FROM PARVO WITH LOVE

Part 2

By Jerimy Bass

Based on “Race To Freedom” by Jake Williams
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Scene:  RRHQ, operations center.  It is late at night and most of the Road Rovers have either gone to bed or left for the day.  Inside the room are computer stations lining three of the walls.  On the fourth wall is a large view screen with several smaller screens around it.  In the center of the room is a tactical planning station with a large map of the world and several screens, which can be set to display detailed maps of any region on Earth.  Harlan, a beagle, wearing his Road Rover armor suit, begins to settle in for what he feels will be just another routine night watch.  Suddenly, a blinking light on one of the computer screens gets his attention.  He goes over to the computer and picks up the signal.  He blinks in surprise as he reads the message, and immediately starts typing in codes.  He hits the enter key several times and printouts start coming.  Then, he authorizes the computer to track the location of the distress signal.  Another printout comes.  He immediately gets up and picks up the printouts.

HARLAN: (yelling) Sir!

Then, Olaf, a Bernese Mountain Dog, wearing armor suit, walks in.

OLAF:  What is it?

HARLAN:  I just picked up an emergency message.

OLAF:  From where?

HARLAN:  From Mid City.  The Shirt Tales have disappeared.

OLAF:  Disappeared?  When?

HARLAN:  Well, according to this message, it happened about eight hours ago.  Their craft disappeared from radar somewhere over the Mojave Desert at about 5:45 this evening.  And from radar reports during that time, there were also several unauthorized aircraft over the area.  There’s a possibility they may have been shot down.

OLAF:  Hmm.

HARLAN:  Should we wake General Hunter, sir?

OLAF:  Well, I don’t know.

HARLAN:  But this is an emergency, sir.  I think he needs to know.

OLAF: (sternly) Well, all right, if you insist.

They both head down the hall to Hunter and Colleen’s quarters.  Harlan knocks on the door.

HARLAN:  General Hunter?

He knocks again.  He opens the door and goes in.

HARLAN:  General Hunter, are you awake?

Inside the bedroom are two double beds.  Hunter, wearing pajamas, is asleep in one, and his wife, Colleen, wearing a nightgown, is asleep in the other.  The sound of Harlan coming in startles Hunter.

HARLAN:  General Hunter, are you awake?

HUNTER: (grumpy) Well I am now.  What do you want?

HARLAN:  Sorry to wake you sir, but I just picked up an emergency signal.  The Shirt Tales have disappeared.

HUNTER:  Disappeared?

HARLAN:  Yes sir.  Somewhere over the Mojave Desert.

OLAF:  There’s a possibility they may have been shot down because there were unauthorized aircraft on the radar at the same time when they disappeared.

HARLAN:  That’s right, sir.  I’ve got the reports right here.

He hands the printouts to Hunter, who looks them over.  Just then, Colleen wakes up.

COLLEEN:  What’s going on?

HUNTER:  The Shirt Tales have disappeared. (to Harlan)  Are you sure this is the Shirt Tales?

HARLAN:  Yes, sir.

HUNTER: (sighs) Okay, I’ll get up and get dressed.  I need you guys to send out calls to our outside guys and wake everyone else up.  I’ll join you in a few minutes.

OLAF:  Yes, sir.

HARLAN:  Yes, sir.

They walk out.  Hunter turns back to Colleen.

HUNTER:  Well, it looks like we’ve got a big one on our hands.

Fade to next scene:  inside a transport helicopter in flight.  The Shirt Tales sit handcuffed in their seats.  In an effort to eliminate any tracking devices, their captors have confiscated their watches.  Rick is fidgeting in his seat.  He turns himself so his back somewhat faces Tyg.

RICK:  Hey Tyg, look at my hands and tell me what you see. It hurts like heck.

Tyg turns and looks at Rick.  The brown fur above Rick’s left wrist is stained a dark red.

TYG:  Your wrists are bleeding.

RICK: (upset) Oh, these things are on so tight they’re going to cut my hands off before much longer.

TYG:  Well, quit moving.  There’s no use fighting it so just sit still. (turns to Pammy) How about you, Pammy?  You okay?

PAMMY:  I’m okay but my fingers are numb.  These things are cutting off my circulation.

Just then, a young German Shepherd cano-sapien sitting in front of Pammy stands and steps back to her.  He pulls his key from his belt and loosens her cuffs a few notches, not enough for to get her hands free, but enough to relieve the pressure.  He does the same for the rest of them.  As the cano-sapien moves back to his seat, Rick nods at him.

RICK:  Thanks buddy.

CANO-SAPIEN: (commanding) Stay quiet or I’ll have you muzzled.

RICK: (sighs) Fair enough.

Fade to next scene:  Marauder and Lassie’s home in Boston.  Both Marauder and Lassie are in bed when the phone rings.  Marauder wakes up, turns on a lamp, and answers the phone.

MARAUDER: (tired) Hello…(sitting up) What?…When did this happen?…Do you need us right away?…(sighs) Okay, we’ll be there in a few minutes…Goodbye.

As he puts the phone up, Lassie wakes up.

LASSIE:  What was that?

MARAUDER:  We need to get to HQ right away.  The Shirt Tales disappeared somewhere over the Mojave Desert earlier this evening, and they haven’t been heard from since.

LASSIE:  Well, duty calls, I guess.

They both get up.

Fade to next scene:  RRHQ.  A wave of activity is now flowing.  Hunter and Colleen, now dressed in their green turtleneck shirts with brown pants and black boots, are busy talking with other Rovers.  Just then, a loud BOOM is heard and Marauder and Lassie appear, dressed in their usual outfits:  Marauder, the orange shirt, brown pants, and black boots; and Lassie, the green turtleneck shirt, brown pants, and black boots.

MARAUDER:  So what’s the situation?

HUNTER:  Well, Otto, Sam, Dylan, Exile, and Zudnik are already on their way to the site where we picked up their craft’s signal.  I’m hoping they’ll be able to find something.  In the meantime, I need you two to go with our new mobile unit.

MARAUDER:  Well, it looks like we’re finally getting a chance to use it.

Fade to next scene:  the scene of the incident in the Mojave Desert.  The chopper has its searchlight shining on the ground below when they finally see the wreckage of the STSST.

DYLAN:  Boy, that thing really took a beating.

They set the chopper down, disembark, and walk towards the STSST.

DYLAN: (yelling) Anyone here?

No answer.

OTTO:  I think it would be logical if we all split up and find them.

SAM:  Right.

They all grab flashlights and start heading separate ways, while Dylan inspects the STSST.  They haven’t gone far when they hear Dylan’s alarmed voice.

DYLAN: (gasping) Oh my gosh!  Somebody has been using these guys for target practice!

They all run back to the STSST, and Dylan shows them the holes in the right wing.

ZUDNIK:  Well, that explains the crash, but where are the Shirt Tales?

Otto stares at the ground, deep in thought.  He then notices several sets of footprints which are not their own.  He then smells something.

OTTO:  Someone besides the Shirt Tales has been here.

EXILE: (from the other side of the STSST) Comrades, look at this!

The rest of them walk around to where Exile is standing.  There, under a small bush, are six wrist communicators, each small enough to fit a child’s wrist.  Exile holds up one of them.

EXILE:  Something’s not dokey okey.

SAM: (concerned) Right.  They would never willingly leave these.

ZUDNIK:  Why don’t each of us pick a set of footprints and follow it.  I hope we can find them before this night’s over.

They all again head out in different directions.

Fade to next scene:  inside the transport helicopter.  The Shirt Tales sit as they have been ordered.  Both Rick and Tyg are trying to control their anger.  Pammy slouches in her seat and tries to sleep, but the noise of the helicopter makes that impossible.  The young cano-sapien who had adjusted their restraints now stands again and steps back with a container of water.  He gives each Shirt Tale a drink.  Rick again nods in thanks but this time says nothing.  The cano-sapien looks troubled.

Later, the chopper lands at a secret base in the mountains of western Montana.  The soldiers begin to disembark.

CANO-SAPIEN: (commanding) Okay you guys. Up.

The Shirt Tales all stand and three armed soldiers escort them off the aircraft and across the landing area.  They are inside a large hangar similar to the one at RRHQ.  On one side is a dozen helicopters of various sizes.  On the other side is an assortment of jeeps, humvees, and transport trucks.  Uniformed men busy themselves with some of the vehicles.  The passing of the Shirt Tales gets everyone’s attention.  Tyg flinches as if he feels the dozens of eyes on him as he and his friends are led away.  They are directed through a set of double doors.  On the left door is the letters GEN, and on the right door is the letters PAR.  

RICK:  Now I know why those letters on that card sounded familiar.  GEN-PAR Industries, a fictitious corporation used as a cover for General Parvo’s operation.

KYP:  Who’s General Parvo?

RICK:  He’s a terrorist bent on world domination.  So far, all of his plans to overthrow the world have failed because the Road Rovers have stopped him every time.

The Shirt Tales are led down a hall into a detention area.  Rick seems to be favoring his right leg.  One of the soldiers unlocks their handcuffs and directs them into a holding cell.  They all comply.  The cell door slides shut behind them.  They all look around.  The cell is small and Spartan.  Two bunk beds stand against opposite walls, and a crude bathroom facility is concealed behind a curtain at the rear of the cell.

Scene:  RRHQ.  In the operations center, Harlan is still on watch when he picks up a radio signal.

HARLAN:  Sir, we’re getting a message from Chopper Alpha.

Hunter walks over and talks into the radio.

HUNTER:  This is Hunter.  Go ahead.

DYLAN: (on the radio) Hunter, we’ve found their transport, but they’re not here.

HUNTER:  Any clues left behind?

DYLAN:  Yes.  We got to looking at this craft, and it’s really jacked up.  Their wrist communicators were left behind.  We also found its flight data recorder.  We’ll play it back from two minutes before it stopped recording.

HUNTER:  We’re all ears.

Dylan begins playing as Hunter and Colleen listen back at RRHQ.

PAMMY: (recorded voice, engine noise in the background) Three choppers at six o’clock low!

RICK: (recorded voice) MAYDAY, MAYDAY, we’re under attack!  Three aggressors, heavily armed!  We need support now!

Everyone goes silent with shock as they listen to the STSST’s flight recorder.

HUNTER:  Anything else?

DYLAN:  We found a patch of disturbed ground where it looks like a helicopter set down.  Everyone’s footprints are there and they left in that chopper.

HUNTER:  Is that all?

DYLAN: (sternly) Not exactly.  We also found an abandoned chopper with a name that you’re sure to recognize.

HUNTER:  Well?

DYLAN:  Does the name “GEN-PAR Industries” ring a bell?

Hunter stomps his foot in disgust.

COLLEEN: (angry) Parvo.  I should’ve known.

HUNTER:  This isn’t going to be easy.  Parvo has hideaways and secret bases all over the world. (into radio) Okay guys, come on back and we’ll start sorting this thing out.

DYLAN:  Yes sir.

Fade to next scene:  Parvo’s base, detention area.  The Shirt Tales are all lounging on their bunks and appear to be asleep.  A guard walks up to their cell.

GUARD:  Wake up, fuzz balls.

Rick sits up and looks the guard in the eye through the bars of the cell.

RICK:  I’ve been up for two hours already, and I could tell your boss some interesting stories about you sleeping on the job.

GUARD: (annoyed) I wouldn’t talk so smug if I were you.  You have no idea what kind of trouble you’re in.

RICK: (calm) Oh yes I do.

GUARD: (unimpressed) Really, and I suppose you already have a foolproof escape plan too.

RICK:  No, I just said I know what kind of trouble we’re in.  My friends and I are the prisoners of a muscle-bound lunatic with an artificial arm and leg, who looks like he hasn’t trimmed his mustache in six months or so, and can’t go out in the rain because he’ll rust that silly looking helmet he always wears.  He calls himself General Parvo and this whole GEN-PAR Industries thing is a cheap cover-up for his real operation which is a hopeless attempt to take over the world.

GUARD: (astonished, angry) How do you know all that?!

Tyg sits up.  He wasn’t asleep either.  He looks at the guard and gives a relaxed smile.

TYG: (smug) You’re new, aren’t you?

The guard calms himself.

GUARD:  Okay, you have some background knowledge.  I fail to see how that will help you.  Don’t forget you’re the ones in there and I’m the one out here.

Bogey sits up.

BOGEY:  I enjoy a challenge, schweetheart.

GUARD: (smug) We’ll see how much you enjoy it.  They’ve got plans for all of you.

The guard shoots the caged Shirt Tales a wicked sneer and leaves the room.  The rest of them sit up.

PAMMY:  Well, if anyone has any ideas I’m listening.

RICK: (lighthearted) I’ve got an idea.  Let’s plan an escape.

PAMMY:  Gee, now why didn’t I think of that.

TYG:  Don’t worry yourself to death, Pammy.  We’ve gotten out of tighter spots than this.

PAMMY:  I’m not worried.  I just wish we could do something beside sit here.

RICK:  Well, if this makes you feel any better…

Rick reaches into his shirt and pulls out a pocketknife.

PAMMY:  You’ve been sleeping on that all night.

RICK:  Yep.  Be prepared.  It’s the Boy Scout motto.  I don’t know how much good this will do us, but you guys know that I could never bring myself to use it as a weapon.  It’s a tool, if we can just find the right opportunity to use it.

Scene:  RRHQ, the hangar area.  A large group of Road Rovers is getting ready to move out.  Hunter is busy handing out assignments.  In one section of the hangar area is a depot with railroad tracks.  And on it is the Railroad Mobile Rover Headquarters (RMRHQ) disguised to look like a vintage excursion train.  Pulling it is the Steam Rover, a 4-8-4 Northern steam locomotive.  Pete, a border collie, wearing an engineer’s cap, light blue shirt, jeans, work boots, and work gloves, is busy maintaining the Steam Rover.  Marauder and Lassie, now wearing black jackets over their clothes, are heading for the train carrying supply bags.  Hunter hands them their assignment.

HUNTER:  Okay guys, we have a lot of searching to do and little time to do it.  Marauder, your team will be following the Santa Fe line up through Colorado.  Parvo has a few bases not far away from that line.  I’ve also marked several rendezvous points on the map where we can meet if necessary.  Meanwhile, Colleen and I will be going with members of the Special Task Force.  We’ll check out that that refinery in New Jersey, then that underground compound in Nebraska.  And if we don’t find anything, we’ll go from there. (sternly) Failure is not an option.

MARAUDER:  Got it.  We’ll contact you if we pick up anything.

HUNTER:  And if it’s gets really hot, I may call in the Collie Squadron.  So Lassie, you may want to be ready to join them, just in case.

LASSIE:  Right.

HUNTER:  Good luck, guys.

Blitz walks in pulling two horses.

BLITZ:  Hey Hunter, how many of these horses do we need?

HUNTER:  We’ll need only about six, Blitz.  The rest, they can have. (heads over to Pete) Hey Pete, how much longer until you can take out?

PETE:  Just be a few more minutes, Hunter.  The engine’s been oiled, and she’s almost ready.

DJ walks in.

HUNTER:  DJ, you’ll be going with Marauder’s team.

DJ:  I already know.  Thanks, Hunter.

HUNTER:  Good luck.

Hunter walks out.  DJ looks at the Steam Rover for a moment.

DJ:  So that’s the Steam Rover.

PETE:  You like it?

DJ:  Yeah, she’s a beauty.  I wish I could operate one of those things.

PETE:  By the way, the name’s Pete.  I run this thing.

They shake hands.

DJ:  Good to meet you, Pete.  I’m DJ, the chief mechanic.

PETE:  So you’re the guy who does all the repairs around here.

DJ:  You got it.  I can fix anything but a broken heart.

PETE:  You wanna help operate this thing?

DJ:  Well, I’d like to, but there’s just one problem.  I don’t know anything about trains.  I’ve done trucks, Street Rovers, and planes, but never trains.

PETE:  Hey, if you can operate one of those big rigs, then this locomotive shouldn’t be any problem.  I’ll tell you what, you climb in and take the fireman’s side, and I’ll show you what to do from there.

They both climb into the cab.  Pete hands DJ an engineer’s cap and a pair of work gloves.  DJ puts them on and sits down on the fireman’s side.  Pete takes the engineer’s side.  He then starts coaching DJ on what to do.

Meanwhile, inside the train, Dylan has now joined Marauder and Lassie, who are now organizing their necessities.

DYLAN:  Looks like this is going to be one heck of a mission.

MARAUDER:  Right.  I have a feeling we’re not going to get any sleep for quite a while.

Otto and Sam come aboard.

OTTO:  Marauder, the train is at 100% efficiency.

MARAUDER:  What’s that mean?

SAM:  He means we’re ready to go.

MARAUDER:  Oh, how silly of me. (picks up a phone) Okay Pete, let’s go.

Up in the Steam Rover, Pete and DJ are ready.

PETE:  That’s our cue.  We’re ready to steam. (He pulls on the whistle.) I love that sound.

DJ:  Well, as Hunter would say…

PETE AND DJ: (in unison) Let’s hit the road, Rovers!

Pete puts the throttle forward and the train moves out.

Fade to next scene:  Parvo’s base, detention area.  The Shirt Tales are doing the only the only thing they can:  waiting.  Pammy is playing with the bow on her head, Tyg is pacing up and down the middle of the cell, Rick is absent-mindedly fidgeting with his knife, Bogey is twiddling his thumbs, and Digger and Kyp are simply lying on their bunks with their heads propped up with their hands.  Just then, footsteps are heard approaching.  Tyg stops pacing and looks toward the door.  Rick closes his knife and hurriedly stuffs it inside his shirt.  The door opens and a guard appears.  He is carrying a bag of pet food and six bowls.  He slides them through the bars.

GUARD: (taunting) Here Shirt brats, you know what to do with these.  Get used to being animals again.  Your days of being treated like people are over.

RICK:  Hey, room service.

Pammy samples the food.

PAMMY:  Yuck!  What is this?  The store brand?

The guard suppresses a laugh and leaves the room.

TYG:  Well…at least they gave us something.

The Shirt Tales all eat in silence.  The mood is not a good one.  When they finish, Tyg stands and walks to the front of the cell, staring at the door.  The rest of them lie down on their bunks and stare off into space.

Fade to next scene:  Along the Santa Fe line somewhere in New Mexico, near a large hill.  Just then, a part of the hill opens up and a set of railroad tracks slide out and connect with the main line.  Then, the Steam Rover/RMRHQ roll out onto the line.  Above, the Sonic Rover flies overhead.  As soon as the train clears the tunnel, the tracks slide back in and the opening closes back up.

Fade to next scene:  Parvo’s base, detention area.  Footsteps are heard once again, but this time, instead of a guard, General Parvo himself walks into the room.  As always, the Groomer is at his side.

PARVO:  Welcome, Shirt Tales.  I take it my associates have made you comfortable.

Pammy looks up at Parvo and pretends to be surprised.

PAMMY:  I thought I smelled something nasty. (She sniffs the air.) Yep, definitely cat.

PARVO: (angry) Silence!  Don’t tempt me to do something your friends will regret.

Rick leaps to his feet.

RICK: (angry) You’re a big man threatening an unarmed girl.  Why don’t you pick on somebody your own size?

PARVO:  Do you think you can really handle me?

RICK: (gesturing as if inviting attack) Anytime you think you’re man enough…

TYG: (quietly) Cool it, Rick.  Let’s not give him a reason.

PARVO:  It’s time for all of you to pay your room and board.  Groomer! (The Groomer pulls a handle on the wall and the cell door slides open.) I hear you’re quite the go-getter.

RICK:  Yeah, why?  You want me to open up that hand of yours and clean the cat hair out?

GROOMER: (threatening) I suggest you show the general some proper respect.

RICK:  Oh yeah, Groomer.  You got me shaking in my boots…Hey!  I made a funny!  Parvo, Boots, get it?

PARVO: (furious) I hate that name!

Parvo grabs Rick around the neck and picks him up.

TYG:  Put him down, Parvo.  You know he can’t do anything to you and he’s no use to you if you cripple him.

PARVO: (threatening, to Rick) Fortunately for you, your friend is right.  I need your skills.

He puts Rick down.

RICK:  You need my skills for what?

PARVO:  I have several vehicles that don’t meet my standards.  You will remedy that problem.

RICK:  And if I don’t?

Parvo whistles and two huge Cano-mutants enter the room.

PARVO:  Then you will get to watch your friends engage in a friendly play session with Knuckles and Luigi.

RICK: (resigned) Ah yes.  I see the incentive now.  Show me where to start.

PARVO:  Good boy. (He points to Pammy and Kyp.) Now as for you two, you’re going to get me access to the Road Rover computer system.

PAMMY:  But we don’t have access to that system.

PARVO:  Nice try.  Don’t expect me to believe you’ve never used a computer.  Groomer, get them started.

GROOMER:  Yes, General.

The Groomer and one of the mutants lead Pammy and Kyp away.

PARVO:  Now if the rest of you would be good enough to follow me…

The four remaining Shirt Tales fall in behind Parvo.  The other mutant takes up the rear.

Fade to next scene:  Along the Santa Fe line in northern New Mexico.  The Steam Rover/RMRHQ are moving northbound at full steam.  In the Steam Rover, DJ is getting the hang of it.

DJ: (happy) YEEEEE HAAAAA!  This is really something!

PETE:  See?  I told ya you could handle it.

Pete pulls the whistle as they approach a railroad crossing.

Fade to next scene:  Parvo’s base, hangar.  There is a helicopter similar to the ones that shot down the STSST.  Rick and Tyg are on top with one of the engine covers open.  Bogey is hanging on a ladder handing tools up to them, and Digger is down below.

TYG:  So what are you doing?

RICK:  For now, I’m doing exactly what I’ve been told, trying to give this thing some more power without sacrificing any fuel efficiency.

BOGEY:  I don’t know what metal head plans to do with this when you’re done with it, but it can’t be anything good.

TYG:  Yeah.  By fixing it, we’re becoming accessories to his crime.

RICK:  I don’t know, but we’ll still have to do at least one.  Parvo is overconfident, but he’s not stupid.  He’ll have someone test fly this to make sure I did what I was supposed to.  Here’s another problem, if we fix one and sabotage all the others, having test flown the good one, Parvo would probably put them all into service immediately.  It won’t take him long to discover our dirty trick.  He’d kill us all.

TYG:  Do you think we can stall somehow and make them think we only finished one today?  That way, they’d test fly it and find it good, but still wouldn’t use the others yet.

Rick thinks for a moment.

RICK:  You may have something there…Yes, that can work.

A loud electric hum is heard as the main hangar doors open.  They all look towards the doors.  A sleek white jet rolls in.

TYG: (amazed) Would you look at that?

RICK:  That must be the stolen aircraft we’re looking for.

Bogey looks up.  A guard is approaching.

GUARD: (sternly) I don’t see a lot of progress here.

RICK:  It’s not easy to get things out of this tight space.  If something falls down inside, we’re really in trouble.

Rick sets down his wrench and starts to shift his position in order to better see what he is doing.  He accidentally kicks the wrench and it slides off, hitting the guard on the head.

GUARD: (angry) Ouch!  What are you trying to pull?!

Rick turns himself to face the guard.  His legs now hang down the side of the chopper.

RICK:  Sorry sir, my fault.

GUARD: (angry) Sorry my foot!

He grabs Rick’s leg and pulls him down off the top of the chopper.

RICK: (surprised) Hey!

Rick hits the ground and gives a quick yelp of pain.  Before he can stand, the guard begins to kick him repeatedly.

BOGEY: (horrified) Hey, stop!  He’s down!  He can’t defend himself!

GUARD: (angry, to Bogey) Did I tell you to talk?!

He pushes the ladder over and Bogey falls to the ground with the ladder landing on top of him.  The guard give Rick one more kick for good measure.

GUARD: (to Rick) Now you just remember that the next time you think about doing something cute.

The guard leaves.  Tyg climbs down off the chopper.  Bogey pushes over the ladder and crawls over to Rick.  Rick is curled into the fetal position, both his arms are crossed tightly across his chest, his eyes are clenched shut and his whole body is shivering in pain.

TO BE CONTINUED…

