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BLACK SCREEN
A single flute plays a simple, unresclved melecdy.
FADE IN BLUE TITLE OVER BLACK:
"Listening through mist--
Distant glow of dragon's cries,

A warrior waits..."

TITLE FADES




FADE IN:
EXT. DEEP SPACE - STAR FIELD - TOTAL SILENCE

A 3D panorama of stars against an infinite ocean of black.
The screen threatens to swallow us...

Then, in the distance, an object catches a glint of sunlight
as it tumbles through space TOWARD CAMERA-- it appears to be

a gnarled chunk of mineral. Its speed increases, and before
we have a chance to duck, THE METEORITE FLIES RIGHT AT US--

EXT. SPACE ~ REVERSE SHCT -~ FAVORING EARTH IN DISTANCE

The meteorite SHCOTS BY US and spirals toward the sarth.

EXT. SPACE -~ OVER THE EARTH - SLOWLY PANNING UP

from the earth's rim-- oceans and continents far below-- to
a slowly revolving satellite-- a NUCLEAR MISSILE PLATFORM...
thin metal foundation bars, a large reception dish, and six
nuclear missiles in two rows.

CLOSE SHOT -~ THE SATELLITE

Beside a U.8. flag insignia and the universal emblem signi-
fying: "DANGER: RADIATION", there is a panel of control lights.
WITHOUT WARNING, one row of lights begins BLINKING GREEN.

INT. N.0.R.A.D. (NORTH AMERICAN AIR DEFENSE) HQ - DAY

A dim, high-tech rcocom with scophisticated tracking system
consoles lining both walls. Busy CONTROLLERS punch buttons
and watch monitors. Very calm and efficient.

A particular TEST CONTROLLER watches a read-out on his com-
puter screen. His SUPERVISCR stands over him, sips coffee.

TEST CCONTRCLLER
Arming mechanism nominal function.

CONTROLLER #2 CONTROLLER #3
Inertial guidance systems Roger. Lateral gyro stab-
check. ilizers are calibrated.

CONTRCL SUPERVISOR
(bored with the routine)
I don't know why we test the Jdamn
system twice a dav. It's not like
there's ever a screw-up...

SLAM CUT TO:



EXT. SPACE = STAR FIELD

as the METEQORITE spins through space AT CAMERA, totally ocut
cf control-=-

IXT., SPACE ~ THEE QRBITING SATELL

slowly, gracefully revolves. A beat... then THE METEORITE
FLIES INTOQ FRAME and, in the SILENT vacuum, CRASHES INTO
THE SATELLITE with a blast of showering sparks and DEBRIS
FLYING AT CAMERA--

CLOSE ON SATELLITE -~ MISSILE LAUNCH HCUSING

and we see a last BLINK of the green arming light AS amidst
the destruction, ONE <of the nuclezr missiles AUVCHHS from
its silo, AND~-

BEXT. SPACE -~ WIDE SHOQT

S t=he EZX2LOSICON subsides in zhe distancs, zhe armed missilis
BLASTS TOWARD CAMERA—-

EXT. SPACE - FAVORING EARTH

as the derelict miss;le SHCOCTS AWAY FROM CAMERA, glowing rad
as it brsaks the earth's atnosphers--

NCRAD COMMAND - CLCSE ON RADRAR SCREEN

as a green sine-wave blip FLASEES on the radar score, the
air is filled with the wail of an urgenit, sar-piercing ALIRT

SIREN!
INT. N.C.R.A.D. HQ - TRACKING CONSOLE STATICNS

as the excited CONTROLLERS speak urgzently into headset mics,
£ their monitor scraens.

CONTROLLER # 1 ' ccwiqohzz 42
Just broke the stratosghers, Shift in angular gvratlon
ancogee at 22.35 degrees rats=-- _nat's gonna Dut
rolar inclinaticone- our Delta V at laast 20
degrees down range on tha
longitude—-—
CONTROLLER #3
Losing visual tracking!
AFC is negative function!
The praviously borsd perviser 1s now just this side of panic
CONTROL SUREZEVISOR
Detonata!
MISSILE CONTRCLLZIR
I 2ried that! Ne¢ rssponse!
An official~locoking GENERAL JACK "RUIZIZ" XIEBY APPEARD, zaking
command, the helpless controllsrs looking to him for guidance.

(CONTINUZED)



CONTINUED

RKIRBY
(calmly)
Send a cruise missile after it.

CONTROL SUPERVISOR
But sir, it's going too fast--

RKIRBY
Do 1it.

INT. SILO GANTRY =~ DAY

A phallic, MX-type nuclear missile. Hydraulics. HISSING steam
rises as the gantry arms retract.

INT. N.O.R.A.D. COMMAND - EXTREME CLOSE UP
of a FINGER NEAR A BUTTON, AND~--
EXT. MISSILE S5TILO - OVERHEAD SHOT - DAY

A great BLAST of fire and smoke as the missile LAUNCHES UP
AT CAMERA with an EXPLOSIVE ROAR.

INT. N.C.R.A.D. EQ - DAY - VERY TENSE

RADAR MAN
{sweating)
Intercepticon imminent--

CONTROL SUPERVISOR
General, the anti~-balliistic
treaty--

KIRBY
(gquickly cverlapping)
Put vourself in the President’s
shoes! It explodes cn Moscow oOr
it explodes over Moscow-=-

CONTROL SUPERVISOCR
With all due respect, sir, it
doesn't make a bit of difference and
vou know it.

And we see on the General's face that he does know it.
CAMERA CLOSES ON A TRACKING CONTROLLER:

TRACKXING CONTROLLER
It's over the South Pacific!

EXT. BLUE 3KY - DAY
The derelict missile ROARS AT CAMERA, its speed frightening.
EXT. OVZR THE WATER - WITH CRUISE MISsSTLE

as 1t streaks purposefully toward interception--
(CONTINUED)
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gXT. POLYNESIAN VILLAGE - DAY

Thatched huts. Animals. Naked CHILDREN. VILLAGERS step out
onto a dirt road, looking up at the sky with primitive fear.
They point and babble hushed native GIBBERISH.

EXT. POLYNESIAN VILLAGE = FAVORING SKY - DAY

as the out-of=-control satellite missile arcs across the sky.
EXT. ON THE WATER - DAY

as the derelict missile plunges neadlcng into the water, AND--

EXT. ON THE WATER - THE CRUISE MISSILE

also DIVES, cutting into the water and submerging at the speed
of a bullet, AND~=-

EXT. THE OCEAN - WIDE SEOT - DAY

A beat of calm. Then a BLINDING FLASH APPEARS beneath the
surface, a great orange GLOW, followed by a RUSH OF SOUND;

a BOCM, a CRACK and a HURRICANE all rclled into c¢ne. It 1is
terrifving.

Massive plumes ¢f sea water SHOOT SKYWARD as if all the
whales decided to spout simutanecusly in retaliation. Then,
the destructive BLAST subsgides, and as calm rsturns...

SLAM CUT TO:

INT. N.O.R.A.D. HQ - DAY - START ON TRACKEING CONTROLLER

+—|

TRACKING CONTROLLER
It's down in the watar!!

THEN WIDEN as the assembled controllers, trackers and
TECHNICIANS ALL CHEER; a great release. Back-slapping and
hané shaking all arocund. Disaster has been averted.

The control supervisor smiles, watching General Kirby as
Kirby solemnly wires his foreshead with a handkerchief,

XIRRY
Thank God...

EXT. THE sS0OUTH PACIFIC - ON THE WATER - DAY

The islands of Tuamoto can be seen way in the distance
AS~=~ THE CAMERA SINKS BELOW THE WATER'S SURFACE..

UNDER THE WATER — MURKY- CAMERA DESCENDING

through the green-blue, swirling depths. Mud and silt and
dead marine 1ife rush all around from the bhlast, AS WE go
deeper, the water darkening, almost too dark to see, the
ocean f£locr looming nearer, until...

f1EN
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THE CCEAN FLOOR

A strange vclcanic GLOW illuminates the uneven marine terrain,
and despite the activity and debris the blast has kicked up, 1t
is cddly calm here. QUIET and serene...

Then~- SUDDENLY-- a surge of bubbles and heat rises from the
cracked mclten rock AS-- A FISSURE OPENS, a violent up-
heaval AS A HUGE REPTILIAN CLAW BREAKS THE SURFACE OF THE
OCEAN FLOOR, AND GRASPS AT THE CAMERA AS WE--

SUPER MAIN TITLES: "GODZILLA, KING OF THE MONSTERS, IN 3-D"
Through the CREDITS, the CAMERA RISES AGAIN...and as the
last ¢of them appear, the water get progressively lighter, a
clearer turgueols, AND WE--

SUPER: "THE PACIFIC QCEAN/GUADALUPE, MEXICO"

AS THE TITLZ FADES, the CAMERA BREAKS THE SURFACE=~-

EXT. ON THE WATER - LOOKING UP AT MEXICAN FISHING BOAT - DAY

b=l

small, time-worn rig that has seen a lot of action.
EXT. MEXICAN FISHING BCAT - ON DECK - DAY

A transistor RADIO BLARES tinnvy MEXICAN MUSIC as the boat's
ancient, "colorful™ CAPTAIN, PACC sits outside the wheel-
house, looping yvarn between his fingers schoolgirl-style.

Behind him, a vounger MEXICAN FISHERMAN finishes coiling
some rope, and heads sternward. As he passes Paco, the old
man excitedly heolds up his string creation.

MEXICAN FISHERMAN
(nodding patiently, smiling)
§i, Paco, sl. Muy buenoc.

The senile old coot BABBLES to himself, as the fisherman
joins his co-worker, a SECOND MEXICAN FISHEERMAN.

MEXICAN FISHERMAN
(rolling his eves)
El Capitan es loco.

SECCND MEXICAN FISHERMAN
Si, pero la bota es de el!

They LAUGH knowingly and return to their duties. C
fishermen notices something starbcard, points it ou!
o}

Cne of the
- e
i e
ther,

to the

+3

HEIR POV - THE CCEAN - SALVAGE CPERATION

-

Way in the distance, a mysterious pair of Navy boats.



CONTINUED éﬂ
BACK TO SHCT - THEE FISHERMEN

look across the water with curiosity and puzzlement...
BEHIND THEM, a FIGURE RISES from the side of the boat; a
wet-sulted FROGMAN with & dagger clenched between his teeth.
He grips the dagger by the blade, HURLS IT--

~=and a dull THUP is heard as one of the fishermen grimaces,

pivots, grabs for the knife embeded in his shoulder blade--
ané as HE FALLS OVERBOARD, his co-worker WHIRLS TO 3EE:

THE FROGMAN has grabbed a large, rusty jib~hook, which hancs

from a crane--he SWINGS THE HOOK AT the fisherman, who

dcesn't have time to act or even think, so the hook IMPALES

HIS FACE, AS--

SERIES OF SHOTS ~ RUSSIAN AGENTS

climb onto the deck, SIX in all, all wearing black wetsults.

The LEADER signals and the agents fan ours, moving silently,

stealthily, with precision that hints 2%t a lot of gractice.

INT. WHEELHQUSE ~ DAY

as the senile capgtalin ENTERS the cabin, hapov, oblivious.

He SINGS to himsel? in Spanish as MEXICAN DISCO BLARES Zfrom

the little transistor ocutside. He takes the wheel AND THAT'S
s

WHEN A WET-SUITED ARM GUOES ARCUND HIS NECX, an
CLAMPS over his mcuth, and--

We SEE & thick hand with a metal device on the wrist. The
Zingers clench £2 touch a button in the talm and a razor-
sharp BLADE, shaped like a wide arrow head, JUTS AT CAMERA--

BORIS KRUSCHKOV

{Russian a
Aadios, sendr.
--grits his teseth, SLICIS the blade forward, and we HEAR
a sickening SQUITCH! as a spurt of blood arcs onto
KRUSCEKOV's wetsult.

eX{T. MEXICAN FISHING BOAT - ON DECKX - DaY
Qv

Cne of the Russian sviss stands ar the corsses oI =he
fishermen. He ralses a palr o binoculars o nis svaes

IKT. POV THRCUGE ZINOCULARS - SALVACGE 0QPIZRATICN - TELIDHOTT

That 13, the Navy boats we saw s
Class flest tug. The other, Zla o ASW
frigate. NAVY PIRSONNEL can khe nodechk

PR T T T T
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CONTINUED

A jury-rigged diving platform with a gangplank extends from
the lead tug out into the water.

BINCCULARS PAN AWAY from the salvage boats TC a slieek,
deep-water racing skiff~-- a "cigarette boat"~- as 1t slows,
apprecaching the diving platform.

EXT. SALVAGE OPERATICN - DIVING PLATFCRM - FULL SHOT - DAY

as the cigarette boat cruises in to dock, PERSONNEL bustle
about efficiently, unloading equipment, etc. A harried-
looking officer, CAPTAIN WILKINS, leads the welcoming party
down the gangplank, as CREWMEN tie the cigarette boat up at
the platfcrm.

CAPTAIN WILKINS
Why didn't you take a chopper
out, Commander?! Would have
bean a lot faster!

Ané though a young HELMSMAN and ANOTHER OFFICER are also
climbing ocut of the boat, it is the man Wilkins shakes
hands with who commands our attention:

COMMANDER PETER DAXTON, 40-ish, rugged-lcoking with short,
dark halir and black eve-patch over one eye. He wears a
leather f£light jacket over a blue wetsuit, and a cigarette
hanags from the side of his mouth as though he were pcrn
with it thers.

DAXTON
I have bad luck with helicopters,
{he locks around;
Who's in charge here, Captain?
The ASSEMBLED look at him dumbly.

CAPTAIN WILKINS
Uh, YOU are, sir,.

INT. MEXICAN FISHING BCAT - WHEELHOUSE - DAY

as a smile creases Kruschkov's lips and he lowers the
binoculars, handing them tc the spy we saw with them before.

Their RUSSIAN 1s translated VIA SUPERED TITLES:
XRUSCHKOV
It is just as I suspected.
They have put Daxton in charge.
RUSSTIAN AGENT

(bewilderesd)
You know him, Comrade?

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED

KRUSCEKOV RIPS FREE the bandana of the dead Captain Paco,
who is slumped over the helm. The Russian looks across the
water with a mixture of nostalgia and sadistic glee. CAMERA
MOVES IN AS:

KREUSCHROV
... we are old friends...

He uses the bandana to wipe the blood from his gleaming,
still-open wrist-blade, then he SNAPS it back into its
flousing... until the next time...

EXT. DIVING PLATFCRM - SALVAGE CPERATION - DAY

FIVE wetsuited DIVERS busily prep their gear, assisted by
CREWMEN. Each diver is issued a high-powered searchlight.
Daxton comes down the gangplank, flanked by Wilkins and
a CREWMAN who is helping Daxton on with his diving gear.

CAPTAIN WILKINS
A couple of P-3's spotted it
from the air two days ago, SO...
it's bkig, all right--

SONAR MAN DIVING FOREMAN
(running up from One minute! Let's go!
pehind, anxious)

Commander, sonar says 1t's

moving. Slowly, bux... cdefinitely

nmoving, sir.

DAXTON
What direction?

The man points down ominocusly, as Daxton finishes pulling
on his agualung.

DAXTON
As long as it doesn't sink
below 200... Have an H/O mix

prepped just in case, will vyou?

Daxton looks up, scans the horizon. A LOCK~OUT aboard the
Navajo CALLS to an officer aboard the Ifrigate.

LOOR-0UT
Local fishing boat! We
checked 1t out already!

CAPTAIN WILKINS
(sotto; to Daxton}

Commander, uh... Listen. That
nuclear missile accident near
Tuamote?-- I don't know, it just

-

{CONTINUED)
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CAPTAIN WILXINS

seems, in the long zrun, that

QS

(CONT'D)

wasn't that+ Ffar south-west of

here. 1 mean,

I'm sure the Big

Brass won't fess up to anything,

but... do you think it could
have something to do with...
what's down thers now?

Daxton locks at him gravely.
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CONTINUED JO.

Its wide, curved surface seems rough at first, then smooth,
illuminated in spot-lit portions by the roving searchbeams.
Whatever it is dwarfs the divers, and soon, we begin to
make out what it is-- the hull of a massive nuclear sub-
marine--

UNDER WATER -~ AIRLQCX HATCH

as the divers swim intoc view, ONE of them gripping the
thick metal airlock valve, starting to TURN IT AS CAMERA
MOVES TO Russian lettering aderning the hull-- a huge:
"X-114 - C.C.C.P."...

DISSCOLVE:
INT. SOVIET SUB - CONTROL COMPARTMENT ~ DIM

Cramped, claustrophobic. A few blinking emergency lights.

A dense MIST. STATIC emanates from a small speaker over

a hatch. A searchlight splits the mist and the DIVERS APPEAR,
led by Daxton. They SLOSH through a few inches of water cn
the floor of the compartment.

CONCERNED DIVER
(to Daxton; a
hoarse whisper)
Sir, we laft the airlcocck
leaking...

DAXTON
{moving forward)
Pressure. We'll be cut of
here before it matters.

TWC ©f the divers exchange glances, not sharing Daxton's
conviction...

INT. SUB - SURVEILLANCE CCOMPARTMENT -~ DARKNESS

The hatch swings OPEN and the divers ENTER, their search-
lights raking a row of video monitors that just jut from one
wall, oscillating ON and OFF; their power source in its
death-throes. Daxton approaches the console gquestioningly.

SECOND DIVER
Video surveillance...

THIRD DIVER
I saw & bank of cameras outside,
prob'ly infrared.

DAXTON
You think vou could rig auxiliary
power to run the tape that's in
there now? If might answer some
questions.

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED it

NERVQUS DIVER
Yeah, like where the hell is
everybody?

INT. SUB - ACCESS COMPARTMENT - PITCH BLACK

For a beat. Then the metallic hatch CLANGS OPEN, ECHCING dully
as the familiar searchbeams FLARE at the LENS. Daxton steps
forward as the others split up, going in different directions.

Daxton approaches a dark, escape-natch alcove with a metal
ladder leading up into a shadowy recess. He shines his search-
light up it, but before he can see its furthest, pitch-dark
cranny, his light FLICKERS and DIES.

DAXTON
Wonderful! Now I need auxiliary--
(turning to the others,
his back to the alcove)
Anybody got a light!

Someone WHIPS their searchlight toward Daxton's corner and
THAT'S WHEN THE CORPSE of the RUSSIAN COFFICER FALLS from the
dark alcove behind him, caught on the ladder, SWINGING INTC
VIEW=- its pale face staring hidecusly AT THEE CAMERA with
opern, dead eves--

INT. SUB - FCRWARD BATTERY - PURE ATMQSPHEIRE

& searchbeam catches a harsh glimpse of ANOTHER DEAD MAN'S

face as the divers ENTER the new compartment, a fzw of them
COUGHING vioclently. Through the thick mist, WE SEE that the
floor is littered with the CORPSES of the submarine's cCrew.

The divers exchange glances, noting the corpses’ Soviet
uniforms. As Daxton pushes his way into the lead, the con-
cerned diver CALLS to him f£from a hatch:

CONCERNED DIVER
{coughing)
Commander Daxton!

Daxton meves forward as the divers' COUGHING becomes more
uncontrollable. Daxton warns them to stayv back--

DAXTON
Gas! Put your gear back on!

He re-fits his mouthpiece and mask, moves toward the hatch.
INT SUB -~ TORPEDC ROOM -~ THICK MIST

Daxton ENTERS past the incredulocus diver who found this
place. As they breathe through their agualungs, the eerie

SOUND ECHQES off the metallic walls.

{CONTINUED)
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On the floor, a huge locker-like case lies on its side~-
OPEN~- two small, odd~locking missiles protruding. The
slot where the third missile shculd be is EMPTY.

Near the missiles, like a hen protecting her eggs, 1s the §ub‘s
dead COMMANDING OFFICER, his uniform collar soaked with dried
blood... His throat has been cut.

THIRD DIVER (o.8.)
Sir? You better come ses—-—

Daxton turns toc see the diver re-fit his mouthpiece, then
gesture frantically for Daxton to follow him.

INT. 5UB - SURVEILLANCE CCOMPARTMENT

Daxton ENTERS, almost staggering, the cther DIVERS gasping
for breath all around him. He pulls out his mouthplece, gasping--

DAXTON
~~looked like..,. Dracon missiles--
We'll have to come back for 'em,
the gas is sprea--

He notices the divers are all looking at him expectantly,
helplessly. Cne of the divers kneels, rubbing znother’'s
shoulders, the latter man sitting on the floor in a daze.

DAXTON
What's wrong with Atkins?

FOURTH DIVER
{loocking up, scared)
«.. Shock...

Daxton turns gquizzically to the video console. The

power is working. Confusion. The first diver fixes a

grim gaze at Daxton, then reaches forward, hits the 'PLAY'
button.

As the diver on the floor begins rocking and mumbling, the
screens f£ill with STATIC, then VIDEO GLITCHES. A fuzzy, black-
and-white IMAGE APPEARS--~ Hazy and indistinct, black and grey
blobs obscuring the lens ¢f the video camera.

As the divers COUGH from the spreading gas, Daxton watches the
monitor like a hawk, not even blinking.

More black and grey blcobs, then a flash of white, nothing
definite... THEN... a shape... could ke anything... passes DY
the wvideo lens. There is DARKNESS.

Then the shape returns. Still unclear. But for an instant,
it looks like-- a giant, reptilian head-- but that's

(CONTINUED)
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ridiculous, at least we THINK it's ridiculous until the
head-shape FACES THE CAMERA, and for a split-second WE
SEE ITS EYES, lizard-eyes squinting and rolling hideously
INTC THE LENS just before--

The monitors, and all power, SHCRT QUT-- a FLASH OF STATIC,
then the screens go dark, ambient light dimly illuminating
the now dead video console...

EXT. ELSEWHERE IN THE PACIFIC - DAY

A dot appears on the grey horizon, accompanied by the distant
rotor~-engine SOUND of a HELICOPTER.

SUPER: "WEST OF SAN MIGUEL, CALIFCORNIA"

The dot grows, becoming a shape and as the SOUND GETS LOUDER,
we SEE it is & sleek, Coast Guard copter. TITLE FADES...

And as the SOUND GROWS DEAFENING, TEE CHCPPER BUZZES low cver
choppy water STRAIGHT TOWARD CAMERA, AND--

EXT. FISHING TRAWLER =~ ON DECK - REVERSE ON HELICOPTER = DAY

As the chopper banks and flies away, TONY O'RCARKE steps:
into frame, chewing cn a toothpick and watching the chopper
with something that resembles reverence. Tony is a drifter.
Looks it. Thick jacket, fly-away hair, a couple days' worth
of stubble. Behind him, a grisled sea salt, NICK, CALLS frcm
the bridge.

NICK
{pointing toward
the disappearing
Coast Guard chopper)
'By, Tony! Didn't you use to
£ly them hummincbirds?!
Tony nods absently, looking out to sea. Gulls CAW overhead.
NICK
S'gotta be a better gig than
this damn boat, that's for sure!
EXT. TONY'S PGV - THE WATER
A CLANGING breeches buoy, rclling between swells.
BACK TOQO TONY ~ CLOSER

Intrigued, distracted, watching the buov.

NICK (c.s.)
I use'ta know a pllet...

EXT. TONY'S PCV - THE WATER - CLOSER
The buov again. Same position. Nick BABBLES in the b.Z.

(CONTINUEDR)
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NICK
{cont*d)
I use'ta call him Pontius.
Get 1t? Pontius the Pilotr?
I just made that up!
BACR TC TCONY -~ EVEN CLOSER

And something is definitely wrong here. Tension. Tony takes
the toothpick from his mouth., His brow wrinkles. Concern.

TONY
That's funny...

NICK
I don't hear ya laughin'!

EXT. FISHING TRAWLER ~ ON DECK - DAY

Tony turns, and WE SEE many OTHER FISHERMEN running across
deck, SHOUTING to cone another.

TONY
The boat’'s not moving... The
Coddamn boat's not moving--
EXT. FISHING TRAWLER - STERN - DAY

And we SEE now that 1t is a sizable rig, a lot of DECKHANDS.
CNE of them cups nhis hands over his mouth, YELLING.

DECXHAND
ALL HANDS! LET'S GO, LET'S GO!

Teny runs into view, locking around.

TONY
What the hell's going on?

FRANTIC FISHERMAN
The NETS!

Tony ¢oes to the edge, where SEVERAL FISHERMEN are struggling
with the nets, which are in the water, trailing. URGENCY, AS--

SERIES CQF SHOTS - INT. AND EXT. - THE TRAWLER - DAY
A. THE NETS at the water's surface, pulling taut, and--
8. THE HELM, where the CAPTAIN is ordering "FULL SPEED AHEAD"~--

C. The boat's powerful PROPELLERS, churning the water, AS-~

v}

AT THE STERN, the FISHERMEN edge from sfficient to frantlic--

i}

THE HELM AGAIN, the CAPTAIN losing 1t too, his HELMSMAN
helplessly gunning the ENGINES <o no avail, AS-~-

(CONTINUED)
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5.

F. THE CORX FLOATS in the water, bobbing violently as i1f they
are beinag PULLED UNDER, AND--

i

EXT. FISHING TRAWLER - THE STERN -~ DAY

as a particular UNFURTUNATE FISHERMAN grips the nets with .
gloves, then SCREAMS AS he is pulled OVERRBROARD, splashing into
the water below, AND--

ZXT. THE TRAWLZR - FULL SHOT - DAY

as we HEAR the ENGINES GRINDING PAINFULLY, and SEE thai nct
only is the boat not moving forward, but now, gradually,
building speed, 1% iz actually MOVING BACKWARD, and the starn
begins to sink precariously close to the water, AS--

ZXT. FISHING TRAWLER - TEE STERN -~ DAY

The FISHERMEN scatter and react to the water NOW POURING QVER
THE STERN, the die-hard net-holders being drenched as-~- TONY
sees what is happening, thinks cguickly, dashes to a tool bin--

--and returns to the stern’'s adge with a large HATCHET--He

hacks violently at the net lines. OTHERS follow suit, grabbing
aatchets and gaffs, and CEOPPING the nets free, UNTIL--

ZXT. THE TRAWLER - FULL SEOT -~ DAY

as tne last of the ties are chogped free, the s=ern rises,
levelling cut, and--

EXT. TISHING TRAWLER - THEZ STITRM - O DECX

THE CAPTAIN appears, joining the OTEERS £o watch in amazement

AS--

ON THE WATER - THE CORX FLOATS

continue to bob, then move away from the trawler as 1f being
pulled, tearing across the surface moving north toward +
mainland, then DISAPPEARING beneath the waves...

3ACK ON DECX

The fishermen watch in disbelief, then gather thelr wits,
BUZZING among themselves as thevy recover from the excliement.

The unfor+tunate figsherman is nelped back zhcard, soaked.
TONY, a little stunned by all this, goes to assiss in hauling
up the remaining, tattered netting, as, in the b.I.:

A FISHIRMAN

{our of breath)
You #hink iz was 2z shark?
SECCND TISHERMAN
it was, 1t was the shark =has
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CONTINUED
As Tony pulls up a particular porticn of net, he notices
something caught in it. He unravels the object, pulls it
free. And though we don't see it, we DO see Teony's face,
staring with gsuzzlement at his discovery...

SLaM CUT TO:

CITY SKYLINE

A horizon of wvulnerable-looking skyscrarers acainst a deep,
cnnaturally blue sky. SUDDENLY-- a snrill female SCREAM splits
e

the air as a GIANT LIZARD ENTERS THE FRAME, toppling cne of th
buildings with its gresat, reptilian claw.

Its iInquisitive rsptile-face JUTS TCWARD CAMERA as 1t knocks
cver more SKYSCrEDers, the SCREAMING LOUDER now, joined by

AANY EXCIT

3

ED VGICES, AS--

INT. CLASSROCM - DAY - ESTEHETTSHTNG
A group of excited JUNIOR HIGH SCHOCL STUDENTS crowd around
34 miniature city in a box, as a particular student, RKEVIN
DAXTCN, attemprs to extract nis zet lizazd, ROVER, Irom L=
WENDY
falmost in tears;
IT'S RUINED! YOU'RED RUINING IT!
WENDY GREENBLATT that 1s, creator of the liszole cizv and
scurce of the obnoxious screaming. Xevin pulls Rover Irzom
the demolished metropolis and conscles his scarad pet
XZVIN
Well, what's a stupid diarrhea
got to do with algebra, anvways?
WENDY

I'm s¢ sure! It happens to be
called a2 di-o-rama, vou pudhead!

The TEACHER, MRS. SWINGLE, has arrived on the scens.

WENDY

{whining)
But lock what he did o mv
englinearing project! Guv!

Behind Kevin stands a aean~lcoking hard guy, 3CCTT, who
snickars at Kevin along with a SECCMND HARD TUY.
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SCoTT
(a harsh whisper)
Why don'cha play with dolls,
instead?

KEVIN
Shut up, Scott.

MRS. SWINGLE
I said that's enough! Now every-
body back to your seats.

The class disperses to their desks. & GRCSSED-OUT GIRL hides
behind her friends as they pass, trying to maintain distance

from the scaly "thing” in Kevin's hand.

GRCSSED-QUT GIRL
Take it outside! It's gross!

MRS. SWINGLE
Kevin, I have asked you before...
Now take him outside, and I don't
want to see him in here again,
18 that c¢lear?

Kevin nods sullenly, then shuffles to his desk to get his
backpack. As he passes Scott's desk, the bully mouths the
word "fag" at him. Kevin retrieves his backpack, HEADS CUT.

As he passes the desk of the grossed-out girl, he JUTS
" ROVER QUT AT her, causing her to SQUEAL as 1if she's just
stepped in vomit., Kevin hides his grin as he leaves.

INT. SCHOOL CCRRIDOR - DaY

Kevin stands before his open locker, gathering his things.
He takes out an S$.F. Giants' baseball cap, puts it on, then
SLAMS his locker and lcops his backpack strap over one
shoulder. A shadow falls across his face.

CFF~SCREEN VOICE
(clipped, female)
I'1ll have that reptile, voung
man.

Grudgingly, Kevin hands Rover to: LESLEY-ANNE DAXTON, a
beautiful woman in her mid-30's, though she looks younger.
She is dressed "Vogue"-sharp. She holds Rover up, face~to-
face, woman to lizard.

LESLEY
Helloc, Rover, sweetie. Did
Kevin get you kicked ocut of
class again?

17.
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She starts walking, petting Rover. Kevin walks beside her,
looking depressed, fishing in his backpack.

KEVIN
It's not like he bothers any-
body... just 'cause Wendy
Greenblatt nas a cow about her
wonder of modern extra-cradit...

LESLEY
Well, now, Kevin, I imagine vour
teacher considers Rover a dis-
traction.

REVIN
Mom, Intro to Algsbhra can use all
the distractions it c¢an get!

1

EXT. EZL DIABLO JUNIOR HIGH = DAY ~ TRACKING LESLEY AND XEVIN

{v

&s they walk toward the school parking lot, past bike racks and
buildings, CTHER STUDENTS leaving earlv Zcr the dav. Xevin “inishes
performing a magic trick (coin disapcearancs, silk, whatever--

as long as it's flashy).

Lesley applauds, handing Xevin his et reptile, as some TOUCH
SULS ON BIXES ride past, making faces at Kevin. He ignores =hem.
Leslsv notices.

LESLEY

SL

How do you do it, Houdini?
You get a minimum schocl
day, a four dav weekend...
How do you manage to have
a glum Zace?

XKEVIN
I need mere than a four
day weekend, Mom. I need
a new life. Everybody at
this schoel is such a
dick! Everybody makes
fun of me--

LESLEY
Wailt a minute, slow down.
Makes fun of vou about whars?

XEVIN
About avervthinc! Thera's
these guys in ?.Z. who alwavs
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They approach Lesley's spiffy-looking HONDA Prelude 3ust
as the FINAL BELL RINGS behind them, releasing a torrent
of STUDENTS into the afterncon sun.

LESLEY
{unlocking the
driver's side door)
What about Stuie and Doug?
They're your friends, aren't
they?

As she opens the door, a hearrhrasakingly PRETTY CGIRL in a
white blouse walks past Kevin. The girl smiles at him and
Kevin stares back, justlflably mesmorized.

XEVIN
(from the planet Jupiter)
All those guys think about is
girls...

LESLEY

{a wice grin}
Ccme on, stud-- vour fa
provably walting for vou

Fnt

now. . .
ZXT. GOLDEN GATE BRIDGE - SaN FTRANCISCO - AEZRIAL SEOT - Dav
Picking out a pa ular car, a silwver 2orsche Turbe 824
ZNT. DAXTCN'S CAR -~ DRIVING - DAY
vaxton seems pensive, discractad as ne drives. On auto-oilot.
He wears his jacket collar up. As if it wers colder than 1=
really is. He lights a cigaretts as the last “azw days batter
hls memory, and his Porsche enters a =unnel.

I}

LT. REDWCOD HIGHWAY - AERIAL SHOT - OVER SAUSALITO - DAY

And from this view, locking down on the bay, on the dcﬂcns
of tiny sailboats skimming the water around Angel Island and
Tiburon, on the beautiful homes dotting the grsen Sausalir
hlllside under a blue sky, it's easy to see why ceople deci
to live in Marin. Daxton's car emerges from the Redwcoed Hig
way tunnel.

INT. DAXTON'S CAR -~ BACK T0O SHOT

Criving. And presently, Daxion norices something Ln nis raar-
View m;‘&or. He locks into Lt with curiosity and nlis cne scod
@y,

DAXTON'S 20V - THE REARVIEW MIRECOR

[T ST
LN Lf—_-‘\.dmh—-‘;‘
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And in 1t, we can plainly SEE TWC ominous-looking BLACK
LIMOUSINES, trailing the Porsche by a couple of car-lengths.

BACK TO SHCT AGAIN - DAXTCON DRIVING

And though he isn't actually nervous, it's clsar he is con to
them. He looks ahead, passing casual glances back to the mirror

as he drives. He signals for a turn, and:

EXT. FREEWAY TURN-OFF - DAY

as the Turbo turns right under the "Sausalito - Marin City”
turn-off sign. And sure enough, the two black limos signal
and turn right behind him. Needless to say, our man 1s being

what vou call "followed"
INT. DAXTON'S CAR - DRIVING - DAY

He continues to drive at the speed limit, keeping track of
the black cars by checking his mirrors.

EXT. 3BRIDGEWAY ROAD - DAY

Lnto a housebcat® parking lor. The black
1

Daxton takes a tu
£ ing Ircm a wavs behind.

limos are still
EXT. KAPDPAN MARINA - PARKXING ARFA - DAY

The Porsche pulls into & househoat
Daxton emerges from the car. He st

THE FARKING LOT ENTRANCE

as the black limos c¢ruise in to the lot, RESIDENTS watching
with curieosity. ‘

BACKX TC DAXTON

He tugs the cigarette from between his lips, f£lips iz to the
ground <then turns and heads toward the houseboat Dier.

2XT. KAPPAN MARINA - PARKING ARFA - SERIEZS OF SHOTS
as the black limos c¢ruise to a halt--tires crunchi
and their doors CPEN-~ glimpses of dark, three-ni
and shiny, hard shoes--

ZXT. HOUSEBCAT PIZR - DAY

Dexzon heads down the pler, not a hint of concern, very cool.
He approaches a garticular houseboat-- 2 heautiful na=ural
wood nome with octogonal windows. He pulls cut his kevs.

2T, PI GANTRY - VARICUS 5HOTS - THT ACENTS

20.
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We still don't see their faces. Only their hard shoes CLICK-
CLICRING down the wooden dock--

EXT. HOUSEBOAT FRONT DOOR - DAXTON

still fumbling with the keys. THEN HE DRCPS THEM.
EXT. THE PIER - THE AGENTS' SHOES

getting CLOSER, ASw-

BACKX TO SHOT - DAXTON

recovers the right key, inserts it in the lock, and in an
instant, is IN the door, SLAMMING it behind him AS--

THE AGENTS

fan out ocutside the houseboat, their LEADER gesturing some
of them to move arcund the side--

INT. HQUSEBOAT - DAY

Daxton unbuttons his jacket and we sae the edge of a shoulder
holster. He reaches in, pulls ocut an automatic beretta, gives
the cartridge clip a snhove into place-- CLICK!

EXT. CLOSE UP - DOCR LOCK
as a small pick-instrument 1s inserted into the lock.
EXT. HCUSEZIBOAT PATIO - DAY

Some of the AGENTS hop the balcony, moving purposefully
toward the sliding glass door, while--

INT. HCUSEBQAT - DAY

Daxtcn hears the SCUFFLING on the balcony, moves toward the
curtained glass door, gun up and ready. As he moves tO the
curtains, the SCUFFLING DIES and everything becomes very still.

Daxton COCKS the beretta. A moment of taut SILENCE... THEN--
HE YANKS THE DOOR CPEN, JUST AS--one of the AGENTS knocks tne
gun from Daxton's hand, and pulls the same hand behind
Daxton's back in aikido fashion, turning him to f£ace:

THE THREE OTHER AGENTS who have just come through the front
door, and though they aren't the Russian baddies we expected,
they still appear to mean business. TWO MORE AGENTS come
through the sliding glass door.

The twe GRAB Daxton from behind, one on =sach arm, holding
ticht as the leader of the agents, CHARLIE, COCKS a long-
barrsled .44 Magnum and aims it directly in Daxton's face.

{CONTINUED)
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DAXTON
{a beat)
Charlie? You've got a lousy
sense ¢f humor.

CHARLIE
{lowering the gun)
We're the Government, What
d'va expect?

The agents let Daxton go, straightening his ruffled sleeves.

Everyone breaks into smiles and laughter as Charlie extsands
his hand to shake, and Daxton grips it firmly.

EXT. KAPPAN MARINA - PARKING AREA ~ POV THROUGH WINDSHIELD

ked near the pisr gantry.

&

Approaching the Black Limos

-

XEVIN (o.s.)
Hey, what's with the official-
locking limes?

LESLEY (o.s.)
People to see vour
father is mv cuess...

XT. PARKING AREA - DAY

]

Kaevin reaches Ior

as Leslev's Honda pulls in +o .
t the cars, obvicusly

nis backpack while Lesley star
af‘ected by what thev represent.

-
=

rlBﬂJ

{nozicin
a pause
You gonna come in and sav hi, or...?

Lesley locks from the cars to XKevin, fakes a smile

LESLEY
It's-- probably not a cgood idea--

KEVIN
{interrupting)
Yeah, Yeah, Ckay. I think vou'rs
blowing it, but whatever., It's
vour life.

H
[\Y]
¢t
ey
2N
Y

e climbs ocut of the car, closes the door, looks

e

KEVIN
Lock, M¥Mom~- 1I you wanna get LSac!
together-- and I'm net saving 7ol
do, kut IF veou do... vou have =0
make a little effort, vou Xnow?

he
N
[

I ’-'f'b'fmT\"”mﬂ 5
.

PREES W isp

22.
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LESLEY
Thanks, doctor.

KEVIN
My secretary'll bill vou.
See ya Sunday, I guess.

LESLEY
(hurt, but covering)
Have fun... you, too, Roveri...

23.

Kevin waves, heads down the pier walk. Lesley grips the steering

wheel, closes her eyes.
INT. HOUSEBOAT LIVING ROCM - DAY
Daxton stands with the GOVERNMENT AGENTS.

GOVERNMENT AGENT
The sub tape. That's all N.I.
was willing to say.

DAXTON
But what about the missiles?
They're being transported--

CHARLIE
The missiles can wait.
They need you there today, Peter.
Tomorrow at the latest buf I think
they'd prefer vesterdav.

The dcorbell RINGS. Daxton, standing nearby, answers it.
There are Xevin and Rover

DAXTON
Sport!
{suddenly frantic)
Dammit! Is your Mom still here?--

He dashes CUT past his son. Kevin looks at the Government
agents, They look back. Kevin points out the door.

KEVIN
That's my Dad.
(a beat)

Anvbody wanna see a card trick?
EXT. PARKING AREA - DAY

aAs Daxton beolts out into the parking lot, waving Efrantic-
ally, WE SEE Leslev’'s Honda driving away, out of sight,

DAXTON
Lesley!! LESLEY-ANNE?!

{CONTINUED)
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Realizing it's fut

ile, he drops his arms,

stands there

helplessly. Curicus HCUSEBOAT RESIDENTS watch...

EXT. POLYNESIAN VI

Palm trees, tr p;c
across a dirt road
CHILDREN play in a
that the hole is a

with dirty rainwats

SUPER: "OTO ISLAND,

THREE DAYS

As the TITLE
view.

FADES,
Unifcorms and

Leading them is an
GENERAL McDERMOTT.

Probably an ROTC
is of Aryan good-locks andéd has lighz,

DISSOLVE:

LLAGE -~ DAY

BIRD CALLS. Motley animals stagger
on unsteady l2gs, while naked NATIVE
nuge mud pool, and AS we begin 4o see
massive reptilian foogtporint filled
r, we:

NORTH OF MARQUESAS/ THE SOUTH PACIFIC
EARLIER"

& group of American GUERILLAS march
berats. They wield powerifiul carbine

in
i &
L Y

cfficious-locking officer: BRIGADIER-

eves. Not a crease out of place. Your hasic Nazi.

As McDermott's trcup trudges through the mud, WE SEE harri
NATIVES whimpering by the side of the road. A distant DCC
BARKS as the men stop and stare in disbelie? zz:

A thatched hut by the side of the road, which nas been
completely Zlattensed. McDermott looks around.

ACross the road: ancther Ilattened hut, this one chnarved
and smoldering. In the mud in front of it, a NATIVE MAN
sobs as ne clutches the blackened, burned remains of a
auman corpse. His wife. EZven McDermott locks scared now.
SUDDENLY~~ the ground shakes with a gigan=ic THUD-SCUND.
Then another. And ANOTHIR. The natives SHRIEX and scatter
in panic as the Commandos wateh in confusicn.

A NATIVE WOMAN runs up to McDermots, <ripping his uniform
jacket and BABBLING Polynesian BBERISH. She points to
the sky, in the direction of the thundering FOOT FALLS,

crimal horror in her face.

McDermott locks up,
thelr cuns, cne or
SCREAMSE znd the air

REGISTERS SHCCX, as :the guerilias pull
twe ©of them RUNNING AWAY AS “he woman
i3 splitc by a grezat SHRIEKING 20AR-- A0D=-

zaT. SAN FRANCISCO - DAY - ESTARLISHING

the beautiful city by the bay. The ROAR from the Drevious
scene ECHCES INTO the opening of =zhis shot, mhen fades 23
TRAFTIC and CITY SCUNDS.

All-Stzar in collecge, he
almost alpbino-ish, blu
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INT. NEWSPAPER OFFICE =~ DAY

MARY WOODRUFF pulls a teletype sheet from the machine,
reads it aloud as she walks to her desk. Other REPCRTERS
and EDITORS work all around the busy office.

MARY
"Village destroyed... South Pacific..
Defense attache McDermott refused
to postulate a cause for the
catastrophe..."”

Sitting behind her word processer, DANA KRYER, early 20's,
more attractive than she needs to be, chews her tongue and
aims a dart at a dartboard tacked to the wall. She FIRES the
dart AT CAMERA, and it lands-- THUNK-- in the dartboard next
to the window.

MARY
{cont’'d, sitting
at her desk)
Somehow I feel there's an
analogy to my love life in
this storv...

DANA
{aiming a second dart)
Methinks thou dost protest
too much. ..

She FIRES the dart-- It hits the window with a XREECH,
falls to the floor.

MARY
That's what you get for trying
to throw darts and quote
Shakespeare at the same time.

Dana smiles sweetly, goes back to work, tip~tapping the
Xeys of her word processor as a friendly old SECURITY GUARD,
WALT, ambles by.
DANA
{(not looking up
from ner work)
Hey, Walt. How's the security
biz?

WALT
Sucks.

Dana smiles and nods as a shadow falls across her desk.

TONY {o.s.)
S'cuse me. Are you Dana Kryer?

MARY
She's the emotional tvpe.

{CONTINUED)

25.
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DANA
(glaring at Mary)
That's Kryer. With a 'K'

TONY O'ROARKE hands Dana a tattered news clipping. We can
READ the headline: "FISHING TRAWLER MYSTERY OFF SAN MIGUEL".

TONY
Yeah, well, uh, my name's
C'Roarke. Tony O'Roarke. I was
kind of, you know, working that
rig when it happened. This is
vour by-line, right?

Intrigued, and a little flustersd, Dana goes for pen and saper.

She glances at Mary, whe is grinning and giving Dana a thumb-~
and~forefinger "ckay" sign. Translation: "Go for it".

DANA
Uh, yeah, um... do ycu have
something you'd like to add to
the story, or...

TONY
Just thig--

He reaches into his jacket-- Mary tenses up, looks to Walt,
who 1s about to go for his gun, WHEN-- Matt pulls out some-
thing wrapped in plastic. He removes the plastic and places
the object on Dana's desk.

It is a pre-historic TRILOBITE, one of the first life forms
on earth, and extinct ncw for three hundred million years., It
is still wet, crannies caked with ssaweed.

Dana stares at the thing, perplexed, then looks up at the
others...

INT. COLLEGE LECTURE HALL - START CLOSE ON BALINGER

Professor GERALD BALINGER, that is. Mid-30's, shirt and tie

(askew), somwhere between preppv and disheveled. As he finishes

writing a word on the blackboard, he turns--

BALINGER
"Palec... biclogy”... You're
all thinking, 'Nifty word, prof.
But what the heck does it mean?'

--to a lecture hall £illed with bored COLLEGE STUDENTS. AS
Balinger paces before the first row of seats, he wields a
long pointer, which he abruptly PCOINTS AT a doocdling FRAT BOY

BALINGER
Iliuminate us, Mr., Wilevy.

(CONTINUED)

26.
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FRAT BQY

(locking arocund, shrugging)

I dunno, the... study of the organic
make—up es... LJ[P"E!‘-!:LJTYK lifa,
BALINGER
Close. Very close. Actually, what
we're talking about here is the
study of the organic make-up of
prehistoaric life,
FRAT BOQY
That's what I said.
BALINGER
Don't he a wise-ass.
(adopting an academic zone)
Raianb;nlngv” then, as essaved
by Professor Gerald Balinger-- and
I suggest vou rszad his work, by the
way. Brilliant man! Brilliancg!
STUDENTS react to the lecturs. Some listening raptly. Other
sncoze-c~rama. The frat beoy Zlirts with a SCRORITY GIRL.
BALINGER
anyway, DJr. Balincer hycoithesized
a form of life resembling =he dino-
saurs, but which actually sre-dated
them bv a hundred million years.
Now, using the Blg Rang <cheorv as a
refgrence point-- as I'm sure many
of you Jo--
The class CHUCKLES aS Balinger notices something at the kac
of the rcom:
RANA, slipping through the door, =rving %o be innocuous, bu
failing since her and Balinger's gazss lock instantly.
BALINGER
~-and... presuming, ©I course, that
the power 1t tock to create a solar
system wWas a zoWer sourcs in the
"atomic" sense as we kKnow i1t zodav--
GEEXY STUDENT
You mean zost-~Hiroshima.
ZALINGER
Give that man 2 s:tuffed animal.
A5 Ne Continues, Balinger sets Zown the Dointar and Zoss <o
tae plackboard fo sketch a guick, dingsuar-likxe beas=. Zars
lilztens intently from the back of the lecture hall.
CONTINUEDS
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CONTINUED

BALINGER
-~the incredibly clever Dr. Balinger
envisioned an intermediary animal of
thecondent physiognomy, say that three
times fast, prcbably amphibigus in
nature, which had an internal life/power
system—-

He draws a stomach-like circle inside the monster drawing
and makes slashes indicating great forces of power.

BALINGER
--0of an atomic or nuclear nature, and
please don't fall asleep in my class,
Pebhie—-~-

DEBBIE wakes up, goes scarlet,

BALINGER
Thank you-~ thus making thig Pre-
Triassic, reptilian organism
impervious to the kinds of dangers and
ills which befall we lesser, cardio-
vascular-oriented life forms. There's
a guestion?

DUMB FRAT BOY
Yeah, uh, Dr. Balinger? I was wondering,
how does this relate to cell reproduction?
I mean--

SORORITY GIRL
(backing him up)
Yeah, like, is this gonna be on the
mid~term?

The whole class watches Balinger for the answer. He is clearly
shattered that no-one cares what he has been saying.

BALINGER
(after a pause)
Class? I sincerely hope that some-
time this week, each and every one
of you suffers a grisly and spectacular
death. Get outa here.

The class is up like a shot, the NOISE deafening. Many STUDENTS
g0 up to Balinger to hand in lab assignments ag he packs his
lecture notes from the podium and puts on his jacket. Dana
codges the students filtering out, goes up to Balinger.

DANA
Ne need to let them go on my account.

BALINGER
I let them go because 2) it's ten

(CONTINUED)
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BALINGER {(CCNT'D)
to the hour, and B) their minds
are on a different aspect of
biology, IF you know what I mean.
Should I know you?

DANA
We had an interview. Dana Kryer?

Balinger stares dumbly for an instant, then, realizing, he
mimes shooting himself in the head, and reaches out to shake.

BALINGER
Oh, yeah, Kryer. Sensitive type,
huh?

DANA

(like ice}
Xryer. With a 'K'.

EXT. UNIVERSITY QUAD - DAY

And a beautiful one. Blue sky, green grass, regal buildings,
and STUDENTS eyerywhere. WE TRACK Dana and Balinger as they walk.

BALINGER
So... what can I do Igr you, Ms.
Kryer with a 'K'?

An energetic T.A. runs bv.

T.A.
Tennis, Jer! Don't forget!

BALINGER
{waving)
We're there, bro!
{back to Dana)
Sorry about that.

Darna is fishing in her purse.

DANA
That's okay, um... the reason I
wanted to see you--
(pulls out the
trilobite)
Qur science aditcr thought you might
be able to tell me what thisz is.

She hands it to him. He takes it, STOPS, examines it.

BALINGER
Hm... I'd say that's the second best
reproducticn of a trilobize I’'ve
ever seen...
{(CONTINULES WALKING)
(CONTINUED]
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BALINGER (CCONT'D)
The first is in the Smithscnian, of
course. I love the sea-weed, by the
way. Great touch.

He continues to examine it. Intrigued. Tranfixed even.

DANA
Reproduction. Why not a real
trilobite?

BALINGER

Well, mostly 'cause real trilobites
have been extinct for... 360
million years. Give or take. If

you do find a real one, though,

let me know. I could really use a
Nobel prize.

QFFICIAL VOICE (o0.s5.)
Dr. Balinger?

Approaching a particular building, Balinger and Dana look up.
Standing on the steps above them are TWO sour-loocking GOVERN-
MENT MEN in dark, three-plece suits. The Glee Club they ain't.

BALINGER
Don't tell me. Glee Club, right?
(back to Dana)
Was there anvthing else, uh...?

She shakes her head, a little hefuddled.

BALINGER
Heck, that was easy.
{aside to Dana)

Right now, locks like the 3State
Department needs me,.

DANA
Well, thank you very much for your
time,

They shake hands and we can tell from the moment that there
is an attracticon here. Fickle Dana.

BALINCER
No problem, you're very welcome.
Where'd you find this, by the way?

DANA
Uh, friend of mine. & salilor.
BALINGER
Well, tell Popeve he may be on to
something. Would you mind if I

{(CONTINUED)
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BALINGER
borrowed it for a few days? You
. know, show the staff?

Dana shrugs, letting him keep it.

BALINGER
Thanks.

She exchanges glances with him, locks at the G-Men, LEAVES.

BALINGER
Actually it's a lousy reproduction,
but now I have an excuse for her to
come back. What can I do for you
gentlemen?

GOVERNMENT MAN
Dr. Balinger, we're with the Stats
Department.

INT. AIRPORT = DAY

TRAVELERS carrying luggage, P.A. VOICES announcing arrivals
and departures. Balinger stands at a phone booth, talking
animatedly, covering his ear. A small duffle bag rests at his
feet, along with his hriefcase.
. BALINGER
... I don't know, I have no idea...
They said I was recommended. Yeah,
they booked me a f-- Well, honey, I
know we had a date, but what do you
want me to do?
(a beat)
Waaaliiit a minute, who's the one who's
always jabbering about having to break
away?-- Come on! This is vour chance,
for Pete's sake!-- No, I'm early. The
plane deesn't leave for half an-- I
promise! BACK by Sundav night!
(another pause)
Lady. Listen to me. Either we're
having a relationship, or we're not,
right? Huh? This is a cne-time-only
offer. Not available in stores. All
vou have to do is say yes. It's an
gasy word, too. One syllable. Three
letters. Piece of cake! Lemme start
you. Okay, make a 'v' gound, "Yuuhhhh..."

INT. AIRPORT LOUNGE -~ A LITTLE LATER

" Balinger sits in the departure gate waiting area. He checks
21s watch, looks up. He breaks into a beaming grin, RISES.

BALINGER
A) you look beautiful. andé

03]

(CONTINUED)
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BALINGER (CCGNT'D)
you made the right decision.
Trust me. I'm a doctor...

And now WE SEE Balinger's lady-friend. Dressed for travel,
holding a small suitcase. And he's right. She looks terrific.
Terrific and a little scared. She is LESLEY-ANNE DAXTON.

FADE TO:
EXT. BAJA DESERT -~ DAY

Yellow and arid and unpleasant; a blistering expanse of sand
and shrubbery. A soft WIND BLCOWS AS WE: SUPER: "BAJA"

As the TITLE FADES, we HEAR the SOUND of a four-wheel drive
vehiicle REVVING close by. Which is disconcerting since all we
can see for miles is the landscape of dunes. As the SOUND gets
louder, little lizards scuttling for cover, we notice a rise
near CAMERA-- AND SUDDENLY-~-

AN OPEN ARMY JEEP JUMPS the dune from out of nowhere, all four
wheels off the ground for an instant, the vehicle SAILING AT US--

ZXT. DESERT - MOVING WITH JEEDP - DAY

as it lands hard on the ground, shocks bouncing, sand clouds
trailing. A petrifjied ARMY OFFICER stares at Peter Daxiton, who
is sitting in the front passenger seat, grinning apologetically.
The driver: KEVIN. He is wearing his Giants' cap, and if you
think he's having fun, you're right. He HOWLS like a wolf.

POV FRCOM JEEP - MOVING FaAST

across the landscape, sand and rocks ZQOMING AT US as the jeep
bounds over one dune after another, until finally=--WE JUMP A
FINAL GRADE, and the vast Pacific Ocean comes into view—-

EXT. EDGE OF THE BEACH =~ BAJA - DAY

Kevin pulls the jeep to a halt beside other army vehicles,
ARMY PERSONNEL scuttling to and fro all arocund AS: the irked
army cfficer looks daggers at Daxton, but the second the man
turns to disembark, Daxton gives the old 'thumbs-up' tc Kevin,
who 1s naturally grinning from ear to ear.

PERSONNEL go up to meet Daxton, and there is a sudden flurry
of sobering urgency as Daxton and Kevin climbs out cf the
jeep, looking around at some great o.s. commotion.

EXT. EDGE OF THE BEACH - NEARBY

ANOTHER jeep pulls in, its sole passenger a bewildered DR.
BALINGER. As he and the DRIVER get out, a SECURITY OFFICER
up to Ballinger with a pen-and-clipboard, as YET ANOTHER MAR
leads them away, CAMERA TRACKING THEM.

-

ans
NE

IS
-
o
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MARINE ON BEACH
Professor, would you follow me?
BALINGER
(taking the clipkoard)
What's this?
SECURITY MAN ON BEACH
Just routine, sir, you vow not to
divulge to any upauthorized persons
or parties, any informetion concerning
what vou will see today, vis=-a-vis
Army Code Jjurisdiction=-- 7337, in
accordance with=--
They arrive where Daxton is conferring with DEQSCNNEL. The
leading MARINE interrupts the security officer to make terse
introductions.
MARINE CN REACH
Commander, this is Dr. Gerald
Balinger, Irom Berkelev.
Thev hastilv shake nhands AS--
BALINGER
(very osleasant)
Hdellec, how are vou, what the hell's
geing on arcund hers?
--tie narried GENERAL XIRBY Irom our prologue AFPPIARS, wizin
nis forhead, interrupting Balinger--
GENERAL KIRBY
Will you gentlemen follow me, please?
--and lzading the entire group away. Balinger is mcrs confu
than ever. Daxton i1s looking around for Kevin.
ZXT. BOTTOM OF BLUFT - BAJA - DAY - FOLLOWING KEVIY
as ne cuﬁloquy makes his way past ARMY PERSONNEL to =zhe
sQurce of some greatT Commotion, and as he vlows through the
legs of MEXICAN LOCALS, CAMERA BCOMS UP TO REVEAL:
SEVERAL DOZEN of the LOCALS all YELLING and arguing wish a
line of Mexican Qfficials, whom we will call TEDERALIS. The
unlformed Federales are holding the locals awav Srom seeins
over the blulf which descends ©o the teach below.

FEDERALE TEDERALZE
Ulspersense de acguil Yuelvan a sus casas!
Vuelvan a sus casas! Zsta es proprisdad

mrivada!l
3aCK TC XEVIY - CAMERA FCOLLCOWING CLCSs:
CCONTINUED)
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as he works his way THROUGH the locals, making his way to:

EXT. BOTTOM QF BLUFF - EDGE OF THE CROWD

Kevin emerges. SEEING that the Federales are more concerned
with the mob-~ a concern edging intc a brawl, in facte=

FEDERALE
(threatening)
Agui no suceda nada! Dispersense!

--Kevin takes the opportunity to SCRAMBLE PAST THEM, and up
the bluff overlooking the beach, where:

EXT. BLUFF OVERLOCKING BEACH - DAY

Kevin comes up over the rise, INTO CLOSE-UP-- And he actually
blanches at what he sees,.

EXT. BEACH - ANOTHER ANGLE - ARMY PERSONNEL

as Daxton, Balinger, et al come inteo view. A similar reaction.
CAMERA CLOSES ON BALINGER, who looks like his whole 1ife has
led up to *this one moment.

BACKX TC XEVIN
Still in shock at the signt, and finally:
EXT. POV OF BEACH - WIDE - DAY

and on the beach, lying on its side in a fetal position, is
a2 dead reptilian creature roughly the size of a house. Jeeps
are parked all around it, and ARMY SCIENTISTS and PERSONNEL
pace its edges, marvelling and CALLING measurements to one
another. It has a vaguely infant-like guality: gnarled,
stubby claws, its forearms crossed in the traditional death-
pose; a short, wide tail that curves inward, tapering to a
point; odd, bumpy ridges lining its spine, and dead, vellow
eyes, rolled up into their sockets.

And there is something pathetic about the giant beast's
mummy-like corpse, seaweed handing from its mouth, its
armor-like skin baking in the sun. Qut of its element; in
a place and age it doesn't beloeng...

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM - NIGHT - START CLOSE ON DAXTCN
DAXTON
On May the first, at 0700 hours
2.5.7., the U.S. Naval Station at
de Adentro monitored an unidentified
blip on sonar...

AND WIDEN TO REVEAL OFFICIALS, some of whom we saw on -he

(CONTINUED)
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bedach, sitting around a long table under a single source of
illumination.

DAXTON
The source would not respond to
repeated attempts at radioc trans-
mission, so a diving team, led by
myself, was dispatched to investi-
gate., We identified the object as
an incapacitated Alpha-type nuclear

submarine.
AN OFFICIAL
Whose?
DAXTON
(a beat)

The Soviet Union's
The place falls apart: CHATTER and excited COMMOTION.

" DAXTON

(loudly, *to regain order)
WHAT WE FOUND-=-

(QUIET returns)
wWhat we found was that the crew...
had been killed, apparently by a
toxic phosgen gas, which somehow
passed through the Hvdrocarbon
scrubber and intoc the ventilation
system. Now we're assuming this
was due tc damage to the sub, and
a video surveillance tape indicates
that... the creature we saw today
was responsible for these damages--—-

General BUZZING and commotion.
AN QFFICIAL
Okay, wait a minute, hold cn--
You're implying that thing was
alive last week?!

At some point, we CUT TO A CLOSE~UP of GENERAL KIRBY, looking

nervous, dabbing his forehead with his ubiguitous hankerchief.

DAXTON
No, I'm not implving that. I'm
telling you that.

And a CLOSE UP on BALINGER. Intrigue. Disbelief. Wender.

AN OFFICIAL
This is a joke, right?

35.
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DAXTON
We also found that all the torpe-
dces aboard the sub had been fired,
including one ¢f three small, light-
welght missiles. Prototypes. We don't
quite know what they are but it
locked like there was a mutiny over
whether they should be deploved or
not. McDermott?

And a stern~lcoking, blues-~eyed officer leans forward from the
shadows into the light, and we immediately recognize the leader
of the excursion toc Oto Island: BRIGADIER-GENERAL McDERMOTT.

McDERMCTT
General... McDermott. And I'4d
like to know where those missiles
are now?

DAXTON
They're on their way to San Francisco,
where they'll be stored pending
negotiations with the Scviet diplomats--

MCcDERMOTT
(interrupting)
I see, but how do we know that
that dinosaur--

BALINGER
Uh, it's not a dinosaur.

MCDERMCTT
How do we know that dinocsaur
isn't a commie secret weapon?

Balinger grins stupidly and points at McDermot: as if expect-
ing Allen Funt to pop up at any moment.

BALINGER
Who 1s this guy?

McDERMOTT
May I finigh?

BALINGER
{puts up a finger as
if to hush evervbody)
Shhh! Everybody. General Jack D.
Ripper speaks.

McDERMOTT
{ignoring him)
Gentlemen, we don't have any proof
that thing was alive...

{CCNTINUED)

36.



CONTINUED

27T,

THROUGH the following speech, CAMERA PUSHES IN ON McDERMOTT

and WE INTERCUT
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order to establish
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BALINGER'S VOICE
(through speaker)
No, it's okay! All right, pal,
you're such an expert, YOU tell
us what that thing is!

ARMY SCIENTIST'S VOICE
(through speaker)
My real opinion?

--T0 a receiver and tape recorder, reels turning. Sitting over
the machine is one of the RUSSIAN AGENTS who hi-jacked the
Mexican fishing boat. KRUSCHKOV paces back and forth.

BALINGER'S VQICE
Ne, lie to us! Make something up!

ARMY SCIENTIST'S VCICE
(dead serious)
I think this is the tip of an
ice-berg... I think we may be
facing an invasion of creatures
from cuter space-—-

PETROVICH
(in RUSSIAN)
They speak in code as though
they know we are spying on them!
This situation does not require
these tactics! Why are we not
negcotiating in the open?!

KRUSCHKQOV
(in RUSSIAN)
And why do you underestimate me,
Dr, Petrcvich? I will retrieve
your missiles... I have a plan...

As the DIN of the now-chaotic conference RISES over the tap-
speaker, Kruschkov grins sadistically...

SLaM CUT TO:
EXT. BAJA HOTEL COURTYARD - NIGHT

SPANISH GUITAR MUSIC. Daxton and Balinger walk past a fountain,
and past tables where HOTEL GUESTS sip cocktails. Huge columns
in the f£.g. A star-filled sky overhead.

BALINGER
(excited)
They're living in the S0's,
for Chrissake!

DAXTCN
{(cautiously)
Professocr, I appreciate vour
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DAXTON (CONT'D)
enthusiasm, but you're here as
a scientist-- you signed a con-
tract to keep a low profile,
remember?

BALINGER
You are gonna tell the public,
aren't you?

CAXTON
Of course. Eventually. But the
Soviet thing complicates matters.
You can appreciate that, can't

you?
BALINGER
(apologetically)
Yeah... Sure. I'm sorry... this

is a big day for me, you know?

They pass a particular column to which Kevin has been securely
bound with rope. We see him struggling to escape.

BALINGER

Isn't that...

DAXTON
{(no big deal)
Yen.

BALINGER
Kinky devil...

Kevin RUNS up into frame, now f£ree of his bonds. Triumphant.

KEVIN
Seven seconds!

DAXTON
You've done better, Sport.
Who'd vou get to do the tying?

KEVIN
Some guy selling Chicklets. I
gave him a dime.

They stop just outside the hotel lobby.
BALINGER
Listen, you wanna have a drink or
something, 'cause, uh, I brought
my lady-friend with me, and...

Daxton pales, staring o.s. LESLEY steps into view, egually
shocked, wearing a lovely evening outfit. Their eves are locked.

{CONTINUED)
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BALINGER
And here she is now! Hey, it
occurs to me that you two have the
same na-- Honey? You're staring at
each other. Why do I suddenly
wish I was never born?

Kevin, realizing the circumstances, RUNS AWAY.

LESLEY
KEVINZ!

EXT. EDGE OF THE COURTYARD - NIGHT

As Kevin bolts away, he passes a particular pillar, behind
which the evil KRUSCHXKOV stands in the shadows, grinning.

BACK TO SCENE

DAXTCN
I tried to tell vou when yvou
dropped him off--

LESLEY
You could have called. I know
it would be a novelty, bu:t--~

BALINGER

{locking at his watch)

Darn it! I just remembered a
dentist appointment--

Wisely, he beats the proverbial hasty retreat.

DAXTON
Now you make me feel like I'm
in a Coddamn scap opera! How
long have you and him--

LESLEY

Do you relly care?! After ten
years of crying myself to sleep
wondering if the KGB was going to
send vou back toc me in a plastic
bag-~ Peter, I don't care how im-
portant your Government crap is,
it wasn't worth losing vyour eve,
or our marriage, and I will NOT
have ocur son dragged into ihl!

EXT. BOTTCM COF BLUFF - NIGHT

We SEE TWO ARMY GUARDS chatting in the f.g., while Kevin sneaks
»ast them in the bh.g., and--

ZEXT. BLUFY OVERLCOKING THE BEACH - NICHT

{CONTINUED)
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Kevin comes over the rise, then sits down in the grass, loocking
down at the glant monster corpse on the beach below.

EXT. BLUFF - CLOSE ON XEVIN

Watching dreamily, the breeze ruffliing his hair. A HAND reaches
out from the darkness behind him.

BALINGER
Godzilla.

Kevin STARTS.

BALINGER
Sorry...

He sits beside Kevin, who recovers from the scare.

BALINGER
Mem and Dad are having a talk.
KEVIN
What'ja say before? "Godzilla?"
BALINGER
{pause)

It's an old Japanese legend.

The fisherman of Xume Shima used
to speak of this great monster
that rose from a veolcanc. A
monster the size of a mountain,
they said. They called him "God-
zilla", "King c©f the Dragons",
"The Monster God"

KEVIN
Dragon? Could he breathe fire?

BALINGER
(wistfully)
Not any mcre, he can't...

EXT. BEACH - BAJA ~ NIGHT - FROM BEHIND KEVIN AND BALINGER

The pre-historic carcass is covered in giant sheets of tarpaulin,
which flap in the audible BREEZE. Everything is awash in the
soft blue of moonlight. Very calm and peaceful...

EXT. THE PACIFIC - QIL DERRICK ~ NIGHT

An awkward metal structure, the kind shpaed like a dinosaur--
surrounded by miles of ccean and pitch darkness. Its tiny
pinpoint lights pierce the fog, and a distant BUOY~CLANG
wafts across the calm water. SUPER: "POINT SUR, CALIFORNIA"

INT. NIGHTWATCHMAN'S OFFICE - NIGHT

(CONTINUED)
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Musty walls. Shadows. A yellowed Penthouse calender and a single
bare light bulb over the desk where a YOUNG-ish DERRICK GUARD
listens to scratchy 50's rhythm~-and-blues on a portable cassette
player. He beats the desk with his palms, playing percussion.

He reaches for a roach-clipped joint from an ashtray, takes a
hit AS-- another, aged GUARD APPEARS in the docorway, out of
the fog like some mystical sage.

OLD DERRICK GUARD
August 5th, 194s5,.,.

YOUNG DERRICX GUARD
Don't tell me. "Spitfire" Dan
Bolling...

The older guard pours himself some coffee as the MUSIC PLAYS.

QLD DERRICK GUARD
(nostalgically)

"Spitfire” was the best, you
punk. We delivered the bomb a
day ahead of schedule, but ol'
Dan wouldn't let 'em have it
"til the hour before the bomber
wWas goénnha gc up...

YOQUNG DERRICK GUARD
{his feet on the desk)
This story just gets better and
better. 'Specislly after the
thousandth time.

The elder guard sets down his coffee, and GRABS the cassette
player, ripping its power cord from the wall--

CLD DERRICK GUARD
That's it, you punk! You anéd vour
stupid rock and rhythm--

¥YOUNG DERRICK GUARD
No, man-- HEY~-- BE COQCL!

EXT. DERRICK PLATFORM - NIGHT

The clder guard comes out of the office, carrying the cassette
machine, going to the guard rail. The concerned younger guard
follews him out, still holding his loco weed.

CLD DERRICK GUARD
No respect for vour elderse-

He raises the machine over his head, CACKLING, AS-—--

YOUNG DERRICK GUARD
Don't man, that's a wo hundred
dollar machine! !=- .
- chine (CONTINUED)
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--the o0ld man THROWS it over the side of the platform. A dis-
tant SPLASH. He turns, grinning gleefully.

QLD DERRICX GUARD
How do you think we WCON the war,
anyway? Listening to negro music?!

As he bubbles with crazed satisfaction, a GIGANTIC MONSTER HEAD
RISES from the sea behind him, eyes gleaming in the night, hun-
dreds of razor-sharp teeth lining its mouth. The ferccious,
saurian face of GODZILLA. The real one, this time. And his

head dcesn’t stop at platform level, either, but KEEPS RISING
Up, OUT OF FRAME, AS--

The younger guard blanches, craning his neck upward with the
rising o.s. beast. He loocks at his joint, throws it away, con-
tinues to look up with dumbfounded terror, AS--

OLD DERRICK GUARD
(oblivious to Godzilla)
Now you wanna talk real music,
let's talk Benny Goodman! Glenn
Miller! Let's talk the Dorsey
Brothers!

He notices the young guard's stare, and slowly turns, SEEING
the awesome creature looming overhead--

OLD DERRICE GUARD
Holy Mother of Jesus Christ.

He is rooted with fear to the spot AS the younger guard DASHES--
INT. NIGHTWATCHMAN'S COFFICE - NIGHT

~=INTC the office, where he fumblingly grabs a revolver frcm
a hanging holster. He bolts back CUT--

BACK OUTSIDE

The terrified older guard stares almest straight up, indicating
how truly huge the monster really is, AS the younger guard
emerges and aims, FIRING the gun. WE HEAR deep, rescnant
"GGGRRR's" from above,

Realizing its futility, the voung guard HURLS the gun away,
SHOVING the older man-- whe is too petrified to move=-- into
action.
YOUNG DERRICK GUARD
The pressure gauge! GET THE PRES~
SURE GAUGE!!
EXT. DERRICK CONTRCL PLATFORM -~ NIGHT

As a mountainous, scaly form passes beside the derrick-- great

(COMNTINUED)
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misshapen spinal plates discernible in the fog-~- the young
watchman dashes to a control panel in the f.g., frantically
£licking switches--

INSERT -~ A HAMMER

hanging on a tool rack. The young guard's hand GRABS IT, AS--
EXT. OIL DERRICK - NIGHT

The dinosaur-like drill begins pumping up and down. Just before
we CUT-~ GODZILLA lowers himself to face off with the barrel-
head, the monster's inguisitive face shrouded bv fog.

EXT. SECCND CONTROL PLATFORM - CLOSE ON OLD DERRICK GUARD

The terrified older watchman twists a dial frantically With
both hands, constantly looking over his shoulder as a little
meter tells us the ©il pressure is RISING-~

EXT. THE DERRICK HEAD

continues to pump up and down.

EXT. DERRICX PLATFORM ~ MAIN PIPES

The voung guard dashes up to the pipes, loud, uncertaln
GROWLING SOUNDS from above him. He CHOPS at a pipe with the
claw-end of the hammer, swinging hard for all he's werth--
EXT. SECOND CONTROL PLATFORM

The terrified older guard, not knowing what's happening--—

QLD DERRICK GUARD
PUNK?! WHAT ARE YOU DOIN'?! GARY?!

EXT. THE DERRICK HEAD - BACK TC SHOT

AS TWO HUGE REPTILIAN CLAWS emerge from the fog, one of them
hesitantly touching the moving pump, as if petting it--

EXT. MAIN PIPES - BACK TO SEOT

as the younger guard swings again, and KAPSSSHH!-— RBREAKS the
pipe so that a jet of oil SEQOOTS QUT, AND=-

EXT. THE DERRICX HEAD

as cne of GODZILLA'S claws forms & FIST and BASHES IT--
EXT. SECCHD CONTROL PLATFCRM

The cold guard, starting to panic.

CLD DERRICK GUARD
[{CONTINUED}
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OLD DERRICK GUARD (CONT'D)
GET ME QUTA HERE!! GET ME OQFF THIS
GODDAMN SHITHOLE PIECE OF METAL--
EXT. MAIN PIPES - THE YOUNG DERRICK GUARD

pulling off his jacket, socaking it in the spray;nq_oil. Hea‘c
fiddles with a lighter, flicking it, LIGHTING his jacket aflame~-

EXT. THE DERRICK HEAD

as GODZILLA, mostly out of frame, SMASHES it angrily, his great
GROWL edging into an outright ROAR, AND--

EXT. MAIN PIPES - THE YOUNG DERRICK GUARD

throwing his flaming jacket into the oil-jet, so that--

MAIN PIPES « NEW ANGLE

A JET QOF FLAME SHOOTS AT CAMERA=-- AND--

EXT. OIL DERRICK - LOW ANGLE

GODZILLA'S pre~histeric figure is illuminated for an instant by
the BLAST of fire, and he ROARS with surprise, grappling his
face with his claws, and-~-

EXT. SECOND CONTRCL PLATFORM - CLOSE ON OLD DERRICX GUARD

AS HE SCREAMS WITH A TERROR THAT IS APPROACHING INSANITY, AND--
EXT. SECOND CONTROL PLATFORM - LOW ANGLE

as GODZILLA'S RCAR is accompanied by his great FIST, COMING
DOWN AT CAMERA--

EXT. OIL DERRICK -~ SECOND CONTRCL PLATFORM - WIDE
as the old derrick guard's SCREAMS are snuffed by the CLAW

AS IT CRASHES DOWN, SMASHING THE PLATFORM TO BITS, DEBRIS
FLYING AT CAMERA, AND--

EXT. OIL DERRICK - MAIN PIPES - NIGHT

The frazzled younger guard, ccvered in oil, BABBLING to keep
himself company--

YOUNG DERRICK GUARD
summer teb, I said, I'm not
comin' back, half an hour to get
out here, the hours arse lousy {(etc.)...

He i1s desverately trying to rig the jacket trick again, but
the stupid lighter won't light. Only sparks--

(CONTINUED)
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YOUNG DERRICKX GUARD
(erying now)
Come on, you stupid scn-of-~-a-
bitch, will you LIGHT, you stupid--

EXT. OIL DERRICK - FULL SHOT - NIGHT

Through the mist, we discern GODZILLA'S gargantuan form as

he ROARS and demolishes the oil derrick with fury. Even ob-
scured by the fog, the monster is clearly far bigger than

the derrick itself. His jagged spinal plates START TC GLOW AS--

EXT. OIL DERRICK - MAIN PIPES - NIGHT
The young derrick guard, frantically flicking the lighter--

YOUNG DERRICK GUARD
Please, God, please, I'm not asking
that much...

AND IT LIGHTS. Which burns the youth's oil-slicked hand.
Which makes him drop the lighter. Which IGNITES THE ENTIRE
DECK. WHICH CAUSES A RUSH OF FLAME TO ENGULPE THE MAIN PIPES~-

EXT. THE PACIFIC - LONG SHOT ON DERRICK - NIGHT

In the distance, the flaming derrick, and 2 huge shape, sil-
hocuetted against the crackling FLAMES. THEN, from across the
water, the familiar SHRIEKING RCAR of GODZILLA as the night
horizon is LIT by a great atcmic glow, which recedes, the derrick
still burning, reflecting dappled orange con the dark water...

FADE OUT
INT. NEWSPAPER OFFICE - DAY - CLOSE ON TELETYPE

‘as a PRINT-OUT APPEARS, CLICKING computer-style. It is a Coast
Guard report on the discovery of the oil derrick catastrophe.
Cause of the damages and fates of the vanished watchmen: UNKNOWN.

DANA

reads the reslease. We SEE in her face that a chord has been '
struck. She tears off the page, goes to her desk, grabs her things
and heads OUT determinedly, passing Mary's desk.

MARY
Dana? You going to check out
that North Beach porno thing?
{(but Dana is GONE)
There goes a dedlicated reporter.
OR she has a date, the scum.

INT. TONY'S APARTMENT - LOOKING OUT WINDCOW ONTO BROADWAY ~ DAY

WE SEE the Northheach bars and strip~joints, gaudy, flashy

{CONTINUED)
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signs and SLEAZY HUSTLERS, AS--

HUSTLER'S VQICE
Check it out! No cover charge!
Yo, right here~- Male~Female
love, take a f£ree look!

CAMERA PULLS BACK IN toc the apartment, and MONSTER SOUNDS
drown out the hustler's bark. The place is a mesgs. Tony lies
on a disheveled cot near the window, cradling a bottle of
Wild Turkey and watching "RODAN" on a blackw~and white TV set.
There is a KNOCK on the door.

TONY
I den*t have the rent, so--
(turning to the door)

Well... if it ain’'t Brenda Starr.
Can a guy get drunk in peace, or
what?

There, in the open doorway, is Dana. She scans the place.

DANA
Nice place.

TONY
It's a dump. Have a seat.

Cana ventures in.

DANA
I, uh... came to see why vou
didn't follow up on that thing
you brought me...

She sits in a ragged, Salvation Army lounde chair.

TONY
Look... Lady... I didn't ask vyou
here, and I'm partially wasted
right now, so I'll tell you what.
I'm gonna sit here and get my
daily exercise and tell you a
story, and if you get bored, vou
can split, cause I don't really
care one way or the cther.

He reaches for a pile of dirty laundry on the bed. wads up items
of ¢lothing and SHCOTS AT a basket hanging over his closet door,

where they fall into a hamper underneath. This continues THROUGH:

TONY
See, not too long age, when I use
to f£ly choppers-- which, I can f£ly
any chopper they make on the planet,

e

just for the record-- I met ¢his

(CONTINUED)

&7



4%,

CONTINUED

TONY (CONT'D)

girl. Pretty stock so far, right?

Real babe, though. Locked a lot like

you.

{grins)

Anyways, things were okay, things

were peachy Except one dav she decides

to take off with some ski bum ¢or scme-
-  thing. Leaves me with my joy-stick,

and VLAMw-- gsuddenly I ain't got &

handle no mora... Then it hits me.

I'm £lvin', but I don't know why.

Then I figured it cut. See, vou can't

just do stuff. You gotta have some-

one to take vou sericusly, vou know?

My C.0.? Becoted me, that's how serious

he tock me... So along comes something,

you know, cut of the deep end. aAnd I

try to do somethin' about it and what

haprens? You sit there in your nice

clothes in your newspaper office and

vou lock at me likxe I'm Banana-nut

bread.

TONY
That's a real writer way oI zutilng
it, but veah, you gut a dent In 1%,
I guess.

DANA
I didn't mean to do that.
I'm sorry.

Tony shrugs. Dana rises and goces tc him.

DANA
Lock... Tcnv, right? Tony, I
think you found something important,
toe, and there's a scientist at

BerkeTey who might agree 1f we Ccan
only hit him over the head with the
evidenca.

TONY
What evicence?

DANA
Just some awiully welrd zhings
nappening out in the Pacilic. 2ut,
see, I need you as a wiitness, Lo
cestiliy that you really found Lt cut

£ RN Akt

PRSI R D
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DANA (CONT'D)
there, that it really happened.

TONY
Whoa, whoa, wait-- you're sayin'
you think there's a storv in it,
but, uh...

DANA
But what's in it for you?

He chalks up an imaginary score for her side.

DANA
I den't kxnow. Maybe nothing...
What else have you got to do?

A grin slowly unfolds on Tony's face. Rodan shrieks from the TV.
EXT. PRESIDIO GROUNDS - DAY - MISSILE MONTAGE -~ SUSPENSEFUL MUSIC

The missiles JUT AT CAMERA as they are unloaded by MARINES
and placed onto a roller. Daxton supervises, bu: his friend,
the agent CHARLIE does the actual talking. ARMED GUARDS stand by.

U.5. DIPLOMATS (v.oQ.)
Please remind your Ambassador that
the presence of your submarine and
the missiles aboard constitutes a
direct violation of the Prague peace
conference=-

QUICK INTERCUTS:
INT. EMBASSY CONFERENCE ROCM - DAY

DIPLCMATS around a table. General Xirby is here, nervous as
usual. The SOVIET AMBASSADOR BABBLES in RUSSIAN--

INTERPRETER AT EMBASSY
He says they were merely acting in
response to rumors of nuclear testing
in the South Pacific~--

INT. SLEEK CORRIDCR - PRESIDIO BUILDING - MUSIC CONTINUES
Sterile walls, futuristic orbs of light lining the ceiling.

ENLISTED MEN, led by the armed guards, roll the missile gurney
TOWARD CAMERA~-

INTERPRETER AT EMBASSY {(v.o.)
The Ambassadcr wants to know whare
the missiles are now...

The men turn the corner, rolling the "dragon" missiles into

{CONTINUED)
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a particular lab door. Behind them, a cigarette in his mouth,
is Daxton. CAMERA CLOSE CN HIM=--

U.S. DIPLCMAT (v.o.)
They are being held for study until
the political ramifications of all
this have been resolved, but you can
rest assured... they are in the
best of hands...

EXT. PACIFIC GROVE -~ DAY - ESTABLISHING -~ MUSIC THROUGH

SUPER: "PACIFIC GROVE, CALIFORNIA"

EXT. BEACESIDE ROAD - DAY ~FAVORING OCEAN

The MUSIC from the previous scene CONTINUES to build suspense-
fully as THREEE BOYS, ages 8~1l come up the road, the two
older ones playing "keep-away"” with something the younger owns.
WAY DISTANT, out in the ocean-- GODZILLA'S HEAD RISES from

the water, looking around, then submerges again. The bovs are

oblivicous., MUSIC REACEES CRESCENDO--

T
ITTL
T -
i<

r
You guys! Give

- m
1
Hog

O
'm telling!

INT. RESEARCH LAB CORRIDCR - DAY

Balinger turns a corner, wearing a suit, briefcase in hand.
He 1s SUDDENLY besieged by an onslaught of REPORTERS.

REPORTER #1 REPQRTER %2
Dr. Balinger, wculd vou what about rumors of a
explain why you toock a secret discovery in Baia
sudden sabbatical from Californiaz
vour teaching post at
Berkeley?
BALINGER
(WALKING)

No comment.

OBNOXIOUS REPORTER
Hey, I've been in the newspaper
business long enough to know that
'no comment' means there's a cover-up.

BALINGER
{smiling)
No comment.

He goes to a door marked "LABR 7". XNOCXS.

INT. LABORATORY - DAY - CLOSE ON LESLEY
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smoking a cigarette, pensive. Around her are tables, beakers,
chemical charts, etc. The trilobite sits on an exam table
behind her. She HEARS the KNOCK and goes to open the door.
Balinger COMES IN, closing the door on the HUB-HUB of the
REPORTERS.

BALINGER
I feel like I'm in a 30's movie.
"Come on, professor, is this on
the level? Give us the real scocp.”

LESLEY
I didn't want to bother vou..

BALINGER
Don't be silly--

He goes to give her a peck on the cheek. She pulls away.

LESLEY
I had a pleasant chat with your
answering machine last night...

BALINGER
well, honey, I was here. I told
vyou I would be...
{a pause)
You're still upset about Baja,
aren't you?

LESLEY
Ho! No, it was a freak coincidence,
I realize that.

BALINGER
So what's wrong?

He sets down his briefcase, giving her his full attentiocn.

LESLEY
I don't know... Me. You. Your
being here last night, andéd todavy,
and yesterday, and-- I guess I
just never learn, that's all.

BALINGER
Lesley, 1f you're implying what I
think you are, look around, will you?
I'm not globe-trotting with a cloak-
and-dagger, I'm loocking through
microscopeg--

LESLEY
I'm not referring ¢o my husband.
I'm talilking about obsessions.

(CONTINUED!
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Balinger paces, growing upset. He goes to the trilobite, picks

it up, gingerly.

ZALINGER

Jesus... Leslev-Anne,

listen to me.

Do you see this? Do you know what

52,

this is? This is a trilcobite. Not a
fossil of a trilchite, an ACTUAL
trilobite. Do you realize what that
means? This sucker's been extinct
for going con four hundreé millicon
vears!
He holds it under her nose. She is justifiably 2ut off by it
LESLEY
Thank God for that!
BALINGER

Don't you understand, 1
What's happening here is a

dream come true for me.
LESLEY

i know it is, Gerald. I know.
and I wish I shared vour dream.
But I just don't.

{suddenly emoticnal,

she starts OUT)
I have to go--

She orens the dcor and is swallowed by =he throng oi
MEDIA. Ralinger follows but doesn't vensure cut. He

after her:

calls

BALINGER
It wasn't your faul:z!

He closes the door, left alone again, helpless. He looks ac
the trilobite, his mind racing.
INT., OFFICE

LOBBY - DAY

Balinger i1s ON THE PHONE in the brightlv-lit office araa.
Zana and Tony APPEAR behind him, dodeing SECRETARIES.
BALINGER
Editorial, nlease-—- Yeah, I'm
looking for Dana Krver, Xrver.
. ¢ ot et et
That's with a "X,

“ana and Teny step up ri
chem awavy,

and he turns to shco th annoyed—-
BALINGER
Hcld on a zeg==-

'.*i'al.tl;xg

iy

. 5 v - . P - Y 5 = -l PR
ght Denind him. Dana 2a2s nls shoul
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Then he NOTICES who it is~~ DROPS the phone-- holds up the
rilobite. There is trememdous urgency in his manner.

BALINGER
Where'd you find this?

DANA
(swaetly)
Fine, thank vou. Nice to see
you, too.

BALINGER
Where'd yvou find this?!

DANA
(pointing to Tony)
He found 1t, actually.

BALINGER
You're Popeve?

TONY
Say what?

DANA

{trying to explain)
You Xnow, the salilor? Never mind.

BALINGER
WHERE DID YOU FIND THIS?!?

Aas Tony answers, Dana takes the oil derrick release from her
purse for Balinger to see, and he absently takes it, never
taking his eyes off Tony, wvery intense.

TONY
The ocean. Found it in the nets
after something almost sank our
fishing trawler,

BALINGER
Where, gxactly?!

TONY
{shrugs)
Near San Miguel--

BALINGER
SAN MIGUEL?! As in Californiaz!
When was this?!

TONY
Three days ago?

An ANXIOUS LAB ASSISTANT, one we saw on the beach in RBaja,
RUSHES UP TO BALINGER.

53.
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ANXIOUS LAB ASSISTANT
Dr. Balinger, you better come
guick!

He dashes off, the press release wadded in one hand. Tony
turns to Dana, as 1f he's just stepped off a roller coaster.

TONY
You didn't tell me the guy
was on speed.

INT. RESEARCH LAB CORRIDCR = DAY - TRUCKING WITH:

Balinger and the anxious lab assistant as they turn a corner,
barely running. Another LAB TECHNICIAN APPEARS with a white
lab coat and runs along with them, holding the coat up for
Balinger to slip into.

They come to a heavily-guarded door, marked: "OBSERVATION/
ANALYSIS -~ ABSOLUTELY NO UNAUTHORIZED PERSONNEL"--Balinger
stuffs the press release into the pocket of the lab coat,
then pulls out his wallet and shows his I.D. to the uniformed
SECURITY GUARD standing by the door. A SECOND GUARD watches,
as Balinger and the assistant are checked in.

SECURITY GUARD
Sorry we have to stick to routine,
Dr. Baling=--

BALINGER
That's okay, Herb--

INT. OBSERVATION/AIR LOCK BOOTH - DAY

A vacuum-sealed white room with a large viewing window which
cpens to & basketball court-sized arena, where the Baby
Godzilla corpse lies, surrounded by scaffolding and research
equipment.

As Balinger and the assistant ENTER, we SEE a LAB DOCTOR
loosening the collars of, and treating, TWO LAB ASSISTANTS who
are clearly suffering from fatigue, or God knows what.

BALINGER
Are you sure it wasn't just
the stench in there?

LAB DOCTOR
Their masks were on.
{goes for his bag)
Their breathing’'s shallow. I'm
going to check their blood.

OTHER TECHNICIANS stand around. Balinger thinks, turns to one
of the techniciang--

{CONTINUED)
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BALINGER
Is there a Geiger counter in
this building?

LAB TECENICIAN
We could get one.

BALINGER
DO IT!
{the man scuttles OFF)
And let's clear this lab, I
want EVERYBODY QOUT OF HERE!!

INT. STUDY ARENA - DAY - A GEIGER COUNTER ROD

JUTS AT CAMERA then WE WIDEN TO REVEAL Balinger, wearing

a radiation suit and a gas mask, and holding the Geiger
counter. We can SEE the OTHER TECHNICIANS watching him through
the view window. He 1s otherwise alone in the huge arena.

He approaches the massive Baby Godzilla corpse, which we can
SEE is gradually decaying. Make that: not so gradually.
Balinger raises the Geiger counter rod, raking it along the
monster's armer~like plating.

The little counter needle is motionless at first, the box-
speaxer SILENT. Then, as Balinger works his way up the Baby
Godzilla's lower torso, we HEAR the belch-like CLICKING of
the Geiger-ccunter registering radicactivity.

BALINGER
(through the gas mask)
Shitc!

The CLICKING weakens, and Balinger stops to rest. He then
moves to the creature's stomach and chest area, where the
scaly outer skin is peeling and cracked.

As the sensor starts CLICKING again, Balinger moves the rod
toward a CRACK in the monster's outer plating. As he does so,
the BELCHING SOUND of the Geiger counter grows LOUDER, and as
he moves the rod closer, into the gash itself, the SOUND
becomes almost INTOLERABLE, UNTIL--

SLAM CUT TO:
INT. OBSERVATION/AIR LOCK BCOTH ~ BALINGER

AS HE THROWS his gas mask down, slamming the wall with his
palm, the OTHERS standing around him.

BALINGER
DAMN IT! We should have quarantined,
I XNEW we should have gquarantined!
Why nobody thoucght of doing that
before...

{CONTINUED)
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de angrily shoves his hands in his coat pockets. His brow
wrinkles and he pulls out the teletype release Dana gave him.
He holds it up and begins rsading. His eyes widen.

LaM CUT TO:

INT. OUTER CCHNFEREINCE RCOM - DAY

A bristling Balinger APPEARS, follcowed by Dana anﬁ Tony. He
storms a particular conference rcom door, as a SECRETARY BCLTS
o stop him.

SECRETARY
You can't go in there!

BALINGER
¥ou wanna bet?!

ik
13
fu
B

He BLASTS through the door, leaving Tonv and Dana £o
with the now-riled secretary.

SECRETARY
Are veu with him?

hey locok 2%t one anothsr uncer+sainly,

SANA TONY
Un, yes. What about 1ig? Mo, what gave vou that
I mean, of course, well-- idea? I mean YTS. Waic.
Maybe we are. I don's know. ars we? Um..
INT. MILITARY CCMFERENCE ROCM - DAY

Daxton 1s pacing nervously (smoking, of course) ., while McDermot:
and other OFFICIALS sit around a table. As Balinger ENTERS, we

[ R
el

see Daxton's angst upon seeing the ofessor
BALINGER
(intensely)
All right, why didn': anvbedy
tell me that was a nuclsar
missile that killed that thing?!

We establish Mclermott's weaselr aid, ACKERMAN.

ACKERMAN
{stammering)
The report will e in firsc thing tcm—-
M ODERMOTT
(overlapping)
T“rankly, Balinger, zhe mizsil=as
aren’'t vour concsrn.

BaLINGER
Y are when myv cecple irs
{CONTINUED
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BALINGER (CONT'D)
fainting from exposure to radi-
ationt!

(to Daxton}
What, are you going to start
siding with him now because of
persconal reasons?!

Daxton remains calm.

DAXTON
Nobody got "personal" until
just now, professor.

We can see Balinger’s guilt at his statement. He turns away,
then tugs out the trilcbite and waves it at the men.

BALINGER
All right, look-- this thing is
one of the earliest life forms on
this planet, and it was found, INTACT
aboard a fishing barge north of L.A.!

McDERMGQTT
So what? The monster's dead.

BALINGER
It is dead from a nuclear missile
fired almost a week ago off
Guadalupe, and it washed up three
days ago in Baja! That's Mexico,
if your geography's rusty!

McDERMOTT
What's your point?

BALINGER
My POINT is that if it was killed
five days ago near the South
Pacific, how could it attack a
fishing trawler in the North
Pacific? That docesn’'t make much
sense, does 1%? In addition to
which, I £ind out some o0il derrick
off Monterey-- MCONTEREY, for Ged's
sake=- 15 smashed to bits and no-
one wants to talk about it!!

McDermott flinches. He knows something., Daxton waits for more.

BALINGER
Ckay. MNow... that corpse in there
is radicactive, and it's falling
apart. These are not good things
Either these secret dragon missiles
have blasted it apart fron the in-~
side out, or it's naturally radio-
active, or both!

(CONTINUED)
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DAXTON
Professor~-

BALINGER
I'm not done yet. My tests also
confirm that that thing was under-
developed when it died. It was an
infant. Now I think it's awful naive
of us to assume that that thing
was one of a kind. Especially when
there's room for growth, if you
know what I mean.

DAXTON
Ckay, walt a minute. Hold it.
Let me see if I've got this
straight. You're telling us,
that an atomic-powered monster
from the beginning of time, probably,
oh,500 feet tall, is alive and moving
up the coast toward this city.

BALINGER
When I hear it from your mouth,I
admit, it is the single stupidest
thing I've ever heard in my life.

DAXTON
But that's what vou're telling us.

BALINGER
{a beat)
That's exactly what I'm telling you.

SLAM CUT

INT. QUTER CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

Dana and Tony look

BALINGER
They didn't believe it,

on sympathetically.

DANA
So what do we do?

BALINGER

We get proof is what we do.
Go out to that oil derrick,
sge what the hell’s going on.

(scheming}
I may be able to arrange a
helicopter, but a pilot's gonne
be the tricky part.

A grin appears on Dana's face as she looks at Tony.
{CONTINUED)
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DANA
Funny you should say that.

EXT. PACIFIC OCEAN ~ THE CQAST - AFTERNCON

A civilian chopper flies low over the sparkling water, flying

DIRECTLY AT CAMERA~~ its engine and rotor blades LOUD.

INT. HELICOPTER - FLYING - SAME

Tony in the pilot's seat. And loving it. He wears dark aviator
sunglasses and a NASA cap. Balinger sits beside him, wearing

a windbreaker and perusing a map of California. He notices
that Tony seems to know what he's doing.

BALINGER
S50, vou're a real pilet, huh,
Popeye?
TONY
{(cheerfully)

You call me Popeye one more time
and I'll knock your teeth in.

BALINGER
That's fair, I'll buy +hat.

TONY
his rig, anyway?

Where 1is

BALINGER
{checking the map)
Little further down the coast.
Let's just hope we finish up
before the sun goes down.

EXT. ON THE WATER - HELICOPTER FLY-BY =~ AFTERNOON

as the slieek machine SWOOPS over the water at rocket-speed.

DISSOLVE:
INT. HELICOPTER - FLYING - BACR TQ 3HOT
Balinger looks at the map as Tony notices scomething zahead.

TONY
Bingo, professcr.

Balinger looks up.
EXT. P20V FROM HELICOPTER - FLYING TCWARD OIL DERRICK

It is locming on the water. A far cryv from the wonder of

engineering we saw sarlier. it 1s now twisted and battered.

AS WE FLY NEARER, we notice twe things: 1) that the metal

(CONTINUED)
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structure has actually melted in places, and 2) that the
foundations are swarming with ARMY PERSONNEL, their cutter-
boats surrounding the derrick.

EXT. OIL DERRICK - AFTERNOON

As the ARMY PERSONNEL notice the rented helicopter flying
toward them. A particular OFFICER WITH BULLHORN raises it
to his mouth:

CFFICER WITH RULLHORN
This is the United States Army!
You are flying in a restricted
area without authorization!

INT. HELICOPTER - FLYING - BACK TO SHQT

Balinger is pulling a Geiger counter from the eguipment in
the back of the chopper as:

QFFICER WITH BULLHORN {(o0.s.)
Please vacate the area at oncel

TONY
Ever cet the feeling vou're
not wanted?

BALINGER
"Restricted" my ass! Get in close
enough for me to take a reading.

TONY
(not wanting to)
Do you think they'd be crawling
all cver the thing if it was
radicactive?

BALINGER
They would 1if they didn't XKNCW.
Do it, Popeve!

Tony relents, high on excitement.

TONY
Okay, okay! Don't call me
Popeve.
EXT. OIL DERRICK - AFTERNOON- FAVORING CHOPPER
as it banksz and SWOOPS DOWN RIGHT RBY THE DERRICK.
BACK TO SHOT

Balinger almost hanging out the side, checking the Geiger
counter.

{CCONTINUED)
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BALINGER
Nothing! Let's try it again!

TONY
{"Rochester" impression)
Yes, boss.

EXT. OIL DERRICK - AFTERNCOCN - PERSONNEL
as they watch the chopper Ifly-byv.
OFFICER ON DERRICK
Whoever they are, they aren't
too smart, are they?

A MARINE beside him raises an Mw-1é machine gun.

MARINE WITH MACHINE GUN
McDermott said not to take any
chances.

Behind him, OTHER MEN also raise high-powered arms; carb 15
machine guns, etc.

INT. HELICOPTER - FLYING - AFTERNOON

As Tony pulls the chopper into a banking curve, pregaring
for another dive, Balinger hanging cut the side with the
Gelger counter.

EXT. THE DERRICKX ~ SERIES OF SHQOTS ~ CHOPPER AND PERSONNEL

as the chopper ccmes in for another LOUD pass, and the army
men OPEN FIRE!! BULLETS RIDDLE the side of the helicopter,
RICOCHETING LOUDLY=~-

TONY
Holy shit! I hope you got
it that time!

Balinger locoks at the counter, raises an index £finger.

BALINGER
One more pass,
TONY
(wearily)

You're really pushing it,
professor...

He twists the joy stick.
EXT. THE DERRICK - AFTERNOON

as the army personnel watch the chopper bank for vet another
attack. They raise their guns--

OFFICER ON DERRICK
THEY'RE COMING IN AGAIN! FIRE!!

(CONTINUED)
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INT. HELICOPTER -~ FLYING LOW

The third pass is accompanied by a HAIL of DEAFENING GUNFIRE.
Balinger grits his teeth and Tony's cap is SHOT OFF HIS HEAD
by & stray bullet. As they Z00M BY THE DERRICK--

CLOSE ON GEIGER COUNTER - THE METER

and it 1s going nuts, needle spastic, though we couldn't
hear the scratchy percolator-sound even 1f we wanted £o.

BACK TO SHOT

BALINGER
LET'S BLCOW THIS POP STAND
POPEYE! !

TONY

What a ccgod ideal
EXT. THE DERRICK -~ AFTERNOQCH

as the PERSONNEL CONTINUE TO FIRE on the fleeing chopper as
it pitches, yaws, FLIES AWAY, diminishing northwards...

INT, HELICOPTER =~ FPLYING - ACFTERNCON

Balinger 1s opissed. Tony frazzled, constantlvy looking cut the
side oI the chopper.

BALINGER
NOW what do we do?! If was cracklin'
like Rice Crisples, but thevy'll deny--

TONY

Uh, don't look now, hut we're being
followed.

EXT. OVER THE WATER - DUSK

The Tony/Balinger copter FLIES BY and WE SEE a green ARMY
OH 58 CHQPPER FLYING behind them.

INT. ARMY (CHOPPER - FLYING ~ DUSK
TWC mean-lcooking ARMY MEN in grim pursuit.
INT. HELICOPTER - BACK TO SHCT

Both Tony and Balinger looking out the s
behind them. As they turn back to face £
SHOCK AS=—-

de to see the chopper
ont, THEY REGISTER

INT. THE CORPTER - LOCKING QUT FROM BEHIND TONY AND BaLINGER
AS CODZILLA RISES DIRECTLY IN FRONT OF THE CHOPPER!!
SERIES OF SHOTS ~ INT. AND EXT. - AS:

Tony pulls on the joystick, and--
{CONTINUED)
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THE BELICOPTER banks into a steep climb, ZOOMING PAST
GODZILLA'S SHOULDER. The giant monster SWIPES a+ it, but i
has pasgsed, AS-~-

ir

THE MEAN ARMY MEN watch in digsbelief fro

rom their chopper, the
pilot too stunned to act in time to avoid dis

astsr, BECAUSE~-
GODZILLA TURNS and sees the OH 58 plowing directly at him--
and the great beast SWATS QUT, SMASEING THE CHOPPER WITH HIS
CLAW=-- AND THE CHOPPER EXPLODES!!

INT. HELICOPTER - TONY AND BALINGER - FLYING - DUSK

Both of them staring straight ashead, speechless, froz
like waxwork dummies, afraid to aven look at one another. ..

ZXT. THE MARINA - SAN FRANCISCC - NIGET - ESTARLISHING
the row of expensive townhouses that £lank Marina 31lvd.
across from the Yacht clubs., & distant FOG HCRN is HEARD
~5 WE FAVOR: LESLEY'S TOWNECOUSE.

INT. LESLEY'S TCWNHCUSE - NIGET

Beautifullv~decorated in tasteiul zastal colors. Leslay ner-
self, dressed for travel, stands zv the phecne, locking az

1t with anxiety. She nesitantly reaches Zor the racalvar,
Tnen changes her mind, turns Lo LEAVE.

ZXT., LESLEY'S TOWNHCQCUSE - THE MARINA - NIGHT

Sitting 1in the driver's ssat of her EHornda, Leslsvy Zurns ©is
igniticn. It REVVS. 3She £licks on the headlichts, which
Create s0lid beams in the ZScg as she DRIVES AWAY, out of the
driveway, and CAMERA PANS BACK o the townhouse--

INT. LESLEY'S TOWNHQOUSE - NIGHT

Everything bathed in the mutad blue 2f night. The pnons on
the table BEGINS RINGING LOUDLY to the amptvy room.

INT. DAXTON'S HOUSEBCAT - NIGHET - CLCSE CN DaxTou

28 he listens to the phone ringing at the other =nd of the
line. Aftsr a few rings, he hanes up violently.

INT. XEVIN'S ROCM = NIGHT

Shelves crammed to bursting wish bBooks and magls arparitsus,
the walls lined with Monster Movie postsrs (a2 CREEPSHOW
FOoster 13 prominent) aand raproductions of Houdoini plav-bBills
Xevin liss on his bed, shuffling plaving cards made of
"flash paper” so that they FLARE into harmless ocuiis of
Oorange Tlame. He listens to a current rock group “hrouch
Waliman neadphones, while Rover sits comfortably on Xevin's
Cnest.

(CONTINUED
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There is a RKNOCK on the bedroon door. Daxton ENTERS. Kevin
pulls the headphones away from his ears without actually
taking them off, so we can still IIEAR the tiny sgqueak of
"cranking tunes®”.

KEVIN
Don't tell me, Dad. You came
in to say that what we saw in
Baja was real super top secret
and I can't tell anvybody 'cause
of government security reasons,
and all stuff like that. Right?

Standing in the doorway, Daxton frowns and raises his eve-
brows, impressed. He waits a beat--

DAXTON
Right.

--then LEAVES, closing the door. Kevin continues to hold
the Walkman headphones away from his ears. Sure enough, the
docr opens again and Daxton COMES IN.

DAXTON
You, uh, didn't mention anything
about what else happened in
Baja.

He sits on his son's bed, while Xevin turns cff the cassezte
player and pulls the headset off altogether.

KEVIN
What'ja want me to do? Run
around waving a flag about it

“J

DAXTON
I was just wondering what Mom
had told you.

KEVIN
She said she was going out with
with some scientist or something...
I dunno...

Daxton pets Rover's head with his finger, There is a pause.

DAXTON
He's an okay guy, isn't he?

KEVIN
{shrugs again)
Yeah. He's okay.

Daxton looks around the room. There is too much else o say.
He pats Kevin's leg and rises to go. As he gets to the door:

XEVIN
Mom still has the hots for
you a lot, by the wavy.

(CONTINUED)
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XKEVIN (CONT'D)
(after a beat)

Just in case you were gonna go
be depressed.

Daxton turns.

DAXTON
Thanks, Sport.

He starts to go, is stopped again.

KEVIN
He looked sad, didn’t he?

Daxton turns, still in the doorway.

DAXTON
What, Balinger?
KEVIN
No, the... baby monster. The

Godzilla or whatever.,.. He
looked, I dunno=-- lonely or
something...

DAXTON
I guess that happens when you
die.

KEVIN
(a pause)
Real profound, Dad.

DAXTON
Yeah... Listen, I'm going for a
walk.

Revin whispers an "okay" as Daxton LEAVES. Once he's gone:

KEVIN
{to Rover)
He's depressed.

EXT. DAXTON'S HOUSEBOAT - NIGHT

Fog cobhscures the pier area-- oddly thicker here than it was
in the Marina. Daxton comes out, walks to the pier’'s edge.
He lights a cigarette, tosses the mateh into the water, then
tugs his jacket collar up and heads up the pier gantry, dis-
appearing into the fog. HOLD ON SHOT.

Praegsently, we HEAR FOOTSTEPS. Familiar, hard, CLICKING on the

wooden pisr.
INT. XEVIN'S ROOM - BACK TC KEZVIN

as he HEARS the ECHOING FOOTSTEPS. He gets up from his bed,
putting Rover in his jacket pocket. He goes out the door.
(CCNTINUED)
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EXT. PIER GANTRY - SERIES OF SEOTS - NIGHET
The familiar hard, dark SEHOES SCUFFLING through the night.
INT. DAXTON'S HOUSEBOAT - ENTRY HALL - NIGHT

Xevin gces to the frent door to open it.

KEVIN
You know, for Secret Service
guys, you guys aren't very
secrat.

Ee OPENS the door... No-one there. Curious. Kevin locks out.
AND THAT'S WHEN A CHLCRCFORMED RAG COMES QUT OF THE FOG and
WE SEE the RUSSIAN AGENTS emerge, surrounding a struggling
RKevin.

CAMERA MOVES IN ON XRUSCHROV, watching, supervising, wisps
of fog obscuring his face as he grins an evil grin, and we
HEAR Kewvin's MUFFLED SCREAMS, AND WE:

DISSCLVE:
EXT. DAXTON'S HOUSEBCAT - PIER GANTRY - NIGHT
Calm., Then & single pair of FCOTSTEPS. Laxton azrears oux of
the Zog, walking down the pier, back from nis stroll. He
gees to nl £ront door, registers concern when he notices:
the door is partially OPEN. He warily steps Zorwaxd...

INT. DANTON'S EQUSEBQAT -~ NIGHT

Daxton cautiously pushes the door copen, ZNTERING. aAll the
lights in the house ars QUT. Darkness.

DAXTON
Ravin?

SILENCE... as Daxton steps forward, we clsarly discern a
human FIGURE in the shadows behind him... SUDDENLY DAXT
WHIRLS, FLICXS ON THE LIGHTS, HIS BERETTA UP AND AIMED~w

LESLEY
He's not here!

Daxton stares at her, speechless. The phone RINGS LOUDLY
as 1f possessed by a demon. Daxton goes ot it, nlucks up
the receiver. His face blanches when he hears t=he voice at

the other and of the line.

INT. XRUSCHXQV ON PHCNE -~ NIGHT

Could be anywhere. Long shadews. Very £
menacs, of complete ruthlessness, 1L
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KRUSCHKCOV
{(in ENGLISH]
It's been a while, Commander...
Three vears since Berlin...

DAXTON
(teeth clenched)
Where's my son?

KRUSCHXOV
I saw you in Mexico. The eve-patch
suits vou, I think. ¥You look like
a heroc, no?

DAXTON
You've got my son, you bastard.

XKRUSCHKQV
You know me toc well. The terms are
simple. Your son for our missiles.

DAXTON
(immediately)
Where and when?

KRUSCHROV
Do not be so anxious, mv friend.
Remember the last time you became

anxious...

Xruschkov nangs up. Daxten hears the CLICK and
&e lowers the recelver like a zcmbilie, devasta:

¥

ZXT. GOLDEN GATE BRIDGE - LOCKING UP - NIGHT

Wisps of fog. A FOG HORN. CAMERA PANS TC SHORE, to the rocky,
dark area shrouded at the foot of the great bridge's massive
structure foundations.

INT. XKRUSCHXOV'S LAIR - GROTTQ =~ NIGHT

A cave-like tunnel, dapples of light reflecting from sea watsr
lapping at rocks beside a worn pathway. We HEAR scuffling and
dull, echoing VOICES as the soft glow of an c¢il lamp plerces
the dark, and the RUSSIAN AGENTS APPEAR from the dark, man-

handling Kevin.

INT. STORAGE CHAMBER - XRUSCHKCV'S LAIR - NIGHT

Mooy i - 3 oy = - = I b ~ S = e aad
Cave-like walls, shelves of maintsnance surplies. The door 3LASTS
CPEN and the Russians enter, roucghlv shoving Xewin iLnvs a chalr

Thev get a length of rope and begin tying him up.

INT. XRUSCHRCOV'3Z HQ - NIGHT

[hH
b fu
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ve=walls., Iz locks
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ay. Th TROVICH pacess uncom
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Kruschkov stands contemplatively, and the OTHERS look on.

PETROVICH
(in RUSSIAN)
This is madness! He is only a
boy!=-~ Ccmrade, my business is
nuclear physics, NOT terrorism--

Kruschkov WHIRLS and SLAPE Petrovich hard across the face,
using the back of his hand. Then, very calmly:

RKRUSCHRQOV
I grow tired of your complaints,
old man. If I want your input...
I will ask for it...

INT. STORAGE CHAMBER - NIGHT

The agents finish tying Revin to the chair. The knot:ing is
strong and intricate, and it looks like Kevin couldn't get looss
even with five pecople helping him. The agents snicker over their
handiwork and CAMERA PANS THEM TC the docr. They LEAVE.

We HEAR jancling XEYS, the door being BOLTED. CAMERA PANS BACK
TO KEVIN, who is, of course, completely frese of the ropes and
rising f£rom the chair.

INT. CUTSIDE STORAGE CHAMBER - NIGHT

One oI the Russians has been left zehind tc guard the docr.
The GUARD licghts a cigarette, heolding a viciocus-locking aK-

47 autcomatic weapon. Behind him, we SEE Kevin, pesring throudh
the door's barred window, little Reover ncow sitzing on his

shoulder...
EXT. ON TBE BAY - NIGHT

A sleek 27-focter SAILS into view AT CAMERA, its sails ZIull,
pow cutting through the breakers.

EXT. ABOARD SAILBOAT - SAILING - J¥IGHT

TWO WINDJAMMERS--mid 20's--kick back in thelir top-siders and
life-jackets, guzzling beer, LAUGHING loud, enjoving the Bav.

FIRST WINDJAMMER
No! Are wvou kiddin' me?! XATHY 2PRUE

STCOND WINDJIJAMMER
Swear -0 Sod! First Lims we wen:zD oull!

cm reTar T s
ST WINDJIAMMER

What a slieaz

=XT. ON TEE BAY - CVERHEAD SHCOT - NIGET
LOOKING DCOWN ON THE SAILBCAT. WE HEAR the windjammers “awind
SUDDENLY=-- the humcnzousz saurian HEAD OF GODIILLA RIZSES Jrom
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directly below the boat, his giant mouth OPEN WIDE AND CREATING
a YAWNING MAW down which the boat disappears as the monster
SNAPS his jaws, AND--

EXT. SAN FRANCISCO BAY - NIGHT - BEHIND GODZILLA

The Golden Gate Bridge, dotted orbs of light through the fog,
stands majestically, way in the distance AS WE SEE GODZILLA'S
HEAD sink again into the bay, moving toward the bridge.

INT. NEWSPAPER QFFICE - NIGHT - LOUD PHONE RINGING

as Dana plucks the receiver up faster than the Bionic Weman.

DANA
It's Dana, yes, hello--
(pause)

You WHAT?!? Well, OF COURSE
I want to write it up, but I
didn't see it, I don't have
any proof--

INT. RESEARCH LAB CORRIDOR -~ NIGHT

Balinger storms down the hallway toward the observation lab
where the Baby Godzilla is being kept. Tony and Dana barely
keep up with him.

BALINGER
A reptile the size of New Jersev
and the army doesn't want anvbody
to know about 1it?! You want proof,
I'1ll give you proof!

They approach the lab docr. The SECURITY GUARDS we saw earlier
guard the door. Balinger pulls out his wallet I.D., shows it
tc the guard. Strictly rcutine.

BALINGER
Herb, I'm giving these twc author-
ization to go in with me.

SECURITY GUARD
I'm sorry. This is a restricted
lab. No unauthorized personnel.

BALINGER
No. Herb. You didn't hear me. I
said I'm civing them authorization.

SECURITY GUARD
Who are vou, sir?

BALINGER
(confused)
Very funny, Herb. Could we just go
in? This is sort of an emergency.

(CONTINUED)
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The SECOND LAB GUARD steps forward.

SECOND LARBR GUARD
Maybe vou didn't hear him.
No unauthorized--

BALINGER
I'm authorized!! Do vou guvs
need glasses?! Balinger, vou
Xnow?! The guy wno's Ln charge
of that thing in there?!

SECURITY GUARD
I don't know what you're
talking abouxn.

Balinger is about to lose :1:. This is your basic nighumare.
SECOND LaB ZUARD
Maybe vou shoulcn't be in the
building...
SALINGER
McDermott put vou up =0 this,
didn'z he? These zrs nhis orders~-
The second guard advances threatsnincly.
SECOND LAB CUARD
Maybe I should show vou ocut.
A LA3 ASSISTANT pushing a roller lcaded wish egulzment Zurns
3 - iy P b = e 5 Y amy Trears cgrng b0 Iooke—-
~he corner onto the scene. The second lab guard Zurns Lo Locx
AND THAT'S WHEN DANA PUTS & HEEL TO 4IS 3U7TT, AND SHCOVES--

LOW ANGLE ~ THE RCLLER CART

=mge momentun makss the

as the second guard rLIES CNTO :
th RAICGHT AT CAMEPA--

cart ROLL AWAY down

BACK TO SCEXNE

as the first guard grabs for nis gun, SEES i1:& iLsn': ;here, tnen
turns +o SEI Tony holiding it casually behind his nead. Tony
grins., The innocent lab assistant just stands by helplessly.

-
BALINGER
1 - T -~ [ vy -
all righe, Herb. 2pen =he Zoor.
l F 2 . 3 = T AR et e o Ty T P S N
The fzarful guard goes Icr nis JANGLING zays zs Tony sTens 100
2 o mrp g
sard, COCXING zhs wun.
TN
LM L
Yo, I ogon oLz

de alms at the deoory lock and TIZRIZ, BLOWID

e
TONY
I've glwavs wantsd ko do That

CCONTINUED)
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INT. OBSERVATION/AIRLOCK BOOTH

Balinger, Dana and Tony ENTER. Balinger is dashed, the other
two merely confused, because:

INT. POV - STUDY ARENA

The Baby Godzilla carcass is GONE, and the huge arena completely
EMPTY. Even the scaffolding is gone. Nothing but huge sheets
of canvas on the floor.

BACK TO SHOT

And behind the crestfallen Balinger and friends stand not only
the two GUARDS, but still MORE LAB GUARDS-- reinforcements-—-
and not one of them looks the least bit amused.

PDANA
Ch, we were just leaving. Yeah...

The three of them move out of the booth past the guards, whose
glares are boring holes into our herces, Tony hands the guard
his gun back.

TONY
I, uh... yours~- I think. Fine
weapon. . .

EXT. RESEARCH LAB - NIGHT

Balinger, Dana and Tony walk briskly away from the lab building.
Behind them: the silhouetted GUARDS in the double doors at the
top of the entrance steps.

BALINGER
Where the hell is it?

DANA TONY
Who's this McDermott? That Where's what?
name scunds familiar...

BALINGER
He's an asshole. Defense General.

DANA
Did he lead some kind of...
task force +o some island in

the South Pacific? There was TONY
an oversgeas release on it... Professor? Where's
Village destroyed? WHAT?

They come to Dana's car-- a sedan. They climb in, leaving
Tony lagging behind.

BALINGER

Are you kidding me?! This is
incredible!

(CONTINUED)
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TONY
WHERE'S WHAT?!? WILL SOMEBODY
TELL ME WHAT WAS SUPPOSED TO
BE IN THAT LAB?!

INT. WAREHOUSE - NIGHT - START CLOSE ON ARMY GUARD

Full uniform, an M~1 carbine held to the shoulder. CAMERA
CRANES UP TO REVEAL a GROUP OF GUARDS, all armed, all stand-
ing around the edges of something gigantic under canvas., In
one area, the canvas parts and we can SEE in the shadows, the
sad, dead face of the Baby Godzilla...

INT. MILITARY CONFERENCE ROOM - NIGHT ~ START CLOSE ON McDERMOTT

a@s he looks around the room shiftily. Lesley watches her
husband pace and smoke. General Kirby grips Daxton's shoulder.
DIPLOMATS and OFFICERS around a table in the b.g.

GENERAL KIRRY
Peter, they have to make cthe
first move. There's nothing vou

can do.,.. Believe me... when
something happens-- we'll be
ready...

EXT. GOLDEN GATE BRIDGE - NIGHT -~ ESTARLISHING

Light traffic, the bridge's lights piercing the light fog.
The BLEAT ¢f a tug, A distant FOG HORN.

EXT. ON THE BRIDGE - NIGHT - AN AGED JAPANESE BRIDGE OFFICIAL

EIJL HASHIGUCHI by name, steps into view carrying a clipboard.
He looks over the railing and sguints with curiosity.

POV FROM BRIDGE - NIGHT

Calm and dark across the water. The twirling FLASH of a
lighthouse beam. As a FOG HORN TOOTS in the distance, WE SEE
eerie, silent FLARES of light beneath the water's surface,
accompanied by submerged RUMBLING SOUNDS as surges of watsr
are kicked up by the flares...

CLOSE ON EIJI
staring with mounting horror.
EIJI
{a hushed whisper)
Goijira...
INT. BRIDGE EMPLOYEES' LOUNGE - NIGHT
BRIDGE EMPLOYEES sit around graffitti-covered +ables, smoking,

drinking coffee, eating snacks Ffrom vending machines. SUDDENLY,
cld Eiii BURSTS IN, BABEBLING unintelligably in Japanese.

{CONTINUED)
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As he disappears down a corridor, his SHRIEXS receding, a burly
Blue-Collar bridge guard, SPITZER, exchanges glances with another
BRIDGE GUARD.

BRIDGE GUARD
What's with Eiji?

SPITZER
Some people just live too long.

They LAUGH loud, hard, and insufferably.
INT. STORAGE CHAMBER (KRUSCHKOV'S LAIR) - NIGHT

Kevin, now free of course, rummages through the shelves of sup-
plies. Comes across a box. CPENS it. A flare gun and two flares!

KRUSCHECOV (o.s.)
Gregor!

Kevin looks up with alarm.
INT. KRUSCHKQV'S BQ - NIGHT

Kruschkov stands at the doorwav, calling to the corridor
GUARD outside Xevin's "prisen".

KRUSCHKCV
(in RUSSIAN)
Everything is all right?

INT. OUTSIDE STORAGE CHAMBER -~ NIGHT
The smoking guard calls back.
RUSSIAN GUARD

(deep voice)
Yo!

INT. STORAGE CHAMBER -~ BACK TO KEVIN

Frozen, listening. Deciding the coast is clear, he begins to
locad the flare gun, then stops, locking around with concern.

XKEVIN
(whispering)
Rover?

He hears a SKITTER, turns. There is Rover, sitting in a small
alcove, evidently a ventilation duct. Kevin goes to the alcove,
zicks up Rover.

Intrigued by the small opening, Kevin lies on the ground and

sticks his head in. Moonlight from cutside bathes his face
as he locks up the vent-shaft.

(CONTINUED)
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INT. VENTILATION SHAFT - KEVIN'S POV - LOOKING UP

and throught the top, like a chimney, we CAN SEE the star-
filled sky, fog snaking past the moon.

BACK TO XEVIN

as he pulls his head out, his mind clearly in high gear. He
looks at the flare gun, then finishes loading it, clicking

the flare cartridge into place.

He throws a cautious glance at the door, then puts his hand

with the loaded flare gun into the shaft. He aims up, PULLS
THE TRIGGER. A not-soc-muffled POP!

INT. QUTSIDE STORAGE CHAMBER - CLOSE ON GUARD

as the Russian, having heard something, looks up suspiciously.
EXT. GOLDEN GATE BRIDGE - TOLL GATE BOOTH - NIGHT

A TOLL ATTENDANT, LANDIS, locks up from his toll taking chores.
EXT. COAST GUARD CUTTER ~ NIGHT

Aboard the cutter, which is docked, a uniformed COAST GUARD
OFFICER locks up. He CALLS to a second OFFICER who is working

behind him.

COAST GUARD ONE
Jerry?

EXT. THEIR POV - GOLDEN GATE BRIDGE - NIGHT

As in the distance, a bright FLARE rockets intc the sky over
Fort Point, leaving a tail cof sparks.

BACK TO THE CCAST GUARD
as the two officers exchange glances.

COAST CUARD TWO
Let's check it out.

INT. OUTSIDE STORAGE CHANMBER - THE RUSSIAN GUARD

Actually UP ncw, moving toward the door to investigate, AS--
INT. STORAGE CHAMBER =~ NIGHT

Kevin, sweating, awkwardly attempts tc load the second flare

as we HEAR KEYS JANGLING IN THE DOOR! IT OPENS AND-~-the GUARD
ENTERS, looking arcund, but before he realizes what's going on--
==-REVIN FIRES THE FLARE GUN~- and the man takes the flare hard

in the chest, a burning BLAST that k%ncocks him unconsciocus imme-
diately, ASw-

{CONTINUED)
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INT. KRUSCHKOV'S HQ - CLOSE on KRUSCHKOV

The Russian spy turns at the SOUND of the flare being fired--

KRUSCHKOV
GREGOR?!

INT. QUTSIDE STORAGE CHAMBER - THE DOORWAY

as Kevin kneels over the body, scoops up Rover, FREEZES at ?he
sound of Kruschkov'’s inguiry. Thinking quickly, he lowers his
voice:

KEVIN
(a lousy imitation
of the guard)
YO!

BACK TO KRUSCHKOV

And for an instant, it works! Then, realizing something smells,
Kruschkov WHIRLS and dashes to the door, the OTHERS following.
The scientist, Petrovich, lags behind, watching Kruschkov with
loathing.

INT. QUTSIDE STCRAGE CHAMBER -~ NIGHT

The agents come upon the body of the unconscious guard, AS--
INT. XKRUSCHKOV'S LAIR - GROTTO - WIGHT

Kevin RUNS for all he's worth, ANGRY VOICES ECHOING behind him=--
INT. CCAST GUARD CUTTER - CRUISING - MNIGET

The two officers looks ahead as they cruise toward Fort Point,
EXT. ROCXY SHOAL - FCRT POINT AREA - NIGHT

as Kevin scrambles over the rocks, nearly slipping, trying

like hell to get away before he is caught again. And as he

climbs a rise, he SUDDENLY FREEZES, letting ocut a velp--For
directly over him, locking down guizzically, dripping with

water, is:

GODZILLA. The monster squints in the darkness, his massive
face mere vards from little Kevin. Low GROWLING SCUNDS are
HEARD from somewherzs deep insicde. Kevin dcesn't budge, tco
terrified to think of moving, as Godzilla continues to watch
him with curiosity.

Suddenly, little Rover juts his head from Kevin's coat pocket
and 1ooks up at the gilgantic monster-lizard., GODZILLA'S EYES
WIDEN at the sight of the tiny reptile.

Kevin locks over his shoulder, then advances a step toward
Godzilla. He holds one hand out--

KEVIN
GODZILLA...?
(CONTINUED)
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The giant monster tilts its head quastiogdagly, sguinting its
eyes. A low, deep GGRRRR, and for an instant-- we wonder whether
Godzilla is going to EAT Kevin as he did the sailboat. Without
warning, the great monster SINKS AGAIN FRCOM SIGHT, and--

A HAND APPEARS, gripping RKevin's shoulder. He WHERLS—j Ther
standing over him, I1s one of the RWSSIAN AGENTS, gun in han
The agent grins a maliciocus grin.

THEN A CLUB SWINGS OUT FROM THE DARKNESS, AND--

The Russian baddie takes a blow to the head, and s
the ground, revealing the aggressor behind him. IT
PETROVICH, the nuclear engineser.

They turn to RUN, but they find themselves cornered bv
RKruschkov and his agents. As Xruschkov steps forward, P2tro-
vich nolds Xevin to srotect hin.

RRUSTHKOV

B e el T

He steps forward, raises his arm, and CLICK! Eis razzor-sharo
WRIST-RLADE QPENS... AMND THAT'S WHEN A BLINDING WHITZ LIGHT
ILLIMINATES THE SCENE ~-

— SAAST SUTARR (e S
ZXT. COAST GUARD CUTTER HIGHT

T GUARD cfficers. CNE ines a high-gowerad ssarch-
he Russians, while other ralses a BULLnORV

COAST GUARD CONE
15 the United States Coast
! Please identily voursslves!

=ZXT. BAY SHEORE =~ YIGHT

Thinking guickly-- but badly, one of the RUSSIAN AGENTS raises
his machine gun and begins FIRING ON THE CUTTER—-

EXT. SERIES QF SHOTS - HAVQOC

A. ABCARD THEZ CUTTER, the cfficers 3ZETURMN =he GSUNFIRD in derfanse~~

AND THE SCENE BECCMES & BLAZTING SUNBATTLE, AS--
2. SCOME OF THE RUSSIAN AGENTS G0 DO PG
- The scientisz, PETBOVICH, RUNE FOR 7, andem-

T Aty e
(CONTINUED:



77
CONTINUED 1,

D. KEVIN calls to the escaping Petrovich~--

XEVIN
Dr. Balinger! GET DR. BALINGER!!

~-AS KRUSCHRKQOV GRABS HIM, holds his wrist-blade to Kevin's
temple, DRAGGING HIM AWAY toward the water and a waiting
MOTOR SKIFF which is mocred there. The commotion causes:

E. Little ROVER (INSERT) to fall from his coat pocket home
and skitter away among the rocks, while--

F. COAST GUARD ONE is HIT in the shoulder-- he YELPS and pivots,
then SPOTS SOMETHING above that makes him blanch--

COAST GUARD ONE
(pointing)
JERRY?!?

Jerry LOOKS, spins the searchlight around on its mount, and--

G, AS IN GODZILLA, who RISES to tower cver the scene, eerily-
lit f£rZm Below, letting out his familiar SHRIEKING ROAR, AS--

EXT. GOLDEN GATE BRIDGE - NIGHT

GODZILLA RISES to his full height beside the bridge, his back
and spinal plates te the traffic. At the sight, the cars SCREECH
to halts, causing other cars to CRASH into them from behind.

INT. COAST GUARD CUTTER - CABIN - NIGHT

The wounded Coast Guard DASHES IN and picks up the radio
mic, clutching his bleeding shoulder with his other hand.

COAST GUARD CNE
Bay San Francisco, this is Coast
Guard 41-237, we have a Mavday at
Fort Peint, REPEAT: MAYDAY!!

EXT. BRIDGE 7TCLL PLAZA ~ NIGHT

AS MOTORISTS BOLT from their cars, some for a better locok
at the monster in the b.g., MOST to FLEE in terror, SEVERAL
BRIDGE GUARDS emerge from the administration building.

SPITZER 1s in the lead. The guards REACT tc the sight of
GODZILLA, some freaking out and RUNNING for safety, others,
like old EIJI, rooted with fear to the spot.

SPITZER
(stunned)
Holy shit...

He looks arcund, then pulls his gun and DASHES to the railing,
the braver guards FOLLOWING, the less~-so remaining-behind. Eiji
shakes uncontrollably, staring in disbhelief,

{CONTINUED)
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EIJI
Gojira... Gojira...

ANGLE ON GODZILLA

The monster looks down (with concern??) AT:

EXT. BAY SHCRE - ON THE WATER - NIGHT

Kruschkov drags Kevin INTO THE SKIFF, AS--

EXT. BRIDGE RAILINGS - NIGHT

Spitzer and the gquards hesitantly OPEN FIRE ON GODZILLA, AND--
ANGLE CN GODZILLA

The beast TURNS AROUND to face his new little aggressors.

EXT. ANGLE ON SKIFF - THE WATER

as GODZILLA'S body turns, his massive spike-lined TAIL SWINGS
around and CRASHES DOWN, SMASHING the boat +to smithereens!

EXT. COAST CUARD CUTTER - CLOSE ON COAST CUARD TWO
as he winces at the sight of what's just happened.
EXT. BY THE BRIDGE - GODZILLA

The monster's head RISES, his face gquizzical.

EXT. BRIDGE TOLL PLAZA ~ NIGHT

The bridge guards back away from the railing with fear. Spitzer
turns and vyells:

SPITZER
CLOSE THE BRIDGE! CLCSE IT QFF1i!
WE NEED SOME BACK-UPS HERE!!

The plaza is hopelessly jammed by ncw, cars afraid to transverse
the bridge. HORNS HONKING, etc. A TV NEWS CREW moves toward the

railing to broadcast; a TV REPORTER and CAMERAMAN. Spitzer imm-
ediately begins shoving them away--

INT. FAMILY LIVING ROOM - CLOSE ON TV SET
WE SEE the TV CAMERA'S SHAKY POV of Spitzer waving it away--
SPITZER
{on the TV)
Get outa here! Go on!

INT., CHARLIE'S LIVING RCOM - WIDE - NIGEHET

The agent we've seen previously, Daxton's friend, 1s on the
mhone in the kitchen doocrway {£.g.), while his WIFE watches

{CONTINUED}
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him intensely. Their daughter, HEATHER, watches the live news
report on Godzilla, in the b.g. Charlie hangs up, grimly.

CHARLIE'S WIFE
How 1s she? What's the doctor
say?

CHARLIE
(soberly)
If we don't drive up and see
her tonight... we might never
get another chance.

Charlie's wife winces, then turns to the living room.

CHARLIE'S WIFE
Heather, ccme on-- get your coat.
We're going to go see Grandma!

CLOSE ON HEATHER AND TV SET
as she turns to her mother, we SEE GODZILLA aon the screen.

HEATHER
But, Mommy, this is my favorite
movie!

EXT. BRIDGE TOLL PLAZA - NIGHT

A great exodus of panic, CITIZENS FLEEING their cars in droves.
Godzilla looming in the b.g.
INT. MCDERMOTT'S CFFICE - NIGHT

Dark, but for the flashlight Dana holds over a file cabinet
drawer that Balinger is leafing through. Tony stands watch
just inside the door. Balinger pulls a file, opens it.

INSERT - CLOSE ON FILE FOLDER

Under the flashlight, Blainger skims through the photos of
McDermott's Ote Island trip; flattened huts, charred bodies,
and finally, a blurred photo of the monster himself: GODZILLA.

DANA {o.s.)}
Jesus...

BACX TO SHOT
BALINGER
The term 'paydirt' was invented

for moments like this...

SUDDENLY, from the cocrridor outside, we HEAR a LOUD ALERT
SIREN pealing throughout the complex.

DANA
What the Hell is that?

(CONTINUED)
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TONY
Sounds like an air raid.

EXT. BASE CORRIDOR - NIGHT

The door marked: "Brig. General H. McDermott" CQPENS and

the three emerge to SEE: MARINES running up and down the corridor,
the SIREN deafening. Balinger grabs one of the Marines. PRIVATE
SOLOMON.

BALINGER
what's going on?!

PRIVATE SOLCMON
You wouldn't believe me if
I teld you--

BALINGER
You wanna bet?! Where 1§ j&2=--

PRIVATE SOLOMON
The bridge! The Golden Gate bridge!

He dashes off. Balinger turns zoc the other two.

DANA
{emotionally)
I guess they need me at the
paper abocut now.

BALINGER
S0 get cuta hera.

They 100k into each other's evyes, chaos all around them.

DANA
I knew you were righ+ all
the time.

BALINGER

Yeah, You and evervboedy el--

Impulsively, Dana kisses him. Then pulls away, looks guiltily
in Tony's direction. LEAVES HURRIEDLY. Balinger watches her
go while Tony looks daggers at him, TURNS TO LEAVEw-

BALINGER
(defensively)
Hey-~ Popeve, Come on--

TONY
My name's Tony!

He heads away angrily, down the hall. Balinger watches nim

go, helpless, then looks around at the confusion and BOLTS
away determinedly--

(CONTINUED)
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EXT. PRESIDIC GROUNDS - NIGHT = SERIES OF SHOTS

Incredible urgency as PERSONNEL run to and fro, MILITARY
VEHICLES being loaded with artillery, SIRENS WAILING across
the barracks-- :

EXT. HQ BUILDING (U.S. 6th ARMY) - NIGHT

Daxton strides determinedly across the asphalt, pulling his
berretta out as Lesley catches up from behind.

LESLEY
Petere—-!

He c¢limbs into an army jeep, STARTS IT UP.

DAXTCN
They're under the bridge, so
stay here~-

LESLEY
I'm coming with vou!

DAXTON
I said STAY HERE!

LESLEY
(determined as hell)
If you don't let me ccocme with
you, dammit, I'1l f£ind ancother
way--

(he looks at her)
If I stay here, I'11 kill
myself...

A beat,
EXT. PRESIDIO GRCUNDS - ANOTHER AREA -~ NIGHT

Balinger steps into view, then notices Daxton and ;esley dri-
ving away in the jeep—-- toc far away to catch up with.

Frantically, he locks around for another means ©f transportation.
He RUNS up to some MARINES loading mortars into a truck.

BALINGER
I need to get to the bridge!

MEAN MARINE
Who are you?

BALINGER
I'm Coctor Baaa...
{he backs off)
Never mind.
The marines advance threateningly.

(CONTINUED)
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MEAN MARINE
Balinger... General McDermott's
looking for you...

Balinger BOLTS, and the Marines make pursuit.
EXT. HELIPAD -~ PRESIDIQO GROUNDS - NIGHT

A group of Blackhawk Cobra choppers are preppped as McDermott
steps into view.

MCDERMOTT
LET'S GO, THIS IS NOT A DRILL!!

ACKERMAN
(McDermctt’s aid,
running up)

The XM-1's on its way, sir.
Just like you ordered.

2XT. PRESIDIO GATES - NIGHT

as an XM-1 ARMY TANK rolls into view, MARINES SHOUTING other
vehicles and PERSCONNEL cut cf the way. WE SEE the Mean Marines
frantically locking around for Balinger. Behind them, the

tank moves cut of the barracks. WE SEE Ralinger clinging o

its backside.

BXT. BRIDGE TOLL PLAZA - NIGHT

Bumper-to~bumper traffic across seven lanes. People are panick-
ing, attempting to leave the c¢ity, but a huge "BRIDGE CLOSED"
sign 1is already being lowered over the %oll booths.

POLICE SQUAD CARS SCREECHE to halts at the edge of the traffic,
lights flashing, SIRENS WARBLING. SEVERAL PATROLMEN BOLT from
the squad cars, their guns out. They run across the hoods of
civilian traffic to get to the toll plaza.

EXT. TOLL PLAZA - ON THE BRIDGE - NIGHT

Another TV NEWS CREW. The Newswoman is just this side of a
nervous breakdown.

TV NEWSWOMAN
--LIVE-EYE NEWS, it's hard to
pelieve this 1s actually happening.
All around me, police and bridge~-

The POLICE BULLDCIE through the TV CREW to get inte firing range.
One of them bucklss at the sight of the monster, another BRUNS.

SCARED POLICEMAN

Holy Jesus!

{(CONTINUED)
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The mighty GODZILLA stands beside the bridge in the b.g., a tiny
automobile in his hand. He is toying with it, watching the other
traffic on the bridge, trying to figure it all out.

INT. CAR ~ LOOKING OUT THROUGH WINDSHIELD - FLOATING

A giant, inguisitive GODZILLA FACE LQOOKING IN. The driver SCREAMS.

EXT. TOLL BOOTH - NIGHT

A Pace Arrow motor home BASHES other traffic, scraping cars
as i1t SCREECHES up to the booth, where the attendant we saw
earlier-- Landis-- BATS the hood angrily, YELLING "Are you
nuts?!", which we HEAR from:

INT CHARLIE'S MUOTOR HOME - NIGHT
The family, on their way to visit dying Grandma.

CHARLIE'S WIFE
They've GOT to let us through!

Charlie looks toward the bcoth:

INSERT -~ I.D. CARD

pasted inside the toll booth. A picture of the toll attendant.
The name: LANDIS, J.

BACK TO CHARLIE

as the enraged attendant comes to the driver's side, Charlie
cranes his head out, indicates the administration building.

CHARLIE
I'm doing you a favor, asshole!
There's an emergency call for
you inside--
{the attendant stares
dumbly)
You ARE Landis, aren't you?!

Confused for a beat, the attendant DASHES for the main building.
Charlie grins, HIT THE GAS--

EXT. BRIDGE ENTRANCE - NIGHET
as the Pace Arrow PEELS OUT onto the bridge, CRASHING

through & pbarrier and passing the excitable Spitzer, who,
upon seelng what i1s happening=—-

SPITIER
HEY!!

--runs to a Police Kawasaki 1000, hops on 1%, REVVS it and TAXKES
OFF after the van-- the CYCLE'S CWNER running into view.

(CONTINUED)
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INT. CHARLIE'S MOTOR HOME -~ DRIVING - NIGHT
Charlie and his wife ashen, little Heather SCREAMING shrilly--
INT. CHARLIE'S MOTOR HOME - POV THROUGH WINDSHIELD
And we SEE GODZILLA'S HUGE CLAW setting the other car down,
then his great pre-historic face, breaking through cables and
STARING STRAIGHT AT US~- Charlie SLAMS ON THE BREAKS-~-
EXT. GOLDEN GATE BRIDGE - FULL SHOT - NIGHT

GODZILLA pulls his face back in response to the little motor
home SHRIEKING to a halt mere yards from his nose.

EXT. BRIDGE - MOVING WITH SPITZER - CLOSE

as the guard REACTS to the sight of the stopped Pace Arrow--
he JERKS THE HANDLEBARS to avoid it--

EXT. BRIDGE RAILINGS - NIGHT
~—and SMASHES into the railings, JACK-KNIFING, AND=--
EXT. BRIDGE ~ LOW ANGLE

AS SPITZER, SCREAMING, FLIES kicking into the air and over the
side RIGHT AT CAMERA along with twisted fragments of motorcycle--

EXT. UNDER THE BRIDGE - NIGHT ~ ANGLE ON SURF

The splintered remains of Xruschkov's skiff wash into shore
on the lapping tide,

EXT. UNDER THE BRIDGE -~ EDGE OF THE RBAY - NIGHT

Daxton and Lesley stare in disbelief at what we have just seen,
the frazzled Coast Guard #2 locking at them sorrowfully, having
obviously just broken the news. Behind them, M.P.s hold rifles

on the remaining Russian agents.

LESLEY
(realizing Kevin
is dead)
-« & & NOII‘
EXT. BRIDGE TOLL PLAZA - THF XM-1

rolls into position, turret-mount turning, cannon JUTTING AT
CAMERA AS-~-

BALINGER

¢limbs down off the tank, MARINES watching him curiously as he
locks up toward GODZILLA, and his face fills with wonder, and--

MCDERMOTT

steps into view beside the tank, a walkie-talkie to his mouth:

{CONTINUED)
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McDERMOTT
Prepare to fire--

Behind him, Balinger REACTS to the words-- RUNS UP--

BALINGER
What are you doing?!

McDermott turns, gestures curtly, and TWO M.P.s GRAB BALINGER
and hold him tightly, AS--

McDERMOTT
FIRE!!

The tank FIRES A SHELL!
EXT. THE BRIDGE - GODZILLA - NIGHT

The SHELL EXPLODES right in front of the beast. He RECOILS as
Charlie's Pace Arrow SHRIEKS AWAY below.

(CONTINUED)
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INT. CHARLIE'S MOTOR HOME ~ DRIVING - NIGHT

Charlie and his wife stare straight ahead as i1f in a trance.
Their exuberant daughter bounces gleefully.

HEATHER
Let's go back! Let's go back!

EXT. TOLL PLAZA - AT THE TANK
McDERMOTT BALINGER
AGAINI!! You're only making him
mad, you stupid half-wit!
The tank FIRES ANOTHER SHELL!
EXT. THE BRIDGE - GODZILLIA
SWATS at the third shell as it EXPLODES, and it is clear GCD-
ZILLA is getting mad, because a giant GRCWL becomes the trade-
mark SHRIERING RCAR, AND=---
EXT, SERIES OF SHOTS - BRIDEE AND SURROUNDING ~ REACTION SHOTS
-=-DAXTCN~~ holding a sobbing LESLEY-- both LOCKING UP, AND--
-=~McDERMOTT and BALINGER, DITTC, and--

-~The CITIZENS on the bridge; the military, the police, EVERY-
ONE LOOKING UP and SEEING, as the RCAR ECHCES across the Bay:

GODZILLA

As the behemoth raises his powerful arms and brings them DOWN--

85.

SMASHING RIGHT THROUGH the bridge, then battering its foundations

angrily with reptilian fists, as he ROARS AGAIN-- AND--
INTERCUT:

EXT. THE BRIDGE - VARIOUS SHOTS

Concrete FLYING-- cables SNAPPING-- foundations CRUMBLING--

CARS SPILL INTO THE BAY as the famous landmarks's vast span

shakes, ang--

EXT. UNDER THE BRIDGE - BACK TC SCENE

as EVERYBODY SCATTERS, and-—

DEBRIS FALLS AT CAMERA from above, cables and crumbling pipes--

Daxton SEES a huge CHUNK OF CONCRETE plummeting from above

Lesley, and RUNS~- GRABBING her and THROWING THEM BOTH ASIDE

inte a ditch just before the massive slab HITS THE GROUND
with & jarring SMASH!
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IN THE DITCH - DAXTCN AND LESLEY

gripping one another tightly. Unable to contain herself, Lesley
weeps, wracked with sobs as Daxton holds her. Just above them

Kevin's lizard, Rover, appears on a rock, looking down passively.

EXT. GOLDEN GATE BRIDGE - FULL SHOT - NIGHT

GODZILLA, clutching a truck in one claw, pulling cables
through his teeth with the other. Dropping the truck, the
monster backs away from the bridge, looking around with sudden
concern. He looks toward the city, the familiar sky~line, then
SCREAMING, GODZILLA TURNS AND MOVES TCWARD THE CITY--

EXT. BRIDGE TOLL PLAZA NIGHT
MARINES running back to their truck, POLICE to their cars.

A MARINE
It's heading for the city!!

He runs past McDermott, who is ordering the scrambling PERSONNEL.

Balinger struggles with the M.P.s who are holding him. CCMMOTION
all round them.

BALINGER
A lot of good your cover-up's
genna do now, McDermott!
(McDermott ignores him)
You Xnew all along, didn't you?!

McDermott suddenly turns on him--

McDERMOTT
All right, professor. Let's
say I did know... I ALSO Knew

that some candy~ass egghead like
you would come along and whim-
per for us to save that monster,
like the whales or the baby
seals. So we could study it in
the hallowed name of science and
knowledge. Well, I don't want to
study it, professor.

BALINGER
(bitterly)
You want to blow the shit
out of it...

MCDERMOTT
That's right.
(to the M.P.s)
Put this man in the stockade.

The incredulcus Balinger SCREAMS with anger as he is dragged
away bv the M.P.s. McDermott turns to his aid.

(CONTINUED}
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McDERMOTT
We®ll proceed with an air strike,
Major.

MAJOR ACKERMAN
Scott has an F-1l6 sguadron, sir.

McDERMOTT

Radio Scott, Moffett AND Vandenberg,

I want every jet fighter in the state

of California. And that's just for

starters.
VARIQUS AIR FIELDS - VARIQUS SHOTS ~ INT. AND EXT., (JET MONTAGE)
JET FIGHTERS rolling onto air strips, landing lights flashing--~
~~PILOTS flicking switches in cockpits=-~
--GY¥YROS turning, ENGINES WHINING, AS--
--THE JETS taxi, build speed, TAKE OFF--
INT. MCVIE THEATER - NIGHT
Rows of THEATER PATRONS wearing 3-D glasses watch Friday the
13th, Part 3. In one row WE SEE old WALT, the security guard

at Dana's newspaper, along with his DATE. As "Jason" shoots
a spear from the screen, Walt takes off his 3-D glasses--

WALT
This 2Z-D sucks.

AND THAT'S WHEN A GARGANTUAN SCALY TAIL CRASHES THROUGH THE
SCREEN RIGHT AT CAMERA~~ decimating the wall and sending the
movie fans SCREAMING=-~-

INT. TAXI CAB - DRIVING - NIGHT
An ill-shaven CAB DRIVER. His eyes WIDEN and he JERKS THE WHEEL--
INT. CAB - POV THRCUGH WINDSHIELD - DRIVING - NIGHT

--TO AVOQID the great, leathery, spike-lined chstruction that is
moving across the street in our path=-- SWERVING TOWARD A WALL--

INT. DISCO - NIGHT

Mirror ball, colored lights, well-dressed YOQUTH in the middle
of a slow dance, The WALL EZXPLODES. Enter Taxi Cab.

EXT. BEACH STREEZT - PULL ZHOT ~ NIGHT

PECPLE SCRAMBLE in the f£.g. in every direction, most stampeding
to safety, some stopping and turning to watch AS GODZILLA
APPEARS, towering over the area amidst the b.g. buildings.

{CONTINUED)
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The monster STEPS FORWARD, FOOTFALLS like individual earth-
guakes, the populace PANICKING LOUDER at his feet AS HE TRUDGES
UP THE STREET TOWARD CAMERAww

EXT. GHIRARDELLI SQUARE - WIDE SHOT - NIGHT

CAMERA PANNING the enormous beast past the huge "Ghirardelli"®
sign, as he MOVES TOWARD Fisherman's Wharf, where--

EXT. SIDEWALK - "WORLD OF THE UNEXPLAINED" - NIGHT

SCREAMING CITIZENS FLEE, many being trampled as a YOUNG MAN
with a2 Super 8 movie camera runs into the street, filming AS
WE HEAR a droning tape recorder voice from the museum display:

SPEAKER VOQICE
--island of Kamono, where lizards
have been known to grow to the
amazing lengths of 12 feet or mo~-

EXT. "WORLD OF THE UNEXPLAINED" - WIDE =~ NIGHT

as GODZILLA'S GARGANTUAN FOOT COMES DOWM, CRUSHING the tourist
attraction, not to mention several unfortunate TOURISTS.

EXT. JEFFERSON STREET - ANGLE UP AT "DiMAGGIC'S" SIGN

AS GODZILLA strides into view, ROARING, knocking the sign down
with a mighty arm, so that it crumbles and FALLS QN CAMERA--

EXT. VISTA PIER - STREET - NIGHT

TRACKING A RCOW QF PCLICEMEN with helmets and rifles, aiming
from behind a battery of sguad cars. MORE PATROL CARS SQUEAL
to join the line in the b.g., SIRENS WHCQOPING CRAZILY as
CIVILIANS RUN in every direction.

CAMERA HOLDS ON SQUAD CHIEF, watching Godzilla carefully.
Behind him, A POLICEMAN slaps another, who is crying and
losing control.

SQUAD CHIEF
(re: the crazed cop)
Will you shut him up—--
(raising a bullhorn)
DO NOQT FIRE UNTIL WE KNOW WHAT
IT'S DOING!!

ANGLE ON PATROLMAN - BESIDE PCOLICE CAR

his pistol ready, a radio mic in cne hand. The car's RADIO
SQUAWKS from inside.

PCLICE RADIC
(STATIC)
~-gt somecne to clear thatg
top level of 480--

(CONTINUZD;
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PATROLMAN
{almost to himsel?)
Looks like it's... lcokin' for
something... o
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INT. NEWSPAPER OFFICE -~ NIGHT

Dana dodges FRANTIC EMPLOYEES as they scatter, cleaning their
desks out, grabbing things, getting the hell out. She goes
to the window, where Mary and OTHERS are looking out at:

POV ~ THE CITY SKYLINE

In the distance, GODZILLA moves in this direction through the
Embarcadaro area. Distant SIRENS.

INT. STOCKADE CELL -~ NIGHT

A vicious M.P. shoves Balinger into the sterile cell. SLAMS
the deor behind him.

BALINGEIR
You Nazis, LEMME OQUTTA HERE!!

INT. DEFENSE HQ - NIGHT

A large-scale map of the city £fills one wall, where MAPMEN
re-arrange thumbtacks to Keep track of dispatched units. Radio
and computer conscoles line the walls, and PERSCONNEL bustle
about everywhere. This i1s the make-shift base of operations.

DEFENSE DISPATCHER
The Golden Gate's out. Get

the National Guard to cover DEFENSE DISPATCHER #2
the Bay Bridge and 101 South, We've got those back-ups
they’re jamming up there at Market, and Civil
already -- Defense will cover eveary-

thing nocrth-east of Unicn
Sguare...

McDermott strides into the middle of all this, his aid, acksrman,
following like a sheep dog.

ACKERMAN

Alr strike inaugurated, sir.
MCDERMOTT

Let's just hope they get here

soon --
GENERAL KIRBY steps into view, facing McDermott off.

GENERAL KIRRY
Air strike? You ordered jets?

McRERMOTT
I was under the lmpressicn I was
heading defense on this, General.
(a pause)
Unless... vou want the
s e
responslbliity?

It's a low blow, but it works. KRirby just stares with contempt.
WHIP PAN TO RADIQO QPERATOR:

(CONTINCED)
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RADIO CPERATOR
Just reached the Embarcaderoc!

EXT. EMBARCADERC PEIRFRONT - NIGHT

GODZILLA grips the roof of a huge warehouse, and PULLS IT UP,
as if opening a can of sardines. He looks inside, THROWS the
roof into the bay, moves ON.

EXT. EMBARCADERO STREET - NIGHT

SATLORS and DOCKWORKERS RUN for cover as the DEBRIS FLIES,
hitting the street.

EXT. EMBARCADERDO - TRAIN YARD - NIGHT

A cargo train speeds along the tracks TOWARD CAMERA.

INT. CARGO TRAIN ~ POV FROM ENGINE - NIGHT

Moving at high speed toward the pier area. Suddenly, WE SEE
GODZILLA'S GIGANTIC FCOT step down on the track DIRECTLY IN
FRONT CF (S -- (CRASH!

EXT, EMBARCADERQ - NIGHT

GODZILLA HOWLS with pain, and WHIRLS around to see the source
of this new annoyance.

EXT. HIGHWAY 430 - NIGHT

GODZILLA'S TAIL swings with the momentum, CRASHING UP through

the two levels of freeway and obliterating both from below. Cars
shoct off into oblivion, the road taken ocut from under them.

BACK TO GCRZILLA - FULL SECT

as the monster picks up the swinging train cars, then angrily
HURLS THEM AT CAMERA -- TRUDGES back toward the warehouse, and --

EXT. EMBARCADERO WAREHOUSE - NIGHT

80.

ROARING, GODZILLA GRABS another rooftop, RIPPING it loose, tossing

the debris aside and MOVING ON, as PEQPLE scatter or watch in
the £

.9,
r———

EXT. EMBARCADERQO PIERFRONT - GODZILLA -~ NIGHT

As the beast comes -0 a new warehouse, tiny GUARDS start Kl
onn him. The miniscule bullets don't even bother the monste
as much as the commotion below. He grabs the warehouse roo
and PULLS IT OFF, DEBRIS falling.

(CONTINUED)
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GODZILLA looks down into the warehouse, guizzicallv. He
reaches in with a giant claw, picking up a tinv, SCREAMING
GUARD, which he then flings awayvy like a bug.

EXT. THE WAREHCUSE - ANGLE DOWN FROM BEHIND GCUZILLA

as MORE SCREAMING GUARDS FIRE, and we can SEE their little
military uniforms as Godzilla reaches down and pulls away the
large canvas tarp that covers... the corpse of the dead BABY

GODZILLA.
CLCSE CON GODZILLA

Yigs festures scoften and we s=e sad disbelief in his pre q; toric
face as he loocks down on his infant counterpar=. He I
guestioningly at the humans that are FLRZNG on nim, then hack

to the crumbling carcass.

He pets the scaly frame of the smaller monstser, touchlng it
gently as he tiles his head, ignoring the numans' GUNFIRE,
looking at the Babyv Godzilla's twisted Zace with ilmmense sad-
ness, a sadness in his eves almosh as oid as time i1tsell.

The monster lcoks arcund helplessly, frcm the dead LnlZant o
the c¢ity, and back again. Then... WE 3SEE a chance... th& 2rows
harden, the webt vellow sves blaze, the great, Zang-ilned mouta

snarls, and -—

an F=-16 fighter jet BLASTS STRAIGHT UP MASON STREET with 2 RCAR
that matches GODZILLA'S -- as the je“ does 3 barrel roll, its
course straight as an arrow, the windows along the screst

SHATTER wikh the sonic suction!
EXT. STREET - NIGHT

A cross~-section of PEQOPLE in the street hoid their ears, STARD UP
in amazement at the onceming Jets.

INT. F-16 COCXPIT - FLYING - NIGHT

The 2IL0T -~ strapped in tight, helmet znd cxygen Lanx, ns
spezxs into nis helmet mic

ORAGON LEADER
Dragon vadron, this i1z Drascon
Leadery ~- ARM SIDEWINDERS ~=
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EXT. EMBARCADERC - GODZILLA

The monster pivots to face the jets, his great tail SMASHING
the wall of the warehouse behind him.

EXT. EMBARCADERC STREET - NIGHT

As FLEEING HUMANS are CRUSHED by the collapsing wall, frantic
POLICE and NATICNAL GUARDSMEN attempt, physically and verbally,
to clear the area.

INT. F-16 COCKPIT - LOCKING OUT - FLYING TOWARD GODIZIILLA

PILOT {(0.S5.)
It's a damn dinosaur!

INT. F-16 COCKXPIT - FLYING - NIGHT

DRAGON LEADER
Cut the chatter, we're going in on
first pass -- FIRE SIDEWINDERS!!

EXT. EMBARCADERO - GODZILLA - FULL SHOT - NIGHT

as the sguadron approaches, little sparking jet rockets spew
from their wings, EXPLODING in Godzilla's face as the Jets fly
right over the monsier. GODZILLA RCARS WITH PAIN AND CONFUSIOW,
clawing at the air, momentarily blinded.

INT. F=16 COCKPIT -~ FLYING ~ NIGHT
DRAGON LEADER

Let's do it again -- attack

formation --
EXT. EMBARCADERO - CLOSE ON GODIILIA
And there is a great feeling of humiliation in all this, we can
see 1t in Godzilla's face. Clearly angering, he turns again
tc face the returning jets, which we can see re—forming over
the bay, coming in for their second run --

EXT. EMBARCADERO - GODZILLA - FULL SHOT - NIGHT

as the sguadron comes in again in attack formation, Hawk missiles

EJECTING from their wings and EXPLODING around Godzilla, whe
SERIEXKS and GRABS for the jets, missing, as =--

INT. ¥~16 COCKPIT - FLYING - NIGHT
DRAGON LEADER
Dragon Sguadron, this is Dragon
Leader, let's preak into two
Waves =--
EXT. EMBARCADERC - GODZILLA - NIGHT

He rubs his eves, locking around helplessly. The monster
lccks down, SEES:
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ANGLE - A TRAIN CAR

Cne cf the battered cargec cars from the train Godzilla tangled
with a few minutes ago.

BACK TO GODZILLA

And we should see a hint of recognition in his face, as he
bends, reaches for the car, picks it up, and --

EXT. IN THE SKY - THE JET SCUADRON

is coming in again, we can see from the lights, in two waves.
The leader of the first wave is well ahesad of the others.

INT. F~16 COCKPIT - FLYING =- NIGHT
DRACGON LEADER

This is Dragon Five, uh =-~- I'm

gonna trv something.
EXT. EMBARCADERC - GODZILLA - NIGHT
And though we may be imagining things, it scort of looks like
CODZILLA 1s hiding the train car pehind his back. At least
obscuring it £rom the concoming jets.

INT. F-16 CCCKPIT - LOOKING OUT - FPLYING TOWARD CGODZILLA

AND A5 WE APPRCACH THE MONSTER, the jet's nose DIVES, and we
ZCOM BETWEEN GCODZILLA'S LEGS~=~ rockets EXPLODING!

DRAGON FIVE (0.8.)
WWWAAAHHHCOOCCOOOO! !

POV FROM TAIL QOF JET - FLYING THROUGH GCDZILLA'S LEGS
as the monster turns to watch the retreating jet.
INT. F-16 COCKPIT - A DIFFERENT ONE - FLYING - NIGHT
A PILOT, following, LAUGHES like a hvsterical idiot.
DRAGON SEVEN

Dragen Five, I'd say va goosed

him there!!
EXT. EMBARCADERC - GODZILLA - FULL SHOT - NIGHT
And there is fury and a hint of intelligence in the monster's
face as the rest c¢f the first wave comes in and withcut warning,
GODZILLA PULLS OUT THE TRAIN CAR, and using it like a bat,
BATS ONE OfF THE JETS QUT OF THE 8KY ==
EXT. OVER THE CITY - CRIPPLED JET

as it sails through the air in a flaming, twisted heap, STRAICGHT
TOWARD CAMERA =-- AND ~-
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EXT. TIMES-HERALD BUILDING - DOWNTOWN - NIGHT

and we know 1t is the Times-Herald Building because there is a
big sign that says so0. At least there is until the crumpled
jet CRASHES INTO THE BUILDING, impaling it, spewing flames
averywhere.

BACK TO GODZILIA

And he's dropped the train car. He SWIPES AT one of the jets
in the second wave -~ GETS IT -~ he examines it curiously, then
just for the hell of i%, BITES INTC THE NOSE.

INT. F-16 CCCKPIT - NIGHT

As the DARKNESS of GODZILLA’S FANG-LINED MCUTH SURROUNDS THE
CABIN and the PILOT SCREAMS AS THE CCCKPIT CRUMPLES IN Cd HIM.

INT. HQ BUILDING - MAIN CORRIDOR - NIGHT
A group of scared MARINES RUN BY CAMERA -- a stampede of boots -=-

SCARED MARINE
The jets are ret;eating -=- Neothing
c¢an Xill that thing --

~-AND PAST Daxton and Lesley. He has been consoling her. Little
Rover is in her lap. Daxton watches the Marine's pass, his ax-
pression intense. Making a great decision, he RISES QUICKLY —-

Peter?!--
INT. DEFENSE HQ - NIGHT

McDermott pacing nervously, XKirby staring at him, the toadie
Ackerman following in McDermott's every step. PERSCNNEL CHATTER.

ACKERMAN
Sir, the problem with the Black-
hawk force is most of the pilots
are up at Hamilton training in
the S-9's.

Daxton has APPEARED, looking determined. McDermcoctt faces him.

McDERMOTT
Uh, minor set~back --

DAXTON
Where's Balinger?

A beat. McDermott averts his eyes. Suddenly, all attenticn in
the room is on this confrontation.

DAXTON
5 HE?21!?

S

WHERE

i
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INT. STOCKADE CELL - NIGHT ‘

Balinger sitting morosely on the cot. He looks up at the SOUND
cf keys in the door. The cell door QPENS. DAXTON.

BALINGER
It's about time the cavalry
arrived! Where were you? Can I
kill Mchermott now?

) DAXTON
We have to kill the... Godzilla.

BALINGER
What?! That's what he wants to do!
We're supposed to be tne good guys,
remember?

DAXTON
The hell with idealism; either you
help me, or I'1ll leave you here to
rot. It's that simple.

CLOSE CN TV SET
A self-conscicus NEWSCASTER stammers the latsst:
NEWSCASTER

~-martial law intc effect throughout

the city, while authorities rule cut

further attacks by air --
INT. BAR ~ NIGHT
And we see that the TV hangs over the bar area of the dimly-lit
JAM~-PACKED establishment. PATRONS in every corner, Qrowning
their fear in bottles. Including: TONY. Sitting at the bar,
into his fourth straight Scotch, he looks at the TV intensely.

TONY
L can fly around him.

The other PATRONS lock at him with curiosity. He takes a slug.
The NEWSCASTER CONTINUES, TEROUGH:

EXT. BAY ZBRIDGE - NIGHT

Traffic hopelessly jammed as terrified CITIZENS trv to get out
of the city, CAR HORNS HONKING anxiously.
EXT. 101 FREEWAY -~ SOUTH 280 - NIGHT

itto. Only the snarled sea of cars is even more unnerving hers

i
ince there are more lanes of traffic. Nightmare time.
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CLOSE ON TV SET - A DIFFERENT ONE

NEWSCASTER
(through above)

--As predicted, traffic is hopelessly
jammed at the Bay Bridge, as well as
101 South, 2806, uh -~ At the Golden
Gate, traffic 1s backed up to 1l9th
AND Lombard street exits =-- 1f vou're
tuning in late, that bridge has been
cestroyed, there's no access there --

EXT. ELECTRCNICS STORE - LOOKING IN WINDOW - NIGHT

WE SEE several TV sets with the newscaster on them AS WE WIDEN

TO SHOW SIDEWALK AND STREET, where PANICKED CIVILIANS run
everywnere, looking for safety God knows where.

EXT. CHINATOWN - GRANT STREET - NIGHT

as DOZENS of terrified ORIENTALS FLEE TOWARD CAMERA. In the dis-
tance, the gigantic GODZILLA can be seen looming over the city,
ROARING his famous ROAR. WE SEE he 1s carrying a muni bus.

EXT. BROADWAY - NORTHBEACH -~ FULL SHQOT ~ NIGHT (MATCH CUT)
GODZIILLA towers over the flashy lights of the boulevard,

SCRAMELING NIGHTLIFERS trampling each other at hls feet. The
monster locks around with curicsity, absently swinglng the bus.

-

INT. NEWSPAPER OFFICE - NIGHT

Only now it is filled with rubble, the lignts Flames
lick thrcough a gash in the wall. Dana, the o & human i
sight, stumbles through the rubble and thick smoke. She is

covered with soot. Suddenlv, she spots:

(ml
I
= {7}
e
< I
s
9
o
fu
W
i 1]
o B S

DANA
MARY!?

And rushes to her friend, who is pinned under a fallen pillar,
her temple bleeding. Dana kneels to her, cradles her head.

MARY
(weakly)
Didn't... Didn't I always warn vyou
about the men in this town? Either
they're fags, or they grope you,
or theyv're pig and green and throw
jets into buildings...

Dana f£ights back the tears. The overhead lights DIE completely.

MARY
(barely audible
Listen... hold on o ©
Ha's cute...

}
hat saliior.. .

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

She smiles, closes her eyes. Dana looks around frantically.
Mary's head rolls to one side as 1f she wants +to sleep. The
grin fades, and she DIES peacefully. Dana weeps.

She gingerly lets Mary's head down, then rises and looks around,
still crying. She goes to the gash in the wall. The wind from
outside whips her hair around.

EXT. TIMES-HERALD BUILDING ~ NIGHT

Flames lapping from below, the crumpled F-16 impaled in the side
of the building. Cbviously, there is no way down.

BACKX TO DANA

looking down, listening to the fire SIRENS far below. She locks
around ac¢ain, stumbling through the debris, recoiling at:

THE F-16 COCXPIT

cracked open, like an egg, jutting through the wall. The dead
PILOT, cozing guts, remains strapped firmly in... Scbbing,
Dana approaches the dead pilot, then hesitantly starts to un-
strap Nis parachute, slicks of blood getting on her, she SOCBS
louder, tugging frantically on the corpse's gparachuze...

EXT. BAY STREET - NIGHT

i

ticular

A

FIREMEN all over the street see to wounded CITIZENS.
TIREMAN steps forward, locking up with confusion.

ca
FIREMAN

Captain Lowry?
He points up. His CAPTAIN looks.
EXT. TIMES~HERALD BUILDING = LOOKING UP - NIGHT
From above the flames, Dana FLIES THROUGH THE AIR, her legs
kicking. She falls incredibly, sickeningly fast. In the air
over her, the parachute is slowly billowing open. Maybe too
slowly. It undulates in the air, growing, until finally --
EXT. IN THE AIR -~ WITH DANA
as she is violently TUGGED UPWARD, AND --
EXT. IN THE STREET - NIGHT
A fireman's airbag has been inflated to catch people jumping
from lower floors. Fire trucks nearby. Dana plummets safely

into the air bag, the huge parachute mushrooming down over her
as FIREMEN dash to the alirbag to see 1f she's ckav.
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AT THE AIRBAG

as the FIREMEN tug at the edges of the chute, frantically
searching for Dana. They find her. She is laughing and crving
at the same time. But before we sigh with relief, WE SEE GOD~
ZILLA'S lower torso in the b.g. -- the monster TRUDGING THIS
WaY -- the air bag directly in his path -~

EXT. IN THE STREET - THE AIR BAG - NIGHT

as Dana and the firemen roll off the airbag and run for cover
JUST BEFORE GODZILLA'S MASSIVE FOOT COMES DOWN, POPPING the
huge cushion instantly --

INT. ARTILLERY STORAGE - NIGHT

Daxteon, Balinger and OTHER PERSONNEL stand by while an ARMS
EXPERT examines the Soviet missiles, which are lying on a table
with strong, sterile lights over then.

ARMS EXPERT
They're definitely prototypes.
Sort of like the SAGARS, but I
wouldn't risk taking '‘em apart
or firing 'em. The fact is, we
don’'t kncw what's inside.

BALINGER
Swall! These suckers are our onlwv
chance and we don't even know now
theyvy work!

DAKTON
(cigarette in place)
Who would?

ARMS EXPERT
Well... the guy who invented 'em
would be nice.

PETROVICH (0.8.)
{(heavy Russian accent)
Doctor -- Balinger?

ALL TURN -~ there, standznq in the doorway between two armed,
STCIC~LOCKING M.P.'s, is the nuclear physicist, PETROVICH.

EXT. PRESIDIO GROUNDS -~ TRACKING THE CGRCUP -~ NIGHT
Daxton, Balinger, Kirby, McDermott, et al. Aas they stride
toward the helipad, MARINES push the missiles along on their

gurney=-1like roller. The FOLLOWING DIALOGUE is terse and URGENT --

GENERAL KIRRY
You WHAT?!

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

BALINGER
And there's only cne drawback.

DAXTON
We can fire from a conventional
rocket launch. We'll take a Huey --

MCDERMOTT
All the available pilcots are working
to prep the Blackhawk force --

DAXTON
You can spare ONE!

GENERAL KIRBY
I don't understand -- Dr. Petrovich --

ARMS EXPERT
(overlapping)
He tells us thev're SAGAR counter
defense missiles. They're designed
tc intercept and explcde other weapons
IN THE AIR --

GENEERAL KIRBY
Yes, I'm familigr with -~

ARMS EXPERT
With a difference, sir., Based on
Von Neumann's implesicn thecry fox
the Manhattan project -- fissjcn onlv
ocgurs 1f the target also has an
atomic power base.

GENERAL KIRBY
Are you saving the monster's radio-
active?

BALINGER

Call it a 'subcritical metabolism.'’
But A) the missile's GOT to go IN,
and B} --

(indicates McDermot®)
-—- this clown has to call off his
forces long enough for us to get
a shot in.

They've arrived at the Helipad. A "Huey" UH-1, the type of
copter commonly used in Vietnam, sits on the pad, waiting.
The MARINES leave the SAGARS by the chopper and in the b.g.,
DASH OFF at the instruction of the Arms Expert.

{(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

McDERMOTT
My forces are --

GENERAL KIRBY
Shut up, McDermott -- but, professor,
vyou only have two shots --

BALINGER
THAT'S the drawback.

The group begins to disperse, toc go about final arraangements,

McDERMOTT
(to Daxton)
Wait a minute, I'm all for your little
plan here, Commander, but if I call =z
cease-fire to clear vour helicopter,
this city will be completely vulner--

DAXTON
{(turning to
the chopper]
You're outranked, McDermott.

MCcDERMOTT
{expleding)
Brigadier-Ceneral McDermott, SIR,
and I think I've taken about as
much abuse as I intend to! You dcn't
even have the decencvy o be in
uniform at a time like this!t!

Daxton FREEZES in his tracks. Slowly turns. He reaches into
his coat and pulls out his beretta. He COCKS the gun -- then
reaches for McDermott's hat -- TAKES IT off the man's head =~-

==-and calmly FIRES A SUCCESSION OF SHOTS throuch the bottom of
the hat, rendering it a shredded, tattered mess. He replaces
the ludicrous thing on McDermott's head.

DAXTOCN
Next time, I'll leave vour head
in it.

EXT. UNION SQUARE - WIDE ANGL

(5]

- NIGHT

GODZILLA, Xing of the Monsters, stands in the middle of Union
Square, a crushed car in one claw, little Police Choppers with
SEARCHLIGHTS BUZZING around him. He swats at them.

TANKS are set up at strategic locations around the sguare, and
FIRE at the monster THROUGHOUT:

{CONTINUED)
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EXT. POWELL STREET - NIGHT

Another TV CREW is joined by camera-wielding TOURISTS in moving
closer to the monster for better shots. NATIONAL GUARDSMEN
wave them back.

LOW ANGLE -~ GQODZILIA

ROARS and BURLS the car in his hand AT CAMERA --

BACK TO SCENE

as the thrill-seekers SCATTER out of the way, and the crumpled
car SMASHES DOWN in the street.

BACK TO GODZILILA - CLOSE

hesitating. He HEARS something, looks down.

GODZILLA - FULL SHOT

as the monster KNEELS to the street, examining the concrete.
He ralses powerful reptilian fists and BASHES a hole in the
asphalt -- he LOOKS DOWN:

GOD2ILLA'S POV -~ THE HOLE IN THE STREET

WE SEE and HEAR the HUMMING, BUZZIING cable car cables moving
aleong under the street,

EXT. PCWELL STREET - NIGHT

A long cable car, jammed with PECQPLE, CLICK-CLICKS up the hil
while the frantic GRIPMAN SHOUTS at them not to crowd the thi

o

BACK TO GCDZILLA

as he guizzically reaches dewn, bunching the cables in one power-
ful claw, and begins PULLING on the cable.

EXT. POWELL STREEZT - BACK TO CABLE CAR - NIGHT

As the car JERKS backward, BEING PULLED by Godzilla. The people
crowded aboard SCREAM with surprise and foar.

EXT. POWELL STREET -~ UNION SQUARE - GODZILLA

as he PULLS the cable car aiong toward him, PASSENGERS spilling
out the sides, but it is still jammed bv the time:

LOW ANGLE - UP AT GODZILLA
as ne pulls the cable car into the air, staring at it and its

cccupants with a guizzical expression, hapless PEOPLE FALLING
cut the sides to the street below. Finally, GODZILLA DROPS IT ~-
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EXT. THE STREET - HIGH ANGLE DOWN

AS THE CABLE CAR FALLS AWAY FROM CAMERA, SMASHING to the street!

EXT. HELIPAD - THE PRESIDIO - NIGHT

The SAGAR missiles JUT AT CAMERA, then swing back, being loaded
INTO the Huey by Marines. A sleek-lcoking, hand-held rocket
launch ENTERS FRAME, being carried by another MARINE.

It, too, is lcaded aboard as Daxton, Balinger, et al, make final
preparations. Lesley is here, too; an emotional wreck.

LESLEY
I can't lose you, too. I can't!
Please =--

Balinger hesitantly intervenes.

BALINGER
Look, uh ==~ mavbe I should go.
I mean, I Xnow Lits physiognomy--

DAXTON
(tugging his cigarettes
out, exploding at Leslev)
Ckay, tell vcu what, Leslev-inne --
Which of us weould you like 2o go.
YOU make the decisicn!

Sty

LESLEY
{tears in her eves)
I can't kelieve vyou said that!

A VOICE (C.S8.)
GET AWAY!!

EVERYBODY TURNS toward the Huey. And there is KRUSCHKOV, holding

his deadly wrist~blade to the temple of a pale, but very much
alive, KEVIN.

LESLEY

XRUSCHRQV
(warning everyone away,
speaking ENGLISH)
These missiles are the progperty of
the Soviet Union... If you please,
I will take them off vour hands...
Daxton steps forward, feeling both the greatast relief and the
greatest natred he has aver felt in his life,

KRUSCHEKGOV
Who L1 the pilot?!

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:
A young HUEY PILOT nervously steps forward.

KRUSCHKQOV
Start the machine!

The petrified man complies, climbing into the Huey and commencing
with pre~flight procedures.

KRUSCHKOV
(to Daxton)
A fine boy you have sired, Commander...
A fine boy...

He backs up to the helicopter, pulling the whimpering Xevin with
nim. The chopper blades are spinning at top speed now, chopping
the air, ready to take off. As Xruschkov climbs into the
chopper with Kevin:

DAXTON
You have the pilot, damn veou! You
don't need TWC hostages!!

Kruschkov just grins, backing in to the chopper -- AND THAT'S
WHEN REVIN ELBCWS HIM RIGHT IN THE GROIN -~ Xruschkov folds witn
pain, trying to hold Xevin and slash him with his wrist-blade --
he SLICES Kevin's ear just before Kevin wriggles away --

and RUNS into his mother's arms. She holds him tightly, then ne
pulls away and hugs his father, too tense even to cry over this
reunicn. Daxton grips his son as --

INT. THE HUEY -~ NIGHT
Kruschkov holds his blade to the sweating pilot's throat.

RRUSCHKOV
Make us fly.

EXT. HELIPAD - THE PRESIDIO - NIGET

Daxton sees the bleood all over Kevin's ear, touches it gingerly.
He looks up toward the Huey, and the look of determined hatred
in his face goes beyond human emotions. As the Huey begins to
1ift ofZ, air WHOOSHING everywhere, Daxton takes a step toward
it, then keeps going, running, sprinting, and as the chopper
gets higher, DAXTON JUMPS --

-~and he GRABS THE CHOPPER'S LANDING RUNNERS, so that as the
helicopter lifts, DAXTON LIFTS WITH IT --

EXT. HELIPAD - THE PRESIDIO =~ NIGHT

EVERYONE'S eyes riveted upward. BRBalinger GRABS Lesley, who in
turn, grabs Kevin.

BALINGER
COME ONn1il
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INT. THE HUEY - FLYING - NIGHT

Kruschkov looks out the window and all around, trving to account
for the Huey's wobbly course. He doesn't know Daxton is down
there.

EXT. THE HUEY - FLYING - NIGHT

Both terrifying and breath~taking, Daxton hanging there like a
puppet, buildings and lights and concrete wav below him as the
chopper CLIMBS, and Daxton attempts tc pull himself up on the
landing runner, up to the open side, until finally, HE SWINGS
HIMSELF UP -~

INT. THE HUEY - FLYING - NIGHT

As Kruschkov feels the displaced weight, loocks cut one side, AS
DAXTON RISES from the other, appearing behind Xruschkov, and
Kruschkov TURNS ARBRUPTLY, and there's Daxton, grinning, but not
in a good way, and before Krusgchkov can do anything --

CAXTON BELTS HIM IN THE FACE so hard that WE feel it. Kruschkov
FLIES backward. The chopper TILTS.

EXT. MOVING WITH JEEP - NIGHT

Balinger driving like a maniac, Lesley and Kevin tense ceside
nim, looking upward --

BACK 70:
THE HUEY - FLYING - NIGHT

The pilot evens it out. Daxton holds the rocket launch from
falling ocut, THEN: TURNS for another BLOW, but -=- Kruschkov has
recovered, GRINS, SWINGS the deadly blade.

Daxton DODGES, GRABS the blade arm -- KNEES Kruschkow in the
chest. Kruschkov grunts, folds, GRABS Daxton's face, then --
SLAMS it against the cabin wall, AS --

Daxton SHQVES, and —-- Kruschkov FALLS BACKWARD -- rolling to
the very edge of the open cabin. WIND RUSHING all around, the
city FAR BELOW, and --

Having the upper hand, Daxton POUNCES -- but Kruschkov ROLLS,
SLICES UP with his wrist-blade -« and Daxton COMES DOWN hard, the
CHOPPER WCOBBLING =~- And Daxton SEES the blood on his own wrist,
TURNE AND =--

KRUSCHKQV KICKS HIM OUT THE SIDE OF THE HELICOPTER --

EXT. THE HUEY -~ FLYING - NIGHT

As Daxton FLIES out the side, he reaches out, GRABBING THE
landing runner, hanging from it for dear life, #he city RUSHING
2Y underneath him, legs swinging, AS -~

(CONTINUED)
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KRUSCHKQOV LEANS OUT, the BLADE OPEN, and the Russian SWINGS

it at Daxton's face, toying with his enemy, making the moment
last, until finally, he leans further =-- holds the blade inches
from Daxton's one good eye, and --

KRUSCHKOV
(the voice of a demon)
Now the other eye, eh, Comrade?

INT. TEE HUEY - FLYING - LOCKING CQUT FRONT - NIGET

As the pilot GASPS, and THERE IS GODZILLA right in front of the
chopper, his massive reptile-face in the windshield, and --

THE PILOT
frantically PULLS back con the joystick, and --
EXT. TRANSAMERICA PYRAMID - GODZILLA - NIGHT

-

The Huey banks sharply upward, climbing and veering off the
monster’s shoulder, AND --

[Tl

EXT. THE HUEY -~ FLYING - WNIGHT

Daxton SEES Kruschkeov GRAB the frame-bars to keep gravity from
throwing him out, so Daxton CGRABS THZ MAN'S COAT, PULLS HARD,
and Kruschkov FLIES QUT OF THE CHOPPER, FTALLING, AND =--

EXT. MONTGOMERY STREET - OVERHEAD SHCT - NIGHT

LOCOKING DOWN AS Kruschkeov, kicking and SCREAMING on the wind,
FALLS AWAY FROM THE CAMERA to his doom below, when SUDDENLY --

THUD! He lands hard on a scalv green surface, lcoks up, and =--
EXT. GODZILLA - FULL SHOT - NIGHT

Godzilla locks down, holds up his claw, and his eyes WIDEN at
the little SCREAMING MAN in it. And we see recognition in the
monster's expression. The great beast's massive chest abruptly
expands, as L1f inhaling, and he pulls his head back -~

INSERT - GODZILLA'S JAGGED SPINAL FINS

as they begin to GLOW with ATOMIC ENERGY, A5 --

BACK TO SHOT

AND A GREAT FIERY BELCH~BLAST OF ATCMIC EINERGY SHOCTS from
Godzilla's mouth and we HEAR XKruschkov's pathetic SCREAMS as n

is iacinerated to death. Godzilla pops the charred skeleton
into his meouth as one would an "M & M."

i
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HUEY PILOT
If we get in the path of that breath,
we can kiss it goodbye.

DAXTON
You're steering. Are you ready?

HUEY PILOT
Readv as I'll ever be.

EXT. THE HUEY - FLYING ~ NIGHT

as it banks in the air and comes in for an attack pass.
EXT. ON THE STREET - THE MORTAR UNIT

FIRING at Geodzilla on command --

EXT. GODRZILLA - FULL SHOT - NIGHT

as the chopper comes in toward the monster, little mortar
shells EXPLODING in the air around him.

INT. THE HUEY - PFLYING - CLOSE ON DAXTON

HUEY PILOT

‘re firinc smart bombs!

Shit, they
DAKTON
{(gritting his teeth)
McDermott ~--—
(he AIMS)
GO FOR THE HEAD!!
QUICK SERIES QF SHOTS -~ NIGHT
A mortar shell is FIRED from & street launcher, AS --
DAXTCON, eyve glued to the sight, FIRES JUST AS --
THE SMART BOME EXPLODES, AND ==

THE HUEY, coming in right by Godzilla PITCHES as the explosion
makes Godzilla TURN and SWIPE at the chopper with his claw AS --

THE SAGAR MISSILE hits Godzilla in the threoat, bouncing off and
plummeting to the street below —-

INT. THE HUEY - PLYING - NIGHT

The pilot struggles frantically to pull it out of a dive.
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EXT. MONTGCMERY STREET - NIGHT

FIRES and debris all over the street. The SAGAR missile falls
from nowhere and HITS the street with a CLINK~-CLINK SOUND,
then cracks open, SPEWING STEAM.

EXT. OVER SAN FRANCISCO ~- THE HUEY - NIGHT

goes down into a crippled dive, CRASHING on a rooftop --

éXT. IN THE STREET ~ NIGHT

Kevin RUNS FORWARD --

KEVIN
DAD!!

EXT. COLUMBUS STREET - ELECTRICAL TCWER - NIGHT
GODZILLA steps into view and GRIPS the tower, pulling 1t locse

from its rooftop foundations, the structure bending, wires
pulling. It CREAKS and FALLS TOWARD CAMERA from above =--

EXT. IN THE STREET - NIGHT

AS THE TOWER COMES DOWN WITH A JARRING CRASH!! and =--

LESLEY AND BALINGER

as SHE SCREAMS and HE holds her back forcefully, and --

EXT. THE FALLEN TOWER -~ NIGHT

And there, pinned under a portion of the structure, i1s KEVIN.
HEe lcoks stunned and bruised, but otherwise okay. EXCEPT:
LIVE ELECTRICAL WIRES SNAP and HISS near him, AS --

CLOSE ON GODZILLA

as the great beast locks down, ignoring the artillery FIRE,
locking down to SEE:

GODZILLA'S POV - LOOKING DOWN ON KEVIN

struggling to free himself, electrical SPARKS all arcund him.
EXT. COLUMBUS STREET - FULL SHOT - NIGHT

as the mightv behemoth appears tc recognize Kevin. He resaches
for the fallen tower, LIFTING IT UP and allowing Kevin the
freedom to get away. Kevin runs out in the open, as Godzilia

drops the tower.

(CONTINUED)
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KEVIN
GO AWAY, GET QUT OF HERE!! GO
HOME, THEY'RE TRYING TO HURT YQU!!

CLOSE ON GODZILLA
squinting at Kevin, as if trying to comprehend the words. And
whether it's the words, or the sincerity of the sentiment, or
who knows what -- something makes the monstar turn and HEAD AWAY.
EXT. COLUMBUS STREET - THE NATIONAL GUARDSMEN - NIGHT
Llock at one another with astonishment, AS --
INT., DEFENSE HQ - NIGHT
A RADIO MAN swivels in his chair, turning to General XKirby.
RADIOC MAN
46th Armor Division reports a Huey

down over Kearnev.

RKirby grimaces at the news, while we PAN TO McLERMOTT, who is
almost grinning at the news. '

INT. BAR - CLOSE ON TV SET

23 a shaky video image of Columbus Strset is seen. FTire and
debris.

NEWS ANNOUNCER
-— the pilots invoived in the crash
remain unknown -- meanwhile —--—

ANGLE ON TONY - CAMERA SLOWLY CLOSES ON HIM

as he sits at the bar, stares uncertainly at the TV, locking at
his drink, then back to the set...

EXT. RCOOFTCP - SAN FRANCISCC - NIGHT

The Huey is now twisted, FLAMING wreckage. We can see the
horribly-mutilated corpse of the PILOT, half-in, half-out of
the cockpit, and we assume Daxton has met the same fate.

But no. Because now we SEE him, battered and bloody, pulling
himself free from the crushed cabin, his jacket charred and
shredded, his face hleeding.

He pulls the last remaining SAGAR missile from the crumpled
Huey, and drags it limpingly away just before the chopper
EXPLODES.

168
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EXT. NEAR TELEGRAPH HILL - NIGHT

as GODZILLA APPEARS, BELCHING ATOMIC FIRE, demclishing everything
in his path. He locks like he ijust wants out ¢f here.

EXT. ON THE STREET -~ NIGHT

MILITARY and CIVILIANS run like hell past two ernormous gas
storage tanks --

BACK TO GODZILLA

as he unleashes another BLAST CF FIRE-BREATH, AND =--

EXT. SERIES OF SHOTS -~ THE GAS TANKS AND SURROUNDING

The tanks are IGNITED by the sheet-blast of atomic fire, and
EXPLODE with great, mushrooming balls of FLAME. Hapless HUMANS

are sent flying into the air, somersaulting TOWARD CAMERA and
their deaths. ‘

INT, POLICE S5QUAD CAR - DRIVING = NIGHT

A lone PATROLMAN drives down rubble-strewn California Street.
Ambulances SCREAM by at top speed.

POLICE RADIO
(STATIC)
-~-apprehending looters at Vaughn's,
Unicn Sguare --

(SQUAWK)
Uh -- some schizo National
Guardsman shooting people at Market
and Third...

EXT. CALIFORNIA STREET - NIGHT

Daxton limps up the street, dragging the SAGAR missile. He
hears the police car, turns and extends a hitchhiking thumb.
The black~and-white slows to a stop, and Daxton leans in ©o
the passenger window.

DAXTON
Can you take me to the Presidio?
PATRCLMAN
dey, Buddy. This isn't a taxi
service.
DAXTON
Ckay, it's an order.
PATROLMAN
Whe are you? I don't take orders

from you.

(CONTINUED)
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Daxton raises his beretta intoc view, aims it at the cop, COCKS it.

DAXTON
Now yeou do. Or would you like a
nuclear missile up your butt?

EXT. MARITIME PARK - FOLLOWING GODZILLA

as the great beast lumbers toward the water, ROARING. He turns
toward the city for a moment, then MOVES OUT intc the water, his
pre-nistoric form glistening wet in the soft moonlight.

EXT. LOMBARD STREET - NIGHT

Dana walks along unsteadily, shivering, bruised. A jeep pulls
up and cruises beside her. She turns and looks. A weeping
Lesley, a silent Kevin, and in the driver's seat: Balinger.
He tries a smile. Doesn't do too well.

EXT. PRESIDIO GROUNDS - NIGHT

A GROUNDMAN with a flare WAVES IT AS WE HEAR the CHCPPING THUNDER
of many helicopter blades, and --

ZXT. PRESIDIO GATES - NIGHT
Balinger drives the jeep in just as MARINES shut the gates.
Trucks, sandbags and tanks form a barricade at the Presidio

wall. As the ARMY MEN work at erecting the barricade, they
look um --

CLOSE ON BALINGER

looking up too, as the BLACKHAWK CORRAS LIFT OFF over his head.
INT. HQ CORRIDOR - NIGHT

8lcody and battered, Daxteon limps up the hallway, carrving

the last SAGAR missile. The few PERSONNEL remaining in the
building watch him go by, speechless, as though he were Christ

carrying the cross.

(CONTINUED)
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EXT. THE BAY - NIGHT

GODZILLA RCARS in the distance as the BLACKHAWK COBRAS FLY
INTC FRAME, SPUTTERING OFF to do battle with the monster,

INT. DEFENSE HQ =~ NIGHT
Daxton APPEARS in the doorway, and limps across the floor.

ACKERMAN
{to McDermott)
The Blackhawks are up, sir.

McDERMOTT
Good. I hope you made s--

He notices Daxton hobbling toward him. The usual CHATTER of
the defense perscnnel dies down, as all the assembled control-
lers, operatcrs and officers turn to watch Daxton.

As he limps up to McDermott, you can hear a pin drop. Daxton
looks at McDermott. McDermott looks back. Daxten then hands
the SAGAR missile to a nearby RECRUIT--

DAXTCON
dcld this.

-~then SLUGS McDERMOTT IN THE MOUTH. Balinger, Lesley and Co.
BURST IN the door just as Daxton COLLAPSES.

LESLEY XKEVIN
PETERI! pap!!

Lesley dashes to her fallen husband and cradles his head as
the ASSEMBLED gather around. Daxton looks up at Balinger.

DAXTON
Your turn.

EXT. PRESIDIO GROUNDS - NIGHT -~ TRACKING BALINGER, KIRBY, ET AL

"Ft al” includes Dana, the arms expert, and the obligatory
MARINES who carry the remaining missile and a new launch unit.

BALINGER
It's our only chance, what do
you mean there aren't 20y plLiots
on basez!

GENERAL KIRBY
McDermott sent them all up two
minutes before yvou got back. And
even 1f we DID have a pilot, the
only available machine--
(points ahead)
-=-is *he 5-3% Hornet--

(CONTINUED)
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EXT. THEIR POV - THE S~9 HORNET - DRAMATIC ESTABLISHING

Sleek, aggressive-looking. Double~ended with steeply—-angled,
thickly-armored surfaces. Short winglets, no tail blades.
Very ‘sci-fi'.

GENERAL KIRBY
It's practically still in the
prototype stage; a PRO would
need special training!

ARMS EXPERT
We could adapt the SAGAR to the
thirty millimeter cannon-=-

GENERAL KIRBY
We could-- IF we had scomeone to
FLY the damn thing!l--

CLOSE ON GROUND - McDERMOTT'S HAT
The one Daxton shot to shit earlier. A hand reaches into frame
and picks up the hat. TILT UP TO TONY. He examines the hat as
one would if they were shcpping. His tone is very casual.
TONY

Locks awful light. Like less than

a thousand...
The assembled look at him.

GENERAL KIFRBRY

It's... nine hundred.
TONY
Hm... BHow come I don't see no

tail blades?

GENERAL KIRBY
Doesn't have any. It's not a con-
ventional transmission by any m--

TONY
(interyupting)
What, air feed?

GENERAT, KIREY
That's right. The pump's mounted
on the turbo,.

TONY
Hm... Say I pull collective. What
kind of torgue reacticn are we
lockin' at?

GENERAL KIRBY
Uh, none. With this design, torgue
is eliminated almost completely.

(CONTINUED)
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TONY
qua-

He thinks. Loocks at Balinger. Looks at the hat. Looks at Dana.
Looks at the hat. Then puts it on. Nobly. As though he is
proud to wear it.

TCONY
Okay, professor. Let's nuke
that son-gf-a-bitch.
EXT. OQVER THE BAY - NIGHT
AS A BLACKHAWK CCOBRA FLIES DIRECTLY AT CAMERA=--
INT. COBRA - LOCKING QUT - FLYING TOWARD GODZILLA

whose head juts up just out of the water, lit by moving search-
beams. It is a very scary image.

INT. BLACKHAWK COBRA -~ FLYING - NIGHT
The COBRA PILOT SHOUTS to his GUNNER.
CORRA PILOT

Get ready to fire towe missiles-—~

and--~ FIRE!!
2XT. UNDER THE CHOPPEZIR -~ NIGHT
a sparking BLAST FIRES from the missile chute, and--
ZXT. TEE BAY - GQDIZIILLA - FULL SEQT - UIGET
as the towe missile WHISTLZES toward GODZILLA, the other Qobras
¢ircling around him, the monster opens his mouth-- much in the
manner of a hissing cat-- and as the water GLOWS arocund him,

he UNLEASHES A BLAST OF ATOMIC 3REATH AND-- TEE CHCPPER
EXPLODES!!

EXT. HELIPAD -~ AT THE S-9 HORNET - NIGHT

Final preparations. Virtually ALL our principals are here.
The arms expert gives Balinger some last minute instructions
on the dashboard triggering mechanism, while MARINES check
the cannon chute to see that it's loaded properly.

Balinger ncds, understanding the instructions, and a tearful
Dana steps up. Balinger wipes a tear from her cheek.

BALINGER
I thought you spelled XKryer with
a 'K'?

DANA

Um, about bkefore--

{CONTINUED)
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BALINGER
Forget it. Do you know how many
co~eds have crushes on me?
(reflective pause)
Wish I knew, I'd do something-
about it.

Dana laughs, cries, hugs him. She pulls away, then looks over
at Tony prepping in the pilot's seat, wearing his silly hat.
She goes to him as General Kirby steps up to wish Balinger
luck. Kevin is at the General's side.

CLOSZ ON DANA AND TONY - VERY CLOSE

DANA
Tony, yvou don't have to do this
so I'1ll take you seriocusly.

TONY
Hevy. What else have I got to do?

She kisses him. That kind of kissg.
BACK TO SCENE - BALINGER AND KEVIN

KEVIN
Why? Why do we have to kill him?

BALINGER
You don't think I want to, do you?
Lock at your dad, Kevin. He's a
great man. He even taught a ccliege
porofesscr a thing or twe about what
it is to be selfish.

Daxton, a crutch on one side, Leslevy on the other to keep
him standing, watches from the edge of the helipad. Balinger
connects loving glances with Lesley, then musses Kevin's hair.

BALINGER

Wwhy don't you cook up some magic

diversion for me while I'm gone?
Kevin whispers an "okay" as Xirby gestures everybody away
from the helicopter and Balinger climbs in. The blades
begin turning, chepping the air, building speed.
EXT. HELIPAD - FULL SHCT - NIGHT
The ASSEMBLED all back off, the wind whipping their hair,
as Tony gives them a 'thumbs-up' and the HORNET LIFTS un=
steadily INTC THEE AIR.
CLOSE ON DANA

clearly feeling more anxiety than any human needs. CAMERA
MOVES TO KIRBY, his AID by his side. Kevin stands behind the

(COMTIN
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General, tugging on his uniform coat, SHOUTING over the NOISE.

XEVIN
General Kirby? I could help...
Godzilla's just scared... He's
lonely, I could~~ He's scared,
that's all...

Kirby ignores him. Xevin locks around helplessly at first,
then shiftily... He RUNS AWAY AS--

GENERAL KIRBY
I can't shake this guilt, Martin...
All this started with that missile
accident in the South Pacific.

KIRBY'S AID
{(watching the chopper)
You're wrong, sir. It started in
1945 when Truman said 'ves'.

EXT. OVER THE BAY - NIGHT
(CONTINUED)
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TWO BLACKHAWK'S SWOOP TCOWARD CAMERA as a third is HIT by GOD~-
Z2ILLA'S FIRE-BREATH and BAPLODES]

EXT. ON THE WATER - NIGHT

The FLAMING WRECKAGE CRASHES into the bay, debris scattering
across the water, AS-—--

INT. S5-% HORNET - FLYING - NIGHET
A RADIO TRANSMISSION ENDS with a loud SQUAWK--

BALINGER
What was that?

TONY
The Cobras are heading back in.
I guess your monster's giving
'‘em a hard time.

The chopper DIPS~- Tony holds the joy-stick tight.

BALINGER
Watch it, Popeye!

TCNY
Gimme a break! Remember the first
time ycu drove power steering?
Besides-~ I got "The Force”.
EXT. OVER THE BAY -~ NEARING DAWN - HELICCPTER FLY-BY

as the Blackhawk Cobras, the three remaining, ZOOM PAST CAMERA,
heading back into safety. ‘

EXT. HQ BUILDING - PRESIDIO -~ NEARING DAWN

Daxton and Lesley stand on the front steps, he holding her,
she shivering. He kisses her temple. Looks around curiously.

DAXTON
Where's Kevin?

WE HEAR the ROAR of an engine-- Daxton and Lesley turn to LOOK--
EXT. MOVING WITH JEEP - NEARING DAWN

And there is Kevin at the wheel, driving like a maniac, determ-
ination all over his face. PASSING CONFUSED PERSONNEL.

EXT. EDGE OF THE PRESIDIO - NEARING DAWN

And there 1s the battery of army tanks and trucks blocking the
main gates. WE SEE a particular vehicle: a vehicle mover or
trailer, with a tire ramp. The thing is empty, so it

leads up toward the Presidio wall.

(CONTINUED)
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CLOSE ON KEVIN

as he spots what we've just seen. and he ACCELERATES, and we
can't believe he is going to do what he is about to do, but--

POV FROM JEEP = DRIVING TOWARD RAMP AT TOP SPEED
-~1t looks like he IS, AS WE HIT TEE RAMP, SHOOTING UP IT, AND--
EXT. PRESIDIO WALL - OUTSIDE GATES - NEARING DAWN

as Kevin's jeep JUMPS THE WALL, SAILING IN THE AIR STRAIGHT
TOWARD CAMERA-- HITTING the street with a JOLT, DRIVING ON--

EXT. OVER THE BAY - AERIAL SHOT - FROM FRONT OF HORNET

AS IT FLIES TOWARD CAMERA, the Blackhawk Cobras FLYING PAST
on both sides, and receding toward the sanctuary of the mainlan

EXT. ALCATRAZ ISLAND - ALMOST DAWN

GODZILLA climbs up out of the water and onto the island on all
fours, like the first amphibian. He CRUSHES prison buildings
with the weight of his giant claws, as he looks defiantly over
his shoulder-- opens his jaws-- and releases another BLAST OF
ATOMIC ENERGY.

EXT. COIT TOWER - ALMOST DAWN

The tower is BLASTED by the surge, and it buckles under the
strass, almost melting, definitelvy smoking radicactive smoke.

BACKX TO GQODZILiA

as the prehistoric monster notices something approaching.
EXT. THE BAY - ANGLE FRCM BEHIND GCDZILLA

And there is the Hornet chopper on the horizon.

GODZILLA

watches it approach...

EXT. MARINA BLVD. - ALMOST DAWN

Littered with rubble and overturned cars. SURVIVORS watch AS
Kevin's jeep SCREAMS ARCUND A CORNER.

INT. §-9% HORNET - LOOKING OUT -~ APPRCACHING ALCATRAZ -~ SAME
GODZILLA watches ug approach, begins rising to his feet.
INT. S-9 HORNET - FLYING - ALMOST DAWN

Balinger readies the firing mechanism, while a terrified Tony
locks ahead.

{CCONTINUED)
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TONY

He don't look too thrilled to

see us again, professor. Let's

get this right the first time,

huh?
CLOSE ON BALINGER
WE SEE the pain in his face as he loocks at Tony.
EXT. ALCATRAZ ISLAND - ALMOST DAWN
GODZILLA RISES to his full height, watching the approaching
chopper with uncertainty. WITHOUT WARNING, HE FIRES A BLAST OF
ATOMIC BREATH AT CAMERA--
INT. S~9 HCORNET - FLYING - ALMOST DAWN
as Tony REACTS, JERKS BACK THE JOY-STICK, AND~-
EXT. IN THE AIR - THE S$-9 HORNET

CLIMBS ABRUPTLY STRAIGHT UP without either end dipping in any
direction, BARELY AVOIDING the jet blast of energy:

EXT. MARINA - HOUSEFRONTS - ALMOST DAWN

A WALL OF ATOMIC FLAME BATTERS the housefronts, setting them
aflame instantly. S¢ much for Lesley's townhouse.

EXT. PRESIDIO GROUNDS - CLOSE ON CENERAL KIRBY
watching it all through a pair of field glasses.
GENERAL KIRBY

Let's pray they succeed before

this whole city becomes radicacitive.
EXT. MARINA BLVD. -~ ALMOST DAWN
Another jeep-~ LESLEY AND DAXTON-- SCREAMS around & bend.
EXT. OVER THE BAY - THE S5-9 HORNET
as it levels out.
INT. THE S-9% HORNET - FLYING - AILMOST DAWN

Balinger holds his stomach, wipes a bloody bruise on his forehead.

TONY
You okay?

BALINGER
Let's just do this.

He grips the firing mechanism.

(CONTINUED)
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EXT. ALCATRAZ ISLAND - ALMOST DAWN '

GODZILLA stands warily, all his attention focused on the little
helicopter as it careens and yaws to come in again.

EXT. MARINA PIER - ALMOST DAWN

Kevin's jeep SCREECHES to a halt at the end of the pierw-
Kevin jumps out and runs tc the edge.

INT. S~9 HORNET - LOOKING QUT - FLYING TOWARD ALCATRAZ - SAME
The monster is c¢learly anticipating the Bornet's arrival.

EXT. ALCATRAZ - GODZILLA

as the chopper closes on the monster, he looks ready to strike,
arms cocked, claws ready, prepared tc take revenge for all his
humiliations...

EXT. MARINA PIER - KEVIN

SUDDENLY YELLING to the behemoth.

KEVIN
THEY DON'T WANT TO HURT YQU!!

CLOSE ON GORZILLA
hawving heard the tiny voice from shore. He LOOKS--
CLGES ON KEVIN

Tears spurting from his eyes, SHOUTING between shuddering sobs,
barely able to get the words out:

XEVIN
THEY'RE YOUR FRIENDS!!!

He breaks down crying, AS--
EXT. S-9 HCRNET - FLYING - ALMOST DAWN
Banking and SWCOPING IN for another shct, AND--

CLOSE ON GCDZILLA

The chopper approaching, Godzilla still locks off toward Kevin--

CLOSE CON TONY

TONY
He looks distracted-~- DO IT1E

INT. S-9 HORNET - FLYING - ANGLE FRCM BEHIND BALINGER

as they PASS CLOSE, the monster turns benignly, his face clear
and open, mouth c¢pen laxly, and--

(CONTINUED)
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CLCSE ON BALINGER
Aiming the firing mechanism, tears in his eves--

BALINGER
I'm sorry...

EXTREME CLOSE-UP -~ THE LAUNCH TRIGGER

AS BALINGER'S FINGER SQUEEZES IT, AND--
EXT. THE S-9 - CANNON CHUTE

AS THE MISSILE FIRES AT CAMERA, AND--
EXT. ALCATRAZ - GODZILLA - VIRTUALLY DAWN

As the Hornet banks off to one side, and the massive beast's
EYES WIDEN AS HE SWALLOWS, TAKEN ABACK, and HE FALLS BACKWARDS--
face filled with confusion, gripping his neck, AS~-

EXT. MARINA PIER - CLOSE ON KEVIN
Eves closed, whimpering, not wanting to look AS--
EXT. ALCATRAZ ISLAND =- LONG SHOT - DAWN

Godzilla falls on his back, head lolling, eye~lids twitching.
de claws at the air, then tries to pull himself up, turning
over, collarsing, his mighty tail LASHING OUT AS HE lets cut
a gut-wrenching DEATH-SHRIEX and an incredible atomic BLAST
OF ENERGY SHOOQOTS from his mouth into the air like an erupting
volcano, then... it subsides, and the monster's head rolls to
one sicde, and his tail ceases swinging, and he twitches spas-
tically, and finally, pathetically, he dies.

EXT. MARINA PIER - DAWN

Kevin sits at the end of the pier a few feet from the parked
jeep. The second jeep stops next to the first with a soft
SQUEAK of brakes, and Lesley helps the limping Daxton cut and
to the end of the pier. They go to Kevin.

Lesley produces Kevin's little friend, Rover, and hands the
reptile to Kevin, who takes his pet absently, strokes it,
whispering softly to it as his parents lock out on the bay.

The dawn BREEZE dries the tears on Kevin's cheeks and ruffles
his hair, as he, too, locks ocut at:

BACK TO SHOT - ALCATRAZ - DAWN

Godzilla, King of the Monsters, lies vervy still, very peaceful,
very alone as, behind the island, the sun rises from the east...

FADE CUT

ROLL END CREDITS

THE END



