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SUPER:

With the empire at its zenith, Roman lands stretched from the 
desert wasteland of Alsharpton on the continent of Africanis 
to the frozen unexplored lower regions of the 
Brittinneyspears.

SUPER NO. 2

It was a world where slaves were made to fight to the death 
for the entertainment of the Roman elite, and the tales of 
unbridled orgies and passionate love making are legendary.  
For instance...

SCROLL: 

NOTE:  DESIGNED TO FRUSTRATE SLOW READERS, THIS SCROLL ROLLS 
BY IN SECONDS.  YOU WILL HAVE TO GET THE DVD TO READ IT ALL.

There was the Roman senator who had a menagerie of a hundred 
concubines of all three sexes and would routinely dress as 
Caesar and oink like a pig while doing Plato.  We mean, Plato 
the guy.  And there was a group of gladiator trainers who 
would do a lot more than train their men if you know what I’m 
talking about.  Orgies would last for months in the temple of 
Viagra on Mount Mebitch.  A favorite ritual of the time was 
to take grapes and papaya and other exotic foods and arrange 
them in a bed where various sexual conquests would be acted 
out and then the participants, animal and vegetable, would 
squish around until a lovely frappe was formed.  Then they 
would pour the mixture into the chest cavity of a barbecued 
hedgehog and dance around the concoction, finally throwing 
the whole thing over the edge of a cliff.  This would produce 
a simultaneous orgasm in anyone within fifty square hectares.  
The freedom of sexual desires led to an increase in the 
population and many mouths went underfed.  The owners of 
those mouths suffered too.  Slaves were taken advantage of in 
ways too hard to describe, but let’s try anyway.  Men of 
large wealth and small penis size would take these young 
slave girls and force them to have dinner and conversation 
and listen to their problems and how they screwed up 
everything at work.  It was brutal and demoralizing for the 
slave girls out in the dating scene.  Things got so bad that 
many pregnant mothers were forced to sell the child to pay 
for the crib.  Hungry babies had to suckle the family cat, 
dog or llama.  Later they would get a mixture of rice, hay 
and stones.   Others weren’t so lucky... 

BULLET NO. 4 

(IN NORMAL SIZE AND LASTING FOR AN EXCRUCIATING 10 SECONDS)

...And that alone is why this story is so important.



BEGIN MUSIC AND CREDITS

EXT. RIVER IN ITALY - NIGHT 

BULLET: 

TEVERE RIVER, ITALY, CIRCA 1 BC

A veiled slave woman carrying a basket creeps down to the 
river, STOPPING UNDER A BRIDGE THAT HAS A STATUE OF APOLLO.  
At water’s edge she sets the basket afloat.

HER P. O. V.  A BABY, tucked in, and a NOTE reading: FEED.

She sheds the saddest of tears.

SMARTACUS(V.O.)
I have faith that my mother wanted 
me to have a better life than 
she...

Past the woman, we see Smartacus float away.  

SMARTACUS(V.O.)
She must have suffered greatly when 
she set me free to find my destiny.

The woman waves then turns and leaps into the arms of what 
today would be hairy biker dudes.  They laughingly skip away, 
drinking from wine jugs.

SMARTACUS(V.O.)
She left me with only my basket and 
my name: Smartacus.

Push in to his name tag: Smartacus - WASH WARM, LINE DRY, 
LABEL ONLY TO BE REMOVED BY CONSUMER.

MUSIC SWELLS, MORE CREDITS.

The baby drifts down the river.  Night becomes...

DAY - EXT. TEVERE RIVER - ITALY                                                                           

The baby drifts along the gentle current.  

SMARTACUS(V.O.)
Normally, charity would have found 
a home for me, but these were tough 
times for babies.
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PULL BACK FROM CLOSE ON THE INFANT to reveal ANOTHER BABY in 
a basket and ANOTHER and ANOTHER and now we see DOZENS of 
babies in baskets and now HUNDREDS!  

A symphony of crying and baby noises.  It looks like a rubber 
ducky race.  

MEN WITH POLES tend to the log jam, moving the babies along.  
A CROWD gathers up infants but there’s just too many.  

SMARTACUS(V.O.)
The gods smiled on most and they 
found families.  The rest floated 
on.  Hours turned to months and 
months to years.

BULLET: FOUR YEARS LATER

Smartacus is now spilling out of his basket but still afloat 
with a handful of other kids his age.  

SUNSET.   SUNRISE.  SUNSET.

SMARTACUS(V.O.)
I made friends with some of the 
other kids...especially Jennus.  
She was as pretty as a bluegill.

WE SEE JENNUS.  She and Smartacus float together.  Smartacus 
snatches a catfish.

MOMENTS LATER the two children happily chew on live catfish.  

SMARTACUS(V.O.)
Jennus always stood up for me.  In 
fact it’s because of her that I 
learned to swim.  You see one day a 
bunch of rotten carp-eating bullies 
were teasing me pretty bad...

Smartacus tries to paddle away from an onslaught of shellfish 
and clams.  He is pelted and looses his balance.  He plunges.  
He can’t swim.  

JENNUS
Swim, Smartacus, Swim!

Smartacus starts to paddle like mad, towing his basket along 
behind.  Out pacing the angry pursuit.  

SMARTACUS
From then on, I - WAS - SWIMIN’.
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BULLET:  THREE YEARS LATER

Smartacus is now a boy and he effortlessly swims along the 
river.  He tows his old basket.

SMARTACUS(V.O.)
After a few years I realized that 
if I was going to be in a family, I 
would have to choose them.  It was 
time for me to leave the water.

EXT. RIVERSIDE VILLAGE - DAY

Smartacus wobbles down the main street.   

SMARTACUS(V.O.)
The land sure felt funny.

He sees some CHILDREN playing.  He smiles.

INT.  RAMSHACKLE HOUSE - DAY

We see a line of kids at a dinner table.  There are too many 
to easily count. The father slaps gruel onto plates that the 
children hold out.

SMARTACUS(V.O.)
Before long, I found a family where 
I could fit right in.

Smartacus squeezes in between two other kids and holds his 
hands out.  The father drops a spoonful in his palms.  The 
father looks at Smartacus suspiciously.  

SMART
Hi Dad!

FATHER
Where’s your plate?

Smartacus shrugs. As does the father and moves on feeding his 
hoard.

SMARTACUS(V.O.)
It was a wonderful and lively place 
and all thirty seven of my new 
brothers and sisters were so much 
fun to play with.

Smartacus is tied up and being dipped into a bucket.
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SMARTACUS(V.O.)
And since Mother was busy most of 
the time with her second set of 
septuplets, My father, Master 
Polaris Alecus,  taught me all the 
virtues a man would need later in 
life.  Like perseverance...

His father dangles a chicken leg high over Smartacus, age 10, 
and he leaps and leaps but can’t quite reach.  His Dad sucks 
the meat clean off.  Tough love.

SMARTACUS(V.O.)
Business and commerce. 

His father is in the market place.  He reaches up to check a 
hanging chicken and Smartacus’ little hands reach out from 
his toga and snatch a lobster.  They leave unnoticed. 

SMARTACUS(V.O.)
Resourcefulness...

His father again dangles the chicken leg again but this time 
Smartacus, age 13, kicks him in the nuts.  The leg drops and 
Smartacus devours it.   His father tries to choke him.

SMARTACUS(V.O.)
And self defense...

Smartacus boxes his father's ears, head butts him and kicks 
his kneecaps. His father crumples.  Smartacus runs off.  His 
father smiles through his pain. 

FATHER
My boy’s growing up.

SMARTACUS(V.O.)
And when it was time to leave, he 
helped me on my way.

The door to the home flies open and Smartacus, 15, is booted 
onto the street.   

His father hurls a loaf of bread at him.  He catches it just 
before it hits his face.  He smiles and plops it in his old 
basket, now a backpack.  
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His father smiles...and then throws a dagger.  It impales in 
a wood post where Smartacus’ head was one second before.  
Smartacus pulls it out.  

THE DAGGER HAS AN EAGLE HEAD.

Nice.  He smiles back at his Pa. His dad smiles 
approvingly...then slams the door shut.

EXT.  TEVERE RIVER - ITALY - DUSK

A SMALL SAILING VESSEL drifts by.  Smartacus lounges back at 
the stern.  His old basket as a masthead.

SMARTACUS(V.O.)
I had a thirst for knowledge and 
discovery but I wasn’t sure where I 
would find it.  I would need some 
sort of sign.   Also, I really 
wanted to get laid.

Smartacus slips into sleep.

INT.  DREAM

We see a P.O.V. of the river’s shore moving by. 

 A beautiful woman appears.  She waves at us in slow motion.  
She beckons us with sex-drenched body language.  

We see Smartacus’ face only.  He smiles back with his best.  
Then he glances down in horror.  

We see Smartacus is NAKED and floating in his baby basket.  
He SCREAMS.

EXT. TEVERE RIVER - ITALY - DAY

Smartacus snaps awake.  His boat has run aground.  He looks 
up to see a colossal stone monument-sign: UNIVERSITY OF ROME. 

SMARTACUS(V.O.)
I found my sign.

EXT. UNIVERSITY OF ROME - DAY

Push into fraternity house.

SMARTACUS(V.O.)
Life at the university was great 
and my colleagues and I worked very 
hard at our studies.
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WE SEE A TEN SECOND, FIFTY-CUT, MONTAGE OF FRAT BOY STUFF .   

SMARTACUS(V.O.) 
Of course, there was a girl... But 
a tale so bitter sweet should be 
treated like a lion whose testicles 
are caught in his back left claw, 
...very delicately.

INT. CLASSROOM - DAY

Smartacus gives an oral presentation.

SMARTACUS(V.O.)
I excelled in all subjects: 
algebra, calculus, astronomy, whale-
taxidermy...

We see Smartacus STUFFING A LIFE-SIZE WHALE.

SMARTACUS(V.O.)
And in the physical pursuits, I 
mastered archery, equestrian 
skills, baseball, and of course, 
swimming.

We finish the visuals with Smartacus in the river, pulling a 
ship with his teeth.

SMARTACUS(V.O.) 
I graduated at the top of the 
middle of my class.

Smartacus’ father and droves of brothers and sisters are 
there to celebrate.

SMARTACUS(V.O.)
There was only one thing left for a 
good citizen to do.   

EXT. ARMY TRAINING GROUNDS

Smartacus goes through basic training.  A huge NUBIAN drill 
Sargent chews his men up.

SMARTACUS(V.O.)
I rose through the ranks to 
General, after a series of 
victories along the border with 
Iceland.  And soon I was in favor 
with the Roman Senate and was a 
frequent guest of Caesar, when he 
would go clubbing.  
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Once, I don’t know if he was drunk 
or not but, he told me he would 
give me his kingdom if I could 
defeat the northern armies of 
Transvestia.  Home of the Gaymanic 
tribes and bring peace at last.  
Well, I got that chance.

EXT. TRANSVESTIA DAY

An army of around 300 people line a hilltop in the distance.  
Closer we see that THE ARMY IS COMPOSED OF BURLY BEARDED BIG-
BELLIED BARBARIANS DRESSED IN BRIGHTLY COLORED DRESSES.

SUPER:
THE GAYMANIC TRIBES OF TRANSVESTIA

The Gaymanic soldiers are impatiently waiting for something.

GAYMANIC LIEUTENANT
Where are they?

GAYMANIC LIEUTENANT #2
They were supposed to be here an 
hour ago.

GAYMANIC LIEUTENANT 
It’s just like them to be late.

GAYMANIC GENERAL
Patience girls...

(Snaps.  Finishes applying 
lipstick to a rugged 
bearded face.)

They’ll pay.  Oh, they’ll pay.

EXT. DEEP MISTY FOREST 

PAN across what appears to be the remnants of a battle.  
Bodies are strewn everywhere.  Fires smolder.  MONGREL DOGS 
BARK IN THE DISTANCE.  

END PAN on a face we’ve seen before.  A grimy gritty 
Smartacus.  Dead?  

His eye twitches.  Opens.  A look of panic and horror crosses 
his face.  He bolts up.

SMARTACUS 
Waaaaaaaaaaake upppppppppppppp!  
WE’RE LATE!  We oversleppppppttt!

8.

SMARTACUS(V.O.) (cont'd)



Groggy men are startled awake and quickly try to get dressed 
and ready for battle.  

A soldier is hopping around on one foot trying to put his 
shoe on.

SMARTACUS 
Put that on later.  Tell the cook: 
no more turkey.

ANOTHER SOLDIER
But I didn’t get breakfast

SMARTACUS 
Forget about breakfast.  

SOLDIER
But it’s the most important meal of 
the day.

The Lieutenant calls for a messenger.

MESSENGER
What shall I tell them?

LIEUTENANT
Tell them...tell them...my god,  
what should we tell them?

The Messenger and the lieutenant argue over various lame 
excuses for their being late.

SMARTACUS 
Shut up. We’ll tell them what they 
want to hear.  We’ll tell them that 
we are sorry...

MESSENGER
That’s good.

Many more men have gathered.

SMARTACUS 
We’ll tell them that we’ll try 
harder next time...

LIEUTENANT
Yes, yes.

SMARTACUS 
And, we’ll try to be more sensitive 
to their feelings and to be more 
open about our own emotional state.
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Silence.  Then raucous applause.  The men CHANT his name.  
The messenger rides off.

OVER THE HILL

THE MESSENGER approaches the Gaymanic Army.  

GAYMANIC GENERAL
This should be good.

The messenger delivers.  The General sneers.

Smartacus AND HIS MEN 

are assembled.  Smartacus reviews his troops.  

SMARTACUS 
Shock and offend.

The phrase is repeated down the line.  

THE MESSENGER appears on the hilltop, galloping down toward 
Smartacus. 

As the messenger nears it IS OBVIOUS HE’S HEADLESS. 

Smartacus retrieves the note as if nothing’s wrong.

He reads it, his face goes ashen.  

LIEUTENANT
Well?

SMARTACUS  
Well, they used the phrase 
cocksucker four times.

The men cringe.   

SMARTACUS 
Weapons at the ready!

CLOSE on a LONGBOW being readied.

CLOSE on lipstick application.

ROMAN SOLDIERS winch a CATAPULT into position.

A GAYMANIC WARRIOR adjusts his bra-strap.

The armies face off across a field.   

Smartacus prepares to give the order to attack.

10.



Scenes of horrific violence follow:  BODIES are SLASHED,

SABRES grind against ARMOR, MAKEUP is SMEARED,  

HEADS FALL, GIRDLES SNAP.

Smartacus tangles with a Gaymanic warrior when he hears:

CAESAR’S MESSENGER
Smartacus, Smartacus, I have a 
message from Caesar.....

Smartacus is obviously busy.  The messenger does his best to 
communicate in the melee.

SMARTACUS  
What?  Who?

MESSENGER
Caesar! - I have a message...

SMARTACUS 
(hacking)

I’m not Caesar.

MESSENGER
No! Caesar...

The messenger is knocked down out of sight.

SMARTACUS  
Are you there?

MESSENGER
I’m over here.

SMARTACUS  
Where?  Can you hear me?

MESSENGER
You're breaking up!

SMARTACUS 
Can you hear me now?  Can you hear 
me now?

Smartacus does not have time to continue and fends off 
another warrior.

EXT. BATTLEGROUNDS - LATER

PAN across after-battle carnage.  Smartacus roams among the 
injured, dead, or worse.   
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MESSENGER
(faintly)

Smarta....cccccuussss.

Smartacus shifts some bodies, and uncovers the dying man.

SMARTACUS 
You’re alive.  What was the 
message?

MESSENGER
You have one...unheard message...

SMARTACUS
Yes, yes, go on.

MESSENGER
Punch in your code.

Smartacus impatiently slugs the man twice on the left and 
once on the right.

MESSENGER
I hate that part.  

(recovering)
First unheard message:  Received on 
June third--

Smartacus grabs him by the collar about to strangle him.

MESSENGER
W....w...we signed a treaty 
D...d....don’t attack. 

He dies as the realization hits Smartacus.  He stands, looks 
around.   He can only manage a sheepish:

SMARTACUS  
Sorry.

EXT.  FOREST ENCAMPMENT MILES FROM THE BATTLEFIELD - DAY

A heavily guarded tent.  

INT. TENT

CAESAR stands with attendants.  He holds a scroll high.

CAESAR
With this treaty in hand, peace, 
and justice and freedom lives for 
all people!
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His servant’s cheer is quickly crushed.

CAESAR
(heavy sigh)

Not slaves.

A disappointed MOAN. 

GUARD
Your Excellency, Smartacus has 
arrived.

Smartacus enters.  

CAESAR
Smartacus, so good to see you, my 
children are to arrive any minute 
from Rome, tell me the good news, 
did you get my message?

SMARTACUS 
Uh...Yes...and no.

EXT. ROMAN ROAD - DUSK

A ROYAL CARAVAN moves down the road, soldiers flank the cart.   
As it passes we see that it is shaped like an AIRSTREAM 
TRAILER, draped in royal colors.

INT. ROYAL AIRSTREAM - SAME TIME

KNITTING NEEDLES, are worked by the son of Caesar, SNIVILUS, 
27, he’s sensitive, neat, but straight, a male Martha 
Stewart.

SNIVILUS
It’s not that my inner me couldn’t 
handle the job, it’s that 
‘Caesar’...it’s so formal, stuffy, 
not to mention the fact that it 
would severely cut into my 
gardening and baking...and I’ve 
always wanted to start my own 
restaurant...Italian maybe. 
Perhaps, if I find the right 
woman...

His sister CLEOTAURUS, 24, exotic and way beyond everyone 
else in maturity, tries to remain interested.
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SNIVILUS (CONT’D
Although, as supreme leader...I 
would get to redecorate. 

CLEOTAURUS
Perhaps the day has come for a 
woman to take the throne.

Snivilus laughs.  Cleotaurus is angry.  DICK MAXIMUS, HEAD OF 
ROYAL SECURITY AND CLEO'S PERSONAL GUARD, enters.

DICK MAXIMUS
The camp is near, your Graces, 
please return to an upright 
position fasten your belts.  My 
Lady may I help you there?

Maximus adjusts her belt flashing his pearls.  She smiles 
back.  Snivilus notices the bond.  Maximus leaves.

SNIVILUS
What do you see in him?

CLEOTAURUS
Dick Maximus was there when I was 
at my weakest.   But that's a 
secret that is much like a ferret 
in your pants: You think it would 
be good to get it out, but once you 
do you feel so alone.

Off Snivilus’s look of total agreement. 

INT. FOREST ENCAMPMENT - SAME TIME

CAESAR (O.S.)
They’re all dead?

SMARTACUS  (O.S.)
Or worse.

CLOSE ON A BATTLE MAP of Roman territory.   We see tiny 
figurines representing the armies of Rome and the Gaymanic 
tribes.  They fly from view as Transvestia is peeled away.   

WIDER we see the complete map.  A slogan: ROME.  THE EMPIRE 
THAT CARES.

Caesar drops to the table apparently crushed by the news.

He then pops up in a cheery tone...
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CAESAR
Oh well.

SMARTACUS 
What about the treaty?

Caesar thinks.  Smiles wickedly.

CUT TO:

The treaty is rolled and sealed with a lick.  

Now they’re smoking it.  A man in the background plays the 
SITAR.  Caesar takes a big hit.

CAESAR
(holding it in)

You know, Smarty, remember that 
club with the girls and the farm 
animals...with the rotating thing 
and .... Yeah?

SMARTACUS 
(also holding it)

Totally.

CAESAR
Remember when I told you that if 
you defeated the Gaymanic Tribes, I 
would grant you my most prized 
possession?

Smartacus nods expectantly.  Coughs.

CAESAR (CONT’D)
You see my only son, while I love 
him, ...we must face the fact we’re 
looking at an abortion chance 
passed up.  My daughter...well, 
she’s a chick.  You on the other 
hand have the mettle to receive 
such an honor.

Smartacus nods excitedly.  Like a woman waiting for her man 
to pop the question.

CAESAR
You possess fortitude.

SMARTACUS 
(exhaling)

Fortitude?  I invented the word.
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CAESAR
Courage. 

SMARTACUS 
I’m a courage machine!

CAESAR
And you would do anything for 
honor?

SMARTACUS 
Lie, cheat, steal...anything.

CAESAR
Smartacus, I am old and frail, will 
you accept--

SMARTACUS 
(waving in the plane)

Yes, yes I will be Caesar...
(launching into his 
acceptance speech)

I will return Rome to the Senate 
and the people, I’ll abolish 
slavery and improve the 
infrastructure, I’ll make peace 
with our yellow friends in the east 
and install suggestion boxes on 
corners everywhere.  I’ll encourage 
the education of all people 
including women.  I will be 
remembered for justice and respect, 
and loved for--

CAESAR
Uh...I mean will you accept this...
Dried rhino penis?

Smartacus looks down at a shoebox-sized jewel-box that Caesar 
opens.

SMARTACUS 
Come again?

CAESAR
A dried white-rhino penis.  A gift 
from priests at the temple of 
Aphrodite.  Just have a bit in your 
tea before you mmmmm...it redefines 
Roman marble, if you get my 
meaning.

Caesar winks.  Smartacus is stunned.

16.



SMARTACUS 
Uh...thanks.

CAESAR
(Jokingly)

What?  Did you think I was going to 
give you the Throne?

SNIVILUS (O.S.)
Father!

Snivilus enters, kisses the ring of Caesar.  

SNIVILUS
Praise the Gods you are well.  
Sister is close on my heels.  She 
had to pee.  Are you eating enough?  
I’m not sure that color goes with 
your skin complexion.  I always 
thought you were an Autumn.

CAESAR
(sighs)

You remember Smartacus?

SMARTACUS 
Your Grace.

SNIVILUS
Smartacus.  Southern General of the 
Northern armies.  How’s that going?

SMARTACUS 
We won. 

SNIVILUS
That’s nice.  Will you be staying?  
I made dessert.

Cleotaurus enters. Smartacus sees her and starts backing 
away.

SMARTACUS 
Uhh...no...My men need me and I 
have to find a place to put my 
penis.  

Off her look, Smartacus grabs the box with the rhino penis, 
bows to Caesar, exits.

EXT. TENT - NIGHT

Smartacus runs into someone who is lurking near the door.
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SMARTACUS 
Pardon me.  

(realization then 
contempt)

Dick Maximus.  It’s been a long 
time.  I thought you would have 
been murdered by now.

MAXIMUS
Ah Smartacus.  Still sore?  To the 
victor go the spoils.  But,

(re:the rhino penis)
I see you got the consolation gift.

Smartacus stuffs the penis into Max’s face.

SMARTACUS 
If I ever get the chance, you’ll be 
sore.

Smartacus pushes the penis harder: yeah, sore.  Caesar’s men 
pry Smartacus from Maximus.  He pushes off the guards and 
strides away.

INT. CAESAR’S TENT  - SAME TIME

Caesar addresses his son and daughter.  

CAESAR
My days are measured.  Soon Rome 
will need a new champion, 
unfortunately, Snivilus my son, you 
will be my successor.

SNIVILUS
Whatever.

CLEOTAURUS
Am I seeing this?  Why can’t I rule 
Rome? I have been educated in all 
the arts and sciences as well as 
military strategy and public laws. 
I’m a weapons expert, an equestrian 
champion, and I have mastered all 
the skills any man would need to be 
Caesar.  

Caesar and Snivilus groan; here she goes again with the 
equality thing.

CLEOTAURUS (CONT’D)
If only I were a man I would be 
your rightful heir.  

18.
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The only thing between me and the 
throne is testicles.  It’s always 
Snivilus, Snivilus, Snivilus!  

She lights up a smoke.   Snivilus force coughs.  

CAESAR
Honeybun, you know how that bothers 
your brother’s delicate nostrils.  
Hmmm...outside?

Snivilus nods.  Cleo is an unerupted volcano.  She storms 
out.

SNIVILUS
Father.  Roman balls?  

Snivilus lifts up a silver tray lid and reveals his baking 
skills.   Frosted puff balls.  Caesar takes one.  MMMMMM.  

SNIVILUS
I was thinking that after you’re 
dead I would change the name of 
Rome to something more welcoming 
like Martha’s Vineyard.   

Caesar sucks in the ball.  He begins to choke.  

SNIVILUS
(looking elsewhere)

And I’m not sure I like the whole 
marble thing, it’s so forbidding.

Caesar falls to his knees.  Snivilus runs to him.  

SNIVILUS
Father?  Father, what’s the matter, 
don’t you like them?  

No response.  Just bug eyes.  Snivilus begins to cry.

SNIVILUS
I knew it.  You never like my 
cooking.  

(now sobbing)
All I ever wanted was for you to 
like my cooking.

Caesar is about to tip over when Cleo enters.  From her 
P.O.V. it looks like Caesar is giving Snivilus a blow job. 
Caesar falls over.  

19.

CLEOTAURUS (CONT’D)



SNIVILUS
Father? 

(realizing)
FATHER?

CLEOTAURUS
What’s the matter with Papa?

SNIVILUS
(in horror)

He choked on my balls!

Cleo is shocked.  

CLEOTAURUS
Is he dead?  You killed him. 

Snivilus is white with panic.  

SNIVILUS
What have I done?  What have I 
done?  I knew I should have used 
unbleached flour.

CLEOTAURUS
If the Senate learns of this, you 
will be executed.

SNIVILUS
Harsh.

CLEOTAURUS
But...not if I get what I want.

SNIVILUS
What do you want?

CLEOTAURUS
IS ANYBODY LISTENING?  I WANT TO 
FUCKING-RULE-ROME!

INT.   ARMY TENT - SMARTACUS' QUARTERS

Smartacus drags a shell across his face.  The whiskers are 
scraped off.  What a man.  Until... he lets us in on the 
pain.

SMARTACUS 
AHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!

As Smartacus recovers, Cleo enters.  Smartacus only hears the 
tent flap and assumes it is one of his men.
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SMARTACUS 
(turning and blurting)

I was treating a war wound.  I--

He sees her.

SMARTACUS  (V.O.) 
I knew right then...I really fucked 
up my face.

She moves seductively, he moves back.

CLEOTAURUS
I’ve come to bring you sad news.  
Our father is dead.  He has left 
the kingdom in my humble control.

SMARTACUS 
What about your brother, Snivilus?

CLEOTAURUS
Oh, he’s fine.

SMARTACUS
No, I mean shouldn’t he be the 
rightful heir? 

CLEOTAURUS
He’ll be focusing on...domestic 
issues while I have foreign 
affairs.  

(moves closer)
Why do you flee from me?  Don’t you 
know who I am?

SMARTACUS 
Daughter to a fallen King.  Sister 
to a brother with a fallen father, 
cousin to aunt’s uncle, niece to a 
nephew’s father’s grandmother’s, 
grandfather.

Smartacus: Did that make sense?

CLEOTAURUS
I will need the support of the 
army, navy and Cub Scouts of 
course.  

(moves in for the kill)
With your brawn and my head, we--

SMARTACUS 
We’d have one smart ugly bitch.  
What about your Dick?
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Cleotaurus recoils.

SMARTACUS   (CONT’D)
Yeah, how does your Dick fit in 
here?

OUTSIDE we see Dick Maximus listening.

CLEOTAURUS (O.S.)
Dick is like a free dildo: sure you 
use it,  but, if you never saw it 
again you really wouldn’t care.

Maximus simmers.

SMARTACUS
You know what my father used to say 
to me every night before bed?

(beat)
Smartacus you little maggot, if you 
ever cross me, I’ll skin you and 
make you into a pair of pants.  
Pleasant dreams.

Smartacus remembers fondly.  Cleo is waiting for a point.

SMARTACUS  (CONT’D)
Anyway, I have my reasons.

DICK MAXIMUS (O.S.)
Cleotaurus?

CLEOTAURUS
In here.

Maximus enters with guards.  Cleo gives one last evil look to 
Smartacus.  Maximus whispers in her ear.  She smiles and 
leaves. 

Maximus turns to Smartacus and flashes a crocodile smile.  
Guards approach Smartacus with clubs and the screen goes 
dark.

WE ONLY HEAR:  THUNDER

EXT. ADRIATIC SEA - NIGHT

A Roman cargo ship, with a row of protruding oars on both 
sides.  

NOTE: THE VISUAL EFFECTS HERE LOOK LIKE THE QUALITY OF BEN 
HUR.   QUARTER SCALE, STUDIO LOT TANK.
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EXT. SHIP - NIGHT 

We see the name of the vessel: FEDEXUS.  Below reads:...WHEN 
IT ABSOLUTELY HAS TO GET THERE SOMETIME.

INT. SHIP - NIGHT

Men row.  A slave-master cracks his whip.   PAN across 
tortured faces, and bodies.  

We see a man with WHIP MARKS, another with a BLISTER on his 
finger.  He moans as he applies a Peanuts bandage.  The whip 
CRACKS and the bandage is gone. 

OAR MASTER
We don’t allow bandaids in here, 
slave-vermin!  Grab your oar!

SLAVE 
Excuse me, excuse me.  

OAR MASTER
What?

ANOTHER SLAVE
I have to go to the potty.

Other slaves look around: is he kidding, doesn’t he know?

OAR MASTER
The bathroom?

(grudgingly)
Alright it’s out that door in the 
back.

The men:  Hey maybe this guy isn’t so bad.

EXT. SHIP - SAME TIME

At the stern of the ship a door opens and the oar master 
kicks the man straight into the ocean.

INT. SHIP - SAME TIME

We hear SPLASH.

OAR MASTER
Anyone else?

A collective no.
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OAR MASTER
Double time, these packages have to 
get there sometime!

We hear THUNDER.

EXT. SHIP - LATER

A FURIOUS SQUALL rocks the ship.  

LIGHTNING reveals a POORLY PAINTED BACKDROP.

INT. SHIP - SAME TIME

A LEAK TURNS TO A RUPTURE and THE BOAT CRACKS IN HALF.  MEN 
ARE THROWN INTO THE WATER.  It’s TOTAL PANIC.  

SMARTACUS IS IN THE HALF THAT’S AFLOAT.  He stands and goes 
to an AIRPLANE-STYLE OVERHEAD STORAGE BIN and grabs his 
basket.  

THE BOAT SINKS AND HE IS SUBMERGED.  He swims for the light, 
but HIS BASKET IS CAUGHT ON THE SINKING SHIP.  He is being 
pulled down.  

THE BASKET BREAKS FREE and he rises to 

THE SURFACE.

Smartacus swims for his life.

SMARTACUS (V.O.)
I did just what Jennus told me: 
swim.  And I kept on swimmin’.  I 
swam so far, before long I was all 
alone.  Which was a very bad thing.

Smartacus treads water.  

We hear MMMMOOOORRRRRAAAIIEEEEEEEKKKK.   Smartacus looks 
around.  Scared.  Keeps on swimming.  

We hear a LARGE CREATURE SURFACING.  A LARGE BLACK SHAPE 
looms behind him.  Smartacus goes turbo.  

It’s hard to see in the dark but, in the distance, he swims 
so fast, he skips along the surface.

A MAP 

shows where he is and his path in progressing dotted lines.  
He’s heading for a tiny unnamed island.  
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As the dotted line reaches the island we hear:   A FAST 
MOVING OBJECT HIT THE SAND AND THEN CAREEN THROUGH BUSH AND 
TREES, FINALLY STOPPING WITH A THUD.

INT. NEAR DEATH EXPERIENCE - FLASHING IMAGES

HIS FATHER, 

JENNUS.  

DISTURBING SYMBOLIC FLASHES: 

UNDER WATER. 

FLOATING ETHEREALLY OVER A DESERT PLAIN WITH A BLACK SKY AND 
LIGHTNING. 

ELIZABETH TAYLOR AT HER FATTEST AND DRUNKEST.

CUT TO:

THUNDER.

EXT. ISLAND - DAWN

A PALM LEAF.  RUSTLING.  The leaf falls away as Smartacus 
wakes.  He can hardly right himself.  His eyes bug out.

WIDER we see what he sees:  A PLOWED DITCH LEADING FIFTEEN 
FEET THROUGH JUNGLE AND THEN TEN FEET OF BEACH AND THEN 
DISAPPEARING INTO THE SURF.

CUTS:

Smartacus walks along the deserted beach.  

Smartacus tops the highest peak and sees that he’s alone.

Smartacus returns to his basket.  He empties it out.  Clothes 
soaked. The rhino penis box was watertight. He opens it to 
find the penis perfectly dry and powdery.  This infuriates 
him and he throws the penis.  

He attempts to make fire.  He fails.  

Another time.  Fails.

Discouraged, he sits and stares.  He looks down.  A few feet 
away is the rhino penis.  He steps over and picks it up.  Two 
shells have ingrained themselves in such a way as to form 
eyes.  Smartacus snickers.  He grabs a another shell and 
makes a mouth.  
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SMARTACUS
That’s better.  So you won’t leave 
me alone, eh?  What shall I call 
you?  I know, I’ll call you...

CUT TO:

EXT. ISLAND - DAY

The penis rides atop Smartacus shoulder like a parrot.

SMARTACUS
Willie!  I think I solved it.  You 
see the air needs to get in.  

We Smartacus carving a BAMBOO BONG.  He looks up.   Eureka! 

SMARTACUS
Willie, I figured it out!

We see Smartacus using the well known stick method. 

Smoke.

A tiny flame!  He laughs with joy as he hold the burning ball 
of brush.  

SMARTACUS
Ow!

He wasn’t paying attention and the ball of fire drops into a 
grassy area and explodes into a wall of flame.  He backs up 
as orange light flashes in his face.

CUT TO:

His face.  He’s in shock.  Reverse to see:  

THE WHOLE ISLAND IS A SMOLDERING CINDER, BURNT TO THE GROUND.  
One palm tree remains half burned and burning.  A charcoal-
coconut drops.  Smartacus still hasn’t moved.  Willie’s eye 
drops off.

SMARTACUS (V.O.) 
I knew right then and there, island 
life would be a lot harder now that 
everything was burnt up.

SUPER:
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FOUR YEARS LATER

We see THE ISLAND IS AS LUSH AS BEFORE. 

SMARTACUS (V.O.)
With some good forest management 
and some hard work, Willie and I 
had that island in top shape in no 
time. 

Smartacus finishes potting an orchid.  WIDER we see a 
spectacular greenhouse/atrium.  He WINCES.  HIS TOOTH!

CUTS:

SMARTACUS (V.O.)
Of all the things I hated most 
about isolation, it wasn’t the 
molar, 

He knocks out his molar.  Screams.  Falls to the ground.

SMARTACUS (V.O.)
Or even the triple bypass...

Smartacus, performs on himself with amazingly constructed 
tools and his eagle-headed dagger.

SMARTACUS (V.O.)
It was those yearly prostate 
exams...

We see only his face, saying OOOOHHHH, ERRAAAH.

WE SEE HIS THUMB GOING UP HIS A-?  No we pull back to see 
he’s prying open a coconut.   He looks up.  His RED FLAG 
CHANGES DIRECTION.

SMARTACUS
Willie, the trade winds have come!  
I can finally launch my raft!

He points to...

A BAMBOO CATAMARAN THAT LOOKS LIKE IT COULD WIN THE WORLD 
CUP.

CUT TO:

The boat is launched on log-rails into the surf.  Smartacus 
deploys sails with Willie atop his shoulder.  Willie has an 
eye-patch now.
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SMARTACUS
Nothing can stop us now, Willie!  
To Rome!

CUT TO:

A RAGING THUNDERSTORM.  SMARTACUS’ BOAT IS TOSSED. AGAIN IN 
BEN HUR STYLE VFX.

Smartacus fights to keep her afloat but she breaks up.  
Smartacus goes into the water.  Willie is dislodged.  Willie 
floats away.  Smartacus yells out.

SMARTACUS
WILLIEEEEE!

He swims with all his might.  He’s close.  He grabs onto his 
Willie.  Then he remembers: My basket!  He turns back.  There 
it is!  Floating away.  He swims to it, grabs it. 

SMARTACUS 
If I was going to go, at least I’m 
with my best friends.  

Smartacus sinks below.

But then, a miracle:  WILLIE BEGINS TO EXPAND, ABSORBING 
WATER.  Smartacus is lifted as Willie expands to three feet 
long.  

Smartacus explodes to the surface RIDING THE BUOY-SIZED 
PHALLUS.  

EXT. ADRIATIC SEA - DAY

Still floating.  Smartacus wakes, he looks across the 
horizon.

A SHIP!  Smartacus kisses Willie and then thinks...

SMARTACUS (V.O.)
As I approached my savior, I 
realized that my relationship with 
Willie, though genuine, would 
probably be misunderstood.  I felt 
it was time to free Willie.

One last hug and Smartacus releases Willie and swims towards 
the ship.  He hears the creature he heard years ago.  
GRRRRRAAAAAEEEEKKKKKK.  He looks back and a SPERM WHALE 
SWALLOWS WILLIE.  
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SEAMEN ON SHIP
Sperm whale!

The whale chases the boat YELPING AND SINGING.  The men pull 
Smartacus on board.   

SEAMEN ON SHIP 
What happened to you?

SMARTACUS 
(weakly, but riveting)

I was framed and sent to the Slave 
Colonies of KATHYLEE.  I was on the 
FEDEXUS when she sank in a fit of 
the Gods fury, a tempest took us 
under and Poseidon claimed all but 
me...

SEAMEN (O.S.)
Huh?

SMARTACUS
A storm sunk the boat. I lived.  

CAPTAIN
Ironic.

SMARTACUS
Why?

CUT TO:

The stern of the boat reads:  FEDEXUS II

INT. SHIP 

Smartacus is back in shackles rowing.

SMARTACUS (V.O.)
There I was on the ship, again, 
rowin’ again.  Life is like a box 
of chocolates.  You never know 
which one you are gonna get...so 
you start taking itsy-bitsy bites 
and then tryin’ to rub the 
chocolate with your tongue so it 
doesn’t look like you bit into it 
and then you decide: what the fuck, 
just eat ‘em all and then you feel 
sick...anyway there I was.
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EXT. SHIP

The whale follows the ship into the distance.

SMARTACUS (V.O.)
And do you know what?  The 
aphrodisiac must have worked 
because that whale tried to mate 
with our ship for the next four 
days.

ON Smartacus’ FACE.

SMARTACUS 
After that, I was brought here, and 
I’ve languished in this cesspool 
ever since.  

Widen to reveal Smartacus is in the

BULLET: SLAVE COLONY OF KATHYLEE

INT. MENTAL HEALTH WARD - DAY

LORRAINE BROCCO 
Are you sure you didn’t secretly 
want to be captured and turned into 
a slave to alleviate the guilt you 
harbor over your mother?  Or 
perhaps your need to kill is a 
manifestation of a pre-fetal mid-
life crisis?

SMARTACUS
(wise guy)

That shit’s fucked up.  I never  
waxed anyone unless he had it 
coming.

LORRAINE BROCCO
You had a very hard childhood.

SMARTACUS
Wet too.

Brocco checks her hour glass.

LORRAINE BROCCO
(desperate)

Make love to me.

OUTSIDE THE DOOR Smartacus exits.  He strides down the hall.  
We then see LORRAINE is holding on to his ankle like a crab.  
She is dragged along as he tries to go.
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EXT. SLAVE COLONY - WORK AREA - DAY

Smartacus chisels stone blocks.  It’s back-breaking work. 
Nearby, two slaves carve columns.  

COLUMN CARVING SLAVE #1
The senate has no more power 
than...a cricket in a headlock.

(off confused looks)
If the people are to have true 
democracy then the elected 
officials should at least be on 
equal footing with the Emperor.

COLUMN CARVING SLAVE #2
What would the average idiot on the 
street contribute to the governing 
of Rome?  A strong Caesar is like a 
cold night at a nudist colony:  He 
brings the people closer together.

Smartacus looks up at them.

SMARTACUS
(under his breath)

Columnists...think they know 
everything.

SLAVEMASTER (O.S.)
Attention you craven slobs, 

ROVEL the slavemaster and his assistant, MOROS, stand above 
the pit where the slaves labor.

ROVEL
You shit of a fly on shit, you sub- 
human-

MOROS
Rovel, Sir, remember what your 
therapist said? Angerrrr?

ROVEL
Yeahhuuh...alright.  

(no fun now)
Attention slaves,

(under his breath)
Little pieces of crap that you are,

(normal)
A fine man by the name of Cranium 
Emptorium, is looking for a few 
good slaves.  
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If you are chosen, you will be sent 
to his breeding farm where you will 
mate with his harem of virgins.

The slaves are very interested.  But Moros, whacks Rovel, 

MOROS
(remorseful)

Alright alright, it’s to be a 
gladiator and fight to the death.  

MOROS
And...?

Rovel looks back to Moros: Do I have to?

ROVEL (CONT’D
I’m sorry... for taking advantage 
of your misfortune. 

The slaves look to each other: Okay, that was thoughtful, 
we’ll give you credit for that.

SMARTACUS (V.O.)
I had nothing to lose so I decided 
to try out for the job.

CUT TO:

BULLET: THE 758TH ANNUAL SLAVE PAGENT

DRUMROLL.   

JUNUS LOCKHART (O.S.)
Hi, everyone, I’m Junus Lockhart, 
welcome to the 758th annual slave 
pagent.

CUT TO:

Junus Lockhart at her desk, with the stage behind her.  She 
is joined by (Donny osmond).  

DONNOS OSMOND
And I’m Donnos osmond, let’s get 
right to tonight’s show with our 
wonderful opening number. Guys?

MUSIC.  LAMPS.  THE CURTAIN SPLITS.

The slaves come out and do a classic beauty pagent style 
opening number with dancing and singing to every song with 
Rome in it we’ve ever heard, or a fictional one.
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MONTAGE of REMAINDER OF PAGEANT, WE SEE CLIPS OF:

 TALENT COMPETITION:  

 Swordsmanship.

 The song “Killing me softly with his sword...”

 A reading from Socrates.

 Smartacus as a CHIPPENDALE'S MALE STRIPPER.  The women go           

 wild.

 SWIMSUIT COMPETITION

 QUESTION AND ANSWER:

 Contestant answer: fight for animal rights.

 Contestant answer: feed the hungry

 Smartacus’ answer: 

 CRANIUM IS A BRILLIANT MAN AND WE SHOULD ALL SALUTE HIM.

Cranium is in his box.  He smiles.  Good answer.

The other slaves hiss like chicks at his blatant ass-kissing.

DONNOS OSMOND 
The runner up is: The hairy filthy 
guy from Tunisia!  And that means 
Cranium’s newest slave is the other 
hairy filthy guy!

Smartacus is dazed as they put an olive-wreath tierra on his 
head.  Donnos osmond, lifts Smartacus’s hand up as champion.

CUT TO:

EXT. CRANIUM’S PALACE - DAY

We see a stock photo of CAESAR’S PALACE, LV, NEV.                                                                              

BULLET: THE PALACE OF EMPTORIUM
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INT. PALACE

A guard leads Smartacus past other guards to the 

PRIVATE QUARTERS of CRANIUM EMPTORIUM 

Cranium rests in a throne with delicious maidens massaging, 
manicuring, etc. It’s like a pit stop at the INDY 500 of self 
indulgence.

CRANIUM EMPTORIUM
I am a man of ruthless ambition, 
low morals and almost a perversion 
for greed.  I will crush any man 
who gets in my way, and kill any 
that cross me.  I’m a hedonistic, 
narcissistic, self-loathing, ego 
maniac.  

(farts)
Those are my good qualities.

SMARTACUS
Curse fate...you’re in the 
entertainment industry.

CRANIUM
Precisely, and if you do as I say I 
will grant you your deepest desire.

SMARTACUS
Freedom?

CRANIUM
(instantly)

No.  
(listing other choices)

Sex?  Potions?  Money?  Revenge?

SMARTACUS
Revenge?

CRANIUM
Yes, revenge, I have a whole 
development department for that.  
You see I am creating an 
entertainment conglomerate: called 
Emptorium Entertainment or E 
Entertainment.  A universe of 
music, the arts, professional 
torture, themeparks...anyway I 
digress.  I’m assembling a 
gladiator team, the ALL GORES.  I 
want you to lead my men to victory.  
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To Rome.  To glory, and your 
eventual deaths. 

(oops)
Er uh, except you of course.  

SMARTACUS
What do I know of gladiators?

CRANIUM
I know who you are, Smartacus. 

Smartacus is surprised.

CRANIUM
That’s right.  The pageant was 
rigged.  The filthy guy from 
Tunisia would have won.  

Smartacus is crushed.

SMARTACUS
It was the swimsuit competition, 
wasn’t it?

(off Cranium’s closed-eye 
nod, then referring to 
his waist)

I can’t get rid of this last layer.  
Wait, why didn’t you just buy me?

CRANIUM
Those pageants are great 
entertainment, and...I had foreign 
rights to the written account.  So 
if you’ll just sign these 
papers...we can begin your return 
to Rome.

An assistant refers to a two-inch thick contract.

SMARTACUS
I didn’t think I had any rights.

He signs.

CRANIUM
You don’t, but in the event you 
become a folk hero, I can sell 
these for millions.  The team is 
about to dine.  I suggest you go 
meet your teammates. 
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INT. SLAVE DINING HALL - DAY

THIS SETTING IS BASICALLY A CROWDED DANCE-BAR with ROMAN 
PROPS.  

Smartacus enters, surveys.  He approaches the bar.  The 
bartender serves up a mug.  

Smartacus notices  THE BEAUTIFUL AND SULTRY, ANNISUS 
(pronounced AnNIE-sus), CHECKING HIM OUT.  He motions to the 
bartender and gets another mug, which he brings to the woman.

SMARTACUS
I’m Smartacus, I couldn’t help but 
notice you have beautiful eyes.  

ANNISUS
You should see my Tits.

Smartacus coughs.

ANNISUS
I’m Annisus.  This is Tits.

Her Persian cat leaps up.  She does have pretty eyes.  
Smartacus recovers.

ANNISUS
Tell me Smartacus, do you dance?

SMARTACUS
I don’t believe in dancing.

ANNISUS
What do you believe in?

SMARTACUS
I believe in the soul, the small of 
a woman’s back.  The cracking sound 
of a splitting skull.  A diet rich 
in fiber.  I believe that Brutus 
acted alone.  I believe in only the 
finest box-wine and that Plato’s 
writings were over-rated self-
indulgent nonsense.  But most of 
all I believe in slow, wet, 
slobbery, spittle-dripping-out-of-
the-corner-of-your-mouth kisses 
that last for weeks until your lips 
turn all red and throbbing like the 
swollen tissue around your-
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ANNISUS
Uh--  I get the picture.

MAN (O.S.)
Yeeeeehhhhaaaaaaaaahhhh!  E 
plurbius umma umma!

Annisus and Smartacus look to the dance floor.  NUCLEUS 
REACTUS, dances like a fool on ecstacy.  The song ends and 
Nucleus walks over to Annisus. 

NUCLEUS REACTUS
Venus De Momma!  You must have 
blown Zeus to look like that.

ANNISUS
Well, uh, thanks.

NUCLEUS REACTUS
I am called Nucleus Reactus, I 
don’t think we’ve slept together.  

ANNISUS
I think I would have remembered 
someone...your size.

NUCLEUS REACTUS
Huh?

Smartacus rolls his eyes.

ANNISUS
Never mind.  Dance?

NUCLEUS REACTUS
If it leads to screwing.

SMARTACUS
She’s dancing with me.

  NUCLEUS REACTUS
Well, okay, as long as I can do her 
after, that’s cool.

SMARTACUS
I mean...

(stepping in front)
She’s with me.

NUCLEUS REACTUS
You know, I eat shit like you for 
lunch.
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Nucleus thinks: hmmm maybe that didn’t sound right.

ANNISUS
Are you boys going to fight to 
death over little ol’ me?

NUCLEUS REACTUS
Fuck no.

SMARTACUS
Fuck no.

ANNISUS
I have to tinkle.  

(leaving)
Amateurs.

She leaves.  The two men remain face to face.

NUCLEUS REACTUS
(to Annisus.  She 
ignores.)

We’re still gonna get naked later, 
right?

(to Smartacus)
Anyway, let’s do it.  To the near- 
death.

SMARTACUS
Hey, look --

NUCLEUS REACTUS
C’mon, let’s roll Romeo Void.  
Outside.

Smartacus sighs.

SMARTACUS
I’m getting too old for this.

EXT. SLAVE COLONY - OUTSIDE DINING HALL

A crowd assembles around the two titans.

NUCLEUS REACTUS
C’mon, you rooster.

SMARTACUS
Chicken!

NUCLEUS REACTUS
Who are you calling chicken?

SMARTACUS
No, I mean...never mind, look, I 
don’t fight.  
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The crowd jeers.

SMARTACUS (CONT’D)
Okay, look, you see this axe?  Go 
ahead take your best shot.  Cleave 
me, Nuke.

He tosses.  Nucleus catches.

NUCLEUS REACTUS
Fool; I’ll kill you.

SMARTACUS
No you won’t.  You couldn’t hit 
mountain with the broad side of a 
rock.  You got a arm like, 
Hercules, but a brain like an ox.

Nucleus smiles: cool.  Then he realizes it was a knock.

Nucleus heaves it.  It misses Smartacus, but buries itself 
into a bystander’s back.  The man falls away and nobody seems 
to care.

NUCLEUS REACTUS
Best two out of five?

SMARTACUS
It’s three!

NUCLEUS REACTUS
Three what?  Are you trying to 
confuse me? 

Nucleus moves up to Smartacus, threateningly.

SMARTACUS
What are you gonna do?

NUCLEUS REACTUS
I never make the first move.  Until 
now.

He swings at Smartacus.  Smartacus sucker punches him and 
follows with an uppercut.  

As Nucleus arches up and back, SMARTACUS REACHES ALL THE WAY 
DOWN THROUGH NUCLEUS’ CLOTHES AND STRETCHES HIS SCROTUM ALL 
THE WAY BACK UP TO WHERE HE HOLDS IT IN FRONT OF NUCLEUS' 
FACE.  

Close on Nucleus, we see a single tear run down his cheek.  A 
slight whimper.  The crowd is silent.  
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NUCLEUS REACTUS
(high pitch)

Who are you?

SMARTACUS
Smartacus Alecus, Northern General 
Of The Southern Armies, East-west 
Division, conqueror of the Gaymanic 
Tribes of Transvestia, and your... 

(squeezes)
...new...

(squeezes harder)
Boss.  So be smart and learn from 
me and one day you’ll be man enough 
to hold some other guys balls.

A large Nubian man steps up.  

NUBIAN GUY
Nucleus, my friend, my mother had a 
saying:  If a man has your scrotum 
stretched more than eight inches, 
do what he asks.

NUCLEUS REACTUS
Okay.

We hear the THWAACK THWACK THWACK THWACK THW THW THW TA TA TA 
TATATATATATATA sound of a pull-shade rolling up.

INT.  SLAVE COLONY - DINING AREA

Smartacus and Nucleus sit together and drink.  

SMARTACUS
Feeling coming back?

NUCLEUS REACTUS
(checking)

Still a bit tingly.  
(beat)

How did you end up a slave?

SMARTACUS
I was born a slave, but gained, or 
I should say, borrowed my 
independence.  But to make a long 
story short, 

(fading away)
my mother was likely a slave girl 
who was...

CUT TO:
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INT.  SLAVE COLONY - DINING AREA - HOURS LATER

Everyone is passed out.  Annisus is sweeping up.  Off screen 
we hear: 

SMARTACUS
(fading in)

...And after I left Cranium 
Emptorium’s quarters, I of course 
came here.  Beginning our 
associat....

Then we see Nucleus is in a crippling need-of-sleep state.  

SMARTACUS (CONT’D)
...tion

He sluggishly reanimates.   Wiping his mouth.

NUCLEUS REACTUS
That was the short version?

Annisus steps into frame.

ANNISUS
Well don’t just stand there 
diddlin’ your ding-a-lings, let’s 
go to my place.

NUCLEUS REACTUS
Which one of us?

ANNISUS
Well, all three, sugar.

They look to each other and then down to: 

MOATNER SAN SEMIAN
Greetings gentlemen, looks like 
we’ll be working together tonight, 
eh?

MOATNER SAN SEMIAN is a DWARF HUNCHBACK, but his personality, 
...doesn’t help either.  Moatner licks his chops. 

INT. ANNISUS’S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Candles.  Beads.  Aquariums.  Crystals.  Incense.  
Ridiculously ornate furniture.   

ON a CHAISE: Smartacus, Moatner, and Nucleus.  
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They look totally defenseless in such tactile, feminine 
surroundings.  They fumble with their fingers, like 
schoolboys, except for Moatner, who flosses.

Annisus enters with wine for all.  She sits opposite them 
wearing night clothes.

ANNISUS
Okay, here’s the deal.  I hook up 
with one guy each year and you 
three are the most likely 
candidates. 

Smartacus and nucleus look down at Moatner

NUCLEUS REACTUS
What kind of scale are we talking 
about here?

ANNISUS
If you are not the one I pick, you 
should know in the event that the 
winner should be killed, maimed, or 
worse, unable to perform sexually, 
the runner up will assume the... 
position shall we say? 

SMARTACUS
(rising to leave)

There are three things my father 
told me never to do: Never stare at 
the sun, never borrow what you 
cannot pay back, and never, never 
go head to head with a dwarf 
hunchback.

MOATNER SAN SEMIAN
Wise decision.

(to Nucleus)
You too?

NUCLEUS REACTUS
Well just a minute, my Dad told me 
three really important things too!

(thinking)
All of which I can’t remember right 
now, but in general, 

(sincerely to Moatner)
I have no problem with dwarfs or 
any other type of hunchback.

They high-five.  Smartacus shrugs, exits.  Annisus knows the 
cool guy has gone and looks back to the others.

42.



ANNISUS
Well, I’ve made my choice, good 
night, Nucleus.

Off Nucleus’s reaction to:

EXT.  PRACTICE FIELD - DAY

We see only:

SMARTACUS
Like masturbation, hand to hand 
combat demands total concentration.

As Smartacus continues, Pan across a couple of dozen uneven 
ragamuffins.  They stand in two lines.  Among others, we see 
Nuke, the Nubian guy, an ASIAN guy, and Moatner.  

SMARTACUS (O.S.)
Grant me your minds, and I will 
shape your bodies into glorious 
warriors.  Today you are slaves.  
But, in six weeks, after dedicated 
and intense training...well, you 
will still be slaves, but you will 
also be celebrated as the greatest 
team of gladiators that Rome has 
ever seen.

Push up to Smartacus.  Spittle drips out of his mouth as he 
gets worked up.

SMARTACUS (CONT’D)
Some of you will become great 
legends, idolized and adored by the 
masses.  Your names will be 
celebrated and your faces will be 
eternally in the dreams of women.  
Unfortunately, most of you will die 
a brutal, horrific death. 
    (cheery) 
Alright, let us begin.  You 
there...

A man steps forward.

SMARTACUS
Your name.

ASPARAGUS
Asparagus.  
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SMARTACUS
Asparagus, strike me.

With blinding speed Asparagus delivers a thunderous right 
hook.  Smartacus stumbles backwards.

SMARTACUS
(still dazed)

Good...Good.  You can get back in 
line.

Asparagus turns.  Smartacus draws his club and clobbers him.  
Asparagus drops.

SMARTACUS
Lesson number one.  Never turn your 
back on a man you have just struck.  

MONTAGE

Smartacus shows various fighting moves, weapons and their 
proper use.

Group copies moves in unison.

Now the group is divided into pairs in choreographed fighting 
moves.

Some guys by the water cooler.

Stretching.  

Marching in place.

Overhead shot. Smartacus CALLS OUT POSITIONS.  The men begin 
a Buzby Berkeley dance routine.  It looks like water ballet 
from above.

A hatchet hits an archery target accurately but not perfect.  
We see Nucleus and Smartacus.  Smartacus: not bad.  

Another target: various weapons stick in the sweet spot.  
Again Smartacus: alright, now we’re talking.

A hatchet scores a bulls-eye. Another hits the back of that 
hatchet, then another hits the back of that one, until...

CUT TO:
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NUCLEUS FINISHES AND THE HATCHETS REACH ALL THE WAY BACK TO 
WHERE THE MEN ARE STANDING.  

SMARTACUS
Now try it with your left hand.

Nucleus: man he’s tough. 

Smartacus lectures in front of a blackboard showing pictures 
of different fighting moves.  Each one more sexually 
suggestive than the previous one.

SMARTACUS
Reverse clasp!  Missionary!  Doggy 
style!  

The men mimic the pictures.

Now they are gathered around a LARGE WOODEN MACHINE that 
looks like A JUNGLE GYM FROM A TIM BURTON NIGHTMARE.  There 
are DEADLY BLADES swinging back and forth, LANCETS poking in 
and out, FIRES roar on and off... 

SMARTACUS
On the field of battle, death 
awaits those not alert.

Smartacus grabs his sword and enters the machine.  He SPINS, 
PARRIES, avoiding death several times.  He exits the other 
side of the machine. 

Moatner begins.  Slightly unsteady.  Midway through, a 
swinging blade slashes millimeters from his penis.  He 
panics, checks.  He sighs, moves on, exiting the machine with 
flair until a spinning rock on a rope knocks him 30 feet into 
a pig pen.

We see our trainees in various parts of the machine, 
generally getting beaten and bruised.  One man exits with a 
BARE ASS, a chunk of his clothes chopped away.

PAN UP BY A CARGO CLIMBING-NET that leads up to a PLATFORM.  
Then to a KID’S SLIDE.  Gladiators slide with glee.  Pan to 
reveal a gladiators swinging on a SWING SET.  Two gladiators 
are in the sand, fighting over a weapon.

We join Smartacus and the Nubian in mid-battle.  Thrusts and 
counters.  Then Smartacus knocks the Nubian guy’s sword away.  
His sword tip pressed to the Nubian’s face.  Nubian guy is 
scared.

SMARTACUS
You have a piece of broccoli...
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Smartacus deftly sticks his sword into the Nubian’s pearly 
whites and flicks the offending scrap away.

MAN (O.S.)
Ow, my eye.

SMARTACUS
As my adopted mother used to say to 
me every morning, the secret to a 
healthy child is good hygiene, a 
warm biscuit and five cups of wine.

NUBIAN GUY
You too?

Smartacus is amazed.

ELSEWHERE two men approach the ASIAN GUY.

MAN
Hey, yellow, got a name?

ASIAN GUY
N NAM.

MAN
N Nam?

MAN #2
Yeah, I remember you.  I fought 
N Nam back in seventy.  It was 
brutal.  I still have flashbacks.

MAN
What? Him? Stand aside.

Man #2’s face tells the story.  He winces as we hear Man #1, 
get thrashed.  

NOTE: WE WILL NEVER SEE N NAM FIGHT.  WE WILL ALWAYS SEE 
OTHER PEOPLES REACTIONS.

Smartacus enters frame.

SMARTACUS
N Nam?

MAN #2
When will they learn.
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EXT. TRAINING FACILITY - LATER

Pan across the men.  One has a BLACK EYE.  The next a 
BANDAGED CHEST.  The next: a CRUTCH and arm SLING.  The next 
is MISSING A LEG.  The next looks UNCONSCIOUS.  He falls back 
into a cart and is covered in a sheet, by N Nam, who is 
unscathed. 

SMARTACUS
Your performance today was 
disgraceful.  It’s a simple game.  
You catch the guy.  You hit the 
guy.  You kill the guy.  Candles 
out at ten.  Hit the baths. 

INT. THE BATHS - NIGHT 

Men bathe while maidens scrub their backs.  Nearby, there is 
a Locker room setting.  

Smartacus enters clothed, and grabs a towel, he rolls it and 
snaps something just off screen.  We hear YEEEOOOWWWWWW!

SMARTACUS
Assemble!

The men join around Smartacus.

SMARTACUS
First, I would like to say that I 
was pretty hard on you guys earlier 
and I want to apologize.  As my 
therapist would say the stress got 
the best of me so I promise to try 
to be more understanding in the 
future.

The men are cool with that.

SMARTACUS
So with that aside, I thought it 
might help if we all got to know 
each other.  Asparagus, you start.

ASPARAGUS
Well, uh not much there...heheh, 
uh, I’m a Virgo and a vegetarian, I 
know, the name, anyway I hope to 
one day be free and pursue my dream 
of working at a prison. 

Smartacus: uh...okay.
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MOATNER SAN SEMIAN
I’m twenty six, I’ve been married 
five times, in fact,...those child 
support payments, I mean come on, 
I’m a Grecian hunchback dwarf, you 
know.  You try to get a job with 
this.  I was dry as a well.  Next 
thing you know: dead beat dad!  It 
blows.

SMARTACUS
How many kids do you have?

MOATNER SAN SEMIAN
Uh, heh heh, I think it’s in the 
forties.  Can I help it if nature 
played a practical joke on me.

Moatner pulls down his pants.  We are BEHIND Moatner and see 
the men’s jaws drop.

SMARTACUS
Okay, Nubian guy, your turn.  By 
the way what is your name?

NUBIAN GUY
NubianGuy.

SMARTACUS
Oh.

NUBIAN GUY
I am the son of a very wealthy land 
owner.  I had riches as a child 
most people would not know in a 
hundred lifetimes.  And even though 
I had a harem of fifty virgins that 
I would give me constant pleasure  
day and night...

The other men are really envious.   

NUBIANGUY
I found life becoming tedious and 
unrewarding.  So I decided to 
become a slave.

Smartacus: Huh?
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NUBIANGUY
I took some night classes, and did 
some reading and I was soon offered 
the chance to be a slave...for no 
money of course.  I was persistent 
and now look at me.

Big smile from Nubianguy.  

QUICK MONTAGE of N Nam talking and wildly acting out his 
story.  N Nam mimes the act of ripping out a man's heart and 
eating it.  The other men look on with huge wide eyes.  

LATER:

SMARTACUS
Nucleus, why are you here?

NUCLEUS REACTUS
(thumbs up proud)

Free meals.

SMARTACUS
Okay, that’s everybody.  Wait a 
minute...

He looks to the back where a man sits inconspicuously.

SMARTACUS
You, your name?

SUPERFLUOUS
Superfluous. Don’t mind me.

SMARTACUS
Whatever, by the harvest moon, we 
will be ready. We will--

ASPARAGUS
Uh, excuse me, when is the harvest 
moon?

SMARTACUS
In a fortnight, as I was saying...

Mumbling.

SMARTACUS
What what is it?

MAN
We were wondering...
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SMARTACUS
Two weeks, okay?  Fourteen days!  

ANNISUS
Not so fast, we got our first gig.

SMARTACUS
When?

ANNISUS
Tomorrow.

SEVENTIES-STYLE CAMERA FAST PUSH IN ON Smartacus.

SMARTACUS
Tomorrow?

SMASH CUT:

PULL BACK from a WAGON WHEEL to reveal a horse drawn cart, 
that is almost identical to a bus, but made from ancient 
materials.

SMARTACUS (SINGS SOFTLY O.S.) 
All the old paintings on the tombs 
They do the sand dance don't you 
know. If they move too quick, 

THE MEN
Oh whey oh,

SMARTACUS
They're falling down like a 
domino...

INT. ‘BUS’ - DAY

Smartacus plays a string lyre, the other men look on

SMARTACUS
All the bazaar men by the Nile 
They got the money on a bet
Gold crocodiles (Men: oh whey oh)
They snap their teeth on your 
cigarette.

Some seat back drumming adds a beat.

SMARTACUS
Foreign types with the hookah pipes 
say
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Ay oh whey oh, ay oh whey oh
Walk like an Egyptian

Now the whole group and Annisus are involved.  

EXT. BUS - DAY

SMARTACUS (O.S.)
Walk like an Egyptian.

The singing fades as they recede from view.

EXT. BUS - DAY

Time has passed and the bus heads down the road.

EXT. BUS - DUSK

INSIDE the men are quiet.

NUBIANGUY
Smartacus, tell us, does the 
colosseum live up to legend?

SMARTACUS
Indeed.  In the big show, your 
sword is cleaned for you.

The men: wow.

SMARTACUS
You never have to carry your own 
body bags.

Wow again.

SMARTACUS
But the best part was the free 
continental breakfast.  A word of 
advice though, get there early or 
only onion bagels will be left.

EXT. BUS - DUSK

This dialog fades away with the bus.

NUCLEUS REACTUS (O.S.)
How do they make bagels?

ASPARAGUS (O.S.)
I think there barbecued.
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MOATNER SAN SEMIAN (O.S.)
No they aren’t vegi-head, they’re 
baked...

THE MAP OF ANCIENT ITALY

A dotted line moves to a town called...

EXT. CRAPISTRANO - DAY

MAN (O.S.)
Ahhhhhhhh!

EXT.  CRAPASTRANO ARENA - DAY

The local arena.  A cat food bowl compared to the Coliseum.

INT. GLADIATOR HOLDING CELL - DAY

The ALL GORES wait until Cranium enters.

CRANIUM
Today is the last day of the rest 
of your life.  Unless...you defeat 
your enemy and win the crowd.  You 
could call it, reality 
entertainment.

Smartacus shrugs.  Others are confused.

CRANIUM (CONT’D
But listen.  Can you feel the 
energy? The throbbing pulsating 
flow of human emotion?

He starts to caress a pillar a little too much.

CRANIUM
Thrust, thrust, thrust your sword 
into another man and the crowd will 
scream out in ecstacy, more, 
more...

He stops.

CRANIUM (CONT’D
The point is, all of you will 
ultimately be like your great, 
great, great grandfathers...
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Cranium looks at Nucleus who is confused.

CRANIUM (CONT’D
Dead!  

Nucleus: Ohhhh.

CRANIUM (CONT’D
We cannot choose how we die or in 
what horrible way your bodies will 
be violated.  But we can always 
wear clean underwear, to avoid 
embarrassment. 

Asparagus checks his.  Smartacus shakes his head: one in 
every bunch.

CRANIUM (CONT’D)
As the God, Dude, from the Temple 
of Bong said: Death is your final 
destination, but life is your road 
trip.  Dude, have a nice trip.

THE MEN
(to each other)

Dude.

COMMENTATOR (V.O)
The All Gores will need all the 
help they can get here today as 
they face the Crapastrano Crushers, 
who are two hundred and six and 0.  

EXT. ARENA

FIVE HULKING, HEAVILY ARMED AND ARMORED MEN await.   

INT. OWNER’S BOX SEAT

A HUMAN COMMENTATOR calls the game, a few inches behind 
Cranium’s ear.  He is the equivalent of AM Radio coverage.  

COMMENTATOR (CONT’D)
Last week the Crushers disemboweled 
a record forty-four men in the 
first minutes of...

Cranium lowers the volume with a wave of the hand, the 
commentator continues quietly.  

We see Cranium is with the other team owner and his mistress.
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CRANIUM
You have an impressive fighting 
force.  Perhaps if my men weren’t 
chained at the ankles and 
blindfolded it might last a bit 
longer.

CRUSHER’S OWNER
We here in Crapastrano have an old 
tradition: we win and the visitors 
die.  Fear not though, Cranium, you 
can buy fifty more slaves with your 
share of the profits.

EXT.  ARENA

Wooden slat doors fly open.  The All Gores flow into the 
arena in pairs with small hand-blades, blindfolded and ten- 
foot chains at the ankles.  They’re screwed.

HULK #1 flattens a no-name with a club.  Smartacus who is 
paired with Nubianguy, realizes: WHAT AM I DOING? MY HANDS 
ARE FREE!  He pulls his blindfold off.

SMARTACUS
The blindfolds....they come right 
off!  

The others pull theirs off.

HULK #2 slashes at Smartacus with a saber.  The blade some 
how cuts away the shirt sleeves and mid drift so he looks 
even cooler. 

Hulk #2 swings an axe. 

SMARTACUS
The chain.

Nubianguy turns and grabs his chain.  Smartacus grabs his 
end.  They manage to get Hulk #2 in between the chain.

Smartacus yells out a girl’s schoolyard chant.

SMARTACUS
Not last night but the night 
before, twenty-four robbers came 
knockin' at my door...(cont'd)

They force Hulk#2 to do jump rope at high speeds.  He’s not 
bad.  Smartacus and Nubianguy speed up the chant.  Hulk #1 
can't keep up.  He misses and is swept off his feet.  They 
use the axe to cut the chains.
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Nucleus fights with HULK #3, while his partner Moatner backs 
him up.  

Back to Smartacus/Nubianguy.  They have Hulk #2 tied up like 
a hog at a rodeo.

In the box, Cranium sits up with approval. 

COMMENTATOR
Holy cow, the All Gores are showing 
that they cannot be easily 
dismissed.  What a match! We’re 
going on thirty seconds now! A 
record for this month...

The Crushers owner is displeased.

IN THE ARENA Asparagus deals with HULK#4. 

N Nam faces HULK #5.  N Nam reaches down out of frame.  His 
face contorts as he endures some great pain.  His hand comes 
back into frame THE CHAIN IS OFF HIS ANKLE. 

N Nam screams and leaps out of frame.   We hear CLANGING AND 
CRASHING, BASHING AND BANGING.  

EVERYONE STOPS AND WATCHES IN HORROR.

N Nam returns into frame. Smiles.  

HULK #5 HAS BEEN SHAPED INTO A pot bellied STOVE.  His head 
pops out the top.

Nucleus fights Hulk #3.  Moatner sneaks under and whacks Hulk 
#3 in the knee.  Moatner climbs up Nucleus’s back and hits 
Hulk #3 on the head. #3 tips over.

The crowd loves it.  Annisus cheers from the stands.

Asparagus is being pushed back by Hulk #4.  He’s about to 
slay Asparagus.  Smartacus OPENS A PANEL ON HULK #4’S BACK 
ARMOR PLATE and drops in a FERAL CAT.  Hulk #4 runs amuck. 

Nucleus throws a low body block and Nubianguy blasts his 
back. It’s a brutal Monday Night Football tackle.   Nubianguy 
spikes the Hulk’s helmet.  Hulk #4 is sacked!

Hulk #1 throws a trident at Smartacus.  Nucleus sees and 
throws an axe at the spear, cutting it in half in mid air.

NUBIANGUY PUNTS MOATNER DOWN FIELD and Hulk #1 somehow 
instinctively calls for a fair catch.  But Nucleus kicks him 
so hard he flies against the wall and his armor bursts off 
his body.  

55.



Hulk #1 is left KO’d in his boxers.  Nucleus stands there 
victorious until he remembers to look up.

NUCLEUS REACTUS
Moatner!

Nucleus makes the catch!

We rotate around the victorious ALL GORES. We (the 
camera)rotate and rotate and fall to the ground dizzy.

EXT. BUS - ROAD - MORNING

CAMERA MOUNT ON SIDE OF BUS JUST BEHIND THE DOOR.  A CHICKEN 
is walking on the side of the road.  As the bus passes A HAND 
REACHES OUT AND GRABS THE HEN, YANKING IT INTO THE BUS.

HEN (O.S.)
Eeeeeeeeeeeekkkkkkk.

As the bus rolls on we hear:

ANNISUS
Breakfast!

EXT. BUS - ROAD - DAY

Another town.  Our guys pull up and get out of the bus. 

NUCLEUS REACTUS
Where are we?

They look up to see the name of the local team: The 

LaSCRATCHA TIGERS. 

ASPARAGUS
No problem, it’s not like they’re 
real tigers-

We hear GRRRROOOOWWWWWLLLLLLLL!  
(off their looks)

INT. BUS - ROAD - DUSK

The men are shredded.  Smartacus stands.  Turns and sees 
there are only six guys left: Moatner, Nucleus, Asparagus, 
Nubianguy, Superfluous, all ASLEEP. 

N Nam sleeps with a tiger skin blanket.  
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Scary.

Annisus paints her toenails under the light of an oil lamp.  
Smartacus joins her. 

SMARTACUS
We got slaughtered out there today.

ANNISUS
Just some of the anonymous guys.

SMARTACUS
Yeah, I guess you are right.  But 
look at Superfluous, still hanging 
in there.  Who would of thought?

ANNISUS
I never noticed him before.  So 
what can I do for you?

SMARTACUS
I wanted to know how you feel.

ANNISUS
Well, okay.  I feel like, like I’m 
not getting the looks I used to.  
That men are either afraid of me or 
I’m afraid of them.  I date and 
date and never seem to have any 
luck.  

(starts to cry)
Where’s my hero?  You men, 
scoundrels, all of you, no good 
cheating --

SMARTACUS
I --

ANNISUS
(now pissed)

Oh no!  Don’t even start because 
I've been there pal, I’ve been on 
the shitty side of the stick.  I've 
hurt, oh have I hurt and for what?  
Misery! Misery! Misery!  That’s how 
I feel!

SMARTACUS
I meant are you warm?  I have a 
blanket for you.

Annisus morphs from irate to endeared to hot as a tiger in  
heat.
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ANNISUS
Ravage me.

They embrace. 

EXT. BUS - ROAD

The bus goes into a tunnel.

ANNISUS (O.S.)
(fading off)

Oh, Smartacus, Smartacus, Smartacus-

CROWD (O.S.)
(fading in)

Smartacus! Smartacus! Smartacus!

INT. TUNNEL - ARENA

The men call for their leader.

GLADIATORS
Smartacus! Smartacus! Smartacus!

Smartacus kneels in the background.  

He reaches down and pinches a bit of dirt.  He stares at it 
and then SNORTS IT.  Brutal.  He shakes it off.   

He marches past the others, receiving high-fives along the 
way.

EXT. ARENA

We are in another small town arena.   Smartacus exits the 
tunnel to cheers and chants.  He moves forward with 
confidence.  

Spread around the ring are SIX GLADIATORS.  They take up 
positions surrounding Smartacus.  

He approaches the first opponent.  Smiles.

SMARTACUS
Your sandal is untied.

The Gladiator bends over to look.  Smartacus thrusts with his 
sword.  A Gladiator shishkabob.  

Smartacus pulls the sword from the dead body and grabs the 
sword that the first gladiator was holding.  
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Sporting a sword in each hand, Smartacus turns towards 
Gladiator #2.  Swinging the blades like a giant Cuisanart, 
Smartacus slices the clothing from the second gladiator 
leaving him standing in what appears to be a two piece 
bikini.

Smartacus admires his work then kills Gladiator #2 with a 
thrust to the heart.  Gladiator #2 falls with his sword 
extended.  Gladiator #3 begins to move toward Smartacus.  
Smartacus kicks the sword from the ground straight up into 
the air and uses the sword in his hand like a baseball bat.  
He bats the sword into the heart of Gladiator #3.

Smartacus turns toward Gladiator #4.  

#4 just falls over dead.

SMARTACUS
(shouting to crowd)

Are you not entertained? Are you 
not satisfied?

CROWD MEMBER #1
I’m good.

CROWD MEMBER #2
That worked for me.

CROWD
Smartacus.  Smartacus.  Smartacus

CUT TO:

Nuke awakens.  He sees, blurry at first, but then...

EXT. ROME - DAY

A dramatic pan reveals the ancient city.  ANGELIC MUSIC 
SWELLS.

EXT. ROAD OUTSIDE ROME

NUCLEUS (O.S.)
There it is!

INT. BUS

The other men crowd to the windows.
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EXT. ROME - DAY - AN HOUR LATER

City entrance.  

A traffic jam.  The bus crawls along.

INT. BUS 

The men look out the windows.  Bored.

NUBIANGUY
Two hours!

ANNISUS
Maybe there’s an accident.  By the 
way what do you guys think of the 
new name?

THEIR P.O.V.  

A monument sign reads: 

WELCOME TO MARTHA’S VINEYARD. (FORMERLY ROME).

Hanging on a separate sign below are the standard symbols 
from the Kiwanis, 4H, Chamber of Commerce, Rotary Club, etc.

A few yards later a billboard with a smiling Snivilus head 
shot reading: 

                 PARDON OUR DUST                                          
CITY IMPROVEMENTS BROUGHT TO YOU BY YOUR HOST, 

(signed)

SNIVILUS 

Another sign: EXPECT DELAYS

Smartacus sees a suggestion box on the corner.

SMARTACUS
Hey, that was my idea.

The men are skeptical.

Another billboard:  

  BLOOD GUTS FUN! 
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VISIT NIKE COLOSSEUM.

They roll down the main road past NEWLY PLANTED TREES and 
FLOWER POTS.  It could be a theme park.

COMMENTATOR (O.S.)
The sky is blue.  The dirt is brown  
and it’s a beautiful day to die!

EXT. NIKE COLOSSEUM - DAY

A CLOWN JUGGLES THREE SEVERED HEADS.  He tosses them into the 
crowd.

CLOWN
Heads up!

LAUGHTER and APPLAUSE.   

The clown actually slays his clown opponent in a “funny” 
style.

Three kids are splattered with blood.  They laugh.

IN A LUXURY BOX, Cranium, flanked by his entourage, takes his 
seat.

COMMENTATOR (O.S.)
The kids are smiling and the bodies 
are piling.   The pigs are roasting 
the gladiators boasting, and the 
rich are toasting on this glorious 
fifty third day of the games.  And 
now citizens of Martha’s Vineyard, 
formerly Rome, lets give a warm 
welcome to our most stylish host, 
Snivilus the tasteful.

HORNS and CHEERS precede Snivilus as he walks to his box 
seat.  He wipes it off.  DUST!  He gives a deadly look to the 
staff.  They all look away.  The commentator we have been 
hearing, steps up from behind Snivilus and continues.

COMMENTATOR
And now, people give it up for the 
hottest, sexiest, queen supreme, 
the lady of the hour with twin 
towers of power--

SNIVILUS
Eh um.
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COMMENTATOR
Er uh, please welcome, her highness- 
maximus, Cleoooooooooo 
Taaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaurus.

HUGE DOORS open.  Cleo steps forward WEARING A GOLD DRESS- 
COAT THAT IS EIGHT FEET IN DIAMETER.  Attendants peal away 
the garment to reveal A SMALLER OUTFIT that, as she steps 
forward, is removed to reveal A PANT SUIT that is pealed away 
as she reaches the balcony, leaving her in only HOT PANTS and 
a SKIMPY GOLD TOP.

The crowd cheers.   The mother of the kids who were 
splattered with blood, covers their eyes.  

MOTHER
(disgusted)

The things they allow kids to see 
these days.

VENDORS work the crowd, hawking fried rodent on a stick.

The COMMENTATOR now addresses the crowd.

COMMENTATOR
In the days before Martha’s 
Vineyard, formerly know as Rome, 
when the barbarian hoards from the 
desert of the eastern lands, with 
their clashing patterns and tacky 
outfits...

The commentator glances back at Snivilus, who gives him a 
‘continue’ nod, as if he obviously wrote the speech.

COMMENTATOR
...Tried to force their heinous 
hairstyles on the people of our 
fair and tasteful city.  But we 
prevailed and drove them back into 
the forests of Nasty Rash.  Today 
we will recreate that fateful 
battle.

The doors open and our team comes out.

WE WILL NOW ONLY HEAR THE COMMENTATOR WHILE SHOWING OTHER 
ACTION

COMMENTATOR
Representing the Barbarians the All 
Gores.

The crowd BOOS.
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COMMENTATOR
And in new Smart looking costumes 
designed by our esteemed leader, 
Snivilus the stylish, representing 
the armies of Martha’s Vineyard, 
formerly Rome, the undefeated, 
undisputed, unsanitary and 
unconcerned about it, the one the 
only..... Phloggernauts! 

The PHLOGGERNAUTS enter, ten marching, and five others atop 
horses.  The crowd cheers.

COMMENTATOR
The Phloggernauts are a well 
organized killing force, and they 
pretty much set the pace.  Usually 
starting off with conservative 
torture type activity followed 
later on by the more dramatic and 
crowd pleasing beheading and 
dismemberment.

SMARTACUS
Shock and offend!

MUSIC over MONTAGE 

SONG
Put me in coach,
I’m ready to slay,
Today.       
Put me in coach,
I’m ready to slay 
today, 
look at me 
I can maim 
I can kill.

With above lyrics: 

The guys fighting and winning.

Annisus keeping score and cheering her guys on.

Cranium savoring the victory.

The scoreboard..

Snivilus and Cleo entertained.

NUBIANGUY
(pointing skyward)

Thank you, Jesus!
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We see JESUS and his APOSTLES in a BOX SEAT in LAST SUPER 
FORMATION.  JESUS POINTS BACK in approval.

Smartacus rides a commandeered horse to the crowds approval.

Even his horse rears back and ‘claps’.

CROWD
Smartacus, Smartacus, Smartacus.

Cleo perks up when she hears the name.   Could it be?

CLEOTAURUS
I think I should like to meet this 
Smartacus.

INT. GLADIATOR HOLDING CELL

The men are bloody, hairy and filthy.  They all look similar.  
Cleo enters.  The men are enthralled.

CLEOTAURUS
Which of you is the one they call 
Smartacus?

They all step forward, fighting to be picked.  

MEN
I am Smartacus, I am Smartacus...

Smartacus is the only one who doesn’t move up.  It’s obvious.

CLEOTAURUS
Is it possible?  After all this 
time.  

SMARTACUS
You are mistaken, I’m...Nubian.

He stands right next to Nubianguy.  The contrast is dramatic.

CLEOTAURUS
Do you think me a fool.  Nubian men 
are much...taller than you.

Smartacus is caught.

CLEOTAURUS
It is you.  Why have you always 
pushed me away?  How have I wronged 
you?
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SMARTACUS
You sent me to a slave colony.

CLEOTAURUS
Oh, that was my Dick talking.  
Besides that.

SMARTACUS
You really do not remember, do you?

CLEOTAURUS
No, what?

SMARTACUS
Class of 53?

CLEOTAURUS
Rome University?

SMARTACUS
Thor’s Diner?

CUT TO:

15 YEARS EARLIER:

EXT. THOR’S DINER - NIGHT 

CHARIOTS are parked in front of a DINER STYLE EATERY.  We 
hear FIFTIES MUSIC on Roman instruments.  

INT. THOR’S DINER - DAY

YOUNG CLEOTAURUS and her friends sit in a booth and sip on 
drinks.

YOUNG SMARTACUS enters.  He’s shy and awkward.  He sees her 
tries to summon the nerve to approach.  As he walks to her, 
YOUNG DICK MAXIMUS enters with his cohorts.

Smartacus walks to Cleo.

SMARTACUS
Hi I’m-

DICK MAXIMUS
Ox brains.

The surrounding people ooohh.
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SMARTACUS
Dick.

DICK MAXIMUS
A princess deserves a prince, not 
peasant from the wrong side of the 
aqueduct.

Before Smartacus can respond...

CLEOTAURUS
(giggling)

You’re royalty?

Dick slides up to her and pulls her onto his lap.

DICK MAXIMUS
Sit on my throne and feel my 
scepter.

CLEOTAURUS
Yecchhhh.

She pushes him off.  He looks up to Smartacus.

DICK MAXIMUS
Are you still here?

Smartacus is still a bit shy so he starts to go.

CLEOTAURUS
(to Smartacus)

What’s your name?

SMARTACUS
Smartacus, but what do you care?  
I’m only a commoner from the wrong 
side of the aqueduct.

She is surprised by his tone.  Dick is ruffled.

DICK MAXIMUS
Hey, you trying to be funny?

MAN (O.S.)
Party!

DICK MAXIMUS
(prioritizing)

We’ll talk later.
(to her)

You and your friends coming?
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GIRLFRIEND
We have to study.

Cleotaurus looks at her friend and then at Dick.

EXT. THOR’S DINNER - NIGHT

Dick helps the girls load into his TRICKED OUT TWO-HORSE 
CHARIOT.

Smartacus exits and walks to his RED, SINGLE-HORSE CHARIOT.

Cleo and Smartacus exchange glances.  She thinks he’s cool.  
He knows it.

EXT. OVERLOOK - NIGHT

A TOGA party roars under a starry sky.   Wine and grapes.  A 
bon fire.  Dick Maximus, drunk and obnoxious plays a LYRE and 
sings STAIRWAY TO HEAVEN.

Cleotaurus slips away.  She walks into the bushes and squats 
to take a pee.

She stands and turns running directly into Smartacus.

CLEOTAURUS
(startled)

Were you watching me?

SMARTACUS
No...yes.

Maximus drones in the background.

CLEOTAURUS
Did you see anything?

SMARTACUS
A little yellow stream, but it was 
dark, so...uh

CLEOTAURUS
I know you...

SMARTACUS
Yes, I am called Smartacus.

CLEOTAURUS
Well, Smartacus, what is it that 
you desire?
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SMARTACUS
Well, I was thinking...maybe 
you...and me...could go for walk or 
have sex or something.

CLEOTAURUS
That's sweet, but I’m sort of 
seeing someone-

Maximus bellows through the final chorus.

DICK MAXIMUS
(off key)

And she’s buying a stairway to 
...heaven.

They both glance toward the howling.

SMARTACUS
Tell me, what draws you to him.

CLEOTAURUS
He's sophisticated.

We hear Dick HURLING in the back ground.

SMARTACUS
Forgive me, but I always thought 
someone with such beauty, grace and 
large breasts, would need a man who 
was sensitive and kind and willing 
to listen. 

CLEOTAURUS
No, I have gay friends for that.

SMARTACUS
Oh.

CLEOTAURUS
But, Smartacus,

(kisses him)
If I ever get tired of Dick, I’ll 
find you.

Smartacus is confused; is that good?

Dick Maximus finds them.

DICK MAXIMUS
What are you doing?

CLEOTAURUS
Dick, uh, we were just --
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CLEOTAURUS
Talking.

SMARTACUS
Peeing.

DICK MAXIMUS
I know you.  You have that little 
red piece of shit chariot.  I got 
two horse power.

SMARTACUS
My horse can take your two horses 
any day.

DICK MAXIMUS
Oh yeah?

SMARTACUS
Yeah.

Butting chests at each other

DICK MAXIMUS
Let’s go.

SMARTACUS
Alright.

CUT TO:

EXT. DIRT DRAG STRIP - NIGHT 

Smartacus and Maximus have lined up at the starting line.

A crowd has gathered to watch the race. 

CLEOTAURUS
I’m not letting you drive, you’re 
drunk.

She tries to take the reins.

DICK MAXIMUS
Stand back, woman.

CLEOTAURUS
Smartacus, stop this silliness, 
don’t let him drive.

SMARTACUS
Dick can handle himself.

DICK MAXIMUS
Yeah, Dick can handle himself.
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Cleo’s girlfriend stands in front of the chariots, drops  
“the handkerchief” which in this case is an olive-leaf laurel 
and the horses lunge forward.  Cleo falls back as 

THE RACE IS ON.

The chariots are wheel to wheel as they roar down the road.  

Maximus is weaving and looks like he could fall off at any 
moment.

Maximus whips at Smartacus.  Smartacus defends and drives.

The chariots move along a narrow road.  There is a bend to 
the right coming up.  

Maximus hits a rock and looses his balance.  He falls back.  
His foot catches the rein and he is dragged behind the 
chariot.

SMARTACUS
Maximus, stop fooling around.

Smartacus sees the impending turn.  If he does nothing 
Maximus will go over the edge.  He leaps to Maximus’ chariot 
and pulls out his Father’s dagger.  He cuts the reins, 
freeing Maximus, who rolls to a stop.  

Smartacus sets the two horses free just at the turn.  He 
dives back to his chariot.

The horseless chariot goes over a cliff.  It CRASHES INTO THE 
ROCKS BELOW AND EXPLODES INTO A BALL OF FIRE.

Smartacus reins in his horse.   

The girls and others run to Maximus who lies in the road, 
injured.

CLEOTAURUS
Dick!  Are you alright?  

Smartacus runs up.

SMARTACUS
Is he okay?

CLEOTAURUS
(angry at Smartacus)

He could have been killed or worse.  
You should have helped me stop him.

SMARTACUS
I saved--
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MAXIMUS
(coming to)

He tried to kill me!

CLEOTAURUS
What?

SMARTACUS
No I didn’t I-

CLEOTAURUS
Commoner! Just go! You’ve done 
enough!

Smartacus turns and walks away.  He stops, turns back.  His 
face hardens.  

DISSOLVE TO:

PRESENT DAY                                                       

INT. GLADIATOR HOLDING CELL

On Smartacus with the same expression.

CLEOTAURUS
You saved him.

SMARTACUS
But, I lost you.

She gives him a big wet kiss.  The others are like starving 
lions in a butcher shop.

Through iron lattice, we see Dick lurking.

INT. CLEOTAURUS’ CHAMBERS - BATH  

Cleo is washed by maidens, attended by eunuchs.  Maximus sits 
on a bench facing the bath.

CLEOTAURUS
What should we do about him?

DICK MAXIMUS
Glorify him.  He is loved by all: 
men, women...men.  Snivilus the 
Tasteful, and I have decided to 
give the people of Rome-er-Martha’s 
Vineyard, a grand spectacle. 

Cleo looks up, knowing the whole story now.
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INT. GLADIATOR HOLDING CELL

Smartacus is relaxing.  We hear GUARDS approaching.  The 
doors burst open and a detachment of men enter.  The ranking 
guard unfurls a scroll.

RANKING GUARD
Smartacus Alecus, you have been 
challenged by the illustrious Dick 
Maximus, to a chariot race before 
the citizens of Rome-er-Martha’s 
Vineyard.

The men react.

CUT TO:

WIDE ANGLE ON THE GARAGES OF MIDAS

RANKING GUARD (CONT’D)(V.O.)  
By the decree of Snivilus the 
tasteful, you will be hereby taken 
to the garages of Midas to prepare.

INT. THE GARAGES OF MIDAS - NIGHT 

CLOSE ON a wrench tightening a central lug nut on a chariot 
wheel.  WIDEN to reveal the main mechanic, a crusty old relic 
named GREECE(pronounced: greasy) and his apprentices.

A mosaic of a hot chick with a chariot wheel in her hands is 
on the wall behind.

GREECE
A woman is like a chariot: just get 
a blowjob every morning.  

SMARTACUS (V.O.)
Greece!

Smartacus enters, with his men, and Cranium.

GREECE
Well I’ll be camel’s asshole.  They 
said you were dead, or worse.

They embrace.

SMARTACUS
It’s good to see you, you craggy 
decrepit old man.  This is my 
employer, Cranium Emptorium.
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CRANIUM
Ah, yes, I think we’ve met.  You 
fixed my chariot after some idiotic 
family of slaves ran in front of 
me.

GREECE
Sure, I remember, mahogany panels, 
sheepskin seats, leather interior, 
personalized license plate: U WISH?

CRANIUM
Excellent memory.  Who ever said 
the aged were useless blathering 
idiots?

MOATNER SAN SEMIAN
You did.

Cranium harumphs.

SMARTACUS
This is my crew.

GREECE
Boys, it’s a pleasure.  I suppose 
you want to see her?

CUT TO:

A TARP is pulled back to reveal Smartacus’s beautiful red 
chariot.   Ahhs from the men.

CUT TO:

The red chariot is now up on a lift.

SMARTACUS
You kept her in good shape, Greece.

GREECE
Thanks, ‘course, I’ll fit her with 
two horsepower for the big race. I 
feed the horses a special diet of 
carrots, oats, and amphetamines. 

NUBIANGUY
Is that healthy for the horses?

GREECE
Carrots?  Sure.  Anyway, I’ll have 
the rig hooked up and ready by race 
time.   You better get some sleep.
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NUBIANGUY
For sure, man, I’m tired.

CRANIUM
Not you, you idiot, Smartacus.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. THE GARAGES OF MIDAS - LATER

The full moon is high.  We hear a PNEUMATIC DRILL.

INT. THE GARAGES OF MIDAS

GREECE VOCALIZES THE PNEUMATIC DRILL SOUND as he tightens the 
last lug.  He puts his tools away and blows out the lamp.  He 
leaves.  A SHADOWY FIGURE moves toward the chariot.

A moonbeam reveals its Dick Maximus.  He produces a hacksaw 
and begins to weaken the wheel axle.

EXT. NIKE COLOSSEUM - DAY - PITS

Team Maximus.  Slick.  Well funded.  Uptight.  The men wear 
jumpsuits with decals.  The chariot is covered in 
advertising.  PAN to reveal the All Gores, wearing tee shirts 
with E ENTERTAINMENT Logos.

CRANIUM in his box, raises the ‘volume’ on his commentator.

COMMENTATOR
Smartacus Alecus, looking very good 
in his modified chariot! I 
sincerely believe he has a decent 
chance of surviving at least two 
laps...

Annisus comes down to her seat and ejects some squatters. 
Snivilus notes her confidence.

SNIVILUS steps forward to address the crowd.  Cleo sits 
behind.  

SNIVILUS
A grand and well presented 
competition would not be complete 
without a grand prize for the 
victor.  To the victor will go one 
million pieces of gold.  
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Four hundred and sixty three 
thousand gold pieces after taxes, 
paid over twenty years.

The All Gores react favorably.

SNIVILUS
And of course a horrific death for 
the losers...

Now the men are quiet.

SNIVILUS
Gentlemen, whip your horses.

CUTS:

Hoofs and legs recoil.

Horse nostrils flare.

Greece scratches his balls.  Spits.

In the crowd, men wildly place last-minute wagers.

ON A DRAG STRIP STYLE SIGNAL TREE, 

Colored circular flags unfurl downward from red to green.

Screeching wheels.

COMMENTATOR
And, they’re off!  

Exciting MUSIC accompanies the men.  

COMMENTATOR
Smartacus and Maximus are even 
around the first turn.

Maximus whips his horses.  He pulls ahead.  

Smartacus whips his horses.  He pulls ahead.  

Maximus presses his ‘accelerator’, forcing a barbed stick 
through a shaft and ultimately poking his horses in the ass.  

COMMENTATOR
Maximus pulls ahead by a length. 
His whipping technique reminds me 
of a girlfriend I had a few years 
ago.  But that’s another tale...

Snivilus gives his commentator a disapproving look.
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Annisus is a one-woman cheering squad.  Snivilus is amused by 
her.  Something stirs inside him.  

SNIVILUS
(to his aide)

Who is she?

MEANWHILE, Maximus pulls a rope line, releasing a barrel of 
olive oil onto the track in front of Smartacus.  

COMMENTATOR
It looks like Maximus is resorting 
to dirty tricks!  Smartacus, is out 
of control, he does a 360 degree 
spinout!  But wait...somehow he 
uses this to his advantage and 
gains the inside lane.  He takes 
the lead!

CLEO Smiles slightly at Smartacus’ performance.

A CHARIOT WHEEL:  wobbling.  Smartacus looks down.

As they round the turn they pass Greece and the pit.  Greece 
seems uneasy.

GREECE
(listening through the 
roar)

Somethin’ sounds stinky, boys.

NUCLEUS REACTUS
What, Greece?

GREECE
The wheel. 

NUCLEUS REACTUS
The wheel is stinky?

GREECE
Askew, my challenged friend.

NUCLEUS REACTUS
Okay, I am totally confused.

Smartacus realizes he’s in trouble.  His WHEEL IS DETACHING 
FROM THE AXLE.

Thinking quickly ...
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COMMENTATOR
...he grabs the wheel axle and 
forms a human axle!  The crowd is 
going wild as he defies gravity.  

Maximus is incredulous.  

Cleo, Annisus, Snivilus, Cranium, pit crew, watch intently. 

MAXIMUS RELEASES ANOTHER BARREL OF OLIVE OIL.   

Smartacus kicks out the opposite wheel of his chariot.  The 
cart breaks up and he is left WAKEBOARDING ON A PLANK.

The MUSIC REACHES A CRESCENDO as Smartacus skis past A BAND 
OF MUSICIANS.  The MUSICIANS ARE SPLATTERED WITH OILY MUD. 
They throw down their instruments in disgust.  No more music.

COMMENTATOR
With two laps to go Maximus is in 
the lead.  Smartacus approaches the 
wreckage of his chariot.  He jumps!

Helicopter.  X-game-style.  He soars over maximus and 
sideswipes him off his ride.  

Maximus lands on his ass.  He spins a few times and then 
regains his footing. INCREDIBLY, MAXIMUS SKIS BAREFOOT ON THE 
OILY SOIL.

COMMENTATOR
Maximus is on his bare feet!  They 
battle it out as they careen toward 
the finish line.

Maximus pulls his dagger.  

WHILE SKIING AND KNIFE FIGHTING THEY SHOUT TO EACH OTHER.

MAXIMUS
Hah, Smartacus I can do anything 
better than you can, but better.

He SLASHES at Smartacus, drawing blood from his arm.  
Smartacus pulls his dagger.

SMARTACUS
My father’s dagger once saved your 
life. It could just as easily take 
it away.

MAXIMUS
(kid-like)

Nah uhh.
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SMARTACUS
Ya hahh.

Smartacus jabs.  

MAXIMUS
Hah, you won’t kill me. 

SMARTACUS
I won’t?

MAXIMUS
No.  Even if you had me pinned on 
the ground.  You couldn’t plunge in 
the sword.  

SMARTACUS
I’ve killed a million men, what 
makes you think I won’t kill you?

MAXIMUS
Because, Smartacus, you are the 
good guy.  And the good guy always 
throws down his sword to the 
crowd’s dismay.

SMARTACUS
Ah yes, but the villain always gets 
back up and tries to kill the hero, 
thus giving the hero the right to 
kill the villain in self defense.

MAXIMUS
Hmmmmmmm.

Before Maximus can ponder that longer.  He sees the wreckage 
of the broken chariots.  The two men are launched into a 
jump.  

They fly through the air toward the finish line, neck and 
neck until...

They smash into:

A DOUBLE SIZED STATUE OF SNIVILUS in a ‘Bob’s Big Boy’ pose.  
The statue topples.  The men are left draped over the fallen 
statue.  Smartacus’s legs are straddling Snivilus’ face while 
Maximus’ is face down in the statue’s crotch.  Hurt bad, they 
roll off.  

Maximus sees his dagger and grabs it.  

Smartacus tackles him and they wrestle.  
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Maximus slices Smartacus on the thigh.  Smartacus recoils.  

Smartacus reaches for his dagger but...

IT’S GONE!   

Maximus goes for the kill.

Smartacus dodges him and knocks the dagger free.  Smartacus 
grabs the dagger and presses it to Maximus’ throat.

Check mate.  The crowd smells blood.

Snivilus rises to pass the final judgement.

He looks to the crowd.  They have LARGE FOAM THUMBS which 
they point downward.  

PAN past:

EBERT AND ROPER.  They disagree as usual.

EBERT
I loved his performance, let him 
live.  Thumbs up.

ROPER
That?  Thumbs down.  I could see 
that ending a mile away, and the 
cliche of having the villain...

(fading as we pan)

IN THE GRAND BOX

Snivilus, looks back at Cleo.

SNIVILUS
I never liked him anyway.

Turns back to the now quiet crowd.   

THUMBS DOWN.  

CROWD         
Kill him, kill him, kill him....

Smartacus looks down at the beaten Maximus.  Raises his 
dagger.

SMARTACUS
(frustrated)

Errrrhhhhhuuuhhhh!  You’re right.
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He throws down his dagger.   Stands and turns his back on 
Maximus.   The crowd BOOS.

Smartacus is walking away as:

MAXIMUS RISES, GRABS THE DAGGER!  HE STARTS TOWARD SMARTACUS.

Maximus raises his dagger when SUDDENLY HE CRINGES IN PAIN 
AND FALLS TO THE GROUND.

Smartacus turns and walks to the body.  He is amazed to see 
HIS FATHER’S EAGLE-HEADED DAGGER IN MAXIMUS’ BACK. 

SMARTACUS
Who?....

Smartacus turns to see:

SMARTACUS
Superfluous!

SUPERFLUOUS
Never turn your back?

Superfluous stands proudly.   

CUT TO:

ONE MONTH LATER

PAN down to reveal a restaurant with a sign reading 
SNIVILUS'S BAR AND GRILL.

Valets park chariots out front.

INT. SNIVILUS'S BAR AND GRILL

We PULL BACK as SNIVILUS addresses a table of guests that 
include Nucleus, N Nam, Greece, Moatner, Cranium, Asparagus, 
and Cleotaurus (who has her arms wrapped around Nubian Guy).  

Snivilus drapes a medal over Superfluous.

SNIVILUS
Superfluous, in honor of your 
bravery, timeliness, and 
importance...I hereby re-name you 
Pertinent.

Applause and cheers.
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Annisus is at Snivilus' other side, holding his arm.   

SMARTACUS
A toast to Snivilus's new 
restaurant.

SNIVILUS
Thank you, Smartacus.  Of course, I 
couldn't have done it without the 
help of my new bride, Annisus.

On her finger is a RING with a LUDICROUSLY LARGE DIAMOND.

ANNISUS
Now, Tiger, don't forget our 
Swedish massage class tonight.

SNIVILUS
Of course, my Princess.

(to others)
What would life be without her?

ANNISUS
One thing's for sure, the damn 
place would still be named Martha's 
Vineyard.

Everyone laughs.

The waiters arrive with salads.

SNIVILUS
Ah, here they are.  In honor of the 
occasion, I have created a special 
dish.  It's a salad.  Try it 
please.

The crew digs in.

SNIVILUS
It has romaine lettuce, a garlic 
vinaigrette, Parmesan cheese, lemon 
juice, and coddled egg.

SMARTACUS
It's terrific.

The group agrees.

NUCLEUS
What do you call the salad, Caesar?

SNIVILUS
I call it the...Emperor Salad.
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CRANIUM
Long live the Emperor Salad!

ALL
Long live the Emperor Salad.

ANNISUS
Snivy, sweeticakes, I'm not so sure 
about that name.

SNIVILUS
A work in progress, my cookie.  
Perhaps, you should choose a name.  
In the meantime, Cranium, you have 
an announcement, I believe.

CRANIUM
Smartacus, as promised, your men 
are free.

The men are thrilled, except for Nubianguy.

NUBIANGUY
There goes my dream of being a 
slave.

CLEO
Not if I can help it.

Cleo lays a mega kiss on Nubianguy.  Cranium tries to 
continue.

CRANIUM
As I was saying, tell us, 
Smartacus, what will you do with 
your freedom?

EXT. ROMAN STREET - NIGHT

Smartacus walks through shadows.

SMARTACUS (O.S.)
Well, first I have to visit a place 
very dear to my heart.

INT. APOLLO BRIDGE FROM THE BEGINNING OF THE STORY - NIGHT

Smartacus coincidentally makes his way to the shore where he 
was released as a baby.   He pulls out his old basket and 
sets it afloat.  

As his old buddy drifts away he hears a soft and aged voice.
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VOICE
Smartacus...oh, my little child.

Smartacus looks up to the bridge where two shadowy figures 
reside.  One appears to be sitting.  The voice is that of an 
old woman.

OLD WOMAN
Smartacus, how could I have left 
you?  Will you ever forgive me?

SMARTACUS
Mother?

OLD WOMAN
Smartacus?  Smartacus?

SMARTACUS
Mom?

He leaps up the slope and makes his way toward her.  She sits 
in a wheelchair being pushed by a nurse.

He lifts her right up and the two are reunited.  After a 
second he looks to the nurse...

SMARTACUS
Jennus?

JENNUS
Hello, Smartacus.

Smartacus sets his mother back down.  He grabs Jennus and 
they hug warmly and tightly.

Meanwhile his mother's wheelchair rolls away smashing through 
the side rail and sending her plummeting into the river.

SMARTACUS
Mom?

They run to the side.

His mom is drifting away.

JENNUS
Well Smartacus, we have some 
catching up to do.  Shall we?

They hold hands and leap back into their childhood home, the 
Tevere River.  We LIFT away as they catch up with his mother.

Leaving Martha's Vineyard, er uh, Rome, to the Romans.
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BULLET:

The Emperor Salad, was renamed The Annisus Salad and was very 
popular for the next six centuries, however during the dark 
ages it lost favor and resurfaced in Germany when in 1783, 
Wolfgang Amadeus Puck, added croutons, and renamed it The 
Caesar Salad.  

The rest is history.

THE END
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