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FADE | N
| NT. SPACE STATI ON PASSAGEVWAY - MARS ORBI T

The one hundred neter |ong passage is a translucent tube
wi th a suspended wal kway and a hatch on each end. The vacant
passage is dark and silent.

One hatch sw ngs open and sl anms agai nst the stops. The
lights for the first ten neter section illumnate.

An attractive bl onde worman, ELLEN ADAMS (30), sprints into
t he passage. She wears a red one-piece junpsuit and holds a
short punp-action weapon in her hands.

As she enters each section, the lights activate and the
previ ous section goes darKk.

She sprints to the mdpoint of the passage and stops.

Bent over, hands on her knees, she catches her breath and
gl ances whence she canme. Qther than the illum nated
m dpoi nt, the rest of the passage is dark.

Monents pass. Suddenly, the first section lights turn on. No
one is there.

The next section lights turn on and the first section goes
dark. Still, nothing is visible.

El | en gets down on one knee, punps the weapon, and ai ns.

ELLEN
Come on...just a little closer.

The next section lights, and then the next, until the unseen
entity is only one section away from El | en.

She pulls the trigger to release a four-part projectile that
opens to an electrified net.

The net soars through the passage with a shower of sparks.
It enters the lighted section, slows for just a nonent, then
drops to the deck enpty.

ELLEN
No!

Ellen turns to run but is stopped short in her tracks. The
entity throws her to the deck, face up, spread-eagle.

Unseen hands tear open her junpsuit and her body begins to
rock back and forth.



ELLEN (V. Q.)
Yeah, so, the Martian really puts
the screws to nme and then--

| NT. PSYCHI ATRI ST OFFI CE - DAY

Reclined on the couch is Ellen. She stares at the ceiling
wi th the back of one hand pressed agai nst her forehead |ike
a silver screen era drama queen.

ELLEN
--1 wake up.

Seated in a high-back | eather chair is DOCTOR HEAD(60). He
wears tortoi se shell glasses, has a gray goatee, and is
dressed in a corduroy sport coat with | eather el bow patches.

DOCTOR
| see, Mss Adans--

ELLEN
Pl ease, Doctor, call nme ElIlen.
DOCTOR
Yes, of course, Ellen... | think we
made a | ot of progress today. For
the next week, I'd like for you to

try repeating the mantra we
di scussed before going to bed.

ELLEN
Ego debilis et rabidus?

DOCTOR
Yes, that's it. Repeat the mantra
three tinmes while spinning in a
circle.

Ell en slides her | egs over the edge of the couch and sits up
wi th a pani cked expression.

ELLEN
And to help nme get to sleep?

DOCTOR
|"ve already called in your
prescription. It should be waiting
for you at the pharnmacy.

Rel i eved, Ellen giggles and shakes the Doctor's hand.

ELLEN
Thank you, Doctor Head. Thank you.



Ellen turns and wal ks to the door.

DOCTOR
Make sure you stop and see SUSAN at
reception to make your next
appoi nt ment .

ELLEN
| wll. Thanks agai n. Bye, now.

As soon as the door closes behind her, the Doctor goes and
sits behind his desk.

He opens the bottom drawer, retrieves a bobbl ehead doll and
sets it on his desk. He leans in close.

Cl ose-up on bobbl ehead: it's a custom nade doll of ElIen.

The Doctor lightly taps it on top of it's head. Hi s face
contorts with a snmug expression. He puts a hand to his
forehead and mmcs Ellen's voice.

DOCTOR
Pl ease, call ne Ellen

He sl ans an open pal mon the desk, stands and points at the
bobbl ehead. His rant is rem niscent of classic Lew s Bl ack.

DOCTOR
"1l call you crazy, you little
fruit cake!

He puts both hands to his head and tugs at his hair.

DOCTOR
And you can't interpret your own
sinmplistic dreanf You need to get
laid but you can't catch a nman
because you don't know what you
want !

He cal ms down, leans in close and gently taps the head.

He mmcs Ellen once nore. This tinme he pinches both of his
ni ppl es, giggles and bobbl es his own head.

DOCTOR
And to help ne sleep?

He sl ans both pal nms on the desk and puts his face so cl ose
to the doll that spittle flecks it when he yells.



DOCTOR
Horse pills, you feebl e-m nded
twit!

Al enmotion fades fromthe Doctor's face. He sits down,
reaches across the desk and buzzes the i ntercom

DOCTOR
Susan? Has ny three o' cl ock
arrived?

SUSAN (O S.)

Yes, Mster King is in waiting.

DOCTOR
Ah, yes. David King. Just give ne a
nmonment before you send himin.

SUSAN (O S.)
Yes, Doctor.
He picks up the Ellen doll, spins in his chair to face the
wal |, and slides open a cabinet under the bookshel ves.

The cabi net contains rows of custom bobbl ehead dolls. He
pl aces Ellen on the shelf and scans the dolls until he sees
t he one he's been | ooking for.

DOCTOR
Ahl Well, if it isn't Mster King!

He sets the doll on his desk and gently taps the bobbl ehead.
He frowns and traces a finger dowmn his face |ike a tear.

DOCTOR
My not her never showed ne any | ove,
boo- hoo!

The Doctor stands, grabs his crotch and sneers at the doll.

DOCTOR
You're a little pussy Mama's boy!
' mgoing to prescribe you two
tosses and a thunmb in the ass!

Al'l enotion and expression fades. He puts the doll in the
drawer and buzzes the intercom

DOCTOR
Susan? You may send in Mster King.

FADE TO BLACK
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