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1 EXT., CITY STREET, NIGHT

FADE IN ON a busy metropolitan area in the midst of a Fourth of July
celebration. Fireworks explode over the crowded streets, to the
delight of observers.

ANGLE ON DARIO DARE, who is not in the mood. He pounds through the
crowd, intent on his business.

Just up the street, HARRY THE SPAZ appears. A slick slimemeister in
a Hawaiian shirt, Harry is the quintessential weasel. When he spots
Dario Dare bearing down on him, he freaks out and runs across the
street.

Dario picks up the pace and corners Harry against a brick wall.

HARRY
Ohohoho! Helllllp!

DARIO
Harry! Quit acting like a two year
old.

HARRY
But you're scaring me Dario, Dick
head!

DARIO

This is serious. I'm going to lose
my job if you don’t come through
this time. If 'm out of a job,
you're out of a job.

HARRY
Some job.. | was making more money
when | was pimping your old lady.
Okay look, | got some stories for
ya, but | tell ya, they’re all
connected. Okay get this.
Terminator Pope plans to nuke the
Vatican. Eighteen year old’s brain
transplanted in 81 year old’s body,
Quote “l want to get to heaven
faster.” Uhhh “Elvis Caught in Bed
With Satan.” Meat gone Bad... Weird
boy loves bath tub of pudding.

DARIO
Harry, these stories have already
been done...

HARRY

But they’re all connected!
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DARIO
(desperate)
Forget it. I'll get a story myself.

Dario storms off.

HARRY
Dario Dare. You go to Hell!

And we cut to the TITLES.
DARIO DARE: GO TO HELL

The title sequence is a ridiculous retro affair that recalls the best
‘60’s James Bond flicks. Dario seems a bit more goofy, here, wearing
an obnoxious jacket and doing slomotion Kung Fu...

2 EXT., NIGHT CLUB, NIGHT

Behind some hip urban night spot, a few die hard fans wait for their
idol. Suddenly, a figure appears in the doorway, flanked by two BIG
SECURITY GUARDS. The fans go wild.

FAN 1
Catalina Powers!

FAN 2
Yeah, Cat! Whoo!

ANGLE ON CATALINA POWERS, a tall blond woman dressed in black, who
radiates confidence and charisma. She waves back to her followers.

CATALINA
Hi, everybody!

FAN 3
We love you!

CATALINA

Thanks, sweetheart!

FAN 4
Don't go!

SHE GETS INTO A WAITING LIMOUSINE. THE SECURITY GUARDS HOLD BACK THE
FANS.

3 INT., LIMOUSINE, NIGHT

CAT settles into her limo as it slithers through the city. A guy in
the front seat leans back. He is TEDDY DAMAGE, her Manager.

CONTINUED



CONTINUED

DAMAGE
Great show, Cat. You were
beautiful.

CAT
The acoustics were textbook
terrible.

DAMAGE
Hey, does Teddy Damage do you wrong,
baby? | don't think so. It's an
old building, take it up with the
contractors. By the way, some guy
left a message for you, it's on the
VCR back there. Said it was urgent.

CAT flicks a button on the TV and starts to pour herself a drink. On
the SCREEN, through intermittent static, A MAN appears. He is
dressed in a Roman Catholic Cardinal's outfit. He is CARDINAL X.

CARDINAL X
Agent Powers. An urgent plea goes
out to you on this darkest of days.

CAT
Cardinal X...

From her face, we can tell that this is serious.

CARDINAL X
That which | pass on to you now is
of the utmost secrecy -- | can trust
no one in this matter, and | would
suggest that you follow my example.
Within even the highest ranks in the
Vatican, treachery runs deep... To
the matter at hand. Something is
wrong with his Eminence. He is not
himself. Itis as if someone had
replaced the Pope with such an exact
replica, that only his closest
associates would recognize the
change.
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CARDINAL X (CONT.)
If my suspicions are true, then the
real Pope is being held captive by
dark forces. | can speak no more of
this terrible turn, save for my
single clue: there has been a rise
in the number of calls to the Arch
Diocese in Sheboygan, Wisconsin, in
the USA. This impostor has been in
almost constant communication with
them ever since he arrived. You
must go there, and bring an end to
this travesty.

CAT
Sheboygan.
DAMAGE nods.
DAMAGE
Where they make the sausages.
4 OMITTED
5 EXT., STREET, DAY

We get another title card: "SHEBOYGAN WISCONSIN USA"
6 INT., APARTMENT, DAY
DARIO is getting beat up by his girlfriend.

GIRL
You're a bum, now get outta my
apartment!
DARIO
Hey, what, hold on --
GIRL
Fuck you Eugene
DARIO
Don't call me Eugene.
GIRL

You don't do shit around here, when
are you gonna make some money and
start paying me for rent, you

asshole?

DARIO
Work's been slow.
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GIRL
You're _slow, you lazy wanker.

SHE KUNG FU fights him -- he seems capable of defending himself, but
he doesn't. He's too busy talking back to her. SHE gets a bunch of
real nasty hits in on him.

DARIO
HEY Art said I'd be getting the next
good story, he promised, OW!, and
that | ARGGHH!

GIRL
Shut up, wimp.

MORE PUNCHES. DARIO starts backing up towards the door.

DARIO
Just one more week, Alli, pleeeez?

GIRL
Fuck you, Eugene! Go to HELL!

7 EXT., APT., DAY

He falls backwards out the door, hits his head on the sidewalk

outside with a yelp. HE starts to sit up and is pelted by an

incredible amount of personal belongings: Record albums, photographs
and newspaper headlines in frames, clothes, videotapes, a suitcase, a
sleeping bag, a box of CAP'N CRUNCH cereal, etc. MANY MORE than one
person could conceivably throw, actually, A FLURRY OF POSSESSIONS.

He gets up to talk to his girlfriend, but gets a door in the face
instead. HE looks down at his last remaining possessions with a sigh.

8 EXT., ALLEY, DAY

HE puts most of his stuff into a garbage can, maybe to pick up at a
later date. He manages to stuff a great deal of his possessions into
A groovy '50's suitcase. We see an Elvis photo, a statue of the

Virgin Mary, a crucifix, hammer and spikes and other strange
memorabilia. He throws the suitcase unceremoniously onto a garage
roof, taking the sleeping bag and the box of Cap'n Crunch with him.

9 EXT., STREET, DAY

DARIO DARE walks sullenly down the street, his sleeping bag over his
back. His hand fishes around the bottom of the Cap'n Crunch box,
popping handfuls of the stuff. He finds the prize inside, something
made of blue plastic, and he pockets it for safekeeping.

A little kid starts following him, and DARIO gives him the box of
Captain Crunch.
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KID
Hey, where's the prize?

DARIO
Don't look a gift horse in the
mouth, kid.

KID
Yeah, well screw you, ya big
cocksucker.

DARIO spins around, picks up the kid with one hand. The kid starts
kicking and shouting, but DARIO spots a nearby dumpster, raises the
lid and tosses the kid in.

10 EXT., OFFICE, DAY

THE SIGN on the wall reads "THE NATIONAL EXPLAINER, over 50 million
billion copies in worldwide circulation!" DARIO walks into frame,
hoists his sleeping bag, and goes inside.

11 INT., EXPLAINER OFFICE, DAY

The newsroom at the National Explainer is a flurry of activity.

Dario spreads out his sleeping bag between desks and starts to doze
off. ART CANNON, Dario’s boss approaches. He’s an enormous black
man in his mid-fourties, and is working the last inch of a cigar butt
around his mouth.

ART CANNON
...And make sure Devecki knows we
mean business! We're dealing with a
readership of -- DARE, WHAT ARE YOU
DOING??

DARIO
Restin’.

ART CANNON
You can'’t do that here, it's bad for
business you lousy screw!

Dario rolls over, grunting.
ART CANNON
Dare, | want you in my office in
FIVE MINUTES!!

DARIO
Gee, Art, | didn’t think you cared.
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INT., ART CANNON’S OFFICE, DAY

A gold nameplate on the desk reads “ART CANNON.” Art picks up a
little brass howitzer nearby and uses it to light a new cigar. As he
sets it down, Dario picks it up, eager to avoid eye contact with the
BIG MAN.

ART CANNON
Awright Dare, I'm gonna cut to the
shit. What the hell is wrong with
you?

DARIO
Gotta lot of personal problems.

He loses control of the cigarette lighter and sets a portion of the
desk on fire. He tries slapping it out, but can't put it out. He
gets up and stomps on it with one foot.

ART CANNON
You got that right. Take a look at
these covers. Pretty good stuff,
right?

He flashes a few EXPLAINER covers, they have all got a “reality”
motif. Celebrity gossip, primarily.

ART CANNON
Huh? Nice and safe. Little Michael
Jackson, little celebrity dirt, not
too outrageous, and if we're feeling
particularly fiesty, maybe we’ll do
an Elvis story. Did you write any
of these?

DARIO
No.

ART CANNON
Now look at these, and see if you
spot a recurring motif.

He shows a series of cover stories too outrageous to be believed.
“Pope Pius XIll is a Spaceman,” “Mister Roger’s Face found on Mars.”

FRANK
The Vatican threatened a libel suit,
Dare. | mean, you can't go around
saying that the Pope is a five
thousand year old hairdresser,
dropped on Earth by the Martians in
the 5th century BC.
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DARIO
But the facts! The proof spoke for
itself!

ART CANNON

Proof?? Dammit Dare, look me in the
eye and tell me you didn’t make this
shit up. Look me in the eye and say
that “Satan’s Car Wash” is a true

story.
DARIO
Well... My girl kicked me out,
and...
ART CANNON
Look. You need a place to stay?
DARIO
Yeah.
ART CANNON
(sighs)

My wife and | have a spare bedroom,
no one's using it right now since my
kid went off to Tabloid Journalism

school. So...

DARIO
Yeah?

ART CANNON
So here's thirty bucks. Go get a
Motel.

DARIO
You got it.

Dario rises, walks away slowly. Art reaches in his desk.

DARIO turns.

ART CANNON
Dare!

ART CANNON
You might need this.

He tosses Dario a CAMERA.

FRANK
Careful. It's loaded.
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DARIO
Um, one more thing, Frank.

FRANK
What?! | gave you advice, | gave
you money, | gave you my goddamn
lucky camera, what more do you want?
My car?

13 EXT., ROAD, DAY

DARIO DARE drives south in ART’s car, headed for the nearest,
cheapest motel. The area is true American Tacky, all diners and
drive-ins and adult book stores.

14 EXT., MOTEL, DAY

DARIO'S CAR closes in on a small, somewhat dingy motel, with scarcely
a car in sight. The engine is dying, sputtering, and Datrio is

swearing as he parks in front of the office. Smoke comes out of the
engine as he gets out.

15 INT., MOTEL OFFICE, DAY

A guy sits before a TV, watching something loud and obnoxious. We

get a good look at the screen and see that it is pro wrestling, and
suddenly the subject becomes DARIO DARE and THE ROCK and ROLL
MIRACLE. It looks like an old pre-match threat session, which the

guy seems to have video taped.

15A ON THE TV:

DARIO and an enormous wrestler by the name of THE ROCK and ROLL
MIRACLE are in front of a WWW banner, and DARIO is gesturing wildly.

DARIO
Anytime, anywhere, my man is ready,
the Rock and Roll Miracle, be it on
the street, the Steel Cage, we shall
overcome, we will defeat, we will
sprain and break, you, you my
friend, are in for Pain with a
capital P and that rhymes with D and
that stands for Doom...

DARIO enters the MOTEL LOBBY, recognizes the voices coming from the
TV and pauses to watch before getting the clerk's attention.

DARIO
| need a room.

THE MAN starts to get up, sees Dario and does a double take. In the
thick accent of a SCOTSMAN, he says:
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POLO
Aye, that we can do for ya sir --
HEY. You look just like that
fellow, Dario Dare, the wrestling
fellow!

DARIO
Yeah, | look like him, sound like
him, and | eat and dress like the
guy, too. Man, | AM Dario Dare.

POLO
What an honor! The Dario Dare in me
very own bed and breakfast. Ye
know, wrestling is me favorite
sport!

POLO opens his shirt to reveal a WWW shirt underneath. He closes it
up again, because DARIO isn't answering, he just stares past the guy
tothe TV.

ON THE TV again, DARIO is shouting to ROCK from the ropes. Suddenly,
the opposing wrestler grabs him and hauls him into the ring, back

handing him and tossing him to the ground. The refisn't even

looking.

WATCHING himself get roughed up, DARIO waxes nostalgic. For a
second.

DARIO
How 'bout that room?

POLO
Sure, we've got our best suite open,
number 7, lucky 7, right Dario?
Say, could you autograph this for
me?

Polo hands him an age-worn copy of WRESTLING MONTHLY, with ROCK and
himself on the cover.

DARIO
To....

POLO
Polo, my name's Polo, like the game,
or like that smelly stuff, that
cologne. Polo McCrimmon of the clan
McCrimmon.

DARIO
To Polo.
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POLO

So, what are you doing now?
DARIO

Not enough.
POLO

Ach!" A man with your reputation?

DARIO
I'm working for the National
Explainer, I'm a writer now.

POLO
The EXPLAINER?? That be my favorite
magazine!

POLO opens his shirt to reveal a NATIONAL EXPLAINER T-shirt. DARIO
nods, about ready to go to his room, now.

POLO
Oy! Would you autograph this, too?

POLO starts to procure a copy of the EXPLAINER. DARIO rolls his
eyes, and scribbles a few words quickly. POLO takes it back and
looks at it.

POLO
(reading)
"To Polo, wouldja give me my fucking
room, now. Dario Dare." Haha, you
wrestling managers have a WAY with
the language. Sure! Your room.

HE rings the desk bell twice. SOMEONE appears in the doorway, and
DARIO turns to look.

A SEX GODDESS stands in the doorway, dressed in a maid's black and
white dress. She's incredibly attractive, but seems to be in a state
of permanent agitation with the world around her. She's MARION.

MARION
You rang?

POLO
Aye, Marion, could you take Mr.
Dario Dare's things to his room
please? He's staying in our
celebrity suite.

MARION
Which one is that?
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POLO
Number SEVEN.

MARION
They're identical.

POLO
No they're not!

DARIO
(staring)
| don't have anything to carry,
thanks anyway. You could take eto
my room, though.

MARION
This way, Dare.

POLO
That's MISTER Dare, he's a
celebrity.

16 EXT., MOTEL, DAY
MARION leads the way out the door, DARIO follows in hot pursuit.

MARION
Celebrity, huh?

DARIO
Not anymore. I'm, uh, working guy
now. Sort of.

SHE OPENS the door to his room and hands him the key.

DARIO
Wanna stop in later for a night cap?

SHE reaches around the door, pulls out the DO NOT DISTURB sign and
hands THAT to him.

MARION
You're gonna need this.

DARIO
You know, | have this feeling I've
seen you somewhere before.
MARION looks him over.

MARION
Miss April, 1988.

CONTINUED
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DARIO
| knew it. You have the GREATEST--

SHE slams the door on him.

17 EXT., RURAL STREET

Cat is driving an age-worn '53 Ford Crestline, and looking quite
suave in it.

18 EXT., MOTEL, DAY

Marion is sweeping the front walk.

MARION
Great job, Mary, really moving up in
the world. Oh, Marion, you've been
promoted to dishwasher, yeah thanks.

She stops to arch her back, sore from the exertion.

MARION
Admit it, it's better than being
treated like meat... No, | can't
say that.

Just then, Cat pulls up to the Motel in her amazing car. Marion
watches her approach with a hard to read expression, almost one of
recognition and disbelief.

18A INT., ROOM 7, DAY
Dario is on the phone with his brother, A-MAN

DARIO
Listen, Tony, | need--

A-MAN
Please call me "A-MAN," Dario.

DARIO
You changed your name to A-MAN?

18B INT., A-MAN'S DUNGEON, DAY

Dario's brother is chained to a stone wall in a candle-lit chamber.
He looks infinitely comfortable, however, and speaks cheerily on a
fancy French phone.

A-MAN

My name fits my soul, brother, as
does your own, savvy?
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18C INT., MOTEL ROOM 7, DAY
Dario gives in.

DARIO
Fine. Listen, A-Man, Allison kicked
me out and | was --

A-MAN
A monstrous secretion of travesty
has befallen my dear Dario! The
she-wolf will pay for this --

DARIO
No, no, no. She was perfectly
justified in what she did. Now |
need a place to stay, and --

18D INT., A-MAN'S DUNGEON, DAY

We see that A-Man is not alone. A sweet-faced WOMAN in a NAZI SS

uniform is preparing a bullwhip. Her name is ILSA.

A-MAN
You want to live with me, humble
servant of Dionysus, in the Palace
of Pleasure? I'd be dazzled by your
glowing aura in my presence once
again, brother, but you'll have to

share a room with the mountain lion.

On the receiver, a CLICK and dial tone.

A-MAN
Hello? It appears his desires have
changed.

llsa grins and pulls the loop of leather taut, snapping it
impressively.

WOMAN
You're the ginchiest, A-Man.

A-MAN
Please. Call me Wonder-Man.

She winds up for a nasty-ass swing of the whip.
CUT TO:
A-Man’s reaction, a goofy “OHHH!”

14
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19 INT., MOTEL, DAY

Polo is playing a wrestling videogame when Cat enters. She plops a
pair of leather driving gloves on the desk, getting Polo's attention.

POLO
Hello, Lady. Welcome to Polo's
Celebrity Motel.

He sees that she's looking at the videogame.

POLO
Me favorite sport. You like
wrestling, too, maybe?

CAT
With the right person. | need a
room.

Marion enters behind Cat, slinking into a position in the corner.

POLO
Very good, cash or credit?

She opens her wallet: lots of ID cards (Hong Kong Police, NASA, CIA,
License to Kill, etc.). She produces a credit card that reads "CHEAP
MOTEL CHARGE CARD." Polo examines it.

POLO
Very good. We do honor this one,
Miss Catalina Powers.

CAT
Cat.

MARION
| knew it! You're that singer from
New York, aren't you.

CAT
Among other things. How'd you know?

MARION
There's not a whole lot to do out
here in the sticks. | read a lot.
| really loved your last CD.

Cat looks her over approvingly. Marion reaches over and shakes hands
with Cat.

CAT
Thank you, Miss --
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MARION
Tango. Marion.
POLO
Uh, | read too.
MARION

You read tabloids, Polo. Not
exactly Oscar Wilde.

20 OMITTED

21 INT., MOTEL ROOM 6, DAY

Cat settles into her motel room. Marion is still with her.

MARION
How long are you staying?
CAT
Until my work is done.
MARION
Oh? What are you doing here in
town?
CAT
Right now I'm working for the
Church.
MARION

Missionary work?

CAT
| am on a mission. Do you know
where the local seminary is?

Marion takes one of the "LOCAL INTEREST" brochures out of its holder
and brushes the quarter-inch of dust off of it. Cat sits on the bed,
unlacing her boots. Marion sits next to her.

MARION
According to this, it's one of the
oldest in the midwest and it's on...
Washington Avenue.

She hands over the brochure, rubbing her neck from the aches and

pains. Cat notices.

CAT
Sore? Take off your shoes. Come
on, you can trust me. I'm just a

girl.
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Marion doesn't know quite how to react, but takes them off with a
smile of amazement.

MARION
You are so amazing.

Cat takes one of her feet and begins to go to work with some form of
Eastern massage. Marion rolls her head back in ecstasy.

22 EXT., MOTEL PORCH, DUSK

Polo and Dario are sitting on a bench, drinking brewskis. Dario
takes his from the bottle, Polo from a huge metal stein. Polo burps.
Dario burps. Polo takes this as a challenge, and burps louder.

23 INT., MOTEL ROOM 6, DUSK

Cat works Marion's feet, as Marion undoes her blouse absentmindedly.

CAT
You know, you seem very familiar to
me.

MARION

I modeled a few years ago for a
couple of men's magazines.

CAT
| knew it. 1988, right?

MARION
Yes.

Cat moves her hands over Marion's leg.

CAT
April.

MARION
Y-yes.

CAT

You have the greatest --
Their eyes lock for a moment.

MARION
Oh my god.

Marion leaps forward, tackling Cat. They make out on the floor.
24 EXT., MOTEL PORCH, SUNSET

The beer drinking continues.
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POLO
So have you thought about returning
to the ring?
DARIO
Heck, no. It's too violent _, are

you kidding? Nearly killed me.

POLO
Serious, now?

DARIO
Oh yeah. I'm no fighter. Writing
for the Explainer is a lot more
respectable, anyway.

POLO
What kind of writing they got you
doing, then?

DARIO

Some sports, but mostly reporting,
on the... Paranormal.

POLO
Aye, | think me cousin was
paranormal.

DARIO

No, it's like, the strange, the
bizarre, the unexpected.

POLO
Well, ya know we've got lot of that
around here.

25 INT., MOTEL ROOM 6, THEN
Cat and Marion are really getting into it.
26 EXT., MOTEL PORCH, THEN

DARIO takes a swig of his beer. We see that the porch is, literally
and quite inexplicably, covered in hundreds of beer bottles and cans.

DARIO
Really?

POLO
Well, | seen some pretty odd stuff
around here lately, sir.

Dario just stares at him in disbelief.
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POLO
Down by the Sausage Factory, scare
the living be-jesus out o'me it did.
If 1 tell you, do | get to be in the
Explainer? You know, front page,
picture next to the Three Headed
Lizard Love Child ? "I SAW THE
STRANGE, THE BIZARRE, THE --"

DARIO
What did you see, Polo?

POLO polishes off his beer with a grimace. DARIO slams the rest of
his own and looks at POLO with dead seriousness.

27 EXT., PATH, DUSK

POLO leads DARIO down a weed-choked path, brushing dead branches
aside with the back of his hand. DARIO is carrying his camera.

DARIO
Do you know where we're going?

POLO
Aye sir, just you wait and see.

THEY trek deeper into the woods, and it's getting darker and darker
by the second.

28 EXT., QUARRY, NIGHT

SOON, the trees open up onto a clearing, where there is some sort of
rock quarry beyond. A RIDGE rises up: beyond it is a rocky pit.

DARIO
Great rocks, Polo.

POLO
Shh! Get DOWN.

POLO is crouching behind a large rock and watching towards the pit.

POLO

You don' wanna scare them away.
DARIO

The rocks?
POLO

The demons. Sit down. It may be a
while before we see 'em.

DARIO sits. POLO gets out a flask from his shirt pocket and starts
drinking.
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POLO
Sometimes there be groovy bright
lights, too. Maybe a spaceship or
something. Should make a great
story. Does the motel get mentioned
if it's printed?

DARIO gets comfortable grudgingly and takes the lens cap off his
camera.

DISSOLVE TO
29 EXT., QUARRY, LATER

DARIO is staring mindlessly ahead as POLO is drifting off to sleep.
DARIO pulls the Captain Crunch Toy out of his pocket and begins to
fuss with it. We don't get a good look at it yet, as he quickly puts

it away. DARIO shoots a glance at his companion, and is about to
stand up to leave when a noise from the quarry gets his attention:
some kind of unnatural explosion, a quiet, warped imploding noise.
DARIO ducks, looking back into the pit with the camera.

CAMERA-EYE VIEW of SOMETHING or SOMETHINGS moving in a vast cloud of
smoke. THEY ARE IL SATANOS, satanic monk servants of the devil...

DARIO watches in amazement. POLO is now completely asleep, and
snores once VERY NOISILY.

THE THINGS IN THE PIT look up, toward DARIO'S location and toward the
camera, revealing the chilling, glowing eyes of the Satanos.

DARIO hits POLO, awakening him. THE Satanos look away, now.
Apparently satisfied that they are alone, they go about their

business, which seems to be looking for something. DARIO starts

taking pictures. POLO watches. THE CREATURES scavenge the ground,
occasionally looking up.

POLO
That's them.

DARIO
Fantastic.

HE sits back behind the rock again, winding his camera.

DARIO
They don't look like aliens.

POLO
It be the devil's work.

DARIO leans over the rock to snap a pic.
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DARIO
You may be right. But Satan makes
great press. You got a built-in
audience of every God-fearing --

P.O.V. - CAMERA... THE QUARRY is empty, deserted, not a Satano in
sight. DARIO swings the camera across the barren landscape.

SUDDENLY they both appear before him, only a couple feet away, REALLY
BIG IN HIS TELEPHOTO LENS.

DARIO looks up, grabs Polo's arm. They freeze.

POLO
Do you think they've seen us?

DARIO
Um, yeah.

DARIO and POLO beat feet across the path, and out onto a stretch of
sidewalk, screaming in terror freely.

30 EXT., STREET, NIGHT

DARIO and POLO run into the middle of an empty street, sillouhettes
against the yellow murk of the street lights.

31 EXT., ALLEY, NIGHT

DARIO and POLO run into an alley and are blinded by a pair of
headlights bearing down on them from within. A MAN gets out of a
small pickup truck, a MAN IN A HARD HAT AND A SUIT, looking
infinitely EVIL. He is the ADVOCATE, a normal enough man by
appearance, with an official-looking security ID tag on his lapel.

ADVOCATE
Took a wrong turn there, Dario. You
have an appointment, in HELL.

POLO AND DARIO stare in horror, Dario is clicking off pictures as
the ADVOCATE yells in an unearthly VOICE:

ADVOCATE
AKATA MURDUKA DEAAAS...

HIS ARMS suddenly begin to grow, ending up a ridiculous ten foot
length.

POLO AND DARIO
Ohh SHIT!!

THEY turn and run wildly in the OTHER DIRECTION. THE SATANOS are
right outside the alley, so POLO and DARIO run as fast as they can
towards them. Dario martial arts the hell out of one as Polo tackles

one Rugby-style. In the scuffle, the boys run through and escape.

CONTINUED



CONTINUED 22

32 INT., MOTEL, NIGHT

MARION, looking more than a little disheveled, carries a tray with a
couple of pieces of apple pie and two more bottles of beer. POLO
grabs one of each off the tray and breathes heavily from the stress.

POLO
Close, lad, real close.

HE picks up the pie with his hand, takes a huge bite, and washes it
down with a swig of beer...

DARIO takes his share of the midnight meal and looks at it sideways.

DARIO
Well, Cannon's got his story, now.

HE picks up the pie and stuffs it as well. Catalina joins the group,
buttoning up a shirt as she approaches.

MARION
| don't understand -- you went to
this quarry, and these robed demons
chased you? And you ran into a guy
in a hat --

POLO
A hard hat.

MARION
And he said something in a --

POLO AND DARIO
An other-worldly voice...

MARION
(indicates beers)
How many of those have you guys had?

POLO stands, his mouth overflowing with pie and beer.

POLO
Dammit lassie, it was real. Mister
Dare got some pictures to prove it.

CATALINA
Is this true?

DARIO
It is, my dear.

HE holds the camera aloft, smugly. POLO nods, walks out of the room
with a grunt.
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32A EXT., STREET, NIGHT

The Advocate is disciplining his troops.

ADVOCATE
You have failed? How could you
fail?
SATANO 1
(in Spanish w/Eng.
Subtitles)

Their strength is great, Master.

SATANO 2
He tore my robe, Great One.

SATANO 1 hits #2. Dust flies off.

ADVOCATE
Silence. No excuses.

SATANO 1
We need more power.

ADVOCATE
There is no power to be had! You
have one mission: Get Dare -- and
Dare alone.

SATANOS
As you wish.

A fast camera move speeds us over ground to:
33 EXT., MOTEL, NIGHT

Camera slows to a stop and it becomes a P.O.V. OF SOMETHING is THAT
moving closer to the MOTEL, hiding behind the shrubbery as it goes.

A door opens. THE LIGHT SCARES IT BACK into the foliage as DARIO
exits.

DARIO
(calling back)
Thanks for the cerveza. (burps) Ah
Jesus.

He walks to his room, opens it with his key as the SOMETHING IN THE
SHRUBS observes. DARIO goes inside and turns on his lights.

34 INT., MOTEL LOBBY, NIGHT

POLO reappears, dressed in a kilt, and heads to the mantelpiece
located behind the motel desk. Above it, a huge Scottish broadsword
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hangs. He takes it down ceremoniously. Unsheathes it. Turns to
look to the door.

35 INT., ROOM 7, NIGHT

DARIO is lounging on his bed, in his underwear, dictating to a micro-
cassette recorder and watching a kung fu movie on TV.

DARIO
The robed creatures, along with
their supernaturally endowed suited
accomplice, all seem to add up to --
YEAH! GET HIM, GET HIM!!

He starts yelling at the TV as some Chinese guys are beating each
other up. DARIO is standing on his bed and jumping.

36 INT., CAT'S MOTEL ROOM, NIGHT

Marion is in the bed. Cat is dressed for battle; she is loading and
priming a pair of 9mm's.

CATALINA
Don't open this door for anyone
until | get back.

MARION
Why? Those guys are full of shit.
Aren't they?

CAT
Maybe.

37 EXT., MOTEL, NIGHT

THE LOBBY DOOR opens, POLO exits, broadsword over his shoulder. He
draws it, and moves into the darkness.

POLO
Come on... You bastards.

A skittering noise -- POLO looks in that direction.
POLO
| know you're out here. Come and
FIGHT ME.

Cat leaps out, both guns ready: One to Polo's head, the other ready
for real opponents.

CAT
What are you doing out here?
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POLO
Protecting you ladies.

CAT
(puts the gun down)
Super.

POLO
And the honor of the clan McCrimmon!

CAT
Keep trying.

Cat looks up. A mysterious FOG creeps over the roof of the motel,
drifting down to surround Cat and Polo. The low chanting noise of
the Satanos becomes audible. Cat tenses.

CAT
Stay close.

Some kind of marching noise -- some backwards voices... Some sort of
figures moving in the darkness. The Advocate's disembodied head
skitters through the darkness, laughing. A SATANO appears, sword at
the ready. Cat opens fire on it.

38 INT., ROOM 7, NIGHT
DARIO sits in total ignorance of the noise.
39 EXT., MOTEL, NIGHT

The Satano vanishes. Cat clenches her teeth. She backs up into
Polo, who is facing the other way.

40 INT., ROOM 7, NIGHT
DARIO leans forward and turns up the TV.
41 EXT., MOTEL, NIGHT

Another Satano slides out of the fog behind Polo. He swings the
sword in wild circles, but can't contact the creature. He stops,
looks back at Cat.

POLO
| can't seem to hit them. It's like
they're not even there!

42 INT., ROOM 7, NIGHT
DARIO blinks as chunks of drywall and plaster fall onto the bed, onto

him. The ceiling seems to be coming apart. He looks up at it
calmly.
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43 EXT., MOTEL, NIGHT

POLO gets pulled away by an invisible force -- Cat reacts with
lightning speed and throws him a thin rope before he disappears into
the fog...

44 INT., ROOM 7, JUST THEN

THE TWO REAL Satanos come through the ceiling -- Dario rolls out of
the way just in time. He gets up to defend himself, camera in one
hand, as the Satanos approach.

DARIO
Come ON!

He snaps pictures between punches. The Satanos are having a hard
time of it. Finally, one gets close enough to use his breath weapon

-- a cloud of toxic crypt-fumes blown from his mouth that knocks
Dario out flat.

SATANO 2
Idiot! What took you so long?

SATANO 1
I'm tired!

They drag Dario toward the bathroom.
45 EXT., MOTEL, NIGHT

POLO has hold of the motel, and is reeling Catalina in. She appears
from out of the smoke, reloading her pistol, and grabs Polo.

POLO
They're in there.

POLO busts into the door, broadsword at the ready. Cat cocks the
pistol and dives inside.

46 INT., ROOM 7, NIGHT
The Satanos are still in the bedroom area, and they drop Dario.

SATANO 2
Carambal!

Cat shoots them both, alternating shots between the two. Big columns
of dust fly out where blood should be. They run out through the
bathroom door.

A resounding blast echoes from the bathroom loud enough to wake

Dario. Cat and Polo rush in. Where the toilet once sat, a gaping
hole remains. Dario stumbles in and nearly slips into the hole.
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POLO
Strange!

THE still-attached toilet tank drips water into the abyss: it
appears bottomless.

DARIO
You mean to tell me they FLUSHED
THEMSELVES?

Fade out on the BOTTOMLESS ABYSS.
47 EXT., MOTEL , DAY

Dario appears outside, suitcase in hand. He sets it on top of his
car as a voice calls him from behind.

CAT
Hey wrestling boy. Aren’t you
forgetting something?

Cat is sitting outside her room, cleaning her pistol.

DARIO
Hey, yeah. Thanks for shooting
those peckers last night. Whoo!

CAT
And now, | suppose you're just going
to walk out of here.

She releases the hammer on the gun, a deadly click. Dario jumps.

DARIO
Hey, Art’s got his story, I'm outta
here.

CAT

And you call yourself a reporter.
All you've got is pictures. You
don't have any clue what's really
going on. Do you?

DARIO
Do YOU?

He puts his suitcase in the car, gets in and gets situated.
DARIO
You watch. This is going to be
bigger than the Pope story.

CAT
What do you know about the Pope?
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Dario starts the engine, ignoring her. Polo comes out, carrying a
bag of supplies and his sword.

POLO
Mister Dare! Wait, I'm coming with
you! We have to fight the unknown!

CAT
Dare! The Pope --

Dario backs up, not looking where he’s going.

DARIO
See you later, Polo! Good luck.

Cat and Polo watch as he runs into a tree. Off screen, he swears and
grinds the gears.

48 INT., DINER, DAY

Dario is on a payphone.

DARIO
Art! It's Dare.
ART
Who?
DARIO
Dario Dare, | work for you.
ART
What? Where are you?
DARIO
Wisconsin -- some sort of diner off
41.
ART
What the hell you doin’ out there?
DARIO
| got your story!
ART

You got all the angles this time,
the PROOF? | don’t want another
rehash of the Pope incident, man.
Vatican nearly had our ass!
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DARIO
This is different. Better. | got
some pictures, but it nearly killed
me. We got the Minions ‘O’ Satan
walkin’ the earth!

ART
| don't care if there’s a 100 foot
tall Jesus walking the earth, | want
you to get back in there and get the
full story, not just some pictures!
But watch your back side, Dare.
Don't trust anybody. Something big
is going down, | can smell it.

DARIO
Yeah, I'm smelling that, too.

ART
If you come back here without some
serious shit, you are fired!

DARIO
Hello?

The phone fuzzes out and is dead.

DARIO
SHIT!

ALL the DINER PATRONS turn to look.

DARIO
WHAT?!

EXT., SHEBOYGAN -- WASHINGTON AVE., DAY

Cat's car pulls up to an empty street corner. She looks out the

window, checking her whereabouts. She stops the engine and gets out.
There, on the street corner, is an empty, fenced-off lot full of low
wreckage and garbage. She looks at it seriously. Suddenly a hand
slaps her on the shoulder. She turns to see a MAN in a loud suit
standing behind her. His slight southern drawl and wide smile bely

his true nature. He is DAMON the TELEVANGELIST.

DAMON
| couldn't help but notice that you
seem a little lost.

CAT

| was told that | could find St.
Mary's Seminary here.
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DAMON
Yes, it once stood on these grounds,
but has been gone for some time.

CAT
Gone?

DAMON
Burnt in a terrible fire. Last
February. Can | interest you in a
tour of our NEW facility?

CAT
Uh, thank you.

They walk down the block, Damon puts his hand on her lower back,
leading her.

CAT
| hadn'’t heard that the diocese had
moved.

DAMON

Well, it's all under going a period

of change, right now. You see, the
old papacy can't keep up with the
world’s evolving faith. that's

what my church is all about.
Communication, with God, in a whole
new world.

ANGLE ON

A radio communications tower, perched above a warehouse-sized
building. Cat looks.

INT., DAMON'S WAREHOUSE

Cat and Damon enter through a garage door. A security guard outside
nods to Damon as they pass, Cat seems to be scoping the joint out.
Christian-looking people mill about, working.

CAT
Your church?

DAMON
A communication center! What is a
church but a place where man
attempts to speak to God? This is
exactly that. My two-hundred-
thousand watt radio tower has been
sending messages to the heavens for
years!
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CAT
And has God responded?

DAMON
(laughs) Of course!

He opens the door to the COMMUNICATIONS ROOM, a high tech work center
where two SILENT WORKERS hover over the controls. Cat assesses the
room with a smile. We see that she is taking secret-camera pictures

with a flick of her wrist. Damon is sweating.

CAT
Very Fancy!

DAMON
They're state of the art.

Cat checks out some coffin-shaped cabinets against one wall.

CAT
What do these do?

DAMON
Frankly, | have no idea. My
scientists handle all the technical
details.

Cat smiles seductively at one of the workers. He doesn’t respond.

CAT
Quiet, aren’t they?

DAMON
They're... Foreign. Now if you

don’t mind...

Cat sees the gesture, and shows herself out, catching a picture of

Damon with a goodbye-wave of her hand. Damon waits for her to go,

then rushes to a video monitor. A BLOND WOMAN appears, and flashes a
severe smile.

DAMON
She was here. | don’t know how you
got your information, | don’t want
to know. But it was foolish of you
to let her into the sanctuary.

BLOND WOMAN
It is imperative that Catalina’s
interest be piqued. Did you show
her everything?
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DAMON
God, no! Her curiosity will get us
killed.
WOMAN
Wrong. Her curiosity will get HER
killed.

INT., MOTEL OFFICE, DAY

Polo is at the front desk, doing the books when Marion enters.

She looks pensive.

MARION
Where's Cat?

POLO
She went to town to check out that
Abbey. She's staying again tonight
as far as | know.

MARION
What about wrestling boy?

POLO
Dare? He left without saying a
word.

Polo starts putting on his jacket.

MARION
Now what? Where are you going?

POLO
King's Motel Supply -- My new
mattresses came in, got to pick 'em
up.

MARION
You're not leaving me here alone?!
What if those Satanic Monks come
back here?

POLO
There shant be room for ye in the
truck, lassie. Besides, those
devils won't show their hands in the
daylight, I'm convinced of that.

He grabs her hand, squeezes it and smiles, and walks out the door.
Marion locks the door behind him and turns on the NO VACANCY sign.
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Polo hops in his old pick-up truck, starts it up and drives away.
From behind, we see the dark forms of Il Satanos rise into a standing
position, right out in broad daylight.

INT., DARIO’S MOTEL ROOM

Marion is vacuuming Dario’s messed up room. Outside the window, the
two Satanos appear. Satano 2 gestures at the window. Satano 1

starts to open the window and holds it up for #2. #2 puts his hands

up as if to climb inside, but Marion is coming their way with the

vacuum cleaner. #1 ducks, letting go of the window, which falls on

#2 hands, severing his rotting fingers. He reacts to the

dismemberment and ducks out of the way. Marion sucks up the Satano’s
fingers with the vacuum, and as she pulls away from the window, S#2
rises, looks inside. S#1 gets up, and #2 pushes him back down. He
leaves the window frame.

Marion is kneeling, bringing out a high-reaching extension/attachment
for the vacuum cleaner. Behind her, the Satanos come through the
door, prancing into a scary position. Marion doesn’t turn around,

too busy with the cleaning. They wait, try a few other scary

positions, until she finally sees them and, after a pause, screams.

She pushes the Vacuum cleaner attachment into Satano #2’s face,
sucking the dried flesh off. #1 grabs the hose and pulls it away --
now #2 is a mostly clean skull-face, and he reaches up to touch his
face in confusion. #1 tosses the hose aside and seizes Marion. More
screaming.

EXT., MOTEL ROOM

The Advocate hears the screaming, and is walking quickly towards the
room.

INT. MOTEL ROOM

Satano #1 is holding a feisty MARION as #2 is cutting open the vacuum
cleaner bag.

ADVOCATE
What..? This is not Dare! You are
dumb, why are you dumb? Look!

They do. Marion kicks the Advocate in the groin. He grimaces.

ADVOCATE
Take her. Now!

EXT., MOTEL

The Satanos drag Marion outside. Cat’s car is parked directly in

front of the door. The Satano’s “squint.” Cat’s not in the car.

She leaps from the rooftop and kicks Satano #2’s head clean off. She
lands, grabs Marion and uses her to swing a roundhouse kick into
Satano #1. Her foot gets stuck in its chest cavity. Pushing Marion
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aside, she spins in midair to kick HIS head off. We see it bounce

off the motel. She recovers, but too late: the Advocate comes

flying out the door, striking Cat in the face. She reels, hits the
ground. Marion runs to her side. Before she passes out, Cat reveals
her pistol hidden under her coat. Marion puts a hand on it as the
Advocate approaches. Marion pulls the gun on him and unloads a
series of shots into him. He collapses behind the car. Marion

gasps.

She drags Cat towards the car. Pulling her into the front seat, she

tosses the pistol on to the front floorboard of the car. Marion

reaches for the keys, starts the car. In the back window, two long

arms appear, coming snake-like around each side of the car. Marion
throws the car into reverse, looks out the back window: the Advocate

is there, and now has an arm coming in BOTH SIDE WINDOWS! He grabs
Marion with one hand, as the other is reaching for Cat's GUN. Marion
floors it, the Advocate hangs on tight.

EXT., ROAD, DAY

Marion takes it out on the road. The Advocate is still on the car,
and has almost got a grip on the gun. In a second, he grabs it and
points it at Marion’s face. She screams as he pulls the trigger:
Empty! His left hand smacks the door in anger. He resorts to the
big guns, now: another chant...

ADVOCATE
Katsamutura maja Bynto!

A FLAMING PENTAGRAM appears in the road before the car. He jumps off

as Marion DRIVES INTO THE CIRCLE AND DISAPPEARS, CAR, CAT AND ALL!
The Advocate comes to a running stop, his arms huge and gangly. He

laughs at the girls’ fate.

EXT., MOTEL, DUSK
DARIO walks toward the motel, talking to himself.

DARIO
Awright, back to the front. Lemme
see, here. Good reporter’s got keep
his eyes peeled, attention to
detail, detail, detail.

He steps over the bodies of the Satanos, not noticing the carnage as
he walks into his room.

INT., ROOM SEVEN, NIGHT
DARIO'S room is still upset from the recent battle. He pushes the

vacuum cleaner aside with his foot as he makes his way to the TV,
switches it on.
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DARIO
Detail.

ON TV: DAMON the TELEVANGELIST is speaking from a pulpit.

DAMON
As a chosen representative of God, |
too am blessed. This month, I am
privileged to be meeting with the
chief executive officer of our
faith, his majesty the honorable
Pope Pius the Thirteenth. This
promises to be an historic moment,
so be sure to have your VCRs and
credit cards ready.

Dario side-steps the bottomless hole in the middle of the bathroom,
reaches into the shower stall and turns it on. SCARY MUSIC STARTS.
DARIO looks up, hearing the music. He thinks a moment, switches the
shower to a bath. The music goes away.

DARIO
Hal

He looks at the covered hole. Creepy cave noises emanate from
within. He walks out into the bedroom, and takes off his shoes.

Remembering something he forgot, he returns to his suitcase and pulls
out a squeak toy monster, a bathtub toy of some ilk. Dario turns
suddenly, and MARION is standing in the bathroom door, dressed to
kill in an astoundingly revealing red dress.

DARIO
Wubba.

He squeezes the toy. It echoes his reaction.

SQUEAK TOY
SWEEKIE!

MARION
| don’t want to be alone. May |
come in?

Dario looks down at the toy, looks at Marion. He tosses the toy.

DARIO
Yeh yeh!

Dario jumps onto the bed. MARION slinks in seductively. She stands
at the foot of the bed.

MARION
Well, what are you waiting for?
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DARIO
Oh boy.

MARION
Polo's gone. Cat's out. And...

She reaches down, and pulls his pants off in a single swift motion --
they should have torn in half, they way she pulled them off, but they
are intact.

MARION
You're not wearing any pants. Don't
you want me?

DARIO'S EYES shoot to the side: he's thinking so hard we can HEAR
IT.

DARIO (V.0.)
She never would have said that
before. But | was wearing pants,
then. Soooo:

He bounces up next to her. She smiles seductively. He smiles back.
A moment of indecision strikes Dario. He thinks about it a moment,
and grasps her breasts with both hands. She doesn't do anything.

DARIO (V.0.)
Marion would never let me do this.
Unless...

She stands up, pulls him by the front of his shirt into a standing
position. She whips his jacket down around his elbows, locking his
arms down. Dario struggles to free himself as "MARION" morphs into
the ADVOCATE. Dario yells.

DARIO
Yeaughh! I'm sorry for touching
your breasts, I'm sorry for touching
your breasts!

The Advocate laughs, holding Dario captive with one hand. He then
produces an imposing HYPODERMIC NEEDLE, and after a pause, plunges
the needle into Dario’s arm, spinning it and twisting it and pushing

it deeper into his arm. It is a ridiculous, abusive moment, all in

lingering, detailed close up as DARIO cringes in pain, screaming. He

twists it and pokes it a little more, like he was stirring some thick
marshmallow paste.

DARIO finally collapses with a moan, unconscious.

EXT., 666 BUILDING, NIGHT

The Advocate drags DARIO by the hair toward a massive, darkened
office building.
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INT., VATICAN HALLWAY, MORNING

Cardinal X walks briskly, hands behind his back. A PRIEST catches up
with him and whispers bad news in his ear. CARDINAL X drags the
PRIEST into an alcove.

CARDINAL X
When did this happen?

PRIEST
Agent Powers tracer ceased
transmission at 1700 hours.

CARDINAL X
| suspect the worst. Instruct Agent
Thorne to meet me in my chamber.

PRIEST
As you wish.

INT.., 666 BUILDING, NIGHT

The doors open on a vast lobby; across marble floors the Advocate
effortlessly drags the limp body of DARIO.

CLOSE ON:

Dario’'s FACE. He opens one eye suddenly, looks around with it and
shuts it again.

The Advocate turns a corner, into a hallway lined with elevators. He
calls one. DARIO pretends to be asleep. When it arrives, The
Advocate drags Dario into the elevator.

INT., ELEVATOR, NIGHT

The Advocate opens a panel on the elevator controls with his key. A
NEW SERIES OF BUTTONS IS REVEALED: A KEYPAD WITH THE ETCHED BRASS
LOGO "LEVELS OF HELL."

Dario’s eyes go BOING. The Advocate presses a button and the doors
start to slide shut. Almost closed, Dario walits, his time is coming.
A voice calls to him from the past.

MASTER TIM (V.O.)
Timing!!

EXT., JAPANESE PAGODA, DAY (FLASHBACK)
Dario and his master, LEUNG TIM, are standing on a series of tree

stumps in a small garden. MASTER TIM swings an enormous bo staff at
Dario, who jumps and flips to avoid it.
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MASTER TIM
Fighting. Blocking. Allis TIMING.

DISSOLVE TO: ANOTHER PART OF THE GARDEN

Master Tim and Dario stand side by side, and appear to be
masturbating. Dario is sweating, concentrating.

MASTER TIM
Whack off -- also timing.

Dario orgasms prematurely and Tim strikes him in the face with his
staff -- a brutal punishment that sends him reeling in pain.

MASTER TIM
Timing!

DISSOLVE:
INT., ELEVATOR

The elevator doors are ALMOST SHUT. Almost... He breaks free from
the Advocate and leaps through the shrinking crack between the doors,
jumping to avoid the infrared sensor at the bottom of the door that
would re-open it automatically. The Advocate stretches his arm after
Dario, but too late! BAM, it shuts on him, and the elevator starts

its descent with a supernatural roar.

The Advocate’s arm stretches the full length of the elevator shatt,
all the way to hell.

INT., 666 BUILDING: OUTSIDE THE ELEVATOR, NIGHT

DARIO looks around for an escape. HE runs for the front doors of the
building, sliding across the polished marble floors in his stocking

feet, but finds them electronically bolted. Kicking at the glass in

vain, he spins around and runs for the elevators. JAMMING ON THE
CALL BUTTON, a second elevator opens. He slips inside and presses
the button of the uppermost floor.

THE ELEVATOR starts to go UP.
INT., ADVOCATE'S ELEVATOR

THE ADVOCATE is silently pissed off as his arm stretches to infinite
length.

INT., A LEVEL OF HELL, NIGHT
THE DOORS slide open to a BURST OF FLAMES. A SMALL CAVE-LIKE
INTERIOR is REVEALED, smoke everywhere. SCREAMS OF TORTURE in the

background. A SULLEN-LOOKING DEMON with a walkie-talkie and a
Madonna T-shirt stands at the doors. The Advocate’s arm spools out
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onto the floor, fifty feet long. He struggles to pick up its unruly

length.

MADONNA DEMON
Did you get him?

ADVOCATE
No!

MADONNA DEMON
Well, you're on eight! Just press
"LOBBY!"

ADVOCATE

| know what I'm doing!
INT. DARIO'S ELEVATOR

Dario’s tapping the wall impatiently as the floor numbers indicate
the rise to the 51st FLOOR. DARIO kicks at the door as it slides
open slowly. HE runs out.

INT., 51ST FLOOR
Dario bursts through an empty office.
INT., LOBBY

Advocate’s elevator opens, he leans out and looks at the floor
indicators of all of the elevators. ALL of them show "L" except for
one, in which the "51" button is lit. Back inside, he presses 51 and
lets the doors shut.

INT., 51ST FLOOR

DARIO runs for the stairs. HE takes one flight up to a service door,
and throws it open to reveal the ROOF.

EXT., ROOF, NIGHT

DARIO runs to the edge of the roof and starts fishing his tape
recorder out of his jacket pocket. He clicks it on and sets it down
on the edge of the building.

DARIO
To whoever finds this, this is Dario
Dare, with my final message of
warning to mankind... The minions
of Satan are here on earth.

INT., ADVOCATE'S ELEVATOR
THE ADVOCATE watches the floor numbers. 49. 50. 51.
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EXT. ROOF
Dario looks out over the ground below.

DARIO
| also want to apologize for all the
crap I've done in my life. Rock,
Allison, Master Tim, Don Bosco, and
anyone else I've forgotten. I'm
sorry. | should have realized what
a loser I was. I'm no fighter, I'm
a worthless reporter. I'm nothing.

A noise from behind startles him. A DOOR OPENING. HE SPINS. THE
ADVOCATE has found him. He crosses the roof slowly, sure of his
victory. Dario looks over the edge of the building: his only escape

is certain death! The Advocate is closing. Dario gets up on the

ledge of the building and CROSSES HIMSELF.

DARIO
Goodbye stupid world!

He JUMPS. The Advocate grabs for him but misses.
EXT., 666 BUILDING, NIGHT
ANGLE ON DARIO: as he plummets to the ground.

DARIO
Holy shit!

On the street below we see POLO'S TRUCK. The back end is filled with
mattresses. Polo is whistling some Scottish march, and almost

doesn't notice Dario Dare's unbelievable, screaming landing:

directly into Polo's mattress stack! Polo stops the truck suddenly.

He gets out and looks into the bed of the truck. Dario is there,

looks dead.

POLO
Mister Dare?

Dario opens his eyes, and springs up onto his feet.
DARIO
Hahahahahah! | AM CHOSEN! Get me
outta here, Polo!

POLO
As you wish, laddie!

EXT., ROOF, NIGHT
The ADVOCATE shakes his head in disbelief. He smashes Dario’s tape
recorder with his fist.
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EXT., 666 BUILDING/STREET, NIGHT

Dario is standing in the back of the truck as Polo drives away.
Dario poses and speaks.

DARIO
I, Eugene “Dario” Dare, ex-pro
wrestling manager of the WWWWWW,
have been chosen by the Powers That
Be to fight the uncounted forces of
infinite darkness, to win that
battle, and in doing so get the
biggest, most incredible news story
in the history of tabloid news
reporting! Onward HO!

EXT., MOTEL, NIGHT

Dario and Polo return to the motel, hop out of the truck. They head
for the office door as the telltale signs of an impending
thunderstorm make themselves known.

INT., MOTEL OFFICE, THEN

Dario and Polo stop dead in their tracks. A postcard from Hell
floats above the registry. Dario plucks it out of the air and reads
it:

DARIO
"We are burning in hell, Hope all is
well. Signed Cat & Marion."

The note spontaneously bursts into flame, and faint laughter is
heard. Dario drops the burning remains. Polo gasps as The
Advocate’s disembodied head appears, floating above them.

ADVOCATE
You may have escaped this time Dare,
but your women are mine. They wait
for you in the depths of hell.

DARIO
I'll be there, you construction
worker!
Lightning hits outside. The Advocate vanishes.

POLO
We've got to go and get them!
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DARIO
Patience, my friend. The only way
to hell is through that 666
building, and there's no way in or
out of there. It's tight! We gotta
find another way in. And | gotta
get some pants.

EXT., DETHOS MEDEAN (THE PLANE OF EXISTENCE KNOWN COLLOQUIALLY AS
HELL), NIGHT

Catalina’s Car is half-crashed off to the side of a dirt road, just
behind a small billboard (with its back to us). Eerie smoke rises
like a devil fog from pock marks in the scenery, and the overall cast
of the sky is a deep red.

INT., CAR (HELL), NIGHT

Inside the car, Cat and Marion both lie, unconscious. Marion stirs,
tries to wake Cat.

MARION
Cat. are you all right?

CAT
(asleep) Your Highness!
(awake) Wh- What happened?

MARION
Hard Hat guy knocked you out. We
escaped. Why did you call me
Highness?

CAT
| dreamt... Where are we?

MARION
| don’t know, | passed out. Must
have pulled over. In a matter of
speaking. You rest.

EXT., CAR (HELL ROAD), NIGHT

Marion starts the car and pulls back onto the road, heading back to
where the motel should be. We see the front of the billboard, now.

It reads “HELL... AND WELCOME TO IT!

INT., CARDINAL X’'S CHAMBER, DAY

Cardinal X sits at a desk. The door opens, and from behind we see a
blond woman sit before him. The camera tracks around to reveal this

as being THE BLOND WOMAN who spoke to Damon earlier, obviously a
DOUBLE AGENT who is not to be trusted.
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CARDINAL X
Agent Thorne, it is up to you to
pick up the trail of Agent Powers.
| fear that she is dead; if this is
the case, you must continue in her
footsteps, and attempt to save the
Pope from his captors.

AGENT THORNE
Are you certain that Catalina is
dead?

CARDINAL X
No.

AGENT THORNE
Then perhaps | can save her as well.

CARDINAL X
The salvation of the church may

depend on it.
INT., MOTEL ROOM 7, NIGHT

Dario is standing at the bottomless bathroom hole, wearing sunglasses
and peeing. Dario buttons up his pants as Polo approaches with a
rope.

POLO
I've a strong suspicion this leads
where we want to go, lad.

DARIO
Yeah, deep shit.

Polo adjusts his broadsword for the descent.

POLO
Ready?

Dario puts his sunglasses in his jacket pocket.

DARIO
Let's do it, scotty.

INT., THE BOTTOMLESS BATHROOM HOLE, NIGHT
Dario and Polo are descending through the tiny tunnel. Bits of pipe

and wire jut out of the walls at first, soon to be replaced with
roots and then mineral deposits. They're obviously going deep.
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DARIO
You know, we've got a certain
responsibility as free lance
adventurers. My Master always
stressed the importance of balance.

MASTER TIM (V.O.)
Timing!

DARIO
And timing, but mostly balance. Not
too much evil, not too much good...
Balance. Let's look at it this way.
Most people are totally neutral.
They don't give a shit about anybody
but themselves. They're all self-
important wankers, they think the
world revolves around them.
Bullshit that! There are very few
important people, | mean really
important people in the world.
Mother Theresa? Stephen Hawking?
Ron Jeremy? Hulk Hogan... Everybody
else is just biding their time until
they kick over!

Polo sighs, he's doing all the work, and Dario is just proselytizing
and stepping on his face.

DARIO (CONT.)
Okay, so we've got a nice neutral
balance of 99% of the population.
They don't mean shit. Then there's
a HALF A PERCENT that's totally
evil, and HALF A PERCENT that's so
goody two-shoes you wanna throw up,
right? Without those Mister Rogers
and Jeffrey Dahmers, what are we?
Zero! As a human race, we're so
wrapped up in ourselves that we
don't put a dent in the way things
are! And OUR JOB is to make sure it
stays that way. To maintain
balance. And it looks like evil's
getting hold right now. We gotta
tip the scales, Polo.

POLO
Whatever.
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INT., CATACOMBS, NIGHT

Polo and Dario fall into a thin layer of water in a wide sort of
sewer pipe/tunnel. Dario picks himself up and smells his wet
clothes. He groans in disgust.

POLO
Now let me see. If the front of the
motel is that way, then the side of
the motel is there, where the sun
comes up that's east, so we are
fifty feet underground and that way
is north.

Dario nods condescendingly and starts walking the opposite way. Polo
follows.

EXT., DETHOS MEDEAN -- A ROAD
Cat and Marion are still driving in the semi-wilderness.
INT., CAR, THEN

Marion tries the radio. It's a stock AM thing, but it's picking up a
variety of strange things. Lawrence Welk-y polka. EZ-listening. 24
hour Billy Joel station. She settles on a heavy metal station that's
playing Quiet Riot's "Cum On Feel the Noize." Marion shrugs, then is
startled by a noise: something hitting the car. Outside, a GANG OF
TATTERED, FERAL HUMANS chase the car, attempting to get in;
attempting to get at the girls. We are able to catch only a glimpse

of their pale, sunken, death-like faces.

MARION
Who are they? What do they want?

CAT
We should be at the motel by now.

They approach a BORDER OUTPOST, and it appears to be occupied.
EXT., BORDER OUTPOST, NIGHT

Two beings in military garb step out of the kiosk, waving the car to

a stop. As we get closer, we see they are DEMONS: fangs, pointed
ears, the works. DEMON UNO waves a clawed hand to the tattered
humans, who stop their pursuit suddenly, as if commanded.

INT., CAR

Cat turns down the music.

45
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CAT
Marion, | suspect we've gone to
hell. Don't try anything heroic,
let's just try to get through this
in one piece.

EXT., BORDER OUTPOST

The Demons step in front of the barricade. Marion stops the car.
She tries to smile. The first demon, HARLEY, is a tall, well-built
demon with a moustache.

HARLEY
Could | see your title and
registration please?

He guffaws outrageously, slapping the other demon, a short one named
PAUL. Paul laughs too.

HARLEY
Boy, | love that joke. Not from
around here, huh?

CAT
We just arrived.

Paul the Demon slaps his thigh a few times in rapid succession,
excited.

PAUL
OOOhhh! Just Arrived!!!

HARLEY
Huhhh! That's why you still look so
pretty, isn't it?

Harley caresses Marion's cheek. She tries not to flinch. PAUL
starts moving to Cat’s side of the car and is eyeballing her and

giggling.

HARLEY
Nobody’s laid so much as a hand on
your sweet porcelain skin, isn’t
that right?

PAUL
Oohoooo! Sweet!

HARLEY
Could you step out of the car
please?
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Marion looks at Cat, who nods. She does. Harley points a finger at
the ground, flames erupt in a straight line across it. Then he
gestures again and puts it out. Blackened earth remains.

HARLEY
Could you walk this line for us?
Put your arms straight out and touch
your nose.

Harley laughs maniacally, and Paul joins in the cacophany. Marion
can't believe the requests, but goes for it anyway. The Demons check
her out as she does it. Paul starts drooling.

PAUL
00000PrettyPrettyPretty. W-what did
they say about this one?

HARLEY
Oh, we're just supposed to let ‘em
through. That's all they said.

PAUL
So they didn’'t exactly specify what
we should or shouldn’'t do BEFORE we
let them through. Hee heee!

HARLEY
Nope. Heh heh!

PAUL
(giggles) Are you thinking what I'm
thinking?

Paul whips open Cat’s car door and grabs her pistol hand. She
wrestles with him momentarily, and gets a shot off into his gut.
Paul laughs even harder, now.

PAUL
Ohh, you're killing me!

Harley pushes Marion up against the car and tears at her clothes.
She screams. Meanwhile, Cat is getting pushed across the front seat
by the demon Paul. Both seem to have just one thing on their mind,
and it looks as if they are going to get away with it, despite the

girls’ struggles. Paul has one hand on his genitalia.

PAUL
Are you ready for the Big Surprise?

CAT
Are you?

Catalina retrieves a hidden blade weapon and deflowers her attacker.
Paul howls in agony and falls out of the car, bleeding, Cat kicks his
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face to help him out the door and, half-dressed, leaps over the car
to rescue Marion.

HARLEY
Let's have a lookee here, shall we?

CAT
Have a look at this!

She puts an end to Harley's attentions with a well-placed blade in
the eye. As Harley falls to his knees, she hurries Marion into the
car and starts it.

They drive away into the fog. The Demons look after them, Paul is
buckling up his bloody pants.

PAUL
Well, they said we should let em
through...

HARLEY

Shut up, twerp.

Harley pulls the knife out of his eye. Headlights appear in the fog
ahead. The demons look: is this some higher-up come to reprimand
them? No: CAT'S CAR is returning, and hits both demons head on!
They eat dirt as the car spins back around and rockets through the
checkpoint.

MARION
Bite it, hellspawn!

INT., CATACOMBS, NIGHT

Dario and Polo are walking in the catacombs. Rainwater drips from
sewer grates in the ceiling, accompanied by the occasional flash of
lightning. They take a side hall momentarily and end up in a dead
end. The route is blocked by a massive iron gate, which leads out
into a stream. They back track and stop at the crossroads. Polo
looks a bit pale.

DARIO
Whatsa matter? You're not
claustrophobic?

POLO
I'm not closet-tro-phobic.

DARIO
You're scared.
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POLO
| know what we're up against, lad,
tis nothing to scoff at.

DARIO
What have you got to be scared
about? You've got a ten pound
broadsword with you! All I've got
is a pair of sunglasses and a
crucifix! Come on.

From behind, we see the approaching shadow of the Advocate, thrown
across the walls of the catacombs.

EXT., DETHOS MEDEAN, NIGHT

In a flash of headlights, Cat and Marion are making progress down a
empty road.

INT., CAR (DETHOS MEDEAN) NIGHT
Inside the car, Marion struggles to repair her ripped blouse.

MARION
What the hell is going on? Am |
dead and in Hell, ‘cause if | am |
really don’t believe it and this
blouse is ruined. And how about

telling me who you're really  working
for?
CAT
The Church. Really.
MARION
And, uh, what church _exactly, the

Church of the Kicking of The Ass? |
mean you're blasting shit left and
right, you know, | didn’t say
anything before ‘cause | didn’t want
to make a scene, but this terrorist
shit is just too much!

CAT
| am on a secret mission for the
Vatican.

MARION

The Vatican? You mean the Pope,
tall-hat and stick Vatican? And I'm

supposed to believe that the Pope

sent you to hell, armed to the teeth
with guns and explosives and--
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CAT
No, the Pope's been abducted, my
mission is to rescue him. And he
didn’t send us to hell.

MARION

Why would he send you to hell?
CAT

He didn't.
MARION

He’s supposed to send you to heaven.

CAT
He didn't  send us to hell.

MARION
Does he want you to assassinate
satan or something?
Cat stops the car. She looks at Marion, struck by an EPIPHANY.
INT., CATACOMBS, NIGHT

Dario and Polo are walking through the tunnel, the Advocate is behind
them.

DARIO
We are being followed.
POLO
Who is it?
Dario peeks over his shoulder.
DARIO

That hard-hat guy.

POLO
May the Ruffian nab the cuffin queer
and let the harmanbeck trine with
his kinchins about his colquarron!

DARIO
Uh, what?

POLO
There Can Be Only One!!!

Polo spins, and runs at the Advocate, swordtip forward. Dario goes

bug eyed and also runs into battle. The Advocate's arms grow to
their oversize length, and with one blocks the various blows dealt
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out by Dario's fists. His other hand grabs Polo's blade and holds it
tight. Polo tries to wrench it free but isn't strong enough. In the
half-light of the tunnels, it all looks very strange.

Dario manages to duck one of the arms and get within reach of the
Advocate's body. He doles out a helping of punches, but the Advocate
shrinks an arm to normal length and grabs Dario by the throat, THEN
thrusts him up to the ceiling, pinning him there, choking. Polo rips

his blade free and starts hacking off pieces of the ten-foot arm in

front of him. The Advocate doesn't seem terribly phased by this,
keeping Dario pinned above him. But, as Polo reaches the Advocate,
he cuts through his OTHER ARM, sword blade heading straight for his
face, only to be caught between The Advocate’s TEETH.

Dario falls to the floor, and their combined weight causes a hole to
open up in the weak masonry below, and they all slip through, in a
great sink hole of water and broken stone.

INT., NEXT LEVEL DOWN

Standing in about 3 feet of water, Polo and the Advocate continue to
have it out. The Advocate's arm stumps grow thin tendrils which
flutter about wildly. Meanwhile, the remaining portion of his arm is
still fighting Dario, slapping him, pinching and poking him, while

it's rubbery length tries to crush him like a snake.

Polo gets his sword through the Advocate's defenses, running him
through with the sword. His body collapses, sinks into the water.
It flashes blue light beneath the surface eerily as its power fades.
Dario throws off the floppy arm.

POLO
This seems to be getting more and
more dangerous.

DARIO
Okay, I'm getting it, it's very
dangerous. We could all die really
violently and our souls could be put
in the blender of the afterlife and
pureed alive forever ! Butit
doesn’t matter!

POLO
We'll do it anyway, we're the
heroes, you know.

DARIO

We'll do it because we're very very
masculine!
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EXT., DETHOS MEDEAN, NIGHT

Cat has parked the car and is rummaging through the trunk, assembling
a mass of gear.

CAT
We've got a man in the Vatican who
looks like the Pope but isn't...
He’s making a bunch of telephone
calls to a building that no longer
exists. Yet in that same area,
there’s a fruitcake who thinks he
can talk to God using a technology
I've never seen before. Now it
looks as if God has entrusted me
with this mission: to destroy
Satan.

MARION
But you can't kill a god, or an
anti-god, they’re omnipotent! It's
futile.

Cat pulls a long wooden staff out of the trunk and spins it adeptly.

CAT
This is the Staff of Saint Peter. |
borrowed it from the Vatican’s
museum, replaced it with a copy |
commissioned. | used to place my
faith in bullets, guns, but no more.
If anything will do some damage in
Hell, this is it.

MARION
| believe you. But if you feel the
same way about me as | do you, then
tell me now and | will follow you
anywhere.

The staff exhibits a faint glow. Marion backs off, eyes wide. Cat

is equally amazed, she’s never seen it do this before. Suddenly from
beneath Marion, a pair of grotesque claws thrust out of a sewer

grate, attached to a SLAVERING FIEND. It grabs Marion and starts to
pull her back into the darkness of the hole. Cat leaps into action,

but another FIEND attacks from her side. She spins the staff into

it, smiting it in a blinding flash of holy blue light. She turns,

runs to the sewer, but Marion’s failing hands disappear into the

hole. A large iron grate falls back into place, sealing her fate.

Cat tries to lift it, but it is too heavy. She screams.

CAT
Nooooooo!
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INT., CATACOMBS, NIGHT

Farther up the hallway, Polo and Dario find the Advocate's elevator.
They step inside, and Dario presses one of the buttons randomly.

POLO
| dunno if that's such a good ide--

INT., HELL-EVATOR, NIGHT

The Elevator goes into overdrive, the lights dim and the whole thing
shakes as if it's about to fall apart. Polo and Dario hang on for
dear life, screaming. It screeches to a halt, the guys are slammed
to the floor by the force of it. The doors open with a pleasant
chime.

INT., DETHOS MEDEAN: OFFICE BUILDING, NIGHT

Polo and Dario crawl out of the elevator, totally flattened, into a
normal-looking office building. The lights are out, but a glow
emanates from a nearby window. They head towards it, and we see
MORIDIA.

Moridia, Capital city of Dethos Medean. It is a dark, apocalyptic
metropolis whose architecture looks like a cross between H.R. Giger's
Biomechanics and Syd Mead's Bladerunner.

POLO
Man, this looks like hell.

EXT., STREET, NIGHT

Polo and Dario step out onto the streets of the Dethos' capital. It

is empty, just some garbage fluttering down the street and the guys

standing there, contemplating their next move.

INT., BEELZY'S OFFICE, NIGHT

On a video monitor, we see the same shot of Polo and Datrio in the

street. A fat man in 18th century garb and a powdered wig glances

over at the monitor casually. He is THE MARQUIS DESADE.
DESADE

McCrimmon and Dare have arrived, my
lord.

BOB BEELZY, a long-haired MAN with a stark profile, sits up from
beneath an avalanche of paperwork and takes notice.
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BEELZY
Damn. We've got these guys on level
one, Marion Tango roaming sublevel
G, and Mephistopheles only knows
where Cat Powers is... Well first
thing’s first. Roll the test.
We've gotta make sure this Dare is
our man.

DESADE
As you wish.

BEELZY
Where's that damn form?

EXT., STREET, NIGHT
Polo and Dario look psyched to go.

DARIO
Let's go! Hell awaits and | feel an
ass kicking coming on.

Polo and Dario suddenly fall through the ground.
INT., SUBSTREET LEVEL, NIGHT

Down below, they pull themselves up into a standing position,
groaning. They start to walk down the torch-lit corridor. A voice
reaches their ears: a woman'’s plea for help. Dario and Polo run
towards it, turn a corner to reveal a woman dressed in Ancient Greek
garb. She is chained to the wall.

WOMAN
The Unseen are coming, you must free
me.

POLO
Quick.

Dario looks down the corridor apprehensively as Polo pries the binds
free with the tip of his sword. They snap, and the woman falls into
Polo’s arms.

POLO
We go!

Dario is staring down the hall: Tiny glowing eyes are making their
way towards them.

DARIO
| don’t know about you, But | can
see them just fine!
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They run down the corridor, chased by the glowing eyes. Polo has the
Woman’s hand. Behind them, the darkness engulfs the hallway,
invisible forces knocking down and extinguishing the torches as they

go.

The sapient darkness catches up to the woman, who, screaming, is
pulled into a massive tug-of-war, Dario/Polo vs. the Unseen, with the
woman as the rope. They lose. As the woman slips away, Polo’s hand
enters the blackness, and both of the men are hurled backwards onto

the ground. The woman is enveloped by the blackness. Sounds resound
off the walls, ravenous devouring of flesh.

Dario leaps up and snatches a torch from the wall. The Blackness
dies away, revealing an empty but poorly-lit hallway.

Polo stands, his back to us and to Dario, gazing down the hall where
the girl used to be. Dario touches his shoulder, and he spins

around. His eyes are filled with the evil blackness, and he snarls a
demon growl. Dario recoils, dropping the torch. Polo grabs him,

Dario reaches into his pocket for anything, a weapon, whatever. He
produces his rosary, and touches Polo with it. Polo pulls away,
screaming. Dario kicks Polo over and jumps on his back, wrapping the
rosary around his neck.

INT., BEELZY'S OFFICE

Beelzy watches on the monitor. As he gestures, he loses control over
the stack of papers that cover his lap.

BEELZY
Interesting. Looks like you may
have gotten THEDARIO DARE this
time. Our sources were right, he IS
a formidable ally. Tell my men to
come in.

INT., SUBSTREET LEVEL.

Dario finishes a prayer and Polo pukes the darkness out of his mouth.
The puddle sloshes away down the hall as Polo comes around.

POLO
Ohhh what happened to me?

DARIO
You were possessed, | used a
blessing to exorcise you.

POLO

(burps)
How?
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DARIO
I’'m Catholic, we all know how to do
that. Get up.

INT., BEEZLY’'S OFFICE

Beelzy spins in his chair, papers flying, to face the men he has

seated before him. Next to DeSade is The Advocate and an enormous

DEAD WRESTLER with elaborate face make-up named CRAZY BAVA. Behind
CRAZY BAVA, a SUITED CORPSE stands, ANTHONY GRAVES, awaiting orders.

BEELZY
All-Righty! | want all the mortals
in my office in forty-five minutes.
Now. Who wants to get Dario Dare?

ADVOCATE
No. No more.

GRAVE
| want him. We have a score to
settle, me and Dare.

BEELZY
Fine. Take Crazy Bava with you, and
make sure he doesn’t break Dario in
half. DeSade will see to Catalina
Powers, and YOU can get Marion
Tango. She should be easy enough.

He hands them each a series of carbonless forms.

ADVOCATE
It's not my fault, you send me there
with Il Satanos, a bunch of ignorant
robed cretins who can't find th --

BEELZY
Don’t get surly! Get on with it!

EXT., SATANIC PALACE, NIGHT

A huge structure rises out of the gloom, at once castle-like,

corporate, and organic. A neon pentagram glows on its facade.
Catalina slinks into view, staff at her side. She approaches the
entrance to the Satanic Palace. Three guards are there, see her
coming, and spread out. One reaches to stop her and she attacks. In
a flash of holy light, she eliminates all three guards without

breaking stride. She goes inside.

INT., HELLISH SEWER, NIGHT

Marion is being harassed by the slavering fiend, when a LONG WHITE-
SLEEVED ARM suddenly presents itself and punches the fiend in the
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face, dropping him to the sewer floor. The arm returns back to The
Advocate. Marion freaks.

MARION
Oh, great! Help!!!

ADVOCATE
I’'m not here to harm you.

MARION
Yeah, right!

ADVOCATE
I’'m here to escort you.

Marion picks up some rocks and starts throwing them at him.

MARION
Some escort! First you try to Kill
me, then you send me to HELL..

ADVOCATE
That was an accident!

MARION
And now you expect me to trust you?
Ha! I'm better off swimming in a
pool of razor blades!

The Advocate starts to snap, begins whining and seems on the verge of
tears.

ADVOCATE
But it's not my fault! | try to do
my job, and they give me these
incompetents to work with... |
didn’t mean to send you to hell!

Marion has stopped throwing rocks and starts feeling sorry for him.

MARION
Hey, look, I'm sorry.

ADVOCATE
No! | try to do job, it doesn’t
work. Now | can’t even escort a
woman to see his Greatness, | --

MARION
It's okay. Look, I'm coming with
you.

She starts walking down the sewer with him.
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ADVOCATE
OK, but I just try to do job, |
can't always help it if things go
wrong, you know.

FADE OUT
INT., STREET SUBLEVEL
Polo and Dario trudge through the hall, looking tired.

POLO
You think we're there yet?

A nearby portcullis opens with a rattle, revealing a single ZOMBIE IN
A SUIT. Anthony Graves. They assume a battle-ready stance as the
zombie walks towards them.

DARIO
Don’t need your help, Polo. | got
this one. Gimme your sword.

Polo won't give it to him. Dario reaches over to Polo’s sword and,
after a struggle, gets it from him. Graves gets within swinging
distance, and begins to speak.

GRAVES
Dario Dare, | have been asked to
accompany y--

Dario swings, cuts him in half. His parts falls to the ground.

GRAVES
Damn you, Dare! Don’t you recognize
me, you jerk?

DARIO
Anthony Graves!?

POLO
Anthony who?

DARIO
Graves, Graves, he used to manage
Crazy Bava in the European Wrestling
Association.

POLO
Crazy Bava, with the face make up!

Dario starts circling his fallen enemy.
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DARIO
That's right Polo. Bava used to
wrestle exclusively in Europe.
Never lost a match, some say he used
Black Magic to defeat his opponents.
But he was never seen without his
manager, Anthony Graves!

GRAVES
Not a bad history lesson, Dare, but
you're leaving out the most
important part, you son of a bitch!

Dario is getting a little cocky, now. He’s got the upper hand and
begins exploiting it ruthlessly.

DARIO
| was saving the best for last,
pretty boy! Crazy Bava never lost a
match except his last one. December
22,1990, at the Egg Dome in Japan,
the only match of his career that he
wrestled outside of Europe. The
night I met and managed the man who
defeated Crazy Bava, my man The Rock
and Roll Miracle.

POLO
Mister Dare, | think --

DARIO
Not now, Polo.

GRAVES

You interfered in that match!

DARIO
Not as nearly as much as you! Now |
know my actions were 100% justified!

POLO
So how did he end up in hell?

DARIO
Neither one of them left that
wrestling ring alive, thank you very
much!

GRAVES
You're to blame, Dario Dare, for all
the shit we put up with down here,
you putz!
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DARIO
“We?” You mean that jughead Bava is
down here, too?

The Gate opens again. THE HULKING SILLOUHETTE OF CRAZY BAVA appears
in a cloud of smoke. Dario just lost the upper hand. He tries a new
approach: total subservient.

DARIO
Crazy Bava, | missed you sooo much!
The entire wrestling community still
mourns your loss, and | -- ULP

BAVA picks up Dario by the throat. He looks to be about twelve feet
tall.

POLO
You need my help NOW, Mister Dare?

DARIO
(choking) ANYTIME NOW!

INT., SATANIC PALACE

Cat progresses through a stone hallway lined with pillars. Behind
one, just out of sight, The Marquis DeSade awaits with a single shot
pistol. Cat walks past his pillar, her staff glows slightly. She

stops, guessing his location. Using the staff as a pole for

vaulting, she runs and thrusts herself upward to the ceiling,

grabbing a foothold there, hiding. DeSade spins around the pillar
and shoots where Cat used to be. She leaps down on him, sticks the
staff of St. Peter under his chin.

CAT
Drop the blunderbuss, fatty.

DeSade drops it.

DESADE
What do you propose to accomplish
with that rod of yours?

She pushes his gut with it. A blue flash of light erupts as holy
contacts unholy. DeSade pulls away in pain. Cat repositions it at
his groin.

DESADE
Ahh, a relic of the church, how
quaint. Now don't tell me. You're
going to ask to see the man in
charge.

CAT
You're learning. Move.
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INT. STREET SUBLEVEL, NIGHT

Crazy Bava has both of our heroes by the neck, and is standing over
the halved remains of his manager, Graves. Graves is waving a sheet
of paper desperately.

GRAVES
No no, Bava. No Break in half! (to
Dario) You have to come to The
Waiting Room.

DARIO
What for?

GRAVES
HOW THE HELL SHOULD | KNOW? The
boss just said, "Go accompany them
to the Waiting Room."

DARIO
Oh. Which way is it?

GRAVES
Carry me. I'll show you.

DARIO
No way.

GRAVES

They said "accompany them," that
means go with them , now pick me up!

INT. HELL HALL

Dario carries the upper half of Graves down a hall while Polo walks
behind, with the hulking Bava in tow. Graves points ahead.

GRAVES
Left up here.

DARIO
Man, why do | have to carry this
guy? Polo, you're bigger, why don't
you carry him?!

POLO
You chopped him in half, now you
have to carry him. It's only right.

GRAVES
Left! Left, don't you know which
way is left? Hold your hands out,
look at --
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Dario holds his hands straight out, dropping Graves on to the floor.

GRAVES
Shit. Now look at your hands.
Which one makes the "L" ? The LEFT
ONE. "L" for left.

Dario tries it. It does work!
INT., WAITING ROOM

The door opens, revealing the trio standing in the hall. AGAIN,
Dario and Graves are in the lead.

GRAVES
Okay, just wait here until --

Dario tosses him into the hall, discarding him at last. Polo shuts

the door on Crazy Bava. The room is clean, and quiet except for some
faint easy listening MUSIC that sounds like a slowed down version of
the | DREAM OF JEANNIE theme. Further in, they see Marion and the
Advocate reading some magazines. Polo and Dario assume the battle
position.

DARIO
Look out! That guy’s nuts!
MARION
It's okay, he was only doing his
job.
The Advocate nods politely.
ADVOCATE
Thank you.
DARIO

Some job. | trust him, oh yeah...

Dario slumps into a chair and picks up a magazine. A 1979 issue of
NATIONAL GEOGRAPHIC. He shrugs noncommittally, and picks up another.
Same exact issue. And another under that. Dario looks at his

companions and smiles weakly.

DARIO
Hey hard-hat guy, what magazines you
got over there?

ADVOCATE
Uh, August  National Geographic
1979.
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POLO
Ach. I've got that one at home. A
good read, though. One of me
favorite magazines.

Dario stares at him ruthlessly.

POLO
What?

SAME, LATER
Clocks whirl in superimposition over images of INSANE BOREDOM.

Everybody's shifting in their seats uncomfortably. Dario tries lying

down, but the arm rests are just too close together. The same “I

DREAM OF JEANNIE” tune is playing in the background, the same eight
bars repeated like a record skipping, louder than before. Finally

it's just too much. DARIO SCREAMS INSANELY.

A pleasant CHIME sounds, and a female VOICE says:

FEMME VOICE
Satan will see you now.

THE DOOR opens slowly, intense dramatic music heralding the PRINCE OF
DARKNESS' entrance. But it's only Bob Beelzy standing there.

BEELZY
Hey guys, sorry to keep you waiting.
[, uh, just wanted to hear someone
scream.

He chuckles good naturedly. DARIO stares at him in stupefied
disbelief.

BEELZY
And | couldn’t find the form. Well,
come on inside, time's a-wasting.
Come on.

INT., BEELZY’'S OFFICE, NIGHT

THEY go into his office, a totally normal looking office except for

the massive piles of paperwork strewn endlessly across every surface,
and the view of the INFERNO outside the window. The Satanos are
standing knee-deep in paper trash nearby. Satano #1 brings over a
bowl of candy, sets it on the table.

BEELZY

Have a seat, help yourself to that
candy there if you want.
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Polo smells one and puts it back. Dario pockets a handful of them,
but is still looking at Beelzy peculiarly.

DARIO
Awright, hold it. No pun intended,
but who the HELL are you?

BEELZY
Bob Beelzy.
He offers Dario his hand to shake.
DARIO
You're Satan?
BEELZY

This is my place.

DARIO
Nice. Forgive us for not TRUSTING
you, but you and your cronies have
given us a lot of shit. | can
hardly tell what's real and what'’s
not anymore.

BEELZY
We are the very shapers of reality,
each and every one of us. For
example: you and | know that
professional wrestling is real, but
how many people have claimed
otherwise?

Dario and Polo nod. Marion smirks.

BEELZY (CONT.)
Dario, how often have you heard
people laughing off the National

Explainer __ as a rag full of lies?
DARIO

Everything | write is the GOD HONEST
TRUTH. No offense.
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BEELZY
People put down the National
Explainer _ because it doesn't fit in
with their predetermined sense of
"REALITY." Just because people
haven't seen an alien in person,
they assume that aliens don't exist.
But the very same individuals will
never see a platypus or an emu in
person, but believe in them
unquestioningly. And how many
things are exactly as they appear
anyway? Speaking of which, where
is ---?

The door opens. THE CAMERA closes in on DeSade, in the doorway with
a black shape behind him.

DESADE
My Lord, Catalina P-

She kicks him out of the way and fires a rocket launcher at Beelzy.
His desk explodes, and she flies forward with the Staff of Saint
Peter, ready to finish the job.

CATALINA
DIE, SATAN, DIE!!

Beelzy looks up from the wreckage of his desk, just in time to see
the staff land firmly on his skull. He splits in half, spewing
glowing sticky gobs everywhere. Silence. Then the sound of two
hands clapping. Cat, sweat-soaked, looks behind her. Beelzy is
fully intact, and slightly amused.

BEELZY
Nice form, and a sprightly
execution, Miss Powers. Sit.

Catalina is entangled by a series of animated ropes, pulling her into
a chair and fastening her there. Beelzy pushes the dead remains of
himself aside and sits at his chair.

BEELZY
I need your help, Dario.

DARIO
My help? What the hell for?
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BEELZY
My men have been tracking down a
certain enemy operative for some
time now. He's a loose cannon, a
bad egg. We need to stop him before
he does some lasting damage.

DARIO
(meekly)
You're not talking about Jesus, are
you?
BEELZY

No, this gentleman is working
against Them too. Remember Damon
Roberts, the televangelist?

CAT
| do. He's got a broadcast tower in
Sheboygan, and he claims to have
talked to God.

MARION
They all claim that.

CAT
Well, this guy’s pointing two
hundred thousand watts skyward, and
says that he reached The Lord
himself.

BEELZY
Oh, he tried talking to Mister Big,
that's true. But he reached the
OTHER intelligent life out there.

Dario has pulled out his notebook, and he starts writing feverishly.

DARIO
You mean...

BEELZY
The Axaxi, the most power-hungry
beings in the universe. And they're
here, now, with a very powerful
spacecraft, some very powerful
equipment, and they’ve got one thing
on their mind.

POLO
To take over the world?
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BEELZY
Exactly wrong. They want to meet
this God guy that they’ve heard so
much about.

Dario tears the top sheet off his notebook and crumples it up,
tossing it aside.

DARIO
You're kidding, right? Everybody
knows God doesn't live in Sheboygan.
He’s got a place in the Dells.

BEELZY
You don't understand. Damon’s
convinced them that he’s the direct
line of communication with God, they
think he’s the modern prophet.
Which brings me to the second
unbelievable level... Do you
remember your May 5th 1994 edition

of the Explainer _?

POLO
That's the Pope issue, Dario -- the
Pope's spaceship, his hairdressing
tools, the EVIDENCE, remember?

BEELZY
Very good. Dario, what you wrote in
that issue is almost completely
correct.

DARIO
He's a hairdresser??

BEELZY
Well, it was partially correct,
then. This may be difficult to
believe for some of you, so I'm
going to incorporate some visual
aids.

A large video screen appears behind him. PICTURES OF THE POPE are

followed by detailed MECHANICAL DRAWINGS of some HIGH TECH ANDROID.
Dario starts writing again, a hopeful look in his eye.
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BEELZY
Pope Pius XIll was abducted about 3
months ago by the Axaxi. They
replaced him and several other men
of high position in the Vatican with
amazingly convincing simulacrum --
colloquially known as androids _ -- as
you see here.

Dario tears that sheet off his notebook and crumples it up, tossing

it to the floor.

DARIO
Great. Terminator Pope plans to
nuke the Vatican. So what, | mean
what for?

BEELZY
All part of Damon’s scheme. It was
his idea, you see. If these boys
wanted to talk to God, Damon thinks
he’s got to be the leader of the
church to do it. Which was his
agenda all along. So the Axaxi
replace ol Pope Pius with their
robot equivalent, all the time
setting the stage for Damon’s total
takeover of Vatican City.

MARION
And what would he gain?

BEELZY
Nothing, it's a mcGuffin, a placebo.
Damon’s only interested in power.
Then again, so are the aliens,
they've got a ton of it now, but
think that if God’s got even more,
maybe he’ll lend ‘em some secrets.

DARIO
So where does God fit into all of
this?

BEELZY
| don’'t know.

EXT., HEAVEN'S GOLF COURSE, DAY

On an idealized soft-focus golf course, a white-haired man in a robe

is golfing.
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INT., BEELZY'S OFFICE
Beelzy is standing, pacing.

BEELZY
Dario, what did your master Leung
Tim say about balance?

DARIO
"Don't stand on that railing, you'll
lose your balance."

BEELZY
No, | think it was another instance.

DARIO
It was... Itis necessary to
maintain universal balance. At any
cost.

BEELZY
Okay, now believe it or not, the
aliens are disrupting the balance
that God and Satan have been working
at for years.

DARIO
| don't buy it. Why don’t you just
zap Damon and his clockwork Pope
yourself? Send in the hard hat guy,
he’ll get into it.

BEELZY
Believe me, | tried. My demon
troops are too powerful -- they keep
getting spotted and eliminated by
the alien technology. So far, the
Axaxi don't suspect humans as being
particularly dangerous, and won't
take action against you. You're
just quaint little fuzzy mammals to

them.
DARIO
So you need a bunch of wimpy losers,
is that it?
BEELZY
Yes.
DARIO

Thank you, Satan.
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BEELZY
You must go in alone, and put a stop
to Damon’s plan. He must not gain
control of the Vatican, even if you
have to get through the aliens to
stop him. But don't think that
means I’'m not going to help you.

He snaps his fingers. Dario is bound to the chair with more of the
living white ropes. Beelzy approaches Dario, and with a clawed thumb
and forefinger.

BEELZY
Now, this isn’t going to hurt a bit.
It's going to hurt a LOT.

He rips out Dario’s right eye. Polo leaps to his feet, but Marion
holds him back. Dario screams in anguish, blood pouring from his
socket.

Beelzy tosses the eye aside. The Satanos fight over it and eat it.
Beelzy heads to a nearby cabinet, opening the doors to reveal an
assortment of spheres, brass, gold, silver and stone. He searches
the selection for one that is just right.

Dario still screams, hand clasped vainly over his gaping socket.
Beelzy pulls a silver eye forth, and places it into Dario’s hollow.
He stops screaming abruptly, and looks up in surprise.

DARIO
Heyyyy!

BEELZY
You've been endowed with
SatanoVision. How do you like it?

DARIO
Yeahhhhh!

BEELZY
What you’re seeing now is reality,
that which is hidden just behind a
tenuous veil of irreality. You can
see ghosts, vampires, werewolves,
whatever you want. I'm sure it'll
help.

Dario looks at Catalina, and is shocked.

DARIO
Oh my God!

MARION
What, what is it?
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CAT
Dario.

DARIO
Whoohooo. | don't think you wanna
know, babe. Trust me.

MARION
(to Beelzy) What have you done?

She gets up to fight, Polo immediately joins her. Both of them get
restrained by the crawling white ropes.

BEELZY
Lastly, a bit of protection --
because you will need it. You must
eat the droppings of my Satanos.

The Satanos walk in and hoist up their robes.

DARIO
Now wait just a minute! Pluck my
eyes out, fine, but no way are we
eating shit!

BEELZY
How do you think my servants could
survive the beating you enacted upon
them! They are invincible.

CAT
They're idiots.

BEELZY
Their droppings will make you
strong, now eat up!

The Satanos grab two handfuls of their fresh excrement and shove it
in the faces of their frozen victims. The gang tries to squirm out
of it, but no luck They eat the poop.

BEELZY
Thanks, we’ll send you the paperwork
later. Bye bye!

The gang vanishes. The Advocate and DeSade walk over. The Satanos
are patting each other on the back. Beelzy finally breaks down

laughing.

BEELZY
| can’t believe they ATE SHIT!

CONTINUED



CONTINUED 72

ADVOCATE
(laughs)
| could hardly contain myself! Will
it help them?

BEELZY
Not in the least! That's they we
call it HELL! HAHAHHA!

EXT., MOTEL, DAY

Agent Thorne is patrolling the grounds, looking for clues. She is
dressed in the same combat gear that Cat Powers wears. A strange,
supernatural sound erupts behind her, and she ducks for cover behind
atree. She reaches down to her belt and switches on a device which
renders her invisible, just as the screaming voices of Polo, Marion,
and Catalina come to a sudden stop. They're back from hell, and are
scattered on the ground outside the office.

MARION
Ohhhh... Where’s Dario?

Dario appears as if fired from an underground cannon. He flies into
the air, reaches apogee and falls back to the ground with a terrific
thud. He sits up, spitting brown spit, and looking near enough to
death. He looks up, and he sees IT.

IN THE DISTANT SKY, a silver saucer floats silently above the trees.
DARIO

He gets up, looks over at Cat, who is wiping off her chin.

DARIO
Did you see th--

CAT
| don’t care what you saw, Dare.
Just promise me you won't get in my
way.

DARIO
YOUR way? | believe Satan needed MY
help, not yours.

MARION
(smacking her lips)
Does anybody have any gum?

Polo runs over, getting right in Dario’s face.
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POLO
Are you okay, Mister Dare? When he
pulled out your eyeball, it looked
like it was all over!

Dario is repelled by Polo’s breath.

DARIO
I'm fine, look, I've gotta stop a
deranged televangelist and bring
balance to the universe, here. So
if you don’t mind...

CAT
Fine. Damon’s HQ is on the east
side of town. We attack tonight.

Cat walks off towards the edge of the motel parking lot. Dario sits

on the stoop and watches her go. Marion and Polo walk into the Motel
office door. Cat passes a tree and slows down. Dario sees Thorne
step out from behind the tree, drawing a huge knife. Dario looks
around in disbelief, and runs to stop the ambush.

DARIO
Look out!

Cat hears him and turns, sees Dario running wildly at her. He
tackles an invisible shape next to her, and struggles with it on the
ground. She doesn’t know what to think.

Dario wrestles with Thorne on the ground. Thorne slashes his arm,
and he grabs the wound, wincing. Cat sees the wound, and realizes
that he’s not fooling around. Thorne gets up and makes a move at
Cat, slicing through the air at her. Cat gets cut, too. She kicks
blindly at her attacker, and contacts solidly, much to her surprise.
Dario runs at Thorne, slamming into her from behind. She drops the
knife, which becomes visible as it slides across the ground. Dario
gets kicked in the face and Thorne runs around the corner of the
motel.

DARIO
Shit!

CAT
Dare, what was it?

DARIO
Some chick. She was dressed just
like you.

Cat gets a serious look on her face and runs off.
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DARIO
Thanks, yeah, don’t mention it, all
in a day’s work for super Dario.

Dario squints, grabbing his wound. In the background, Polo is
running with a mattress.

INT., CAT'S ROOM, DAY

Marion walks in on Cat, who is sorting through the small amount of
equipment she has left. Marion is dressed in a new, adventure-ready
oultfit.

CAT
| know what you’re going to say.

MARION
Then you'll know why I'm going to
say it. You show me what | need to
do, and you'll see | can hold my own
in a fight.

Cat nods.

EXT., STREET, DAY

A big old ‘70’s Van is parked beside the curb. Sound system plays
Steve Miller's JUNGLE LOVE. A side door slides open as Polo and

Dario (his arm bandaged and held loosely at his side) march into
frame: Harry the Weasel appears at the door, smiling.

HARRY
Hey Dario, it's about time. Where
you been?

DARIO

Hell and back. | need some gear.

HARRY
Okay, okay, | gotcha there.

They step into the Van.
INT., VAN, DAY
Polo spots the wet bar and crawls back to it, helping himself.

HARRY
Who's the work horse?

DARIO

That's Polo McCrimmon, he’s a big
fan of our newspaper.
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POLO
Oh yeh, it's me favorite magazine,
next to drinkin’!

DARIO
What can you offer me, Harry?

HARRY
Only the finest, only the finest.
Lookee here.

He opens up a suitcase that is lined with reporter equipment:
cameras, tape recorders, notebooks, pens. Dario’s impressed.

HARRY
What's the story about?

DARIO
A terminator pope plans to nuke the
Vatican.

HARRY
You said you didn't like that one!

DARIO
This time it's real. There's an
alien menace involved.

HARRY
Ooh, alien menace, okay. They got a
ship?

DARIO
Yeah.

HARRY

Okay. Start with the big guns.

You'll need a fast lens, wide angle,
catch all the action. This Nikon’s

for you. Now that's a good camera.
You wanna catch your sound, here’s a
Sony DAT walkman, very nice, and if
you're writing shit down in space,
you'll need this aircraft aluminum
writing pen, it's space age, write

in zero g's and all that shit.

DARIO
Good. Can you shoot this one-
handed?

HARRY

Why, what happened to your arm?
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DARIO
An invisible chick cut me, my kung-
fu is toast.

HARRY

Well, yeah, it'll shoot okay one-
handed, it's auto-advance. You need
film, I got film.

DARIO
Load it. We're going in right now.

POLO
| thought Catalina said we attack
tonight!

DARIO
Yeah, well we're going to get the
jump on ‘em, see?

INT., CAT'S ROOM, DAY

Cat and Marion are spread out on the bed, looking at Cat’s photos of

Damon’s HQ.

CAT
We’'re going to go in under daylight
hours, just to get the jump on Dario
Dare. Normally this would be
impossible, but without _ him we will
be at an extreme advantage. Number
one, dress in dark colors, move
silently, don’t attract attention,
don’t speak. If you must use a
vehicle, select something non-
descript. Be Sober and Smart. We
must get in undetected at all costs,
as | fear we may be going up against
a familiar and dangerous enemy. Do
you think you're ready?

INT., DAMON’'S WORKSHOP, DAY

Damon is doing something when Thorne rushes in.

THORNE
Damon. They’re here, | thought for
sure they were gone but they're
here. | suspect Cat Powers will be
paying us a visit very soon, perhaps
with her bumbling friend Dario Dare.
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DAMON
Dario who?

THORNE
Dario Dare, ex-pro wrestling
manager. Tabloid news reporter?

DAMON
Oh.

THORNE
You'd better get your people out of
here, all hell's about to break
loose.

EXT., WAREHOUSE HIDEOUT, DAY

Cat and Marion run behind the cover of a row of hedges, just a few
yards from the building’s entrance. A bunch of people are running
out of the garage door, apparently evacuating in a hurry.

MARION
What's happening?

REALLY LOUD FUNK MUSIC comes down the street, getting closer. Cat
looks annoyed, and turns to see what it is.

CAT
Shit.

HARRY'’S VAN approaches, Dario hanging out one window and staring at
the sky, yelling.

DARIO
Okay, right about here! There it
is, the UFO, stop the truck, Harry!

HARRY
Okay!!!

Cat slaps her forehead in disbelief. Harry stops the van right in
front of the door. Dario, Polo, and Harry step out, still shouting.

HARRY
This is the place? Wow it’s big! |
still don’t see no UFO, though.

DARIO
It's invisible, it's right up there!

POLO
Hey loook! It's Catalina Powers,
and Marion! Marion, what are you
doing here???
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MARION
SHHHH!

DARIO
You see, | got this magic eye from
Satan, it’s really cool!

HARRY
Magic eye from ---? You goof!

Cat is burying her head in her hands.

INT., WAREHOUSE, DAY

Dario and his boys walk in the open door. Only Damon is standing

there.

DARIO
Hello?!!

DAMON
Yes?

DARIO
You Damon Roberts?

DAMON
Yes...

DARIO

Dario Dare. National Explainer.
This is my assistant Harry and my
friend Polo.

POLO
Want a yummy?

He produces a bag of candy. Damon declines. Behind the boys, Cat
and Marion have given up the sneak-approach and are walking in the

front door.

CAT
Damon Roberts...

DARIO
Oh shit.

CAT

As a representative of the Roman
Catholic Church at Vatican City, |
demand to --

Cat gets hit by an invisible force, knocking her to the ground.

Dario points.
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DARIO
It's that chick. She’s right there.
(distracted) Hey, look up there!
Come on fellas!

He runs up a flight of stairs, followed by the boys. Cat continues
to get pummeled by the invisible Agent Thorne. Damon tries to stay
out of the way of the destruction, laughing at Cat’s demise.

CAT
Marion, get Damon! Get the Pope!

Marion nods, and starts walking toward Damon, pushing up her sleeves.
When he runs for a nearby door, Marion follows.

INT., WAREHOUSE UPSTAIRS, DAY

Up on the stairs, Dario, Polo, and Harry reach the second level, and
run headlong into a trio of AXAXI, short, cute aliens with gray skin
and big eyes.

DARIO
Aliens! Hi, I'm Dario Dare.

HARRY
Aliens?!

The axaxi step forward to greet him, gently touching his pant legs.

POLO
Holy moly! Aliens!

HARRY
Aliensssss! Waahhhhhh!

INT., WAREHOUSE (DOWNSTAIRS), DAY

Harry runs back down the stairs, through the battling Cat/Thorne, and
out the door.

INT, WAREHOUSE UPSTAIRS, DAY

Back upstairs, Dario is kneeling down and talking to the Axaxi. He
points to his camera.

DARIO
Can | get a picture of you for my
newspaper?
An axaxi twists his head in curiosity.
DARIO

My newspaper, it's a very famous
journal of the paranormal...
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One of the axaxi pulls out a copy of the Explainer with an Alien on
the front cover. He hands Dario a pen.

DARIO
You want me to sign it?

AXAXI
(in alien language)
It's our favorite magazine.

INT., WAREHOUSE DOWNSTAIRS, DAY
Back downstairs, Cat hits the ground again.

CAT
Why don'’t you fight me face to face,
Thorne?

Thorne appears from out of nowhere, dropping her invisibility device
on the ground.

THORNE
Always in the way, Catalina.

CAT
How could you turn your back on the
church in this hour of need?

THORNE
You drove me to it. We used to have
something, but getting ahead was
more important, wasn't it? Now |
can have it all.

CAT
You'll get nothing.

INT., HALLWAY

Marion runs down the hall after Damon, who is tiring from the
exertion. A GUARD leaps out at her, but she fights back in an
unprecedented display of physical prowess. She knocks the guy out
and takes his gun.

INT., UPSTAIRS, DAY

Dario and Polo are posing with the aliens, taking photos. Dario
tires of this arrangement, and wants to move on.

DARIO
Thanks, guys.

POLO
Here little guys, have some yummies.
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Polo starts handing out candy. The aliens eat them, wrappers and
all, loving it. Dario winds the camera, looking out over the

battlefield below. Cat and Thorne are having it out Hong Kong style,
taking the room with them. Dario turns back to Polo, who is out of
candy.

POLO
Oh boy, those little guys sure like
the candy. | don’t have any more.

He holds empty hands open to the axaxi, convincing them he doesn’t
have any left. Dario reaches into his jacket pocket and pulls out
the candy from Satan’s office.

DARIO
Here, give em these red hots. We
gotta go.

Polo distributes them to the little guys, and waves bye bye. Dario
and Polo run down the stairs.

INT., WAREHOUSE DOWNSTAIRS, DAY
Dario walks past Cat and Thorne, snapping pictures and waving.

CAT
Damn you Dario! HiYAAHH!

Dario and Polo duck into the CONTROL ROOM.
INT., CONTROL CENTER.
Dario smiles, having hit the motherlode. He snaps a picture.

DARIO
Fantastic!

POLO
Wow, what's all this stuff?

DARIO
Don’t touch anything.

Polo sees the coffin-shaped cabinets up against the wall, steps into
one, presses a button and vanishes.

INT., AXAXI SPACECRUISER, IN SPACE
Polo appears on the bridge of the starship. He opens his mouth real

big and gets back in the transporter before any of the axaxi on board
spot him. He vanishes...
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INT., CONTROL CENTER, DAY

Polo reappears in the room. Gets out of the capsule, walks away from
it, whistling.

DARIO
What's wrong with you?

INT., UPSTAIRS, DAY

The axaxi are eating their Satanic Candy. One of them starts to foam
at the mouth, and collapses. Another starts burning. The last one

is spewing slime from its head, trying to reach a lever marked ALARM.
It reaches it, yanks it, and dies. The ALARM sounds, and red lights
flash on.

INT., DOWNSTAIRS

Cat and Thorne stop their pummeling temporarily, seeking out the
source of the noise. Thorne takes advantage of the distraction and
clobbers Cat.

INT., CONTROL CENTER
Dario looks at Polo.

DARIO
What did you do?

POLO
| didn’t!

INT., AXAXI SPACECRUISER

The Axaxi look at a flashing, beeping panel. Looks like trouble.

One presses a red button: A POPE-SHAPED SILLOUHETTE lights up
dramatically.

INT., CONTROL CENTER

Dario has Polo by the throat.

DARIO
What did you DO??

POLO
Ah! Ah! Mister Dare! | only
pressed the button and went up to
the spaceship! Nobody saw me!
INT., HALLWAY, DAY

Damon runs into one of his own armed guards at a door, and rips the
gun out of his hand. Firing back past him at Marion, he accidentally
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clips the guard in the head. Marion ducks back under cover. Damon
pushes open the door and runs inside. Marion gets up and runs after
him. She opens the door, tackling an aiming Damon. She subdues him,
and sees what his target was: POPE PIUS XllI, tied to a chair.

She smacks Damon into unconsciousness, gets up and starts helping the
Pope out of his binds.

POPE PIUS Xl
(in Italian)
Who are you?

MARION
(in Italian)
I’'m here to rescue you. Are you all
right, your Holiness?

POPE PIUS XIlI
Ah, so so.

INT., CONTROL CENTER
Dario pushes Polo aside and walks over to the transporter.

DARIO
I'll straighten this out.

He disappears, and reappears a second later with his clothes smoking
and torn.

DARIO
Okay, we need a back-up plan. Those
guys are pissed. Go talk to your
little guys upstairs, tell em you
didn’t mean to trespass on their
ship.

POLO
Okee Dokee.

He runs out.

INT., DOWNSTAIRS.

Polo walks past the duel, still in progress.
INT., UPSTAIRS

Polo runs up to talk to the axaxi.

POLO
Hey, little guys, | -- OOPS.

He sees three little corpses smoking. He runs back downstairs.
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INT., CONTROL CENTER
Polo bursts in.

POLO
They're dead!

DARIO
What? How?

POLO
| don’t know, their heads were all
smoking and --

Dario reaches into his pocket and pulls out the candies from hell.

DARIO
These! We gave em hell candy!
POLO
You gave em hell candy! | gave em
yummies.
DARIO
Oh yeah, well maybe they died from
yummies.
POLO
Oh.
DARIO
Awright. Plan four!
POLO
What happened to plan three?
DARIO
Shut up! Plan three is where | Kill
you, Polo!
POLO

Okay! What's plan four?
SAME, A MOMENT LATER
Dario is at one end of the room, Polo has one hand on the transporter
control. Dario runs toward the capsule. Suddenly the door opens,
and Marion comes in with the Pope and a tied-up Damon.

DARIO
(still running) Hey, Pope!

He jumps into the transporter, vanishes.
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INT., SPACECRAFT

Dario flies out of the transporter at full speed, flying past an

axaxi guard. He grabs the gun off him in mid-flight. WILD HK
GUNFIGHT ENSUES. Dario kicks ass, blasting axaxi and bits of the
ship as he wildly fires the sonic hand-cannon everywhere. He stops.
We slowly close in on Dario. The wreckage stops falling around

him... Silence. He pulls his camera up to his demon-eye and snaps a
picture.

INT., CONTROL ROOM

Polo is having the Pope sign something as Marion peeks out the door.
INT., WAREHOUSE, DAY

Cat and Thorne are tiring.

THORNE
Ready to give up?

CAT
Never.

Thorne gets her into a choke hold. Cat is losing.

THORNE
Damon’s going to let me run the
Vatican with him, just us, side by
side, did you know that?

CAT
The Vatican’s just another fading
bureaucracy, there’s no power there.
You’re wasting your time.

THORNE
Jealous? You could have had me...

Marion comes out of the Control center, dragging Damon by the end of
his rope. She pushes him to the ground.

MARION
Here’s your world leader.

THORNE
You think you've won? (she laughs)
You'll have to take that up with the
axaxi. They have even less of a
sense of humor than | do.
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INT., AXAXI SPACECRAFT

Dario looks around the bridge. Peering through the dissipating
smoke, he happens across a flashing red button. He ignores it. He
steps into an adjoining room where a man is lying beneath a semi-
transparent plastic sheet. Something is vaguely familiar about him.
Dario pulls the plastic aside to reveal THE JESUS DROID. YEP, IT'S
JESUS, ALL RIGHT, or at least the Euro-Centric version thereof.
Dario freaks. He starts dancing around wildly. He readies his
camera, but can't hold still, he’s laughing too much. Finally he
stops, aims the camera, but can’t wind it: IT'S ALL EXPOSED! He
reaches into his pocket for more: there is no more film!!! He gets
down on his knees and starts cursing.

DARIO
I'm -- out of film. I'm... All
right. The biggest story of the
century, of the millennia, and |
don’t have any pictures........
DAMN!

INT., WAREHOUSE, DAY
Cat is still under the crushing grip of Agent Thorne.

THORNE
Ever since the operation, you have
become such a snotty, uncontrollable
bitch. But you know, despite all
that's come between us, and all the
love that | wasted, | have to admit
| liked you better when you were a
man.

Cat gets one last bit of energy off that remark, and whips out of the
hold, breaking Thorne’s back over her knee. She drops the body.
Marion lets go of Damon’s rope and runs over to Cat, pulling her away
from Thorne. Polo comes out with Pope Pius XIlII, chatting.

MARION
What did she just say? What
operation?

CAT
Nothing.

DARIO

Cat's a man. Or she was.
From behind Polo and the Pope, Dario emerges, victorious.

POLO
Mister Dare!
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MARION
Dare! Why?
DARIO
She was a man, | can see through
her.
POPE PIUS Xl

You only see this with your unholy
eye. How can you be sure it is

truth?

DARIO
Can it, whitey. Let the little lady
speak.

CAT

| had to change my appearance in
order to work for the Vatican. |

used to be an international
supercriminal, but the Vatican

offered me sanctuary if | changed my
ways, and worked as their operative.

MARION
To think | trusted you.

CAT
Well, the Cat’s out of the bag.

Marion steps away from her, siding with Polo. The Pope walks over to

Catalina. Dario paces.

DARIO
Well, we're all forgetting one
important thing.

POLO
The aliens?

DARIO
No, the aliens are dead.

POPE
You have murdered them, Dario, and
it is the evil that resides inside
your head that has caused it, an
evil that even now fights to rule
your thoughts.

DARIO
How did you know my name?
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POPE
You wrote that god-awful story about
me in your tabloid.

DARIO
It's not a tabloid, it's a journal
of the paranorma--

A HORRIFIC RENDING OF METAL CUTS THE AIR as the TERMINATOR POPE
breaks through the soft metal of the warehouse walls.

DARIO
RoboPope! Everybody duck!

Dario fires his sonic hand-cannon at it, ripping an even larger hole

in the side of the warehouse, and tearing almost all of the flesh and
cloth off the front of the droid. It doesn’t seem to have taken much
damage other than that, though, and moves forward.

DARIO
Uh, “Everybody run!”

Cat spirits the Pope out of the way as Polo runs to Dario’s side.
Marion follows, and Damon runs back and forth, he’s tied up, he
doesn’t know what to do. Dario is backing away from the RoboPope.
He and Marion and Polo are getting backed up into a wall.

POLO
Aren’t you going to attack?

DARIO
I’'m looking for a weakness!

MARION
(against the wall)
Look faster!

RoboPope slams his fist into the wall beside them. Great crashing of
masonry as its metal limb gets jammed in the wall. Dario and Polo
start beating it fiercely, with no effect. Marion goes for a piece

of broken wood and breaks it across the RoboPope’s head. No effect.
It gets its arm free and the gang backs off again, running towards

the control room. A shout from the first hole in the wall:

CARDINAL X
Hit the deck, brothers.

Cardinal X and two well-armed PRIESTS are at the wall, Cardinal X
with a rocket launcher, aimed and ready.

DARIO
Holy shit!
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He pushes Polo and Marion into the control room as a rocket careens
through the air towards them. It explodes all around the RoboPope,
Cat is covering the Pope from flying wreckage. She gets hit in the
arm with a bit of shrapnel, and reflexively screams from the pain.

This RoboPope shows little sign of weathering, however, and strides
towards Cardinal X and the Priests of X. The priests try their hand

at small arms fire, but the shells just ricochet off his well-armored
surface. The RoboPope punches each priest in the head, killing them.
Cardinal X flips out of the way and fires a second shell at point-

blank, the explosion knocking both he and the RoboPope over. The
RoboPope gets up, Cardinal X does not.

RoboPope continues back towards the humans in the control room.
Damon runs out of the hole in the wall, still tied up but making his
way out to freedom.

EXT., WAREHOUSE, DAY

Damon is getting away, but a foot steps on his rope and he falls
down. Harry looks over him with disdain.

HARRY
Where you goin, mista?

INT., CONTROL ROOM.

Dario and Marion and Polo are looking through the hole in the wall at
the approaching RoboPope. They duck, the situation looks bad.

MARION
What now? We don't have anything to
destroy it!
DARIO
Maybe we can NOT destroy it!
POLO/MARION
What?!
DARIO

Gimme a hand herel!

He runs to the transporter pod, rips it out of the wall and wheels it
toward the door, reeling the cables out behind it.

DARIO
Marion, stand in front of it.

MARION
Are you kidding?

DARIO
Fine! Polo, stand here.
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POLO
Okay.

The door flies open, RoboPope is there looking VERY SCARY. Polo
freaks and runs behind the pod. Only Dario is visible with his hand
on the controls, so the RoboPope goes towards him. Datrio rolls his
eyes. As the RoboPope gets within range, Dario hits the transporter
button, does a flip past the RoboPope, then reverses, his feet
slamming into the RoboPope’s back and sending him into the
transporter pod. He disappears. Silence. The others step out of
hiding.

DARIO
Thank you for your HELP.

POLO
You're Welcome!

The RoboPope flashes into existence in the transporter pod once
again. Dario pushes the button again. He disappears. This goes on
repeatedly, with Dario getting more and more annoyed each time. He
props the button up with the corner of his shades. Now it's gone for
good. The Pope enters, with a bleeding Catalina and a limping
Cardinal X.

POPE
A surprising job, from you, Mister
Dare. | thank you.

CAT
Good show, Dare.

DARIO
(nods, to Cat:)
Are you all right?

POPE
You may have your leave of this
place, now. Your work is done here.

DARIO
Now hold on just one minute.

CARDINAL X
This alien spacecratft is the
property of the church, now, so you
can just forget your insane schemes.

DARIO
Property of the Church, how do you
figure? | busted my ass up there,
it's mine!
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A BODY IN THE DOORWAY brings a scream to Marion’s lips: The DEAD
AGENT THORNE has risen, and is standing in the door, applauding
stiffly.

AGENT THORNE
Good show, Dario. You've done
everything perfectly.

DARIO
Lemme guess: Bob Beelzy! A.K.A.
Satan!

THORNE

Just utilizing this body to
illustrate a point, hope nobody
minds.

POPE JP
| do, foul beast!

He raises a hand to exorcise it, Dario grabs his wrist. Marion and
Polo make a move, but Cardinal X trains his gun on them.

DARIO
Beelzy, these imperialist monks want
to take the ship.

THORNE
Sodo Il

DARIO
You what?

THORNE
The ship, and everything on it.
That’s what | sent you here for in
the first place. There’s enough
power up there to put Hell back on
the map, Dare, and thanks to you
that's going to be a reality. I'll
make you and your tin soliders a
little wager, Pope. My best man
against yours. Winner takes all.

POPE
And who is your best man?

THORNE
Why, Dario Dare, of course.

POPE
Then | choose Catalina Powers.
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CAT
| won't do it. He may be a putz,
but Dare saved my life.

Cardinal X points his gun at her.

CARDINAL X
You dare to betray a direct order
from His Holiness?

Dario backs off.

DARIO
Hey hold on, here, I've had it with
this pawn-in-the-game shit here.
Why don’t you two big-wigs duke it
out?

Cat frowns, and starts putting a bandage around her arm. Fixing it
tight. She’s going to do it!

DARIO
Hey Cat, Cat, wait a minute!
Beelzy! Be reasonable.

Cat lunges into battle, Dario defends. Neither one is fighting to
full potential, as both of them are similarly handicapped. Cat hits
Dario’s bandaged arm. He grimaces and kicks back.

DARIO
How much are you getting paid for
this shit?

CAT
| owe my life to the Vatican. |
can’t say no.

She forces him onto the stairs, and he backs up onto a catwalk. They
continue to deal each other blows.

DARIO
Does that mean you are_getting paid
or not?
CAT
No.
DARIO
Then I'll give you five bucks to
stop!

He kicks a support loose from the wall, the catwalk they are on
totters precariously. Cat kicks forward, Dario backs up, catching
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her and pulling her up. They are face to face, and it looks as if
Cat’s going to bite him in the face. Cat kisses Dario instead.

CAT
Ready?

She lets go and he falls over the railing, lands on Cardinal X, and
sends his gun flying. Polo snatches up the gun and grabs Cardinal X.
Cat leaps down behind Thorne/Beelzy. Marion picks up Dario’s
abandoned sonic handcannon and points it, first at Thorne/Beelzy,
then at the Pope. Polo pushes his gun into Cardinal X's back.

POLO
No funny moves!

MARION
Call it off. NOW!

The Pope takes a chance, and does a quick hand gesture and word of
Latin. Everyone looks over to Thorne/Beelzy, expecting her to
dissolve or worse. Nothing happens.

POPE
Try to take that ship now, Lucifer.
| have blessed it with such a strong
spell that you won'’t be able to get
within ten miles of that craft for
forty years.

Anger spreads across Thorne’s face. Cat holds Thorne/Beelzy tight,
even as it changes form into a HIDEOUS CREATURE, SATAN’'S TRUE FORM.
It rips free and snarls at the Pope.

SATAN'S TRUE FORM
Forty years that you haven't got,
Pope! I'll be waiting, the war
between us is far from over.

POPE
Go now!

Another gesture and flash of blue light: Cat flies back as SATAN
vanishes and Thorne’s body falls to the ground, inert.

CARDINAL X
Fine heroics. But the ship is
property of the Roman Catholic
church.

MARION
Fat chance!
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She aims the sonic hand-cannon at the transporter pod and blows it up
in a shower of sparks. Cat shields her eyes. mouth wide in
disbelief.

DARIO
Ha! How you gonna get up there now?
Carried on the wings of angels?

CARDINAL X
Fools! The technology on that ship
could have advanced human progress
thousands of years!

DARIO
Yeah, and it could beat the crap out
of the non-believers, too. You're
no different than the rest of them.
| hope there is a God, so he can
spank you all very hard.

The Pope walks up to Dario silently. Then he kicks him in the balls
quite effectively. Dario hits the ground whimpering. He and
Cardinal X leave. Polo helps Dario up.

POLO
Wow, Mister Dare! Are you all
right? What's it like to get kicked
in the balls by a holy man?

DARIO
Like this.

He kicks Polo in the groin. He falls down too, dropping Dario.
POLO
(faintly)
Ohhh, not much different.
EXT., MOTEL, DAY
Polo and Dario are back to being friends, apparently, Cat and Marion

are with them. They are freshened up, now, and Dario looks packed
and ready to leave.

CAT
Thanks Dario. | know we did the
right thing.

DARIO
You do?

Cat nods.
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MARION
Oh yeah. Maybe not in the right
way, but definitely the right thing.

DARIO
So what you going to do now?

CAT
| guess I'm out of a job. But, the
conseguences of excommunication
aren’t all bad, I think I've just
opened up a whole world of
opportunities. What about you?

DARIO
Well, I've got a lot of work to do.
This is best-seller material, my
friends. Might not be doing the
tabloid thing anymore after today.

POLO
Well, you've always got a place to
stay if you're in town. Which
reminds me: where are_you going to
stay?

Dario looks apprehensive.

INT., A-MAN'S PLACE, DAY

Dario is writing at a word processor as A-Man prances in the

background.

A-MAN
Ohh, brother, it is just like the
old days!

DARIO

| didn’t have to worry about a
ferocious mountain lion pissing on
my sleeping bag in the old days,
Tony .

A growl in the background.

A-MAN
Mommy! Genie won'’t call me A-Man!
Tell him!

Dario’'s MOM enters, a huge amazon woman in black. She pats A-Man on
the back, and speaks in an ultra-tough voice.
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DARIO’'S MOM
Eugene, we all call you Dario, why
won't you call your brother A-Man?
He just wants to be accepted.

DARIO
A-Man is not a name, it's a noun. |
can't call you “A-Mother,” or Dad
“A-Father!”

Dario’s DAD enters, he is dressed like a Hawaiian chieftain.

DARIO’'S DAD
But | AM A-Father!

DARIO
Can we please stop talking about
this? | have to get the next
chapter done by Thursday or my
publisher’'s gonna have my ass.

A-MAN
But am | wrong, Daddy?

DARIO’S DAD
No. We’'ll call you A-Man. Maybe we
can call our next child B-Boy, or C-
Kid? Speaking of it, where’s D-Dog?

DARIO
Please shut up NOW!

DARIO’'S MOM
Mind your father, Eugene!

DARIO’S DAD
Yays!
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