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FADE IN: 

EXT. DEEP SPACE 

A boiling, shifting super-mass of primal energy fills the 
screen. Pulsating. Blasting waves of hard radiation 
through the stellar void. We are staring into the ancient, 
burning fury of a red giant, A dying star that has consumed 
all its hydrogen and expanded to a thousand times its 
original size. 

A tiny spec passes across this cosmic incinerator. A ship. 
In CLOSER SHOT we see the vessel is huge. A vast, tangled 
structure being pushed along by a much smaller craft —like 
a tugboat driving a freighter 20.times its size. It cruises 
by with the dull THROB of engines. SUPER THE LEGEND: 

TRANTOR MAXIMUM SECURITY PRISON. 
437 INMATES. 
1 WARDEN-CLASS ENFORCEMENT DROID 

CUT TO: 

INT. PRISON SHIP - CEIL BLOCK-D - NIGHT 

The technology is impressive, but prison is prison. It's 
dank and disnal just like prison should be. Automated gun 
turrets cruise up and down the block on ceiling rails. 
Watching for trouble. The worst felons of the galaxy are 
stored here. In a quick SERIES OF SHOTS we see some of the 
alien inmates: 

CELL #l: A GELATINOUS CUBE. A six foot block of murky 
green jello with a giant eye in its center. It passes the 
tine gliding up and down the walls, leaving a slime-trail 
in its wake. 

CELL S2: A GIANT WORMY THING. Leaning against the bars, 
muttering giant-worm obscenities in some gibberish wormy 
language. 

CELL #3: AN EX-POLICE DROID. Even machines can be thrown 
in the pokey. This one is a corrupt law-enforcement droid 
named M-4. Dirty and stripped of his weapons, you can still 
see some of the markings of his former police status. 

CELL S4: Where there's trouble afoot. In CLOSE SHOT we see 
an unidentified prisoner laying out an odd assortment of 
parts and pieces on a mattress: there's a foot long metal 
tube. Two short bedsprings. Two cylinders, each the size of 
a soup can. A crudely fashioned pistol grip and a roll of 
metal wire. 

The prisoner stares assembling the parts, just as ... 
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AN ENFORCER DROID 

Moves down the row of cells, titanium feet CLANKING on the 
deck plates. This is the prison's WARDEN and he is the 
meanest fucking robot you've ever seen. Heavily armored, 
with weapons sprouting from every conceivable place: 
electro-prods, blades, chemical jets. If all else fails, he 
has a pair of chain-cannons mounted on each of his hydraulic 
arms. 

INT. CELL #4 - UNKNOWN PRISONER 

Hears the approaching footsteps. Works calmly but quickly 
to complete his task. The barrel and pistol grip have been 
wired together and a trigger mechanism is inserted through 
the handle. 

INT. MAIN FLOOR 

The inmates know There's something going down and a bizarre 
assortment of alien appendages reach through the bars, each 
holding a hand mirror. Watching as the Warden comes to the 
last cell on the block. Stops. Addresses the prisoner 
inside. 

WARDEN 
(harsh, mechanical) 

Prisoner-6-4-6-4-1, you-will-stand-
and-face-the-wall. 

The prisoner rolls over on his bunk. A humanoid, with an 
educated face of dark intellect. This is ARMAND THROKE. 
He stares at the droid. Groggy. 

WARDEN 
You-will-comply. 

Arroand grudgingly gets to his feet and faces the wall. 
Along with his prison fatigues, he's wearing a strange meral 
collar around his neck. A restraining device of some sort 
(no other prisoner wears this item). 

The cell GRINDS open and the warden enters. Looms behind 
Armand. Huge and menacing. 

ARMAND 
Did you receive my message? 

WARDEN 
Message-received. You-have-
information-of-a-security-breach. 
You-will-surrender-your-data. 

ARMAND 
I expect something in return. 



-3-

WARDEN 
State-your-terms. 

Armand motions at his neck collar. 

ARMAND 
I want this removed. 

WARDEN 
Prohibited. You-are-a-non-cohesive-
lifeform. The-restraining-collar-
ma inta ins-your-molecular-integrity. 
Removal-would-facilitate-escape. 
Request-denied. 

THROKE 
Then we have nothing to talk about. 

The warden pauses. Thinking. Calculating. 

WARDEN 
Altemative-restraining-measures 
will-be-considered-if-your-
information-is-useful. State-your 
data. 

Acceptable. Armand turns and faces the Warden. 

ARMAND 
There's going to be an escape. 

WARDEN 
Identify-prisoners. 

ARMAND 
There are five of them, but the only 
one you should worry about is their 
leader. 

WARDEN 
Identify-leader. 

ARMAND 
He is prisoner 6-4-6-4-1, Dr. Armand 
Throke. 

The warden wobbles slightly. Confused. 

WARDEN 
Xfiu-are-Armand-Throke. 

ARMAND 
That's right. And I'm planning to 
escape. 
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There's a WHIRRING sound inside the warden's machinery. 
Massive processing is taking place. 

WARDEN 
(struggles) 

Do-you ... wish-to-make-a-confession? 

THROKE 
Not exactly. You see, I've acquired 
an article of contraband which I 
intend to use. 

WARDEN 
Identify-contraband. 

ARMAND 
I have a gun. 

Indeed he does. Armand whips out his jerry-rigged pistol 
and pulls the trigger. A rocker arm tilts releasing a 
spring loaded cylinder which SLAMS into the back of a second 
cylinder wedged in the gun barrel. (Got that? Good) BOOM! 

The cylinder erupts out of the muzzle and plows a gaping 
hole through the Warden's head. Metal and silicon splatter 
all over the wall like exploding brain matter. 

The warden staggers, pitches forward and crashes face-first 
onto the floor. Hydraulics twitch convulsively for a 
moment ... Then all movement ceases. Dead warden. 

INT. CELL BLOCK 

The prisoners go nuts. Alien whoops and cheers fill the air 
as Armand drags the metal carcass onto the main floor. He 
hauls it down to M-4's cell and props it up against the 
bars. The ex-enforcer droid stands stoic. 

ARMAND 
You know what to do. 

M-4 
Access-prison-security-codes. 
Shut-down-autonated-defense-systems. 
Open-designated-cells. 

ARMAND 
Do it. 

A small iris opens in M-4's chest and an umbilical snake 
extends outward. Plugs into a data interface on the 
Warden's torso. M-4 jolts slightly as a stream of data 
gushes through the port. 
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ANGLE - SECURITY GUNS 

Detecting trouble. They cruise down the ceiling rail, 
headed straight for Armand. The guns arc downward and a 
mechanical voice booms. 

GUN TURRET 
Prisoner-6-4-6-4-l-return-to-your 
cell-immediately. 

Armand doesn't move. He can't without letting go of the 
Warden. He nervously looks to M-4, who's still in download 
mode. The guns power-up on the turret. 

GUN TURRET 
Compliance-in-five-seconds-or-lethal-
force-will-be-used. 5 ...4 ...3 ...2 

M-4's umbilical retracts. The guns freeze. 

M-4 
Download-complete. Automated-systems 
deactivated. 

<' Armand exhales a;snall sigh of relief. 

C 
ARMAND 

Open the other cells. 
FULL SHOT - CELL BLOCK 

Three doors open and three of the most dangerous felons in 
the galaxy exit their cells. 

ANGLE - OMAN SHRAK 

He lumbers onto the main floor, a permanent scowl creased 
into his granite face. Shrak is strength personified. His 
arms hang off his sides like a pair of microwave ovens. His 
wrists are as big as your head. This is the most obscenely, 
ridiculously muscle-bound mutant we've ever seen (except for 
the guy who shows up on page 12). 

Then there's ... 

ANGLE - VOLAPIAN 

Miss Evil Eye-Candy of 1999. Darkly beautiful, in a vampire 
sort of way. She stares at Shrak with hungry eyes. Licks 
her lips. It's not attraction. He just looks like a good 

>"*. meal. 
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ANGLE - CELL #3 

Which hasn't actually opened yet. A steel wall retracts, 
revealing a giant aquarium tank filled with water ... and 
something else. The tank is rapidly draining, but as the 
water level drops, we see a BUMP forming in the surface. 
The bumps becomes a head, with two glowing yellow dots that 
serve as eyes ... 

The level keeps dropping. A neck is revealed ... then 
shoulders ... a torso. When all the water is drained, 
we are left with a being that is itself made of liquid. 
A flowing, shifting bulk of living fluid. CALYSTO. 

He goes up to the glass wall. Draws back his arm for a 
punch. Liquid shifts to his fist, enlarging it to the size 
of a cynderblock. Then it FREEZES solid. 

SMASH! The ice-block blows a crater through the foot thick 
glass. Calysto deforms into a pillar of liquid and pours 
himself through the hole. Pools on the floor. 
Then re-forms into his normal appearance. 

The five villains come together. All around them prisoners 
are hooting, screaming, demanding to be released. They're 
rioting in their cells. 

SHRAK 
What about the rest of this scum? 
We shouldn't just leave 'em. 

ARMAND 
No, I suppose not. 

SMASH CUT TO: 

EXT. DEEP SPACE - TRANTOR PRISON 

Explosive bolts FIRE and a docking collar flies to pieces. 
The drop-ship is now freed from the main prison complex. 
THRUSTERS IGNITE, propelling it forward. 

ANGLE - PRISON COMPLEX 

Knocked loose from its orbit around the burning red giant. 
Now the huge facility starts to drift into the gravity-well. 
Twisting. Rapidly picking up speed as it races into the 
fiery doom. The hull starts to turn red. 

INT. PRISON 

Horrible alien screams fill the air as the prison turns into 
an oven. Inmates throw themselves against the bars. 432 
prisoners being cooked alive ... 
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EXT. PRISON COMPLEX 

The hull becomes hotter. Hotter. White hot. Then the fuel 
bins rupture and the entire prison EXPLODES in a fiery blast 
of melting debris. 

SMASH CUT TO: 

INT. IMPERIAL HALL OF JUSTICE - CORRIDOR 

A station in space with marble floors and towering ceilings. 
Regal and imposing. ALIENS & ENFORCER DROIDS bustle about, 
carrying on the day-to-day business of running the galaxy. 

ANGLE - MAGISTRATE 

An enforcer droid without all the weapons. He's the big-
cheese around here. With him is his quasi-humanoid 
assistant CARDOON. A tall, gaunt figure with a head that 
looks like a pile of squid tentacles. They walk down the 
corridor as Cardoon grimly reports ... 

CARDOON 
432 killed. Five escaped. We're 
tracking them now. 

MAGISTRATE 
Destination. 

CARDOON 
They appear to be headed for a planet 
in the Sol system ... 

(reading off clipboard) 
Designated Sol-3. Also called Earth. 
It's a quarantine planet. All contact 
is prohibited. No exceptions. 

MAGISTRATE 
Planet-is-an identified-class-1-
security-threat. 

Cardoon frowns. 

CARDOON 
That can't be right. The dominant 
lifeform on Earth is a semi-
intelligent breed of monkey. Hardly a 
threat to us. 

MAGISTRATE 
Threat-is-non-indigenpus. 

CARDOON 
I don't understand. 
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MAGISTRATE 
A-Tholian-relic-from-the-last-temporal 
-war-was-concealed-on-Earth-three-
thousand-years-ago. It-is-highly-
unstable-and-posses-and-significant 
menace-to-all-planetary-systems. 
Planet-quarantined-to-prevent-
un-authorized-use. 

CARDOON 
What is this relic? 

MAGISTRATE 
Relic-is-a-Drell. 

The many tentacles of Cardoon's head wilt in unison. 

CARDOON 
That's impossible. The Drell was 
destroyed. 

MAGISTRATE 
Data-error. The-Drell-is-
indestructible, therefore-can-not-be-
damaged-or-destroyed ... 99* 
probability-convicts-will-attempt-to-
reactivate-Drell-for-personal-use. 

CARDOON 
My God, a weapon like that in the 
hands of criminals ... 

MAGISTRATE 
You-will-dispatch-an-available-cruiser 
-and-destroy-the-planet. 

Cardoon winces. 

CARDOON 
That seems a bit drastic. 

MAGISTRATE 
No-extradition-treaty-in-effect-with 
designated-planet. Police-units-can 
not-be-deployed. 

CARDOON 
There must be another option. 

^ MAGISTRATE 
( Identify-option. 

CARDOON 
A bounty-hunter perhaps. 
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MAGISTRATE 
Jurisdiction-uncertain. I-will-a-make 
-a-finding. 

(processing beat) 
Finding-complete. Bounty-hunters-are 
not-agents-of-State-authority-therefore 
-treaty-protocols-do-not-apply. 

CARDOON 
1*11 see who's available. 

MAGISTRATE 
You-have-24-hours. 

Cardoon frowns. 

CARDOON 
Magistrate, these are not ordinary 
criminals. Any one of them could take 
weeks to apprehend. 

MAGISTRATE 
Unacceptable. Convicts-must-be-
recaptured-in-24-hours-or-planet-will-
be-destroyed. 

CARDOON 
It's not enough time. No bounty-
hunter would be foolish enough to 
take a contract like this. 

MAGISTRATE 
Use-Lobo. 

Cardoon recoils. 

/0&*\ 

CARDOON 
The Czarian? You can't be serious. 

MAGISTRATE 
Performance-records-indicate-highest-
probability-of-success. 

CARDOON 
He's a psychopath. 

MAGISTRATE 
Irrelevant. 

CARDOON 
He's serving a millennial sentence. 
164 counts of first.degree murder with 
special circumstances. 
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MAGISTRATE 
Release-him. 

CARDOON 
Freeing one criminal to capture 
another is an unconscionable failure 
of duty. I won't do it. 

MAGISTRATE 
Then-planet-must-be-annihilated. 

This pronouncement is met with a huge swell of APPLAUSE and 
hand clapping. The rowdy c'.ieers fill the air like cheap 
perfume as we... 

CUT TO: 

INT. SOUND STAGE - THE JERRY SPRINGER SHOW - DAY 

Where a crowd is going wild for that scrape-the-bottom-and-
give-everybody-a-taste showman of showmen, JERRY SPRINGER. 
He waves to his loyal market share. 

THEME MUSIC DIMS and the applause simmers down as the camera 
rolls in for Jerry's close up. He reads from a prompter. 

JERRY 
Are we alone? Is there anybody out 
there? That is the question we are 
posing today to best selling author 
Emily Urgiss ... 

ANGLE - EMILY URGISS 

She's an attractive women in her early 30's. 3right, 
intelligent. Wears a sunny, new-age smile on her face. 

JERRY 
Three years ago she was a reporter for 
the Los Angeles Chronicle, but on the 
night of September S, 1996, she woke-
up from a sound sleep and found herself 
in the presence of beings from another 
world. This turned out to be only the 
first of many such encounters 
described in her book, "Revelation, A 
True Account of Alien Visitations" 

/#^ The book has sold over two million 
• copies and has been called the most 

compelling account written on the 
subject of alien abductions. 

(to Emily) 
Emily, welcome to our show. 
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EMILY 
Thank you. 

JERRY 
First of all, is this a joke? 

Emily laughs good naturedly. 

EMILY 
If it is, I'm still waiting for the 
punchline. 

JERRY 
But we've heard these stories again 
and again. People whisked away and 
subjected to anal probes and God-knows 
-what at the hands of those big-
headed, skinny creatures with the 
large black eyes. What's different 
about your story? 

EMILY 
Well, Jerry, in most cases (and I'm 
speaking of those accounts that appear 
to be credible) the abduction is always 
singular event. 

JERRY 
Where a:i, you were abducted how many 
times? 

EMILY 
Twelve that I can clearly recall. 
It may have been more. 

JERRY 
Okay, so you've spent some quality 
time with them. In fact, you are now 
the official liaison between Earth 
and the aliens. Is that correct? 

EMILY 
I don't think it's official. 

JERRY 
But you're their spokesperson. You're 
delivering their message to us. 

EMILY 
Yes. 
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JERRY 
What is that message? Are they going 
to take over the planet or just blow 
us to bits? Because that's what I 
would do. We are a sick, sick people. 
Believe me, I know. 

Ther audiance laughs heartily.' 

EMILY 
They don't see us that way. These are 
beings of almost divine tranquility. 
They're incapable of thinking violent 
thoughts, much less acting on them. 

SMASH CUT TO: 

INT. BUNKER - NIGHT 

A bomb-proof room built for a very special prisoner. It's 
dark. Dead quite. Then an ALARM KLAXON BLARES and a bank 
of revolving red lights tell us that something bad is about 
to happen. 

ANGLE - BULKHEADS 

The doors shoot open and dozens of heavily armed TROOPERS 
come storming in. They take positions on a catwalk that 
encircles the room. Ready themselves for battle. Grenades 
are primed. Bolts SNAP on their monstrous guns. All of 
them training their weapons on a single target. 

ANGLE - CUBE 

A fourteen foot solid metal block in the center of the 
floor. There's a GRINDING SOUND of machinery kicking-in and 
a giant particle-beam cannon glides across the ceiling. Its 
muzzle angles down on the cube. 

The cannon FIRES and a high-energy beam rips into the block 
like a nuclear blow-torch. Liquefying it. Metal dribbles 
away, forming boiling puddles of molten alloy on the floor. 

The troopers watch nervously. Fingers coiling triggers as 
we begin to see that there's something entombed in the 
block. A being. A massive being. LOBO. 

This can't be our hero. Lobo is a demon. Bluish-white skin 
stretched like cellophane over a 4 00 pound structure of 
solid muscle. Long, spiky black hair. Glowing red eyes 
with no pupils. 
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He wears a shredded, sleeveless, black denim vest. Armored 
jackboots with skullplates over the knees. A skull 
beltbuckle. Black jeans and a long thick chain of forged 
iron wrapped around his right forearm. 

Dangling from the end of the chain is a gleaming steel hook, 
suitable for disemboweling. 

He's on the floor, gnashing his teeth as globules of hot 
metal drip off his body. Pissed. Lobo looks up at the 
battery of weapons trained on him. The troops outnumber him 
50 to 1. Lobo snarls. 

LOBO 
who wants it first? 

CARDOON 
You're in no position to make threats. 

The white demon gets to his feet as Cardoon approaches. 

LOBO 
I am now. 

CARDOON 
What a loathsome creature you are. 
The last Czarian. Lone survivor of a 
noble race, once revered throughout the 
imperium. And what are you? A brutal 
and viciously depraved sociopath. 

LOBO 
So? 

CARDOON 
If it was within my power, I'd have 
you destroyed for the common good. 

(sighs) 
But the Magistrate has ordered your 
release. If you agree to our terms 
you'll walk out of here a free man. 

Lobo looks up at the troops again. Grins fiendishly. His 
blood lust is high gear. He CRACKS his knuckles (which 
sounds like bowling balls crashing together). 

LOBO 
Pass. 

ff^- He starts to move toward Cardoon. 

/ 

CARDOON 
You foolI Don't you understand 
what I'm offering? 



-14-

iF"̂  

.(SSSN. 

LOBO 
Nuthin' I can't beat outaya. 

The troopers ready themselves to fire. Lobo doesn't care. 
He grabs Cardoon with one hand. Draws his fist. Cardoon is 
two seconds from becoming bug-goo. 

CARDOON 
I'VE ALSO BEEN AUTHORIZED TO 
REACTIVATE YOUR LICENSE! 

Magic words. Lobo lowers his fist. 

LOBO 
Alright, squid-head, talk fast. 

CARDOON 
Five prisoners escaped to a planet 
in the Sol system. If you can bring 
them back within 24 hours, your 
bounty-hunter license will be fully 
restored. 

Interesting. Still holding Cardoon in the air, Lobo fishes 
a ratty cigar stub out of his pocket. Ignites it off a drip 
of hot molten metal. Puffs thoughtfully. 

LOBO 
Five, huh? 

CARDOON 
There's more to it. We have reason to 
believe they may be attempting to 
reactivate the Drell. 

Lobo eyes widen three sizes. 

LOBO 
There's a Drell down there? 

CARDOON 
I thought that might interest you. 

LOBO 
Any bastitch that destroys my planet • 
interests me. 

(under his breath) 
•Specially, when that was supposed to 
be mv. amusement for the week.' 

CARDOON 
We don't have the resources to combat 
the Drell a second time. If you fail, 
the Earth will have to be destroyed. 
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LOBO 
What about my bike? 

Cardoon stares at him. Confused. 

CARDOON 
Your bike? 

LOBO 
It's been impounded. 

CARDOON 
I suppose it can be returned. 

LOBO 
Well, it needs a new tire. 

CARDOON 
You obviously don't understand. I'm 
trying to tell you the fate of an 
entire world is in your hands. 

LOBO 
AND I'M TELLIN' YA MY BIKE NEEDS A 
NEW TIRE! NOW WHAT'S MORE IMPORTANT?" 

Cardoon swallows hard. 

CARDOON 
Fine. A new tire. Anything else? 

Lobo thinks. Is there anything else in the universe he 
wants? 

LOBO 
Nope. 

CUT TO: 

EXT. LOS ANGELES - STREETS - DAY 

A Mercedes 500 SL blows down Sunset. Emily driving. She's 
on a on a speaker phone with her AGENT. 

VO AGENT 
You're on a roll, Emily. I just 
talked to Morrow and they're very 
excited about doing your sequel. 
You've got a 5:30 meeting with them. 

EMILY 
Who's in this meeting? 



-16-

VO LESS 
Alan Grant, John Varney. They've read 
your outline and they've got some 
notes. 

Notes. Emily groans. 

VO LESS 
Just listen to what they have to say. 

EMILY 
Maybe the aliens don't want to hear 
their stupid notes. 

VO LESS 
And maybe you want to go back to 
covering dog shows for the Chronicle. 

EMILY 
It was fires and car crashes, but 
I get you're point. What about my 
up-front money? 

VO LESS 
You don't see a dime until they 
sign-off on your take. 

Emily sighs. 

EMILY 
Alright, I'll take care of Allen, you 
get me my up front. Baby needs a new 
Porshe. Comprende? 

VO AGENT 
Have a good meeting. 

CUT TO: 

INT. SPACE STATION - VEHICLE IMPOUND CENTER 

An open bay hanger crammed with confiscated space vehicles 
of every sort. Lobo rips off the yellow police tape from 
his star-chopper. It's a burly moto-beast of steel and 
chrome. Massive ramjet turbines flanking the exaggerated 
handle bars. A real space hog. 

He looks it over. Inspects the new rear tire as Cardoon 
gives him final instructions: 
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CARDOON 
The Earthers are a primitive species. 
We're concerned your presence could 
cause significant culture shock and 
civil disorder. You must limit your 
exposure to them. 

LOBO 
Right. No witnesses. Anyone sees 
me, I blast 'em on the spot. 

CARDOON 
That's exactly what you're not going 
to do. 

Lobo grunts disappointment. 

CARDOON 
We want you to make contact with the 
proper authorities, appraise them of 
the situation and seek their guidance 
in the planet's customs and laws. 

LOBO 
What are you, nuts? I got five cons 
to frag. 

CARDOON 
You're not going to "frag" anyone. 
The convicts are to be brought back 
alive to face charges and complete 
their prison sentences. 

LOBO 
Well, frags are faster. Bringing 'em 
back could take two, three weeks easy. 

LOBO 
You don't have three weeks. You have 
24 hours. Is that clear? 

LOBO 
Yeah. Make contact. Find the cons. 
Thrash the Drell. 

Cardoon's patience is wearing thin. 

CARDOON 
You're not listening to me. 

LOBO 
Sure I am. Ilm just filtering out 
the stupid parts. 
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CARDOON 
The Drell is imprisoned in a 
dimensional tomb. The whole point 
is to keep it from escaping. 

Lobo mounts the bike. Stomps the starter pedal and the 
turbines spin to life. 

LOBO 
How's it gonna escape with me dancing 
on its head? 

CARDOON 
That wouldn't have much effect. 

LOBO 
You haven't seen me dance. 

CUT TO: 

EXT. SPACE STATION 

The bike shoots out of the bay and into the freezing vacuum 
of space. Lobo doesn't wear any kind of space suit, so he 
should freeze, suffocate and his head should explode. But 
none of these things happens. Even his cigar doesn't go out. 

He cranks the throttle and the bike thunders through the 
stars. 

CUT TO: 

INT. MORROW PUBLISHING - EDITOR'S OFFICE 

Where Emily is in a story meeting with ALLEN GRANT and JOHN 
VARNEY. They're power-yuppies. Slick, fast talkers, who 
eat bowls of writers for breakfast. 

GRANT 
We loved the first book, Emily. You 
know that. But this alien abduction 
thing is running out of steam. It 
needs some juice. Gotta amp-it-up. 

(to Varney) 
I think we're in agreement on that. 

VARNEY 
Completely. 

GRANT 
So, we've been kicking around some 
ideas we want to float with you. 
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Emily feigns enthusiasm. 

Huh? 

EMILY 
Great. What've you got? 

VARNEY 
Angels. 

GRANT 
They're very big right now. 

VARNEY 
They're huge. Last year more people 

» saw angels than UFO's. 

GRANT 
So, we want you to work-in an angel 

' thing. You know, like maybe the 
I angels are instructing these other 

worldly beings to come to Earth and 
j help us out. That kind of deal. 

EMILY 
I can't say that. 

GRANT 
Why not? You're the ambassador to the 
aliens. You can say anything you want. 

EMILY 
But it's not credible. 

GRANT 
So, you make it credible. 

EMILY 
But it's dumb. 

The two execs exchange looks. 

GRANT 
Okay, we're not writers. We're not 
telling you how to write. But you've 
gotta come-up with some kind of hook. 
Something cool. Something the kids 
are going to like. 

EMILY 
I don't know how to write for kids. 
All they like are giant robots 
smashing each other. 

/̂ t> ,̂ 
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GRANT 
Perfect. Write that. 

EMILY 
This is supposed to be a serious book. 

GRANT 
What are you, Norman Mailer? This is 
a hoax. You're a fake. Now, what's 
the problem here? 

EMILY 
I just don't think we have to reduce 
it to the lowest common denominator. 

GRANT 
And I assure vou. we do. This is not 

I a book, Emily. It's junk-food. We're 
\ talking pre-digested, spoon-fed crap, 
, guaranteed to generate maximum capital 

infusions into our balance sheets. 
Get it? 

1 , 
/J*5*. Emily's face sags. 

GRANT 
Look, either you want to make a 
truck-load of money or you don't. 
If you don't, then we're not doing 
this book. It's your call. 

Emily struggles. Truck-load of money. Save your soul. 
Truck-load of monay. Save your soul ... 

GRANT 
Well? 

EMILY 
I'm leaning towards the giant robots, 
but I want to think about it. 

CUT TO: 

EXT. SPACE - NIGHT 

The prison drop-ship races through space. Low on fuel. Her 
engines sputter. Die. It coasts for a beat. Then five 
escape pods burst from the ship's hull. They rocket 
downward, heading straight for the familiar blue planet that 

f0^- looms below. Welcome to Earth. 

CUT TO: 
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EXT. PUBLISHING BUILDING - EARLY EVENING 

The sun is gone. Night time. Emily comes out the door with 
a cell phone to her ear. Heads for her car. 

EMILY 
I caved-in, Less. I'm going straight 
to hell. 

VO AGENT 
I'm proud of you. 

EMILY 
If I don't come up with a new angle, 
I'm going to be stuck writing the most 
idiotic book ever written. 

Her agent says something, but its lost in a BLURT of staticl 

EMILY 
Hang on. I've lost you. 

She presses a channel button, but Less doesn't come back. 
(... • Instead she gets an ear-full of ALIEN TELEMETRY SIGNALS. 

Emily stares at the phone in confusion. Then another sound. 
Something ripping through the sky. 

She looks up just in time to see five escape pods arc 
downward across the city like a pack of meteors. As they 
pass over buildings the power dies, blacking-out the 
skyscrapers and creating a darkened swath that cuts clear 
across the city. 

IMPACT! A thunderous BLAST shakes the ground as the pods 
hammer a building less than 10 blocks away. Then silence. 
A beat. Power comes back on. Then her phone. 

Emily stands frozen as distant police sirens begin to be 
heard in the distance. 

VO AGENT 
Emily? ... Are you still there? 

EMILY 
I've gotta go, Less. I think I just 
found my angle. 

INT. MERCEDES - EMILY 

She rifles through the glove compartment. Finds an old and 
very out-of-date PRESS ID card. Emily jams it in the 
windshield and floors the car. Races up the street. 

CUT TO: 
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INT. GUTTED BUILDING - NIGHT 

A boarded-up factory building slated for demolition and 
plastered with condemned signs and yellow tape. Half the 
roof has just caved-in and clouds of dust mushroom through 
the air. 

Five sealed escape pods are half-sunk into the concrete 
floor. Still glowing from the heat of re-entry. 

ANGLE - VAGRANT 

A moment ago this was his home. Now he's buried under a 
pile of timbers and rubble. He's a shaggy bearded mess. 
Dazed. Coughing dust. 

He digs himself part way out, but his legs are pinned under 
a fallen steel I-beam. 

VAGRANT 
GET ME OUT OF HERE! 

There's a loud HISS of multiple airlocks cracking open. 
The vagrant looks up, seeing the pods for the first time. 
Yellow light spills over him. 

More sounds. Hatchways gliding mechanically. Then 
FOOTSTEPS moving through rubble. The vagrant dry-swallows, 
his toothless mouth drawing open as he stares up at: 

ARMAND, SHRAK, VOLARIAN, M-4 

Looming over him. M-4 is now fully rearmed and bristling 
with weapons. The vagrant looks around for something in the 
debris. A cardboard sign which he holds up. It reads: 
PLEASE HELP. NEED MONEY FOR BEER. 

VOLARIAN 
It's trying to communicate. 

ARMAND 
(to M-4) 

Scan it. 

M-4 pans the vagrant's head with a scanning beam. • 

. M-4 
Analyzing ... Storage-raedia-is-
fragmented-and-damaged. 

ARMAND 
(to Shrak) 

Bring it here. 
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With one hand Shrak grabs the vagrant by the throat. His 
other hand snatches the 600 pound steel beam and throws it 
aside like a twig. He lifts the vagrant into the air, 
suspending him. 

ARMAND 
Now, let's see what sort creature 
you are. 

Armand places his hand on the vagrant's chest. Whatever he 
was expecting it doesn't happen. 

VOLARIAN 
Your collar, Armand. 

ARMAND 
(to M-4) 

Remove it. 

M-4 transmits the code and the collar splits open with a 
SNAP and falls to the floor. 

Armand puts his hand on the vagrant again, only this time 
it passes through his body (Armand can alter his molecular 
density at will). He sinks his arm inside the vagrant. 
Feels around. The vagrant writhes. 

ARMAND 
(feeling around) 

Hmm. Organic calcium framework ... 
Hydrolyzed soft tissue ...A moderately 
complex web of electro-chemical 
actuators and sensory ganglia. 

(removes his hand) 
Primitive at best. 

VOLARIAN 
What makes them die? 

ARMAND 
Any number of things, I imagine. 
Lets try this ... 

Armand reaches into the vagrant's head. Removes something. 
The vagrant's face turns to slate. Eyes staring blankly at 
the four and half pounds of grey matter Armand is now 
holding in front of him. 

SHRAK 
Well, that works. 

He tosses the body away like a bag of garbage. 
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M-4 
Analysis-complete. Planet-is-suitable 
-for-domination. 

ARMAND 
There's no time for that. 

M-4 
Subjugation-of-organic-lifeforms-is-
necessary-to-build-mechanized-tyranny. 
I-will-subjugate-planet. Unit-
cooperation-is-terminated. 

M-4 heads for the door so he can conquer the world. 

ARMAND 
And how long will your tyranny last 
once the Empire finds out about it? 

M-4 
6-hours-14-rainutes-21-seconds. 

ARMAND 
Be patient. Once we have the Drell we 
can crush the Empire and take any 
planet we want. 

(looks around sourly) 
You're certainly welcome to this one. 

M-4 
Terms-are-acceptable. Unit-
cooperation-restored. 

SHRAK 
(to Armand) 

You just better be right about this. 

VOLARIAN 
Of course, he's right. He was Provost 
of Imperial Security. It was his job 
to-

CALYSTO 
(cuts in) 

Armand ... 

The watery thing is standing at a window. Flashing police 
lights strobe through the dirty glass, shimmering through 
his rippling form. His voice is a hideous, bubbling gurgle. 

V CALYSTO 
.... Several vehicles have surrounded 
this structure. 

(bubble-bubble) 
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M-4 glances out the window. 

M-4 
They-are-indigenous-police-units. 

EXT. BUILDING - NIGHT 

Five police cruisers form a barrier in the street. OFFICERS 
depart. Slowly approach the building, shining flashlights 
through the haze of dust. No guns drawn yet. They have no 
idea what they've walked into. 

ANGLE - MERCEDES 

Emily arrives on the scene. A COP blocks her way. Then 
recognizes her. 

COP 
Emily. Didn't think you came to these 
things any more. 

EMILY 
What's going on? 

COP 
We don't know yet. 

(eyes the press card) 
And that ID's two years out of date. 

Details. She gets out of the car. 

COP 
Keep out of sight, will ya? 

She makes her way behind the police lines. 

ANGLE - COPS 

They come within SO feet of the building. No one notices 
the river of water creeping across the ground. Slipping 
behind them. Instead, their eyes are glued on ... 

VOLARIAN 

She steps out of the doorway and everybody stops (she is an 
eye-full). Volarian smiles. Saunters up to the closest 
OFFICER. 

OFFICER #1 
You alright, ma'am? 

VOLARIAN 
I'm hungry. 
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The cops exchange looks. 

OFFICER #1 
We'll get you some food. 

VOLARIAN 
You are food. 

She grabs his shoulders and the guy shoots rigid. Teeth 
clenched, fingers grasping at air. A clogged, muffled howl 
vents from his throat and then his entire body begins to 
rapidly wither. His eyes dry into grey powder, crumbling 
out of their sockets like sand. Skin cracking apart and 
collapsing under a diminishing frame of shrinking bones and 
degenerating muscle. 

The only thing holding him up is Volarian. Her body lilts, 
head arcing back in some strange alien rapture as she sucks 
the life out of him. 

The other cops fumble for their guns. Too late. Volarian 
pushes the mummified corpse away and it shatters on the 
ground like clay pottery. 

EMILY 
Holy shit! 

Armand and Shrak join their comrade as another officer 
levels his service revolver. 

OFFICER #2 
ALL OF YOU, ON THE GROUND! GET ON THE 
GROUND NOW! 

I think not. 
ARMAND 

SHRAK 
Always the same with cops. Don't 
move. Hands in the air. Do this, 
do that. 

OFFICER #2 
You've got just three seconds to get 
your faces in the dirt. One... two... 

.SHRAK 
Three. 

Shrak takes a step towards the cops. BLAM! BLAM! BLAM! BLAMi 
Hot lead rips into his chest and gut. Blood holes. 
Shrak flinches like he's being stung by bees. Looks to 
Armand with a bemused expression. 
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SHRAK 
They've got guns. 

ARMAND 
So do we. Show them, M-4. 

On cue, M-4 emerges from the building, 
chain cannons. 

Levels his"twin 

h 

OFFICER #3 
Christ! 

(calls out) 
Perkins, call for b a — ! 

He's cut down mid-word by a furious scream of ear-shattering 
reports. The enforcer droid strafes back and forth. Cops 
are blown off their feet, their cars shredded to pieces by 
an obscene torrent firepower. 

Emily dives for cover behind a trash dumpster. 

ANGLE - COP #3 

Reaches into a squad car and grabs a shotgun off the 
dashboard mount. Calvsto is standing behind him. 

He spins around. Stares in shock as the water-thing steps 
into him. The cop is now encased in a thick membrane of 
liquid. Anywhere he goes Calysto follows him move for move. 
He can't breath. Desperately fires his shotgun. Buckshot 
bursts through the watery shell. Zero effect. 

The cop staggers ... Holding his breath ... Turning blue .. 
Until he finally can't take it. He inhales and water floods 
his lungs. Instant death. 

ANGLE - SHRAK 

Another cop has taken cover underneath a cruiser. Shrak 
presses down on the front end, pushing the vehicle into the 
ground. The front tires BULGE under the screaming pressure. 
Then they EXPLODE and the car CRUSHES down on the cop. 

ANGLE - DUMPSTER - EMILY 

Scared out of her mind. A fallen officer's pistol clatters 
on the pavement just a few feet out of her reach. She wants 
a weapon, emily grabs a bent-up coat hanger out of the 
trash. Straightens it. Hooks the trigger hole and pulls 
the gun behind the dumpster. 

As she's working, the sounds of gun-battle rapidly diminish. 
Then silence. All the cops are now dead. She opens the 
cylinder. Four bullets left. Her hands are shaking. 
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ANGLE - M-4 

Walking through the carnage, scanning back and forth. He 
knows one person is still unaccounted for. Then he hears 
the sound of a gun cylinder SNAPPING closed. Starts to move 
towards the dumpster. 

Emily holds her breath. Heart pounding as a net of red 
beams wraps around the dumpster like a laser-scan at a 
supermarket. One of the beams touches her. Detection. 

The powerful droid shoves the dumpster, sending it rocketing 
into her like a train. SMASH! Emily is thrown backward, 
her head smacking hard against a brick wall. Lights out. 

FULL SHOT 

Bodies litter the ground. Shrak and Volarian pick through 
the spoils, looking for anything of interest. Volarian 
pulls out an officer's wallet. It's stuffed with money. 
She tosses the bills away like so much paper. 

ANGLE - ARMAND 

He's found a map of the city in one of the cruisers. 
Spreads it over the hood a car and studies it intently. 

VOLARIAN 
These people have nothing. 

ARMAND 
Of course not. They're savages. 

SHRAK 
Then let's find what we came for 
and get out of here. 

ARMAND 
I already have. 

He points at the map and we see the object of his desire: 
The City Museum. 

DISSOLVE TO: 

EXT. THE CITY - NIGHT 

Another part of town. A meteor rips through the sky in a 
fiery blaze. It's heading straight for the congested 
ribbons of highway that weave through the city. 

A split second before it smashes into a car, the meteor 
decelerates and levels off. Lobo has arrived. 
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He guns the engine and the bike rushes over the snarl of 
traffic, jumping to the head of the pack. He finds a spot 
to land. Thumbs a switch and a pair of doughy tires emerge 
from the chassis. They hit the asphalt with a screech. 

He cranks the throttle and the burly super-bike surges 
forward in a blur of acceleration. 

CUT TO: 

INT. PATROL CAR - DRIVING 

Two COPS patrolling the highway looking for trouble makers. 
Lobo cruises right past them. He's wearing shades that 
cover his glowing eyes, but he's still quite a sight. 

COP #l 
The freaks are out tonight. 

COP #2 
It's the lunar cycle. Full moons 
always bring out the weirdos. 

COP #1 
Better give him the lights. 

EXT. LOBO 

Doesn't even notice the flashing patrol cruiser pulling up 
along side of him. COP #1 calls out from the window. 

COP U 
Where's your helmet, buddy? 

Lobo gives him a look like he's out of his mind. Absently 
takes a swig from a bottle of yellow poison, bearing the 
name: McCRABBY'S 'OL TIME ROT-GUT NITRO. 

COP #1 
Is that an alcoholic beverage? 

LOBO 
Want some? 

The cops exchange a look. 

COP #1 
Okay, asshole, pull over. 

LOBO 
No can do. I got heads to smash. 
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COP #2 • 
Mister, I am ordering you to pull 
over right now. 

LOBO 
Oh. An order. You're ordering me. 
That changes everything. 

For the worse. Lobo creeps forward so he's running parallel 
with the front of the car. 

INT. PATROL CAR 

Through the COP'S POV we see a massive fist SMASH through 
the hood of the car like it was made out of paper. 

COP 
HEY! 

There's a terrible sound of metal SHEARING APART, and then 
Lobo vanks the engine block right through the hood. 
The cruiser instantly slows to a crawl. 

EXT. HIGHWAY - LOBO 

Leaving the cops in the dust. He tosses the engine block 
away and it CLANGS across pavement until it comes to rest on 
the shoulder. 

The patrol car coasts to a stop just a few feet away and the 
two officers get out. Watch as the bike disappears around a 
curve. 

COP %2 
Full moons. 

COP 11 
Yeah, I see what you mean. 

CUT TO: 

EXT. THE CITY - GUTTED BUILDING - NIGHT - EMILY 

Coming out of her daze. She rubs her head painfully. Then 
hears the throaty rumblings of an-approaching motorcycle. 
She picks up her gun. 

ANGLE -'LOBO 

He cuts the engine of his chopper and dismounts. Lights a 
cigar. Draws a huge ugly machine-pistol from a saddle bag. 
Pumps it. Then he tromps through the bodies, heading toward 
the building. 
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INT. GUTTED BUILDING 

Lobo quickly scans the room. Sees the five empty escape 
pods and Armand's discarded restraining collar. He picks up 
the collar. Knows what it means. 

LOBO 
Crap. 

EXT. GUTTED BUILDING 

Lobo exits the building. Looks around. Senses something. 
You can't hide from a Czarian. He advances toward the 
dumpster. Steps around it and finds ... 

ANGLE - EMILY 

Woozy, and off-balance, she struggles to hold up the gun. 

EMILY 
Hold it right there. 

LOBO 
Is that an order? 

EMILY 
Shut-up and don't move. 

LOBO 
Feetal's gizz. Ten minutes on this 
dump and I'm ready to frag the whole 
planet. 

He marches straight at her. BLAM! Gets a .9mm bullet right 
in the forehead. It doesn't pierce the skull casing 
(nothing can break his skull), so the slug just sits there, 
half-sunk in his head. 

Lobo doesn't loose a stride. He grabs her, lifts her into 
the air and jams -che muzzle of a God-knows-what-caliber 
weapon into her face. 

LOBO 
Alright, girly, where are they? 

EMILY 
Who? 

LOBO 
(re: carnage) 

The ones who did this. 

EMILY 
I don't know. 


