SHEENA, QUEEN OF THE JUNGLE
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Deborah Trevor stands before a cluster of television nmonitors,
depicting the faces of several terrorist figures and rogue world
| eaders. One should bear a strong resenbl ance to Khaddafi, another a
typical Arab terrorist, yet another an Hispanic man in sungl asses. Al
inall, twelve nen are shown, with the nonitors stacked three high and
four across.

“1"m gl ad you gentl enen have accepted ny invitation,” she says,
her arms crossed, a wy snmle on her face. “OF course, |’ m not
surprised. After all, you well know that in one fell swoop | can turn
you fromfringe terrorist groups or third world nations...

“.into nucl ear powers.”
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The nen appear nostly skeptical; the Khaddafi clone speaks first.

“This is a very bold claimthat you neke,” he says. “Yet you
have given us little by way of detail. Before we can neet your asking
price, we require nore informtion.”

“l anticipated your skepticism” she says. “Thus, |’ m prepared
to reveal the details of ny plan.”

She gestures toward a nodel behind her, which depicts an erupting
M. Hansha; a fault line splits off to the right, revealing gl ow ng
net al deposits.

“The uranium |’ m offering was di scovered by a privately-owned
satellite specifically attuned to detect radiation. It’s positioned
rat her opportunely — along a fault, near a sem -active vol cano.”

She points specifically toward the urani um

“We have a way of artificially inducing the eruption, thereby
exposing the fault — and the lode. Qur crews should be able to nove in
and begin extraction within a week after M. Hansha bl ows.

“1f our estimates are correct, there should be nore than enough
material to satisfy all your nuclear needs for quite sone tinme to
come.”

The Hi spani c nman speaks.
“Mss Trevor, as eager as ny government is to possess what you

of fer, we have heard that your operation may involve..casualties. |Is
this true?”



“Well .there may be sonme effect on the nearby indi genous
popul ati on, yes. But | assure you that the Phil opian governnment has
been properly persuaded to | ook the other way.”
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She continues to speak.

“Ricardo, | hope you aren’t getting squeanish on ne. Your regine
hasn’t exactly chal ked up accol ades for respecting human rights.”

“Not at all. W sinply wanted to ensure that proper precautions
are being taken to reduce culpability.”

“1 understand.”

Deborah has her hands on her hips as a turban-clad man speaks.

“You claimto have di scovered a considerable anount of uranium
I warn you that we are not interested in constructing tactical-Ieve
expl osives. Are you certain there is enough to create devices of rea
power ?”

“Absolutely,” she replies. “This is not a small cache.”

She conti nues.

“We estimate no less than half a ton of uraniumto be present in
the fault. You'll be fully capable of creating several bonbs of fairly
awesome magni t ude.

“And incidentally, we'll be nore than happy to throw in the
mat erials and instructions necessary for you to put together just the
ki nd of bombs you want.”

The nmen watch as she tal ks.

“Now i f that satisfies your curiosity, let’s get down to it.
We’ ve got the goods, if you're still ganme. Bidding begins...

“.at 100 mllion dollars.”
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We cut to the jungles of South America, with the inposing
presence of M. Hansha | oom ng in the background. A caption reads,

“Phil op, South Anmerica.”

Sheena and her gang are marching through the foliage. They' ve
clearly been traveling a while, as they’'re a bit sweaty and haggard-
| ooki ng.

“Devon, how much further to the site?” asks Sheena.

“Not far,” he says. “Perhaps half-a-nile. W’d best be on
guard.”



Laney has her hand on M guel’s shoul der, looking at himwth
concern as he linps al ong.

“M guel, how s your |eg holding up?” she asks.

“Pretty well, all things considered,” he answers. “The wal k has
| oosened it up sone. Still hurts |ike heck, though.”
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Frankl i n wal ks besi de Sheena.

“We'll need to fornulate a plan of action,” he says. “Devon’s
description of this encanpnent sounds pretty om nous.”

“Yes, it does,” she replies. “And Trevor's people have probably
alerted themthat we’'re |oose. They'll undoubtedly be on alert.”

Sheena recoils as a big cat springs toward her from the nearhby
brush.

“I"mthinking that | can disarmthe explosive if — Sheena, |ook
out!” yells Franklin.

“O00HHH! '™

GRAAAAAARRRR! ' it grow s.

They watch as Sheena falls back, her forearmin the cat’s throat,
keeping it’s slavering jaws away. Rudy and Devon aimtheir rifles at
It.

“Sheena, stay still!” yells Rudy. “W've got a shot -*

“NO!'!” she answers. “Don’t shoot!”

PACE 6

Sheena nonkey-flips the cat off of her

RAAAAAARRRRI 'l it grow s.

Sheena squares off with the cat.

“Okay, kitty,” she says. “Let’s get it on!”

It | eaps again, and she catches it around one arm w th her other
armencircling its throat.

“Gotcha!” she says.

Sheena rides it down, having interlinked her hands, choking it,
the armstill trapped.

“Ckay, furball.” she says.
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She keeps it pinned beneath her, straddling its back, choking it

out .

“.you' re going out..!

The cat is fading.

“..nice and easy..!

The cat is conpletely unconscious.

“.just like that.”

Sheena kneels over it as it lies on the ground.

“Sheena, you took a big risk there,” says Devon.

“What nmakes you say that?” she asks. “This isn't the first cat
I"ve tangled with. It certainly won't be the last.”
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The gang has stopped at the fringe of the underbrush; agai nst one
side of the nountain is a cleared-off area, with about a dozen guards
visible. Central to the site is a cylindrical explosive device, about
three feet in dianeter and 10 feet high

“There it is,” says Devon, pointing. “The cylinder is the
control nmechanism The actual bonmb itself is deeper underground. It’s
a shaped charge capabl e of penetrating quite a mass of rock.”

“l can imgine,” says Sheena.

They continue to talk.

“Any ideas on how to proceed?” she asks.

“It’s going to be tricky,” Devon says. “A frontal assault is
clearly right out. W should nove closer for a better |ook.”

Warren starts forward, and trips a |ightbeam sensor.
“1"1l take point — huh?” he says.

BEEEEEEP! | | goes the sensor

The guards swi vel at the sound of the alarm

“What the hell?” says one.

“Movement in sector three!” answers another. “W’'ve got
conpany!”
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They dive for cover as a hail of bullets cones their way.
“Down!!! Everybody down!!!” yells Sheena.

“Good ideal!!” yells Rudy.

Franklin snaps at Warren.

““1"11 take point?  \What in the world were you thinking?”

“Sorry man! | didn’t nean to —

“Oh, save it,” he answers.

Laney stands and starts blow ng off rounds at the guards.
“You buncha | osers!” she yells. “Eat this!”

“Laney!!!” yells Franklin. “Cet down! Get down!”

Rudy and Devon tal k

“How are we doing for amm?” asks Devon.

“Not good!” says Rudy. “W’re gonna have to figure sonething out
— fast! Sheena, what do you want to do?

“ Sheena?”

Sheena’ s gone.

“l hate when she does that.! says Rudy.
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The guard | eader, |ooking toward the area of jungle our gang
occupi es, talks to another guard (G vens).

“We’ve got ‘em pinned,” he says, pointing off to one side. *“Take
first squad and circle around east. W' Il flank ‘em and take ‘em out.”

“Roger that,” says G vens.

The guard squad (six in all) jogs into the brush, weapons at the
ready.

“You heard the man!” says G vens. “Myve |ike you ve got a
pur pose! Jenkins, you' re on point!”

“Gotcha,” he says.
They’ ve slowed to a wal k. Sheena drops down behind the | ast one.
“We aren’t far fromthem” says G vens. “Lock and |oad!*

Sheena bl asts one guard with a devastating kick to the back of
the head (BRAK!I!!).



( VHAK!

“Uuunh!” he excl ai ns.

Sheena delivers a chop to the back of the neck of another

.

“Aaak!!'!” he says.
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trees.

The other guards turn and open fire; she dives behind a copse of

“Where’d she cone fronP!?” yells G vens.

“Get ‘er! Get ‘er!” yells another guard.

They circle around the trees.

G vens says, “Okay, stay frosty.she should be right—=

They come around the trees; nobody’s hone.

“—here! Huh?”

“She’s gone!” offers an observant guard.

From above Sheena, as she drops down fromthe tree toward them

“Where the hell could she have -* asks G vens.

PAGE 12

necks

Sheena drops between two, delivering chops to the backs of their
(WHAK!  BRAK!)

“Qoof I'l'l” says one.

“Uuuunh!I'l'” says the other

She ducks under Gvens’ rifle fire.

“1"1'l get her!” he yells.

“Says whon?” she asks.

She | eaps forward, seizing his left forearmand bending it back

She spins and uses his armlike a fulcrum throw ng himtoward

t he ot her guard.

“Whoooooaahhhh! !I'I'l'" he excl ai ns.

CRASH' !'!  The nmen col lide savagely, knocking them both out.
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We re-join our gang, still hunkered down.
“1"mout of ammo!” yells Franklin.
“As aml,” says Devon. “How about you, Rudy?”

“Al most dry,” he says. “Unless Sheena’s got something up her
sl eeve, we nmay need to effect a strategic withdrawal.”

Laney speaks.

“Wait!” she says. *“The shooting’ s stopped!”

“She’s right!” says Franklin. “Let’s take a |ook!”

They peek up fromthe long |log that was providing cover for them

“

“Ckay, everybody —-“ comes an off-panel voice.

Sheena stands in the clearing, the other guards unconscious, her
hands on her hips.

“—+f you’'re through hiding in the weeds, naybe we can get to
disarmng this bonb?” she asks.
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They rush over to her, jubilant.

“Sheena,” says Rudy, “nothing you do should surprise nme anynore.

“l thought you'd've | earned that by now,” she answers, smling.
“Franklin, what about this device?”

Franklin feels carefully along the exterior

“l need to find the access panel,” he says. “It should be here
somewhere — a-ha!!!”

“Find it?” asks Laney.

He flips the plate up, and sees a row of eight horizontally-
aligned circuit boards. Above themin digital letters is the word
“ ARMED. ”

“Oh, yeah,” he answers. “And it’s ready to go.”

“How nuch tinme do we have?” asks Sheena.

Franklin considers the boards thoughtfully.

“lnmpossible to say,” he answers. “They’'ve prinmed it, that’'s all
It’s not on atimer. |If they decide to blowit, then we're all toast.”

“Then | suggest you get it disarnmed as soon as possible,” says
Sheena.



“Well, that is the idea,” he says.
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Franklin is sweating as he considers which of the boards to
renove.

“One of these boards is the trigger nmechanism” he says. “It’'s
the one we want to pull. Once out, the bonmb’s inert.”

“WIIl that render the others inoperable, too?” asks Rudy.
“Yeah,” he answers. “The arming chain will be broken.”

Sheena wal ks up and yanks out the third board.

“But 1'll have to study this a while before | can ascertain -*

“Oh, nonsense. Just pull a board and see what happens!” she
says.

“WAAAAIT!I'T” he yells, recoiling.

Sheena has one hand on her hip, |ooking at the board she pull ed.
Franklin is sitting down behind her, a nauseated | ook on his face.

“Hm  Must have been the third board,” she says.

“Um.uh..see, that coul d ve been really bad,” Franklin says. “If
it hadn’t been the right one.l nean.boom.!

Laney is hel ping Franklin up, as the gang gathers together. A
helicopter is visible in the background, toward which Devon | ooks.

“Looks like we’'ve stopped the eruption,” says Rudy. “l| guess
it'’s Mller tinme.”

“Not so fast,” says Devon. “W’ ve got conpany.”
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Frominside the cockpit of the Trevor Enterprises helicopter, as
Kyl e and Branson | ook down on them holding automatic rifles.

“Well, well, well,” says Kyle. “Looks |ike we’ve found ‘em?”
“Yeah,” answers Branson. “Get ne in position for a clear shot.”
“You got it,” answers the pilot.

The group goes diving for cover as Branson opens up on them from
the side of the chopper

“Not again!!!” yells Franklin.

“Just friggin great —“ says Rudy.



Atrail of bullets | eads behind Franklin as he and Laney junp
behi nd sone crates.

“Laney, nove it!” he says.

“I"mmnoving! |'mnoving!” she answers.

They sit hunkered behind the crates.

“Just when you think it’s over.” he noans.

“Hey, what’'s that?” asks Laney, pointing off-panel
“What’' s what ?”

A ground-to-air Stinger missile is propped agai nst one of the
crates.

“Oh..” he answers.
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Franklin pops up from behind his crates; Sheena and Rudy crouch
near by, behind sone equi pment. He’'s got the Stinger overhead.

“Rudy! Catch!” he yells.

“Huh?” says Rudy.

The Stinger arcs through the air, and into Rudy’ s hands.
Rudy sm | es.

“Ri ght eous,” he says.

Kyl e and Branson are both situated at the side of the chopper
| ooki ng for targets.

“They’'re fast, 1'Il give “emthat,” says Kyle. “Not many places
to hide, though.”

“Yeah,” answers Branson. “If we hang here for a sec, we'll tag
‘em”

Rudy stands, the Stinger over his shoul der

“Acquiring..acquiring.locked.” he says.
PAGE 18

Kyl e and Branson | ook down at him
“What the hell is he -*
FWOOOOSH! ! The missile fires.

Kyl e and Branson junp fromthe chopper.



“ YEEEEEAAAAAAAHHHH! 1" they yell in unison

BUH- WVHAMMMMM 'l The chopper goes up in a fireball
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Kyl e and Branson lie on the ground, groggy.

“Unhhh..” npans Kyle. “B-Branson? You okay?”

“Y-yeah,” he answers. “I think my leg s busted.”

They’ re pushing thenselves up fromthe ground. Sheena’s shapely
posterior is in the foreground, and we see them from between her | egs.

“We'd better get nobile,” says Branson. “l don’'t wanna”
“Don’t wanna what ?” says Sheena.

She and the gang are in a senm -circle around the nen.

“Don’t wanna be around in case we find you?” she asks. “Too
| ate.
“Rudy, Franklin.tie up our friends here, if you don't mnd.”
“CGot it,” says Rudy.
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Back at the bonb site, Kyle and Branson are bound, along with the
ot her guards.

“What now?” asks Franklin.

“Well, for starters, we bypass the Philopian government entirely
and contact the U N.,” says Sheena. “W nake sure Interpol handles the
prosecution in this matter.”

Frankl i n has noved cl oser

“Good idea,” he says. “I suspect mmjor bribes were passed around
to make the local nmilitary | ook the other way. That should seal the
fate of this operation.”

“Is that all?” asks Laney. “I nean, is Trevor Enterprises gonna
get away with this?”

Sheena | ooks at her.

“Not if I can help it,” she answers. “Deborah Trevor’s hands
aren’'t directly dirty fromthis. She can probably claimplausible
deniability, maybe get away with paying a small fine. That’'s not good
enough.

“No, after we |ock down these gentlenen..”



Cl ose on her face.

“.we’'re going to pay Deborah Trevor a personal visit. One |
doubt she’'ll Ilike.”

END -- | SSUE 3

TO BE CONCLUDED I N SHEENA #4!!!  DONT MSS IT!!!



