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FADE IN:

4 BLACK SCREEN.

Stark. Silent. Foreboding. Until we begin to hear...
The THEME MUSIC from "I Love Lucy."

RICKY RICARDO
Lucccococoyyyyy!l

Static... then the "Dum De Dum Dum™ THEME MUSIC from "Dragnet."™

MALE VOICE ONE
It’s my job. I'm a cop.

Static, then other familiar voices overlap, fade IN and OUT.

JACE BENNY
Rochester!

ROCHESTER
I'm comin’ Mister Benny! I'm cominf!

JACKIE GLEASON
Bang, zcom... to the moon, Alice... to
the moon...

Static. Gunshots. And a tinny orchestra playing the William Tell
Overture as we HEAR the classic OPENING to the "Lone Ranger™:

DEEP VOICE
A fiery horse with the speed of
light... a8 cloud of dust and a hearty
Hi Yo Silver! With his faithful
Indian companion, Tonto...

We PULL BACE from the blackness... and become aware we have been
INSIDE something dark and foreboding:

The interior of a complex EYE.
Artificial, geometric, mechanized...

DEEF VOICE
..-the daring and resourceful masked
rider of the plains led the fight for
law and order in the early west...

We PULL BACK still more to reveal the eye is part of a FACE.

A face obscured in shadow. The face of some kind of robotic
MACHINE. Expressiconless. Sinister. Soulless.

{ CONTINUED)



CONTINUED:
DEEF VOICE
Return with us now to those thrilling

days of yesteryear... the Lone Ranger
rides again!

DEEFP INSIDE BRAINIAC'S COLOSSAL SPACE-ARK

The eerie lighting gives the cavernous interior a DARK FUTURISTIC
GOTHIC look as a three-passenger JET-TRAM zips along one of the
many TUBES that network their way through the miles-leng vessel.

The SOUNDTRACK of the Lone Ranger episode reverberates eerily
throughout the ship.

TONTO'’S VOICE
We make camp now, Kemo Sabe...?

CLOSER ON THE OPEN JET-TRAM

carrying KOSMO. Human, but with an extra-terrestrial kink or two.
on his left shoulder he wears a two-inch high frosted GLASS
EPAULET. A compact ROBOT DRONE sits in the front.

LONE RANGER'’S VOICE
Good thinking, Tonto.

The jet-tram WHOOSHES AWAY from us down the transport tube.
CUT TO:
A CURVED CORRIDOR

Kosmo runs through in a desperate hurry. The Lone Ranger
broadcast echoes here as well.

CUT TO:
THE COMMAND BRIDGE
Subdued lighting - more hi-tech alien gothic - and eons beyond
anything the human mind could conceive. Several more DRONES,
gleaming and pristine, go about their tasks at various stations.
KOSMO ENTERS, out of breath, to face his master:
BRAINIAC
A fearsome, towering ROBOT MACHINE. A monstrous HEAD of alien
metal. Coiled python-thick ARMS. A MAINFRAME massive enough to
repel a tank. Metallic SKIN glistening like black chainmail.

I1f Satan himself ever decided to forge a machine out of the molten
depths of Hell... it would lock something like BRAINIAC.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED:
To Kosmo’s dismay, the robot is still captivated by:

A ROW OF FLOATING SCREENS - all of them shaw@ng the "Lone Ranger"
episode - still in progress. But the reception is MARRED by
intermittent zig-zagging STATIC. ;

As Brainiac makes adjustments in a futile attempt to correct the
problem, his alien servo-motors MESH. Hydraulics HISS.

Kosmo takes another step and holds up the THREE COMPUTER WAFERS.

KEQOSMO
I c-c-consulted the bio-scans.

Under stress, Kosmo'’s deep-rooted fear of Brainiac occasionally
manifests itself as a stutter.

The robot’s head SWIVELS toward Kosmo. The cold black eyes seem
to pierce through him.

EQSMO
(the strain shows)
There’s no doubt now. Three of our
cities could sustain them.

No response. With disinterest Brainiac turns back to his screens.

Frustrated, Kosmo looks toward the LIVE MONITOR SCREEN on the far
side of the bridge. No sound accompanies the image.

KOSMO
Please - lock at them! They’re only
children!

THE SCREEN

shows the damaged bridge of a SHIP. ALIEN CHILDREN broadcast an
S0S. Frightened. Ragged. Several children hold CRYING BABIES.
A little girl clutches an alien rag doll. The sound is MUTED.

KOsSMO =
They haven’t very much time.

Kosmo punches up more buttons and now SOUND accompanies the
distress signal. ON SCREEN the alien boy-leader steps up.

YOUNG ALIEN BOY
5 (sub-titles)
...after the Slavers took all the
adults they set us adrift. We are
cold... hungry... cur power is nearly
depleted. Is anyone out there? Does
anycne hear us?

FUSH IN TIGHT ON BRAINIAC as the robot SPEAKS. His wvoice COLD.
Metallic. Like neothing we’ve ever heard before.

(CONTINUED)









































































































