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REVOLT IN THE STARS

(Subtitles go at end, so as, not to interrupt the starting action.)

EXT. — BEACH - DAY

(From the viewpoint of the water, looking toward a narrow beach of yellow sand above which a rounded knoll rises a few feet.) To camera left in the foreground, a government scuba diver is guiding cables which come up out of the water apparently attached to some heavy underwater object. A winch truck is backed to the top of the knoll and is slowly taking in the cables. To camera right is an official looking group of men, scientists, police, dressed in contemporary modern clothes. A young man also in scuba gear but with helmet off, is sitting slumped on the beach just beyond the taut cables to camera left. A ring of soldiers, rifles in hand, face outward in a far perimeter.

The young man sits on the beach, slumped over, dejected, fiddling with the scuba helmet he has in his hands. Suddenly, he takes a determination as though for one last try. He looks off scene to camera right (at the group of officials), gets to his feet and walks toward them determinedly. He ducks under the taut and vibrating winch cables as they are hauled in, strips of kelp on them, and approaches the group. At the left of the group is a bulldog faced secret police government type who is the head of the main body of Federal police in the U.S. — he is dressed in civilian clothes. This police head pays him no attention. The eyes of all the group, scientists, police, civilians, is on the water end of the cables off scene. The young man is trying to keep from seeming afraid, trying to be bold.

YOUNG SCUBA DIVER

 It’s mine! I insist it’s mine!  I found it. If it weren’t for me you wouldn’t even know of its existence!

The police head tears his own eyes off the puts out his left arm and sweeps the young man aside, contemptuously. This brings the young man in front of the leading scientist. The leading scientist, to camera right of the police chief, cuts off anything the young man might now say. The leading scientist is smooth, political, soothing.

LEADING SCIENTIST

You don’t understand. Such finds as this belong to the world of science, to the museums, to the universities.

We see the police head on camera right, the young man on camera left and more in foreground. The police head gets a snarling expression on his face. He seizes the front of the young man’s scuba suit and yanks him back in front of him. He pulls the young man close to him and punctuates his own words with yanks on the young man s suit.

POLICE HEAD

You give us any more crap and you'll be charged with conspiracy to steal archeological treasures. Section 896. Three years in jail. Not one more word out of you. Not to the public. Not to your friends. Not to the press.

He hurls the young man down to his right. Young man falls to sand.

POLICE HEAD

This is a state matter!

The police head then puts his own attention on the off scene water before him, The young man looks in pain, then starts to ~‘ get up going away.

Long shot of the beach. Winches leading down into the water at camera right foreground, beach, official group, outward— facing soldiers, truck. The winch cables reeling in, nothing in sight yet at their water end, government scuba diver guiding the lines at far camera right. The young man picks himself up, looks back at the group, beaten. He trudges dispiritedly away, under the cables and diminishing in size goes a way to camera left background and out through the cordon of troops, head down; he has quit utterly. Just as he reaches the cordon, a heavy, encrusted object with many regular flat surfaces breaks the water, its top showing.

We see the object from the beach, down the cables at it emerging.

It has no bolt studs, very angular but symmetrical. Seaweed is dripping from the cables as they reel in toward the camera.

The object is dull green, metal, about eight feet in diameter.

The govt. scuba diver is superintending the haul out. The object is pulled forward until it largely fills the frame. ~C shot goes out of focus until it is a-swimming blur of color without form.

INT. - MUSEUM TYPE ROOM - DAY

The room is very large. Shot begins very out of focus, comes into focus. The wall to camera right, quite a distance away, has very large windows through which can be seen the Washington Monument and mall. The object is now sitting on the floor against the far wall slightly to left of camera center. Several scientists are about in white foreman’ s coats. The leading scientist, the police head and the president of the US are standing in front of the object about ten or twelve feet from it. There is a table set up with apparatuses on it to camera right of the object, visible between the object and the official group. A white foreman—coated scientist is sitting at the table looking down at his instruments. An assistant to the leading scientist is to camera right of the table. Camera. Zooms in slowly on the official group before the object. It holds on a three shot which includes the man at the table in the background.

LEADING SCIENTIST

 So you see, Mr. President, we’re not at all sure what it is. It must have been imbedded in a cliff side and when that fell into the sea, it exposed itself.

Close shot of the scientist at the table, from in front of him, instruments shadowy and large in foreground. They are the equipment one determines carbon half-life and radiation. He is assembling grubby notes of readings.

SCIENTIST AT TABLE

(to group off scene to camera right)

All right, I think. I’ve got it. (consults notes) It’s made of some alloy we have never achieved.

Extreme close-up of scientist’s hands on notes. A tape read out is balled up in the notes and he stretches it out.

SCIENTIST AT TABLE

This is stretching our equipment, but I’d say that, according to the carbon age test, this thing is tens of millions of years old... about severity—five million years old at an estimate.

We see leading scientist and president from in front. They look at each other. The leading scientist is a bit startled, the politician behind, even amused.

SCIENTIST AT TABLE
(‘V.0.)

It’s also been subject to heavy radiation I think but the count is faint, no longer dangerous.

PRESIDENT

(to leading scientist)

Well, why not get on with finding what it does or something.

The leading scientist recovers himself and starts to turn to the machine off scene before them. The police head starts in toward president.

We see president and police head & past them toward the object;
6 the president is still turned toward the leading scientist j slightly. The police head comes in from camera right, stops in front of the president.

POLICE HEAD

Mr. President, I know of your interest in such. things, but we ain’t got any guarantee that that damned thing won’t blow up.

The Secret Service would insist...

The president interrupts him with an indolent wave of his hand and turns to the leading scientist off scene to camera right.

PRESIDENT

Go ahead, doctor. I’m truly intrigued.

President idles past the police head toward the object. The leading scientist comes in from camera right. The police head is left standing in disapproval.

We see the object. It appears to have no seams but there are a couple of plates about six inches by fourteen inches in the upper area, set into one of the flat faces. The leading Scientist reaches toward the plate to camera left.

LEADING SCIENTIST

Jenkins says this one apparently is moveable. But there’s no getting into it with drills. The material simply breaks the bits.

(As we see the plate ext. close, the leading scientist speaks, V.0.) The plate has a number of raised dots on it, a circle and a line and then another series of dots. The dots look like solid, raised bumps. There are ten dots in a line low and to camera left, then a circle about one and a half inches in diameter with a radius mark train its center to its edge. Then a straight line at the level of the bottom of the circle, then two dots after the end of the line but at a height level with the top of the circle. There is then a gap. Then a group of dots in a large block so arranged that as dots, they count from one to nine — one dot by itself, then two dots by themselves. At the end of these but obviously part of them is an empty square made out of a raised edge.

LEADING SCIENTIST

(V.0.)

(as we view above plate)

These appear to be meaningful some sort of an equation perhaps.

(He speaks depreciatingly.)

Jenkins says possibly whoever made this didn’t want barbarians to open it and put a code on it that only an advanced civilization could resolve. Isn’t that what you said, Jenkins?

Close on assistant to leading scientist who has been distant from group but shuffles forward. He is a born-rimmed thick spectacled young man, obviously heavy on brain. He has a white foreman’s coat on with gig pockets. He is a bit smudgy. He isn’t too calm, being overawed by the visitors and his boss the leading scientist. He stops.

ASSISTANT

(apologetic)

When we couldn’t make a dent in it with sledgehammers, I guessed it might be some culture in the past superior to ours. That...er...I think, sir and begging your pardon Mr. President and all.., that’s pi, the radius of a circle.

He doesn’t want to seem brighter than-his boss but he plunges. He yanks a book out of his right coat pocket, a table of logarithms and begins hastily to open it. He looks glassy eyed, as he is about to plunge.

We see the plate extremely close as Jenkins speaks:

JENKINS (V.0.)

(rushing)

That first row of dots on the left must mean common logarithms with the base of ten, the circle and line must mean pi - I measured them - the two dots there must mean squared, the gap must mean equals and that group of dots on the right must mean one through nine and zero so you can put in the answer.

Jenkins is appalled at himself for being so forward and positive; the book is held close to his face.

JENKINS

(shoots it out)

The log of 3.14 is 0.4969 and the answer to that squared is 0.9938.

He looks at the people off scene, scared stiff.

JENKINS

(blurts)

The combination to that thing is 0.9938. (gulps) If you, let me push the dots..

We see past the leading scientist at the two plates on the object’ He raises his hand and begins to press the dot groups on the right of the first plate.

LEADING SCIENTIST

(putting Jenkins very in his place)

I think I’m at least capable of pushing the buttons.

We see the two plates, the leading scientist’s hand in, his index finger rapidly concluding pushing 09938. The moment he hits the group with 8 dots, the right hand panel lights up green, then flares glaringly scarlet. A series of traces are racing across it. We hear a rising whine.

Two shot of the president and top scientist, a bit startled, the president on camera right. The light off scene from the panel is flashing red and green rapidly and this light is lighting up their faces green then red. The president puts his hand up, palm outward, to the level of his chin, defensively, a bit afraid. The rising whine ends with a sharp snap.

The police head goes for his gun.

The lighted plate ceases to flash and is criss-crossed with a bright net of lines like a speaker grid.

VOICE FROM PLATE

(sharp, metallic)

Mark 92 Vocotranslator. All sound and information is now coming to you by thought concept and visual feedback so that you hear as though spoken in your own language.

Shot of the police head, lead scientist and president staring before them at the off scene object.

VOICE FROM PLATE

(V.0.)

You have activated the power charge. It will last for two years continuous running and many times that used intermittently. It will shut off automatically at the end of this use. Please step back at least two paces.

The three step back, only too willing.

VOICE FROM PLATE

(V.0.)

Please be seated.

As we watch the object, the three staring at it from camera right, the hitherto unsuspected front panels of the object open out with a shrill whine and crash which startles the three viewers. By opening they leave a deep cavity in the object. The president looks about, sees others are in the room.

PRESIDENT

Clear the room! This may contain confidential information. It can talk!

Shot past president as he stands staring into the dark cavity of the object beyond him. (We hear footsteps of leading scientist and others leaving room, slam of a door.) The police head a couple of chairs into place for the president and self. Police head looks around conspiratorially, sits down, satisfied room is cleared, stares at the cavity before him. We zoom in toward cavity, screen goes black.

(Not a shot. This is now the screen itself as are all succeeding, shots.)

INT. OPERATIONS ROOM

(The image falters, flickers, comes on in full color.) The operations room is tattered and ripped up. Sitting at a communications console, facing the camera is a Loyal Officer of the People. He is dressed in khaki blouse and pants but he is not wearing his cap. The left shoulder of the blouse is singed as though with a ray burn. The left side of his forehead is bandaged. He is: handsome, athletic, looks very competent. He has been through hell but is taking it calmly. This is Mish. He is looking straight into camera. He is holding a sheaf of papers to which he does not refer. Behind him is a huge colored map of the 21 stars nearest Earth, showing 76 planets. Where Sol is, there is a small black flag. This chart is not visible in detail but it is obviously a star chart. The words “Galactic Confederation” are visible in large letters on the chart over Mish’s right shoulder. He speaks in a friendly and disarming fashion.

MISH

We assume that as you have solved this capsule, your civilization has advanced to a high standard of technology  possibly nuclear fission, computers, even space flight  or at least you are capable of these things. (His manner changes, becomes more earnest) You have a right to know the violent history of your planet. Someday when grass has grown again and the few pitiful survivors have multiplied into a culture, you will know what to do with this and understand it. You may never have heard of the Galactic Confederation    

(He gestures behind him toward the chart on the wall, which we see a close shot of)

MISH (V.0.)

…which consisted of 21 stars close to you and their 76 planets. You were once a part of this Confederation, a beautiful jewel of a planet with great cities and billions of inhabitants.

We see a mob in a street - they are demonstrators carrying placards which are indefinite to read.

MISH (V.0.)

Throughout, the galaxy, symptoms of unrest...

An old woman is mugged on the street — as she falls, her purse is wrenched away from her by two muggers.

MISH (V.0.)

…hitherto unknown in the confederation…

A schoolgirl is attacked by a gang of toughs.

MISH (V.0.)

...were becoming commonplace...

We see a street with stores that have been looted; the sidewalk is littered.

MISH (V.0.)

…in the past, eight years.

We see another street -  secret police in grey—green uniforms in a baton charge against a mob, come at the camera.

MISH (V.0.)

The popularity of the government...

A street; a mob is turning over a green tank so that it lies on its side.

MISH (V.0.)

.had dropped to an all time low.

We see the front of a government building. “Tax Office” is written on the front. A bomb inside explodes and blows out the front doors.

MISH (V.0.)

The words “idealism”, and “patriotism” had become meaningless throughout the 76 planets.

Shot of an outside area; several secret policemen are displaying a vast array of arms and explosives they have found, two gunrunners are handcuffed behind the display.

MISH (V.0.)

From the number of arms caches seized by the secret police...

A civilian agitator resembling Martin Luther King stands on an exterior rostrum haranguing a crowd off scene before him.

MISH (V.0.)

That the populations were working up toward a galaxy-wide revolt.

A parapet of a building is seen against a city in flames. On the parapet, firing down and to camera left, is a sniper a blast rifle. He is in civilian clothes. Sound - crack of the rifle.

MISH (V.0.)

On some planets, indeed it seemed that the revolt had already begun.

We see a close shot of Mish.

MISH

Such was the political climate in the whole Galaxy including the beautiful planet Earth, its  Jeweled cities and billions of inhabitants. And it was in this climate that the 2.054 th Congress met to decide what course to take. On Home Planet, many light years from Earth; the Loyal Officers of the People who made up the Congress were arriving from every part of the Galaxy...

(In the last few words, the shot goes fully out of focus.)

From the center of the blur of the last shot, a picture is rotating counter—clockwise as it comes forward, small at first, growing larger until it steadies and fills the screen, at which time the blur of the last shot vanishes.

EXT. - AIRFIELD 
The scene is of an enormous airfield from the viewpoint of the administration-building tower. We hear an announcer through a crowd PA system:

ANNOUNCER
 (V.0.)

Hope is a wonderful thing.

Looking across the field of Home Planet today you would not think that half the planets the Galaxy were close to outright revolt. Such is the confidence of the people in its Congress. There isn’t even a demonstration placard out there.

As we hear the above announcer, we see the following: the concourse up from the landing strips is in the lower foreground, both sides of the concourse are lined with troops presenting arms: they are in blue and white uniform with sashes. The landing field spreads out enormously. Endless rows of various type air and spacecraft flank the landing strips. In the distance and all around the horizon are buildings of an enormous city. The air is filled with planes and spacecraft coming in and in various stages of preparing to land. Loyal Officers, each one surrounded by a small staff, are coming up the concourse toward the administration building. Flags are flying. Over to camera right there is a bandstand with a platform above and behind it where an announcer is holding forth. Cordoned off from the near planes is a massive crowd, It is an excited atmosphere, very bright and communicates the extent, power and prosperity of the place. (The brassy, joyous blare of a military band is heard.)

Long shot of the announcer standing before a battery of cubical microphones. Civilian costumes are clothes not unlike about 1920. He is backed up by telephone—radio communicators and assistants who hand him scraps of paper for his spiel. Radio cameras are also on the platform. (The announcer’s tone of voice is like that of a horse race announcer, but also bold and dramatic.)

ANNOUNCER

Ah, what a great day, a great day. The most famous names of the entire Galactic Confederation are arriving on this field this afternoon. The two thousand and fifty fourth Congress of the Loyal Officers is beginning auspiciously.

Close on the announcer as an assistant hands him a slip of paper.

ANNOUNCER

The Loyal Officers, the Loyal Officers of the People, heading 76 planets for the 21 Stars of the Confederation, one by one are coming up this concourse...

(He glances at the sheet of paper.) 
Hah, there is Rawl...

A group is coming up the concourse, walking between the lines of drawn up troops. It is Rawl, a Loyal Officer, dressed in khaki, accompanied by several Planetary officers in white and blue. The whole group is smiling, happy, joking with one another, very confident and sure of their popularity.

ANNOUNCER

(V.0. but coming through the field speaker system, very dramatic)

Rawl, the Loyal Officer in charge of Earth. You have heard his name connected with every great deed and decency.

Rawl doesn’t even look up toward the speakers. He winks at someone off scene to camera right.

The camera zooms in past Rawl at a drummer boy in the ranks of the troops lining the Concourse who grins happily back and does a couple extra flips with his sticks on his drum.

ANNOUNCER 

(V.0. through PA)

Ah, and there’s…

We see past the Raw group to’ the group just behind on the concourse. The Loyal Officer of that group is pushing forward through Rawl’s group to Rawl. It is Mish, the commentator first seen at the start of the film, but young and spruce.

ANNOUNCER 

(V.0. through PA)

...Mish, Loyal Officer in charge of the base of the Outer limits, Rawl’s best friend. You know the story well of how These two stood off the entire Fleet of the Grey Invader. Great men, friends of the ‘people, loyal to the people...

(There is a burst of loud cheering from the crowd.)

Rawl and Mish are very, very happy to see each other and excitedly shake each other’s hands.

Cut to the announcer; close. He has just been handed another sheet of paper. His face changes slightly. He is not as pleased with this one. He turns to camera right, almost behind him and up. There is a slight tinge of fear in him. 

ANNOUNCER
 (V.0.)

Just. now... 

From where the announcer would be, a near reverse shot from that of the field. The high tower of the airfield admin center; as it is against the light it looks black and shadowy like a. huge sword blade jutting up into the sky. There is a balcony about midway up with several people on it. It is draped in somber green with a black edged symbol of the Galactic Confederation. This is wreath open at the top, with 21 stars on it. (This same wreath is on all Loyal Officers’ caps and flags and is the symbol of the Confederation.)

ANNOUNCER
 (V.0.)

...on the receiving balcony of the Administration Tower, there has appeared...

From in front of the balcony is seen Xenu, Supreme Ruler of the Galactic Confederation, in the center of the group. In this and all subsequent shots of him, Xenu is lane in the right leg. The knee is stiff. He carries a heavy cane, more of a club than a cane, and supports himself with it as he walks. Xenu is walking forward to the railing just over the symbol of the Confederation. Something below has attracted his attention. On camera right is his Minister of Police. On camera left is his mistress. (These are not moving forward.)

ANNOUNCER 

(V.0. through PA)

...the Party of Supreme Ruler.

(the cheering ceases abruptly)

(Xenu bears a faint resemblance to the chief executive in the early scenes. He is a bitter - looking man, dressed in civilian clothing. Although he has political mannerisms, it is easy to see that he could be a very foul ball.) Xenu plainly does not like what he sees happening on the Concourse.

ANNOUNCER

(V.0. through PA)

There he is. Xenu, Supreme Ruler of the Galactic Confederation.

Chi, the Minister of Police is also looking down in the direction of the Concourse. He looks like J. Edgar Hoover.

ANNOUNCER

(V.0. through PA)

He is accompanied today by Chi, the illustrious Minister of Police of the Galactic Confederation. (band music stops abruptly)

We see Lady Min, close, as she moves forward smiling, pretty, dressed in what would be a daring evening gown of white and gold. She has no jewels or metal in her headdress.

ANNOUNCER

(V.0. -  there has been a change in his attitude, more friendly but still not quite enthusiastic)

And here is Xenu’s something of interest. He has brought with him today his new mistress, the Lady Min. As no one needs to be told, she is the foremost stage star of the Galaxy.

(There is some scattered cheering and a band strikes up a lively stage air after the announcer says “Lady Min.”)

Lady Mm walks forward toward the rail, hands spread like a professional receiving applause, smiling, happy. She is a very beautiful, warm and friendly person.

We see the Concourse as if from the balcony. Several Loyal Officers have come up to Rawl, some of the blue and white troop officers have jammed the progress on the Concourse, reaching out, trying to shake hands with Rawl. A radio cameraman is trying to get his camera up high enough to take in Rawl. It is a happy, excited and milling crowd with Rawl at the center, the only one not moving.

Zoom in at Rawl as would be seen from the balcony. He is happy and bright faced.

ANNOUNCER

(V.0.)

There seems to be a jam on the Concourse. No, that’s Rawl!

Somebody is pushing a big wreath of flowers over the heads of the mob around Rawl at Rawl.

ANNOUNCER

(V.0.)

Ah, look at that. The city is trying to give him a wreath of welcome. They can’t even get to him...

Rawl is bashed finally with the wreath. He is laughing and so is everyone else at the mix up.

On the balcony, Xenu and Chi are staring down at the scene.

Chi is scornful. Xenu’s lip curls in disgust.

XENU

Well, he seems to have lost none of his popularity.

CHI

(disgustedly)

Huh.

Extreme long shot of the field as in the opening shot. Planes and spacecraft still come in. The jam on the Concourse has moved forward.

ANNOUNCER

(V.0. through PA)

And still they come! The Loyal Officers of the People. Tomorrow they will meet in the two thousand and fifty fourth Congress in the: Galactic Capitol.  From every quarter... (voice fades down and is replaced by the noise and scuffle and mutters of a huge meeting hall)

INT. - MEETING HALL

It is a very big room with a raised balcony at its end, furthest from the camera and to camera left. The balcony (or rostrum) is already occupied by Xenu and Chi as well as other officials seated on a lower level facing the room. The place is filling up with Loyal Officers, all in Khaki, some wearing, some not wearing caps. Masses at flags bang over the room, one for each planet, including Earth. The Loyal Officers are greeting each other as old friends. Up at the front of the room, Rawl and Mish are seated.

We then see Rawl and Mish in the foreground with the turmoil of officers behind and around them. A newly arrived officer, getting to the seat in the row just behind them, reaches over and gives Rawl a friendly pat on the shoulder. We see Mish on camera left, the newly arrived officer in the center, and Rawl to camera right as Rawl turns a bit toward the newcomer.

 NEWLY ARRIVED OFFICER

Are we going to take up this police state thing right away?

RAWL

Might as well.

MISH

Head on collision.

NEWCOMER

Good boy.

Cut to the rostrum—balcony. Xenu is sitting forward at his table, a brass hammer in hand. On camera right is Chi. Various officials in black robes are seated below their level - they are other ministers. Xenu reaches forward with a brass hammer and strikes a gong. The gong has a low, doleful sound. The room quiets.

Xenu looks sardonically at the assembly.

XENU

Now that we seem to have gotten together somehow — if late — I, Xenu, duly elected Supreme Ruler by the Loyal Officers of the Galactic Confederation, do declare the two thousand and fifty—fourth Congress to be in session.

(As he speaks, a choir of voices lift up from the back of the room, singing a hymn. 

Long shot of the room from the rostrum-balcony with the choir loft at the far end. The Loyal Officers are now standing, caps off, facing the front of the room.

The choir is dressed like any catholic choir. An archbishop is standing in front of them in a mitred cap. Camera centers on the archbishop. He raises his palms upward. (Hymn ends)

ARCHBISHOP

All blessings to Almighty God upon the Galactic Confederation, upon its 21 stars, upon its 76 green planets, upon its trillions of population, this Congress, and upon the Loyal Officers, loyal to the people, to the Confederation and to God. May peace and prosperity continue as it has for ages past.

Another ext. long shot of the hail. The Loyal Officers have been standing during the invocation. They are now sitting down in their seats. A crier to camera right of the rostrum steps forward. 

CRIER

The Congress is open for its first deliberations.

Rawl stands. We see him in profile, standing, looking toward the rostrum. He is very calm and deliberate.

RAWL

This Congress meets in the shadow of possible planetary revolt. In the ten years since the last Congress, certain orders have been issued by the Executive Branch which were not ratified by the 2053rd Congress. While we do not wish to be critical, and imagine there were reasons for these orders — no matter how much mistaken it should be our first order of business to survey these changes, put them to a vote and ratify them or not so that their legality or illegality is clearly established.

(While he speaks, a rising buzz of approval comes from the hall)

Xenu has braced himself; he corrects his expression to political suavity.

XENU

What changes?

We see Rawl from the front. The faces of Loyal Officers seated behind him are determined and alert as they stare at the rostrum off scene before them. Mish, beside him, hands him a leather. folder. He takes it, opens it but does not glance at it.

RAWL

Over the past two hundred years or so, certain political ideas and innovations have been put forward from time to time. And each time they have been defeated. But now, beginning eight years ago, we find they have become executive orders.

Rawl glances down at the folder.

RAWL 

These ideas are...

(He looks up and his words are, spoken with full impact.) 

....Personal income tax, identity cards for every citizen, credit records, fingerprinting of all citizens, passports.

For thousands. of years we have done without these things and have done well. Yet today by executive order we find them instituted and enforced on every planet of the Galactic Confederation. 

Chi has moved up close behind Xenu, who is seated, and has been whispering in his ear’. Chi finishes the whisper and draws back. Xenu is very suave.

XENU

These are lawless times. It is the executive responsibility to keep the realm peaceful, prosperous and calm. By making it possible to identify every citizen swiftly we can catch criminals at once.

A group of officers is seated to the side of the hail. One, an older one, grey-haired, leaps to his feet and shouts.

OFFICER

If this identity system is so successful, then why is it that during the last eight years, crime throughout this Galaxy has multiplied five times?

He waves his arm toward the off scene back of the hall. Six pages with wheeled tables piled with documents crash out of an anteroom and rapidly wheel the tables down the aisle. The scene is one of commotion. The pages at speed slide the table into the open space before Rawl so that he is fronted by the tables and documents.

Long shot past Rawl at the rostrum.

RAWL

Here, Your Excellency, are the crime records of seventy-six planets. Here also are the complaints and petitions given to planetary officers by the populations of those planets. These evidences show that the populations of the planets hover on the brink of revolt. (He continues, mild and persuasive) Personal income tax and credit records carry with them a total invasion of privacy. Identity cards and passports put every citizen at the mercy of personal enemies as well as the state.

RAWL 

(even milder and more persuasive)

These are the mechanisms that make slaves of a people, that sap their initiative and fill them with fear. These are the -mechanisms of tyranny and oppression and no right minded citizen would ever permit them They are the tools of the sly slave—master and every one of these measures are a stench in the’ nostrils of free men (suddenly and accusative) 

The executive branch is regarding populations as domestic cattle, to be milked for taxes and the payment of loans. You are ear- marking and branding them with enforced identity cards. You are even teaching them in schools that they are animals. You do not own them; they are not your herd. They are free human beings, not economic slaves or government property. And any government that violates this fact cannot end in anything but destruction of itself and the people! This is not opinion.

This is history!

(We hear rolling cheers from the Loyal Officers in the hall. )

XENU 

Personal income tax is vital to the dwindling finances of the state. Here, I call a witness to refute your argument.

He looks sideways and beckons behind him. The cheers fade, turn to laughter , as the curtains behind the rostrum slip apart and a fat, pudgy man, very like a pig, slides forward. He is dressed in civilian clothes but there is a diamond ring on every finger and four diamonds in his tie. He is nervous and cringing. He walks forward to the rostrum rail to camera left.

CRIER (V.0.)

(as the man comes into full view)

Master Lord Chu, Executive President of the Galactic Inter​planetary Bank, presenting testimony for the Galactic Treasury.

Chu is very nervous. He doesn’t know what to do with his hands and twists his rings about. so that they flash continually. 

CHU

I am very honored for the privilege to address the Congress Loyal Officers. Doubtless (he giggles) this slight misunderstanding can easily be cleared up. You see (he giggles again) the Confederation is not solvent. It has (he looks very pleased) very bad debts. Er... ah..

Cut to the center of the hall. A Loyal Officer leaps to his feet

OFFICER

It was completely solvent at the time of the last Congress!

CHU

Well, yes, perhaps it was solvent then. But the Grey Invasion war was evidently very much a strain.

Yes, yes, very much a strain, and the Treasury proposed a personal income tax. Oh, yes. It very much eased things.

Close on Rawl.

RAWL

 (calm, assured) These petitions show that personal income tax has caused wild inflation on every planet and has brought about economic stress. The government takes the money of individuals and companies before it can be invested or enter into commerce. Inflation and increased public debt has followed.

Close on Chu.

CHU

All the very. best economists re​commended it, I am sure. But this is a state matter. I am far more concerned with any effort to abolish personal credit ratings and files. You see, .a bank... 

A Loyal Officer is on his feet in another section of the hall.

LOYAL OFFICER

As the chairman of the Loyal Officer’s Economic Committee, I wish to remind you that banks were perfectly capable of handling their loans and affairs and prospered well before this individual credit file system was instituted. Your business is with your customers and depends on your judgment, not on some spider web espionage system that pries into the lives of every citizen’s finances.

Chu is very nervous. He glances sideways, down and back towards Xenu.

CHU

Well, well, yes I dare say you have a point. Yes, have a point. I... er... hasten to assure you that banks are not an official part of the government a..... er... possibly have no right invading privacy.

(But now he firms up as he has his own point. It cheers a petty triumph. He smiles)

CHU (CONT.)

But when the government needs money, it always has to come to the bank.

He ducks back and exits through the curtain. (There is sneering laughter from the hall.)

Close on Xenu, He is furious but attempting to mask it. He viciously hammers on the gong for order.

XENU

I suggest that this Congress get about its proper business. The executive orders have been passed, they are in effect. They were undertaken under the authority of the emergency powers granted the executive in its last session. (He recovers a bit.) They are legal orders.

XENU (CONT.)

Personal income tax was necessary to replenish the Treasury. Identity cards and passports were vital to check crime. They exist as orders, they are legal and they are in force. More police, better means of identification and more tax money are vital to suppress this growing revolt, these crime waves.

(As he says “crime waves” he clenches up his fist as though he is crushing something and then by the time he has said CONTROL the List is brought down passionately on the rostrum top.

XENU (CONT.)

This unruly population must be gotten under CONTROL! Under the emergency powers    

Close of Rawl.

RAWL 

Not quite so hurried, Your Excellency. The law of the Galaxy is formed by this Congress. The situation is very plain. This evidence spread before me says very eloquently that inflation and crime have followed these orders.

Rawl turns his back upon the rostrum and faces the hall as he continues.

RAWL 

The flaw in all these enormous personal files being gathered is that they are obtained by newly active secret police. The credit and identity files of individuals are stuffed with false reports, lies that are never questioned. When the file of an individual has been so corrupted, he can no longer obtain work. He is ruined. A person with a false file has. no choice but to turn outlaw and criminal. As you well know, the criminal ranks, hideouts and lairs are and swelling out of control directly as a result of these measures. The criminal does not have to show an identity card to the person he robs or kills. Such files are worthless and even harmful. Other wiser methods and economies can be found to handle inflation.

Close on Rawl..

The way to handle a possible revolt is NOT more oppression, more police. The way to handle threatened revolt is to remove utterly, fully and completely all possible reasons for revolt at once. Laws of government that do not stem from the desires and wishes of the people cannot be enforced and must not exist. I therefore move that the emergency powers of the executive be cancelled and that all executive orders be declared  null and void.

Close on Xenu, He goes into shock, and a shock wave of ayes and cheers is heard - bedlam has broken loose. As the wave of sound continues, Xenu goes into bitterness and suppressed rage.

EXT. - STEPS OF THE HALL - EVENING

There has been an expectant crowd jamming the steps. Big PA horns in foreground:

PA

The motion has been passed!

The crowd begins to cheer and leap about in delirious happiness

Shot of a street crowd, evening. They are cheering. 

We see fireworks in the evening sky. They soar up and spread out in a fan.

A drummer boy in the blue and white of territorial army beats a mad roaring cadence on his drum. The sign on the drumhead says “9th Army”. Troops back of the drummer boy are dimly seen jumping about.

Shot of a street full of cars, streamers are coming down from buildings. Drivers are getting out and waving happily at each other.

INT. - PRESS COMMUNICATIONS ROOM - EVENING

A newscaster is standing excitedly while an operator at a console is pushing cables into the slots marked “Interplanetary Network.” 

NEWSCASTER

(to operator)

Connect it up, connect it up!

Hurry.

He grabs a cubical mike.

NEWSCASTER

Alert, alert, all planetary newsrooms. Official, official! Galaxy wide. The 2054 Loyal Officer Congress just cancelled the executive orders of personal income tax, identity cards and passports. Details to you as fast as they come in here.

A clerk has just entered. The newscaster whirls on him, putting aside the mike.

NEWSCASTER

Quick, get Mol at the Palace... We want details, color... interviews... quick.

The clerk dives at a radio communicator.

INT. A HALLWAY IN THE PALACE

Newsmen with pads and radio cameras are pressing in against Lady Min and her press agent, Ap. Lady Min looks very pushed but trying to carry it off. Ap is a flashy young man who has a habit of talking in circus superlatives and then finishing lamely. He is trying to stand. in front of Lady Min and field the questions.

We see a reporter, Ap and Lady Min while the crowd pushes.

REPORTER

Lady Min, as the Supreme Ruler’s Mistress, would you say Xenu was pleased?

AP

Lady Min is the greatest actress

in the galaxy. She does not meddle in politics, probably.

Gentlemen, would you please...

Another reporter elbows the first one aside.

SECOND REPORTER

Is it true that Rawl accused Xenu of trying to stir the planets into revolt?

Lady Min looks exhausted and disarrayed. She backs up further.

LADY MIN

Ap, stars and spotlights, handle them.

AP

In ten years, I never had to handle a wild animal act. In ( to Lady Min) (dismayed) Where you going?

Lady Min gets a door open at the back of the alcove and slips through it and out. Ap gets the door shut again and blocks and looks brightly at the swarm of newsmen. They are still a bedlam, asking questions. Ap holds up his hands as though about to answer.

INT. - PALACE EXECUTIVE OFFICE

It is very posh, gold tasseled, polished wood, deep divans. Lady Min has helped get the door closed. In profile to camera left she sags back against it. She sighs, stands there for a moment supported with her back against the door. 

There is a couch with a high back facing the windows which out on a sprawling city at dusk. In the center of the room is a circle of gilded hack royalty-like chairs (3) surrounding a black table. The rug and room is muchly draped in dark red velvet with gold tassels and trim. There is a black bar in the center of the wall opposite from the hallway door where Lady Min entered. The bar is on an alcove past the table. The table in the center of the room has a computer face flush in it capable of flashing green figures and a picture. The wreath and stars motif in gold is embroidered on curtains and drapes.

Lady Min pries herself off the door, removes her shoes and limps toward the high backed couch. En route, she drops one shoe. It is scarlet and trimmed with sequins. It is left lying halfway between the door and the couch in plain sight. Lady Min throws herself on the couch and, because its back is to the room, drops completely out of sight from the main room.

Close on Lady Min on the couch. She starts to light a cigarette, then drops it into the tray unlit. She loosens a chain of gold around her throat as though it were a noose. She lies staring wide—eyed at the ceiling. She, is in very great doubt as to the wisdom of her present position. She looks at a bracelet that bears an enameled picture of the Supreme Ruler, looks at it in contempt and takes it off and drops it on the floor and resumes looking at the ceiling. The picture blurs.

We then see a long shot of the room. Far upstage in the shot is the couch. The windows have gone dark and a few lights are visible in the city seen through them, A door from the inner palace opens and Chu backs into the room, followed by Xenu. The room lights go up. Chu is nervously twisting his hands and gesturing. They have been proceeding to the table at the center of the room, closer to camera.

CHU

But it’s ruin, I tell you, ruin! Without personal credit files or identity papers, we will never be able to locate debtors or persuade them into paying!

Chu backs up until he is at camera right of the table. Xenu yanks back the chair (as he speaks) and sits down.

XENU

(no sympathy, very hard)

Crush them into paying, you mean.

Chu nervously gestures at the chair across from him, as though for permission to sit. Xenu looks at him with a slight sneer which Chu takes for permission. Chu wriggles into the chair across from Xenu. The third chair is on the far side of the table from the camera.

CHU

You promised...

Xenu’s face is completely vicious.

XENU

I promise nothing! (his face. relaxes) I brought you here, my piggy little friend, to give orders not make promises.

Xenu’s fingers have moved forward to the flat flush keyboard of the computer set in the table.

XENU

They have put over me a watchdog committee on finance. This was their method of paralyzing any  secret action I might take. 

He pushes viciously at a key and the computer face lights up casting a green glow over their faces from below.

XENU

(immediately after the green glow turns on)

But that committee is limited to government funds. Any ruler can also get private funds.

Chu jerks nervously. Xenu begins to run up sums on the computer making the figures dance with a row of keys. He is calculating how much he needs.

We see Chu; he is under very great strain. The green lights from the computer figures off scene play across his face. He is apprehensive of the amount or what’s going to be asked.

XENU 

(V.0.)

The minimum amount is one trillion Galactic credits.

Chu goes into light shock, his lips move but he says nothing.

XENU

(V.0.)

Private untraceable funds.

Chu doesn’t mind that. His eyes narrow, he. is looking very calculating. The green light has been non—flickering since the amount was stated. Now it starts to flicker again. Chu raises a hand to restrain the computer. He is looking a very level question now.

CHU 

And?

XENU

(V.0.)

And all your credit systems and identities will be restored.

Chu beams. Off scene is the sound of door opening.

Chi approaches the table on the far side. Chu gets up and punches the computer and its lights go out. Chu minds his way out, not looking at anybody. Chi follows him briefly with his eyes and then looks back at Xenu. Chi is worried, bold looking, shifty. Xenu gets out and limping, leads the way to the bar, The camera pans left and rests on shot of Xenu preparing two drinks and Chi at the camera right side bar still looking nervous, sweating.

CHI

We’re crashed.

Xenu utters a short vicious laugh, and continues to pour.

XENU

Not so, my friend. The game has not ended. It has only now begun!

Chi is not bright enough to take this in. It stuns him a lot. He stops in the act of mopping his forehead and stares.

CHI

But it’s only a matter of time until they depose you. Certainly within the year! And my files. They’ve ordered me to destroy my files and erase my computers!

Xenu pushes a drink at Chi off scene.

XENU

(casually)

There are other files you can  destroy and plenty of useless computers you can erase. Chi, did it ever occur to you that you now have on file nearly every criminal, renegade and psychopath in this entire galaxy?

He sips a drink lovingly.

XENU

And you must have thought at one time or another what a splendid secret force they would make?

Chi begins to brighten up. He raises his eyebrows and makes gesture like a toast with his drink. He is about to drink it when a horrible thought occurs to him.

CHI

But this will take money. And all finances are cut off. Have you ever asked a renegade how much he...

XENU (V.0.)

Indeed I have. But no target. We will have more than adequate funds, private, secret.

Chi is delighted.

Xenu puts down his glass, all. business.

XENU

And so we reoccupy the bases destroyed by the Grey Invasion. We recruit every renegade we can lay our hands on, we train and equip and on one certain day a few months hence, we will...

Chi has hastily gotten out a pad and pencil and is about to write these orders down. Xenu knocks the pad up.

XENU

No, no notes. This is totally secret. You will even have to develop your own codes and transmissions.

Xenu begins to move back to the black table, leaving his drink behind him. He speaks as he moves. The camera pans them back to the black table.

XENU

You can trust only those on whom you have definite blackmail.

Xenu sits in his chair. Chi follows and is now closer to camera but facing in the general direction of the window.

XENU

This will take very careful planning. A simultaneous strike, coordinated on all planets...

He is pushing at the computer buttons and the computer face lights up.

XENU

There will he no Loyal Officers left to object. And especially no Galactic Commander Rawl, especially no Rawl.

He is very pleased and stabs the buttons viciously.

XENU

They wanted a revolt. We'll give them a revolt. Did you know, Chi, that all revolts start from the top? It’s an historical fact.....

(Midway in his last speech Chi has stiffened and is looking at the floor midway between the hallway door (and the couch end. He grips Xenu by the arm and cuts him off.)

Ext. close shot of the red and sequined shoe lying on the floor where Lady Min dropped it as seen from Chi’s position.

Xenu has resented being touched by Chi but then follows his gaze, and also sees the shoe off scene. Chi, hand darting to a hidden blaster under his coat, is about to move but Xenu restrains him cautioningly and begins to rise silently. He walks silently and steadily over to the back of the couch from the table. Chi’s gun is drawn.

We see Lady Min past Xenu. Lady Min's eyes are closed as though asleep but her breast is heaving a bit rapidly. Xenu reaches down suddenly and grabs her hair on the open side of the couch and with a sudden wrench yanks her to her feet with his right hand, bringing them into a two shot with the couch between them.

LADY MIN

(in terror and pain)

I’ve been asleep!

Xenu curls his lip, this broadens into a snarl.

XENU

And by that you confess you heard every word!

Lady Min shakes loose and tries to run. Camera pans her. She reaches the cleared space at the bottom of the couch, stumbles and crumples, into a heap.

Xenu is onto her and yanks her to her feet. We see them face-to-face. Xenu is screaming at her.

XENU

And I suppose your first thought is to contact Rawl! You corrupted bitch! You filthy whore. This is what I get for taking you in.

XENU 

You were supposed to bring me popularity! ,

Lady Min is hardening up in anger.

LADY MIN

Popularity is earned, not bought!

Xenu strikes her with his cane and knocks her sprawling into the corner back of the hallway door. She is knocked out. Close on Chi. He has his blaster in hand. With his other hand he makes a gesture for Xenu off scene to step back.

CHI 

(very casual)

Please move a bit, Your Excellency, so I can get a clear shot.

Xenu is recovering, simmering down, taking a competent estimate of the situation. 

XENU

(deliberately)

No. No, we don’t want another scandal. The pigs of this Galaxy have been fed enough.

He is functioning again, his cool criminal self.

XENU

Call Doctor Stug.

CHI (V.0.)

Robotize her.

Xenu nods several times.

XENU

Depersonalize her with neuro-surgery. (The thought pleases him.) Drag her to her room, put her under guard. She might even be more fun.

The shot goes out of focus.

INT. - LADY MIN’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

First scene out of focus, then goes into focus. Lady Min is lying across her bed where she has been thrown. She gathers herself together, holds her head and shakes it with her hands, winces as she touches her cheek. She looks around. She feels panicky but steadies herself down. Her room is very posh and ornate. There is a console of communication equipment beside the bed. The windows look out on the same night scene as the executive office did. There are mirrors set in many places, some at an angle near the door. She gets up and removes her messed up gown. She moves over to a washbasin and mirror to straighten up her face and sponge her cheek.

There is a sharp knock on the door, a key grates loudly and harshly.

Dr. Stug steps in through Lady Min’s bedroom door. While the door .is open, a guard and a nurse can be seen briefly taking position in the hall. Dr. Stug has a pointed beard, eyeglasses with a ribbon. He is dressed in tweed—like civilian clothes (of the period of 1910). He is very unctuous, good bedside manner. He is holding his left hand behind his back.

STUG 

 Lady Min? I just came to see if you were all right.

Zoom shot past Lady Min to a mirror beside the door which shows a narcotic gun the doctor is holding behind his back. As the camera zooms in to a close up via the mirror of the gun, the doctor stands before the now closed door; speaking. He begins to move forward after the close up of the narcotic gun is well -established.

STUG

These petty lovers’ quarrels. Tch. Tch. I have known Xenu for a long, long time and he may get angry but he quickly forgives, quickly forgives. I wouldn’t doubt that it will all be made up by bedtime. Why, you seem... 

He advances across the room toward her. From this angle the narcotic gun is in view behind his back. His trigger finger is flexing on the trigger as though in readiness. The narcotics’ gun has a grip full of fluid, a bell like snout, a slide and a trigger. 

STUG (CONT.)

...to have a bruise on your cheek. Well, well, we can do something about that at least.

Lady Min walks forward stumblingly toward him. With her left hand she is pointing to her cheek.

 LADY MIN

It is a bit swollen, but really I feel very faint. 

Angle from Stug’s left side and Lady Min’s right side. Lady Min appears to stumble as she comes close to Stug. Her left hand flies up as though to balance herself and distract his atten​tion. He starts to reach for her with his right hand to brace her instinctively. Lady Mm’s right hand lashes around to his back. 

Lady Min’s right hand closes over Stug’s left hand and thus controls the narcotics gun that he is holding. She jerks the hand and gun outward so it points at his left side. -

Ext. close on narcotics gun muzzle and the tweed jacket. 

Lady Min’s finger over Stug’s depresses the trigger. A tiny puff of white comes out of the muzzle at velocity and hammers through the tweed, with a soft snap and hiss.

Lady Min disengages his hand from the narcotics gun and seizes it. Stug’s eyes have. flown wide, dazed. His mouth opens and -he slumps forward like a sack of meal. His head hits the rug.

We see Stug on the rug, seen head to waist to camera right, Lady Min kneeling over him to camera left. She is pulling back the slide having a little trouble with it, as she wrestles with the narcotics gun.

LADY MIN

(softly)

You’re not so different from any stage door jackass, Doctor

She has got the slide back for another charge, pulls open his coat collar and presses the muzzle up against his bare neck. -Close on muzzle approaching then touching neck.

LADY MIN (V.0.)

Have a good day’s sleep, brain surgeon.

The muzzle jumps and a puff of white eddies up from it. Soft snap and hiss.

Shot of the main door and communications console in Lady Min's bedroom, main door to camera left. Lady Min, still holding the narcotics gun flings an apprehensive look at the door. She speeds to a wardrobe and yanks out a large flowing night robe, comes back and heaves it over Stug and quietly adjusts it to cover all of him and his shoes. She rushes to the communications console, and kneels at it. She hastily pushes buttons, and the electronic noise of a call’ going through relays with an ascending whine is heard. A circular view screen is blurring and flashing. Lady Min looks apprehensively off scene at the, door to her left. Urgency and some panic is catching up with her.

INT. -BAR IN HONKY TONK

Ap is standing at the end of the bar. He reaches into his pocket and takes out the buzzing communicator. It is a flat small back with a tiny view screen. As he answers, we see the view screen, and Lady Min can be made out on it.

LADY MIN

(voice through receiver, tinny)

 Ap! Where is Rawl?

AP

What a spectacular question. He left for Planet Earth about sunset. - The Congress is over.

LADY MIN

You’ve got to contact him.

Ap’s eyes shoot round.

 AP

We got banner headline trouble I can tell! He’ll be days in flight. That’s out. Look...

LADY MIN

 (V.0., tinny)

Ap. Get out to the spaceport fast and get my space yacht ready for instant take off. Quick, quick!

Ap at the bar is nervous, looks around.

AP 

But Lady Mm, they just changed your pilot... 

(On the first word of his speech there is a sharp click.)

AP

(to himself)

Hot smoke, she rang off. We’ll here goes tomorrow’s headlines-maybe. (sighs) Future zero!

He has jammed the communicator into his pocket and tears out of the bar. 

INT. LADY MIN’S BEDROOM

We see the console and main door and Stug on the floor. Lady Min rises from the console and speeds over to the bathroom and turns on its light.

We see the washbasin faucet. Lady Min’s hand turns it on to a loud rush of water.

Lady Min comes out the bathroom door and crosses toward the main door. She leaves the bathroom light on and the door partly open.

Lady Min speeds over to the main door, flattens the hinged mirrors beside it with a flip of her hand and takes position against the wall so that when the main door opens she will be behind it.

The main entrance door is fully in view to camera left, and Lady Min is pulling the slide back on the narcotics gun. She hefts it, steadies down, takes a deep breath. She reaches out with her left hand and unlatches the door.

LADY MIN

(in an imitation of Stug’s voice, not too well done)

Nurse!

We see the bedroom door, long shot, and the bathroom door is visible partly open. The bottom of Stug’s covered body is visible in the foreground. Lady Min is behind the door gripping the gun.

The door is pushed open from the hall by a wheeled stretcher end. The stretcher is flanked to camera right by a militant looking nurse about the height and weight of Lady Min. She is dressed in a nurse’s costume like those in World War I with a white scarf around her head and loose over back and shoulders. Her skirt is voluminous. On the other side of the wheeled stretcher (camera left) is a guard. He is in the gray—green Nazi uniform of the secret police and has a Nazi type kepi. He is holding a blaster rifle in his bands. The nurse wheels the stretcher all the way into the room.

They see the covered body on the floor. The nurse looks at the body, then looks toward the partly open bathroom door. The guard stares at the covered body on the floor and then also looks toward the bathroom door.

NURSE

Have some fun for yourself first, doc?

Shot of the door as Lady Min's hand swings it shut with palm flat against it. It is not quite closed by the end of the shot. We then see the bedroom from Lady Min’s position. The Nurse is to camera left at near end of the stretcher, guard to camera right. They are looking in the direction of the bathroom. The narcotics gun in Lady Min’s hand moves rapidly toward the nurse.

We see the nurse’s shoulder and neck; the narcotics gun presses against it and fires.

Lady Min hurriedly recocks the gun; the guard is startled, and brings his blaster rifle toward defensive position and opens his mouth to shout. But the narcotics gun is at his mouth, and it fires down his throat.

The guard collapses, and Lady Min keeps the blast rifle from clattering down on the floor with her hand. 

We see the main door. Lady Min’s hand is seen and she shoots the bolt, still holding the narcotics gun.

She sags back against the wall, gasping with relief and let down. She rolls her eyes up. She is catching her breath, her heart is hammering. She braces herself, and looks around, realizing she isn’t out of there yet and turns to a small port covered with a slide, that is set into the wall between the hall and the room.

The glass lens in the wall port throws a wide angle distort, and we see through it a view of the hall. Two guards in grey-green Nazi uniforms and kepis with blast rifles are seen. One is indolently leaning against the wall to camera left (outside her door), the other is across the hall holding his blast rifle between his knees while he holds an unlit cigarette and fishes in his pockets for a lighter. The rest of the hall is empty.

Lady Min finishes closing the wall peephole, takes a deep breath and darts to the bathroom. (The nurse is in a crumpled heap beside the stretcher, and the guard is sprawled across the bottom of the stretcher.) Lady Min then speeds out and grabs the guard by the shoulders, and drags him into the bathroom. She comes out and kneels by the nurse, putting the narcotics gun on the floor. Lady Min rips the scarf off the nurse’s head and rips off the nurse's skirt. The shot goes out of focus.

Then it comes back into focus and we see Lady Min, close, facing to camera left at her mirror. She is finishing putting makeup lines on her face. She takes the nurse’s scarf and puts it on her head and then puts on the nurse's glasses.

She is already dressed in the nurse’s skirt and blouse. She does look somewhat like the nurse. She inspects her reflection and nods abruptly. She opens a drawer in the boudoir, grabs a handful of rings and a wallet and stuffs them into her bosom. She looks at herself again. The camera pans her to camera right over to the stretcher. Stug’s head is uncovered. She adjusts the stretcher sheet to cover his whole body on the stretcher and snaps the sheet tight at top and bottom. Then she lays her night robe in a careless wad on top of the sheeted figure. She picks up the narcotics gun and goes to the bathroom.

We see the bathroom floor. The guard is lying to camera right. The nurse is lying against the floor and wall to camera left. The nurse is mostly nude. The narcotics gun is placed near the guard’s chest and fired. The slide is recocked and the gun is fired into the nurse’s body. .

Lady Min closes the bathroom door from the bedroom side, turns the key in the lock and throws the key across the room. The camera pans her back to the stretcher end nearest the door. She unbolts the door and begins to open it.

INT. — HALL

We see the bedroom door open and Lady Min gives the bottom of the stretcher a yank that sends it rolling past her toward the camera and out into the hall. The guard by the door straightens up and moves aside as the door opens and looks at the stretcher. The guard who has been across the hall moves in toward the stretcher from camera right.. Lady Min closes the door the instant the stretcher clears it and gives the stretcher a spin so it lies across the scene. Lady Min is grim looking.

GUARD WHO HAS JUST MOVED INTO THE SCENE

Where’s the other two?

Lady Min looks at him sneeringly.

LADY MIN

(in nurse’s voice) The fun they had made a little mess. They’re cleaning it up so old Xenu won’t notice. Phagh, doctors !

The guards grin degenerately, Lady Min flips her hand at the guard at camera right.

LADY MIN

Call an ambulance to the south door.

She looks to the other one.

LADY MIN

Give me a hand with this stretcher.

EXT. - SPACEPORT HANGAR

We see the hangar from beside the space yacht, looking toward the hangar entrance. Spaceships can be seen on the field. The type of ship is not the stylized cigar. Interceptors and this yacht are swept-wing with the wings reaching back longer than the tail and separated at the rear. Some ships, transports, are not unlike DC 10s but with thrust motors closer to fuselage and smaller and wings more stubbed. Military craft are black, transports khaki-green. The space yacht is black with white diagonal stripes. The hangar construction is open girder, not very posh. Ap is standing under the wing of the space yacht, talking to a pilot, Ap to camera right of the pilot.

PILOT

It’s no great flight to the Summer Palace Satellite.

AP

 (he is at his wits end but trying to be calm and persuasive)

Well, it’s safest to have full fuel tanks, go ahead, fill her.

PILOT

Why?

AP

They may want to take a grand tour, sightseeing amongst the satellites. Look, you’re just new here. When you serve at this stellar level of the command chain, take it from Ap, be prepared for anything.

The pilot is very unsure but he waves a lazy hand toward a fuel dolly that is going by. Ap turns through camera and looks in agony toward hangar entrance.

INT. - PALACE HALL

Outside the door of Lady Min’s bedroom. The first guard who was sent to call the ambulance is lounging against the door. Chi comes up.

Why are you still on guard here? Haven’t they. gone? 

Guard is in the process of straightening up.

GUARD 

(nervous at just seeing Chi)

Yup. They took her out. But the brainbanger and one of my guys are still in there - straightening up.

Chi doesn’t like it. He stands a moment. Then he suspiciously opens the door.

.

INT. - LADY MIN’S BEDROOM

We see the door to the hallway finish opening, and Chi steps in. He looks around, sees nobody. He instantly reacts by drawing his gun from his shoulder holster, very wary. He sees the bathroom door closed, advances to it, reaches out, flips the knob, finds it locked. 

Chi brings up his right foot and flatly smashes it against the door beside the lock. The door crashes open with violence.

The nurse and guard are seen lying on the floor.

The guard has come in, sweating, and stares at the off scene bathroom floor. He knows he’s for it. Chi thrusts him aside violently and rushes off.

EXT. - HANGAR

An ambulance siren (old type siren) is heard screaming in the distance, becoming louder, as we see Ap and the hangar entrance. An ambulance (about 1925 style) comes screaming into the hangar and screeches to a stop beside the space yacht. Ap has to jump back.

The back doors of the ambulance are flung open. A driver attendant race back. Lady Min as the nurse steps down. The attendant and driver zip the wheeled stretcher out. The pans right with the group toward the space yacht’s lowered ramp. Lady Min follows as they roll the stretcher. Ap is not sure who is who and doesn’t recognize Lady Min.

We see the stretcher from the opposite side as the driver and attendant wheel it toward the ramp. The pilot comes down the ramp to meet it, blocking the pushing of the stretcher up the

ramp.

PILOT 

What the rockets is this?

He comes to the bottom of the ramp and head of the stretcher.

We see the pilot to camera left, Lady Min to camera right, the head of the covered wheeled stretcher.

LADY MIN

(acidly) 

Why don’t you call Xenu and find out? 

The pilot is a bit balked but not totally put off. He reaches down to left the corner of the sheet. Lady Min swats his hand back. 

LADY MIN

I know all about little boys who can’t keep their hands off unconscious girls, you pervert.

This knocks the pilot back wide - eyed.

Shot of Ap in the left foreground. The two ambulance men are waiting to push the stretcher up the ramp; the pilot and Lady Min are on the far side of the stretcher.

Ap has got it now. He rushes forward and begins to push the top of the stretcher up the ramp. The ambulance men push with a will. The camera pans the group up the ramp, Lady Min following the stretcher, the pilot walking indolently after them. The stretcher slams into the interior of the space yacht and vanishes. The two ambulance men trot back down the ramp, on either side of the pilot as he enters. Ap comes to the ramp door, all smiles, waving after the ambulance men.

AP

Thank you fellows. Greatest drive in history pretty near.

Thank you!

The ambulance men wave back with a smile, not looking directly back.

INT. - SPACE YACHT

We are looking from the direction of the tail of the space yacht toward the nose and pilot compartment. There are refreshment bars and equipment on either side of the aisle.. Directly ahead is a lounge space. The wheeled stretcher is in it. The pilot has pulled the ramp up and as he lets go its ropes he walks forward to the pilot seat., Ap and Lady Min are on the other side of the stretcher. We hear the snap and whine of the space yacht motors, Ap is looking huge question marks at Lady Min and she puts him off with a hand gesture that says later - later. She begins to push the stretcher toward the camera to the back of the ship. 
Reverse shot down aisle toward the tail. There are cabins at the end, Lady Min gets a cabin door open and shoves the stretcher into it. Ap follows, goes to the top of the stretcher and pulls back the sheet.’

We see Ap, the head of Doctor Stug and Lady Min. Ap is stunned.

AP

Why him? This’ is Stug, Xenu’s chief brainbanger.

LADY MIN

Can this rust—can get to Earth?

AP

Earth! That’s days away. No.

They stagger as the ship goes into motion and we hear the screaming whine of a take—off. The thrust puts them sideways dawn into seats.

EXT. — CONTROL TOWER

Chi is racing up the steps toward it. They are very long steps.

He is glancing skyward as he goes.

We see an open-air defense platform, heavy caliber machine guns mounted on it. Blue and white uniformed soldiers are idling about. An officer is seated boredly on a parapet. Entrance door from steps to camera left. The door bursts inward and Chi rushes onto the platform, glances skyward, looks for the officer and rushes up to him, pointing at the sky.

Shot of Chi to camera left and the officer, past a bell—nosed automatic anti-aircraft gun, in the lower part of the picture, snout toward camera.

CHI

I’m Chi, Minister of Police.

That ship, (he gestures) a bank has just been robbed and they are escaping in that ship. By police orders, fire on it!

The officer looks startled, waves his hand at his men. He isn’t too sure.

 OFFICER

That’s Lady Min’s space yacht!

CHI

I know, I know. She’ll be furious. Start shooting.

Start shooting before they get out of range!

We see the weapon muzzle firing upward and to camera left. Long tongues of flame whip out of it in a staccato roar. 

INT. - SPACE YACHT 

We see from behind the pilot through the windscreens, pilot camera left. The pilot is at the controls. Ap is to camera right.

AP 

If you’ll just set a course...

Ribbons of flame shoot past the windscreen, cutting Ap’s speech.

The pilot whips his head around toward camera right to Ap off scene.

PILOT 

What the rockets is this?

We see a close shot of the pilot controls, which are buttons. One large sign over a button says “Pilot Eject.” The pilot hand hits the button.

Looking past Ap at the pilot, we see the pilot’s seat and the panel beside him tilt and he is fired into the open air by the seat. Ap grabs a line and hauls the panel shut. Flame shots still rip by the windscreen. Ap looks down.

AP

Future zero!

Through the window the pilot’s parachute is seen opening. Flames shots race by between the parachute and ship. Country far below.

Shot past Ap at the maze of controls, mostly buttons and a navigation console. Ap throws up his hands in despair.

Looking down the length of the ship toward the tail past Ap, Lady Min is trying to inch forward from the tail. Her head kerchief and glasses are off and her hair is wildly flying.

Ap, in total panic looks back toward her. A half dozen flame shots zip through the side of the ship, camera right. Lady Min flinches back.

AP

I can’t fly this thing!

LADY MIN

Neither can I!

Ap tears through a drawer under the pilot’s seat. He yanks out a manual. The cover says “Mark 38 Navigation Console”. Ap is shakingly yanking at its pages hastily one by one. A flame projectile goes through the windscreen beyond him. The ship is shaking. 

Close on the navigation console. Ap’s hand pushes a button marked “Accelerate" and huntingly hovers over other buttons -marked just by numbers. He clenches his fist in indecision and despair.

AP (V.0.)

Future zero!

Then he pushes five buttons at once.

We see Lady Min kneeling at a locker trying to get something out of it. There is an instant increased whine, and the flame shot sounds fade down and vanish. There is a sudden surge of gravity at the very start of this shot which has pushed her down, resulting from the last shot. Lady Min pries herself back off the floor, pulls out of the locker a roll of tape. Camera pans right as she turns and goes to small holes made in the skin of the ship above the refreshment table. She peels tape off the roll and begins to plug the holes. The shot goes out of focus.

The shot comes back into focus and we see the aisle of the space yacht between two couches. This is a rocking shot — shows slight gentle rocking of the ship. Square empty metal cans which have contained food, empty with covers ripped off and crumpled wads of notepaper sheets litter the aisle. As the camera pulls back, Lady Min is seen on the lounge to camera right. She is lying down, tired, disheveled still in nurse’s clothes which are now crumpled and dirty; she is not wearing the headdress. On the lounge to camera left, Ap is lying. He is rumpled, unshaven. In his left, dangling, hand he is holding the navigation manual. They are both staring at the overhead. They have been there for a long time. Ap tosses the navigation manual down amidst the rest of the garbage.

AP

(tonelessly)

Guy that wrote that navigation manual ought to get top billing as an idiot...

LADY MIN

 No idea where we are? (it is more of a statement than a question.) .

AP 

Not being pulled into a flaming star anyway - maybe.

LADY MIN

These weeks of this have been...

The ship tilts suddenly to camera left. Ap rears up startled.

Past Ap, through the window, a huge black asteroid against a milky way-like star pattern is visible. A patrol ship flashes by, close to. 

Shot of a speaker grid near the navigation console in the pilot compartment.

BASS VOICE

(loud, official)

Patrol A from Interceptor Base 62. Shut off your motors. You will be landed by remote control tractor beams. Anyone found armed on landing will be guilty of a felony. Do not jettison any cargo.

Lady Min is ecstatic.

LADY MIN

Interceptor Bases are commanded by Loyal Officers! We’re saved! We can reach Rawl!

INT. — ASTEROID HANGAR

A hangar cut into the side of an asteroid comes into focus. The space yacht is coming to rest into the hangar alongside Interceptors. The huge doors at the front of the hangar are shutting down from the top. There is a rush of air as the atmosphere is released back into the hangar. In the foreground of the shot are two pilots still in space helmets. The pilot on the left lowers his blast pistol and shoves it into its bolster and buckles the flap as he speaks.

1ST PILOT.

(dismissing the situation)

Ah, it’s just some fool yacht that lost its way.

2ND PILOT

Dull, dull, dull. No excitement at all since the Congress. Crime doesn’t pay anymore.

(Their voices have the harshness of small radios as they are speaking and hearing inside their helmets by radio to each other even if standing close together.) 

The two pilots turn and walk off to camera right. A green sign flashes on “Safe Atmosphere.” It has been reading “No Air” in red. ‘ 

We see the outside of the space yacht on the side of its landing ramp. The ramp opens and falls into position with a crash. A cleaning crew, old woman and a man, with mops and buckets shuffles in from camera right to the bottom of the ramp. Ap and Lady Min scramble out and come down the ramp. An officer in blue and white fatigue uniform lounges up behind the cleaning people; he is smiling tolerantly, thumbs hooked in his belt, cap on back of his head. He negligently waves his hand toward camera left to indicate direction Ap and Lady Min are to take. With the officer leading, Ap and Lady Min exit to camera left. The cleaning couple shuffle up the ramp with their mops and buckets.

INT. – SPACE YACHT

We see the aisle from in front. The place is a littered wreck. Cleaning couple come in, the woman first.

WOMAN 

Well, well, looks like they had quite a party.

The man goes past her and walks to the rear of the ship and starts to open the cabin door at the end, finds it locked. 

The cleaning man reaches for a key ring of master keys at his belt and unlocks the door and swings it open. Before it gets well open it is wrenched more swiftly open from within. Dr. Stug, in disarray, stands in the doorway. He readjusts his facial expression.

DR. STUG.

Ah, thank you my good man.

He passes the cleaning man, who just looks at him stupidly Stug coming toward the camera.

Cut to the space yacht communications console in the pilot compartment. It has a TV picture screen. We see it close; Stug’s tweed jacketed arm and hand are seen, and with very expert flipping of knobs beginning with one marked “Hyper sound” and adjustment of dials, all done very fast, Stug lights up with TV screen and gets contact. 

Shot of the cleaning woman, mop in hand, staring forward to the off scene pilot compartment. She shrugs and goes back work.

The TV screen is all jagged and coming into a picture it’s snapping and smashing into each other. It comes clear into picture of Chi. Chi is startlingly impatient.

 CHI

Stug! Where the crap have you been for a month?

Stug, holding a cubical mike close to his face, looking dead.

STUG

No time for tales. The lost ones are at Interceptor Space Station 62. Just arrived. 

CHI

(shocked)

That’s commanded by a Loyal Officer. (he grows persuasive) Stug, we have always counted on you.

STUG

I suggest you send a hyperspace Interceptor here at once. Manned with a couple reliable men, of course. I don’t like asteroids.

 CHI

(ferocious voice over)

All right. They must not talk!

Stug smiles like a cat.

STUG

(smoothly, consolingly)

They won’t talk.

INT. — GARDEN

The shot comes into focus and we see a garden in the satellite. There are some white doves flitting about. Lady Min and Ap are seated on a bench beside a grilled, heavy door set in black rock. They have the attitude of someone who has been waiting for a long time, flopped back in the seat. The door opens.

Ap and Lady Min straighten up. A servant comes in carrying a tray. He kicks the door shut behind him and walks up to Lady Min and Ap with the tray which has a luncheon snack Ap and Lady Min are in the same clothes but cleaned up. The servant puts the tray down on Lady Min’s knees, and starts to leave.

LADY MIN

Wait!

AP. 

We’ve been waiting two days to see the Base Commander. He can’t be that busy! 

The servant just looks at them, shrugs and walks away, to scene door.

AP

I guess you get that way on an asteroid base!

LADY MIN

Ap, something must be wrong! I feel it. Why should a Loyal Officer keep us waiting?

AP

I sent him the message that you were the greatest actress in the Universe and had vital data.

 (he looks defensive) Maybe I’m flopping as a press agent! Probably.

The door is heard opening again and boot beats, as Ap speaks.

An officer in white and blue has come in the door, followed by a uniformed guard with blast rifle at ready. The officer is very cool.

OFFICER

The Base Commander will see you now.

AP

(gloomily)

Future zero.

They rise.

INT. - CORRIDOR

We see the group from in front; Lady Min is excitedly leading the party, followed by Ap, the guard (very alert) and then the officer who is slouching along. Lady Min is certain they are going to it.

INT. - BASE COMMANDER’S OFFICE


The wall behind the desk shows the asteroid position, various planets of the system and small patrol craft on pins. The desk is kidney shaped and very narrow to its width. It has nothing on it. The Base Commander is in Loyal Officer khaki wearing a gun belt, collar open. He is young and guileless Seated behind him and to his left is Dr. Stug. Standing against the wall are two toughs in the green—grey and kepis of the secret police (to camera right). There is a door from the outside to camera right. The door is opening. Those in the room are looking at it. Lady Min bursts in, Stug is smiling and affable, the secret police deadly as they come erect off the wall. Lady Min takes it in, stopped.

She goes white with shock. Ap tries to back up out of the doorway and is shoved forward by the guard’s rifle.

We see the Base Commander and Stug as they look toward the door.

STUG

(affably)

Ah, come in, come in my dear. Don’t be frightened. These people won’t hurt you.

He turns to the Commander.

STUG (CONT.)

It’s certainly a relief to know they can be taken back for the treatment they need, poor things.

The Base Commander is not too involved, nods absently. Lady Min advances to the edge of the desk. 

LADY MIN

Don’t listen to him.

She jerks her head toward the right where Stug is off scene.

LADY MIN

I am the Lady Min. I must talk to you and quickly. Alone!

This gets no response from the Commander. 

STUG (V.0.)

As I said, poor girl.

We see Stug, close.

STUG

She’s always had these paranoid hallucinations. Somebody after her, messages of vast importance. I thought she had been cured and, well, there you are.

He makes as if to rise.

STUG 

So, we’ll put them back in the institution. Very sorry to have...

Close on Lady Min, furious.

LADY MIN

Don’t listen to him! I am the Lady Min!

The Base Commander reaches down, the camera pans down with him, to a wastebasket and pulls out a newspaper; the camera pans up as he spreads the paper on his desk. There is a caption and a picture of Lady Min.

INSERT: Headlines and picture. “LADY MIN GIVES CHARITY BALL. Yesterday Lady Min was hostess to 3,000 notables at a ball for charity to stray children.” The photograph is a very touched up press photo showing Lady Min with a huge head of hair and coronet.

BASE COMMANDER

(V.0.)

 (amused)

Then how is it Lady Min was on the capital planet three days ago and you were here? She doesn’t even look like you.

LADY MIN

That’s a wig, you idiot. And that’s a fake paper.

Stug starts to get up again.

STUG

Well, we’d better be going. (conversationally) She does bear some slight resemblance, trades on it too.

He stands and the camera pans up with him.

Then we see Lady Min at camera left, the Base Commander as he rises, Stug standing. The Base Commander is about to say something when Lady Min puts out her hand to stop him.

LADY MIN

Wait, I’ll prove to you I’m a stage actress. Look! (she points) What is that doing under your belt?

Shot of Lady Min and the Base Commander, head to waist. With her left hand (away from camera) she makes a pass over his belt buckle and then gracefully with her right hand appears to pull a dove from out behind the belt buckle on the Commander’s stomach. The dove is in a mad flutter of wings.

Then we see a close quick shot of Lady Min’s left thigh, her voluminous skirt up, and her left hand jamming a blast pistol under her garter that holds it. (Very short shot) 

The dove is now inches away from the belt in a mad beating of wings and flies out into the room. The Base Commander has dodged slightly. He looks foolishly at the dove.

We see the group from behind the right side of the Base Commander with Lady Min to camera right, Stug to camera left. Secret policemen in the background start to move forward slowly. The holster flap of the Base Commander is unbuttoned and the holster is empty. (It is in the near foreground of the shot.)

STUG

Yes, she always amused the other patients with that trick.

The two secret policemen turn Lady Min around and start off with her to the door at camera right off scene. Stug crosses behind the Base Commander and turns through camera at position Lady Min was in. Stug shakes the Base Commander’s hand.

STUG

I’m certainly pleased with your cooperation, Commander. With your permission, we’ll be taking off now for Home Planet.

BASE COMMANDER

Say, by the way, I thought the Secret Central Police had been disbanded. 

STUG

Oh, those. I think they’re finding them other jobs as fast as they can. Poor devils. Soon be out of work if not. Well, goodbye and thank you.

INT.
HANGAR

We see the steel door of the hangar. The green sign “Safe Atmosphere” changes to red sign “No Air” as the door rises, we hear the starting whine of the spaceship motors.

INT. - POLICE INTERCEPTOR

We see the interior of a two—pilot police interceptor from the nose. The interior is grey—green. It is very prison like. A secret policeman is fastening the lugs of the ramp door from the inside to camera left. The other policeman is in the near foreground at the controls to camera right. At the rear, Stug is shoving Ap and Lady Min into two hard seats at the rear end of the aisle. This has partial bulkheads on either side between it and the front of the ship, open in the center. The camera rocks and the people are staggered back with the press of acceleration. The windows on either side of the aisle go dark. The pilot pulls on the controls. The camera cants sideways to right, giving the sensation of a turn in take off.

Cut to the rear of the ship. Stug is strapping them back to the seat with a strap that goes across their chests at breast level, pinning their arms. He has already strapped Ap to camera left and is now finishing the buckle on Lady Min. Stug completes it. The camera rocks on a new turn. This unsteadies Stug. Stug steps back and reaches for the cage door to close it.

Lady Min has looked up to camera left into the area closed off by the solid bulkhead. She looks in shocked horror and terror suddenly. She screams ear splittingly.

LADY MIN

My God, a time bomb!

Looking toward the front of the ship, the pilot, camera left, is springing up from his controls to come back into the aisle. The other guard freezes in paranoid horror. The guards both rush back toward the camera. They believe it, knowing their own service.

LADY MIN

(V.0.)

A time bomb! They never intended us to reach there alive! Let me out!

Shot past Lady Min at Stug; the two guards rushing up from the front of the ship behind Stug. Stug has ceased to swing the door shut and moves to look up at the empty space Lady Min has been screaming at. (This is a very short shot.)

Cut to very short close shot of Lady Min’s left thigh, dress up, her hand pulling out the gartered blast gun.

We then see past Lady Min’s head at Stug’s stomach. The blast gun is extended toward Stug in her hand.

Close on Stug’s stomach area. Green, violent flare that makes him spread twice as wide. The camera rocks. A blast pistol hit is a massive blow, not a pencil like a bullet or laser. (The gun produces an earsplitting roar.)

Lady Min is up, the chest strap flies wide as she centers the blast gun straight ahead of her. The camera rocks.

We see the two secret policemen. The nearest one is clawing at his blast gun, the further one, the pilot, has gotten a blast rifle down from the bulkhead. The nearest one’s whole right side flares green. The nearest one spins with the force.

The second secret policeman has gotten the blast rifle up and is leveling it. The camera rocks. A blast charge tears the blast rifle to pieces in a green explosion and he is blasted down. 

Down the aisle from the front of the ship, we see the guards and Stug laying where they have fallen. There is green smoke curling up from them and polluting the air. Lady Min gradually drops her arm, lowering the blast pistol slowly. She holds onto the bulkhead edge, winding down from the action. This is a slow, extended shot. Ap comes up beside her, looks at the bodies.

AP

So now what do we do for navigation?

EXT. - GALACTIC CENTRAL DEFENSE BASE EARTH - DAY

The actual location is like the north end of Corsica. A volcano is huge in the background to the south and east. There is a “parade ground” paved with huge marble blocks, surrounded by gilded balustrades. Black cliffs loom to camera left; these contain hangars from which ships directly eject. The sea is visible between the “parade ground" and the volcano. Flags on poles line the east side of the “parade ground.” There is a sea breeze blowing from the east. (This is not an aerial shot. Some personnel in white and blue uniforms and a band are on the east end of the “parade ground”.

Rawl in Loyal Officer Khaki is standing toward the north of the center of the “parade ground”. A group of secret police is in sloppy military formation, about 12, and 5 civilians follow them. There is some sort of ceremony in progress. The band is playing. 

Cut to close on Rawl. The breeze is fluttering his uniform. He is watching calmly as the military—like formation approaches him from camera right. He is standing easy. He smiles a little. We hear approaching footsteps. (The shot is not short.)

We then see the group as it approaches Rawl from camera right. Rawl is at camera left. The band is visible in the background. The man at the head of the secret police group is advancing toward Rawl, looking a bit greasy, with a forced smile. The secret police are in grey—green uniform with kepis. They are not armed. The 5 civilians are tagging along behind. Their civilian clothes are of the period of the 1920s. It is obvious both the group of secret police officers and the civilians are high ranking and in charge of thousands of others not present. The secret police officers are very medalled and sashed and the civilians are richly dressed. The leading secret policeman extends his hand toward Rawl to shake hands.

We see Rawl and the head of the secret police, Rawl to camera left. The secret police leader has his hand outstretched and a false smile on his face. Rawl lifts his hand indifferently to shake hands.

HEAD SECRET POLICE

Well, it’s farewell Earth for us.

They shake hands, Rawl a trifle watchful.

RAWL

So you’re leaving us to return to the Home Planet. Departing today?

HEAD SECRET POLICE

Within the hour. (He looks around and sighs.) All in all we of the Secret Police have not been too unhappy here on Earth. (sighs) And on arrival home we’ll be disbanded.

RAWL

Fortunes of war.

We see the secret police head close, his officers behind him. He is not actually unhappy at all and knows very well this is not the end of the game and he can’t quite keep the viciousness out of his eyes.

HEAD SECRET POLICE

Yes, well, that Congress of yours finished us. But it’s all for the best, of course. Our eight regiments will be getting space borne right now. So here’s to the fortunes of war, eh?

He reaches out to shake hands again.

The band music comes up and we see a shot of the band, drummer boys, sashes. 

Then past the group as the departing officers have finished, one by one, shaking Rawl’s hand and are filing off to camera left.

We see Rawl and the head civilian as the civilian comes in from camera right to shake hands and say goodbye. These are the personal tax collector heads. 

HEAD TAX COLLECTOR

The tax clerks and staff all bid you farewell, Commander Rawl. No more personal income tax, hah, hah. Watch your privacy doesn’t get invaded. 

The second man shakes Rawl’s hand as the chief passes on.

EXT. - CLIFF FACE

It is pitted with hangar doors. Those on the lower level are open. Transport planes begin to eject from them and curve upward, gaining velocity as they shoot, first level and straight out and then swoop upward. There are dozens of them in an unending stream, and we hear the distant whines of many engines punctuated with sharp dull explosions as the transports are ejected from the hangars.

Rawl leans on a gilded balustrade looking up at them as we see past him the hangar cliff. He is frowning slightly. Something is worrying him. He turns toward “parade ground”, through camera. 

We see the “parade ground”. The band and escort are moving off, only the drummer boys are playing now.

RAWL

(calls off scene)

Bring me a Communication cart!

A communicator in a light blue uniform shoves a wheeled Communication console in from camera right. It has numerous buttons and a large TV screen, hooded from daylight. It is trailing a large cable. As he wheels it, the communicator is pushing buttons on it, reaching over the hood with one hand. I

We then see Rawl and the communicator standing at the Communications cart. Rawl picks up a cubical mike, the communicator has the screen lit but blank. 

RAWL

(to communicator)

Get me Solar System Interceptor Combined Headquarters on Uranus.

Commander Mish.

The communicator pulls a lever and touches a red button.

Holding the mike, Rawl glances off scene toward the cliff. He is puzzled, a trifle worried. He gives his attention to the mike. 

RAWL 

Hello, Mish.

On the TV screen, the Mish image straightens out. He is very glad to hear from Rawl. His collar is unbuttoned, his cap off, he has a cup in front of him and a cubical mike is on a desk stand before him.

MISH

Hello, Rawl. How’s the good planet Earth?

RAWL

(into mike)

They’re leaving the planet. The secret police and income tax people. About 150,000 of them.

MISH 

(V.0, through speaker)

Well, hip hurrah for them.

RAWL

(worriedly)

I’ll show you.

He turns the mike toward the off scene cliff face. The cliff take off sounds come up suddenly.

On the TV screen, Mish is staring intently at his own off scene TV screen.

MISH

That's sure a lot of transport.

RAWL (V.O.)

That's the point.  They're taking every transport we've got.  But why didn't some of them stay here?! They're being disbanded.  Earth's a good  planet.

MISH

Ah.

We see past Rawl in the foreground on mike to the cliff face where transports are still shooting out of the cliff face. 

RAWL

They took it too tame, too cheerful in fact.  Mish, I wish to smoke I had some reliable intelligence from Home Planet.

 It's too quiet.  I'm getting nothing from there and haven't for a couple of months.

MISH (V.O.)

You want me to run a patrol?

RAWL

No, that would tell us nothing.

We see the TV screen.

RAWL (V.O.)

What I want you to do is order every Solar System Station you have to stock up on ammunition, fuel, food and spare parts.  Got it?

MISH

Good. The day you can trust Xenu will never dawn.

 Past Rawl, transports are still leaving from the cliff in the background.  Rawl is staring at the take-off thoughtfully, concerned.  The shot goes out of focus.

INT. - POLICE INTERCEPTOR SHIP

Past Ap and Lady Min: we se through the windscreen of the police interceptor ship, Ap, on camera left at the pilot controls and Lady Min on camera right.  (Shot begins out of focus and comes in focus) The ship is rocking, the view through the screen remains stable.  It is silent, no motors, only the rush of air which is loud and monotonous. A thunder and lightning storm over a planetary jungle surface can be seen through the windscreen coming up awfully fast. Ap is pulling back hopelessly on the controls repeatedly but there is no response in the ship which is out of control.

AP

 (as though in response to a question)

No, I can't figure out what planet it is.  We're a long way from the Solar System.  Whatever system this planet is in, it's got atmosphere. 

Close shot of the 'wing of the interceptor. Atmospheric flaps are down, bent and bucking. The tip of the flap is glowing incandescent. The tip of the flap breaks into flame and begins to disintegrate.

 From POV of windscreen, we see Lady Min and Ap, Ap on camera right. Rocking camera. Light from the burning flaps causes a flickering reflection from the side window on Lady Min. She is crouched in the seat, crying, head turn away from Ap. She daubs at her eyes with a torn, piece of rag. The flash of blue lightning splashes on them as though from the windscreen.

AP

Nothing about the secret police was right including their mucked up ships.  No water, out of fuel and NO EJECT.!  (He is still fighting the controls)  Buckle yourself in tighter.  On the bottom side of this lightning storm is a crash!

We see an expanse of jumble, thunder and lightning storm over it, torrential rain pouring down.  Big leafed treetops, sodden with rain, rush up towards the camera at very high speed. Then into the leaves which are being battered aside.

EXT. – JUNGLE

We see water dripping from leaves onto a muddy section of ground.

The shot is held that way many seconds with nothing else happening. Then Ap comes into the scene from camera far right carrying Lady Min. He is stumbling, making some haste. His clothes are torn, there is blood on his face.  He puts Lady Min down in camera foreground and kneeling over her tries to loosen up her collar. She is unconscious.  There is a terrific blast of red flame to far camera right as the interceptor blows up.  The concussion jolts Ap forward over Lady Min.

Ap straightens up, picks up Lady Min and gets to his feet, and starts to carry her to camera left; the camera pans as he struggles along in the slippery mud and rain.  We hear the far off rumble of thunder dying away.

Ap carries her to camera left past dripping trees and tree trunks, and the camera pans.

Another shot of Ap and Lady Min.  He is carrying her along the bank of a roaring river, going toward the left.

Cut to shot of a high stonewall facing the camera; the top of the wall is not in sight.  A black door is in it, the stones are glistening and wet.  Ap carries Lady Min into the shot from the right.  He stands looking at the black door, looks around; doesn't know where this is or what it is.  He shrugs, approaches the door, unlatches it while still carrying Lady Min.  The interior is smokily lit.

INT. - ROOM INSIDE DOOR

 We see the interior in the direction of the door.  The room is of rough stone.  There is a stone block "desk" and "chair" to camera left. A crude character is sitting: at the desk in a filthy T-shirt.  He is disinterestedly trying to repair a bent barreled blast riffle, the parts of which are strewn about on the desk.  The interior is smoky from a torch stuck in a bracket on the wall behind the man and nearer the camera.  As the door opens, the man does not even look up.  Ap comes in, carrying Lady Min.  He puts her gently down on the floor against the wall to camera right.

The man at desk does not look up, goes on trying to repair the gun.

MAN

Are you the guys that crashed out there a while ago?

He pushes back the gun in disgust, stretches and yawns, bored.

Ap crosses over to the door side of the desk.

AP

What place is this?   What planet?

The man finishes his yawn, rubs his arms and looks up at Ap.

MAN

This planet?  This is the crummiest, louse-forgotten, steam-beamed, ball of mud.

He sweeps his arm languidly.

MAN (CONT.) 

Welcome to Altec, pearl of the Southern Galaxy.  Welcome to Stip, gunrunning capital of the Confederation, haven of the...

He gets suddenly mad, shakes his finger.

MAN (CONT.)

You know what happened?  When that Congress ripped up them oppress orders, this place got to be a condemned, rip-blasted graveyard, that's what.

The anger on his face begins to, fade.  He sits back dropping into despair.

MAN (CONT.)

No crime means no guns.  No explosives.  We're broke, finished.  Some of the best outlaws in the Galaxy quit us and went back to honest work.

Bird dung!

 He rallies.

MAN (CONT.)

Well, what the blast do you care? 

He goes back to fiddling with the broken gun.

AP (V.O.)

Who's in charge here?

The man snorts, goes on working with the gun.

MAN-

I am - but in charge of what?

 (muttering)  14,000 broken down crooks and ten busted up ships.

He stabs viciously with a tool at the gun.  Then suddenly sweeps his arm back.

MAN

You see before you the Great Outlaw leader, Sna, Lord of Stip.  (He points at Ap with the tool.)  But don't ask for a job.  We're so dead we stink.

He goes back to work on the gun.  Points over his shoulder with the tool, ignores them.

MAN

(disinterestedly) 

Get out of here.  Go on into the town.

EXT. - STREET IN STIP - DAY

The rain has stopped.  It is a curving, narrow street, its center a river of mud.  Crooked signs hang out on rods from decayed buildings.  Flat, low stone slabs front the shop doorways.  On two of these, drunks are lying.  About mid street to camera right there is a sign:  "Dr. Ax", it is half off its hinges. Just beyond it, camera left, is a sign "Drug Emporium".  As the street turns to the camera left at end, there is a hotel entrance, bigger than other doors, with a sign painted over the arched door:  "Hotel Grand Stip".  Ap appears from camera near left carrying Lady Min.  He halts and looks at the street before him, then hitches up his burden and walks toward the sign: "Dr. Ax".  A dog is walking up the street toward camera.  The dog in this and subsequent shots is the same dog.  He is heavily fanged, looks more like a wolf, very savage appearance, characterizing the outlaw pirate character of the base.  It stops and sniffs at a drunk and comes on.

On the door of Dr. Ax's office is a large card sign "Dr. Ax". The door is half open, half off its hinges.  Ap knocks on the door casing and waits.  There is a creak of bedsprings and footsteps.  Dr. Ax pokes his head out of the door.  He is very grizzled, gaunt faced, a small man.

DR. AX

Go ‘way.

He tries unsuccessfully to close the door.  Then he stops and peers at Ap and Lady Min.

DR. AX

You got money?

 Ap nods.  Dr. Ax peers at the Lady Min.  Ap fishes in his side pocket, pulling out a bill, 10 Galactic Credits. 

 Shot past Dr. Ax to Ap and Lady Min and showing the drug emporium across the street.  Dr. Ax gleefully seizes the bill, looks at it. Jumps up and down.

DR. AX

Dregomine is vitally necessary. 

 He pushes past Ap, heading for the drug emporium.  He calls back over his shoulder.

DR.  AX 

Take her to the Grand Hotel, I'll be right there. 

 We see the front of the Hotel Grand Stip; the sign is very ornate, the steps ornate but covered with mud.  Ap carries Lady Min up the steps.

 INT. - HOTEL LOBBY - DAY '

 It has been a fancy place but now in advanced decay and disarray. A man is lying on a long foreground divan which is flanked by easy chairs.  He has a bottle in his hand and he is staring at the ceiling, he does not look when Ap enters.  Ap comes in from camera left.

AP

Do you have a room?

 The man continues -to look at the ceiling.

MAN

 (dully, monotonously)

Do I have a room?  When those income tax laws were in effect, you couldn't get a room.  200 millionaires in this tow to escape tax.  Wine, women, money everywhere.  Then they cancel the law.  The millionaires all go back home.  They don't need a tax haven anymore.

AP  (V.O.)

Do you have a room?

MAN '

Take any you can find.  Want to buy a hotel?

INT. - HOTEL BEDROOM - DAY 

We see the room from the corner opposite the door, which opens in the wall on camera right. The head of the bed is against the same wall but nearer camera. The wall upstage has a large window flanked by torn, twisted drapes.  The room was somebody's effort to make a posh room cheaply.  It has now become decayed. Through the window can be seen an expanse of roofs and stone battlements and a cloudy sky. Ap, carrying Lady Min, pushes the door open - which opens away from camera - and looks in, carries Lady Min to bed, straightens out its covers while he still holds her and then lays her gently down on the bed. She is still unconscious.  He begins to loosen up her soaked up clothes, preparatory to removing them.  Dr. Ax waltzes in the door, throws down his bag on the bedside table beside door. He has a package in hand.

He concentratedly rips open the package, humming.  It is a capped hypodermic needle.  He rolls up his left sleeve, expertly removes the cap, jabs the needle in his arm and pushes the plunger, pulls it out, gives a shake and shudder and smiles brightly.

DR. AX

Now that the preliminaries are attended to, we'll have a look at the little lady.

He moves forward.

INT. - HOTEL -HALL

We see the door to the room from the hall, held for a brief time. Then it opens wide and Ap and Dr. Ax come out and Ap closes the door.  They stand briefly.  Dr. Ax puts his bag to rights.

DR. AX

She's got a concussion, three broken ribs and a torn ligament in her arm and that will be another ten credits (all said in same tone).

Ap glances back at the closed door as he fishes another ten credit note from his pocket. The doctor tries to snatch at it but Ap jerks it back teasingly.

AP

And how long will she be laid up?

Dr. Ax is trying to reach the note.

DR. AX

Two or three months.

AP

And if you gave it your very best professional attention?

Dr. Ax is still trying to reach the bill. 

DR.  AX

Two months. 

AP

And if you had a regular supply of your Dregomine?

 He touches the bill.

DR. .AX

Six weeks! 

 Dr. Ax has gotten the bill and is drooling over it. 

DR. AX

Six weeks!

 He has a shadow of doubt.

DR. AX

If these hold out.

Ap's hand is seen with another bill.  Dr. Ax snatches at it.

AP (V.O.) 

Five weeks! 

 Dr.-Ax is grabbing at the bill which isn't yet given to him.

DR. AX

Five weeks! 

Ap's hand lets him have the bill.  Shot goes out of focus.

 INT. - HOTEL BAR-NIGHTCLUB

 It has been a pretty posh affair, with alcoves for tables, a dance floor between the bar and alcoves.  A stairway comes down from a mezzanine on the far side of the bar.  Chairs are overturned, empty bottles lie on the dance floor, a decorative trellis is half ripped off.  A bartender is leaning over his bar from behind, head propped up on his palm.  The dog seen earlier in the street is lying on a table sprawled out.  A young man in neat black leather, with a holster and gun (Pilot Tring) is seated alone in a far alcove to camera left, alone, drink in front of him, he has a handful of darts and now and then languidly spins one into the alcove wall in front of him. Tring is not prominent in this shot.

Ap, Sna the outlaw leader, the hotel proprietor and Dr. Ax are seated at an open (unalcoved) table in camera foreground. Several bunged up outlaws are scattered through the room, some without an arm, some without a leg, eye patches.  They are very lethargic.  A sound disc is playing awful music on a broken front jukebox, repeating its phrases as the sound scanner sticks. Ap and his group are playing dice with three eight-sided dice.  There are a lot of square chips in front of Ap and a few in front of the others.  Ap looks preoccupied and worried. He is disinterestedly rattling the dice, ready for a throw.

AP

Doc, you said five weeks.

DR. AX (V.O.)

You got a day left.

 Ap throws the dice, reaches out and pulls in the pot.

AP

I think I better go up and see if she's conscious yet. 

 Ap is pushing back from the table, worried, concerned. 

PROPRIETOR

Hey, no.  You can't quit a winner like that! 

Sna laughs.

SNA

He's going to wind up the richest man in Stip!  Want to buy a gun running base?

Dr. Ax grins suddenly, looking off scene toward the mezzanine stairs that come down into the bar.  He reaches out and grabs Ap's sleeve, preventing Ap from rising and points.

We see the stairway from viewpoint of the table.  Lady Min is halfway down the stairs.  (Camera zooms in to a close shot.) She is steadying herself on the banister and stepping very cautiously. She is very white of face and thin.  She is wearing a gauzy red dress.  She is looking a bit triumphant but also a bit shy.  She continues to come down the stairs vary carefully.

Ap lets out a long breath of relief, starts to get up, then looks back at his chips.

Shot past Ap and Dr. Ax to Lady Min.  Ap shoves the whole pile of chips at Dr. Ax who goes into shock.  Ap gets up and races to Lady Min.

Ap is ecstatic.  He can't talk, he is afraid to touch her.  Lady Min smiles at him, a bit triumphant, still shy.  Shot goes out of focus. 

INT. - HOTEL BAR-NIGHTCLUB

The shot is out of focus at start.  It is far more crowded, with broken down outlaws.  The pilot Tring is in the same alcove, doing the same thing as before.  The bartender is busier.  An electronic piano is on the dance floor and Ap is sitting at it, playing.  Lady Min, in a gold evening gown, is sitting on the piano, singing, with a cubical microphone held before her.  The music is half-note minors, semi-oriental, a song of longing to go far places away from here.  She is looking more often toward the alcove where Pilot Tring is seated.  She looks fully recovered. Camera zooms in slowly on her as she sings.

Pilot Tring is ignoring the singing.  He has his handful of darts his relatively untouched drink. He is looking straight ahead at the alcove wall.

We see the wall.  A few large cockroaches are crawling on it, some kind of a nest underneath torn wallpaper to which they go and come.

Pilot Tring looks intently straight ahead.  He flips a dart at the wall.  We see the alcove wall and a cockroach close. The dart comes in and skewers a cockroach dead center, pinning it to the wall.

Pilot Tring settles back and languidly takes a drink.  He keeps on looking at the wall, still holding his bundle of darts.

We see Lady Min singing, Ap playing.  She concludes her song. There is a roar of applause.  She bows, turns to Ap.

LADY MIN

I don't even believe he's human.

 She smiles at audience and bows.  Ap keeps a straight professional face and talks without moving his lips much. 

AP

Human or not he's the only pilot here that has a space ship that can get us to Earth, if it’s still there.

 Lady Min bows to the audience again and then walks in the direction of Tring's table.

We see Tring again at the table.  Lady Min comes in from camera right.  She perches provocatively on the edge of his table. He pays no attention whatever, flips another dart at the alcove wall.

LADY MIN

Changed your mind about the charter?

 Tring doesn't look up, but continues looking straight ahead at the wall.

TRING

Politics I hate. 

 He flips a dart at wall. 

TRING

Galactic Confederation Officers I hate. 

 He flips another dart. 

TRING

Women I hate.

He flips another dart.  We see a cockroach being skewered with a dart.

Lady Min nonchalantly takes a joined string of rings out of her bosom that glitter and sparkle.  She dangles them in front of Tring.

LADY MIN

(in a soothing tone)

Jewels are currency in any galaxy.

She puts the rings away when Tring does not even look at them. Tring simply flips another dart.  Lady Min, discouraged a bit, moves away from the table toward camera right, back to the piano.

We see the hotel bar from the direction of the alcove toward the bar entrance from the lobby. Lady Min is walking back to the piano, Ap is at the piano, the crowd at their own tables. The dog is beside the lobby door.  Sna is in the doorway.  He is holding a message in trembling excited hands.

SNA

Hey. Hey, listen! We been saved! (heavy emotion and excitement)

The room goes very still. The camera zooms in on Sna. The dog beside the door jumps up and starts to bark. Sna walks forward into the room, zooms back as he passes through tables.

SNA

(shouting)

I got a special secret message from the Minister of Police. We been recruited. Every able-bodied man on this base has been made a special agent. And every ship we got as been put into Confederation service.

There is a buzz of excitement; the dog barks.

We see Pilot Tring, close. He looks wide—eyed. Tring stands up, very tense.

TRING

(muttering)

That’s just one ship — mine.

Lady Min and Ap look at each other, scared.

AP 

Future zero!

We see from the direction of the piano toward Tring’s alcove. The room is surging as people react to each other. Sna plows on through toward Pilot Tring who is standing. Ap, followed by Lady Min, moves toward Tring’s alcove behind Sna.

SNA

(shouting)(bonhomie)

There you are Pilot Tring! Just the man I wanted to see.

Tring stands, tense, hand fidgeting with his blast pistol flap nervously but not as if to draw lt.

TRING

You what?

SNA.

Here’s the message. Just came in. The whole blasted base, every outlaw recruited in the service of the Ministry of Police. High ranks, high pay! And every ship taken into service...

TRING

There’s just one ship here — mine!

Ap steps in from camera left behind Trlng unobtrusively.

TRING

I wouldn’t work for the condemned blasted Confederation for anything!

SNA

Ah, now, now, now. Not for a thousand credits a week?

Shot of Ap’s waist and Pilot Tring’s back, masked from Sna and the room. Ap's hand comes out of his coat holding a blast pistol and he presses the nuzzle against Tring’s back.

We see the three, Ap to camera left, Tring and Sna. Tring has gone very still- faced but he makes no move, continues to look at Sna. Ap picks Tring’s flight coat out of the alcove and tosses it over his hand and gun back of Tring.

SNA

This is your chance. This is all our chances. Why, man, they’ll make you a general or something. All charges forgotten, look. Look at the message!

Meanwhile Ap has completed masking the gun. He glances up at the mezzanine. Lady Min is there. She has a wad of coats over her arm and two grips in her hand. She is nodding.

Shot past Tring at Ap.

AP

(to Sna off scene)

Pilot Tring, it sounds pretty unreasonable, I know, but look, Tring. This is your chance!

Tring, staring straight ahead goes slit eyed as the hidden gun jabs him slightly.

AP

Tring, as an old friend, please tell Sna you’ll do him this favor.

TRING
All right.

Sna beams at Tring’s okay.

AP

In fact, I’ll help Pilot Tring get his ship ready. You’ll need it for transport. Let’s go!

Sna, in total joy, steps back but of the way. Ap and Tring move off.

Tring, followed by Ap from camera left with Tring’s jacket over Ap’s arm hiding the gun he is holding on Tring’s back, walk rapidly through the exit door under the stairs.

EXT. - FLIGHT PLATFORM

We see a set of metal stairs leading to a flight platform.

Tring and Ap come in from camera left and run up the stairs.

INT. - GUN-RUNNER TRANSPORT SHIP

From inside, toward its boarding door which is open, we see Lady Min in the foreground beckoning frantically, grips and coats on the floor. Tring and Ap crowd in through the door.

We see up the aisle of the transport toward the pilot seats and windscreen, entrance door on camera right. Lady Min moves back to camera left. The pilot scrambles into the pilot seat and starts reaching for the controls. Ap is seen holding the gun exposed on the pilot. A clouded blue sky is visible through the windscreen with some spires jutting up in the lower section. There is a whine of starting motors. 

From the windscreen we see back into the ship. The pilot is on camera right, and Lady Min in the background on camera right of center. Ap stands back of the copilot seat, gun still pointed at Tring. The camera dips as they are pressed back by acceleration. We hear the whine and abrupt rise in note and volume as the ship takes off! The camera rocks as it banks.

Tring suddenly begins to laugh, loudly and extravagantly. The camera rocks as the ship banks again.

We see the three, with Ap to the left holding the gun, and Lady Min in background center. Tring is flying, trying to stop laughing. Without looking back, Tring speaks finally.

TRING

You can put that gun away. You didn’t even need it. You did me a huge favor getting me out of there. They would have killed me for my ship.

Ap and Lady Min look at him round-eyed and then begin to laugh. Ap looks at the gun and puts it back in his belt. The camera rocks and the shot goes out of focus.

EXT. - HOME PLANET SECRET BASE

A parade ground backed by very large trees at a big secret base on home Planet (not Earth) comes into focus. Low ominous military drums beat a deadly rhythm, which phases over into very Fascist military music. - There is a single building, dome-shaped, the operations office at one end, camera right. No ships. There are ranks and ranks of grey—green uniformed secret police, fully armed, in military formation. Closer to the operations office there is a large mob of renegades in every sort of dress. An inspection party is walking down the ranks of the secret police. It consists of Xenu, Chi (both in civilian clothes), the uniformed high ranking officer who was saying goodbye to Rawl on Earth, Sty, the psychiatrist and several high ranking officers of the secret police as well as two very tough looking renegades in flight clothes. A secret police military band is drawn up with a long row of large military drums and drummers in front of it. Xenu’s party is walking toward the operations dome as they inspect the troops. Xenu is cursorily inspecting the troops as he walks along.

XENU

(to Chi on his right)

Are you sure this base is still secret and secure?

CHI

We’ve shot anyone who comes close to it.

XENU

Then we’re almost ready.

CHI

Indeed we are.

We see past Xenu, Chi and a Renegade Chief in the party the disorganized mob of renegades.

XENU

And those men?

RENEGADE CHIEF

Those are my renegades, sir. The finest and best criminals in the Galaxy, fit for deviltry. And thousands more ready on every planet.

Xenu glances back at the Renegade Chief.

XENU 

Get them in white coveralls. They look like something from a sewer.

We see the inspection party from the back, down the ranks of secret police, as they walk up the two steps and through the door of the operations dome. A sign over the door of the operations dome says "Home Planet, Galactic Operations.” The renegade mob, visible to camera left, surges and cheers. The party ignores them.

INT. — OPERATIONS ROOM

It is a very large room. It has three very large rollers (that can be pulled out horizontally over a very large table) to camera right. The sloped walls have various planets and stars painted on them like an operations map. Small flags and space ships are fixed on the wall map. The main door is at camera left. Three huge stacks of paper (mimeoed operations orders) are in racks beside rollers and to camera right and closer to the camera than the rollers. Two secret police clerks stand rigidly at attention in the background. Xenu’s party comes in through the main door on camera left. Xenu walks to the table and three rollers. He picks up a hooked stick (which can seize the rings of the rollers and pull them out fast). He turns to the party.

XENU

This is your last and final briefing. Listen carefully.

The officers and two Renegade Chiefs look very alert.

Xenu turns through camera, reaches out with the hooked stick and engages the ring of the lowest roller.

XENU

This is Phase One of the galactic wide action.

He yanks the roller to him savagely so that the large chart flies out flat on the table. He raps his hooked pole on the top of the first stack of papers beside the rollers.

XENU

And those are the detailed orders ready to issue. The objective of Phase One is the slaughter of every Loyal Officer in the Galaxy.

The party nod, grim, silent.

Xenu reaches forward with the hooked stick, engages the ring of the middle roller and viciously yanks it forward so that the chart lies on top of the first one. 

XENU

Phase Two: The destruction of the main galactic defense base on every planet. 

He raps the second stack of papers.

XENU

And the detailed orders.

Shot of roller as the hook engages it and yanks it out, then past the third stack of orders at Xenu as the hooked stick strikes it. .

XENU

Phase Three: The removal of all minority and unwanted populations in the galaxy to planet Earth and their extermination.

Xenu speaks to the group.

XENU

I think you will find this solves all problems of over- population, crime and finance in the Galaxy as well as preventing our being deposed. Before Minister Chi issues the detailed orders, are there any comments?

RENEGADE CHIEF

(sardonic)

You’re the paymaster.

EXT. - PARADE GROUND

Seen as in the establishing shot. The secret police regiments are breaking up rapidly and the men moving toward the camera. The renegade mob is breaking up and moving to camera left through the secret police personnel. They look like they are going somewhere and getting things started. The military band and drummers are marching off. The shot goes out of focus.

EXT. A ROOF - NIGHT

Chi is standing against the stars on a roof. (Shot begins out of focus and comes into focus.) An electric lantern on a pole stuck in the roof is close to him and on camera left; it is about the height of his elbow. He is holding a stopwatch in his right hand and a radio transmitter in his left hand. We zoom in to a close shot showing the watch, his face, the radio. The face of the watch is not visible. He clicks the watch stem, turns his head to the radio. 

CHI 

Phase One!

INT. — OFFICE

The Renegade Chief is seen in a dark office. There is a loud speaker near his bead to camera right.

SPEAKER 

Phase One.

The Renegade Chief lifts his chin to someone off scene in front of him.

RENEGADE CHIEF

Get going.

INT. - INTERGALACTIC CONTROL CENTER

The curved panel has a display of star names at the top and under each star name are three or four jack plugs, all connected. 

2ND RENEGADE CHIEF

All systems, all planets. Phase One!

(The star names are “Sirius, Canopus, Alpha Centauri, Vega, Capella, Arcturs, Rigel, Procyon, Achernar, Beta Centauri, Altair, Betelgeuse Acrux, Aldebaran, Pollux, Spica, Antares, Fomalhaut, Deneb, Regulus and Sol”. A panel over the board says “Supreme Ruler System Communication Network”. The jacks all connect to a battery of microphones. The second Renegade Chief is standing at the battery of microphones. The room dimly lit but the curved board brightly lighted. The renegade is in silhouette to the board and wall.)

EXT. - SUBURBAN HOUSE - NIGHT

A middle class driveway and suburban house, night. Car headlamps swing across the house and aim at the garage.

We see a Loyal Officer sitting at the wheel of a small car that has just driven up to a house. He is in khaki uniform and cap. He steps out of the car. A spotlight hits him from camera right, he looks at it startled. Blast pistol bursts from two sources hit him, he is slammed back against the car and crumples. The camera pans down. The legs of two men clothed in white coveralls are seen. One lifts the dead Loyal Officer’s shoulder with his foot to see if he is dead.

EXT. - GOVERNMENT BUILDING - NIGHT

A Loyal Officer is trotting diagonally (camera left to right) up the broad white steps of a government building. It’s night but the steps are well lighted. Blast rifles from off scene to camera right smash him down. He falls and begins to roll down the steps.

INT. - OFFICE

The office is seen from an outer antechamber through the door to an inner office. A Loyal officer is sitting at a desk in the inner office, center to the back wall, he is reading a dispatch. Two men come into view dressed in white coveralls one from camera right, one from camera left. They go through the door together, separate slightly so as to leave the Loyal Officer at the desk in view between them. The two men fire blast pistols. The Loyal Officer is pounded back from the desk and out of sight. The two men spin about and rush past the camera left and right, leaving.

EXT. SPACE PORT - NIGHT

A small scout shipside as a Loyal Officer steps down from it. He looks up alert and startled as an object like a grenade hurtles past him and strikes the ship. The scout ship explodes in a blast of red flame as the Loyal Officer goes down.

INT. - FIELD DESK - NIGHT

Renegade Chief is seated at a field desk. He has a stack of lists, a pencil in his hand. His radio is at the top of the lists, sitting upright. The page he is working on has a long list of names. It is headed: “Loyal Officers Capella System". The names are indistinctly shown.

SPEAKER

Planet Chellis. Lieutenant Dahn.

Chief makes a long mark through the name and then looks at the speaker expecting the next name.

SPEAKER

Captain Sten.

The Chief raises his pencil to draw a mark through the name, which he is hunting up on the list.

INT. —CORRIDOR

The corridor is one as in a public building, shooting down the corridor. Three Loyal Officers are rushing toward camera, machine blast guns in their hands, very tensely rushing to attack something. A heavy caliber automatic blast rifle blazes from camera right and from behind camera. A swirl of green smoke and flame laces across the officers and they fall forward, their weapons clattering down and skidding toward camera.

EXT. - BARRACKS - NIGHT

The barracks are seen from barracks gate. An arched sign over the gate says “Loyal Officer Quarters, Betelgeuse System.” The barracks explode. Two secret police run from scene and out gate.

INT. - BEDROOM

A Loyal Officer is asleep in a middle class bedroom, his cap and jacket hung over the bedpost. Door in background opens, white coveralled arm is seen, hand holding a blast pistol. This much is in light, nothing can be seen back of the arm. The blast Pistol flares as it is fired and covers the screen with green smoke.

INT. - HOME PLANET OPERATIONS ROOM

We see the table with the rollers. The Phase One roller is out on the table. An orderly in secret police uniform is standing just beyond the chart to camera right, holding a sheaf of lists. Chi is hunched over the chart at camera left. He is holding a large marking pen in his hand. There is a battery of speakers in the background. The lighting is concentrated on the chart and upward reflects at Chi and the orderly.

ORDERLY

Planets of Altair, Phase One.
All Clear.

The chart is already circled in several places. Chi nods and makes another circle around Altair. Orderly looks over shoulder, takes a paper from a half seen person behind him.

ORDERLY

Marcab System. Phase One.
All Clear.

Chi makes another circle on the chart.

EXT. - FENCE - NIGHT 

Five Loyal Officers are tied with ropes to a white picket fence. Car headlights are shining on them as they struggle to get loose. A man in white coveralls has been fastening the last one to the fence. He speeds out of the way, crossing the officers. Automatic blast fire plows into the officers, rapidly blasting them down. 

INT. - CATHEDRAL

We see an altar in a cathedral. Burning votive candles are a rack to camera left. A Loyal Officer, cap beside him, is kneeling at the altar. He is facing camera left. He looks up, eyes shoot wide. A blast smashes him down. The burning votive -candles in red cups fall forward and crash.

Close shot of a votive candle rolling idly on the altar floor, the candle first is burning, then goes out and smokes. A long thin spire of smoke rises from its wick. ( 

INT. - FIELD DESK -. DAY 

We look past the Renegade Chief at the field desk. Daylight is penetrating the room. His pile of lists with crossed out names have enormously grown, and are scattered to one side so that it can be seen the names are crossed out: The one he is now working on is marked “Polaris System Loyal Officers Roster”. It has all but one name crossed out. His speaker comes live. The Renegade Chief draws a pencil through the name after it is spoken:

SPEAKER

Major Tonlin.

INT. - OPERATIONS OFFICE - DAY

We see Chi in the operations office at chart. The scene has lightened up as though daylight is coming from somewhere. The orderly is holding a very thick sheaf of papers. There is no babble of speaker voices. 

ORDERLY 

Polaris System, Phase One, All 
Clear.

Chi makes a large circle on the chart in a final manner. He looks at it for a moment. The chart is full of circles. He turns away. He reaches forward and pushes a button on a console to camera left as the camera, pans to it.

INT. - XENU EXECUTIVE OFFICE

Xenu is seated at the table before the computer. He is looking off scene, looking tense. His buzzer goes and the center of the table lights up. Chi’s picture is appearing on the screen. Xenu’s face is under lit from the screen. -

CHI 

All going according to your plan.

We see Chi’s picture on the table -past Xenu.

XENU 

How many left?

CHI

Only a few on outlying Interceptor Bases. And only those in the planetary Galactic Bases themselves.

Xenu is relieved.

XENU

We’ll get the Galactic Bases in Phase Two so that’s no worry. Keep a news blackout going and put busy signals on all Loyal Officer networks. And keep working on those Interceptor Bases.

EXT. INTERCEPTOR CENTRAL CONTROL SOLAR SYSTEM

In outer space, a glassed-in balcony set in the side of a black asteroid (a glassed-in balcony on a black wall). Mish is standing on the balcony. He has an instrument for long range viewing in his hands and has just finished a sweep with it as camera zooms in on him. There is a wide door behind him. Suddenly it is filled with staccato green flashes. Mish whirls and, dropping his hand to his blast gun holster, moves inside.

We see the inner office as from the balcony door. It is a tableaux. A junior Loyal Officer on camera right is holding an automatic blast rifle from which green smoke is curling. There is a door- way from down into the satellite to camera left. Across the sill of the doorway are sprawled two renegades in’ white coveralls, dead, green smoke rising from their bodies. A blast pistol lies just ahead of the outstretched hand of one renegade. The shot is held a bit. Then the junior turns to Mish, off scene near camera position.

JUNIOR LOYAL OFFICER

These two were in that small ship that said it was in trouble.

Mish stares at the bodies, sighting instrument still in his left hand, right hand on holster. 

JUNIOR LOYAL OFFICER

(V.0.)

They came in here with drawn guns.

Mish shakes himself as though trying to wake up. Camera pans him to camera right, over to a communications console where he pushes buttons. The screen’ lights up but a busy pattern set of lines, regular, shows up on it.

MISH

Home Planet ‘network still’ busy.

JUNIOR LOYAL OFFICER

(V.0.)

I’ve been trying all day. Only a couple of our Interceptor Bases are answering up.

MISH

I’ll try Earth.

He pushes buttons. Rawl comes on the television screen.

INT. - RAWL’S OFFICE

We see past Rawl the communications console in his office.

RAWL

Galactic Base Earth...

Mish’s face come on the TV screen.

RAWL

(More friendly)

Oh, hello, Mish.

MISH 

There’s something going on. I can’t get in touch with Home Planet on the Loyal Officer circuit.

RAWL

It’s happened before.

MISH

Not at the same time as an attempt on my life.

Rawl is a bit startled.

In Rawl’s office, a chart on the wall is headed in large letters, "Galactic Base Earth”. There are a couple of administrative personnel in the office. Rawl’s communicator is standing on the far side of the communications console. The communicator is pushing buttons. Rawl is seated at the console. We hear busy signal.

RAWL

(after the communicator seems to have only jammed lines) 

Get Xenu on the Home Planet. The Supreme Ruler emergency lines ought to be open.

Past Rawl on the console Xenu’s face flashes onto the screen. Xenu is smiling. 

XENU

Ah, Rawl. Glad to hear from you.
What can I do for you?

RAWL

There are a lot of communication channels that don’t seem to be working - busy. Thought you might know.

Xenu raises his eyebrows in innocent surprise.

XENU

Is that so? 

RAWL

I wanted to be sure this wasn’t another Grey Invasion.

Close shot of the TV screen, Xenu’s face on it.

XENU

I’ve heard nothing like that.
I did hear there was some trouble with some new equipment that had just been installed. 
 We’re having to economize, you know, since the personal income tax was abolished. But if you’re worried, I’ll tell you what I’ll do. I'll schedule space fleet maneuvers in your area over the next few days just to make sure.

INT. -
XENU'S EXECUTIVE OFFICE

We see Xenu in profile with the black table and its screen top.

Xenu is at camera right, the former Earth Secret Police Commander and Chi on the other side of the table from camera. The green light of the screen shines upward at them. Xenu punches buttons to turn the screen off, glances to be sure it is off and then looks up at Chi and the Secret Police Commander. 

 XENU 

Rawl and possibly other Planet Base Commanders are getting suspicious. 

Xenu takes a vicious pleasure in saying his next words. 

XENU 

Launch Phase II.

The shot goes out of focus.

INT.
TRING’S CARGO SHIP

From POV of windscreen toward the pilot seat on the right and a settee on the left. Pilot Tring is looking intently at an off scene (low to camera center) screen.

PILOT TRING

The screen there seems to indicate a lot of heavy space ships over Earth, Galactic ships. Thicker than cockroaches.

Ap is sitting, bored on the settee. Lady Min is doing her nails as best she can. The camera rocks. Tring leans back and turns to Ap and Lady Min. 

TRING 

I’m not going in there.

Ap and Lady Min freeze in shock.

TRING

This Galaxy is getting too hot. Gone to buzzard bait. Listen, (persuasive) I’ve got a cache of fuel, food and air out on an Asteroid. I’m going out there and fuel up and make the long jump to another galaxy. You’re a couple of nice guys. There’s all blazes about to break loose. I can feel it. Those jewels you got will serve as currency. How about it? (Camera rock)

Lady Mm has gone tense.

LADY MIN 

We’ve got to get to Rawl. How do we get down? (Camera rock) 

Tring has done his best squares around and gets back to flying. Camera rock. 

 TRING

All-right if you want to get burned. There’s oxygen masks and parachutes under that seat. Put them on and get into the airlock. I’ll spill you into the stratosphere over the base and even that’s risky. 

He looks a bit sad. 

TRING

(snorting sadly) 

Patriotism! 

INT. - RAWL’S OFFICE

He is standing, glancing up at the overhead. Two other people are in the office, orderlies, and his communicator. Rawl looks at the communicator. There is a heavy rumble of ships & motors.

RAWL

Maneuvers! Have you got any answer yet to why Earth ships were not invited to take part?

The communicator shakes his head. Rawl turns to an orderly. 

RAWL

Pass the order to get my ship ready for immediate blast off. I’m going to do a fly by and look this over.

The orderly is up and races out a door to carry out the order. Rawl looks up again, a bit agitated and puzzled, nervously pounds his fist into his palm a couple times and then walks over to the wall where a flight coat is hanging and takes down the coat. He looks at the other orderly.

RAWL

Sound a base alert just in case.

EXT. - EARTH GALACTIC BASE & PARADE GROUND

Two parachutes are swinging down from upwind toward the parade ground, one behind the other and higher. Klaxon horns are blasting, sounding an intermittent, urgent note. Several troops in blue and white are running across the parade ground toward the hill where ships take off. The parachutes sail down to a landing on the parade ground.

Lady Min lands on the parade ground, oxygen mask on her face. She tears off the oxygen mask, her feet hit and she grabs at the chest release buckle and yanks it open. Parachute and harness go sailing away. A soldier in blue and white is rushing by. She jumps forward and stops him.

LADY MIN

Where is Base Commander Rawl?

The soldier points toward the off scene take-off hill and rushes on. Ap, without parachute and with oxygen mask dangling comes into the scene.

LADY MIN

(to Ap)

Rawl’s up at the hangars. Come on!

Lady Min and Ap race toward the take-off bill.

INT. - RAWL’S OFFICE

Lady Min and Ap burst in the door. Orderlies look up.

LADY MIN

Where’s Commander Rawl!

An orderly points at another door.

ORDERLY

He’s about to blast off.

LADY MIN

This is urgent, urgent!

The orderly waves his arm for them to follow and races out of another door. They race after him.

Cut to shot past Rawl at entrance door of his Interceptor, the interior of Interceptor and Rawl sliding into the pilot seat, putting belts aside. He straps himself in and touches a starter button. He picks up a cubical mike and speaks.

RAWL

Control. Interceptor 1 immediate launch.

There is a whine of starting motors. The entrance door bursts open and Lady Min followed by Ap come sprawling in the door.

RAWL

 Lady Min! 

EXT. - SPACE BOMBER

We see the underside of a space bomber in flight. The bomb bay opens and a single bomb is released and falls.

INT. — RAWL’S INTERCEPTOR

We see from the aisle of the Interceptor toward Rawl in the pilot seat and through windscreen where hangar door can be seen rising. 

LADY MIN

I’ve got data for you. Urgent data...

She is picking herself up, moving into the ship. Rawl waves them in impatiently.

RAWL 

You can tell me as soon as we blast off.

The hangar door is all the way open. Rawl hits a button. There is a jolt and Rawl is pressed back. Lady Min and Ap are pressed down and back. The maw of the hangar door rushes forward toward the ship and vanishes. Camera rock. Cockpit goes very bright from daylight.

EXT. CLIFF FACE

A single Interceptor, Rawl’s, flashes out of it in a soaring take off, long shot. 

EXT. - GALACTIC BASE 

Base from high above it. The bomb hits it with a shattering atomic blast. 

Long shot of Galactic base parade ground as hurtling debris and smoke sweep over it violently. 

INT. - RAWL’S OFFICE

One orderly and the communicator inside. It caves in in smoke and fission.

EXT. - CLIFF FACE

Long shot of the launching face of the cliff. Amid the smoke and hurtling debris, the whole cliff face buckles and slides toward the sea. 

INT. RAWL’S SHIP

Seen from the windscreen back into ship. Camera rolls. The ship is spinning. Lady Min and Ap are trying to hold on. 

Rawl is savagely working at the controls.

Shot through a spinning windscreen at the sun as the ship, though spinning, climbs. The shrieking motors ascend in pitch. The shot goes out of focus.

INT. - HOME PLANET SECRET OPERATIONS BASE NIGHT

We see interior of the operations dome. Chi is at the table with the rollers. A battery of speakers is rumbling along in a subdued pitch. The second roller is pulled out. The two renegade chiefs and several psychiatrists in civilian clothes, bearded, are in the room. The place is dimly lit, most of the light falling on Chi, Xenu is on the other side of the roller table, hand resting on it, very tense and intent on chart. We zoom in on Chi, Xenu and chart. Chi is making crosses on the chart. The charted bases are nearly all of them crossed out.

CHI 

All Galactic bases Vega system.

Chi -makes a cross.

CHI

All bases Spica.

Makes a cross.

CHI

All Galactic bases Altair.

Makes a cross.

Shot of the speaker.

SPEAKER 

Galactic base Earth totally destroyed. 

Chi and Xenu look at each other. Chi makes an exaggeratedly large cross on the chart and looks back at Xenu, They are totally satisfied.

CHI 

End Phase II. Now that all opposition is removed, what are your next orders?

XENU

Issue an all-Galactic proclamation.

“Due to crime wave, martial law is established on all planets.”

He turns away toward waiting group.

Xenu faces the group of psychiatrists, headed by psychiatrist Sty, and two renegades. Three top secret police heads come in from the rear.

XENU

Gentlemen, we begin Phase Three.

We are regaining political control of all planets. Even at this moment our planted agents will be seizing all administrative centers.

But this is not enough. As you well know, minorities and people who might object, which is to say independent thinkers, protest a perfectly functioning police state, the ideal form of government.
Furthermore our planets are over- populated. Phase III consists of rounding up such people on every planet, transporting them to Earth and exterminating them.

We see the two renegade chiefs. One looks very slit—eyed, seeing a possible advantage. 

RENEGADE CHIEF

If my men are to do this they have to be within the law.

Shot of Chi, He is as happy as he could ever get.

CHI 

All worked out. We are creating the Confederate Bureau of Investigation under the newly formed Justice Department. Every one of your renegades is as of this moment appointed government agents - G-men - with full official powers.

(He grins like a wolf.)

The two renegade chiefs also smile like wolves. They know opportunity when they see it.

XENU 

The selection of these minorities is already determined. However, certain scientific judgment is required concerning others. Certain personalities protest. For this reason, we have appointed you, the top leaders of the psychiatric profession....

(Shot of psychiatrists)

XENU (V.0.)

…to handle the ultimate fate of minorities and decide who should be exterminated. I know you will do so in a fully scientific and dedicated manner.

The psychiatrists gravely and seriously nod. Psychiatrist Sty is very happy.

Xenu’s urbanity slips for a moment.

XENU

They must never trouble us again!

Then he gets his mask back.

XENU

The gathering from every planet shall begin. The extermination site is Earth. Gentlemen, I officially announce the beginning of Phase III.

EXT. - APARTMENT HOUSE DOOR

A blast rifle crashes loudly against it three times. A boot of a secret policeman smashes the door open. In the interior, a family is at table (eating a white food from porcelain dishes.

A father, a mother and two children, a boy and a girl. They look up in terror. Two secret police in grey-green uniform come in on the run. They impel the group toward the door. 

EXT. - THREE STORY HOUSES

Exterior of 1890 type three story houses on a street with several stair exits from them down into a street. Secret police in grey green uniforms are herding men, women and children out of the building and down the exits into the street, the people are struggling, screaming. There is already a group gathered in the street. A psychiatrist is in the near foreground with a loud bailer, looking on.

EXT. BLACK NEIGHBORHOOD

Secret policemen are herding blacks out of small stores and houses while another group of secret police hold them in the street.

EXT. - WHITE MIDDLE CLASS SUBURBAN NEIGHBORHOOD

A long column of white middle class people, struggling as they are herded along the street by secret policemen.

Close shot on an old woman clutching a cross, eyes tightly closed, being dragged along the street by her arm, legs trailing.

INT. - COMMUNICATION CONTROL TOWER

A psychiatrist is in a communication control tower of the intergalactic network. He has a list in his hand which he is consulting. It is one of the psychiatrists in the earlier group addressed by Xenu. The screens are flashing. 

PSYCHIATRIST

(professional and unemotional) 

These are the determinations for the Procyon planet populations. (read) All motion picture producers. All editors, writers and newscaster, all blacks, members of the government employees union    

EXT. - NEWSPAPER BUILDING

Secret police are herding employees out of the front entrance and gathering them in the street while other secret police try to get them into parked vans. Sign on building front says “Daily Post”.

EXT. - ROAD

Shot of legs of people walking under protest along a dusty road.

Close shot of a child being yanked along, herself pulling a doll. She is crying.

INT. - INTERGALACTIC COMMUNICATIONS ROOM

A psychiatrist and the chief renegade are at the mikes. The psychiatrist is reading from a list. Screens on the console are flashing.

PSYCHIATRIST

(professional, calm)

Vega System extermination list:
Religious leaders, athletes,
musicians, teachers, salesmen.
All the Ninth Terrestrial Army.
All actors. All unemployed.
All members of the    

EXT. - GULLY

A mob of people is being herded into a gully by secret police. White jacketed men with large hypodermic needles are moving through the struggling crowd. Secret police are knocking individuals down or holding them while the white jackets inject them with syringes. There are screams.

Close shot of a hypodermic needle, smoke coming off it, being injected into the back of a woman on the ground as she struggles to get up. She moans.

EXT. - GARBAGE DUMP


A mob is being held there by secret police while white-jacketed men move into them. The nearby figures of people are prostrate, those being worked on struggling, those in the rear surging.

EXT. - STADIUM

The stadium is being used for an assembly area. People are being moved in through the far gate, a group is being held in the field. The PA systems announce: “Trucks will be here in three hours.” White jacketed men are moving through the central mob and where they have passed, people are lying on the ground inert.

INT. - AUDITORIUM

Soldiers in blue and white without weapons are being wrestled into submission by secret police in an auditorium. A soldier in the foreground goes down and a white-jacketed orderly is in with a needle and jabs it in his back.

EXT. - TRUCKS

A line of trucks. Secret policemen are loading unconscious bodies into them like cordwood.

INT. - INTERGALACTIC COMMUNICATION CONSOLE - NIGHT

The Renegade Chief, collar open, seated, is drinking from a mug.

RENEGADE CHIEF

(tired) How many millions is it so far?

A psychiatrist, much less neat, is turning off screens. He is holding a thick sheaf of papers in his hands.

PSYCHIATRIST 

The Betelgeuse System has not reported yet.

EXT. - SPACE PORT

Ext. long shot of a spaceport. Many ships are packed close together on the ground. A line of trucks is moving toward the nearest ship.

EXT. - ANOTHER SPACE PORT

It is packed with ships, trucks coming in.

EXT. - ANOTHER SPACE PORT

It has a green sky. Trucks clustered around the nearest ship

EXT. - ANOTHER SPACE PORT

It has a pink sky. A convoy of trucks comes down a ramp.

EXT. - SPACE FREIGHTER

Shot of the side of a space freighter, cargo door open, truck alongside: Secret policemen, rumpled, are transferring inert and unconscious people into the ship. Renegades in white coveralls in the ship are receiving the bodies and pushing them back into cargo space.

Close shot, pan of the unconscious face of the little girl in earlier shot that was dragging a doll. She is still gripping the doll. Pan out of the truck and into the cargo door.

Series of shots:

Mound of bodies in a truck.

Mound of bodies in a ship.

Front end of truck grinding forward.

Religious school being emptied of students by secret police.

Unconscious bodies littering the ground.

Wheels of truck going through green mud.

Wheels of truck going in opposite direction to last shot through purple mud.

Woman being forced over on her chest on the ground while a hypodermic jabs into her back, done by a dirty, rumpled and exhausted white jacketed orderly.

Truck and two secret policemen heaving an unconscious body into the truck.

Space freighter cargo door, Rumpled and dirty and tired renegades accepting bodies handed up and passing them into the freighter.

INT. - INTERGALACTIC COMMUNICATIONS ROOM

The Phase III chart is spread out on the table. Chi bends over, it, crossing out planets. The chart says “PHASE III” at the top.

Xenu leans back in a chair, peaceful, calm, sipping a drink delicately.

INT. - SPACE FREIGHTER

We see stack of bodies in space freighter.

Shot past nose of space freighter at sky with clouds. Nose jolts. Clouds come toward camera rapidly. Blast off whine & explosion

Shot past nose of space freighter at clouds, nose at camera right Clouds approach rapidly. Blast off whine & explosion.

Shot past nose of space freighter, nose at camera left. Clouds are red. Clouds approach rapidly. Blast off whine.

EXT. — SPACE FREIGHTER

A truck is arriving at the side of the space freighter with a load of bodies and renegades preparing to receive them into the ship.

EXT. - TOWN SQUARE

A struggling mob is being herded into a town square by secrets police.

INT. - SPACE FREIGHTER

Shot past two white coveralled renegades at controls, through windscreen. Camera rocks. Purple clouds are visible through windscreen. Clouds hurtle toward camera.

RENEGADE CO-PILOT

Last time I was on Earth, I bought this young girl oh, a peach she was. When I got her clothes off I found... (fade down)

INT. CONTROL TOWER

Secret police controller at mikes.

CONTROLLER

Control to Ship Nine Three Four A. Proceed to Earth by filed plan. (Fade down after “Earth”.)

INT. - ANOTHER CONTROL TOWER

A secret policeman is at controller mike.

CONTROLLER

If you don’t know the route to Earth, fly in company with SEVEN SIX FIVE EIGHT N. (Fade down after “fly”.):

EXT. - OBSERVATION PLATFORM

A psychiatrist and a renegade in an observation platform overlooking a field full of ships. Psychiatrist has a list in his hand.

PSYCHIATRIST

That completes this planet. As soon as your ships are ready, I suppose you can tell your pilots to proceed to Earth.

RENEGADE

(sneering)

You sure you got ‘em all?

The psychiatrist looks at him frostily.

PSYCHIATRIST

My dear friend, medical science never makes mistakes. (Fade down after “medical science”.)

INT. - INTERGALACTIC COMMUNICATION CONSOLE

Shot past Renegade Chief at the console. He is very rumpled up. There is a speaker in front of him.

SPEAKER 

Planet Three Alpha Centauri. To Home Planet Control. Planet Three Alpha...

RENEGADE CHIEF

Yeah, yeah. Gimme the hot crap.
SPEAKER 

All cargoes space borne here and proceeding to Earth as ordered. (Renegade Chief is turning down the volume knob fade down after “Earth”.)

Xenu is at his black table. He is in different clothes, more ornate. He is’ looking down at the computer and green light shines up on him from below.

SPEAKER IN COMPUTER

 (Chi’s voice) All seventy-five planets cleared, space born and beading for Earth. Right on time.

Xenu’s face. His eyes, green lit from below, are narrow with a cruel pleasure.

EXT. DESTROYED GALACTIC BASE EARTH

The pavement of the parade ground is torn up, balustrades blackened, cliff face is rubble, broken flagpoles. In the sky there will be a long, endless mass formation of black-silhouetted freighters against the sky moving evenly. At the start of the shot there are no ships in the sky and then the beginning of the formations come into view and continue to come into view until the sky is covered with them.

EXT. A CLIFF FACE EARTH

Beyond the cliff there is a plateau. Space freighters in mass formation are coming in and landing. The actual landing is out of view but they slow and dip down below the rim of the cliff face.

INT.
CONTROL TOWER EARTH

A wide barren landing field is seen from inside a many windowed control tower. A controller is standing there with a cubical mike in the foreground in near silhouette. He is in the uniform of the secret police.

CONTROLLER

Earth Control Post Number 1 to Squadron Leader 879. Divert to Earth Northern Sector 12. Earth Control Post Number 1 to Squadron Leader 265. Divert cargo to Earth Continent 3 Control Post 16. (fade down)

Through the windows can be seen the vast numbers of arriving ships. They use no runway, they simply land in position. They are filling up the field.

EXT. - TRUCK FROM SIDE

The truck has had “9th Army” Xed out on it but it can be ready and under it, crudely lettered “Earth Secret Police”. It is being driven by a renegade in white coveralls. Truck is point​ing toward camera left. The camera pans with it as it pulls out in a curve to the left and comes in alongside a space freighter cargo door. The door bangs down into a ramp, disclosing two renegades in now very dirty and rumpled white coveralls. Three uniformed secret police carrying sheaf s of paper come in from camera left, they are making haste and gesturing to the renegades to unload.

INT. SPACE FREIGHTER

Bodies are stacked inside. The two renegades come into shot from camera right and begin to lug bodies out.

EXT. TRUCK

There are two secret police in the back of the truck. They receive bodies and stack them up in the truck.

EXT. TRUCKS

We see a line of trucks moving out to cargo ships.

EXT. DIFFERENT SHIP

Two renegades are in a cargo door. It is a different ship and different renegades. They are pitching bodies into an off scene truck.

An old black man victim is clumped into the truck. He is beginning to become conscious. He opens his eyes, raises himself up and stares off scene in growing terror. A boot of a secret policeman comes in, kicks him in the jaw and he collapses.

EXT. — SKY

Huge formations of planes are still arriving.

INT. - PLANE

Shot of stacks of bodies in a plane.

EXT. - AIRFIELD

A hump on the edge of the airfield in the road, trucks coming over it and toward camera one at a time as they leave the field loaded with bodies. The sky above them is thick with arriving planes.

EXT. A DIFFERENT FIELD, EARTH

The field is covered with trucks and planes.

EXT. - A DIFFERENT FIELD, EARTH

There is much foliage. It is covered with ships already landed, trucks proceeding toward the camera.

EXT. - A DIFFERENT FIELD, EARTH

It’s very rocky. Planes are all landed, tail end of a truck line is moving toward the camera.

EXT. - VIEW OF MOUNT SHASTA

The slopes of Mount Shasta are plain in the background. A line of trucks in the foreground from camera left to right, halted, renegades and secret police are beginning to unload, dumping bodies out of trucks. The bodies are being dumped beside the road. Many of these bodies are now conscious or regaining consciousness.

Close on the little girl in earlier shots. She struggles awake, sits up, looking on, dazed. She is still clutching her doll. A secret policeman comes, yanks her to her feet and gives her a shove, making her walk up the slope.

EXT. — SLOPES OF MOUNT AETNA

Aetna is visible in the background. A line of trucks is parked still being unloaded but secret police forcing people on their feet and making them start up the slope.

EXT. - SLOPES OF MOUNT FUJI

Fuji is plain in the background. A line of trucks parked every which way on a rocky field. Secret police and renegades are’ unloading and forcing people on their feet. Some have already started up the slope.

EXT. — TRUCKS

Shot of a line of loaded trucks leaving a landing field.

EXT. - SLOPES OF MOUNT WASHINGTON.

Mr. Washington is plain in the background. Ninth Army personnel, hands tied behind them, stretch from camera foreground up along the slopes. They are in the remains of blue and white uniforms. They are being forced by secret police to move on up the slope.

Close on the drummer boy’ Rawl winked at in beginning shots. His drum straps are still on his, shoulders, the broken ‘top rim of the drum clinging to them. He turns and stops and looks toward camera. A soldier back of him is forced on and collides with him and forces him onward up the slope.

EXT. - VOLCANO IN HAWAII

The volcano is plain in the background. A group of people being forced up the slope by secret police.

EXT. - TOP EDGE OF VOLCANO CONE

It is windy. A helicopter in the background is being held down by a crew. In foreground a renegade engineer has an atomic bomb wired to a radio. The bomb case is red and on it is marked “ATOMIC BOMB,” and in small letters, “Danger. Radioactive. Explosive.” He is getting a rope around it. He lowers it into the crater.

EXT. - CRATER

Shot is vertical from rim down into the crater of a volcano. Lava pools are moving, bright red below. The bomb on a rope is being lowered down into the crater.

Shot past helicopter down the slope of the volcano. Tiny in the distance is a group of people being forced up the slope. 

EXT. - VOLCANO SLOPE

Several men near a truck have begun to protest and fight and secret police are pounding at them to force them to walk up the slope.

INT. - EARTH CONTROL POST NUMBER 1

The field is visible. The Controller is standing to one side waiting. The Renegade Chief has taken his microphone.

RENEGADE CHIEF

This is Earth Number One to Volcano Crew 17. Advise when atomic charges have been placed.

There are no planes in the sky, no trucks. The space freighters are still visible in the field but idle. The Renegade Chiefs puts down the mike to side and speaks to Controller.

RENEGADE CHIEF

Damned bastards. They' re the last ones to report atomic charges in place in the volcanoes.

The Controller waves his hand at the field.

CONTROLLER

It’s going to take several hours to get all these ships space borne and out of this.

RENEGADE CHIEF

Don’t get your pants wet. Our people will all be off Earth before we push the button.

The Controller isn’t so sure. The Renegade Chief relents.

RENEGADE CHIEF

Ah, you can tell them to refuel and get back to their planets as soon as secret police are aboard and my men recovered. 

The Controller is in some relief.

EXT. - VOLCANO

Another renegade engineer, standing against a high altitude sky with a whipping wind. His face is grimy, he has a fur jacket over his white coveralls; jacket is open with the wind tearing at it. He rubs the side of his face with the back of his black-gloved hand. He is holding a mike in his other hand.

RENEGADE ENGINEER

Earth Control 1, come in.

RENEGADE CHIEF

(V.0., through mike— speaker. in engineer’s hand) 

What the blasters kept you bastards?

The Renegade Engineer knows better than to answer up in kind.

RENEGADE ENGINEER

Volcano 17, charged and fully complete In fact it’s got two atomic bombs in it. Rope broke

RENEGADE CHIEF

(V.O. through mike— speaker)

Good. Scramble out of there, get back to the field and take off. I’m space borne now.

EXT. - SLOPE OF VOLCANO

Trucks are in foreground, group of people struggling along, secret policemen, however, scrambling back to a waiting line of trucks. The mass of people eddy to a slow halt. Secret police piling into the trucks. First truck moves off, followed by others.

EXT. - FIELD

Trucks loaded with secret police and renegades are jolting over the hump at edge of a field, going into the field.

EXT. - SHIP

A mob of secret police and renegades are piling in through a

EXT. - PLANE

A communications plane hovering in the stratosphere, satellite type view of Earth through the windscreen. The Renegade Chief is sitting in the copilot position. The former Earth Secret Police Chief is at the controls. The Renegade Chief is holding a mike, a TV screen in front of him. A TV panel lights up in front of the Renegade Chief and the face of Chi is on it. Camera rock of ship but scene in windscreen remains stationary.

While Chi is on the screen, Renegade Chief has been saying:

RENEGADE CHIEF

No trouble. The secret police have been evacuated. My renegades also. Been some mobs and riots amongst the planetary population but what the hell.

Xenu’s face replaces Chi’s on the screen.

XENU

Are you about ready?

RENEGADE CHIEF

Oh, yes.

XENU

Turn one of your cameras on it.

The Renegade Chief looks over his shoulder, back into ship.

RENEGADE CHIEF

(to someone off scene in the ship)

Get two or three cameras on it, different depths.

XENU

You can proceed when ready.

The screen goes blank. The Renegade Chief looks through the windscreen.

RENEGADE CHIEF

What some bastards will do for power!

The secret police leader looks sideways at him.

SECRET POLICE LEADER 

Including you.

The Renegade Chief flinches a trifle then grins wickedly at the secret police chief.

RENEGADE CHIEF

You’re talking.

EXT. - A VOLCANO

We see part of a group on the slope. They are not moving, they are sitting hopelessly. 

EXT. NINTH ARMY GROUP

They are slumped down, dejected. One is trying to get his hands free in the foreground.

EXT. — VOLCANO SLOPE

The little girl is bruised and dirty, she still has her doll clutched to her breast. She is looking upward at the sky, seeing nothing there. She does not understand what is happening. She begins to cry silently. 

INT. — RENEGADE CHIEF’S PLANE

He has an electronic control box in his hand. Several red lights are glowing on it, there is no expression on his face whatever. He moves his hand toward the control box.

Close on control box. We see the Renegade Chief’s finger, which hesitates for a moment and then smoothly, even gracefully pushes the central button.

EXT. MAUNA LOA, HAWAII 

Long shot an atomic blast balloon begins to blossom from its crater. Far off, subdued roar heard.

EXT. - MT. VESUVIUS

An atomic blast begins to blossom from its crater. It progresses a little further than in last shot. Far off roar faded up slightly

EXT. - MOUNT SHASTA

Atomic blast balloon blossoms from its crater. It goes a little higher than in the last shot. Subdued roar, not so far off and faded up slightly over, last shot.

EXT- MOUNT WASHINGTON

Atomic blast has formed more fully than in last shot. Closer roar.

EXT. — MOUNT FUJIYAMA

Full-formed atomic blast with an internal flashing pulse in it.

Then series of three shots of atomic blasts, very short shots.

EXT. — SEA

It is hit with a buffet of air which increases.

EXT. - FOREST SEEN FROM ABOVE

A billow of wind, its oncoming edge shaped like a bow, yellow, slowly encroaches
 on it and across it. 

EXT. - AIR SPACE

Air space, yellow, smoky sky background. A horizontal torrent of trees race across it from left to right.

EXT. – PLAIN

Plain as in next to last shot. Fogged over with yellow smoky air. Barren of trees. Wind going from left to right. Very short shot. 

EXT. - AIR SPACE

Air space, dirty yellow, grey sky. Two human beings tumbling and sprawling, blown horizontally from left to right at speed, by violent wind.

EXT. — EARTH CITY

Ext. long shot. A bowed yellow cloud of wind slowly passes across the view, from left to right.

EXT. — CITY SKYSCRAPER

Very tall Earth city skyscraper, narrow. It begins to bend into a bow shape to the right. The bending continues. Debris in the air, yellow smoke flying left to right.

EXT. - RIO DE JANEIRO, BUT LARGER

Huge yellow, debris studded cloud with a bowed nose, moves slowly across the city from right to left.

EXT. SIDE OF A VOLCANO

Molten lava on the side of a volcano as it pours down diagonally from upper right to lower left across slope. Seen through dust and debris filled chaos of air.

EXT. - EARTH CITY

A third huge Earth city by the sea. A towering tidal wave, like a comber is coming on from the far left corner of the scene, towering up to engulf the city, all in very slow motion. Cut before it falls on the city.

EXT. - VOLCANO CRATER

It is in total eruption, very slow motion.

EXT. - SECTION OF SKY

Debris and chunks of molten lava tearing along rapidly from left to right tumbling and chaotic.

EXT. - EARTH STREET

A crowd on the street. They are already being hit by wind. They are looking forward and up at the sky in terror. A yellow cloud buffets them from in front. 

EXT. — SAME STREET

It is empty and rubble strewn.

EXT. - PLAIN

Plain where trees were in beginning shot. It is barren, with wind and debris moving across it left to right.

EXT. — SECOND EARTH CITY 

City earlier show where skyscraper was bending. Wind is still tearing across it but it is how rubble.

EXT. - RIO

Wave has engulfed it, only a few taller building tops, battered, are showing. Water is battered by wind. A second wave is beginning to form at far left.

EXT.- SKY

Parts of a plane tumble from right to left amid a dust and debris strewn wind.

EXT. - SMALL SUBURBAN TYPE HOUSE

Debris filled cloud obscures it.

Then shot from same camera position as last shot. Foundation only of the small suburban house.

EXT. - PLANE

Ext. close shot of the electronic box held by the Renegade Chief. His hand is holding it casually. Sharp camera rock as though ship is flying unevenly.

EXT. - EARTH AS THOUGH FROM SATELLITE

The cloud formation is a reddish, unevenly lighted swirl.

EXT. - XENU’S OFFICE

Xenu is at his black table. Same shot as last shot visible on his TV screen on the table. A drink is to his hand. He takes a sip of it.

EXT. - SEA ON EARTH

It is ruffled by a wind and is choppy. The charred remains of the doll the little girl was holding is bobbing in the fore​ground. The shot is held for some time.

INT. HALL IN PALACE ON HOME PLANET

It is all decorated up for a party. It is thronged with uniformed secret police and renegades . Xenu, Chi, Chu the banker, the psychiatrist Sty, all the leaders of the secret police, and the renegade chiefs are there. A big orchestra is playing loud, foolishly gay music in the background and people in small groups are chattering, laughing and talking. A few degraded, half naked women are present.

Chi is talking with Chu. Chu looks a bit nervous, twisting rings.

CHU

So you are sure I will get all my money back.

CHI

With interest, with interest. In addition to the Confederate Bureau of Investigation I am forming an income tax police in Treasury.

He makes wringing motion with his hands as though wringing out a towel.

CHI 

And they’ll extract every last possible penny from the people.

Chu looks cheered for a moment then turns doubtful.

CHU

This cost a terrible lot of money.

CHI
Master Chu, the people are a bottomless pit for taxes. It can go on forever. A bottomless pit.

He looks a bit archly at Chu off scene.

CHI

Providing of course you back it up with a heavily manned police force with a secret police and treasury police, and of course psychiatrists to take care of any people who object. ( He chuckles) Police states never go broke. The populace maybe, but not us, not us.

We see Xenu, the leading psychiatrist Sty, the secret police chief who was in charge of Earth originally and the Renegade Chief. The secret police chief is popping a cork and pouring into several glasses on a tray being held by a white jacketed waiter as he talks.

SECRET POLICE CHIEF

I'd say it was successful beyond any possible hopes I had. Our men in charge of the government on every planet, planetary armies still obedient to us, so large bases left to bother us, (he is filling a glass at each point he makes, and fills the last glass as he makes his last remark, spilling it) and  no Congress to bother us.

Another angle of the same group, as they take their glasses off the tray extended by the waiter, shot favoring Xenu. They extend their glasses for a toast. A tiny shrill sound, the beginning a diving plane, like a Stuka dive bomber is heard, growing a trifle louder as they extend their glasses for a toast.

Chi and Chu have stopped talking and are looking upward toward the ceiling, curious, not yet too worried. The dive bombing sound is rising and plain.

The group of renegades in the ball room are looking now up at the ceiling, professionally alert, concerned. The diving plane sound is faded up and dominating as it grows closer.

The Secret police chief stares up at the ceiling, still holding the glass but the glass is being lowered uncertainly (to parallel direction of diving plane unseen). The sound is much nearer, much louder.

Xenu is staring tensely at the ceiling, held glass spilling its contents in a dribble as it tilts in his hand unnoticed. We hear the shriek of a dive bomber, coming down at high speed and very, very close.

Close shot of a section of ceiling. A spear-like object bursts downward through it. It is a long tube as a shaft and is headed by an arrow. We hear its crash as it comes through ceiling at high speed. The dive bomber sound is a pull—out at bottom of dive.

We see the center of palace ballroom floor, some feet in view at the start of the short shot and hastily withdrawn leaving the floor clear. The spear—like object strikes the floor, point first, the spearhead imbedding in the wood. The camera rapidly zooms in on it beginning at the instant it hits. It is vibrating as it stands erect. Sounds are of dive bomber pulling out at beginning to zoom away; sharp impact as the object hits the floor, a woman’s scream as it starts to vibrate; the rush feet getting away from it.

In the ballroom the people are surging away from the center of the ballroom floor where the object is. There are screams and pandemonium.

The secret police chief has fainted. 

A renegade races to the object on the abandoned ballroom floor. He grasps it and with a heavy yank, manages to get it out of the floor. He stands, examining it.

RENEGADE

(shouts)

It’s not a bomb. The force field above the palace would have detonated it if it was a bomb. It’s a message tube.

The object has a screw cap top and the renegade is removing it. He brings out a roll of paper, a scroll and separate message. He stretches out the scroll.

Close shot of the scroll, held diagonally. It says: “PROCLAMATION. The Congress of the Loyal Officers of the People hereby DEPOSES XENU as Supreme Ruler and orders him to surrender for TRIAL on charges of HIGH TREASON AND MASS MURDER.” It has signatures at the bottom, Rawl and Mish.

RENEGADE (V.0.)

Proclamation. The Congress of the Loyal Officers of the People hereby deposes Xenu as Supreme Ruler and orders him. . What the bloody blastick is this?

A second sheet of paper is moved to cover the top half of the proclamation. On the second sheet is handwritten: “Xenu, Copies of this Proclamation are being dropped on the streets of every planet. I advise you to surrender peacefully for trial. Rawl”

RENEGADE (V.0.)

Xenu, Copies of this Proclamation are being dropped on the streets of every planet. I advise you to surrender..... Hey, what’s this nut Rawl think he’s doing? He’s dead. Every Loyal Officer is dead.

We see Xenu on camera right, Chi on camera left. Xenu is in a cold fury. He has gathered the lapels of Chi’s coat into his right hand.

XENU

How many Interceptor bases did you leave untouched?

He yanks Chi to him by lapels.

CHI

(stammering)

O-only.... only Mish. Th... there was a ship seen leaving the Earth base as it blew up. O—only those.

Xenu relaxes his hold on Chi. He begins to laugh.

Shot past audience on the floor toward Xenu, standing on a raised platform as he turns away from Chi, Xenu is laughing. He holds up both his hands in a calming reassuring gesture to the crowd. The renegade who opened the message capsule is close in front of him and holds the message toward him. Xenu takes the messages - note and proclamation. He begins to laugh again.

XENU

(to the crowd) 

Purest bluff. Two men against millions of secret police, against 75 totally secured planets, against all our planes and armies! (sarcastic) Well, good luck to them.

He tears the note and proclamation across and drops the pieces on the floor with exaggerated contempt. The crowd mutters, going into signs of relief and then at the end laughing. The shot goes out of focus.

EXT. - INTERCEPTOR

Shot is out of focus at start and then comes into focus. It is an Interceptor against the star-studded sky, very small. It is alone. 

INT. - INTERCEPTOR

We see the area outside its airlock which is like a locker room. The airlock door is visible and marked “Airlock. Keep inner door closed." Mish, Rawl, Lady Min and Ap are in various stages of getting into space garments which they are pulling on over their other clothes. Oxygen masks and parachutes are about to be donned. Mish and Rawl, underneath their space coverings are in Loyal Officer uniforms. Lady Min is in a khaki shirt and skirt. Ap is in civilian clothes and hat.

RAWL

 You don’t have to do this, Lady Min. You’ve already done enough:
we’d never have known what this was all about without you.

Lady Min keeps right on getting dressed. Ap is scared and stares at her. Rawl smiles approvingly as he continues to get dressed.

Shot of Rawl as he is still getting dressed, and speaks:

RAWL

Well, here it is. We’re over Alpha Centauri Planet 2, Cronjin. It’s the least populated and a long way from Home Planet. The idiots took out all the Galactic bases including this one so there’s no chance of being bombed — they got no bombers we can't handle. We’re going to parachute in on the night side while our pilot flies cover. Keep together guide in on me closely.

He finishes his last buckle and reaches out and takes a blast rifle off a peg. Camera rocks.

We see past Mish forward up the aisle to the pilot compartment.

The pilot, seen earlier as an orderly in Mish’s Interceptor Base, is looking back toward Mish.

PILOT

About 35 seconds to target

MISH 

When we’re gone keep alert to cover us. If we make it, we’ll radio you when to land.

Mish steps forward into the airlock. The camera rocks. We see the party from inner door of airlock, all in the lock. Rawl opens the outer door displaying stars. A red light is on. After a moment it goes green. Rawl spins off out the door. Lady Min steps out after him. Mish steps through. Ap goes to the door, looks down, scared and steps into space with vast misgivings. 

AP

(as he steps out, voice trailing off as he falls).

Future Zero!

Camera rocks.

EXT. - PLANET SURFACE. 

Vertical shot of planet surface coming up toward camera slowly. There is a blank space in the center. Masses of city lights stretch out to camera left. Camera rotates about 45 degrees counter clockwise and then rotates back. We hear the far off whine of ship fading down, rush of air through chutes, and the crack and rustle of the chutes.

EXT. - PLANET’S COMMUNICATION CENTER - NIGHT

It is near an airfield. It is a raised dome with steps leading up from the field. It is a dome set in the middle of a high roof. Antennae towers with red lights on them are seen just beyond the building. The building is set off to camera left, leaving wide field space to camera right. Four chutes in rapid succession land in front of the building.

We see Rawl, landing. He has already touched down. He rips open the harness buckle, unslings the blast rifle and rushes forward to camera right (heading for the stairs of the communications center off scene).

We then see the communication tower stairs which are outside the building against its face. Rawl comes in from camera left, sprints up the stairs to the door at the top. When he is about halfway up, Mish, carrying an automatic blast rifle, races up from camera left and starts up the stairs.

INT. - COMMUNICATIONS CENTRAL

Secret policeman, collar open, grey-green uniform is at Communications panel facing camera left. There is the sound of a door crashing open. He jumps, spins to face door off scene to camera right. He for holstered gun. A ribbon of green flare, low and not touching panel of communications, smashes into him and he is hurled and drops out of sight. A haze of green smoke floats over the scene.

EXT.
ENTRANCE DOOR - NIGHT

We see the entrance door from outside of the communications building. Mish is at the top of the stairs, covering the steps with an automatic blast rifle tensely, his back to the entrance door. Lady Min and Ap brush past him and enter the communications room in the dome.

INT. — COMMUNICATIONS ROOM

Rawl is stripping off the space suit, throws it aside, pulls his cap out of his pocket and puts it on, meanwhile he is looking constantly at the communications panels before him all along one wall. Lady Min strips off her space suit and fluffs out her hair and reaches for a lipstick and begins to use it. Ap doesn't undress; he sees the dead secret policeman on the floor he doesn’t like it; he drags the policeman off to one side while looking about nervously. 

The communications panel has various switches, levers and screens. Rawl begins to throw levers, speaking as he does each one. 

 RAWL 

(naming levers as he opens them)

Planetary News Media. Home television interrupt. Planetary army headquarters. Radio emergency interrupt. All Planet Alert System. Theater screens.

Close on Rawl. The background is a battery of TV monitors. He is putting a cubical microphone in position in front of his face. His image and actions are repeated on every one of the monitors behind him. He makes a conscious effort to calm down, takes a long breath, speaks.

RAWL

 People of the Planet Cronjin.

I am Rawl, Speaker of the Congress of Loyal Officers of the People, the ruling body of the Galactic Confederation.

INT. — A BAR

The Secret Police General of Cronjin is seen with the bar TV screen large behind him. He is in full dress grey—green secret police uniform. Rawl’s image is on the screen.

RAWL

(continuing speech uninterrupted from last shot but now through speakers) 

Xenu has been deposed, the secret police disbanded. Xenu is being sought for trial for the destruction of the Planet Earth, murder of populations.

As Rawl speaks the general is in action. The general stares momentarily in shock, then slams down his drink so it slops and snatches a radio out of his pocket. 

 GENERAL 

(into radio at same time Rawl is speaking)

All police! Go to Cronjin Planetary Communications Center, Airfield. 

At once!

INT. - SUBURBAN LIVING ROOM

A family is grouped around the TV set. At the start of the shot there is only two there, one is beckoning wildly to people off scene to camera right to come look at the TV screen. The screen light shows on their faces as they look in intense interest.

Others are coming into the scene from behind.

RAWL

(voice coming from TV)

 Many of your own people were recently rounded up. They were transported to Earth and murdered there by atomic fire. You have been told that recent measures were done to combat a crime wave. That crime wave was Xenu!

INT. - OFFICE OF COMMANDING GENERAL

Lighted by TV screen, we see office of commanding general of the Cronjin Planetary Army. He is dressed in blue and white uniform. He is standing, flanked by his staff officers, watching a TV screen, image unseen, to camera left.

RAWL 

(voice coming through speakers)

In addition to the entire population of Planet Earth, Xenu also rounded up and had murdered the entire Ninth Army because it sought to carry out the lawful orders of Congress and resisted the formation of a police state.

At the mention of the Ninth Army, the general goes tense, he knew it. ‘

 GENERAL

(grittingly, angry, voice superimposed on Rawl's last words) 

So that’s why they don’t answer up! Orderly! 

The other officers are pulling out their own radios from their pockets.

EXT. — SIDEWALK - NIGHT

We see people on a sidewalk staring up tensely at a public address system.

RAWL

(voice through PA system)

Your own bomber base did not blow up because of terrorists as you were told. Xenu blew it and every other Galactic base in an effort to destroy the power of the Loyal Officers and Congress. You are safe therefore from any retaliation from Home Planet. The sky above you is guarded by us.

The crowd in the street is shifting.

By the authority of Congress I therefore call on you to rise, smash the secret police and restore lawful government to this planet!

As Rawl’s last words come over they begin to surge forward and stream under the camera. They are angry.

EXT. - TOP OF STAIRS – NIGHT

Shot past Mish at the top of stairs, showing stairs going down to camera right and a roadway into airfield at camera left. The communications room is off scene to camera right and behind Mish who is blocking the door to it. He is tensely holding his automatic blast rifle. Sound of distant sirens approaching.

INT. - COMMUNICATIONS CENTER

Rawl, to camera right, is still speaking into mike at start of shot.

RAWL

(into mike)

You can and must win!

Ap is at camera left, not in the path of mike television scanner Ap is wide-eyed. Rawl shoves the mike into Ap’s hands, grabs his blast rifle and starts off to camera right. Ap is trying to gather his wits as to what to say. Sirens getting louder.

EXT. — DOOR AT TOP OF STEPS

Mish is standing there braced, holding his automatic blast rifle The sirens are getting unbearably loud, and new sirens in the distance coming closer. Rawl comes from camera left, goes past Mish and the camera pans Rawl as he goes along raised parapet to the corner directly above the bottom of the stairs and drops down, using the corner of the parapet for cover, and raises his blast rifle for cover.

INT. — COMMUNICATIONS CENTER

Ap is at the mike, scared stiff.

AP

Ladies and gentlemen, people of Cronjin, you have just heard an emergency announcement by Commander Rawl...

EXT. — RAWL

Past Rawl to the roadway entering airfield, a secret police car dark green, lights blazing, careens into the roadway, skids sideways to a stop and grey-green uniformed secret police begin to pile out.

AP (V.0.)

... Loyal Officer, Speaker of Congress. And if you’re going to do anything you better do it now and fast. The secret police are piling into this airfield like an avalanche...

Rawl raises his blast rifle and fires. We see the secret police car, sidewise to camera as armed secret police pile out.

AP (V.0.)

People of Cronjin, where are you? We need help!

A green blast of fire from Rawl’s rifle off scene hits the car, and it explodes in scarlet flame and green smoke. The secret police are hurled down.

The secret police general (who was in the bar) arrives in his car. He gets out of car. The burning police car flames off scene to camera left are lighting the scene with scarlet and flashes of green. The camera pans him as he leaps from his car and stands for a moment looking off scene toward the burning car and then turns to direct his arriving cars and men behind him to camera right.

A personnel truck with secret police on it comes to a skidding halt and secret police pile out of it on both sides. The scene is lighted by the burning police car, flashing green and scarlet. The men are moving very fast.

Three more secret police personnel trucks skid to a stop and secret police leap out. Scene is lit with scarlet flames. People are moving very fast. 

We see five secret police trucks halted and police piling out of them and forming up. The burning car and the communications dome can be seen in the background. The men are moving very fast.

A flatbed truck on which an artillery piece is mounted moves into view. The Communications dome and burning car are visible as camera pans the truck to a stop. The gun crew on the truck begin to train the gun in on the dome. The secret police general leaps up in front of the gun crew from the ground on the other side of the truck. He is motioning to them to desist.

The secret police general on the truck in front of the gun crew has his hand the underside of the gun barrel as though pushing up.

GENERAL

No, no! Don’t destroy the communications center. We’ll need it in a few minutes to tell the population they are dead and we are in control!

A line of secret police throw themselves down on the ground, rifles in firing position. They start firing as each one hit’s the ground. There is firing to camera left. A torrent of slashes is going out from their rifles.

EXT. — STAIRS

Mish is prone at the top of the stairs, protected by the edge of the door, firing over the sill, downward. Red slashes are tearing into the door about two feet above his head, chewing it up. Mish fires a long, sweeping burst of green flame, staccato.

INT. — COMMUNICATIONS ROOM

Lady Min and Ap. Ap is still at the mike. Several random red slashes tear through the room over his head. As he speaks Lady Min is trying to get him to give her the mike.

AP 

This field is swarming with secret police. Right now we’re going to find out of the people of Cronjin are friends of murderers and oppressors. 

EXT. - CORNER OF COMMUNICATIONS BUILDING

Shot is from ground level. Two personnel carriers careen into view right at the bottom of the steps and instantly spill out white coverall led renegades, armed. They rush instantly toward the steps as fast as they hit the ground at a dead run.

AP (V.0.)

And so I give you the Lady Min, eyewitness to the planning of Xenu and the destruction of Earth. 

Shot past Mish down the stairs to the ground. The renegades are pounding up the stairs. Mish lets them come up the stairs to within a few feet of him and then cuts loose with the automatic blast rifle. Flames from the rifle are green. The leading renegades start to fall back, hit. 

From a side view of the stairs, we see renegades who fill the whole stairs being smashed back by the blast rifle and falling down the stairs.

INT. — COMMUNICATIONS BUILDING

Lady Min is at the mike. Red stabs of flame are racing over her head. She ducks as she speaks and the camera pans down to her on the floor, still speaking:

LADY MIN

People of Cronjin this may be your last chance to attain freedom.

EXT. - ARTILLERY PIECE

The secret police general stands by the flatbed artillery piece, facing the fight, slit—eyed and determined. The scene is lit by gun flashes near the off-scene communications dome. The police general hears a clanking sound, whirls to look back of him, bits a switch which turns on powerful searchlights, goes into shock.

We see behind the secret police from the viewpoint of the police general in the tanks last shot. Four blue and white army abreast are coming down the road toward the secret police attack from the secret police rear lit by the searchlights from the artillery piece. As they come, their guns are depressing. Fanned out on either side behind them are personnel carriers just coming to a stop. Blue and white uniformed troops are spilling over the sides of the blue and white carriers, which are side lit with the searchlights.

TROOPS

Remember the Ninth Army!

Remember the Ninth Army! (in ragged but loud battle cry)

The Cronjin Planetary Army general (the one seen earlier in his office) stands in the turret of a tank, bare headed. He is talking into a mike, glaring and angry as he looks at the secret police before him off scene.

GENERAL

(into mike)

Fire low so as not to hit the communications center. Attack at once.

The tank gun muzzle sprays a huge blast of blue—white fire. The blue-white fire hits a police car and it leaps into the air. (Battle and dome are seen in background.) The troops are still shouting, “Remember the Ninth Army!” 

We see a line of secret police who have been firing at the dome. Some are still firing. Others sense all is not well and look back of them. Some rise up to fend off what they see directly behind them. A wave of blue and white soldiers hit them and knock them flat.

INT. — COMMUNICATIONS ROOM

Lady Min has the mike in hand. She is on her feet. Her face is radiant.

LADY MIN

Victory! People of Cronjin, you are free, free, free!

EXT. — STAIRS

We see up the stairs of the communications building. The door is now ripped to shreds. Mish and Rawl are standing there, rifles dangling in their left hands, Rawl on camera right. The scene is filled with eddying green and red smoke. The general of troops is coming up the stairs, bareheaded, followed by officers. He puts out his hand to Rawl to shake hands.

GENERAL

So I finally get to meet the famous Rawl! 

MISH

Shall we go inside?

INT. - COMMUNICATIONS ROOM

Shot toward the door. The place is shot up. Lady Min is still holding the mike to camera right, Ap is trying to right some battered chairs and get them, out of the way as the party comes in. The general of troops, Rawl and Mish come in through the door. Lady Min turns the mike toward them but does not approach them. There is a loud commotion on the stairs and Mish, toward the back, looks over and back down them. A group of officers with a civilian amongst them crowd in through the stairway door.

ONE OF NEWLY ARRIVED OFFICERS

Look what we have here!

Past Rawl and the general we see group that has just come in. In its center is the civilian, a middle—aged man. He has shackles on his wrists. One of the escorting military officers is trying to get the shackles off, trying various keys.

SAME NEWLY ARRIVED OFFICER 

We got him out of the police barracks dungeon, The Civil Governor of Cronjin! 

The officer with the keys has gotten one shackle off and the civil governor extends his hand 

Rawl and the civil governor shake hands.

 RAWL

Can I count on you and the general here to get this planet mopped up and in order?

The civil governor and the military general, beam at Rawl with enthusiasm (Rawl is off scene).

GOVERNOR & GENERAL

(in chorus)

Indeed so!

Shot of Lady Min, Mish and Ap. Lady Min is holding the mike extended, toward the off scene group, pointed at them. 

AP 

That was tombstone close.

MISH 

One down and 74 planets to go.

Ap looks like he's going to faint.

AP 

74 more like these?

 The shot goes out of focus. . . 

SPECIAL EFFECTS SHOT:

Begins out of focus. It is of an Interceptor windscreen. The whole galaxy is visible through the windscreen. Reflected in the windscreen, so that it looks like a superimposition over the galaxy, is the image of Rawl, sitting in the co—pilot seat of an Interceptor in flight with communication controls before him, holding a mike. The first impression is that it is a ghost of Rawl spread all over the universe. When this is established, camera zooms back slowly into a shot past Rawl from behind at the windscreen and communication panel in the ship. After zoom back, camera rock.

RAWL

(into mike)

People of the Galactic Confederation, fight on! We have wrested thirty planets from the unlawful . control of Xenu. Everywhere populations are in revolt. The measures of personal income tax, enforced identification, illegal entries and violations of privacy by the secret police have inflamed peoples everywhere. Xenu in his stronghold on Home Planet receives little news to cheer him....

INT. - HALL

Shot of a door from hall, , closed , into a room beyond. On the glass of the door is printed “PERSONAL INCOME TAX BUREAU, ACHNAR SYSTEM”. There is a huge explosion back of the door and the door blows inward, red flames shoot out. 

INT. — ROOM

A bank of computers are strung along one wall and over it the sign, “IDENTITY COMPUTERS, BETELGEUSE SYSTEM”. A secret police-man is standing at the computers feeding data into them. Three civilians come in from the side carrying automatic blast weapons. The leading civilian shouts. 

CIVILIAN

To hell with your false reports!

The civilians fire into the computers and secret policemen. Computers fly into bits.

EXT. - STREET

A mob of civilians are dragging a secret policeman by one boot and a renegade is stumbling along behind, hands tied behind him, rope around his neck. .

INT. - PUBLIC BUILDING

Shot of the floor of a public building. A psychiatrist is down on the floor, bearded. A mob turns him over as he struggles and a civilian is jabbing a syringe repeatedly into him.

VOICE

Let’s see how you like it.

EXT. - STREET

Secret police in riot dress facing camera. They are in full stride forward and are then hit with fire hoses from in front and driven sprawling back.

EXT. - BUILDING

A flagpole juts out from a building. A secret police executive is hanging, rope around his neck, from the end of the flagpole.

EXT. — GUN EMPLACEMENT

Secret police are manning the gun and firing furiously horizontally toward camera right. Gouts of fire from several weapons coming from behind camera from camera left chop across the group, flinging them this way and that.

EXT. - VIEWPOINT OF CARS - NIGHT

Car headlights from several cars are shining out horizontally.

A crowd of terrified and frantic secret police is running away, followed by the cars. They are falling one by one. 

EXT.- BUILDING — NIGHT 

We see the front of a building of an official nature, night. Building is on fire. Several renegades, smudged, scared, in white coveralls are moving away from building toward camera. They have their hands up, trying to surrender. One on the at camera left tries to run away, wheels and fires back at the unseen attackers behind camera. A staccato blast of green fire balls from several weapons progresses from camera left to camera right, mowing the renegades down.

EXT.
— STEPS OF A PUBLIC BUILDING — NIGHT

A secret police officer in screaming hysteria pulls the pin from a grenade and raises his arm to hurl it at off scene crowd. A shot hits him, the grenade falls to his own feet and explodes.

EXT. - STREET - DAY.

The pavement is cobbled. From the area of the waist down, civilian feet are seen moving rapidly from right to left. In the hands in view are assorted weapons, axes, scythes.

EXT. - SIDE OF PLANE

Renegade pilot looks in terror back toward camera, grabs hold of plane door with the intention of escaping. He pulls open the door and this triggers a bomb which explodes in the plane.

EXT.
— POLICE BARRACKS

Sign in foreground, arched, says "SECRET POLICE REGIMENT 970 ALTAIR SYSTEM" The police are besieged and firing out of the windows. A mob with torches is hurling the torches at the  building. A corner of the building is burning.

INT. - A PLANETARY COMMUNICATIONS CENTRAL

A dead secret policeman is sprawled across the panel, a butcher knife in his back. In the foreground, a panic—stricken renegade has the mike and is screaming into it. 

RENEGADE 

Home Planet. Home Planet. The people of Beta Centauri 2 have risen in revolt. We are pinned down, outnumbered…

There is a huge flash and fire that consumes the scene. She goes out of focus.

INT. - AN INTERCEPTOR

Rawl, Ap, Lady Min and Mish are huddled over a chart table, seated. A chart is spread on the table and Rawl is consulting it. The camera rocks. 

 RAWL 

Sooner or later they will get their wits working and start to use the Home Planet bombers to retaliate.

Mish nods. Ap knows its bad news.

RAWL 

I propose to attack that base and then move right in on the Home Planet without waiting, for other planets. They’re doing all right. 

Mish nods again.

MISH 

Looks safest

AP

Safest?

Rawl smiles at him.

RAWL

(to Ap) (patiently) 

This is an outer space atomic Interceptor, made to combat enemy space battleships. Using it in atmosphere makes it  dead easy against planetary ships. I doubt if there are any renegades that can even fly one.

A P

 (unconvinced) 

Like tiger fighting a puppy, huh?

RAWL 

You can man the tail gun.

AP

Do you have any heart medicine aboard?

EXT. — BOMBER BASE ON HOME PLANET

Bombers are in the background. Shot seen from level viewpoint. Some renegades are sitting in the foreground. They have a very young girl they are shoving around, pushing her from one to the next, tearing her clothes further. The girl is terrified.  The renegades are laughing. Their own white coveralls are filthy. 

RENEGADE AT CAMERA LEFT

I didn’t think it would be so much fun to be an agent of the Confederate Bureau of Investigation.

RENEGADE NEAR CENTER

Come on sweetheart, let’s investigate further.

They shove the girl at him and he rips a garment further. The girl is now lying inert, eyed wide open, dead. 

RENEGADE HOLDING GIRL

Hell, she’s dead!

RENEGADE AT CAMERA LEFT

Good, hand her over, that’s the way I like 'em. 

A renegade at camera right, bored, gets up, yawns. .

RENEGADE THAT ROSE

I better get a squadron airborne to relieve the Home Planet Patrol.

He starts to slouch off. The renegade in the center pitches the girl to the renegade at camera left.

RENEGADE WHO PITCHED GIRL

Yeah, you do that.

(Note: Use a midget actress over 21 years old to play the part of the little girl, dressed to look about 10, to qualify on various state laws.)

INT. — INTERCEPTOR

Through the windscreen a renegade copilot is at the control of an Interceptor. He is talking through a mike.

COPILOT 

When are you dog lovers coming up to relieve us?

Camera rock.

He starts to put the mike on its hook, then is startled by instrument on the panel before him. He stares upward through -the windscreen. Then frantically reaches over to camera right where the pilot has been off scene. He points. 

 RENEGADE

A Loyal Officer Interceptor!

He grabs the mike.

INT. - RAWL’S SHIP

Through his ship's windscreen from viewpoint of Rawl's ship Home Planet bomber base. Between the base and the ship are six Interceptors in sloppy formation. Buildings of the heavy populated planes stretch in all directions from the bomber base. Camera rock. Scene is very slowly moving toward camera.

Ap is in a tail gunner seat, wrestling with the gun with clumsy fingers. He raises up, looks forward, flinches.

AP

Six Interceptors!

EXT. - GROUND

Renegade pilots are scrambling toward Interceptors.

RAWL’S SHIP

Shot is past Rawl in the pilot seat at camera left and Mish copilot seat at camera right, through windscreen, the six Interceptors in front of them have turned nose up to meet them. Camera rock of ship but not scene seen through windscreen. Mish is readying a firing control situated at camera center between them. 

Ap, in the tail gunner seat, is looking over, forward and down.

AP

Six more taking off!

EXT. — FROM SIDE 

Long shot from side. Six Interceptors are rising diagonally from lower camera right. Rawl’s ship is diving diagonally from upper camera left. Clouds are in background. The rising Interceptors are firing tracer. Rawl’s ship is not firing, meeting the others head on. Rawl’s ship passes the leading  renegade Interceptor. (Note: Rawl’s ship is nearly twice as large as the planetary Interceptors coming up to meet him and has less wing area.)

INT. - RAWL’S SHIP

Mish’s hand is on the firing control, closing it.

EXT. - FROM SIDE AS IN NEXT TO LAST SHOT

Rawl’s ship has spread a pattern of small black balls behind it. Rawl’s ship passes the last ship in the rising formation. The strewn black balls behind it explode all together, making a path of explosions in the renegade formation. It knocks four of the renegade ships to bits. 

INT. - RAWL’S SHIP

Ap is firing wildly.

EXT. - RENEGADE SHIP

A renegade ship tries to turn. It explodes.

EXT. - RAWL’S SHIP

The muzzle of Ap’s tail gun belches flame. Camera rock.

EXT. - 2ND RENEGADE SHIP

It has turned and is firing.

We see past Ap second ship as Ap continues to fire. Camera rock. A curtain of red covers Ap’s turret for a second and when it peels off the renegade ship in background explodes. (Ap’s turret is hit for an instant but without damage.)

INT. - RAWL’S SHIP

We see Mish. The view through the windscreen of the horizon is steeply tilted and tilting further.

 MISH

Second squadron!

Mish is pointing downward perpendicular to the tilt. Camera rock.

EXT. - AGAINST SKY

The second squadron in ragged formation, six ships, are rising vertically.

EXT. — FROM RAWL’S SHIP

Shot past Mish and Rawl through windscreen. Clouds rising upward. Camera rocks. Mish has hand on firing controls, waiting.

EXT. - SKY

The six Interceptors are seen against the sky, climbing now at 45 degrees. Rawl’s ship comes up from under and behind them, going much faster, shoots on out the front of the formation. An atomic explosion flashes well behind Rawl’s ship but in the center of the six and batters them to fragments.

INT. - AP IN TAIL GUNNER SEAT

The flash of the explosion hits him in the face. He makes ready to shoot at something and sees there’s nothing to shoot at now. He is disappointed.

EXT. - BOMBER FIELD

Field with bombers on it, as seen from above. Ground weapons are sending ribbons of flame into the sky, concentrating on one point.

INT. — RAWL’S SHIP

We see Mish’s thumb on the trigger of central control. His other hand comes in, adjusts a selector dial.

RAWL (V.0.)

Now!

The thumb snaps down.

EXT. - BOMBER FIELD

Guns are still firing up but at a higher point. The whole scene explodes in an atomic explosion.

INT. - RAWL’S SHIP

We see Rawl in the pilot seat of the Interceptor. He has a cubical mike to his lips. He is flying with his left hand.

RAWL

(into mike)

Calling Commanding General Arn, commanding planetary army Home Planet. Calling Commanding General Arn, commanding planet​ary army Home Planet...

VOICE

(V.0. through speaker)

I’ll get him, I’ll get him.

INT. - A LONG ROOM

The place is filled with smoke from firing weapons. At the windows reaching away from camera left, blue and white uniformed soldiers are at the windows, below sill level, firing off scene to camera right. A line of wounded are lying along the wall to camera left. Red slashes of fire lace across the room above head height, coming in through the windows. A communications cart is to left of camera center and in foreground, facing into the room. General Arn is answering the urgent motions of the communications clerk by running low from the far end of the room. He is a dignified professional soldier, grey-headed, uniformed in blue and white. His cap is off and his collar open.

COMMUNICATIONS CLERK

(incredulous)

It sounds like Rawl!

The general picks up the mike, the clerk hits a button.

GENERAL

(looking at screen)

Rawl!

He draws a breath of relief and then goes very serious.

GENERAL

Don’t try to come in here. We’re pinned down! They seized our tanks. Secret police and rene​gades are out there in thousands all around our base.

RAWL

(through speaker)

Are you at Central Base 3?

GENERAL

Yes.

RAWL

Keep the heads of your men down when you hear a ship!

GENERAL 

(cautionary)

Rawl...

There is an audible click as Rawl goes off. The general looks in some amazement at the windows.

GENERAL

( to no one)

What is he doing? (?)

He hastily buttons his collar.

GENERAL

(shouts to men)

Increase your fire!

EXT. HOME PLANET CENTRAL BASE 3

It is a fortress-like building surrounded by open parade grounds, except on camera left where it is backed by a river. Some twenty tanks are facing the building on camera right. Masses of secret police are on three sides of the building, firing into it. The tanks are firing. Red and white battle smoke is eddying over the whole scene, punctuated by red and blue-white flashes from the tanks. The windows are spitting red fire sporadically at the secret police. 

INT. - RAWL’S INTERCEPTOR

Extreme long shot of the base as in last scene, moving toward them seen through windscreen. Mish is adjusting the fire control panel between them.

RAWL

(to Mish)

Use fire. Don’t hit the building.

EXT. - HOME PLANET CENTRAL BASE 3

Seen as in shot before last but a trifle closer.

EXT. - COMMUNICATIONS PANEL

We see the face of former Earth Secret Police Chief. He is sitting in a camp chair at a communications panel in back of the battle. He is staring up to camera right at the off scene Interceptor in dumbfounded surprise.

EXT. - HOME PLANET CENTRAL BASE 3

Seen as in shot before last but a bit closer. The tanks are prominent in center screen, slightly diagonal from right to left. Building edge can be seen to camera left, masses of secret police amongst tanks firing at building. The shadow of the Interceptor races across the scene. Instantly afterwards a curtain of red fire as wide as the tanks and troops but not reaching the build​ing is laid across the scene from bottom right to top left. It unrolls like a rug.

Series of three shots:

A tank covered with fire. It explodes.

A tank from another angle, , exploding.

A tank from another angle, exploding.

EXT. - TROOPS ALONG AN EMBRASURE

Blue and white planetary troops along an embrasure, looking to camera right. They are not firing. A red reflection of flame sweeps across their faces, gone almost at once. They leap up and charge over the embrasure.

TROOPS

(battle cries)

Remember the Ninth Army!

We see a group of terrified secret police, faces blackened. They stare off scene to camera left, then turn and try to run as the camera pans. Planetary troops come in from bayonets from camera left, attacking.

TROOPS

Remember the Ninth Army.

EXT. - CAR

The secret police general, formerly Earth, is driving madly in a car to camera right. He is hatless, scorched, dedicated only to getting away. The shot goes out of focus.

EXT. - STREET SCENE HOME PLANET

A street scene with Home Planet palace in the background. The foreground of the street is filled with a mob of people. Just beyond them is a barricade to hold them back. Just beyond the barricade are several vehicles, one of them an army tank, blue and white. The other vehicles are civilian police cars manned by police in the usual 20th century police costume. Rawl, Mish and General Arn are standing back of the tank. There is a wide clear space at the end of the street before it reaches the corner opposite the palace. Renegades are here and there at the palace windows, keeping up a small arms fire at troops at windows of the buildings nearest the palace. The shot is held and then camera zooms in on Rawl, Mish and Arn.

ARN

They’re in there all right, the lot of them like rats in a hole.

MISH

You can’t bomb the place. Its force screen detonates anything you drop on them.

RAWL

 No, no. We‘ve got to take them alive. 

HORN

 (Police captain speaking through it)

You are called upon to surrender peacefully. All renegades in the palace will be granted . amnesty and transported out of the galaxy. All officials will be arraigned for trial. Come out without weapons and your hands above your heads.

(In the background, the rising chant from the crowd, “Take them alive.”) 

At a window in the palace, a renegade with a blast rifle is seen. He is looking down at the street. He works slide of rifle and pulls the trigger. It gives an empty click. He regards the street again and then withdraws from the window, defeated.

At the huge front doors of the palace, we see one door crack open and several blast rifles are slithered out across the wide steps.

VOICE (V.0.)

Hold your fire!

The door cracks wider, then both doors open. A mob of renegades, white coveralls filthy, powder burned, begin to struggle out, hands above their heads, no weapons.

Planetary army officers in blue and white and ordinary civilian police, guns ready, stake bed trucks. A mob of renegades is being frisked and loaded aboard the trucks (to camera left). Suddenly an off scene blast rifle from the palace fires from an upper off scene window and three renegades already on the truck are knocked down.

A police officer, gun drawn, kneels on the pavement, fires upward at an off scene window.

We see the window. A secret police executive has just fired a blast pistol which he holds smoking in his hand, a demoniac look on his face. He is hit in the abdomen, he pitches forward out the window, falling.

Rawl, behind the tank, looks toward the window of the palace off scene.

RAWL

Still a lot of fanatics in there.

He frowns, figuring it out . Then he draws his blast pistol and checks its load. He looks off scene to camera 

RAWL

Come on, Mish.

Rawl starts to move toward the palace off scene.

General Arn is horrified. 

ARN . 

No!

We see Rawl and Mish crouched down and moving forward with a police car creeping along protecting them from fire from the palace toward the palace front door. The police chief and another officer are pushing the car which has no driver, police chief guiding the wheel from outside. Splatter of red slashes hit the top of the car without harm. Both Rawl and Mish are carrying automatic blast rifles. (The crowd begins to chant again, “Take them alive.”)

General Arn stands before the loud hailer with the mike in his hand.

ARN

(through loud hailer)

All troops, rapid fire at palace windows!

Rawl and Mish are crouched down under cover of the front fender of the police car. The palace doors can be seen just beyond it. Rawl has a coin in his hand, he looks at Mish and flips it.

MISH

Heads.

Rawl doesn’t look at the coin or show it to Mish.

RAWL

I lost.

Mish is going to protest but Rawl is already moving to sprint the remaining open distance to the doors.

We see the palace doors to camera left, nose of police car to camera right, Rawl is springing toward. the doors, red slashes ripping at the pavement.

Mish fires upwards with an automatic blast rifle, from behind fender.

A secret police executive in the palace window is firing frantically ; we see past him down Rawl who has not yet reached the palace doors. Green slashes from Mish below and red slashes from the troops across the street slash across the scene.

The secret police executive 's weapon explodes and the scene blows to bits.

INT. - PALACE

Shot is from inside hall at the main doors. Rawl rushes in, dives to the wall on camera right and. lets drive a series of blasts with his automatic blast rifle, shots going toward camera but to the right.

Mish comes in the door at a dead run, dives to camera left and keeps running toward camera not in but parallel to Rawl's of fire. Mish’s blast rifle looms very big to camera left. He halts and sprays the hall before him, off scene behind camera, with automatic fire.

As soon as Mish is firing, Rawl races forward and passes to camera right not stopping. 

Down the wide hall toward a broad circular stairway we view a dead secret policeman, body smoking green, weapon on floor, sprawled outside a door to camera right. Rawl is racing to the bottom of the stairs. He looks up around the curve which is over his head and begins to fire. Mish’s shots have been going by camera right. The moment Rawl starts firing, Mish’s shots stop and Mish sprints forward up the hall and races up the stairs. Mish goes out of sight. Flashes as he Starts firing reflect on upper stair wall. Rawl ceases to fire and sprints up the stairs.

Mish is at the top of the stairs, firing before him. Rawl goes by fast between Mish and camera.

We see a palace door. The edge on camera left opens and a blast pistol held by a grey—green cuffed sleeve noses slowly out. Pointing at camera.

We see a shot of Mish firing. Then the muzzle of the blast pistol again. It flares with a single shot.

Mish is hit on the left side of his head. His head jerks back.

Another view, past Rawl, thirty feet away from Mish, toward Mish. Rawl turns. Mish's weapon falls, he topples backwards and tumbles down the stairs. Rawl races back, blasting at doors. He halts at the door to camera left where the shot came from.

The room door where the blast pistol appeared is hit with a roar of flame as Rawl off scene blasts it with his blast rifle.

The door buckles in. Three secret police executives are in the room, two are cowering back by the window. The third holding a blast pistol, has been jarted back by the caving door. He is bringing the blast pistol up again. Rawl’s automatic blast rifle muzzle is seen in the shot and sprays them. The one holding the pistol is slammed back. The blast rifle continues to roar as it sprays them back and forth again and again although they are already dead.

Rawl pauses on instant, saddened, looking over the railing of stairwell at Mish off scene below. Then shakes it off and starts toward camera, looking grim.

EXT. STREET

From the viewpoint of the palace, we see Lady Min in the fore​ground, General Am, the Police Chief and crowd in background. All are looking intensely at the palace, up and off scene before them. Lady Min is under great strain.

INT. - PALACE HALL

Door after door goes by and then halts before an ornate door. Rawl is not in scene. Final door on which camera centers has a plate on it “Supreme Ruler" (We hear footsteps of Rawl passing doors.)

We see the doorknob of the door, Rawl’s hand on it to click it open.

Shot is from outside of door from low angle. Rawl lunges through, opening the door suddenly with his shoulder, automatic blast rifle ready to fire. Nothing in the room beyond is visible in the shot below window sill level.

The room is relatively bare, the red velvet drapes are askew, the red velvet carpet is littered with paper and discarded weapons. On the floor below window level several men are slumped against the window wall. The former commander of Earth Secret Police is to camera right, then Chi, then Sty, then Chu, then Xenu in the corner on camera right.

Camera pans from left to right each one of the men against the lower wall. The Secret Police commander is looking at Rawl off scene near camera viewpoint in white-faced tear. Chi, seated so as to very slumped down, is panting has his hands raised up to shoulder height, he does not know what Rawl is going to do and he is very afraid of it. Sty, the psychiatrist, is lying stiff but eyes rolling wildly about. Chu is slumped over, crying to keep from vomiting, not looking at Rawl, he is in total shattered terror. Xenu is slumped with his left shoulder against the wall, curled up a bit, head sidewise; he is not looking at Rawl . Close to Xenu 's right hand, on the

floor, a blast pistol is lying. As the pan shot holds on Xenu, he stealthily reaches out for the blast pistol and then with a sudden movement grabs it up and brings it to his own right temple to commit suicide.

Another shot of Xenu’s head and blast pistol just starting to center on his temple. Rawl’s boot is seen kicking the blast pistol upward. The blast pistol goes flying and fires.

Rawl is then seen from viewpoint that looks from center of room through windows. He is holding the blast rifle with his right hand. He moves quickly, scoops up the pistol as it bounces on the floor and throws it in direction of camera and then, in the same movements, jumps over to the window and smashes out the glass with his blast rifle barrel.

EXT. - PALACE WINDOW FROM OUTSIDE

The glass is just starting to fall from the outside. We see Rawl, close, in window looking down at far off scene crowd. He snatches off his cap with his left hand and extends it up​ward and waves it joyously from left to right.

RAWL

(shouts, voice thin as though in distance)

They’re alive!

His rifle is sideways covering Chi off scene.

EXT. - THE CROWD

We see crowd and opening between street and palace. There is an instant of silence and then utter pandemonium of the joyous crowd yells swell to a rolling roar.

Lady Min is happy but crying in relief as she looks upward.

The crowd has burst through cordons and is surging in toward the palace.

We see close shot of Rawl, a bit back from the window so his gun covers Chi. He is looking down at the crowd. He is happy, beaming. The shot goes out of focus as the sound fades down.

EXT. - HOSPITAL STEPS

The shot starts out of focus. We see hospital steps, hospital plain in the background, looking toward entrance door. General Arn, Ap, Lady Min and Rawl are at camera right. General Arn in planetary army blue and white dress uniform, Ap in flashy loud clothes, Lady Min beautifully groomed, Rawl in the khaki of Loyal Officers.

RAWL

(to Arn)

There’s a lot to be done. Can you nominate some of your people as Loyal Officers?

(Lady Min is looking adoringly at Rawl.)

ARN

(to Rawl)

Yes. And if I were you I would take the two top classes of the Loyal Officer Academy, commission them at once and put them up for election by the people.

Rawl nods, then frowns, goes a trifle sad.

RAWL

It won’t be the same trying to operate without Mish.

We see the hospital door. It has opened and closes behind Mish. Mish is standing there smiling. His head is bandaged more heavily than in the opening shots of the play. His arm is in a black sling. He is dressed in Loyal Officer khaki.

MISH

That’s one problem you won’ t  have to feed into the computer. (He laughs.)

Lady Min, Ap, Arn and Rawl swoop in on Mish in the background, with joyous laughter of relief. The shot goes out of focus.

INT. - CONGRESSIONAL HALL

Shot starts out of focus. We hear three raps of a gavel and see a judge in black robes sitting where the Supreme Ruler used to sit. He is flanked on either side by two other judges. Arranged before the tribunal and standing facing it are Chi, Chu, the Earth Secret Policeman, the psychiatrist head Sty and Xenu. Rawl, Mish (bandaged) and Lady Min are seated where Rawl formerly sat at front of room. Lady Min is in black and veiled with a wide net revealing her face. The hall Loyal Officer seats are empty. The judge in the center on upper tier has just rapped with his and is looking gravely at the persons arraigned before him.

JUDGE

Having been duly and carefully tried under the authority of Congress and the people, the following persons are found guilty of attempting to form a police state, extorting personal taxes, of instigating revolt, high treason against the state, willful and malicious mass murder of populations and the destruction of the people and all things on Planet Earth, Zel — former Secret Police Chief of Earth, Sty - head of the psychiatric associations, Chi. — former head of the Department of Justice, Chu - former head of the Galactic Bank, and Xenu — deposed Supreme Ruler of the Galactic Confederation, are hereby sentenced to be exhibited on every planet to the peoples of that planet and then imprisoned in a mountain sustained for eons by life supports. Such is the judgment of this court, of the Congress, of the offended peoples of this great confederation and the moral natures of all decent men. Is there anything the felons would care to say?

(During this sentencing, the camera (on crane) has moved forward to the judges and turned and as each of the persons named is named, it travels to and across that person. Then the camera travels across the empty chairs of the hall and then sweeps up to travel along the flags overhanging the hall, all of which are unfurled. The camera comes to the plaque marked “Earth”. It holds for a moment on the plaque. There is no flag there, only an empty pole.)

The judge’s last question is followed by silence. Then the judge speaks again.

JUDGE (V.0.)

Such is the fate of those who would form a police state and such it has ever been.

The shot goes out of focus, and as it does so there are three more gavel raps.

EXT. - TRAIN

Shot begins out of focus. We then see a train moving left to right across the camera field showing only the middle section, not the top of the train so that the windows of coaches will come in slowly. An ordinary steam engine, throwing clouds of steam from its piston and from below goes by. Then the window of the first coach where a guard is seated facing backwards. Then the next window with Chu facing forward — he is white and haggard. The next window with the Earth Secret Policeman. The next window is the psychiatrist. Then the next window with Chi - he is snarling. Then the next window with Xenu - he is looking straight ahead. The train stops and the window of Xenu is held. There is a spattering of eggs, tomatoes, sticks against the window and side of the coach. Xenu stares straight ahead. The window becomes more smeared. The names of the persons are on the lower inside of the glass in each case. 

We see a railway station sign. It says “CAPITOL” and in smaller letters under it, it says “BETELGEUSE SYSTEM”. Crowd snarls, pelleting.

Then we see Xenu at train window from the outside, a more oblique angle. Crowd snarls and pelleting hear over.

Then a railway station sign. It says “DORN”. Crowd snarls, pelleting. Another railway station sign, different design. It says “ACHNAR SYSTEM”. “CATUL” is in larger letters under it.

Then reverse angle to last shot of Xenu, side of coach is slatted and dull red, a different coach. Xenu’s head is slightly bowed. The crowd snarls are louder, more ferocious.

Another close shot, reverse railway sign. It says “ALTAIR SYSTEM”, and in larger letters “MALTAR” and under it in small letters, “Population 17,000,000.”

We see the moving wheel of a steam locomotive.

Then the moving wheels of a steam locomotive going in opposite direction.

Then Xenu’s window, Xenu facing opposite to direction in other shots. His head has sagged and he is holding his head in the hand away from window. The coach is a battered blue.

Shot of a railway station sign, “STEND”. Roar of angry crowd. We see Chi at coach window, staring out. His eyes are wide but vacant. He has gone insane.

Shot of a truck with wheels. Train wheels going to camera right. We hear angry roar of crowd fading, train wheels sound fade up , train wheels fade out, angry roar of crowd fade up. 

Superimpose over latter end of last shot, Xenu at window, holding head in both hands, broken. Shots go out of focus.

EXT. - PLAIN AND MOUNTAIN PEAK

We see nearby plain and mountain peak in a desolate area. A tunnel enters the mountain at its base. A cluster of blue and white cars and trucks stand around the tunnel entrance. A crowd is scattered loosely around the trucks, facing toward the tunnel entrance. Close to the tunnel door, a newscaster and his equipment are set up.

We begin a slow zoom in toward tunnel entrance and newscaster.

NEWSCASTER

We are standing here on the desolate slopes of Mount Xenu on Planet Tawn. This is the mountain named for him in the days of unholy power when he planned his criminal course of destruction. It was designated, possibly with bitterness, as the final place of imprisonment. Officers of the court are completing           

INT. - GROTTO IN THE MOUNTAIN

In the background an electrician in blue overalls is connecting up the sheets of copper wire with which the grotto is lined. In the foreground there are several white coated doctors and attendants working busily around and before a semi-circle of white hospital tables, cables and wires are lying on the copper sheathed floor. Guards stand about. Xenu is strapped down on the table at camera center, Chi and the Earth police chief are strapped to tables to camera right. Chu and the psychiatrist are strapped to tables at camera left. Camera slowly zooms in on Xenu’s table. A doctor is fastening tubes to his wrists and another is fastening his ankles. A guard on the other side of the table is cinching up the straps across his body and testing them. Xenu is staring dully upward. The doctor having finished the wrists is about to put two prongs around his throat. Xenu wets his lips with his tongue. He looks up, some terror in his eyes, at the doctor.

XENU

These devices keep one alive forever?

DOCTOR 

Don’t talk.

GUARD

Don’t talk to the prisoner.

 XENU

 How long is forever?

Zoom begins to pull back. Doctors are pulling out toward camera. Guards are stepping back from the tables. The electrician comes from background. The others pass the camera, toward it on their way out, leaving only a guard and the electrician and the men on the tables in the scene. The guard and electrician check over each table rapidly. The men on the tables are inert but awake. The banker and psychia​trist are staring toward the exit in horror. The Earth police chief is moaning. Chi is vacant-eyed, insane. Xenu is staring at the ceiling. Camera begins to truck backwards when the guard and electrician begin to leave. The guard passes the camera, leaving the electrician in foreground. At the beginning of the exit tunnel the electrician turns and swings a copper wire door shut. The room can still be seen through it. With a device in his hand, the electrician seals the copper door. The camera trucks further. The guard is standing waiting and when camera past him he is seen waiting to close a heavy steel door. Just before he does, the electrician reaches for a switch just outside it and turns it off. The whole scene before the camera and thus the dimly seen cavern at the end go dark. We hear a scream from the cavern shortly after the lights are turned out. And the sounds of the iron door grating shut and locks and bars closing.

EXT. - CAVE ENTRANCE

The guard and electrician come out of the tunnel, the electrician is stopped by the newscaster. Bulldozers move up and begin to close the mouth of the tunnel.

NEWSCASTER

How long will the power last to continue their life supports?

ELECTRICIAN

About seventy-four million years, I think, possibly more. Long enough.

Engineer Officer is near bulldozers.

ENGINEER OFFICER

( to driver)

Make sure there's no trace of that tunnel entrance.

People are drifting away from the scene, walking slowly.

We see a long shot as in the first shot of sequence. Mount Xenu with the plain before it. There is no sign of the tunnel entrance. Where it was there is only natural landscaping and rock. A wind is blowing a few dried weeds across the plain near the mountain. A sudden gust of wind sounds like a. faint scream and then the wind sound becomes only monotonous and lonely again. The shot is held for some time. It goes out of focus.

EXT. — EARTH PROMONTORY

Shot begins out of focus. Shattered tree stumps are seen around a bare space. The helicopter is white. On its side in black in huge letters is "ANTI - RADIATION PATROL" and in smaller letters under it, “Galactic Confederation”. The heli​copter is at upper left, facing to camera right as it hovers. On a cable it is lowering the time capsule seen in the first scenes, at the end of a cable, setting it down in a cleared space to camera left of center. The capsule looks bright and shiny when compared to first scenes. Mish (head bandaged less than in opening scenes), Ap, Lady Min and Rawl are stand​ing to camera right, Mish to camera left of group, looking up at the helicopter and time capsule.

They are dressed in transparent plastic anti—radiation gear through which their normal clothes can be seen. Mish is giving hand directions to the helicopter in placing the capsule on a flat place. The atmosphere is murky, wisps of yellow cloud floating about. Ap is looking about at the desolation. Rawl and Lady Min have their heads together talking quietly.

AP

(to nobody in particular)

This is sure the end of Planet Earth! Future zero!

We see Rawl and Lady Min with background of helicopter continuing to lower capsule and Mish guiding it down with hand signals. Wisps of yellow smoke drift through scene. Lady Min is looking at Rawl a trifle uncertainly.

LADY MIN

I never was his mistress, that was just his idea of a way to become popular. He hated women.

Rawl smiles, even a bit surprised and relieved.

LADY MIN

I used to keep news clips of you.

She is a trifle embarrassed.

LADY MIN

Kept them under my pillow when I was a teenager. Silly, huh?

Rawl looks at her in surprise.

 RAWL

You kept clips of me?

It is his turn to look embarrassed.

RAWL

I used to keep photos of you in my wallet.

They look at each other in sudden understanding and both nod emphatically at each other and touch hands. Throughout this shot, neither one smiles. During shot, helicopter in background has gotten the capsule flat and Mish has disengaged it from the cable and the helicopter has landed.

We see top of promontory where the capsule has been out down and unhooked, Mish and Ap finish wrestling it into a flat position. Mish points a hand at Rawl off scene as though to say, you’re on.

Rawl, with the capsule in the background, has stepped away from Lady Min to face camera, takes a brace on himself to gather his wits together and looks into camera lens (subjective).

RAWL

A few of us labored together to make this capsule so that those who may follow will know how your planet was murdered and why.

He sweeps his hand to indicate the landscape.

RAWL

This desolation was the result of forming a police state. When populations are restless, unwise governments seek to oppress. And the more they oppress the closer they bring a revolution. Foolish governments seek to prevent revolution with more oppression. And they die. 

But part of the fault for this must be shared by the Congress. Congress let an executive branch grow bigger and bigger and let it act to antagonize and alienate the people. To that degree the Congress betrayed the people who elected and trusted them.

He looks down and raises his hand and begins to tick off on his fingers, each point he makes.

Before the other planets are also destroyed, Congress has got to reform the school system so they stop teaching kids they are animals. Congress has to reform the courts and prison systems so they cease to manufacture criminals. Then it has to get the police to realize they are responsible for public safety, not just nabbing people they don’t like. Congress will have to pass a bill abolishing the whole evil fraud of psychiatry. Congress has to eradicate the executive branch as it is and organize one with far less power.

Close up, Rawl.

Someday when the radiation has burned away and a new civilization is born in the eons to come, we hope your government will be wise, that it will be for the people, not against them, and we hope that it will be tolerant enough to cancel laws that begin the terrible cycle of revolt and destruction. Do not attempt to form another police state for then your planet will die again. The mistakes of the past were ours. The future is yours.

With this, Rawl gives an easy salute which clearly says: over-to-you. A trail. of yellow smoke goes between camera and Rawl. The. shot goes out of focus, goes black screen.

INT. - ROOM IN WASHINGTON

The room where capsule has been being viewed. Washington scene through window as in early shots. The president and cop are seated in chairs in front of the capsule they have been watching. The capsule is sitting as in early shots, its doors are slowly shutting.

We see the president on camera right, the head of national police on camera left. They are still staring. The cop is vacant eyed, then he frowns. The president lets out a long whistling sigh. They just sit there. Then the president shakes it off and begins to get up.

EXT. - STEPS OF SCIENCE BUILDING

Shot from the top of steps of the science building, looking down.

There is a cluster of newsmen and photographers fanned out.

They have been waiting for some time. They are looking up at the doors behind camera.

INT. - BUILDING

Looking past president on camera left and head of police on camera right at the closed capsule doors. The president rises and then, seeing he has risen, the police head rises. They turn and walk toward camera which trucks back with them. The president is very thoughtful, the police head a bit anxious. The camera trucks back through the doors out onto the top of the steps. The two stand at the top of the steps, looking at the reporters before them.

REPORTER

What was it?

REPORTER

Mr. President....

REPORTER

Was it some ancient civilization?

The camera continues to draw back and the reporters and cameramen flood by eagerly on each side of the camera, but leaving the president and police head a step above them. Police, one on either door, close the doors behind the president and solidly stand there blocking any entrance.

 REPORTER

(voice stands out very clearly and loudly)

Was it a time capsule?

The president looks at the reporters off scene before him, who are awaiting some sort of an answer. The president smiles slightly. His eyes veil.

PRESIDENT

(jocularly)

Sorry to disappoint. It was just a piece of old World War Two junk. Just scrap metal, gentlemen. Just scrap metal.

We see their faces large, very close, the president and national police head. Behind them blocking the doors can be seen, out of focus, the police cap badges and police. The president and the national police head swivel their eyes at each other, slyly, evilly. Freeze the last frame.

All credits rolling over the still frame of them looking at each other, as only title arid no credits are shown at the beginning.

THE END
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