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The Heavens expl ode in an expl odey manner, with great,
massi ve, testosterone-fuel ed expl osions.

Fromthe flying debris, a flamng (nmeaning that it’s on FIRE
as opposed to just gay) manly, fucking-cool bad-ass title
rockets forth:

“THE ADVENTURES OF HEATHER! : PART 14"!
(These credits al so explode in a way-cool manner.)

W settle into our story...

I NT. ENEMY FORTRESS - NI GHT

Qur Hero, INTREPID WOVAN (whose civilian identity is the not-
qui te-m | d- mannered Heat her Corinna, reporter for the Daily
Pl anet and Femi ni st Savant) sneaks up to the threshold of the
FORTRESS OF M SOGYNY, the headquarters of her evil arch-
eneny, DOCTOR ‘ WOVEN- ARE TO BE- FEARED- AND- REVI LED- SO LET’ S-
THROWS- ROCKS- AT- THEM .

Guarding the eneny gate are two of the Doctor’s Robotic
Guards: THE ROBO REDNECKS. They carry robo-shotguns and wear
robo- bal | -caps which feature Anerican Flags and read “Try
burning this one, Asshole”.

Intrepid Woman hides in the nearby, strangely-well-manicured
bushes, clad in her standard-issue superhero uniform rainbow
col ored mask, denimoveralls, rocket boots, a utility belt
with scores of pockets, and the ubiquitous Wfe-Beater.

A plastic button with her “Intrepid Wman” Enblemis

di spl ayed proudly on the front of her overalls. Next toit, a
button which reads "WWN. S. D?” (”"What Wuld N na Sinone
Do?”) is also displayed proudly.

She hol ds a Technol ogi cal Device O Sone Kind to her lips,
waiting for the Robo-Rednecks to engage in casua
conversation with each other.

ROBO- REDNECK #1
Y all see ‘dat NASCAR | ast night?

ROBO- REDNECK #2
(robotically noddi ng)
NASCAR good.

Intrepid Grl nakes her nove. She whispers into the
Technol ogi cal Device of Sone Kind:

| NTREPI D VWOVAN
“No NASCAR Good! BEER good!”



Her voice, filtered through the device, is anplified and re-
shaped to sound identical to that of a Robo- Redneck.

Robo- Redneck #1 turns to face Robo- Redneck #2.

ROBO- REDNECK #1
What you MEAN, No NASCAR Good, only
Beer CGood?!?

ROBO- REDNECK #2
What? Ui .. Me say not hing! M
i ke Beer AND NASCAR!

ROBO- REDNECK #1
FAG I'!'!

The two Robo- Rednecks attack each other, blind with Robo-
Bl ood- Lust .

Intrepid Woman uses this opportunity to sneak up the voice-
activated keypad which opens the main gate. The Keypad enits
a cheery, conputer-y greeting.

VO CE- ACTI VATED KEYPAD
‘Wl conme to Fortress M sogyny. If
you are here for the Playboy Bunny
Bur| esque Show, Pl ease Press
“ONE”.’

Intrepid Wonman poi ses herself over the keypad, waiting for
t he next pronpt. The Robo- Rednecks continue to struggl e,
engagi ng in a heated bout of G eco-Ronman Westling.

VO CE- ACTI VATED KEYPAD ( CONT' D)
“If you are here to enjoy a thick,
juicy steak scrubbed agai nst the
buttocks of cel ebrated porn star
Jenna Janeson, please press “TWD'.’

Intrepid Woman gri maces at the thought, but remains
steadfast, patiently waiting for the next pronpt.

Behi nd her, the Robo-Rednecks suddenly halt their westling
and peer into each other’s eyes, as if truly seeing each
other for the first tine...

VO CE- ACTI VATED KEYPAD ( CONT' D)
“If you are here to nount a
crushing assault upon Fortress
M sogyny, toppling the Social and
Political Machine and ushering in a
new era of equality and tasty soy
f oods, Pl ease Press “THREE'.



Intrepid Woman presses “THREE’. The keypad changes to a
glowing red color, and emts the next comand. ..

VO CE- ACTI VATED KEYPAD ( CONT' D)
‘Fortress M sogyny Password,
Pl ease. ..’

| NTREPI D VWOVAN
“WHERE' S MY DAWN DI NNER?”

A green light bathes the keypad, and the inposing gateway
parts doors - ushering Intrepid Wman forward. Wth a
satisfied smrk, she quickly breaches the eneny fortress.

The heavy iron doors close thensel ves behind her, as the Robo-
Rednecks deliriously engage in youthful experinentation.

I NT. ENEMY FORTRESS CORRI DOR - LATER

Intrepid Woman sneaks shiftily along a wi nding corridor
towards her goal: The Fortress M sogyny Control Room She
proceeds qui ckly onward.

| NTREPI D WOVAN
Now to make ny way towards the
eneny control room where | can
di sabl e the infanous DOOVSDAY
DEVI CE ny arch-eneny, “Doctor Wnen-
Ar e- To- Be- Fear ed- And- Revi | ed- So-
Let’ s- Throw Rocks- At - Theni, is
runored to be devel oping..

Suddenly, Intrepid Wman stops dead in her tracks.

| NTREPI D WOMAN ( CONT’ D)
Actually, | should probably just
refer to himas “Doctor M sogyny”
going forth, for the sake of
brevity (brevity being one of ny
core strengths). The sinple act of
verbal i zing a noni ker of such
| ength woul d surely waste val uabl e
time in al nost any extensive action
sequence, and probably require an

editor. Yes, fromnowon it’ll just
be “Doctor M sogyny”. Now, where
was |? Ah! That’s right, | was

Saving the World...

Intrepid Woman advances towards her goal, but again stops
dead in her tracks.



| NTREPI D WOVAN ( CONT’ D)
VWHOA! By Paglia’ s Beard! What the
hel | was | just saying? Was | just
talking to nmyself in an inane, faux-
extraneous manner ?

Qur Hero pauses to think.

| NTREPI D WOVAN ( CONT’ D)
Yes! Yes, | was! As if to give a
non- exi stent audi ence sone ki nd of
exposition as to ny plans or
personal val ue system | nust
qui ckly ook for traps...

She | ooks upward, towards vents in the ceiling, seeing a
strangel y-col ored gas being expelled fromthe vents. She

qui ckly draws fromher utility belt her trusty phall o-
tricorder, which pul ses, vibrates, pleasures her slightly and
gl ows red.

| NTREPI D WOMAN ( CONT’ D)
PO SONOUS CLI CHE GAS! Must ..
Reach ...end of corridor... before
it'’s...too..late. ..

Struggling to regain her senses, Intrepid Woman falls to the
floor, |osing consciousness.

| NTREPI D WOMAN ( CONT’ D)
(becom ng delirious from
t he gas)
...love the barefoot...
pretty...muddy...grass and flowers
and... grassy nature things of
nature...

Her head hits the floor with a Thud.
CUT TO BLACK

BLACKNESS EVERYWHERE. . .

DREAM SEQUENCE

Steve Perry belts out “Any Way You Want It” on stage at the
Bryant Lake Bow while Gomt plays drunms behind himand does
t hat eyebrow thing. A happier, sinpler tine...



END DREAM SEQUENCE

I NT. THE CONTRCOL ROOM - LATER

Intrepid Woman sl oW y opens her eyes and blinks agai nst the

bright lights of the control room She attenpts to rubs her

eyes, but finds that her hands are bound behind her by thick
sl abs of raw bacon

Bound to her chair, she | ooks up to see Doctor ‘Wnen-Are-To-
Be- Fear ed- And- Revi | ed- So- Let ' s- Thr ow- Rocks- At - Them paci ng
mani acally in front of her. He is surrounded by a dozen Robo-
Redneck guar ds.

THE DOCTOR
So! Intrepid Wman! It seens we
nmeet agai n!

| NTREPI D WOVAN
(struggling against the
bacon slices)
I"msure it’s nore your pleasure
t han m ne, Doctor M sogyny..

THE DOCTOR
Doct or M sogyny? Hey, why didn’t
you use ny full nanme?

| NTREPI D WOVAN
Brevity.

THE DOCTOR
Oh. Yeah, that’'s a good idea. You
really need to get an editor
because you tend to -

| NTREPI D WOVAN
Get on with it, you noron. Now t hat
you’ ve captured nme, what do you
intend to do?

THE DOCTOR
Muah hah ha, gl ad you asked! |
intend to use ny GREATEST WEAPON to
create a SUPER- PATRI ARCHY that w ||
RULE THE WORLD! !'!

The Doctor shakes his fists at the sky. Lightning strikes and
peal s of thunder echo throughout the chanber.



| NTREPI D WOVAN
The worl d’ s ALREADY rul ed by

Patri archy.

THE DOCTOR
Oh. Yes, well... NONWE LL RULE IT
EVEN MORE!!'I'!

ROBO- REDNECK GUARDS
(i n unison)
Fuckin® -Al'll

The Doctor shakes his fists at the sky. Again, |ightning
strikes and peals of thunder echo throughout the chanber.
Intrepid Woman rolls her eyes and turns toward the audi ence.

| NTREPI D WOVAN
Okay, no nore Ms. Nice Dyke... |
t hi nk some of that CLICHE GAS is
still in the air; Now | just need
to coax this blowhard into the
ubi qui tous Super-Villain speech,
whi ch should buy ne the tinme | need
to break free of this thing..

THE DOCTOR
Who are you talking to?

| NTREPI D WOVAN
(cleverly enacting her
plan...)
Oh, | was just benpaning ny fate,
captured by such a big, strong man.
What ever shall 1 do?

THE DOCTOR
You'll trenmble in your rocket
boots, that’s what! Hah ha!
Shaki ng fist, Lightning, Thunder, blah blah bl ah.

ROBO- REDNECK GUARDS
(i n unison)

Fuckin Alll

| NTREPI D WOVAN
Tell ne, oh Doctor... Now that | am
hel pless to stop it, what is your
brilliant plan?

THE DOCTOR
It’s utter genius, | tell you!

( MORE)



THE DOCTOR( cont ' d)

The cul m nation of ny entire career
in Evil Terrorismand Bachelor’s
Degree in Human Resources! | give
you. . THE PROPAGANDA MACHI NE!!!

The doctor grabs a curtain behind himand rips it off the
wal |, revealing his contraption: A large platformwth an
array of mcrophones and video caneras pointing towards the
center. The recording devices are all connected by bl ue,
glowing wires to a huge satellite dish. The dish points
towards a cavernous opening in the ceiling.

THE DOCTOR (CONT’ D)
Wth this satellite, | can transmt
nmy nmessage of hatred, corruption
and religious intol erance across
t he gl obe! Soon, wonen all over the
world will be... nmaking nme a
sandwi ch!

Noddi ng gravely and feigning interest, Intrepid Wnan nmanages
to free her thunb and forefinger fromtheir cruelty-ridden-
but - del i ci ous bacon’y binds, digging into one of her many
pockets for sonething to use to free herself.

She further stalls for tine:

| NTREPI D WOVAN
VWhat ki nd of sandw ch?

THE DOCTOR
Hah ha ha, does it matter? Al
societal, cultural and industria
concerns ON A GLOBAL LEVEL wil |
take a back seat to ALL wonen of
the civilized world suddenly
dr oppi ng what they’' re doing and

MAKI NG ME A SANDWCH | 1ike
sandwi ches! Plus I’'Il outl aw
aborti on!

More |ightning and thunder and Fuckin® A's.

Meanwhil e, Intrepid Woman finds what she’s | ooking for: her
secret stash of *“Eggsnog” Flavor Lip Bal mfrom LUSH
(ww. | ush. com - for your best choice in handnade cosnetics)

Intrepid Woman turns again to address the audience.

| NTREPI D WOVAN
This special crime-fighting lip
balmw Il eat through nmy bonds in a
matter of nonents!



THE DOCTOR
WHAT did you say?

| NTREPI D WOVAN
| was just rending ny garnents in
fear. And hey, you’ ve got an
interesting plan, but |I’ve got a
guestion: Wat the Fuck? | nean,
how stupid do you think wonen, or
for that matter, PEOPLE are? No
one’s going to make you a stupid
sandwi ch just because you get on a
big satellite dish and TELL t hem
to...

THE DOCTOR
Hrmm .. Perhaps you' re right,
“Intrepid STUPI D Woman”! But thanks
tony Infinite Genius, | took that
into account and invented the
DOQOVSDAY DEVI CE!

Intrepid Woman’ s eyes wi den as the Doctor pulls fromhis belt
a small, green spray bottle.

Li ght ni ng, Thunder, Fuckin’ A's and Tabasco Sauce expl ode
over head.

| NTREPI D WOVAN
(secretly using the lip

bal mto di ssolve her

greasy, fatty nmanacl es)
Wait a m nute! The infanmous
DOOVBDAY DEVI CE, that which |’ ve
risked my life to capture, is just
a bottle of breath spray?

THE DOCTOR
Not just any breath spray! Look!

The doctor shows the | abel on the bottle to her. |t reads:
“I'nstant Irish Accent”. She |ooks at it quizzically.

THE DOCTOR ( CONT’ D)
Thi s device gives any who spray it
into their nmouth, an accurately
perfect | R SH ACCENT

| NTREPI D WOVAN
(finally realizing the
dept hs of the Doctor’s
di abol i cal plan)
( MORE)



| NTREPI D WOMAN( cont ' d)

O course! No One can resist a
charmng Irish Accent!

THE DOCTOR
Darn Tootin’! If | get on that
satellite and just demand a
sandwi ch, I'Il get |aughed out of
the M sogyni st Super-Villains
League!

The Doctor pulls a giant switch on the wall. A loud creak is
heard as the platformrises fromthe floor. The machi nery
snaps into place. As the satellite charges itself, the words
“ PROPAGANDA ONLI NE” bl ink upon a | arge screen

THE DOCTOR (CONT’ D)
But, if | get on there and say,
“Faith n’ Begorrah! Ye best be
mekin® nme a fookin' sandw ch!”,
"1l be up to ny neck in pastram -
and-rye by m d- nor ni ng!

Intrepid Woman slips | oose of her hickory-snoked restraining
devi ces, and readies herself to strike.

| NTREPI D WOVAN
Sounds |i ke you ve got it al
figured out. But before you rule
the world, you' d better tie your
shoel aces first.

THE DOCTOR
(1 ooki ng down)
But, |I’m not WEARI NG any-

Intrepid Woman springs upon the Doctor. The Robo- Rednecks try
to intercede, but Intrepid Wonman noves too qui ckly. She and
t he Doctor engage in fierce battle.

| NTREPI D WOVAN
(dodging intermttent
shot gun bl asts fromthe
Robo- Rednecks)
This is for the ALl -G rl Arny!

THE DOCTOR
Oh yeah? Well, Fem ni sm encour ages
wonren to | eave their husbands,
practice witchcraft, becone
| esbi ans, and destroy capitalism

The Doctor tries to beat her away with a rusty, penis-shaped
crowbar, but she quickly uses her kick-boxing skills to
disarmhim He scowl s at her.



10.

| NTREPI D WOVAN
Peopl e call nme a Fem ni st whenever
| differentiate nyself froma
doormat - Bitch!

She gives hima mghty thunp to the stomach, knocking the
DOOVSDAY DEVI CE out of his hand. He withes in pain on the
floor, as she retrieves the Irish Breath Spray.

| NTREPI D WOMAN ( CONT’ D)
You're lucky I’ma Buddist, or |'d
REALLY cl obber you

THE DOCTOR
(gasping for breath)
| surrender, Intrepid Wman! You
are clearly the superior conbatant!
Stand Down, My M ni ons!

The Robo- Rednecks instantly drop their shotguns. Just as
qui ckly, they each pull fromtheir ball-caps dusty copies of
Jane Eyre and begin thoughtfully reading.

THE DOCTOR (CONT’ D)
(def eat ed)
I will now disable the satellite,
before it can be used again.

| NTREPI D WOVAN
Wait, you’'re changing your m nd
just because | beat you up? Not
because you could be logically
per suaded through a free exchange
of ideas? That's ridicul ous!

THE DOCTOR
Uh... NASCAR good.

| NTREPI D VWOVAN

Shit, never mind... I'Il just flip
this switch and shut down the whol e
apparatus. ..

Suddenly, a stream of bourbon from above bl asts both the
switch and the Doctor. The Doctor dissolves into a giant,
fizzling puddle.

THE DOCTOR
Maker’s Mark! My persona
Kryptonite! Arrrgh...!
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As the doctor fades into a bubbling pool of patriarchal
vom t, electrical sparks shoot fromthe switch and nega-
conmputer. The screen reads, “PROPAGANDA VERY, VERY ONLI NE
NOW .

The Robo- Rednecks snap to attention, grab their shotguns and
bl ast their copies of Jane Eyre into oblivion.

ROBO- REDNECK #8
Bronte Sisters Ugly! Fat!

Intrepid Woman runs her fingers across a splash of bourbon on
the wall, to confirmthe brand. She tastes it.

| NTREPI D WOVAN
Shit! Goddamm t, Mark! You prom sed
you woul dn’t get in the way!

A bal d, costuned figure drops fromthe ceiling just as the
Robo- Rednecks begin to surround Intrepid Wman.

ROBO- REDNECK #10
Look! It’s CAPTAIN M STER PRI CE!

The figure, clad in red spandex, blue cape and his patented
Bour bon- Super - Soaker, executes a perfect three-point |anding
on Robo- Redneck #10’ s head.

A shower of sparks fly as Mster Price blasts the robot with
sweet, delicious Maker’s Mark.

CAPTAIN M STER PRI CE
Never fear, Helpless Female! |’'m
here to Save the Day!!!

| NTREPI D WOVAN
You idiot! I'd already defeated the
villains and was about to disable
t he devi ce when you shorted out the
system Now we’re surrounded!

CAPTAIN M STER PRI CE
But it’s okay, Heather! |I'm
Handsone! And the Handsone al ways
energe victorious!

Suddenly, Mster Price is knocked in the head from behi nd by
a Robo- Redneck. He staggers for a second, and then grabs a
secondary weapon fromhis belt - a 22-ounce can of Budwei ser

CAPTAI N M STER PRI CE
Fet ch!
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He throws the can down the corridor. Two Robo- Rednecks run
after it, shouting something about Toby Keith. But ten of the
robots still surround our dynam ¢ duo.

M ster Price turns back to Intrepid Wman, eyes wide with
alarm

CAPTAIN M STER PRI CE
Hey, Wiat the FUCK! These Robots
are trying to HURT ne!

| NTREPI D WOVAN
(rolling eyes)
Yes, you dunb-ass! That’'s what
robots do!

CAPTAIN M STER PRI CE
Vll, howd the hell did | let you
talk me into this? This is fucking
st upi d!

Intrepid Woman | ets out a sigh of disgust and turns again to
t he audi ence.

| NTREPI D WOVAN
You see what | put up with?

Meanwhil e, Mster Price faces the robots in hopes of a
reprieve.

CAPTAIN M STER PRI CE

Hey you guys gotta let ne live! |I'm
a Wite Male, Age 25-34! Privileged
class, here! Look, 1'Il prove it!

| NTREPI D WOVAN
(still facing audience)
...drinks night and day, wouldn’t
know personal accountability if it
bit himon the ass, makes nme fix
EVERYTHI NG. . .

CAPTAIN M STER PRI CE
(still facing robots)
... how ‘bout those C ncinnati Reds!
Yes, | hope they win the Wrld
Series. How ‘bout those Chicago
Bears? Yes, | hope they win the
Wrld Series...
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| NTREPI D WOVAN
...wears wonen’'s underwear when no
one’ s | ooking, masturbates to Ally
McBeal . .

CAPTAIN M STER PRI CE
...sure do like ‘dem|ap dances!
YeeHaw, Partner! Fuck Yeah!

ROBO- REDNECK #7
Fuck Yeah!

ROBO- REDNECK #3
Fuck Yeah!

Fed up, Intrepid Grl spins fromthe audience, over to M ster
Price.

| NTREPI D WOVAN
Alright, Mster! If you re not up
for this | evel of processing,
that’s fine. You go off to your
privileged little corner of the
room and cower, while | handle this
nmess!

CAPTAIN M STER PRI CE
Psst! Hey! Don’t worry sweetie,
it’s all part of ny plan. Look,
|"ve got ‘emdistracted...

ROBO- REDNECKS
(various confused
conversation fromthe
r obot s)
Bl ah bl ah | ap dances, blah bl ah
super bowl, blah blah Viagra...

| NTREPI D WOVAN
So what? They' Il snap out of it in
seconds, and then we're vastly
out nunbered. | may not CGET to bai
your sorry ass out of the fire this
time. ..

CAPTAIN M STER PRI CE
Don’t worry Hot Stuff, this won't
be a replay of that “Famli al
Mani acs of South Bend” epi sode.
TH S tine, |’ve got back-up..

M ster Price press a button on his watch radi o and barks a
command into it:
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CAPTAIN M STER PRI CE ( CONT' D)
SOFI Al DEPLOY!!'I 1]

From hi gh above, SOFI A: ADVENTURE PUG zoons in on a rocket
pack. She wears a vintage Wrld War Two hel net and a pair of
flight goggles. She does a quick somersault before | anding
gracefully in front of the group

Everyone | ooks to Sofia with surprise.

| NTREPI D WOVAN
Sof i al

ROBO- REDNECK #7
Doggy Funny. Kill Doggy!

| NTREPI D WOVAN
Do it and die, buster!

ROBO- REDNECK #3
Yeah! Kill Doggy!

ROBO- REDNECK #8
Kill Doggy! Kill Doggy and Fem ni st
and Fag Man!

CAPTAI N M STER PRI CE
You know what to do, Sofi al

Sofia nods and pulls out a whistle and two | andi ng sticks.

Bl owi ng on the whistle, she calls in reinforcenents: a huge
army of pugs riding large, flying buckets held al oft by giant
hot - ai r bal | oons.

Sofia uses the landing sticks to guide the pug arny into dive
and attack formation. Wth another blow of the whistle, the
pugs form two-dog bazooka teans, aimng the bazookas at the
center of the group. The | oading pugs tap the firing pugs on
the hel nets, signalling ‘go’ for |aunch...

CAPTAIN M STER PRI CE
FI RE!I']

A machi ne-gun-1like array of cherry tomatoes burst forth,
catching the robots in the eyes and chest. They are knocked
back fromthe force of the bl ows.

| NTREPI D WOVAN
WhooHooo! o, puppies, go!

CAPTAIN M STER PRI CE
We aren’t keeping any of them by
t he way.
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WIlting under the barrage of wet, sticky tomatoes, the Robo-
Rednecks short-circuit and col |l apse under the destructive
force of vegetable-powered little dogs.

ROBO- REDNECKS
(i n unison)
Yee Hawwwwwwwwww ghhh. . .l

They fall to the floor and shatter into thousands of pieces.

Intrepid Woman and M ster Price celebrate. Sofia signals the
pug arny to nove out, as their little bazookas are out of
juicy, delicious amb. The pugs give Sofia a solemn sal ute.
She returns it, solemly.

| NTREPI D WOVAN
That was brilliant! Way to go,

Puppy!

Sofia takes a silent bow.

CAPTAIN M STER PRI CE
(smugly satisfied)
I think SOVEONE is owed a bit of
apol ogy, here.

| NTREPI D WOVAN
And who woul d that be?

M ster Price wal ks over to the row of conputers.

CAPTAIN M STER PRI CE
Me, of course. For saving the day.
Wuld it kill you to admt for once
that you' re 100% percent w ong?

| NTREPI D WOVAN
Hah! Look Buddy, you can’t expect a
song and dance nunber just because
you pul |l ed your own wei ght for
ONCE.

CAPTAIN M STER PRI CE
Hah indeed! | can tell you're
secretly thinking “My Hero”..

M ster Price |eans casually against a wall full of buttons.
Suddenly, the buttons against himflare up in a dazzling
burst of blue light, beeping |oudly.

CAPTAIN M STER PRI CE ( CONT' D)
Holy Shit! What did | do?
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| NTREPI D WOVAN
Argh! How many tines have | told
you to stay away from conputers?

The noi ses grow | ouder and lights grow brighter.

CAPTAIN M STER PRI CE
What’ s happeni ng! ?!

| NTREPI D WOVAN
...and advanced weaponry? And cars?
And t hings nade out of netal or
pl astic or shiny things?

CAPTAIN M STER PRI CE
I"’msorry, alright? Wat the fuck
is going on?!?

An i mrense portcullis begins to lift, twenty feet beyond the
PROPAGANDA MACHI NE. Intrepid Wiman instantly gasps with
shock.

| NTREPI D WOVAN
You fool - you ve rel eased the MEGA-
DESTRUCTO REPUBLI CAN- BOT! ! !

CAPTAIN M STER PRI CE

THE WHAT?
Wth a deep growl, a horrific el ephant-shaped beast of a
robot, standing twenty feet tall, begins to lunber forth step
by step.

| NTREPI D WOVAN
The REPUBLI CAN-BOT hates all form
of freedomin thought or deed. It
seeks to limt a woman’s
reproductive choices... BY NUKI NG
NEW YORK!

CAPTAI N M STER PRI CE
G eat Scott!

Advanci ng forward, the Republican-Bot |ets out a thunderous
threat. .

MVEGA- DESTRUCTO- REPUBLI CAN- BOT
MUST DESTROY: WOMEN, TERRORI STS,
AND KATRI NA VI CTI Ms. . !
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CAPTAI N M STER PRI CE
VWl l, Thank God |’ m none of THOSE

peop-

| NTREPI D WOVAN
If you finish that sentence, | wll
physically humliate you.

CAPTAIN M STER PRI CE
kay, okay. Sofia and | may just
have one plan left...

| NTREPI D WOVAN
Better make it a good one.

CAPTAIN M STER PRI CE
SOFI Al PLAN B!

Sofia gives a quick thunmbs-up sign and bl ows on her whistle
twice in succession.

A whooshi ng noi se is heard skyward. From above, a calico cat
descends rapidly on a rai nbow col ored parachute. It’s “Sofia:
Adventure Pug”’s best friend and sidekick, SOFIA S FRI END!

SOFIA'S FRIEND is foll owed by the second contingent of the
Pug Arny, all descendi ng on parachutes.

| NTREPI D WWOVAN
Hey alright! 1t's Floral

CAPTAI N M STER PRI CE
Who?

Heat her lets out a sigh and shakes her head.

| NTREPI D WOVAN
Fi ne, whatever. What’'s next? W
have to stop the REPUBLI CAN- BOT
fromescaping the fortress, or
Arerica will be dooned to a dark
age not felt since the Pol k
Adm ni stration.

CAPTAI N M STER PRI CE
Then it’s now or never...

Mster Price sticks two fingers in his nouth and lets out a
| oud, high-pitched whistle, even though he can’'t actually do
that in real life.
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CAPTAIN M STER PRI CE ( CONT’ D)
Sofial! Sofia's Friend! Position ‘C
NOW !'!

The Intrepid Pug and Calico signal to their conpanions. As

t hey descend to within 50 feet, we see that they are wearing
m niature catapults. The sound of many taut drawstraps are
heard tightening as the catapults draw back, ready to fire..

| NTREPI D WOVAN
More tomat oes?

CAPTAI N M STER PRI CE
Better than that. FIRE!I'!I!!

The sound of dozens upon dozens of catapults rel easing echoes
t hr oughout the chanber, followed by the whizzing-by of their
imposing mssiles: cute, fluffy little kittens scream ng
towards the giant, nenacing target.

| NTREPI D WOVAN
(absol utely shocked at the

si ght)
?

In machi ne-gun-1ike fashion, kitten upon kitten pounds
agai nst the hard netallic beast, bouncing off its hull and
| eaving a growi ng nunber of little red splotches all over it.

| NTREPI D VWOVAN
JESUS CHRI ST!

CAPTAIN M STER PRI CE
It’s working! Look!

The giant robot starts to stagger in place, knocked back by
t he conti nuous barrage of kittens. It is alnost conpletely
coated in red sline.

| NTREPI D WOVAN
That’ s fucked! That’'s fucked up!
VWHAT THE FUCK IS WRONG W TH YQOU! !

Mark and Sofia both | ook at Heather, perplexed.

| NTREPI D WOVAN ( CONT’ D)
You' re sick! You re fucking sick
W' re THROUGH, you freakish
sadi stic bastard!

CAPTAI N M STER PRI CE
But . ..
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| NTREPI D WOVAN
NO [’ve had it! You with your
thick, juicy steaks and your
por nogr aphy and your “Mark Grls”!
Do you how much STREET CRED |’ ve
| ost because of you?

CAPTAIN M STER PRI CE
et me explain...

| NTREPI D WOVAN
And anot her thing: “MARK G RLS"?!?
There’s a termfor “Mark Grls”
it’s called “Dykes”, and |’ ve
fucked nore of themthan you ever
will, you pathetic piece of shit!

CAPTAIN M STER PRI CE
.if 1 could just...

| NTREPI D WOVAN
| swear - this plane lands, |I'm
turning right back around, |I’'m
goi ng back to fucking M nneapolis.
Have a doubl e fucking Patron and
pile of girls the size of -

A loud CRASH interrupts the argunent, as the MEGA- DESTRUCTO
REPUBLI CAN- BOT col | apses to the ground, short-circuiting from
the gallons of dark red gel coating it.

CAPTAIN M STER PRI CE
LI STEN' It’s okay! It’s not bl ood!

| NTREPI D WOVAN
VWhat ?

Scattered around the room the hundreds of fluffy little
kittens open their fluffy little eyes and giggle.

CAPTAIN M STER PRI CE
It’s just Raspberry Jelly! Sofia
and | coated themw th it. The
sugars short out the conputer
systens. ..

One | ast explosion of sparks shoots fromthe giant Robot,
until it finally stops noving. The fluffy little kittens
cuddl e with each other and lick off bits of sweet, delicious
jelly from behind each other’s fluffy little ears.

| NTREPI D VWOVAN
Oh.
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CAPTAIN M STER PRI CE
Yeah, | found that out the hard way
when | bl ew up the house by eating
t oast.

| NTREPI D WOVAN
My Technol ogi cal |y Retarded Hero.

The kittens continue to giggle and purr.

CAPTAIN M STER PRI CE
W' re not keeping any of them by
t he way.

| NTREPI D WOVAN
Yeah, yeah

The two survey the damage of the deci mated eneny
headquarters. Sofia and Sofia s Friend begin the task of

cl eaning up and securing the area. Heather and Mark approach
t he PROPAGANDA MACHI NE. Despite the carnage, the | arge screen
still reads “PROPAGANDA VERY, VERY ONLI NE NOW

CAPTAIN M STER PRI CE
So this is your mssion. Wiat do we
do now?

| NTREPI D WOVAN
Vell, the intent was to shut this
whol e thi ng down, so Doct or
M sogyny couldn’t use it to
hypnoti ze all nations to his
di abol i cal ends.

CAPTAIN M STER PRI CE
We still have lots of raspberry

jelly.

| NTREPI D WOVAN
Yeah, but | have a better idea. |'m
here to save the world, after
all...

She pulls the DOOVSDAY DEVI CE from her pocket.
CAPTAIN M STER PRI CE
What is that, sonme kind of breath
spray?

Heat her sprays himright in the throat with it.
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CAPTAIN M STER PRI CE ( CONT’ D)
Acck! COUGH COUGH Now why woul d
ye be sprayin’ that shite in ne
face?

Mark’ s eyes wi den at the strange accent suddenly com ng from
hi s nout h.

| NTREPI D WOVAN
Rel ax.

She sprays her own nmouth. Fresh and clean as a whistle.

| NTREPI D WOMAN ( CONT’ D)
N one can be resistin’ the Irish
accent. Now let’s get down to a
shaggin’ .

Heat her | eads Mark to the giant platform flipping several
switches. The platformis awash in swirling, green light. A
conmputer-y voi ce announces itself fromthe | oud speakers:

COMPUTER
PROPAGANDA MACHI NE ACTI VATED AND
TRANSM TTI NG. . .

A sweeping radio signal transmts the i mage of Heather and
Mar k, bare-ass naked, having Super-Heroic Sex on the
platform Sofia |ooks up at them perpl exed.

Al'l over the world, storefront televisions, radio prograns
and internet streans instantly switch over to the sight of
our heroes having the best sex of their lives.

Wth the whole world watching, the dynam c duo el evates their
| ove-making to a brilliant art formas the Power of the Irish
inmprints their passion onto the collective consciousness.

The passion is contagious - across the gl obe, violent
conflicts are instantly forgotten as mllions of opposites
are drawn together in passionate enbrace:

Jews nake | ove to Pal estinians. Sunnis nake | ove to Shiites.
Decent Human Bei ngs nake | ove to White People.

A new era of universal peace and harnony is ushered forth.
Heat her and Mark’s heroismhas truly saved the world - with a
little help fromthose Drunken Fucking M cks.
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I NT. ROBYN HI TCHCOCK' S LI VI NG ROOM LONDON - DAY

Robyn Hi tchcock, internationally-beloved cult nusician, tunes
his guitar in his nodest living room

His television, formerly playing the Manchester United match,
has switched to the image of two young and rat her beauti ful
peopl e in superhero costunes, engaged in young and rather
beauti ful coitus. Captivated, he studies the inmage very
careful ly.

ROBYN
Hym Those two ki ds seem
famliar..

Robyn sips his brandy (his fourth of the norning) and watches
a bit nore. Then, he finishes tuning his guitar - newy
refreshed with creative inspiration. He smles.

ROBYN ( CONT’ D)
Vell, then. I'lIl just have to wite
a song about this.

And so he does.

THE END
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