SHEENA, QUEEN OF THE JUNGLE
| SSUE 2
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The Trevor Enterprises chopper has | anded, and Branson has M gue
and Warren at gunpoint.

“Okay, the party’'s over, people. Drop the guns and get down on
the ground..

“...if you want your friends to keep breathing, that is.”
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Sheena’ s got hi m si ghted.

“Who the hell are you?” asks Sheena. “Wy did you shoot us down?”

“Are you deaf or sonething?’ he answers. “You aren’t in any
position to be asking questions. Drop the gun or | snear your friends.

”

Sheena stares at him not dropping the rifle.

”

“Sheena....” says Rudy.
Rudy puts his hand on her shoul der as he lowers his rifle.
“Sheena, he's got the cards. You'd better drop it.”
Scowl i ng, she lowers the rifle.
She drops it to the ground.

PACGE 3

Guards (including M. Kyle) surround the group, as Branson pushes
hi s prisoners al ong.

“Okay, folks,” says Branson. “let’s nake acquai ntances. Tell ne
who you are -- now.”

“My nane is Sheena, and this is nmy research team W're
i nvestigati ng sone anomal ous evi dence around this vol cano.”

Branson buttstrokes her harshly.

“We suspect that sonmeone is intentionally destabilizing this
nmountain. |Is that what you're doing here -- uuuhf!!!”

“Shut your hole, lady! W ask the questions!”



Rudy noves to hel p Sheena up
“CGee, | hope that doesn’'t |eave a mark.

“You'll find out what’s going on soon enough. Now, let’s go
inside. Time for a chat with the boss.”
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They nmove into a control-type area, with a very finished | ook
(walls, lights, etc.) Sonme banks of controls line the walls, with techs
wor king at them Devon Janes is here, watching as they enter.

“It’s like this,” says Branson as he wal ks behind them “You can
behave yourself and stay alive, or cause trouble and buy it. Your
choice.”

Franklin nmutters to Sheena.

“Sheena,” he says, “this place has been here for at |east a few

nmonths. You can't just bore out the rock and set sonething like this up
overni ght.”

i

“You're right,” she answers. “And M. Hansha was fine up to a few
months ago. | don't think it’'s a coincidence.”

Devon James wal ks over to them and notices Sheena.

“Hell o, everyone. Just relax and | assure you that you' |l be wel
taken care of --

“ Sheena?”
Sheena doesn’t appear pleased to see him
“Hel l o, Devon.”
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They stand together, she with her hands on her hi ps.

“l suppose | shouldn't be surprised to see you here. There nust
be a | ot of noney to be nmade.”

“Sheena...it’s really not like that. | pronise you.”
She’s pointing her finger at him

“Is that so? The world s forenpst environnmental nercenary
associated with a negacorporation? Should |I be surprised?”

“You sinply don’t know all the details. There are...unfortunate
circunstances at work here, and | promise that |'mtrying to help.”



“Sure, Devon. Tell it to somebody who might buy that l|ine.”
Devon turns and activates a wal |l -mounted vi deo screen

“l wish | had nore tinme to persuade you of ny sincerity, but |
have soneone that you need to neet. She’s the sponsor of this exercise.

“l give you...”

Deborah Trevor appears on the nonitor

“...Deborah Trevor, chairwoman of Trevor Enterprises.”
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Sheena crosses her arnms as she regards Trevor coldly.

“l know you. You're the one advocated de-protecting Oregon’s ol d-
grow h forests for |ogging.”

“Yes. And a fewmllion nmore dollars in | obbying fees would have
made it happen. A pity. | won't nmake that nistake again.
“As for you, |'ve seen you in our files. You' re Sheena, correct?

The tree-huggi ng adventuress of |egend?”
Sheena and Deborah continue to speak.
“Sonmething like that.”

“So, you've decided to tilt your |ance at an even bigger w ndmill,

”

| see.
“1 mght be, if | knew exactly what was going on.”
Deborah sm | es as she speaks.
“Well, | assunme you' ve deduced that we're rendering M. Hansha
unstable. If you're at all curious as to why, it’'s because we' ve found

some weapons-grade uranium situated along a nearby fault.

“We pop the volcano, the fault opens, we get the goodies.
Si mple.”

Sheena shakes her fist at Trevor.
“Uraniun®!? You're endangeri ng hundreds of lives in sone scatter-
brai ned schene to procure radi oactive material? How can you possibly

justify sonmething like that?”

“l guess | watched too rmuch violent television or sonething.
Desensitized ne and all that.”
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Kyl e and Branson approach the group
“Now, enough of the small talk. M. Kyle, M. Branson, have our

guests incarcerated for the nonent. |'Ill decide how best to deal with
themlater.”

i

“Ri ght away, M ss Trevor,” says Branson

Sheena turns back to the nonitor.

“Trevor..

“1’”’mgoing to stop this from happening. | prom se you that.”

Deborah smiles back in return.

“Bring it on.”

They’re | ead away.

“Okay, people,” says Branson, encouraging themalong with the
point of his rifle. “Time for alittle trip to our storage room
Shoul d be nice and confy.”

“Does it have HBO?” asks Franklin.

“Shut up,” says Kyle.

Devon watches them | ed away with concern.
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In the box-1laden storage roomthey’ ve been | ocked inside, they
hunt through the containers and find nothing.

A caption reads, “Later..

“Find anythi ng?” asks Warren. “Crowbar? Lockpick? Kalishnikov
assault rifle?”

“Nope. Not even a friggin' slingshot.”
“Dar ned inconsiderate of them” notes M guel
Warren holds up his arns.

“No spare weapons or tools? No neans of escape? You nean these
are conpetent bad guys?”

“Looks like it,” answers M guel



“Geat. Just what we need.”

Laney cradl es/ massages the somewhat puny Franklin. He seens
content with things.

She says, “lI’mso sorry you got hurt outside, Franklin. Are you
okay?”

“Yeah, | think I'Il nmake it. Just keep rubbing.”
Warren sneers down at them

“Laney, please. |'myour brother. Can’t you wait until we get
outta this to fawn all over that dope?”

“Oh, hush, Warren. |1’mnot fawning. |’ m.mnistering.”

“Yeah, Warren, she’'s mnistering. Go underachi eve sonmewhere
el se.”

Sheena and Rudy di scuss the situation.
“Knock it off, people,” says Sheena. “Rudy, what do you think?”

“1’ve | ooked over the room and don’t see any neans of escape.
hate to say it, but we're stuck.”

“l thought as nuch,” says Sheena. “W’Il have to wait for themto
make a nove.”
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Sheena and Rudy continue to talk.
“Do you really think they can trigger this volcano to erupt?”

“l have no idea, but apparently they think so. |If they're to
blame for its instability, then perhaps.”

Franklin | ooks up at Sheena; his head is resting against Laney’'s
| ap, and she’s rubbing his tenples.

“1f Trevor has anple explosives, then | think they can. Al it
woul d take woul d be to open a few pipes and the rel ease of pressure
woul d do the rest. | nean, nobody’s ever tried this kind of thing

before, but it's theoretically possible.”

“Obviously, Trevor is putting theory into practice,” says Warren.
“At the expense of a lot of lives.”

M guel joins in, intense.



“More lives than you realize,” says Mguel. “The damage to the
local area will certainly incinerate and bury everyone for severa
mles.

“But depending on the volume of materials and noxi ous gases thrown
into the atnosphere, this could have adverse effects on the whole
planet. It would trigger acid rain over several countries and drop
t enperatures worl dwi de.”

Sheena crosses her arnmns.

“We have to stop them” she says. “If there’'s the renptest chance
they m ght succeed, the effects would be cataclysmc.”

“Worse yet,” says Laney, “if they're successful here...| don't
think they' Il think twi ce about doing it again.”

Sheena takes a seat against a crate; the others begin to settle
in, Laney curl ed agai nst Franklin.

“You're right, Laney. W’ ve got to keep this from happening in
any way we can.

“Okay, people, let's settle in. There's no telling when they
m ght come back for us, and | want us rested when they do.”

“And what then?” asks Rudy.

“1"1l figure sonmething out,” she says.
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The cell is dark, and they're slunbering.

The door has opened a crack, the light falling on Sheena's face,
awakeni ng her.

“HmmP?” she says.
It’s Devon.
“Sheena,” he whispers. “Cone with ne. | need to talk to you.”

He cl oses the door and re-secures it as she stands beside himin
t he hal | way.

“Why shouldn’t | just knock you out now and let ny friends go?”

“Because that would be an exceedingly bad idea at this tine.
You’' re unarnmed and out nunber ed.

“l can help you.”



They’ ve noved to his quarters, where he's closing the door. The
furni shings are very spartan, consisting of some folding chairs, a
sinple table, and a cot. Sheena stands near the table, hands on her
hi ps.

“l imgine you' re rather disturbed by Mss Trevor’'s plot to
trigger the volcano,” he says. “I was as well. Despite what you m ght
think, I wasn’'t hired to assist with forcing the eruption

“Then what brought you to here?”

Devon is standing closer, pleading his case.

“They told nme about what they were intending, and wanted nme to
assist in helping themset up their equipnent. | knew | could never
stop themfromattenpting their plan, so | agreed, hoping to use

whatever time | could to get the locals to evacuate.

“Unfortunately, they refused. This is sacred ground to them and
they feel they nust live or die onit. | failed.”

“So why are you still here?”
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Devon conti nues to speak.

“When | begged M ss Trevor to reconsider, she made it abundantly
pl ain that her henchrmen woul d delight in scattering my remains over the
rain forest if | didn't go along. But your arrival is rather
fortuitous, because now we’'ve a chance of stopping them

“l can provide you with weapons and a neans to escape. M plan is
to set up a distraction to draw away the bul k of the guards, which wll
all ow you to nmake your way into the jungle.”

Sheena | ooks at himw th a suspicious smle

“1’d like to trust you, Devon. But we go back a ways, and

remenber that you could be pretty nercenary. How do | know that you're
not just setting us up to be ‘killed while escaping ?”

“Sheena...l’' |l admit that | haven't always been the nobl est nan on
earth, nor the wi sest. But we...shared something once, somnething rather
pl easant. | hope that experience taught you that | care about you.”

Sheena is pulling at his shirt, unbuttoning it. He's gently
hol di ng her arns.

“l suppose it did,” she says, smling. “And against my better
judgenent, | trust you. And since we're here and alone, | say we take
the opportunity to do sone...catching up.”

“l can’t argue with that.”



She’ s pushing himdown onto the cot, crawling atop him

“Of course, you realize if you sell nme out after we do this,

you' Il wish Trevor’'s goons had scattered your renmains over the rain
forest.”

“Oh, | realize it, alright. Sone risks aren’t worth taking.”
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Daybr eak opens over Philop, with the snoki ng nountain | oom ng
om nously.

I nside the conpl ex, Branson and Kyle are sitting at a table with
sonme ot her guards, playing cards. Branson is tossing a couple down onto
the table. Sone bills are stacked in the niddle

“Gme two,” says Branson. “Mke ‘em good.”
“Oh, sure,” says the dealer, smling. “Wnna pick ‘em out
yoursel f?”

Kyl e | ooks at Branson.

“What do you figure' Il happen to the prisoners?”
“Ah, give it a day, and then Mss Trevor’ll have us cap ‘em
We' Il just |eave the bodi es behind when the vol cano blows its stack.”

A big BOOM shocks them shuddering the card table

“Kinda nice, actually. Wn't be any evidence to -- what the
hel | 21 2"

They rush to the entrance; they see a snoking hole in the ground
near the chopper.

“You!!'!” says Branson, pointing at a guard. “Wat’'s going on?”

“An explosion, sir!” he answers. “W think sonmebody’s | obbing
grenades fromthe treeline!”

Branson points at the guards.
“l was afraid of this. The natives nust’ve gotten w nd of what
we’' re doing. Okay, mobilize security and do some reconnai ssance and

force around the perineter. Shoot to kill, you got nme?”

“Yes, sir!” answers a guard.



“C nmon,” says Branson to Kyle. “Let’s see what we can see from
the air.”
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Back in the conplex, Devon is opening the door to the cell holding
Sheena and conpany, releasing them He's handing her an assault rifle,
with a few nore | eani ng agai nst the wall beside him (for distribution
pur poses, naturally).

“l set off a timed charge in the conpound outside,” he says.
“That shoul d send enough of them outside to permt your escape.

”

“Take these rifles. You may not need them but --

“-- but better safe than sorry,” says Sheena. *“Thanks, Devon.
You' ve really cone through.”

Devon wal ks along with them as they nake their way out.

“l prom sed | would, Sheena. Consider it an act of redenption, if

you will.
“1"I'l lead the way, and try to get us out before shots are fired.”
“Sounds reasonable,” she says.
Devon approaches a pair of guards who are still near the entrance.

“You there!” he says. “I heard an explosion. Wat’'s going on?”

i

“We think the natives are attacking, sir,” says the guard. “We
have patrols searching the jungle now M. Kyle and M. Branson are
conmbing the air in the chopper.”

Sheena buttstrokes one of the guards from behind (BRAK!'), as Rudy
nails the other (WHAK!).

“We expect to know sonething nore shortly -- uuuh!!!”
“l doubt that,” says Rudy.
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Sheena and Rudy step over the unconscious guards, |ooking out at
the jungle. Devon |eads the way.

“Rudy,” says Sheena, “what kind of cover will we have? WII that
chopper be able to see us in the jungle?”

“Not further out. But the foliage close to the mountain is
sparser. W need to nove fast.”



Sheena | ooks at Devon, who sm | es.

“You’re comng with us.”

“Sheena...|l can help you nmore if I'mstill inside --"
“Nonsense. They'Ill figure out who hel ped us, and that’ll be it
for you. Now cone on, or I'Il hurt you.”

“l...never argue with a lady.”

The gang is in the jungle, stepping over fallen branches and
what not .

“l alnmost hate to ask this,” says Franklin, “but where are we
headed?”

“We need to get to a defensible location first,” says Rudy, who
has taken point. “W can formulate a plan once we're out of trouble.”

Everybody hits the ground as bullets fly overhead.

“So,” says Franklin, “where might this ‘defensible |ocation” be --
| ook out!!!”

BRRRRRAAPPP! Il cones the gunfire.
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They return fire.

“Everybody, get down!” yells Rudy. “Use short, controlled bursts!
We don’t have a | ot of amm!”

“Right!” says Warren.

Laney fires at the bad guys wildly, while Franklin tries to get
her to crouch down.

“You jerks! Take sone’a this!!!” she yells.
“Laney!!!” shouts Franklin. “Get down! You' re w de open!”
Rudy | ooks concerned, sweat running down his face.

“Sheena, we're running |low on rounds,” he says. “Wat do you want
us to do?

“Sheena?”
A | one panel show ng that where Sheena was |ocated is enpty.

“Un, oh....” he says.
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From on some of the guards, who have our gang pinned down.

“Wn’t be long now,” says one. “W’ve got ‘em outgunned. They’|
be dry soon.

“Radi o Branson and tell himthat we found the prisoners--"

¢

Sheena drops down behind ‘em
“--huh?!'?” he says.

Using her martial arts skills, Sheena kicks one (WHAM ), and
butt strokes anot her (KRACK!).
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She hits two nore with a doubl e clothesline.
“Uuuuk!!'!l'” says one.
Two guards fire after where she dives into sone foliage
“Cet ‘erlll! Get ‘er!!l!” screans one.
“Diediediel!!” yells his buddy.
The i nvestigate where her body ought to be.
“Where the hell is she? She shoulda |anded right --"
She swings down froma tree, nailing both of them (BRAK!).
“UUUHHI 1T he says.
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The gang | ooks on as Sheena engages three advanci ng guards.
Devon says, “She’s certainly still the hellion | renmenber!”
Rudy answers, “No, she’s worse
“Okay, people, let’s novel”

Sheena roundhouse kicks one guard (SMACK!), while Rudy puts a big
fist into the gut of another (BIFF!).

Sheena says, “Took you guys |ong enough.”

Rudy answers, “Right, like you needed our help.”



Laney is sitting on the chest of one, pounding away at his face
(BAM BAM BAM ). Franklin is holding her shoul ders.

“1’m gonna beat your face in!” she yells.

Franklin says, “He's out, Laney! Ease up!”

They rise and survey the carnage.

Sheena asks, “Think they got a nessage off?”

Devon answers, “Perhaps. That means we’' |l have to act quickly.”
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Devon pulls out a map.

Sheena says, “Devon, now that we’'re out, Trevor is certainly going
to order the explosion. W’ve got to stop that.”

“Agreed. The explosives to trigger the eruption are positioned at
three crucial junctures around the nountain,” he says. “They' re capable
of consi derabl e expl osive force, as you' re doubtless aware.”

The map is of an overhead view of the nmountain; three red dots
mark the | ocations of the explosives, all at near the base of the
vol cano.

“How long will we have to avert it?” asks Franklin.

“Two hours at nost,” says Devon. “They're providing anple evac
time for their own people, but if a few get caught, | doubt M ss Trevor
will lose nuch sleep over it.”

Laney approaches them

“l hate to say this, but there’'s no way we can get to all three
sites in two hours, even if we split up. W night’ve been able to if we
had the chopper, but that’'s toast.”

“She’s right,” says Mguel. “The terrain's too harsh. W’IIl be
lucky to make it to the first site.”

Devon points to the closest site.

“We won’t have to. The charges are interlinked — either they al
bl ow, or none do. If we can shut this one down, then we can prevent the
whol e thing.”

“That’s fantastic,” says Sheena. “How far to that site?”

”

“An hour on foot, naybe a bit |ess,
guarded.”

he says. “But it’'s heavily



i

“Don’t worry about that,” she says. “To stop nme at this point...’
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Shot of the Trevor Enterprises chopper as it cruises the
nount ai nsi de.

“...they’d have to have a bl oody regi nent.”
“What do you nean they’'ve escaped?” conmes a voice in the chopper
A guard on a nonitor is speaking to M. Branson.

“I’"msorry, sir. They took out sone guards and got away. They're
in the jungl e somewhere.

“They had inside help. W think it was Devon Janes.”
Kyl e cracks his knuckl es.

“James. Figures. W should' ve greased that Brit when he started
maki ng noi se about saving the natives.”

Branson says, “l want you to take whatever guards you' ve got and
start patrols. W can't let them get back and warn the Phil opian
government. Shoot on sight. 1s that clear?”

“Yes, sir,” he answers.
Branson and Kyl e talk.
“What' s the plan?” asks Kyl e.

“Sinmple. W stay up here and start |ooking for them” he says.
“And when we find ‘em..”

Cl oser on Branson's face, smiling evilly.

¢ ”

“.,..we erase ‘em

END -- | SSUE 2



