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EXT. MEMPHIS CITY STREET, ALLEY - NIGHT

Neon lights shine behind dark glass. Old newspaper scraps 
roll along the sidewalk. The sound of a blues guitar plays in 
the distance.

LETTIE, 11, takes long strides in her faded blue jeans under 
a spunky mop of strawberry-blonde hair. She stares at the 
silver bracelet on her wrist with a strange engraving. 

SIX HUMANOID BRAUTOURRI ALIENS, with broad, muscular frames 
and tan speckled skin, stand in shadow and watch her. 

EXT. MEMPHIS CITY STREET - NIGHT

FOUR SONS OF AHEMAIT, a team of militants in urban 
camouflage, sit in a stealth formation and watch six 
Brautourri follow Lettie. 

The Sons of Ahemait move into position on either side of the 
alley, silently overpower two Brautourri and drag them away. 

INT. DUAT, INTERROGATION ROOM - NIGHT

TRAHKIIN, 50, a slim, muscular Brautourri with pale skin and 
a bloody face stands beside DROUWHAN, 50, an equally slim 
Brautourri with a resemblance to Trahkiin. 

They struggle in chains on a wall as MAJOR CARTWRIGHT, 35, 
with thick brown hair and a narrow gaze, enters the room.

CARTWRIGHT
Gentlemen, shall we get started? Or 
did you have resistance in mind? 

Cartwright stares into Trahkiin’s eyes. He pulls the chain 
tight around Drouwhan’s neck. 

Drouwhan chokes and his body slumps. 

CARTWRIGHT (CONT’D)
Now, we’ll just pass the time until 
he wakes up.

Cartwright releases the neck chain.

CARTWRIGHT (CONT’D)
Then we’ll see what he’d like to 
tell us about this bracelet.

Cartwright pushes a cart beside Trahkiin and lays out several 
sharp, metal instruments.



CARTWRIGHT (CONT’D)
In the meantime, I’d like to know 
more about this girl. 

Cartwright pushes Trahkiin’s head back.

TRAHKIIN 
(Tourrish with subtitles)

There may be no greater dishonor 
than to release the secrets of the 
Altecolmer.

CARTWRIGHT
The Altecolmer? Is that what you 
call the bracelet? Good. 

Cartwright places a scalpel under Trahkiin’s eye.

CARTWRIGHT (CONT’D)
I’ve learned something new already. 
What else lies behind these eyes?

INT. DUAT, GENERAL GRAVES’ QUARTERS - DAY

Newspaper clippings cover the walls. GENERAL GRAVES, 45, with 
a broad frame and a square face, sits at a large desk in the 
center of the room.

Cartwright enters with documents under his arm. 

CARTWRIGHT
Major Cartwright reporting, sir.

GRAVES
At ease, Major. What do you have 
for me?

CARTWRIGHT
Dossiers, sir. 

The first page reads: “TOP SECRET: ALTECOLMER.”

GRAVES
I see the history of the Brautourri 
race and special notations on its 
abilities. 

Graves flips through the pages of the documents.

GRAVES (CONT’D)
I see hundreds of pages of physical 
descriptions. Do you know what I 
don’t see, Major? A location. 
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Graves closes the folder and flings it across the desk. 
Cartwright leans over the desk, flips to a page and turns it 
towards Graves.

CARTWRIGHT
According to their culture, the 
Altecolmer is assigned to six 
Brautourri soldiers, the Altave.

Graves pushes the document toward Cartwright.

CARTWRIGHT (CONT’D)
We don’t have the artifact, but 
neither do the Brautourri. 

GRAVES
And this news is supposed to make 
my day, Major? 

CARTWRIGHT
The Altave have been following a 
young girl. We believe that she has 
the Altecolmer. 

GRAVES
You believe? I’m getting tired of 
your speculations. 

CARTWRIGHT
The Brautourri want to see if she 
can wield it. If we tail them, they 
may lead us to the artifact itself. 

Graves stands at his desk and stares at the dossier. 

CARTWRIGHT (CONT’D)
Sir? Orders, sir?

GRAVES
Put together a team. They need to 
be discerning men. Don’t harm the 
girl. Bring me the Altecolmer.
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