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LIGHTS UP on the Channel 45 newsroom. PRODUCER is looking at her 
phone while HANDSOME is finishing up his live broadcast. 
HANDSOME:  This is Ted Handsome, reminding you that if we get the 

news, you get the— (PRODUCTION ASSISTANT runs ON, holding a 
piece of paper.)

PRODUCTION ASSISTANT:  Wait, wait! (Hands HANDSOME the paper.) 
HANDSOME:  (Reads sheet quickly. To PRODUCTION ASSISTANT.) 

There’s writing on this. Are you serious?
PRODUCTION ASSISTANT:  I double checked all my sources. 
PRODUCER:  (Looks over HANDSOME’S shoulder at the paper.) Oh 

yeah, I saw something on Facebook about that.
HANDSOME:  Ladies and gentlemen, usually when I get handed a piece 

of paper, it’s blank. But that’s not the case this time, folks. I have 
breaking news! Not since little Billy Myers have we had something 
this big. (LIGHTS begin to FLICKER. SOUND EFFECT:  SPACESHIP 
WHIRRING. HANDSOME looks up and follows the sound from RIGHT 
to LEFT. Without missing a beat, he looks back as if to the camera.) 
It appears there’s been a flying saucer spotted over at Fairfield 
Park. And Rebecca Gorgeous is live on the scene. Gorgeous, are 
you there? (LIGHTS SHIFT to GORGEOUS, CENTER STAGE. Standing 
next to her are JUNIOR and GRETCHEN, both excited to be on TV.)

GORGEOUS:  Yes, I’m here, Handsome. I have the couple that reported 
the first sighting just a little while ago. (To JUNIOR and GRETCHEN.) 
What are your names?

JUNIOR:  I’m Junior.
GRETCHEN:  I’m Gretchen.
GORGEOUS:  Can you tell us what happened?
JUNIOR:  Are we on TV right now?
GORGEOUS:  Yes, you are.
JUNIOR:  Oh, wow! We’ve only been on TV once before.
GRETCHEN:  Yeah, we were on Dr. Phil.
JUNIOR:  The real Dr. Phil!
GORGEOUS:  (Impatient.) Please! We’re talking important news here. 
GRETCHEN:  (Dreamy.) He is so handsome with his big old mustache and—

SECRET SERVICE ONE:  (Speaks into a hidden microphone.) All clear. 
I repeat, all clear.

SECRET SERVICE TWO:  (Speaks into a hidden microphone.) It is okay
for Rubber Ducky to enter. I repeat, Rubber Ducky is clear to enter
the building. (VICE PRESIDENT ENTERS, followed by the PRESIDENT.)

RONNY:  It’s the president!
LUCY:  (To AUDIENCE.) Okay, so I never thought I’d have the president 

of the United States in my house. And to think he came all the way 
here to protect us. He’s very brave.

PRESIDENT:  Hello. You may have seen me on TV. I’m the president. 
I’ll be in the other room hiding, just in case the aliens attack here 
first. (Moves to leave.)

VICE PRESIDENT:  Sir, you can’t leave. 
PRESIDENT:  (Stops.) Are you sure?
VICE PRESIDENT:  Yes. You need to be our commander-in-chief. 

Someone that will lead our country.
PRESIDENT:  Are you sure?
GRANDPA:  It’s an honor to have you here, sir. What can we do for you?
PRESIDENT: (Leans over to VICE PRESIDENT, who whispers in his ear.)

I am meeting with my top advisers to decide what we should do 
about this alien invasion.

MOM:  And you chose our house to have this important meeting?
PRESIDENT:  It was the only one with the light on. As president of the 

United States, I must advise you that I am extremely afraid of the 
dark. So, you can see why this house appealed to me.

LUCY:  My grandpa says that the aliens aren’t here to attack us.
PRESIDENT:  I will take that into consideration during the meeting with 

my top advisers. (Five top ADVISERS ENTER through the front door.)
ADVISER ONE:  Mr. President, we are here to do some advising.
VICE PRESIDENT:  (Crosses to meet ADVISERS.) As you all know from 

the briefing, Fairfield hasn’t had something as serious as this 
since little Billy Myers got that terrible paper cut. So, let’s really 
weigh all our options.

PRESIDENT:  Great! Let the advising begin.
ADVISER TWO: I believe we should attack them before they attack us. 

(All but ADVISER FIVE nod.)
ADVISER THREE:  I second that. Attack before being attacked. (All but 

ADVISER FIVE nod.)
ADVISER FOUR:  Attacking seems like the best solution to me. (All but 

ADVISER FIVE nod.)
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GORGEOUS:  (Cuts in.) Yes, well, can you tell us what happened here 
earlier today?

JUNIOR:  Yeah. So we were just out here having a picnic—
GRETCHEN:  It’s our anniversary.
JUNIOR:  —and Gretchen wanted to go over there and swing a little, 

so I left our bologna, sweet pickle, and mustard sandwiches over 
here. When we got back, they were gone!

GORGEOUS:  Amazing! Then what happened?
GRETCHEN:  Then, all of a sudden, the sky began to flicker. And when 

we looked up—
JUNIOR:  A giant spaceship was right above us, just hovering. 
GORGEOUS:  Yes, yes, what happened next?
GRETCHEN:  Well, um, we… well, we both woke up right over there. 
JUNIOR:  We can only assume that we were taken into their flying 

saucer, where we were treated as guests for an evening of dinner 
and intellectual conversation.

GRETCHEN:  That is for sure what happened. I just know it!
GORGEOUS:  Fascinating stuff. 

DAD:  Your mother is right. If we stay together, we have more of a 
chance to survive.

LUCY:  (To AUDIENCE.) My mom and dad, on the other hand, are losing 
their minds.

MOM:  (Moves to stand back-to-back with DAD. They turn slowly.) If we 
move in a group, all of us back-to-back, we can cover all our sides.

DAD:  And I bought these hats from a garage down the street. I saw 
them on the news. (Digs in a bag and pulls out five tinfoil hats.)

GRANDPA:  You have nothing to worry about. They aren’t here to
hurt people.

MOM:  How do you know?
DAD:  I have seen enough movies to know that when aliens come it’s 

to take over Earth.
GRANDPA:  You guys are being silly. I’m not wearing one of those 

ridiculous hats. (SOUND EFFECT:  DOORBELL RINGS.)
MOM/DAD:  Ah! (They hide behind GRANDPA’S chair.)
LUCY:  (A little worried, she turns to GRANDPA.) Who do you think that 

could be, Grandpa?
GRANDPA:  (Serious, as he crosses to the door.) Maybe I was wrong. 

It could be the aliens here to destroy us all, but being civilized 
and ringing the doorbell first. (MOM and DAD put on their alien 
protector hats.) Or it could be the president of the United States 
here to use our house as his command post. Or it could be… 
(Opens the door.) …Flying Saucer Pizza with my order.

PIZZA DELIVERY:  (Steps IN.) You ordered a large pizza?
GRANDPA:  Yes, I did. (They swap money for pizza.) Here you go.
PIZZA DELIVERY:  Thank you for choosing Flying Saucer Pizza, where 

our pizza is out of this world. (Arm gesture. EXITS.)
GRANDPA:  It is out of this world. Best pizza on the planet, maybe any 

planet. (Laughs.)
LUCY:  (To AUDIENCE.) Grandpa has always loved Flying Saucer Pizza. 

It’s practically all he eats. (SOUND EFFECT:  DOORBELL RINGS.)
MOM/DAD:  Ah! (They hide behind GRANDPA’S chair again.)
GRANDPA:  Who could that be?
RONNY:  I’ll check.
MOM/DAD:  No!
MOM:  It’s too dangerous.
DAD:  You might get hurt. Lucy, you check.
LUCY:  I’m glad you’re so concerned about me. (Crosses to door and 

opens it. SECRET SERVICE rush IN, scanning the entire house. One 
flips over the table, the other flips over a chair.)


