Future Wars:
Adventures In Time





A Screenplay based upon the 1989 Video Game from Delphine Software International
Copyright owner Unknown




Written By: Eryk Nielsen























































EXT. PINE FOREST - NIGHT
Men in lavender jump-suits and sharply angled pith helmets move in groups through a large pine forest in the dead of night. Guns are drawn, and it is clear they are concerned about remaining quiet. The tension grows as the commander ushers the group onwards. They approach a clearing, and each member assumes a position at its edge, taking cover behind the tree-line. They wait for a few seconds, and one of them looks to the commander quizzically. The commanders brow furrows with concern, beads of sweat drip down his face. Cautiously, he takes a few steps into the clearing and observes the stillness of the night. Suddenly, and all at once, the clearing is bathed in a pale, but brilliant turquoise light. The Commander shields his eyes and looks up, just in time to be fried by a blast of orange plasma. His body evaporates in an orange mist, leaving behind a swirling, dusty residue. The other members of the group emerge from the trees and return fire on the attacking force, a circular ship, which is now descending into the clearing. One by one the group is evaporated by the same weapon that killed the commander, leaving not a single person standing in the clearing. As the ship continues to descend, the last surviving member of the group, a young man, still hidden behind a tree and delirious with fear, makes a break for it, bolting into the forest at top speed. He runs through the trees dodging brush and branches, guided by the diminishing light of the alien ship. His foot catches a hard stone, and he trips falling flat on his face. He smells the dirt of the forest floor for a moment, attempting to collect himself, when he begins to make out the sound of breathing behind him. As he flips himself over, he looks around, eyes adjusting to the darkness, before he makes out two yellow eyes, glowing ominously and leering down at him, glowing in the darkness. An orange flash goes off.

CUT TO BLACK


EXT. HIGH RISE SKYSCRAPER

High above a bustling metropolitan city, a window washer in paint stained coveralls, sits on an elevated, motorised platform, twenty stories up. His legs dangle over the side in a cool, collected manner, without the slightest trace of fear. The thick steel cables twitch in the wind, as the window washer calmly eats away at a foot-long meatball sandwich. The city is reflected in the windows behind him, lighting the area in an orange methane glow. As he takes a bite out of the sub, an expression of distaste emerges on his face. He opens the sub, removes the pickle that was the source of his disgust, throwing it backwards onto the windows he is supposed to be washing. He gets back toeating the sandwich. Rapidly, one of the windows above him slides open, and a smug looking man in a sharp suit suit and wearing sunglasses, despite having been inside leans out of the building, looking considerably irate.

ED THE BOSS:
               Hey kid!

The window washer looks up begrudgingly from his sandwich, and as he does, a meatball falls out of the bottom, plummeting down towards the city streets below. The Window Washer notices this, and looks up at Ed, glowering at him. Clearly unhappy about the loss of a portion of his food.

ED THE BOSS:
               Kid, how long does it take you to eat a goddamn
               sandwich? You've been sitting there for twenty
               minutes!

The window washer continues to chew, and stares back at him without reply. Ed eyes him, waiting for a reaction, then continues yelling.

ED THE BOSS:
               Oh, a wise guy eh? Well let me tell you something
               wise guy, if the windows on this floor aren’t
               done, and done clean, and I mean cleaner than a
               choir boys backside, within the next ten minutes,
               I'm going to fire your ass. How do you like them
               apples, wise guy?

Ed slams the window shut with such anger and force, it bounces open and leaves itself ajar a few inches. The window washer calmly stands up, dusts himself for crumbs, and walks over to the control panel, still eating his sandwich. He activates the lift crane, and starts moving up to Ed’s floor, still munching away at his lunch. He leans his back against the window, takes a deep breath and sighs. He surveys the city landscape, and appears to be lost in thought. He hears a muffled conversation coming from the partially opened window, and moves toward it to hear clearer.

ED THE BOSS:
               No, I'm telling you he's fired. Yeh, fired! I
               was there two minutes ago, he was just sitting
               there eating a sandwich! I tell him to get back
               to work, and he just stares at me like a pidgeon.
               Plus, I think he's the guy responsible for all
               the shit that goes missing around here. I still
               can't find that watch I was going to give to my
               brother.

The window washer takes another bite of sandwich, and smiles to himself while he checks the time with his other hand.

ED THE BOSS:
               Nope, that's it! He's finished! As soon as I
               get back from lunch. Yeh, o.k. Charlie. Bye.

Ed hangs up the phone, and leaves his office, muttering to himself.

ED THE BOSS:
               Window washing prick.


CUT TO: INT. OFFICE

The window washer climbs through the window, and into an en suite executive bathroom, connecting to Ed's office. He walks through the door, and sits down in Ed's leather chair, taking the last bite of his sandwich, and dusting his hands. He looks around at the personal effects on Ed's desk, sneers, and then picks up the phone, dialing a number. It starts ringing, and then clicks as someone answers on the other end.

TRISTAN:
               Hello?


WINDOW WASHER:
               Hey man.

TRISTAN:
               Oh, hey. Whatchya up to?

WINDOW WASHER:
               Not much, looks like I just got fired.

TRISTAN:
               Again? What for this time?

WINDOW WASHER:
               He says I've been stealing shit.

TRISTAN:
               Have you?

WINDOW WASHER:
               Tristan, I’m surprised at you, of course not.

The window washer takes one of two Fountain Pen's he had been inspecting and puts it in his breast pocket.

WINDOW WASHER:
(cont’d)
               It's all political.

The window washer picks up and inspects a miniature red flag from the desk.

TRISTAN:
               Mm-Hmm. Sure it is, you fucking Kleptomaniac.
               Look, are you coming over tonight? Robert just
               got Kings Quest 4 today.

WINDOW WASHER:
(Talking more to himself than to Tristan)
               I hate adventure games.

TRISTAN:
               Yeh, but we're gonna see if he can get the
               chick to take her top off. Then we're all gonna
               watch that new show Seinfeld.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Hang on a sec, I'm gonna put you on hold.

TRISTAN:
               Wha-

The window washer interrupts him mid-sentence, by pushing the button for the second line. He types in about fifteen digits, and after some ringing, a female voice begins to talk in Japanese, before he switches back to the other line.

TRISTAN:
               What the hell was that all about?

WINDOW WASHER:
               Something I like to do when Ed isn't here.
               I just dialed a phone sex service in Japan.
               It's about 30 bucks a minute.

TRISTAN:
                      (Taking a drag from a cigarette)
               So are you coming tonight or not?

WINDOW WASHER:
               Yeh, ok. I should go now though, I'm gonna see
               if there is anything here worth swiping before
               my boss comes back.

He opens up the middle draw and takes out a letter opener.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Sweet! A letter opener!

TRISTAN:
               When are YOU ever going to need a letter opener.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Who cares, it’s mine now.

TRISTAN:
               You are coming tonight?

WINDOW WASHER:
               Yeh.

TRISTAN:
               Ok, I'll see you later then. And don't forget
               to bring your Power Glove.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Ok, later.

The window washer hangs up the phone, and goes back to rifling through some the of draws in Ed’s desk. Finding nothing of interest, he stands up to go investigate the book shelf. While looking across some uninteresting titles, his gaze is drawn to a large map on the wall. Placed strategically across it, are little red flags. He notices that there is one missing. The one from the desk. Going back to the desk he picks up the flag, and while there, writes out a small post-it note.

DEAR ED,
EAT SHIT AND DIE
LOVE, YOUR FAVOURITE WINDOW WASHER

The window washer spears the post-it onto the little flag, and walks over to the map on the wall. Smiling to himself, and comforted by his own hilarity, he inserts the little flag into the hole.

Suddenly, the map lights up, and he hears a mechanical humming sound, and turning around, he sees the bookshelf slide across the room, revealing a secret passageway. He stands dumbfounded before a corridor of metal walls with lights running along them. It doesn't match the office decor at all.

WINDOW WASHER:
               This, from the son of a bitch too cheap to pay me
               overtime.

The window washer walks down the corridor tentatively, inspecting the walls and ceiling with great curiosity. Coming to the end, he enters a small room, the walls of which are covered with blinking lights and electronic equipment. The room hums ominously. In the center of the room, there is an odd glowing patch of floor, slightly raised upon a pedestal. On the wall near it, is a keypad and a digital screen. The window washer investigates the readout -



D: Approx July, 1304
L: Approx Norfolk
C: Living Organism
M: Broad

WINDOW WASHER:
               You got the date wrong.

The window washer waves his arm into the beam of light. Nothing happens. He notices the large red button on the pad.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Well, if T.V. has taught me anything, it's that
               big red buttons always do awesome things.

Slowly, the window washer reaches out to hit the green button. As he does, the light of the button changes from red, to green, with an accompanying beep.

WINDOW WASHER:
               That's it? It changes from red to green?

With an un-impressed look on his face, he sighs.

WINDOW WASHER:
               This is the worst secret room of all time.

He steps into the beam of light, and looks up at the ceiling, as if to speak to the room itself.

WINDOW WASHER:
               I remain un-impressed!

Suddenly, a brilliant flash of light eminates from the window washers body. After it dissipates, he is nowhere to be seen.

CUT TO: EXT. PINE FOREST - DAY

In a lush forested area, trees and shrubbery abound, and birds can be heard chirping. A low rumble begins to sound, and the tree branches start moving as if with wind. On an elevated rock above a stream, a bright light appears, first in the shape of a human, and expanding into the shape of a tall cylinder. The light fades away, revealing the window washer, standing on a white pedestal, in, seemingly, the middle of nowhere. He stands there for a moment surveying.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Whoa.

The window washer collapses, falling down sideways.

CUT TO: EXT. DIRT ROAD - NIGHT

Two men are stumbling away from a local Inn. Both are clearly drunk, and leaning on each other for support, they head towards the waterfront. One of them is carrying a brown robe with him. They begin to speak in Middle English.

DRUNKARD 1:
               In all the days I've known you, I've never seen
               you drink so much until tonight.

DRUNKARD 2:
               Shut up.

DRUNKARD 1:
               It's outrageous, you disgrace your family name.


DRUNKARD 2:
               Shut up!

DRUNKARD 1:
               And when you made an ass out of yourself in front
               of those girls!

DRUNKARD 2:
               I said shut up you shit-worm!

The second drunkard pushes the first one away from him, clutching his brown robe tightly to his chest.

DRUNKARD 1:
               Hey, where did you get that cloak?

DRUNKARD 2:
               From those weird priests. The new ones in the
               monastery.

DRUNKARD 1:
               What were you doing at the monastery?

DRUNKARD 2:
               I was drinking some of their sacrimental wine.

DRUNKARD 1:
               You can't steal wine from a church! That's a sin.

DRUNKARD 2:
               I only drank a little! Just a tiny bit, and the
               guy started threatening me! So I beat him up and
               took that from him.

DRUNKARD 1:
               You beat up a monk?!

DRUNKARD 2:
               This was no normal monk! His face was twisted,
               and wrong, like a demon! A demon with glowing
               yellow eyes! This was no man of God!

DRUNKARD 1:
               You lie!

DRUNKARD 2:
               A man of honour never lies!

DRUNKARD 1:
               That only proves you are lying!

DRUNKARD 2:
(Angrily)
               Grrrrr.

DRUNKARD 1:
               Very well, give me the robe, and I will believe
               you.

DRUNKARD 2:
               No! It’s mine!

DRUNKARD 1:
               You stole that robe from the church! If you don’t
               give it to me, to absolve yourself, a demon, or
               an angel from heaven, will come down to punish you
               your crimes!

DRUNKARD 2:
               That’s just an old wives tale, you can’t have it!

DRUNKARD 1:
               Give me that robe!

DRUNKARD 2:
               Never!


The two drunkards begin to fight over the robe, grabbing it and pulling it back and forth in either direction. Distracted, they do not at first notice the window washer, emerging from the tree line. Holding his head, he stumbles along the path, and towards the two fighting men. When he gets close enough, he addresses them.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Um, hi.

The two drunkards look up at him, and then at each other in shock. To their drunken eyes, they see him glowing in an ethereal light, the two men are so wasted, they believe him to be an angel.

DRUNKARD 1:
               My god! It’s a messenger of heaven! Come to
               punish us for our sins!

DRUNKARD 2:
               Oh god, we are sorry, we didn't mean to steal
               from the holy church.

WINDOW WASHER:
(Disoriented)
               See it's just that I was walking, and, um, I'm
               kind of lost.

DRUNKARD 2:
               Please oh sacred one! Take this garment and
               return it to its rightful owner. Just don't
               punish us!

WINDOW WASHER:
               Um, thanks, uh, yeh.

The window washer takes the robe and continues along the path, with the two drunk men behind him taking the kneeling position to let him pass. The second drunkard looks up to watch him leave, but the first drunkard pushes his head back down again.

Walking through the trees, he spies 3 monks, dressed in similar garb to the cassock he just found, entering the front door of a large monastery. He notices his breath freezing in the night air, and realizes how cold he is. Shivering, he throws the cassock over his head, donning the same wardrobe as the monks. He looks at the entrance, then glances behind him to see if anyone was watching. He finds no-one, but as he turns back around, standing in front of him is a snarling wolf, guarding the entrance to the monastery. Confused as to where the wolf came from all of a sudden, the window washer freezes.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Uh, nice doggy...

Slowly, he bends down and grabs a stick from the ground.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Hey doggy! You want the stick? Here, fetch the
               stick!

The window washer hurls the stick into the trees behind the wolf, as hard as he can. The wolf doesn’t flinch. Confused, the window washer tries waving his hand at the wolf. Again he gets no response. A suspicious look spreads across his face. He extends his hand to the wolfs face, as if to touch its nose, which elicits no response.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Well, well. If The Last Crusade taught me
               anything, either you're blind...

The window washer leans down and grabs a handful of pebbles off the ground, he throws them at the wolf, whose image flickers as the stones pass right through him.

WINDOW WASHER:
               ...or you aren't really there at all.

The window washer proceeds to walk right through the wolf, to similar affect.

WINDOW WASHER:
               George Lucas one. Wolf, zero.

The window washer smiles smugly to himself and walks up to the front of the monastery. He pushes the heavy wooden door open and enters. Inside, a few monks are scattered around the pews, reading or praying. Suddenly self- conscious about breaking the silence of this quiet environment, he throws the hood of his robes over his head. He notices light, spilling out from a slightly ajar door on the left side of the monastery. He slyly moves over to the door, and sidesteps in. Inside the room, beneath a stained glass window, a monk sits, hunched over a tiny desk. As the window washer moves closer, he can hear the monk snoring fairly loudly. Barely gripped in one of the comatose monks hands, is a goblet, spilling wine onto the floor. The window washer sees it slipping and tries to grab it, but it tumbles to the floor, awakening the drunken monk.

DRUNK MONK:
               Hrmm?! Is that you boy? Here, take this key
               and fetch me another cup from the cellar.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Um, actually, I was kind of hoping you could
               Tell me where we are…?

DRUNK MONK:
               Hrmmph?! Enough talk. Go to the cellar lest
               my hand finds your hide!

The monk waves his hand at the window washer, and he sees it contains a key. The window washer takes it, along with the cup, and exits the room the same way he came in. Inside the main hall again, the window washer sees that the other monks have gone. He moves onto the next door, and seeing that it is locked, he tries the key on it. It fits, and he opens up the door. Descending a stone set of stairs, he comes to a small room, full of barrels. He also spies another door at the end of this room. Placing the goblet down on the floor, he moves to the door and tries to open it, but it appears to be locked like the first. There is a no entry sign on the door. He tries the key in the lock.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Come on drunk guy…

The lock gives, and he opens the door. Inside is an electronic room, almost identical to the one hidden in the office of his former employer.

WINDOW WASHER:
               I've got some fearsome Deja Vu` happening right
               now.

In the corner, he spots something different from before. Suspended in a large white cylinder, is a woman wearing some sort of futuristic lavender jumpsuit.

WINDOW WASHER:
(somewhat excitedly)
               This is new...

He walks over to the cylinder, and upon seeing a green and a red button, he pushes the green one. A low humming emanates from the chamber, and an increase of light washes the room, as the woman is slowly woken from her prison slumber. The window washer stares, entranced by this beautiful women, as she slowly opens her eyes and regains consciousness. The woman slowly steps down from the pod, takes a deep breath, and after gathering herself, turns to look at the window washer.

LANA:
               You have rescued me! You will be handsomely
               rewarded for this deed, and you shall earn
               your place in the pantheon of warriors,
               crusaders and gentleman, who have dedicated
               themselves to the noble cause of
               preserving our race, and returning us, to our
               rightful place of birth in the galaxy.

The window washer just stares at her blankly.

LANA:
               I don't know how much time has passed, but
               if we are still here, that means there is but
               a flicker of hope left to accomplish our
               goals. The Krughon menace must be stopped if
               we are to regain our birth right, and we
               haven't a moment to lose, are you with me kind
               stranger!?

The window washer continues to stare blankly for a moment.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Awh, crap!

LANA:
               What is it noble saviour, are you injured?

WINDOW WASHER:
               I just realized, I'm probably missing Seinfeld
               right now.

LANA:
               Whom? Never mind, there is no time to lose!

The woman presses a small pendant on her chest, and in a brilliant flash of light, the two disappear from the room.

CUT TO: INT. CEMENT BUNKER

They re-appear inside some sort of bunker. A man in a similar lavender jumpsuit is standing worriedly. The woman runs into his arms.

JAMES:
               I was so worried.

LANA:
               So was I! The minute I was captured I thought
               our movement had failed.

JAMES:
               Not to worry my dear, remember, we have all
               the time in the world, and...

The man conspicuously eyes the window washer in the corner. Who has gotten himself caught, attempting to remove his monks robes.

JAMES:
               And who is this?

LANA:
               This is the man who rescued me! Though, I do
               not know his name. I assumed that you had sent
               him...

JAMES:
               I have never seen him before now.

They both eye him suspiciously. He throws the robes to the ground.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Um, can you stop staring at me?

JAMES:
               Who are you boy? And what possessed you to
               infiltrate the cathedral to rescue my dearest
               Lana?

WINDOW WASHER:
               Um, what?

JAMES:
               I don't recognise your uniform, are you a freedom
               fighter?

WINDOW WASHER:
               No I'm not a freedom fighter! I'm a window washer!
               and if anyone is going to be answering questions
               round here, how about YOU tell ME who the hell YOU
               are! And why there is a secret room in my bosses
               office, that leads into a god damn forest,
               with freaky ass monks and weird computers!
               And while you’re at it, how about telling me, how
               the hell I am supposed to get home!

JAMES:
               Oh dear. Boy, what year is this?

WINDOW WASHER:
               It's 1989. Which is also the year of the 
               freakazoids, apparently.

JAMES:
               Damn. The secret room you speak of was ours,
               it was not supposed to be discovered. You see,
               it is a time portal. It has taken you back to the
               year 1304, where my wife Lana and I, are struggling
               to fight the scourge of a race of evil aliens,
               known as the Krughons.

WINDOW WASHER:
(sarcastically)
               Yeh, she already mentioned them. So these Kroutons...

LANA:
               Krughons.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Right, these Kroutons, are like, the bad guys.

JAMES:
               Oh yes, incredibly bad, moreso evil! They seek to
               annihilate us. And not just from our time, but from
               all time!

WINDOW WASHER:
               And when exactly is your time?

JAMES:
(over-dramatically)
               My wife Lana and I, are from, the 41st century.

The window washer stares at them, failing to be impressed.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Can I go home now?

JAMES:
               I see you still don't quite grasp what is at stake
               here.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Oh I get it, bad guys, Time Bandits, the fate of
               the world, it's all rather fascinating. I just
               don’t care. Plus I’ve kind of got this thing I'm
               supposed to be doing, so if you could just show
               me the exit to this crazy maze...

JAMES:
               We are part of an agency known only by its code
               name, TRIANGLE.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Triangle?

JAMES:
               Triangle.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Great code name. Next time you might want to try
               Something a little cooler, like COBRA, or PHOENIX,
               Or, something else that a three year old couldn't
               guess.

JAMES:
               And we have been tasked with preventing the Krughons
               from destroying the planet Earth, and removing the
               human race from all time and space. Their insidious
               plot, was to travel back in time, and plant a bomb
               before humans were ever created, thus keeping us from
               ever existing! But wherever they have travelled, me,
               Lana, and the other members of TRIANGLE, have been
               there to stop them.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Yeh, well, I'm not a Krouton. And I didn't ask to get
               caught up in your galactic space war, or whatever, so
               how about you zap me with your ray guns, and send me
               back to my time. Before seven thirty, I've got
               somewhere to be.

LANA:
               Unfortunately, it's not that simple.

WINDOW WASHER:
               You know, you are a lot less attractive when you are
               angry.

JAMES:
               She is right. You now possess knowledge that no human
               being of your time should know. Our mandate is one
               of strict discretion. No one is to know of our presence
               here, for fear of altering the timeline of human history.

WINDOW WASHER:
               I'll alter your timeline!

JAMES:
               What?

WINDOW WASHER:
               Uh, umm, uh...

LANA:
               We shall have to take this matter up with the council.
               They'll know what to do.

JAMES:
               Yes, of course, you are right, I have neither the
               authority, nor the time, to deal with this matter.
               Take him to the council and seek their advice. I will
               continue to do my work here. Farewell my darling.

James and Lana kiss for an awkwardly long amount of time. She then directs the window washer to the portal in the corner, and punches directions into the key pad.

D: Approx ~ 4315
L: Council Chamber
C: Living Organism x2
M: Specific

JAMES:
               Let me know their decision.

The portal activates once again, and with a bright flash, they are gone.

CUT TO: EXT. JUNKYARD – DAY

Two bright flashes re-materialise in a junk heap, but while one continues to take the form of the window washer, the other flickers and stutters, before fading away to reveal, nothing. The window washer looks around the strange orange world he has found himself abandoned in.

WINDOW WASHER:
               (sigh)If they taught this kind of shit in high school
               Science, I would have paid attention.

Hiking up onto the nearest mound of junk, the window washer gets a clear view of the horizon. Appearing before him is a gigantic city, half ruined and torn by its history of attacks and warfare, visible in the distance, beyond the massive piles of kipple. The entire world seems bathed in an odd orange glow. The sun burns down through the metropolitan nightmare, doing its best to penetrate the haze, and illuminate the refuse.

WINDOW WASHER:
(speaking out loud)
               Sigh.

The window washer starts hiking over the mountainous garbage piles, and towards the distant city. After some time he approaches a large concrete wall gating the city. He can to hear sounds of the the hustle and bustle of city life. With great effort he scales the wall, and hops down to find a neeon lit street, bustling with activity.

WINDOW WASHER:
               I guess this is china town. Or, a town, in China.

He begins to make his way through the markets and stalls of the busy city streets. Street vendors attempt to sell him things as he walks past. He wanders around for a while observing this new world. While walking along the streets he bumps into a guy with gelled hair and an orange suede jacket, moving in the opposite direction.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Hey! Loser.

He continues to inspect his surroundings, becoming intoxicated by the smells of food, he eyes the carton off of a street vendors food cart hungrily. The shop vendor turns to serve another customer, and the window washer grabs the food from the stall and runs. Taking cover in an alley-way, he sits down on the floor, eats his food, then using a newspaper for cover, lies down, and attempts to get some sleep. As he sleeps, the letters on the newspaper page move and shift, scrolling various news items, and listing stock exchange information.
 
Fade To Black.

Still asleep on the filthy city ground, the errant newspaper the window washer is using for a blanket reveals its headline.

WILL THE AGENTS OF EVIL SUCCEED?

The letters on the page of the newspaper begin to move and shuffle, re-arranging themselves into a separate story. As the letters jitter about, dissolve and resolve kinetically, the new story becomes clear.

ATTACK ON PARIS III!

The window washer is awoken to a loud explosion and a brilliant orange flash in the sky. Startled, he tries to get to his feet, but the force of the explosion knocks him down. He sees people on the street, scrambling over to a manhole cover, and climbing down the ladder to the safety of the underground. Defying the fierce winds, he slowly makes his way over to it, and heads underground.

At the bottom of the ladder, he finds himself in a sewer catacomb system. The other people are nowhere to be seen amongst the dimly lit passages. The window washer makes his way along the wall, trying to avoid the liquid puddles of filth in the center of the tunnels floor. As he walks by a particularly deep stream of liquid waste, a tentacle slops from the path and into the water. The window washer walks around for quite some time, attempting to find an exit, until he finally finds another ladder. He climbs up the rungs, and forces the manhole cover off. Orange light spews down into the hole. He climbs out, and finds himself in front of a large yellow wall. Every twenty feet or so, is a security camera, eyeing his activity suspiciously. He follows the wall, tracing it with his hand, until he comes to an automatic door. The motion sensor sitting above it gives no indication of activity, and the door will not open. The window washer waves his hand at the nearest camera, hoping to trigger the door. Nothing happens.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Umm, open sesame?

To his surprise and delight, the door opens up, revealing it to be an elevator. Stepping inside, he presses the button and the elevator begins its descent. After the elevator cruises to a halt, the doors open up again onto a metal walkway, inside a large tunnel. Cables line the walls, and lights every few hundred metres illuminate the path. The window washer steps out and follows along the path until he comes to an entrance leading into a large metro station.

Inside the station, two train tracks are separated in the middle by a wide platform, and advertisements plaster the walls at every available space. The window washer stops to observe a giant billboard, displaying the latest news in some sort of television report. 3D graphics and a news crawler display the Date as 16 July, 4315.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Where’s the sound?

Responding to his voice, the sound turns on, flooding the station with the audio from the news stream.

REPORTER:
               ...due to the latest Krughon attack. In other
               news, martial law has been implemented in
               Paris III. The city, which has been a frequent
               target, and one of the most devastated cities
               due to Krughon space bombardment, has once again
               been infiltrated by militant forces. A force 6
               resonance weapon signaled the beginning of a
               large invasion, forcing residents to flee from
               their homes. The death toll is still being
               calculated, but is expected to exceed 1.2 million
               refugees. Surviving residents of Paris II are
               advised to be aware, mandatory DNA screening
               is in effect. Any attempts to circumvent the
               humans only policies instituted in public arenas,
               and transport systems will trigger automatic
               defenses. Use of the metro system has recently
               been deemed unsafe due to insurgent forces
               moving in large numbers to prevent residents
               from escape...

The window washer looks up at the escalator just in time to see a small contingent of Krughons in black jumpsuits, holding some sort of weaponry, running towards his position down the escalator. The window washer takes off through the station at full speed, ducking and weaving behind obstacles in an attempt to lose them. He spies an elevator and hits the open door button. A female voice responds saying "Human, detected". The doors slide open and the window washer jumps inside, smacking the close door button. The doors close just in time for two Krughons to miss it. The first one hits the elevator button. The same female voice as before, responds "Alien, detected - deploying defenses". A white gas emanates from the floor, and the Krughons start screaming in pain, writhing around and rubbing their faces.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Suck on that Krouton scum!

The window washer hits a button, and the elevator ascends to the next floor. He exits the elevator and runs around the corner, finding himself on another platform, with a train waiting. He leaps on board, and the doors close. A male voice comes through the loudspeakers.

ANNOUNCER:
               Doors closing, please stand clear.
The train begins moving, slowly at first, and then accelerating rapidly. Looking around, the window washer sees that there is no one else on board the train. He looks up at the electronic display, which reads:

NEXT STOP - PARIS IV

And then:
EST. TIME, 2 HOURS

The window washer stretches out on the seat, and lies down to take a nap. As he rests, we get a view of what is going on outside the window, the train passes through devastated cities of rubble, rural areas and countryside, as the sky changes from orange to blue, the further it moves from the bombarded Paris III.

Eventually the train reaches its destination, the window washer gets up and disembarks from the train. He makes his away across the platform and ascends a large escalator. At the top of the escalator, is a long flat moving walkway. He steps onto it. Upon reaching its end, yet another escalator carries him further upward. He steps out onto a ledge, and before him lies a beautiful cityscape. He stops to observe it for a moment.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Whoa. You know, maybe this  time travel
               business isn't so bad after a...

At that point, mid-sentence, a black suited Krughon walks up behind him and smacks him over the head with a truncheon, knocking him out.

CUT TO: INT. SMALL PRISON CELL

The window washer is in a small blue room, with one door. The door has a tiny window, and no visible means of opening it. He is lying on a bed.

WINDOW WASHER:
               ...all!

The window washer awakens and looks around. He sits up on the bed.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Well that's just confusing.

A television panel displaying static descends slowly from the ceiling. All of a sudden it switches to the visage of a hideously ugly Krughon face.

CAPTAIN KANE:
               Greetings human scum. You have been taken
               prisoner aboard Krughon armada vessel M-138,
               by order of me...

WINDOW WASHER:
               By order of I...

CAPTAIN KANE:
               Silence! By order of ME! Captain Kane. Now, by order
               of I...

WINDOW WASHER:
               No, now it's by my order...

CAPTAIN KANE:
               Shut up! You are to be terminated, immediately!

WINDOW WASHER:
               Bummer.

CAPTAIN KANE:
               Look at the vent above you human.

The window washer looks up at a small vent in his cell.


CAPTAIN KANE:
               Right now, toxic gas is travelling through that
               vent and into your cell...

WINDOW WASHER:
               I see...

CAPTAIN KANE:
               And when it reaches your cell, human, you will
               not be able to breathe...

The window washer looks around his cell, and spots his pillow.

CAPTAIN KANE:
               ...this gas, is specifically designed to kill you
               in as painful a way as possible. It will choke you
               slowly, and I will watch, as you gasp for air,
               writhing in agony...

The window washer pulls the grating off the vent.

CAPTAIN KANE:
               ...twisting, and turning, gasping for life, while…
               hey, what are you doing?

The window washer takes the pillow from his bed and stuffs it into the vent shaft, putting the grate back on over it.

WINDOW WASHER:
               That should about do it.

CAPTAIN KANE:
               Don't do that!

WINDOW WASHER:
               Nah, I think I will.

CAPTAIN KANE:
               Now the gas won't kill you!

WINDOW WASHER:
               I know, that was the point.

CAPTAIN KANE:
(enraged)
               Grrrr! You are making me mad human! Skur! Where
               does the gas go if the vent to the cell is
               blocked?

Captain Kane has a muffled conversation with somebody out of view.

CAPTAIN KANE:
               The hallway? So if I unlock the cell door, the gas
               will still get him right? Ok… Ha ha, human! It was
               a nice try, but you have to get up pretty early in
               the morning to fool Captain Kane! We have re-routed
               the gas into the corridor. Prepare to die!

The door to the cell opens up, and the window washer makes his way out into the hall, and the screen floats through the air after him.

CAPTAIN KANE:
               The gas that you tried so hard to stop, will now end
               your life! Welcome to your doom!

WINDOW WASHER:
               I don't think there is any gas out here either.

CAPTAIN KANE:
               What?! Skur!

Captain Kane yells off screen at his colleague.
CAPTAIN KANE:
               He says there is no gas in the hallway! What do
               you mean you don't know!? Look the gas has to be
               going somewhere! If it isn't his room and it isn't
               in the hallway then where is it?

More off screen mumbling.

CAPTAIN KANE:
               You have to know! What good is it having a ships
               technician, if he doesn't know the first thing,
               about the technical layout of the ship!

More off screen mumbling.

CAPTAIN KANE:
               Well find out you fool! Also, find out what that
               awful smell is. Did you bring your lunch again? No?
               Then.. what… is it…

The ugly krughon on the screen faints, and the window washer walks down the metal corridor of the ship, to the door at the end of the hall. He touches a panel on the wall and the door slides open. The window washer walks through the door into what appears to be a control room for the ship. Several knocked out Krughons are still in their chairs, slumped over their work stations. Without windows, he cannot tell where he is, but amongst the switches and buttons of the main console, there is a blinking light on the main control panel, marked – “COMMS”

 He pushes a gassed Krughon out of the chair, sits down, and hits the corresponding button. A human in military dress appears on the screen.

ADMIRAL LLOYD ARKANON:
               This is Rear Admiral Lloyd Arkanon of the SUBTERFUGE
               MARU, we have you surrounded. You are hereby ordered
               to cease hostilities, and turn all prisoners over
               to... Hey, you aren't a Krughon!

WINDOW WASHER:
               Nope.

ADMIRAL LLOYD ARKANON:
               Well what the devil are you doing onboard a Krughon
               Ship?!

WINDOW WASHER:
               I stole it.

ADMIRAL LLOYD ARKANON:
               Stole it!

WINDOW WASHER:
               Yep. So the question becomes, what are you doing,
               threatening MY ship? You should be thanking me for
               saving your ass from...

The window washer picks up the dead krughon from the floor, and presses his face against the screen.

WINDOW WASHER:
               ...This dude.

ADMIRAL LLOYD ARKANON:
               Well if what you say is true, we do indeed have much
               to thank you for, but I am afraid you are going to
               have to turn that ship over to us.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Don't think so dude. Finders Keepers.



ADMIRAL LLOYD ARKANON:
              That ship is in earth space, floating derelict, and if
              you don't give it over willingly, we will be forced to
              destroy both it, and you.

WINDOW WASHER:
              Look pal, ever since I got caught up with you weirdos
              from the future, I've been shot at, threatened by
              holograms, teleported and gassed, so I really don't
              think that you people have my best interests at heart.


ADMIRAL LLOYD ARKANON:
              The future? You're that boy they are talking about over
              the comm system! You are supposed to be reporting to the
              council chambers right now!

WINDOW WASHER:
              Yeh, well, I think I am going to stay right here on my
              nice new ship. Who knows, maybe they have one of them
              time platforms so I can finally get home and away from
              you nutbags, who quite frankly wouldn’t know the first
              thing about kicking alien ass...

The window washer continues to rant on, while the admiral on the screen confers with someone unseen. Eventually, he pushes a button on his chair, and the window washer disappears in a bright flash, mid sentence.
He re-appears in a dark room.

WINDOW WASHER:
              …if you had a map of it taped to your forehead, and...
              what the hell?

A deep voice emanates from the darkness. With no trace of its direction or source.

COUNCIL ELDER 1:
              Is this him, the one from the time period you spoke
              of?

All of a sudden, a spotlight appears, revealing Lana standing in it.

LANA:
              That's right your worship. The one who rescued me.

A second deep voice joins in from the pitch black room.

COUNCIL ELDER 2:
              He isn't much to look at.

And a third.

COUNCIL ELDER 3:
              If it's true that he comes from 1989, it could have been
              worse. A LOT worse.

COUNCIL ELDER 1:
              Very well. It is our understanding boy, that you have
              aided in our mission to defuse the Krughon bombs, at
              great risk to your own life. Our work is of the
              utmost importance because these bombs have been
              strategically placed in various time periods in order
              to cause a cataclysmic disruption of the magnetic SDI
              field which surrounds and protects...

The window washer tunes out and starts to think to himself via inner monologue.

WINDOW WASHER:
(INNER MONOLOGUE)
GOD, DO PEOPLE FROM THE FUTURE EVER SHUT UP?



COUNCIL ELDER 1:
              ...for the process of defending us is a long and
              complicated miasma that has been slowly honed and
              perfected over millennia of scientific research and
              achievement...

WINDOW WASHER:
(INNER MONOLOGUE)
HE IS STILL TALKING. STILL. DOESNT HE REALIZE HOW BORING HE IS? HOW CAN HE NOT NOTICE!

COUNCIL ELDER 1:
              ...the byzantine empire, and so warrants our inclusion
              in this fight for survival, against the menacing scourge
             of not just insurgent forces, but we must also fight
             that in ourselves which threatens to tear us apart, and 
             has done so since the dawn of...

WINDOW WASHER:
(INNER MONOLOGUE)
OH, MY, GOD. HE JUST WONT SHUT UP. THIS GUY IS MORE BORING THAN STAR TREK IV: THE VOYAGE HOME. AT LEAST THERE WAS A WHALE IN THAT. WHALES ARE AWESOME.

COUNCIL ELDER 1:
             ...and so it is with great joy, that I hear from Lana
             that you have volunteered to help us continue to fight
             this Krughon scourge, to the ends of the earth...

WINDOW WASHER:
             Whoa! Wait! No! I never said anything of the sort! I'm
             done here man, I'm gone, I'm outta here!

LANA:
             I, I thought you understood our plight...

WINDOW WASHER:
             Oh here she goes agin. Look, council of whatever, I'm
             not in this for your revolution, and I'm not in this
             for you, I just want to go home. So zap me with your
             ray gun, or use your time beam, and just send me back
             to where, AND WHEN, I came from.

LANA:
             I, I can't...

WINDOW WASHER:
             Why the hell not?

COUNCIL ELDER 1:
             Because, my boy, the recent attacks near Paris III have
             knocked out power to most sections of the city. Time
             travel is a tremendous drain on our resources, and we
             can only muster enough for one last trip.

LANA:
             I have to go back in time, to remove the last Krughon
             bomb. If I don't, all of us will be destroyed, including
             you, and everyone from your time. You, none of your
             friends or family, will ever have been born. I'm not
             asking as a warrior, or even a friend, but please,
             I need your help.

The is a long pause, while Lana and the council wait for his reaction.

WINDOW WASHER:
             No! You Lunatics! I've had it up to here with you assholes!
             And your time travel! If I have to go on one more
             adventure through time, I'm going to stab somebody!
             This is ridiculous...

The window washer continues to rant, oblivious of what is going on around him.

COUNCIL ELDER 1:
             Ugh, just take him.

Lana hits the badge on her lapel, and the two disappear once more.

CUT TO: INT. Time Travel Room

Appearing again in one of the rooms with the time travel devices, the window washer continues cursing at no one in particular.

WINDOW WASHER:
           And another thing! If this is the future, why is everything
               so crappy!

He notices his surroundings and quiets down.

         WINDOW WASHER:
               Sigh. Where is your husband anyway, can't he help you?

LANA:
               He.. he was killed. In the explosion.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Those are dangerous.

LANA:
(Trying not to cry)
               It is my hope that, after our mission is complete,
               I can travel back to save him.

The window washer is clearly dis-interested.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Uh-huh. What's this?

He picks up a helmet off the table.
LANA:
(Happy for the distraction)
               That's an info helmet. It downloads instant knowledge
               into your brain. Here, before we go on this mission,
               you should download all our knowledge of the Krughons
               into your brain. You might need it.

She places the helmet on his head. A digital heads up display appears before the window washers eyes.

LANA:
               It should be set to Krughons. But if it isn't, just
               think of any subject and it will come up, then say
               download, and the information transfer will begin.

While she is telling him this, he switches the subject from "Krughons" to "Sports Results: 1989 - 2015"

WINDOW WASHER:
               Download.

After a few seconds the helmet beeps, and he takes it off.

LANA:
               Here, take this too, you'll need it.

She hands him a gun, and steps into the portal.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Where, uh, when, are we going to anyway?

LANA:
               A period of time on earth referred to as
               "The Cretaceous".
WINDOW WASHER:
               Oohh, sounds exotic.

They both disappear in a bright flash of light.

CUT TO: INT. CAVE - NIGHT

With a bright flash, they re-appear in some sort of cave.

LANA:
               This way!

Lana leads them outside the dank cave. Down in a large valley, they can see a Krughon ship, and outside it, a large device.

LANA:
               That's the bomb. Damn!

WINDOW WASHER:
               What?

LANA:
               It's already been activated. And once it's turned
               on there is no way to shut it off!

WINDOW WASHER:
               Oh well, better luck next time. Might as well just
               go home.

LANA:
               Don't you get it! This bomb is on a time delay!
               It is programmed to blow up around the time that
               human beings take their first steps on this planet.
               If we don't stop it, there won't be a home for us
               to go home to!

WINDOW WASHER:
               But you said it yourself, it doesn’t turn off. Like
               Bill Cosby.

LANA:
               No. It doesn't. But we can trigger it to go off early,
               in this time period. That way, no humans will be affected.
               The only affect it will have is to kill a bunch of
               dinosaurs. But that’s ok. They'll probably just blame it
               on a meteor. Now, you wait here, I'll sneak onto the ship,
               and reprogram the bomb to detonate sooner. There is no need
               for both of us to...

As she is speaking, a Kroughon jumps from behind a rock and shoots her in the arm with a ray gun. Quickly, the window washer aims and fires in his direction.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Die, Krouton scum!

The Krughon falls to the ground dead while Lana lays on the ground groaning with the pain.

LANA:
               I've been hit.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Yeah I noticed, bummer.

LANA:
               It's.. It's all up to you now...

WINDOW WASHER:
               Up to me. To make this bomb go off...


LANA:
               Yes.

WINDOW WASHER:
               While we are still standing next to it...

LANA:
               I will call for backup, they will come to rescue us,
               but you need to sneak on board their ship, and access
               the main computer, that bomb must go off in THIS time
               period, or all of humanity will be destroyed! Our fate,
               resides with you!

WINDOW WASHER:
               Right. Well I'll go do that then shall I.

LANA:
               Here, take this. My necklace, it's a family heirloom
               that has been in my family for centuries. It’s my
               most treasured possession. Hopefully, it will bring
               you good luck.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Thanks. And, if I don't come back...

He stares at her as if trying to find the right words to say.

WINDOW WASHER:
               …it's because I don't really care about you and I
               found a way home.

LANA:
               Wait! Before you go…

WINDOW WASHER:
               Yeah?

LANA:
               You never told me your name…

WINDOW WASHER:
               Oh, well it’s…

As he begins to speak, Lana starts coughing up a substantial amount of blood.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Well that’s just disgusting.
                   
The window washer makes his way down the steep rock cliff-face. He looks up at a grand, flat topped mesa towering above the airfield.

WINDOW WASHER:
               That looks familiar.

After reaching the ground, he makes his way towards the ship, hiding behind crates so as not to be seen by the Krughons. Sneaking around, he finally makes his way to the etrance ramp of the ship. There is a guard at the bottom of the big steel ramp. The window washer looks at the necklace he was just given for a moment, and then hurls it over the guards head into the distance. It makes a clattering noise. When the guard turns to investigate it, he quickly clambers up the ramp and into the ship. Once inside, he walks through a silver corridor, and finding a corner, he turns it, only to be met by another seemingly endless siver corridor.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Oh for crying out loud.

The window washer jogs off down the corridor. Endless silver walls are all he meets at every turn. Corner after corner, corridor after corridor. Jogging up and down the ship for a long time, he comes to what he believes to be an exit. Before realizing it is exactly the same ramp he entered on.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Oh for crying out loud!

Eventually, he finds a door with markings on it, and enters. Walking into the large control room, he notices through the huge bay window that he is in orbit around the planet earth.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Oh for crying out loud!

He walks up to the large computer console.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Umm...Computer?

A voice speaks aloud while text prints on the screen.

KRUGHON COMPUTER:
               Grob?!

WINDOW WASHER:
               Uh, Umm... I need you to make the earth bomb explode,
               like now, or something.

KRUGHON COMPUTER:
               Grob!

WINDOW WASHER:
               Yeah, I don't speak Krouton gibberish, so...

KRUGHON COMPUTER:
               Grobmarx espandak apalachraw montelaw! Lechtoin grob
               parsnay locktband! Escomserve...

WINDOW WASHER:
               All right, all right shut up already!

The window washer looks around, and sees a time portal in the corner of the room.

WINDOW WASHER:
               Awh screw it.

He reaches into his pocket and pulls out the letter opener. Covering his eyes and looking away, he raises his hand, and brings it down, stabbing the Krughon Computer. The room turns red, and alarms begin to sound.

KRUGHON COMPUTER:
                    EYE! EYEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!

WINDOW WASHER:
               When you gotta go, you gotta go…

The window washer runs over to the time portal and hops in. He sets the date to when he left.

D: Spec - 11 July, 1989 - 14:13
L: Portal Locked
C: Living Organism
M: Specific

He hits the button.

WINDOW WASHER:
               …and I have got to go.

In a bright flash, he disappears. After he is gone, the ship veers off course, and screams down into the earth’s atmosphere. The Krughons guarding the bomb look up at the sound, just in time to see the ship hurtling towards them, and the bomb. We cut to a shot of a dinosaur, minding its own business, when a bright orange flash lights up the area. It looks up just in time to get a nuclear blast to the face.
 The window washer re-appears in the secret room, behind the bookshelf of Eds Office. He hurries down the corridor, hits the button to open the bookshelf, and heads towards the door quietly. The bookshelf slides shut behind him. He turns to see Ed in the bathroom, yelling out the window at, presumably, his former self.

ED THE BOSS:
               Kid, how long does it take you to eat a goddamn
               sandwich? You've been sitting there for twenty
               minutes!

Realizing he doesn't have much time, he turns to leave, then stops, as if he remembered something. He heads back toward the desk. Removes Ed’s fountain pen from his pocket, and places it back on the desk where he found it. Leaving two pens lying on the desk side by side. Smiling to himself, he turns, and leaves the room.

ED THE BOSS:
               Oh, a wise guy eh? Well let me tell you something
               wise guy, if the windows on this floor aren’t
               done, and done clean, and I mean cleaner than a
               choir boys backside, within the next ten minutes,
               I'm going to fire your ass. How do you like them
               apples, wise guy?

Ed slams the windows shut and walks into his office. He picks up an envelope and opens a drawer, removing his letter opener and puncturing a letter with it. As he does this, he picks up the phone to make a call.

ED THE BOSS:

               Charlie! No it’s not you, it’s this window washer.
               I’m gonna fire his ass. No I’m telling you he’s fired!

CUT TO: EXT. SUBURBAN HOUSE - DAY

The window washer, now in 1980's street clothes, knocks on the door of a redbrick house. A man answers the door, smoking a cigarette. He stares at him for what seems like way too long.

TRISTAN:
               Did you bring the power glove?

The window washer holds it up for him to see.

TRISTAN:
               Come in.

They walk into the living room area where a few people are playing a spaceship game on the NES.

TRISTAN:
               The others will be here soon.

Tristan sits down near the other two playing, and focuses intently on the game. The window washer just stares at the screen blankly. They continue playing for a while. Tristan notices he isn't saying anything.

TRISTAN:
               You wanna get some pizza? Hey, you all right man?

The window washer keeps looking at the screen blankly.

WINDOW WASHER:
               You know something?

TRISTAN:
               What?

The window washers eyes glaze over, as if he just decided something important.


WINDOW WASHER:
               These graphics suck.
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