Scott Gross

DC Comics - Looney Tunes

8 Pages

Bigger, Faster, BOOM!
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PANEL 1:  An electric mini-car sporting an enormous roof carry-all rumbles down a dusty desert road, past barbed wire fencing and a weather-beaten sign announcing  WB  AIR FORCE BASE: No Trespassing!

BUGS 1:  Oh, brudda.  Dis drive to Vegas is longer than I thought.

BUGS 2:  Musta' taken a wrong turn at Albuquerque.

LOLA:  Well, find someplace to stop, Columbus.  I have to visit the lady bunny's room.
PANEL 2:  The car is parked in front of a vintage diner with a sign that reads:  The Speeding Bullet.
Bugs and Lola walk towards the door, arguing.  Bugs wears a loud Hawaiian shirt, baseball cap and sunglasses.  Lola wears a floppy hat and sun dress.

BUGS:  I told you to go before we left.

LOLA:  That was six hours ago!
PANEL 3:  Inside the diner, empty except for townie Yosemite sitting at the counter, cranky old waitress Tweety, and Foghorn Leghorn working as greasy short-order cook in the kitchen.  They turn to face the incoming couple.  The walls are covered with sepia photographs and yellowed newspaper clippings of champion car racer / test pilot Wile E Coyote.  

BUGS:  Dis joint better have carrot cake.

TWEETY 1:  Well, look at deez two lovebirds!

TWEETY 2:  We used to be full of wocket jocks and woad wunners around here, but I haven't seen young folks like you in ages.

PANEL 4:  Seated in a booth, Bugs points to the photos on the wall and boasts.

BUGS 1:  Well Doc, get your cameras ready and clear some space on the wall.

BUGS 2:  You're looking at the happiest couple in America!

BUGS 3:  Who is dis dude, anyway?
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PANEL 1:  Same shot as P1:2 but the Speeding Bullet diner is shiny and new.  The parking lot is full of hot-rods and characters with buzz cuts in leather bomber jackets and air-force khakis.  A fighter jet smokes its afterburners overhead.  
NARRATION 1:  The year is 1963.  

SFX:  RrrroooAARR!
NARRATION 2:  As the desert winds scour the barren landscape of the salt flats, so the greatest racers in the world converge on this dry lake bed to pit their creations in an annual test of horsepower and guts, to push the envelop in pursuit of one goal:  The Land Speed Record.
PANEL 2:  A racing pit area buzzing with activity.  Wile Coyote confidently strides forth, dressed in a white racing fire suit, and sneers.  

NARRATION 1:  One driver dominates the field. 

NARRATION 2:  An innovator, daredevil, and fearless billionaire dedicated to his one great passion, speed.

WILE:  Don't forget, genius.
PANEL 3:  Wile positions himself in the cockpit of a drag-racing style car.  With one gloved hand he clutches the steering wheel.  With the other he gives a thumbs-up to his pit crew.

NARRATION:  His granite will and determination hard as the sun-baked ground, he's come to test his technology against the forces of nature and the limits of endurance.

PANEL 4:  The car blasts OS right in a cloud of smoke, leaving Wile's teeth floating in the air on the left.

NARRATION:  Peers?  He has none.  Rivals?  Left behind in his dust.

SFX 1:  BLAST!

SFX 2:  chatter chatter chatter 
PANEL 5:  A hand reaches back from OS and snatches the teeth.

SFX:  grab.
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PANEL 1:  Wile's drag racer blasts down the track, trailing billows of smoke and dust.  In the foreground a sign announces LAND SPEED RECORD TIME TRIALS:  Day #1
SFX:  BBBrrrrrOOOWWW!
PANEL 2:  Inside the cockpit.  Speed lines fly by in the background, overlaid with puffs of smoke.  Wile grips the steering wheel and looks to his right towards the camera, surprised.

SFX: BBBRRRRRRRR!
WILE:  ?!


PANEL 3:  Road-runner jogs beside Wile's car, mid-run, and sticks his tongue out.

RR:  Beep  beep!
PANEL 4:  Road-runner kicks into high gear and blows past Wile's racer, leaving it spinning.

SFX 1:  Pshooooo!
SFX 2:  spin!
PANEL 5:  Wile's car sits on the ground facing backward (left).  Its engine putters.  He looks behind him, to the right.  Smoke puffs rise in the background.

SFX:  putt putt putt putt
WILE:  Merely a temporary setback.
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PANEL 1:  Wide shot, ground level, looking straight into Wile's new craft with two enormous cylindrical jet engines labeled 'ACME' on either side and a tiny cockpit in the middle (see the Thrust SSC for reference).  Wile grins.

WILE 1:  If one ACME hydrogen-powered nuclear fusion turbine is fast....

WILE 2:  two is faster!

PANEL 2:  Wile blasts into the hazy horizon, past the sign from P3-1, blowing its letters off into the air.  Only the bottom-half remains, now saying Day #2.
SFX 1:   RREEEOOOOWWW!!!    RREEEOOOOWWW!!!
SFX 2:  flutter flutter flutter.
PANEL 3:  Wile watches from the cockpit and grins smugly as RR again runs past him.

RR:  Beep beep!
SFX:  ZOOOM!
PANEL 4:  CU – Wile's fingers flip a row of switches on his control panel labeled  AFTERBURNERS.
SFX:  flip.
PANEL 5:  Wide shot, the cylindrical turbines launch forward in an enormous burst of smoke.

SFX:  ROOOAAAARRR!!  ROOOAAAARRR!!
PANEL 6:  The smoke clears.  The engines have flown off on their own.  Wile is sitting on the ground in his cockpit, eyes wide and bewildered.  

WILE:  Apparently, a  hydrogen-powered nuclear fusion car is only as strong as its duct tape.
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PANEL 1:  The foreground sign announces  LAND SPEED RECORD TIME TRIALS:  Day #3
Wile stands beside his new craft, jet-powered with a tail fin and two wings.  Foghorn, dressed in a white short-sleeve shirt, skinny black tie and thick-frame glasses, holds a document to Wile's nose.

FOGHORN 1:  Now look, I say, look here, son.  

FOGHORN 2:  You can't set a land speed record from the air.  Flying, that is.

FOGHORN 3:  This car's got wings.  Wings!  And I don't mean with blue cheese.
FOGHORN 4:  It's dis, I say, disqualified.

PANEL 2:  Wile dryly tears the paper up beneath Foghorn's nose.


SFX:  shred.  shred.  shred.


WILE:  Rules, my dear rooster, are for the poor.
PANEL 3:  Foghorn watches from the background as Wile blasts off into the air.  

FOGHORN:  That coyote, I say, that coyote's got a V-8 ego and a 2-stroke brain.


SFX:  BLAST-OFF!
PANEL 4:  Inside the cockpit, mid-flight.  A grinning Wile looks down to the ground and sees Road-runner behind him, racing on the turf below.

SFX:  FFSHHHOOOO!
WILE:  Hmm hmm hmm – you could say I have a bird's eye view of victory.

PANEL 5:  Followed by a trail of dust clouds at ground level, Road-runner runs into the mouth of a tunnel dug into a cliff face.


RR:  Beep beep.
PANEL 6:  Wile crashes into the cliff above the tunnel.


SFX 1:  FFSHHHOOOO!


SFX 2:   CRASH!!!
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PANEL 1:  Wide shot looking over the entire desert salt flats landscape, full of people, trailers, pit crews and race cars poised for the big event.  Loudspeaker towers rise above the crowd.   An airplane flies a banner overhead announcing LAND SPEED RECORD TIME TRIALS:  CHAMPIONSHIP DAY
NARRATION 1:  Ladies and gentlemen, and thousands watching at home, welcome to the High Desert.  
NARRATION 2:  We are about to begin the final trials for the Land Speed Record.

PANEL 2:  At ground level we see various rocket cars and their pilots, surrounded by pit crews rolling tires and coiling fuel hoses.  Edited 1/21/2020: Use Gopher characters instead of Speedy.

NARRATION 1:  The most famous names in speed have gathered from all over the world to take part in today's event.

NARRATION 2:  From Canada's deepest forests we have Mac and Tosh in their acorn-powered Gophermobile.
MAC:  My dear Tosh, weren't we supposed to crush those acorns first?

TOSH:
Now you're telling me.  Sure, get some crackers.  I'll make nut butter.

PANEL 3:  PePe sits in the cockpit of a black and white vehicle with a huge skunk-tail jet engine on the back and green wispy clouds of stink trailing it.  Behind the car the pit crew workers lay flat on their backs with bulging eyes and green faces.

NARRATION:  From France's famous Le Skunkworks Laboratory, Pepe Le Pew pilots Europe's fastest car, Le Stinkmobile!
CREW:  Le Cough!  Le Gag!  Le Stinky Pee-eew!
PEPE:  Is it possible I need Le 'Smog Test'?

PANEL 4:  Daffy sits alone, high atop a 1903 Model A in an open cockpit with a long steering wheel and squeeze horn.

NARRATION:  And from across the pond, the pride of merry old England, Daffy Duck. 
DAFFY 1:  I thhay, would one of you chaps mind giving me a push?

DAFFY 2:  The old bird's a bit short on petrol, you know.

SFX:  HONK!   HONK!
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PANEL 1:  Medium shot, Wile in the cockpit under an open hatch.

WILE 1:  Today the world shall witness my triumph.

WILE 2:  Once a young pup humbly scraping the desert floor for his next meal...

WILE 3:  Now I sit poised on the edge of greatness!

PANEL 2:  Wide shot.  Wile's craft is only a tiny pod sitting at the feet of an enormous rocket car, with an open windshield near the nose.  Wile shuts the hatch.

WILE:  Wile E. Coyote:  Designer.  Engineer.  Driver of the fastest car ever built.
SFX:  shut.
PANEL 3:  Wile's small craft blasts up into the air, towards the cockpit of the main rocket.

WILE:  Next stop, immortality!
SFX:  pshoot!
PANEL 4:  Wide shot.  In the foreground the the assembled characters squint their eyes, grit their teeth and poke their fingers in their ears.  The loudspeaker narrates.


NARRATION:  3  ..... 2  .....  1  .....
PANEL 5:  Huge explosion fills panel.


SFX:  KABOOOOM!!!
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PANEL 1:  Back to present-day.  Inside the diner, at the table.  Lola clutches a small cup of tea, looking embarrassed.   Bugs sits behind a coffee cup and several sloppy plates of carrot cake crumbs, chewing loudly.  Splotches stain his shirt.  Tweety hovers nearby in waitress outfit.

BUGS 1:  So?

SFX:  munch.  munch.  munch.
BUGS 2:  Did he win?  Did he get da woyld record?
PANEL 2:  Inside the kitchen Foghorn rings the bell.  We see him from the chest-up from behind the short-order window.  Yosemite also turns around from behind the lunch counter.

SFX:  Ding!  Ding!
FOGHORN:  You bet.  I say, you bet he did!
PANEL 3:  Foghorn's arm reaches out from the foreground holding a newspaper clipping to Bugs' face.  Bugs reacts, surprised.

FOGHORN:  Wile's run was one for the books.  The history books, that is.

BUGS:  Ya don't say....

PANEL 4:  Wide shot.  Bugs' POV.  His hands hold a yellowed newspaper clipping.  Crumbs dribble onto the paper.  The headline announces, 'First Coyote in Orbit!' with a picture of Wile floating in space above the Earth in a seated position, looking nonplussed, still wearing his helmet and holding the steering wheel, not attached to anything.  Another illustration labeled 'The Path of His Record-Setting Launch'  shows his rocket blasting straight up from the race track.  The newspaper copy trails off at the bottom of the clipping.

NEWSPAPER:

FIRST COYOTE IN ORBIT
Wile E Coyote, billionaire inventor and test pilot, floats in Space above the Earth.

Satellite imagery and the most powerful ground-based telescopes confirm, Wile E. Coyote has become the first member of Canis Egotisticus to overcome the Earth's gravitational pull and achieve orbit.  This tremendous feat of guts and engineering was accomplished during the annual Land Speed Record Championships, held in the high desert between Nevada and California.  “Quackery!  All Quackery, I say,” was the verdict from English competitor Daffy Duck. who finished dead last in this year's event....
THAT'S ALL, FOLKS!
