A Partial Eclipse of The Sun

OPENING PRODUCTION CREDIT SEQUENCE – SLOWLY DISSOLVING FROM BLACK, WITH MARCHING FOOTSTEPS OFF CAMERA

EXT. PRESUMABLY SOMEPLACE IN CHINA - DAY
Black and brown-clad people of both genders, all ages,  and of relatively physically-able age are marching past two rows of Asian troops wearing what appears to be vintage, WWII, Cold War (i.e, Vietnam) era uniforms—except for the fact that many of them are equipped with modern/futuristic weaponry and gear, i.e, a helmet facility for night vision goggles, coupled with blue Nomex suits underneath the counter-terrorist-styled ALICE packs and Kevlar vests. 

From a not too distant spectator side, many Western, White-looking faces are looking on alongside their more Asian (i.e, Chinese) civilian spectators. Their combined focuses are at this lone Chinese man, looking a bit haggard from either overcoming poverty or surviving some battlefield, like some POW captured on the field.
His expressions is sullied with beggar’s dirt, alongside the crusty expressions of battlefield surrender, with his glasses looking like it’s been patched up from whatever conflict unexplained. This Asian is being focused upon by the Western spectators especially, when he’s approaching the gates of this large, palatial building that looks like something out of Angkor Wat Cambodia, a la S-21, or even the Forbidden City China.
As the last guy about to enter between the gates of this palatial estate, the (be)spectacled Chinese man suddenly looks upwards, sensing there are Shinden and Type-2 Rocket fighter bombers, souped up with more modern equipment and design. He could tell, not only by the sound of the afterburning aircraft, but likewise with the distinctive shadows it emits from the skies below. One of the Western spectators, a brunette female, seems a bit unsettled by what may occur. The lone Chinese then walks in with a bubbling sense of 6th sense dread—especially after the lone soldier escort nudges almost calmly on the back of that Chinese man.

That’s when he suddenly runs with rapid speed back to his squads/platoons. Just about the time he reaches within the ranks, the lone Chinese man, the last one entering inside the palatial estate, runs out with fanatical speed. That’s when his instincts affirmed him right of what’s about to happen in split second timing:

At Mach 2 speed, a couple of corresponding shadows of laser-guided smart bombs suddenly rammed through the historical estate, with the force of a Daisy cutter/bunker buster aerial bomb, causing flammable firebombs all around the estate.
That’s when the 2 rows of Chinese troops suddenly turned around like disciplined clockwork, and scale over the fences that they were facing (as they watched ominously over the marching brown/black-clad people.

The explosions rattled everybody’s nerves, off their feet—especially the Western spectators, as they found themselves more so shocked by the fireball in front of them—but most importantly, the lone Chinese man who managed to bolt out of the fiery death chamber that was the palatial estate. He seems to be unconscious from the monumental blast…

Not too far from the Chinese man’s position, the lone Western female spectator found herself traumatized at appears to be the war crimes-styled scene, not unlike the reactions of seeing the Holocaust for the first time, in real time… as the fireball engulfs what’s now left of the estate.

INT. SOMEONE’S BEDROOM. NIGHT
The lone Chinese man, now awake—and definitely very alive and well, is unsettled from the daytime nightmare. He’s sweating a bit, wiping off the moisture from his face, but it’s probably not so much from the oft-times humid weather around South China. He looks left and right (of some of his ad hoc bunk mates—all of which are the same people found in his dream), before eyeballing straight at the window, overlooking the late night like it could easily come from a French chateau… or even a French chateau, based out in former Indochina, in some prosperous rubber plantation. 

EXT. THE FRONT GATE OF A CHINESE VILLAGE - DAY

The outside world come the first sun, is a world of restored Chinese provincial communities, except with the architectural fusion of classic European/North American-suburban touches, to coincide the banana palm trees.
The lone Chinese man, now with his glasses wiped and his face freshened (from his usual morning rituals of brushing teeth, etc…) is out and about, seeing what the rest of the world is doing for the morning—like kids playing ball outside, their parents looking out for them, if not going off to work on their commute to perhaps the office, warehouse, factory, or what not, and some of the same Westerners in his dream, now wide awake, waiting for his first orders of the day.

Air sirens are blaring off, concerning another blitz from the People’s Democratic Republic of Guanxi. Everyone from Chinese schoolchildren, businessmen, to Western nuns and European backpackers are scurrying for cover, trying to avoid getting hit by smart bombs and cluster ordinances—and that’s before they start summoning in ground forces, armed with bayonet-mounted AK-47s, Type 56s, Type 89s.
CUE FLASHBACK SEQUENCES…

Lone recalls how his education/career goals were finished, given the class/political system of common Joes vs. those in the know, economic/political instability, and Lone’s familial history of being on the receiving end of always being part of the receiving class, a.k.a, the struggling blue collar, welfare/beggar class…

Cue also scenes of some/many other peers of Lone, somehow managing to get the same sort of education/class opportunities, etc… that he otherwise would be left for the rest of his life, dreaming—just like his family.
EXT.CHINESE MARKET GARDENS - DAY

Everything is calm, only noisy with the busy atmosphere of customers and merchants selling their wares, produce, meat, provisions, everything… AT least until some Triads and Yakuza squads come squaring off into a ghastly face-off of violence, spreading even far outside of the Asian ethnic borders of the Guanxi city limits—like into the Westerner enclaves, supposedly safer, green zones for affluent foreigners. The bloody turf war became a metropolitan orgy of rape and violence.

Days later, the lone Chinese man, smuggling himself out of the urban war zones notices the aftermath horrors around him; Chinese civilians and POWs sent off to cattle car trains to either a mass grave or even a concentration camp… Westerners—especially Jewish civilians/POWs, sent off into military-sanctioned brothels, or worse: death pits where both the young and old, female and male, are to be mutilated, raped, and properly disposed of—before having their sufferings captured on photo, as war crimes souvenirs. But either way, whether it be Asian or Westerner, both are ultimately slated for the grim fate of some shadowy military concentration camp/weapons laboratory.
INT.LONE’S FLAT – NIGHT

Lone is watching on his newly acquired, family B&W TV—without so much of the family, with the latest 6 o’clock report on some serial killer/rapist, terrorizing all quarters within the Guanxi Republic—and how the pity rivalries between the various police jurisdictions between the Asian-Western enclaves are making it increasingly difficult to apprehend the sex murderer, each jurisprudent dept. trying to cut in on the potentially career-boosting/promoting catch of the day, over the so-called Butcher’s Wife slayer. Lone is already having more than enough on his mind with having little to no future beyond middle school, now that getting offed by a serial killer/rapist seems like a more fitting way to exit… That’s when he decides to sleep it off as usual, hoping upon ever-decreasing hope that tomorrow’s relatively/marginally better than today—even by a slight iota…
EXT.LES HALLES MARKET GARDEN – NIGHT

Lone decides to take a leisurely, if not nihilist, fatalistic walk in the Western open market districts with whatever cash he may have, in case he’s in the mood to make classy Western comfort food (from the French or perhaps even British meat/produce stalls). That’s when he overheard some beat cop, police whistles going off, signaling like a parting of the Red Sea effect with all whom are clearing the way for the various police platoons, possibly catching the Butcher’s Wife slayer. Lone once again takes his instincts to use by finding a rice or produce basket to bail into—except here, there are no food storage baskets to dive behind into—let alone dive inside to.
All Lone can do is run like crazy—preferably with the flow of civilians, whom don’t want to get accidentally caught in the dragnet—should they be mistaken for the namesake serial killer…

INT.ARMY RECRUITMENT OFFICE – DAY

Lone walks towards the recruitment office, seeing how pursuing a military career may be more than just fiscal pragmatism; it’s a bugle call for adulthood. While many of his peers are already into their 3rd or 4th year in college, Lone is in it to get his undergraduate/graduate degrees in hard knocks. But before he could start his first class, Lone eyes a very familiar face amidst the would-be ranks…
LONE
Benny?!

BENNY

Oh hi Lone. I guess I should have known you were likely to be found in this building…

LONE

But I’m the type who believes you’re more likely to be found walking around in some study hall/college building…

BENNY

‘Not with the expenses of war. Scholarships, college grants and student loans have been drastically cut, to finance the nation’s defense efforts. 

LONE

…and I suppose enlisting will guarantee you the entitled college fund back inside the study halls?

BENNY

Or perhaps just get my pragmatic education for free—in exchange for surviving the worst of combat.

LONE

Well, then welcome to the club; it seems there are many others like you already enlisted—or at least in the processes thereof.

BENNY

Really?

LONE

You’d be surprised—and I’ll be more than happy to name names of those familiar faces here—even those previously written off as being just another village idiot—like yours truly!

‘And the real shocker of it all is? Many of the world’s village idiots have proven themselves wrong for actually being much smarter than previously perceived!

BENNY

Then I guess I’m in the right place after all! I’ve been mulling about my post-graduate job prospects anyway so…

EXT.FORRESTED BATTLEFIELDS.DAY

Out on the trenches of rural Guanxi, the Japanese AND Communist Chinese forces are trying to encircle the country’s industrial heartland, hoping to waste their shared enemies until they get to aim their same guns at each other for the Guanxi, so as to take control from not only the Nationalist Chinese, but also their North American/Pan-European allied forces AND Partisan Japanese corp.; whoever controls this increasingly super-rich empire state, ultimately controls half of the world’s resources and clout. 
It’s a mass slaughter where blood red is as much of a basic landscape color as mud brown, autumnal green and scorched earth black. Barb wired trenches are as corpse-strewn as there is water and blood, making them canals for mass graves.

INT.COMMANDO TRAINING OCS SCHOOL.DAY

The commando facility is based out in some beachside locale, ideal for multiple operational training, from sea, air and land… or anything in between. Paratroopers, rangers, scouts, combat divers, demolitions, even a prototypical counter-terrorist, hostage rescue unit is being raised for prospective, combat situations
INT.OCCUPIED WESTERN QUARTERS STATE/MILITARY BROTHELS – DAY

NCO Lone goes undercover/reconnaissance mission—in plain sight as a not-so-plainclothes officer, pretending to be a turncoat army air corp. soldier, waiting to sell state military secrets to the enemy via ‘volunteers’ for the comfort women corp., many of which are Western anti-war, middle-upper class women, joining ranks with the forcibly conscripted blue collar Asian women. Lone’s mission is to infiltrate and expose what the comfort women volunteers have been divulging with the imperial occupiers…
LONE

So what will I get with what I got?

SOLENE

Vanilla sex…

LONE

Define ‘vanilla sex…’

SOLENE

You know… the missionary, in bed, under the bed covers…

LONE

Does that also includes such thing as sweaty anal penetration, oral pleasure, 69, doggy-style, all this and more, either on the floor or even in the showers—let alone the bath pools—or will that be a higher premium?

SOLENE

That depends how desperate you are…

LONE

What if that includes verbal expression, like say, ‘faster,’ ‘slower,’ ‘don’t’ stop…’

SOLENE

Yeah, if that gets you off…

LONE

…’including what sort of state secrets being exchanged alongside precious bodily fluids?

SOLENE

Pardon?

LONE

You know; I’m willing to pay out of my own hard-earned savings, this once in a lifetime payoff, not only for myself, but more so with you.

SOLENE

Me? What or why should you be concerned about my welfare?
LONE

Apart from seeing more potential in you than what you have now?

SOLENE

What potential? This all I have; my body, my sexuality…

LONE

What about your collegiate studies?

SOLENE

Wh-what do you know about me? Who are you?

LONE

‘Just someone who can get you out of this mess…

SOLENE

What are you talking about? This is all I have left! 

LONE

That’s it?(!) I know about your file—more so intimately before I can get intimately with your body…

‘…especially with your ties to The Red Lace…

SOLENE

…

LONE

I know about your efforts in averting whatever war efforts the Guanxi Republic is trying to get done—especially with the Western Economic Bloc allies—and at the same time, how some of those within the W.E.B. is secretly trying to undo the military progress already in place to stop the Eastern Zone from the Nippon Imperial and Progressive Pacts.
SOLENE

But… I’m doing this for the cause! I’m making love to avoid more war from profiting the military-industrial complex…!

LONE

…and yet, making ‘love’ is what’s not only begetting more violent war to support the military-industrial complex—whom ironically are in bed with the Eastern Zone’s Progressive Pacts—pardon the pun, but also begetting the guilt you’ve been struggling with—just as much as you’re painfully contemplating how much longer your relevance as a ingénue beauty is, with contributing to better peace and harmony in the world…

SOLENE

EXT.WESTERN QUARTERS – DAY

Guanxi commandoes—both military and police, are situating themselves to storm an exclusive hideout for some Communists of the limousine-leftist caliber. Accordingly to their files, these aristocratic Marxists are largely responsible—at least on the logistical side, for the mass murder and rape of the Guanxi city marketplace. The commandoes are to not only apprehend, and if need be, liquidate the suspects inside, but also to confiscate valuable intel/evidence of the commies’ strategic roles in the Asian-Pacific realm of conflict. 
INT.V3 SUPERGUN FACILITY – DAY

Inside the construction of an ultra-secretive cannon fortification, Lone is getting briefed and debriefed on the weapons facility’s other secretive uses… like a launching pad for ballistic missiles (alongside super ballistic artillery) and even aircraft of stratospheric capabilities.
LONE
So let me get this straight; this is supposed to be intended as a cannon that can fire a projective as far in the sky like off-orbital—yet, still reach its major urban target a few countries away—accurately, mind you…!
LANCE MsgSGT. WOLINSKY

Yes… Even a missile of the V2 caliber…

LONE

And even with whatever missile designs, now or in the designing pipeline…
WOLINKSY

Literal or otherwise…

LONE

Yes, yes… ‘and with whatever missiles this supergun’s made to fire/launch…  it can fire/launch them accurately—like 2-3 continents away…!  Right?

WOLINSKY

Yes sir…
LONE

I see… ‘and by the way, I don’t think I’ve reached officer’s status yet.

WOLINSKY

‘Not until you get slated for the test pilot’s role…!

LONE

..’and that’s where I want to get to; I’m handpicked to take up some rocket/jet technology—not of the traditional runway variety!
WOLINSKY

‘Right after you’re done taking part in stratospheric, parachutist training!
LONE

Wh-what? Now I’m also slated to pioneer airbourne operations from outer space?!

WOLINSKY

Not that far off; just far up enough by aerial balloon—but you’ll be in some protective parachutist gear suit, made to withstand the sub-freezing temperatures in space…

LONE

So I guess that means once I survive these experiments, then I can boss you guys around like I should have, before being drafted into this hair brained tech venture?

WOLINSKY

Absolutely…!

LONE

OK, ‘CAUSE I’m not so certain about launching some piloted spacecraft—or even aircraft with a cannon!

WOLINSKY

No worries sir; we already have ample technology precautions for any and all such situations, worst case especially!

INT.PARLIAMENTARY BUILDING (House of Senate/House of Nobles) – DAY

Lone is slated to show up for some congressional hearing on what’s going on between the Triads and the Progressives; a long time unholy alliance of creating a new world order.
EXT. SECRETIVE DESERT AIRBASE – DAY

High up in the high desert military installation/weapons and tactics proving grounds, Lone is geared up in some balloon platform—that’s situated next to a rocket/jet-powered aircraft made as the next stratospheric jumping platform for especially elite paramilitary operations, apart from the regular parachustist spec-ops.
LONE

So once this operation’s a success, many other fighting guys in training will soon follow?

BENNY

Literally—and I’ll be the  next guy leading as second in command!

LONE

What? You?! That’s a first…!

EXT.NAVAL BASE.DAY

U-boats of regular and aircraft carrier capabilities are amassing around over another secretive fleet of prototypical V2 hydrogen weapons capable subs to be experimented with this radical concept; to launch the ballistic deterrence weapons at a vertical stance—not so much from the usual horizontal/prone stance. It will provide more ample cover from spy planes and surveillance aircraft, and possibly sonar destroyers/cruisers.

EXT. JAPANESE LAB/CONCENTRATION CAMP – NIGHT

The pan-racial/international raiding team of Guanxi commandoes and Marines, expeditionary foot soldiers, are to take the devil’s laboratory, of its contents—especially of its prized, death ray weapons files/samples.

Many of them stormed the facilities—with all the hard work and courageous muster to survive the worst of the worst… until they got inside the lab’s most evilest of weapons secrets: a death ray weapons experiment, detailed in some the formerly human or animal remains of its prisoner facilities, reduced from whatever sub-sonic wave experiments, into de-natured protein and sludge, totally unrecognizable even with dental forensics and fingerprinting. The stench traumatized and grossed out the soldiers into possibly years of psychological treatment—hence costing the Veterans administration a lot of money to maintain and reintroduce these elite vets back into civilian society, if they could first crack through their defense mechanisms that are just as stringent as the security detail on the lab/concentration camp.

EXT.AIR FORCE/AIR CORP. BASE - DAY

Fleets of advanced Type R2-Y fighter bombers, Type 2 rocket/jet engine stratospheric fighters, Volksjaegers, Shindens, V1 and Oka drones are waiting to be sent out in the aerial battleground over Guanxi and Ryoga. They will be launched from not only the mobile navy flotillas, but also the stationary aircraft carriers based out in the middle of the Eastern seas.

Lone is boarding his first trainer aircraft, based on the Shindens—albeit with a propeller engine as opposed to the rocket/jet engines of standard attack jet aircraft.
EXT.OCEAN FLEET.DAY

Off the Arctic coasts of the upper frozen seas, an experimental aircraft carrier fleet, made of pikecrete ice is fielded in the icy seas, carrying some valuable equipment in what appears to be some stratospheric craft. 

Lone is decked out in heavy winter, battle dressed uniforms—but with more officer quality attire (to go with the readied gear packs). He’s now the security officer of this experimental ice fleet, testing out its range of practical combat potential—including the same pikecrete materials to build a stationary, Arctic ice airbase/carrier.
INT.GUANXI MOUNTAINEOUS REGIONS/SECRET SPACE PORT.NIGHT

Experiments in the highly advanced anti-podal bomber/space shuttle is being prepped up with not only whatever reusable rocket tech, but also the highly radical electromagnetic airstrip, used to launch even the heaviest aircraft way up into the heavens, if not into outer space (provided it’s equipped for such things as the reentry points).

Lone volunteers to take part in some experimental aircraft/space craft launching platform prototypes, like a missile launcher that can double as a rocket/jet fighter launching pad, or more importantly, the V3 launching pad…

EXT.GUANXI SPACE PORT – DAY

Armageddon East is now in action, from the air (with rival combat aircraft), on land (with both armoured divisions and foot soldiers—both regular and elite), and even from the sea—or as close to a maritime setting, with amphibious assault troops/combat diver units, coupled with landing flotilla armed to the teeth—including its own aircraft and light-armored division (fitted for seaborne commando units). Every faction and even sub-factions of the conflict, Asian and Western, Jewish and Gentile, Black and White, Triad, Communist, Yakuza, and everybody else, are to converge on that one experimental space craft, waiting to see who will capture this flag—or at least capture some of them for more strategic bargaining later on (presumably during some international ‘peace’ conference). 
As the Saturn ship achieves lift off, Lone is starting to ‘hallucinate his epiphanies,’ i.e, see things in midair: a rocket ride past the impoverished zombie slasher horror show in the Chinese quarter; the urban war zones taking place inside a classroom, now transformed into a parliamentary building; a hi-tech computer factory suddenly becoming a tower; an urban safehouse leading towards an elevator, rapidly zooming deep underground from one side of the world to another, going past the activities underground such as mining, manufacturing, colonization, archaeological dig, even a war zone…only until it starts to come up towards more positive imagery of reconstruction of/within the ruins of the underground past, into a more rejuvenated community, that suddenly leads towards the other side of the globe: a nicer part of some foreign country; a suburban bedroom from inside the world’s tallest spacescraper, suddenly leads into a hi-tech space elevator (at the tower’s summit), all the way towards a hovering space station awaiting its latest cargo, waiting to transition into a better world.
