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INT. RED ROCK HOSPITAL - PSYCH WARD - NIGHT 

DR. EMMA SCEPTICK(40) races down a corridor with her 
lifelong friend, DR. MOONBEAM ARMSTRONG(30).

Muffled HOLLERING.

Out of breath, Emma stops to listen.

EMMA
Hear that?  I’m too old for this 
crap.  And tired.  So tired.

She tries to catch her breath, hands on knees.

MOONBEAM
C’mon, almost there.  You’re not 
old. You’re more limber than I am.

EMMA
Unlike you, gorgeous, I am in 
desperate need of my beauty sleep.  
Big day tomorrow.

Moonbeam rolls her eyes, pulls Emma along after her.

MOONBEAM
Don’t remind me.

EXT. SHOTZY’S STATION - NIGHT

NURSE SHOTZY (53), reads a conspiracy magazine.  

MAGAZINE COVER: BENNY THE SQUINT V. MORTIMER DUNNE IN ALL 
OUT SPACE WAR. 

Shotzy hears footsteps, emerges from behind the desk and 
shoves a patient’s chart at Emma.

SHOTZY
Thanks for coming.  Sorry to call 
you in the middle of the night.  
Must be a full moon.

EMMA
Sure.  Whatever.  I’m just ‘gonna 
get a --

Shotzy takes Emma by the arm. 



(MORE)

2.

SHOTZY
I know you’re leaving the doctor 
business, but I didn’t know who 
else to call.  Case is classified. 

EMMA
-- coffee first?

Shotzy opens a hospital room door and ushers them inside.

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT

A patient stands on the bed, wears a clown nose, laughs 
hysterically.  This is NED.  He points at the wall.

SHOTZY
He likes the nose.  Therapeutic.

Emma gently reaches out her sausage-like hand to him and 
almost magically, he takes it.  She eases him back down 
to a seated position.

Emma flips his chart over.

EMMA
Ned Johnson.  Paranoid 
Schizophrenic.  

Moonbeam takes the chart and continues reading while Emma 
takes his pulse.

NED
Y-you’re an alien?  But you’re so 
f-fat.  Or are you h-human?

EMMA
Depends who you ask.

MOONBEAM
He’s ex-NSA!

EMMA
Let me see that...

She reads the file, but stops abruptly, turning to poor 
old Ned, who sticks his tongue out at her.  

Emma smiles at him.

EMMA
Believes he has been abducted by 
aliens.  Not dangerous.  No points 
for originality whatsoever.  

(MORE)

2.



3.

(to Shotzy)
You called me out of bed for this?

Shotzy shrugs and leaves the room.

MOONBEAM
Let me see that again.  

Moonbeam reads the notes.

MOONBEAM
This is their tenth patient this 
week. Wait. Uh-oh.

EMMA
What?

MOONBEAM
He wasn’t just working for the 
NSA.  He was the Director.  Of the 
NSA.

EMMA
Right.  Mr. Johnson here was the 
head of the NSA, and I’m taking a 
rocket-ship to Mars on the way 
home.  

Emma leans in to Ned.

EMMA
Pardon my manners.  I’m Doctor 
Sceptick.  This is Doctor 
Armstrong.  We’re here to help. 
Well I am, anyway.

Moonbeam snarks it up her behind her back, mouthing the 
words: I am, anyway.

EMMA
(to Moonbeam)

Cut it out.  I know what you’re 
doing.

Moonbeam continues to mock her, arms akimbo, mouths her 
sentences.

MOONBEAM
I know what you’re doing.

EMMA
Stop it.
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MOONBEAM
Stop it.

Ned stares at Moonbeam suspiciously.

EMMA
What’s really going on, sir?

Moonbeam is going for broke now, waves her arms in the 
air -- then realizes Emma is speaking to Ned.

MOONBEAM
What’s really going on, sir... oh.

Ned stutters.

NED
Th-th-they won’t leave me alone. 
Only 48 hours left.

EMMA
48 hours left for what?

NED
For us.  But then, I guess you 
know that.

He GIGGLES outrageously, inappropriately. 

EMMA
Who are they, sir?

Ned points behind her.

NED
Mort.  Benny.  THEM.

Ned jumps to his feet, points at the dark window.  

A hazy image of two giant -- goldfish?! -- appears in the 
window.  Wait, did that just happen?  Nah.

EXT. HOSPITAL ROOM WINDOW - NIGHT

Ned stands next to the window.  There is nothing there.

NED
The Body Juicer ... th-th-they 
usually come at night.
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MOONBEAM
Of course... I understand. They 
want to juice you. Mort and Benny.  
Where are they?

NED
They’re right there.  And the 
sentinels.  Are you blind?   

MOONBEAM
What are they doing?

NED
Th-th-they do... various th-
things.  Only s-she can stop them.

EMMA
Not to worry Mr. Johnson, I’ll 
take care of them for you.  

She swings her penlight across his eyes. 

NED
You-y-you g-gonna s-sit on them?

Emma is used to this, patients blurting out their 
thoughts, and flashes her toothy grin at him.

EMMA
Good for you.  That’s a good sign.  
Any headaches?

NED
N-no.

As he says this, he pushes away from her, backs up 
against the wall.  Stares wildly, ready to pounce.

MOONBEAM
Please sit down so we can --

He lunges at the two doctors, and his hospital gown flies 
open at the back.  He dives onto the floor --

-- lands on Moonbeam.  Emma pulls him off.

EMMA
Everything is going to be okay.

He takes Moonbeam for an alien and in his own silly way, 
tries to karate chop her into submission. 

NED
Not again!  Y-you f-first.
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EMMA
Mr. Johnson, please.  She’s not an 
alien.  She’s a doctor.

Emma shields Moonbeam as Ned flails around her.

EMMA
Slow down, I’m not one either.  
They don’t come in my size, 
remember? 

He cartwheels across the floor, forgetting all about 
them, reveals a few glimpses of his tiny white behind.

EMMA
Shotzy!  Get in here.

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT

The door flies open and Shotzy flies in with two large 
MEN in white coats.

They put Ned back in bed, and Shotzy injects him with a 
giant needle.  Emma pats his arm, speaks in soothing 
tones.  Leaves his red nose on for a moment.

EMMA
You’re going to be much better in 
the morning.  You rest now.  

(to Shotzy)
Keep him away from windows.

Moonbeam straightens Ned’s blankets.

MOONBEAM
Next time, tranquilizers first. 

Ned goes under, mumbles something as he drifts away.  

Emma leans closer to his face.

NED
Your father says... 48 hours. 

Emma stares at Ned.  

EMMA
What do you know about my father?  
Sir?

No response.  He’s deep asleep.  Emma delicately removes 
his nose.
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INT. EMMA’S PRIVATE OFFICE - DAY

Emma packs her things up and places them in boxes.  

She rolls up a political campaign poster which reads: 

GIANT METEOR 2020, JUST END IT ALREADY.  

An old photo of her FATHER, a retired General and ex-
fighter pilot, sits prominently on her bureau.   

She places it carefully in bubble-wrap.

EMMA
Time to go, Dad.  I ‘gotta know 
what happened to you.

ON THE WALL, A SLIGHTLY MORE RECENT PHOTO OF EMMA 
PILOTING A CESSNA 182 WITH HER FATHER AS COPILOT.  

EMMA
Good times.

CLAIRE(26) enters, lugs Moonbeam’s suitcase in one hand, 
and an extra-large coffee in the other.  

EMMA
Oh, thank god.  All packed?  
You’re the best assistant in the 
world. Hope you know that. 

Claire hands her the coffee and Emma gulps it down.

CLAIRE
Don’t start.  This really your 
last day?  

Claire pushes her oversized glasses back up her nose.

EMMA
Yup.

Claire leans close, a little sad, a little confused.

CLAIRE
What’s up with your face?  

Emma leans way back.

EMMA
Uh, personal space Claire, we’ve 
talked about that.  

(MORE)
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Late night with a patient.  Poor 
guy.  She has no idea, right?

CLAIRE
Right.

EMMA
This is going to be her best 
birthday ever.  Make sure her 
schedule is cl--  

CLAIRE
-- consider it done.  We’re sure 
going to miss you around --  

EMMA
(to suitcase)

-- and make sure she doesn’t see 
that.  

Claire smiles at her, stuffs the suitcase in the closet, 
muttering.

CLAIRE
Love you too.

She closes the closet, sneaks up behind Emma and gives 
her a bear hug.  

EMMA
Okay, okay, that’s nice.  Back to 
work now. Back to work.

QUICK IMAGES:

Emma and Moonbeam’s many patient success stories.  Their 
faces on the cover of PSYCHIATRY MONTHLY.  

Press scrums outside hospitals.  

INTERVIEW FOOTAGE - CUTE OLD COUPLE

HUSBAND
Agoraphobia.  She never left the 
house for twenty years.  Now we go 
out all the time.

Husband smiles at wife.  She smiles back.  They hold 
hands sweetly.  
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WIFE
And that’s not all we do all the 
time.

INTERVIEW FOOTAGE - YOUNG MAN (26)

YOUNG MAN
Lepidopterophobia.  Fear of 
butterflies.  It was so 
embarrassing.  Rabid butterfly 
hordes. 

He laughs.

YOUNG MAN
I know, stupid, right?  If it 
weren’t for Dr. Sceptick, I’d 
still be hiding under my bed on a 
summer’s day.

The Young Man lifts his T-shirt up to reveal a butterfly 
tattoo splayed across his chest.

INTERVIEW FOOTAGE - YOUNG WOMAN (32)

YOUNG WOMAN
Coulrophobia.  It’s so cliche. 
There should be a name for when 
people aren’t afraid of clowns. 
Evil incarnate.  

The Young Woman shifts in her seat.

YOUNG WOMAN
My father bought me a puppet of 
Bozo the Clown one year for my 
birthday, and I couldn’t sleep.  
He had to hide it.  Until last 
year actually.

Young Woman sheepishly pulls Bozo the Clown Puppet from 
OUT OF FRAME.  She hugs it close.  

YOUNG WOMAN
Now my boyfriend takes me to 
ClownCon every year, and I even 
have this.

The Woman dons a red CLOWN NOSE and makes a silly face.
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INT. MOONBEAM’S PRIVATE OFFICE - PRESENT - DAY

Photos of the South of France everywhere.  

And a large poster from the SETI INSTITUTE (the Search 
for Extraterrestrial Intelligence: exploratory science 
that seeks evidence of life in the universe by looking 
for some signature of its technology).  

The poster is an artist representation of the recent 
discovery of the Trappist-1 system and its exoplanets.

Emma knocks at the open door.  

Moonbeam is at her desk.

EMMA
Claire says you want to see me?  
They discover some more earth-like 
planets or something?

Moonbeam peruses a thick file.

MOONBEAM
No, well yes, but, uhm, I know you 
don’t want to see another one of 
these right now, but this is 
prrettt-y, prrettt-y, pretty 
solid.

EMMA
Nope.  I’m out of here.

MOONBEAM
Please?  It’s important.

Emma, exasperated, grabs the file, reads it aloud, bored.

EMMA
Aliens - blah, blah - greenish 
color...?!

MOONBEAM
Just keep going.

Emma speed-flips through the rest of the file.

EMMA
Big head, big eyes, dark and 
mysterious.  Oh, wait, the Body 
Juicer again.  Yes, very scary.

MOONBEAM
Keep reading.
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EMMA
Tentacles.  Good twist.  No 
memory, bladdity-bladdity, forty-
eight hours.  Again.  Oh wait, 
originality bears its fertile head 
-- breathes through a helmet.

MOONBEAM
He’s not insane Emma.

Emma pretends to suffocate.

EMMA
Wait a sec. Can’t -- BREATHE -- 
need -- HELMET -- 

She puts on her pretend helmet and breathes in deeply.

EMMA
-- ahhh, that’s better.  Fresh 
air.

Moonbeam glares at her.

EMMA
What’s the weird mark from?  Wait -
- don’t tell me -- not the anal 
probes?!

MOONBEAM
Ridicule all you want.  But I’ve 
seen it.  It’s real.

Emma closes the door, conspiratorially, bends over 
Moonbeam and whispers to her.

EMMA
Do you realize how many of these 
demented Pop-Tarts we’ve been 
getting in the past few months?  
Presidential candidates, every one 
of them.  We are losing our 
goddamn perspective, woman!  

Emma, disgusted, walks out.

INT. CORRIDOR - DAY

Moonbeam chases after Emma, struggles to keep up with her 
sudden burst of energy.

MOONBEAM
I know, but --
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EMMA
You need to focus on the patients 
you can actually help.
(to herself)
Enough with the lunatic fringe. 

Moonbeam calls out ahead toward the reception area.

MOONBEAM
Not everything is political!

INT. RECEPTION AREA - DAY

They blow right through, ignore the patients sitting in 
the waiting room, but automatically lower their voices, 
whisper through gritted teeth.

Claire looks up from her desk, nonplussed.

MOONBEAM
What if we can help?  

EMMA
Run some tests.

MOONBEAM
I’ve tested him.  

EMMA
Let the military test him.

MOONBEAM
The military has tested him. 
Everyone has tested him and his 
story cannot be otherwise 
explained!

INT. CORRIDOR/WAITING ROOM - DAY

They parade back across the hall, and back into Emma’s 
office, slam the door behind them. 

The stunned waiting room PATIENTS watch with glee at the 
entertainment.  One of them claps aggressively.

Claire, bored, snaps her gum, lost in her phone.

INT. EMMA’S OFFICE - DAY

Emma opens the closet and rustles around in there.  
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EMMA
Really?  Tentacles and breathing 
through helmets cannot be 
otherwise explained...?!  

MOONBEAM
But if --

EMMA
-- You definitely are in need of a 
vacation. 

Emma whips out Moonbeam’s suitcase and hands it to her.

EMMA
HAPPY BIRTHDAY!

Moonbeam is dumbfounded.

EMMA
I’m taking you away.  Just you and 
me.  Where you always dreamed of 
going.  

MOONBEAM
The South of France?  Emma, that’s 
sweet, and I appreciate it, but--

EMMA
-- But what?  We leave tomorrow.

Moonbeam pushes the suitcase back to Emma.

MOONBEAM
We can’t.

EMMA
Can.  

Emma heaves it back at Moonbeam.

EMMA
All packed.  Claire helped me.  
I’m retiring, and you, my 
wonderful friend, are celebrating.  
Escape this craziness for a while.  
Get some perspective. 

MOONBEAM
But the patient, Emma.  He’s 
retired military.  

Moonbeam jostles the bag back toward Emma.
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MOONBEAM
Holy cow crackers, what’s in here?  
He was a pilot.

EMMA
So?

MOONBEAM
Not just that.  He’s got a 
Distinguished Service Medal from 
the Air Force.  Retired Brigadier 
General.  

EMMA
Good for him.

MOONBEAM
Okay fine!  He claims he knew your 
Dad!

Claire barges in with balloons and a cake, launches a 
spring-loaded bright pink confetti popper in their faces.

CLAIRE
HAPPY BIRTHDAY!

Emma and Moonbeam, dumbfounded, just stare at her.  

Claire places the little cake on the desk, blows her sad 
little horn.  Balloons POP in the door on her way out.

EMMA
That is just... sad. Anyone with 
internet access thinks they know 
us, or knew my father.  They 
don’t. If my Dad was alive, he’d 
have found a way to contact me. 
It’s been over ten years now.

Emma launches the valise back at Moonbeam, with 
unintended authority this time.  

Moonbeam almost falls over as it thuds into her thigh.

MOONBEAM
Maybe he is.   Don’t you get it? 

EMMA
Nope.  In no way do I get it. 

MOONBEAM
Even you can’t explain your 
father’s long absences, his top-
secret job.
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EMMA
That’s the definition of top 
secret.

MOONBEAM
All my research with SETI and 
these patients proves one thing.

EMMA
SETI. Omigod, here she goes.

MOONBEAM
Aliens are just talking goldfish. 

They both burst out in giggles.  

Moonbeam takes her by the hand.

MOONBEAM
Come on.

INT. MOONBEAM’S OFFICE - DAY

Moonbeam looks up at the poster on her wall from the SETI 
Institute, secretly imagines the possibilities.

Emma drags Moonbeam’s suitcase in.

EMMA
You almost forgot this.

MOONBEAM
Just look at this.  You have to 
admit that the opportunities for 
life in the Trappist 1 system make 
our own solar system look fourth-
rate.

Emma sighs.

EMMA
Cool discovery, for sure, okay?  
Being on the Board of Trustees of 
SETI is taking up way too much of 
your brainpan.

MOONBEAM
We are a way for the cosmos to 
know itself.  

EMMA
Cool.  Bye.
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Moonbeam pulls her shirt.

MOONBEAM
Carl Sagan said that!

EMMA
The ‘billions and billions’ guy?

MOONBEAM
That’s more of a parody, actually, 
but there are many things in this 
world we cannot explain.

EMMA
This isn’t one of them.  Retired 
General or not, shit just happens.  
Stress will do that.  Clearly, he 
just cracked up.  He’s non compos 
mentis.  Plain and simple.  

MOONBEAM
Carl Sa--

EMMA
-- For the last time, aliens are 
in his mind.  You know it, and I 
know it.

MOONBEAM
Okay, sure, I know, but... what if 
they aren’t?

EMMA
If they aren’t, then I sure as 
hell don’t want to know. 

MOONBEAM
Why not?!  You’re so.  Stubborn! 

With all her might, Moonbeam thrusts the bag back at Emma  
but it sort of tackles her feet, bowls her right over!  

MOONBEAM
Oh sorry, I --

Emma collapses on top of it, stares up at the ceiling, 
breathing hard.

EMMA
-- If there really is something 
out there, would you really want 
to be on the receiving end of an 
alien race that looks at us the 
way we look at ants?  
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MOONBEAM
When you put it that way.

EMMA
No advanced species would ever 
bother with earth.  I’ve proven 
that human nature is ruthless, 
selfish, destructive, and slow-to-
evolve.  Part of the reason I’m 
retiring.  People are shit.  
Especially politicians.

EXT. ARIZONA SCHOOLYARD - DAY

A little boy stands near an anthill, watches the ants 
coming and going for a while.  He focuses his magnifying 
glass on one ant at a time.  

With his other hand, he clutches an old POKEMON CARD, 
which he uses to CHOP their heads off.

INT. RECEPTION - DAY

Claire is busy texting on her phone when a sad little 
man, a walk-in, MR. BENTLEY, approaches her.   

She doesn’t notice.

He clears his throat.

CLAIRE
Oh. Sorry. Can I help you, sir?

He holds up a bag of live goldfish.

MR. BENTLEY
48 hours.
 

Claire buzzes Emma. 

CLAIRE
We’ve got another one. 

INT. EMMA’S OFFICE - LATER

Emma sits on an upside down box, snaps her notebook 
closed.
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EMMA
I will refer you to my partner, 
she’ll take good care of you.

Mr. Bentley looks exhausted, and he’s laying on the floor 
with his bag of goldfish on his chest.

MR. BENTLEY
My mind is just playing tricks on 
me?  Fatigue?

EMMA
Probably.  Take this.  You’ll feel 
better.  Come back and see my 
partner in two weeks, okay?

Emma holds his goldfish while he stands up.

MR. BENTLEY
No.  By then I’ll have to adjust 
the pH levels in my pool.  It’s a 
saltwater pool.  For my wife, 
Lucy.  Makes her skin softer or 
something.

EMMA
So?

MR. BENTLEY
What if they’re back?  In the 
pool, I mean.

EMMA
They won’t be back.  They were 
never there.  Okay?

MR. BENTLEY
Maybe you’re right.  I haven’t 
slept well in weeks. 

Mr. Bentley pats his breast pocket of his blazer.

MR. BENTLEY
I forgot.  I’m supposed to give 
you this.

He hands her a gold RING.

The ring is otherworldly shiny, with a dazzling spiral 
pattern.

MR. BENTLEY
Lucy gave it to me before she 
vanished.  

(MORE)
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Fibonacci, she called it, because 
of the cool spiral.  You know, the 
same one found in shells, 
pinecones, daisies, DNA, that sort 
of thing. 

EMMA
Your wife disappeared?! You might 
have started with that.

MR. BENTLEY
Ten years ago.  Was in all the 
papers.  She worked for the NSA.  
Handed me this the day before.  
Told me it would protect me.  

EMMA
From what?

MR. BENTLEY
Don’t know.  It used to make me 
feel better about missing her, but 
she told me I would know the right 
time to give it to the right 
person.  That time is now. And 
that person is you.

EMMA
You don’t know me.  I absolutely 
cannot accept this.

He looks at his goldfish.

MR. BENTLEY
They say you have to.

Emma’s face is pained and she clearly feels sorry for her 
patient.

EMMA
I’m sorry, I can’t.

Mr. Bentley panics, looks around the room.  

She walks him out.

On his way out, he drops the ring in her moving box with 
her father’s picture.

EMMA
Rest.  Take your medicine.  Try 
not to worry.
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EXT. EMMA’S CONDO - DAY

Moonbeam SCREECHES up to a parking spot in an old 
convertible.  She parallel parks, bumper-car style.  

BANG!  WHAM! C-R-UNCH!

MOONBEAM
Perfect.

She hops out and SLAMS the door happily.  She skips away, 
suitcase in hand.

INT. EMMA’S CONDO - DAY

Emma pours herself a whiskey over ice and empties her 
office moving box with her Dad’s photo in it.  

As she unwraps the bubble wrap, the Fibonacci falls out!

EMMA
That little devil. 

On a whim, she tries it on, just as the doorbell rings. 

EMMA
Great, you’re here. 

Moonbeam pushes past Emma.

MOONBEAM
Small, teeny-tiny change of plans.

Emma follows behind her.

EMMA
You can’t change the plans.  I 
made them months ago.

Moonbeam swings around.

MOONBEAM
I know, and you’re the best for 
taking such good care of --

Emma CRASHES right into her, spilling her drink 
everywhere. 

MOONBEAM
 -- me.  

Moonbeam shakes off her wet clothes.
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MOONBEAM
We’re still going. I just had 
Claire postpone the trip for two 
days.

EMMA
Two days?

MOONBEAM
Yeah.  We’re going to take a side-
trip... to China.

EMMA
China!?  I love China! 

MOONBEAM
You always said that if the day 
ever comes that we can no longer 
help our patients, then there’s no 
point in having a practice. 

EMMA
Everything looks like a nail to a 
hammer.  This rash of patients who 
just happen to be UFO enthusiasts 
doesn’t mean we need to pack it 
in. 

MOONBEAM
Is what I’m saying! I think we owe 
it to them to figure out what is 
going on.

EMMA
How?

MOONBEAM
Maybe we can find out what’s 
driving this wave of patients to 
us.  A fact-finding mission.

EMMA
Listening.  Barely.

MOONBEAM
We have a meeting.  With one of 
the world’s top UFO and Paranormal 
Researchers.

That does it. Emma walks away in disgust.  Pours another 
drink.
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MOONBEAM
It’s taken me months to get this 
meeting.  He’s an esteemed 
Aerospace Engineer.  Doctor 
Patrick Jing.  Government agency.

EMMA
Oh. No thanks.  I just don’t think 
we’re going to find the outbreak 
monkey for this particular brand 
of crazy.   

Emma stands at the counter, slams back her drink and 
pushes the glass away.  

Moonbeam looks at the ring.

MOONBEAM
What’s that?

EMMA
I’m holding it for a patient.  I 
feel sorry for the guy.  I know I 
shouldn’t have ever tried it on, 
but I did, and now I can’t seems 
to get it off.

Emma’s glass SHAKES and CLATTERS on the marble counter. 
The Fibonacci spiral in the ring slowly SWIRLS. 

ON GLASS:

The ice cubes too SWIRL AROUND, then DEMATERIALIZE.  

Emma and Moonbeam stare at each other.

MOONBEAM
You saw that, right?

EMMA
This can’t be happening. One more 
time.  Do it!

Emma pours another glass of scotch, extra ice, but the 
ice cubes DEMATERIALIZE again. The marble counter SHAKES 
and RUMBLES. 

Emma stares at it in total disbelief.  They don’t notice 
the RING.
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MOONBEAM
We need facts.  Now.  He’s the 
only credible person I’ve spoken 
to who doesn’t think we’re nuts.  

EMMA
Government and military agencies 
are notoriously dickish about 
revealing their secrets. 

MOONBEAM
He knew about the Brigadier 
General.  And others.

EMMA
You’re not telling me the whole 
story. 

MOONBEAM
No point.  You always think you’re 
right.  I mean, they can’t all be 
crazy.  Can they?

EMMA
Maybe we’re the ones who are 
crazy. I can see the headlines 
now.

MOONBEAM
Yeah: Insane Doctors Found in 
Fetal Positions in Pools of 
Whiskey. 

EMMA
Bags Packed, But Nowhere To Go.

MOONBEAM
Lights are on, but nobody’s home.

EMMA
What do we have to lose. Except 
our credibility, our careers, our 
future.

MOONBEAM
Our sanity.

EMMA
Seems to be in question anyway.  
Screw it.  We have to do 
something.

Emma raises her glass.
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EMMA
China here we come.

MOONBEAM
Into the breach.

EXT. HIMALAYAN BORDER AREA - AKSAI CHIN REGION - DAY

Emma and Moonbeam hop out the back of a nondescript olive-
colored military truck, with armed escorts.  

MOONBEAM
We’re here.

EMMA
A gravel road?  

As the dust clears, an unshaven MILITARY OFFICIAL 
atomizes in front of them. 

This startles the living hell out of Emma, and she 
freezes in her tracks.  The military escort prods her.

Moonbeam shrugs, apologetically.

EMMA
We cancelled the South of France 
for this?

The military escorts prompt the women to follow the 
official, and they obey.  Moonbeam smiles effusively.

MOONBEAM
Don’t judge.  Smile.

EMMA
I wouldn’t dream of judging you.  
Or your new-agey, Birkenstocky, 
tree-hugging, kale-munching...  

The Official steps on something - a dull stone slab -  
and suddenly, the earth SWALLOWS them.  

A massive APERTURE in the gravel SWOOSHES SHUT after 
them.

INT. EMPTY ROCK CAVE DEEP UNDERGROUND - DAY

EMMA
Never mind.
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MOONBEAM
Just wait.

CUT TO BLACK. 

We hear another SWOOSH, a weird SUCKING SOUND. 

BRILLIANT BLUE LIGHT.

INT. TOP-SECRET GOVERNMENT UFO RESEARCH FACILITY - DAY

The place is extremely impressive and seething with 
handsome astronauts and pilots.  

Emma and Moonbeam get out of their car, follow the 
Hippie.  He bids them goodbye, bows, and waves them on.

Emma and Moonbeam are escorted down a long hallway by a 
badass SECURITY OFFICIAL.

In the distance, a MAN in an electric wheelchair speeds 
off down the hallway toward an elevator.  We can only see 
him from behind.

EMMA
(to Moonbeam)

Stephen Hawking?! He’s still 
alive?

Emma looks slightly, but only slightly, impressed.

MOONBEAM
Yup. His death was a coverup. He 
was needed for bigger things.  
This place is TOP secret. 

EMMA
How on earth did you get clearance 
for us to be here?

MOONBEAM
Actually it was you.

EMMA
I don’t know these people.

MOONBEAM
They know a lot about you.  

They notice a lookalike OPRAH WINFREY - or is it the real 
one - chatting by the coffee machine.  Winfrey raises her 
cup and nods in friendly greeting. 
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Moonbeam spins around to see who Winfrey is looking at.  
Nobody is there but Moonbeam.

They pass by an enclosed glass room. 

INT. GLASS ROOM

More lookalikes.  Presumably.  BARACK OBAMA, WILLIAM 
SHATNER, HILLARY CLINTON, JUSTIN TRUDEAU, JIMMY CARTER, 
ANGELA MERKEL and GHANDI, and DUCHESS MEGHAN MARKLE chat 
at a conference table.   

They convene with more lookalikes, mostly supermodels and 
artists:  

RU PAUL, LEONARD NIMOY, GIGI HADID, CELINE DION, TAYLOR 
SWIFT, JENNIFER LOPEZ, LADY GAGA, WHOOPI GOLDBERG, 
BEYONCE, AND CHER.  

Also at the table, various other alien CREATURES.  And 
GEORGE LUCAS.  Obviously.

None dare sit until Whoopi Goldberg takes her seat at the 
head of the table.

WHOOPI
Welcome to our 200th Intergalactic 
Peace Conference.  If you would 
please wait to remove your earthly 
identities, until we are alone.

Whoopi shoots a friendly glance to Emma and Moonbeam.  

Who us?!  

Excited, they wave back.

EXT. GLASS ROOM

In slow-motion, Emma faints, just as --

-- CAPTAIN YANG swoops in to catch her before she hits 
the floor.  

Emma stares up at his NASA badge, convinced she is 
hallucinating.   

He greets her with a friendly wink. 

YANG
Ma’am.
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Emma melts.    

EMMA
Are all astronauts and scientists 
around here as handsome as you?

YANG
They call me the ugly one.

INT. UFO RESEARCH FACILITY - DEBRIEFING ROOM - DAY

Emma and Moonbeam sit down with COLIN CASEY(42), CHIEF 
SUPERMODEL WRANGLER.  Tough, bright, no-nonsense.  He’s 
seen it all, and it’s all been weird.

Yang strides in, and Emma spit-takes her water.

YANG
Feeling better?

EMMA
Excellent.  Thanks.

CASEY
Good, because we have some news.  
It might be hard for you to hear.  
It involves your father.

EMMA
He’s okay.  Right?  

YANG
He’s fine. 

EMMA
Then no need for the warning.  
Puts people on edge. Psychology 
101. Or don’t they teach you that 
in Astronaut School?

YANG
Forewarned is forearmed, as you 
recall from flight school. 

EMMA
How do you know about that?

YANG
There’s not much we don’t know 
about you.  Or your father.  He 
flew a lot of missions with Casey 
here.  

(MORE)
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He’s been working with us for some 
time.  One of our most highly 
regarded fighter pilots.

EMMA
I’ve heard all the World War II 
stories, and conspiracy theories.  
Spare me.  The UFO industry has 
enough recruits.

Casey chuckles.

CASEY
He once got into a game of chicken 
with a, with an unknown - 

EMMA
- radical new Soviet spy craft? 
Meteor?  Weather balloon? 

CASEY
Well, no.  I’m not saying the 
government doesn’t have a belly 
full of UFO crazies.  However, 
meteors don’t have windows, and 
weather balloons can’t single-
handedly fuel the UFO industry, as 
you put it.

Casey pushes a large binder across the table to Emma:  
PROJECT BLUEBOOK.

YANG
He’s been dealing with unknown 
phenomenon.  Been providing us 
with critical information.  It was 
started by President Truman.  
Headed up by your father. 

MOONBEAM
A lot easier to cover things up 
when you ignore the eye witnesses.

EMMA
Humans are fallible.  Even Dad, 
although I can’t really imagine 
it.

CASEY
I know he was away a lot when you 
were a kid.  He was our top Alien 
Liaison Officer.  
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EMMA
Your what?

YANG
You’re not going to faint again, 
are you?

She almost does.

EMMA
That never happens to me.  It was 
brought on by the shock.  Caused a 
drop in my blood pressure and a 
temporary drop in the amount of 
blood reaching my brain.  
Obviously when the blood supply to 
the brain is decreased, a person 
loses consciousness and...

YANG
Does she always go on like this? 

MOONBEAM
Tightly wound.  

YANG
I’m confused.  In your 
professional opinion, are those 
folks in the other room meteors or 
are they weather balloons?

EMMA
Figments of my overactive 
imagination.

CASEY
Try Interstellar Diplomatic 
Relations.  Obama, Carter and 
Gorbachev are superb.  Like your 
Dad.

EMMA
And the Supermodels?

CASEY
Reptilian Humanoids. 

EMMA
I knew it.

YANG
You came for the truth.  Handle 
it.
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Emma stares blankly at him, not getting it.

YANG
I don’t know any other way to say 
this.  There is a major conflict 
going on around us and earth is 
but a pawn.

ON VIDEO PANELS

Hundreds of screens illuminate a vast wall.  Enough to 
fill an auditorium. Various instruments, blinking lights, 
video locations around the planet on each screen.  

EMMA
There’s a conflict alright. 
Between the sane and the insane.

CASEY
Opposing factions.  There are two 
in particular who seem to be 
generating a lot of heat recently.  
We don’t know why, or what they’re 
up to.  But it’s big.  Either way, 
we’ve got 48 hours to find out.

MOONBEAM
Or what?

YANG
Or it’s over.

MOONBEAM
What is?

YANG
Earth.  We intercepted a signal 
that threatens the use of gamma 
ray technology - that’s bad - and 
earth is smack dab in the 
crossfire. 

EXT. DESERT HIGHWAY - NIGHT

A clear night.  Starry sky.  A hijacked military truck 
hurtles down the highway.

INT. TRUCK - NIGHT 

ON the RADIO, a tune blasts out, sounding very much like 
Pink Floyd’s DARK SIDE OF THE MOON - US AND THEM. 

30.



31.

Emma drives FAST but doesn’t speak.  

Suddenly -- the stars drop out of the sky.  

BLACK.

Silence. 

INT/EXT. TRUCK - NIGHT

In their preoccupied state, the two women don’t notice 
the unusual lights in the sky high above them.

MOONBEAM
How about you slow down a little?  
I mean, you just stole a military 
vehicle!

EMMA
How about you shut it and let me 
drive?  I want to get to the 
bottom of this just as much as you 
do.

MOONBEAM
Running away isn’t going to change 
anything.

EMMA
We’re not running away.  We’re 
going to the source.  My father 
wouldn’t lie to me.

MOONBEAM
No offense, but he’s kind of been 
lying to you your whole life...if 
this is true.

The lights overhead get closer.

The women keep arguing, oblivious.

EMMA
It’s not true.  I’m sure there is 
an explanation.  This Yang guy is 
deranged.  

MOONBEAM
Is that your professional 
evaluation or your open mind 
talking?

31.



32.

Really pissed off now, Emma mocks Moonbeam.  In her 
whiniest voice:

EMMA
Is that your professional 
evaluation or your open mind 
talking?

MOONBEAM
Whatevs.

The truck veers off the road, onto the dirt shoulder, 
whipping up a dust storm that engulfs them.

Through the dust - the truck darts back on the narrow, 
winding road and whips into place.

EMMA
What. Evs.

Moonbeam hangs on to the door handle for dear life.

EMMA
I cannot believe you dragged me 
out here when we could be on a 
beach in the South of France by 
now.

MOONBEAM
You just found out your father is 
working with the government as an 
alien liaison officer and this is 
what you’re thinking about?  We’ve 
got less than 48 hours to live and 
you’re worried about a vacation. 

EMMA
48 hours.  Sure.  And I’m going to 
take a rocket-ship to Mars and 
blow bubble gum out my butt all 
the way there.

MOONBEAM
Think back.  Way back to say,  
yesterday.  You were all excited 
about a stupid Ring, and now we’re 
here.  

EMMA
You’re the one who booked the 
meeting at the Headquarters for 
Mental Illness and Conspiracy 
Theories.
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MOONBEAM
So your explanation is that we’re 
both hallucinating now?

EMMA
Of course we are!  We obviously 
need a vacation, a beach and a lot 
of rest.  And wine...

Blinding white light rushes in and FLOODS the windshield.  
Night turns to DAY. 

INT/EXT. TRUCK

The women close their eyes and shield their faces.  The 
doors of the vehicle open up. By themselves!
 
Slowly, the environment comes into FOCUS.  

The truck is actually SUSPENDED in a cavernous cube, 
within what appears to be four walls of ICE.

EXT. INTERSTELLAR SPACECRAFT - THE ELUSIVIA

It seems infinitely wide and miles deep.  

INT. ELUSIVIA - CAVERNOUS CUBE 

Moonbeam and Emma are standing outside their truck, teeth 
chattering.  It is cold. 

EMMA
Dorothy, I’ve a feeling we’re not 
in Kansas anymore.  

MOONBEAM
It’s like some kind of deep 
freeze.  I thought you wanted a 
beach.

Emma touches the wall.  It is, indeed, frozen.  

She runs her finger down it, and a curl of ice forms in 
her hand.  She sniffs it.  Smells good.  She hesitates, 
then tastes it.

EMMA
I don’t quite know how to tell you 
this, but to continue our 
psychotic break... this wall 
here... is made... of ice-cream. 
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MOONBEAM
Oh shut-UP.

The four walls shift and suddenly FALL away.  

The women PLUMMET.

EMMA
(falling fast)

I think it’s Cherry Gar-ci-
aahh...!

INT. ELUSIVIA - SECRET PASSAGEWAY 

The women FALL through a snaking, twisting pipe, hurtling 
through space, down, down, down.

It is beautiful, blue-black darkness, with acid-trip 
swirling pink and blue NEBULAS.

EXT. BEAUTIFUL TURQUOISE OCEAN 

WHOOSH!

The Girls SPLASH DOWN not far from shore, swim to the 
beach.  

EMMA
You okay?

MOONBEAM
Yah.  You?

A huge neon sign hangs in the air over the water: WELCOME 
TO THE EXTRAVAGANIUM: PARADISE FOUND.  This is the 
CONTROL ROOM of the COMMANDER of the Elusivia.

EXT. BEACH

The COMMANDER greets them.  Sly, seven feet tall, 
business-minded.  His voice is as deep as his self-
interest.  And his saddle-leather tan.

COMMANDER
Welcome ladies.

Emma coughs and spits out a bit of salt water.

EMMA
Who are you?
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MOONBEAM
Where are we?

COMMANDER
This is the Spaceship Elusivia.  
We are in my control room, and I 
am the Commander of this vessel.

EMMA
(to self)

Wake up. Wake up. Wake up. Wake 
up.

Emma winces as she pinches, pinches, pinches her own arm, 
now bee-sting red.

COMMANDER
And you are?

EMMA
Who are we, he wants to know.

MOONBEAM
I’m still in this dream too? 

The Commander stares at the sand.  He waves his three-
fingered hand at it.  Now a fiendish whirling dervish, 
the sand engulfs the two girls.

EMMA
(yells over howling 
wind)

We’re doctors. One minute we were 
driving down the highway and the 
next -

(sand flying in her 
face)

You beamed us into your rabbit 
hole in space here and if you  
would be so kind as to wake us up 
now...

COMMANDER
This is no dream.

EMMA
(spits out sand)

Of course it is.  Right?

MOONBEAM
Right!

Emma keeps pinching.  The sandstorm ceases, but the girls 
are fully frosted.  
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COMMANDER
I have been ordered to remove all 
obstacles from our mission.

EMMA
And we are?

COMMANDER
An obstacle, obviously.

MOONBEAM
Mission?  Does this have to do 
with opposing factions or 
something?

COMMANDER
Curiosity killed the kitty.  For 
now, let’s get you people cleaned 
up, hmm?

The Commander flashes his very large Chiclet smile.

EMMA
(under breath)

My, what big teeth he has.

MOONBEAM
All the better to eat us with.

COMMANDER
This way.

INT. 

Moonbeam and Emma follow him.  Or his teeth, whichever 
come first.

EMMA
It’s like Donny and Marie had 
alien babies.

MOONBEAM
(hums tune)

He’s a little bit creepy...

EMMA
(hums back at her)

... I’m a little bit rock and 
roll.
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COMMANDER
The Extravaganium is my happy 
place in the universe.  I can get 
a good tan here.

EMMA
We can see that.  Anyone ever tell 
you that you look like George 
Hamilton?

COMMANDER  
Who?

EMMA
Actor.  Deeply tanned.  Never 
mind.  Spaceship.  You’re serious? 

COMMANDER
As a heart attack.

EMMA
So we’re - 

MOONBEAM
- in outer space? 

COMMANDER
Yes.  Drink?

EMMA
Margarita.  Double. 

The Commander beams a shining orb from one of his three 
fingers and a MARTIAN MARGARITA appears in each of the 
girls’ hands. 

COMMANDER
A Martian Margarita tastes just 
like those on earth.  You’re going 
to love it.

*Note: Martian Margaritas can have deleterious effects on 
the Commander’s species.  They are also, of course, 
irresistible to him.

COMMANDER
You’ll find everything your heart 
could possibly desire here, we’re 
fully equipped.

EMMA
For what?
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COMMANDER
For everything.  I would be 
delighted to show you, my pets.

They make their way down the beach, past the Commander’s 
CONTROL CHAIR, a finicky piece of work.

They come upon a small building, the luxurious but effete 
HOTEL GATEAU.

EXT. HOTEL GATEAU 

They follow him past a tapas bar, immense cacti, numerous 
beach umbrellas, luxurious sofas, and giant pool floats 
lying on the beach. 

COMMANDER
You will find your towels and 
personal  amenities infused with 
new baby smell for your utmost 
delight.  We know you humans like 
that.

Enchanting GIANT FLAMES dance in glowing pits in the 
Bermuda pink sand.  Long ropes tie the pool floats to the 
cactus, so they don’t wash away.

COMMANDER
I’m going to show you to our VIP 
Suite.  It’s never been used.

MOONBEAM
Why not?

COMMANDER
We don’t get much company these 
days since the overly paranoid 
Abductions Division got their own 
ship. Trust me, it’s better here. 

INT. VIP SUITE

Lined with Russian Sable carpets and blankets, floor to 
ceiling.   

COMMANDER
These are very useful on cold 
nights. Which is every night, 
incidentally.  Welcome home.

EMMA
This is ours?
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COMMANDER
Not satisfactory?

EMMA
Au contraire.  It’s FAN-FUC-

MOONBEAM
Emma!

EMMA
It’s beautiful.

The Commander exits.

INT. VIP SUITE

Moonbeam rolls around in the thick fur draped across her 
bed, stretching her long legs over the edge and pulling 
the pillows close to her.

MOONBEAM
This place is a wonderland!  It’s 
like the best of the triangle!

EMMA
Triangle?

MOONBEAM
New York, LA, Miami.  

EMMA
On steroids.  This is what I call 
a room with a view.

Windows as big as the cosmos allow for the most 
spectacular VIEW in the universe.  

INT/EXT. WINDOW - NIGHT

Music PLAYS.  

Something along the lines of PINK FLOYD - DARK SIDE OF 
THE MOON - BREATHE.

Beautiful NEBULAS and GALAXIES float by, slow-motion.

Moonbeam and Emma recline in front of the window in 
futuristic, fluffy, white, marshmallow MASSAGE CHAIRS.  
These chairs always know just “the spot” and are never 
tired.

Emma is SNORING.
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There is live cellular art on the walls.  Art not 
imitating life, but actually being, well, life.  

MOONBEAM 
I’m going to miss this when we 
leave.

INT. VIP SUITE

The Commander enters, silently.

COMMANDER
Quite impossible, I’m afraid.

Moonbeam jumps up.

MOONBEAM
What do you mean?

COMMANDER
You are considered an enemy of the 
ship.

Emma wakes up.

MOONBEAM
Enemy?  What are you talking 
about?  We haven’t done anything.

COMMANDER
I have my orders.

A CREATURE appears next to Moonbeam and blinks.  Blinks 
sideways. Ew!

The Creature stares at the girls like a cat watching a 
couple of goldfish.  His fangs aren’t quite as big as his 
appetite, which is considerable.  He’s a RAVENOCEROUS, or 
RAV for short.

MOONBEAM
Again.  So sorry but we really 
don’t understand.  

The Commander sits down at a table and ushers the girls 
over.  The Rav steps closer toward the table.  Emma leans 
back out of his way and pushes Moonbeam back too.

Rav’s eyes practically BEG the Commander to let him 
devour them but the Commander remains calm, and does not 
allow for any kind of nonsense.  
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COMMANDER
Have a drink.

He waves his three-fingered hand at Rav, who YELPS and 
backs down, limping away with his tail between his legs.

MOONBEAM
(watching the Rav)

Another margarita please.

Emma chugs hers down, slams the glass on the table. (As 
is the custom when trying to impress a seven-foot tall 
alien.)

EMMA
Okay, thanks for the hospitality, 
but really, it’s time for us to 
go.  Capiche?

MOONBEAM
Yes, she’s right, I’m afraid we 
must.

EMMA
What was in that, by the way?

COMMANDER
It’s an old recipe from Atlantis. 
The real one, not the tourist trap 
in the Bahamas that we built for 
you later.  Very profitable.  Have 
one more for the road.

Gigi (the supermodel Reptilian from earlier), appears at 
Emma’s side, with another Martian Margarita.  Moonbeam 
pushes it away, sliding it back to Gigi -

- From Gigi over to Emma - 

- Emma to Moonbeam, who pushes it away again - it is 
promptly INTERCEPTED by the Commander - oh no!

Gigi sees this, and FREAKS OUT.  

She utters a  series of UNINTELLIGIBLE DEAFENING SQUEAKS, 
CHORTLES AND SCREECHES.  She tries to snatch it back from 
him, but it’s too late.

The Commander’s eyes light up as he quaffs the Margarita 
in one sustained SLURP, through his NOSE. 

A near fatal mistake, the Commander passes out cold. 

Gigi runs off, no supermodel wrangler in sight.
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INT. HOTEL GATEAU - VIP SUITE

The women have piled pillows around the Commander, and 
put a blanket over him.  

Empty pizza boxes are scattered around the room.

Moonbeam touches his arm with her index finger.  It is 
sucked into his skin with a strong SLORPING sound.  She 
recoils.  

Emma GASPS - yuck.

MOONBEAM
See if he’s alive.

EMMA
You.

MOONBEAM
No way.

Emma tentatively pokes her perfectly manicured toe into 
his side.  The Commander’s entire body makes a weird 
SQUISHING sound, and he quakes and jiggles like a bowlful 
of Jello.

EMMA 
Gross.

MOONBEAM
Let’s get out of here, while the 
getting’s good!

EXT. HOTEL GATEAU

They flee down the beach, back to where they splashed 
down, settle next to a pile of rope that has washed up on 
the beach.

EMMA
So just to recap.  We’re on a 
spaceship.

MOONBEAM
The Elusivia.

EMMA
We’re on a spaceship called the 
Elusivia.  Full of ice-cream or 
something.
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MOONBEAM
Cherry Garcia.  Evidently.

EMMA
Full of Cherry Garcia ice-cream,  
assorted aliens, both supermodel 
and regular, and a seven-foot tall 
Commander who is holding us 
captive because he thinks we’re in 
the way of his mission or 
something.  

MOONBEAM
Pretty much.

EMMA
Excellent.  Well we can’t stay 
here.  But he’s the only one who 
knows how to get us home.

MOONBEAM
Maybe we should try one more time 
to wake up old squishy-pants then.

EMMA
I’m going to try something first.

Moonbeam gathers the ropes on the beach, tying one end to 
another.   

Emma seizes the Commander’s Control Chair.  

EMMA 
This should be a piece of cake.

She lies back.  A series of BLUE blinking LIGHTS appear 
in the air over her head.  

WHOOSH.

A transparent, glowing, egg-shaped cocoon ENVELOPS her.

Moonbeam shakes her head in total disbelief at Emma’s 
hubris. 

MOONBEAM
Emma, stop it.  Get out of there!

Emma ignores her.
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INT. CONTROL EGG 

Emma tries in vain to make the controls work, but refuses 
to give up.  She waves her arms frantically, and new 
gadgets appear out of thin air.

Her foot hits something.  

A series of loud PINGING sounds startle her, and beeping 
controls zing beneath her and around her simultaneously, 
faster and faster, like a holographic gyroscope spinning 
out of control.

EMMA
I’ve got it.  I’ve GOT IT! 

The sounds crescendo to a whirring CLIMAX!

-- And then --

-- Nothing happens.

Moonbeam has had just about enough of Emma’s antics when 
she sees another Rav. 

EXT. BEACH

The Rav snarls his way into the Extravaganium as Moonbeam 
finishes tying her ropes in a neat loop. 

MOONBEAM
Oh you have GOT to be kidding me. 
Not another one.

Her homemade lariat now complete, she lassos the Rav’s 
ankles with it.  

Despite his hulk, she yanks him to the ground easily like 
a hog at a rodeo.  

MOONBEAM
That should hold you for a minute.

The Rav slams his head.  Hard.  

INT. CONTROL EGG

Transfixed, Emma doesn’t notice, or doesn’t care, what is 
going on outside the egg.
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EXT. BEACH

The Rav’s head inflates and deflates, vacillating back 
and forth, squiggling and jiggling, and then - 

-- POOF -- 

-- It’s over.  

The Rav morphs into a TINY ALIEN with a WAY strong 
Japanese accent.  This is the magical PONG from a faraway 
planet - the true brains behind the Commander’s 
incompetent rule. 

MOONBEAM 
Wh-who are you?

Pong inhales deeply, but ignores the question.

PONG
Ahhhh. Fr--ee-dom!

Pong bounces to his feet like a tightly wound spring, 
speeds around in circles a few times, overjoyed. 

PONG 
Wheee-eeee! Free at last, free at 
last!  Freeeeeee at laa-sss-t!

He commandeers the Control Chair Egg from a stunned Emma, 
who falls gently to the soft sand with a little thump.  
(Actually, it’s quite a big thump.)

EMMA
Hey shrimp I had it.  I had it! 
Who the hell are you?

Pong ignores her question and instead takes the ship on a 
WARP-SPEED tour of the universe.

INT/EXT. SPACESHIP WINDOW

The women stare as a gargantuan blue-green planet whizzes 
past them.

PONG
On the left, be-au-ti-ful vacation 
spot.  Planet Sumptuosa.  Hope to 
go there one day.  On your right, 
Poseidon, best sushi in universe.

A MASSIVE PURPLE AND GREEN SPIRAL GALAXY screams past.
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PONG 
M58.  Virgo constellation. 
Commander’s home galaxy.  Very 
exotic.  Mostly WIMPs.

MOONBEAM
“Wimps”?

PONG
Weakly interacting massive 
particles.  Is why Commander so 
squishy. 

MOONBEAM
Ri-ight.  That totally explains it 
then. 

PONG
We used to think his galaxy was 
“MACHO” - massive compact halo 
objects - like white dwarf or 
neutron star, but now we know 
better.  Commander much more  
exotic as it turns out.

Pong gracefully places the ship on autopilot and hops 
down from the egg cocoon, and it disappears into thin 
air. 

He zooms over to where the girls are sitting on the sand.

MOONBEAM
Uhm...so you are...?

PONG 
So sorry.  I am Pong!  I apologize 
for so rudeness at not presenting 
myself properly.  Very bad 
manners.  Thank-you, thank-you, 
thank-you!

MOONBEAM
You’re not mad?

 PONG
Mad?  Why so would I be mad?  You 
freed me.  Hidden in all 
misfortune is fortune.  I am 
indebted to you so forever.

MOONBEAM
I don’t understand.
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PONG
Lao-tzu.  Look it up. 

MOONBEAM
I thought... you were going to eat 
me actually.

PONG
No.  I’m vegetarian.  You freed me 
from that big, slow, ugly 
Ravenocerous body.  I so been in 
there for years.

Pong zooms up and down the beach like a comet, then 
settles back with the girls.

EMMA
You’re a little lightning bolt, 
aren’t you.  I’m Emma.  How did 
you get in there?

PONG
Mort of course.

EMMA
Mort?  Who’s Mort?

Pong looks down to the ground.

PONG
Lord Mortimer Dunne.

EMMA
Doesn’t ring a bell.

PONG
Commander’s boss. Like Stalin.  
Without the charm.  He rules over 
Lavishians. They the workers here.

MOONBEAM
I’m Moonbeam, by the way.  First, 
why did you man-handle me and 
second, why would he do that to 
you?

PONG
First, I was following orders. 
Deepest apologies.  So not my 
style.  Second, Mort - his idea of 
big fun to play with humans.  He 
so big cat.  You little so mouse.
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MOONBEAM
But what did you do to him?

EXT. SHANGRI-LA - ROCK GARDEN - QUICK FLASHBACK

PONG (V.O.)
It is ug-ly story.

The tiny Pong is concentrated on his Zen Rock Garden 
meditation.  He slowly rakes patterns into the landscape.  

The GRAVEL forms rippling waves but we can see by Pong’s 
movements that achieving perfection is not easy. 

ON RAKE

We follow the rake down the handle to the “gravel”, and 
discover that the gravel is made of EYEBALLS, and that 
the EYEBALLS in turn, are individual ALIENS.

PONG’S POV

We see an ocean of Eyeballs staring back at him as he 
gently positions them with his rake.  

Each time his rake passes, they change colors 
simultaneously, much like a school of fish.  

INT. ROCK GARDEN

Pong sits down to contemplate his creation. 

OVERHEAD VIEW

The ‘eyeball garden’ is a perfect cosmic spiral.

NORMAL VIEW

The Commander appears at the edge of the garden.  

Pong looks up, sees him standing there, but doesn’t 
react. 

The Commander is in a petulant mood.

COMMANDER
Get up!
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Pong doesn’t react.  

This angers the Commander even more, and he kicks 
Eyeballs in Pong’s face, destroying his beautiful 
creation, sending Eyeballs FLYING everywhere.  

Pong simply begins his raking again, and the Commander 
storms off.

EXT. BRIDGE - CARGO BAY

Pong is en route back to the Extravaganium to fulfill the 
Commander’s orders.  

LORD MORTIMER DUNNE, the ugly, unnerving, misbegotten 
evil overlord, appears out of a BLACK MIST.  He can 
appear and disappear at will.  

And by the way, he indeed breathes through a helmet, just 
as the Brigadier General reported earlier (on page 10)! 

-- Mort dangles a Lavishian worker mid-air over the edge 
of nothingness.  With his EYES.

-- He wouldn’t!  Oh yes, he would.  

-- DROPS the worker into the abyss, just because he can.

Gigi stands guard near Mort, just as -- 

-- Pong leaps into action. Attacks Gigi from ten 
different angles, zooms around her like a wasp around 
honey-barbecue sauce. 

INT. ABYSS

Pong DIVES downward at light speed toward the falling 
Lavishian worker -- catches a handful of fur -- 

-- just enough to hold on to him --

-- swings him safely onto a ledge -- it’s a tunnel 
opening -- but then

-- Mort appears!  

PONG
(to Lavishian)

RUN.

Enraged at Pong, Mort ignores the Lavishian.
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MORT
You’re the real problem.

He stares at Pong, with his scariest eyes in the universe 
stare, and suddenly --

-- Pong is ENTOMBED in a Ravenocerous body for all of 
eternity.

BACK TO PRESENT:

EXT. BEACH 

Emma and Moonbeam stare wide-eyed at Pong.

EMMA
And the Commander?

PONG
Afraid he might be dead.

EMMA
DEAD?

PONG
Told you.  He WIMP. Martian 
Margaritas toxic to his delicate 
system.  Hopefully you not kill 
him.

MOONBEAM
Should we be hiding somewhere?

PONG
Depends.  

MOONBEAM
On what?

PONG
On whether Commander wake up.

Pong waves his hand - a galactic map appears in the air. 

The map points to the blinking neon YOU ARE HERE sign.  

ON MAP

Pong lights up various points along the way as the 
holographic image spins around them.

The women try to follow along.
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PONG 
You have hi-jacked ship.

EMMA
Hi-jacked my ass.  We don’t even 
want to be here!

Pong smiles apologetically.

PONG
Unintentionally hi-jacked.
We are here.  We are cargo ship 
Elusivia.  Mission to get precious 
cargo of Cherry Garcia to 
Mothership Opulancia.

EMMA
Great.  Why?

PONG
Without Cherry Garcia, Opulancia’s 
inhabitants, the Lavishian workers 
of this ship, will perish. 

EMMA
They’re ‘gonna die without ice-
cream?  Thought that was just me.

PONG
Cherry Garcia fuels life on Mother 
Ship.  Must ensure safe transport.

Emma whispers to herself.

EMMA
I must be having a psychotic break 
with reality.  

Emma smacks herself in the face.

EMMA 
You catching any of this?

Moonbeam nods.

MOONBEAM
Cherry Garcia. Fuel. For the 
Opulancia.

PONG
Crucial ever since Mort so got a 
taste in early eighties, earth 
time, of course. 
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MOONBEAM
Why?

QUICK FLASH:

-- Mort happily licks his ice-cream cone, when suddenly, 
it slips into their time-traveling infrared engine.

-- The engine EXPLODES!

PONG (V.O.)
The whole embarrassing incident 
forever damaged Mort’s reputation 
as Evil Overlord.  Never got over 
it.  He became laughing stock of 
universe.

BACK TO PRESENT:

EXT. BEACH

Pong stretches his arms as far apart as they can go.

PONG 
Explosion really huge.  Crippled 
the infrared light traveller, the 
Rayban, for good. Since then, 
Cherry Garcia become lifeblood of 
Mothership, powering everything 
from basic lighting to warp speed 
travel.

The women stare at him blankly.

PONG 
Also responsible for maintaining 
homeostasis of ship, including 
temperature and food supply.  
Explosion made Mort even more 
cranky and ugly, if even possible.

EMMA
Stuck on a spaceship full of ice-
cream.  My diet karma.

PONG
Not to worry.  Rayban not total 
loss.  Marketing surveillance team 
on earth found use for Rayban 
logo.  We marketed ugly protective 
goggles as --
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Pong makes air quotes.

PONG
-- “cool sunnies” for movie stars. 
Then everybody want some!  Sell 
like hotcakes.  That Tom Cruise 
guy make us rich!

Pong bursts out laughing.

ON MAP

PONG
Now I set course for Opulancia, 
before too late.

EXT. BEACH

The map disappears as the Control Egg reappears.

EMMA
(to Moonbeam)

No. He’s gotta’ take us home 
first.  Go tell him.  Before the 
Commander wakes up.

MOONBEAM
If he wakes up.  So the poor 
Lavishians should just go ahead 
and die because of us?

EMMA
No one’s ‘gonna die.  It’s just a 
small detour, and then he can 
continue with his mission.  

MOONBEAM
I guess so.

(to Pong)
So, uh, would you mind terribly 
dropping us off first?

PONG
As you wish.  

EMMA
I’m starving.  

MOONBEAM
Emma!
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PONG
There’s another suite at the 
hotel, until he wakes up.

(to himself)
No wonder universe so fed up with 
humans.  Me-me-meeee-me-me.

INT. HOTEL GATEAU

The fake sun rises and sets.  Gigi stands over the 
Commander, prying his eyelids open.

The Commander wakes up, and he is not pleased.  

GIGI
(In alien squeaks)

So Pong is rerouting the ship now 
to take them home.

COMMANDER
PONG!

Pong comes running.  The women sneak in behind him, just 
within earshot but out of sight.

They dive under a pile of plush blankets and hide.

The Commander moves awkwardly, as if he is wearing swim-
fins.  He is clearly not feeling well, his legs betraying 
him every step of the way.

COMMANDER
You defy me? You blew your cover 
in front of the...HUMANS?  

Pong is silent but turning slightly red.

COMMANDER
Do you think Lord Mortimer shall 
be pleased at your transformation? 

Pong bows his head.

COMMANDER
...and who do you think will pay 
for that?  To make matters worse, 
you take a hyperdrive joyride 
around the universe on my ship.  

Pong is in full blush now.
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COMMANDER
To the Brink.  Perhaps there, 
you’ll learn a little respect.

INT. THE BRINK

Full of the usual suspects - assorted nasty ALIENS of 
unnerving shapes and sizes.  

These Creatures ogle and slobber over Pong.  To them, 
he’s a nice, light snack.

INT. HOTEL GATEAU 

Emma and Moonbeam whisper under the pile of blankets.

EMMA
Wonderful.  So now we have to find 
the little monkey somewhere in 
this ice-cream bucket and we don’t 
even know where we are. 

MOONBEAM
I think we best stay put for now, 
at least it’s warm under here. 

EMMA
You mean just leave Pong out there 
in the deep freeze?  He’s our only 
hope.  If we don’t do something, 
we’re never going to get home! Or 
worse...

MOONBEAM
Worse?

INT. THE BRINK

Pong is brave and dignified.  

He’s surrounded by SNARLING teeth, drool, and hulking, 
slimy creatures who clamor at him. 

PONG
So this is how I die.

He is about to be devoured at any moment by the gaping 
maws of his cell-mates.  

A PREDATOR sneaks up on Pong.  
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He smacks his alien lips, unfurls his tongue -- but an 
even bigger creature, a GOBBISH, intervenes!

The Gobbish swallows the Predator whole, like a snake 
unhinging its jaw.  

Pong wipes his brow.

PONG
(to the Gobbish)

Thank-you so!

The Predator squirms in the bulging belly of the Gobbish.  

SPLORP!

With a great gurgling and no small amount of deafening 
CRUNCHING, the Gobbish digests him.  

The Gobbish belches and wipes his mouth.

GOBBISH
My pleasure.  He was a jerk.  But 
smooth going down, nice finish.

INT. HOTEL GATEAU - VIP QUARTERS

Moonbeam fidgets and paces, back in their own room.  

Emma is calm, enjoying the latest creation from Apple, 
the iGourmanditron.  

She selects a filet mignon au poivre, a side of lobster 
with melted butter, some Blue Point oysters, a shrimp 
cocktail, and plate of assorted cheeses. 

She tops this off with a bottle of champagne. 

MOONBEAM
Seriously? Food? NOW?

EMMA
Have some champagne.  Less than 48 
hours, remember?  Might as well 
live it up.

MOONBEAM
Emma please.  You said we need to 
find Pong.

EMMA
But first, we eat!  I think better 
with food.
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Emma notices that the iGourmanditron spits out some 
tasting notes with her champagne. 

EMMA
(reads it aloud)

I agree.  Full and round with 
smooth flavors and a fine, 
persistent mousse. 

MOONBEAM
I can’t eat at a time like this.    

EMMA
I must say, the extra measure of 
Chardonnay contributes elegance 
and austerity that balance nicely 
with the delicate fruitiness of 
the Pinot Noir.

MOONBEAM
And it’s pink.  I like pink!

INT. VIP QUARTERS - LATER

The two girls are sprawled out on the floor, holding a 
bottle of champagne each, one tucked under Moonbeam’s 
arm, the other next to Emma.  

Emma has a notebook in her hand and has formulated a plan 
of some sort.

EMMA
I feel better now.  You?

MOONBEAM
Sure.  I guess.

EMMA
Time to roll.

MOONBEAM
Finally.

INT. EXTRAVAGANIUM

Brazilian vibes fill the air on the beach.

A giant holographic screen surrounds the Commander, 
absorbing him in his work.  

He plots his course to Opulancia while CRABLIKE ALIENS 
work on his squishy feet.  Weird alien pedicure.  
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Emma and Moonbeam sneak past him easily.

INT. CORRIDOR

Beautiful, glowing art screens line the walls, not unlike 
a screensaver.  Oceanic life.  

The two women proceed with caution.

ARGUS (V.O.)
Halt.

Emma and Moonbeam stop dead in their tracks.

MOONBEAM
You hear that?

EMMA
Uh-huh.  Who’s there?

ARGUS (V.O.)
We are here.

Emma looks up and sees a hazy PINK IMAGE.  

It’s not art.

As she approaches, it becomes clear that she is staring 
into a drive-in sized aquarium in the wall.  

INT/EXT. AQUARIUM

Two colossal, gilded goldfish swim up to them, ARGUS and 
JANUS.  With large, all-seeing eyes, they possess the 
wisdom of the universe, and are the otherworldly 
sentinels of the ship. 

JANUS
You wish to leave...?

ARGUS
Quite cold and dangerous for 
humans.

MOONBEAM
Giant talking goldfish?

EMMA
(to Janus)

Believe me, it’s not my idea. 
(to Moonbeam)

Wait, I’m talking to a fish. 
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MOONBEAM
Oh what the hell.  We have to find 
a little dude named Pong.  This 
might sound stupid but, any chance 
you might know him?

JANUS
Of course.  The little one.  Fleet 
Feet. 

The disembodied VOICES of Argus and Janus seem to come 
from God, their lips don’t move.  Is it telepathy?

ARGUS
Isn’t it good to know that 
transformation, although it may 
represent true and lasting change, 
is not a once-in-a-lifetime 
achievement?

MOONBEAM
Excuse me?

JANUS
Pong has changed.  It is a means 
by which we move toward wholeness.  
It is an ongoing process.

EMMA
Whatever.

MOONBEAM
Can you help us find him?

JANUS
It is an arduous journey to where 
he is. 

EMMA
Know a non-arduous shortcut?

JANUS
There is a relationship between 
the one and the many.  Formation, 
transformation, and eternal re-
creation.  It is part of the 
ongoing process of life.

EMMA
So you’ve said already.  How 
Faustian.

Moonbeam raps gently on the glass wall.
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ARGUS
There are perils should you get 
lost.

EMMA
Alrighty then... can you please 
just tell us where he is?

ARGUS
In the Brink.

Emma rolls her eyes intolerantly.

EMMA
My mistake.  Can you tell us how 
to get there?

ARGUS
Only you can tell yourself that.

Moonbeam taps harder on the glass, is it solid?

EMMA
I tell myself a lot of things.

ARGUS
You can find the way, if you focus 
on the right things.

EMMA
We don’t really have the time for 
all this riddle-speak, do you 
think you could just point your 
fins in his general direction or 
something?

ARGUS
Nothing exists for its own sake, 
but for a greater harmony than 
itself.  We understand this.  
Humans not so much.  You must 
accept this if you are to find the 
way.  

JANUS
(to Moonbeam)

Please stop that.

ARGUS
And then there are the evil 
forces.

MOONBEAM
Evil FORCES?
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JANUS
Transformational processes are 
often torturous.

MOONBEAM
Torturous?!

JANUS
Life eludes stasis, and the world 
is interconnected and always 
changing. 

EMMA
Got it.  Transformation, 
interconnected, always changing, 
evil forces.  Now you guys have a 
map or something?

ARGUS
On this ship, there are those who 
wish to amplify, those who wish to 
hide, and those who wish to reveal 
these processes.

EMMA
Oh my god!  Enough with this 
already!  We just need a map, 
understand?

JANUS
Maps are inside everyone.  You 
must only look.  The answer to the 
problem lies within the problem 
itself.

EMMA
Excellent.  We’ll keep that in 
mind.  We ‘gotta go.  See ‘ya 
boys.

ARGUS
(after them)

You’ll need a hat!

JANUS
And some gloves!

Argus and Janus look at each other, exasperated by their 
interaction with these simple humans.
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INT. VIP QUARTERS

Moonbeam grabs two pairs of fur gloves, two fur hats, the 
Russian Sable coats she finds in a closet, and two 
Balaclavas.

INT. ELUSIVIA - FLOATING CORRIDOR

MUSIC plays.  People Are Strange by The Doors, or 
something like it. 

“People are strange, when you’re a stranger...faces look 
ugly...when you’re strange.”

Moonbeam inches along behind Emma, ridiculously dressed 
in silly fur hats, gloves, and fur coats so big they look 
more like BEARS. 

Emma walks confidently down the corridor, even though 
they are hanging in space, and it’s a fairly narrow path.  

They make their way into the bowels of the ship.

EXT/INT. AQUARIUM 

One of Mort’s goons, an ugly bastard CUSTOMS OFFICER 
carrying a GLOWING baton, BANGS it against the tank.  
This is BILLY-BOB.

BILLY-BOB
Here fishy-fishy-fishy... 

Argus and Janus appear.

Billy-Bob presses his face against the glass wall.

A completely hideous human face.

BILLY-BOB
Ooh, you guys are HUGE.  I just 
adore fish.  Especially with chips 
and a nice malt vinegar.  Won’t be 
many of you left soon.

Argus looks at Janus.  Janus looks at Argus.  They say 
nothing.

BILLY-BOB
My wife would love you.  She’s a 
big seafood fan, being from 
Poseidon and all.  

(MORE)
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Good fish just don’t come around 
our part of the galaxy that often.  
We’ve got mostly giant sand 
snakes.  Damn rubbery.

Billy-Bob steps back to figure out how to get Janus and 
Argus onto his dining table with the least amount of 
fuss.  

BILLY-BOB
How to get you outta there...

He has an idea.

He pulls a weapon from his pants and ZAPS the tank with 
it, to electrocute Argus and Janus.

BILLY-BOB
Seafood buffet coming right up! 
Could get some crab legs or maybe 
some of that nice smoked salmon I 
confiscated from those stupid 
Lavishians earlier. 

Billy-Bob paces back and forth in front of the tank, 
ruminating. 

BILLY-BOB
Malpeque oysters or Bluepoints? 
I’d need about tens pounds of 
butter and some lemon- 

The tank begins to SHAKE, and is engulfed in an blush of 
BLINDING LIGHT.  

WHUMP! 

Argus transmogrifies -- leaps OUT of the wall, THROUGH 
the glass, slams Billy-Bob to the ground, kills him 
instantly. 

-- Argus sprouts a pair of legs and stands up, peers 
around for signs of more interlopers.

When it seems the coast is clear, the legs morph back to 
FINS -- he transforms back into Argus the giant goldfish -
-- dives back through the glass into the tank.  

He and Janus swim away.

ARGUS (V.O.)
Another day, another prick. 
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JANUS (V.O.)
Preaching to the choir.

INT. BOWELS OF ELUSIVIA

A multi-tiered labyrinth.

Moonbeam and Emma descend through the frozen maze of the 
ship, hit one dead-end after another.

There are endless tunnels and endless dead-ends.  

Moonbeam peers over the edge of a prodigious DRAINPIPE, 
but slips!  Emma reaches for her hand, but --

-- They both fall in!  

Turns out, it’s for the Cherry Garcia. 

INT. CHERRY GARCIA DRAINPIPE

Trapped, Emma inches herself along to the edge, and peers 
over the abyss.  Shivers uncontrollably.

EMMA
Long w-w-way down!  Come and look 
at this!

EXT. EDGE OF ABYSS - CHERRY GARCIA DRAINPIPE

It is indeed a very, very long way down.  At the bottom 
is a swirling, churning vortex of ice-cream the size of a 
lake.

INT. DRAINPIPE

The women hear a ROARING sound, like an EARTHQUAKE and a 
THUNDERSTORM happening at the same time.  

Not far from where they are, another huge drainpipe 
spills something else straight down into the churning 
machine below.

MOONBEAM (V.O.)
Cherries!  

The churning stops immediately as the cherries HIT the 
surface.  
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Perfectly timed, another load of cherries splashes down 
into another batch of ice-cream.  

The churning stops again.  Then it restarts, 
incorporating the millions of cherries into the perfect 
creamy consistency.

EMMA (V.O.)
I’ve got a very bad feeling about 
this.

Moonbeam hears strange SCUFFLING and SCRATCHING.

MOONBEAM
Something’s moving.

EMMA
Just my fat jiggling.

MOONBEAM
I’m serious!

Emma stares at something over Moonbeam’s shoulder.

EMMA
Probably just your imagination. 

Beady green EYES stare back at Emma as she pretends that 
nothing is there.

EMMA
Maybe you should stand really 
still so I can have a good 
listen...

The EYES stare back, get bigger and begin to SNIFF at 
Moonbeam. 

She SCREAMS, scrambles like a jet-fighter -- slips and 
falls on her face. 

She gets up -- falls -- gets up -- runs towards Moonbeam -
- falls, lands a few feet away from her.

Emma takes off her Balaclava, throws it at the beast, who 
SNIFFS it.  He likes it.  A lot.  So she throws her hat 
at it too.

As the beast gets closer, we see that it’s a giant two-
headed SPACE RAT with dripping red canine incisors.  

It eats the mask, and then the hat, and moves closer to 
Moonbeam, pins her and Emma against the edge of the 
drainpipe.
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They close their eyes and SCREAM in unison.

It sniffs Moonbeam’s mask.  Green tongue unfurls, covered 
in slime, drips on Emma’s face.  It LICKS her body from 
head to toe.  

His powerful tail pins her to the wall.

EMMA
Back off -- you -- overgrown -- 
mouse!  Mice?  

Emma pushes and squirms around under the tail - which has 
a mind of its own.  Literally.  

SPACE-RAT FACE

Its other HEAD eats cherries and its incisors are 
dripping red goo everywhere.

EMMA
MOONBEAM!

MOONBEAM
Oh my God, what if it has space-
rabies? 

A gloved fist mashes the rat’s nose, and it backs off a 
little.

ON MOONBEAM

She rubs her knuckles.  

The Space-rat sniffs her, jabs her with his spiky 
whiskers, and nudges her toward the abyss.  

Moonbeam feels its OTHER big pointy nose in her derrière.

MOONBEAM
Damn, that is just rude!  

EMMA
I’m coming!

INT. DRAINPIPE

-- Emma spins around -- kicks the beast solidly in its 
first Rat-face.
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-- Left foot, then right, in a lightning-fast one-two 
combination roundhouse kick. 

 -- Jump kicks the second Rat-face with both feet, breaks 
free!

This surprises her.

EMMA
Hey, ‘whaddya know?  My legs are 
still decent weapons.  Jiggly, 
cellulite-y weapons.  Self-Defense 
classes stay with you I guess.

The creature decides these girls are more trouble than 
they are worth, and scurries off with a SCREECHING sound.

The women slump down against the pipe. High fives.

EMMA
(teases)

Come on.  Who ‘ya ‘gonna call?

MOONBEAM
Ya, ya.  Rat-busters.  You’re 
thirsty all the time, aren’t you.

EMMA
You bet.  You know what’s weird?  
All this technology and they ain’t 
got no g-g-goddamn space 
exterminators on this ship-p-p?

Strange SCUFFLING sounds and more screeching reverberate.

MOONBEAM
What’s next, interstellar-
cockroaches?

EMMA
Please.  Don’t even.

MOONBEAM
It’s probably a universal reality. 

Emma looks over at where their hats, masks and gloves are 
strewn about.

EMMA
Suppose we should put those 
disgusting things back on.  Stupid 
overgrown mouse ruined all our 
stuff.
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MOONBEAM
I’m not touching that stuff!

There is red drool everywhere.

EMMA
Looks like slimy road-kill now. 

MOONBEAM
Rather f-f-freeze.

As they lay there, exhausted and freezing, Moonbeam 
confides to Emma.

MOONBEAM
Look, since we may not make it out 
of here-

EMMA
Shut-up, we’re making it out of 
here!

Emma gently lifts up Moonbeam by the elbow, arm in arm.

EMMA
We’ve got to find Pong.  Let’s 
move, before Mort finds us. 

Together they trudge off into the unknown.

INT. DARK ICE TUNNEL

Too frozen to continue, Moonbeam stops in her tracks, and 
Emma can’t hold her up any longer.  

They both drop to their knees, exhausted.

MOONBEAM
Listen.  I really do have to tell 
you a few things.

Emma rubs her frozen hands together.

EMMA
Shoot.

MOONBEAM
Okay.  Your father.

EMMA
Again, with my father?
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MOONBEAM
I read all of Jing’s reports to 
prepare for the meeting. 

Emma stares blankly, doesn’t recall Jing.

MOONBEAM
The government aerospace engineer?  

She nods, out of breath.

EMMA
Not this again.  For the last 
time, I don’t have a father 
complex. I just want to help 
people.  Is that so wrong?

MOONBEAM
Deep down, I sense your yearning 
for a protector and a leader.

EMMA
What? Oh my GOD Moonbeam.  What a 
load of --

MOONBEAM
-- Kidding!  Just kidding. 
Think about this though.  You 
moved from one military 
installation to another as a kid.  
You didn’t see him much. 

They both lay back, huddled together.

EMMA
As much as what?  Or whom.

MOONBEAM
In his file, it says he helped 
defend us.

EMMA
From what? 

Emma stares openly and evenly at her, assuming the doctor-
patient position she falls into without even thinking.

MOONBEAM
He’s been on a mission, Emma.

EMMA
Yeah, I know, liaison something 
whatever.  Spill.
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MOONBEAM
He assembled --

A heavy, GLOWING pointy frozen SHARD of ice slams down 
between them - 

- Narrowly misses Emma!

EMMA
I’m okay.  Keep going.

Moonbeam is terrified.

MOONBEAM
The most credible UFO witnesses 
from around the world to testify 
at The National Press Club in 
Washington D.C.: Air Force 
Generals, astronauts, military and 
commercial pilots, government and 
FAA officials from seven 
countries.

Releasing some anger, Emma kicks the shard with enough 
brute force to shatter it. 

EMMA
So?

MOONBEAM
They’ve been keeping earth safe 
from that mean galactic dude, 
Mortimer Dunne.  And his nemesis, 
Benny The Squint.

EMMA
They’re real?  So my Dad is some 
kind of Secret operative? 

MOONBEAM
Yes.  Along with President Carter 
and President Obama.  The 
Presidents were able to keep your 
Dad safe.  Until recently.  
The Supermodels have been making a 
play.  But they work for The 
Commander and this Mort guy.  I 
thought you’d commit me if I told 
you.
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EMMA
I would have.  Immediately.  Not 
sure I still won’t do it when we 
get home.  If there still is a 
home.

INT. LORD MORTIMER DUNNE’S EVIL LAIR

Mort eats his ice-cream cone, and pours over mineral 
reports.  

MORT
Bring me his HEAD!

Mort’s terrified assistant, JACKAL RIPSON, enters, 
genuflects before him.  Hesitates before speaking.

JACKAL RIPSON
Whose head, sir?

MORT
Benny the Squint, you moron!  He 
has already infiltrated earth, and 
he won’t stop there.  I’ve had to 
stoop to picking up those two 
idiot girls.  God only knows what 
they would have found out.

JACKAL RIPSON
Yes, knick of time sir, indeed.  
And don’t forget about the girl’s 
idiot father.

MORT
That LIAISON loser?  Nature shall 
take care of him, and soon.  He 
should have been dead long ago.  

JACKAL RIPSON
Then why have we been keeping him 
alive sir?

MORT
To keep Benny the Squint at bay 
you fungus!  It took the focus of 
off me.  Now I’m ready for him.  
Bring me the Squint!

Jackal Ripson shudders.

JACKAL RIPSON
Can’t we just put our differences 
behind us?  

(MORE)
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Besides, his ship is bigger than 
ours, and he is so much more...

MORT 
More WHAT?

JACKAL RIPSON
Power-hungry and uh, not more evil 
overall certainly, but he is well, 
you know, kind of mean.  

Mort’s face twitches, despite his efforts to control it.  

He tries to hide his face behind his ice-cream cone.

MORT
You think I’m going to just SIT 
here and watch while he tries to 
get his greedy, well-manicured 
paws on my new Rayban technology? 
Are you DERANGED?

JACKAL RIPSON
In my dreams sir.  YOU are the 
ultimate deranged one.  I humble 
myself at your most egregious 
lunacy and dastardly demeanor.

Mort licks his ice-cream, his green tongue curls 
completely around the cone in the most nauseating fashion 
imaginable.

MORT
Rest assured he is not going to 
overthrow me again.  Got it? 

JACKAL RIPSON
Got it.  There can only be one 
Ruler of the Universe sir, and 
that’s you, obviously.

MORT
I’ll show him.  I’ll show them 
all.  Soon they’ll see who the 
true evil genius is.  The universe 
is mine.

JACKAL RIPSON
Yes, well, Godspeed sir.

Mort takes a final big, long lick of his cone and then 
his tongue SNAPS the entire thing down his throat 
repulsively.  He smacks his lips.
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MORT
Get to work.

Mort dismisses Jackal.  He pulls up a screen.

MORT
Now, after I complete the 
reconfiguration...

The screen reads PHASE ONE: SIPHON THE OCEANS OF EARTH.

MORT
I will begin the siphon.

INT. ICE TUNNEL

Emma sighs, taking in Moonbeam’s story.

EMMA
Is that it then?

Moonbeam takes Emma’s hands in hers.

MOONBEAM
Uh, no, not exactly.  It seems 
Lord Mortimer Dunne and Benny the 
Squint are squabbling. Opposing 
factions.

EMMA
Why?

MOONBEAM
They both want the same thing.  
Your father may have been, I mean 
he was, implanted -

EMMA
- implanted?  With what?

MOONBEAM
Recombinant alien DNA, building 
his resistance to the biological 
attacks of Benny the Squint 
against Mort on earth.  

EMMA
Is that what happened to the 
Supermodels? 
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MOONBEAM
No, they came with Mort. But Benny 
infested certain politicians with 
sort of a dumb gene, to see if he 
could make a President, and then 
take over earth.  

EMMA
Earth is the ant hill! 

MOONBEAM
The thing is.  You might be part 
of the uhh - the - evolutionary 
process. 

EMMA
I have ALIEN DNA?

MOONBEAM
Possibly.  No way of knowing 
conclusively.  Project Blue Book 
stops at your father.  It gets 
worse.

EMMA
How can it possibly get worse?

MOONBEAM
You once gave a talk to the 
Christian Scientists about 
divergence in evolution, right?

EMMA
Yeah. Under a severe environment, 
evolution weeds out deleterious 
genes and perpetuates the good 
genes.  So?

MOONBEAM
It allowed your father to survive.

EMMA
But when a species is far superior 
to that required for basic 
survival within a given 
environment...evolution does not 
remove deleterious mutations. 

MOONBEAM
These then accumulate in the gene 
pool.
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EMMA
Steadily degenerating the organism 
until it again comes in balance 
with its environment.  A balance 
which requires - 

EMMA AND MOONBEAM
(unison)

- A short life. 

MOONBEAM
I’m sooo sorry!

Moonbeam throws her arms around Emma.

EXT. ICE TUNNEL 

About a mile down, the behemoth ice-cream mixer sits 
below, CHURNING, CHURNING AWAY. 

The vastness of the ship is overwhelming.

INT. ICE TUNNEL

Emma considers Moonbeam’s revelations, slumped over with 
her head between her knees. 

EMMA
I think I’m going to be sick.  
What else aren’t you telling me?

MOONBEAM
According to your father, high-
level witness accounts reveal a 
behind-the-scenes U.S. operation 
whose policy is to confiscate and 
hoard substantiating evidence that 
some serious shit is about to go 
down.

EMMA
Well then this is ‘gonna blow 
their socks off.

MOONBEAM
Even the Presidents have failed to 
get straight answers.  Your father 
was trying to expose the reasons 
behind the government secrecy.
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EMMA
Sly devil.  I knew he was working 
with the French Government, with 
CNES. 

MOONBEAM
Yeah, the French equivalent of 
NASA. 

EMMA
Yeah.  He always told me UFOs were 
just secret US military aircraft, 
and that the CIA kept the myth 
going as a disinformation campaign 
as a smokescreen against the 
Soviets.

MOONBEAM
Then we get invaded by the lunatic 
fringe.  Starting to add up?

Emma looks at her watch.  A watch her Dad gave her.

EMMA
And now here we are.  Pong’s in 
jail, my Dad is missing, and less 
than 36 hours before earth is 
destroyed. 

MOONBEAM
Question is, what are they going 
to do with us in the meantime?

EMMA
Or to us...

EXT.EARTH - MOJAVE DESERT 

A couple of HIKERS notice the sand kicking up.  They 
approach their Jeep as it begins to rock.  

They pull their scarves over their faces, just as -- the 
Jeep is SUCKED INTO THE AIR.  

-- The Hikers grab onto each other -- WHOOSH, up they go. 

EXT. EARTH - FROM OUTER SPACE

The OCEANS of earth begin to slowly CHURN, the pattern 
noticeable by the five major ocean GYRES (the spinning 
islands of garbage gathered by oceanic currents). 
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EXT. FISHING BOAT - PACIFIC OCEAN

An elderly FISHERMAN toils away in his trawler, repairs 
its old nets and checks the lines.  

He finishes with one line and plunks it into the water.

The Fisherman is gobsmacked -- hundreds of fish are swept 
into his net.  He is STUNNED.

Unsure if it is real or he has spent too much time in the 
sun, he freezes in fear.

Momentarily the shock wears off -- he reels in his catch, 
giddy at his sudden turn of fortune. 

EXT. ICE TUNNEL

We hear animated VOICES.  Emma and Moonbeam’s discussion 
ECHOES throughout the cavernous ship.

This attracts a new VISITOR.

KINCAID(50s)former New York cop turned de facto night 
watchman, is a rugged tough-guy.  He’s actually a 
protective, cream-filled donut.  With a barnacle crust.

Kincaid ZOOMS by on his ice-cycle, rocking out to 
something like BACK IN BLACK by AC/DC, when his ice-beam-
flashlight lands upon the women in the tunnel.  

INT. TUNNEL

An imposing figure in the blue-light against the backdrop 
of nothingness, Kincaid FIRES his warning beam.

Nothing happens.  He goes into the pipe for a closer 
look, WEAPON in hand, ready to fire again. 

Indignant at finding two human beings, let alone two 
women in there, his mood darkens.

KINCAID
What in the Sam Hell is going on 
in here?  I thought you were rats!

He shines the ice-beam on Moonbeam’s face, then Emma’s.

MOONBEAM
Who are you? 
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KINCAID
Who are you?

Emma glares at him.

EMMA
She asked first!

KINCAID
(military-like)

You ladies are in deep doo-doo. 
For the last time, who are you and 
how did you wind up on a spaceship 
en route to Opulancia?

MOONBEAM
I’m Moonbeam, that’s Emma, and we 
got here by...

(hesitating)
... by

(clearing her throat)
... by truck.

EMMA
We just want to get back home.  
Who are you?

KINCAID
Name’s Kincaid.  Long story.  I 
thought I was the only human being 
on this ship.

EMMA
How did you get here then?

KINCAID
Same as you probably.  I was 
abducted while doing my job.  New 
York cop and proud of it.  My 
being on this tin can is a total 
accident.

EMMA 
Can you get us out of this rat-
infested drainpipe?

KINCAID
Look Lady, you both ‘gotta get out 
of here, and soon.  Before you 
freeze to death.  Or worse.  
I can take one at a time back to 
the Extravaganium where you’ll be 
safe and warm, so who’s first?
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Emma and Moonbeam simultaneously point at each other.

EMMA AND MOONBEAM
(unison)

Take her! 

Kincaid reaches out his hand to Moonbeam.  

EXT. ABYSS

Moonbeam has to leap onto it across the abyss, with the 
churning ice-cream tank below.  

Kincaid jumps across the chasm, lands easily on the 
cycle.

KINCAID
Just like that, see?  Piece of 
cake.  On three.

He stretches out his arm to Moonbeam.  

KINCAID
 One... two... three!

Moonbeam shuts her eyes tight and JUMPS.  She makes it! 

Emma waves down at them.

EXT. ICE CYCLE

From the safety of the rear seat, Moonbeam stares down in 
amazement at the churning Cherry Garcia below.

INT. ELUSIVIA

They SKYROCKET OFF through the dark-blue maze of the ship

-- corkscrews upwards -

-- ZIG-ZAGS through tunnels - 

They glide effortlessly in between virtual blue shiny 
highways with giant moving slabs of ice-cream. 

INT. BENNY THE SQUINT’S LABORATORY

BENNY THE SQUINT is absurdly but impeccably dressed, 
especially for an arch-nemesis.  Fashion-forward victim.  
His black hair is slicked back over his one ear.  
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Tall boots, a purple cape that curls up at the bottom 
edge, as do his boots at the toe.  Red jumpsuit, large, 
spiky green monocle, BIG SQUINTY EYE. 

Benny studies a HOLOGRAPHIC MAP of earth’s oceans and 
what lies beneath.  

He ZOOMS in on a school of playful DOLPHINS.  He smirks.  

BENNY
I think I’ll miss you most.

He follows the Dolphins a while, until they come up on a 
pleasure boat, obscuring Benny’s view.  

A sneer obfuscates Benny’s face.

He lasers in on the pretty boat with, well, a laser 
obviously, from outer space. 

KA-POW! 

Problem solved.

BENNY
Consider yourselves the lucky 
ones. 

Benny’s assistant, the stunning and sexy LUNA DE LOVELY 
rushes in, bearing secrets.

She hands over some reports to Benny.

BENNY
Mort’s new technology?

LUNA
Yes.  Infrared light thingamajiggy 
is almost repaired.  Better and 
faster than ever possible.

BENNY
The Rayban?  Very clever.  But it 
needed water, which is a poor 
conductor.  Even I cannot create 
elemental atoms and ions in any 
kind of stable solution.  This 
could take years.  

LUNA
Au contraire. He’s very close.

BENNY
How close?
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LUNA
Close. 

BENNY
Impossible!  These mineral 
combinations do not occur in solid 
form.  I have been working on this 
for years.  Are we talking months 
or days?

Luna hesitates.

LUNA
Minutes.

BENNY
But how?

LUNA
Sea water.  Look.

Luna points to the Holograph of the ocean, where the boat 
used to be.  She ZOOMS OUT on the sea.  It is beginning 
to SLOWLY SWIRL.

Benny makes a fist and stomps his feet petulantly.

BENNY
He stole my idea!  I was only 
moments ago watching the dolphin 
creatures, analyzing the 
alkalinity of the water!  

LUNA
Of course you were baby. 

BENNY
The metal we need will only form 
in the natural aqueous state of 
the ocean.  

LUNA
Exactly.  This is why Mortimer 
Dunne has already begun.

EXT. BEACH 

The moon illuminates the glistening water and the soft 
pink sand.  Kincaid safely delivers Moonbeam to the beach 
and goes back for Emma.   
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Moonbeam picks a spot to rest, and passes out from 
exhaustion. 

EXT. BEACH - LATER

Something or someone is poking at her with gelatinous 
fingers, interrupting Moonbeam’s brief rest.  

Her eyes FOCUS - the Commander peers over her, his face 
uncomfortably close to hers.

This startles her back into the reality that she is not 
in her bed, nor is she dreaming.

COMMANDER
Good morning sunshine.  

MOONBEAM
Commander?  Oh my gosh - Emma!  
The drainpipe!

COMMANDER
Really.  Not good.  How did she 
get in there pray tell?

MOONBEAM
We got lost.

COMMANDER
You were wandering around my ship?

MOONBEAM
It’s not everyday a girl gets a 
free ride on a spaceship.

COMMANDER
I see.  You wouldn’t be looking 
for Pong by any chance?

MOONBEAM
That’s ridiculous.  We can’t even 
find our car in a parking lot, 
never mind an alien in a 
spaceship. 

COMMANDER
What exactly did the little, ahem,  
rascal, tell you?

MOONBEAM
Same as you.  That we are on a 
cargo ship to Opulancia.  
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COMMANDER
Yes, and?

MOONBEAM
We freed him from Lord Mortimer 
Dunne’s punishment.  By accident 
obviously.  It was self-defense.

COMMANDER
And? 

MOONBEAM
And he thanked us.  

COMMANDER
That is all?

MOONBEAM
That’s all.

COMMANDER
What a pleasant surprise.  Lord 
Mortimer will be most pleased to 
learn of Pong’s newfound ability 
to keep his mouth shut.  

INT. THE BRINK 

Pong is the only one awake.  He sits, meditates in the 
midst of the dull roar surrounding him.  

The other loud aliens SNORE and GUFFAW.  

At first, he is mildly annoyed, but after a moment, it 
doesn’t bother him.  

Instead, he synchronizes his BREATHING with their 
snoring. 

EXT. THE BRINK

A GUARD sleeps in his chair, an upside book on his lap.  
The cover reads: PLEISTOCENE OR PLIOCENE, INTERIOR DESIGN 
FOR DUMMIES.  

Pong slips through the bars easily, HOVERS OVER the guard 
for a moment, and then glides the book out of his hands.  

He darts back through the bars with the book and sits 
down to read.
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EXT. BEACH - NIGHT

The Gigi offers Moonbeam a drink.  This time, Moonbeam 
accepts.  Moonbeam shakes, but tries to hide it.

MOONBEAM
Join me Commander?

COMMANDER
Most certainly.

MOONBEAM
Make mine one of those delicious 
Margaritas please, that was 
magical.

COMMANDER
Make it two.

Gigi eyes Moonbeam knowingly, and instead pours the 
Commander a lookalike drink, so as not to create another 
potentially harmful cocktail.  

She pours a real one for Moonbeam.

MOONBEAM
Aaah.  Just like the ones they 
make in Cabo. 

COMMANDER
That means you like it?

MOONBEAM
(lies)

Love it.

COMMANDER
I’ve heard good things about that 
place.

MOONBEAM
Your kind of place actually.  Sun, 
sand, beautiful ocean.  You should 
drop by sometime.

COMMANDER
I will remember that, thank-you 
Moonbeam.

Moonbeam watches the Commander intently, and the Gigi 
alien even more intently.  

84.



85.

COMMANDER
(to Gigi)

Bring me the agenda for today.

Moonbeam squirms in her seat. Spits out the concoction 
when nobody is looking.

COMMANDER
(to Moonbeam)

You humans seem to really enjoy 
ice-cream.  

MOONBEAM
Excuse me?

COMMANDER
Sales are excellent on your 
planet.

MOONBEAM
O--kay.  

COMMANDER
We use a highly developed 
concentration of human pheromones.  
Tantalizing.  Very addictive.  
Very fattening.  Very lucrative.

MOONBEAM
Well if you’re responsible, we 
could use a new improved version 
please.  One that makes you 
skinny.  Sales would really go 
through the roof.

COMMANDER
Interesting.  We’re trying to stay 
competitive.  Earth was our 
biggest market.  

(to himself)
Unfortunately.

MOONBEAM
Was?

As the Commander speaks, Moonbeam takes the initiative 
and switches her drink with his.

MOONBEAM
Cheers to Cabo.

COMMANDER
Bottoms Up.
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They drink up, with Moonbeam secretly pouring hers into 
the sand at their feet, as the Commander drinks the 
Martian Margarita.  

Gigi doesn’t notice.

Just like before, the Commander slumps into a deep sleep.  

INT. DRAINPIPE

Emma is alone in the dark.  She shivers uncontrollably 
now, is very sleepy, and exhibits early signs of 
hypothermia.  

She bunches her scarf up into a pillow.  Like most 
hypothermia victims, she is uncoordinated and weak.  Her 
breathing is fast.

EMMA
Maybe a little nap. 

EMMA
That’s a good kitty.  Let’s just 
rest for a moment...

She drifts off.

ON EMMA

Dangerously drifting in and out of consciousness, Emma 
experiences a massive hallucination.  

HALLUCINATION

-- Emma’s father, Claire, Mr. Bentley, and chains of DNA 
swirl around in her dreams. 

-- She is underwater, swimming freely in a turquoise sea.   
-- The sea begins to turn, faster and faster.

-- She is sucked violently toward the center of the 
vortex, except it’s going UP not DOWN.  

It’s draining UP into the sky. 

We hear the voices of Argus and Janus, the sentinel fish.   
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JANUS (V.O.)
There are dangers on this ship, 
but you, you are a Warrior.

ARGUS (V.O.)
You must survive.  You must fight.  

JANUS (V.O.)
The higher nature of the warrior 
is to serve others.  Mortimer 
Dunne and Benny the Squint will 
destroy the earth.

ARGUS (V.O.)
Wake UP. 

-- We fly through BILLIONS of Spiral galaxies.  The vast 
cosmos.  

-- DNA MOLECULES form a never-ending chain across the 
universe. 

-- Back to the beautiful blue dot that is earth. 

-- Now back with Mr. Bentley.  He cheers her on.  Argus 
and Janus are not swimming but RUNNING around in her 
head.   

-- A flash of bright blue light --

-- WHAM! 

BACK TO:

INT. DRAINPIPE 

Emma, dazed and confused,  drifts off into semi-
consciousness - her freezing hands slipping from her lap.  

She takes a breath - is it her last?

EMMA’S HAND - ON RING

The cosmic spiral on the Ring whirls, spirals inward - a 
VORTEX - an ENTIRE UNIVERSE within.

The same DNA MOLECULES from her hallucination APPEAR IN 
THE RING.

The universe spins faster and faster, generating HEAT, 
melting the ice beneath Emma’s fingers. 
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The ice around her entire body MELTS.  A warm, protective 
glow SURROUNDS her.  

Emma’s own DNA SYNCS TO THE RING - UNLOCKING the power of 
the universe! 

INT. DRAINPIPE - MOMENTS LATER

Kincaid RUNS AT TOP SPEED towards Emma, whose body is 
slumped over.

He throws her, fireman style, over his shoulder, and 
carries her to the edge of the drainpipe.  He looks down, 
way down, into the ABYSS of darkness and bluish-black 
ice.  

He can’t make the jump!  

We HEAR the ever-present CHUGGA, CHUGGA, CHUGGA - 
CHURNING of the ice-cream in the giant vat below.

 

Suddenly, the SPACE-RAT re-appears, sniffing and 
SCRATCHING at Emma’s limp body.  

Its FIRST HEAD licks Emma’s back.  Its SECOND HEAD tries 
to take a BITE out of Kincaid’s leg.  

Kincaid BOOTS rat face number one.

KINCAID
I am not going to be your cheese 
today.

Filled with adrenaline, Kincaid closes his eyes, takes a 
deep breath and LEAPS through the air -- makes it!

EXT. ICE-CYCLE

Emma is semi-coherent.  Kincaid positions her safely on 
the bike, wraps his jacket around her.

KINCAID
Forget about that rat-bastard.  
You’re safe now.

KINCAID - SLOW-MOTION

At the last minute, Kincaid looks back over his shoulder, 
past Emma, and --
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-- KA-POW!

He BLASTS the Space-rat with his POCKET ROCKET.  

KINCAID
A little something from her to 
you.

The rat’s FIRST head EXPLODES.

Its SECOND head watches in HORROR, SCREECHES A SICK 
SOUND.

KA-PLOO-EE!

KINCAID
That one’s just from me.

The rat BURSTS INTO FLAMES. 

INT. BOWELS OF ELUSIVIA

Kincaid’s cycle SPEEDS through icy dark tunnels, past ice 
castles and caves, SIDEWAYS, UPSIDE DOWN, through a 
multidimensional MAZE of corridors, highways and lights.  

It is a wonder of phantasmagorical delights.  Kincaid 
expertly maneuvers them back to the Extravaganium.

INT. ELUSIVIA CORRIDOR

Moonbeam is slowly retracing her steps back to Emma. 

MOONBEAM
Please don’t be there.

An ominous COLD WHITE BEAM follows her through the 
darkness - who or what is it?  

Suddenly, Moonbeam is TACKLED by something.  Something 
strong, and furry, a bear?  

-- WHOMP!  

-- Moonbeam gets back on her feet, strains to SEE.  The 
thing WHACKS her in the stomach.  HARD.

-- She collapses, then rolls to her feet - KICKS the 
thing in the back.
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-- This sends the thing arching backwards, ghoulishly 
BENT IN HALF.  It’s Gigi!  In a fur coat!  Gigi jumps to 
her feet, removes her coat, slams Moonbeam back down.

Gigi’s FLASHBEAM rolls to Moonbeam’s side.

-- Moonbeam PUNCHES her in the face with the Flashbeam. 

They roll around onto a narrow bridge -- Gigi strangles 
Moonbeam, her feet dangle over the edge, but Moonbeam 
gets her legs loose -- kicks Gigi right in the face.  

Gigi yanks her hair.  

MOONBEAM
Hey! That’s not nice.

Moonbeam FLIPS Gigi off the bridge, out of her boots, 
DOWN THROUGH the inner space of the ship.

To her DEATH.  

Moonbeam dusts herself off, pulls on Gigi’s fur coat, her 
boots and -

- Kincaid appears at the far end of the bridge, arms 
akimbo.

KINCAID
Now I THOUGHT I put you safely 
back on the beach.

MOONBEAM
Kincaid!

She runs to hug him.

MOONBEAM
Where’s Emma?

KINCAID
She was in the same place you were 
supposed to be.  Safe and sound on 
the doggone beach. 
(beat) 
So are you done with your little 
tour because we’re going to get 
Pong.

MOONBEAM
WE?

KINCAID
Yeah.  WE.
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Kincaid WHISTLES.

EXT. BRIDGE - WAY, WAY DOWN 

A luminescent, PINK soap bubble pod emerges. It’s Emma!

Another BUBBLE POD is birthed from the first.

It ABSORBS Moonbeam and Kincaid, brings Emma and Moonbeam 
face to face with each other for the first time since 
they were trapped in the drainpipe.

INT. BUBBLE POD

MOONBEAM
Emma!  I’m so sorry! 

EMMA
No, I’m sorry.  I was a jackass. 

MOONBEAM
Nah.  I’m the jackass.

They embrace.

EMMA
No, me.  

Kincaid looks on.

KINCAID
Time to go ladies.

EXT. BUBBLE POD

Emma engages the Bubble Pod, and after a few fits and 
starts, it smoothly glides through the inner space of the 
Elusivia.  

The Bubble Pod loop-de-loops, SWOOPING majestically 
across the screen.

Music BLARES from the Bubble Pod.  Along the lines of 
VENTURA HIGHWAY by America.

This is a JOYOUS, fun ride through the deep interior of 
the Elusivia. 
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INT./EXT. BUBBLE POD

The Pod settles down, its initial exuberance brought 
under control by Emma at the helm. 

It descends very far DOWN through the Elusivia, into 
blackness.  

It is now eerily QUIET. 

EXT. THE BRINK

The Brink is a free floating Alcatraz-like pod perched 
outside the Elusivia, attached via a mile-long wisp of 
silvery silky energy, thin as a spider’s web. 

The silver wisp is the only connection to the ship.  

By design, it sits in total darkness.  No stars or other 
planets are visible. It can only be reached through a 
secret door in the bottom of the labyrinth of the 
spaceship Elusivia. 

It is not easy to find, and the door only appears to 
those who know how to make it appear.

INT. BUBBLE POD

EMMA
This is the most fun I’ve ever had 
flying anything.  Not one lesson! 
All instinct.  My Dad would not 
believe this.

Emma puts her feet up and takes a cigar from Kincaid’s 
breast pocket.  She bites off the end in the most manly 
way possible and sucks on it with delight.  

KINCAID
Yeah, you’re real good. 

EMMA
I’m saying.

She takes a big puff, proud of herself.

KINCAID
It’s on Auto-Pilot.  

Emma takes the cigar out of her mouth.
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EMMA
Oh.

KINCAID
Just kidding.  Good job.  Now move 
over and let the man drive.

EMMA
Sure.  

She puts the cigar back in her mouth.

EMMA
When pigs fly.   

MOONBEAM
I got us into this mess in the 
first place.  I’ll drive.

Emma recalls Moonbeam’s driving abilities.

EMMA
NO THANKS. 

KINCAID
Move over!

EMMA
Perhaps you didn’t hear me.  I’m 
not moving.  I almost goddamn died 
in a drainpipe and I’m not about 
to let anything else happen. 

KINCAID
Have it your way then.  We’ll have 
to position ourselves for the 
door.

There is no door!  Just blackness.

EMMA
What door?

KINCAID
THIS one!

A BLUE LIGHT PASSAGEWAY APPEARS RIGHT UNDER THEIR FEET, 
BRILLIANT FLARES OF YELLOW AND GREEN. 

A thunderous HUMMING drowns out all conversation.
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EXT/INT. BUBBLE POD

From above, the Bubble Pod swirls down a drain, a 
spiraling vortex, getting smaller and smaller.

WHOOSH - they are now OUTSIDE the ship.

KINCAID
Holy snapping turtles woman.  You 
do have some crazy skills. 

EMMA
That’s how we do.  How did you 
know about the passageway?

KINCAID
Practice.  

Emma sees through him immediately.

MOONBEAM
You must have been on this ship a 
while then.

Emma smiles at Moonbeam.

KINCAID
There were a few minor incidents.  

MOONBEAM
You don’t say.

KINCAID
Okay, okay.  I used to hold a much 
higher rank on this tin can, but 
got demoted to Night Watchman 
after a teeny hiccup with Bubble 
Pod number FOUR...  

EMMA
So this is?

KINCAID
Bubble Pod number NINE.  

EMMA
And FIVE through EIGHT?

Kincaid makes up some nonsense.
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KINCAID
Faulty steering, bent drive-
shafts, engine problems, the usual 
suspects.  You ladies wouldn’t 
understand. 

EMMA
We understand everything.

EXT. SPACESHIP ELUSIVIA

The Bubble Pod SILENTLY moves along the silver string of 
light, approaches the Brink.

INT/EXT. THE BRINK

Pong, all in white, is reading his INTERIOR DESIGN FOR 
DUMMIES book that he “borrowed” from the sleeping 
security guard outside the locked door. 

Kincaid and the two girls are deposited by the Bubble 
Pod.  

Number Nine to be exact.

EXT. CELL DOOR 

Emma and Moonbeam are just outside the door.  They can 
see Pong through the laser-light shafts of his jail cell. 

Kincaid chats to the Security Guard, BUBBA.

KINCAID
Key please.

Bubba fumbles through his belongings, but can’t find the 
key.

BUBBA
I put it right here.

KINCAID
You wouldn’t have been sleeping on 
the job, would you?

BUBBA
Never.  Take my job seriously.  I 
had it underneath the book I was 
reading.
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KINCAID
And where is that?

Bubba shrugs.

EMMA
(to Pong)

How you doing Speedy?

Pong smiles warmly. 

EMMA
Don’t you worry, we’re going to 
get you out of there in a jiffy. 

PONG
Not worried.

Pong holds up the book.  Bubba flinches, embarrassed.

EMMA
Kincaid, the key?

KINCAID
Luckily, I brought my own.  Here 
you go.

Kincaid hands Emma an unusual key.  It’s in fact a CUBE 
OF ICE that he has stashed inside a fur mitten, hanging 
from his utility belt.

EMMA
What am I supposed to do with 
this?

KINCAID
Only you know.  I am merely the 
keeper of the key, never had to 
actually get anyone out of here.  
Like I said before, it was only 
after --

EMMA
Bubble number Four.  I know. 

Emma jams the ice-cube into the panel next to the door.  
Nothing happens.  

She steps on it, smashes it, jumps up and down on it.

Nothing happens.  

She hands it to Moonbeam, who tries cracking it open with 
her teeth.  Still nothing.
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Pong looks concerned at all of this physical force.

EMMA
(to Pong)

This will just take a second.

INT. CELL

Pong looks mildly bored and goes back to reading his 
Interior Design For Dummies book.  

He finds something interesting and shows it to the 
Gobbish.

The Gobbish peers down at Pong’s book and chuckles a 
little, then notices something GROSS dripping off of his 
forehead.  He wipes it off.  

Suddenly there is even more gross liquid, now all over 
his body.  

It’s coming from a cell mate.

PONG
Uh-oh. 

It’s a VOMITULA. 

Pong moves over, brushes off the dripping slime.

The Gobbish looks up at the toothless and disgusting 
Vomitula.  It is the last thing the Gobbish ever does.

The Vomitula spits at the Gobbish with his predatory 
sticky death goop, which pre-digests the Gobbish for him.  

The Vomitula SLURPS up what’s left, goop and all. 

Meal over.  There is nobody left to eat except Pong.  

PONG
BAD alien!  Not nice.

The Vomitula cowers.  He slumps down in the corner, tries 
to understand what he did wrong.  

EXT. CELL

Oblivious to the violence taking place inside the cell, a 
bored Moonbeam sits on the floor, plays with her trophy, 
the Gigi Flashbeam.  
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She turns it ON/OFF, ON/OFF. 

Kincaid takes down Bubba’s badge number in his notebook.

EMMA
Little help you two?

MOONBEAM
Huh?

Emma takes the cube of ice in her hand and turns it over 
and over, looking for a clue as to how it works.  

Her RING activates! 

The spiral SWIRLS, faster and faster. 

She places her ring finger in the palm of her other hand 
with the ice cube key ---- the ice-cube fills with LIGHT.

-- The laser bars of the jail cell DISAPPEAR.  

-- She moves the ring AWAY.

-- The bars REMATERIALIZE.

EMMA
Pong!  On three.  One... two...

PONG
(now standing next to 
her)

THREE.

EMMA
What the H-

PONG
(giggles)

Herroh Emma!

EMMA
You mean you could have left 
anytime you want?

PONG
Yes.

EMMA
We came all the way down here for 
NOTHING?

PONG
Not for nothing so.  
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EMMA
You have no idea!

PONG
Have some idea, yes.

EMMA
We’ve been trying to rescue a guy 
who doesn’t need rescuing, and 
could escape the whole time?

PONG
Of course.

EMMA
Why are you waiting for us then?

PONG
Important journey for you.  Also, 
not so bad for me.  Gave me time 
to read, and to think about 
Shangri-La.

EMMA
Which is?

PONG
Better shoe than tell.

EMMA
What’s a better shoe?

Pong makes air quotes.

PONG
Get with program.  Stick up with 
bus. 

Pong rolls his eyes in disgust at their human stupidity.

PONG
(shakes his head)

Child game.  Shoe and tell.  Come.

INT. MORTIMER DUNNE’S EVIL LAIR

Jackal notices Bubble Pod Nine outside the Brink on his 
HOLOGRAPHIC SPECTRA-RAY SCREEN.

JACKAL RIPSON
Sir! You’ll want to see this.
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MORT
I’m BUSY.  What is it?

JACKAL RIPSON
It’s the um - the idiots sir.  It 
seems they’ve um - actually found 
the Brink and are about to take 
Pong with them.

MORT
Oh really.  Perhaps it’s time to 
bring the General out to play.  If 
he isn’t too tired that is.

Mort looks over at Jackal’s Spectra-Ray Screen and ZOOMS 
IN on Emma’s father, the General.  

He is a corpse-like version of his former healthy and 
vigorous self.

INT. THE GENERAL’S QUARTERS

The weak General lays in bed, wheezes.  His body has AGED 
WELL BEYOND his years.  Barely recognizable.

He pulls the fur blanket over himself, but shivers 
anyway. He’s wearing an identical ring as Emma.

Next to his bed, a photo of Emma, when she was a child, 
holding her father’s hand.  

A tear rolls down his wrinkled, sunken face as he stares 
into the photograph.

He pulls the frame over his chest, hugs it, and falls 
asleep. 

INT. THE BRINK

Mort’s dreaded black mist blows thick, like a foul 
grenade has just exploded.  

Mort appears, CACKLES LIKE A WITCH. 

MORT
Not so fast!  Where might you be 
going?

Pong is alarmed but stands protectively in front of Emma, 
Moonbeam and Kincaid.  The Guard retreats to the back of 
the room, cowering.
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EMMA
We’re taking him with us.

MORT
But where could you possibly be 
going my dear?

MOONBEAM
(squawks)

Back to the ship?  

Moonbeam clears her throat.

MOONBEAM
(authoritative)

Back to the ship.

KINCAID
Ladies!  It’s my fault your Evil 
Lordship.  I brought them here.  
It was an accident.  You know my 
history with these Bubble Pods.  

MORT
Hmmph.  Yes, the blind leading the 
stupid.  Touching.

EMMA
Listen you maggot.

KINCAID
Emma stop it.

Mort directs his potentially fatal LASER STARE at nobody 
in particular.  He conjures the holographic window of 
Emma’s FATHER.

MORT
Speaking of maggots, there may be 
some in your father’s near future.  
Seen him around lately?

EMMA
That’s not my father. I’m on my 
way to find him!

MORT
Don’t recognize the fool?  Look 
closer dear.

CLOSE ON HER FATHER’S CHEST

The General holds his picture with Emma.
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EMMA
What have you done to him?

MORT
Nothing.  That’s the brutal beauty 
of mother nature.  As even you can 
see, the degeneration is already 
apparent.  DNA replication is an 
exacting process, but sometimes 
errors are made.

EMMA
STOP IT.

MORT
Witness the rapid degradation in 
both his body and his mind... 
...it’s an accumulation of 
degenerating mutations in the gene 
pool.  I’m sick of keeping him 
alive.

EMMA
Help him!

Kincaid is holding Emma back with both arms.  She 
struggles to break free, elbows him in the gut. 

He loses his grip slightly, but will not let her go.

MORT
Unless I intervene, he will soon 
collapse. Quite fatally, I’m 
afraid.

Moonbeam, however, is unrestrained. 

Without thinking, she charges at Mort and SLUGS HIM in 
his helmet-like face.  She breaks her hand as it 
contact’s Mort’s armour-like skin. 

Mort loves the attention.  He bellows an evil laugh.

MORT
Poor darling.  Might need some ice 
for that.  

PONG
Leave her alone.  She cannot hurt 
you.

MORT
I’m sorry Pong, did you say 
something?
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Mort’s head WHIPS AROUND and his LASER STARE lands on 
Pong.  At once, Pong is lifted a HUNDRED FEET IN THE AIR, 
and Mort’s gaze CHOKES him.

Emma SCREAMS.  

From her captive position, all she can do is squirm, 
until she spies Kincaid’s weapon, tucked behind him in 
the back of his pants under his belt.

She GRABS his weapon, FIRES at Mort --

-- Misses -- but the jolt frees her from Kincaid 
momentarily -- she FIRES AGAIN.

Distracted by this, Mort turns his wrath at Emma and 
drops Pong, who is now limp and appears to be near death.

MORT
Well, I can see this isn’t a good 
time for you.  Places to go, 
things to do.

POOF! 

A dark black mist shrouds the Brink and Mort is GONE.

Emma looks around tentatively, tries to see if Mort is 
hiding.  

Pong rolls over onto his side, recovering a little.  His 
eyes catch on something through the window. 

KINCAID
You okay?

PONG
Terrific.  However.

INT. THE BRINK

Kincaid is helping Pong to his feet, and notices an 
alarming sight.

KINCAID
The prick.

Emma SCREAMS.

EMMA
Pong!  We’ve got to do something.  
I’ve got to save my father!
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Pong sheepishly stares at his own feet.  

PONG
(trying very hard to 
speak perfect 
English)

V-e-r-y sorry.  Nothing can do.

EMMA
We’ve got to get back in that 
ship!

PONG
Not possible.

INT. MORTIMER DUNNE’S EVIL LAIR

HOLOGRAPHIC SCREEN:

Mort has CUT the SILVERY CORD that connected the Brink to 
the Elusivia.  They are now free-floating in space.  

EXT. ELUSIVIA WINDOW

Mort waves buh-bye, grinning ear to evil ear.

EXT. DEEP SPACE

The Brink is floating in the icy depths of the universe.  

Four Tiny Faces are pressed against the window.

BENNY THE SQUINT’S VAST SHIP GLIDES INTO VIEW, FILLING 
THE SCREEN.  WE ARE DIRECTLY UNDER IT.  EVERYTHING IN THE 
UNIVERSE APPEARS TO BE UNDER IT.  

The Brink floats toward it, sucked in by the mass of its 
gravitational pull.

A narrow SLIT opens in the base of the ship, and the 
Brink is pulled inside.

INT. THE BRINK

Emma rubs her Ring -- tries to force the door of the 
Brink to open.
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KINCAID
What are you doing?

EMMA
Maybe I can get us out of here, 
just like I freed Pong.

MOONBEAM
Maybe if we all stare at the door 
or something...

All three of them stare at the door.  

Pong, meanwhile, shakes his head at their ridiculous 
gesture.  He sits and waits.

KINCAID
I’m not so sure that what’s out 
there is much better than what’s 
in here.

Kincaid looks over at the locked cell block, where the 
Vomitula now stares back at him, licking his chops.   

Moonbeam uses the Flashbeam as a splint to support her 
broken hand.  

Kincaid motions to her to come sit next to him.

PONG
(to Vomitula)

Bad alien.
(to Moonbeam)
Hurting?

MOONBEAM
Little Bit.

Pong takes her hand in his -- a small golden light grows 
until it surrounds her hand.  

PONG
All better.

Moonbeam wiggles her fingers.  Her hand is fine.  She 
hugs Pong.

MOONBEAM
Thanks!

Emma stares at the door -- it OPENS.  She smiles at her 
Ring, proud of herself, as if she had something to do 
with it.
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INT. BENNY THE SQUINT’S SHIP

A line-up of Benny’s GOONS stand in front of the Brink, 
weapons cocked, as they open the door to the Brink.

They apprehend the surprised interlopers and take them to 
Benny’s Lair.  

INT. BENNY’S LAIR

The Goons push the four guests toward Benny, each tied to 
the other by an alien that resembles an ELECTRIC EEL.

BENNY
You may release them.

The Goons unhand Kincaid, Emma, Pong and Moonbeam.  The 
Eels slink off down the hallway.  Except one.

PONG
Please.  There is no time.  Let us 
go.

BENNY
That’s gratitude for you.  I just 
saved your lives.

Benny dismisses the Goons.

EMMA
We need to get back to the ship.  
Mort’s got my father and he’s 
killing him.

BENNY
I’m sorry about your father.  But 
Mort is not killing him.  Nature 
is.  Mort is merely - taking great 
pleasure in it.

MOONBEAM
Can you help us?

BENNY PULLS UP HIS HOLOGRAPHIC SCREEN - ZOOMS IN

The General takes his last breath, and they all witness 
it.  

Emma collapses on the floor.  

Kincaid and Moonbeam rush to her side.
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BENNY
Again, I’m truly sorry.  He didn’t 
have a chance.

Benny turns the screen back to a distant star, a less 
heart-wrenching and upsetting view.

EXT. DEEP SPACE

The beautiful blue dot that is earth.  

A ship approaches.  

It is the Elusivia, but with a weird appendage, pointed 
at the oceans.

INT. BENNY’S LAIR

Pong desperately tries to explain what is going on to 
Kincaid.

PONG
Mort has no plans to stop. 
Earth quite unique. 
Par-ti-cu-lar-ly the ocean.

BENNY
I’m aware of the uniqueness of 
earth.  Salt water in earth’s 
ocean cannot be duplicated, even 
in Mort’s laboratory. 

KINCAID
Don’t underestimate him.

BENNY
The complex spectrum of trace 
minerals found in sea water is the 
result of the interaction of 
natural forces over millions of 
years.  

PONG
(to Kincaid)

There is more gold in a ton of sea 
water than in a ton of gold ore.

KINCAID
So what?
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BENNY
Due to the law of constant 
proportions, sea water is an 
excellent electrical conductor.  

KINCAID
Your point?

PONG
Mort need for his new Rayban, 
dummy.  

KINCAID
What’s a Rayban Dummy?

Pong whacks himself in the forehead in frustration.

PONG
The In-fra-led Trave-ll-er.

KINCAID
What?

BENNY
The molecular structure of sea 
water favors formation of bonds 
between molecules.  This is 
necessary to travel at light 
speeds. 

Emma flops down on her back, arms open, stares blankly.

EMMA
Humans don’t travel at light 
speeds, and we cannot stand much 
more of this.  We’re tired.  We 
just want to go home.

Pong grabs her hand, comically tries to pull her up.

PONG
Humans are like tea bags.  Don’t 
know how strong you are until you 
get in hot water.  

BENNY
Their strength has become their 
weakness, I’m afraid.  You are all 
in very hot water indeed, but you 
cannot stop him. 

PONG
Take pity on them. 
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Pong keeps yanking Emma’s hand.

PONG
This one not so bad.  Her friends 
okay too.  Not worth to destroy 
their planet.

BENNY
Collateral damage.  It’s 
unfortunate, but -  

-- Luna de Lovely runs into the room, SHRIEKING. 

LUNA
 Mort has begun PHASE TWO! 

HOLOGRAPHIC SCREEN

Benny changes the channel to EARTH, just as Mort is 
siphoning the oceans onto his ship!

KINCAID
Oh. My. God.

LAIR

A tear runs down Kincaid’s face and even Benny looks 
stunned.

LUNA
You can’t let him get away with 
this.  You must stop him!

BENNY
I can’t. 

EMMA
You can’t?!

BENNY
I haven’t perfected my technique.  
It’s too risky.  

Benny’s gloved hands makes an explosive gesture.

KINCAID
Poof?!

BENNY
Poof.
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EMMA
You have to try!

BENNY
No.  It’s over.  He’s won.

Luna stares at Benny in total disbelief.  Emma jumps over 
Benny and races to the controls.

EXT. CONTROL PANEL

EMMA
Pong, how do we kick-start this 
thing?

Kincaid leaps toward Benny, who is still a little 
stupefied at Mort’s bravado, and is easily toppled.  

Pong and Moonbeam hog-tie Benny’s hands and feet together 
with Kincaid’s boot laces.

Moonbeam takes Luna by the elbows and forces her to sit 
down.

MOONBEAM
Sorry about this.

Emma spies the one remaining Eel-ien (eel alien) who 
slithers around the controls, and pounces on it.

The Eel resists, but Emma MANHANDLES it into a tight knot 
around Luna.

EMMA
(to Luna)

We’re not going to hurt you, but 
not a peep, okay?

Luna nods.  Emma scrutinizes her - will she scream for 
the Goons?  Decides Luna is cool. 

Emma grabs the controls again, no idea what to do.

EMMA
Pong!  Now!

PONG
We shall be there in a piece of 
cake.

EMMA
What?
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PONG
In a freshly squeezed lemon.  Easy 
as eyeball. 

MOONBEAM
In the blink of an eye.

PONG
Is what I said. 

EXT. EARTH - PACIFIC OCEAN

The ocean has become a giant upside-down funnel, draining 
UP into the SKY. 

A TOWER OF WATER stretches into the sky from the ocean to 
the Elusivia, miles above the Earth. 

TANKERS are VERTICAL in the sky and sailboats with 
multicolored masts light up the water funnel like a 
nautical Christmas tree.  

Palm trees along the shoreline bend all the way over.

The Fisherman in his tiny boat is at the periphery of the 
vortex, but is slowly being pulled toward the epicenter, 
or up the drain, depending on your viewpoint.

EXT. THE BAHAMAS - MINUTES LATER

Pong, Emma, Moonbeam and Kincaid have been transported to 
a beach.  The four of them walk along the shoreline, 
ecstatic to be back on Earth.  

Moonbeam falls to her knees and kisses the sand.  Kincaid 
follows, makes a sand angel, then rolls around a bit.

KINCAID
Sweet earth!  Daddy missed you so 
much!

Pong and Emma are more restrained, weighed down by 
gravitas and fear. 

Moonbeam, still on her knees, looks up at the horizon to 
see:

EXT. ATLANTIS RESORT - BAHAMAS 

PONG
Welcome home!  
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EMMA
ATLANTIS Pong?  Really?  NOW?

PONG
You no like?

EMMA
This is not the time to sightsee. 
Look!

Pong looks up into the sky over the Atlantic Ocean and 
sees the ship they just came from.  Benny’s ship.  Except 
that now it’s disappearing.

PONG
Benny has fleas!

EMMA
What?

Pong jumps up and down.

PONG
He is fleas!

Emma stares at him blankly.

PONG
(exasperated)

 F-L-E-A.

EMMA
Oh, free! Sorry. 

PONG
Mort busy sucking up the Pacific, 
and Ra-vishians... not on O-pur-
ancia.  If they not get home soon 
with Cherry Garcia, they die.

EMMA
But if we let Mort get away with 
this -

PONG
 - Earth die.  

Emma inhales the ocean air.  Stares out at the sea.

EMMA
I’m going after Mort.  I have to 
stop him somehow.  Maybe I can get 
the Lavishians home to Opulancia.
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PONG
Cannot do both.  You will not 
survive. 

EMMA
I know.  It’s okay.  

KINCAID
Stubborn woman.  

EMMA
I’m not afraid anymore.

Emma shoots him a determined gaze and smiles.

KINCAID
Oh hell.  I recognize that look.  
You’re not going alone. 

EMMA
I’m not alone.  It’ll be me and my 
alien DNA. 

MOONBEAM
Emma, no!  I’m going with you!

EMMA
No kid, you’re staying with Pong 
and Kincaid.  This is personal.

Moonbeam latches herself around Emma, trying to protect 
her from her own fate.  Kincaid peels her off.

KINCAID
(to Emma)

I’ve got this.  Just go, before 
it’s too late.

MOONBEAM
No!

CLOSE ON MOONBEAM

A proud tear etches her cheek as she watches her dear 
friend race toward the resort.

INT. GLASS TUNNEL - ATLANTIS RESORT

Emma strides through the aquarium tunnel surrounded by 
sharks and barracudas. 
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Argus and Janus unexpectedly appear over her head and 
BANG on the glass, startling the hell out of her.

ARGUS BECKONS HER TOWARD THE BAR NEXT TO THE SHARK TANK 
AT THE OTHER END OF THE TUNNEL.

Emma follows.

EXT. BAR

Emma peers across the water and sees Argus and Janus LEAP 
out of the shark-infested fish tank, shake off a piranha 
or two, and WALK over to her.  With their LEGS.

ARGUS
Hello.

JANUS
Nice to see you again.

Emma is temporarily at a loss for words.

ARGUS
Seems you’re in a bit of a sticky 
wicket.

EMMA
Y..y..you guys are the goldfish, 
right?

ARGUS
We are the sentinels.

EMMA
But now you’re human?

ARGUS
No.  More like Human-esque.  Here 
to help.  Mort has gone too far.  

Argus and Janus attempt to smile at her, but it looks 
more to her like they want to EAT her, so Emma passes out 
cold.  

JANUS
Did she expect us to keep hanging 
out in Bentley’s pool?  How many 
times can we save that guy from 
Mort’s Abduction Division?  
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ARGUS
I’ll never quite understand 
humans. No wonder some of them get 
juiced.

JANUS
Bentley’s wife will be so happy we 
got Bentley out before this mess 
started. 

Argus points to Emma.

ARGUS
A bit sad that this one never 
believed him.

They catch her and gently place her on a nearby lounge-
chair.  They lean over her, spritzing water on her face.  

She awakens.

EMMA
Can you guys get me to Mort?

JANUS
Can we!  

His creepy smile scares the hell out of Emma again and 
she of course faints again.

Janus sprouts wispy dragon-fly WINGS and pulls Emma onto 
his back.  

They ZIP through the sky, landing at the top of the 
CHRYSLER BUILDING in New York City.  

EXT. CHRYSLER BUILDING

From the top of the building, we see CHAOS in the streets 
down below as people start to realize something very bad 
is happening.  

EMMA
(under her breath)

Who’s afraid of dying?  Not me.  
Not me. 

JANUS
Only you can stop him.  NOW!

EMMA
How?
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JANUS
Only you can know that.  The 
General gave his life to prevent 
exactly this type of power 
struggle.  

EMMA
My father.

Emma’s body CONTORTS, she is beginning to EMANATE A PINK 
LIGHT from within.  

EMMA
I guess this is how.   

Emma’s Ring SWIRLS.  

A brilliant FLASH of pink light BLASTS out of the ring.  

EXT. WATER FUNNEL TO ELUSIVIA

Emma takes aim at the water funnel, where an OIL TANKER 
is SUCKED through the OCEAN FUNNEL straight into the 
Elusivia. 

The Tanker slowly shifts from a vertical position to a 
horizontal plane, JAMMING the opening to the spaceship.

EXT. OCEAN

This halts the WATER FUNNEL.  

The ocean settles back down.  The Fisherman’s boat 
returns to its usual upright position.

INT. ELUSIVIA

Mort is outraged and trying desperately to initiate the 
water funnel once again, but the jammed Tanker is 
preventing it from working.

MORT
Curse her! 

Outraged, Mort shoots FIREBALLS at Emma, missing her by 
inches.  He enjoys this new game.
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EXT. CHRYSLER BUILDING - ROOF

Emma jumps like hot oil in a frying pan, when she sees 
that the fallout has injured Janus.

He has a bloody face and a scorched wing.

Mort ATOMIZES in front of her, black stench and all.

EMMA
You odious wretch.

MORT
Sticks and stones. 

EMMA
Good idea.

Emma picks up a CHARRED CHUNK OF METAL from the fallout 
and burns her hand.

Mort laughs hysterically.

Emma picks it up again, this time forgetting the pain and   
HURLS it at Mort’s head -- it ZIPS past him -- he ducks -- 
bending completely backwards à la Matrix -- she hurls 
another chunk of mortar--

-- He flies into the air and SPITS fire at the roof --  
his laser beam stare MELTS the ground around them.

EXT. SKYLINE

Benny’s ship engulfs the horizon, SWALLOWING the sky.  

EXT. CHRYSLER BUILDING - ROOF

Emma PANICS.  

She scoops up Janus and with her ring surrounds his body 
with PINK LIGHT, a protective bubble -- she shoves him 
off the edge of the roof into the AIR.  

The Bubble HOVERS.  She turns toward Mort.

EMMA
Smoke them if you got ‘em you son 
of a BITCH.

MORT
Oooh, a gold ring.  Sca-ry little 
earthling.  

(MORE)
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The gold in your stupid ring is 
just a remnant of supernovas that 
occurred before your solar system 
was even born! 

Emma aims her ring at the sun and Mort wonders what’s 
happening.  

He looks up to see Benny’s ship OBLITERATING the sun.

MORT
Even your own sun is only a second 
or third generation star, formed 
some five billion years ago out of 
a cloud of floating gas, like your 
friend Janus over here.  A cloud 
of floating gas.

Mort sends another fireball toward Janus, but it bounces 
off the protective bubble and pushes it toward Benny’s 
ship.  

Mort pierces the bubble with his Laserbeam Stare, and 
Janus falls through the air, tumbling towards earth.

EMMA
Janus!

MORT
Your entire existence is due to 
reproductive errors from primitive 
life forms.  This is a planet of 
amoebas, and you, my dear, are 
about to become extinct.

EMMA
Maybe so, but my planet is NOT.

Emma’s ring is mighty powerful now, reflecting off the 
sun, SPINNING OUTWARD, FASTER and FASTER, creating a 
HURRICANE-LIKE VORTEX that is lapping up everything in 
its path.

She is surrounded by FIRE, and within inches of losing 
her life.

INT. BENNY THE SQUINT’S SHIP

Pong has the controls, and Benny is still hog-tied, but 
he can see what is going on. 

BENNY
Release the fire extinguishers!
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Pong sends aid to Emma in the form of hundreds of GIANT 
COSMIC ORANGE SQUIDS with bulging EYES.  

They FLOAT down from BENNY’S ship onto the inferno atop 
the Chrysler building, squelching the fire. 

EMMA
It seems you’re outnumbered.

Emma tries to scoop up Janus in the Vortex, but he is 
going too fast and he PLUNGES INTO THE SEA.  

The Vortex is much larger and faster now, and Emma uses 
it to propel herself into the Elusivia.

INT. ELUSIVIA - EXTRAVAGANIUM

The Commander beams the Lavishians onto the ship of Benny 
the Squint from his Control Chair.  He is badly injured.

Emma arrives to find the Extravaganium has been almost 
entirely decimated.  It is BURNING and SMOKING.  

The Commander is MELTING, all of his seven-foot tall 
squishiness being reduced to a rather grotesque PUDDLE.

COMMANDER
Get out of here!

EMMA
I’m here to save all of you.

COMMANDER
Mort is not pleased.

EMMA
Let me deal with Mort.

COMMANDER
At least the Lavishians will be 
safe.  Pong will get them back to 
the Opulancia.  Thank-you...

The Commander succumbs, melting entirely into the sand.  

THE COMMANDER’S SCREEN

The last of the Lavishians arrive on Benny the Squint’s 
ship, ushered to safety by Kincaid and Moonbeam.

119.



120.

EXT. ELUSIVIA 

Mort hurls fireballs at the Elusivia from his venous RED 
CLAWS as he gets sucked higher and HIGHER INTO THE vortex 
Emma created, TAIL-END FIRST. 

His creepy tailcoat waves in the wind like a demonic flag 
-- suddenly -- he breaks free from the vortex, gaining 
substantial power.  

He sends a MONUMENTAL FIREBALL directly at the Elusivia, 
and it EXPLODES!

Satisfied that Emma is dead, and he zips off toward 
Benny’s ship to kill him too.

INT. BENNY THE SQUINT’S SHIP

Pong cannot believe his eyes.  

He and Argus are in the control room watching Mort’s path 
of destruction, sickened by the death of their friend 
Emma.

Suddenly Benny breaks free from his handmade shackles and 
takes over the controls.

BENNY
I’ll get him.

Benny BLASTS THE SKIES with LASERS -- Mort ZIGZAGS-- 
expertly dodging Benny’s advances.

Mort VAPORIZES into the control room of Benny’s ship -- 
and ATTACKS.

MORT
Sur-prise!

Benny grabs for his knives at his belt, but goes down.

OUT THE WINDOW

A pink flash of light appears - it’s Emma!

INT. BENNY THE SQUINT’S SHIP

Emma is inside.

MORT
You?
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BENNY
(sputtering)

She had the ring, you idiot.

EMMA
Ya, you idiot.

At this, Mort chokes the life out of Benny the Squint.  

Emma LUNGES at Mort -- grabs the knives from Benny’s belt 
-- swipes at Mort’s head -- Mort dodges -- grabs her by 
the neck, squeezes hard. 

Emma LASHES OUT at his head with the largest knife, 
flailing about with it, accidentally CHOPPING OFF HIS 
HEAD.  

He HISSES at her and screams a BLOOD-CURDLING SCREAM FROM 
THE BOWELS OF HELL.

Emma pulls his claw off of her neck, GASPS for air. 

Suddenly TWO MORE HEADS pop out of Mort’s body, each one 
SHRIEKING.  

Emma cuts off each one, and FOUR MORE HEADS grow back in 
their place.  He is turning into some repulsive kind of 
cosmic Hydra.

PONG
No good!  No good!  Must get 
heart!

Mort SLAMS Emma into the ground, his ROTTEN BREATH 
breathing heavily into both of her ears with two of his 
heads.

EMMA
Ever hear of a toothbrush, you 
piece of garbage?

MORT
Time to join Daddy!

At this, Emma jumps to her feet in a fit of RAGE and 
slits his eyeballs with her knife, blinding two of his 
heads with one SLASH.

BLACK LIQUID SQUIRTS out of his eyes, splashes her in the 
face -- she shields her face -- goes for his heart -- 
RIPS it out in one SWIPE, like a Polar Bear culling a 
seal. 

It’s all over.  Mort evaporates into a dark mist.
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Emma steps back, astonished -- powers up her Ring -- JETS 
OFF INTO the exploding Elusivia. 

EMMA
For you, Daddy!

INT. FLAMING ELUSIVIA - CARGO BAY

Cherry Garcia is melting fast.  

Emma forms a protective BUBBLE around the entire Cargo 
Bay and the ice-cream that is stockpile of fuel for the 
Opulancia.

As the ship explodes around her, Emma pushes the Bubble 
through space to Benny the Squint’s ship using the VORTEX 
emanating from her Ring.

INT. BENNY THE SQUINT’S SHIP

Pong brings the Bubble safely through the cargo doors as 
Kincaid, Moonbeam and Argus watch helplessly through the 
window.

They all bear witness as the Elusivia VAPORIZES into 
nothingness, and with it, their dear friend.

Tears stream down Moonbeam’s face, and she collapses to 
the floor.

EXT. NEW YORK CITY STREET

Moonbeam stands alone.  She is staring up at the sky at 
Benny’s ship.  

INT. BENNY’S SHIP

Pong is seated in his new post as the Commander of the 
Ship, and seated at his right is his new First Officer, 
Officer Kincaid.  

Argus stands guard over them.  On foot.

They all stare down at Moonbeam, not wanting to leave 
her.

KINCAID
I’ll be back Moonbeam, I’ll be 
back.  See you soon?

She nods.  Blows him a kiss.
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Kincaid motions to Pong that it’s okay to leave.

EXT. NEW YORK CITY STREET

Moonbeam waves goodbye.

EXT. HOTEL MARTINEZ BEACH - CANNES, FRANCE

Moonbeam lounges on one of two beach chairs, staring out 
at the turquoise clear water.  

A little table is positioned between the chairs, with an 
ice bucket full of pink champagne and two full glasses.

On the other beach chair is a framed photo of Emma’s 
face.

Moonbeam raises her glass to Emma’s framed photo, bends 
over close, and whispers to her.

MOONBEAM
We made it.

ON PHOTO

Emma’s Dad is there, both sporting their Rings.  He 
kisses her cheek.  Emma WINKS.  

We hear a happy tune - something like Annie Lennox and Al 
Greene’s ‘Put A Little Love In Your Heart’.

FADE OUT.
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