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FADE | N:

EXT. CORNFI ELD - DAY

Thousands of acres of green corn in the sun radiate a wavy
heat m rage.

A handsone vagabond strips ditchweed - non-potent wild
marijuana. JI MW PHI LPOT, |late twenties, sweats in his city
cl ot hes and shoves the worthl ess weed into garbage bags.

He sniffs his hands, then whistles “ZI P- A DEE- DOO DAH' .

JI MW
AH!

A green caterpillar crawls up his arm
He pats the little nonster and feeds it ditchweed.
The caterpillar vomts green goo on his “Peggy” tatoo.

JI MW (cont’ d)
Ugh.

Ji my cocks his ears - an approachi ng ENG NE!

EXT. ROAD - DAY

A griny pick-up, driven by a fat, red-faced FARMER, hurls
dust as it barrels along the dirt road!

The gun rack is stocked.

EXT. CORNFI ELD - DAY

Jimy places the caterpillar on a leaf, then scranbles. He
scoops up garbage bags and cranms theminto vinyl suitcases!

He dashes into the stalks, slips, falls and struggl es!
The pi ck-up BRAKES in a dustcl oud!
The no-neck Farner grabs his shotgun.

FARVER
HEY, YOU SON- OF- A- BI TCH!

Bubba BLASTS away, |eveling a swath of corn



EXT. CORNFI ELD - DAY

Jimy bolts through corn stal ks sl apping his face.
Shot gun pellets THUD on the cheap suitcases!

He di scovers red ooze on his pants.

He pulls restaurant condinents from his pockets (sugar,
honey, butter) - one’'s a greasy red ketchup packet.

Shot gun BLAST!

He grabs the suitcases and skedaddl es!

I NT. JIMW S ROOM - DAY

The walls are decorated with col orful Hawaiian posters: Na
Pali Ciffs, hula girls, surfing, the sunset at D anondhead.

Jimy stuffs plastic baggies with ditchweed.
KNOCK. KNOCK

NIGEL (O C.)
It’s ne, non.

He unfastens a chain |ock, bolt |ocks and slides a | atch.

The Jarmai can nei ghbor, N GEL MANLEY, thirty-five, smles. He
wears bright clothes and | ong dreadl ocks.

NI GEL (cont’ d)
Hey, nmon, | can snell dat ganga al
de way down de hall.

JI MW
Srmel |l s |ike noney, huh?

Jimy | ooks up and down the corridor before re-Iocking.

NI GEL
What you got ?

JI MW
Di t chweed, man.

NI GEL
Oh, you nean shitweed.



JI MwY
Yeah, yeah. You want to get rid of
some of it for nme?

NI GEL
You crazy? | got a reputation, non.
Dat crap is |ike snmokin’ goat turd.

JI MwY
Oh, | thought you only used that in
your hair. You snoke it, too?

NI GEL
Come on, Jimy, non. You give us
herb nmen a bad name bringin dat
stuff around.

JI MW
What do you want ne to do?
prom sed Peggy we’'d be living in
Hawai i before the holidays!

NI GEL
What hol i days? Every freakin’
hol i day you say da sane shit.

JI MW
You want ne to give up ny dreanf

NI GEL
No. Hey, | was down to Flynn's
yest erday. She been axin’ about
you. How cone you don’t tell her
where you go?

JI MWy
Ni gel, N gel, ny noney-nmaker from
Jamai ca. Don’t ever tell the right
hand what the, ah, the other thing
Is...”

NI GEL
Huh? Whatever, non. |’'Il never know
what dat beautiful girl see in you
It sure ain’t brains. You must got
sone voodoo thang happenin’, non.

JI MW
Her e, voodoo sone of this doodoo.

Jimy tosses ditchweed baggi es and N gel catches them



EXT. CTY STREET - DAY

PEDESTRI ANS i n sunmer clothing stroll by businesses: a beauty
parlor, liquor store and the Torchlight Restaurant.

Ji mry, out of season in his trenchcoat, stops at a newsstand
and picks up a paper.

Wi | e paying the cigar-snoking CASH ER, he palns a pink rol
of PEPTO ANTACI D TABLETS.

EXT. CTY STREET - DAY - LATER
Jimy struts past businesses.

JI MW
“Zi p- a- dee- doo-dah, zi p-a-dee-ay,
ny, oh, ny, what a wonderful day!”

He grins at a toothless, elderly ASI AN PRODUCE VENDOR, and
slyly pockets two apples on the hoof.

JI MW (cont’ d)
“Plenty of sunshine headed ny way,
zi p- a- dee- doo- dah, zip-a-dee-ay!”
He stops to pet a stray DOG and feeds it a treat.
CHI LDREN pl ay hopscot ch.
Ji my ski ps through the boxes and tosses apples to the kids.
He saunters by STREET PEOPLE

STREET PEOPLE
Hey, Jimmy! Sup, man? Yo, brol!

Jimy flashes the Hawaiian “hang | oose” sign.

JI Mwy
“Ch, M. Bluebird s on ny shoul der,
it’s the truth, it’s actual
everything is satisfactual.”

HONK! He's brushed a speeding car!

JI MW (cont’ d)
CLOSE, BUT NO NO DEAL! *Zi p-a-dee-
doo- dah, zip-a-dee-ay, wonderful
feelin , wonderful day!”



EXT. CTY PARK - DAY
BUVS SNORE on benches.
Newspapers swirl around scattered litter.

Ji mry peeks over his shoul der. He exchanges noney with two
JUNKI ES, hard-1| ooking dudes, old for md-thirties.

Junki e One snpkes a fat reefer

JUNKI E ONE
Where' d you get this shit?
JI MwY
Ah, the, ah, Baja in Panama
JUNKI E TWO
Huh?
JUNKI E ONE
Never heard of it. | don't feel

not hin’, man.

JI MW
Oh, you will, you will. Just go
withit, giveit alittle tine,
it’Il kick in. Alrighty then, hey,
I"d love to stay and chat, but you
know how it is. A penny saved is a,
ah, one that’s, ah... Hey! Enjoy,
fell as!

Ji my pockets the cash and skips of f WH STLI NG

The Junki es suck on the worthless weed, glaring at the happy-
go- |l ucky deal er.

EXT. FLYNN' S PUB - DAY

Arat-like, elderly BLIND MAN squats beside the door. He
wear s sungl asses and grasps a cane and a netal cup.

Ji my waves his hand across the rodent nman’s face.
Not hi ng.

Jimy considers making a withdrawal fromthe cup, then
decides to plunk a few coins down before entering the pub.



INT. FLYNN S PUB - DAY

The BO STEROUS wor ki ng-cl ass bar is jamed w th CUSTOVERS
drinking a liquid |unch.

The walls are decorated with yell owed westling posters and
t arni shed trophies.

The barmai d, PEGGY FLYNN, m d-twenties, hustles, making
drinks, serving food, picking up tips. Peggy is a dark-

hai red, bl ue-eyed stunner, incongruous in this joint if she
weren' t the owner’s daughter

M GHTY M KE FLYNN, Peggy’'s father, is an ex-professional
westler. He | ooks |like a bulldog towering over his cash
register, nonitoring his dive like a surly sentinel.

M ke checks out his newest wal k-in - Jinmry Phil pot.
Jimy takes a stool at the bar, next to a tipsy BUSI NESSMAN

PEGGY
God, where have you been? | was
worried sick about you!

JI MW
Better |ate then..

BUSI NESSIVAN
Hey, baby, hit ne up again! Gve ny
buddy boy here a dri nk.

The boozy Busi nessman slaps a twenty on the bar.

PEGGY
What do you want, Jinmy?

JI MW
You know what | want, baby.

Ji mmy wi nks.
Peggy smles, but shakes her head

BUSI NESSIVAN
So, how you doin’, huh?

JI MW
Man, things are so good | pinch
nyself all the tine. My ass is
bl ack and bl ue.



The lush isn’'t listening - he’'s fixed on Peggy’ s behi nd.

BUSI NESSVAN
|’d pay big bucks to hit that.

M ghty M ke stares down the bar.
Jimy bl ows the grouch a ki ss.

JI MW
Careful, M. Trunp. That’s her
f at her.

M ghty M ke approaches with a bar rag.

M GHTY M KE FLYNN
So, Cassanova's back with his
Sal vation Arny trench coat on.
(coughs)

JI MW
You sound good, M ke. You | ook
good, too. You ve got |ike an
artificial tan. N cotine bronze
gi ves you that healthy gl ow.

M GHTY M KE FLYNN
W seass.

M ghty M ke skul ks away coughi ng.

PEGGY
Here you go. One beer; one mlKk.
BUSI NESSIVAN
MIk?
PEGGY
That will be four dollars, sir.
BUSI NESSIVAN
Take a buck for yourself. I’ve got
to visit the little boy’s room
Honey, 1’11 be thinking of you.

The Busi nessman wi nks at Peggy and weaves off.

PEGGY
Take it easy there, cowboy.

JI Mwy
Go get ‘em pard na.



Peggy picks up the twenty and | ays down a five and a ten.

PEGGY
Hey! I'’m mad at you! You didn’t
call ne for two days!

JI MW
Honey, listen to ne. Wen your
pretty little feet sink into that
Hawai i an sand, you’' |l know why |’ m

doing this. This place isn't
heal t hy, Peg. Your old man’s
coughin’, guys hitting on you al
day; humans are not supposed to
live like this! Qur babies are
going to need fresh air and
sunshi ne.

Peggy’ s nesneri zed.

M GHTY M KE FLYNN
PEGGY!

PEGGY
Oh, CGod, |I’'ve got to go. Dad nmade a
huge Irish stew Want ne to save
you sone?

JI MW
I’d | ove sone.
(hol ds chest)
Easy on the onions, okay?

PEGGY
kay, sweetie. Come back later.
Prom se?

JI MwY
Prom se.

Peggy leans in to kiss him

M GHTY M KE FLYNN

PEGGY!
PEGGY
I have to go. | missed you so nuch.
Now, get out of here, | have to
wor K.

Jimy pops a Pepto antacid tablet in his nouth and chews it.

Then, he pockets the Businessman’s ten dollar bill.



EXT. FLYNN S PUB - DAY

Jimy produces a quarter for the Blind Man, thinks tw ce,
puts it back in his pocket, and strolls down the street.

A tattooed THUG stubbl e-headed and pierced, creeps out from
behi nd a dunpster.

The Blind Man, still as a Buddha, raises his cane and
silently points at Jimy.

The Thug shadows his mark - ditchweed deal er Ji mmy Phil pot.

EXT. CTY STREET - DAY

Jimy gazes at a ukulele in a pawn shop w ndow.

He notices the Thug checking hi mout.

When he noves on, the two disgruntled Junkies burst from an
all ey! They grab Jimy and drag himinto the shadows!

EXT. ALLEY - DAY

The dirty dead end is lined with seeping, fetid dunpsters.
Jimy’s pinned on the ground, soaking in swill, while the
goons punmel him The Thug picks himup by the neck and
CRASHES hi minto garbage cans!

JI MW
AHHH!

THUG
YOU RE DEALIN SH T TO THE WRONG
PEOPLE, ASSHCOLE

JI MwY
YOU GOI' THE WRONG GUY, MAN

Junki e One yanks Jimy’s trench coat off, and a baggie of
wor t hl ess ditchweed drops into a stinking puddle.

JUNKI E ONE
YOU SON- OF- A- BI TCH!

The three lowifes beat Jimy silly!

JI MW
AH NO AH UGH



10.

The Junkies pilfer his pockets: an apple, the Businessman’s
ten dollar bill, Pepto tablets, restaurant condi nents (sugar,
salt, ketchup), nore ditchweed and a roll of cash

One nore kick, and the bullies scatter!

A steel door opens.

An Asi an DI SHWASHER hurl s a bucket of sl op!

It splatters Jinmy, but, he plays dead, his eye on

A GREASY RAT

waddling toward him It licks Jinmy’ s face, freaking himout
of his fake conal

JI MW (cont’ d)
AHH GET OQUT OF HERE! AHH!

Jimy | eaps on top an overturned garbage can, scared wtl ess!
SCREECH!
A police car jans to a halt!

Two OFFICERS pile out: a fat female with a doughnut and
coffee, and a wiry Barney Fife.

ASI AN RESTAURANT WORKERS CHATTER in the doorway.

FEMALE OFFI CER
WHAT' S GO NG QN, PHI LPOT?

JI MW
There's a rat over there. Be
careful.

MALE OFFI CER

You re fighting with rats?
The Asian Wrkers G GEE.

FEMALE OFFI CER
kay, Sung Young Moon, go inside.
C nmon, nove it.

MALE OFFI CER
Let’ s go! Vanpbose! M. Phil pot,
what’ s the problen? W got a cal
on a di sturbance back here.
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Jimy clinbs down and spots his ditchweed baggie on the
ground. As he talks, he deftly hides it with his foot.

JI MwY
I, ah, lost ny cat, and, ah, to add
insult to, ah, | slipped on sone

grease. The city ought to clean
this up. It’s terrible. Anyway, |
saw a rat and fell. | hate rats.

| ove animals, but | draw the |ine
with rats. | don't what it is. Hey,
so, ah, thanks for comn’ out, but,
I"'mfine. | appreciate it. Really.
|’ve got to get out of here. These
rats freak me out.

Jimy tiptoes away.

JI MW (cont’ d)
"1l see ya.

FEMALE OFFI CER

I magi ne that. A | ower species that
detests its own Kind.

She chonps down on the doughnut.

I NT. JIMW' S ROOM - DAY
Jimy nurses his welts, then nmakes faces in the mrror.

He | ays back on his CREAKY bed and watches a FLY buzz around
t he bare |ight bulb.

KNOCK. KNOCK

PEGGY (O C.)
Ji my, open up

He rises like an arthritic and unbolts the many | ocks.
Peggy masks her shock by smling. She’ s hol ding Tupperware.

PEGGY (cont’ d)
I’ve got Irish stew, always better
a day old, sone apple pie, and mlk
for your stomach.

JI Mwy
Peg, you' re too good to nmne.



PEGGY
I know.

There’s a new Hawai i an poster on the wall.

PEGGY (cont’ d)
Hey, that’s a nice one.

JI MW
Beautiful, huh? Kauai, the ol dest
island. Nice and quiet. | think
we' || go there when we get ol d.

PEGGY
Ni gel told ne what happened. Honey,
you can’t go on like this. Look at

you.
JI MW

Aw, it’s nothin'. | feel great!
PEGGY

| had an idea. 1’ ve been thinking

about it all night. Wiy don’t you
work at the bar for awhil e? Dad

will et you stay in the apartnent
upstairs. | asked him W could fix
it up, you know, paint, new
curtains.

JI MwY
I don’t want curtains.

PEGGY
Oh, | know, those cute little

bl i nds! You can put all your
Hawai i an pictures on the walls.
It’ll be perfect. Here's the best
part: you can eat fromthe kitchen
Anytime you want, and you don’t
have to eat a lot of spicy food!

Jimy grips her shoul ders.

JI MW
Peggy. Honey. | don’t want food. I
don’'t want cute little blinds. I
want a future. Baby, this place is
killin us!

He points to his Hawaiian posters.



JI MW (cont’ d)
Look! That's what | want! Paradi sel
AND PARADI SE TAKES MONEY!

PEGGY
VELL, VWHY DON' T YOU WORK FOR | T
LI KE EVERYONE ELSE!

JI MwY
Honey, pl ease, we’'ve been over this
a thousand tines.

PEGGY
But, Jimmy, we can have paradise
right here! Dad is going to give ne
t he business. W could be all set,

but you don't see it. | nean, cone
on, look at this place! LOOK AT
YOU!

Jimmy | ooks into the mrror and | aughs.

JI MwY
Do they still have freak shows?

PEGGY
It’s not funny. Please, think about
what | said, because, baby, this is
getting old. God, if I didn't |ove
you so nmuch. Everyone thinks |I'’ma
fool to be hooked up with sone
dreanmer that lives in a flop house.

JI MwY
Maybe you are.

Peggy unbolts the | ocks herself.
PEGGY
Renmenber to bring back the
Tupperware! And I’mnot a fool!
Ji my pushes the food aside and pops a Pepto tablet.

He nakes clown faces in the mrror.

EXT. TORCHLI GHT RESTAURANT - NI GHT
Jimmy’s swollen face reflects off the storefront gl ass.

A sign reads: “All You Can Eat Buffet. Italian N ght.”
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I NT. TORCHLI GHT RESTAURANT - NI GHT

A buffet table steans near a bar packed wi th CUSTOVERS
wat chi ng tel evi sed footbal |

The BARTENDER and WAI TRESS, wearing ltalian chef outfits, are
glued to the gane.

A bruised Jinmmy slinks in and secretly crans his pockets with
neat bal |l s wrapped in garlic bread.

When the Waitress flashes hima piteous smle, Jimy fans his
nmout h, pretending the food is hot.

He | ooks about, then skul ks away wi th spaghetti sauce
dri ppi ng down his |eg.

Red footprints appear on the floor.

EXT. CTY STREET - N GHAT

Ji my gorges hinself as he strolls. He tosses bits of
neatballs to stray cats and |icks his greasy fingers.

He BURPS, then pops a Pepto.
A FLONER VENDOR re-arranges his wares.

Jimy cases the situation, ready to swi pe a bouquet, but the
Vendor spots him

Jimy pretends to | ook at a watch on his bare wist, then
reluctantly pays cash.
INT. FLYNN' S PUB - NI GHT
The joint is NOSY with CUSTOVERS wat chi ng foot bal |
Eagl e-eyed M ghty M ke is manning the register.
Jimy enters with his bouquet of flowers.
JI MW
|"ve been waiting all day to give
you t hese.
M GHTY M KE FLYNN

I didn’t know you cared, asshole.
What happened to you?



JI MW
I had an allergic reaction to your
stew. Wiere’'s Peg?

M GHTY M KE FLYNN

She’s workin’ in the kitchen. Leave

her al one.

JI MW
Make sure she gets these. kay,
sweetie pie?

CUSTOVER
Hey, |ook! Philpot’s givin Mghty
M ke flowers! Ha, ha, hal

M GHTY M KE FLYNN
| always knew he was a little
strange.

CUSTOVERS
HA, HA, HA, HA

Jimy | ooks up at a poster on the wall: Mghty M ke,

westling prine, with tights on.

JI MwY
Hey, at least | don’t wear
pant yhose!

The | aughi ng stops. Mghty Mke is pissed.

M GHTY M KE FLYNN
So, what are you saying, Philpot?

The bar freezes.

JI MW
What am | saying? 1’|l tell you
what |’msaying. I'msaying | |ove
you, man. Love is never having to
say, ah, | love you even though you
got problens. And M ke, | nean,
Mghty Mke, | will be eternally
grateful that you were able to
produce your gorgeous daughter
bef ore you di scovered your | atent
honosexual i ty.

M GHTY M KE FLYNN
HUH?

15.

in his

The Custoners HOAL! Jinmmy runs out and M ke chases hin
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I NT. GANGSTER BAR - NI GHT

ALBERT “THE BABOON' MARTIN i s an egg-shaped, sim an nobster.
He shoots eight-ball pool wth black-eyed, bruised Jinmy.

The Baboon is acconpani ed by his bodyguard, ANTHONY “ TWEEZER’
TERHUNE, a | ong-nosed creep with sharp gold teeth.

SPECTATORS timdly watch the Baboon strut around the table,
chonping a cigar, sinking striped balls.

BABOON
kay, punk, the twelve, vicariously
in the side.

TWEEZER
Vi -what -i ousl y?

BABOON
Shut up, Tweezer.

Baboon sinks the twel ve ball.

SPECTATOR
Ni ce shootin’, Baboon.

TWEEZER
Ho! It’s Al bert, now. No nore
Baboon. You got that? Al bert.

SPECTATOR
Sorry about that, Al.
TWEEZER
AL- BERT!
SPECTATOR
Yes, sir. Sorry. | got it. Albert.
Sorry.
BABOON

Phi | pot, watch the position. And,
you peasants mght |earn sonethin’
here! Pay attention.

As the Baboon shoots, the kibitzer pipes up.

SPECTATOR
VWhat’'d he call us?

He m scues! The apenman gl ares.
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Jimmy’ s cue ball is blocked.

BABOON
See what | told youse, | nean you.
It’s all in the position. Finesse
and el ectrocution is the key to
this gane.

JI MW
"1l backslap it one bank in the
si de.

BABOON
Yeah, right.

JI MW

You don’t think | can do it, Bab, |
mean, M. Mrtin?

TWEEZER
You ain't got the expertise.

BABOON
You HAVEN T got, Tweezer. Go ahead,
kid, but you're not in ny |eague.

JI MwY
Maybe you’ ve got sonething to back
t hat up?
The audi ence recoils.

Baboon reaches for his gun, but produces a wad of cash. He
peels off two “C’ notes and tosses themon the green felt.

BABOON
Can you cover that, punk?
JI MW
For a deuce, 1'Il do it behind ny

back.
Jimy lays down his crinkled, greasy bills.

BABOON
kay, kid, dig your own grave.

Ji my wraps the cuestick behind his back, but has to stuff
sone garlic bread and neatballs back into his pocket. He
perfornms a masse shot that curves around the eight ball and
sinks the object ball in the side pocket.
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SPECTATORS
YES! ALRI GHT! NI CE SHOT!

TWEEZER
SHUT UP

Dead sil ence as Jimmy sinks the eight ball.

The Baboon’s infuriated. H's eyes bulge, he turns red, and
cigar snoke trickles fromhis ears - a volcano ready to bl ow.

I NT. TORCHLI GHT RESTAURANT - NI GHT

The Bartender, in a cheap aloha shirt and crepe paper |lei,
wat ches television wth a few CUSTOVERS

Jimy, wapped in a few paper leis, serves hinself fromthe
hokey “all-you-can-eat” Hawaiian |uau. He scans about, then
slyly stuffs hot pineapple haminto his pockets.

The Waitress wears a nuunuu with a plastic flower in her
hair. She think she sees himpilfering food.

JI MW
Hi! How ya doin’? This is
unbel i evabl e, just great. Did you
have any?

She bristles.
JI MW (cont’ d)
You ought to get yourself a plate.
Tal k about paradise. This is it,

right here. Well, good to see you
agai n. Beautiful dress.

As Jimy exits, a slab of hamfalls out a hole in his coat
and steans on the floor.

I NT. TORCHLI GHT RESTAURANT - NI GHT

A gum chew ng, teenage CASH ER reads a novi e nmagazi ne.
Jimy presents the bill, his pockets protruding with food.

CASHI ER
Was everything alright?

JI MW
Al right? For a nonent there
t hought | was surfing at Wi ki ki .



CASHI ER
Real | y?

JI MwY
Can’t you snell the ocean?

She takes a whiff.

CASHI ER
Cone on. It’s not that good.
That' Il be eight forty-five with
t ax.

JI MW

OCakee doakee.
Ji mry hands her a ten with his right hand.
Wth his left hand he attenpts to palma roll of Pepto.
She catches him

JI MW (cont’ d)
How nmuch are these?

CASHI ER
A dollar thirty-nine.

JI MWy
A dollar thirty-nine? Man, the
price of things nowadays.

CASHI ER
Si Xt een cents i s your change.

JI MW
What are you readi ng?

CASHI ER
Movi e Star Magazi ne.

JI MW
No ki ddi ng. You know, when | first
saw you, | thought to nyself, *Boy,
this girl belongs on the big
screen.”

CASHI ER
No. You think so?

Jimmy’s left hand slips over the Pepto and he slides it
hi s pocket as he speaks.

19.

into
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JI MW
Are you kidding nme. Legit big tine
novi es, you know? Hold on to your
dreans, sweetie, and renenber,
everyt hi ng happens for a, a, ah,
everyt hi ng happens i n season.

The girl stops chewi ng. Open-nouthed, she watches Jimy exit.

EXT. JIMW' S ROOM - NI GHT
Tupperware containers are stacked at the door.
A note is taped to a lid.
JI MW
“Thanks for the flowers. XXX. Me.”
INT. JIMW' S ROOM - NI GHT - LATER
City lights illum nate the Hawaiian posters.

Jimy’ s awake, sweating, his sheets wet. He’s unshaven and
tousl ed. He breathes deeply and holds his chest.

He chews a Pepto and reads the | abel.

JI MW
“I'f you are not conpletely
satisfied with this product, send
t he wapper and unused portion to
the Pepto Corporation for a full
refund.” Damm right | will. These
t hi ngs don’t work anynore.

He rummages for an envel ope and addresses it.
JI MW (cont’ d)
Bastards. | want ny noney back. A
dollar thirty-nine, ny ass.

The city lights drift across the Hawaiian posters.

INT. JIMW S ROOM - DAY - TWO WEEKS LATER

The roomis now ship-shape. Enpty Tupperware is clean, neatly
stacked, ready to return.

Jimy | aces new sneakers. He’s shaved, with conbed hair and
fresh clothes. The black eyes have di sappeared.



NIGEL (O C.)
Yo, Jimy.

JI MW
It’s open!

Ni gel has a fat bundle of mail.

JI MW (cont’ d)

Hey, man.

NI GEL
Here you go.

JI MW

VWhat’'s all this?

NI GEL
You got ne, non.

JI MwY
Look at this stuff. Pepto
Corporation. Pepto Newsletter. New
product information. Pepto press
rel ease. Oh, | know | sent for a
refund. Here it is. Look. A check
for one dollar and thirty-nine
cents. Stupid bastards, it cost
themten tines that to mail all
this crap.

NI GEL
Speakin’ of crap.

Ni gel tosses a wad of cash on the bed.

NI GEL (cont’ d)
D t chweed noney, non. | put on de
Rasta man accent real tick for de
drunk col | ege kids.

JI MW
Cool .

Ji mry counts the noney.

NI GEL
One ot her ting, non.

JI MW
VWhat’'s that?



NI GEL
Baboon says he wants to see you.

JI MwY
Me?

NI GEL
Yeah, non, you.

JI MwY
What for?

NI GEL

Not ny business, bro.

Suddenly, the noney is uninportant - Jimry’ s scared.

I NT. GANGSTER BAR - DAY
Baboon and Tweezer play a rabid gane of cards.
Jimy troops in with a fake smle plastered on his face.

BABOON
Kid, you know Tweezer.

JI MwY
Yeah. Hey, Tweeze, how you doin’?

TVEEZER
It’s Anthony now. No nore Tweezer.

JI MWy
Sorry.

BABOON
Sit down, Philpot, | got a problem
| need your help.

JI MW
Me? M ne? My hel p? Ch, sure,
what ever you need, Bab, ah, M.
Martin.

BABOON
Look, kid, | need you to get
sonething for me. There's a couple
grand in it for you. Take you five
m nut es.

JI MW
VWhat, ah, what is it?



BABOON
A brooch.

JI MW
A what ?

BABOON

You never heard of a brooch?

TWEEZER
It’s Iike a dog, Boss?

BABOON
Shut up , will you? A brooch is a
pin these old broads wear on their
dresses. The one | need you to get
for nme is shaped like a heart. It’s
got like, ah, dianonds init. An
ol d hairl oom

TWEEZER
Don’t you mnean heirl oonf Sorry.

JI MW
VWhere is it?

BABCOON
Up at the Regency. Apartnment one
“B’. It’s in the bedroom Think you
can handl e that, Philpot?

JI MwY
Whose apartnent is it?

BABOON
Don’t ask questions. Listen to ne.
Alittle thing like this mght go a
long way in helpin your future.
You know what |’ m sayin ? And,
let’s say, for the sake of
hypot hesi s. . .

TWEEZER
VWhat’'s that, Boss?

Baboon’ s rage nelts Tweezer.

BABOON
Let’s say you refuse. Things m ght,
how should | put this, things m ght
not go so, what’'s the right word?

23.
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TWEEZER
Good?
BABOON
Yeah, that’s right, things m ght
not go so good. You pickin up what
["’mputtin’ down here?

JI MW
Yes, sir, M. Martin.

The Tweezer nods and grins with his pointed gold teeth.

EXT. REGENCY APARTMENTS - NI GHT
Jimy creeps around the building and peeks into w ndows.

He clinbs onto an inverted trash can, but it tilts and
CRASHES, toppling himto the pavenent!

DOGS BARK!
A RAT scurries fromthe shadows.

Ji mmy pani cs!

He | eaps up onto a dunpster and trenbles, pale as a sheet.

EXT/ I NT. REGENCY APARTMENT - NI GHT

Jimy peers in a window at an elderly Italian [ady. MRS
CACCHI OTTI is a beaked crone in a robe and fuzzy slippers.
Her hair is a confusion of bobby pins and plastic rollers.

She clicks the television off, then crosses herself before a
pl aster statue of the Virgin Mary.

Jimy tries to slap a nosquito and BANGS t he wi ndow.

The ol d bag peers out the wi ndow, blinking, straining, but
t he gl are makes Jimmy invisible.

She turns off her lights.

I NT. REGENCY APARTMENT, LIVING ROOM - NI GAT
Jimmy clinbs inside, feet first, knocking over a vase.

CRASH!
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MRS. CACCHI OITI (O C.)
Joseph? |Is that you, Joseph?

He cowers behind the couch, but his foot gets entangled with
an electrical cord, yanking a lanp off its table!

CRASH!
MRS. CACCHI OITlI (cont’d)
JOSEPH | LEFT SOVE MEAT-A-BALLS I N
THE | CE- A- BOX! JOSEPH?

Jimy shivers as a DI STANT SI REN wai | s.

I NT. REGENCY APARTMENT, BEDROOM - NI GHT
The hag SNORES.

Jimy tiptoes into the room

A JEVELRY BOX

waits on the dresser.

He lifts the cover, then stops for a
LOUD SNORE.

Jimy fingers through bracelets, rings and neckl aces, when a
BLAST OF PEPPER SPRAY blinds him

JI MW
AHHH!

MRS. CACCH OTTI
YOU SON- OF- A- BI TCH!

JI MW
CUT I T QUJT!

The ol d biddy saturates himw th spray!

MRS. CACCH OTTI
GET QUT! GET QUTTA MY HOUSE

Jimy gropes his way to the door.

MRS. CACCHI OITlI (cont’d)
(i nto phone)
JOSEPH CGET OVER HERE QUI CK
SOVEONE' S | N My BED- A- ROOM
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I NT. REGENCY APARTMENT, LIVING ROOM - NI GHT

Bl i nded, Jimy funbles and trips over furniture.

He knocks over a row of Italian fam |y pictures.

The hag scurries fromthe bedroom

Through his haze, Jinmmy sees her nightgown fly open!

MRS. CACCHI OTTI
IS THIS WHAT YOU WANT, SONNY?

JI MwY
OH GOD, NO

She grabs the |l anp and beats him

MRS. CACCHI OTTI
GET OQUT, YQU FILTHY PI G

JI MW
Cur I T aJdrt STOP I T!

He feels his way to the open w ndow.
Ms. Cacchiotti SMASHES the Virgin Mary over his head!

Jimy falls out the window, covered in holy plaster dust.

I NT. REGENCY APARTMENT, KITCHEN - N GHT
The ol d crone sips a glass of red wi ne.

Her son, JOSEPH “JOE CASH' CACCHI OTTI, EXPLODES through the
door! He’'s a well-dressed gangster with perfect hair.

JCE CASH
MAMAI OH, MAMA, | THOUGHT YOU WAS
HURT!

Bodyguards follow two burly, |ook-alike HENCHVEN. The
massi ve twi ns wear overcoats and null et haircuts.

Henchman One wears gl asses and carries a book
Henchman Two has a bl ank expression.

MRS. CACCHI OTTI
Don’t worry about not hing.



JCE CASH
Mama, | was tearin’ ny hair out!
Look, | gotta have Freddy down at
the salon re-do it. Wat’'d the guy
t ake?

MRS. CACCH OrTI
He went for the jewelry, Joseph,
but |I sprayed himwi th that stuff
you gave ne.

JOE CASH
You sure he didn’'t get nothing?

MRS. CACCHI OTTI
He didn't get nothing. But, jewels
wasn't all he was after

JCE CASH
What do you nean, Ma?

MRS. CACCHI OTTI
He had ot her things on his mnd.
Fi I thy things.

JCE CASH
Mama, no.

MRS. CACCH OrTI
He saw ne, Joseph

JOE CASH
Don’t, M.

MRS. CACCH OTTI
He saw it all.

JOE CASH
OH, GOoD
(into mrror)
Does this azzhol e know who | anf

HENCHVAN TWO
Does anybody know who they are?

HENCHVAN ONE
Shut up!

Henchman One slaps his stupid brother.

Joe Cash re-arranges his perfect hair in the mrror.
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I NT. REGENCY APARTMENT, BEDROOM - N GHT

Ms. Cacchiotti hel ps the Henchnen pick up jewelry fromthe
floor while her son admres hinself in a mrror.

JCE CASH
I wonder if they got G ecian
Formula for Italians? Ma, |ook,
when the cops conme we pretend the
guy took all the jewelry, okay?

MRS. CACCH OrTI
Li e, Joseph?

JCE CASH

No, Ma, God forbid, we just gonna
i ke make-a-believe. Capiche? They
don’t wanna cone here for nothing,
you know what |'m sayin’, Ma? After
we get the insurance, 1’1l bring it
all back. It’Il give ‘em sonething
to do, okay?

MRS. CACCH OTTI
What ever you say, son. Do you boys
want sone nmcaroni ?
Henchman Two drool s
JOE CASH
Ma, who can eat at a tine |ike
t his?

Joe Cash returns to his best friend - the mrror.

EXT. FLYNN S PUB - DAY

Jimy stands near the entrance, gnawi ng on a turkey | eg,
throwi ng pieces to a group of scruffy cats. His face is stil
red and bl oated fromthe pepper spray.

The Blind Man squats nearby with his nmetal cup

Peggy dashes out of the bar!

PEGGY
Ji mry, what happened now?
JI MW
Oh, nothing. | got some chem cal on

nmy face. Hey, |’ve got an idea!
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PEGGY
Oh, God. Jimmy, no nore ideas.

JI MwY
Wait, this is a good one.

PEGGY
NO Jimry, |1’ve got to tell you
somet hi ng before sonebody el se

does.
JI MW
kay, shoot.
PEGGY
|’ve got a date tonight.
JI MW
G eat! \Where we goi ng?
PEGGY
| can’t sit honme for the rest of ny
life.
JI MW

Yeah, ne neither. It’s Chi naman
ni ght at the Torchlight.

PEGGY
Jimy! Stop it! 1’ve got a date
wi th Aaron Gol dstein.

JI MwY
Oh, Jesus.

PEGGY
It’s just a date. That’'s all.
Listen to ne. Jimy, | |ove you
You know that. But, | need soneone

who' s honest.

JI MW
Honest ? Aaron Goldstein is a LAWER
for Christ Sakes!

PEGGY
Jimy, | want the sanme dreans you
do, but we have to do it right.
Until then, you have to do it
al one.

Peggy | eaves, abandoning Ji mry, alone, but for the alleycats,
and, oh, yes, the Blind Man, his head cocked - all ears.
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I NT. GANGSTER BAR - DAY
Jimy enters with his red, bloated face.

The Baboon snokes a cigar while playing pool with Tweezer.

BABOON
Long night, kid?
TWEEZER
He | ooks shitfaced, don’t he, Boss?
BABOON
| believe the word is inebriated,
Ant hony.
TWEEZER
Sorry.

The Baboon quickly reaches in his breastpocket, |eaves his
hand hi dden for a scary nonent, then produces a wad bills.

BABOON
Were’'s the brooch?
JI MwY
There’s a little problem..
TWEEZER
The Boss don’t |ike no, ah, any
probl ens.
JI MwY
That old crow sprayed ne with nace!
She’s crazy, man! | couldn’'t get
t he brooch, Baboon!
TWEEZER
ALBERT!
JI Mwy

Sorry, Tweezer.

BABOON
ANTHONY! Listen to ne, kiddo. Get
the hell out of here before | have
Dr. Tweezer here give you an
exam nation with the pool cue.

JI MW
But . ..



SCREW

Ji my backs of f,

BABCOON

hum i ated, and exits.

TWEEZER

What are we going to do now, Boss?

BABCOON

What do | keep tellin youse? |

nmean,

you. Don’t ever tell the left

hand what the, ah, forget it!

TWEEZER

I thought it was the right hand you

ain't

supposed to tell

BABCOON

SHUT UP! The point is there was
nothing in that old lady's
apartnment! | nade all that up! I

don't

even know what a freakin’

brooch i s!

TWEEZER

Ha, ha, ha. Huh?

| sent

BABOON
t hat punk Phil pot up to Joe

Cash’ s not her’s house!

TWEEZER

Joe Cash? No, Boss! He's a nmade
man! He worshi ps his nother!

Tough
had it

BABOON
meat balls. That w se-ass kid
com n’ . Nobody fuh...

messes with the Baboon, | nean, ne,

Al bert

Martin. No pantywai st |ike

Joe Cash, and especially no punk
who t hinks he can beat ne at pool!

Tweezer’'s still

confused - then a |light bulb goes on!

TWEEZER
Ww, | figured it out! That's why
you're the Boss, Boss! | love it
when | get understandin’ like that!
BABOON

It’s called a revol ution

31.
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TWEEZER
A what ?

BABOON
Go ahead and shoot, wll you?

Tweezer sinks the eight ball and realizes he won the gane!

TWEEZER
Oh, CGod, Boss, | didn’t nean to do
that! The stick slipped! | didn't
even call the shot! I'Il spot it,
it didn't count. My m stake.

Tweezer spots the eight ball.
TWEEZER (cont’ d)
Go ahead and shoot, Boss. You're
t he best. Everyday is like going to
school with youse. Ah, you
BABOON
Pay attention to the teacher. You

m ght | earn sonethin’ here,
Dr acul a.

Wth authority, Baboon sinks the eight ball, |eaving Tweezer
with his nouth open, nodding his sharp, gold grin.
INT. JIMW' S ROOM - NI GHT

The roonis a ness: pizza boxes and dirty laundry. Two
Hawai i an posters are |oose and curled over.

Ji my’ s sl eeping.
Li ght KNOCK.

He doesn’t stir.
KNOCK. KNOCK

He opens one eye as manila envel opes, circulars and mailers
are being slid under his door.

He gathers it all up and sits on the edge of his bed.
JI Mwy
Pept 0. Pepto Corporation. Pepto
newsl etter.

He throws the junk mail into his wastepaper basket.
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JI MW (cont’ d)
Urgent from Pepto.
One envel ope | ooks official.
He opens it.
| NSERT: A check fromthe Pepto Corporation, issued to Janes
L. Philpot, for one hundred seventeen thousand, six-hundred
eighty-five dollars and thirty-two cents.
BACK ON SCENE
Jimy rubs his swollen eyes.
JI MW (cont’ d)
Ohhhh, ny God. Ch, man. They
screwed up! Ha! YEAH THEY SCREWED
UP! ALRI GHT!
He | eaps up and throws a punch!

JI MW (cont’ d)
YEAH, MAN, HAWAI | HERE WE COVE!

He struns his ukul el e and shimm es a hul a.

I NT. BANK - DAY

A row of m ddl e-aged FEMALE BANK TELLERS front the gl assed
of fice of the BANK MANACGER, a buttoned-down geek.

Jimy’s in line with CUSTOVERS, wearing his black funeral
suit. He nervously taps the Pepto check, then trenbles before
his TELLER, porky with horn-rimed gl asses.

TELLER
Good afternoon. May | hel p you,
sir?

JI MW
Yeah, ah, 1'd like to cash ny
check?

TELLER

Certainly. Thank you.
Her eyes wi den at the anount.
TELLER (cont’ d)

Sir, ah, |, ah, | have to have this
aut hori zed. Excuse nme.
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Ji mry winces as she waddles into the Manager’'s office.

Behi nd the gl ass, the Bank Manager uses reading gl asses to
i nspect the check. He whips themoff, glares out at Ji mmy,
t hen grabs the tel ephone as the Teller duck-wal ks back.

TELLER (cont’ d)
I’msorry for the delay, sir.

JI MW
No problem That’'s a beauti ful
brooch you' re wearing today.

TELLER
This? Oh, it’s just a trinket from
a former suitor.

JI MW
Former? Now, there’s an unl ucky
guy.

TELLER

Onh, thank you.
The Manager POUNDS on the gl ass.

TELLER (cont’ d)
Pl ease excuse ne agai n.

The Manager shouts at the Teller, and throws his hands up. He
storms out from behind the glass and confronts Ji my.

BANK MANAGER
M. Philpot, | nust apol ogi ze.
W’ re havi ng conputer problens.
Allow nme to take care of this
personal | y. How woul d you |ike your
check cashed, sir?

Jimy sm | es.

I NT. POLI CE STATI ON - DAY

DETECTI VE VAN NOSTRAND, fifty, a veteran cop with a reddish
rake-over, sneezes as he shows nug shots Ms. Cash.

Joe Cash, trinms his nails, sandw ched by the twi n Henchnen.
One reads “Quantum Theory.”

Two has an upsi de-down com ¢ book.
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Det ective Van Nostrand di splays a picture of Jimy Philpot to
the crone. She's excited and points.
Joe Cash gestures “slit the throat” to his Henchnen.
Nunmber One sl ans his book shut.

The nunbskul | brother grins and pants like a rabid dog.

INT. FLYNN S PUB - DAY
A small, brown MEXI CAN COX slices vegetabl es.

Jimy, still wearing his black suit, barges in the back door!
JI Mwy
Peggy here?
COOX
Jimy! Da boss ain’t gonna like
di s. Peggy!

Jimy filches some food, then hands hima twenty dollar bill.

COX (cont’d)
You hit da nunbers, nan?

JI MW
Better.
Peggy’ s fl ushed.
PEGGY
Who di ed?
JI MW
The ol d Ji nmy! Honey, |’ m taking
off for awhile. I'"mgoing to send

for you as soon as things are set!

PEGGY
Ji my, pl ease, not again!

JI MW
I just have to know one thing. WII
you wait for ne?

Peggy’ s reluctant, then closes her eyes and hugs him
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PEGGY
That stupid date | went on nmade ne
realize sonething. | have to wait
for you. I |love you, Jimy.

JI MwY

I love you, too, baby.

The Cook watches themkiss, is lost in the bliss and al nost
cuts his finger off!

M ghty Mke's angry red face fills the food exchange w ndow.

I NT. Al RPLANE - DAY

A BALD EXECUTI VE, wearing an eyepatch, snoozes beside Ji my
in first class. Hi s expensive Rolex glistens.

Jimy attenpts to renpve it, but the bald man stirs.

Jimy plays cat and nouse until the man shifts position,
reveal i ng his opened briefcase, and a shiny gold credit card.
EXT. HAWAI I, HONOLULU Al RPORT - DAY

A coppery Filipino CAB DRIVER in a blue porkpie hat and red
pluneria al oha shirt, |icks shave ice.

Jimy’s exhausted. He shields his eyes fromthe bright sun
and carries the suitcase close to his chest.

CAB DRI VER
Al ohal

JI MW
Hel | o- ha.

CAB DRI VER

Wher e you headed?

JI MW
Where do they have the, ah, palm
trees and the, the ocean?

CAB DRI VER
First tine in Hawaii, brah?

Ji my | ooks down at his own chest.

JI Mwy
Oh, you nean bro?
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CAB DRI VER
Brah is bro, man. W tal k pidgin
out here.

JI Mwy

No kidding. Hell, one tinme | was
broke and | had to eat one of them
damm t hi ngs.
The Cab Driver opens door for Jimrmy and | ooks up at the sky.
CAB DRI VER
Hawai i gonna eat this fool up
EXT. HAWAI I, ROYAL HAWAI | AN HOTEL - DAY

Butterfly hibiscus bordering |okelani roses decorate the
foyer of the “Pink Pal ace”.

A towering Pol ynesi an DOORMAN, wearing a white tux with a
pi nk sash, opens the cab door.

Ji my energes, pale and di shevel ed.

He trips on the curb, then won't allow the Doorman to carry
hi s suitcase.

The tall Polynesian rolls his eyes at the Cab Driver.

I NT. HAWAI |, ROYAL HAWAI | AN HOTEL, LOBBY - DAY

Jimy lugs his precious suitcase across giant oriental
carpets, past knots of TOURI STS in colorful Hawaiian garb.

He checks out the displayed Chi nese vases and jade, noting if
he’ s bei ng wat ched.

Beyond the open threshold is an ivory sand beach, palmtrees
and bl ue ocean.

Jimmy’s nmesnerized and | owers his suitcase.
An ELDERLY TOURI ST picks it up the by m stake.
Jimy westles the suitcase away, causing unwanted attention

Once he secures the bag, he pretends to act nornmal.
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EXT. HAWAI |, ROYAL HAWAI | AN HOTEL, BEACH - DAY

Jimy tranps by bronzed SUNBATHERS. He carries his black city
shoes, white socks - and the suitcase.

At the water’s edge, he gingerly dips his toe.

A sun-baked METAL- DETECTOR MAN wi t h headphones gets an
OBNOXI QUS BEEP at Jimy’s feet.

Ji my snatches his suitcase up

It’s a false alarm The detector has honed in on a target in
the sand. As the Man digs, Jinmy spots a dianond ring.

Behi nd the Man’s back, he pockets it.

Jimmy strolls off, WH STLING w th the green hunp of

Di anondhead behind him jutting into the tw nkling Pacific.
EXT. FLYNN S PUB - DAY

Joe Cash picks lint fromhis cashnmere coat.

Henchmen One questions the Blind Mn.

Henchman Two threatens to punch him but the sightless rodent
doesn’t flinch.

From behind his dark gl asses, the Blind Man points inside.

INT. FLYNN S PUB - DAY

Joe Cash strolls in, followed by the muscul ar Henchnen.
CUSTOVERS st op breat hi ng.

Even M ghty M ke pal es.

Joe Cash checks his hair in the mrror

JCE CASH
M ghty Mke, long tinme no see.

M GHTY M KE FLYNN
Good afternoon, M. Cacchiotti.

JOE CASH
Cash.



M GHTY M KE FLYNN
Yes, sir. M. Cash.

JCE CASH
SET ‘ EM UP! G VE EVERYONE WHATEVER
THEY WANT!

A common SIGH of relief.
Peggy pours beer fromthe taps.

M GHTY M KE FLYNN
So, ah, M. Cash, how s your nonf

Joe Cash’s head whi ps around quick as a bird.
The Henchnen’s nuscl es swel | .

JOE CASH
VWhat about her?

M GHTY M KE FLYNN
| was just, ah, wondering how she’s
doi ng. Such a nice | ady.

JCE CASH
Yeah, and what’s your point?

M GHTY M KE FLYNN
I know that you and your nom are
very close and | was just trying
to...

JOE CASH
Shut up, Mke, you're starting to
irritate me. Don’t never nention ny
not her’s name in a barroom

M GHTY M KE FLYNN
Sorry.

JCE CASH
So, Mke, for old tinmes sake, why
don’t you tell ny boys here about
the time you hung Franki e Peppers
naked out the thirteenth floor of
t he Bel vedere Hotel ? Was he
excited, or what?

Henchman Two sni ckers.

He accidently spits on Joe Cash’s cashnere coat.
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Joe Cash steans.
M ghty M ke scranbles for a clean rag.
Two gingerly wi pes the spittle off.

Frightened Custoners pull their drinks in closer.

INT. FLYNN S PUB, BOOTH - DAY
The Baboon has his back to the bar.

Tweezer watches the nobsters from behind dark gl asses.

BABOON
Now what's he doin'?
TWEEZER
They're still shootin’ the shit,
Boss, | nean, engaging in, ah,
conversati onal intercourse.
BABOON
VWhat the hell is Joe Cash doin’
here?
TWEEZER
Take it easy, Boss. He's talkin to
Peggy.
BABOON
I knewit! He ain't in here for
not hi ng!

The red Baboon | ooks as if he’s about to unload a huge dunp.

INT. FLYNN S PUB - DAY
Joe Cash shows Peggy a nug shot of Ji mmy.

Henchman Two has a stupid, |ovesick grin.

JOE CASH

So, you never seen him huh?
PEGGY

No. |I’'d renenber a handsone guy

i ke that.
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JCE CASH
Handsone? This guy? He | ooks like a
little mama’ s boy to ne.

HENCHVAN TWO
Yeah, a little crybaby pantywai st.

JCE CASH
Shut up!

The ol d hag, Ms. Cacchiotti, appears in the doorway.
MRS. CACCH OrTI

JOSEPH | CANT WAIT IN THE CAR ALL
DAY!

JCE CASH
MA, | THOUGHT YOU WAS USIN THE
REST ROOM AT THE HAI RDRESSER

MRS. CACCH OTTI
IT WAS ONLY GAS! LET' S GO

JOE CASH
Nobody knows what | go through.

Joe Cash shuffles out.
The cowering Henchmen foll ow.
Custoners stifle their |aughter.

M ghty M ke chews his nails.

I NT. FLYNN S PUB, BOOTH - DAY

Behind a “GQ' magazi ne, the Baboon’s eyes are wide: he’s
havi ng an actual epiphany.

BABOON
That lyin’ son-of-a-bitch-of-a
dirty weasel Philpot. Wen | get ny
hands on him 1’ m gonna...

The Baboon’'s face is bl ood-red.

TWEEZER
VWhat ' s-a-matta, Boss?
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BABOON
That freakin’ kid nmusta lifted the
old broad’s jewelry and fenced it,
that’s what! The dirty little punk,
he screwed us!

TWEEZER
| thought we was the ones who
pl ayed the trick on him Boss.

BABOON
The trick’s on us, you stupid
bastard! That old broad’ s worth big
bucks! What the hell would Joe Cash
hi nsel f be doin” in this dunp if
not hi n” happened?

Baboon smacks Tweezer over the head with his “GQJ nagazi ne.

I NT. BANK - DAY

A wel | -dressed Federal |aw officer questions the geek Bank
Manager and his chubby Teller. AGENT SPECK is a dim nutive
man, thirty-five, with a shaved head and pinky ring. He has a
habit of rising on his feet to appear taller.

The Manager and Teller nod “yes” when shown Jimy’s nug shot.
The Manager slunps to his desk, holding his head.

The Teller clearly has eyes for Agent Speck. Wen she juts
out her chest and produces an anorous | ook, the small nman
turns on his heels and exits in disgust.

I NT. HAWAIl, ROYAL HAWAI | AN HOTEL, FRONT DESK - DAY

The DESK CLERK, a nervous fellow about thirty, fidgets with
Jimmy’s stolen gold credit card.

Ji my pops a Pepto.

DESK CLERK
M ster, ah, Bla, Blatowski, w thout
a reservation..

The Cerk ogles the hundred dollar bill that Jimy has slid
across the counter, then pockets it.

DESK CLERK (cont’d)
Sir, your view of D anondhead wil |
be magni ficent.
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DESK CLERK(cont' d)
If there’s anything I can do for
you, anything M. Bl atowski, don’t
hesitate. Do you need help with
your bag?

JI MW
Nope, all set. There is one thing
you could do for ne.

DESK CLERK
Ask and you shall receive.

Jimy | ooks both ways and beckons the Cerk in close.
JI Mwy

Where can | get some of that stuff
t hat nakes you tan real fast?

DESK CLERK
Man Tan?
JI MW
Yeah. ©Man Tan.
DESK CLERK
Actually, | use it nyself. You can

pi ck some up at the gift shop
Renmenber, don’t use too much! Enjoy
your stay with us, M. Bl atowski.

Al oha.

JI MW
Hel | o-ha to you, too.

Ji my swaggers off, bold in this new worl d.

I NT. HAWAI |, ROYAL HAWAI | AN HOTEL, ROOM - DAY

The blinds are drawn. Jinmy opens his suitcase packed with
cash. He adds the dianmond ring, then slides it under the bed.

He cases the television and follows the wires, fiddling with
one that SPARKS! He gives up.

Jimy picks up the Yell ow Pages and absent m ndedly applies
the Man Tan as he searches for a listing.

JI MW
(into phone; stil
appl yi ng Man Tan)
Yeah, ah, 1'd like to set up an
appoi ntnment to | ook at sone
property. Yes.
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JI MWY(cont ' d)
Maybe sonet hing on the ocean, sone
pal mtrees, nice breezes, you know.
Oh, and it’s got to be near a
school . Ah, no, not yet, but we
will be. By the way, could you give
me a range of the prices?

He drops the Man Tan on the fl oor.

JI MW (cont’ d)
(i nto phone)
Are you serious? My God, | didn't
realize. And, there’s nothing |ess
expensi ve? Gee whiz. Wo can afford

that? Well, ah, 1'Il have to get
back to you. Yes. Thank you. Hell o-
ha.

He opens the blinds: Wikiki Beach, the blue ocean, surfers,
outriggers and multi-col ored catanarans.

Di anondhead lurks in the distance, |like a crouching |ion
ready to spring.

JIMW (O S.) (cont’d)
Par adi se. Whatever it takes, Jinmmy.
Back to the draw ng, ah,
depart nment .
He | ooks in the mrror.

H s face has already turned a bl otched, orangey ness.

EXT. HAWAI |, WAI KI KI BEACH - DAY

Three i mmense, brown fenmal e UKULELE PLAYERS in florid nuunuus
strum and SI NG HAWAI | AN MUSI C.

The audi ence is a clunp of overweight, white TOURI STS with
caneras, sandals and white socks.

LOCAL MEN, of Asian and Pol ynesi an descent, play chess on
stationary concrete boards.

A gigantic WLD POLYNESI AN MAN, md-thirties, tattoos on his
face and | ong bl ack hair, studies a chess board.

Brown CHI LDREN play in baggy trunks, happy in the sun.
Besi de the tiny beachside Police Station, an OLD POLYNESI AN

WOVAN i s huddl ed under a bl anket. She sits anong four
arranged boul ders. A sign identifies themas " Kahuna Stones”.
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Jimy eats ice cream He's the color of an apricot.

JI MW
Hey, how s it goin ?

No response fromthe A d Wnan.

JI MW (cont’ d)
Hel | o- ha.

Not hi ng.

Jimy rests his foot on the Kahuna Stone and drips ice cream
The A d Pol ynesi an Wonman i s panic-stricken

The W1 d Pol ynesi an Man cones runni ng!

W LD POLYNESI AN MAN
HEY, BRAH, WHAT' S YOUR DEAL, NAN?

Jimmy’s still using the Kahuna Stone as a footrest.

JI MW
Yo, brah, bro. Hell o-ha.

W LD POLYNESI AN MAN
YOU SOMVE PUPULE HAOLE?

JI MW
Huh?

More ice creamdrips on the Stone.
The A d Pol ynesi an cowers.

W LD POLYNESI AN MAN
MOVE! YOU STUPI D PUA" Al

An island policeman, OFFI CER NAHUA, approaches fromthe
station, dark and Hawaiian handsone at twenty-five.

OFFI CER NAHUA
HEY! YOU' GCET OFF THOSE SACRED
STONES!

Jimy junps like there’'s red ants in his pants!

OFFI CER NAHUA (cont’ d)
These Wzard Stones were brought
here over the oceans by our
ancestors. They are holy to us
Hawai i ans.
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W LD POLYNESI AN MAN
He got ice cream ALL over it!

As Jimmy attenpts to wipe it, Nahua sees his tattoo: *Peggy”.

JI MwY
Sorry about that.

OLD POLYNESI AN WOVAN
Pele is watchin’ you now, haol e
boy.

JI MW
Who' s Pel e?

W LD PCLYNESI AN MAN
You stay in Hawaii, you find out
who Pel e is.

The three Hawaiians are disgusted with the orange tourist.

As Di anondhead | oons in the distance, Jinmy nervously | ooks
about, then pops a Pepto.

INT. JIMW S ROOM - DAY

The poster of Dianondhead is still on the flophouse wall
behi nd Detective Van Nostrand’ s head. He hol ds handker chi ef,
ready to sneeze, as he questions Nigel.

DETECTI VE VAN NOSTRAND
So, you're just watching the place
for the guy, right?

NI GEL
Yeah, non, keepin a lid on tings,
you know what |’ m sayin’?

Van Nostrand sneezes.

DETECTI VE VAN NOSTRAND
Yes, | know what you’re saying. |
wi sh you d stop saying, “do you
know what |’ m saying.” Do you know
what |’ m sayi ng?

NI GEL
| know what you’'re sayin’ .

DETECTI VE VAN NOSTRAND
What’'s all this Hawaiian shit on
the wal Il s? This yours?
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NI GEL
Ah, yeah.

DETECTI VE VAN NOSTRAND
| thought you said you re from
Jamai ca?

NI GEL
Hawai i, Jammica, it’s all de sane,
nmon. One | ove.

Van Nostrand stares hard at Ni gel
DETECTI VE VAN NOSTRAND
I think the ganga is goin’ to your
brain, buddy. Well, its been
wonderful . The place snells great.
If you see Philpot, tell himwe

need to sit down and chat. You know
what |’ m sayin’ ?

Van Nostrand gawks at a Hawaiian bikini poster before
checki ng out the heavy-duty interior |ocks.

NI GEL
Better to be safe than sorry. You
know what |’ m sayin’?

Van Nostrand is disgusted as he w pes his nose.

I NT. PEGGY’ S BEDROOM - NI GHT

Peggy’ s in bed reading Janes M chener’s “Hawaii”.

She picks up a photo of Jimy on her bedstand and kisses it,
then | ays the book on her chest and cl oses her eyes.

EXT. HAWAI I, | NTERNATI ONAL MARKETPLACE - DAY

A nmovi ng swarm of JAPANESE TOURI STS shops. Orange Jimy is
pressed in their center |like a sardine. They pass tee-shirt
VENDORS, M LI TARY PERSONNEL and LOCALS.

Jimy breaks free and | ooks for postcards at a banboo ki osk.

An ELDERLY CH NESE WOMAN has her arns fol ded.

CHI NESE WOVAN
You want ?
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JI MW
This | ooks like nmy girl back hone.

Ji mry shows her the card and the Chinese Wnan scow s.

CHI NESE WOVAN
You got girl look |ike that? Four
dol | ar.

JI MwY
Four bucks? For a postcard?

CH NESE WOVAN
This Hawaii. Four doll ar.

JI MW
Are you nuts?

CH NESE WOVAN
Three dol | ar.

JI MW
You re still two-fifty off!

CHI NESE WOVAN
Okay. Two-fifty.

JI MwY
Forget it!

The Chi nese Wman waves himoff. He replaces the card. Wen
she hel ps anot her CUSTOMVER, Ji nmy pockets it.

EXT. HAWAI I, | NTERNATI ONAL MARKETPLACE - DAY - LATER

Jimy wanders to a jewelry kiosk

A KOREAN SALESA RL haggles with a gi ant Japanese busi nessman,
silver-haired, forty-five, wearing an expensive suit.

Hi s huge hand is mssing the “little” finger - the sign of
t he YAKUZA, or Japanese Mafi a.

KOREAN SALESG RL
Two- hundred twenty-five.

YAKUZA
No.

KOREAN SALESA RL
Two- hundred fifteen.
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The Japanese G ant shakes his head “no”.

Wil e they bicker, Jimry slips a fistful of gold chains into
his pocket and strolls away.

The Yakuza sees this, but renmains silent.

A woman is |urking nearby. CLEOPATRA is about thirty with jet
bl ack hair and heavy blue eye make-up.

The Yakuza cocks his head at C eopatra and she follows Ji my.

I NT. HAWAI I, ROYAL HAWAI | AN HOTEL, LOBBY - DAY
Cleopatra tails Jimry into the hotel.
He nods to GUESTS, startled by his orange face.

Jimy stops to read a sign at a banquet room announci ng the
marri age of Duke Kamahama and Leil ani Akal a.

He continues on past the front desk, wal king briskly, wth
Cl eopatra trailing behind.

DESK CLERK
Hell o, M. Bl at owski .

Ji my makes the Hawaiian “hang-|oose” sign.

JI MW
Hel | o- ha.

The Cerk is shocked at the tangerine skin.

I NT. HAWAI I, ROYAL HAWAI | AN HOTEL, ROOM - DAY
Open curtains reveal the gorgeous beach and bl ue ocean.

Jimy deposits the gold chains in his suitcase, leaving it
open on the bed, the cash exposed.

He opens a phone book and pl aces a call.

JI MW
(i nto phone)
Hel | o-ha. |Is Duke around? No, the
one that’s getting married to
Leil ani. GCh, your cousin? Ckay, |
got it, thanks.

He pl aces a second call



JI MW (cont’ d)

(i nto phone)
Hell o-ha. |s Duke there? This is
his cousin Jimy calling from ah,
California. Yeah. I'm ah, flying
in for the weddi ng and just wanted
to make sure everything was al
set. Yes. Jimmy, ah...

He | ooks down at a hotel nmenu with a Hawaii an chef.

JI MW (cont’ d)
(i nto phone)
Cook. Cousin Jimy Cook. Yes. Make
sure ny nane’s on the list. Geat.
"1l be there. Hello-ha to you,
too. Bye, bye.

KNOCK, KNOCK
Jimmy’s forgotten the open suitcase.

CLEOPATRA
Did you call for a nmassage?

JI MW
Me?

50.

Cl eopatra scopes the roomout, honing in on the suitcase.

CLEOPATRA
Yes, we had a call.
JI MwY
It wasn’t nme. |I’minnocent, ha, ha,
ha!
CLEOPATRA
I nmust have the wong room
JI Mwy
Yeah, you’ve got ne confused with
sonmeone else. | wasn’t even therel
CLEOPATRA
Sorry | bothered you.
JI Mwy
Hey, no probleno. 1'Il see you

Take it easy. CGoodbye-ha.

Jimmy realizes he's left the suitcase open! He scranbles to

hide it under the bed!
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INT. FLYNN S PUB - DAY
Bl ue collar PATRONS are NO SY as they eat and drink beer.

Puny Agent Speck enters wearing an expensive suit, a |apel
carnati on and shoes as shiny as his polished skull.

M ghty M ke doesn’t notice his new arrival.

AGENT SPECK
Excuse ne.

Big M ke doesn’t | ook down.

AGENT SPECK (cont’ d)
EXCUSE ME.

Agent Speck rises on his toes and flashes his badge.
AGENT SPECK (cont’ d)
SPECI AL AGENT ROBERT SPECK! STEP
QUTSI DE, M STER! GOVERNMENT
BUSI NESS!

M GHTY M KE FLYNN
Okay, alright. No problem

M ghty M ke panics as the little squirt pulls himoutside.

The bar regul ars are puzzl ed.

EXT. FLYNN' S PUB - DAY
The Blind Man squats, notionless behind his dark sungl asses.

M ghty M ke Flynn towers over Agent Speck who holds Jimmy’s
mug shot. Again, Speck rises on his toes to gain height.

M GHTY M KE FLYNN

Sir, believe nme, I knew he was a
bum but | didn’t think he was
smart enough to..., oh, there she
is.

Peggy parks her car and exits with a bag of groceries.

M GHTY M KE FLYNN (cont’ d)
The half-pint little bastard...

Agent Speck takes it personal.



M GHTY M KE FLYNN (cont’ d)

Sorry. The son-of-a-bitch has been
chasin’ ny daughter since high

school . PEGGY!

PEGGY
Yes?

M GHTY M KE FLYNN
This is Agent Speck, honey. He's

| ooki ng for Jinmy.

ACGENT SPECK
(shows credenti al s)

Do you have any idea where M.

Phi | pot is?

Peggy cannot | ook Speck in the eyes.

M GHTY M KE FLYNN
Baby, don’t try and protect the

scunbag. He's a thief.
AGENT SPECK

A large sum of corporate noney is
m ssing, Mss Flynn. Wthhol di ng
information is a federal offense.

PEGGY

| have no idea where he is.

comes and goes.

Peggy’ s lower |ips quivers.

M GHTY M KE FLYNN
Yeah, she’s right. He's just a
smal | -ti me punk. Big dreamer.
and out. Nobody knows his busi ness.
He's a bullshitter, you know,
al ways tal kin’ about paradise.
who knows, the little nooch
coul d’ve ended up in Hawaii .

The Blind Man cocks his head, drinking it al

I NT. HAWAI I, ROYAL HAWAI | AN HOTEL, BANQUET ROOM -
HAWAI | AN MUSI C pl ays. Local WEDDI NG GUESTS dance.

in.

DAY
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A nanme tag, “Cousin Jimy Cook,” waits on a flowered table.

Ji my swaggers into the reception
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A massive Hawaiian fenmal e GREETER pins the tag on Jimy’s
| apel, then escorts himto a table.

An obese Sanpan Famly is already seated: a FAT FATHER, his
BULKY WFE, and two PLUWP KIDS - all silent Buddhas.

JI MW
Hel | o- ha! So, ah, what’'s up?

The Family nmenbers are still as statues.

JI MW (cont’ d)
You been here | ong?

Not hi ng.
JI MW (cont’ d)
Just got in fromthe coast nyself,
by the skin of ny...
The fat Father scow s.

JI MW (cont’ d)
Ever been to California? No, right?

Just as well, the place is full of
freaks. So, ah, hey, | bet the food
here is great! |’ mstarving! How

about you?

The Family is frozen, their dull brown eyes | ocked on Ji my.

I NT. HAWAI I, ROYAL HAWAI | AN HOTEL, BANQUET ROOM - NI GHT

The party’s in full swing! A HAWAI I AN BAND pl ays FAST MJSI C
Danci ng Weddi ng CGuests part for the Bride and G oom

DUKE KAMAHAMA is an island god, tall and handsone.

Hs neww fe, LEILANI, is a Polynesian beauty.

A local man in an ill-fitting suit approaches Jimry. LOLOis
small and wiry with darting eyes.

LOLO
Hey, brah, 1'’m Lol o, Duke’s best
man.

JI MW
Cousin Jimy. Just in fromthe
coast. Beautiful couple, huh?
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LOLO
Oh, yeah, so much in love. So, how
| ong you stayin’, Cousin Jinmy?

JI Mwy
Oh, a couple days. You know, catch
up on old tines.

LOLO
Funny, Duke never nentioned no
cousin in Cali.

JI MW
Wl |, you know Duke

LOLO
Yeah. Okay, man, |I’'1l be seein you
around.

JI MW

Sure thing. Hello-ha, bro, brah.
To make things worse, Jinmy screws up the island handshake.

Lol 0’ s so suspicious he sneers.

I NT. HAWAI |, ROYAL HAWAI | AN HOTEL, COAT ROOM - NI GHT

Jimmy frantically searches through coat pockets. He has a fur
and a pocketbook in his arm

The door opens.
He nmelts between the garnents.

Jimy energes when all is quiet and continues to pilfer.

I NT. HAWAIl, ROYAL HAWAI | AN HOTEL, ROOM - NI GHT

The fur coat is splayed on the bed along with Jimy’s
suitcase, packed with Pepto noney.

He pl aces cash, jewelry and credit cards into conpartnents.
Acci dently, Peggy’ s photograph falls onto the carpet.

Jimy stares at the picture, then places it face down,
ashanmed to look at it.
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EXT. FLYNN' S PUB - NI GHT
A “C note dangles in front of the Blind Man's sungl asses.

It’s held by Henchman One’s baseball mitt hand. In his other
hand is the Blind Man’s neck.

Nunber Two twin brother is reading a “Superman” com ¢ book

BLI ND MAN
I’ m t hi nki ng.

HENCHVAN ONE
It would be to your distinct
advantage to accelerate the
pr ocess.

H One squeezes his neck

HENCHVMAN ONE (cont’ d)
Does that clear the cerebel | unf

BLI ND MAN
He's in Hawaii .

H One drops the “C’ note in the cup and slaps his brother.

HENCHVAN ONE
Let’s go.

HENCHVAN TWD
Now? Superman’s gonna rescue Lois.

HENCHVAN ONE
When you can actually read the
words along with the pictures it
will be nore enjoyable. COVE ON

H One yanks his stubborn brother away.

INT. JIMW' S ROOM - NI GHT

Agent Speck is dapper in his conservative suit. He opens the
unl ocked door. The room has been abandoned and stri pped, but
for the Hawaiian posters on the wall.

Speck takes notes on a pad.

Nigel is at the door, smling under his w ld dreadl ocks.
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NI GEL
You nobvin' in, nobn?

AGENT SPECK
No, no, just naking some
observati ons.

NI GEL
| thought you was neasurin’ for
bl i nds. Sonetines de |ights at
ni ght are too nuch, you know what
|"’msayin’? Dey bring out de cock-a-
roaches.

If Speck had hair, it would stand on end.

AGENT SPECK
Cockr oaches?

NI GEL
Take it easy, non. Dey hidin now

Speck conposes hinsel f.

ACGENT SPECK
Did you know the forner tenant,
James Phi | pot ?

NI GEL
No. No, sir. Never heard of dat
man. By de way, you best pick up
some Lysol on your way out. De
i ndustrial kind.

Speck checks his clothing for bugs and begins to itch.

INT. FLYNN' S PUB - N GHT

The twi n Henchmen drink beer. They watch professiona
westling on tel evision.

Peggy tends the bar. Mghty Mke's at the register.

Tweezer reluctantly approaches the Henchnen. He's bei ng egged
on by the Baboon in a booth.

TWEEZER
G ve the boys a drink, Peggy.

HENCHVAN ONE
Thank you, sir. W certainly
appreciate it.



H Two stares at the television with his nmouth open.

TWEEZER
Yo, ah, long tinme no see, but well
worth the wait. How you boys been?

HENCHVAN ONE
Very good. Yes, indeed, things are
goi ng quite splendidly.

TWEEZER
Good, good. Youse are good boys.

Tweezer | ooks to Baboon for direction.

TWEEZER (cont’ d)
So, ah, | saw your boss in here a
whil e back. M. Cacchiotti. He's a
nice man. He don’t usually hang in
this joint.

M ghty M ke eavesdrops, pretending to clean.
HENCHVAN TWO
We was in here lookin for that
punkass that went to Hawaii .
M ghty M ke drops a gl ass!
H One jabs his fool brother in the ribs.
Peggy cocks her head.

TWEEZER
Hawaii ? Who's in Hawaii ?

HENCHVAN ONE
No one!

HENCHVAN TWO
W' re goin! Wre gonna fly on a
pl ane! But, our Boss ain't. He's
got to take care of that old...

H One j abs agai n.

HENCHVAN ONE
Don’t mind ny sibling' s arrested
devel opnent. Yes, we'll be taking a

brief sojourn to that enchanting
ar chi pel ago.

S7.
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HENCHVAN ONE( cont' d)

But, ah, don’'t tell anyone, ah,
it’s a rather clandestine
situation, if you catch ny drift.

Tweezer | ooks about for any eavesdroppers.

TWEEZER
Yeah, | get it. | didn't hear
not hi ng. Ckay, youse guys have a
ni ce day. OCakee doakee. Be careful,
there’s a bug goin’ around.

H- Two searches the air for flies.

HENCHVAN ONE
Qur respects to M. Martin.

The Baboon hi des his face.
Tweezer turns to his Boss and gives the “thunb’s up” sign.
Peggy renoves her apron and races out.

M ghty M ke Flynn’s dunfounded.

I NT. PHONE BOOTH - NI GHT
Peggy | ooks about, covering her nouth over the receiver.

PEGGY
(i nto phone)
Nigel? It’s Peggy. Ever been to
Hawaii ? | know. | know, N gel
Nobody knows what | see in him
Look, he’s in trouble and he needs

us. I'’mtaking United tonorrow at
noon. Either you're on it or you're
not !

Peggy hangs up and storns out - a wonan on a m ssion!

I NT. HAWAIl, ROYAL HAWAI | AN HOTEL, BANQUET ROOM - NI GHT

The reception ROCKS WTH LOUD MJSI C. The Guests are danci ng,
and Jimmy gyrates inside the throng of sweaty Hawaii ans.

The (bese Pol ynesian Family stares at him as does
Lol o, the distrustful best man.

When the nusic stops, Jimy takes a break.
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LOLO
So, Cousin Jimy, you surf?

JI MW
Surf? Are you crazy? |’ ve been
hangi n’ ten since back when
everyone was doin five. O six.

LOLO
| bet them California waves ain't
li ke our Hal e iwa, huh?

JI MwY
Nope. No way. Them California waves
aren’t like them ah, them waves
you just said.

LOLO
So, what kind of board you use,
Cousi n Ji my?

JI MwY
Oh, it's, ah, like flat and its got

one of themthings on it, you know.
Yeah.

Lol 0’ s dunfounded by this fool.
JI MW (cont’ d)
It’s shiny, like plastic, | mean,
fibergl ass.
The MUSI C ROCKS agai n.

JI MW (cont’ d)
Nl CE TALKIN TO YQU

Ji my wheel s around and bunps into the Fat Pol ynesi an Fat her!
At that instant, Lolo lifts Jimy’'s wallet.

As Jimmy continues his gyrations,

As Lol o checks the wallet, the G oomconfronts his best man.

DUKE
Who is this guy?

LOLO
| don’t know, but I’mgoing to fix
his ass. Watch this.

Lol o wal ks up on stage, stops the nusic and takes the mc.



LOLO (cont’ d)
(into m crophone)
Ladi es and Gentlenen, I'’msorry to
interrupt, but we have sone
busi ness to take care of.

GUEST ONE
Cut the cake?

GUEST TWD
Throw t he bouquet ?

LOLO
(into m crophone)
No. No. It seens |ike we got a
rotten pineapple in the barrel.
There’s a piece of haole crap here
t hat don’t bel ong.

GASPS! Al eyes are on Jimmy.

LOLO (cont’ d)
(into m crophone)
It looks a |like man named Cook has
t aken advantage of us again.

Lolo holds the wallet up for all to see.

LOLO (cont’ d)
(into m crophone)
It seens M. Cousin Jimy Cook
aint who he says he is. Right, M.
Bl at owski ?

Lolo hurls the wallet!

Jimy bends to pick it up, and the Fat Pol ynesi an fat her
kicks himin the ass!

CHEERS!

LOLO (cont’ d)
(into m crophone)
VWHAT DO YOU SAY WE G VE OUR
UNI NVI TED VWH TE THI EF AN OLD-
FASHI ONED LUAU?

GUESTS
COOK HM ROAST HM EAT H M

The Guests surge and beat on Ji my!

Duke | eaps on stage and grabs the m crophone from Lol o.

60.
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DUKE
(into m crophone)
HOLD IT! HOLD IT! LET HM &GO
Listen to ne! This guy here really
is nmy cousin. | invited him Let
hi m go!
Duke faces the Band and takes Lolo’s arm
DUKE (cont’ d)
Start the music. Lolo, | don’t need
this today. This is ny wedding.
The MJSI C begi ns.

Ji mry skul ks away, hum |i at ed.

I NT. HAWAI I, ROYAL HAWAI | AN HOTEL, ROOM - NI GHT

Jimy’s dejected. He re-arranges the stolen wedding itens in
his suitcase when he finds the upside-down photograph of
Peggy. He stares at it, then at his face in a mrror.

Ji my makes a clown face, but it’s not funny.

Anot her clown face. Not funny.

The face in the mrror is serious. For the first time in his
life, Jinmmy Phil pot sees hinself as he really is.

He begins to separate everything he’s sw ped at the weddi ng.

Then, he pockets a fat wad of Pepto cash.

I NT. HAWAI |, ROYAL HAWAI | AN HOTEL, COAT ROOM - NI GHT

Jimmy’s replacing stolen jewelry, wallets and credits cards
into coat pockets. He works fast, sweating.

He stops for a NO SE
All’s clear.

He takes the wad of Pepto cash and fills enpty pockets.

EXT. HAWAI |, ROYAL HAWAI | AN HOTEL, NMAI TAl BAR - NI GHT

Under angled palnms, with the sounds of a |apping shore, the
qui et bar overl ooks placid, noonlit Waikiki Beach.
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Jimmy |l ooks as if he’s been through a war.

The waitress, with her back turned, chats with the bartender
KUHI O a tough-1ooking | ocal about thirty-five. Wen Ji my
sits at a table, she approaches.

It’s C eopatra.

CLEOPATRA
Al oha. What can | get for you?

Ji my doesn’t recogni ze her.

JI MW
Ah, 1’1l get a virgin Mai Tai with
no unbrell as.
CLEOPATRA
Okay. You want anything fromthe
buf fet?
That perks hi m up.
JI MW
Buf fet ? What do you have?
CLEOPATRA
Al'l kinds of pupus: lom |om,
mahi mahi . ..
He catches hinsel f.
JI MW
No, no thanks. 1’11, ah, I"Il skip
t he buffet.
CLEOPATRA

What ever you decide, sir. Mhal o.

She retreats with her drink order for Kuhio. They whisper to
each other and C eopatra crushes

BLUE PILLS into the Mai Tai.

CLEOPATRA (cont’ d)
Here you go. One virgin Mai Tai, no
unbrel | as.

JI MW
Thanks.

CLECPATRA
You' re wel cone.
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Jimy takes a long drink.
JI MW
Aren’t you the nassage | ady that
knocked on my door?
CLEOPATRA
No, you’ve got ne confused with
soneone el se.
Ji my takes anot her deep sip.

JI MwY
I wish my Peggy coul d shee thish.

The nore Jimmy sips, the goofier his face gets.

I NT. HAWAI I, WAI KI KI BEACH, POLI CE STATION - N GHT

O ficer Nahua pulls Jimmy’s nug shot fromthe fax machi ne.

A heavy-set Pol ynesi an woman, OFFI CER TONGA, joins him She’'s

stoic - never smles.

OFFI CER NAHUA
|’ve seen this guy before.

OFFI CER TONGA
Looks like a creep. He's got a
tattoo. “Peggy”.

OFFI CER NAHUA
That’s the jerk that was dri pping
ice creamon the Wzard Stones!

O ficer Tonga's infuriated.

I NT. HAWAI I, ROYAL HAWAI | AN HOTEL, BASEMENT - NI GHT
The service el evator opens.

Kuhi o drags a linp Jimmy inside.

I NT. HAWAI I, ROYAL HAWAI | AN HOTEL, ROOM - NI GHT
Kuhi o fl ops Jimy on the bed.

The evil bartender rifles drawers, then finds the suitcase
under the bed. He's astonished at the huge anount of cash!
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Kuhi o renoves the noney and stuffs it in a bag.

He repl aces the enpty conmpartnents with hotel nmagazines,
ashtrays, a towel and the G deon Bi bl e.

Jimy’s open nouth produces a drool.

I NT. BABOON S BEDROOM - NI GHT

In front of a full length mrror, Tweezer adjusts the collar
on his boss’s aloha shirt.

Baboon sl aps his hand and Tweezer backs off.

The little gorilla checks hinself out, preening, sucking his
stomach in. He tinkers with the white socks under his
sandal s, revealing the excessively hairy | egs.

Tweezer mimcs his boss: nonkey see, nonkey do.

In the mrror’s reflection, the Baboon catches the copycat
and flails Tweezer with a beach bag.

I NT. HAWAI I, ROYAL HAWAI | AN HOTEL, ROOM - DAY

KNOCK. KNOCK. KNOCK

Jimmy’s fully clothed, wapped in sheets, soaked in sweat,
l'icking his dry, cotton nouth.

MAID (O C.)
Hey, M ster? ALOHA! Check out tinme
was at noon
Ji mry pops awake, confused. He reaches for a Pepto.
KNOCKI NG,
MAID (O C ) (cont’d)
MAI D SERVI CE!' You want to get
charged for another day?

JI MW
HOLD ONI 1M COM NG

He scranbles, gathering his stuff.

The suitcase under the bed is the last thing he grabs.
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I NT. HAWAI |, ROYAL HAWAI | AN HOTEL, LOBBY - DAY

Ji my hobbles fromthe el evator, wearing sungl asses, carrying
his suitcase. He Iinps by the front desk, incognito anongst
TOURI STS and HOTEL WORKERS.

The Desk Clerk is busy with two | arge guests: Joe Cash’s twn
Henchrmen have al ready arrived.

HENCHVAN ONE
| assunme we’'ll have panoram c ocean
Vi st as.

DESK CLERK
Most definitely, sir. W have the
fabul ous Pi neapple Suite ready for
you. Wonderful views of D anondhead
and Wai ki ki Beach. Just gl ori ous!
Are twi n beds acceptabl e?

HENCHVAN TWO
What do we | ook |ike, a couple of
little daddy’ s boys?

DESK CLERK
Oh, no, sir! Mst definitely not!
You gentl enen are very masculine.
Very, very masculine!

H-One nods in affirmation, but his brother is confused.

EXT. HAWAI |, HONCLULU Al RPORT - DAY

Agent Speck, exquisitely dressed in a business suit, deplanes
with fell ow PASSENGERS. He's wel coned by two sparkling
POLYNESI AN GREETERS with flower leis. One attenpts a
traditional “al oha” kiss, but Speck recoils and scurries.

It seens as if all the passengers have departed.

Then, Detective Van Nostrand appears, anonynous behind dark
gl asses. He stifles a sneeze that never happens.

A Geeter drapes a lei over his head and attenpts a kiss on
t he cheek, but Van Nostrand plants one right on the Iips.
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EXT. HAWAI I, WAI KI KI BEACH, POLI CE STATI ON - DAY

Jimy trudges by the station with his suitcase. Oficers
Nahua and Tonga are chatting in the doorway, but don't notice
the dejected tourist.

As he passes the Wzard Stones, the A d Pol ynesi an Wnman eyes
Ji my suspi ci ously.

JI MW
Hel | o- ha.

The A d Wman glares at him

EXT. HAWAI I, WAIKIKI BEACH - DAY
The dornmant vol cano D anondhead | oons in the background.

Jimy’s alone at a chess table, slouched, staring at the
ground. He takes out a roll of Pepto and chews one.

The | ong-haired, WIld Pol ynesi an spots him

W LD PCLYNESI AN VAN
You back for nore, haole boy?

JI MwY
No, no nore. | had enough. Believe
me. Look, I'’msorry about the
kahuna stones. | didn't realize.

W LD PCLYNESI AN MAN
It’s in Pele' s hands now.

JI MW
Who is this Pel e?

W LD PCLYNESI AN MAN
She' s the Vol cano Goddess, man.
Goddess of Fire! Don't piss her

of f!

JI MW
Boy, I’ve got a lot to learn. |
dreanmed of coming to Hawaii ny
whole life. |1 even wanted ny girl
to come here and start a famly,
but, | guess this isn't paradise

after all.
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W LD POLYNESI AN MAN
Look, man, this is Waikiki. This is
atourist town. This ain’t real
Hawaii. If you want Hawaii, man,
you got to drop all that haole crap
and open your eyes.

JI MW
What haol e crap?

W LD POLYNESI AN MAN
Al'l dat white man bullshit. You got
to |l earn what al oha spirit neans.
Jimy’s brow is furrowed.
The A d Wman’ s eyes are on him
JI MW
Al oha. | thought it was hell o-ha.
I NT. HAWAI I, WAI KI KI BEACH, FAST FOOD JO NT - DAY

A small FILIPINO GRL with huge brown eyes takes orders from
an inpatient line of TOURI STS and LOCALS.

Jimy waits, He rubs his tenples and licks his dry nouth.

FI LI PINO G RL
May | hel p you?

JI MwY
Al oha.
FI LI PI NO A RL
Al oha.
JI MwY
"1l have a large cola with ice,
pl ease

FI LI PI NO A RL
kay. That will be one dollar and
thirty cents, please.
Ji mry checks his pants.
Enpty.

He checks his wallet.

Enpty.
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JI MW
Sorry. Wait a second.
People in line are annoyed.

Ji my opens the suitcase slightly, so others can’t see. He
feels around and pulls out the G deon Bible.

Peopl e are now angry.
He pulls out a nagazine, an ashtray, then opens it.

JI MW (cont’ d)
HOLY SHI T!

FI LI PI NO G RL
Sir?

Jimy’s frenetic, checking conpartnents!

JI MW
WHERE THE HELL IS I T?

He turns it upside-down, shaking it, hyperventilating!

JI MW (cont’ d)
NO!

FILIPINO G RL
SIR, COULD YOQU STEP ASI DE?

Jimy grabs his chest. H's knees buckl e.

JI MW
I THINK | M HAVI NG A HEART ATTACK

He slunps on the floor, beet-red, and the customers back off.

I NT. HAWAI I, WAI KI KI BEACH, FAST FOOD JO NT - DAY - LATER

Jimmy’s sprawied on the tile floor. H s eyes are rolled up
and he froths at the nouth.

Custoners have noved away.
Tourists peer in the w ndow.

Two gi ant, brown Pol ynesi an PARAVEDI CS enter carrying
equi pnment. They stoop to exam ne him

PARANMEDI C ONE
What happened?



JI MwY
Oh, no. Wiy ne? God, please. Pele?
Wy ne?

PARANMEDI C ONE
It’s your chest?

JI MW
Oh, CGod! Pele! Help ne!

The Paranedics rise to assess the situation.

PARANMEDI C ONE
This guy’s got cardi al gi a.

JI MW
I KNEWIT! 1"M GO NG TO DI E

PARAMEDI C TWO
Say it again?

PARANMEDI C ONE
The guy’s got heartburn, man.
Hear t bur n.
Jimy’s shocked into reality, but he doesn’t see...

Cl eopatra, peeking in the w ndow.

I NT. Al RPLANE - DAY

A graphic screen in second class indicates the jet’'s
| ocation: hal fway between Los Angel es and Honol ul u.

Ni gel exits a lavatory, colorfully dressed, dreadl ocks,
wal ks down the aisle smling and noddi ng to PASSENCERS.

He freezes: Baboon and Tweezer are playing cards.

Peggy reads “Hawaii” beside N gel’s enpty seat.

NI GEL
You woul dn’t believe who's on this
flight.

PEGGY
Who?

NI GEL

Baboon and Tweezer.

69.
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PEGGY
Ch, Cod.

NI GEL
They didn’t see ne.

PEGGY
Are you sure? What are we going to
do?

Across the aisle, a FLOOZY sips a drink. She | ooks ol der than
her forty-five years, and the cheap jewelry accenting her
gaudy tight outfit doesn’t help.

A man sl eeps beside the Floozy. He rolls his head, and the
face is revealed. It’s the bald Executive with the eyepatch
Bl at owski, the victimof Jimy’s ninble fingers.

I NT. Al RPLANE - DAY - LATER
The graphic screen now shows the plane close to Hawaii .

A conservative bl ack busi nessman energes fromthe | avatory.
He wears an expensive suit and has a totally shaved head. It
is Nigel transforned.

Exiting another rest room a sleazy slut appears: heavy make-
up, mni-skirt and heels. It’s Peggy.

She strolls down the aisle chewing gum The Baboon | ooks up,
sm | es and wi nks.

BABOON
Hey, baby. How you doin’?

PEGGY
I’mdoin” just fine. How you doin’?

BABOON
Just peachy, baby. Look, Tweeze,
ah, Anthony, whatever, we’re headed
for paradi se, but paradi se cones to
us.

TWEEZER
And how, Boss.

PEGGY
Don’t you know it, big boy.

Peggy noves on, |eaving the Baboon very satisfied with
hi nsel f, and Tweezer, grinning with his sharp, gold teeth.



I NT. HAWAI |, WAI KI KI BEACH, PHONE BOOTH - DAY

Jimy’s rabid, sweating, dropping coins!

JI MW
(i nto phone)
Duke!
DUKE (V. O.)
Yeah?
JI MW

(i nto phone)
Duke, this is Jimy! Cousin Jimy?

DUKE (V. O.)
Hey, man, what happened to you?
Leilani and | wanted to thank you
for all the generous gifts.

JI MW
(i nto phone)
Duke, listen to ne...

DUKE (V. O.)
Yeah, man, and all that other stuff
you handed out. My guests really
appreciated it.

JI MW
(i nto phone)
Listen, I...
DUKE (V. O.)

Sorry about that thing with Lol o.
Man, he | oved the envel ope you...

JI MW
(i nto phone)
DUKE, LISTEN TO ME! | got robbed,
man! They ripped nme off at the
hot el !

DUKE (V. O.)
How d that happen?

JI MW
(i nto phone)
I think they drugged ne at the Mi
Tai Bar.
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DUKE (V. O.)
Kuhi o.

JI MW
(i nto phone)
You know t hose peopl e?

DUKE (V. O.)
Are you crazy? My peopl e and
Kuhio's are the Hatfields and
McCoys of Hawaii!

Jimy’s jaw drops and he wi pes the sweat from his brow

I NT. HAWAIl, ROYAL HAWAI | AN HOTEL, FRONT DESK - DAY

Agent Speck, in a conservative suit, has caught the attention
of the Desk Clerk, who bats his eyel ashes.

DESK CLERK
Al o- ha.

Speck di splays his credentials along with Jimy’s nug shot.

ACGENT SPECK
Agent Speck. Have you seen this
gent | eman?

DESK CLERK
| sure have. M. Bl atowski skipped
out without settling.

AGENT SPECK
M. Who?

DESK CLERK
Bl at owski .

Agent Speck and the Desk O erk exchange anorous | ooks unti
Speck snaps out of it.

ACGENT SPECK
When was the last tine you saw hin®

DESK CLERK
Let ne see. He attended the
Kamahama weddi ng. He got real palsy
with the guests, then, all of a
sudden, he splits! Just like a
bananal!

Agent Speck is enraptured by the Desk O erk.
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SERI ES OF SHOTS

1) EXT. KOKO HEAD - DAY. Duke is at the wheel of an ol der
car, Jimy rides shotgun, Lolo is in the back seat. They

drive past the ancient volcano and enerald green water. A
geyser shoots fromthe Hal ona Bl ow Hol e.

2) EXT. KANEOHE BAY - DAY. Duke’s car passes the sheer, green
cliffs, past Heeia Fishpond, an eighty-acre fish pen with a
five thousand foot wall.

3) EXT. VILLAGE - DAY. Chickens scatter as the old car prows
through a tiny settlenent. KIDS chase the vehicle, passing
under shady banyan and ironwood trees.

4) EXT. W NDWARD COAST - DAY. Duke’s car travels by enpty
beaches of coral sand, coconut palns and rolling surf:
pristine, natural, tourist-free Hawaii .

BACK ON SCENE

I NT. HAWAI I, DUKE' S CAR - DAY

Duke drives and listens to Lolo at the sanme tine.

Jimy stares out the wi ndow, agog at the overwhel mi ng beauty.
LOLO

Brah, how you figga dis shahkbait
get cockaroached?

SUPER: “Brother, why do you think this tourist was robbed?”

DUKE
Mebbe he give stink eyes, nebbe he
mak ass.

SUPER: “Maybe he gave a | ook of disrespect, or made a fool of
hi nsel f.”

LOLO
Bummahs. Dis haol e poi dog gi mme
cheeken skeen ki ne.
SUPER: “This white mutt gives nme goose bunps.”

DUKE
Fo’ what ?

SUPER: Why?
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LOLO
| got no beef wit Kuhio. W don
need no hol d ass.

SUPER: “1 don’t want to fight Kuhio. We don’t need any scary
nonments.”

DUKE
Cool head main ting.

SUPER: “Rel ax.”

LOLO
So, Cousin Jinmmy, how nuch noney
you, | nean they, steal?
Jimy is still engrossed by the beautiful vistas.
JI MW
Huh?
DUKE

It don’t matter, Lolo. W show n’
di s kai kua' ana sone al oha | ove,

man.
LOLO
Ass right?
DUKE
Ass right. Look, brah, we got to
hit da beach
LOLO
WKkiw ki, man. | need some grinds

and | got to piss.

SUPER: “Hurry up. | need sone food and I nust urinate.”

EXT. HAWAI |, BANZAI PIPELI NE - DAY

Huge waves with long breaks roll in endlessly.
SURFERS performon the giant thirty-five foot seas.
Bi ki ni -clad WAHI NES sit in groups on the beige sand.
Brown LI FEGUARDS scan the water

KOKO, a nuscul ar brown surfer, sits in a circle with Duke,
Lol o and Ji my. Koko cooks and shares food.
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KCOKO
You guys gonna |ike these neat
sticks.

DUKE
Yeah, brah.

LOLO
Shakal

JI MW
VWhat’'s that, Koko?

Ji my inspects a substance that |ooks |ike paste.
KCOKO
Poi, man. Try sone. Use your
fingers.

Jimy swirls sone poi, eats some, then nakes a horrible face.

DUKE
Ha, ha!
JI MwY
Man, it tastes |ike cardboard!
DUKE
It’s good for you, brah!
JI MwY
Hey, that burning in ny chest just
went away.
DUKE

Wat’d | tell you, man? So, Koko,
ny man, which road we take up to
Kuhi 0’ s pl ace?

KOKO
Kuhi 0? On, man, | never been up in
dere. It’s way in, brah, off
Pupukea Road. Choppers can't even
get up dere, man: too msty.

LALO
How f ar ?

KOKO
Too far, brah. Don’t even bot her.

A Lifeguard s WH STLE BLOWS!
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A YOUNG SURFER s in trouble!
Li feguards race to the water’s edge and pull the boy out!
H s board washes onshore, a sem-circle mssing fromthe tip.

DUKE
Cousin Jimy, out here you ain’t
careful, man, you end up shahkbait.

Jimy’s busy downi ng as nuch poi as he can.

EXT. HAWAI |, NORTH SHORE - DAY

Duke’s car stops at a rutted, inpassible off-road. Duke and
Lol o get out, then Jimy with his nouth circled in poi paste.

LOLO
Oh, man, |look at dis shit.

DUKE
Bummahs. We got to go over dat
nount ai n, man.

JI MW
Well, let’s go. | feel good!

DUKE
Hol d on, brah. W just don’'t walk
in dere naked. Too dangerous. GCet
killed, man.

JI MW
You serious?

DUKE
Fo’ real. Cousin Jinmmy, dat’s
pakal ol o country, man.

JI MW
Pakal ol 0?

LOLO
Weed, man.

DUKE
Marijuana, brah. High test. Best on
eart h.

LOLO
Maui VWwee.
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Ji mry sees dol |l ar signs!

JI MW
W' || get sone machetes, sone
backpacks, | got a ...

DUKE

HOLD I T! Jimy, get real, man. De
animals in dis jungle got dere own
rul es, bruddha. We ain’t talkin’
about no ditchweed here.

Jimy’ s been scared straight.

EXT. HAWAI |, ROYAL HAWAI | AN HOTEL, NMAI TAl BAR - NI GHT

A bal ny evening. Hawaiian MJSIClI ANS strum guitars and
ukul el es, playing soot hi ng HAWAI | AN MJSI C.

PATRONS r el ax.
A sm ling FILIPINO BARTENDER prepares cocktails.

Agent Speck wears a | oose al oha shirt, shorts and flip-flops.
He drinks a mai tai with the after-hours Desk O erk.

ACGENT SPECK
When’ s thish green flash gonna
happen?

DESK CLERK
You'll see it on the horizon just
as the sun sets. It’s fabul ous,
Bobby.

ACGENT SPECK
Don’t use ny firsht nane in public.
I am Agent Speck.

The Desk Clerk sml|es and puckers.

DESK CLERK
Okay, Schpeckl es.

Baboon and Tweezer, wear polyester leisure suits. C eopatra
takes their order.

BABOON
"1l get a scotch and water, baby,
and go easy on the h-two-o.
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TWEEZER
Sane here, baby doll

Tweezer grins his gold incisors, but Cleopatra is frigid.
They check her out her ass as she | eaves.

TWEEZER (cont’ d)
Not bad, huh?

BABOON
I wouldn’t kick her out of bed. O,
shoul d | say, banish her fromthe
boudoi r?

TWEEZER
Yeah, that’'s npre better.

Peggy and Nigel enter in their disguises. He |ooks like an ad
fromGQ) Peg is heavily nade-up in a | eather mni.

Cl eopatra glares at Peggy, then serves Baboon and Tweezer.

BABOON
Thanks, sweet heart.

TWEEZER
Me and himare goin’ surfin
tonmorrow. You want to join us,
sweet heart ?

The icy waitress stares with dull eyes.

BABOON
Hey, forget ten, baby doll, this
guy here’ll be hangin’ about an
inch and a half if he s lucky! Ha,

ha, hal
Cleopatra isn't inpressed.
A barstool CRASHES! Agent Speck has fallen!
AGENT SPECK
I SAWIT! THE GREEN FLASH | T WAS
BEAUTI FUL!
The Desk Clerk tries to help Speck up, but he resists.

Cl eopatra senses a pi ckpocket opportunity.

BABOON
Hold on there, Mss Antartic.
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Baboon fl ashes Jinmy Philpot’s nug shot to the Snow Queen.

BABOON (cont’ d)
You ever seen this guy?

CLEGCPATRA
No.

BABCOON
You sure?

CLEGCPATRA

I wouldn’t renenber anyway. Al you
haol es |1 ook alike to ne. Except

you.
BABOON
Hey, what can | say? Maybe you seen
me in GQ
CLEOPATRA

No, | think it was Nationa
Geographic. The “CGorillas in the
M st” issue.

Baboon funes.

Cl eopatra | ocks onto Peggy’ s stare.

EXT. HAWAI |, ROYAL HAWAI | AN HOTEL, MAI TAl BAR - NI GHT

LOUD MJSI C pl ays and torches now | ight the open-air bar,
crowded wi th PARTYI NG TOURI STS.

Baboon and Tweezer are |oaded. They dance a hul a.

BABOON
(si ngi ng)
“I want to go back to ny little
grass shack in Keal akekua, Hawai i,
I want to be with all the kanes and
wahi nes that | knew | ong ago, yeah,
yeah!”

Peggy’s at the bar, pretending to chat with Nigel, but she's
eavesdroppi ng on a conversation between Speck and the C erk.

Cl eopatra clears a nearby table.
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DESK CLERK
I knew there was sonethi ng w ong
wi th Bl at owski as soon as he

checked in. | even checked the
hundred he slipped ne to see if it
was f ake.

Detective Van Nostrand enters the bar, stifles a sneeze,
| ooks both C eopatra and Peggy up and down, then sits within
earshot of Agent Speck.

ACGENT SPECK
That dirty little bastard spendin’
all that Pepto noney nmakes ne
schi ck.

DETECTI VE VAN NOSTRAND
Excuse me, did you say Pepto?

AGENT SPECK
Yeah, the heartburn people.

Cleopatra’s not the only one who is all ears.

AGENT SPECK (cont’ d)
THE PEPTO PECPLE ARE FURI QUSH THE
SON- OF- A-BI TCH SHTOLE OVER A
HUNDRED GRAND!

PEGGY
Is there a reward for this guy?

AGENT SPECK
REWARD? THERE' S BI G GODDAWN HUGE
REWARD! LET ME TELL YQU...

DESK CLERK
BOBBY! STOP | T!

AGENT SPECK
WHAT DID | TELL YOQU?

DESK CLERK
AGENT SPECK, WE' D BETTER GET YQU
UPSTAI RS, W KI W Kl !
The Desk C erk westles Speck off his stool.
The Baboon appr oaches Peggy.
BABOON

Hell o there, sweetie pie. Remenber
me?
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PEGGY
How could | forget?

BABOON
You cone here often, dollface?

PEGGY
| conme as often as | can.

BABOON
Oh, | hear that, baby. | hear that.
So, you with this guy?

Ni gel picks up his drink and noves.

NI GEL
She’s all yours, buddy.

BABOON
My name is Al bert, baby.

PEGGY
Al bert Baby. That sounds right.

The Baboon funes.

DETECTI VE VAN NOSTRAND
BABOON! What are you doi ng here?

BABOON
What are YOU doi ng here?

TWEEZER
Maybe he’s on vacation, Boss.

BABOON
I got Sneezy Van Nostril over here,
I don’t need you, Coofy.
Van Nostrand di splays his badge to the struggling Speck.

DETECTI VE VAN NOSTRAND
Det ecti ve Van Nostrand. Bunko.

AGENT SPECK
Schpeci al Agent Schpeck. Drunko.

The Henchnen hide behind a palm C eopatra slips away, and
t he massive twins are on her heels.

Peggy and Nigel break away and trail the brawny tw ns.

The chase i s onl!
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I NT. HAWAI |, ROYAL HAWAI | AN HOTEL, TELEPHONE - NI GHT

Henchman One operates a |listening device, nasked by a potted
pal m Both he and his brother wear headphones, but Nunber Two
bops to nusic.

Cl eopatra dials the adjacent public phone.

CLEOPATRA
(i nto phone)
Kuhi 0. Listen. Al kinds pupul e
asshol es | ookin’ for dat haol e fool
wit da suitcase. \Wat? Koko al ready
tol’” you?

Henchman One wites down the information. He rips the
headphones off his fool twin and bops himover the head!

When t he hul ks depart, Peggy and N gel shadow t hem

EXT. HAWAI I, ROYAL HAWAI | AN HOTEL, MAI TAlI BAR - NI GHT
The MJSI C and partyi ng conti nue.

Det ective Van Nostrand and the Desk O erk hold Agent Speck
up, preventing his rubbery |egs from folding.

O ficers Nahua and hard-boil ed Tonga enter with sol emm faces.

OFFI CER NAHUA
Detective! I'"'mglad I found youl
You d better cone with us!

DETECTI VE VAN NOSTRAND
I"’ma little occupied right now,
Oficer. Hello, Oficer Tonga.
I’ ve, ah, never seen you in the
evening |ight.

She’' s st one-f aced.

OFFI CER NAHUA
Det ective, the Phil pot case has
opened up a whol e new can of worns!

AGENT SPECK
VWhat’'d he call nme?



DETECTI VE VAN NOSTRAND
I"msorry. Special Agent Speck,
this is the lovely Oficer Tonga
and O ficer Nahua.

AGENT SPECK
Nahua manure. \Were’'s the boy’s
r oonf?

OFFI CER NAHUA
Ww. You’' re undercover. | never
woul d have guessed. C ever
di sgui se.

The Desk O erk places his arns akinbo.

Van Nostrand suppresses a series of sneezes.

DESK CLERK
Bobby, you d better go with your
flatfoot friends. 1'll see you
| at er!

AGENT SPECK

kay, poopsi e.
OFFI CER NAHUA

Man, this guy is terrific. W could

|l earn a | ot about undercover work
from you mai nl anders.

The | aw of ficers hel p Agent Speck exit.

Baboon and Tweezer dog behi nd.

EXT. HAWAI |, JUNGLE - DAY

Duke,
sweat

Lol o and Ji nmmy hunp backpacks.
in the humd m st.

The Hawai i ans swi ng machet es.

Jimy lingers, inspecting flora.

The Hawai i ans gl ance back at the haol e.

Jimy tries to act macho,

spastic and al nost cuts his leg of f!

flailing his machete,

It’s rough terrain;

They’ re pi ssed!

but he’'s

83.
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EXT. HAWAI I, HOVESTEAD - DAY

The trekkers pass a small farmplanted with taro and bananas.
Al'l’s quiet, except for birds SING NG

Suddenly, a crazed, TUSKED BOAR bursts fromthe bush

Ji mmy pani cs!

The wild ani mal chases him

Duke and Lol o HOW.!

EXT. HAWAI I, CLIFFS - DAY
Jimy’s trussed with clinbing rope. He trenbles.

Duke and Lolo pull himup a green-velvet, m st-draped
cliffside with distant views of the turquoise sea.

A fat frigatebird flies over and SPLATS on Jinmy’s head.

LOLO
Hey, Jimy! FRI GATE! Ha, ha, ha!

The Hawai i ans GUFFAW as Jimy w pes the green/white goo off.

EXT. HAWAI |, JUNGLE - DAY

The trio hikes through a rich blend of trees, vines, banboo
and orchids am dst the SOUNDS OF RUSHI NG WATER.

Then, a ROAR!

The sun filters through the m st created by a cascadi ng
waterfall! Colorful rainbows are created in the LOUD FLOWN

The Hawai i ans pause to drink.

Ji mry wanders behind the falls. There’'s a figure carved into
the rock: a stick man with an arch connecting his shoul ders.

JI MW
HEY, YOU GUYS!

The Hawai i ans are frightened.

JI MW (cont’ d)
VWHAT' S THI S?



85.

LALO
NA KI' | POHAKU
DUKE
A PETROGLYPH. ANCI ENT ART OF OUR

ANCESTORS.
Jimy reaches out to touch the stick man.

LOLO
NO DON T TOUCH I T!

DUKE
| TS RAI NBOAWAN, JI MWY. SOMVETI MES
YOU SEE HM I N THE CLOUDS

Duke and Lolo slowly back off.

Jimy’ s baffl ed.

EXT. HAWAI |, KOKO HEAD - DAY

Under a rainbow arch, a police cruiser driven by Oficer
Nahua barrel s past the ancient vol cano and the Hal ona Bl ow
Hole. Oficer Tonga rides shotgun with Detective Van Nostrand
and Agent Speck in the rear seat.

Speck | eans out the car wi ndow and spews a plune of tangerine
puke as a geyser shoots fromthe Hol el

A sl ownoving jalopy arrives with speckles of tangerine on
t he wi ndshi el d. Tweezer’s driving, being clobbered by the
Baboon i ke a rider beating his nag horse!

EXT. HAWAI I, KOKO HEAD - DAY - LATER
A rugged bl ack Jeep races by, driven by C eopatra.

Behi nd the Jeep, a huge red Cadillac convertibl e speeds

al ong. Henchrman One is at the wheel. Nunmber Two is riding in
t he back seat. He creates junbo bubbles with a tw sted coat
hanger and a basin of dish detergent suds.

One fat bubble floats aimessly, then bursts on the grill of
a souped-up dune buggy. Peggy races the buggy w thout her
di sqgui se, scaring the hell out of her passenger N gel!
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EXT. HAWAI |, JUNGLE - DAY

Duke | eads Lol o and Ji my along the rugged crest of a renote
ridge. They drip with sweat, surrounded by m st.

Then, dazzling sunshi ne!

A vast, lush, enerald green valley |ays before them

Jimy sniffs.
DUKE
Pakal ol o.
Bel ow, sunlight blankets the valley, illumnating acres of
greenery, |like the opening cornfield scene, but this is a

marijuana plantation. Thousands of healthy, ten-foot pot
plants shimer in the heat.

A di stant HUMAN COUGH

WORKERS energe fromthe rows of nagnificent plants; nuscled,
tattooed, brown Maori warrior-types carrying hoes.

A Worker opens a viaduct to flood a field.
Total silence - just a breeze.
Jimy BURPS! It ECHCES across the valley.

Workers drop their hoes! They pull machetes fromtheir
sheaths! Fire burns in their eyes as they hunt |ike wol ves!

Ji mry shivers when he notices Duke and Lol o coweri ng.

EXT. HAWAI |, PLANTATI ON - DAY

Feroci ous carved wooden idols protect a cleared area of
Pol ynesi an hal es (traditional houses): pili grass roofs with
woven ti-|eaf sidewalls.

A pit fire snoulders, there are wooden bow s of half-eaten
poi, but no one is there, just nmangy dogs.

The three nove cautiously beyond the worker’s hales, Jimmy
now in the | ead. He breaks out into an open tract, and the
sun blinds him Now able to focus, he’'s anazed!

Before Jimmy is a grand espl anade, highlighted by a
reflecting pool the size of a football field!
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A magni ficent hale waits at the end of the pool, a South Seas
Taj Mahal, ringed by palns, fit for a Hawaiian king!

The Pol ynesi an pal ace is glorious under the blue, cloudless
sky, idyllic, with only the CALLS OF EXOTI C BI RDS. Even the
slight breeze fails to ruffle the flat, cal mpool water.
SPLASH!

A shark fin ruptures the surface!

SPLASH!

Anot her fin!

SPLASH!

Anot her!

Duke and Lol o freak as the man-eaters circl el

DUKE
LAYDAHS, MAN

The Hawaiians bolt, leaving Jimy with his nouth open.
VHACK!
Jimy slunps to the ground.

Kuhio is standing over himwi th a wooden war club decorated
with rows of dull shark teeth.

The bartender/thug sports a nmaniacal grin.

EXT. HAWAI I, NORTH SHORE - DAY
A gorgeous, golden sand beach wi th massive breaki ng waves.

The police car carrying Nahua, Tonga, Van Nostrand and Agent
Speck pulls off the road.

Van Nostrand plugs his nostrils, and the pal e Agent Speck
| ooks for a place to die.

O ficer Nahua unl oads hiking gear.

O ficer Tonga hel ps Speck with his backpack, but the puny
Agent becones top-heavy and falls backwards into the sand.

Agent Speck refuses assistance.

The four officers enter the jungle.
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Tweezer and Baboon pull up in their jalopy. Typical tourists:
cheap shirts, white | egs, white socks and sandal s.

The Baboon roughs Tweezer up, forcing himto march into the
dense vegetation.

Cleopatra’ s Jeep speeds by, throwing a cloud of dust!
The Henchnmen in the red Caddy tail the Jeep!

Peggy and Nigel bring up the rear, hurdling along in the
souped-up buggy, N gel still holding on for dear |ife!

EXT. HAWAI |, NORTH SHORE - DAY

Opposite a crude sign readi ng “Pupukea Road,” C eopatra jans
her Jeep to a halt. She then REVS it, exhaust gushing, and
plunges into the w | d!

The Henchnmen wheel in.

Qui ded by the cloud of exhaust snoke, Nunber One floors it,
but gets stuck. Dunce brother Two, lifts the entire rear-end
of f the ground and pushes it into the dense vegetation as the
tires spin and fune.

Peggy races up in the dune buggy and enters the hole in the
jungl e, bouncing, with a scared N gel squeezing the roll bar.

I NT. HAWAI |, PLANTATI ON, MANSI ON, LI VI NG ROOM - DAY

If there was a Hawaiian Elvis, this would be his pad: w de-
screen tel evisions, pinball machines, a disco ball, pool
tabl e - beaucoup gaudy with plenty of naugahyde.

Kuhi o and a giant Worker with a TATTOOED FACE drags Ji my
into the sunken |iving areal

A silver-haired man sits on a sofa, watching “Hawaii Five-O
on a wi de-screen. He’s being attended to by a GEISHA G RL, in
full costume and make- up

The | arge man stands up at the commotion - it’s the nonstrous
Japanese Yakuza that Jimmy first encountered at the
I nternational Market pl ace!

YAKUZA
VWhat do we have here?



Laught er!

KUHI O
It's dat stinkin' haole, Yakuza, da
one wit da suitcase full of cash

YAKUZA
VWHAT THE HELL 1S HE DO NG HERE?
JI Mwy
Look, I know it’'s pushing the, ah,

what ever, but | canme to get ny
noney back.

Kuhi o sl aps Jimy for no reason.

KUHI O
SHUT UP

YAKUZA
You conprom se our operation by
bringing this fool here.

KUHI O
But, Yakuza...!
YAKUZA
Kuhio! | told you to cool it in

VWai ki ki! You nmust take care of this
cl own i mredi at el y!

JI MW
Look, guys, I’'mthinking that maybe
we should ...

YAKUZA
GET HM QUT OF HERE

The Tattooed Face grabs Jinmmy by the hair.

JI MW
WAI'T UNTIL DUKE AND LOLO GET THEIR
HANDS ON YOU GUYS!

YAKUZA
HOLD I T! WHAT DI D HE SAY?

KUHI O
I got all the nen on it, Yakuza. No
one gets out alivel

89.
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YAKUZA
Kuhi o, you di sappoint ne. Bring the
white boy over here.

The Yakuza towers over shivering Ji nmy.

YAKUZA (cont’ d)
You brought others with you, white

boy?
JI Mwy
No, ah, yes.
YAKUZA

| saw you steal, white boy. Do you
know what they do in nmy culture
when one steal s?

JI MwY
Ah, no, actually I don’t.

Yakuza di spl ays his huge hand with the m ssing finger.

YAKUZA
GET THE KNI FE

JI MW
Look, ah, hey, | need ny fingers.
I’ mthinking about |earning how to
pl ay the piano.

Yakuza sl aps Ji my!

YAKUZA
SHUT UP

The bowi ng Geisha Grl presents Yakuza with a carved, wooden
case. He renoves a glistening, sharp Sanurai tanto bl ade.

JI MW
Cnon. Cut it out, will you?

YAKUZA
GAG HM

The Tattooed Face holds Jinmmy as Kuhio rips a piece of duct
tape and covers his nouth.

Jimy’ s eyes pop out when his hand is placed on a table and
hel d down. He squirns, whinpers and sweats.

Yakuza raises the glinting knife.



The CGeisha Grl averts her eyes.
YAKUZA (cont’ d)
This will make a fine hors d oeuvre

for ny tiger sharks! Sonething to
ni bbl e on before the mai n course!

Kuhi o and Tattooed Face | augh!
YAKUZA (cont’ d)
I would eat it nyself, but I find
white neat so bland! Ha, ha!
More | aughter!

YAKUZA (cont’ d)
NOW YOU PAY, VWH TE FOOL!

Yakuza grits his teeth and squeezes the tanto.

Jimmy’s little pinky quivers under the steel bl ade.

Yakuza stops short. He hands the knife to Kuhio.
YAKUZA (cont’ d)

Here, you do it. I, ah, thought I
heard the timer go off. I'mboiling
some eggs.

Kuhio |l ooks like a kid at Chri st nas!

KUHI O
Oh, yes, Yakuza! Thank you!

TATTOCED FACE
Me do it for you, Yakuza.

YAKUZA
No, no, no. You sit tight, you big
lug. 1’1l be right back. You guys

have sone fun
Kuhi o pl aces the knife over Jimy’s shaky finger.

KUHI O
W' |l just trimthe tip off.

Beads of sweat drip fromJimy’s forehead.

Wth savage ferocity, Kuhio raises the blade, and ..

Cl eopatra charges in!
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CLEGCPATRA
DONT DO IT! TH S GUY | S WORTH MORE
ALI VE!

TATTOOED FACE
HUH?

YAKUZA
VWHAT | S GO NG ON?

CLECPATRA
KUHI O DIDN T TELL YOU? DERE'S A BIG
REWARD FOR DI S BUGGAH!

YAKUZA
KUHI O WHAT ARE YOU DA NG TO ME?

Kuhi o cringes and | owers the knife.
Ji my rel axes.
A G ANT RAT resenbling a capybara skul ks across the fl oor

Jimy’s eyes pop out and he expl odes from his seat, grabbing
the tanto knife and ripping the duct tape off!

JI MW
| HATE RATS!

Wth supernatural energy, Jimy races toward the Yakuza |ike
a billy-goat and head-butts himin the gut! The giant hits
t he deck and Ji my poses, flexing his biceps!

JI MW (cont’ d)
AYEEE!

Kuhi o, Cl eopatra and the Geisha Grl run!
Only the Tattooed Face remains, grinning with m ssing teeth.

Jimmy circles the wild brute, who SNARLS |ike a bloodthirsty
wildcat! Jimy SNARLS, but it’'s nore |ike a housecat.

The Tattooed Face sticks his tongue out: the hostile gesture
of a Maori warrior! Jinmmy sticks his tongue out, but w ggles
it Iike Gene Simons of Kiss.

The Face GROALS |i ke an enraged Lion! Jimy GROALS, but it is
nore |ike a peevi sh Pekingese.

The Tattooed Face SPI TS!

Ji my SPI TS
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Saliva |l ands on the Tattooed Face's face. The barbari an
touches it, inspects it, cringes, then runs!

Jimy sees hinself in a mrror and makes a war face.

JI MW (cont’ d)
GRRRRRR

The G ant Rat re-appears, craw ing on the unconscious Yakuza.

Jimmy’s terrified! He runs fromthe roomand | eaps over the
pool table, a pin ball machine and furniture!

EXT. HAWAI |, JUNGLE - DAY

Baboon and Tweezer slog through nud, sweating. The touri st
sandal s make vul gar SUCKI NG SOUNDS

Baboon stops and sniffs.

BABOON
Yo, gasbag. Did you fart again?

TWEEZER
Who, nme? No, Boss, no.

BABOON
It snells like that Parnesan you
ate | ast night.

TWEEZER
No, Boss, it’s the nud. W ain't
used to being around plants and
shit.

BABOON
“Aln’t used to being around plants
and shit?” Wiy do | even try with
you?

TVWEEZER
| nmean, we are not, ah, accustoned
to the, ah, various aromas
emanating fromthe, ah, externa
floras and faunas.

BABOON
You're startin’ to nake ne sick.

Tweezer feels his neck.
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TWEEZER

Boss, | think I lost nmy gold chain.
BABOON

Huh?
TWEEZER

nk |

My chain. It's gone. | thi
| feel naked

gotta turn back, Boss.
without it.

BABOON
Don’t make nme think weird, Tweezer.

TWEEZER
That’ s Ant hony, Boss.

BABOON
No it ain"t! You re goin back to
Tweezer!

TWEEZER
Boss, pl ease!

Dried sticks SNAP in the jungle.
Three angry Workers explode fromthe brush!

Baboon and Tweezer run as fast as their white legs will go!

EXT. HAWAI I, PLANTATION - DAY

Duke and Lol o, gagged and trussed, dangle over a pit full of
dry kindling. They tw st and squirm as Wrkers stack wood,
then douse it with gasoline.

There’s a RUSTLING in the marijuana field.

Peggy and Ni gel peek out from behind green pakal ol o plants.

A Worker ignites the fire. Flanmes singe Duke and Lolo’s feet.
They wriggle and contort, frantic!

Li ke a quick, green snake, a henp rope whi ps around Peggy’s
neck! C eopatra holds the business end!

A machete appears at Nigel’s throat, in Kuhio s grip!
The captives are marched out and the Wrkers CHEER!

KUHI O
TIE THEM UP AND COOK THEM
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CHEERI NG
Then, chanting. .
WORKERS
MORE MEAT TO EAT! MORE MEAT TO EAT!
MORE MEAT TO EAT! MORE MEAT TO EAT!
EXT. HAWAI I, JUNGLE - DAY

Agent Speck squats, pants around his ankles, using | eaves as
toilet paper.

Detective Van Nostrand has a hanky at his nose. He attenpts
to suffocate his sneezes and his shoul ders convul se.

O ficers Nahua and Tonga wait inpatiently for the white nen.
Speck FARTS.

OFFI CER TONGA
Ch, Cod.

He | ooks up sheepishly at his coll eagues.

EXT. HAWAI I, PLANTATION - DAY
Jungl e drunms POUND.

Peggy and Nigel, trussed and gagged with Duke and Lol o, tw st
over the burning fire.

A Worker inspects Nigel, pinching him testing the dark neat.
A di stant conk shell BLARES!

The drunm ng stops.

Wrkers stand at attention.

Kuhi o and Cl eopatra are drawn to the MOANI NG CONK. The
Wrkers ignore their human luau and follow their superiors.

Duke manages to produce a snmall knife and cuts Peggy free.
She then hel ps Duke, N gel and Lol o.

The four escape into the thick stand of marijuana.
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I NT. HAWAI |, PLANTATI ON, MANSI ON, LI VI NG ROOM - DAY

The roomis ransacked.

The Yakuza is sprawl ed out, being nursed by the Geisha Grl.
CRASH!

The twi n Henchmen, shirtless and ripped, break into the room
The Yakuza springs to lifel

HENCHVAN ONE
WHERE' S PHI LPOT?

YAKUZA
YOU GOT THE LONG NUMBER, VHI TE
BOYS! NO FLI LLPOT HERE!

HENCHVAN ONE
LI STEN UP, GODZI LLA, WE RE NOT
LEAVI NG UNTI L VWE FI ND PHI LPOT AND
THE MONEY!

The Tattooed Face crawls out fromunder the pool table.

TATTOOED FACE
MAYBE YOU SAPHEADS DON T UNDERSTAND
THE YAKUZA!

HENCHVAN TWO
HOW CAN WE? THE DUMW DON T EVEN
SPEAK GOOD ENCGLI SH DI D YOU HEAR
H M? HE VENT “FLI LLPOT!”

YAKUZA
I G VE YQU SI SSY BOYS ABOUT TEN

SECONDS BEFORE YOQU LEAVE! TEN,
NI NE, THREE. ... AYEEEEEE!

The Yakuza attacks!

TATTOOED FACE
AYEEEEEE!

The Tattooed face attacks!

They westle!l It’s Iike the WAF neets Jacki e Chan: headbutts,
chops, clotheslines, drop kicks, suplexes...

Furni ture’'s SHATTERED!
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Tel evi si ons are SMASHED!
Berserk pinball machi nes DI NG

Chokehol ds! Flips! The match goes back and forth, the
Henchrmen on top, then Yakuza and the Tattooed Face!

Finally, the Henchnmen team executes a double pile-driver in
uni son, planting both the Yakuza and Tattooed Face head-first
into the shag carpet!

EXT. HAWAI I, CLIFFS - DAY

Soaring sea cliffs drop to a turbulent sea.

In the di stance, a vol cano bl ows dar k snpke.

Peggy, N gel, Duke and Lol o run, |ooking over their
shoul ders. They cone to the edge of the cliff.

In the rough water below, there’'s a feeding frenzy of shark
fins: thousands swirl in a bloody chaos!

Wr kers appear fromthe bush, scores of them arned,
tattooed, toothless - |ooking for bl ood!

Kuhi o and Cl eopatra break fromthe pack.
Omi nous DRUMS.

The four wal king | unchneats have no place to go.

KUHI O
You made a big m stake bringin
dese haol es here, Duke. | have ny
orders.

DUKE

You made a big mstake rippin ny
Cousin Jimy off.

KUHI O
He ain’t your real cousin! You
shoul d stick with your own peopl e!
These haol es don’t respect you. Qur
fam lies go back many generations,
Duke. Maybe it is tine we made
peace.

DUKE
Hand over the noney and you can
have all the peace you want.
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CLEOPATRA
CUT THE CRAP! YOU GOT ONE CHO CE
HERE! CGET EATEN BY THEM
(points to sharks)
OR THEY GONNA EAT YQU FOR
BREAKFAST!
Wor ker s CHEER!
Peggy bares her teeth and |unges at Cl eopatra!
Duke rushes Kuhi o!
Ni gel and Lolo fend off attacki ng Workers!

The di stant VOLCANO ERUPTS, spew ng a plume of black snoke
and fire skyward!

The druns stop

The fighting stops.

A CREATURE appears fromthe bush. It wears a curving Hawaii an
ali’i headdress and a cape fashioned from marijuana buds. The
face is sneared with a green paste.

Wrkers drop to their knees.

The Hawaiians are frightened, confusing the haol es.

KUHI O
PELE? IS DAT YQU?

Kuhi o and Cl eopatra | ower thenselves to the ground.

CREATURE
GRRRRR!

The Creature flails its arns and the Wrkers, Kuhio and
Cleopatra run for their lives!

Lol o trenbl es, but not as much as Nigel.
Peggy backs off to the edge of the cliff.
Duke’ s jaw drops.

DUKE
Ji mmy?

JI Mwy
Fool ed you, didn't I.
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PEGGY
JI MWY!

Peggy and Jimy rush to enbrace!
The vol cano EXPLODES, ejecting a red-hot plune!
Hel i copters WHIRR, swooping in over the blue ocean

The | aw rushes out of the bush: Oficers Nahua and Tonga,
Detective Van Nostrand, sweating and exhausted.

Agent Speck stunbles out with his gun drawn.

AGENT SPECK
ALRI GHTY NOW HANDS ON YOUR HEADS
THAT | NCLUDES YQU, TOO, GREENY!

OFFI CER NAHUA
Wth all due respect, sir, |
bel i eve. ..

AGENT SPECK
THE FEDERAL GOVERNMENT HAS PRI ORI TY
HERE, M STER!

DETECTI VE VAN NOSTRAND
Sorry, Nahua, | think he's right.
Al oha, Philpot. Long tine no see.

AGENT SPECK
This i s Phil pot?

DETECTI VE VAN NOSTRAND
I’ d recogni ze hi manywhere.

JI MW
Detective. How are the allergies?

DETECTI VE VAN NOSTRAND
You know, Jimmy, | haven't had a
real sneeze since | got to Hawaii .

The choppers | and.

AGENT SPECK
ALRI GHT PECPLE, LI STEN UP! WE RE
GO NG TO TRANSPORT YQU BY AIR  YQU
W LL BE PROCESSED | N HONOLULU. EACH
ONE OF YQU..
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Speck slips on the cliff-edge! He grabs onto a flinsy vine,
an unbilical cord that prevents himfrom dropping three-
t housand feet to the shark-infested mael strom

AGENT SPECK (cont’ d)
HELP! HELP!

Ji my grabs Speck’ s free hand!
The vi ne SNAPS!

AGENT SPECK (cont’ d)
NO!

Jimy holds little man’s life in his hands.

AGENT SPECK (cont’d)
PLEASE! DON' T LET &O

JI MwY
My hand’s getting slippery.

AGENT SPECK
PULL ME UP! PLEASE! PLEASE

DETECTI VE VAN NOSTRAND
Do the right thing, Jimy.

Agent Speck’s hand slips, but Jinmmy clenches on with his free
hand and pulls the whinpering shrinp up.

EXT. HAWAI |, PLANTATI ON, MANSI ON - DAY

Al'l’s calmon the grand espl anade. The reflecting pool is
still, the South Seas Taj Mhal sits peacefully, surrounded
by notionl ess pal ns.

Total silence, but for occasional EXOTIC Bl RD CALLS.

The Baboon and Tweezer energe from behind the Wirker’s hal es,
fatigued, dripping with sweat.

TWEEZER
Whoa, Boss, look at this joint.

BABOON
Not bad. This guy nust be into
sonet hin’ big, huh?

They check out at the thick stands of marijuana.
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TWEEZER
| didn’t know they grew corn in
Hawai i .

BABOON

Boy, are you stupid. Themis, |
nean, these here are pineapples,

you idiot!

TWEEZER
Oh. 1’1l say one thing, though,
Boss. This guy keeps one cl ean
pool

Baboon renoves his shirt, revealing a hairy torso.

BABOON
Hold my shirt. 1’mgoing to take a
little dip.
TWEEZER
Good i dea, Boss. Cool off and
rel ax.

Baboon | eaps in and does a dog paddl e.
A shark fin breaks the surface!
TWEEZER (cont’ d)
| can’t wait to tell the boys back
hone about Hawaii .
Quietly, the Baboon is pulled under!
TWEEZER (cont’ d)
Especially Big Mke. He ain't
gonna, | mean, he won't believe
this place.
Baboon surfaces, but is wenched under before he can yell!

TWEEZER (cont’ d)
I magine, we’'re right in the mddle
of a pineapple plantation..
The Baboon is ejected fromthe pool!

BABOON
AHHH!

The sim an | ands on the ground beside Tweezer.

A huge shark di sappear under the pool’'s surface.
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TWEEZER
HOLY MACKEREL, BOSS! HE SPIT YOQU
QuT! | THOUGHT THEY ATE ANYTHI NG

BABCON
SHUT UP, YOU MORON!

A di stant ROAR OF A CROND.

Frenzi ed Workers, with Kuhio and C eopatra, bust out of the
field, terror-stricken, leveling everything in their path!

BABOON (cont’ d)
VWHAT THE HELL 1S THI S?

TWEEZER
LOOKS LIKE THEY' RE COM N  QOUR WAY,
BCsSS!
The Workers advance, scream ng, crying...

TWEEZER (cont’ d)
BOSS! WHAT SHOULD WE DO?

The apenman shakes. Wrkers, Ceopatra, Kuhio, rabid with
fear, run past the small-tinme hoods!

The Yakuza, Geisha Grl and Tattooed face spill out the front
door of the Taj Mahal and join the horde!

The Henchnen follow, running at top speed!
Then, the G ant Rat scanpers out!

A squad of COVMANDCS race fromthe pot field: uniforned,
sneared with conbat grease-paint and arned!

Baboon and Tweezer are dunbfounded. They rest by the pool.
A shark HURTLES fromthe pool and grabs the Baboon s shorts!

TWEEZER (cont’ d)
AHHHH!

BABOON
AHHHH!

Tweezer bites the shark with his pointed gold teeth!
The shark retreats, taking the shorts with him

Baboon’ s naked! He covers hi nsel f and bol ts!
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I NT. HAWAI |, PCLI CE STATION, CELL BLOCK - DAY

In this sterile, cinder-block institution, Oficer Nahua
escorts Jinmmy along a row of jail cells.

The first cell contains an angry Yakuza, Kuhio, Koko and the
Tatt ooed Face, who bares his toothless grin.

TATTOOED FACE
GRRRRRR

The next cell hol ds Baboon and Tweezer.

BABOON
You got us in a real ness now,
punk.

TWEEZER
Hey, Boss, you was the one who set
him ..

BABOON
Shut up!

Duke, Lolo and Nigel are next. N gel has his fingers crossed,
Duke gives the “thunb’s up,” and Lol o high-fives Jimy.

Cl eopatra, slunped on a bench in the last cell, rises.
CLEOPATRA
PHI LPOT, WHEN | GET OQUT OF HERE |I' M
GONNA CUT YOUR BALLS OFF!
JI MwY

First ny finger, now this. Rem nd
me never to eat at her house.

I NT. HAWAI'l, PCLI CE STATI ON, CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

O ficer Tonga, Detective Van Nostrand and Agent Speck fil
out paperwork at a wooden | arge table.

Peggy druns her fingers.
O ficer Nahua escorts Jinmy in.
JI MW

Hey, ah, | ook everybody, | didn't
nmean to...
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AGENT SPECK
Bef ore you say anything that m ght
incrimnate you, M. Philpot,
Detective Van Nostrand has a
statenent to read. 1'd read it
nmysel f, but | just can’t bring
nyself to do it.

DETECTI VE VAN NOSTRAND
I never thought 1'd see this day,
but, here goes: “Fromthe Attorney
General of the State of Hawaii. On
behal f of all concerned with this
matter, we would |like to express
our sincere gratitude for giving us
a solid case for the successfu
prosecution of the perpetrators
known as “Kuhio and O eopatra,” the
Bonny and C yde of Waiki ki, thus
ending a five year crine spree. |
t hank you, and the State of Hawaii
t hanks you.”

Ji my rel axes.

DETECTI VE VAN NOSTRAND (cont’ d)
“However, this apprehension pal es
in conparison to the arrest of M.
Nogo and his associ ates, the
| argest marijuana growers in the
South Pacific. Law enforcenent
of ficials have now recovered nost
of the funds enbezzled fromthe
Pepto Corporation. W al so have the
matter of a stolen credit card
issued to a M. Blatowski. So, by
order of the United States Attorney
CGeneral’s office, we have been
instructed to deduct that entire
sum from the reward noney offered
by the government of Japan.

Agent Speck rubs his tenples.

DETECTI VE VAN NOSTRAND (cont’ d)
Therefore, M. Janes Phil pot, al ong
with your freedom | am happy to
present you with a check for seven-
hundred t housand, four hundred
twel ve dollars, and thirty-three
cents.”
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PEGGY
Oh, ny CGod!

Ji my and Peggy hug.

DETECTI VE VAN NOSTRAND
You know, Jimmy, |’ve been chasing
you for a long tine. Mostly petty
stuff; | never thought of you as a
bad guy, just a little skewed. Do
you think you ve | earned anything
fromall this?

JI MW
I think fromnow on, I’m al ways
going to tell the right hand what
the left hand is doing.
Ji my squeezes Peggy and plants Big Hol |l ywood Ki ss!

Speck is red with rage.

EXT. HAWAI I, BEACH - DAY - A YEAR LATER

A gl orious, sunny day beside the blue Pacific.

BEACHGOERS eat at tables under the shade of |eaning pal nms as
HAWAI | AN MJUSI C drifts fromtwo | oudspeakers attached to a
concession stand. A sign reads “Jimy’s Shack.”

M ghty Mke Flynn, trimand tanned, cooks at the grill.

Ni gel sweeps the patio, wearing headphones. Hi s hair has
grown back. He uses his broomto play “air” guitar

Peggy rocks her BABY in a double swing. She’s with Leil ani,
Duke’s wi fe, feeding poi to her HAWAI | AN BABY.

Under a banyan tree, the WId Polynesian plays chess with the
A d Pol ynesi an Wan.

Near “Jimry’s Shack” is a surfboard concession. The
proprietors are the twin Henchnmen, surrounded by WAHI NES.

A powerful sports fishing boat cruises up to the beach. Duke
and Lolo help three fisherman off: a sunburned Desk C erk,
Agent Speck and Detective Van Nostrand.

DESK CLERK
Bobby, 1’ve got an awful sunburn.
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ACGENT SPECK
Let’s go back to the condo, Jimy
gave nme sone poi we can rub on it.
Noseman, do you want to join us?

DETECTI VE VAN NOSTRAND
No thanks, boys. 1've got a little
wahi ne business to take care of.
Van Nostrand takes a deep breath, doesn’'t have to sneeze,
then struts up the beach to big, smling Oficer Tonga in a
col orful rmuunuu. She gives hima huge al oha hug.
EXT. HAWAI I, BEACH - DAY - LATER
Baboon and Tweezer hunt with netal detectors.
KIDS foll ow t he bare-chested, hairy Baboon
A KID apes |ike a nonkey.
BABOON
GO ON, YQU LITTLE BRATS! WHAT DO |
LOOK LI KE, A STUFFED ANI MAL?
Tweezer nods and the Kids | augh!

BABOON (cont’ d)
Don’t press your |uck, Tweezer.

The two hoods anble over to the swi ng where Peggy and Leil ani
rock their babies.

Ji my and Duke enjoy a shave ice.

JI MW
Fi nd anything, Al bert?
BABOON
How much we got?
TWEEZER
Thirty-seven, oops, | nean, thirty-

ei ght cents.
Leil ani points to the sky.

PEGGY
VWhat ?

DUKE
Oh, yeah. You see it, brah?
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JI MwY
No.
LEI LANI
Ri ght up there. Look.
There’s a stick figure optical illusion of prismatic color.
JI MwY
Ww. It’s Rai nbowan! Well, 1’1l be

a, oh, neverm nd.

PEGGY
Thank you. Wow, check that out.

The Baboon isn’t inpressed.
BABOON
Phi |l pot, watch ny stuff, okay? I
got to get to the airport.

Jimy’s busy | ooking at the sky.

JI MwY
Huh?
BABOON
| said watch ny stuff. | got sone

friends flyin in.

Jimy remai ns awed by the Rai nbowran as the O d Pol ynesi an
Wman and the WId Pol ynesian stray fromtheir chess gane.

OLD POLYNESI AN WOVAN
I think Rai nbowran forgives you for
i npersonating Pele, Jimy.
The A d Pol ynesi an Wrman produces a sexy wi nk for the Baboon

He twi tches, signals Tweezer, then waddl es off flustered.

EXT. Al RPORT, RUNVAY - DAY

An “island-hopper” taxis to a halt.

TOURI STS depl ane, wel comed by GREETERS with flower |eis.
Joe Cash hel ps his nother off.

JCE CASH
Are you okay, Ma?
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MRS. CACCHI OTTI
Very nice, Joseph. Renenber,
there’s a nmeatball sandwich in the
suitcase. You haven't eaten in
t hree hours.

JOE CASH
kay, Ma.

There’s a lull.
No nore passengers?
One nore.

The Blind Man totters off the plane. He’'s wearing an al oha
shirt, porkpie hat and sungl asses.

The rat feels his way along with the cane.

He bends down and ki sses the ground.

Then, the Blind Man stands straight, renmoves his sungl asses
and tosses his cane aside. Wth eyes w de-open, he strides
toward the termnal like a man with somewhere to go

FADE QUT.
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