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Scene:  in the skies over Montana.  The white jet is still airborne and makes its way southwest.  Inside, Rick is still increasing the altitude.  He pulls up on the wheel then levels it again.

RICK:  Whatever’s in this thing, it’s really heavy.

TYG:  Think we’re out of trouble?

RICK:  Probably.  Parvo never wastes a lot of energy chasing prisoners.  I think we can relax for a while.

Scene:  Parvo’s base, hangar.  Men in flight suits are preparing the choppers for takeoff.  The doors in the roof have been blasted open to allow the choppers to fly out.  One of the chopper pilots starts his engine and a high-pitched whine goes off.  The whine increases to a roar and smoke begins to come from the engine compartment.  The roar gives way to a bang as the engine blows apart.  Three more choppers suffer the same fate.  Parvo realizes what has been done and orders the rest of the choppers to abort takeoff.  The Groomer walks up next to him.

GROOMER:  Orders, General?

PARVO:  Use the humvees and the trucks.  And call in the fighters.  I don’t care what you have to do, but stop those brats.  Just be sure not to destroy them after you’ve stopped them.  I need that cargo undamaged.

The Groomer begins giving orders.  Parvo goes over to a wall, leans against it, and sighs.

PARVO:  Mama always said there’d be days like this.

Fade to next scene:  somewhere in Northern Colorado, along the Santa Fe line.  The RMRHQ has stopped, and the Sonic Rover has landed nearby.  Hunter and Colleen get off the Sonic Rover carrying their supply bags.  Blitz brings their horses off and hands them over to the stable car crew.  As soon as the transfer is complete, the Sonic Rover takes off, and a moment later, the RMRHQ steams off.

Inside the train, the Road Rovers are having a brief meeting.  Having changed crews in the Steam Rover, Pete and DJ are also present.

HUNTER:  Guys, we may have the breakthrough we’re looking for, but we’re still going nowhere.  Tomorrow morning, I’m calling in the Collie Squadron, and the rest of the Special Task Force.

Just then, Dylan rushes in.

DYLAN:  Hunter, you’re not going to believe this!  An unidentified aircraft has been picked up on radar in Northeastern Montana.  It matches the description of the aircraft that was stolen from Edwards Air Force Base.

MARAUDER:  Well, Hunter, what do you think?

HUNTER:  It looks like our friends may be trying to escape, or Parvo may be using it for something. (to Dylan) Dylan, do you know where they’re heading?

DYLAN:  According to the radar, their course is bearing southwest.

HUNTER:  Pete, can you have your backup crew change course?

PETE:  Sure.  When we get to Cheyenne, we’ll converge onto the Union Pacific line and head west.

HUNTER:  And hopefully, if we play our cards right, we may be able to cross paths sooner or later.   In the meantime, let’s get some rest.  We’ll need to be well rested when we bust up Parvo.

Fade to next scene:  the jet.  Everyone is relaxed but still on guard.

PAMMY:  Rick, do you know where we’re going?

RICK:  We’re headed in the direction of Mid City.  If we try the radio, we may be able to pick up something. (He reaches up, grabs a headset, puts it on, and speaks into it.) Mayday, mayday, anyone out there? (No response) Mayday, mayday, can anyone hear me?

Still, no response.  He tries a few more times, then finally gives up.  Rocky smacks himself in the forehead.

ROCKY: (upset) Man, I knew I forgot something!  I was going to bring a cell phone so we could call for help.

PAMMY:  Don’t go beating yourself up over it.  There’s nothing we can do about it now.

Rick glances out the window on the ground and sees a pair of headlights.  The shape of a medium sized truck appears below.  Zoom in reveals that it is a military style truck.

RICK: (worried) Uh, Rocky, are there any military bases around here?

ROCKY:  No.

RICK:  Then we’re in trouble.  Those trucks down below are Parvo’s.

DIGGER:  What are they going to do to us?

RICK:  I don’t know, but whatever it is, I’m not going to let them.  I’ll get you guys out of this mess if it’s the last thing I ever do.

Another truck appears.  This one pulls back its rear canvas and a weapon that resembles a missile launcher is revealed.

PAMMY:  Uh oh, I think they’re trying to shoot us down.

TYG:  I’ll handle this one.

He opens up the plane door and prepares to take aim with his gun, but before he can, he is suddenly blinded when the driver turns on his high beams.  With no way to aim or shoot, Tyg retreats back into the jet.

In the cockpit, Rick is also having difficulties trying to see.  The jet goes into a slight dive, then levels again.  He looks toward his right and keeps flying.  The rest of them get their guns ready.  Just then, the other truck’s canvas pulls back and reveals another weapon.

BOGEY:  Those guys mean business, schweetheart.  What are you going to do?

Rick thinks for a moment.

RICK:  Hmm, ever heard of a game called “Chicken?”

TYG:  Yeah, I’ve heard of…Oh no!  Rick, you’re not going to…

RICK:  Oh yes.  We’re about to test the mentalities of two different species, and see who gives out first.

PAMMY: (worried) Uh, Rick…

Rick puts the plane into a dive.

ROCKY: (worried) Rick…

Rick starts to turn the plane around.

TYG: (worried) Rick…

Rick now has the plane at a low level heading toward the on coming truck on the road.

EVERYONE ELSE: (frantic) RICK!!!

RICK:  Hang on, guys!

Inside the truck, two cano-mutants cannot believe what they see.  The driver goes into a mad swerve as the jet roars by.  It goes off the road and lands on its side in a ditch.  The other truck swerves past, but it too rolls over on its side.

As soon as the plane is at normal altitude again, it levels off and heads in its intended direction.  Tyg is sitting rigidly in his seat.  Pammy is holding her hand over her heart.  And the rest are white as ghosts.

RICK:  There, that wasn’t so bad, was it? (The others glare at him.) What?

As they fly over, the Shirt Tales wave at an unfortunate human driver who is climbing out the window.  The driver shakes his fist at them as they fly off into the distance.

RICK:  I hope help reaches us soon.  With nowhere else to go, Parvo is going to have no trouble finding us again.

TYG: (uneasy) I think he’s already found us again.

Rick looks out the window and sees three military style fighter jets flying toward them at full speed.

RICK: (exasperated) Oh man, these guys never give us a break!

Tyg and Rocky peek out of the door, but instead of firing, they stand by and wait.  They then proceed to fire on the lead fighter, but their guns are doing no damage to it.  Pammy looks back at them.

PAMMY: (yelling) Hang on, you two!

Tyg and Rocky get back in.  The plane moves toward the left, knocking the fighter off its path and into a dive.  The fighter attempts to use its laser fire, but Tyg sees this.  He then uses his own weapon to knock out the fighter’s laser gun.  He then scores a hit on the fighter’s windshield and the fighter starts going down.  The pilot ejects and ends up grabbing the jet’s wing.

The second fighter is on the other side of the jet.  Rick sees this and begins to perform the same maneuver he used to get rid of the first one.  But this time, however, the fighter goes into a climb to avoid being knocked off its path.

Rick has his focus shifting directly ahead, to the sides, then back again.  Pammy has her gun ready and is aiming through a small opening in the window.  She fires each time she sees a fighter along her side.  Rick has to fly the plane, so he is unable to defend his side.  He watches out his side and sees a fighter attempt to move up next to the plane.  Fire from Tyg and Rocky seem to be holding it at bay.

Meanwhile, the ejected pilot who had grabbed the wing now climbs onto it.  He takes out a heavy blaster, aims it toward the cockpit, and squeezes the trigger.

Rick is watching the skies when suddenly a high-powered laser beam blazes through and hits the front window, which reflects it into the cockpit…

RICK: (in extreme pain and shock) DAAAAAAAH!!!  He shot me!  He shot me!

PAMMY: (surprised, horrified) Oh no!  Rick!

BOGEY: (horrified) Ricko!

DIGGER: (horrified) Oh dear!

Rick slumps over, shivering in pain.  The plane immediately goes into a dive.  The pilot who had fired the shot is thrown off, and parachutes down.  Pammy is thrown forward.  Tyg and Rocky are thrown back into the plane.  One of the fighters doesn’t have time to react, and in confusion, it collides with the other fighter.  Both pilots eject and parachute down.  The plane continues in a slight dive until it is safely away from the crashing fighters.  It makes a rough landing in a meadow and comes to a stop.

Tyg and Rocky enter the cockpit.

TYG: (happy) Hey, nice flying, Rick.  You knocked us around, but you got rid of those bad guys.

Pammy is frantically looking for something under her seat.  She pauses and points toward Rick.

PAMMY: (worried) Uh, Tyg…

Tyg looks over the pilot’s seat and gasps in shock.  Rick is slumped over the control panel, panting heavily.

TYG: (shocked) Oh no, what happened?

Pammy explains how the shot from the heavy blaster reflected into the cockpit and hit Rick.  Rocky turns pale.

ROCKY:  Those blasters are real killers.  I can’t believe he’s still alive.  That window must’ve blocked out some of the power from it.  We’d better get him back here and check him out.

Pammy finds what she was looking for:  a first aid kit.  She passes it back to Tyg and they unfasten Rick’s safety belt.  Rocky lifts Rick out of his seat, carries him back, and lays him down on another seat.  Rick just groans.  Tyg turns on a small light above the seat.  Rick’s T-shirt has a hole burned through it on the left side of his chest, and some of the burn is spread to the shoulder.

TYG:  Let’s get his shirt off of him.

Rocky helps Tyg slip off Rick’s T-shirt, revealing his chest.  The wound caused by the blaster is extensive.  His fur on his left shoulder and upper chest area is stained in blood.  Tyg grimaces.

TYG:  If it hadn’t been for that window, that thing would’ve blown a hole right through him.  Rick, can you hear me? (Rick nods.) Can you open your eyes? (Rick does as he is asked.  Tyg holds up three fingers.) How many fingers am I holding up?

RICK: (in pain) Three.

Tyg opens up the first aid kit and begins pawing through it.  He is visibly nervous.

TYG:  They’re bound to come after us again.  Can either of you guys handle this thing?

All the rest of them shake their heads, but Rick raises his arm and points at Pammy.

PAMMY:  ME?  I’d get us all killed.

RICK: (in pain) It’s just like the STSST on drugs.  You can do it, Pammy.  I know you can.

Tyg glances desperately over his shoulder at Pammy, who is still in the copilot’s seat.

TYG:  You’ve got to try, Pammy.  You’re the only chance we’ve got.

Pammy moves nervously into the pilot’s seat.

PAMMY:  Okay, talk me through this.

RICK: (in pain) Just start it up as you would in a normal plane.  Then, follow the normal flying procedures.

Pammy powers up the plane, and then releases the brakes.  The plane moves slowly forward.

PAMMY:  Okay.

RICK: (in pain) Now, you want to push the throttle forward easy, because if you push it too fast, this plane will just shoot off.

Pammy starts pushing the throttle forward.  The plane can be felt moving faster, and the engines can be heard getting louder.

PAMMY:  Okay, here goes nothing.

She puts the throttle forward more and the plane starts to approach takeoff speed.  But the plane slides off balance.  Pammy pulls back the throttle and hits the rudder pedals.  The plane comes to a sudden stop.

RICK: (weak) Don’t panic, Pammy.  Just hold the wheel still, and don’t rush into taking off.

PAMMY:  Okay, here we go again.

Pammy tries it again, and does better this time.  The jet can be heard screaming as it nears takeoff speed.

RICK: (weak, happy) That’s it.  You’re doing fine.  Just pull back the wheel gently when you get to the right speed to get us airborne.

Pammy pulls back on the wheel and the plane is once again on its way.  Digger takes the copilot’s seat while Tyg goes to work on Rick.  He cleans the wound with gauze and tape from the first aid kit.  Rick is in pain but lays still and quiet while Tyg doctors him.  He finishes and lays the first aid kit on the floor.

TYG:  That’s the best I can do.  Just keep still.  You might start bleeding again if you move around.

Rick nods.  Tyg shifts his attention toward Pammy.

TYG:  How are you doing up there?

PAMMY:  I’ve got it, I think.  How’s Rick?

TYG:  Not good.  This first aid kit doesn’t seem to be working.  He needs some real medical treatment.

PAMMY:  Well, sit tight.  I won’t let you guys down.

Scene:  Parvo’s base, main control room.  Parvo and the Groomer are standing behind the command console in the middle of the room.  All the screens in the room are still displaying Pammy’s message and the only illumination is still coming from the emergency lights.  The guards from the hangar have regained consciousness and are standing before the general.  Parvo slams his fist down on the console.

PARVO: (angry) Idiots! (The guards shudder.) You are trying to tell me that eleven of you couldn’t take care of four escaped prisoners?!

HUMAN OFFICER: (nervously) They hit us right after the power went out.  We never saw it coming.  And they had inside help.

PARVO:  Inside help?!  From who?!

HUMAN OFFICER:  Private Hall, sir.  We had the Shirt Tales pinned down when he walked in with the other two prisoners.  He had armed one of them and they took the rest of us down.

PARVO: (demanding) Where is Hall now?

HUMAN OFFICER:  With the Shirt Tales, sir.  He escaped with them.

PARVO: (yelling) Hall knows the locations of two new bases of mine!  He could cause a lot of trouble if he talks!  Get some men, and get after it! (Parvo’s yelling sends him into a coughing fit.) Lozenge!

The Groomer shoots a lozenge into Parvo’s mouth from what appears to be an overgrown PEZ dispenser.  Parvo recovers from his coughing.

PARVO:  I want Hall.  I want that load.  I want success.  Is that understood?

HUMAN OFFICER:  Yes sir!

PARVO:  Dismissed!

Everyone leaves the room except for Parvo and the Groomer.  Parvo sits down in a chair behind his console and rubs his forehead.

PARVO:  Betrayed by one of our own.  Groomer, you just can’t find an honest criminal anymore.

Fade to next scene:  along the Union Pacific line in southern Wyoming.  The RMRHQ, having made a servicing stop in Cheyenne, is steaming westward.  On board, almost everyone has gone to bed, but there are others still on watch.  In their private quarters, Marauder and Lassie are in bed.  Lassie is asleep in the upper bed, while Marauder is on the lower bed, unable to sleep.  He stares out the window at the stars, and the train can be heard softly rolling beneath.  He gets up and leaves the room, then walks to the lounge and sits down.  Dylan, also unable to sleep, later walks in and sees him.

DYLAN: (surprised) Marauder, what are you doing up?

MARAUDER:  Couldn’t sleep.  How about you?

DYLAN:  The same thing.

Dylan sits down next to Marauder.

MARAUDER:  This mission has got me worried about something.

DYLAN: (concerned) What’s that?

MARAUDER:  I was thinking about the Shirt Tales, and then I thought about Parvo’s organization.  And I started fearing.  I mean, in the Road Rovers, most of us are either adults, like me, or in their late teens, like you.  But those guys are just kids, and that’s what’s got me worried.  You know how Parvo treats prisoners.

DYLAN: (sternly) I see what you mean, buddy.  Parvo has no mercy on anyone, no matter how young or old you are.  I’m 18, you’re 27, and Hunter is about the same age you are.  And I think the Shirt Tales’ leader is around 11.  That’s 16 years difference between two leaders.

MARAUDER:  More like a world.  The Shirt Tales have handled tough cases before, but probably nothing like this.  Now, their lives are at stake.  When you look at us, we’re used to having our lives at stake.

DYLAN:  Yeah.  That brings back the time when you saved me.

MARAUDER:  I remember that time well.  You know, some people might think it’s unusual for a 27-year-old to have an 18-year-old as his best friend, but it happened that day.  But you’re a guy I’ve always been proud to have as a friend, and I’m sure a lot of others feel the same way.  And I don’t think it’s necessarily because of what you do or like, but it’s because of your heart.  You’ve got a lot of it.

DYLAN: (smiles) Thanks, buddy.  I think you’re a respectable guy, too, because of your dedication to our cause, and because of your willingness to help us out when we need you.  And I don’t care how old you are.  I’m glad to have you as a friend.

MARAUDER: (smiles) Thanks, friend.

They hug.

Fade to next scene:  the jet.  For the moment, all is quiet.  Pammy is concentrating on flying.  Digger is still in the copilot’s seat, and all the rest are seated behind them.  The clock on the instrument panel reads 1:27 a.m.  Pammy checks the radar, which reveals a town in their flight path.

PAMMY: (relieved) Civilization at last.

TYG:  Let’s get there fast.  There’ll be phones.  And as secretive as Parvo is, I doubt he’ll chase us through there.

ROCKY: (uneasy) That depends on how bad he wants this load, or me. (Tyg looks at Rocky questioned.) Like you said, he’s secretive.  And I know an awful lot about GEN-PAR.

TYG:  I see your point.

ROCKY:  There’s a world of difference between the Road Rovers and GEN-PAR.  If this had been a GEN-PAR situation we had been part of, and Rick had been a Cano-mutant, we would’ve just left him to die or finished him off ourselves.  It’s easier to replace a badly wounded Cano-mutant than to treat him.

TYG:  You’ll find a world of differences between GEN-PAR and us, too.  For one, we aren’t Shirt Tales all the time.  We lead dual lives, so to speak.

ROCKY:  How’s that?

TYG:  When we’re not on a mission, we live in Oak Tree Park with our best human friend, Mr. Dinkel.

ROCKY:  It must be nice having friends to live with.

TYG:  You’ll have friends too someday.

ROCKY:  Do you think I can join the Road Rovers?

PAMMY:  Definitely.  They can’t condemn you because you made a mistake.  You’ll be just fine.

TYG:  Yeah.  And besides, you’ll be very valuable to them because you know a lot about GEN-PAR.

ROCKY:  You guys have been real good to me after some of the things I helped them do to you.

PAMMY:  We don’t believe in holding a grudge. (Just then, a blinking light appears on the radar screen.  She looks out the window and sees another fighter coming after them.) But it looks like Parvo does.

Tyg pops a fresh cartridge in his laser pistol, and takes one of Rick’s guns as well.

TYG: (annoyed) I’ve had just about enough of this.

He heads for the door.  Rocky follows.

Outside, there are three planes pursuing them.  One of them begins to move up on them while the rest remain behind.  As they prepare to fire, one of the pilots in the jet ejects and flies his seat over toward the plane.  He jumps out and pounces on Rocky.  He kicks the pilot’s legs out from under him and immediately stuns him.  Meanwhile, more shots are sailing through the air, coming from the fighters behind them.  Rocky stands and shoots the windshield of the fighter closest to them, but the enemy fire forces him back in.  The fighters are laying low, making them impossible to hit.  Now, there is nothing the Shirt Tales can do except be targets, as Parvo’s men have learned how to effectively attack them.

When they reenter the cockpit, they see that one of the fighters is directly under them.

PILOT: (over radio) Head down immediately!

PAMMY:  With pleasure!

Pammy puts the wheel forward, and the plane collides with the fighter below, smashing its windshield.  The pilot is forced to eject, as his fighter is now losing power.

TYG:  Whoa, Pammy.  I thought you said you weren’t comfortable flying this thing.

PAMMY: (smiling) It’s starting to grow on me.

She nods ever so slightly and returns her attention to the windows.  Tyg and Rocky have no need to explain why they stopped shooting, because Pammy had seen the laser fire through her side window, and the door is no longer a good place to defend from.  Another fighter moves alongside the plane, firing randomly and hoping to score another lucky hit.  Pammy waits until it is directly under them.

PAMMY:  This one’s for Rick!

Pammy gives the plane one quick dive and smashes the fighter’s windshield below before the pilot can react.  The last plane does not attempt to move up, but follows closely behind.

PAMMY:  And this one’s for the rest of us!

She puts the throttle forward, and the plane zooms ahead.  Pammy then turns the plane around until they are directly behind the last fighter.  She then plows the plane into the fighter’s windshield, completely destroying it and causing the fighter to go out of control.  Everyone looks at Pammy in disbelief.

PAMMY:  I told you guys I wasn’t going to let you down.  This has gone on long enough.  Let’s just get to that town and find a phone.

TO BE CONTINUED…

