And there was a movie, and that movie was called…

DEAD PRESIDENTS SOCIETY

A movie script by the more than vaguely eccentric Benjamin M. Saalbach / Walsh
The Cast of Characters:
George Washington, the great general himself, back, and this time it's personal (Verity Man);

Thomas Jefferson, notably hates George III while everyone else blames Parliament (Declaration of Independence Man, as well as the also mighty Louisiana Purchase Man)

Benjamin Franklin, explosives expert and intellectual along for the ride (Bespectacled Crusader)

John Quincy Adams, third president turned super-spy to infiltrate the Evil Space Fortress of Death (John Q.)

Abraham Lincoln, a janitor from the future, sent back to the past to help George Washington's posse in the far reaches of time and space (Emancipation Man)

Zachary Taylor, no one knows who he is or what he ever did (Mr. Ninja) (he's from France)

Lady Liberty, who has called the six great men of the DPS from their rests to retrieve the Declaration of Independence from the Evil Space Fortress of Death

Emperor Napoleon Bonaparte, self-proclaimed Emperor of Everywhere and inveterate rock star

François, head of the French chapter of the Super Space Samurai Training Facility and SSS #5

Four Rookie Samurais-In-Training, a musical barbershop quartet bunch under the leadership of François for this mission

The late King Philip, head of the Spanish Armada and *supposedly* assassinated along with Emperor Nopans

King George III, really an evil space alien

Queen Elizabeth (but which one?), a Jedi knight who has infiltrated George III's Council of Angry Space Aliens

Winston Churchill, also a Jedi knight in the Council of Angry Space Aliens 

The Royal Palace Guards of Death, annoying but not invincible

The Head Cook, master of the deadly art of spatulas

Fidel Castro, who's just evil with no particular reason or justification

Bloody Mary, who has teamed up with Fidel Castro to revenge herself on the British… because she's angry

The late Emperor Nopans, whose apparent death has brought Samso to Balbus 347 in search of answers

Samso, Sixteenth Super Space Samurai seeking answers

Girl / Hotaru, a mysterious woman who seems to know more than what she tells Samso

Jonathan, purportedly the Second Super Space Samurai

The Butler, "Yeeeeeeeeeeeeeessss?" (rumored to be the most evil and dreaded being anywhere)

   (but no one really knows) (his name is Ragu)

Act I: ""

Scene I   - Outside the Evil Space Fortress of Death

The scene is on the colonized  asteroid of Balbus 347, outside the Evil Space Fortress of Death, which is a pseudo-gothic pseudo-spacey castle, sitting in the middle of an expanse of lawns. It is nighttime. The camera pans slowly down, first from far away, over the lawns, gradually getting closer and closer while the quiet, stealthy theme song plays. The song hints at the Mission Impossible theme, or maybe something out of James Bond, but never quite hits it. The song is quiet, just as it is on the grounds. Quiet… but hinting that maybe, just maybe, something's going on that we can't quite see… just yet. A voice begins to speak, addressing the audience.


John Adams (narrating)

Something happened; I cannot tell you what. But the fact is that it happened, and that's enough… the document was never signed as it was supposed to be, it was stolen… and our army cannot win on its own. Something had to be done, the Lady told us herself… and we were up to the task. Even though we were dead, that didn't stop us… we overcame our weakness and came back as action heroes. So, here we are now. Hurled into the future to save a past through which we once lived… I guess it's kind of ironic, huh? (Laughs) Ah… well, time will tell whether we fail or succeed. That's all there is that's left to know.

Movement in the shadows. Zoom in to a small, enclosed grove made up of topiary and bushes. A man stands up, peering out through a hole in the foliage..


George Washington (looking around)

I cannot tell a lie. This must be the place.

Washington's face disappears from the hole in the foliage, and Jefferson steps up. He peers out, squinting into the night, then turns. Pan the camera around to reveal Adams and Franklin, standing behind him in the small grove. Washington is off to the left of them, for now unseen.


Benjamin Franklin

Do you think that we are undetected?


John Adams

Perhaps. But I wouldn't push my luck, if I were you.


George Washington

Heh… yes, well, that is true enough.


Benjamin Franklin

We would do well to make haste… don't you agree, Thomas?

Cut to Jefferson, who is now back to leaning against a small tree at the left center of the grove, filing his nails. Jefferson stops as Franklin finishes speaking, and looks up slowly.


Thomas Jefferson (slowly)

I certainly think that we would not do well to linger… life is like a birdbath, Benjamin, and if we are not quick the turkey vultures will soon be down upon us.

Franklin straightens his small glasses. There is a moment's silence.


John Adams

There are two among our number who have not yet begun to speak. Why are the two of you silent?

Cut to Lincoln, who is leaning against a tree, a little ways off. Then a facial shot from the side, then another side shot set at his nose. His face is bathed in shadow. He is not wearing his hat.


Abraham Lincoln (quietly)

I'm ready to go anytime. (Turning, as the camera zooms out) I just don't think all this talk is necessary.


Thomas Jefferson

That's fine. (Smiling) Believe me, it's a pleasure for us to be working with you. We've heard about your achievements - 


Abraham Lincoln (quietly, but not quite open, as if he is hiding something)

The pleasure is all mine.

A moment's silence.


Benjamin Franklin

We… should be moving on. Come on, we still have to find a way INTO this place. This castle is like an impenetrable chocolate bar, impossible to enter on both sides.


Thomas Jefferson

A chocolate bar has more than two sides, Benjamin -


Benjamin Franklin
But the argument is there.


Thomas Jefferson
Perhaps… but then again perhaps not.


John Adams (interrupting)

I'm afraid I don't see what relevance that has to our mission, you two!


Abraham Lincoln

Stop! Let's just move on. All this moronic arguing is giving me a headache.

Pause, everybody exchanges a look, and then they move off into the shadows. A single lone figure move stealthily behind. Start the I'm a Super Spy! Theme, then begin the long and stealthy pan over the fortress grounds from an aerial view, through the many gardens and avoiding the occasional guard on duty. But no one is supposed to be able to reach Balbus 347 except by the King's consent, and so the gardens are not heavily guarded. The team is silent for several minutes, but finally there is some whispering between them (heard at low volume from the aerial view)…


Thomas Jefferson

These gardens, the Gardens of the King… they are beautiful. I am almost sorry we do not have time to admire them… but oh, well.


Benjamin Franklin

We could stop, if you want. We have enough - 


George Washington

- No. We cannot neglect our duty, even for a moment, or Woodrow Wilson will have something to say at our graduation ceremony.


John Adams

You think so?


Washington

I *know* so.

Zoom down in to the ground ,and behind the group. They run past the camera, with Lincoln bringing up the rear. He turns to call over his shoulder -


Abraham Lincoln (sharply)

Zachary! Keep up!

- and the running continues, the mysterious figure running steadily behind. Zoom back out into another aerial view, as they sneak along the grounds, dodging the few posted guards, until at last they are securely hidden in another  cluster of bushes, within sight of the back entrance to the palace, leading in to the kitchens. Several guards are seen to be standing watch.


Thomas Jefferson (annoyed)

Eh! It's no use…. The back entrance is too heavily guarded. We'll have to find another way.


Benjamin Franklin (pointing)

Look!

The group follows his finger. He is pointing to a large air vent, some ways down the wall. Conveniently enough, there is a small, three-foot wall between the air vent and the guards, so they can slip behind there and not be seen.


George Washington (quietly)

Let's go.

They slip through the bushes and over behind the wall. They all kneel down while Adams unscrews the vent's cover, and then slip, one by one, inside. Suddenly, the scene switches to the nearest room reachable via the air vent, which happens to be a guard station. First we see them crawling out of duct, then suddenly from another angle which reveals the couch, atop which sits one of the guards - gasp! - wearing a pin that says 'Royal Palace Guard of Death' (shown via a zoomed-in frontal shot of the guard) - gasp! - and watching that most horrifying and evil of all television programs… 'The Rubber Duckie Hour'. George Washington motions his companions frantically to be still. They wait behind the couch, silent, watching to see if the guard has noticed them.


Thomas Jefferson (suddenly)

You know, I do believe that guard has not noticed us.


John Adams (nodding)

He IS busily watching 'The Rubber Duckie Hour'.


Benjamin Franklin (excitedly)

I love this show!


George Washington (smiling)

No time, Benjamin. We must proceed… but first, as this IS a guard station, let us attire ourselves with more subtle clothing for our mission. I think you know what I mean.


Benjamin Franklin (still excited)

They'll never be able to tell us from real Royal Palace Guards of Death!


George Washington

Quite so. Come on, let's change.

Resuming the previous camera angle from right behind the couch where the guard is sitting, the group runs to the left, off-screen, to where the closet sits. There is the sound of the closet sliding somewhat loudly open over its apparently unoiled track, and then shuffle, bustle, and loud rustle as the group presumably begins attiring themselves appropriately for the task at hand. Many widely varied types of clothing begin flying across the room in the group's enthusiasm, a few hitting the guard and others draping themselves across the top of the TV and on its antennae. But the 'Rubber Duckie Hour' continues unobstructed, and so the world is at peace. Finally, the group emerges, still dressed in exactly the same clothes as before but now wearing stylish hats. Abraham Lincoln is now wearing his indubitable top hat, while George Washington is wearing a postal worker's cap. Benjamin Franklin is dressed stylishly with a beanie, while John Adams is wearing a beret. Thomas Jefferson has donned a baseball cap, and as the group walks on to the screen, he turns it all the way around until the sun-guard is facing backwards. Angsty! Everyone looks at each other's clever disguises and nods appreciatively.


George Washington

Let's move out!

The gang moves off the right side of the screen. Cut to the corridor outside, as we see the door to the guard station opening, the gang stepping through the door-way, and walking down the metallic corridors of the space fortress, away from the camera. After a second, the door opens again and a shadowy figure steps out behind them, clad in a large and gaudy tropical fruit hat / sombrero, only to follow after the gang. Fade out.

Scene II   -   Inside the castle, apparently in its more 'cultured' upper hallways
Enter Samso, alone, from a side door. Cut to move alongside him as he walks slowly down the hall.


Samso (tense, talking to himself)

This is bad… with my Emperor dead and our ally New Spain gone, the kingdom we have worked so hard to save will fall to its death. I do not know what plank can make it walk backwards along its length… I fear we shall go to the sharks. Perhaps this King will have the answers I seek.

Suddenly, a girl steps out from a side passage, right in front of Samso. He stops quickly, and immediately begins to look flustered.


Samso

I am sorry, ma'am… I did not see you in there. (Bows) Please, have the right of way before me. It is my duty as a samurai to yield to ladies.


Girl (annoyed)

Oh… that's nice. Well, Mr. Samurai, I insist that YOU have the right of way… besides (Changing to a more pleasant countenance suddenly) …you may be the one I was sent to find.


Samso (confused)

You are… sent to find… me?


Girl

Yes, that's right. (Proudly) I am Hotaru, so called because I am as a firefly leading on the blind.


Samso

Huh?


Hotaru (annoyed again)

You will follow me, Mr. Samurai!


Samso

Please… I am called Samso. Call me by my name, that is all that I ask.


Hotaru (amused)

That is a small favor to ask, Samso, if that is truly all.


Samso (turning aside)

Well… I seek some answers. But that is my own problem, not yours.


Hotaru

We shall see about that, O Samso, Sixteenth of the Seventeen Space Samurai. But we will get to that in time.

Exeunt.

Scene III   -   Back in the metallic corridors deep within the Evil Space Fortress of Death

The scene is back on the American squadron, confidently making their way down the honeycomb of passageways within the fortress.


Benjamin Franklin (looking over some diagrams and notes regarding the fortress)

Huh… well, so far so good. Everything's going according to plan.


Thomas Jefferson (uneasy)

I don't know… You know, I'm really not sure we're going about this the right way at all. All the colonists back home are so concerned about remaining on King George's good side… and yet…


George Washington (curious)

And yet what, Thomas?


Thomas Jefferson (slowly)

I don't know… I would never have done this whole mission in just such a way, myself. I - 


Benjamin Franklin (surprised)

But our Lady planned the mission herself! This is a mission by the people, for the people, and of the people!


Thomas Jefferson (distraught)

I know, Benjamin… but… I'm still… uneasy…


John Adams (cheerfully)

That's just because you blame and mistrust our good King George. That's what's bothering you, I'm sure of it!


Thomas Jefferson (vaguely)

Well… perhaps it is. Yes, I do not deny that our King bothers me. I mean, there's something just not right about the man. Maybe it really is all Parliament, but, (suddenly troubled) I don't know… it just seems like he could be doing more to help our Colonies than he is.

There is a moment's silence. John Adams snorts.


John Adams (disdainfully)

You and your conspiracy theories, Jefferson! I really can't understand how you can think or, worse still, say that about our noble King George III. I mean - 


George Washington (reprovingly)

Now, John, you know that everyone is entitled to their own opinion on the subject - 


John Adams (suddenly excited)

I know! I *know* what we can do!


Benjamin Franklin

All right, what is it that you prop - 


John Adams (in a regular frenzy of excitement)

A song!


Thomas Jefferson (blankly)

A… so - ?


John Adams (excited)

We can sing a SONG expressing our love for our sovereign King! It'll be like the greatest thing ever!

Everyone stares blankly at John Adams, and then turn to face each other. They stare for at least a minute, during which they all look rather vapid, and then turn in unison to face John Adams. There is a pause.


John Adams (staring expectantly)

Yes?


George Washington (slowly)

I… think I'd rather not.


John Adams

Drat! Ah well…

The group continues down the honeycomb of corridors. Fade out.

Scene IV   -   In quite another part of the castle
A large room, the walls adorned by bookcases and many paintings. Some busts are scattered around the area, while a narrow marble staircase leads up to the second floor. A few large-leafed sub-tropical plants are strewn about, growing in tasteful white marble vases. A Butler is busily dusting and seeing that all things are kept in tip-top condition.

Song: "A Cheerful Lilting Melody"


Butler (singing)

Oh,

To sing mellifluous song while cleaning

Keeping up the steady singing

Set to cheerful lilting song

Moves the tiresome hours along

Cheerful lilting melody

Surely is no travesty

Singing long and loud and clear,

For the time that I am here

Singing long and loud and clear,

For the time that I am here.

Surely no one can repress

The singing song of happiness

Joyous ringing, steady cleaning

Get my meaning? I am singing!

Oh, of all the stars above

Keeping starry sky so pure

None is nicer than the love

Of the dustless railing knobs

Of the dustless railing knobs.

Oh,

To sing mellifluous song while cleaning

Keeping up the steady singing

Singing long and loud and clear

(Wickedly) For the time that I am here…!

Retires off-screen. Enter Fidel Castro and Bloody Mary. They seem to be talking heatedly.


Bloody Mary (annoyed)

I keep telling you, Fidel, this is not the way we're supposed to be going. You've led us on a merry chase throughout this Evil Space Fortress of Death here, and I bet you haven't a clue where we're going!


Fidel Castro (smiling)

Oh, I know, Mary, I know. Don't you worry your pretty little head about it.


Bloody Mary (pouting)

Humph. Don't talk to me like that if you want to keep your OWN 'pretty little head'!


Fidel Castro (expansively, smiling)

Whatever you say, Marie! Whatever you say.


Bloody Mary (annoyed)

Hmph.

The pair stops in front of a bust of King George III. Bloody Mary surveys it with contempt.


Bloody Mary (sarcastically)

Ooh, lookie here. Little King George III… all decked out in his petty little finery and crown. (Bitterly) What a fool! I did a better job ruling England in my time than HE ever did! My tenure was full of good things, such as… decapitations. And what does 'King George the Mighty' do? Why, all that loser can find to do with his time is sit around and ANNOY the Colonies! Haah!

   Spits contemptuosly.


Fidel Castro (smiling nastily)

With England in such hard times… perhaps then Cuba should be made Capitol of the Universe!


Bloody Mary (angrily)

I swear you couldn't do any worse than that well-reviled fool King George! Oh, it's simply TOO MUCH!

In a sudden burst of anger, Bloody Mary strikes the pedestal holding the well-made bust hard with her open hand, and, in a slow-motion camera shot (with echo effect), the bust falls to the floor , remaining unbroken. And then… it sits there. Obviously it's pretty darn well made. Focus-shot and then close up-shot of the bust. Bloody Mary growls angrily and stomps several times on King George III's impassive and unchanging face, and then turns haughtily to go. She glances over her shoulder at Fidel Castro.


Bloody Mary (haughtily)

Coming, Fidel?


Fidel Castro (smiling)

Heh… I'm coming, Marie…

Fidel Castro follows, and we have a shot past the fallen bust at their retreating forms as they walk out through an open doorway under the second floor landing. Starting with a short chuckle and then a vociferous guffaw, Fidel Castro laughs loudly… while, meanwhile, the Butler silently walks in from the side of the frame, near the camera, and silently watches them go. Fade out.

Scene V   -   Back in the metallic corridors under the fortress, right before the kitchens
Whoa! The scene is back on the American gang, and things are pretty intense. There is a heated battle where the gang has met with the Royal Palace Guards of Death, apparently but inexplicably led by the Head Cook of the fortress. The Guards appear to be busily defending the last stretch of corridor before the kitchens from the American intruders, who need to press PAST the kitchens before they can move on. We have a few shots to show the two sides trading shots, and the gang, though outnumbered, seems to be holding their own pretty well. Meanwhile, on the other side of the line, the Guards are holed in behind a low wall of sandbags. The Guards and most of the gang are equipped with small, snub-nosed laser pistols, although George Washington and Abraham Lincoln do seem to be using machine guns of some sort. However, when they run out of ammo, it's back to using laser-pistols… until the mysterious figure hands them back their big guns, fully reloaded. Meanwhile, the Head Cook is hiding behind the Royal Palace Guards of Death, occasionally hurling deadly spatulas of death and constantly exhorting them to greater deeds.


Head Cook (shouting out exhortations)

Come on, now, you're the Royal Palace of Death Guards of Death, the greatest royal guardspeople anywhere! *Ungh*(Grunts, hurls spatula of death) Come on! You can do anything that you set your mind to that King George III tells you to do!


Guards (shouting back)

Yeah!

Cut back to the gang, who are finding it difficult to keep up the barrage.


Thomas Jefferson (gasping)

I… don't know how much more I can take of this…


George Washington (gritting his teeth)

Keep it up… Thomas… you have to keep… going… we have to… it's the only… way…


John Adams (suddenly)

GAAAH! (Hurls himself to the ground) Please! I surrender! I can fight no more! Please! I surrender! No more can I fight! Please - 


Guards (shouting)

NO!

John Adams leaps hastily back off the floor as a volley of laser fire is suddenly directed at the spot his head occupied only a moment before.


John Adams (dismayed)

Wha-what are we going to do?


Benjamin Franklin (confidently)

Leave them to me.

John Adams and the others step back, leaving Benjamin Franklin temporarily standing alone in the middle of the corridor. Laser beams whiz past his head, but he quickly pulls out what appears to be a pair of pajamas.


Benjamin Franklin

Hah! Taste the power of my Thermal Underwear Detonators, culinary fiends!

Franklin hurls the explosive winterwear down the corridor into the midst of their foes (it appears to be especially heavy to fly so far, as that is a distance of about 40-50 feet in a ten-foot-high corridor) and dives behind a bend in the corridor where the others have taken refuge. Shot of the Guards as they stare for a split second at the incoming thermal underwear, then it explodes in their midst. Cut quickly back to the gang crouched behind the bend, as the blast rocks past them down the corridor. They stand up, and as the smoke begins to clear they emerge. The entire enemy legion has been knocked out, scattered willy-nilly across the floor, all obviously unconscious.


Thomas Jefferson

Great work, Benjamin! Let's go!

The gang scrambles past the unconscious guards and past the open kitchen door on the right side of the corridor and around the bend to the left… except for George Washington, who nips into the kitchen and quickly reappears holding a cherry pie in oven mitts, and then follows. Cut to shot inside another guard station, with the door closed. After a second, Thomas Jefferson opens the door and runs inside, followed quickly by Benjamin Franklin, John Adams, Abraham Lincoln, followed by the mysterious figure, and finally George Washington. George Washington is still wearing the oven mitts from before and licking the crumbs off his face, while all except for Washington are panting heavily.


Benjamin Franklin (gasping for breath, then finally regains it)

I checked the map. We should be able to reach the Council's chambers from this room.


Thomas Jefferson

Good. Because I think I've had enough of this fortress to last me a lifetime.

Franklin stumbles over to a large, even oversized air vent set into the wall between two large leather couches and, pulling out a screwdriver, proceeds to unscrew it from its place. Removing the white-painted grating, he turns back to the gang.


Benjamin Franklin (quietly)

I don't think I have to tell you that from here on out things are going to get a little tougher.


Abraham Lincoln

We know.


Benjamin Franklin

Good. Now, listen up. During this, the conclusion of Section A of our master plan, we will be gathering information, and this information comes from the Council of Angry Space Aliens… the personal advisory council to King George III. You know this. The only way that it will be possible for us to reach the council chambers is through this fortress's honeycomb network of ventilation shafts… it will be tough going, and if we make a sound, that sound will be carried around the fortress, alerting the whole of the Royal Palace Guard of Death to our presence… to say nothing of King George III himself. Things will be tight. And therefore… and it pains me much to say this… (Looking somberly around at his companions) but you will all have to leave your special presidential top-secret individually personalized portable brass sections behind here in this guard station… ironically completely unguarded and at the mercy of any maestro who happens to pass through. I don't have to tell you what this could mean.

The camera pans around to show the solemn but resolute faces of the gang… except for George Washington, who is still wearing the oven mitts. Perhaps sensing the solemnity of the situation, he hides them quickly behind his back (though he does not take them off).


Thomas Jefferson (plainly)

Is there any other way?


Benjamin Franklin

No.


Thomas Jefferson

Very well then. (Sighs) Come on, we'll put them on this chair here.

The gang gathers around one of the chairs, a rocking chair, on the far side of the room (not either towards the door or towards the grating, but in between). There is much clanging and banging, and when they draw back, a rather hefty pile of tubas, trombones, French horns, trumpets, and so on is perilously perched upon the rocking chair.


Benjamin Franklin

All right… let's move out.

The gang begins to pile into the ventilation shaft and out of sight, except for George Washington, who stands for a minute, staring at the brass section. Suddenly, the idea hits him, and he takes off his postal worker's hat and places it atop the brass section. It's the perfect disguise. Pulling a bowler out of his pocket and placing it firmly upon his head, George Washington follows.

Scene VI   -   In the Evil Space Fortress of Death's main council chambers
Enter the Council of Angry Space Aliens before a throne, the occupant of which is unseen. They each bow in turn before assuming their respective seats. There is a moment in which no one speaks. Then…


First Council Member (Larry) (suddenly angry)

Why have you called us before you, my King? Why do you stare before you and not say anything? Why do you - 


King George III (from the throne)

Patience, my advisor. (The camera swings around to get a better view of the king, in all his finery. He is a strongly built, powerful-looking man, with a sharp, well-defined face… even cruel.) I have called this council because of a grave need - AND (reproachfully) there is a grave need that that grave need be addressed. Across time and space, the colonists are rising in revolt against… Parliament. Now, I have no special love for Parliament, of course, but… I would be disregarding my duty if I did not help them in their time of need. Now, tell me, my advisors… what can we do to do our duty?

King George sits back in his throne, hands folded, waiting for an answer. There is a moment's silence, in which the Council of Angry Space Aliens exchange glances and talk briefly among themselves.


Third Council Member (Kremlin) (somewhat hesitantly)

Great King of England and time and space and cheesy goodness - you must know that this is no easy task. If your reputation is to remain pure, you must exercise great caution in your movements, for the colonists are still currently largely on your side. But, my King, the colonists have come to detest the rulings of Parliament, which have as late been admittedly too strict - 

King George III (cutting in)

You think so?

Third Council Member

Well… yes… a little bit…


King George III

Hmph. (Impatiently) Well, go on.

Third Council Member (shaken)

Yes, my King. Because the Colonies have come to abhor Parliament so, you must exercise special caution. You must be seen to be always alongside the colonists, ALWAYS on their side. 'Evil Parliament, the common enemy of the highest and lowest interests of England.' And, well, my King, once you make some clever show about fighting off their tainting power while subtly reconciling their rulings to the colonies, the colonists will surely welcome you back as the benevolent king who has always been on their side. Then, you can resume your plans, but perhaps in a more subtle way that the colonists will not be so quick to -


King George III

I have already addressed this issue with you, Councilor Kremlin, and I believe my previous answer was no, I will not be subtle. Subtlety is for cowards and fools, people who lack the chutzpah and yummy French salading materials to make toast. I… hope you understand. 

Smiles ominously at Councilor Kremlin. There is an awkward pause among the Council of Angry Space Aliens.


Winston Churchill (frustrated)

But King, why must you go through with all this 'Evil' business? What have the colonists ever done to deserve this punishment? What use do your Frequent Fiend Miles have for you or our country? Why?

King George III stares at Winston Churchill for a long moment, then sits up, darkly. He stares at Churchill for another moment, then speaks. It is clear that he is not happy. Perhaps Churchill has gone too far.


King George III (coldly)

Sometimes I think you are more trouble than you're worth, Councilor Churchill. I do believe that you're the first person to raise the question. What, are you accusing ME of masterminding Parliament's actions? 


Winston Churchill

No, but - 


King George III (coldly)

And for the second thing, you would do well to remember that it's not just any 'Evil' business, it's EEEE-VIL, and it concerns only me why I wish to gather as many Frequent Fiend Miles as I can. You see, Winston, my business is not your business, because I'm the really totally awesome King of England, and you… well, you're not even fit to be in the same basketball court with my greatness. Do not ask me stupid question, Councilor Churchill… it irritate me greatly.


Winston Churchill (resignedly)

Yes… (Grimly) O King.

There is another awkward pause. Then, King George III speaks.

King George III (annoyed)

Hmph. I was hoping that some of you could offer me some good advice in this time of need. Ah, well… as if you low fools were worth anything anyway. (Quietly, to the First Council Member) Gather my forces and prepare them for battle. The colonists, I fear, will have already sent out some fighters to deal with Parliament… and to retrieve the you-know-what, if those irritating rumors have reached them even in America. Ah… but we will be ready for them, won't we, Councilor Larry?


First Council Member

Yes, my liege. Indubitably.

Fade out.

Scene VII   -   Down the hallways further
Enter Samso and Hotaru. Hotaru has apparently just told Samso something of importance.

Samso (shocked)
But… well, I do not comprehend how this can be. You say the second has turned against the one we are sworn to protect?


Hotaru (pleasantly)
That is what I am telling you, and it is the best of my knowledge.


Samso
Hmm… well, that may be so, then. But I still do not understand why and how you know me as the Sixteenth Super Space Samurai!


Hotaru (suddenly cautious)
Ah… well, you see, your fame spreads far. Even a… country girl from the outer worlds such as… myself has heard of you and your nation. Emperor Nopans was famed throughout all the worlds, and his death is hard to many hundred thousands of peoples. I - 


Samso (suspicious, suddenly)
And how does a 'country girl' such as yourself come to know something that even the sixteenth in the Circle does not?


Hotaru (smiling)
Because the second in your circle - 


Samso (interrupting)

THE Circle, maiden. The circle cannot be defined as 'mine' or 'ours' alone. It is a collection, made up of its many parts, and each part is important to the whole. The Circle IS.


Hotaru (annoyed)
…Whatever. As I was saying, the second in your Circle stayed with my family, soon after the happening. And… in a bout of drunken revelry the secret came out, revealing him to be -


Samso (angrily, interrupting again)
The Circle does not engage in drunken revelry! The charge is meaningless!


Hotaru (shrugging)
This one did. Take it or leave it, that's my story.

The pair stops. Samso gazes at Hotaru in angry silence for a moment, then speaks.

Samso (angrily)
You are asking me to believe a tale that you, a 'country girl', claim to be true. And you are asking me to believe it against the honor of the Circle which I serve with my life and my all. And… you expect me to believe this?


Hotaru (quietly)
Yes. (Louder) Yes, Samso of the Seventeen Super Space Samurai, I am. And if you refuse… well, then you may choose your own path among the stars, but at any rate I won't share MY knowledge with you in that path.

Samso gazes at the girl angrily for several minutes, then sighs and looks away, deflated. Hotaru is good at looking impassive.

Samso (resigned)
I am sworn to serve the Emperor. I… will listen to your claims for his sake.

Hotaru smiles suddenly.

Hotaru
Good. I do not think you will have a chance to regret this.

Hotaru walks out the room through a particular door while Samso quietly stops before it.


Samso (quietly)
We shall see about that, Hotaru-Chan. We shall see.

Samso follows. Fade out.

Scene VIII   -   Down the hallways further
Bloody Mary and Fidel Castro continue to make their way through the Fortress. Bloody Mary remains in a very bad mood.


Bloody Mary (angrily)
That fool, King George III! How I loath him, him and his Medicaid, Pennsylvania State Lottery, and tax collectors! I would kill him if I got the chance… you do think we are able, don't you, Fidel?


Fidel Castro (smiling)
But of course, Marie.

   Laughs.


Bloody Mary (really mad)
Don't you 'Marie' me, Cuba-boy! Why I ought to - 

Suddenly, they bump into Hotaru and Samso, coming up a flight of stairs from the floor below. Bloody Mary squeals in shock at seeing Hotaru, who she seems to know.


Bloody Mary (speechless with hatred)
You!


Samso
You… know her, Hotaru?


Hotaru (laughing nervously)
No, no, we're only moderately acquainted with one another. It's nothing, really, we just ran into each other once in the grocery store and - 

Bloody Mary is growing purple with rage and loathing.


Hotaru (hastily)
It really isn't anything. If you'll please excuse us, we'll be leaving now, thanks… goodbye…

Hotaru tries to walk off but Fidel Castro grabs her gently but firmly by the arm. She jumps, then whirls around to face him, looking like a frightened rabbit.


Hotaru

Y-yes? Please let go of my arm - 


Fidel Castro (expansively)
I have heard much about you, Miss Hotaru. Many tales of your deeds…

   Smiles ominously. Hotaru laughs nervously.


Hotaru (smiling weakly)
I'm… sure I don't know of any deeds that… I have done that would… be worth your time to hear of…


Fidel Castro (smiling)
Oh, come now, Miss Hotaru, do not be modest. Your reputation proceeds you. I have heard much of you from Bloody Mary…

Hotaru glances nervously between Castro and Bloody Mary, apparently not sure how much either one of them has heard.


Hotaru (nervously)
That's… nice. I'm flattered…


Fidel Castro (smiling)
Indeed it is, Miss Hotaru. You see, I have heard many tales of past meetings… of past encounters… of times long past… and I'd have to say I'm quite impressed. For a girl of your age, you are quite well established… additionally, I have heard something else.

   Hotaru flinches.

I have heard that you are a servant of the good King George III… in face, a very, very loyal servant to your king. Being an authority figure myself, I understand how important a loyal follower is to carry out one's bidding… you hold an important position within King George III's sphere.

   He twists his face into a look of pure hatred.
…And how I HATE King George III.

Strikes her hard in the face. Hotaru cries out, more from shock than from pain, and takes several steps back.


Hotaru (alarmed)
What… do you want from me?


Fidel Castro (grimly)
Take THAT to your king, serving-maid! Do the fool a favor for once in your bloody life. Marie?


Bloody Mary (smugly)
Coming.

Fidel Castro and Bloody Mary walk off, Bloody Mary laughing evilly at the antics of her companion.

Bloody Mary (laughing)

"Oh, you joker, you… I swear, that servant girl didn't know what was about to hit her!


Fidel Castro (smiling)

Who, Mary, who… and it was nothing, really… I only told her what I had heard.

Bloody Mary laughs her loud, unpleasant laugh, and the pair disappears down a side passage further on down the corridor. Hotaru watches the two go, frowning, rubbing the slap-mark that is still lingering on her face. Suddenly, Samso begins apologizing.


Samso (apologetically)
I really must express my sincere sorrow, Miss Hotaru… I really must.


Hotaru (distractedly)
What are you talking about?


Samso
I mistrusted you, Hotaru… I did not before, but now I quite understand your incognito posing before. I bow down to you as who I now understand you to be, an esteemed servant for your King George III, who I was sent to see.

   Bows.
Your heroics just now have redeemed the remainder of your white lie, which was of course blameless in the first place, coming from kingly mouth. I am quite willing to obey you, O distinguished servant of the one to whom I have come for assistance. I will gladly pay your king in advance. I am only sorry that I did not realize who you were before, that I might have begun my service that much quicker. I, Samso of the Seventeen Super Space Samurai, as servant to the former Emperor Nopans myself, know of the honor of the royal servant… your impeccability is vouchsafed.

Hotaru (laughing nervously)

I am glad you understand me… so well… Samso-san.

The pair walk on. Fade out.

Act II: ""

Scene I   -   The ventilation shafts
The American team, Thomas Jefferson in the lead, and George Washington bringing up the rear, are crawling their way along the vast (but thankfully mostly horizontal) ventilation shafts of the fortress. There is no sign of the mysterious figure anywhere. They talk in whispers, for fear of being heard.


Benjamin Franklin
We've almost made it. Just a bit further, according to my calculations, and we should be arriving at the air vent over the chamber where the Council of Angry Space Aliens meets. Soon we will hear what we've come here to hear…


George Washington (excitedly)

And then we can get the Declaration of Independence, and sign it, and get out!


Thomas Jefferson
Yeah…

Start up quiet super-spy music. The team moves on, crawling on through the seemingly endless passages (the camera occasionally going to show people in other parts of the Fortress, and views out other air vents, and, once or twice, an outside view of the Fortress itself), until finally after several minutes they reach their goal. As the last of the group crawls up, and gets into place around the air vent, King George III seems to be in the middle of arguing about something with his council members.


Benjamin Franklin (whispering)
If we're lucky, something will be said that will hint where the Declaration is being - 


George Washington (sharply, but quietly)
Shush! Listen to what's being said!


First Council Member

…I am afraid, my King, that I do not understand what exactly Parliament hopes to gain through the takeover of the Colonies…

King George III (smiling darkly)
I'm glad you asked that question. You see, my friends, Parliament has shown good initiative. Or, to put it another way - I gave them the commands, and they simply obeyed.

   Everyone gasps, including the American team.
Yes, that's right, I lied. It really was me all along. For you see, the Colonies have gotten out of control, and if something permanent is not done soon, they will defy my rule forever. They will be allowed to choose their own destiny… and their souls are far too useful to me for me to allow that. I must challenge their challenge if I am to retain my dominion. For once the first revolution is accomplished, all others are as good as done. And I will not lose my place as master of this universe. 


Third Council Member (shakily)
B-but my King - 


King George III (laughing evilly)
Hah! You think I am your king! Rest assured, my friends, your 'king' has long since left you. I deposed him long ago, the person whom you used to call King George III. I am his long-lost thirty-eighth cousin seven times removed, a space alien who has wandered the far, dark reaches of space for thousands of years. You should know by now that time has no meaning when we deny its existence… and so it is with me. But before you get too upset over this most sudden news - 

   Winston Churchill and Seventh Council Member, having both sprung up involuntarily from their seats, quickly sit back down.


King George III

 - let me remind you that it is with MY help that the Age of Exploration came to England and the world.


Winston Churchill (stuttering)
B-b-ut that's impossible! Your reign only began - 


King George III (smiling unpleasantly)
My reign only began 500 million years ago. It was a pleasant day in July, as I recall… ha! But you do not even know what the Age of Exploration is, do you?


All
Well…


King George III

…How England, in its great Age of Exploration, has secretly been launching space ships to the far reaches of the stars, how intergalactic and interplanetary and intergalactic trade have taken place, how we have subjugated and befriended the enemies of England and made them the backbone upon which our castles are built. All this has built us a great empire, greater than the human mind can imagine… far too great to allow for its collapse. And it will collapse, I assures you… if only the colonists are permitted to sign their secret weapon… that confounded Declaration of Independence.

The team gasps… End Act I.

Scene II   -   A large, ornate room in the upper regions of the Fortress
Enter Samso, alone. He takes a few slow steps into the room, muttering to himself.


Samso
Hotaru said this would be where I'd meet him… right in this room here… you!

Stops up short. Camera pans around to reveal a large, almost portly man dressed in a similar samurai outfit, standing in front of a shadow-filled corner beneath a small balcony, adorned with flowering plants. Samso charges. At the same time, a voice whispers in the man's ear from out of the shadows, and he nods and charges out to meet Samso. The two begin to fight.


Jonathan

I am Jonathan, Second Super Space Samurai! I presume you are Samso, the Sixteenth from among our number?


Samso (angrily)

That is right, betrayer! You shall pay for your trespass!


Jonathan

Oh no, Samso, it is YOU who shall pay for YOUR trespass!


Samso

Die!


Jonathan

Same to you!
Cut to the shadows, where two figures are watching the fight. Both seem to be Hotaru from the sound of their voices, though the second speaks in an ever-so-slightly deeper voice.


Hotaru (1)

Is this right?


Hotaru (2)
Depends on what you want 'right' to be.


Hotaru (1) (shakily)
No, that's not what I meant at all… I mean…


Hotaru (2) (smiling)
You love your one, don't you?


Hotaru (1) (flustered)
No… it's just… that…

Song: "Why Did He Trust Me?"

   While she sings, Samso and Jonathan continue to fight fiercely in the background. But this is not a fierce song… it is a song of sadness, expressing Hotaru's pain at having deceived Samso and then, Samso trusting her (thus making it unbearable) more elegantly than words alone ever could.


Hotaru (1) (singing)
I came to him out of the blue,

Out of a side passageway,

He stopped for me,

He stopped for me,

He was the one I was sent to find.

Why did he have to trust in me then?

Why did he fall for my most cunning trap?

Why did this cruel world give me these shoes

And put my feet in them so I can't get them off?

Tell me, Hotaru, Hotaru, Hotaru,

Where is this mission that you pounced upon,

Where is this tangent upon which you're dreaming,

Is this for the good? I don't know.

I don't know; my not-knowing

Is giving me the creeps.

Why did my master give me this job?

Why was I so ready to take it?

Why did I have to deceive this man

Who comes from far away?

Why did he have to trust me then?

Was it all a big mistake?

Why did he give his soul to me

To hold within my hands?

I have deceived him, tell me why I've lived

The life, which I've lived so long

Where is the old me? Where is eternity?

Why am I singing this song?

Why did the Samurai trust in the Maiden?

Why did he give his soul readily up?

How could he have thought I was an innocent,

With hands untainted by the blood of men

How couldn't he have seen me for what I am?

Why did he trust me? Why?

I came to him out of the blue,

Out of a side passageway,

He stopped for me,

He stopped for me,

He was the one I was sent to find.

Why did he have to trust me then?

Why did he fall for my most cunning trap?

Why did this cruel world give me these shoes

And put my feet in them so I can't get them off?

Music come slowly to a close. Hotaru has reached her decision.


Hotaru (1)

Stop!

The pair of Hotarus steps out into the light. We see them from behind as Samso and Jonathan turn, poised in mid-strike, to look at the two women. We see a view of them from slightly high angle front-left, and the two women (who look identical) meld (via a secret ninja shadow technique) into one. This is the real Hotaru.


Hotaru (in a shaky voice)
Stop… please…

   Falls at their feet, sobbing.

Please… I'M your enemy, not each other. I have tricked you both… It was… *I* who killed… Emperor Nopans!

Samso and Jonathan stare at her in shock.


Samso (slowly)
Why are you telling us this?


Hotaru (still crying)
Because you TRUSTED me, Samso! You TRUSTED me! The firefly has led the blind astray! I lied to you… to both of you. Please, understand that I see now what a lowly insect I have been! I do not deserve… to live… please put me out of this misery…

Jonathan raises his sword to slay her, but Samso holds him back.


Samso (in a sad, kindly voice)
Hotaru… please, stop this at once. Only tell me one thing… why did you kill our Emperor?


Hotaru (crying harder than ever)
I'm sorry, Samso! But I will not… betray… my master…

Samso and Jonathan exchange a look.
Samso

It was by the order of King George III that Emperor Nopans fell, wasn't it?


Hotaru

Y-y-yes.


Samso (smiling sadly)
How ironic it is that the two of us, Jonathan, both selected the villain who had ordered the dreadful deed done as the first person to turn to when help was needed! Things are worse in our Emperor's kingdom than we thought.


Hotaru (defiantly, wiping away her tears)
I don't care what you say, King George III is not a villain! I - 

   Samso motions her to silence.

What?


Samso

I think that I understand you better now, firefly. You are serving a poor master, perhaps -

   Hotaru begins to protest.

…ah, very well, I will not say that. Your dedication to the King is most commendable! I… I have to respect that in you, regardless of what I think of your king… I cannot think of seeing a fellow servant come to harm. (Turning to Jonathan) I am sorry, but I have to make answer for us both. I will be her guardian, if it comes to that.


Jonathan (nodding slowly)
…I understand.


Samso (turning back to Hotaru)
There is one thing, however, that I must ask of you. I hope you will do this one thing for me -


Hotaru
What? I owe you… quite a heap…


Samso (smiling slightly)
Perhaps, but that is not how I ask you. I ask that you will take us to King George, so that we may - if not have our revenge, on this person whom you so well adore - at least understand why the deed was done. If his reason is good, then - sad as it may be for us - we have no claim of revenge upon him. Will you do this for us, Hotaru-chan?


Hotaru (shakily)
I… yes, yes, I will. I have faith in the personal nobility and righteousness of my King…

   Tears begin to stream down her face.

…A-and I will take you to him! Come, my King is surely resting in his chambers… follow me.

Hotaru leads the pair off in the direction of King George III's personal chambers. Fade out.

Scene III   - The ventilation shafts above the Fortress's main council chambers 
Meanwhile, back in the ventilation shafts, the team continues to stare in disbelief down at the evil King George III, as he, very clearly not in his personal chambers, laughingly continues to explain his master plan.


King George III (now revealed to be an evil space alien)
You must understand my master plan by now, fellow space aliens. As the lover of irony that I am, it seems only appropriate that the Colonists should destroy themselves with their own weapon… and my scientists, the best in the universe, locked in a closet and working day and night for a week with only rocks and buttermilk to live on, have succeeded in creating a machine that accomplishes this very task.

   Everyone gasps again.
Yes, that's right, my impotent friends, my scientists have devised a machine that can utilize the colonists' own weapon against them. Requiring only the unsigned Declaration of Independence to work, the machine is a sort of vending machine… selling me the hearts and souls of the colonists as I require them. Of course, I immediately put this fine weapon to good use, sending out my top spy out to steal the Declaration from the secret bunker in which the it was hidden, and bring it back to this secret base, here on Balbus 347. Councilor Momoira?


Fourth Council Member (Momoira)

Yes, my liege. 

   Stands up, and proceeds around to a position to the right of the throne. A white screen descends behind her.

The machine itself is a great work of technical ingenuity. Termed the ‘Mark XVII', it works by erasing select phrases from the original document and replacing them with clever counter-phrases that will do exactly the opposite of what its author, Thomas Jefferson, had intended. Servitude is ensured, and their souls become the legal property of King George III. This done, smart people are told to sign the darn thing, sealing the 'Declaration of Dependence' with an unbreakable seal and firing a giant death ray from out of the reaches of deep space at America for good measure. And poof! The continental US is destroyed in a giant mushroom cloud of death, leaving a thousand thousand McDonald'ses to fester in the giant crater at the center of a new ocean… the Georgian ocean.


Thomas Jefferson (exclaiming, more than a little bit upset)

Oh! It's simply too much!


George Washington (nervously)
Quietly, Thomas… control yoursel - 

Jefferson, unable to restrain himself, pulls out his laser pistol and fires it through the vent at King George III. The American team holds its breath – it looks like the unchangeable has happened -but the shot is absorbed by a forcefield surrounding the king seconds before it strikes him! King George III turns, smiling evilly, towards the air vent where the team is hiding.

King George III (smiling evilly)

Well, I'm sure *I* didn't see anything, certainly. No spies about… no traitorous colonists come to betray their king…

   The team flinches visibly.

But enough of that. The Declaration of Independence is sitting in my personal chambers with the machine, still in its original untainted form, just in case… oh, I don't know, ANYONE - wants to save it. What a shame that any such insects will never make it in time, because… (suddenly angry) you die here! HAAAA - !

Suddenly materializing a fireball in the palm of his hand, he hurls it up at the air vent. Cutting to inside the air vent, the team has to scramble quickly down further along the ventilation duct to avoid the blast, and once they start running they don't stop. The stakes have just been raised. Cutting back outside, King George III smiles sinisterly at the hole in the wall, air vent, and ceiling left by the fireball, and folds his hands.


King George III (smugly)
Let them run. What awaits them at the end is too big even for their eyes.

Scene change.

Scene IV   -   Back in the second guard station
Back in the second guard station where the team left their portable brass sections, a Royal Palace Guard Of Death is just entering. He seems surprised to find the brass section there.


Unnamed Guard

Oh, hello there, Mr. Postal Worker! I didn't realize the post office had a branch here on this asteroid. 'Through rain and storms and sleet and cosmic rays and outer space and hail, nothing can stop the maily maily mail,' huh?

   Sits down on a couch across from the rocking chair where the brass section is sitting.

You know, I have the utmost respect for our nation's postal service. You guys are exposed to so much, and yet, you never give up. I really have to admire you guys and gals for that, you know?

   Leans back on the couch. The brass section stairs at him impassively. There is an awkward silence.
So… do you fish?

Scene change.

Scene V   -   The hallways of the Fortress

Shot of Samso, Hotaru, and Jonathan running quickly down the steel corridors, then of the American team  emerging from another air duct in a third guard station. Then a shot of the team taking off down the corridor outside, and running, and then one of Samso's group, and a frontal of both groups running simultaneously into a huge chamber that seems to be an entrance hall to the king's private chambers. They all come up short, staring, wide-eyed at something behind the camera. Then we have a shot of the a large fleet of sits, sitting in the middle of the room before them and taking up most of the chamber. A hatch opens atop the largest one, whose deck is notably made out of pure titanium, and out pops… 


Samso (shocked)

King Phillip? And leading…


Benjamin Franklin (horrified)

The entire Spanish Armada?


King Phillip (smiling)
None other, samurai-boyo.


Crew of the Spanish Armada (in unison)
YEAAAAAAAAAAAH DUDE GUY!


Samso (staring)
But… I thought you were killed along with my Emperor Nopans… with the fall of New Spain…


King Phillip (scornfully)
How naïve! (To Hotaru) I see you have not told this young 'samurai' the truth. Shameful, considering your position.


Hotaru (flabbergasted)
What? What do you mean…?

Samso looks at her skeptically, then quickly looks away.


Hotaru (faltering)

I… told you… all that I know…


King Phillip (laughing scornfully)
Ha! Ha! Ha ha ha ha! That's a fine lie to live, firefly-girl. But do not worry… oh yes, it will all be over for you very soon… very soon indeed…

As the gang cowers in fear, Samso steps slowly forward.


Samso (puzzled, and a little scared)

But… how is this? What it is that I do not know?


King Phillip (laughing)

Do not worry about this, 'samurai'…  I will tell you all of this in time… just as soon as the lot of you can defeat my almighty force!
   Ducks back down underneath the hatch. The team tenses, preparing to fight. Cut to the inside of the Spanish flagship, which is an ultra high-tech command center with King Phillip sitting alone in the center.
'Mucho Hombre' to fleet! Attack and destroy, kill kill kill!


Crew of the Spanish Armada (in unison)
KILL! KILL! KILL! YEEEEEEEEEEEEEEAAAAAAAAAAAAAAH KING GUY!

The Spanish Armada fires its cannons, and the gang is pinned down (somehow, the fact that they're just a bunch of people going up an entire fleet of ships seems to have been forgotten, and the cannons simply overpower them, not kill them). There seems to be no hope left for the continental US or the Super Space Samurai, let alone Hotaru… scene change.

Scene VI   - Back in the Fortress's main council chambers

We return back to the immediate post-fireball aftermath in the Council of Angry Space Aliens. King George III is admiring his handiwork, when suddenly Winston Churchill and Queen Elizabeth leap up from the council table, drawing their light sabers

Winston Churchill (yelling)
Stop right there, fiend! You, King George III, are under arrest by order of the Jedi Council!

   He and Queen Elizabeth show their official Jedi badges to the King.


King George III (laughing)
A challenge? Certainly!

   Conjures a very Tenchi Muyo!-esque energy sword and, leaping up like the supremely awesome Kagato from the same series, lunges through the air and crashing into the ground where Churchill was standing, leaving Churchill only a fraction of a second away from having been cut in half.
Scene VII   -   The second guard station

There is an awkward silence. Apparently, the Unnamed Guard's attempts at conversation have failed.


Unnamed Guard
Well, I - I mean, I -

   Sighs, then grows suddenly suspicious.
Are you really a postal worker?

   The brass section stares impassively.
Are you? Are you really a postal worker? I mean… no, of course you are.

   Relaxes.
There's no reason why you'd lie to me… is there, old buddy, old pal? Huh? Is there? Is there…? …IS THERE!?

   Leaps up, furiously facing the indifferent pile of musical instruments incognito. He stands, panting for a moment.

I - don't think you're really a postal worker at all!!!

   The unnamed guard rips off the postal worker's hat, revealing - gasp! - a brass section (highly dramatized with a pulsing slanted triple zoom shot)!!! The guard pulls out his laser pistol and fires, but the reflective properties of well-kept brass bounce the laser bolt back at the guard, who gasps and falls, apparently dead. This is seen in a rear-view foreground-then-background focus shot, with the brass section unfocused in the background until a second after the guard falls… then the focus goes to the surprisingly powerful brass section, which continues sitting serenely on the rocking chair. Creepy.
Scene VIII   -   The Fortress's main council chambers

Picking himself quickly off the ground to meet Churchill's own retaliatory regrouped sword slash, George III teleports back atop the back of his throne.


King George III
Hah! Not bad, Churchill, but we must continue our fight later.


Winston Churchill
What!?


King George III (smiling sinisterly)
Yes, that's right. The Yogurt Show is on in 5 minutes on Channel 78, and I don't want to miss that. So come along and meet me in the king's chambers… if you dare!

   Teleports away.


Winston Churchill (to Queen Elizabeth)
Come on… we don't have much time.


Queen Elizabeth

Five minutes.


Winston Churchill
Let's go then.

Exit both. Change scene.

Scene IX   -   Back in the entrance hall with the Spanish Armada

As George Washington falls forwards onto the ground, he lands on his hands and knees. The seemingly invincible enemy lies in front of him, shooting cannon ball after cannon ball in their direction. Abraham Lincoln falls to the ground beside him.

George Washington (huskily)

Forgive us, my country… we have failed you. Our fight ends here.

All of a sudden, Lady Liberty appears before them in a blaze of light.

Lady Liberty (in a kindly voice)

George… George…

George Washington

Lady Liberty? Is that you? Ah, so my time really has come, hasn't it?

Lady Liberty
No! You have not yet begun to fight, George. If you choose to continue… then there is nothing that you can't do. But if you choose to give up now… THAT would be the greatest tragedy.

George Washington (perplexed)
But how? We are weak, and the battle has weakened us further. We no longer have the strength to stand up, let alone go on from there… where are we to get such power from?

   Lady Liberty begins to recede into the light.

:Lady Liberty? No! Don't go!


Lady Liberty (calling)
Find the superhero within… and there you will get the strength to fight… go on now… and good luck.

 Vanishes.


George Washington

The 'superhero within'? The superhero within… the superhero within… what could she possibly have meant by that? I… cannot… tell… a lie… That's it! My pocket!

   Hastily stands up and removes a large handful of cherry blossoms from his pocket.

I've had these cherry blossoms since I was three and a half years old, and now they will help me realize my true potential. Ho - !
George Washington tosses the cherry blossoms up into the air and spins around. The cherry blossoms fall, spinning around him as he himself spins, and bright rays of light begin shooting inwards towards his chest and forehead. When enough have been gathered they explode outwards in a brilliant blaze of light, and with an pink glow, George Washington's normal clothes are replaced by the flashy Verity Man costume, with logos on the chest and headband. A cherry tree falls over in the background.


George Washington (shouting)

You've met the man, now meet his ultra super alter ego, Verity Man, timeless defender of truth and justice! Now, face the wrath of my Mallet of Truth! (Pulling out his Mallet of Truth) I cannot tell a lie, you're all gonna die!

   Commences whacking the Spanish Armada. Cut to Abraham Lincoln.

Abraham Lincoln

Huh, it's really that easy? Very well then, prepare to face my mighty might!

Abraham Lincoln reaches into his pocket and pulls out a pair of handcuffs and a bucket of water. Shouting 'Ha!', he begins to spin around and around until water begins to spray out of the bucket in crazy arcing patterns radiating out around him. Then, suddenly, a watery column shoots out from underneath his feet and sprays upwards around him, taking the bucket out of his hand and away into the sky. Now he can only be seen as a silhouette within the vast column of water, but just as suddenly as the inexplicable special effect had come it disappears, leaving the rugged bare-chested Rambo-esque Emancipation Man standing, dripping wet, in the middle of the room. He is wearing the handcuffs, but with a fearsome grimace and growling yell of “HAAA - !” he breaks the chain of the feeble steel handcuffs in half by sharply moving his hands apart. He pulls out a giant chainsaw. 


Abraham Lincoln (grinning wickedly)

Be free, little pieces of WOOD!

   Revs chainsaw. Going nuts.

BE FREEEEE - !

Abraham Lincoln begins hacking the ships to pieces right and left, with his crazy crazy chainsaw antics of death. Cut to Benjamin Franklin, Thomas Jefferson, and John Quincy Adams, who are watching the improbable struggle of their two friends blankly. In yet another blaze of light, Lady Liberty appears to them.


Thomas Jefferson (amazed)

Lady Liberty? I - 


Lady Liberty (warningly)

No time for pleasantries! You must power up and join your comrades in this fight.

Benjamin Franklin

Right!

   Franklin spins around, suddenly wearing a brown leather jacket. Stopping, he does the Superman thing with his jacket (pulling apart the lapels / zippered parts to reveal his top-secret logo beneath, in this case 'BC'), and then proceeds to take the jacket completely off (he struggles a bit doing so). Tossing the jacket aside, he spontaneously transforms into the elaborately-costumed Bespectacled Crusader…

I am the Bespectacled Crusader and I see you!

   …and immediately begins shooing super eye beams at the fleet while hurling grenades.


Benjamin Franklin

The Bespectacled Crusader shall divide, subtract, conquer, and do simple math in his head!

John Adams

Don't forget me!

   John Adams pulls out a portable changing room and changes into super spy clothes, becoming the clandestine secret agent John Q.. 

…John Q.

   Straightening the rose on his jacket, he starts hurling sub-nuclear missiles that he just 'happens' to have stashed on his person. Large explosions and mushroom clouds follow, and smoking debris begin raining down atop Thomas Jefferson, Hotaru, and the two samurai.


Thomas Jefferson
Ha! Large pieces of wooden debris are no match for… Louisiana Purchase Man!
Jefferson suddenly powers up Dragon Ball Z-style. His dull outfit changes into the flashy red/pink-hued body sock and power armor of Louisiana Purchase Man, the mightiest single warrior in the group. He proceeds to smash the Spanish Armada repeatedly with about one fourth of the land in the continental United States. Meanwhile, Samso, Hotaru, and Jonathan, not knowing what the heck just happened, simply stand back watching the chaos with extremely strange and varied expressions adorning their collective faces.

Scene X   -   Back in the second guard room

Meanwhile, back in the second guard room, two guards suddenly leap in through the door yelling "Freeze!" and fire their laser guns. Of course, within seconds the ricocheted bolts bounce back and leave them both dead. With the sudden loud noise of an explosion coming from somewhere else in the fortress, the room is shaken to its foundations (so to speak)… leaving the brass section to fall off the rocking chair and begin to roll on its merry way, out the open and now-swinging door and into the corridors outside. This is getting scary, man… woooow…

Scene XI   - Again the entrance hall with the Spanish Armada
The very same explosion that rocked the fortress comes from directly off-screen here, back with the gang and the Spanish Armada, sending George Washington and then the rest of the gang hurtling backwards into the wall. What caused the explosion is unclear, but it is apparent that the Spanish Armada remains strong and unbeatable.


George Washington (weakly, from the ground)

There's just… too many of them… we are unable to fight them… even like this… we need help…

A shadow falls on the group, and they all look up. The camera pans around to reveal King Phillip's evil flagship leering down on them (quite literally… there is a large red angry face painted on the front). The hatch opens, and King Phillip himself pops out. He surveys the vanquished group for a moment, and then smiles down at them in a superior, malignant, and very nearly arrogant way.


King Phillip

Heh heh heh… You perhaps see, boyos, how enormously superior my Invincible Fleet is to your futile efforts to save the future of the universe in which you used to live. With the full might of all 130 ships and 30,000 men brought upon your tiny skulls, I suppose one could say that you're all as good as dead, yes?

   Cut to the American team. Everyone is gnashing their teeth in defiance of the evil Spanish ruler. (Samso, Hotaru, and Jonathan remain continue staring vapidly from the sidelines.)

Well, that's good, because I'm getting tired of playing with you. Da game is over, fellas, and ya'rw da losas. Mucho Hombre to flagship systems, prepare the ship for point-blank fire mode. Activate!

   With his words, the ship flashes suddenly into a new life. The wooden exterior suddenly is blasted away, forcing the team to cover their faces, and revealing a shiny, multifaceted super reinforced aluminum hull beneath. With the sleek, high-pitched humming sound of well-oiled metal upon metal (and a noise suspiciously close to the sound produced by a legion of pop-guns), giant, semi-circular racks of missiles extend out from the ship's sides, all aimed directly at the team. A close-up shot of one of the missiles reveals the black and yellow nuclear symbol painted on the side. Then a close-up shot of the ship's deck, where a panel slides open in front of King Phillip and a control panel rises from the metallic deck. There are a number of smaller buttons, but they are all arranged in circles around one very obviously relevant red button labeled 'PUSH'. King Phillip looks up, smiling nastily.
So, ready to die, traitorous fools? Only a single press of the button and you'll all be dead. Mwa ha - MWA HA HA HA HAAAAA! But enough of this. (Leaning forwards to push the button) Prepare to d - 

   Suddenly, seemingly from out of nowhere, a powerful blast of energy shoots across the room and strikes the control panel, blowing it apart. King Phillip staggers back several feet, covering his face and coughing.

What? No!

Shot past King Phillip at two dark silhouettes, standing on a narrow landing across the room. One (Queen Elizabeth) has its arm outstretched and pointing, a large energy rifle in hand, while the other (Churchill) is just standing there, back to the other. Zoom in a bit and then cut to Queen Elizabeth.


Queen Elizabeth

Just thought I'd get that one out of the way right from the start.


King Phillip
No! Not you, not you, not YOU!


Winston Churchill (smiling)

Don't overtax yourself, Phillip. (Turning to Queen Elizabeth) Elizabeth?


Queen Elizabeth

Yeah, I've got it covered. Listen, you go ahead to meet up with King George III… I'll take care of things here.


Winston Churchill
Very well, padwan… may the Force be with you.

   Exit.

Queen Elizabeth
And also with you.

   Turns to face the Spanish Armada and jumps forward, leaping off the landing and down to the floor.

You realize that you're in big trouble, don't you, Phillip? I want you to understand who you're going up against.


King Phillip (furious)
Yeah, I know, Jedi learner, I understand these things. Aagh! Mucho Hombre to flagship system, raise shields. Queen Elizabeth, you're going down!

King Phillip leaps down the hatch, pulling it closed after him. Zoom out to a view of his flagship in front of the Spanish Armada. It suddenly slides back across the floor, and the other ships begin to move forwards. Cut to Queen Elizabeth, walking slowly across the floor towards the fleet.

Just then, Churchill and Queen Elizabeth rush in, lightsabers at the ready. 


John Adams
Winston Churchill! And Queen Elizabeth!


Winston Churchill

Yes, it is I. I'm afraid I'm just passing through…


Winston Churchill

Queen Elizabeth?
Re-enter Winston Churchill.


Winston Churchill

Okay, I'm back. But it is as I feared - even the strength of a Jedi was not enough to defeat the evil Spanish Armada. George?

   George Washington looks up. There is a moment of silence, and then Churchill smiles.

You’d do well to remember that this battle is a metaphor for the 1777 – 1781 period. It will be ultimately won and lost in exactly the same way. Now, if you’ll excuse me, Queen Elizabeth and myself have an evil space alien to fight. See ya!

   Exit Churchill and Queen Elizabeth.


George Washington (perplexed)

Well… let's see now. There was Valley Forge… gosh I’m cool… and Saratoga… isn’t that some kind of choo-choo? And then there was the alliance… with France… that's it! (Standing up suddenly) We won the war with help from France!

   All his defeated fellow super-heroes turn to stare at him.

Come on, on the count of three we'll all call for France. One… two… three…


Team (in unison)

FRANCEY-PANTSAROO! WHERE ARE YOOUUUU!!?


Mysterious figure

…Right here.

They all whirl around, only to see the mysterious figure, still dressed entirely in black, walking through the doorway. Yes, that’s right, it’s…


Benjamin Franklin (surprised)

…Zachary Taylor?

   Everyone stares at him, and then over at the mysterious figure.


Zachary Taylor

Yeah, it’s me. Sorry I had to leave you guys in the lurch earlier, but I needed a pretzel. I came back from France as soon as I could.


John Adams (wonderingly)

Can it really be?


Thomas Jefferson (amazed)

Has Zachary Taylor really come in our time of need?


Benjamin Franklin
It must be! But there’s only one thing that weighs on my mind…


Everyone else (in unison)
Yeeeeeesssss…?

Benjamin Franklin pauses for a moment, looking thoughtful. After a moment, he shrugs.


Benjamin Franklin(wondering)

Who IS this Zachary Taylor character, anyway? Did he, like, invent the coffee bean or something? Do I know you?

A very puzzled Benjamin Franklin aside, they all step aside, including the very glazed trio of Samso, Hotaru, and Jonathan, to let Zachary Taylor pass.


Zachary Taylor

Zachary Taylor is the mysterious figure. Mr. Ninja is Barney the Dinosaur. I am all of the above!

His black outfit glows, and he pulls a ninja’s chin mask up to cover his nose and mouth. He pulls a ‘Mr. Ninja’ headband down over his head, and starts walks slowly up to the Armada, and prepares for battle. Zoom out to a balcony looking down on the scene, where Napoleon Bonaparte is just walking in. He's carrying a guitar, obviously. Begins singing a melodic guitar ballad, just as Taylor stops in front of the Spanish Armada and begins his attack.

Song: “Mr. Ninja” (a quiet, melodic guitar ballad)


Napoleon Bonaparte (singing)

Sometimes I think that I’m insane,

Some kind of crazy ninja guy

Blowing up fleets and causing pain

Because the bad guys have to die.

Why is all this madness needed?

Are some of us just born this way?

Why must villains be defeated?

Why must ninjas slash and slay?

Coming out of my shell, I feel really swell

Just sad enough to be happy

Living your life is so hard to do

When your life is a living… Heck.

Mr. Ninja, whatcha do

To make me wanna be like you?

Such a dude, such a dude, such a dude

Such a dude, such a dude, such a dude.

Where’d you get the string guitar?

Where’d you get that crazy house?

Where’d you get that tuna fish?

And who gave you that nuclear bomb?

Fast cars are driving down the highway

Grab ‘em as they pass, that’s what I say

If you’ll only live a day

Then tell someone you love them.

Zachary, no one knows your name

Mr. Ninja is your name

Though some people call you Robert Justino

Though some people call you Bob.

Mr. Ninja, whatcha do

To make me wanna be like you?

Such a dude, such a dude, such a dude

Please don’t think I’m rude.

Sometimes I think that I’m insane,

Some kind of crazy ninja guy

Blowing up fleets and causing pain

Because the bad guys have to die.

All this violence sure is dumb!

Are some of us just made this way?

Why must fiends be overcome?

Why must we all fight all day?

Where’d you get that ninja sword?

Where’d you get those boxing gloves?

Where’d you get those boxing gloves?

And where’d you find that giant robot, huh?

Mr. Ninja, whatcha do

To make me wanna be like you?

Such a dude, such a dude, such a dude

Such a dude, such a dude, such a dude.

As Napoleon is singing this melancholy melody, Zachary 'Mr. Ninja' Taylor is busy pulling out all the stops in an epic and completely ridiculous battle involving houses and nuclear bombs and laser vision and ninja swords and cows and chainsaws and karaoke and a giant tuna fish and baseball bats and fast cars and paint and glue and colored paper and giant boxing gloves and giant robots and BLAAAAAAEGH!!!!, all very ironically accompanied by Napoleon's melodic guitar playing and singing. Meanwhile, everyone else stares blankly with very VERY glazed expressions plastered all over their faces. Just as the musical end of the ballad is finishing, 'Mr. Ninja' KOs King Phillip with a mighty uppercut.


King Phillip

Aaagh! You have defeated me… King Bob… no…

   Dies. The great doors at the other end of the hall start to open.


Zachary Taylor (huskily)

…Let’s move on.

The team moves towards the doors, picking their way over the scattered wreckage of the Spanish Armada. Right as the last few notes are fading away, the group walks through them into a dark but apparently large room, the American team of superheroes un-transforming as they go, and Zachary Taylor in the rear. Benjamin Franklin is muttering his puzzlement to the world.


Benjamin Franklin

I really don’t know who that guy could be… I’m sure I’ve never heard his name before… maybe he invented something? A kind of salmon, perhaps, or maybe wallpaper? I wonder who he really is…

The doors swing shut behind them, leaving them inside of a pitch-dark room… and then the lights come on. This reveals Churchill and Queen Elizabeth (who looks like nothing has happened) standing there tensely, braced to fight, facing angrily off against King George III, who stands in front of a slightly smaller (but still pretty large) pair of doors set on a short raised platform at the back of the room, which in turn has a wide staircase leading up to it.


Thomas Jefferson & Benjamin Franklin (in unison)

You!

King George III smiles, and we cut to a close-up face shot of him narrowing his EE-VIL eyes. Then we zoom out quickly, as he throws his arms wide and spreads his cape to its farthest reaches. 


King George III (expansively)

Welcome, welcome, my foolish guests. It is indeed commendable that you were able to get past my entranceway and into this chamber. But - and this is fun - this is only the second part of the entranceway. This is not my chamber yet. You will not find the Declaration of Independence here– 

They all gasp.

– for it is not here for you to find! MWA HA HA HA HAAA - ! But do not worry… I have some very fine little friends for you to play with while you're fighting for your miserable lives. Royal Palace Guards of Death, come forth!!

   There is a pause.

What? Shameful! The Guard should always be waiting at my – Royal Palace Guards of Death, come now!

   No one comes. No one moves for a long moment.


George Washington (starting to laugh)

Ha! Ha! Ha ha ha haa! They do not come, O mighty King George III, because they know your evil and corruption and they know that you shall surely lose against our might! They – 

King George III (annoyed)

Shut up, weakling, I am losing my patience. Anyway, THEY don’t care, for I have drained their wills to live through repeated viewings of The Little Mermaid. Guards, get over here, or you’re all fired!

Enter Councilor Larry finally from the right side of the room, looking very disordered. His Council of Angry Space Aliens robes are torn and charred, and his laser pistol is drawn.


Councilor Larry (saluting)

Many apologies, my king, but your Royal Palace Guards of Death are a little busy just now, sir. It seems that just now, a demented and certainly mentally unsound brass section is rolling around the Evil Space Fortress of Death, wreaking total havoc and leaving a trail of dead bodies in its wake. Even your entire Royal Palace Guards of Death combined seem unable to stop it.

   As these things are being said, the camera goes to see the action as its taking place as tubas, trombones, and French horns all go rolling along in different directions through the hallways. Sometimes, a Guard will stop to open fire on the brass sections, then shortly fall over screaming and dead as the highly polished brass surfaces reflect the laser right back at them. Once, to emphasize how little good the combined efforts of the Guards are doing, an entire legion stands side-by-side with pistols raised to take out a single trumpet. They fire in unison, stare, gape, and drop dead in unison as well. Cut back to Councilor Larry just as he finishes speaking.

…In short, we have a situation.


King George III (angrily)
Shocking! Shameful! An unprecedented expression of pernicious evilness! Why – 

A noise behind Councilor Larry cause him to turn around. Screaming in shock, he raises his gun and fires it, but of course his laser bolt is quickly reflected and he falls over backwards, still screaming in shock, apparently dead. A small bugle rolls serenely through the small side door through which he came. King George III blinks, and then turns back to the group.


King George III

Oh well. Since they're busy, I guess I'll just have to settle this with you myself. Prepare to die, and have at – 


Hotaru

Wait!! King George III, please wait!


King George III

Yeah?


Hotaru (pleading)

Please, my King, tell me why you're doing this! I am one of your most loyal servants, if not that servant herself! Why will you kill me along with the rest?


King George III

Why? (Grins evilly) Why, because it's EEE-VILER that way, of course. DIE DIE DIE DIE DIE!

King George III fires a small energy ball from his hand, causing Hotaru and the two samurai to dive out of its way. Then the two Jedi knights lunge at the king with their lightsabers, but he (apparently levitating) swoops up and away out of their range. Then he dives down upon the American team, who proceed to hastily re-transform into their super hero forms, and fight. Zachary Taylor notably joins in, too. Cut to Hotaru, Samso, and Jonathan, who are all standing on the side-lines, staring, and obviously outclassed. Suddenly, a guy comes up behind them. It is François.
François

Bonjour, peeps.


Hotaru

Who are you?


François 

I am Les Supere Spasay Samurai Numero Cinq. I am also known for being Napoleon Bonaparte’s first cousin, as well as for overseeing the Super Space Samurai Secret Training Facility. You have perhaps heard of me?


Hotaru

No.

François

Eh… no matter. Oh, and I nearly forgot! These are four of our pupils, Super Space Samurai-in-training.

Four rookie samurais, dressed in somewhat garish and ornamented samurai costumes, pop out from behind François.


Four Rookie Samurai (in a barbershop quartet unison, as always)

HELLO!


Hotaru (exclaiming)

Yes! This is great!


Samso

This is what?


Four Rookie Samurai
YES! WHAT IS IT?

Everyone leans closer to listen. Hotaru bends closer, too.


Hotaru (whispering)

Well… (Shouting joyfully) WE CAN WIN!

   Everyone lurches back, holding their ears.

No, really. Before we were only three, but now there are eight of us. Perhaps our friends are each individually a million times stronger than we are, but between the eight of us we are a powerful force!


Four Rookie Samurai
YES! SHE SPEAKS THE TRUTH!


Hotaru (impressively, assuming the countenance of a drill sergeant)

All right, samurai, let’s see what you’re made of! This is a dangerous mission you’re about to embark on, so LOOK SHARP! Now, before you start complainin’ that I’m treating you like dirt, remember that I, too, am going on this dangerous mission WITH YOU, so… SHUT UP. Got it?


Four Rookie Samurai


Samso, Jonathan, and François

Yeah!




YEEAAAAAAAAAAAAAH!!!

Yeah!

Yeah…!
All eight leap into combat in unison, all diving immediately onto King George III at once and pummeling him brutally in a big cloud of dust while everyone else stares blankly. Then we go to a shot of the downed Councilor Larry, just as the defeated King George III is hurled through the air and lands next to the Councilor. King George III is obviously at his last breaths.

King George III 

Councilor… Larry… there is something that I have to tell you…


Councilor Larry

Gasp… cough… hack… what… is it… George…?


King George III

Councilor… Larry… I… left… the… kitchen… light on… at… home… and…


Councilor Larry

And… what… my… king…?

King George III

I… love… my… goldfish… Rembrandt - aaaagh!


Councilor Larry

My… king…?


King George III

…Yes…? Cough…


Councilor Larry

Thank… you… for… telling… me… that… but… UNGH!…I’m dying… now… drat…


King George III
Dang… that’s… no… fun…


Councilor Larry

Yeah… oy…


King George III

Vey…

King George III and Councilor Larry both die in unison, leaving Mr. Ninja to stamp 'DUCKIES' and then ‘RUBBER’ on their respective foreheads.

John Adams (as if stating the obvious)
I don’t believe it… I never would have thought it… but Elvis’s evil twin must have faked his death and become a space alien. Who would have thought it?


George Washington 

Creepy! 
   Shudders.


Benjamin Franklin
But our challenge for this room is dead… and presuming that our challenges are arranged in so predictable a fashion that each one's death is the key to the next room… then why are the doors still closed?


Winston Churchill
I quite agree. It is puzzling!

   Everyone looks around in puzzlement.


Four Rookie Samurai

WE WILL KNOCK IT DOWN! YES! YES! YES…

The four Super Space Samurai in-training rush the door, and attempt to knock it down by throwing themselves into it. They only manage to knock themselves out and fall over. 


Zachary Taylor (darkly)
There can only be one being behind that door, for there is only one being evil enough to be back there still.


Hotaru
Who?


Zachary Taylor (ignoring her)

And if that mighty attack by those four samurai masters didn't work… well, I must confess to be a little scared myself. He must be back to his full power after all these years. 


Hotaru
Who?


Zachary Taylor
Yes, no doubt in the worlds about it. His coming is nigh, and we're all gonna die…


Hotaru

WHO?


Queen Elizabeth (in a hushed tone)

The most evil power in all the universe. The evil one. Ragu.


Samso

No…


Queen Elizabeth

I’m afraid so. In short - 

Zachary Taylor

Yes.


Winston Churchill
Indubitably!

The doors swing open, and (accompanied by ominous minor chorus / evil opera music), they walk inside an even larger room. It is pitch black. One by one spotlights or flashlights are trained on different characters as they reveal what they know about the apparently evil they are about to face.

Samso

Through him evil and pain came into this world.


George Washington

He was in the garden, and it was he who led them out.


Jonathan

Some people think of him as a snake. But his true form is closer to an evil hippopotamus, right?


Benjamin Franklin

No deed of death is done but he is the author. Men sell their souls for breadcrumbs to him.


John Adams

Can anyone surpass his unbridled power?


Queen Elizabeth

Probably not.


Fidel Castro

He’s evil and he lives in Cuba. Like me!


Bloody Mary


Presenting, the one, the only…


Four Rookie Samurai

THE VERY ESTEEMED, THE ONE AND ONLY…


François

Le baddest dudé in le universé!

Thomas Jefferson

In three…


Hotaru

Two…


Head Cook (nervously)

ONE!

The lights flash on. Strangely, the room is completely empty, except for a single stone pedestal sitting in the middle. Everyone stares around blankly, unable to comprehend this unexpected.


George Washington

Why… where IS the evil one?


Hotaru
I… I don't understand…


Fidel Castro
I do.

   Everyone turns to look at him.
Benjamin Franklin (incredulously)

Reeeeeally?


Fidel Castro
But of course. Really, I should think that one of you would have figured it out all ready.


Bloody Mary
Fidel, do you think it's really a good idea to be giving away the obscure details of the plot before they are revealed to the protagonists?


Fidel Castro
Don't worry, Marie… the plot can hardly get more tangled and confusing than it already is. Besides, with King George III already dead in his tracks before we could get to him, I don't have any more evil plans to gloat over… and this way, I will at least get a vicarious pleasure in gloating over Ragu's destruction of the world. And besides… perhaps I too am here for a reason. Perhaps destiny has made me its tool… and through me is the truth to be known. (Turns to the rest) Well then, my friends, here is how it is.

   Everyone crowds in to listen.
Centuries ago, Elvis's evil twin died and became a space alien. But his rampage throughout Ancient Japan was suddenly checked one day when he met a group of former Grateful Dead groupies, all heavily stoned from misuse and abuse of minestrone soup and unconsciously in possession of a powerful artifact from time immemorial: the Bulldozer of Translucent Infinity, a construction vehicle SO powerful, it could reconstruct the very fabric of the universe in which we live. Mistaking the evil twin for an oversized tuna noodle casserole, they quite naturally began to chase after him with giant forks, coincidentally dragging the magic bulldozer along with them as they went. The arcane energies released by the chase would surely have killed the poor neophyte space alien, except that just then George Foreman happened to walk by on stilts and they loved hamburgers so they left. If it were not for that, that evil space alien would not have been with us today.


Thomas Jefferson
'Has been with us' is right, for now he's dead! Why do you tell us the story of a dead man, Fidel Castro? Speak!


Fidel Castro
Thank you, I think I will. For you see, Jefferson… Elvis's evil twin might be dead, but his legacy lives on. Don't you hear his spirit calling in the wind?

Everyone stops to listen. A moment passes.


Samso
Yes. Yes, I think I can hear it.

George Washington (quietly)
Can it be true? I can…


John Adams
You can what?


George Washington
I can… hear it… too…


Fidel Castro
You see? Your 'King George III' is only dead, not gone. His spirit remains…


Benjamin Franklin
But what does this mean?


Fidel Castro (smiling)
Ah… it means that I was correct all along. Isn't that right, Marie?


Bloody Mary
It is true… he declared that this would happen. I didn't take him seriously at the time… but it is true…


George Washington
What is this?


Fidel Castro
A prediction I made… a suspicion… that there was another power involved.


All
What!?


Fidel Castro
Yes, that is right. Our imposter 'King George III' has traveled the depths of the universe, it is true… but could a simple evil twin hope to do what he was trying to do?


George Washington (surprised)
Why, what was that?


Fidel Castro (smiling darkly)

Only to ascend a throne of control over the dream.


Thomas Jefferson
Th-the American dream?


Fidel Castro
No other. I know this for a fact, because he was the Villain Of The Month in the last issue of Evil Geniuses Magazine, and they had a feature article on his plots and plans. Very in-depth. But enough of this… understand that I have not only heard it, but also FELT it, that this second power is involved. Listen to the cries of his soul… listen to the cries of the blind flailing out in the darkness… their candles are out. Redemption has fled from their spirits… they are one with the remorse and the darkness. Do you understand this?


Abraham Lincoln (from behind)
It is true, it is as he says.

   Everyone turns to stare at him.


Benjamin Franklin
Ab-Abraham?


Abraham Lincoln (quietly)
Back in my home world I was but a mere janitor at our local high school. But it does not take a school guidance counselor to realize that Evil is afoot in the world… I know.


John Adams
B-b-but you're a President…


Abraham Lincoln
That comes later.


Head Cook (confused)
What?


Abraham Lincoln (sighing)
You see, we have all come to this period at different stages of our lives. For those who had already lived through the War of Independence, they were snatched out of the normal flow of history after they had already died and passed on to the Beyond. But for others, it was different. I never had to live through the War of Independence… and so, as it happened, our Lady Liberty had more latitude in seeking me out. You see, this was me when I could be of most help here and when I could gain the most out of this. That is why she chose me at this time.


Fidel Castro
For many of you, time has no more meaning, except that you are racing against the clock. But we are getting off on a tangent, or perhaps a cosine. This evil that we all feel now - you may think it is not here, with us, in this room as we speak, but - you'd be wrong. For Ragu is not an entity, as such - it is a tomato sauce, and a force of unbridled evil. For you see - 

   Everyone leans closer again to hear what he is saying.
 - soon after Elvis's evil twin deposed the real King George III and began his takeover of the universe - this was his one great ambition in his space alien existence - he stumbled upon an evil power, deep within the confines of a certain dead zone. There he was, deep within the darkest and most twisted reaches of the universe, inside a small-town supermarket run by talking Chihuahuas, and there it was. The promise for immortal and undeniable power. And that power… was Ragu. All in a simple tasty jar of tomato sauce, just the same kind that any one of you might have bought at one of your sickening megamarts during the 1990s. Can you comprehend what I am saying!?


Hotaru (slowly)
Then… though the master I served as my king is dead, his… his 'power' lives on?


Fidel Castro (smiling darkly… again)
Not HIS power, servile firefly. It is the power that was RELEASED by him… he became that power, and now his soul has returned to that state. A fitting end, as are all ends. But the power freed through the action of his soul in life, the power that manifested through that single evil jar of tomato sauce, THAT power cannot return to its 'jar' so easily. Ragu is loose in the world…


George Washington (suddenly)
But I know how it can be stopped!

   Everyone turns around to face him.
Listen, everyone, it goes like this. Ragu seeks to enslave our souls, correct? Else, why would he have obeyed the command of a weakling like Elvis's evil twin?


Bloody Mary (startled)
Even *I* must confess that I had not thought of that! Surely Ragu could get free if it wanted too… so why did it bond so readily to our imposter 'King George'? Unless…


George Washington
Yes. The two shared the same goals of total dominion, and while Ragu is a primal force, still entities with more focused wills have a certain power even beyond tomato sauce. But if both could be focused towards the same goal… then together, they would be invincible. Had they been both together in one unity as we fought them, the battle would have been impossible. As it was, we only barely made it. But the imposter was the weaker of the two, and so it follows that we need a totally kickin' set of weaponry if we are to win the day. A sort of… Declaration. Do you follow?


Thomas Jefferson (puzzled)
So what you're saying is…

   Suddenly, Jefferson stops as his eyes light up with the light of total understanding. The words 'GOT IT' flash repeatedly upon his forehead like a big neon sign on his forehead, and he poses dramatically.

Before, my super-secret alter-ego Louisiana Purchase Man's brute strength was required to complete our task… but now, when even about one fourth of the land mass in the continental United States will do little good against the encroaching menace, a new hero is needed. Someone… like…

   Begins to twirl, spinning faster and faster until he is a total blur. Ribbon streams of energy rush in from all sides towards the energy vacuum created by his spinning motion, and as he suddenly stops his previous boring attire is gone. And in its place is the ultra-reflective white disco suit and fedora of…

Declaration of Independence Man!


Jonathan
Yeah, whatever.


Thomas Jefferson
Ha-haaa! Now with the multitudinous powers of my new unbridled transformation, all the insurmountable barriers that checked our progress before
 are now as individual Kleenex before the chainsaw of justice, as earwax before the blaring klaxons of progress, as grass before the lawnmower of truth. Declaration of Independence, I write thee! Eternal servitude of the soul, I smite thee!

   Raises his hands and snaps his fingers. With an explosion of light the Declaration of Independence appears floating between his hands, and after a second's pause he sets it down on a table that has suddenly appeared out of nowhere.

What shall be done with this now?


George Washington (confidently)
Only two more things now, Thomas. And the first… is to sign it! Everyone, let's go.

Everyone in the room immediately forms a line and begins to sign the Declaration one by one, using the names which appear on the Declaration of Independence if they are not among the real signers, going through the line multiple times if need be, until all the signatures are present and accounted for.


George Washington
And now… the tragedy.

   The room darkens. A spotlight shines down on Washington, and sad music begins to play.

Song: "If Only He Wasn't Dead"


George Washington (singing)
We've come real far across the galaxies and planets,

To get back and then sign the Declaration of Independence,

But now we've come to such a point

Where we shoin't be goin' on…

See, here's how things lie

Though all the signatures are nigh

The one supposed to give approval

Just days ago happened to die.

Emperor Nopans of the Baka Empire

Was assassinated by the firefly

   Everyone looks at Hotaru in shock, and she hangs her head.

He's dead, you see, she killed him

And so he came to die.

An order given by a tyrant

Evil to the core, no doubt about it

Elvis's evil twin, he told Hotaru to go and kill Emperor Nopans,

So now the Emperor is dead.

If only seal inferiah

Could neglect to fail

But Nopan's mouth bacteria

Were completely off the scale.

This bacteria within his mouth

Was the thing that made him right

To seal the Declaration of Independence

Tonight.

Emperor Nopans of the Baka Empire

Was assassinated by the firefly

He's dead, you see, she killed him

And so he came to die.

Darn, how very irritating

(Though I'm sure he'd rather not be dead)

That his death renders the Declaration of Independence unsealed

And open to argumentation.

But surely we do need the strength

To beat Ragu, which wishes soon to fight us

And Nopans's off-the-scale mouth bacteria

(You know, the kind that leads to Gingivitis)

Were really our best hope of bringing balance to the divided colonies

But Elvis's evil twin's evil felonies

And dread deeds too awful to report

Make the whole situation really really lame.

And so to tragic song we do resort

And, darn it! It's such a shame.

Emperor Nopans of the Baka Empire

Was assassinated by the firefly

He's dead, you see, she killed him

And so he came to die.

(Suddenly breaking off from his song) But is it true?


Hotaru (hanging her head and crying)
Yes, yes, it's all true, every word! I killed the Emperor! I have told the Samurai, but I did not tell you… but you knew! Oh, how did you knew!


George Washington
Never mind that. But think, Miss Hotaru, think! Is there anything about the way in which you - 


Hotaru
OH! Okay, yeah, right. I remember!


Thomas Jefferson
Huh?


Hotaru
Yes, that's right, how silly of me to forget! Really very careless, really…


Benjamin Franklin
What?


George Washington (very pleased)
My friends, I think I know what Hotaru is trying to say. For you see, Hotaru did not really KILL Emperor Nopans - 

   Everyone gasps.
Yes! That is right, Emperor Nopans was not only not killed by Hotaru, but he is also alive, which is a very important side note to our story! And Hotaru can name him for us!


All
What the heck…?


Hotaru (smugly)
See, any normal assassin would have had to kill the Emperor before he was dead, but I am a direct descendant of the great First President of New Zealand. Therefore, my right of birth grants me the use of the 'royal we', and I'm sure you can all guess how that came in.


Jonathan
That was how you performed that secret ninja splitting technique to become two people, right?


Samso
That DOES explain a lot…


Hotaru (nodding)
Yes, that's right, and incidentally, there was no real reason for mentioning that out now except that while I'm expounding secret details of the plot, I might as well explain that, too. 


Bloody Mary
The assassination, fool!


Hotaru

Oh, right. Anyway, through use of cheap special effects, make-up, and clever use of stage lighting, I actually made it appear to Emperor Nopans as if he was being brutally murdered by a thousand million evil pigs at once. Now, Emperor Nopans never WAS a very bright fellow - 


Samso (squinting, nodding sagely)
Yeah, that's true.


Hotaru
 - So the sight of himself being brutally murdered by a thousand evil pigs at once proved too much of a strain on his feeble mind, and he was convinced that he was dead. Ah, but that was only the stupid part of my plan. The really MORONIC part of my plan was when - 


Samso
Hang on. Hotaru, why didn't you just kill the Emperor Nopans in the first place? Wouldn’t that have saved you a lot of time and effort with stage lighting and so forth?


Hotaru (shrugging)
Yeah, well, I guess so… but that would really muddle the plot, wouldn't it?


Samso
Yeah… I guess so…


Hotaru
Besides, we're already over hearse budget for this movie from all those violent scenes with the rampaging brass section. Anyhow, that part was poorly conceived, but almost nothing compared to the next part! For you see, through use of positive reinforcement and small electric shocks, I managed to transform the once-mighty Emperor into - a talented culinary artist lacking a job! Which means…


All (amazed)
Noooo!


Hotaru (triumphant)
Yes! The esteemed Emperor Nopans is none other than…

   Points figure across the room. Everyone to either side of it takes a step back, as we hastily zoom in on…


All (bewildered)

The Head Cook!


Hotaru (smiling broadly)
Yes, yes, the Head Cook!


Head Cook
Um… yeah, that's me.


George Washington (jubilant)

This is terrific! Now that the distinguished Emperor Nopans has been found, the great Seal of Approvalness (producing the Seal from inside his jacket) can be placed upon the Declaration of Independence by the appropriately stinky-mouthed Head Cook! Our weapon shall be complete!


Thomas Jefferson (ecstatic)
And the American people - I mean, the American settlers who, led by Christopher Columbus, have evilly overrun the indigenous Native Americans who had lived there for centuries before we ever came - shall be free! No more slavery and oppression for us!


All
Yehaaa!


Head Cook (unsure)
Yeah… okay… here goes…

Stepping forwards, the Head Cook takes the stamp from George Washington. Stepping forwards over towards the pedestal where the Declaration of Independence sits, he takes a deep breath, and then stamps down hard. He pulls back his hand, and we see that "YEAH, WHATEVER" has been blatantly stamped across the Declaration of Independence. Triple take shot of the stamp accompanied by a Japanese hammer sound each time… and then… 

George Washington
That's done it… now…

An explosion of light erupts from the pedestal, shooting upwards with the force of a thousand supernovas. The ground shakes with the force of the blast. After a moment, the column of rushing light subsides, leaving the pedestal and Declaration of Independence gone and the Head Cook looking more than a little golden brown. Everyone turns in place to face George Washington.


George Washington

Well… that's done it. The Declaration has been sent back to where it belongs… back in history on that fateful day, July 4th, 1776. Once again, the day, is saved, thanks to - 

Suddenly, there is a burst of evil laughter. All start, and turn towards the back of the chamber. Slowly, a set of large stone doors, set into the back wall of this room and nearly invisible up until now, start to open. Almighty red light shines powerfully through them, and everyone has to shield their faces from the rays. 


John Adams

No… it can't be… he's coming out…


Benjamin Franklin

No… not after all we've worked for…


Thomas Jefferson (screaming)

HERE HE COMEEEES! TAAAAAAAKE COOOOOOVEEEEER!


Hotaru (whispering)

No… 

Bloody Mary (laughing triumphantly)

Yes! 

Zachary Taylor

Dang!

Winston Churchill

 Oh yeah.

Everyone stares. The door is opening, opening, radiating bright red, unbridled power from through its portal. A shadowy figure steps through the gate, silhouetted against the red energy. Cut to facial shot of the group, staring at this new evil. And then, the red light suddenly fades and it's just the Butler standing in front of a window.


The Butler

Yeeeeeeeeeeeessssssssss?

Everyone blinks. And then… some new guitar riffs start to play. Enter Napoleon Bonaparte, rocking.

Song: "The Butler Did It" (to a loud, catchy, powerful impulse-y rock guitar melody)

Napoleon Bonaparte (singing)
This was a story!

You sat and watched it!

Hope it wasn't too horrible

But a bunch of people were in it

A lot of them were dead and some were named… George!

Regardless of what you may think,

And all the logic you know,

The truth is out and there's no doubt about it!

The Butler did it, no doubt

The secret is out

So come on everyone, shout!

This was a story…


All (singing)
The Butler did it, the Butler did it

Please admit it, and watch us

Don't touch that dial

Even if you're in a movie theatre

Don't touch that dial

Pardon our rock.


Four Rookie Samurai (singing in a rock-barbershop quartet)

This was our story!

We were only in it for a while

But oh well

Because maybe there will be a sequel

A bunch of Presidents and Benjamin Franklin

Were all trying to infiltrate an evil fortress

And recover the Declaration of Independence

From the evil King George III

Who was actually an imposter - Elvis's evil twin

And that's the truth.

The Butler did it, no doubt

The secret is out

So come on everyone, don't pout!

It may have been lame

But this was our story…


George Washington (singing)
We all came here to try our best

We came from the New West

Which is called the Colonies

Or America, if you're from the future


Abraham Lincoln
Like me!


George Washington (singing)
…So here we are, right now

So please don't have a cow

The villains are all dead and so are… we!


All (singing)
The Butler did it, the Butler did it

Please admit it, and watch us

Don't touch that dial

Even if you're in a movie theatre

Don't touch that dial

Pardon our rock.


Samso
I wasn't initially sure

But Hotaru's kinda nice

When you get right down to it

She doesn't have much vice

She just thought that she was wrong.

And the Emperor is safe

And his mouth bacteria are still off the scale

His signing the Declaration of Independence saved the… day!

So now the secret's out

So come on, shout it out

Though balance has been brought to the Colonies

And the day is saved

The Butler did it, yeah, the Butler did it.


Hotaru
Samso didn't trust me

I didn't trust myself

I just didn't know

Who I really… was!

But please remember

That I reformed

I'll be nice now, okay?

So I won't kill you

You're safe

And I feel better

Now that I remember that I never killed anyone

That now I can move on

That I'm not restricted by who I was

When I want to become someone new.


All (singing)

Cause the Butler did it, Elvis's evil twin

Might have been evil, but he could never win

When the baddest bad dude from anywhere is nigh

Now the Butler's come here, wesa all gonna die!

   The song suddenly changes from rock to 'For He's A Jolly Good Fellow' (played on a rock guitar) as everyone sings the final chorus.
(Singing in semi-drunken unison)
For he's a jolly good Ninja!

For he's a jolly good Ninja!

For his name is Mr. Nin-JAAAAA…

And that's the end of that.

'For He's a Jolly Good Fellow' is repeated on the guitar once at two-times speed, and as the last guitar riff hits the viewers ears we suddenly cut to a zoomed-out view of the Evil Space Fortress of Death, which spontaneously explodes. Cue the credits.

Epilogue   -   The Sahara Desert

After the credits, zoom slowly in through multiple pan shots through the desert. Finally show Hotaru (starting with her feet, and then panning upwards), standing between the other seven Super Space Samurai. She, too, is robed in Samurai attire. The long white tattered desert cape that she is wearing suddenly blows in the wind, and reverse change-fuzzy shot shifts from the group to the rest of the cast, who are walking towards them.


Hotaru (the first hint of a smile starting to creep across her face)

So… you reallly made it after all.


George Washington

Was there ever any doubt?

Fade to black. The end.

Credits / Apologies:
Me ("I'm sorry! *SNIFF* I never knew it would turn out this way!")

All people mentioned in this film, including Fidel Castro, who may or may not be as evil as I depicted him in this film

The Samurai in general, who I really don't want them to think that I have insulted their honor and come and kill me with their big samurai swords because that would be really lame

Ragu, which my mom tells me is actually pretty good tomato sauce

George Lucas

The Tenchi Muyo! people (sorry, I don't know the name of its creator off-hand), from whom King George III and his Guards were 'borrowed' from (having been modeled after the Kagato (the first) and the Galaxy Police, respectively)

Akira Toriyama, just in case

And finally, the actors, who were subjected to all of these horrors and embarrassments, and therefore deserve a big fat paycheck. Too bad for them, I say, 'cause I have what basically amounts to zilcho moneyo (Spanish for 'no money', if you can believe that). Nyaah!

- DA SONG - if song be needed -

Hey there, we're the Dead Presidents Society

And we just want to point out our sobriety

While youse guys is drunk, we're dry as bone

We've got these guns and this groovy car

You know who we are

Dead stoned, all alone, you don't stand a chance

We're wearing our disco suits and flared-up flare pants

And prepared ta PARTY! So we'll party hearty,

And you guys can go, buh bye, down the drain

What a pain, huh? Well too bad!

We really rock, and you guys ain't even rad

We're bad, we're bad, we're bad bad bad

And you're just a loser, gee whiz, how sad.

We're the DPS, DPS, how cool we are you can only guess

Dead Presidents coming back for more, what's the score?

You're a bore and are on the floor

You're dead, we're dead, but we're really rad

You're so plaid it's sad

Plaid-boys!

Hey, keep it coming, keep it coming all night

We're Dead Presidents and we put up some fight

Some fight you guys put up, eh?

Hardly even worth the time

It takes us to spit on you

To beat you up, you're so pathetic

We said we had a car, it's a Lamborghini

A Volkswagen New Beetle is too hip for you chumps, foo!

We're the DPS, DPS, how cool we are you can only guess

Dead Presidents coming back for more, what's the score?

You're a bore and are on the floor

You're dead, we're dead, but we're really rad

You're so plaid it's sad

Plaid-boys! Chew Toys!

YEAH!

MARIE ANTOINETTE (1755-93). Frivolous and extravagant, Marie Antoinette, queen of France and wife of Louis XVI, became the symbol of the people's hatred for the old regime during the French Revolution. According to legend, when informed that the poor people had no bread to eat, she responded, them eat cake. Her extravagance contributed only slightly to France's staggering debt, but her callous disregard for the country's plight and her foreign connections made her the focus of hatred and distrust.

   Marie Antoinette was born in Vienna on Nov. 2, 1755. She was the daughter of Emperor Francis I and Maria Theresa of Austria. France and Austria, long bitter enemies, made a treaty of alliance (see Maria Theresa). To strengthen the alliance, Marie Antoinette was married to the dauphin (heir to the French throne) in 1770. At that time Marie Antoinette was 15 years old and the dauphin 16.

   The dauphin was a well-meaning person, but he was dull and unsociable. His beautiful and vivacious young wife went her own way, bent on pleasure, and shocked the French court by disregarding its strict etiquette. In 1774 Louis XV died, and the dauphin became king as Louis XVI. The country was almost bankrupt, but extravagance continued to be the rule at the palace of Versailles. The people blamed much of their distress on the queen. On Oct. 5, 1789, after the French Revolution had begun, several thousand men and women walked from Paris to Versailles to present their demands to the king. They forced the royal family to return with them to Paris.

   After months of being virtual prisoners in their palace in Paris, Marie Antoinette finally persuaded the king that they should flee the country. On the night of June 20, 1791, dressed as ordinary travelers, the family left by coach for the eastern border. Before they reached it they were recognized and forced to turn back. This incident strengthened the popular suspicion that the king and queen were plotting to bring about foreign intervention.

   On Aug. 10, 1792, revolutionaries stormed the Palace of the Tuileries and massacred the Swiss Guards. The royal family was imprisoned. On September 22 France was proclaimed a republic. Louis XVI was beheaded on Jan. 21, 1793. On October 14, during the Reign of Terror, the queen was tried and condemned for treason. Two days later she was put to death on the guillotine.

PRESLEY, Elvis (1935-77). One of the most successful entertainers ever, Elvis Presley dominated popular music in the United States from the release of his first big record, 'Heartbreak Hotel', in 1956. His records, 45 of which sold more than a million copies each, his 33 motion pictures, and his appearances on television and in live concerts made the young singer into a one-man industry who by the mid-1960s was the highest-paid performer in show business history. His death in 1977 in no way diminished his popularity with his fans. His records continued to sell, and his legend brought on a whole generation of imitators. (See also Music, Popular.)

   Elvis Aron Presley was born on Jan. 8, 1935, in Tupelo, Miss. In 1949 the family moved to Memphis, Tenn., where young Presley attended L.C. Humes High School, graduating in 1953. That summer he came to the attention of Sam Phillips, president of the Sun Record Company, when he went there to make a personal recording intended as a present for his mother. Presley made his first commercial recording for Sun the following year, and Colonel Tom Parker, who managed his career from that time, arranged for him to make a series of personal appearances.

   In 1955 RCA Victor bought his recording contract from Phillips, and by 1956 Presley was a best-selling recording artist and television star. His hip gyrations, which some viewers thought too suggestive, earned him the nickname Elvis the Pelvis. 'Love Me Tender', his first film, was released that same year.

   Drafted into the Army in 1958, Presley went through regular training and then served as a truck driver in West Germany until his discharge in 1960. Resuming his career under Parker's supervision, he worked up a touring act, based in Las Vegas, Nev., and attracted an ever-expanding public. He bought Graceland, his lavish Memphis mansion, using it as a retreat from the enthusiasm of his public. In 1967 he married Priscilla Beaulieu. The couple, who had a daughter the following year, were divorced in 1973.

   Unable to go anywhere without being mobbed by fans, Presley became increasingly reclusive. He gained weight and took various prescription drugs. He died of heart failure in Memphis on Aug. 16, 1977.


Buuuuuut…
It was Queen Elizabeth I who defeated the Spanish Armada!

Elvis Presley?

‘Mission to the Headhunters’… uh, yeah…
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