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FADE | N:

EXT. OUTER SPACE

A stunni ng picturesque tabl eau of SPACE. Bl anketed by A VAST
SEA OF STARS shimrering like a billion tiny dianmonds in the
cosnos. NEBULA PURPLE LI GHTS streak through this
mast er pi ece, adding a serene and very beautiful touch.

FADE- UP MAIN TI TLE: ON THE JOB

Suddenly -- A TINY STAR, SHI NI NG VERY BRI GHTLY, appears in
the far distance and slowly approaches. G owing in size and
shape. Moving swiftly towards us now as it grows bigger..

Is it a shooting star? A conet? Wll, whatever-it-is, "the
star" continues grow ng nuch bigger. The outline becom ng
much nore clear --

- to
.G S.C.C insignia (Interstellar Galactic Space C ean-Up

- reveal it’s actually A LARGE CARGO SPACECRAFT. Wth an
I :
Crew) on the side of its hull. Entering the atnosphere of --

EXT. ALI EN PLANETO D JUNKYARD - SPACE - M DDAY - CONTI NUOUS

-- a planetoid junkyard facility. Used by the .G S.C.C. as
a dunpi ng ground that disintegrates, and/or re-purposes,
scrap netal junk fromall across the gal axy.

PULL BACK with the approaching I.G S.C. C. Cargo Spacecraft,
as the NEBULA LI GHTS are al so reveal ed to be nothing nore

t han ODI QUS EXHAUST STEAM BI LLOWN NG FROM VENTS AMONGST

PI LES and MOUNTAI NS UPON MOUNTAINS OF H GH TECH JUNK. Far as
t he eye can see:

Br oken spaceshi ps; once-advanced- now sever el y- danaged

hi gh-tech interstellar conputers; alien toilet stalls; as
wel |l as other immbile and hal f-nutil ated androi ds. (Perhaps
a few secret fun caneo Easter eggs of a dismantled Robot
from"Lost In Space", C3PO from"Star Wars", and the
Wal ki ng Tripods from"War of the Wbrlds" etc., hiding
beneat h mounds of trash).

It’s a very interesting, odd alien dunping ground indeed.
THE CARGO SPACECRAFT

t hen hovers cautiously above A TOAERI NG MOUNTAI N OF JUNK
Fromits underbelly, MECHANI CAL CARGO BAY DOCRS slide w de

open -- and VOM TS out SCRAP METAL that crashes and adds
onto the ever increasing pilel
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CONTI NUED: 2.

Feeling relieved, the mechanical bay doors HI SS tightly
shut. And the Cargo Spacecraft banks away. Leaves the
pl anetoid junkyard, clinbing its way back into the high
reaches of space..

CUT TGO
EXT. A H G4 TECH WORKSTATI ON FAC LITY - PLANETO D JUNKYARD -

M DDAY

Nest| ed anmong nounds of scrapheap. A large satellite dish
transmtter/receiver is attached to the roof area. Including
TWO BLI NKI NG RED HOVER LI GHT- MARKERS t hat fl oat on opposite
sides of the facility (aka NO FLY ZONE!).

QUTSI DE THE DOORWAY OF THE WORKSTATI ON,

A SHADOW noves across the dusty ground -- then A PATHETIC,
HARD- FACE ROBOTI C SUPERVI SOR W TH A BENT ANTENNA

(X4-J9) appears. He steps outside and stonps through the
junkyard of twi sted scrap netal. Its |large yell ow eyes

i nspecting the area before him

Wth a high-tech notepad in hand, X4-J9 sw pes through a
check-1ist, making sure everything in the junkyard checks
out all right and in its rightful place. Wich proves to be
not too difficult.

Then | ooks up ahead to spot --
A VERY LARGE PI ECE OF JUNK

Actually, it’s a huge broken-off piece of a once-splendid
spacecraft, such as a side-panel or a cockpit. Now sinply a
derelict piece of junk.

It’'s very tall, extrenely heavy and sprawl ed out flat on the
dusty ground. Definitely out of place. Blocking a pathway
that cuts through the junkyard. In a strange way, al nost

i ke roadkill.

X4-J9 wal ks cl oser to the Large Piece of Junk. Shakes his
head poorly, sorrowfully.

When X4-J9 speaks, it is a series of low, guttura
el ectroni ¢ buzzi ng sounds.

X4-J39
(subtitled)
What a waste... And such
craftsmanshi p, too...
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CONTI NUED: 3.

THEN: X4-J9' s head abruptly SPINS in the opposite direction
(backwards instead of forward). H's 2nd, unbroken antenna
emts an irritated BEEPI NG CALL toward the Whrkstation --

SFX: CAR TI RES BURNI NG AGAI NST PAVEMENT

-- where a zippy little MECHANI C DRO D ( R2- D2- neet s- Mar s
Rover) BLASTS OUT FROM THE WORKSTATI ON, RACI NG AT BREAK- NECK
SPEED THROUGH THE JUNKYARD. Then BRAAAKES! right next to his
master’s side, a la obedient little |ap dog.

Using his hands (and, clearly, trying to claimsonme kind of
superiority) X4-J9 points at the Large Piece of Junk.
Enphatically illustrates the Mechanic Droid s task:

X4-J9
(subtitled)
You. Pick up this awful -1 ooking
hunk of junk to workstation. NOW

The Mechanic Droid blurts a hunble-if-not-sem -insulting
reply. Weels itself over then grabs hold onto the Large
Pi ece of Junk.

However, The Mechanic Droid has a helluva tine as he
struggles to inch... inch... inch... inch... inch... inch...
itiinnch it all the way back toward the Wrkstation!

X4-J9 sl aps his forehead, becom ng quickly inpatient -- and
shoves the usel ess Mechanic Droid out of the way! He' Il do
the job hinself.
X4-J9
(subtitled)

Watch. And take note.

After a lot of effort, |like a shaky elderly man, X4-J9
weakly yet steadily LIFTS and STRAI GHTENS UP t he Large Pi ece
of Junk up on its side. Renenber: |IT S VERY TALL AND
EXTREMELY HEAVY

Very delicately, X4-J9 grabs for a better handhol d around
one section. Trying desperately not to | ose his own footing
and bal ance, with SKI TTERI NG ROCKS BENEATH HI S FEET - -

-- and then BLA-BOOOOM !!I'!'l The extrenely heavy Large Piece
of Junk now pins a FLAILING X4-J9 to the ground after
falling conpletely on top of him!

Hel pl ess and stuck, X4-J9 SCREAMS and POUNDS a BALLED FI ST
REPEATEDLY agai nst the Large Piece of Junk. Desperately
Struggles and wiggles to be free!! But no use cone fromhis
efforts!!
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CONTI NUED: 4.

The Mechanic Droid sinply stands off to the side.
And quietly SNICKERS with gl ee at the spectacle.

X4-J9 SHOOTS A DEADLY GLARE AT HM H' S BALLED FI ST

COM CALLY STILL POUNDS AVWAY REPEATEDLY W TH AN UNSTOPPABLE
-- YET CLEARLY UN- PHASED FURY -- AGAI NST THE LARGE PI ECE OF
JUNK!!

X4-J39
(angry; subtitled)
Quit your snickering you @ ! %&
dang nabbit, and help nme up!!!!

FI NALLY, the Mechanic Droid sinply shrugs: "All right".
Inches a little closer. Further sizing up the situation
before him

THE MECHANIC S P.O V. -- Athermal infrared i nage read-out
scan of X4-J9' S body. Trapped very hel pl essly under the
Large Piece of Junk. His balled fist still pounds away!

SFX: A MECHANI CAL VH RRI NG SOUND
The Mechani ¢ Droi d suddenly produces A WELDI NG BLOMORCH
Then A SMALL, Cl RCULAR BUZZI NG CHAI NSAW

Then A SURG CAL- TYPE LASER BEAM which crazily shoots out
all across the junkyard, destroying things randomy.

zz-Z- ZAP! ZAP! ZUR- ZAP!

A LASER BOLT al nost hits X4-J9 by nere inches, who SCREANS
-- scaring the circuits out of him

X4-39
(al arnmed; subtitled)
STOP, BUCKET HEAD!'! YOU RE MAKI NG
| T WORSE! !

The Mechanic Droid then slunps his shoulders: "I give
up. "

SFX: AN ELECTRI CAL, MAGENTI C PULSE CHARGE

Suddenly SMALL ELECTRI CAL ENERGY CURRENTS begin flow ng |ike
wat er eddi es up-and-down The Mechanic Droid s arns. Rubs his
cl awed hands together: "This mght be tricky."

Then, MAGENTI CALLY, The Mechanic Droid ATTACHES H S CLAVWED

HANDS ont o THE HEAVY LARGE PI ECE OF JUNK. Nudges it a few
times --
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CONTI NUED: 5.

Then, with an ear-splitting SCRUUUUUUUUUUUD, he
dr aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaags the Large Piece of Junk off a very
hum i ated, very defeated and very beaten-down X4-J9!

X4-J9 rises to his feet, brushes away caked dirt fromhis
body that quickly forminto tiny dust clouds. A Ilaneg,
pitiful attenpt to reclaimback a little dignity.

He wat ches the Mechanic Droid wheel and drag the Large Piece
of Junk away toward the Whrkstation. BEEPI NG a si ng-song
t une.

Sadly, X4-J9 SHAKES H' S HEAD and GROANS at the sight of the
Mechani ¢ Droi d.

X4-J9
(subtitled)
| need a new j ob.

And X4-J9 slowy follows behind the Mechanic Droid s trail,
who conti nues BEEPI NG a si ng-song tune. Conpletely unaware
of X4-J9 s humliation.

Suddenly -- X4-J9 loses his balance after he steps on A
SMALL PILE OF RUSTED NUTS AND BOLTS BENEATH HI' S TI NY ROBOTI C
FEET. Then accidentally SLIPS, CRASHES ( FACE- PLANTS) BACK
ONTO THE DUSTY GROUND. Moans very painfully....

Away from X4-J9, WE FOLLOW A SINGLE RUSTED BOLT AS I T
SLOOOOOALY ROLLS G NGERLY AVWAY FROM X4-J9 -- | N COLLI SI ON
TOMRD THE TALLEST MOUNTAIN OF TRASH!

| T EVER- SO- SMOOTHLY AND EVER- SO- BARELY TOUCHES A Pl ECE OF
MACHI NERY WEDGED IN THE PILE. ... ...

SUDDENLY, A LOW RUMBLE. |IT BU LDS RATHER QUI CKLY. AND LI KE
AN ENCRMOUS RAG NG WATERFALL, A THUNDEROUS AVALANCHE OF
TRASH JUNK RUSHES STRAI GHT DOMAN AT X4-J9....

As X4-J9 rises to stand-up again, he turns around and | ooks
up -- H'S HORRI FI ED EYES BUG OUT | N SURPRI SE AND ALARM

THEN THE TREMENDOUS WAVE OF TRASH COVPLETELY DEVOURS H M'!
LEAVI NG X4-J9 BURI ED AND TRAPPED. ... RI GHT UNDERNEATH THE
ENORMOUS MOUNTAI'N OF JUNK! !

CUT 1O

EXT. H G4 TECH WORKSTATION FACILITY - MOVENTS LATER -
CONTI NUQUS

After the Aval anche and cl oud of dust has settl ed.
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The Mechanic Droid then sticks his head outside the doorway.
Where did X4-J9 go...?

Per pl exed, he rolls through the junkyard, retracing his
steps and searching/scanning the entire area..

THEN: The sounds of MJFFLED, ELECTRONI C SCREAMS.

Hrmmmpf . .. Hhmrmpf .

The Mechanic Droid’ s sensory perk up. Searches the junkyard.
Then hears the strange, |ow nuffled sounds again. Just |ike

el ectronic screans... Hmmmmmpf. Hhmmmmpf .
HVIVMMVVVMMIVIVMMIVPFE.

Then, the Mechanic Droid wheels closer towards --
THE ENORMOUS MOUNTAI N OF JUNK

Confused. Curious. The Mechanic Droid doesn’t renenber this
being here... And the source of the nmuffled screans appear
to cone from underneat h? What the hell...?

THE MECHANIC S P.O V. -- Another thermal infrared inage
read- out scan through the junkpile... However, we find the
outline of X4-J9 -- literally flat as a pancake -- trapped
under neat h t he nount ai n!

The muffl ed, electronic screans from X4-J9 conti nue:
HVMVWVIWMVWVVWWPE.  HVMVIVIVIVVIVIVIVVVIVPE

Resi gned, The Mechanic Droid slunps his shoul ders. Then
sinply shrugs: "Oh well..." And begins to patiently work at
t he task at hand.

PULL BACK AWAY FROM THE MECHANI C DRO D, into a panoramic
view, as the robot becones a tiny speck in the junkyard.
Rermovi ng, sorting through all sorts of scrap netal fromthe
entire nountain... Piece by piece by piece... BEEPING his
wor knen, sing-song tune all the while... Taking his

preci ous, sweet tine.

By this rate, X4-J9 will undoubtedly be stuck for a week!

Suddenly, AN |.G S. C.C. CARGO SPACECRAFT appears in the sky
fromspace -- flying fast towards the direction of X4-J9' s
mount ai n. Have they cone to the rescue?

Nope. The Spacecraft sinply OPENS | TS UNDERBELLY and VOM TS
OUT ANOTHER LCAD OF SCRAP METAL on top of the towering
nmount ai n of junk! Then banks away, clinbing back high into
space. .
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THEN AN ARMADA OF EVEN MORE | .G S. C. C. CARGO SPACECRAFTS
appear in the sky! Flying directly towards the nountains of
trash -- bulls-eying a spot at X4-J9 s nount ai n!

The pathetic, suffering MOANS of X4-J9 are now barely
audi bl e... Defeated. Yet again.

| RIS QUT.
- THE END -



