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-..in loving memary of Sarah Marie Narvaa

Author’s Note:

Over the course of this nation’s history, more than twenty pieces of
anti-alien legislation have passed through Congress. Unfortunately,
whoever 1s running this country 1s focusing way too much on
residential aliens down south m Central America, when the real
threat comes from above...Canada. In reality, alens, at least those
with tentacles, subtly affect all aspects of today’s society, at our high
schools, the local gym, and maybe even your own house. So you
better believe that they are getting hungry for human flesh and
dignity.
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Cast of Characters
(in order of appearance)

Mark: the ventable protagomst; he is a high school junior, and npe with
excitement for the new season of Alien Infiltration, as well as the
upcoming high school prom; he s probably the coolest teenage dirtbag
known to literature.

Voiceover: a neutral role designed to wspire fear aud vigor withi the
faithful followers of Aken Infiltration; originally written for Kiefer
Sutherland, this role should remind one of Fox’s 24.

Mother Alien: Zuflu’s mother; she is obnoxious, useless, and has a
strange affntty for Ushed’s lut single “Yeah”,

Father Alien (ak.a. Lothar): Zuflu’s father; he is wizened and grim; he
has the best of intentions; his primary objective is to enlighten his son.

Zuflu: cute, five-year-old alicn; curious like the children iuside all of us;
he has a very high-pitched voice; he is Mark’s best friend.

Dad: Mark’s biological father; his single fatherhood is cmbodicd i his
caustic and frat-hke behavior; he has some sentimentality to him, but he

hides this facet reasonably well.

Mzr. Jones: Mark’s fifth period math teacher; he is arrogant, irritable,
sarcastic, and crazy.

Marie: Mark’s crush and hopeful prom date; she is unbecoming to say
the least, an obvious reflection of her deepest insecurities.

Olivia: one of Mark’s puers; much to her dismay, Olivia is completdy
unable to speak, a bona fide “stuttering Stanley.”

Sarah: Mauc's best fricnd, she is pamstakingly stupid.
Bad Alien (aka. Blank and Grey Shape): Marie’s alter ego; this
antagomist is a representation of the disgusting reality that comes with a

Iife without love.

Random Gay: a random guy.
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ALIEN INFILTRATION

(Ble Blarp Ble Bleep Blarp)

Episode 1.
(Disclaimer: the action in ‘Episode 17 transitions between the Mark/Dad interaction and the
television show Afen Infiltration. Though the two worlds are initially disparate, the conversations in
this first glimpse of Mark’s life should foreshadow the ultimate overdap of aficn-human relatons)

(Mark enters bving room, hearing the ‘tick, tick, tick” of his own watch and lpoking down at i1.)

Mark. Wool! It’s five thirty. (He grabs the remote from the couch and turns on the television as he
213
Voiceover. Welcome to Season three of Afen Infiltration. The following takes place between

3:00 and 5:067.

(Phone ring to the tune of Usher’s “Yeah.” Mother Alien hears this and progressively becomes more and more
interested unti! <he ic dancing cramiby. She picks up the phons.)

Mother A. Yeah?

(Father Aliea snters with Zufly, foiling to acknowledge his wife)

Father A. Zuflu! It is ime my child.

Zuftu. Time for what, papa?

Father A. Time for you to understand.

Zuflu, (With utrer excdtement) TIME FOR MF, TOVUNDERSTAND!

Mother A. (bored, to Father Alien) Honey! The phone’s for you. (Throws the phone af him.)
Father A. (Carching i1} Thank you, dear.

Zuflu. No, papa! Don’t leave! I want to understand.

{Action retnrns fo ihe Dumun wosld}

Dad. (offitage) Mark, tam it off. It’s time for dinner. (He enters Gring room by kicking open
the donr. He is bolding a pioson bocc) T got. . PIZZA!

Mark. Dad! Come on, it’s my favorite show.

Dad. T onbing at the TV} What is this coap?

Mark Alien Infiltration!

Dad. NMarck.
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Mack Cad...

Dad. What?

Marke Doa't!

Dad. What?

Mark Stop!

Dad. What?

Mark You knuw.

Dad. I don’t know.

Mark {desperatelyy What of dicns were real?
Dad. Are vou joking?

wHcia goes b ie TV

Father A. And that, my child, is how baby aliens are made.
Zufhs. JAre you seriuus?
Father A. Yes.

{Aslion retarns fo e baman world)

Mark. No, dad! I mean... What if...[ think they’re real!
Dad. And T think that jou aced a gidfdend, Madk. Listen, i e,
Mark ...for me to understand?
Dad No... What?
Mark. (sereaming with Zoflu’s exatement) TIME FOR ME TO UNDERSTAND!
Tk {putivse; iy IWs time foc dinner. Tum it off, please.
(Action goes to the TV
Faiher A, Now, Zullu, I must tade diis phone. ..
(Mark turns off T1”)
Murk (Litterdyy Fine.
Lpisode 2,

(Several students are seated in an average-looking classroom. They are all bored. M. Jones stands at the front

Hrambtive to tach math
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My. Jones.

Mark.
Marie.
Mark
Maric.
Mark.
Maric,
Mark.
Marie.
Mark.
Marie.
Mark.
Marie.
Mark.

Mr. Jones.

Mark.

Mr. Jones.
Mark

My, Jones.
Mark.
Marie.

Mzr. Jones.
Olivia

Mr. Jones,

Olivia.

Marie.

(referencing a poorly drawn graph on the chalkboard) And therefore, since line ‘A7 is
perpendicular to the x-axds, we can conclude that the slope does not exist.

(whispering. ) Psst, Marie.

What is it, Madk?

Will you go to prom with me?

V... No.

Why not?

You'ee supposed to ask me in 1 special way.

(thinks; sings) Will you go to prom with me?

No.

Please.

I have a boyfrend, sicko!

No you don’t!

Shut np you hypocrite!

What?

(imperionsis) Mark and Mage! Lust time I checked this is math class, not “I'm
going to chat with my friends even if it means compromising the education of my
peers and the well being of the classroom facilitator, not to mention infringmg
wpon school hendbook regulatione” class.

(confessingMy bad.

What were you two discussing, aryway?

Prom.

Prom?

Yes.

No.

{yelling) HEY! HEY! Maric! This is between Mark and 1.

Uh... e Joees.. L inink .1 think...uh...[ teak...T tuak. . I dick you meaq,
“me and Mark”.

Dilieia, what does this have to do with yon?

Uh...

She was correcfing VoL
b



M Joacs. et TEY! Made! [ ncecd FUG W6 heep i down hore.
Mark. Mr. fones, [ asked Marie to prom.

Mr. Jones. You didh What'd Jhe

Mark. (dejectedly}) No.

Mr. Juaes. b (Théaks for a sanndy Marie, will you go to prow with me?

Marie. No, you sicko!

Mr. Jones. See, you’ic nut ddone, Mark.

Marie. That was gross! He’s like an adult.

Clivia. Ul Me Joues.ahien ] daad . 8 ik L gh, ! ik ohic hus a4 ponil: You ane
an adult.

Mre. Jones. Yocriing om Mardy Mok, do vou have any friends?

Mark. No, not really.

Mr. Juncs. That’s probably why she said ao. After all, Made i< preity popular.

Mark. Wait, yes I do. One friend.

Mane. Who would be foends with yuur

Olivia. Uh...Mark...she...she...she has a point... who?

Mark. Whai? Shul up, you guys! s namc’s Zufle T1c%s oo boen on iclovision.

Marie. Yeah, so? My uncle’s daughter’s grandma’s sister’s niece’s brother’s father’s

danghter’s son’s dster’s aunt’s hushand’s nicce was ance on channel 28 for a
news broadcast.

Olivia. Uh... Marie.. I think...1 think...uh...I think vou could have just said vourself.
Mr. Jones. What does this have to do with you, Olivia?

Ofivia Uho..

Mr. Jones. That’s what I thought. Mark, we've established that you have no friends. ..
Mak What dbout Zaeilu?

Mr. Jones. Correction: one friend, and no prom date. (W aits several secondsy Good luck in life.

acks amund for Lighsy Class dismissed,
(Marie, Olivia, Mr. Jones, and others exzt classroom.)
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AEpisode 3
(Marie and Sarah walk down the halls of their bigh school, stopping at some fockers.)
Moarie. ‘nd then he kke asked me to prom.
Sarah. Are you serious?
Maric. Tm segdous.
Sarah. k That is so not deck.
Marie. (Stapc) Sarsh Stop trving o make deck happen.
Sarah. Sorry.
(Mark enters the hullway and inches towards the o girls, Sslemng fo ther conversaiton.)

Marie. (continues)) Oh, and he also wouldn’t shut up about his imaginary friend named something
ke Zofius.

Sarah. That is so not de—(catabes herselfj What a hypocnte!

Maric. I know, right? The next thing you know he’ll be saying things like “ble blarp ble bleep
blarp.”

Sarah. Yeah.

Marie. And we'll be like, “Hey doofus face, pass the whipped cream,” and he’ll be like, “bleby bleby
blarp blarp blarp.

Sarah. (laughing) Maybe he'll even say: blib, blib. Blib.
Marie. Suwsh, I dow't want w be the voe w say dus, but you'se nut that funmy.

Mark. {(making himself known) Hey, Made. 1 know you don’t like people dropping eaves on your

conversations, but my fricad’s name in not Zuflux, 10z Zuflu,
»
Marie. (dzlcguﬂm) Yeah, so?

Muark., And  the Greek letter heta isn’t even 2 part of their alphabet.

Marie. {Panse) Meaning?

Mark, Meaning the word “blarp™ does notexistin alten-tongire,

Marie. Yeah, so?

Mark And T dor’t think either of von know whar the wnrd “hvnnesite” means,

Sarah. (offended) Ahh! (Goes through her purse, finds some breath spray, and sprays it in Mark’s zyes)
Mark. Coofforing ANA ARFLYLIH!

Marie. (vautioning) Sarah, stop!

Sarzh. Sorry,



o ey 3 M 1 1 1 " o i i 1 ¥
Mazie. Mtk poalie s dirthag, wad 1 Gk e, ot od 3 die s beassgs §hinuw, you shoukd

probably die first.
Sarah.  Good call, Mare.
Marie. Shut up, Sarah. What’s the point, Mark?
Mack  Uhe punitr The poant is that ncihier of y oo would inake goud dicus.
Marie. {taken abacky What did you say?
Mark,  Nothing,
Marie. No, Mark, what did you say?
Maik, 1 s6id you woulda't make 4 good dlica
Marie. What do you know, you hypocrite?
Mask  Sco that sort of made sense, bul. ..
Marie. (starting fo walk away) Go die, Mark. Come on Sarah, let’s go.
Sarah. Good call, Macie.

Marie. Shut up, Sarah!

Episode 4.

(Mark enters Eving room, hearing the “ick, tick, Hick” of bis own watch and lpoking down at it.)

Muark Woo! IUs live durty. (He grubs lbe remole from the winds wnd Swrns an i feseiision us be
S1£8.)

Vaiceovcer. Previously on A fex Infltration.

Father A. Zuﬂu! It 1s time my child.

Zeafla ASC YOO SCRGUST

Father A. Now, Zuflu, I must take this phone call.

Mother AL HMouey! There’s someone at the Joor.

Father A. (grarzfy) Don’t let anyone in.

Bad Alicn. Tl aioring by Biliag spen e frond dresy Too late foc that, (Pull val g wnd Whasts
Father Alien)

Father A. Camppmededh QLTCTEY

Mother A. HONEY!

Vather A, Breathing beacdy, sbeid o Jig Just. protect die uld



Bad A. And now for the youngen. (Sees Zuflu and shoots)

Zufla. Quch!

Mother A. Zufla (sees be is dead) NOOOON

LA ctinn wtirns fo the bhuman world)

Mark. (staring at the TV) What? No. Zuflu, I thought you had my back. (Twrns off T1)

(Mark’s phone rings to 2he iune of Usher’s “Yeuh.” Despite the shock from Zufiu's
death, he enjoys the catchy song. He picks up the phone.)

Mark. Yeah?

Marie. Hey, Mark.

Mark, Who is this?

Marie. 1¥’s me, Marie. ..

Mark. 1ello me, what do you want?

Marie. No, I mean it’s Mare, from school. I want to get together.
Mark. Olkay. Wait! Why?

Marie. We need to talk. Meet me at the park at nine thirty tonight.
Mark Spunds good. Well rall it 2 date.

Marie. No.

Mark. Okay. We™ll cal) it 2 “Uav’s get tagether of nine thirty at the park™ deakio.
Marie. (hanging up) Goodbye, Mark.

Mark Bye.

(Unbeknownst to Mark, Dad enters with a smirk.)

Dad. Who was that?

Mark. (surprised by his presencey Oh! My gidfriend.

Dad. (surprised by his response) Oh. Look at the chick magnet. He’s so cute. Everybody
wants to kiss him. '

Mark We’re going to be at the park at mne turty tonight, dad.,

Dad. So the chick magnet will be out tonight. He’s so cute. Everybody wants to kiss
eeien

Mark. (embarrassed)Dad.

Dad. Marle Lanks amsnd, wes ol pigea boxe am the TV and 2rabe 20y PY77 2

wn
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Lpisede 5.

Mark enters a bieak park, looking for Marie. He loks down at his watch.)

Mark,

Marie.

Mark.

Marie.

Mark.

Marie.

Mark.

Bad Alien

Mark,

Bad Alien.

Mark.

Bad Alien.

Mark,

Is mine durty. (7 armiag arvnndy Hello?

(entering) Mark, you nearly blew my cover. You talked about Zufha in math class.

Then vov aaid ¥ wonlde®s make a gond sbirn,

Zuflu’s dead, Mare. I watched him die less than five hours ago. I guess that

makes me a... a hypocrite?
Mark, I am an alien.

Youmcan youu foed vut of place. You don’t fit s Somctanes sucicly adiciates you.

Because, Marie, I feel the same way somenmes.

No, Mark. ($he prveeds to sip off hor fine. rovealing that che is the rme Rad Alien that
once killed Zuflu)

(in amplete shock) AAAAAHHH! What the fu...
(pulling out a gun from her purse)y And Pve got a gun.
You killed Zuflu, you munster!

Zuflu was not contributing to (;ur alien society.
You'te a social Darwuust,

Shut up, you hypocrite (shoots Mark, rmisses)

Gappelyy 1lal You missed!

(Mr. Jones enters out of nowhere.)

Mz Jones.
Mark.

Bad Afien.
Mr. Jones.

Mack.

Mr. Jones.

Mark.

M Juaes.

Hold it aght theee, slica wbltmator

Mr. Jones!

Mr Jones!

Put the gun do\vn, Mare. Or should I say “Marinfiltrator”?
But what ace you doing hewe, Me Joues?

Mark, your father called me shordy after you left. 1 think he had an inkbng that
Marie over here was poison.

My father?

et me fuush, Made Vour father aud 1 ave undewover agents for the Aliea
Infiltration Squad, Precinct thirteen. We've been tracking this case for more than
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Bad Alicn.
Mark.
Mr. jones.
Mark.
Mz Joncs.
Mark,
Mr. Jones.
Mark.

Mr. Jones.

Bad Alien.

a year now. It tarns out that Marie over here is one of the most dangerous aliens

on earth. (Reassuringhy) 1t's just a good thing we caught her in time.

in tme for what? (Tiweing down ber gury You Jdor't know my powers. I can make
poison squirt out of my mouth. ($he squirts poison out of ber month.)

(protzcting bie eyes) AAAAHHH!
Woah! Maybe not. But I know your weaknesses. (Enfering “teacher mode™) You've
never been in love before. So when Mark here takes a liking to you in my fifth

periad math class, you feel threatened, and mayhe even a bir scared.
(in pain) Why aren’t you helping me?

Gedingy THIEY ! TIEY! Madk, this s between I;»‘f_m:inﬁhumt and 1. (Back i bis lesson
plan) But don’t worry, because all that’s going to be changing.

What de you mean changing?® Do you mean Mane ts geing to kearn how 1o
appreciate my affection and go to prom with me?

No, | mean she just squirted poison all over your face, meaning you’ll painfully
tarn into an alien in the next forty seconds.

Not on my watch. (Looks at bis wardhy On my watch it'll be only thirty seconds.
Panse; realizesy Oh, and if there’s vne thing I know about alien poison, it's that it
can be countered by one thing!

What!?

What!?

{Randamr Guy is swinging in the hackgronund; be notices their “What's ™)

Random G. What!?

Mark. That’s right, Mr. Jones. That's dght, Marne. {(awkwardl) That’s nght, random guy.
(Over the conrse of his monologue, Mark slowky turns into an aben; bis “1 love you” transforms
bim back into a buman.) Maric, I know it’s too late now because you’re a bad alien,
but I cared deeply abuut you, bui you ignored it and vou wouldn’t even be friends
with me, and 1 think that’s why you turned into a bad alien, because you denied
me any semblance of love, but if it makes any difference, [ forgive you, and more
importantly, I love vou.

Bad Alien. (deeply touchedy Oh, Mark. I love you, too. (Bad Alient transforms into Maric.)

Mr. Jones. Marie, vont’se not an niien any maore.

Mark. Neither am I, Mr. Jones.

Marie. Are vou sedous? Thiz te the happiest day of my hfe!

Episode 6.

(Mark xnd Maric are sitting an the conch in his Sving room. Mark iv lonking down of bic wapch)
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Mark. 175 Goe dhiny, (He nae ar the mmste und peiti s urmr wound Maste: Fe Nirns on the
Ty

Voiceover. Previously na 4w Infiltsatinn.

Zuflu. (Dances; sings to bhimself exuberanthy.)

Muother A Goees Zudley Fudlu, you're alive!

(Adtion returns to the human world)

Mark, Oh my goodness. Did you hear that, Manc?
Marie. Sure did.
Mark. {igmoriag fieh sespunsgy They dud, guess what? Zafle®s alive!

(Dad enters with a pigza box and sees the two on the wuch.)

k 1] M M
Dad. Oh, that’s wounderful. Hoy, congratulations w the couple. theyie so cute.

Everybody wants to kiss them.

Mark, {embarraceed) Dad.
Dad. Mark. (Opens pizza box) PIZZ.A!

{Lights dvwn inpmediatehy. )
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