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SPACERATS KILLED JFK

By Ted Ryan

COPYRIGHT 2002

We hear a FILM PROJECTOR...

TITLE CARD: “Dallas, Texas—Friday, November 22, 1963”

REAL FOOTAGE (16MM): John F. Kennedy and his motorcade slowly move through the streets of Dallas.  

PIERRE SALINGER, press secretary for Kennedy speaks.

PIERRE (VO)

On that fateful day, our 35th president John F. Kennedy tragically joined the ranks of many great leaders, who were killed before their time.

INTERCUT WITH:

The LOUD SOUND of a GUNSHOT.

AND:

THE QUICK IMAGE of a FLYING RAT.

RETURN TO: 

SALINGER WORKING WITH JFK (16 MM)

PIERRE is shaking hands with Kennedy.

The narration continues...

PIERRE (VO)

In 1960, a new team of distinguished political associates  moved into the White House.

CUT TO: 

FOOTAGE OF VIETNAM (16MM)

PIERRE (VO)

Our obstacles were great.  Trouble was brewing in the French province of Vietnam.

CUT TO: 

UNITED NATIONS (16MM).  Castro is yelling at somebody.

PIERRE (VO)

While Mother Russia was causing a stink overseas, we were demanding trust from our third world allies.

CUT TO: 

THE FIRST HULA-HOOP BEING USED (16MM)

PIERRE (VO)

The Cold War was in full swing, and it wasn’t a pretty sight.  They built the wall, we invented the hula-hoop.

CUT TO:

JFK’S CAMPAIGN—VARIOUS SHOTS (16MM)

PIERRE (VO)

Nevertheless, Kennedy’s approach was like a breath of fresh air as we entered the 1960s, torn and shattered by the possibility of nuclear war.

KENNEDY (FROM HIS REAL SPEECH)

“Ask not what your country can do for you, but what you can do for your country”

CUT TO:

FREEZE FRAME on the GREAT PRESIDENT.

CUT TO:  

IMAGES of FBI AGENTS holding up the infamous RIFLE.

CUT TO:

SUDDENLY WE HEAR THE EXTRA-TERRESTIAL SOUNDS OF SPACE...

A GIANT SHOT of EARTH from the MOON follows...  

PIERRE (VO)

But, when one looks deep enough.

CUT TO:

WE ZOOM THROUGH OUTERSPACE...

CUT TO:

STARS FLY by AT LIGHT SPEED...

PIERRE

A new question emerges.  And that is...do you really want to know the truth about JFK?

CUT TO:

SAPPY MELODRAMATIC SCI-FI MUSIC.  

PIERRE (VO)

Because many people would rather not.

WE COME to a GIANT METAL PLANET.  

IN GIANT LETTERS: “SPACERATS KILLED JFK”

PIERRE (VO)

I just hope you’re not one of them.

CUT TO:

EXT. WASHINGTON, DC

Our nation’s capital looks on a January morning.

INT. PIERRE’S APARTMENT

THE CAMERA PANS the floor, which is littered with party hats, beer cans, cigarette butts, and pins that read “JFK-LBJ ‘60” and “NIXON NEVER HAD A CHANCE”

In addition, A TELESCOPE sits by the window, PICTURES of GALILEO and COPERNICUS hang on the wall, and CONSOLATIONS are drawn on notebook paper everywhere.

On the CEILING is a SIGN that reads, “SPACE IS THE PLACE.”

Suddenly, PIERRE sits up.

He is stunned to see a naked woman besides him.  THIS IS RHONDA.  

She gives him a kiss.

RONDA

Good morning, Teddy.

PIERRE

Good morning.  

RONDA (playfully)

You prefer if I called you Edward?

She laughs.  PIERRE rubs his head.  What the hell is going on?   

RONDA

Being the president’s most adorable cousin too much to handle sometimes?

PIERRE

Um, excuse me?

PIERRE is trying to piece together the night.

RONDA

Oh, come on, Teddy.  You weren’t this modest last night.

PIERRE

Why do you keep calling me Teddy?

RONDA gives him a disillusioned stare.

PIERRE

My name is Pierre.  

RONDA

You’re kidding.  

PIERRE

I think I know who I am.  Thank you very much.  

She stares at him.

RONDA

Last night, you told me you were Ted Kennedy.

RONDA isn’t liking this.  

PIERRE

I mean, where we did we meet?  I’m just curious.  Was it at the ball?

RONDA

No, at the club.

PIERRE

I was at a club?

RONDA

You gave me a $300 tip—

PIERRE

Good God.  I was at a strip joint.

RONDA (sitting up)

Yeah.  And you said I was going to get to meet the President.

PIERRE

I’m sorry.  I say a lot of things when I drink.  

(beat)

I really do apologize.  But, I think it’s better if you go back to your lifestyle and I stick with mine.  

A pissed off RONDA gets her clothes on, slaps PIERRE, and leaves.

RONDA

I hope your balls fall off, you lying sack of shit!

PIERRE takes it in stride.  He walks over to his telescope and views the heavens.

CUT TO:

INT. PLANET ZOOBULON

TITLE CARD: “PLANET ZOOBULON, 1960”

WE COME to a FUTURISTIC INTERGALACTIC society of flying cars, and huge towers.

CLOSE UP ON A huge castle-like structure, which is atop everything else.  THIS IS PRINCE HARDOWLIAN’S HOME.

On his wall is a poster of Elvis and Marilyn Monroe.  

INT. CASTLE

Inside, the proud SPACERAT lurks, and watches over his kingdom.

At this moment, PRINCE HARDOWLIAN stares at a marble statue of his father.

Gold plated letters read: “KING HARDOWLIAN V, THE SUN RAT”

PRINCE (to the picture):

Hey, dad.  It’s just me saying hi...I feel truly blessed to be carrying on your reign.  Especially at a young age like mine...Anyway, I’ve been making sure that the peasants remain powerless and are unable to start a revolution...Well, I’d love to keep talking, dad, but intergalactic problems are arising.  

PRINCE turns on his TV with his remote control, and starts flipping through stations, which shows COVERAGE OF THE 1960 KENNEDY-NIXON PRESIDENTIAL ELECTION.

CUT TO:

EXT. INTERGALATIC GOLF COURSE—LATER IN THE AFTERNOON

With a group of ADVISORS, the PRINCE is playing golf.

He is setting off to tee.

PRINCE (to an advisor)

What are the chances Kennedy will win?

ADVISOR

He already did.

PRINCE

He did? 

ADVISOR

Pretty much came down to California.

PRINCE

But, what about Wyoming?  

The PRINCE fires a shot high into the air. 

PRINCE

Well, I guess that means I’m in some hot water. 

ADVISOR

I’d say so.

Simultaneously, a group of PHOTOGRAPHERS are taking pictures of him.

They whisper to each other, “So what’s he going to do?” and “He better make a decision fast”

CUT TO:

EXT. STREETS OF WASHINGTON

PIERRE walks down the city streets, and passes an EXTERMINATOR’S WINDOW.

The sign reads, “GOT RATS?  CALL US”

CUT TO:

INT. WHITE HOUSE—-THAT DAY

Outside the oval office, all the new administration are moving their stuff in—boxes, papers, etc.

Pierre walks in late, looking like a mess—disordered hair, etc.  

A SECRET SERVICE AGENT approaches him.

PIERRE

I’m President Kennedy’s new advisor.

AGENT

How’d you get in here?

PIERRE

The front door.

At that moment, WE SEE the back of a WOMAN WITH BLOND HAIR quickly exit the office and disappear.

PIERRE

Wow, I never knew Jackie dyed her hair blond.  Must be a fashion statement.

CUT TO:

INT. PIERRE’S OFFICE

The AGENT is moving PIERRE’S BOOKS into his office.  

PIERRE

I wrote those.

The AGENT nods.

PIERRE

I’m a novelist.  I’ve actually got sort of cult following.  

Pierre grabs a book from the stack, which reads: “10 THINGS YOU DIDN’T KNOW ABOUT HARRY TRUMAN”

AGENT

10 Things You Didn’t Know About Harry Truman.

PIERRE smiles.

The agent opens the book, and skims a line:

AGENT (from the page)

“The main reason that Truman had bouts with chronic gas was because Bess, his wife, fed him inordinate amounts of lamb.  3 times a week the first lady would cook a variety of lamb entrees for Harry, regardless of his protest.”

PIERRE beams with pride.

AGENT

“This forced President Truman into the hospital for 3 weeks, while General Douglas MacArthur, unbeknownst to him, made the decision to drop the first atomic bomb on Hiroshima in August of 1945.”

The AGENT stares at him.

AGENT

What the fuck is wrong with you?

PIERRE (ignoring the insult)

My last work evaluated the military strength of various foreign powers.

Pierre tosses him another book; the title of which is “CUBA—THE EASIEST COMMUNIST COUNRTY TO INVADE, BY FAR”

PIERRE

President Kennedy was so inspired by this book, he personally invited me to work with him.  And, that’s why I’m here.   

PIERRE paces his new office.  It’s a special moment.  He’ll relish in it.

PIERRE

My father was a bible salesman.  And, my mother ran a massage parlor.  No silver spoon in my mouth.  

CUT TO:

INT. PIERRE’S OFFICE—A FEW HOURS LATER

PIERRE sits at a typewriter... 

He types the title of his latest novel, “The Consolations: A bunch of shit in the sky or the answer to everything?”

Suddenly, SUSAN MINER, a beautiful blond enters the room, and throws a bunch of papers down on Pierre’s desk.

PIERRE (with a smile on his face)

Why, hello.

SUSAN

First task from the president, Mr. Salinger.

PIERRE

And you are?

SUSAN

Miss Susan Miner.  Your supervisor.  

PIERRE

Well, Miss Miner, I hope President Kennedy informed you...

SUSAN

I read the first ten pages of FDR Wasn’t Really A Cripple.

PIERRE

Well, then would you care to have a drink with me?

PIERRE goes over to the other side of his office; a private bar, with bottle of whiskey balanced on top.

He pours 2 drinks.

SUSAN

It’s against policy to have your own private bar.  

PIERRE gulps.

SUSAN

And you’re not here to write a novel.  

PIERRE tries to hide his disappointment.

SUSAN (pointing to the assignment)

You are here to make yourself useful.

PIERRE (reading the assignment)

“Evaluate the internal and external validity of The Federal Dairy Act.” For Christ’s sake, I’m—

SUSAN

You will take it seriously.

PIERRE (backing down a bit)

How about something more important...school segregation, civil rights.

SUSAN

Those issues are reserved for our more experienced advisors.

PIERRE

But, I am a highly educated man.  Please, if I could--

SUSAN (leaving)

I need the report by Wednesday.  Remember: Double-spaced.  And, no typos.

A befuddled Pierre stares at the Federal Food Act.   He’s stopped in mid-sentence.  No way to defend himself.

CLOSE UP on the White document lying on a table.   

PIERRE (VO)

The Federal Dairy Act of 1960 demanded higher measures for the betterment and safer consumption of all dairy products manufactured in the United States, such as milk, yogurt, and cheese.

CUT TO:

SUDDENLY, A DEEP MUSICAL SCORE BEGINS.  Something that could rival John Williams.  

THE PAGES OF THE DOCUMENT FLIP BEFORE US, a blur of lines, and the CAMERA ZOOMS IN ON a small line, in fine print: “ADDITIONAL CLAUSES”

PIERRE (VO)

There were, however, 342 additional clauses that were implemented along with the Federal Dairy Act. 

DISSOLVE TO:  

DOCUMENT

CLOSE UP ON the end of a paragraph, which reads “Clause 123: All Federal and State Cheese Factories must be installed with full teams of sanitation officers...”

As CAMERA READS the clause, Pierre repeats it simultaneously, and continues.

PIERRE (VO)

Seemingly unimportant, Clause number 123 called for full teams of sanitation officers to maintain the cleanliness of great cheese factories across the country.

DISSOLVE TO: 

A huge team of sanitation officers cleaning up the factories: sweeping, mopping, and killing rats.

PIERRE (VO)

Although these high cheese institutions were better run and more efficient after the act was passed, the common North American prairie rat was suffering hardship at an abominable rate.

CUT TO: 

A DIAGRAM of a rat.

PIERRE (VO)

Unlike its cousin, the Austrian sewer rat, which can subsist nibbling on doll heads and children’s toes, the North American prairie rat requires a steady diet of various cheeses and plastic.  All of these are found on the unkempt floors of such factories.

CUT TO: 

REAL FOOTAGE OF JFK SPEAKING IN SENATE (16MM)

PIERRE (VO)

Kennedy, as a result of 123, was starving helpless rodents.

CUT TO: 

EXT. OUTER-SPACE

PIERRE (VO)

And, for rats across the universe, unrest was brewing faster than Vodka in Northeast Siberia.   

CUT TO:

INT. PRINCE HARDOWLIAN’S ROOM

TV SCREEN

On the screen, “TUNING INTO FREQUENCY 23A, PLANET: EARTH” 

For a good 20 seconds, WE WATCH as various newscasters talk of John F. Kennedy’s victory of Richard Nixon.

The PRINCE shuts off the TV.

The PRINCE goes over to his dresser, puts on his gold crown, and throws on a long white fury robe...

There is a buzz at the door. 

NAG enters--a tall, skinny spacerat; a servant in every essence of the word.

PRINCE

I’m teeing off at two.  Make it quick.

NAG

What are we going to do?

PRINCE (sipping his drink)

Nag, our planet has had a monarchy for over 400 years...  

NAG:

Have you read the polls?

Nag hands him a piece of a paper: it is a petition.

NAG:

And, this.  It’s from the anarchists.

CLOSE UP ON petition, which reads “HELP OUR BREVEREN ON EARTH”

PRINCE (reading the petition):

Stop the monarchy now!  Prince Hardowlian’s archaic royal policies are stagnant and self-defeating.  

The PRINCE is disgusted.

PRINCE (continuing to read):

Did you know that on Earth, the North American Prairie Rat faces extinction due to the policies of a corrupt and sadistic homo-sapien president? 

The PRINCE steps back.

PRINCE (finishing it up)

And, what’s worst is that Hardowlian has no intentions of intervening.  His refusal to send troops to Earth for the unjust retribution is cowardly and downright pathetic.  If he doesn’t take action soon, we must start a revolt. It goal will be to establish a democracy on Zoobulon.

NAG

This Kennedy guy’s really grabbing their attention.  He’s all over intergalactic news: Chumari, Zycharis, and Androdia.

THE PRINCE lights his pipe.

NAG

Your highness, I suggest you listen to them.

PRINCE

Those rats on Earth are 6 galaxies away.  The planet debt will increase ten fold if I send troops over there...I’ll have to put a tax on cleats.

NAG

Cleats?

NAG looks at his superior befuddled.

PRINCE

Do I have a choice?

CUT TO:

INT. SPACE-RAT PUB, ZOOBULON

Inside, space-rats crowd the beer drinking beer and watching TV.  The buzz is about the upcoming revolution.

SPACE-RAT 1

He doesn’t have an ounce of royal blood.

SPACE-RAT 2

If only his father were still alive, things wouldn’t be so ass backwards. 

CUT TO:

INT. OFFICE--NIGHT

A tired PIERRE is reading the Federal Food Act, sipping a glass of whiskey.

PIERRE (VO)

Instead of contemplating nuclear holocaust, I studied the correlation between UHT, bacteria and herb chicken.  I thought I had been tricked.  But, own misgivings were giving way to something far worst than I could’ve ever imagined.  

He closes up shop, putting the files away, throws on his jacket, and leaves the office.

CUT TO:

INT. ZOOBULON

CLOSE UP ON TV SCREEN

TV SCREEN (NEWS FILM)

ANNOUNCER

We interrupt your regularly scheduled program to bring you a special news bulletin.

CUT TO: 

INT. NEWSROOM

A space-rat report sits at the news desk.

REPORTER

Good evening ladies and gentlemen, this is live coverage of the 1960 American Prairie Rat Famine.

CUT TO: 

ACTUAL FOOTAGE OF KENNEDY (16MM)

REPORTER (VO)

John F. Kennedy was born in the country of the United States, a large landmass sector on Planet Earth.  Earth is known for its blue seas, green pastures, and beautiful mountains.  It is also home to a variety of rats, variations of our space-rat genetics, and possible immigrants from our galaxy 7 billion years ago.

CUT TO: 

REAL FOOTAGE OF RATS (SOMETHING OUT A SCIENCE FILMSTRIP)

The rats are simply running around, and of course, make the human like space-rats look ridiculous.

REPORTER (VO)

If Kennedy’s Federal Dairy Act is allowed to take effect, the North American prairie rat faces the grave possibility of extinction.  On Zoobulon, political unrest has arisen in reaction to this news.  The latest polls are as follows.

CUT TO: 

POLL CHART, which reads: “For intervention 100%/Not for intervention 0%--no margin of error”

REPORTER (VO)

Prince Hardowlian, under tremendous pressure to send military forces to Earth, has opted to deliver an unexpected state of the planet address.

CUT TO:

INT. PRINCE HARDOWLIAN’S ROOM

The PRINCE is looking at himself in front of the mirror.

He takes a sedative, and downs a glass of whiskey.

NAG enters.

NAG

They’re waiting for you.

The PRINCE takes a deep breath.

CUT TO:

TV SCREEN--

INT. NEWS DESK

REPORTER

We bring you live to the oval palace.

CUT TO:

EXT. FRONT OF THE PALACE

It is absolute chaos—thousands of rats with trumpets and bugles have crowded the front of his palace.  They wave huge banners, scream, and chant.

THE CAMERA PANS the signs “HELL YES, WE WILL GO!” “STOP THE STARVATION!” “HELP OUR BROTHERS!”

A sea of news cameras are aimed at the promenade, from which THE PRINCE will give his speech, 100 feet above the crowd.

CUT TO: 

NEWS PHOTAGE (NEWS FILM):

EXT. PALACE

The PRINCE comes out, adorned in robes and gold, to the boos and hisses of the crowd.

REPORTER

Here comes Prince Hardowlian, along with his highly regarded team of advisors.

CUT TO:

EXT. FRONT OF PLACE

Prince Hardowlian waves at the crowd, as certain objects are thrown at him.  The crowd isn’t an easy one.

CLOSE UP on Hardowlian’s teleprompter, which lies over the crowd.

PRINCE (into the microphone, trying to read the teleprompter)

Good evening, my fellow space-rats, those that have traveled many miles to call this galaxy our home, I come today—

The teleprompter is messing up.  

Nag, is trying to fix it, as the crowd gets more abusive.

NAG

Shit, Scotty.  We got a problem.

CUT TO: 

Hardowlian avoids a flying radish.  He looks for something to read.  Nothing.

PRINCE

Um...well...okay…

(he starts improvising)

Listen, fellas.  I know you’re all worried about what’s going on Earth.  But, I mean, let’s relax.

Quite the opposite.  The crowd roars. 

REPORTER (VO):

If you’re seeing what I’m seeing, the crowd is becoming extremely hostile towards the Prince.
The PRINCE doesn’t want trouble.

PRINCE

Okay, okay.  I’ll talk to Kennedy.  I can call him up and arrange for a meeting.  

The crowd stops and starts chanting: “OFF WITH HIS HEAD!  OFF WITH HIS HEAD!”

REPORTER (VO)

The crowd appears to be chanting something.  I can’t quite make it out.

PRINCE (getting nervous)

Off with his head?  My head?

CUT TO:

INT. BAR

SPACE-RAT 1 (shaking his head)

Politicians.  

CUT TO: 

EXT. PALACE

Prince Hardowlian sees a big picture of Kennedy with an X drawn over it.  

PRINCE

Kennedy’s head.  Oh!  I get it.  Well, maybe, we should talk to our forces in Bermuda.

The crowd hisses again.  

PRINCE

What about dropping a grand piano on his head like we did with Lincoln?

The CROWD throws an entourage of watermelons and other fruit at the PRINCE.  

Simultaneously, the legions start blowing their horns, trying to climb the palace walls.  

PRINCE (fearing for his life):

Fine.  I’ll do it.  We’ll launch a mission to Earth.  It’ll leave tomorrow and be there by late November 1963.

The crowd suddenly cheers, and praises Hardowlian.  

A huge banner is raised over the palace, which reads: “STICK WITH MONARCHY: PROMISES TO HAVE KENNEDY DEAD BY NOVEMBER 1963”

Fireworks, marching bands, space-rats dancing on the top of towers, etc.

PIERRE (VO)

And so, under the leadership of Prince Hardowlian, an entire nation vowed to aid the plight of fellow rats on Earth, and put an abrupt end to the life of John F. Kennedy.

     CUT TO:

INT. PIERRE’S OFFICE

PIERRE is reading LIFE magazine.

The article is entitled, “Marijuana And Deep Thought”

SUSAN MINER walks in out of the blue.

MINER

I hope you’re aware that you’ll be presenting tomorrow morning.

PIERRE tries to hide the mag.  But, in the attempt, he almost falls off his chair.

CUT TO:

INT. BAR—NIGHT

Instead of reading up on the Federal Dairy Act, PIERRE goes out and gets drunk, flirting with various women.

CUT TO:

INT. APARTMENT

PIERRE is having sex, and enjoying a night of wild debauchery and hot syrup.

On his desk, along with a bunch of junk mail is the Federal Dairy Act, which has remained untouched.

As the CAMERA PANS BACK, WE SEE a RAT scrambling on PIERRE’S FLOOR.

CUT TO:

INT. MEETING ROOM—NEXT DAY

PIERRE is sitting at a table, hung over.

An ADVISOR is chatting about something, which PIERRE does not listen to.

PIERRE is doodling on his notebook, and is concentrating on something else.

He writes, “Women I’ve Slept With”

PIERRE thinks hard.

He writes, “Name: Unknown; When: Last Night; Rating: 8.3”

PIERRE shakes his head.

He scribbles out the 8.3, and changes it too “8.7”

Suddenly, SUSAN MINER gets up, and speaks to PIERRE.

SUSAN

Mr. Salinger.

PIERRE (waking up)

Yes.

SUSAN

The Federal Dairy Act?

PIERRE

Oh.  Of course.

PIERRE gets up, without anything prepared.

PIERRE (obviously improvised):

After long amounts of rigorous study and looking, I came to a decision wayward early this morning.  That decision wasn’t an easy one, but it was a decision nonetheless.

SUSAN knows PIERRE is full of it.

PIERRE

And, you know what?  I think it’s great.  Why change a thing?  

ADVISOR #1

Doesn’t the bill have 342 clauses?

PIERRE

Yes, it does, and that was tricky.

ADVISOR #1

So, you’re saying you wouldn’t cut anything?

PIERRE

Maybe some bad grammar.

SUSAN

Interesting.  But, knowing the document so intimately, Mr. Salinger, you must surely have some comments on section 3, clauses 55-75.

The whole room nods and whispers in agreement.  PIERRE looks like he just shat himself. 

PIERRE

They do a great job of complimenting each other.

SUSAN

Excuse me?

PIERRE

You know.  They bring the overall theme to life.  Because the message of the Federal Dairy Act is one that we cannot forget.

SUSAN

And, what is that?

PIERRE

The importance of milk in our diets.  Without milk, our bones would crack like gingersnaps and we’d be forced to ban all contact sports.

The ROOM gives each other odd looks.

PIERRE (trying to display confidence):

Now, why doesn’t somebody lend me a pen and I’ll sign it so we can all get to lunch.

CUT TO:

INT. MEETING ROOM—LATER IN THE DAY

With a terrified group of advisors watching, PIERRE signs The Federal Dairy Act.

PIERRE (VO)

When I signed Clause 123 into effect, I was mandating the reinstallation and improvement of cheese making machinery.  As result, however, I was laying the groundwork for the greatest rat tragedy since the Paris Floods of 1834.

CUT TO: 

EXT. ZOOBULON—CELEBRATION

A space-rat spaceship is covered in ribbons.  A huge crowd cheers in celebration.

The front of the ship reads, “THE CRACKER BARREL”

And, on the side of the ship in big letters is painted: “OPERATION KILL KENNEDY”

SPACE-RAT TROOPS are marching towards the ship, getting showered with confetti.  

RATS in the crowd are holding up signs, “GOOD LUCK KILLING KENNEDY”

The door of the ship opens, and the TROOPS enter the ship.

CUT TO:

INT. PALACE

PRINCE HARDOWLIAN sits in his leer, watching TV; NAG feeds him grapes.

PRINCE

It better be a smooth takeoff.

NAG

Your highness, the Cracker Barrel is more than just a spacecraft: it combines standard safety with state of the art European handling.

PRINCE

If it blows up, you’re in deep shit.

NAG feeds the PRINCE another grape.

CUT TO:

EXT. THE CRACKER BARREL

After the countdown, the ship is ready to take off; unfortunately, the engine won’t start.

It coughs like a dead automobile.

CUT TO:

INT. PALACE

NAG becomes extremely nervous.

CUT TO:

EXT. THE CRACKER BARREL

But, suddenly, the engines spew great fire...

The ground starts to shake...

The CROWD lets out a giant roar.

The ship rises off the ground.

CUT TO:

INT. PALACE

NAG gives a sigh of relief.

CUT TO:

EXT. THE CRACKER BARREL

The ship heads towards the sky, moving faster and faster.

Soon, it disappears and leaves Zoobulon’s atmosphere.  

In space, it heads toward EARTH.

CUT TO TELEVISION SCREEN:

EXT. CITY SQUARE

A reporter named STU WILLARD talks; he takes himself very seriously.

WILLARD:

1230 of Zoobulon’s finest troops are aboard the Cracker Barrel; rats leaving families and loved ones behind.  Courageous souls that will risk their lives for the greater good of their race...This has been Stu Willard reporting for ZBC News.

CUT TO:

INT. SALINGER’S APARTMENT—NIGHT

PIERRE sits at his typewriter, working on a novel.  

He types a sentence: “Much like the time my father struck me in the face with a rubber glove.”

PIERRE throws a wad of chewing tobacco into this mouth, and looks in his telescope.

TELESCOPE’S POV: WE SEE the STARS on a CLEAR NIGHT...the CONSOLATIONS are breathtaking and remind of us of an infinite existence.

As PIERRE enjoys the view, a GROUP of RATS scramble at his feet.

CUT TO:

INT. WHITE HOUSE—NEXT DAY

The door to the OVAL OFFICE opens, and PIERRE comes out.

CUT TO:

INT. BAR

PIERRE sits at a bar by himself, contemplating what had just happened.

SHOT of the cover of PIERRE’S book, CUBA, THE EASIEST COMMUNIST COUNTRY TO INVADE, BY FAR

PIERRE (VO)

Kennedy was showing more and more interest in my latest novel as each day passed.  And that perplexed me.  Because, although it was a masterpiece, it certainly wasn’t the best thing I’d ever written.  
CUT TO:

PAGES OF PIERRE’S BOOK FLIP PAST US...

BRING IN:

SHOTS OF CUBA/FIDEL CASTRO

PIERRE (VO)

Once a haven for wealthy northerners with a liking for good food and hot sun, Cuba was a tropical paradise.  But, when communist forces took over the country in 1953, it resembled nothing but a decaying symbol of Eastern imprisonment.

MORE SHOTS OF CUBA

PIERRE (VO)

Nevertheless, I realized, because of its miniscule land mass and flat terrain, the country could be easily invaded by a small guerilla force, and democracy could be reestablished.

SHOT OF A MAP with arrows TOWARD THE BAY OF PIGS

PIERRE (VO)

Kennedy was captivated by my theory.  In fact, he asked me a hypothetical question.

CUT TO:

INT. BAR

PIERRE sipping a drink, still thinking about the night’s events.

PIERRE (VO)

“Say, for some reason, one was to invade Cuba.  How would he do it?”

SHOT OF MAP with arrows pointed towards the BAY OF PIGS.

PIERRE (VO)

I laughed.  Obviously, if Kennedy had read Chapter 23, pages 202-205 of my book, he would’ve been familiar with a tiny ocean inlet off the south coast, known by the locals as The Bay of Pigs.

STOCK PHOTAGE OF GUERILLA TROOPS

PIERRE (VO)

If one were to send troops into this area, they could seize four communist strong holds within two days of their invasion.

CUT TO:

INT. BAR

PIERRE (VO)

Kennedy’s enthusiasm was certainly great for a hypothetical question.

PIERRE finishes his drink and leaves.

CUT TO:

EXT. SPACE

THE CRACKER JACK passes by.

CUT TO:

EXT. PLANET ZOOBULON

INT. PALACE

PRINCE HARDOWLIAN talks to a group of advisors, while putting with a golf club on a small green he has in his palace.

ADVISOR #1

We received a message from the Cracker Barrel, your highness.  They’re right on schedule.

PRINCE

Everyone’s right on schedule until they hit a black hole, get caught in some shitty time warp, and have to spend the rest of their lives fighting cavemen and dinosaurs. 

The ADVISOR pulls out a small device, which is equipped with a computer screen.

ADVISOR #3

Well, our troops will complete this mission with only two things in mind.  And, that is speed and accuracy. 

ADVISOR #4

By our best estimates, we should arrive at our destination by late November 1963.  The homo sapien holiday of Thanksgiving.

PRINCE

Oh, the one where they decorate shrubbery, exchange gifts.  Sing those little songs.

ADVISOR

No.  That’s Christmas.

PRINCE

Well, it’s too bad we couldn’t show up that day.

The PRINCE lands a put, and smiles.

CUT TO: 

INT. PIERRE’S OFFICE

INT. APARTMENT

A bunch of space books are on Pierre’s table, including War of the Worlds.

Suddenly, he notices a RAT on the floor.

PIERRE grabs a frying pan, and chases the creature through the apartment, but the RAT escapes.

PIERRE puts down the frying pan, and returns to his astronomy.

He looks in his telescope, but isn’t satisfied with his view.  

CUT TO:

INT. PIERRE’S OFFICE—NEXT DAY

PIERRE is in his office, with loads of paperwork in front of him.

He is drawing new consolations on a notebook, and talks to an intern named RALPH (20).

PIERRE

Hey, Ralph.

RALPH (always ready to kiss ass)

What can I do for you, Mr. Salinger?

PIERRE

Actually I want to ask you a question.  

RALPH

Fire away.  

PIERRE pours some whiskey into his coffee.

PIERRE:

Well, this might sound strange.  But, I was wondering.  Have you been having a problem with rats?

RALPH looks at him dumbfounded.

CUT TO:

INT. HARDOWLIAN’S PALACE

The PRINCE is talking to the statue of his father.

PRINCE

Hey, dad.  You know what?  It’s real hard to deal with the media these days.  But, I’m going to take your advice, and let my lowly advisors take the blame when things go a-wall.

Just then, NAG enters.

NAG

Your highness!

PRINCE

You don’t knock anymore.

NAG

My apologies.

NAG opens a stack of envelopes.

NAG

A woman named Bijou Mulsavia claims that you are her father.  She’s threatening to go the papers.  What do you want to do?

PRINCE

What do you think?  Say it’s yours.

NAG

But, I can’t afford to pay child support.  I’m a servant.

PRINCE

Well, then talk to Scotty at the network, and cancel the evening news.

JUMPCUT TO:

TV SCREEN (WE ARE WATCHING SPACERAT TELEVISION):

The NEWS is on and a REPORTER talks about the starving RATS on EARTH until...

At six o’clock the screen suddenly goes blank

ANNOUNCER

Due to technical difficulties, the evening news will be cancelled until further notice.

CUT TO:

INT. PIERRE’S APARTMENT—LATE AT NIGHT

PIERRE has now hooked up wires to his telescope, and made an observation center out of his apartment.

Suddenly, there is a knock at his door.

PIERRE opens it, and to his surprise it’s SUSAN MINER.

PIERRE

Miss Miner.  What brings you here at this hour?  

SUSAN can hear the weird sounds coming from PIERRE’S machinery.

SUSAN

Can I come in?

PIERRE

You’re lucky I stay up late.

PIERRE lets her in, and SUSAN sees maps of the milky-way hanging on the wall.

PIERRE

My editor’s been always telling me to do more research.  

SUSAN gives PIERRE a strange look, and sits down.

SUSAN:

Anyway, I was going through reports for this evening, and it seems the President has withdrawn 24 million dollars out of the national budget

PIERRE

That’s pocket change.

SUSAN

I know.  But then, this morning.  I found this note in the woman’s bathroom.  

She hands it PIERRE.

The note reads, “Marilyn, last night was great but please don’t say anything about the invasion.”

PIERRE starts laughing.

SUSAN

Pierre, do you know anything about this?

PIERRE

It looks like someone’s idea of a sick prank.

SUSAN is obviously nervous.

PIERRE

I’m sorry.  Putting fake-notes in the feminine disposal bags to frighten young women.  That’s tasteless.

PIERRE gives a one-over on SUSAN.  She’s dynamite. 

PIERRE

Let’s be honest.  Who would we invade?  Canada?

SUSAN

The Soviet Union.

PIERRE

Please, I’m more worried about those sparrows in New Zealand.

PIERRE spies a bottle of liquor.

PIERRE

Now, you just stay put.

PIERRE grabs a bottle of liquor.

PIERRE

Bourbon or Scotch?

But, before SUSAN can answer that question, her mouth drops open.

PIERRE looks in the corner of the apartment and sees about TEN DEAD RATS.

PIERRE

You’re telling me.  It seems like these days I can’t go anywhere without stepping on a dead rodent.

SUSAN

You should call your landlord.

PIERRE

If only I had the time.

PIERRE fixes himself a drink.

PIERRE

Ice?

SUSAN (still distraught):

No.  That’s okay.  It’s late.  I should be going.

PIERRE

You just got here.

PIERRE looks at her disappointed.  His girl smiles and leaves.

SUSAN

Goodnight, Pierre.

PIERRE

Bye...Susan.

He sits there by himself.  Once she’s gone, he takes a hearty sip of her drink.

CUT TO:

EXT. ZOOBULON

INT. PALACE

PRINCE HARDOWLIAN is having a ball at the palace.

Tons of RATS are taking his photograph, and NAG follows him with a clipboard.

PRINCE

Nag, why don’t you go make yourself a stiff one?  Loosen up a bit.

NAG

I can’t do that.  I’m an alcoholic, your highness.

PRINCE

One drink never hurt anybody.

NAG

It’s a disease.  If I had a sip, I wouldn’t be able to stop.

PRINCE

Well, that would be kind of fun, wouldn’t it?

A GROUP OF PHOTOGRAPHERS lines the elegant hallways.

NAG

I really think inviting the entire intergalactic photographer’s convention might have been a bad idea.

PRINCE

I’ve got to change my image.

NAG

You let them in the private banquet room.  No monarch has ever unlocked those doors to the public.

PRINCE

Nag, I’ve shut down the media.  What’s the worst they can do?  Put me in a photo album.

NAG

We need to talk about that.

PRINCE

You really know how to ruin a good time.

NAG

We’ve been receiving threats.

PRINCE

Every popular icon has to deal with lunatics.  Comes with the territory.

NAG

Your highness, you’ve turned off the news.  The planet is up in arms.  They need to be assured that our troops can stop Kennedy before it’s too late.

PRINCE

Well, they’ll just have to trust me.

The PRINCE looks around the room.

PRINCE

Now, I’m going to find a young palace intern to hit on.  I’ll see you later.

The PRINCE disappears into the crowd. 

CUT TO:

INT. PIERRE’S OFFICE—DAY

PIERRE is playing the harmonica in his office.

A stack of useless bills lie on his desk.

SUSAN MINER enters the office, as PIERRE plays his instrument.

SUSAN

How’s it going?

PIERRE hides the harmonica.

PIERRE (stumbling)

The National Playground Bill...

SUSAN

You haven’t read it.

PIERRE

Miss Miner, let’s not—

SUSAN

In fact, you haven’t read a damn thing since you’ve been here.  

PIERRE mixes a stiff drink.

SUSAN

But, just think.  What if one of these bills happens to affect someone?  What if, while you were thinking about your next book deal, you missed something crucial?  What if a life is changed, and someone suffers?  

PIERRE

Don’t feed me that horse shit. 

SUSAN

Your job isn’t a joke.  Don’t you understand?   

PIERRE

Susan, you and I both know that children will die in bizarre playground accidents no matter how many precautions you take.

SUSAN

My God.  You are a sick.  You know that?

Suddenly, an AGENT pops in the office.

AGENT (to PIERRE)

I’m sorry to interrupt you, Mr. Salinger, but the President needs to see you right away.

PIERRE smiles at SUSAN, who is still raging.

PIERRE

I’m sorry, Miss Miner.  We’ll have to continue this later.

He exits.  She stands disgruntled.

CUT TO:

EXT. OVAL OFFICE—5 MINUTES LATER

PIERRE knocks on the door, the door opens, PIERRE goes in, and then it shuts. 

CUT TO:

INT. WHITE HOUSE PARTY—NIGHT

PIERRE sits at a table, getting drunk, surrounded by hordes of beautiful women.

PIERRE (VO)

In the middle of April, President Kennedy threw a giant party at the White House in my honor.

PIERRE does another shot of whiskey.

CUT TO:

INT. WHITE HOUSE—3 AM

PIERRE stumbles around the halls of the White House, with a GIRL in his arms.

He is wearing a party hat, and has a pin on his suit that reads, “ADVISOR OF THE MONTH”  

He’s playing with priceless paintings, and screaming at the top of his lungs.   

GIRL

Ssshhh!  You’re going to wake up Jackie.

PIERRE

Than I guess we should be quiet.  

GIRL (mischievously)

Come here.

PIERRE starts getting busy with her in the hall.  

Times are good and the loving is Grade A.  

CUT TO:

INT. PIERRE’S NEW OFFICE—A FEW DAYS LATER

PIERRE is moving into a new office, which is much bigger and luxurious.

PIERRE (VO)

I guess the old proverb is true.  The higher you go, the easier it gets.

CUT TO:

INT. PIERRE’S APARTMENT—NIGHT

PIERRE is doing his astronomy work.

As he works, he suddenly notices an abominable smell.  

PIERRE:

Good God.

PIERRE gets up, and sees A PILE OF DEAD RATS in the corner of the room.

JUMPCUT TO:

INT. APARTMENT-10 MINUTES LATER

PIERRE is shoveling the RATS into a trash bag with a FOOTBALL HELMET on his head for protection.

CUT TO:

EXT. GOLF TOURNAMENT ON ZOOBULON

PRINCE HARDOWLIAN walks into a tournament, surrounded by the huge crowds.

The BANNER reads, “ROYAL WING OPEN”

Golfers are everywhere.  Smoking cigars.  Chewing the fat.

The PRINCE is yelling at his CADEE.

PRINCE

We got thirteen more holes.  Let’s not move like molasses.

WE CAN hear a GOLF ANNOUNCER in the background.

ANNOUNCER

And, so another day here at The Royal Wing Open.  Tiger Rat leads the board three under par.  But, Prince Hardowlian is hot on his tail. And, keep in mind that the monarchy has had a long history of dominating this tournament down the stretch.  

The PRINCE lines up to tee-off.  The crowd watches.  Nervous anticipation. 

ANNOUNCER

Hardowlian on the fairway.

There is silence.  Total concentration. 

The PRINCE blasts a shot.  

The crowd is in awe.  A cheer.

ANNOUNCER

That has some height.

The ball, however, carries over the trees...

ANNOUNCER

But, the direction is...

The ball lands in the water.  A sigh from the spectators.  

ANNOUNCER

...just a little off.

ANNOUNCER #2

That might hurt him, Bob.  Especially on a course like this.

The PRINCE stands there in dismay.

PRINCE

FUCK!!!  FUCK!!!

But, just then...

WE HEAR an ENGINE.

A BLACK GOLF CART going eighty miles per hour flies towards the PRINCE.  It has painted letters on the side that reads: THE ANARCHISTS.

The CROWD gasps in shock.

An assassin named BEN drives the SPEEDING CART at the PRINCE; he pulls out his gun.

BEN (at the top of his lungs):

F-R-E-E-D-O-M!

BEN gets as close as he can...

He fires a bullet at the PRINCE...

But, the bullet hits the PRINCE’S crown.

BEN’S GOLF CART goes wildly out control, hits a sand trap, and bursts into flames.

The PRINCE looks at the explosion, and then takes his crown off: there is a bullet hole in the middle of it.

CUT TO:

INT. THE ANARCHIST LEER

A team of SPACERAT POLICE break into the leer.

The ANARCHSITS try to escape amongst the noise and confusion.

But, they are all quickly apprehended. 

CUT TO:

INT. PALACE—NIGHT

The PRINCE talks to a statue of his late father.

PRINCE

Dad, somebody tried to kill me today.  But, I think once I get over the initial fear and paranoia, I’ll look back on the event as a valuable life experience.  

CUT TO:

INT. WHITE HOUSE—DAY

PIERRE is walking down the hall with some files when he bumps into SUSAN MINER.

PIERRE

Hello.

SUSAN

Hey.

SUSAN looks down at the floor for a moment.

SUSAN

How’s the new job?

PIERRE

It’s nice.  But, to tell you the truth, it’s not the same...

SUSAN feels bad.

SUSAN

Look, Pierre.  I’m sorry.

PIERRE

For what?

SUSAN

For going off on you like I did.  I don’t know what’s gotten into me lately.

She blushes.  

SUSAN

The President obviously thinks you’re important.  He wouldn’t give you all these promotions if he thought otherwise.  

PIERRE

I know, Miss Miner.  

(apologetic)

But, I’ve got some things to say myself.

She waits.  

PIERRE

  I’m sorry for signing all that stuff without reading it.  It certainly wasn’t fair to let all those interns fake my signature.

PIERRE looks at his watch.

PIERRE

Anyway, I should be going.  

SUSAN

Busy?

PIERRE

I’ve got a lunch date.

SUSAN 

With who?

PIERRE

Oh, just with the President.  He has been nagging me all week to try some of his famous Hyannis meatballs.  

SUSAN laughs.  

SUSAN

Well, give him my regards.

PIERRE

I surely will.  Catch you later.

SUSAN watches as PIERRE goes to meet the President; it’s hard not to be jealous.

CUT TO:

EXT. STREET OF WASHINGTON—RAINY DAY

PIERRE is happily walking home, humming “SINGING IN THE RAIN” as rain pours on his head.

He stops at the RAT EXTERMINATOR he walked by earlier, and peers in the window.

The SIGN READS: “OUT OF BUSINESS”

CUT TO:

EXT. CITY SQUARE

A BANNER is draped over the execution site, which reads: “TRYING TO KILL THE PRINCE DOES NOT PAY”

The FREEDOM FIGHTERS are tied to a pole.

An EXECUTIONER lights a match...

NAG and the PRINCE watch from a podium.  

NAG

You sure you don’t want to give them a fair trial?

PRINCE

What’s the point?  I’d be the judge.

SMOKE rises high into the air...

The CROWD gasps as RATS are burnt at the stake.

The PRINCE sips some wine, and stares at his watch.

He looks up at the sky, and stares into the horizon.

As the burning RATS scream in agony, the PRINCE looks at NAG.

CUT TO:

EXT. SPACE

The CRACKER BARREL makes its way into EARTH’S galaxy.

INT. WHITE HOUSE

INT. PIERRE’S OFFICE

The rain is still coming down.  If it doesn’t stop soon, Noah’s Ark will be on the way.  

PIERRE is in his office, smoking a cigarette.

He looks at the birds by his window.

PIERRE:

Come here, little birdy.  Come here.

As the bird gets closer, he tries to burn the creature with his cigarette. 

PIERRE finishes his smoke, and sits down at his desk.

Suddenly, an ENTOURAGE of SECRET SERVICEMEN barge into the office, and attack PIERRE.

PIERRE yells, but it’s no use.

After a scuffle, PIERRE arises.

PIERRE

What the hell is going on?

AGENT

You liar!  

PIERRE

Excuse me?

AGENT

You fucked it all up.  The gorillas were massacred, and Castro is furious.

PIERRE doesn’t understand.

AGENT

The Bay of Pigs.  It’s a day that will live in infamy.

PIERRE

No, that’s Pearl Harbor.

AGENT

SHUT THE FUCK UP!

The AGENT slams PIERRE into the wall, knocking over his wet bar.

AGENT

President Kennedy trusted you.  

AGENT #2 turns on a television.  He grabs PIERRE by the throat and makes him watch. 

ON THE SCREEN, WE GET THE NEWS OF THE BAY OF PIGS INVASION: a military disaster.  

They let go of PIERRE.  He falls to the floor.  

He gets up and makes himself a drink.  Angry eyes are on him.  

PIERRE

Good God.  He went over there, didn’t he?

PIERRE sips his drink, trying to ease the tension.

PIERRE

Well, it’s not like they’re going to aim missiles at us or anything.

PIERRE sips his more of his drink.

AGENT

You moron.  Wasting his time.  Writing these stupid books that no one cares about.  

AGENT #2

Yeah, the New Yorker said your new autobiography is on the fast track to airport lobby shops and cheap yard sales.     

AGENT (to AGENT #2)

Who cares?  This fucker is finished anyway.  Let’s go.

PIERRE puts down his booze.  

AGENT

Cause.  Also.  President Kennedy says you’re fired.  

PIERRE:

He’s firing me?

AGENT

Bye, bye.  

AGENT #2

See ya.

PIERRE nods.  They continue to tease.

PIERRE

Guys. Guys, please—

They stop.

PIERRE

Could I have a moment to finish my drink?

AGENT

Sure. 

The AGENTS leave the office.  The door slams.  

A plaque comes smashing to the ground.

Our hero stands there in disbelief.  Fortune has certainly reversed itself.  

CUT TO:

EXT. STREETS OF WASHINGTON--NIGHT

PIERRE walks down the streets of DC, with a bottle of whiskey in his hand.

A FEW DEAD RATS litter the sidewalk.

CUT TO:

INT. MEXICAN BAR—LATE NIGHT

Among the salsa music and dancing, PIERRE looks mighty out of place.

A BARTENDER approaches, wearing a sombrero.

PIERRE

Give me three shots of your strongest liquor, amigo.

PIERRE sulks, and then sees a LONELY GUY sitting in the corner.

The BARTENDER gives him the three shots.

BARTENDER

Here you go, my friend.

(looking at PIERRE)

Now tell me your sob story.

PIERRE

I lost my job.

BARTENDER

I’m sorry.  Tough one, eh?

PIERRE

Yeah.

BARTENDER

Where did you work?

PIERRE

Oh, down at the White House.

The BARTENDER starts laughing his ass off.

BARTENDER

The White House, eh?  With Senior Kennedy?  Wow.  That’s a funny one.  

The guy is in hysterics.  

BARTENDER

You make me laugh.  You light my pants on fire.

PIERRE does his first shot.

Then, the MAN previously sitting in the corner is suddenly next to him.

He speaks with a heavy Hungarian accent.

MAN

This place sucks donkey dick.

PIERRE looks over, too drunk and upset to be startled.

PIERRE

Any place that serves booze is a good place in my books.

MAN

You make point.

PIERRE

What’s your name?

MAN

Lee Harvey.  

PIERRE

Well, I notice you speak poor English, Lee Harvey.  Where are you from?

LEE HARVEY

Hungary.

PIERRE

Really?

LEE HARVEY  

I come over here looking to find the American dream.

PIERRE

Join the club.

LEE HARVEY

First day here, I get job working at gun store.  Man gives me free rifles.

PIERRE almost chokes on his drink.

LEE HARVEY

I go up on high-rise, and shoot.

PIERRE

People?

LEE HARVEY

No.  Fruit.  I shoot fruit.  

(explaining)

You hit big watermelon.  Explode like head.  

PIERRE does his second shot.

LEE HARVEY (randomly)

I want to go to Texas.  Have you ever been to Texas?

PIERRE

Mostly cowboys and Indians.  I wouldn’t advise it.

LEE HARVEY

I want to see Dallas.  Go to parade.

PIERRE

They have parades everywhere, Lee Harvey.

Just then, another MAN sits down next to PIERRE.

He speaks with a New York accent.

MAN #2

Bartender, martini, please.

He looks over at PIERRE and LEE HARVEY.

MAN #2

Shitty day, gents?  Me too.

PIERRE looks at the man; he is extremely familiar.

PIERRE

I’m Pierre and this is my friend Lee Harvey.  

MAN

Nice to meet you.

LEE HARVEY (looking at the man)

You play baseball?

MAN #2

Yeah, I swing the old bat for a living.  Joseph DiMagio. 

LEE HARVEY

Tough loss today.  I see you on TV.

DIMAGIO

We should’ve had them.  But, I struck out once, and flied twice to center.  It’s hard carrying a whole team on your shoulders. 

PIERRE

Every one goes through a slump.

DIMAGIO

Yeah, well, finding out my wife is cheating on you doesn’t make it any easier.

PIERRE

I’m sorry to hear that.

DIMAGIO

Been lying through her teeth for months.  That broad.

LEE HARVEY

That sucks donkey dick!

PIERRE (to DIMAGIO)

I’m sure she regrets it.  She’s probably on the phone right now.

DIMAGIO

No, she’ll be throwing back a few of them sleeping pills like she always does.

LEE HARVEY

Who is the man who steal your woman?

DIMAGGIO

Some troublemaker from Massachusetts.  

LEE HARVEY

Want to go kick his ass?

DIMAGGIO

I would, but he’s hard to...

LEE HARVEY

I get to anyone.  I am crazy.

PIERRE does his third shot.

DIMAGGIO (to LEE HARVEY)

Well, the thing is, Lee Harvey, he’s the President of the United States.

LEE HARVEY

Who that?

PIERRE (to DIMAGGIO):

That’s funny.  He used to be my boss.

LEE HARVEY

Who is president?

DIMAGGIO (to PIERRE)

You hear about that business in Cuba today.  He must have had a real hotshot behind that one.

PIERRE laughs, trying to hide his shame.

LEE HARVEY

Does this man own country?

DIMAGGIO

Lee Harvey, settle down.

LEE HARVEY

I need to know.  I go crazy.

DIMAGGIO

His name is John F. Kennedy.  He gets elected by the people to serve the people.

LEE HARVEY

Ah, America.  I get  

CUT TO:

INT. STREETS OF DC

PIERRE, JOE DIMAGGIO, and LEE HARVEY are walking back drunk from the bar, all wearing YANKEES hats, singing “TAKE ME OUT TO THE BALLGAME”

CUT TO:

INT. PIERRE’S APARTMENT

LEE HARVEY has his rifle, and is shooting watermelons.  

JOE DIMAGGIO and PIERRE are drinking Tom Collins in the kitchen.

As they chat, PIERRE looks into this telescope.

LEE HARVEY’S rifle is blasting in the background.

DIMAGGIO

When you find a broad, everything starts to change.  The bat feels lighter, the grass is greener, you even stop worrying about pennant race.  But, then when she drops you, it’s...

PIERRE

I know.  You can never trust them.

DIMAGIO

But I’m always such a Goddamn sucker.

PIERRE

If it’s any consolation, I’m pretty sure I’ve got another bottle of vodka in the cabinet...unless I drank it last night.

DIMAGIO notices how engrossed PIERRE is in viewing the heavens.

LEE HARVEY hits a giant bowl of grapes.  Seeds fly everywhere.

DIMAGIO

That’s one of hell of a toy you got there.

PIERRE

I’ve always found hope knowing that an entire universe exists outside this planet.

DIMAGIO

I like it here.  The perks, the money, the girls.  

PIERRE notices a small object beyond PLUTO as he’s looking.

PIERRE (to himself)

That’s strange.

DIMAGIO

What?  You’re not jealous?

PIERRE

I’ve never seen that before.

PIERRE adjusts his lens.  

PIERRE

Must be a bug.

PIERRE notices DIMAGIO watching him.

PIERRE

I’m sorry, Joe.  What were we talking about?

DIMAGIO

I don’t know.  Fame, fortune, the solar system.

CUT TO:

INT. THE PLACE/ZOOBULON

The investigation has begun.  Files are everywhere.

NAG enters with black and white photographs of the ANARCHISTS.

NAG (business-like)

They’re an underground band of misfits that sent you that letter a few weeks ago.  They’d been planning it for years.

PRINCE

Good thing that guy didn’t know how to drive.

The PRINCE looks at the pictures.  Hard evidence of hatred.

PRINCE

I paid thirty million dollars for that fucking spaceship.  I had that big celebration in city square with all the trumpets and noise.  And, this is what I get?  

NAG

I guess they didn’t understand, your highness.

PRINCE

No, they didn’t.  And, it’s too bad I had to burn those bastards alive.

CUT TO:

INT. BURGER WORLD

BURGER WORLD is a crummy fast-food joint, which is mobbed at lunchtime.

An EMPLOYEE sweeps a DEAD RAT off the kitchen floor...

The manager, DOUG, barks orders at PIERRE, who is now working as bun boy, in charge of toasting hamburger buns.

He wears a mesh hat, and a tacky uniform.

DOUG:

We need three crusty bun specials pronto!  

PIERRE is falling off his pace.

DOUG

Move it!

PIERRE

Doug, I’m doing my best.

DOUG

Listen, Salinger, you may have been some big shot down there at the White House.  But here at Burger World, you’re just another run of the mill bun boy.  So, don’t be gimme that self-righteous “I’m doing my best” bullshit.  Cause outside, there are hungry people in that line, and they want to eat.

PIERRE pulls out a pan of buns that are burnt and oddly shaped.

DOUG

What the fuck do you call this?  

PIERRE (mumbling)

I’m sorry.  I just...

Just then, PIERRE sees JOE DIMAGIO and LEE HARVEY at the counter.

They wave and make fun of him.

LEE HARVEY

Hey, hamburger man, where you get that hat?

DIMAGIO

I thought you had to work the register to get one of those.

PIERRE ignores them, while DOUG’S mouth drops open.

DOUG

Am I going crazy or is that guy making fun of you?  Is he?  

LEE HARVEY continues his assault.

LEE HARVEY

Don’t sneeze in fries, hotdog head. 

CUT TO:

EXT. BURGER WORLD

PIERRE stands outside smoking a cigarette, looking at the BURGER MOBILE: a hamburger shaped van. 

CUT TO:

EXT. PIERRE’S APARTMENT

PIERRE is passed out on his couch, still in his Burger World uniform, surrounded by a sea of liquor bottles.

He’s also got a bunch of books on his coffee table, including When Bad Things Happen To Good People. 

Just then, there is a knock at the door.

When PIERRE finally answers it, the landlady ETHEL (80) yells at him.

PIERRE

Hello, Ethel.

LANDYLADY

Gimme my rent!

PIERRE (frantically trying to explain):

I don’t get paid till next week.  I swear—

LANDLADY

If you don’t pay up by Thursday, I’ll have you evicted so fast you won’t be able to tell your ass from your elbow.  I shit you not, you drunken fast food employee.

She slams the door, and PIERRE sits down dumbfounded.

He walks over to his table, and takes a swig of some Jack Daniels, and eats a French fry.

As he chews on his food, there is another knock at the door.

PIERRE answers it dreadfully...

But, to his surprise, SUSAN MINER appears.

They look at each other for a moment.

CUT TO:

INT. PIERRE’S APARTMENT—30 MINUTES LATER

PIERRE and SUSAN are talking on the couch, drinking beers.

SUSAN

You just got to take it one day at time.

PIERRE looks worst than we’ve ever seen.

PIERRE

How is he?  

SUSAN

I’m sure he knows that he was wrong.  And, when he comes back to his senses, he’ll be practically begging you to--

PIERRE (upset)

He’ll never speak to me ever again.  And how can I blame him.  Just when we were about to reach world peace...

SUSAN shakes her head.

PIERRE

That damn book.

SUSAN pulls out a copy of CUBA, THE EASIEST COMMUNIST COUNTRY TO INVADE BY FAR.

SUSAN

Stop blaming yourself.  Kennedy should’ve known better than to rely on malnourished guerillas.

SUSAN starts flipping through the pages. 

SUSAN

On page 345, third paragraph from the bottom, you clearly discuss the dangers of cheap tobacco and its effect upon a third world army.

PIERRE

You read my book?

SUSAN

All of it.

PIERRE looks at her, amazed at her comment.

SUSAN peers into the telescope, and sees the heavens; PIERRE stands next to her.

PIERRE

It’s beautiful, isn’t it?

SUSAN

Yes.  Yes, it is.

PIERRE feels the heat of the moment, and wants to get groovy with SUSAN, but she sees something strange in space.

SUSAN

What the hell is that?

PIERRE looks, and realizes it’s the SAME OBJECT he saw the night before.

PIERRE

Oh, God.  I saw it a few nights ago when I was drinking with Joe DiMagio...It’s getting closer.  

SUSAN

Let’s hope that Kruschev hasn’t been getting any ideas.

PIERRE

It almost looks like a...

PIERRE squints.

PIERRE

Like a giant hunk of cheese.

CUT TO:

EXT. ZOOBULON

A JANITOR SPACE-RAT cleans up the ashes of what was THE FREEDOM FIGHTERS.  

THE CAMERA PULLS BACK to REVEAL PRINCE HARDOWLIAN surveying the scene with NAG.

PRINCE

I think we set a pretty good example.

NAG

You need a secret service, your highness.  

PRINCE

Napoleon relied on only two things: fear and respect.

NAG

Well, maybe he had the first one.

The PRINCE is deeply offended.

PRINCE

What’s that supposed to mean?

NAG

The only reason tyrants have power is because people are afraid of them.

PRINCE

If you think I’m going to get lectured by my lowly servant...

NAG

Your highness, Napoleon died alone on a deserted island.  In the end, his followers abandoned him.    

The PRINCE smirks.

NAG

Let’s not rely on bloodshed to run our planet.

PRINCE

You know, the way you’re speaking to me, I could have you thrown in a dungeon right now.

NAG

I know.

There is a mutual respect between the two.  NAG knows the PRINCE well.

NAG

You’ve got to turn the news back on. 

CUT TO:

EXT. ZOOBULON    

The PRINCE walks the streets of ZOOBULON and sees a GROUP OF UNEMPLOYED NEWSCASTERS.  

One of them asks THE PRINCE for change.

NEWSCASTER

Can you spare some change?

The PRINCE keeps walking.

NEWSCASTER

Please.  I have a family to feed.

The PRINCE doesn’t stop.

NEWSCASTER (to himself)

I guess it’s time to sell the golf clubs.

The PRINCE suddenly turns around.

PRINCE

No.  Don’t sell your golf clubs.

The PRINCE digs into his pockets, plagued with guilty feelings.

CUT TO:

INT. BURGER WORLD

PIERRE is making buns, whistling.

PEOPLE are slaving in the background.

CUT TO:

EXT. BURGER WORLD

PIERRE sits outside, smoking a cigarette.

Suddenly, LEE HARVEY appears.

LEE HARVEY

Pierre.

PIERRE

Lee Harvey, good to see you.  How you doing?

LEE HARVEY

You seem better than when I see you last time.

PIERRE smiles.

PIERRE

Yeah, I think I’m in love.

LEE HARVEY

Good sex turn any frown into smile.

PIERRE

And, I think I saw a comet last night.

LEE HARVEY

Good sex also make you crazy.

PIERRE

No, Lee Harvey, I’m not pulling your chain.  Last night, I saw it clear as day.  

LEE HARVEY

Is it flying saucer?

PIERRE

I can’t tell to be honest.  But, it appears it might be coming our way. 

LEE HARVEY 

Ah, Little green Martian man coming to Earth.  I see this one in movie.

In the background, the BURGER MOBILE pulls into the parking lot.

PIERRE

So, where’s Joe?

LEE HARVEY

Got baseball game in Kansas City.

PIERRE

What happened with the wife?

LEE HARVEY

Ah, not good.

PIERRE

She moved in with Kennedy?

LEE HARVEY

No, she die.

PIERRE

Oh, God.  I’m sorry to hear that.

LEE HARVEY

Life go fast.  One second: here, next second: gone.

PIERRE makes sure no one can hear the conversation.

PIERRE 

You didn’t shoot her with your rifle, did you?

LEE HARVEY

No, of course no.  I only shoot fruit, remember.

PIERRE

Right, I forgot.

LEE HARVEY

But, Joe still mad.

LEE HARVEY looks around.

LEE HARVEY

He not good.  I think he might go crazy.

PIERRE gulps.

Suddenly, DOUG comes running out the door.

DOUG

Salinger, get in here!  Someone took a shit in the bathroom sink.

PIERRE gets up.

PIERRE

Well, Lee Harvey, looks like I’m needed back inside.

LEE HARVEY

Take good care, comrade.

They slap five, and PIERRE runs back into work.

CUT TO:

EXT. ZOOBULON

INT. THE PRINCE’S LEER

The Prince sits in his big chair.  A bottle of booze is conspicuously absent.

He scratches his head and starts to think.

NAG is over by the window.

PRINCE

They hate me, Nag.

NAG

I wouldn’t go that far.

PRINCE

Please, let’s be honest.  I haven’t done a damn thing right.

NAG

Your highness, your father is considered one of the greatest rulers in the history of rodent civilization.

A pause.

NAG

Inheriting the throne from him wasn’t a gift...it was a challenge.

The prince looks at his trusty servant.

PRINCE

So, what am I going to do?

NAG

I think you already know that.

CUT TO:

EXT. THE ROYAL SQUARE—LATER

The PRINCE delivers another state of the planet address.

The CROWD greets him with boos.

PRINCE

Hey, everybody, I’m just here to assure you that Operation Kill Kennedy...

The CROWD stops its assault; others yell “WE WANT PROOF”

PRINCE

Alright.  Scotty, are we ready?

More chanting.  The PRINCE smiles.

PRINCE

Okay.  Give it to them!

Suddenly, the LIGHTS in the CITY SQUARE go dark... 

There is SMOKE and CHEESY MUSIC...

From the ground, a giant TELEVISION SCREEN arises...

The CROWD gasps in awe.

PRINCE:

With humbled abode, my little minions, I give you RNN-the twenty-four hour Rat News Network.  You want information, you got it!

At that moment, the television screen turns on, and NEWSCASTERS are back at their job: reporting the news. 

The CROWD goes wild; ONE RAT yells “BEST PRINCE EVER!”

CUT TO:

EXT. OUTER SPACE

...WE CAN STILL HEAR THE CHEERING

The CRACKER JACK passes SATURN on its way towards EARTH.

CUT TO:

EXT. SPACE

TITLE CARD: “NOVEMBER 1963”

The CRACKER JACK now passes MARS, and the big letters “OPERATION KILL KENNEDY” seem more and more omnipotent.  

ANNOUNCER (VO)

After almost three years of travel, military troops from Planet Zoobulon are now less than two weeks away from reaching Earth.

CUT TO:

EXT. LEE HARVEY’S APARTMENT

The BOYS are sitting around playing poker and drinking liquor.

PIERRE

You know, Joe, you’ve led a really amazing life.

DIMAGIO

If only I could find a decent broad.

LEE HARVEY

Ah, President the one to blame for that.

PIERRE (to LEE HARVEY)

Lee Harvey, do you mind?

DIMAGIO

No, the boy’s got a right to call it how he sees it.  The truth is the truth, and we all know what Kennedy did.  

PIERRE

But, that doesn’t mean...

DIMAGIO starts laughing.

DIMAGIO

You think I want to whack him?

PIERRE (unsure)

No...

DIMAGIO

No, you do?  Don’t you?

PIERRE

Joe--

DIMAGIO:

You think I’d actually have the President of the United States killed?  Me, Joe DiMagio, baseball great and Yankees legend.

PIERRE

Well, I know how upset you got when your wife—

DIMAGIO

Listen, the past is the past, and I’ve got to face the fact: me and that worthless blond had hit the breaks long before Kennedy started giving her the time.

PIERRE finishes his drink.

DIMAGIO

Now, at the time, there was a little disrespect.  But, everything is good now.  In fact, I’m going down to visit him over Thanksgiving.  Teach his kid how to hit a fastball.

LEE HARVEY

I like turkey.

DIMAGIO (to PIERRE, ignoring LEE HARVEY):

They’re having this big parade in Dallas.  You should come. 

LEE HARVEY

I come too.

PIERRE (to DIMAGIO)

I don’t know.

LEE HARVEY (like a child):

I come!  I come!

DIMAGIO

Lee Harvey, give me a second here.

DIMAGIO leans over to PIERRE.

DIMAGIO

Pierre, I’m getting older each day.  I don’t got time for enemies.  Do you?

CLOSE UP on PIERRE.

CUT TO:

INT. PALACE (ON TV—CHEESY VIDEO)

The PRINCE is having a chat with his FATHER’S STATUE.

SAPPY MUSIC...

The PRINCE gets emotional.

PRINCE

Without its dignity, this planet might as well be destroyed by an asteroid.

The PRINCE gets up, puts on his robe, and proudly looks out at the city below him.

PULL BACK TO:

TV SCREEN—RNN NEWS

STU WILLARD reports from behind his news desk.

WILLARD

Yes, it seems when this planet was on the brink of revolution, one leader’s change of heart saved us all from civil war.  Tonight on the Rat News Network: a special presentation.  Prince Hardowlian, Behind The Monarchy.

CUT TO:

EXT. SPACE

The CRACKER BARREL passes MARS.

CUT TO:

INT. USED GOOD STORE—DAY

PIERRE and SUSAN walk down the aisles, as PIERRE searches for something.

PIERRE

Do you think I could use a new rug?

SUSAN

Do you want one?

PIERRE

I don’t know.  It’s hard to find the color I want.  Everyone claims florescent orange is a style that’s at least ten years away.

SUSAN is not at ease.  She bites her nails.

PIERRE

What’s wrong?

SUSAN

Nothing.

PIERRE

Please, I can see the sweat on your forehead from a mile away.

Susan gives in.

SUSAN

Pierre, I’m a mess.

PIERRE (sympathetically)

Susan.

SUSAN

I’m so scared.

PIERRE comforts her.

PIERRE

Come here.

They hug.

SUSAN

Pierre, what did you see in your telescope?

A pause.

SUSAN

Cause I have these nightmares.  A nuclear catastrophe.  Everyone dying.

PIERRE

Hold on.  You just stay put.

PIERRE goes to the counter and buys something.  SUSAN watches anxiously.

CUT TO:

EXT. CITY STREET--NIGHT

Outside, Thanksgiving is in the air.

SUSAN can’t fight the feelings of danger; PIERRE tries to calm her.  

SUSAN:

I can’t help the feeling that something is going on.  And, with the President’s trip to Dallas.

PIERRE

You relax.  Do what you have to do.  I’ll keep on eye on whatever is lurking in the great beyond.

SUSAN

Thank you, Pierre.

PIERRE

You’re welcome.

SUSAN looks at him smiles.  PIERRE does the same.

Then, there is a moment.

They share a passionate kiss. 

SUSAN

See you later.

PIERRE (blushing)

Take care. 

CUT TO:

TITLE CARD: “THURSDAY, NOVEMBER 22”

INT. PIERRE’S APARTMENT 

PIERRE tapes the MAGNIFYING GLASS to the front of his telescope with duck tape.

He peers in the lens.

PIERRE

Wow, talk about seeing things for the first time.

TELESCOPE’S POV: The Heavens are as clear as day, PIERRE can see the surface of Pluto, and the outline of every star.

PIERRE (VO)

On that night, I was the first man to discover a new Milky Way since Copernicus.

PIERRE admires more consolations.  

PIERRE (VO)

As Galileo said, “Space is infinite.  A realm where anything is possible...”

PIERRE is scanning the galaxy when...

PIERRE (VO)

...anything.

Suddenly, THE CRACKER BARREL comes into view.

PIERRE:

Good God!

PIERRE sees the giant ship, and gasps...

On the side, he reads the infamous letters: 

“OPERATION KILL KENNEDY”

With a little more focus, PIERRE gets his first view of A SPACERAT helming the ship.

PIERRE stands up in disbelief: it all comes back to him...

FLASHBACK TO:

EXT. CITY STREET

PIERRE watches a RAT eating cheese.

FLASHBACK TO:

INT. OFFICE 

PIEERE ignoring CLAUSE 123.

FREEZE ON words: “WHICH INCLUDES BETTER KEPT CHEESE FACTORIES”

FLASHBACK TO:

INT. APARTMENT

PIERRE notices the DEAD RATS on the floor. 

FLASHBACK TO:

INT. WHITE HOUSE

PIERRE (VO)

Suddenly, it all came back to me.

REPEATED CLOSE UP on PIERRE signing the FEDERAL DAIRY ACT.

CUT BACK TO PRESENT:

INT. APARTMENT

TELESCOPE POV: CLOSE UP on SPACERATS IN THE SHIP.

PIERRE (VO)

Susan was right.  My actions had effected somebody.  And, now the world faced an enemy so fierce and overwhelming not even the creators of the atomic bomb would’ve known what to do with them. 

FAST TRACKING SHOT ON PIERRE as he stands up.

PIERRE

Spacerats.

Immediately, he runs out the door,

He knocks over ETHEL (the landlord) as he flies down the hallway.

CUT TO:

EXT. STREETS OF WASHINGTON, DC

PIERRE walks down the street, his heart pumping. 

He eyes a prized Mercedes still running with its owner in a store.

He casually whistles and jumps in the driver’s seat. 

The car heads towards the White House.

CUT TO:

INT. THE OVAL PALACE/ZOOBULON

THE PRINCE, NAG, and ADVISORS are crowded around a table with a MAP of TEXAS.

NAG

The city is called Dallas.

PRINCE

I thought we were going to get to do this in Paris--

NAG

There is a parade they will be holding in honor of his visit.

PRINCE

And, that’s where you think we should strike?  I’m telling you, an attack over the Eiffel Tower would be a little more dramatic.

ADVISOR

Your highness, our troops can be in and out of there in less than seven seconds.

The PRINCE steps back, and looks at his trusted rats.

PRINCE

Well, good.  Cause that’s all the time we’re going to have.

CUT TO:

EXT. SPACE

The CRACKER BARREL slows down, and hides behind the MOON.

CUT TO:

EXT. WHITE HOUSE

INT. WHITE HOUSE

PIERRE flies in the front door; a stoned SECURITY GUARD is eating food.

PIERRE

Is the President here?

SECURITY

No, he went away for the weekend.  Do you want to leave a message?

PIERRE takes off.

SECURITY

Later, dude.

CUT TO:

EXT. RUNWAY

PIERRE’S CAR comes flying onto the runway; AIRFORCE ONE sits on the tar, awaiting take off.

EXT. AIR FORCE ONE

PIERRE runs up the staircase, and tries to open the door but it is locked...

He knocks anxiously.

After a moment, JOE DIMAGIO (wearing a cowboy hat) opens the door.

JOE DIMAGIO

I thought we were going to have to leave without you.

PIERRE

Is Susan here?

JOE DIMAGIO

She’s making herself comfortable.  Why don’t sit down and make yourself a drink?  The bar’s in the back. 

PIERRE walks past his bat swinging friend, and searches for SUSAN.

If things couldn’t get worst, LEE HARVEY (also sporting a cowboy hat) pops into view.

LEE HARVEY

What the fuck is up?!

PIERRE

Hey, Lee Harvey.

The giddy Hungarian hugs his friend.

DIMAGIO

What the hell is going on with you?

PIERRE

I got to talk to Susan.

DIMAGIO

You look like you’re on drugs.

PIERRE

Joe, I don’t have time to mess around.

DIMAGIO

How about I get you a glass of water?

A pause.

PIERRE

I think I’ve discovered something that’s going to change the course of history.

PIERRE walks to the back of the plane, where the PRESIDENT’S office is.

He opens the door and then shuts it.

The CAMERA remains on the door.  

PIERRE (VO)

It’s not every day that you have to tell the President that a pack of intergalactic rodents is coming to kill him.

Just then, the door bursts open...

AN ENTOURAGE of SECURITY GUARDS drags PIERRE out by his feet.

PIERRE (trying to warn them)

All of you.  YOU ARE IN GRAVE DANGER!!!  THEY’RE COMING!!!

SUSAN suddenly enters the room.

SUSAN

Pierre.  Oh my God!  It’s Kruschev, isn’t it?

PIERRE yells to her, but it’s too late.

SUSAN

Tell me.

EXT. AIR FORCE ONE

PIERRE hits the pavement hard.

An AGENT kicks him in the stomach.

INT. AIR FORCE ONE

SUSAN is frantically trying to get off the plane and see her friend.

SUSAN

I’ve got to talk to him.  I’ve got to!

AGENT

I’m sorry, Miss Miner.  I can’t let you do that.  He’s a raving lunatic.

SUSAN

But, you don’t understand!  

DIMAGIO:

Calm down, sweetheart.  I’ll help you through this.  

SUSAN

PIERRE!!!

SUSAN presses her face against the window.  She has to be restrained.  

EXT. AIR FORCE ONE

PIERRE chases the JET as it starts down the runway.

PIERRE

Get the military to Houston!  Call the Pentagon!  Alert the army!

The JET lifts off the ground, and ascends into the late fall night.

PIERRE slows to stop.  He stares reflections on the ground. 

PIERRE (to himself)

And somebody tell Susan I love her.

WE HEAR THE SOUND of CELL DOOR SLAMMING...

CUT TO:

INT. JAIL

PIERRE sits in a jail cell.

PIERRE (VO)

Soon after being thrown off Air Force One, I was arrested for car robbery.

PIERRE looks at the OFFICER drinking a cup of coffee.  

OFFICER

You want your phone call?

CUT TO:

INT. BURGER WORLD

It’s a busy night; DOUG snags the phone.

DOUG

Burger World.  Assistant Manager Doug speaking.

PIERRE

Hey, it’s me.

DOUG

Salinger, if you’re late one more time.

CUT TO:

INT. AIR FORCE ONE

JOE DIMAGIO comforts SUSAN; LEE HARVEY is holding a RIFLE CLEANING KIT in his hands.

SUSAN

It’s great that Pierre has found you guys.  Cause at the White House, I always think he felt an outsider.

DIMAGIO

We’re just good, wholesome people, Susan.

SUSAN

The poor guy.  And, I used to give him such a hard time.

DIMAGIO

Listen, sugar, they’re ain’t nothing you can do about that now. 

DIMAGIO plays with SUSAN’S hair.

DIMAGIO

And, maybe, when we get to Dallas, you and me can forget about feeling blue and go see a rodeo.

SUSAN immediately begins to cry.  Joe is not use to such rejection. 

CUT TO:

INT. JAIL

DOUG (still in uniform) holds a wad of money in his hands.  

DOUG

I’m his boss.

OFFICER

You want to bail him out?

DOUG

It’s his paycheck.

PIERRE smiles.

CUT TO:

EXT. JAIL

PIERRE and DOUG walk back to the BURGER MOBILE.

DOUG

This shit you pulled tonight.  I should suspend you.

PIERRE

Actually you’re going to fire me.

DOUG looks perplexed.

PIERRE

Cause I’m taking the Burger Mobile to Dallas.

DOUG

Have you lost it?  I mean, are you out of your mind?

PIERRE

No.  But, if I’m lucky, I may be able to save a very important life. 

CUT TO:

EXT. HIGHWAY

PIERRE drives the BURGER MOBILE towards DALLAS.  

PIERRE (VO)

So I dropped off my former assistant manager, and headed for the Lone Star State.  

CUT TO:

WE GET A MAP in which a RED LINE traces PIERRE’S progress.

PIERRE (VO)

I passed through the smoky mountains of West Virginia and the poverty stricken wastelands of rural Tennessee in less than 6 hours. 

WE GO STATE THROUGH each STATE.

PIERRE (VO)

At dawn, I stopped for a bowl of chili in Oklahoma.

PIERRE isn’t feeling too hot at the wheel.

PIERRE (VO)

And, as I was sped towards Dallas, my enemy was caught up in its own race against time.

CUT TO:

EXT. SPACE

The CRACKER BARREL is still hidden behind the MOON.  

CUT TO:

INT. ZOOBULON

PRINCE HARDOWLIAN paces his royal hall filled with thousands of ADVISORS.  

They smoke cigarettes, drink good Bourbon, and anxiously watch the progress of the Cracker Barrel.  

PRINCE

So, it’s hiding on the dark side of the moon?

ADVISOR #1

We’ve anticipated lunar illumination over much of Southeast Asia.

The PRINCE lights a fat cigar, and puffs it deeply. 

PRINCE

Well, when can we disperse the troops?

ADVISOR #1

As soon as there’s a third phase.

PRINCE

How long is that going to take?

ADVISOR #1

It depends on the magnetism and the current.

NAG appears, eating some crackers.

NAG

Your highness, patience is crucial.  

The PRINCE addresses his SENATE. 

PRINCE

Well, Nag, when group of lower class imbeciles tries to put a bullet through your fucking head, sometimes you get a little anxious.

The SENATE is silent.

PRINCE

I’m sorry, it’s just that...

Suddenly, there is COMMUNICATION from the CRACKER JACK.

CAPTAIN OF CRACKER JACK

Senate of Zoobulon, come in.  This is the Cracker Jack, over.

ADVISOR #1

Cracker Jack, this is the Senate.  What’s going over there?

CAPTAIN

Can’t see shit.  It’s like we’re in a room and someone turned off all the lights.

The PRINCE pops another ulcer. 

ADVISOR #1

That’s okay.  You guys just sit tight.

CAPTAIN

That’s the thing.  The boys are getting a little case of the cabin fever.  The want to go down to the moon and play on the craters.

ADVISOR #1

Well, you tell them, Captain, they can’t do that.  We’d love to give them some R and R, but to jeopardize a mission of this importance—

CAPTAIN

Okay, but the things is.  I don’t want to be the one to say this, but I’m worried about a mutiny.

PRINCE (in disbelief)

A mutiny?

CAPTAIN

Excuse me?

ADVISOR #1

Nothing, Captain.  Prince Hardowlian was simply voicing his concern for your safety.

The PRINCE lights a cigarette.

CAPTAIN

Your royal highness, is that you?

ADVISOR #1

Now, listen, we’ve got to let you go, captain.  We’ve got lots of work to do.  But, just know that we’re all very proud of you. 

CAPTAIN

But, what if the crew storm the cabin and lock me up? I don’t want the rest of my life on the moon.  Prince Hardowlian, you’ve got to--

PRINCE

Good to hear from you, ace.  Take care now.

CAPTAIN

But, you’ve got to help me.  Hello?  Please—

The ADVISOR hangs up the phone.  He’s clearly embarrassed. 

The PRINCE drops his head.  

NAG gets him a glass of some liquor.  

CUT TO:

EXT. HIGHWAY

TITLE CARD: “FRIDAY, NOVEMBER 23, 1963”

Morning has broken.  A Texas landscape comes to life.

As the sun rises across the fields of cattle and wheat, the BURGER MOBILE races towards Dallas.

INT. BURGER MOBILE

PIERRE has been in the car for a very long time, and has obviously not slept.  

As he shakes and shivers, WE NOTICE about seven empty coffee cups scattered about the vehicle.  

PIERRE is finishing another drink, struggling to keep himself awake.  

PIERRE

Wow-wee, I am wired.

PIERRE passes a sign for Dallas: 100 miles away.

PIERRE

There we go.

(beat)

I can make it.

(beat)

It’s not gonna be that bad.

(beat)

Just one more cup of this gas station juice and--

Suddenly, PIERRE is hit by an awful smell; he jolts back in his seat.  

PIERRE

Holy shit!

He has passes a field of cows.  

PIERRE

That’ll keep the old eyes open.

PIERRE frantically rolls down the window and takes the stink in.

CUT TO:

INT. AIR FORCE ONE

The PRESIDENT’S JET lands in Dallas.  

SUSAN gazes out the window; a bad feeling comes over her.

In the other corner of the cabin, LEE HARVEY and DIMAGIO are passed out with empty bottles by their side.

DIMAGIO gets up and moans.

DIMAGIO stumbles to the window.

SUSAN

We’re finally here.

DIMAGIO

To tell you the truth, I could’ve used another nightcap and about five more hours of sleep.

He barks down to his belabored partner in crime.

DIMAGIO

Lee Harvey, time to get up.

LEE HARVEY

No way.

DIMAGIO

Come on.  We got things to do.  People to see.

LEE HARVEY

Fuck, man.  I feel like shit.

DIMAGIO

So do I.  But, that doesn’t mean I’m going to sit around like a scared pussycat.

(beat)

Now, come on.  Put on your cowboy hat. 

LEE HARVEY puts his shirt on, and gets up painfully.

CUT TO:

REAL NEWS FOOTAGE of KENNEDY landing in Dallas with his wife on Friday, November 23, 1963.

CUT TO:

EXT. RUNWAY

DIMAGIO, LEE HARVEY, and SUSAN are walking through the crowd.  

DIMAGIO

I wonder what they’ll have for us to eat at the hotel.

LEE HARVEY

Oatmeal!

DIMAGIO

Maybe they’ll have a nice, little pool and we can go for a swim.

Joe looks at SUSAN.

DIMAGIO

What do you say, Susan?

SUSAN

Sure.

SUSAN anxiously looks for PIERRE.  The gang keeps walking.

But, PEOPLE spot the baseball star immediately.  

WE HEAR SCREAMING VOICES, “Holy shit!  That’s Joe DiMagio!,” “Hey, Joe!  Over here!”

DIMAGIO

Oh, Jesus.  Hide me.

The entourage approaches: a sea of adoring fans begging for a picture and an autograph.

SUSAN uses it as an opportunity to leave the group.  LEE HARVEY sees her.

LEE HARVEY

Susan, where you go?

SUSAN

Nowhere.  I’m going nowhere.

LEE HARVEY

You look for Pierre.

SUSAN

No.

LEE HARVEY

Please.  I not that dumb. 

LEE HARVEY stops.  He smiles.

LEE HARVEY

You go find him.

SUSAN nods.  

There’s nothing to hide anymore. 

She races onto the street without a second to lose.  

A TAXI comes her way, and she immediately flags it.  

CUT TO:

EXT. THE MOON

THE CRACKER BARREL remains in position, ready to strike our 43rd President. 

SPACE seems remarkably peaceful.  

CUT TO:

EXT. CITY SQUARE

GIANT LEGIONS of PEASANTS are watching the NEWS on a GIANT TV SCREEN.

They carry banners and resemble football fans.

CUT ONTO TV:

On the big day, it’s the one and only STU WILLARD.

PATRIOTIC MUSIC blasts in the background.

STU WILLARD

To quote the good bible itself, “And God has created all creatures equal, regardless of shape or form or the fact that some may be smaller and skeletally inferior.”

(beat)

There came a day when our ancestors somehow learned to build travelling spacecrafts that would bring them 30 million miles, across 7 milky-ways and 9 black-holes, across dead space and live space, and across a boundary previously thought to be unbreakable.

(beat)

And now we are in another day.  A day that brings different challenges and hardship.

(beat)

But when we rescue our allies on Earth, we are renewing our commitment to God and to liberty eternal for rats across all existence.

PULL BACK ONTO:

INT. THE ROYAL PALACE

The PRINCE sits with NAG watching the same program.

A big countdown signs reads, 

2 MINUTES.

PRINCE

You know, I’m suddenly starting to feel very bad about what we’re doing.

Nag looks at his superior.

PRINCE

Nag, he’s a leader too.

A pause.

PRINCE

But, I guess, if he’s not dead in ten minutes, we’re not going to go on.  Are we?

Nag shakes his head.

The prince stands and takes off his crown.

PRINCE

I can’t let that happen.

He throws off the rope.

PRINCE

But, I think I’ve done enough of this monarch thing to know...it’s not for me.

The prince gets up and hands his crown to Nag.

PRINCE

Here you go, buddy.  From now on, you run the show.

CUT TO:

EXT. STREETS OF DALLAS

The BURGER MOBILE crashes into a wall of TRAFFIC and MAYHEM that surrounds the arrival of John F. Kennedy.  

PIERRE (VO)

Two minutes.  That’s all I had.

A group of PARENTS and CHILDREN stare at the door of the BURGER MOBILE.  

The door falls off and smoke bellows into the air.  

Everyone is stunned.  

But, not as shocked when they see PIERRE.

He looks like he has spent time in an electronically generated shit storm.  

A BABY weeps and a MOTHER covers her child’s eyes. 

PIERRE scans for the president.  

He starts to run, moving through the congestion and drawing attention to himself.  

CUT TO:

INT. SUSAN’S TAXI

SUSAN is desperately searching for a sign of PIERRE.

When she spots what was once the BURGER MOBILE, she yells at the DRIVER.

SUSAN

Stop!  Stop here!

She gets out, and tosses her wallet his way.

SUSAN notices a group of SECURTIY around the mess.

SUSAN

Where is Pierre?

SECURITY #1

Who?

SUSAN

The man that was driving this vehicle.  His name is Pierre.

SECURITY #1 looks at SECURITY #2.  

SECURITY #1

Oh, shit.  Salinger’s in Dallas.

SECURITY #2

I’ll alert the Secret Service.

SUSAN can’t let this happen.

SUSAN

No, you can’t do that.

SECURITY #2

Mam, Pierre Salinger is a dangerous, dangerous man with one fucked up sense of imagination.

SUSAN

But, he’s the only one that can save us.

The guards laugh.  

SECURITY #2

Yeah.  He should be our leader.

SECURITY #1 (to SECURITY #2)

Wasn’t he rambling about outer space last night?

SECURITY #2

Yeah.  You know what he told President Kennedy?

SECURITY #1

I can only imagine.

SECURITY #2

He told him that a pack of rats from outer space were coming to kill him.

SECURITY #1

That’s a good one.

SUSAN’S mouth drops.  

She now knows the truth.

CUT TO:

EXT. CITY SQUARE—ZOOBULON

The CROWD is up in arms.

Excitement is in the air, and the PEASANTS await the freeing of their starving allies on Earth.  

They watch the CRACKER BARREL emerge from the MOON on the giant jumbotron.  

CUT TO:

EXT. MOON

THE CRACKER BARREL emerges and lingers over EARTH.

CUT TO:

INT. PALACE

The SENATE carefully monitors the mission.

CUT TO:

INT. HARDOWLIAN’S SECRET CHAMBER

The PRINCE has arrived at the final moment of truth.

CUT TO:

EXT. STREETS OF DALLAS

PIERRE flies towards the main boulevard.  

CUT TO:

NEWS FOOTAGE OF KENNEDY’S MOTORCADE

CUT TO:

EXT. STREETS OF DALLAS

PIERRE can see the CAR out of the corner of his eye. 

PIERRE (VO)

You can guzzle three whiskey sours in two minutes.

PIERRE dodges a PHOTOGRAPHER.  

PIERRE (VO)

You can convince a lonely enough woman to sleep with you in two minutes.

PIERRE jumps over a fire hydrant.  

PIERRE (VO)

You can even hit a dog with you car and bury the body in the woods in two minutes.

CUT TO:

NEWS FOOTAGE—CLOSE UP on KENNEDY.

PIERRE (VO)

But, you can’t save an American president.

CUT TO:

INT. HARDOWLIAN’S ROOM

NAG stands.

NAG

Launch.

MUSIC IN—“ROCKET” by HERBIE HANCOCK

CUT TO:

EXT. MOON

And, like that, the doors of the CRACKER BARREL burst open...

The small fighter pods emerge...

They are replicas of sports cars...

The RATS are wearing sunglasses and smoke cigarettes...

They shift into various gears and pick up speed, zooming towards the atmosphere.

CUT TO:

EXT. CITY SQUARE

Everyone is watching.

CUT TO:

EXT. STREETS OF DALLAS

PIERRE stops and sees SUSAN.

They meet eyes. 

MUSIC OUT

Everything is shifted into SLOW MOTION.

CUT TO:

EXT. CLOUDS

The RATS enter the clouds and soon disappear.  

CUT TO:

INT. HARDOWLIAN’S ROOM

CLOSE UP on the PRINCE.

CUT TO:

EXT. STREETS OF DALLAS

CLOSE UP on PIERRE as he watches in disbelief.  

CUT TO:

ABOUT ONE HUNDRED MINI-RATS ARE SUPERIMPOSED OVER THE ACTUAL FOOTAGE of JOHN F. KENNEDY’S ASSASSINATION.  

CUT TO:

EXT. STREETS OF DALLAS

PIERRE falls to the ground, and lies there.  

There is nothing he can do.  

It’s over.  

Kennedy is dead. 

CUT TO:

INT. WAREHOUSE/DALLAS

LEE HARVEY sits with his rifle, shooting at giant bowls of fruit above the mayhem.  

He doesn’t even notice a thing.  

JOE DIMAGIO is lining up the next target: a picture of Marilyn Monroe.  

DIMAGIO

Alright.  Let’s give this broad some heat.

LEE HARVEY

You got it.

But, just then, DIMAGIO hears POLICE coming up the stairs.  

DIMAGIO

Hey, we got to split.

DIMAGIO takes off.

LEE HARVEY remains there puzzled...

Until he is swarmed by an ENTOURAGE of POLICEMAN.  

PIERRE (VO)

And, so Lee Harvey was convicted for a murder he did not commit.  

CUT TO:

INT. JAIL CELL NIGHT

PIERRE (VO)

But, a dear friend would come to his rescue.

LEE HARVEY sits there in disbelief.

LEE HARVEY

I not kill President.  This is bullshit!

Suddenly, WE HEAR noise by the window.  

A guy in a black ski hat lowers himself on the ledge, and burns the bars with a blowtorch.

LEE HARVEY looks up.  It’s JOE DIMAGIO.

LEE HARVEY

Joe!

DIMAGIO

Grab your shit.  I’m getting you out of here.

LEE HARVEY

This kick ass!

DIMAGIO

Hey, keep it down.  You know what they would do to a celebrity like me in the pen?

LEE HARVEY grabs a small bag of stuff and latches onto his buddy.  

DIMAGIO

Alright, buddy, here we go.

And, like that, DIMAGIO and LEE HARVEY lower themselves out the window. 

CUT TO:

PIERRE (VO)

So who is the man that Jack Ruby killed you may ask? 

ACTUAL FOOTAGE of OSWALD being shot by JACK RUBY

PIERRE (VO)

A former lover that had double-crossed the wild Texas homosexual one too many times.

CUT TO:

EXT. ZOOBULON

The PRINCE rides through the CITY SQUARE waving at the ground.  

PIERRE (VO)

Back on Zoobulon, Prince Hardowlian had become a favorite with the peasants since the assassination of Kennedy.

CUT TO:

EXT. EARTH

STOCK FOOTAGE of RATS scouring the floors and pavement of CHEESE FACTORIES NATIONWIDE.  

PIERRE (VO)

Rats on Earth were flourishing.

CUT TO:

EXT. PARADE ON ZOOBULON

The PRINCE smiles at the crowd.

PIERRE (VO)

But, luckily, instead of being their leader.

CUT TO:

EXT. GOLF COURSE

The PRINCE nails a put and the crowd goes wild.

PRINCE (VO)

He was their new Michael Jordan.

The PRINCE turns around. 

We see the NUMBER 23 on the back of his golf shirt.

FLASHBACK TO:

EXT. DALLAS—THAT INFAMOUS DAY

Among the sadness and confusion, SUSAN and PIERRE walk towards each other.

No words to be said.  They hug, and they embrace.  

SUSAN cries.  PIERRE sheds a tear himself.

CUT TO:

EXT. TROPICAL ISLAND

PIERRE and SUSAN share a kiss on a beach somewhere on the PACIFIC.  

PIERRE (VO)

Susan Miner and I were married in the Pacific on New Year’s Day 1964.  We were two lovers drawn together by events so bizarre, only our naked bodies could speak the truth.

The CAMERA pans back over the ISLAND and over the HORIZON. 

PIERRE (VO)

We would never come home again.

CUT TO:

EXT. ARLINGTON CEMETERY

A peaceful day...

The SUN has risen over the Potomac.  

SHOT of the GRAVE of JOHN F. KENNEDY 

PIERRE (VO)

In the roaming hills of Virginia, a fearless leader lies at rest, his memory a testament to our nation.

SHOTS of KENNEDY speaking.

CUT BACK TO:

SHOT of GRAVE

PIERRE (VO)

He was a man of courage, a man for his generation.  

THE CAMERA TILTS towards THE SKY.  

PIERRE (VO)

And, though his life ended tragically, I find comfort  knowing that he died for a noble cause.    

SHOT of PLANET EARTH.

PIERRE (VO)

Because wherever your imagination may lead you.  Always know that truth is closer than you think.  

SHOTS of ALL OUR CHARACTERS.

PIERRE (VO)

And, for the rest of your days...that may be all you need to know.

WE GET FARTHER AND FARTHER AWAY...

Welcome to the great unknown.  THE END.

