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Part 1

By Jerimy Bass

Based on “Race To Freedom” by Jake Williams
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Scene:  RRHQ, infirmary.  Marauder, a black-furred Labrador Retriever wearing a lab coat over his orange T-shirt, brown pants and black boots, is busy examining Dylan, a mixed breed wearing his red and blue jersey, blue jeans, and basic sneakers.

MARAUDER:  Dylan, my friend, you’re one of the healthiest Road Rovers I’ve ever seen.  You’re fit as a fiddle.

DYLAN:  Thanks, buddy.  I guess it comes from all those missions that Hunter keeps sending me on.

MARAUDER:  Maybe so.  But for someone who’s not really into sports, you rank right up there with people who are.

Just then, DJ, a German Shepherd mix wearing blue jeans, a gray T-shirt and ordinary work boots, walks in.

DYLAN:  Hey, DJ!

MARAUDER:  Hey, Deej, how’s it goin’?

DJ:  All right.  It’s been pretty quiet around here lately.

Dylan gets up.

DYLAN:  I’ll be in the lounge area if either of you need me.

MARAUDER:  Okay, Dyl. (Dylan walks out, then, Marauder turns to DJ) Just have a seat, DJ, and I’ll be with you in just a second.

DJ sits down on the examination table.

DJ:  I take it they’re trying to keep you busy, too.

MARAUDER:  Darn right.  They do require us to give you guys an examination twice a year just to make sure you’re in good condition.

DJ:  So what’s it like being married?

MARAUDER:  Just great.  Lassie and I are getting along fine.

DJ:  Well, I’m glad to hear that.

MARAUDER:  (grabs an earpiece)  Okay, just turn your head to your right and I’ll look at your ears. (looks at his ears) Okay, turn your head back this way and look up. (looks at his nose, then puts the earpiece down and grabs a minilight and a tongue depressor) Okay, I’ll need you to open your mouth so I can look at your throat.  (DJ opens his mouth.  Marauder presses down his tongue with the tongue depressor and examines his throat. Then, he throws the depressor away and grabs his stethoscope.)  Okay, I’ll need to check your pulse. (grabs DJ’s arm and starts feeling for a pulse, then uses his stethoscope to listen to it)  Now, I’ll need you to pull up your shirt so I can listen to your lungs. (He pulls up his shirt) Now, breathe through your mouth and take deep breaths. (Marauder moves his stethoscope around DJ’s back as he takes about six breaths.)  Now, I’ll need you to cough for me. (He coughs.)  Okay. (puts his stethoscope away, then, DJ pulls his shirt back down)  Looking pretty good.  I kind of expected it from you.  Being a mechanic certainly keeps you in shape.

DJ:  Yep.  It takes a lot of physical ability to have my job.  So, I understand the Maddogs are having a formal dinner Friday night.  Are you lookin’ forward to it?

MARAUDER:  Uhh, not exactly.

DJ:  Why not?

MARAUDER:  Well, for one thing, I’m not much for style and elegance.

DJ:  I’m not either, Marauder.  I went just to please Molly.

MARAUDER:  Just once, I wish we could have something fun and truly relaxing, maybe something informal.

DJ:  Like what?

MARAUDER:  Like a barbeque.

DJ: (laughs) Now you’re speakin’ my language!

They both laugh.

Fade to next scene:  Oak Tree Park, Mid City.  Mr. Dinkel, the park superintendent, is getting ready to go on vacation.  He is busy giving instructions to six animal cubs all wearing T-shirts (not exactly for some):  Rick, a raccoon wearing red, Pammy, a panda wearing pink, Tyg, a tiger wearing red, Digger, a mole wearing sky blue, Kyp, a kangaroo wearing yellow, and Bogey, an orangutan wearing green.

MR. DINKEL:  All right, you little balls of fur, while I’m gone, I want you all to keep this park in working order.

PAMMY:  Don’t worry, Mr. Dinkel.  We’ll look after the park.

TYG:  Yeah.  We won’t let you down.

MR. DINKEL:  See to it.  When I get back, I expect every detail to be exactly the way it was when I left.

Just then, Bogey pops up in front of him and gives him a kiss.

BOGEY:  You can count on us, schweetheart.

MR. DINKEL: (annoyed) Ooh!  Don’t call me sweetheart!

RICK: (rapidly) Goodbye, Mr. Dinkel.  Bon voyage.  Have a nice trip.  Don’t run into any trouble.  We’ll see you when you get back.

MR. DINKEL:  And while I’m gone, I expect you all to keep this park spic and span.

RICK, PAMMY, TYG, DIGGER, KYP, AND BOGEY: (all in unison) Oh, we will, Mr. Dinkel.

He gets into his car and drives off.

KYP:  Goodbye, Mr. Dinkel!

DIGGER:  Don’t forget to write!

They wave as Mr. Dinkel drives off.  Just then, an alert light, disguised as a mushroom, goes off.

RICK:  Uh oh, the Shirt Tale alert!

They all rush into their tree.  In the control room, Rick switches on the monitor to reveal the emergency.

PAMMY: (reading the monitor) “A top secret aircraft has been stolen from Edwards Air Force Base.  Soon after getting away, it disappeared from radar without a trace.”

TYG:  Sounds like the work of someone bent on overthrowing the government.

RICK:  Well, whatever it is, we’d better investigate.

EVERYONE ELSE:  Right!

RICK: (happily) It’s Shirt Tale time, gang!

Everyone’s shirts change color to a bright red.  Moments later, the Shirt Tales board their STSST (Shirt Tales Supersonic Transport) and take off.

Fade to next scene:  RRHQ.  In the poolroom, Dylan and DJ watch as Marauder is shooting a cue ball, which knocks the 8 ball into a corner pocket.

DYLAN: (smiling) You win again, Marauder!

MARAUDER: (imitating Austin Powers) Yeah baby! (to DJ) Feel like doing this again sometime?

DJ:  You better believe I do.  You won’t get rid of me that easy.

DYLAN:  You should’ve been here when he played against Hunter.

DJ:  Why?  What happened?

DYLAN:  Well, you know how Hunter likes his card games.  He got Marauder to join him one evening at their games, and Hunter wiped him out.

DJ:  Then what happened?

MARAUDER:  What happened then was I wanted revenge.

DYLAN:  So, Marauder then challenges him to pool, winner takes all.

DJ:  And then?

DYLAN: (giggles) He kicked Hunter’s butt!

DJ: (smiling sarcastically) Really?

DYLAN:  Yeah!  Marauder sunk at least two balls on each of his first cues, but Hunter couldn’t sink any!  And not only did Marauder recover his chips, but he racked Hunter into a big debt!

DJ: (laughing) I bet that was embarrassing!

They all laugh.  Then, they put their cues away and leave the room.  They’re still laughing when Hunter walks up, wearing a green turtleneck shirt, brown pants and black boots.

HUNTER:  What are you guys laughing about?

MARAUDER:  Oh, just guy stuff.

DYLAN:  Well, actually, I told DJ about that pool game between you and Marauder.

HUNTER: (sarcastically) Oh no!  Not that!

The rest of them laugh again.

MARAUDER:  Come on.  Admit it, Hunter!  I really beat you good!

HUNTER:  Okay, I admit it.  But I didn’t come down here to talk about that.  I came to let you guys know that we’re going to be on standby for a while.  Not much happening that we have to get involved in, except for this stolen aircraft incident at Edwards.  But the Shirt Tales are already handling that.

DJ:  The Shirt Tales?  What have those little fuzz balls got that the Road Rovers don’t?

MARAUDER:  Well, the thing is they get the stuff that would be easy for us, like thefts and kidnappings, and we get the hard stuff, like terrorists and guys plotting to take over the world.

DYLAN:  In other words, we’re better equipped.

DJ:  Are you going to stay for dinner, Marauder?

MARAUDER:  Well, I’d love to, but I’ve got to get home.  Lassie is probably home from court by now.  So I guess I’ll head that direction now.  I’ll see you guys later.

DJ:  Not if we see you first!

DYLAN:  See you later, buddy!

Marauder walks down the hall.

Fade to next scene:  Edwards Air Force Base in California.  The Shirt Tales are busy investigating the hangar from which the aircraft was stolen.

PAMMY:  Golly, Rick, how do you suppose that aircraft could’ve gotten past all this security?

RICK:  I don’t know, Pammy, but they must have been pretty slippery. (to Bogey) See anything, Bogey?

BOGEY:  Nothing.  Just a little card with letters on it.

RICK:  Hey, let me see. (He takes the card and reads the letters on it.) G-E-N, slash, P-A-R.  GEN-PAR.

TYG:  GEN-PAR?  What’s that mean?

RICK:  I don’t know, but it sounds familiar.  We’d better investigate.

Fade to next scene:  Marauder and Lassie’s home in Boston, Massachusetts.  His wife, Lassie, a collie, dressed in a business suit, is seated on a couch in the living room when Marauder walks in, wearing a black jacket over his usual outfit, and carrying his material.

MARAUDER:  Hi, honey.

LASSIE:  Hi, Marauder.  How was your day?

MARAUDER:  Slow.  Beside a few examinations, there really wasn’t anything to do except play pool with the guys.

He takes off his jacket and sits down next to Lassie.

LASSIE:  Well, I’m glad your day went well.

MARAUDER:  Why?  How was your day?

LASSIE:  Terrible.

MARAUDER: (concerned) Terrible?  What happened?  Did you lose the case?

LASSIE:  No, we won.

MARAUDER: (concerned) Then why was it terrible?

LASSIE:  Well, the opposing attorney is getting a divorce.  So he tries to take it out on me.  While I’m up on the floor trying to prove that his client ripped off my client, he keeps rising and making rude objections.  He was literally saying that I didn’t know anything about law.  Finally, he made one objection that really ticked me off.

MARAUDER: (concerned) Well, what did he say?

LASSIE:  He said “Just what do you know about fraud?”  And he said it in a rather snotty tone.

MARAUDER:  Then what did you do?

LASSIE:  I just gave him my card and said “Please give this to your wife.  I would be more than happy to represent her in your divorce.”

MARAUDER: (smiling) There you go!

He kisses Lassie on the cheek.

LASSIE:  By the way, I picked up your tuxedo at the dry cleaners today.

MARAUDER: (sternly) That’s nice.

LASSIE:  What’s wrong?

MARAUDER:  Well, I don’t have anything against your family, but it’s just that I’m not really looking forward to dinner Friday night.

LASSIE:  Why not?

MARAUDER:  Well, it’s just that I’m not into style and elegance.  Your father says it’s supposed to be relaxing, but I have a hard time trying to do that there.

LASSIE:  Marauder, we don’t do this very often.  This is only the first formal dinner our family has had since we’ve been married.  And that’s what this dinner is intended to celebrate.

MARAUDER: (sighs) Well…

LASSIE: (putting her head on Marauder’s shoulder) Please, Marauder?  I love you.

MARAUDER:  Well, okay.  Just for you.

She kisses Marauder on the cheek.

Fade to next scene:  STSST, over the Mojave Desert.  Rick is flying while Pammy sits next to him.  Tyg, Digger, Bogey, and Kyp are all seated behind them.  Pammy is monitoring radio transmissions.  She is only half interested in what she’s hearing:  commercial air traffic.  Suddenly, a message from an airliner 80 miles to the north grabs her attention.

AIRLINE PILOT: (over radio) North American 547 to traffic control.  We’re picking up bits of radio transmissions from an unknown source, possibly intended to be a closed channel.

AIR TRAFFIC CONTROLLER: (over radio) Roger, North American 547.  I have no other flight plans for your airspace at this time.  Can you pinpoint the transmissions?

AIRLINE PILOT: (over radio) Negative, control.  Very garbled.  Can’t make heads or tails of it.

Pammy looks to Rick who heard the message as well.

PAMMY:  You feel like playing detective?

RICK:  Sure.

Rick changes course.  Tyg feels the STSST turn.

TYG:  Hey, what’s going on?

RICK:  We’re going to investigate these transmissions we heard.

Meanwhile, three military style choppers hover over a dry lakebed.  Inside one of them is a crew of two, seated one behind the other.  They are wearing dark green flight suits and helmets with headsets built in.  The pilot watches a blip on the radar screen move closer and closer.

PILOT: (into headset) Now.

Just then, in the STSST, a high-pitched beeping pierces the cockpit.

RICK: (startled) What the…?!

TYG: (yelling) That’s a radar lock!

Rick immediately floors the accelerator.  The engines scream and the STSST accelerates at a maddening pace.  It leaps ahead and a missile slices through the air right where the STSST had been.

PAMMY: (frantic) Three choppers at six o’clock low!

Rick then switches the radio to an emergency channel.

RICK:  MAYDAY, MAYDAY, we’re under attack!  Three aggressors, heavily armed.  We need support now!

A second shot is launched.  The STSST goes nose up and banks sharply to the right, but this time, the missile stays right on their tail.  The STSST goes into a fast loop, turning back on its attackers.  This maneuver shakes the missile off their backs and it hits one of the choppers instead.  The chopper plunges to the ground in flames.  The other two now converge from different angles, both firing at once.  Rick shakes off the missile fired by one, but fires right into the machine gun fire from the other.  The high caliber shells rip up the right wing.

RICK: (frantic) I’ve lost aileron control!

PAMMY:  We’re not dead yet!  Make a hard left!

Rick turns the wheel sharply to the left, but the inability to bank the stress on the airframe is tremendous.  The cracking of metal can be heard as they literally use the engine thrust to lever the STSST around.

RICK: (worried) Pammy, we’re going to lose a wing if we try that again.

Pammy is focused on the radar screen.  Another missile has been fired.  Putting full power to the engines, Rick puts the STSST into a steep dive, pulling out of it at the last second.  The missile impacts the ground and explodes.  As soon as they level their flight, they are immediately met by another missile and machine gun shells.  Rick shakes his head.

RICK: (worried) We’re never going to get away from these guys.  I’ll try to set her down.  You guys get ready to run as soon as I set her down.

PAMMY: (sternly) Don’t try to be a hero, Rick.

RICK: (blunt) I’ll be right behind you.  I can run real fast when I’m scared enough, and I have a feeling that I will be.

The STSST hits the ground hard and skids sideways for nearly a hundred yards before coming to a stop.  The Shirt Tales bail out and sprint in different directions.  One of the choppers follows Rick while the other makes a wide circle around Pammy, Kyp, Bogey, and Digger.

DIGGER:  Oh dear!

Digger immediately starts digging and the others follow him.  A man in a green uniform gets ready to jump onto Rick’s back, but just then Tyg comes running for him.

TYG: (yelling) Hang on, Rick!  TOING!

Tyg grabs Rick and the man ends up falling on the ground instead.  Meanwhile, Pammy has been attacked in the same fashion, but has managed to disarm and incapacitate her attacker.  Also, Bogey and Kyp are caught up with another attacker.  Bogey is trying to dodge the laser fire.

BOGEY: Whoa!…Yah!…Take it easy!

Kyp leaps up and kicks him down from behind.

BOGEY:  Some fancy footwork, schweetheart!

KYP:  Something tells me we won’t be home in time for dinner.

After the brawl, Rick, Tyg, and Pammy catch up with them.

RICK:  You guys okay?

BOGEY:  Just fine.

PAMMY: (worried)  Oh no!  Where’s Digger?

Their fears disappear when Digger pops up from underground.  Rick glances in the direction of the severely damaged STSST.

PAMMY:  I suppose we should go back to the STSST and see if the radio’s still any good.

Rick looks to the sky and shades his eyes from the sun.

RICK:  I sent a distress signal when they first attacked.  Help should be along any minute.

TYG:  Well, maybe we should get some first aid for these guys, too, as if they really deserve it.

They head back to the STSST and Pammy gets busy trying to make the radio work well enough to transmit a message.  She tries repeatedly to send a distress call but the radio is not receiving any power.  It doesn’t take her long to realize why, the power switch is in the off position.  In the confusion, Rick had accidentally switched the radio off instead of turning to the emergency channel.  Pammy switches the radio on but still nothing.  She then goes over to Rick and whispers something in his ear.

RICK:  Ouch.

Rick then boards the STSST himself.  He removes an access panel and smoke rises.

RICK: (astonished) Oh man, how’d that happen?

He reaches in and pulls out a handful of wires.  The rubber coating has been melted off and they are charred black.

PAMMY:  Well?

RICK:  This is a bad thing.  It’ll take weeks to fix this.

PAMMY:  Now what?

TYG:  That guy had to have landed his chopper before he went after you.

Rick drops the wires.

RICK:  Right.  Let’s go and see if we can use the radio there.

The others agree and they begin to walk through the desert towards the attack chopper.  They don’t get very far before the sound of a helicopter is heard.

RICK:  Oh man!  Not again!

The chopper that had gone after Rick had never landed.  As the chopper comes into view, two rope ladders are dangling from it with two uniformed soldiers from the chopper that had gone down hanging from them.  Rick turns around but before he can run, the pilot fires a single shot from the machine gun.  The shell strikes the ground only about two feet from Rick, sending up a storm of rocks and dirt which pelt him.  He falls backward to the ground.  Before the others can react, the pilot speaks through a loudspeaker.

PILOT: (threatening) Put your hands in the air or the next shot will rearrange your friend’s insides.

There isn’t much of a choice.  Rick is laying stunned on the ground with the machine gun centered right on him.  All the rest of them raise their hands in surrender.

TO BE CONTINUED…

