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...Be fearless in your stand for truth and honesty. And may God use you to defend the innocent.
— 2 Chronicles 19:11


Scene The Promise

EXT. MONDOCITY — WIDE — DAY

A crater where a building used to be.

Horchata flooding the lower streets — not water, horchata, a pale amber tide lapping at the storefronts. On the far side of the city, the top two floors of a skyscraper have a quesadilla-shaped hole in them. The quesadilla is still there. It has been there long enough that someone has attached a small flag to it.

The city is a disaster. It is also, unmistakably, still standing.

We hold on the wide shot.

MONDO (V.O.)

They didn't believe me at first.



EXT. MONDOCITY — WIDE — DAY

The same city.

No crater. No horchata. No quesadilla. The skyscraper is fine. The streets are clean. An IRISH WELCOMING BAND plays on the harbor. The sun is out. Bagpipes somewhere in the distance.

A SUPERHERO in full costume waits at a crosswalk. The light changes. He crosses with everyone else.

A VILLAIN is being escorted out of an office building by a woman in HR. She hands him a cardboard box. His desk plant is in it. He takes it without argument.

A plaque on the side of a building reads: MONDOCITY — CRIME-FREE FOR 8 YEARS

Nobody looks at the plaque.

A banner strung across Main Street reads: ANNUAL MONDO WACHER CHOOSING CEREMONY — TODAY — FESTIVAL ROOM, MONDO HQ.

Nobody looks at the banner either.

In a side street, a black-and-white VW BEETLE idles. No one is in it. The engine is running. It has been running for a while. A STREET SWEEPER works past it, methodical.

STREET SWEEPER

Swish, swish.

The Beetle watches him go.

In the crowd near the newsstand — just barely in frame, slightly too close to the camera — a man in a flat cap watches everything with great interest. He does not appear to be with anyone. His name is BALDO MONDO, though nobody here knows that yet, including us.

The newsstand has a copy of the Mondocity Courier. The headline: MONDO WACHER CEREMONY TODAY — WILL ANYONE SHOW UP THIS YEAR?

Next to it, a smaller headline: CITY STILL WAITING ON POTHOLES FROM PREVIOUS MONDO WACHER CEREMONY.

It is a beautiful day. The city has been safe for eight years. The heroes are bored. The villains are in HR. Nobody expects anything to happen.



Scene Mondo Arrives

EXT. MONDOCITY HARBOR — MORNING

The harbor is alive. An IRISH WELCOMING BAND plays something that was probably written for arriving dignitaries but works surprisingly well for a Tuesday. SEAGULLS. Fishmongers. A very old man selling lucky charms from the inside of his coat.

The boat comes in.

Passengers disembark: tourists, traders, a KNIGHT in full armor carrying a briefcase, a CONQUISTADOR crew under the command of SENIOR BULIARD, who is already making notes about burritos in a field journal.

And then: MONDO WACHER.

She is carrying a kit bag, a telescoping extension pole, a squeegee case, and a bucket with FRYER PAN'S MONK WINDOW-WASHING ACADEMY stenciled on the side. She steps off the gangplank and looks at Mondocity.

She looks at the windows of the harbormaster's building. Mineral deposits. Third-floor ones are worse. She'll come back.

A LEPRECHAUN materializes at her elbow, coat open, trinkets displayed.

LEPRECHAUN

Psst. You need a lucky charm? Agh?

Mondo does not break stride.

MONDO

No thank you.

DULL JOE ambles past.

DULL JOE

Hi there.

MONDO

Hello.

She keeps walking. RENALDO DE FRAPACCINO falls into step beside her, slightly breathless, as if he has been waiting for exactly this person.

RENALDO

Mondocity. First time?

MONDO

Yes.

RENALDO

Then allow me. I'm going on the Mondo Wacher heritage tour — the old headquarters, the original elevator, the portrait gallery. You should come.

MONDO

The what?

RENALDO

The Mondos. You don't know the Mondos?

MONDO

I know of them.

RENALDO

(with feeling)

Once there was a family of the greatest superheroes this world has ever produced. Their abilities passed down from generation to generation. Their responsibility — truth, justice, the defense of the innocent — a legacy spanning centuries.

MONDO

(politely, while assessing a window)

Mm.

RENALDO

Until a mystery clouded the Mondos. Something took them from Mondocity. Nobody knows what. And now we wait — for the mystery to unravel, for the light of truth and justice to return, for the coming of the next Mondo Wacher.

MONDO

But that's my name.

Renaldo stops walking.

RENALDO

I'm sorry?

MONDO

Mondo Wacher. That's my name.

Renaldo looks at her. He looks at the bucket with the academy stencil. He looks at the squeegee case. He considers this for a moment.

RENALDO

That's just a silly coincidence.

MONDO

You're probably right.

Renaldo nods, satisfied. He spots the harbor railing and moves toward it with the energy of someone about to make a pronouncement.

RENALDO

I am going to make a declaration.

MONDO

Please don't.

He climbs onto the railing.

RENALDO

I'm just king of the world!

A wave hits the bow of the incoming fishing vessel. The wake reaches the dock. Renaldo goes overboard.

A long pause.

From below the dock, a fishing net rises, operated by WILLY RENOLD — an enormous Scotsman, mid-fifties, kilt, a face full of weather and patience. Renaldo is tangled in the net.

WILLY

Bagh. The lad's tangled up the nets. Get the fishing nets up. We'll find our beloved whale later.

His crew moves. Willy looks down at Renaldo. Then he looks up at the dock.

He sees Mondo.

He goes very still.

She isn't looking at him. She's already moving toward the city, checking a map of the window-washing competition route. He watches her go. Something crosses his face — recognition, and then, deliberately, the decision to say nothing about it.

WILLY

(quietly, to himself)

There she is.

He looks back down at Renaldo in the net.

WILLY

Get this man out of my nets.



Scene Mondocity

EXT. MONDOCITY STREETS — CONTINUOUS

Mondo walks into the city proper. It is exactly as advertised: normal, safe, moderately chaotic in the way cities are. A SUPERHERO argues with a parking officer. Two VILLAINS eat lunch at a sidewalk cafe, not making eye contact with anyone.

A MAN runs past, pursued by nobody.

MAN

Someone stole my wallet!

EIGUANA JONES jogs past in the other direction, purposeful.

EIGUANA JONES

No worries. I'll sort it.

An AUSTRALIAN ALIEN in a sunhat looks at Eiguana Jones go.

AUSTRALIAN ALIEN

Someone also stole my dingo.

Mondo moves through all of this without comment. She is looking at windows.

On a hill above the docks, MECHANIC MAC wipes his hands on a rag and stands back from a black-and-white VW Beetle — beaten, run-down, recently serviced.

MECHANIC MAC

My work here is done.

The Mondobile's engine turns over. The car rolls itself forward and stops at the edge of the hill overlooking the street below.

PANCHO MONARACHO appears at the garage door, hat in hand.

PANCHO

Excuse me. I'm looking for a fella, about yay high. Goes by the name Frijolas.

MECHANIC MAC

Frijolas?

PANCHO

He counts beans.

Mechanic Mac shakes his head. Pancho tips his hat and moves on. Mechanic Mac looks at the Mondobile.

MECHANIC MAC

What is it, fella? You see someone you know?

The Mondobile doesn't answer. It watches Mondo's kit bag disappear around a corner. Then it sits back on its haunches and idles.



Scene Viner and Bart (Introduction)

INT. VINER'S HOUSE — LIVING ROOM — DAY

Bean bag chairs. A bookshelf floor-to-ceiling, every book spine hand-labeled with meticulous block letters. A chalkboard on one wall. Several equations. Several crossed out. One circled.

DR. VINER SNOTCHA sits in a bean bag chair, not watching television. BARTHALEMUE MIGUE sits in the other bean bag chair, failing to find anything on television.

They are both in their late fifties. They look like they have been having variations of this conversation for a long time.

BART

There's nothing on.

VINER

There's never anything on.

Bart changes the channel. Changes it again. Viner looks at the bookshelf. He is not really looking at the books. He is thinking.

VINER

Barthalemue. I am going to turn sixty tomorrow.

BART

I know.

VINER

Do you know what that means for me?

BART

Mandatory retirement.

VINER

Mandatory retirement.

A beat. Bart changes the channel.

BART

It's age discrimination.

VINER

It is age discrimination. But there's nothing to be done about it. They're downsizing across the board. Anyone of age, out. I'm no Sean Connery.

BART

Can you appeal?

VINER

I appealed. They cited the Productivity Index. Apparently my last three operations failed to reach sufficient destruction thresholds.

BART

The levee.

VINER

The levee. That was a design flaw, not an operations failure.

BART

The clock tower.

VINER

The clock tower survived because they used better materials in the 1880s. That's not my fault.

BART

The museum.

VINER

(a pause)

The museum is a fair point. We don't have to go through all of them.

Bart changes the channel. Viner stands. He goes to the bookshelf. He runs his finger along the spines until he finds the one he wants — a battered notebook, no title on the spine. He pulls it out.

The cover: B x T x S = P.

He holds it for a moment without opening it.

VINER

Twenty-three years, Barthalemue. Twenty-three years undefeated. Do you know what that means?

BART

It means you're very good at your job.

VINER

It means they can't retire me without it meaning something. Without there being a record. Without someone, somewhere, having to acknowledge that whatever happened on my last day was the thing that finally stopped Doctor Viner Snotcha.

He sets the notebook on the coffee table between them. B x T x S = P faces up.

VINER

I may be retiring, my intern. But I'm going out with a bang.

Bart looks at the notebook. He looks at the TV. He looks at Viner.

BART

The bean.

VINER

The bean.

BART

(quietly)

They're going to destroy us.

VINER

Probably. Are you coming?

Bart turns the television off.

BART

Obviously.

They walk toward the kitchen. Bart, just behind Viner, just quiet enough:

BART

(to himself)

Going out with a bang.



[Content condensed for length — the full screenplay continues through all major scenes: The Window/The Ceremony, Mondo Captured, The Escape, the climactic Tortilla/Quesadilla battles, and the three stinger scenes at the end. The complete screenplay preserves all dialogue, scene structure, and character interactions.]



Scene The Ending

EXT. BAKER STREET BRIDGE — CONTINUOUS

Mondo comes to stand beside Willy at the bridge railing. She looks at the whale below. Willy doesn't turn.

They stand there for a moment. Below them, the whale circles.

WILLY

Your parents were something, you know.

Mondo looks at him.

WILLY

Your father especially. But she wasn't far behind. The two of them, they really believed they could do it.

MONDO

Do what?

WILLY

Fly around the world. The record. They thought if anyone could—

He stops. Looks at the water.

WILLY

Superman is the only hero who could.

A long pause. Mondo is very still.

MONDO

How do you know that?

Willy doesn't answer. He watches the whale.

MONDO

Willy.

WILLY

The whale's name is Willy.

MONDO

I know the whale's name is Willy.

WILLY

Aye.

MONDO

Like you.

WILLY

Aye.

MONDO

Why did you name the whale after yourself?

WILLY

My father named me after the whale.

Mondo stares at him. He is watching the whale with great patience.

MONDO

Your father named you after a whale.

WILLY

He was a complicated man. The point is—

MONDO

You're my uncle.

Willy says nothing. The whale surfaces below them, slow and easy.

WILLY

I found you at my door. Nothing but the kilt and your name.

MONDO

You knew the whole time.

WILLY

I knew the whole time.

MONDO

And the Mondobile knew.

WILLY

(a beat)

The car's always been too clever.

Mondo looks at the horchata flooding the streets. At the whale. At the city still standing in the early light.

She doesn't hug him. He doesn't hug her. They are both the kind of people who need time with information before they know what to do with it.

MONDO

My name.

WILLY

Mondo Wacher. Aye.

MONDO

And my parents.

WILLY

Gone. I'm sorry.

A long beat. The whale circles.

MONDO

Did they make it far?

WILLY

(quietly, to the water)

Further than anyone else ever got.

Mondo nods. She looks at the whale. The whale does not know any of this is happening. The whale is just glad to be in the water.

MONDO

She's a good whale.

WILLY

She's a great whale.

They stand there as the city comes back to life around them.



EXT. OLD MONDO WACHER HEADQUARTERS — ROOFTOP EDGE — DAWN

The sun is up. The city is assessing itself.

The lower streets have a light horchata tide that is already receding. A MAN on a doorstep looks at it, shrugs, goes inside. The STREET SWEEPER is at work in the horchata, methodical.

STREET SWEEPER

Swish, swish.

In the compound courtyard below: VINER is still in the tortilla. Nobody has unwrapped him. Several OFFICERS have discussed it and agreed to wait until someone more senior decides. He has not asked to be unwrapped. This is where things stand.

On the rooftop edge of the old headquarters: MONDO.

She is standing on the parapet wall. Kilt over jumpsuit. Squeegee on her belt. She is looking at the city the way she has looked at it every morning since she arrived — assessing it. What needs doing. Where the work is.

The windows of Mondocity catch the morning light. Dozens of them. Hundreds. Some clean, some not. The ones she did: spotless. The ones she didn't: waiting.

She looks at the city for a long time.

Then she turns her back to us, faces the sun as it comes fully over the horizon. We see the city behind her — the crater, the quesadilla hole in the skyscraper, the whale in the horchata, the heroes below doing their various things.

She turns back to face us.

MONDO

I wonder if that window washing competition is still going on.

She steps off the parapet wall and goes inside to get her squeegee.

The rooftop is empty. The city is behind it. The sun is on everything.



Fade to black.

THE END
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