Fl yi ng Donuts

by
Greg Roach



FADE | N.

| NT. UNDERGROUND COVVAND CENTER, AREA 51

TITLES: Deep inside Area 51, ultra top secret US Mlitary
installation. Alleged hiding place of downed UFGs and

al i ens.

MAJOR GENERAL ELI AS X. BRACKNELL, USAF, stal ks resolutely
down a |long series of polished corridors, his footsteps
echoing hugely. He stops in front of a pair of massive
netal doors flanked by two thick-necked mlitary guards,
al ready standing at attention. Bracknell |ooks at both
guards, then | ooks down, as if at a child.

BRACKNEL L
General Turgeson.

GENERAL TURGESQN, the ET conmander, a nore or |ess

st andard-i ssue "gray" alien (big head, |arge black eyes,
about four feet tall) wearing a formfitting Air Force
General's uniformconplete with nedals, |ooks up and
nods.

TURGESON
General Bracknell.
BRACKNEL L
Well, let's see what they have to say,

shal | we?

Wth that, the two guards push open the heavy doors.
Leaving the two Cenerals, we...

CUT TGO

EXT. QUTSI DE AREA 51 - LATE AFTERNOON.

W see a red-lettered Governnment Perineter Warning Sign
GROOM LAKE BOVBI NG AND GUNNERY RANGE RESTRI CTED AREA - NO
TRESPASSI NG BEYOND THI S PO NT.

The heat of the desert shimmers in front of the sign. In
the di stance we hear tinny, tinkly MJSIC. Above the sign,
a classic, saucer-shaped UFO skins along the top edge.

As the UFO clears the sign, we can see it's really a
goofy-1looking tin contraption attached to the roof of a
SNO- CONE TRUCK. "Bo's Frozen Treats" can be seen painted
on the side as the truck trundles down a desert road. A
knot of kids wait at the side of the road. The MJSIC
grows | ouder as the truck approaches then slans to a
stop, kicking up a cloud of dust.



B.J. "BO' THOWSON, early 30's, dishevel ed, handsone in a
“gone-to-seed” kind of way, |eans out the w ndow,
squi nting through his aviator shades at the kids.

CUT TGO

I NT. AREA 51 SECURI TY CENTER - LATE AFTERNOON.

A bank of sharp, colorful inages fromsecurity caneras
fill the wall, sone infra-red, sonme hi-def - the sane
deserted stretch of road, the kids, the sno-cone truck
Situated on the desk next to the nonitor is a red phone.
A woman’ s hand grabs up the receiver.

BACK TGO

I NT. UNDERGROUND COMNVAND CENTER - LATE AFTERNOON.

The guards snap to attention as the oversize doors open
and Bracknell and Turgeson stride out of the room
obvi ously pleased, and in a big dam hurry.

BACK TGO

EXT. QUTSI DE AREA 51 - LATE AFTERNOON.

DOUG, a gap-toothed eight year-old, is happily eating a
livid blue frozen treat shaped |li ke a rocketship. Bo
hands anot her confection over the transom W can see a
tattoo on his forearm- a skeleton on a surfboard.
Beneath it the slogan SURF NAKED. Both of Bo's ears are
pi erced - several tines.

BO
And one Nucl ear Ray Pop, for you

Several of the kids poke at Doug, pronpting himto step
forward

DOUG
Can | ask you a question?

BO
No.

BACK TGO



I NT. AREA 51 SECURI TY CENTER - LATE AFTERNOON.

WOMAN S VA CE
Yes, sir, right away.

She hangs up the receiver on the red phone.

BACK TGO

I NT. UNDERGROUND COMNVAND CENTER - LATE AFTERNOON.

Bracknel | noves briskly down the hall. He | ooks back over
hi s shoul der,then stops and waits, just a touch
inpatiently, as Turgeson hurries to catch up - they

conti nue.

BACK TGO
EXT. QOUTSI DE AREA 51 - LATE AFTERNOON.
DOUG
When they took you on the alien ship. Dd

t hey. ..

He | ook at his buds for guidance. Bo is obviously pissed
of f.

BO
D d they what?

CUT TGO

I NT. AREA 51 - BRI EFI NG ROOM - LATE AFTERNOON.

The door flies open and Bracknell and Turgeson enter at a
fast clip. Everyone settles into their seats as the two
general s take the stage.

BACK TGO

EXT. QUTSI DE AREA 51 - LATE AFTERNOON.

DOUG
Did they probe you?

Doug and his cronies giggle wildly.



BO
Bite ne, you little germ bag.

DOUG
Bite yoursel f, freakazoid.

Bo grabs Doug's rocket pop.

DOUG ( CONT’ D)
(conti nui ng)
Hey!

BACK TGO

I NT. AREA 51 - BRI EFI NG ROOM - LATE AFTERNOON.

The roomis crowmded with a m xture of human and ET
personnel - all wearing normal Earth fashions - |ab coats
or standard issue USAF unifornms - the ETs wear scal ed
down versions. The last one in the door is MAJOR BECKY
MCCLARE, 30's, beautiful, strong. She is wearing fatigues
and slips into a chair next to MAJOR RUDOLPH " RUDY"

TOONZ, 30's, rugged, good-I|ooking, who |eans forward in
his chair —the OVEGA squadron | ogo, a w nged donut of an
"J', can be seen on his sleeve. They exchange a tense,
uncertain | ook.

Bracknel | | ooks from person to person in dead sil ence.
The audi ence of pilots, officers, enlisted ranks, and
researchers (both human and alien) waits expectantly.

BRACKNELL
We're a gol!

The roons erupts in cheers and appl ause. Watever is
going on is damed inportant. Rudy and Becky respond
ent husi astically.

Bracknell, waiting for the cheers to subside, turns and
surreptitiously offers Turgeson his upturned palm which
Turgeson discreetly slaps in a |owfive.



