUNKMEYER
Need anyt hi ng el se?

Bi shop waves "no" w thout | ooking up.

EXT. COLONY - DROP-SHI P

Spunkneyer energes, crossing the Tarmac to the | oading
ranp of the ship. As he nears the top of the ranp,
his boot slips...skidding on sonething wet. Kneeling,
he touches a small puddle of thick slinme. He shrugs,
and hits the controls to retract the ranp and cl ose
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t he doors.

I NT. APC

ON VASQUEZ w red and intense.

VASQUEZ
Al right, we can't blow the fuck
out of them..why not roll sone
cani sters of CN-20 down there.
Nerve gas the whol e nest?

HUDSON
Look, man, let's just bug out and
call it even, okay?

Rl PLEY

(to Vasquez)
No good. How do we know it'l

effect their biochemstry? | say
we take off and nuke the entire
site fromorbit. |It's the only

way to be sure.

BURKE
Now hold on a second. |'m not
aut hori zi ng that action.

Rl PLEY
Why not ?

Bur ke senses the challenge in her tone and backpedal s
flawm essly into conciliatory node.

BURKE
Wll, | nean...l know this is an
enmoti onal nmoment, but let's not
nmake snap judgnents. Let's nove
cautiously. First, this physical
installation had a substanti al
dol | ar value attached to it --

Rl PLEY
They can bill me. | got a tab
runni ng. Wiat's second?

BURKE
This is clearly an inportant
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species we're dealing with here.
We can't just arbitrarily
exterm nate them --

Rl PLEY
Bul | shit!

VASQUEZ
Yeah, bullshit. Wtch us.

HUDSON
Maybe you haven't been keeping up
on current events, but we just got
out asses kicked, pal!

Ri pl ey faces Burke squarely and she's not pleased.

Rl PLEY
Look, Burke. W had an agreenent.

Bur ke noves in, lowering his voice. He takes her aside
fromthe others.

BURKE
| know, | know, but we're dealing
wi t h changi ng scenarios here. This
thing is mgjor, Ripley. | nean

really major. You gotta go with
its energy. Since you are the
representative of the conpany who
di scovered this species your
percentage will naturally be

sone serious, Sserious noney.

Ri pley stares at his |like he's a particularly
di sagr eeabl e fungus.

Rl PLEY
You son of a bitch

BURKE
(har deni ng)
Don't make me pull rank, Ripley.

Rl PLEY

What rank? | believe Corporal Hi cks
has authority here.
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BURKE
Cor poral Hicks!?

Rl PLEY
This operation is under mlitary
jurisdiction and H cks is next in
chain of command. Right?

HI CKS
Looks that way.

Burke starts to lose it and it's not a pretty sight.

BURKE
Look, this is a multimllion
dol | ar operation. He can't nake
that kind of decision. He's just
a grunt!
(gl ances at Hi cks)
No of f ense.

HI CKS
(coolly)
None t aken.
(into m ke)
Ferro, you copyi ng?

FERRO
(voice over; static)
St andi ng by.
HI CKS

Prep for dust-off. W' re gonna
need an i mredi ate evac.

(to Burke)
I think we'll take off and nuke
the site fromorhbit. It's the

only way to be sure.

He wi nks. Burke |ooks like a kid whose toy has been
snat ched.

BURKE
This is absurd! You don't have
the authority to --

CLACK! The sound of a rifle bolt snapping hone
truncates his rant. Vasquez has a pulse-rifle cradled,
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not exactly ainmed at Burke but not exactly ai ned away
either. Her expression is masklike. End of discussion.

Ripley sits behind Newt, putting her arm around her.

Rl PLEY
W' re going hone, honey.

EXT. DROP-SH P 111

The ship rises through the spray thrown up by the
downbl ast of the VIOL jets, hovering above the conpl ex
i ke a huge insect, its searchlights bl azing.

EXT. APC 112

The group is filing out of the personnel carrier, which
is clearly a wite off. Hi cks and Hudson have Gornman
bet ween them and the others energe into the w nd.

They watch the ship roar in on its final approach.

I NT. DROP- SHOP COCKPI T 113

Ferro flicks the intercomsw tch several tines. Thunps
her headset m ke.

FERRO
Spunkmneyer ? Goddamnmi t.

The conpartnent door behind her slides slowy back.

FERRO
(turning)
Were the fu --
Her eyes wden. It's not Spunkneyer.

Am i npression of leering jaws which blur forward, then
a whirl of nmobtion and a truncated scream The throttle
| evers are slamed forward in the nel ee.

EXT. APC - LANDSCAPE - STATI ON 114

They watch in disnmay as the approaching ship dips and
VEERS WLDLY. Its main engines ROAR FULL ON and the
craft accelerates toward themeven as it |oses altitude.
It skinms the ground. dips a rock formation. The

ship slews, sideslipping. It hits a ridge. Tunbles,
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bursting into flanme, breaking up. It arcs into the
air, end over end, a Catherine wheel juggernaut.

Rl PLEY
Run!

She grabs Newt and sprints for cover as a tunbling
section of the ship's nmassive engi ne nodul e sl ans
into the APC and it explodes into tw sted w eckage.

The drop-ship skips again, like a stone, engulfed in
flanmes... AND CRASHES | NTO THE STATION. A TREMENDOUS
FI REBALL.

The remai nder of the ground team watches their hopes
of getting off the planet, and nost of their superior
fire power, reduced to flam ng debris.

There is a noment of stunned silence, then...

HUDSON
(hysterical)
Well that's great! That's just
fucking great, nan. Now what the
fuck are we supposed to do, nan?
We're in some real pretty shit now

HI CKS
Are you finished?
(to Ripley)

You okay?

She nods. She can't disguise her stricken expression
when she | ooks at Newt, but the little girl seens
relatively calm She shrugs with fatalistic acceptance.

NEWT
| guess we're not |eaving, right?

Rl PLEY
I'msorry, New.

NEWT
You don't have to be sorry. It
wasn't your fault.

HUDSON
(ki cki ng rocks)
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Just tell ne what the fuck we're
supposed to do now. What're we
gonna do now?

BURKE
(annoyed)
May be could build a fire and
si ng songs.

NEWP
We shoul d get back, 'cause it'l
be dark soon. They cone nostly
at night. Mostly.

Ripley follows Newmt's | ook to the AP station | oom ng
in the twilight, the burning drop-ship weckage janmed
into its basal structure.

EXT. CONTROL BLOCK - NI GHT 115

The wind how s nournfully around the netal buil dings,
dry and col d.

I NT. OPERATI ONS 116

The weary and denoralized group is gathered to take
stock of their grimoptions. Vasquez and Hudson are
just setting down a scorched and dented packi ng case,
one of several culled fromthe APC w eckage.

Hi cks indicates their remaining inventory of weapons,
| ying on a table.

HI CKS
This is all we could sal vage. W' ve
got four pulse-rifles wth about
fifty rounds each. Not so good.
About fifteen M40 grenades and
two flame throwers | ess than
half full...one damaged. And
W' ve got four of these
robot-sentry units with scanners
and di splay intact.

He opens one of the scorched cases, revealing a

hi gh-tech servo-actuated machine gun with opti cal
sensi ng equi pnent, packed in foam
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Ri pl ey i ndi

Rl PLEY
How | ong after we're declared
overdue can we expect a rescue?

HI CKS
About sevent een days.

HUDSON
Man, we're not going to nmake it
sevent een hours! Those things
are going to cone in here, just
like they did before, nman...
they're going to conme in here
and get us, man, |ong before...

Rl PLEY
She survived | onger than that
wi th no weapons and no training.

cates Newt, who sal utes Hudson snartly.

Rl PLEY
So you better just start dealing
with it. Just deal with it,
Hudson. . . because we need you and
I"mtired of your bullshit. Now
get on a termnal and call up sone
kind of floor plan file.
Construction bl ueprints,
mai nt enance schematics, anything
that shows the layout of this
place. | want to see air ducts,
el ectrical access tunnel s,
subbasenents. Every possible way
into this w ng.

Hudson gat hers hinself, thankful for the direction

H cks nods

approval of her handling of it.

HUDSON
Aye-firmative. I'mon it.

Bl SHOP
"Il beinmedical. I1'dlike to

conti nue ny anal ysis.

Rl PLEY
Fine. You do that.
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I NT. OPERATI ONS

Bur ke, Ri pl ey,

HORI ZONTAL VI DEOSCREEN,
Newt hops fromone foot to the other to see.

Hudson and Hi cks are bent over a |arge

l[ike an illum nated chart table.

Rl PLEY

This service tunnel is howthey're
nmovi ng back and forth.

Yeah, right,

HUDSON
it runs fromthe

processing station right into

t he subl eve

her e.

He traces a finger along the abstract ground pl an.

Al right.
at this end.

Rl PLEY

There's a fire door

The first thing we

do is put a renpte sentry in the
tunnel and seal that door.

HI CKS

We gotta figure on themgetting
into the conpl ex.

That's right.

Rl PLEY
So we put up

wel ded barricades at these
i ntersections...

(poi nting)

...and seal

t hese ducts here

and here. Then they can only
come at us fromthese two
corridors and we create a free
field of fire for the other
two sentry units, here.

H cks contenpl ates her ganme plan and rai ses his hand,

sati sfi ed.

Qut st andi ng.

H CKS
Then all we need's

a deck of cards. Al right, let's
nove |ike we got a purpose.
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HUDSON
Aye-firmative.

NEWT
(imtating Hudson)
Aye-firmati ve!

I NT. SERVI CE TUNNEL - SUBLEVEL 118

A long straight service tunnel, lined wth conduit,
seens to go on forever. Vasquez and Hudson have
finished setting up two of the robot sentry guns on
tripods in the tunnel.

VASQUEZ
(shouti ng)
Testi ng!
She hurls a wast ebasket down the tunnel, into the

automatic field of fire. The sentry guns sw ve

snoot hly, the wastebasket bounces once...and is riddled
by two quick bursts of EXPLODI NG 10MM ROUNDS i nto

di ne-si zed shrapnel. They retreat behind a heavy steel

FI RE DOOR which they roll closed on its track. Vasquez,
usi ng a PORTABLE WVELDI NG TORCH, begins sealing the door

to its frame, as Hudson paces nervously.

HUDSON
Hudson here. A and B
sentries are in place and
keyed. We're sealing the
tunnel .

| NT. SECOND LEVEL CORRI DOR 119
Hi cks pauses in his work.

HI CKS
(into m ke)
Roger .

He and Ripley are covering an air duct opening with
a metal plate, welding it in place, showering sparks
in the dark corridor. Behind them Burke and Newt

are nmoving back and forth wth cartons of food on a
hand truck, stacking it inside the operations center.
H cks sets down his welder and pulls a small object
out of a belt pouch. A braceletlike EVMERGENCY
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LOCATI NG BEEPER

HI CKS
Here, put this on. Then
| can locate you anywhere
in the conplex on this --

He indicates a tiny TRACKER hooked to his battle
harness. He shrugs, a little self-consciously.

HI CKS
Just a...precaution. You
know.

Ri pl ey pauses for a nonment, regardi ng him
qui zzi cal |l y.

Rl PLEY
(strappi ng
it on)
Thanks.
HUDSON

Uh, what's next?
She consults a printout of the floor plan.
EXT. CONTROL BLOCK 120

The wind has died utterly and in the even nore eerie
stillness a diffuse mst has rolled into shroud

the conplex. Visibility is lowin the fog.
Everyt hi ng | ooks underwater. There is no novenent.

I NT. CORRI DOR 121

In the barricaded corridor sentry-gun "C' sits waiting,
its "ARMED' light flashing green. Through a hole

torn in the ceiling at the far end of the corridor

the fog swirls in. Water drips. An expectant hush.

I NT. MED LAB ANNEX - OPERATI NG ROOM 122

Ri pl ey carries an exhausted Newt through the inner
connecting roons of the medical wng. She reaches
an OPERATI NG ROOM which is small but very high-tech
...vaultlike netal walls, strange equi pnent.

Several netal cots have been set up, displacing OR
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equi prent which is pushed into one corner.

Newt is resting her head on R pley's shoul der, barely
awake...out of steam Ripley sets her on one of
the cots and Newt |ies down.

Rl PLEY
Now you just |ie here and
have a nap. You're exhausted.

NEWT
| don't want to...| have
scary dreans.

This obviously strikes a chord with Ripley, but she
fei gns cheerful ness.

Rl PLEY
['l'l bet Casey doesn't have
bad dreans.

Ripley lifts the doll's head fromNew's tiny fingers
and | ooks inside. It is, of course, enpty.

Rl PLEY
Not hi ng bad in here. Maybe
you could just try to be like
her .

Ri pley closes the doll's eyes and hands her back.
Newt rolls her eyes as if to say "don't pull that
five-year-old shit on ne, lady. |I'msix."

NEWT
Ri pl ey...she doesn't have
bad dreans because she's just
a piece of plastic.

Rl PLEY
Oh.  Sorry, Newt.

NEWT
My nonmy al ways said there
were no nonsters. No rea
ones. But there are.

Ri pl ey' s expressi on becones sober. She brushes danp
hair back fromthe child s pale forehead.
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Rl PLEY
(qui etly)
Yes, there are, aren't there.
NEWT
Way do they tell little kids

t hat ?

Newt's voice reveals her deep sense of betrayal.
She's seen that the world can be just as terrifying
as her nost primal child' s nightnmare if not nore

so, and that's a lot worse than finding out there is
no Sant a.

Rl PLEY
Well, sone kids can't handl e
it like you can.

NEWT
Did one of those things grow
I nside her?

Ri pl ey begins pulling blankets up an tucking themin
around her tiny body.

Rl PLEY
| don't know, Newt. That's
the truth

NEWr

Isn't that how babies conme?
| nmean peopl e babies...they
grow i nsi de you?

Rl PLEY
No, it's different, honey.

NEWT
Did you ever have a baby?

Rl PLEY
Yes. Alittle girl.

NEWr
Where i s she?

Rl PLEY
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(qui etly)
Gone.

NEWr
You nean dead.

It's nore statenment than question. Ripley nods slowy.

She turns, reaching for a PORTABLE SPACE HEATER
sitting nearby, and slides it closer to the bed. She
switches it on. It HUMS and enmits a cozy orange

gl ow.

NEWT
Ripley, I was just thinking...
Maybe | could do you a favor and
fill in for her. Just for a
while. You can try it and if
you don't like it, it's okay.
"Il understand. No big deal.
Whattya thi nk?

Ri pl ey gazes at her a long tine before answering...

a conflict between the urge to crush the child to her

in a forever hug and the know edge that neither of them
may see anot her dawn.

Rl PLEY
| think it's not the worst idea
I've heard all day. Let's talk
about it |ater.

She swtches off the light and starts to rise. New
grabs her arm A plaintive voice in the dark.

NEWT
Don't go! Pl ease.

Rl PLEY
["1l be right in the other
room Newt. And look...l can
see you on that canera right
up there.

Newt | ooks at the VIDEO SECURI TY CAMERA above the door.
Ri pl ey unsnaps the TRACKER BRACELET given to her by

Hi cks and puts it on New's tiny wist, cinching it
down.
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Rl PLEY
Here. Take is for luck. Now
go to sleep...and don't dream

Ri pl ey wal ks away and Newt rolls on her side, hugging
Casey and gazing at the hypnotically pulsing function
light on the bracelet. The space heater huns
confortingly.

I NT. MED LAB

ECU Gorman, his eyelids slitted open |ike those of a
corpse, but with the eyes tracking erratically. The
only sign of life.

Rl PLEY
(voi ce over)
How i s he?

Ri pl ey stands over the Lieutenant, who is |ying

notionl ess on an exam ning table. Bishop | ooks up
fromhis instrunents nearby, the Iight of a single
gooseneck lanp giving his features a nacabre cast.

Bl SHOP
|'ve isolated a neuro-nuscul ar
toxin responsible for the

paralysis. It seens to be
nmet abol i zing. He shoul d wake
up soon.

Rl PLEY

Now | et ne get this straight.

The aliens paral yzed the col onists,
carried them over there,

cocooned themto be hosts for

nore of those..

Ri pley points at the stasis cylinders containing the
f ace- hugger speci nens.

Rl PLEY
VWhi ch woul d nean | ots of
those parasites, right? One
for each person...over a hundred
at | east.
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Bl SHOP
Yes. That foll ows.

Rl PLEY
But these things conme from
eggs...so where are all the
eggs comng from

Bl SHOP
That is the question of the
hour. W could assunme a parall el
to certain insect fornms who
have hivelike organi zation
An ant of termte colony, for
exanple, is ruled by a single
femal e, a queen, which is the
source of new eggs.

Rl PLEY
You' re saying one of those things
| ays all the eggs?

Bl SHOP
Wel |, the queen is always physically
| arger then the others. A
termte queen's abdonen is so
bl oated with eggs that it can't
nove at all. It is fed and tended
by drone workers, defended by
the warriors. She is the center
of their lives, quite literally
the nother of their society.

Rl PLEY
Could it be intelligent?

Bl SHOP

Hard to say. It may have been
blind instinct...attraction to

t he heat of whatever...but she
di d choose to incubate her eggs
in the one spot where we coul dn't
destroy her w thout destroying
ourselves. That's if she exists,
of course.

Ri pl ey ponders the ram fications of Bishop's anal ysis.
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Rl PLEY
(rising)
I want those speci nens destroyed
as soon as you're done with them
You under st and?

Bi shop gl ances at the creatures, pulsing nalevolently

in their cylinders.

Bl SHOP
M. Burke have instructions
that they were to be kept alive
in stasis for return to the
conpany | abs. He was very specific.

Ripley feels the fabric of her self-restraint tearing.

She slaps the intercomswtch.

Rl PLEY
Bur ke!

I NT. MED LAB ANNEX

In a smal |l observation chanber separated fromthe ned

| ab by a glass partition, R pley and Burke have
squared off.

BURKE
Those specinens are worth
mllions to the bio-weapons
division. Now, if you're smart
we can both cone out of this
heroes. Set up for life.

Rl PLEY
You just try getting a dangerous
or gani sm past | CC quaranti ne.
Section 22350 of the Commerce Code.

BURKE
You' ve been doi ng your honework.
Look, they can't inpound it if
they don't know about it.

Rl PLEY
But they will know about it, Burke.
Fromne. Just like they' Il know

how you were responsi ble for the
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deat hs of one hundred and fifty-seven
col oni sts here --

BURKE
Now, wait a second --

Rl PLEY
(stepping on him
You sent themto that ship. |
just checked the colony Iog...
di rective dates six-twelve-seventy-nine.
Si gned Burke, Carter J.

Ripley's fury is peaking, now that the frustration and
rage finally have a target to focus on.

Rl PLEY
You sent themout there and you
didn't even warn them Burke.
Wiy didn't you warn thenf?

BURKE
Look, maybe the thing didn't even
exist, right? And if |1'd made it
a major security situation, the
Adm ni strati on woul d' ve st epped
in. Then no exclusive rights,
not hi ng.

He shrugs, his manner bl ase, dism ssive.

BURKE
It was a bad call, that's all.
Ri pl ey snaps. She slans himagainst the wall, surprising

herself and him her hands gripping his collar.

Rl PLEY
Bad call? These people are fucking
dead, Burke! Well, they're going
to nail your hide to the shed...
and I'll be there when they do.

She steps back, shaking, and | ooks at himw th utter
|l oathing, as if the depths of human greed are a far
nmore horrific revelation than any alien

BURKE
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(sadly)
| expected nore of you, Ripley.
| thought you would be smarter
than this.

Rl PLEY
Sorry to di sappoint you.

She turns away and strides out. The door cl oses.
Burke stares after her, his mnd a whirl of options.

I NT. CORRI DOR 125

Ripley is wal king toward operations when a STRI DENT
ALARM begi ns to sound. She breaks into a run.

I NT. OPERATI ONS 126

Ri pl ey double-tines it to Hicks' TACTI CAL CONSCLE
wher e Hudson and Vasquez have al ready gathered. Hicks

slaps a swtch, killing the alarm
HI CKS
They're comng. They're in
t he tunnel.

The TRILLI NG of the notion sensor remains, speeding up.
TWO RED LI GHTS on the tactical display Iight up

si mul taneously with an echoing crash of gunfire which
vi brates the floor.

HI CKS
Guns A and B. Tracking and firing
on multiple targets.

The RSS guns pound away, echoi ng through the conpl ex.
Their separate bursts overlap in an irregular rhythm
A counter on the display counts down the nunber of
rounds fired.

HUDSON
They nmust be wall to wall in
there. Look at those ammo counters
go. It's a shooting gallery down
t here.

I NT. SERVI CE TUNNEL - TI GHT ON RSS GUNS 127
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bl asting stroboscopically in the tunnels. Their barrels
are overheating, glow ng cherry red. One CLICKS enpty
and sits snoking, still swiveling to track targets it

can't fire upon.

| NT. OPERATI ONS

The digital counter on B gun reads zero.
HI CKS

B gun's dry. Twenty on A
Ten. Five. That's it.

SILENCE. Then a GONGLI KE BOOM NG echoes eerily up from

subl evel

Rl PLEY
They're at the fire door.

The BOOM NG | NCREASES in volunme and ferocity.

HUDSON
Man, listen to that.

M xed with the echoing crash-clang is a nerve-w ecking

SCREECH of claws on steel. The intercom buzzes,
startling them

Bl SHOP
(voi ce over)
Bi shop here. I'mafraid | have
some bad news.
HUDSON

Well, that's a swtch

I NT. OPERATI ONS - M NUTES LATER

Everyone, including Bishop, is crowded at the w ndow,

intently watching the AP station which is a dim
silhouette in the mst. Suddenly a colum of flane,

| i ke an acetylene torch, jets upward fromthe conpl ex

at the base of the cone.

Bl SHOP
That's it. See it? Emergency
venti ng.
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Rl PLEY
How | ong until it blows?

Bl SHOP
|"m projecting total systens
failure in alittle under four
hours. The blast radius will be
about thirty kiloneters. About
equal to ten negatons.

HI CKS
We got problens.

HUDSON
| don't fucking believe this.
Do you believe this?

Rl PLEY
And it's too late to shut it down?

Bl SHOP
I'"'mafraid so. The crash did too
much damage. The overload is
inevitable, at this point.

HUDSON
Ch, man. And | was gettin' short,
too! Four nore weeks and out.
Now |I'm gonna buy it on this fuckin'
rock. It ain't half fair, nan!

VASQUEZ
Hudson, give us a break.

They watch as another gas jet lights up the fog-shrouded
| andscape.

Rl PLEY
(to Hicks)
W need the other drop-ship. The
on one the Sulaco. W have to
bring it down on renote, sonehow.

HUDSON
How? The transmtter was on the
APC. It's wast ed.

Rl PLEY
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(paci ng)
| don't care howl Think of a

way. Think of sonet hi ng.

HUDSON
Thi nk of what? W're fucked.

Rl PLEY
What about the colony transmtter?
That up-1ink tower down at the
ot her end. Wy can't we use that?

Bl SHOP
| checked. The hard wiring
bet ween here and there was severed
in the fighting.

Ripley is wound up like a dynano, her m nd spinning out
options, grimsolutions.

Rl PLEY
Wel | then sonebody's just going
to have to go out there. Take a
portable term nal and go out there
and plug in manual ly.

HUDSON
Oh, right! R ght! Wth those
t hi ngs runni ng around. No way.

Bl SHOP

(quietly)
"Il go.

Rl PLEY
What ?

Bl SHOP
I"'mreally the only one qualified
to renpte-pilot the ship anyway.
Believe ne, |1'd prefer not to. |
may be synthetic but |I'm not stupid.

Rl PLEY
Al right. Let's get onit. \Wuat'll
you need?

VASQUEZ
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Listen. 1It's stopped.

They listen. Nothing. An instant |ater conmes the
H GH Pl TCHED TRI LLI NG of a notion-sensor alarm H cks
| ooks at the tactical board.

HI CKS
Well, they're into the conpl ex.

I NT. MED LAB 130

One of the acid holes fromthe colonists' siege has

yi el ded access to subfloor conduits. Bishop lying in

t he opening, reaches up to graph the portable term nal
as Ripley hands it down to him He pushes it into

the constricted shaft ahead of him She then hands him
a smal|l satchel containing tools and assorted patch
cables, a service pistol and a small cutting torch.

Bl SHOP
This duct runs alnost to the
up-link assenbly. One hundred
eighty neters. Say, forty m nutes
to crawl down there. One hour
to patch in and align the antenna.
Thirty mnutes to prep the ship,
then about fifty mnutes flight tine.

Ri pl ey | ooks at her watch.

Rl PLEY
It's going to be closer. You
better get going.

Bl SHOP
(cheerfully)
See you soon.

She squirns into the shaft, pushing the equipnent al ong
ahead of himw th a scraping rhythm The di anmeter of
the conduit is barely larger than the width of his
shoul ders. Vasquez slides a netal plate over the hole
and begins spot welding it in place.

I NT. CONDUI T 131

Bi shop | ooks back as the welder seals himin. He sighs
fatalistically and squirns forward. Ahead of himthe
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conduit dw ndles straight to seemng infinity. Like
being in the bore of a very | ong How tzer.

I NT. MED LAB 132

Ri pl ey junps as an ALARM suddenly bl ares through the
conpl ex.

HI CKS
(voi ce over)
They're in the approach corridor.

Rl PLEY
(into m ke)
On ny way.

Ri pl ey junps up, unslinging a FLAVMETHROAER from her
shoul der in one notion, and sprints for Operations with
Vasquez. The sound of SENTRY GUNS opening up in
staccato bursts echoes from cl ose by.

I NT. OPERATI ONS 133

Ripley runs to the tactical console where Hicks is
nmesneri zed by the inages fromthe surveillance caneras.
The flashes of the sentry guns flare out the sensitive
vi deo, but inpressions of figures noving in the snoky
corridor are occasionally visible. The robot sentries
hammer away, driving streaners of tracer fire into

the swirling mst.

HI CKS
Twenty neters and cl osi ng.
Fifteen. C and D guns down
about fifty percent.

The digital readout whirl through descendi ng nunbers.
An i nhuman SHRI LL SCREECHI NG i s audi bl e between bursts

of fire.
Rl PLEY
Now many?
HI CKS
Can't tell. Lots. D gun's
down to twenty. Ten. |It's out.

Then the firing fromthe remai ni ng guns stop abruptly.
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The video inmage is a swirling wall of snoke. Small fires
burn, dimglows in the mst. There are black and

tw sted shapes, and pieces of tw sted shapes, scattered

at the edge of visibility. However, nothing energes
fromthe wall of snoke. The notion sensor TONE shuts off.

Rl PLEY
They retreated. The guns stopped
t hem

The nonent stretches. Everyone exhal es slowy.

H CKS
Yeabh. But | ook. ..

The digital counters for the two sentry guns read "0O"
and "10" respectively. Less than a second's worth of
firing.

HI CKS
Newt time then can wal k right
up and knock.

Rl PLEY
But they don't know that. They're
probably | ooki ng for other ways
to get in. That'll take them awhile.

HUDSON
Maybe we got 'em denorali zed.

HI CKS

(to Vasquez

and Hudson)
| want you two wal king the perineter.
| know we're all in strung out
shape but stay frosty and alert.
W' ve got to stop any entries before
t hey get out of hand.

The two troopers nod and head for the corridor. Ripley
sighs and picks up a cup of cold coffee, draining it in
one gul p.

HI CKS

How | ong since you slept?
Twent y-four hours?
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Ri pl ey shrugs. She seens soul weary, drained by the
nerve-wr acki ng tension. \Wen she answers, her voice
seens di stant, detached.

Rl PLEY

(grimy)
They' || get us.

HI CKS
Maybe. Maybe not.

Rl PLEY
H cks, I'mnot going to wind up |ike
those others. You'll take care of

it won't you, it if cones to that?

H CKS
If it cones to that, I'll do us
both. Let's see that it doesn't
Here, 1'd i ke to introduce you to

a cl ose personal friend of m ne.

He picks up his pulse-rifle and with the casually precise
noverments of | ong practice he snaps open the bolt, drops

out the magazi ne and hands it to her.

HI CKS
M 41A 10mm pul se-rifle, over and
under with a 30mm punp-action
grenade | auncher.

Ri pl ey hefts the weapon. It is heavy and awkward.

there is an irrational prom se of security inits letha

cold steel lines, to at | east the sense that she w ||
be in sone greater neasure the master of her own fate.
She raises it clunsily.

Rl PLEY
What do | do?

| NT. CONDUI T
Bi shop is in claustrophobic |inbo between two echoi ng

infinities. The pipe rings wwth his scrapi ng advance.
He approaches an irregular hole which admts a tiny

shaft of light. He puts his eyes up to the acid-etched

openi ng.
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H'S P.OV. as drooling jaws flash toward us, SLAMM NG
agai nst the steel with a vicious scrapi ng SNAP

Bi shop flattens hinself away fromthe opening and
I nches al ong, | ooking pale and strained. He glances at
hi s wat ch.

I NT. OPERATI ONS 135

Ri pl ey has the stock of the M 41A snugged up to her cheek
and is awkwardly trying to keep up with Hi cks'
instructions. The Corporal is standing close behind her,
positioning her arms. It's intinate but that's the

| ast thing on their m nds.

HI CKS
Just pull it inreal right. It
will kick some. Wen the counter

here heads zero, hit this...

He thunbs a button and the magazi ne drops out, clattering
on the fl oor.

HI CKS
Just let it drop right out. Get
the other one in quick. Just
slap it in hard, it |ikes abuse.
Now, pull the bolt.

CLACK.

HI CKS
You' re ready agai n.

Ri pl ey repeats the action, not very snoothly. Her hands
are trenbling. She indicates a stout TUBE underneath
the sl ender pulse-rifle barrel.

Rl PLEY
What's this?
HI CKS
Well, that's the grenade | auncher

...you probably don't want to
mess wth that.

Rl PLEY
Look, you started this. Now show
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me everything. | can handle nyself.
HI CKS
Yeah. |[|'ve noticed.
| NT. CORRI DOR 136

DOLLYI NG W TH Ri pl ey wal ki ng down the corridor, now
carrying the newfound friend, the M41A  CGorman steps
out of the door to the ned | ab, |ooking weak but sound.
Burke is right behind him

Rl PLEY
How do you feel ?

GORVAN
Al right, I guess. One hell
of a hangover. Look, Ripley...
l...

Rl PLEY
Forget it.

She shoulders by himinto the ned lab. Gornan turns to
see Vasquez staring at himwth cold, slitted eyes.

GORMAN
You still want to kill ne?

VASQUEZ
(turning away)
It won't be necessary.

I NT. MED LAB - ANNEX 137

Ri pl ey crosses the deserted | ab, passing through the
annex to the small O R where she left Newt.

INT. MED LAB - O R 138

Entering the darkened chanber, R pley |ooks around.

Newt is nowhere to be seen. On a hunch she kneels down
and peers under the bed. Newt is curled up there,
jammed as far back as she can get, fast asleep. Stil
clutching "Casey."

Ripley stares at Newt's tiny face, so angelic despite
t he denons that have chased her through her dreans and
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the reality between dreans. Ripley lays the rifle on
top of the cot and craw s carefully underneath. W thout
waking the little girl, she slips her arnms around her.

Ri pl ey becones nerely the |arger of two children huddling
together in the darkness under their bed.

Newt's face contorts wth the externalization of sone
tornmented dreanscape. She cries out, a vague inarticulate
plea. R pley rocks her gently.

Rl PLEY
There, there. Sssshh. It's all
right.
EXT. Up-LINK TONER - VI EW OF AP STATI ON 139

A VIEWOF the processing station fromthe col ony | andi ng
platform A rising wind is clearing out the | ow fog and
the sil houette of the station grows sharper. Several
systens of high pressure conduits at the base of the
conical tower are actually glowing dull red with heat in
the darkness. High voltage discharges arc around the
upper latticework, lighting the blighted |andscape

with irregular glaring flashes.

PAN ONTO BI SHOP, F. G  hunched agai nst the wind at the
base of the telenetry tower. He has a TEST- BAY PANEL
open and the portable term nal patched in. Hi s jacket
I s draped over the keyboard and nonitor unit to protect
it fromthe elenents and he is typing frenetically.

Bl SHOP
(to hinself)
Now, if I didit right...

He punches a key marked "ENABLE."
I NT. SULACO CARGO LOCK - IN ORBIT 140

The drop bay is enpty and silent, with the remaining
ship brooding in the shadows. A KLAXON sounds and
rotating clearance |ights conme on. Hydraulics whine
tolife. Drop-ship two noves out on its overhead track
and is lowered into the drop bay fro | aunch-prep.
Service boons and fueling couplers nove in automatically
around the hull. A recorded announcenent echoes across
t he huge chanber.
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FEMALE VO CE
Attention. Attention. Autonatic
fuel i ng operations have begun.
Pl ease extinguish all snoking
mat eri al s.

| NT. OPERATI NG ROOM - TIGHT ON RI PLEY - MED LAB 141

as she awakens with a start. She checks her watch...

an hour has passed. She gently di sengages herself from
Newt and is about to crawl out from beneath the cot
when she sees sonething and FREEZES.

Across the room just inside the door to the ned | ab,
are two i nnocuous but nonethel ess chilling objects.

TWDO STASI S CYLI NDERS. Their tops are hinged open, and

t he suspension fields are swtched off. They are both
EMPTY. Ripley feels a slow upwelling wave of terror
rise through her in that silent frozen nonent...the

I nescapabl e certainty of a |lethal presence. Unable to
nove or breathe, she | ooks around frantically, assessing
t he situation.

Rl PLEY
(whi spers)
Newt. Newt, wake up.

NEWr
Wah...? \Were are...?

Rl PLEY
(whi spers)
Sssh. Don't nbve. W're in

t roubl e.

Newt nods, now wi de awake. They listen in the darkness
for the slightest betrayal of novenent. The scrabble
of multiple |legs across the polished floor, for exanple.

There is only the droning HUM of the little space heater.
Ri pl ey reaches up and, clutching the springs of the
underside of the cot, begins to inch it away fromthe
wal | .

The SQUEAL OF METAL as the | egs scrape across the floor
Is jarringly loud in the stillness.
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When the space is w de enough she cautiously slides
hersel f up between the wall and the edge of the cot,
reaching for the rifle she left lying on top of the
mattress. Here yes clear the edge of the bed. The rifle
I s GONE.

She snaps her head around. A SCUTTLI NG SHAPE LEAPS
TOMRD HER fromthe foot of the bed! She ducks with
a startled cry. The obscene thing hits the wall above
her, legs noving lightning fast. Reflexively she slans

the bed against the wall, pinning the creature inches
above her face. |Its legs and tail withe with
incredible ferocity and it emts a denented, piercing
SQUEAL.

Ri pl ey heaves Newt across the polished floor and in a
frenzied scranble rolls frombeneath the cot. She
flips it over, trapping the creature underneath.

They back away, gasping. Ripley's eyes flash around

t he shadowed room where every corner of space

bet ween equi pnent holds |ethal prom se. The creature
scuttles from beneath the bed and di sappears under a
back of cabinets in a blur. Ripley hugs Newt cl ose

and heads toward the door, noving as if every object in
the roomhad a mllion volts running through it. She
reaches the door. Hits the wall switch. Nothing
happens. Disabled fromoutside. She tries the lights.
Not hi ng. She pounds on the door. The acoustically
danpened door panel thunks dully. She noves to the
observati on wi ndow, glancing frantically over her

shoul der. The bare floor behind her is like a scream ng
t hreat.

Rl PLEY
(shouti ng)
Hey. .. hey!

She pounds on the wi ndow. Through the double

t hi ckness wi ndow we can SEE that the lab is dark and
enpty. Ripley whirls, hearing a | oat hsone scrabbling
behind her. Newt starts to whinper, feeding off her
fear. She steps in front of the video surveillance
canera and waves her arnms in a circle.

Rl PLEY
Hi cks! Hi cks!
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I NT. OPERATIONS - TIGHT ON VI DEO MONI TOR 142

show ng Ri pley waving her arns. There is no sound,
a surreal pantom ne.

A hand ENTERS FRAME and switches off the nonitor.
Ri pl ey' s i mage vani shes.

W DER ANGLE as Burke strai ghtens casually from
the console. Hicks is talking via headset with
Bi shop and hasn't noticed Ripley's plight or
Burke's action.

HI CKS
(into m ke)
Roger. Check back when you've
activated the ship.
(turning)
He's at the up-link tower.

BURKE
(calmy)
Excel | ent .
| NT. OPERATI NG ROOM 143

Ri pl ey picks up a steel chair and slans it agai nst
t he observation wi ndow. It bounces back fromthe
hi gh-i npact material. She tries again.

REVERSE ANGLE fromthe ned | ab side, show ng her
futile efforts, the chair hitting with a dull THAMCK
barely audi bl e through the doubl e thickness pressure
port.

Ri pl ey turns, studying the room She funbles through
a clutter of equipnent on a counter next to her and
finds a SMALL EXAM NATI ON LI GHT. Snapping it on she
pl ays the beamover the walls. Tall assenblies of
surgi cal and anaet hesi ol ogy equi pnent | oomin the
dark. She hears, ot thinks she hears, novenents. The
|l i ght spins across the room sw veling and bobbi ng
frantically. Like an indicator of her grow ng panic.
Newt starts a thin, high wailing.

NEWr
Mommy. . . noDmmyyyyy. . .
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Ri pl ey steadies herself, realizing New's terror and
the child' s dependence on her. She plays the beam
across the ceiling. Holds on sonething. GCets an idea.
She renoves her lighter froma jacket pocket and picks
up sone papers fromthe counter. Moving cautiously

she boosts Newt up onto the SURG CAL TABLE in the center
of the room and cl anbers up after her

NEWT
Mommy. ..l nmean, Ripley...lI'm
scar ed.

Rl PLEY

| know, honey. M too.

Ripley lights the papers and holds the flam ng nass
under the tenperature sensor of a fire control system
SPRI NKLER HEAD. It triggers, spraying the roomfrom
several sources wth water. An ALARM sounds t hroughout
t he conpl ex.

I NT. OPERATI ONS 144

Hi cks junps at the sound of the alarm finally
identifying its source anong the lights flashing on
his board. He bolts for the door, yelling into his
headset as he noves.

HI CKS
Vasquez, Hudson, neet ne in
medical! W got a fire!
| NT. OPERATI NG ROOM 145

Ri pl ey and Newt are drenched as the sprinklers
continue to drizzle in the darkness. The SIREN
hoots mani acally, masking all other sound. Ripley
scans the roomw th her light, her hair plastered

to her face, wi ping water out of her eyes. She is
eye level with a conplex surgical MJLTILIGHT. She

| ooks into its tangle of arns and cabl es, inches away.
Looks away. Her eyes snap back. SOVETH NG LEAPS AT
HER FACE. She SCREAMS and topples off the table,
splashing to the floor. Newt shrieks and scranbl es
away as Ripley hurls the CH TTERI NG creature off of
her. It slanms against a wall of cabinets, clings
for a nonent, then | eaps back as if driven by a
steel spring. Ripley scranbles desperately, pulling
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equi pnent over on top of herself, claw ng across the
floor in a frenzy of notion. 1In a blurr of
multijointed I egs the creature scuttles up her body.

She tears at it, but it is incredibly powerful for
Its size. It noves like lightning toward her head,
avoi di ng her funbling hands. Newt screans abjectly,
backi ng away, until she is pressed up against a
desk in one corner.

Ri pl ey has both hands up, forcing the pul sing body

back fromher face. The thing' s tail whips around

her throat and begins to tighten, forcing the underside
of its body close to her. Ripley thrashes about,
knocki ng over equi pnent, sending instrunents CLATTERI NG
Water streans over her, into her eyes, blinding her

and making it inpossible to get a grip on the creature's
body.

ANGLE ON NEWI' as crabli ke | egs appear from behind the
desk, right behind her. She sees it and, thinking
fast, jans the desk against the wall, pinning the
writhing thing. The desk junps and shudders agai nst

all the pressure her tiny body can bring to bear on it.
She wails between gritted teeth as the second creature
gets one leg free, then another and another. Squeezing
itself inexorably onto the desk top...toward her

The | egs of the chittering thing claw at Ripley's
head, getting a surer grip even as she whi ps her head
fromside to side. The obscene TUBULE extrudes wetly
fromthe sheath on the creature's underside, forcing
Itself between the arns she has crossed tightly over
her face.

A figure appears at the observation w ndow, a sil houette
behi nd the m sted-over glass. A hand w pes a clear spot.
H ck's eyes appear. He steps back. WHAM A burst of
pul se-rifle fire shatters the tenpered gl ass. Hicks
dives into the crazed spider web pattern and expl odes
into the roomin a shower of fragnents. He hits
rolling, his arnmor grinding through the shards, and
slides across to Ripley. He gets his fingers around the
thrashing | egs of the vicious beast and pulls. Between
the two of themthey force is away from her face,

though Ripley is losing strength as the tail tightens

si ckeningly around her throat. Hudson |eaps into the
room flings Newt away fromthe desk to go skidding
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across the wet floor, and blasts the second creature
agai nst the wall. Point-blank. Acid and snoke.

Gorman appears at Ripley's side and grabs the tail,
unwi nding its withing length Iike a boa constrictor
coil fromher throat. Al of themgrip the struggling,
SHRI EKI NG cr eat ur e.

HI CKS
The corner! Ready?

HUDSON
Do it!

Hi cks hurls the thing into the corner. It scrabbles
upright in an instant and | eaps back toward them
VWHAM  Hudson gets it cl ean.

Ri pl ey col | apses, gagging. The alarm and sprinklers
shut off automatically. Hi cks sees the stasis

cyl i nders.
Rl PLEY
( coughi nQ)
Burke...it was Burke.
| NT. OPERATI ONS - ANGLE ON HUDSON 146

| ooki ng decidedly stressed-out. He grips his rifle
tightly, Al MED RI GHT AT CAMERA.

HUDSON
(i ntense)
| say we grease this rat-fuck
son of a bitch right now

THE GROUP i s gathered around Burke who sits in a
chair, maintaining an icy cal malthough beads of
sweat betray intense concealed tension. Only a few

m nut es have passes and everyone is still buzzed on
adrenaline, as if the whole group is charged with
hi gh vol t age.
HI CKS
(paci ng)
| don't get it. It doesn't

make any Goddamm sense.
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Ripley stands in front of Burke, every fiber of

her being accusing himw th absol ute outrage. Burke
tries to break Ripley's stare, which is like a

di anond drill. He can't.

Rl PLEY
He wanted an alien, only he
couldn't get it back through
quarantine. But if we were inpregnated
...wWhatever you call it...and then
frozen for the trip back at just
the right tine...then nobody would
know about the enbryos we were carryi ng.
We and Newt .

Ripley glances at the little girl, a frail figure
sitting nearby, hugging her knees and watching the
proceedi ngs with sonber eyes. She is all but lost in
an adult jacket sonmeone has found for her, and her still
danp hair is plastered to her forehead and cheeks.

H CKS
Wit a mnute. W'd know about it.

Rl PLEY
The only way it would work is if
he sabotaged certain freezers
on the trip back. Then he could
jettison the bodi es and nake up
any story he liked.

HUDSON
Fuuuck! He's dead.
(to Burke)
You' re dogneat, pal.
BURKE
This is total paranoid del usion.
It's pitiful.
Rl PLEY
(wearily)
You know, Burke, | don't know

whi ch species is worse. You don't
see them screwi ng each other over
for a fucking percentage.

HI CKS
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(serious)
Let's waste him

(to Burke)
No of f ense.

Ri pl ey shakes her head, the rage giving way to a
si ckened enpti ness.

Rl PLEY
Just find soneplace to | ock him
up until it's tine to --

THE LI GHTS GO QUT. Everyone stops in the sudden darkness,
realizing instinctively it is a new escalation in the
struggle. Hicks |ooks at the board. Everything is out.
Doors. Video screens.

Rl PLEY
They cut the power.

HUDSON
What do you nean, they cut the
power? How could they cut the
power, man? They're aninals.

Ripley picks up her rifle and thunbs off the safety.

Rl PLEY
Newt! Stay cl ose.
(to the others)
Let's get sone trackers going.
Come on, get noving. Gorman, watch
Bur ke.

Hudson and Vasquez pick up their scanners and nove to
the door. Vasquez has to slide it open manually on its
track.

I NT. CORRI DOR 147

The two troopers separate and nove rapidly to the
barriers at opposite ends of the control bl ock

DOLLYI NG W TH VASQUEZ as she noves forward with feral
steps in the darkness.

ON HUDSON scanning the nmed | ab and the nearby barrier.
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Rl PLEY
(voi ce over)
Anyt hi ng?

BEEP. Hudson's tracker lights up, a faint signal.

HUDSON
There' s sonet hi ng.

He pans it around. Back down the corridor. It beep
agai n, | ouder.

HUDSON
It's inside the conpl ex.

VASQUEZ
(voi ce over)
You're just reading ne.

HUDSON
No. No! It ain't you. They're
inside. Inside the perineter.

They're in here.

Rl PLEY
Hudson, stay cool. Vasquez?

ANGLE ON VASQUEZ swi nging her tracker and rifle together.
She ainms it behind her. BEEP.

VASQUEZ
(cool)
Hudson may be right.

| NT. OPERATI ONS 148
Ri pl ey and H cks share a | ook..."here we go."

H CKS
(1 ow

It's ganme tine.

Rl PLEY
Get back here, both of you. Fal
back to Operations.

I NT. CORRI DOR 149
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Hudson backtracks nervously, peering all around. He
| ooks stretched to the limt.

HUDSON
This signal's weird...nust be
sone interference or sonething.
There's novenent all over the
pl ace. ..

Rl PLEY
(voi ce over)
Just get back herel!

Hudson reaches the door to operations at a run, a
nonment before Vasquez. They pull the door shut and
| ock it.

I NT. OPERATI ONS 150

Hudson joins Ripley and Hi cks, who are laying out their
armanent. Flanethrowers. G enades. M 41A nmagazi nes.
Hudson's tracker beeps. Then again. The tone continues
t hrough the SCENE, its rhythmincreasing.

HUDSON
Movenent! Signal's cl ean.

He pans the scanner. Stops. The range display reads
out, counting down.

HUDSON
Range twenty neters.

Rl PLEY
(to Vasquez)
Seal the door.

Vasquez picks up a hand-wel der and noves to conply.

HUDSON
Sevent een neters.

HI CKS
Let's get these things lit.

He hands one flanethrower to RIpley and begins primng

the other hinmself. It lights wwth a nuffled POP
Ripley's lights a nonent |ater. Sparks shower around
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Vasquez as she begins welding the door. Hudson's tracker
I's beeping like mad now, as fast as their hearts.

Rl PLEY
They | earned. They cut the power
and avoi ded the guns. They nust
have found another way in, sonething
we m ssed.

HI CKS
W didn't mss anything.

HUDSON
Fi fteen neters.

Rl PLEY
| don't know, an acid hole in
a duct. Sonething under the
fl oors, not on the plans.
| don't know

She picks up Vasquez' scanner and ains it the sane
direction as Hudson's.

HUDSON
Twel ve neters. Man, this is a big
fucking signal. Ten neters.

Rl PLEY

They're right on us. Vasquez,
how you doi ng?

Vasquez i s heedl essly showering herself with nolten netal
as she wel ds the door shut. W rking Iike a denon.

HUDSON
Ni ne neters. Eight.

Rl PLEY
Can't be. That's inside the room

HUDSON
It's readin' right. Look!

Ripley fiddles with her tracker, adjusting the tuning.

HI CKS
Well you're not reading it right!
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HUDSON
Si x nmeters. Five. What the fu --

He | ooks at Ripley. It dawns on both of them at the sane
time. She feels a cold prenonitory dread as she angl es
her tracker upward to the ceiling, alnost overhead. The
tone gets | ouder.

Hicks clinbs onto a file cabinet and raises a panel of
acoustic drop-ceiling. He shines his |ight inside.

H CKS' P.O V. 151

A soul -wrenching nightmare i nage. Moving in the beam of
light are aliens. Lots of aliens. They are crawing

| i ke bats, upside down, clinging to the pipes and beans
of the structural ceiling, not touching the flinsy
acoustic panels. They glisten hideously as they claw
their way forward in silence. They cover the ceiling

of the operations room The inner sanctumis utterly

vi ol at ed.

ON HI CKS 152
bl asted by fear.

Sonet hi ng noves. .. he snaps the light around. It's a
nmeter behind him | T LUNGES! He drops reflexively,
the claws raking across his arnor.

Hicks falls into the roomjust as the creatures detach
en nasse fromthe handhol ds. THE CEI LI NG EXPLODES,
raining debris. N ghtmare shapes drop into the room
Newt screans. Hudson opens fire. Vasquez grabs H cks,
pulls himup, firing one handed with her fl amethrower.
Ri pl ey scoops up Newt and staggers back. Gorman turns
to fire and Burke bolts for the only renaining exit,
the corridor connecting to the ned lab. 1In the
strobeli ke glare of the pulse-rifles we SEE fl ashes

of aliens, noving forward in the snmoke fromthe

flamet hrower fires. They nove |ike nothing human. ..

| eapi ng quick as insects at tines or gliding with
powerful, balletic grace.

Rl PLEY
Medi cal ! Get to nedical!
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She dashes for the corridor.
| NT. MED LAB CORRI DOR 153

DOLLYI NG BEHI ND HER as she sprints, the walls becom ng
a frenzied blur. Ahead of her Burke clears the door to
the med lab. HE SLIDES IT CLOSED. Ripley slans into
the door. Tries the latch. Hears it LOCK fromthe far
si de.

Rl PLEY
Burke! Open the door!

NEWr
Look!

Behi nd her an alien is noving down the corridor like a
| oconotive, a graceful skeleton shape as |ethal and

I nhuman as you can i magi ne. Strobe flashes backli ght
the denented sil houette. Shaking, Ripley raises her
rifle. She squeezes the trigger. NOTH NG HAPPENS.
The creature HI SSES, baring its teeth as it advances.
Ri pl ey checks the SAFETY. The safety is off. The

DI G TAL COUNTER. The magazine is full. Newt begins to
wail. Ripley's hands, slick with sweat, are trenbling
so much she alnost drops the rifle. Panic screans in
her brain. The thing is alnost on her, filling the

corridor, when she renenbers. She snaps the bolt back,
chanbering a round. Whips the stock to her shoul der.
FIRES. FLASH CRACK! A FLASHBULB GLI MPSE OF shri eki ng
jaws as the silhouette is hurled back, screeching

I nsanel y.

Ri pley is slamed agai nst the door by the recoil,
bl i nded by the flash and deafened by the concussion.

| NT. OPERATI ONS 154

Hi cks | ooks up. Fires PO NT-BLANK at a | eapi ng

sil houette. SCREEEECH The fire-control system has
tripped, with sprinklers spraying the roomand a

m ndl ess SIREN wai ling. Total pandenoni um

HUDSON
(hysterical)
Let's go! Let's go!

HI CKS
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Fucki n' Al

Hudson screans as floor panels lift under him and cl awed
arms seize himlightning fast, draggi ng hi m down.

Anot her skel etal shape | eaps on himfrom above. He

di sappears into the subfloor craw way. Hi cks, Vasquez
and Gorman naeke it to the nmed | ab access corridor.

I NT. CORRI DOR

Stunned, Ripley sees through dissipating snoke the
creature rising to advance again. Flinching agai nst
bl ast and glare she drills it PO NT-BLANK with a

BLI NDI NG BURST that carries the M41A' s nmuzzle right
up toward the ceiling. Newt covers her ears agai nst
t he CONCUSSI ON.

HI CKS
(o.s.)
Hol d you fire!

The troopers seemto materialize out of the snoke.

Rl PLEY
(i ndicating door)
Locked.
HI CKS
St and back.

Hi cks snaps the torch off his belt and cuts into the

| ock. I nhuman shapes enter the far end of the corridor.
Vasquez hands her flanethrower to Gorman and unslings
her rifle. She starts |oading 30mm grenades into the

| auncher, |ike oversize 12-guage shells.

GORMAN
You can't use those in herel

VASQUEZ
Right. Fire in the hole!

She punps a round up and fires. The grenade EXPLODES and
t he bl ast al nost knocks them down. Hicks kicks the door
open, nolten droplets flying.

HI CKS
(shouting at Vasquez)
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Thanks a | ot! Now | can't hear shit.

VASQUEZ
(shouti ng)
What ?

I NT. MED LAB ANNEX 156

Vasquez slides the door alnost closed, then fires three
grenades rapid-fire through the gap. She slans the door
honme as the grenades detonate, the expl osion sounding
gongl i ke through the netal.

Ripley sprints across the room trying the far door.
Burke has |ocked it as well. Hicks switches his
hand-torch from CUT to WELD and starts sealing the door
t hey just passed through.

I NT. MED LAB 157

Bur ke, hyperventilating with terror, backs across the
dark chanmber. Gasping, al nost paralyzed with fear, he
crosses the chanber to the door leading to the main
concourse. His fingers reach for the latch. It noves
by itself. The door opens slowy.

ON BURKE his eyes wide, transfixed by his fate. W
hear the BULLWHI P CRACK of a tail-stinger striking as we:

CUT TGO
I NT. MED LAB ANNEX 158

The door dinples with a clanging inpact, separating
slightly fromits franme. Another crash, the squeal of
tortured steel. Newt grabs Ri pley by the hand and
tugs her across the room

NEWT
Come on! This way.

She leads Ripley to an air vent set lowin the wall and
expertly unlatches the grille, swnging it open. New
starts inside but R pley pulls her back.

Rl PLEY
Stay behi nd ne.

http://www.imsdb.com/scripts/Aliens.html (119 of 142)7/2/2009 10:01:56 AM



Aliens Script at IMSDb.

Ripley trades her rifle for Gorman's flanmet hrower before
he can protest and enters the air shaft, which is a
tight fit. Newt scranbles in behind, followed by Hi cks,
Gorman and Vasquez on rearguard. d ancing back
fearfully Newt pushes on R pley's butt as they craw
rapidly through the shaft.

NEWr
Cone on. Crawl faster.

Rl PLEY
DO you know how to get to the
| anding field from here?

NEWr
Sur e. Go left.

Ripley turns into a |arger MAIN DUCT where there is
enough roomto crab-walk in a | ow crouch. She runs,
scrapi ng her back on the ceiling. The troopers' arnor
clatters in the confined space. They approach an

I ntersection. She fires the flamethrower around the
corner, the looks. Cear.

NEWT
Go right.

They sprint into the narrow connecting duct, the maze
becom ng a blur. R pley fires the flanethrower
periodically, as they pass side ducts covered by

| ouvered grilles or vertical shafts going to higher or
| oner | evels.

HI CKS
(i nto headset)
Bi shop, you read ne? Cone in, over

There is a | ong pause then Bishop's VA CE, al nost
unintelligible with interference, comes over the radio.

Bl SHOP
(voi ce over
static)
Yes, | read you. Not very well...
EXT. UP-LINK RELAY - LANDI NG FI ELD 159

Bi shop i s huddl ed agai nst the base of the telenetry
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mast, out of the wind which is now gusting viciously.

Bl SHOP
(yel l'i ng;
over enunci ati ng)
The ship is onits way. ETA
about sixteen mnutes. 1've
got ny hands full flying...
the weather's cone up a bhit.

Bi shop's fingers are blurring over the term nal keys and
he squints, watching the screen as the flight telenetry
updates rapidly.

In the b.g. the AP station has becone a ragi ng denon,
wreathed in boiling steam and el ectrical discharges.

I NT. AI'R DUCT 160

HI CKS
Al right, stand by there. W're
on out way. Over.

The beam of Ripley's light wavers hypnotically in the
tunnel ahead. She blinks, seeing sonething...not sure.
A GLI NTI NG OBSCENE FORM MOVI NG TOMRD THEM filling the
tunnel at the absolute limt of the light's power.

Rl PLEY
Back. Go back!

They try to crawl back, jamm ng together. Behind them
the way they have cone, a GRATINGis battered in with a
FEROCI QUS CLANG and the deadly sil houette of a warrior
flows into the duct. They are trapped. Vasquez uses

her flamethrower, bathing the tunnel in fire. Hicks
snaps out his hand-welder and cuts into the wall of the
duct. Mlten netal spatters him as sparks fill the
tunnel with lurid light. Vasquez' flamethrower sputters.

VASQUEZ

(icy)
Losi ng fuel.

Bet ween eye-searing bursts of flanme Ripley sees the
glistening apparitions closing in. H cks' torch feathers
out. Enpty. Bracing his back he kicks hard at the
cherry-hot netal. It bends aside.
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Beyond is a narrow SERVI CE WAY, |ined with pipes and
conduit. Hicks slides through the searing hole,
lifting Newt safely through as Ri pl ey hands her out.
Ripley follows and turns to help Gorman. Vasquez'

fl amet hrower goes dry. She draws her SERVI CE PI STOL.
Suddenly she | ooks up as a WARRI OR SCREECHES DOWN FROM
A VERTI CAL SHAFT, right above her.

She fires with incredible rapidity... BAM BAM BAM
Rolls aside. It lands on her |egs and she snaps her head
to one side just as its TAIL STINGER buries into the
nmetal wall beside her cheek. She fires again, enptying
the pistol, kicking the thrashing shape away.

Acid cuts through her chickenplate arnor, searing into
her thigh. She cries out, gritting her teeth against
the white-hot pain. Gorman sees Vasquez hit, unable to
nove. Sees the creatures comng the other way...and
turns away fromthe escape hole. He crawls back to her,
grabs her battle harness and starts draggi ng her towards
safety. Too late. The approaching alien warriors have
reached and passed the opening. Vasquez sees him
barely consci ous.

VASQUEZ
(hoar se whi sper)
You al ways were an asshol e, Gornan.

She seizes his hand in a deadly drip, but we RECOGN ZE
It as the "power greeting" she shared with Drake...
sonmething for the chosen few Gorman returns the grip.
He hands her two grenades and arns two hinself as the
creatures are upon them

I NT. SERVI CE WAY 161

RUSHI NG WTH Ri pl ey, Newt and Hicks as a full tilt run.
The service way lights up with a PONERFUL BLAST behi nd
them and they stunble with the shock wave. Newt breaks
out ahead and it's all Ripley and Hi cks can do to keep

up.
NEWT
This way. Conme on, we're al nost
t her e!
Rl PLEY
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Newt, wait!

The kid noves like Iightning, diving and dodgi ng around
obstacles. If it wasn't clear before it's clear now
that we are on her turf, and she's the ace. Running on
and on, their breathing I oud and echoing...the walls

a directionless blur. Newt never hesitates.

They reach a junction with a narrow ANGLED CHUTE whi ch
runs upward at a steep 45 degrees.

NEWI
Here! Go up.

I NT. CHUTE 162

Ri pl ey |1 ooks up the angles shaft, seeing light at the
top...an exterior vent hood. The sound of w nd boons
down from above. Like blow ng across a bottle top
vastly anplified.

Ri pl ey enters, bracing her feet on perilously narrow
side ribs in the shaft. She |ooks down. The chute
descends far into the depths, lost in shadow. She
starts to clinb with Next behind/ bel ow her, and Hi cks,
just energing fromthe side duct.

NEWT
Just up there --

Newt slips, a rusted rib collapsing under her foot. She
slides...catches herself with one hand. Ripley reaches
for her, dropping her light. The hand-|ight goes
skittering and bunpi ng down the chute, around a bend,
and di sappears.

Ri pl ey strains, reaching, her hand groping for New's.
They m ss, inches apart.

NEWr

She slips. Hicks |lunges, grabbing her oversized jacket.
AND SHE SLIPS QUT OF IT. Wth an echoi ng scream New
pl unmets, sliding down the chute into darkness.

MOVI NG WTH HER, the walls racing by in a dizzy blur |ike
a bobsled ride. THe shaft pitches left. Newt bounces,
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sliding halfway up the wall. The chute forks ahead.
Newt tunmbles into the right shaft, which drops at a
steeper angle into the depths. Just disappearing down
the LEFT SHAFT we SEE Ripley's light.

Ri pl ey | ooks Hicks in the eye. And kicks free...sliding
down the chute after Newt. Ripley slans her feet into
the side-ribs, bracing herself in a controlled descent.
Ri pl ey reaches the "V." Sees the glow of the light in
the left fork. She goes left.

Rl PLEY
Newt !

She hears a plaintive reply, so echoey and distorted it
has no direction.

NEWT
(o.s.)
Monmy. . .where are you?

Ri pl ey reaches the bottom of the chute where it
Intersects with a HORI ZONTAL SERVI CE TUNNEL. The Ii ght
is lying there, but no New. The echoing wail cones
agai n.

NEWT
(o.s.)
Mbooommeeee. . .

Ripley starts down the tunnel, answering. Newt's call
comes again. Fainter? She can't tell. She spins in
a grow ng panic, starts the other way.

Rl PLEY
(to her headset)
H cks, get down here. | need
that | ocator.
| NT. SUBBASENMENT 163

Newt is in a lowgrottolike chanber, filled with pipes
and machines. It is flooded, alnobst up to New's wai st.
She | ooks up, seeing |ight stream ng through a grating.
Ri pl ey's voice seens to cone fromthere.

Rl PLEY
(o.s.)
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Newt! Star wherever you are!
Newt clinbs sone pipes, straining to reach the grating.
I NT. SERVI CE TUNNEL 164

Hi cks joins R pley, unsnapping the energency-| ocator
fromhis belt. They follow the signal into a lighted
area where the power apparently was not cut.

HI CKS
This way. We're close..

Fol |l owi ng the signal they cone to a grating set in the
floor.

NEWr
Her el ' m here. ' m here.

Ripley runs to the grating. Looking down she sees Newt's
tearstreaked face. Newt reaches up. Her tiny fingers
wriggle up through the bars of the grate. Ripley
squeezes the child' s precious fingertips.

Rl PLEY
Cinb down, honey. W have to
cut through this grate.

Newt backs away, clinmbing down the pipe as Hi cks cuts
into the bars with his hand-torch.

I NT. SUBBASEMENT 165

Newt, standing wai st deep in the water, watches sparks
shower blindingly as Hi cks cuts. She bites her Ilinp,
trenbling. Cold and terrified. Silently a glistening
shape rises in one graceful notion fromthe water behind
her. It stands, dripping, dwarfing her tiny form Newt
turns, sensing the novenent...She SCREAMS as the

shadow engul fs her.

| NT. SERVI CE TUNNEL 166
Ri pl ey panics, hearing scream ng bel ow, then spl ashing.
She and Hi cks kick desperately at the grating, smashing

It down. Heedless of the cherry-hot edges Ripley
| unges into the hole with her |ight.
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Rl PLEY
Newt! Newt !

The surface of the water reflects the beam pl acidly.
Newt is gone. Bobbing in the water, eyes staring, is
"Casey" the doll head. 1In sinks slowy, distorting,
vani shing in darkness.

Hicks pulls R pley away fromthe hole. She struggles
furiously, trying to tear out of his grip.

Rl PLEY
No! Noooo!

He drags her back. It takes all of his strength.
HI CKS
(i ntense)

She's gone! Let's go!

He sees sonething noving toward themthrough a lattice

of pipes. Ripley is irrational. Hysterical.
Rl PLEY
No! No! She's alive! W
have to --
HI CKS

Al right! She's alive. |
believe it. But we gotta get
nmovi ng!  Now

He drags her toward an ELEVATOR not far away at the

end of the tunnel. Gets her inside, slanmm ng her against
the back wall. Hts the button to go to surface |evel.
An alien warrior leaps into the tunnel, starts

toward them The doors are closing. Not fast enough.
The creature gets one armthrough, the doors closing on
it. THEY OPEN AGAIN, an autonatic safety feature. THE
WARRI OR HI SSES, LUNG NG Hicks FIRES, PO NT-BLANK. It
spins away, SCREECHI NG Acid sl uices between the cl osing
doors, across Hicks' arnored chest plate, as he shields
Ripley with his body. The lift starts upward. Hi cks'
fingers race with the clasps as the stuff eats its way
toward his skin. Galvanized out of her hysteria, Ripley
claws at his arnor, hel ping himas nuch as she can. He
screans as the acid contacts his chest and arm He
shucks out of the conbat arnor |ike a madman, droppi ng
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the snoking pieces to the floor. Acrid funes fill the
air, searing eyes and lungs. The elevator stops. The
doors part and they stunble out, Ripley supporting Hicks
who i s doubl ed over in agony.

Rl PLEY
Conme on, you can nake it.
Al npst t here.

EXT. LANDI NG FI ELD 167

Drop-ship two descends toward the | anding grid,
side-slipping in hurricane gusts. Bishop stands, guiding
it wwth the portable termnal. The ship sets down hard.
Slides sideways. Stops. Bishop turns as R pley and

Hi cks stunble out of a doorway in the col ony buil ding
behind him He goes to them helping to support Hicks
and they run toward the ship, buffeted by the gale.

Ri pl ey shouts, her words barely audi bl e over the w nd.

Rl PLEY
HOW MUCH TI ME?

Bl SHOP
PLENTY!  TWENTY-SI X M NUTES!

Rl PLEY
VE' RE NOT LEAVI NG

The | oadi ng ranp depl oys and they run into the ship.

EXT. PROCESSI NG STATI ON 168
An infernal engine, roaring out of control. Steam bl asts
and swrls, lightning zaps around the superstructure and
colums of incandescent gas thunder hundreds of feet into
the air.

We APPROACH, hypnotically. The drop-ship ENTERS FRAME,
noving toward the station. It pivots, hovering in the
bl asti ng turbul ence, and settles onto a NARROW LANDI NG
PLATFORM ten | evel s above the ground, or about a third
of the way up the enornous structure.

I NT. DROP-SHI P 169

Ri pl ey finishes w nding tape around a bul ky object and
drops the roll. She has crudely fastened a M41A
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assault rifle together, side by side, with a flamethrower.
A massive, unw el dy package of absolute firepower. Her
novenents are curt, precise...determned. She works

rapi dly, snatchi ng nagazi nes, grenades, belts and ot her
gear fromthe fully stocked ordnance racks of the

dr op- shi p.

Bi shop cones aft fromthe pilot's conpartnent to help
Hi cks dress his injuries. Hcks is sprawied in a flight
seat, the contents of a FIELD MEDI CAL KEY strewn around
him He's out of the gane...contorted with pain.

Bl SHOP
Ri pley...

Rl PLEY
She's alive. They brought her
here and you know it.

Bl SHOP
In seventeen mnutes this place
will be a cloud of vapor the

si ze of Nebraska.

Ripley is stuffing gear rapidly into a satchel, her hands
flying.

Rl PLEY
H cks, don't |let him]l eave.

HI CKS
(grimacing with
pai n)
We ain't going anywhere.
She hefts the hybrid weapon, grabs the satchel and spins
to the door controls. The door opens. Wnd and
machi ne-t hunder bl ast in.

Rl PLEY
See you, Hicks.

Hi cks is holding a wad of gauze plastered over his face.

HI CKS
Dwayne. |t's Dwayne.

Ri pl ey grabs his hand. They share a nonent, albeit
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brief. Mitual respect in the valley of death.

Rl PLEY
El | en.

HI CKS
(nods with
sati sfaction)
Don't be long, Ellen.

Ri pl ey runs down the ranp, crossing the platformto the
open doors of a LARGE FREI GHT ELEVATOR. The doors cl ose.

I NT. FREI GHT ELEVATOR 170

The el evator descends. Bars of light nove rhythmcally
across her as Ripley stands facing the doors, watching
the |l andings go by. The heat grows nore intense. Pipes
glowi ng cherry-red pass by. Steam hisses and bill ows.
The |ift clatters in a steady beat. Hypnotic.

Ri pl ey renoves her jacket and dons a battle harness
directly over her T-shirt. Her hair is matted, and
she glistens with sweat. Her eyes burn with a
determ nation that holds the gut-panic in check.

The el evat or descends. She checks her weapon. Attaches
a BANDOLI ER OF GRENADES to her harness. Prinmes the
flamet hrower. Checks the rifle's nagazine. Racks the
bolt, chanbering the first round. She checks the
MARKI NG FLARES jammed in the thigh pockets of her

junp pants. She drops an unprinmed grenade, trenbling,
forcing herself to be strong. W SEE she doesn't

know doodl ey about grenades.

This is the nost terrifying thing she has ever done. She
begins to hyperventilate, soaking wwth sweat. Her fingers
slick and slippery on the rifle. The el evator descends.

The |ift notors whine, slowing. It hits bottomwith a
bunp. The safety cage retracts. Slowy, expectantly,
t he doors open.

HER P.O.V. THROUGH the parting doors...an enpty
corridor. Dark, swirling wth steam a ruddy gl ow

VI SI BLE here and there. It seens to have been a descent
into Dantean Hell. The air itself vibrates wth heat

di stortion. Couplings groan. Machinery whines and
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throbs. Like the beating of a vast heart the poundi ng
of massive punps echoes through the station.

I NT. CORRI DOR 171

Ri pl ey noves out of the lift, knuckles white on the
rifle. Her eyes dart, straining to penetrate the | ethal
gloom Behind her we SEE a SECOND ELEVATOR next to
hers, its lift cage sonewhere on a higher floor. Ahead
the corridor is encrusted with the alien excressence
and not far down the bio-nechanoid cataconb begins.

She enters the maze, darting glances at Hi ck's LOCATOR,
taped to the top of her kludge weapon.

A VA CE echoes down the tunnels, cal mand nechani cal .

VA CE
Attention. Enmergency. Al
personnel nust evacuate
I mredi ately. You now have
fourteen mnutes to reach
m ni mum saf e di st ance.

I NT. CATACOMVB 172

Range and direction read out in rapid-fire al pha-nunerics
on the | ocator display.

Ri pl ey blinks sweat out of her eyes, noving through the
swrling steamof the alien naze. She approaches an

I ntersecting tunnel. Flashing energency lights

illum nate the insane fresco of the walls. She spins,
firing the flamethrower. Nothing there. She whirls
back. Moves forward, trenbling and adrenali zed.

Skeletal figures drown in the walls, frozen in macabre
tornmented positions |Iike human insects in anber.

St eam bl asts, blinding her. The |ocator signal

strengt hens an she turns, crouches through a | ow
passage, turns again. At each intersection she quickly
lights a FI FTEEN-M NUTE MARKI NG FLARE and drops it.

For the way back. She has to turn sideways, inching

t hrough a fissure between two walls of death...cocoon
ni ches, human bas-relief sealed in resin.

SUDDENLY SOMETHI NG SHOOTS QUT, GRABBI NG HER! A hand.

She recovers , then recognizes the face sealed in
the wall. Carter Burke.
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BURKE
Ripley...help ne. | can feel
it...inside. Onh, God...it's
novi ng! Ch gooood. . .

She | ooks at him No one deserves this.

Rl PLEY
Her e.

She hands hi ma grenade, wapping his fingers around
the spoon, and pulls the prinmer. She noves on.

VA CE
You now have el even mnutes to
reach m ni num safe di stance.

Ri pl ey noves ahead. The |ocator signals shows she is

al nost there. A CONCUSSI ON rocks the place, |like an
eart hquake, jarring her alnost off her feet. Then
another. The whole station seens to shudder. A SIREN
begins to wail a denented rhythm Follow ng the tracker
she turns a corner and stops. The RANGE | NDI CATOR READS
ZERO. She | ooks down, horrified to see Newt's tracer
bracelet lying on the floor of the tunnel. Al hope
recedes, disintegrating into m ndless chaos.

I NT. EGG CHAMBER 173

Newt is cocooned in a pillarlike structure at the
edge of a cluster of upright O/O D SHAPES. . . alien
eggs. Her eyelids flutter open and she becones
awar e of her surroundi ngs. The egg nearest her
begins to nove...opening |like an obscene flower at
its top to reveal sonething stirring within. Newt
stares, transfixed by terror, as the jointed |egs
appear over the lip of the ovoid one by one. She
SCREANE.

| NT. CATACOMBS 174
Ri pl ey hears the scream and breaks into a run.
| NT. EGG CHAMBER 175

Newt wat ches the face-hugger energe and turn toward
her. Ripley runs in just as it is tensing to |eap,
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and FIRES, blasting it with a burst fromthe assault
rifle. The flash illum nnates the figure of an
adult warrior, nearby. It spins, noving straight
for Ripley. Firing fromthe hip she drills it with
two controlled bursts which catapult it back. She
steps toward it, FIRING AGAIN. Her expression is
murderous. AND AGAIN. It spins onto its back

She unl eashes the flanethrower and it vanishes in

a fireball. R pley runs to Newt and begins tearing
at the fresh resinous cocoon nmaterial, freeing the
child. She swi ngs her up onto her back.

NEWT
(weakl y)
| knew you'd cone.
Rl PLEY
Newt, | want you to hang on,

now. Hang on tight.

G oggily Newt hooks her arnms and | egs through the belts
of Ripley's battle harness as Ripley picks up her
weapon. Mdire warriors are noving toward her anong

the eggs. She fires the flanethrower. The eggs are
engul fed. One of the warriors lunges forward, a

living fireball. She blasts it in half with two

bursts fromthe M41A. Ripley retreats, ducking under
a glistening cylindrical mass. A Pl ERC NG SHRI EK

fill the chanber. She turns. And there it is.

A massive silhouette in the mst, the ALI EN QUEEN

gl owers over her eggs like a great, glistening black

I nsect - Buddha. Wat's bi gger and neaner than the
Alien? H's nomma. Her fanged head is an uni magi nabl e
horror. Her six linbs, the four arns and two

powerful |egs, are fol ded grotesquely over her

di stended abdonen. The egg-filled abdonen swells

and swells into a great pulsing tubular sac, suspended
froma lattice of pipes and conduits by a weblike
nmenbrane as if some vast coil of intestine were draped
carel essly anong the nmachinery. Ripley realizes

she ducked under part of it a nonment before. |nside

t he abdom nal sac can be SEEN the fornms of countl ess
eggs, churning their way toward the pul sating ovi positor
where they energe glistening, to be picked up by
DRONES. The drones are tiny scuttling al bino versions
of the "warrior" aliens we have al ready seen.

http://www.imsdb.com/scripts/Aliens.html (132 of 142)7/2/2009 10:01:56 AM



Aliens Script at IMSDb.

Ri pl ey punps the slide on her grenade | auncher. She
fires. Punps and fires again. Four tinmes. The
grenades punch deep into the egg sac and EXPLODE,
ripping it open fromw thin. Eggs are tons of gel atinous
matter pour across the chanber floor. The Queen goes
berserk, SCREECH NG |i ke sone psychotic steam whistle.
Ri pl ey | ays about her with the flanmethrower, igniting
everything in sight with an insane fury. Eggs shrivel
in the inferno, and figures of warriors and drones
vanish in frenzied thrashing. Over all is the Queen's
shrieking as she struggles in the flames. Two
warriors energe fromthe boiling snoke, closing on
her. She pulls the trigger...an enpty click. D G TAL
COUNTER fl ashing crinson zeroes. She drops the
nmagazi ne, grabs another fromher belt, rams it hone
and OPENS UP.

The creatures vanish in rapid-fire flashes. Ripley
backs away, venting her terror in a sustained orgy
of fire as she blasts everything that noves in one

| ong eye-searing expenditure of energy. Then she
dashes into the cataconbs, navigating by sheer prinma
I nstinct.

I NT. CATACOMBS 176

Ripley runs, blindly, with panting intensity verging
on hysteria. |Inpressions crash upon her...the mze
blurring by, sirens howing, the station rocking wth
expl osi ons, energency |ights flashing, steam bl asting,
red-hot steel hissing. Reality itself is reduced to
a concussive series of strobelike instants of

rel entl ess forward noti on.

She sees one of the flares she dropped and turns.
Sees another, sprinting toward it as the foundations
of the world shake.

I NT. EGG CHAMBER 177

Lashing in a frenzy, the QUEEN DETACHES FROM THE EGG
SAC, ripping away and dragging torn cartil age and

ti ssue behind it. SEEN DIM.Y THROUGH swirling snoke,
it rises on its powerful |egs and steps forward.

I NT. CATACOMBS - CORRI DOR 178-
179
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Ri pl ey uses the flanmethrower ahead of her, firing
bursts of pulse-rifle fire down side corridors at

I ndi stinct shapes and shadows. The weapon is enpty
when she reaches the freight elevators. A mass of
debris, falling down the shaft froma higher |evel
has denolished the |ife cage she descended in. She
slanms the control for the other cage and hears the
sound of the LIFT MOTOR S WHINE as it begins its

sl ow descent from several |evels up. AN ENRAGED
SCREECH ECHCES in the corridor. Ripley sees a

sil houette noving in the snoke...a glistening bl ack
shape which FILLS THE CORRI DOR TO THE CEI LI NG. .. THE
QUEEN. Her last cartridge is reading zeroes. The
fl amet hrower sputters usel essly when she tries that.
The grenades are gone. Ripley drops the weapon and
| ooks up the shaft to the descending lift...then at
t he approaching FIGJRE. The elevator won't be in tine.
She runs to a | adder set in the wall as a horrendous
screech beats in her ears. She scranbles up the
rungs.

I NT. SECOND LEVEL 180

Ri pl ey struggles up through a narrow hatch, New
clinging to her. She dives aside as a POAERFUL
BLACK ARM shoots up through the opening, its
razor claws slammng into the grille-floor inches
fromher. Looking down through the grille she
sees the great horrifying jaws directly bel ow her,
wet and | eering. She scranbles up, running, as
the grille-floor lifts and buckl es behind her
with the titanic force of the creature bel ow.

It hurls itself with insane ferocity against the
metal , pacing her from bel ow as she runs.

I NT. STAI R\ELL 181

Ri pl ey reaches an open-grid energency stairwell and
sprints upward. It rocks and shudders with the
station's death throes.

VA CE
You now have two m nutes
to reach m ni num safe
di st ance.

I NT. CORRI DOR - ELEVATORS 182-
183
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The lift reaches bottom the doors rolling open.
The Queen turns and freezes, as if contenpl ating
the open lift cage.

I NT. STAI RWELL 184

Ri pl ey stunbl es, smashi ng her knees agai nst the
nmetals stairs. As she rises she hears the LIFT
MOTORS start up. Looking down through the lattice
work of the station she sees the life cage start
om nously upward. She knows there is only one
explanation for that. She runs on, the stairwell
becom ng a crazy whirl around her.

EXT. LANDI NG PLATFORM 185

Ripley, with Newt still clinging to her, slans
t hrough the door opening onto the platform

Thr ough w nd-whi pped streaners of snoke she
sees... THE SH P IS GONE

Rl PLEY
Bl SHOP

Her shouts becone inarticul ate screans of hatred,
outrage at the final betrayal. She scans the sky.
Not hi ng.

Rl PLEY
(hysterical)
Bl SHOP

Newt is sobbi ng.

The |ift rises ponderously INTO VIEW Ripley turns,
backi ng away fromthe doors toward the railing. There
is no place to run to on the platform EXPLOSI ONS
detonate in the conplex far bel ow and huge fireballs
swel | upward through the machi nery. The pl atform bucks
wildly. Nearby a cooling tower collapses with a
THUNDEROUS ROAR and the SHRI EK OF RENDI NG STEEL. More
EXPLCSI ONS, one after another, rocketing up from bel ow
Ri pley stares transfixed as the lift stops. The

safety cage parts.

Rl PLEY
(to Newt; | ow
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Cl ose your eyes, baby.

The |ift doors begin to open. A glinpse of the
apparition wthin.

ANGLE ON RI PLEY AND NEWI as the drop-ship R SES RI GHT
BEHI ND THEM its hovering jets roaring.

VA CE
You now have thirty seconds to
reach. ..

Ri pl ey | eaps for the | oadi ng boom projecting down from
the cargo bay and it raises theminto the ship. A
TREMENDOUS EXPLOSI ON RI PS THROUGH THE COVPLEX near by,
slamm ng the ship sideways. Its extended |anding |egs
foul in a tangle of conduit, grinding with a hideous
squeal of netal on netal

I NT. /EXT. DROP-SHI P - STATI ON 186-
187

Ripley leaps into a seat with Newt, cradling her. Begins
strapping in. Bishop westles with the controls. The

|l anding legs retract, ripping free. Ripley slanms her
seat harness | atches hone.

Rl PLEY
Punch it, Bishop!

The entire |l ower |evel of the station disappears in a
fireball. The air vibrates with intense heat waves and
concussion. The drop-ship engines fire. R pley is

sl ammed back in her seat. The ship vaults out and up,
Bi shop standing it on its tail, pouring on the gees.

Ri pl ey and Newt see everything shake into a blur

EXT. STRATOSPHERE 188

The drop-ship lunges up and out of the cloud layer into
the clear high night. Below, the clouds light up from
beneath from hori zon to hori zon.

A SUN HOT DOME OF ENERGY bursts up through the cloud

| ayer, VWH TING QUT THE FRAME. The tiny ship is slanmed
by the shockwave, tossed forward...and clinbs, scorched
but functioning, toward the stars.
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I NT. DROP-SHI P 189

Ri pl ey and Newt watch the blinding glare fade away and
they sit, w de-eyed, trenbling, realizing they are
finally and truly safe. Newt starts to cry quietly,
and Ri pley strokes her hair.

Rl PLEY
It's okay, baby. W made it. |It's
over.
I NT. SULACO CARGO LOCK - IN ORBIT - LATER 190

The scorched and battered ship once again sits inits

dr op- bay, steam bl asting from cooling vents beside the
engine. Rotating clearance |lights sweep the dark chanber
hypnotical |l y.

I NT. DROP-SHI P 191

Bi shop stands behind Ri pley as she kneels beside a
comat ose Hi cks.

Bl SHOP
| gave hima shot, for the pain.
We'll need to get a stretcher to

cart himup to nedical

Ri pl ey nods and, picking up Newt, precedes Bi shop down
the aisle to the | oading ranp.

Bl SHOP
I"'msorry if | gave you a scare
but that platformwas just becom ng
too unstable. ..

I NT. CARGO LOCK - DROP-SHI P 192
Bi shop continues as they nove down the ranp.
Bl SHOP
| had to circle and hope things
didn't get too rough to take you
of f.

Ripley turns to him stopping partway down the ranp.
She puts her hand on his shoul der
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Rl PLEY
You di d okay, Bishop.

BI SHOP
Well, thanks, | --

He notices a tiny innocuous drop of liquid splash onto the
ranp next to his shoe. SSSSSS. Acid. SOVETH NG BURSTS
FROM H'S CHEST, spraying Ripley with mlklike android bl ood.
It i1s the razor-sharp scorpion TAIL of the alien QUEEN
Driven right through himfrom behind. Bishop thrashes,
seizing the protruding section of tail in his hands, as is
slowy lifts himoff the deck. Above themthe Queen
glowers fromits place of conceal nent anong the hydraulic

mechani sns i nside one |anding-leg bay. It blends perfectly
with the machinery until it begins to enmerge. Seizing

Bi shop in two great hands it rips himapart and flings him
asi de, shredded, like a doll. It descends slowy to the

deck, the rotating lights glistening across its shiny black
l'imbs, dripping acid and rage. Still snoking where Ripley
half-fried it. The Queen is huge, powerful...and very

pi ssed off. It descends slowy, its six linbs unfolding in
I nhuman geonetri es.

Ri pl ey noves with nightnmarish sl owness herself, staring
hypnoti zed...terrified to break and run. She | owers Newt
to the deck, never taking her eyes off the creature.

Rl PLEY
(to Newt)
Go!

Newt runs for cover. The Alien drops to the deck, pivoting
toward the notion. Ripley waves her arns, decoying.

Rl PLEY
Her e!

Wthout warning it noves like lightning, straight at her.

Ri pl ey spins, sprinting, as the creature | eaps for her.

Its feet slam echoing, on the deck behind her. She clears
a door. Hits the switch. It WH RRS closed. BOOM The
Alien hits a nonent |ater.

I NT. DARK CHAMBER 193

Ri pl ey noves ferret-quick anong dark, unrecogni zable
machi nes.
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VARI QUS ANGLES VERY TI GHT ON what she is doing...her feet
going into stirruplike nechanisns. Velcro straps

fastened over them Fingers stabbing buttons in a sequence.
Her hand cl osing on a conplex grip-control. The HUM of
powerful notors. The WHI NE of hydraulics.

I NT. CARGO LOCK 194

The Queen turns its attention fromthe doors to Newt as
the little girl crawms into a systemof trenchlike
servi ce channel s which cross the deck. The channels are
covered by steel grillewrk and barely big enough for her
to craw through.

I NT. CHANNEL 195

Newt scurries |like a rabbit as the loomng figure of the
Al'i en appears above, seen through the bars. A section of
grille is ripped away behind her. She scranbles

desperately. Another section is ripped away right at her

heels. Light pouring in. The next will be right above
her .
I NT. CARGO LOCK 196

The Queen spins at the sound of door notors behind her.
The parting doors REVEAL an i nhuman sil houette standing
t here.

Ri pl ey steps out, WEARI NG TWO TONS OF HARDENED STEEL.
THE PONER LOADER. Li ke nedi eval arnmor with the power of
a bull dozer. She takes a step...the nmassive foot

CRASH CLANGS to the deck. She takes another, advancing.

Ri pl ey's expression is one you hope you'll never see...
Hel | hath no fury |ike that of a nother protecting her
child and that primal, murderous rage surges through her
now, banishing all fear.

Rl PLEY
Get away from her, you bitch

The Queen SCREECHES pure lethality and | eaps.
WALLOP! A roundhouse from one great hydraulic arm catches

It onits hideous skull and slanms it into a wall. It
rebounds into a massive backhand. CRASH It goes
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backward i nto heavy | oadi ng equi pnent.

Rl PLEY
(scream ng)
Cone on!

The Queen energes as a blur of rage, lashing with
unbelievable fury. The battle is joined.

Caws swi pe, tail lashes. Ripley parries with radical

swi pes of the steel forks. They circle in a whirling

bl ur, denolishing everything in their path. The cavernous
chanber echoes with nightmarish sounds...WH NE, CRASH,
CLANG SCREECH.

They lock in a death enbrace. Ripley closes the forks,
crushing two of the creature's linbs. It |ashes and
withes with incredible fury, coming within inches of her
exposed body. She lifts it off the ground. The hind
legs rip at her, slanmm ng against the safety cage, denting
it in. The striking teeth extend al nost a neter from
inside its fanged maw, shooting between the crash-bars.
She ducks and the teeth slaminto the seat cushion

behi nd her dead in a spray of drool. Yellow acid foans
down the hydraulic arnms toward her. The creature rips

at hi gh-pressure hoses. Purple hydraulic fluid sprays
... machine blood mxing with alien blood. They topple,
of f bal ance. The Queen pins her. Ripley hits a swtch.
The power | oader's CUTTING TORCH flares on, directly in
the thing's face. They roll together, over the lip of

a RECTANGULAR PI'T, A VERTI CAL LQADI NG Al RLOCK

I NT. LOADI NG LOCK 197

They crash together four neters below, twsted in the
| oader's weckage. The Alien shrieks, pinned.

Ri pley pulls her armout of the controls of the |oader
and claws toward a panel of airlock actuating buttons.
She slaps the red "I NNER DOOR OVERRI DE" and | atches the
"HOLD" | ocki ng-key down. A KLAXON begins to sound. She
hits "OUTER DOOR OPEN' and there is a hurricane shriek of
air as the doors on which they are |ying separate,
REVEALI NG the infinite pit of stars, bel ow

Al this tine the Alien has been lashing at her in a

frenzy and she has been parrying desperately in the
confined space. The airlock becones a wi nd tunnel,
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bl asting and buffetting her as she struggles to unstrap
fromthe | oader. The air of the vast ship how s past her
into space as she claws her way up a service | adder.

I NT. CARGO BAY 198

Newt screans as the hurricane airstream sucks her across
the floor toward the airlock. Bi shop, torn virtually in
two, his pastalike internal organs whi pped by the w nd,
gri ps a stanchion and reaches desperately for Newt as she
slides past him He catches her arm and hangs on as she
dangles, doll-like, in the airblast.

I NT. LOADI NG LOCK 199

The Alien seizes Ripley's ankle. She |ocks her arns
around a | adder rung, feels them al nost torn out of
t heir shoul der sockets.

The door opens farther, all of space yawni ng below. The
| oader tunbles clear, falling away. It drags the Alien,
still clutching one of Ripley's lucky hi-tops, into the
dept hs of space. Its SHRIEK fades, it gone.

Wth all her strength Ripley fights the blasting air,
crawling over the lip of the inner doorway. She rel eases
the OVERRIDE from a second panel. The inner doors close.
The turbul ent air eddies and settles.

She lies on her back, drained of all strength. Gasping
for breath. Wakly she turns her head, seeing Bishop

still holding New by the arm Encrusted with his own
vanilla m| kshake bl ood. Bishop gives her a small, grim
smle.

Bl SHOP

Not bad for a human.
He wi nks.
Ri pl ey crosses to Newt.

NEWT
(weakl y)

Mommy. . . Mommy?

Rl PLEY
Ri ght here, baby. Right here.
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Ri pl ey hugs her desperately.
| NT. CORRI DOR 200

Ripley Iinps along the corridor, carrying Newt on her hinp.
The ship's systens humconfortingly. New's head rests
on her shoul der.

NEWP
Are we going to sleep now?
Rl PLEY
That's right.
NEWT
Can we dreanf
Rl PLEY
Yes, honey. | think we both can.

HOLD ON THEM AS t hey recede down the | ong straight
corridor.

FADE OUT

THE END
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