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FADE IN

INT.  THE BEGINNING—DAY?

A blue tang swims determinedly forward.
Zoom out.  It’s swimming in a vaguely pink environment.

Another blue tang swims just behind the first, just as determined.

Zoom out further.  More blue tangs can be seen in a loose school around the first.

Pan over behind the school.  A humongous white orb can be seen looming upon them as they swim to it.

View the side of the orb as they tangs swim ferociously at it…and all smack face-first into it with sick little thudding noises.

A fluttering noise, like a hyperactive flute, can be heard, as a clownfish weaves its way from offscreen through the school, does a little swimming back flip just before it hits the orb, breaks into a mad smile that could span two faces, and phases through the side of the orb without making the slightest fracture in its surface.
Pure, blinding white light radiates from the orb and fills up everything in sight.

The blue tangs are caught amidst their efforts to headbutt the orb, frozen in mid-butt, and they fry away into little meat nuggets.

In the center of it all floats the clownfish, growing bigger and bigger and bigger until it changes shape into that of a baby.  The baby wriggles its fingers in front of its new face.

A farting noise is made followed by the sound of water draining from a sink.  The baby looks around, confused.  A Heavenly Choir resonates majestically from the background.  The draining sound gets louder.  The baby’s feet begin getting tugged.

The baby looks down to see a monstrous camera below it, its shutters opening and closing like a heart ventricle and with just as much pressure pull.  It drags the baby further down.  The baby grabs at two handfuls of meat nuggets and tries to use them for leverage against the pull of the camera shutter, but to no avail.
INT.  HOSPITAL BIRTHING WARD—DAY

MRS. IONIC, a woman who would be a transvestite if not for her vagina, leans her head back, releases a battle cry, and begins to pound at her swollen womb just below her ribcage as a Buddhist monk would pound hot coals in a bucket.

The baby, complete with fins and orange, black and white striped colouring flies out with a “pop”, its arms spread and its membranes allowing it a glorious moment of flight; fingers, toes, genitals and umbilical chord a-danglin’.

As the baby flies past the double push doors, DR. STUPID is waiting for it with a tennis racket.  Stupid gives it a good wallop, causing the baby to whoosh backwards back into the birthing ward.
Mrs. Ionic looks up from the bed.

MRS. IONIC

Oh no, you don’t!

She takes firm hold of the umbilical chord and heightens her grip on it as the baby flies closer and uses it to swing the child around like a mace, letting go at just the right time to send it back Dr. Stupid’s way.

As the doors are just closing, Dr. Stupid sees this, does a forward roll through the door, spins to stand up, and hits a MASSIVE spinning volley onto the baby.

The little doors of the supplies cabinet in the room explode off their hinges and out leaps a kimonoed samurai, MITSUHARA, who, in one swift movement, leaps from his perching spot, draws his katana, slices through the umbilical chord, rebounds off the opposite wall, and uses the flat side of the katana to swat the baby down away from the razor ceiling fan and down into Mrs. Ionic’s arms.

Mrs. Ionic looks down at her son and lovingly cradles him.  To the side, Mitsuhara slices a graceful figure eight with his katana in the air and brings it down at Dr. Stupid.  Dr. Stupid reacts with lightning reflexes and catches the sword with one hand.  They stand in tense silence, staring each other down.  Then Dr. Stupid’s thumb falls off.  They both look down at it.

DR. STUPID

That was like that before.

MITSUHARA

Suuure it was.
With her free arm, Mrs. Ionic paints herself in tribal war paint fashion with her own fluids, tastes it, and breathes deeply for a moment.  She looks down at the baby again.

MRS. IONIC

You’ll do.

She shifts over, legs draped over the bed, grabs the placental sack, wraps the baby in it, tears a stick off the fake tree in the ward, and makes a makeshift runaway knapsack.

She then walks out of the ward, leaving a trail of bloody woman juices behind her.  A cowboy theme plays and outside the door to the maternity ward can be seen something similar to the sun setting.  Dr. Stupid and Mitsuhara look on proudly.

DR. STUPID

There goes the best damn President we’ve ever had.

Mitsuhara nods in agreement and in a graceful and almost unattached arm movement, slices Dr. Stupid’s head off.  Dr. Stupid’s neck squirts a bit, and his body lifts its arm and flicks off the samurai.

EXT.  ST. BASTARD’S COMMUNITY PARK—NIGHT

MR. IONIC, a septuagenarian in a pizza slice costume and a wheelchair, wipes his moccasins on a keyboard in the grass, as if it were a welcome mat, and then slips them off.

He wears mood rings on all his toes, which he wiggles.

He then wheels forward to a tree stump, whereupon Mrs. Ionic can be seen with a George Forman Grill.  The plug is wrapped snugly round her neck and down her blouse.

MR. IONIC

Honey!  I’m home!

Mrs. Ionic looks up at him.

MRS. IONIC

Home!  I’m honey!

Mr. Ionic claps his hands and bounces up and down excitedly.

MR. IONIC

Oh, yes, please!

Mrs. Ionic moves closer to her husband, reaches up into her hair and pulls out a tri-fold handsaw from behind her ear.

Mr. Ionic leans his head back, opening and closing his mouth like a baby bird waiting to be fed by its mother.  Mrs. Ionic hovers her forearm above his head and slices a line down her vein with the saw.  A line of honey forms after a moment, and she turns her arm palmways down so that it trickles into his waiting mouth.  He laps it up in greedy ecstasy.

Mrs. Ionic winces and uses her free arm to steady her honey arm at the elbow.

MRS. IONIC

Ow, damnit!

She takes her free hand off, palms her husband by the exposed jaw, and pushes him onto his side.  She then rips one of the wheels off his wheelchair and sticks it deep into her arm through the honey cut.

There is a cluttering as Mrs. Ionic jiggles the tire around in her arm, and the sound of something coming through one of the spokes.

MRS. IONIC

Gotcha, cancer rapists!

She pulls on it and yanks it out of her arm.  The head of a little goblin, ICE CUBED, can be seen caught in a spoke, its body struggling to stay inside.

ICE CUBED

Gnik tnaryt dekciw ruo rof tpecxe edutilos dna ecaep ni evil snilbog yenoh elbmuh ew taht ylno sti!  Esneffo on tnaem I, mram, esaelp!

MRS. IONIC

“Wicked tyrant king”?

ICE CUBED

SNOE!  Snoe fo ezis eht egakcap a dna Renrut Anit fo riah eht sah eh!  Eurt sit!

MRS. IONIC

Is that so.  Living in MY bloodstream?

ICE CUBED

Kaerts rexob ylevol ym, msimitpo gnitimov tsuj tnera uoy!

Mrs. Ionic squints as her breath becomes irregular and angry.
Zoom out to see her at worm’s view, a pillar of thick, hairy-legged, furious might as Ice Cubed looks up at her from her arm in terrified awe.

MRS. IONIC

You’ve taught me something today, Ice Cubed the Honey Goblin.  No matter how strong your heart may be, your lungs, your shoulders, your biceps, there can be no victory of any kind without strength on the inside.  I see that now.  I see you, Ice Cubed, and I see me, and I finally understand what it is to feel, what it is to know, what it is to understand.
ICE CUBED

Gniyas eruoy tahw yltcaxe tahw erus ton mi diarfa mi.

MRS. IONIC

I’m saying, my friend, that it’s time we went in there and toppled that tyrant of yours.  It’s time we cast away the bonds of slavery, time we established the freedom that is every creature’s—

There is a hiss, the sound of a pencil being stuck in meat, and a thud.  Mrs. Ionic looks down to see that Ice Cubed has taken a barbed arrow through the head and is now lying in a sticky puddle on the floor.

Mrs. Ionic cries out in horror and kneels down beside the limp goblin.  She sobs a few times and turns bloodshot eyes over to Mr. Ionic, who is still tipped on his side, but now has a blatantly crossbow-shaped lump underneath his pizza costume, twiddling his thumbs, looking up at the night sky, and whistling non-chalantly.  After a moment his eyes hit his wife and he stops.
MR. IONIC

…what?

