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EXT. LOS ANGELES Z00 ~ DAY

Two HOT SIRLS, in sexy short-sherts and tight sube-tops, walk
briskly through s GORILLA PAVILION.

Note: The SCRIPT and PERFCEMANTES are straight out of z LOUSY
8C'S DETECTIVE SHOW.

TERRY
Slow down, Janice. You <ry walking
in these stilettos. And don’t vou
think it’s a wze kit suspiciouas
rhat this private dick wants to
mset us In a zog of all places?

JENICE
You want your fiance kack or not?

A Z0OT BUSKER, sporting a BIG HANDLEZRAR MUSTACEE and TOP-HAT,
pulls out a long, INFLATED BALLOCHN.

ZO0 BUSKER
Balloon animal, misses? I can make

& rhinc or & giraffe. I know, how
thout a ssssssssnake?

The Busker manipulates the balleon with frenetic efficiency,
then hands them the same basic, long, inflated balioon.

TERRY
We’re not here Zor ballcon animals.
He're locking for zomecne named
Detective Harley.

Z00 BUSKER
Shotoun Harlev? Isn't he the son of
that dead rich oil tyvceoon who gave
up his share of the inheritance for
a life of preo bono crims golving?

JANICE
Plus, he’'s the town's most eligikle
bachelor.

Z00 BUELKER
¥Mmhm, that’s true. Now, why do you
want that monkey’s help?

JANICE
Because when the police won't help,
socrnetimes all you've got left is a
ghotgun.



TERRY
Ok, mister, we have to find this
Shetgun guy. He’s our iast hope.

The Busker grins then RIPE CFP HIS ‘FAKE’ MISTACHE, revealing
his own *HULEK HOGAN STYLE' MUSTACHE undsrneath. He whips out
a SHOTGUK and cocks it.

Z00 BUSHEER
Locks like vou just found vourself
a Shotgun. 2n’ I ain't lyin’.
He smirks at the CAMERA. It PANS to a bored LION IN A CAGE.

OPENING CREDITS cof this B0fa TV zhow caliled ‘SHOTGUN HIRLEY',
a combination of *MATT EOUSTON' znd a one man ‘A-TEAM' .

TITLE CARD: GARY BUSHELL is SHOTGUN HARLEY

DAVID SHOTEUN’ HARRLEY-- in a dark mustard LEATHER JACEET,
VACID WASH' JEANS, tall-heeled COWBOY BOOTS and his trademark
dangling CIGARETTE-- perfeorms harrcwing stunts like. ..

Smashing his 1977 GOLD MONTE CARLO through a FRUIT STAND as
the MERCHANTS SHAKE TEEIR FISTS...LBAPING from cne speedbosat
tc another and then SPIN-KICKING A BAD GUY into the
ocs=an. . .DRESSED IN VARIOUS DISGUISES-- a PIRATE, a silver-
faced ROBOT, a BELLYDANCER and s HASIDIC JEW...SLYLY LOWERING
HIS SHADES and mouthing “WOW!”-- zs TWO HASIDIC WOMEN walk
past...Being pummaled by a BIG GUY and shaking it off. He
points off, distracting the Cuy, and then SUCTKERS EHINM. .

We then, quickly scroll through the supporting cast--
A slick-locking black man, RAVEN, clad in black leather,
lifte varicus heavy objects over his nead-- car moteor, tree

trunk and finzlly a2 beach ball. EBs smiles at camera.

TITLE CARD: WITH CECRGE _SAMPSON AS RAVEN

A young, pre-Baywatch PAM ANDERSON sashays into a courthouse.

TITLE CARD: AND INTRODUCING FAMELZ BNDEROSON AS SPECILL
PROSECUTCR, D.A&. T2BITHA 8. WITHES-COVINGTON LLC

A HUGE BARY WINDOW SHATTERS-- revealing Harley. He is SHOT IN
THE CHEST. Unfazed, he runs at the camersz COCKING AND FIRING
EIS SROTEUN over and over and cover.

COLOR-BARS run up and down the screen as the VHS tape we'rs
watching deteriorates.
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PULL CUT, REVEALING

INT. LANDMARK MOTEL/GARY'S ROOM - MANY YEARS LATER

GARY BUSEELL, the actor, in his tiny bachelor apartment,
watches tapes of his old show, He's now an older, fatter and
drunker shadcw of his Iorwer self. He gets up and smacks the
VCE repeatedly. He pulls the tape out-- its bheen eaten.

GREY
2h, the only copy.

As he chugs on & EUM B0TTLE, Gary’s eyes drift toc a SHOTGUN
MEMORASILIA SHRINE, A PICTURE OF HIM TFISHING WITH ARSTINIC
EALL. His SHOTGUN COSTUME {jacket, boots, cigarette, etg.)

In the center of it all is 2 cool SHOTGUN HARRLEY POSTER. Gary
foruses on ERNK BIGMAN'S NAME-- THEZ PRODUCER.

GARY (caont’d)
Why'd ya cancel it, Hank? Flve
episodes? Ycou crazy.

He drunkenly puts the rum down, missing the table and
spilling it onto the fleor. He grabs a TOWEL and sops up the
spill. It’'s a pathetic sight.

GARY (cont®d:}
Best show ever madse, Coulda mades a
Shetgun film. Shotgun dells,
Shotgun shotguns-

&n idea hits Garv's polluted brain. He scramblss to his feet.

GARY (cont'd)
That’'s it! Of course. Whers zare
yvou? Ver ‘reound someplace here.

He manically tosses junk, rotting food, and lamps aside until
he discovers-- a pile of MISMATCHED PAPERS [(loose leaf,
envelopes, cocktail napkins). Written on the top page in pen
is~-~- 'S8HOTSUM HARLEY- THE MCOVIE BY CARY B. RBUSHELL' .

GARY {cont'd)
My ticket back.
INT. MOTEL/2ND FLOOR LANDING - DAY

Gary exits room 225 2t THE LANDMARK-- a typilcal sun-kleached,
split-level 1950's HOLLYWOCD MCTEL.
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He struts through trhe complex wearing -is BATERCEE, 3ROWN
LOAFERS and SUNGLASSES. He passes the POOL and LUSH GARTDENS
while JUCHING ON EBIS RUM SOAXED TOWEL.

He apprcaches a cleanine cart and STERALS & TEXK just asg a
MEXICAN MRID exits a room.

GARY .
O, hey, darlin'. You got paper on
trnis thing? Hm? No?

Gary continues sucking on his boozy towel.

MEXICAN MAID
FPresh toallas?

GARY
No, I need this- my inspiration.
Thanks anyway, sweetie,.

Gary leaves and writes an idez on his Zorearm.

A SEXY WOMAN passes him-- he conspicucusly lcowers his shades
and mcouths “WOWI* In the b.g. har HUSBAND stops and stares at
Gary. Gary is oblivicus.

HUSBAND
Eey, buddy. How about a little
respect. I'm right here.

CGRRY
Sorry, man. Didn't even sese va. Too
busy checking out those Jumbo
Yummies.

The Husband and ¥Wife zre appalled.

INT. MOTEL/LOB3Y - CONTINUQUS

2t the front desk-- z Persian MANAGSER, J0E, watches ERTAKING
NEWS o TV.

Garv slips in through the GLAZS DOCRS and beeslines over to
the breakfast table. Hz pours himsell a small coffe= and
opens a DONUT BCX-- EMPTY.

GARY
Hey, where are zl1l the donuts?

MANAGER JOE
Excuse me?

L



GARY
Excuse me. Where’s the managsr?
Whats-his-Zace...Lucy?

MANAGER JOE
iouige is gone. I'm the manager
now, 1I'm Joe.

. GARY
Nice to meet ya, Joe- now whare axe
all the donuts? I live off chese
things...literally.

MANAGER JOE .
ves, I know, you eat half ths box
everyday! NO MORE FOR YOU!!!

CGARY
Eey, settle down. You have any idea
who vou're talking teo?

Gary motions with his head to a signed HERDSHOT of a YOUNG
GARY-- shirt off, leaning against a marble pillar. Besids it

zrz oths

dated PEOTCS OF MAGICIANE AND SWIMSUIT MODELS.

MANAGER JCE
Ch, wou're Gary Bushell?

GARY
{in his Zoo Zusker voice)
Bingo-bango, give the geod sir a
balloon animal.

MANAGER JOE
{taking the photoc down)
Yes, I dc remember you now. Sary
Bushell- permanent resident in 225.
YOUR RENT IS FIVE MONTHS CVERDUE!

Ke hurls the photo at Gary’s chsst.

He shows

GARY'
Easy now, your money’s comin’. I'm
selliing a million dellar movie
script.

Joe hig forearm. Tt reads, ‘FINISE SHOTSUN FLIMS

MIRAGER JOE
Well, sell it by tomerrow morning
or I will be forced to evict you.
De you understand?
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GARY
Bundred percent. Just need paper.
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eventy-five cents.
Manager Jos toints to a NEWSPAPER BOX in front cof the motel.

Gary checks his robe pockets. Lint. A buttoen. No change. He
evebzlls a cein-filled UNITED WAY BOX on the desk,

MANAGER JCE {cont’d)
Don’t even think about it. 2AnZ the
next time you visit my lobby, wear
some pants.

ary’s robs has comsz undone-- he’s ncot wearing UNDERWERR.

GARY
0¥, 0K, fins. .
{heat)
Can I have some pants then?

EXT. MOTEL/FRONT PARKING LOT - MOMENTS LATER

Gary stands conspicucusly next to the newspaper bex In a pair
of BORROWED POLYESTER PANTS. They're far toco short.

A BUSINESS MAW walks up and pays for a paper. Gary stops the
closing 1id and steals a STACK. On the cover i1s a PICTURE OF
A MUSHROOM CLOUD with the headline, ‘AMERICAN TERRORIST?’

GRRY
{locking at the cover)
My God...it's May already?

A Betty White granny type, GLADDY, exits the lobby. She is
giated to sse him.

GLADDY
There you are! I thought I saw you
sneaking arcund over there.

GARY
ey, there she is. How’'s my number
one fan?

GLADDY

Tickied pink- now! What a sighting.
I haven’t sesn you in years. Ch,
I'm sorry. Am I spsaking too loud?
Are you undercover?

*
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GARY
{playving it up for her)
Yep, just deoing a little stzksout
thing. Casing thes joint.
{he dramatically checks
the area)
2ll clear, ma’am.

GLADDY
Delightful! I remembsr when you
solved the mystery of Azrec Island.
Those natives didn't see a shotgun
coming. ‘You spearchuckers just
found yourselvss a shotoun', vou
said. And then BOOM-POW-BOCM!
Indian bralns everywhere.

GARY
Yer, then I gave ‘em one of these.

Gary performs a LUMBERING SPINNING HIDEL KICK-- hitting her
pursa. Gladdy claps and squeals with excitement.

GLADDY
Cocon, so brave and heroic. And such
a2 handsome mzan, to boo:.

The lady is clearly crazy, but Gary loves the attention. Ee
pulls ocut his signed headshot and pretends to autograpn it.

GLRY
For making my day, here’s something
specizl.

GLADDY

Ch my, thank-you. This means the
world to me.

Gladdy hugs the picture and puts it in her purse.

GREY
Yzah, well fans like vou mean the
world to me.

GLADDY
Oh, Mr. Harley, I don't mean to be
a bether- I know vou're busy with
vour other cases- but would vou
mind keeping vour private eyss on
my Granddaughter? She's in trouble
with the law, T suspect and-



GARY
Naw, I don’t kncw, cops and ms
don’t really mix.

GLADDY
Ch, here she comes.

Gladdy waves to & SULTRY BLONDE WOMAEN walking toward them in
a SCARF and SUNGLASSES. She pours cut of ner tight RED DRESS.
She checks behind her te see 1f she’s being followed.
GLADDY {cont-’d]

She’ll be so excited to know that

we have a Shotgun staving in the

very next room- cocked, loaded and

ready to come.

Gary is salivating-- watching the Blonde sway her hips.

GARY
I1'11 come anvtima she wants.

GLADDY
Oh, thank you, dstective. And could
you do me one more littls favoxr?

GARY
You name it.

GLADDY
Could you tuck your testicles back
in?

CGARY

{turning his bhack)
Sorry ‘bout that. Kew pants.

Gladdy embrzces her granddaughter, MAUDE.

CLADDY
There’s my angel. I want you to
meet SOmMECDe very spac-

MAUDE :
There’'s no time for that. Tell m=
inside.

The serious tone of her volice scarss Gladdy. She nods and
moves ingide. Gary steps in front of Maude-- blocking her.

MAUDE (contd)
Excuse me.
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GARY
Yes, darlin’? How can I help you?

MAUDE
Um...vou can move. You're blocking
the doorway. Excuse m=.

Gary moves-- leaving her a tesny space to sgueeze past.

CARY
Nuff room, hun? Mmm, somecne smells
like shampoo.

She barely squeezes past and quickly ascends the lobby steps.
Gary‘s leering eyss follow her to Room 226-- the room next o
Gary's. Gladdy and Mauds slip inside.

Behind CGary, a thick-necked THUZ, DOUS, jumps out of a YELLOW
HUMMER and strides up to Gary.

DOUG THE THUG
Hey, vyou see a blonde come in hare?

GARY
Nuh-vh, pal. I saw her first. She's
mine.

DOUG THE THUG
lgrabbing Garvy)
She’s got something cf mine- now
where'd she go?

GARY
Ow! Uh, room 226, maybe. I think I
gaw her go in there.

DOUG THE THUG
{raising his Iist)
You think...or you know?

GARY
I XOW! I KNOW! Definitely 226!
Just please, don’'t bhurt me.

DOUG THE THUG
Thanks. You were very informative.

Toug hops into the Hummer and peels away. Gary flees inside
and up the stairs.
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EXT. MOTEL/2ND FLCOR LANDING - MOMENTS LATER

Gary scurries te his room. Ee spots a PIZZA BOX poking out of
a cleaning cart. He peeks into an cpen room-- The Maid folds
towels. He cpens the beox-- just crusts and a little sauce.

CGary tucke the box under his arm, steals a handful of MINI-
BLR SPIRITS and hug-les to his room. On his door is an
EVICTICH NOTICE-- that he dossn’t nctice.

INT. MCTEL/GARY'S ROCM - LATER

Cary wolfs kack the crusts and sauce while watching Shotgun
on his TV, steslthily bresk into a rvoom using only a PEN.

GARY
{clicking his own pen}
zn amazing teol. ARlright, time to
finish thig script. Need something
fresh. A Zresh idea.

Gary stops tke Shotgun tape and turns con REGULAR TELEVISION.
X NEWS REPCRTER gpeaks in IZront of the Pentagon.

NEWS REPORTER ON TV
-American weapons manufaciurer
Rronscn Davis has severed talks
with the Pentegon. Scurces say that
he is determined to sell his
ballistic missiles to the highest-

Bored, Gary changes the channel-- again, BRERKING NEWS.

IS DEFENCE SECRETARY ON TV
-what makes these missiles so
dangerous Iisg that they are
impervicus to radar- virtuzlily
undetectable. Guidance chips give
them laser precision-

He flips through several othsr channels-- ALL BREARKING NEWS.

No good steriss here.
GRRY EEZARS HIGH HEELS-- cutside his room. He turns to catch a
glimpse of BLONDE HAIR PASSING HIS WINDOW. He leaps up to his
patic door and peeks through the blinds.

GARY' S 2OV

L



0f the Blonde Woman walking down tc the pool. She slips off
her towel and APFLIES LOTION to her perfectly tanned bedy-- *
barely covered by a WHITE STRING BIKINI. Gary groans.

EXT. MCTEL/POOL - AFTERNOGON : *

Gary struts down the stalrs to the pool in cut-cff BLUE JEAN
SHORTS AND & TANK TCP. He carries a SMALL BADIO on his
shoulder. An untuned rock station plays DISTCRTED MUSIC.

MAUDE suntans by the pool-- barsely noticing him.

Gary sets the radic down. STRTIC. He fiddleg with the antenna
trving to reviwve his rock theme but can only find a spunky
EILARY DUFF S0NG. He flips it off.

SLOW-MO SEQUENCE

0f Gary pulling off his shirt and kicking off his loafers. He
hors on TEE DIVING BOARD and do=s some feeble back stretches.

GARY
Hey, darlin’, didn't I see you on *
the cover cof Jumbo Yummies?
{getting nothing from her)
Hm? No? Alright. Well.. .mavhe you'd
like to watch m2 gst my dive on? *

Gary jumps up on the beoard. IT IMMEDIATELY CRACKS IN EALF--~
flopping him face first into the water. IfL's a messy tumbkle.

He surfaces and doggy paddles to the szide of ths pool-- *
Larely keeping his chin above water.

MAUDE *
Are you OK? . *
GARY *
I'm fine. No, I planned all that.
A1l that- just part of the dive. *
MAUDE *
Really? You plamnsd for the diving *

board to snzp in half?

GARY ¥
I did. It’s called a double-dribble *
jack pike...with a snappy-doo. , *

BLOOD TRICELES from Gary's nose. *



He washes water on his fare and rinsss the blocd in the pool.

Gary does.

MATDE
Well, vou'‘re double-dribblinc nleood
from your nose there.

LRY
Ak, it's nothing I haven't seen-
{noticing the blood)
Oh my god, there’s blood
gverywhers! Zww!

MAUDE
Well, don't swish it around.

CGARY
Gah! Guh! It’'s cgeoing down my
throat. I'm in bad here.

MBaIDE

You're fine, it's just a little

ncse bleed. Pinch yvour bridgs.
He takes a few calming brezths.

MAUDE {cont’d)
Z thought a tough guy detective
like you could handle the sight of
a little bloocd.

GARY
Your CGramma told you that? Well,
she's & ligtle- I'm actuvally-

MAUDE
It's CE. T won't blow your cover.

GARY
Yeah, don’t blow it. I mzan, you
can blow it if you want. It's bsen
a while since it's been blown.
{awkward beat)
Dicd you...get the double intenuendo
thing I was doing there?

MAUDE
Little off vour game, huh?
b g

GARY

I usually don't get past the Jumbo
Yummies line. This part's all new.

Maude smiles at his shameless homesty. A little spark.

L
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GARY {cont’'c)
So...can you give me a hand?

Mauds claps. Gary laughs a little zZoc hard &t her lame joke.

GALRY {cont’c)
Thzat'g cute. 2 furny girl.

MAUDE
Sort of a deuble ‘intencendo’ .

GARY
Seriously, you gurnz help me up?

She offers her hand. Gary grabs it &nd YANKS HER INTS THE
POCI, HEAD FIRST. Ee laughs at his childish prank.

MAUDE
What the hell? Why'd vou do that?
It's freezing in here.

GARY
Well, vou were looking prstty hot
out there. Wink-wink, nudge-nudge.

MATTDE
You got wy hair all wet. Jerk.

GARY
Whoa, whoa! Ho, no. I thought we
were doin’ a whole ‘back and forth
romantic dvnmamic’ thing here.

MAUDE
Azshole. '

Maude climbs cut of the pool-- annoyed.

EXT. MOTEL/POCL - LATER

Mzude dries off oo a LOUNGE CHAIR. Gary sits at a table,
smoking and staring. Things are still a little awkward.

GARY

So, what’'es vour name again?

i

MAUDE
OK, this is the last time. Maude.

GRRY
Right. Maude. It's a wvery...
forgettakle name. Doesa’'t stick.
{MORE)
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Maude laughs at Gary’'s idiocy.
realizing it’s at his own expense.

CARY {cont'd)

{digging himself dJeseper)
7ind of cld timey, too, no? You
never see a young and sexy woman
with & terrible name like that.

That and Sert. You'll never meet a

voung and sexy Gert either,

MAUDE

You know, for a detective, vou seem

retty daft. I can’t imagine you
"solving anything.

GARY

When ths cops wen't help, scmetimes

all you got leftr is a shotgun.

MAUDE
(beat)
What do=s that mean?
GARY
Um, I‘m not...really sure.

GARY {cont'd)
Sav, vou wanna go grab a donut
somewhere or something- sometime?

MRUDE
You ssem like a nice snough guy-

GARY
I am. I'm nice. & kind spirit.

ARTTDE
-And vou make me laugh.

GARRY
{in dopey voice)
Hey evervbody, it’s me, ALF! Hal

MAUDE
{lauching]
That's terrible.

GARY
{in dopey voice}
Hey, Willie! Hey, Will-
{dropping out)
You’'re vight. It needs some work.

Gary laughs to

0—_
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14,

* ok

* % % %



15.

MAUDE
Lock, things are & little crazy
right now a&nd I just don't want vou
to get hurt.

GARY
ffr, hurt. By who? Your big
meathead boyiriend?

MAUDE
What meathead beyiriend?

GARY
The meathead locking for you
ezrlier. With the kig...weathead.

Maude nerveusly leoks through the lobhy te the street. She
sees the Yellow Hummer parked-- watching her.

- MBUDE
Ch my god, they found me.

Maude cathers her things and runs up the stairs.
GARY

No, no, please don't go. We were
doing so great. Hey, I can share.

Sary gets up, sad and dejected. He locks cover to the Hummer,

Deug the Thug snaps a photo of Gary and speeds away.
GARY {cont’d}
{flexing his chest}
Yeah, keep driving, maat.
INT. GARY'S ROOM - NIGET
CH TV
Shotgun Harley gite con a scia with TWC TWIN GIRLS.
SEOTGEUN
I‘m gunna call vou Jumbo...and I°11
call you Yummies.

GARY

chugs back a MINI-BAR BOTTLE. He’'s had a fsw. Ha's got his
ren and script out-- struggling to focus.

*



GERY
That's richz, Shotcun don‘t gst

shot down. shotgun gets alll *
Gary drcops hig per and passes out. *
BENG! R GUNSHOT startiles him awake. He groggily leooks around *

rthen over to his TVv-- where Shotgun LEAPS FROM A WINDOW EILL *
to THE NEXT RUILDING QVER (20 FT. BWRY)-- avelding capture.

Gary mutes the TV and shuts his eyves. ANCTHER GUHNSEQOT! He *
bolts up. The TV is still on mute. Drunk and befuddled-- he
stumbles —o the bathroom.

INT. GARY'S ROOM/BATHROOM - CONTINUIUS

Gary FLIPS ON THE BRIGHT LIGHT and shuts his eyes. He *
arpears to be slesping standing up. Then-- heavy sounding *
urine strikes the tcilet bowl.

MUFFLED VOICEZS ARE HERRD next door. Gary cuts off his stream *
te listen. His face contorts in pain. No more veices. He
releases his urins again.

MEBN’S VOICE {0.C.}
You have the chips! We know you do! *

MAUDE {0.C.)
I don't, No, vou're hurting me!

Gary attempte to cut off the stream again. Pee dribbles cut
as he leans cleser o the wall te hear. Silence. He tries to
resume peeling but he lest it.

GRRY
Damn, piss went back up.
MAUDE SCREAMS. Gary rushes tc the front door to save her but-- *
he locks the bolt instead. He fellows the SQUND OF MRUDE'S *

SCEEAME to the back bathroom window.

EXT. ALLEY BEHIKD MOTEL - NIGHT

GLRY POKES EIS FACE OUT THE WINDOW and witnesses Mauds being
dragead into the Ysllow Hummer by Doug the Thug.

GARY
HEY!



Doug leoks up. Sary ducks. Then, veary cautiosusly, snesaks a
peek. As the Hummsr speseds away, Gary tries to focus his
Rlurry evyes on the license plate. It reads, ‘M R CC O L*.

i

IKT. MOTEL/GER

v
i

ROOM - CONTINUOUS
Ee gearches hig roeom fcor the pen.

GARY
MR C Zero Zero L. M R C Zero Zero-

Dzsperate, he opens the pizza box and dips his fingers in
szuse resifue. He writes on the wall with the sauce.

GARY (cont'd}

MR C Zero Zero...zero. ZERD, ZEROD

WHAT? Ah, that’s just...grezt.
Frustrated, Gary slumps down the wall tc the floor-- smearing
the sauce. Bz shakes his head and shuts his eves.
INT. MOTEL/GARY'S ROOM - LATER
Gary wakes up to the scund of PCLICE CHEATTER and Gladdy
crying next door. He rises slowly and unlocks his door.
EXT. MOTEL/ZND FLOOR LAKDING - NIGHT

Gary saunters out of his room and LITES A CIGARETTE. He
stretches his back-- casually glancing into Gladdy’s room.

SGT. TISKEWSKI, 46, an intense, red-faced cop who has seen
211, listens to Gladdy rant. He chomps on a gdonub. Another
Cop, CFFICER BRENT, looks around in the b.g.

[ 5
s

GLADDY
-But they kidnapped her and I'm
afrzid thav're going to kill her.

OFFICER ZRENT
Why would they do that?

SLADDY
The terrorist on the TV...she has
gsomething he wants.

OFFICER BRENT
Right. The guy on the “TV".
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TISHEWSKI
Relax, Gladdy. Have s donut.

Tisnewskl coffers her DONUTS FROM A BCX. Gary perks up at the
sight of donuts.

GLADDY
T =an't eat those- I'm dizbetic.

OFFICER BRENT
You shouldn’t sither, Sar
Remernber what the dog szl

TISNEWSKI
Shut up, Brent. & littie heart
disease never killed anvone. Why
don't you head kack tc the station.
1’11 rhandle the rest of this.

Brent nods at Tiagnewski and exits ths rcom-- passing Gary.
ZLapnhy
Shotgun Harley! Thank heavens!
He’'ll help me.

Tisnewskil spproaches Gary, cautiously eyeing him up and down.

TIENEWSKI

You heard what happensd in here?

GLADDY
0Of course he did. He’'s a detective.
Tell'em, Shotgun.

GARY
Ahh...no, she’s ahh- I heard a
struggle. Veoilces, some screams-

TISKEWEKZ

4

fer TV was up too loud- watching
crime shows. Case closed.

GARY
Wzll, no. I zalsc saw her
- Granddaughter, Gert-

GLADDY
Maude:

GARY
-Maude, get dragged intc a car.



TISNEWSEI
Wear kind of car?

GARY
Unh, a vellow one.

TISHNEWESKXL
Did vou g=t a make cr plate?

GAERY
Yes...uh-
{locks at smeared wall;
-¥o. But it was a big car. One of
the kigger cnes vou see these days.

TISHREWSKI
Mm. Well, that's not a lot to go
on, pal.

3ladsy plesads to Gary with her rheumy, klue eysg. He caves.
Gary grzkts Tisnewski’s arm as he's leaving.

GLRY
S8ir, lock at her room. Scmething
must‘ve happsned in there. Somsbody
came in here and tock the girl.

TISNEWSK
vezh, who? Tsrrorists? You don't
believe that too ao ya?

GBARY
Well, no but-

TISNEWSEI
{whispering)
Look, it’s nice that you want to
help this ©3d kat but this isn’t
the first tims we've been out here.
She’'s cld and sick- living in a
fantasy werld., My advice is tc stay
out of it and ksep vour nocse clean.

Gary nods-- embarrassed that hs was taken in by this kochy
lady. Tisnewski leaves Gladdy and Gary in an awkward moment.

GAERY
Yen, gunna hit the sack.

Gary gives his back a stretch, then slinks back to his room.



INT. MOTEL/GARY’'S ROCM - MOMENTS LATER
Gary is about to closs his door-- but Gladdy steps in.

CLADDY
Detective Harley, my Granddaughter
feared for her life. She told me if
anvthing were to happen to her I
should cive these to the highest
suthority, =so naturally, I'wm giving
them to you.

She hands him a bag of SMOKY BACCHN POTATC CEIPS.

SREY
Lady, please I'm still pretty
trashed, why don’t vou just lsave
it to the police.

GLEDDY :

The pelice are in on it. And when
th=s pelice won't help all you got
left iz a shotgun.

CGARY
That doesn’t mean anything.

SLADDY
When your back’s up against the
wall, there's always a sheotgun. TIf
vou can't find the money for hire-

GARY
Tt was a TV show, lady! Ssventeen
vears ago! I'm not a detective. I'm
an actor. My name is Garv Bushell.

QLADDY _
If & shotgun's empty =sometimes you
need the keen eves of a Raven. When
vou two put vour heads together vou
alwavs bogpk the crook!

GARY
O¥., cummere, cummare.

Gary drags her inte his living room and PLAYS A VIDEGTAPE.
oN TV

Shotgun Harley drives in his Monte Carlo with Raven.
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SHCTCEUN
The Czptain haz Turned on the se
belt sign so let's LOCK "N' ROLL

REAVEN
T=IS IS A BAD IDEA! BAD 1DEAR!

CLADDY (0.C.3
There’s Ravesn!

They’'re in a high-speed chase at a MARINE FARK. They smasnh

over & VENDER'S CARRT, onto a ramp and then ‘JUMF A SHARKY
a water tank. Shotgun FIREE AT TEE SEARK-- mid jump.

GARY (0.C.)
See? It’s all fake. I dicdn't even
drive my own car.

BACK ON GLADDY S CCHNFUSED FACE

GLADDY
But...that’'s you, isn’t it¥

GARY
Well, that shot’'s me, it’s a close-
up- Look, how can I explain this?
See this bex thing here? It's
‘called a TV and uh...satellites up
in the sky beam down un, energy and
uk, wires tzke thess celers and
things- Logk, I don’t really know
how it works but it’s all make-
believe, OK? I'm not like that,
I've never helped anveone in my
1ifa

Fh

GLRDDY
Don‘t say that. You're a hero.

GARY
I'm & coward. I was the one who
gave them your room number in the
first place, sc I wouldn't get
hurt. You want Shotgun, lady and
that ain’'t me. I’'m scrry. Thanks
for the chips though. I'm starving.

Gary shuffles her cut the door and bolts the lock. Gladdy

appsars at his sliding door window-- weeping. Gary relents

znd then-- pulls the blinds shut.

CLADDY CRIES. It's painful to listen to. He TURNS UP THE
VGLUME ON EIS TV.

in
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o TV
Shotgun is carrying an OLD WOMARW away from WILD SER LIONS

CLD WCOMAN
You really are a hers, young man.

@ary rclls his eves and swigs on a bettle. Ee gets an idea.
He grabs the pen and starts writing madly on his newspaper.
EXT. MOTEL/2ND FLOCR LANDING - MORNING

Garv exits his room-- ‘movie script’ tucked under his amm. He
spots Gladdy in her window. It’s obviocus that she has been
crying all night. She holds Gary’s headshot over the trash
and drops it in. Gary shrugs it off.

MT. MOTEL/LOBEY - MOMENTS LATER

. Gary stares at the empty donut box. Joe exits the office.

MENAGEE JCE
Zushell! Where’s my money?

ary flees the scene-- through the lobby doors. He runs to
the BUS ST0P right in front of the Landmark and walits. He
impatisntly glances back at Jos-- who stares back.
Z BUS ARRIVES and slowly lowers a HANDICAPPED PERSON off its
hydraulic 1ift. Gary waits impatiently.
EXT. HANK BIGMAN PRODUCTICNE - DAY
Gary slips inside the office building-- not heolding the deoor
open for a DELIVERY WOMAN with her arms full of packages.
INT. HANK BIGMAN PRODUCTIONS/RECEPTICN AREAR - DRY

Gary grabs a handful of DESK MINTS and eats them like food
wnile a cute RECEPTIONIST, 22, talks cn the phone.

He sniffe a whiff of himself-- not cood. He wanders cover to
an AQUARIUM filled with exotic fish. He scocps some water and
splashes his armpits-- giving them a guick wash. '

RECEPTIONIEST
Don't 4o that.

LS

*
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GARY
Oh no? OK. Lock, I nsed to se=s b0
Hank. Tell him ‘SBhotgun’ Sary
Bushell’s here.

RECEPTICNIST
Hank died elight years agc.

Gary is gtunnad. XNo one told him.

GARY
Really? Oh, I didn't...Wocw. Huh.
anyone elge here that uh, I cculd
telk to? Anvone?

RECZPTIDRIST
Well Serge is in charge ¢f most of-

GARY
Serge! VYeah, love to sees Serge.
Thig him here?

Sary strides over to a door labesled “ZERGE MAROUTIS TE‘ .

INT. SERCGE'S OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER
Bary pokes his craggy face through the door crack.

GARY
You Serge?

SERGE, 27, a Lotshot producer, has his f=zet up on a desk,

gazing ocut at his pancramic view of Beverly Eills.

SERGE
Hey, talk to me, pal. How've ya
been? Been good?

GARY
Yeah, been good. Been busy. I, uh-

Serge turns. EBe's wearing a MICRO-EARPIECE CELL PHONE.

SERGE
What? Hold on, Carl. Somsone just
walked irto my coffice. SHARCHN, WHO
IS THIE?!

GARY
Wame’'s Gary Bushell. Ring & bell?

* * * + F k%
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SERGE
Ok, right, veah! Hey, gimme a Iew,
would ya, Gar? On the phone here.

Gary shuffles uncomfortably in the middle of the cffice.

SERGE {cont’'d)
Hn? No, it’s Gary Bushell. Eemember
<his guv? From the- veah, yeah,
that guy!
{he laughs hard)

Dude, don't, he's right hers. . .Hsy,
zasy neow, EBEP would be nothing
woday without that *ol’ hack®.

Serge plaviully winks at Gary. Gary attempts to smile back.

SERGE (cont’d}
Sorry, bro. Gotta talk to this guy.

Sergs TAPS HIE EAR/PHONE and stares across at Gary.

SERGE (cont’d)
¥y apologies, bud. Didn'’t mean o
cut va off. What were ya saying?

GAREY

Yeah, sust besn writing. Wrote a-
SERGE

8rill not talking to you, Gar.

As Serge continues hig czll he looks cut to the Receptionist
znd mouths, “CALL SECURITY".

Sary wanders over te the LIQUOR CABINET. He pours a stiff one
and chugs it. He grabs a HUGE BOUEBON BOTTLZ and shoves it
down the front of his jeans-- cresting an obvious bulgs.
SERGE {cont’d)
Mo, you rock. Scrry for your loss.

Serge spins back arcund, takes off his earpiece phone and
assegsss Gary-- swaying in the middle of his office.

SERGE (cont’d)
Gary Zusghell...what do vou want?

Gary teosses his SHOTGUN MOVIE SCRIPT con the dask.

* % Ok O % H K 4 *
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SERGE (cont'd)
What’'s this? ‘Shotoun Earley The
Movie’. Ard veou wrote it...in pen
...on mismatched papsre.

GARY
I know it's nct the proper format,
but the story kicks ass. Ceoupla
meatheads nab an cid bat’'s hot
cranddaughzer and then I see it and
then zh...sclve it.

SERGE
I'm a busy man, I've got a guesue cf
thirty calls lined up and you're
wasting wy time with this turd?

Serge chucks it in the trash and stares at Gary for a LONG
UNCOMFORTARLE BELT.

GARY
Uh...well, sorry to bother vou.

Gary makss for ths door. Descorating the wall, Gary notices
MCVIE POSTERS of updated TV shows from the 80's. ‘Eardcastle
znd McCormick’ and ‘Scarecrow and Mrs. King'.

GARY {cont’'Z)
You know what's wrong with movies
these days?

SERGE
Tell me guick. I got a call.

Dramatic beat-- INSPIRATIONAL MUSIC SWELLS. Gary turns tc
Serge purpocsefully.

GRRY
They stink. See va.

INSPIRATIONAL MUSIC FIZZILES. Gary turns to leave,

SERGE
Wait, Gar. Wow! That’s- Come back.
That’s very insightful. They do
stink. But you know what? When I
really thirk about it. ¥Yours stirks
much worse. Now, get the fuck out
of my office.

TWC SECURITY GUARDS flank Gary and escort him out.

¥ % *
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EXT. MCTEL/DRIVEWAY - LATEER

A CITY BUS pulls over. Gary sulks off . He notices the Yellow
Hummer drivirng away frcm the motel. He focuses on the plats
a8 it speeds past-- M R C 0 0 L. This time, he‘s gct it.

EXT. MCTEL/2KD FLODR LANDING - LATER

Gary arrives at his room. Another EVICTION NOTICE is nailed
tec his door and his stuiff is PILED IN BOXES outside. He turms
pale. The realizaticn ¢f his barren life is nauseating.
Looking for a smile he turns to Giaddy’'s reom. TWO PARRMEDICE
wheel GLADDY'S CORPSE cut. Her lifeless eyes are wides open.

Face blue. Brulses on ner neck. It’s a terrifying sight.

GARY
What the- What happened hers?

PAREMEDIC H#1
Who wants to know?

GARY .
T o, I'm a...dstective.

PARAMEDIC 2
Thev say she chocked on a donuat.

FLRAMEDIC #1
apparently the old broad was nuts
for ‘em.

GARY
A donut? That's impoessible,

They wheel her down the landing. A HAND SLAPS DOWN cnto
Gary’s shoulder-- IT'S SG@T. TISNEWSKI.

TISNEWSKI
Come with me, pleacse.

Tisnewski leads Gary into Gladdy’s room,.

INT. MOTEL/GLADDY'S EOOM - CCHNTINJIOUS

TISHEWSET
id you see what happened?



GARY
No, but scomething dossn’t add up
here. That old ladv- she doesn't
=2t donute, remember? She’s
allercic. And what about those
welts on hsr neck? Choked by hands
mavbe nct domuts. Oh, and that
vellow car? Well, I just saw it
again. Only thisz time I got their
plate. M R C Zerc Zero L! Now, I'm
sure they still got the girl, so
let’s put oubt an ATV on the plates,
get a sting thing going and bock
this crook-

Tisnewski jabs Gary in the threost with his NIGATSTICE.

TISNEWSKI
I thouzht I told vou tec stay osut of
this. I don’'t need some ‘dick’
screwing up my cass.

Gary gurgles in pain.

TISNEWSKI {cont’d)
Persenally, I'd love nothing more
than to smack that smart-ass smirk
off veour face.

GARY
what smirk? I‘m not smirkin

TISNEWSKI
That’s the one.

He pops Gary in the ear with his nightstick-- knocking him to
the floor. Tisnewski’s worked up. He rubs his chest.

TISNEWSKI {cont’d)
tast warning. Stay out of this.

He gives Gary a final ‘warning peint’ and leaves. Gary
notices that his signed HEADSHOT that Gladdy threw in the
trash has beern tzped to her fridge. Gary is overwhelmed by
the gesture. He picks it up and flips it over. On the back it
roeads, ‘Help me, voufre my last hope.’

GARY
Locks like someone nseds a shotgun.



INT. MOTEL/PARKING GARAGE - CONTINUOUS

-

Gary struts IN SLO-MC-- DRESSED IN FULL SHCOTGUN GARR. He
SPARKS A SMOKE. In the back corner is a CAR UNDER A DUSTY
SHEET. Gary rips it off revealing the SAME 77 MONTE CARLC
FRCM HIS TV SHOW-- conly now, like Gary, it looks like crap.
Pusted. Duct taped togethsr. 014.

a4

Gary heaves his big leg theugh his W2LDED SHUT DOOR. It's =3
struggle. He fi=zally plops onte the seat and fires up the
engine. BLACK SMOKE FILLS THE GARAGE. The car coughs and
dies. TEEME MUSIC ABRUFTLY STOPS.

Bary continues to flood the engins for a while.

MOMENTS LATER

THEME MUSIC CRANKS UF AGAIN-- as Gary SIPHONS GAS from
scmecns’s car. He stops to take a puff on his cigarette.

EXT. LOS RNGELES - DAY - MONTAGE

Gary drives his Monte Carlo throuch the STREETS CF LA. He’s

on a mission. He investigates BAD NEIGHERCRHOCDS, interviews
UNSAVORY CHARACTERS and spies on various REGULAR PEOFLE

leaving STARBUCKS with BINOCULARS-- hard core datesctive work.

INT. MONTE CARLOD, TRAVELLING - DAY
GARY
What the fuck am I locking for?
EXT. THE DCNUT DINER - MCOMENTS LATER

THE THEME SONG ABRUPTLY ENDS-- as Gary walts at a drive-
through window. TINA, a prevty, voung CASHIER serves him.

TIKA THE CASEIER
That‘1ll be forty-two fifty.

Gary pulls out the United Way Box from the motel and tries to

shake some change out. A dime falile. He tcsses her the box.

GARY
Here.

A cool, new Timberlang remix of the SHOTGU THEME SONG PLAYS.

LI S A
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TINA THE CASHIER
Um, I‘m gunna have te count this
before I give you the donuts,

A burly DONUT 00K peeks out the window.

DONUT COOK
Ho way, 1 knew it was you! First I
seen the car and T was like- no
wav! Then I seen vou and I was like-
NO WaAY! Shotgun Harley! F'in 31

GARY

You a fan of the show?

DCONUT COOK
Sh veah...you knew, in an ironi

Ao

way. They releasing it on DVED soon?

GARY
I don't know...what that is.

DONUT COOK
Man, I got v bleg for the day.
Tina, you got any idea who this is?

TINA THE {ASHIER
No.

JIMMY, a dopey tfeen employvee, pops up behind the Cook.

JIMY
Hey, that’s the guy! He's con TV!
3 guy

TINA THE CASHIER
{guddenly interested)
So...vou're like, a celebrity?

GRRY

(a4

Well-

DONUT COOK
Listen duds, you gotta come inside
we’re having a2 party for Jimmy.

Jimmy holds up a besr in the b.g.

JIMMY
Yeah, it’'s my party!

Gary's eves drift over to a busy intersection where The
VILLOW HUMMZR IS STOPPED AT THE LIGHTS. He perks up-~ noet
sure what to do.
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T
JET R0

Uh- Can I take a »rzin check? I
think I*1ll Just get ths donuts.

TINA THE CASHIZR
I'm courting vour stclen pennies as
fast as I can, sir.

Gary glances at the Fummer again-- teasing him at the lights.

DCRUT COCK
(helding up a cruller)
T can make it worth your while,

GARY
Uh...I'd lova £ but...

Gary watches the Hummer disappear around a corner.

GLRY (cont’'d}
2h, damn iti

Gary slams cn the cas-- leaving his donuts behind. He DRIVES
CVIR A MEDIAN-- LOSING A HSURCRP.

DONUT COOX
Hey, fuck you, man! Yeu washed up
pisce of shit! I EOFPE YOU DILV

EXT/INT. MONTE CARLO - DAY (TRAVELLING)

GARY
{looking back)
Jesz, that was harsh.

Gary's hot on the Hummer‘s tail. The Hummer rcars through an
intersection. A CRCSSING CUARD steps put into the street--
Gary slams on his brezks. An entire SCHOCL YARD CF CHILDREN,
attached by rops, mszander across the street.

GRRY {cont’'d}
Come on, y'asses. HMove it!

The Hummer is long gone. Gary punches hisg steering wheel.

EXT/INT. MCOWTE CAELD - LATER {TRAVELLING)

Gary ig defeated and sad. He takes a bite from a cruller and
swig of beer. Suddenly, he bricghtens up. Farked in an ALLEY
BEHIND A STRIP MALL is the Yellow Hummer. He rips off his
FARTY HAT, pulls over and watches from a distance. SETRKEOUT.

*



Maude is pulled from an unmarked door ancd into the Hummer.
She attemp:ss to escape-~- but her arms and legs are bound.

MAUDE
HELF! HELP ME! HELP!

Doug and his partner, DALE THE THUG, chase her down and drag
ker back to tha car. Gary stays put, watching the scene. He
crips his steering wheel tight.

SARY
HEY.,.LEAVE HER ALCNE!

MAUDE
{seeing Gary)
DETECTIVE, DO SOMETEING!

GARY
D0 WHAT?!
MAUDE
{beingy thrown back in)
ANYTHING!

Gary grips his steering wheel tight-- nct sure what to do.
Then-- HE HONKS HIS HORN. The Hummer’s REVERSE LIGHTS COME
ON. It backs up inte Gary’'s car-- SMASHING THE HEADLIGETS and
REIFPING THEE BUMPER OFF.

sh, vou're gunna pay for that.
The Bummer lurches forwayrd snd drives away. Gary, mad as
hell, “ame the gas pedal and metors after it.
EXT. FREEWAY ON-REMP - CONTINUOUS
A CONSTRUCTION SITE blocks the ramp. WORKERS shovel a DIRT
MOUND. THE HUMMER CRASHES THROUGH A BARRICADE and launches
over the mound. It lands safely and turns onto ths FREEWAY,
EXT/INT. MONTE CRARLO, TRAVELLING - CONTINUOUS
Gary's mouth is dropped in digbelief. Undeterred, he aims for
the mound and shuts his eves. The car slams into half of the
mound-- lodging dirt clumps into the front grill.

THE HOCD POPS UP-- blocking his view. He leans out and tries
to slam it back down. It breaks cff, flying cver the roof.

*
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GARY
iy hood! Damm it.

EXT. L& FREEWAY - CCHNTIHNUDUS

The Eummer weaves through the busy highway traffic with the
Monte Carlo on its tail. In & split secend, The Hummer veers
across three lanes oI traffic and EXITS THE FREZWAY.
EXT/INT. MONTE CARRLO, TRAVELLING - CONTINUOUS

Gary cruises past the exit-- missing the turn. Refusing to
lcse, HE SLAMS ON HIS ERAKES in the middle of the fresway.
He tzkes a deep breath, throws it into reverse and backs up.
Bekind him-- wvehicles swerve, skid, and slam intoc cne
another. CARS CATAFULT INTC THE AIR. GAS TAMNKS EXPLODE.

DRIVERS run for their lives. IT'S A MASSIVE WRECEK.

Gary reaches the off-ramp-- completely intact. He takes a
quick look kack at the FIERY CARNAGE he just caused.

GARY

Sorry- Sorry ‘bout that.

He continues along the exit-- still in hot pursuic.

EXT. LITTLE KOREA/FARMER'S MARKET - MOMENTS LATER

KOREANE ARE EVERYWHERE. The Hummer slcwly moves its way
through a crowded marketr. The Monte Carlo is in hot, and very
slow pursuit.

Gary ~avs on his damaged horn-- It SQUAWES likes a sick bird.
GARY
What 1s this? One of vour fire
drills? Let's go!
Gary speeds up closer to the Hummer but he's cut off by a
RICKSHEAW. Ee veers away and SLAMS HIS CAR INTO A FRUIT STAND-~-
completely destroying it.

Gary SPINS HIS TIEES ON A CRUSHED MELON-- slinging bits of
rind at nearbky Koreans. He’‘s stuck but he keeps on spinning.

Zn irate KOREAN MERCEANT tries to open Gary's door.

GARY {cont’d)
They don't copen. They're weldsd.
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The Merchant reaches inside and tries to pull Gary cut.

GARY {ccmt'd}
Wait, wait. I'm =till kuckled.

Gary unbuckles himself and the Merchan:t yanks him throuagh the
windcw. Gary is surrounded by ANGRY KOREANS.

KOREAN MERCHAN
{in Korean)
My livelihcod! My shop! You
destroyved everything I worked for.
CGARY
Khat?! Slow down. Everything's
fine. I'm a dztective.

They rock the Monte Carlo back and forth-- tipping it over.

Through the crowd, a pumped up KOREAN TOUSH appears, doing
gome guick fight moves. Gary rolls his eves and saunters
over. He's get an ¢old TV trick up his sleeve.

GARY {(cont'd)
(pointing behind him)
B2y buddy, what's that?

The Kerean Tough doessn’'t look,

GARY (cont’d)
Really, check it cut. Look!

He =till doesn't look.

GRRY (cont'd)
Uh~- don't cha wanna look?

The Kcorean Tough unlcads a SPINNING HEEL KICK to Gary's chin--
gsending him back onte a TABLE OF FISH. The FISH TAERLE
MERCTHANTS surround him. Sary runs. They all chase after him.

EXT. LA STREETS - LATER

Gary sneaks around-- hiding from the Xoreans., A billboard
catches his eye. It's George ESampson (the guy who played

Raven! in an ad for Potted Meats. It reads, “EAT MY SWEERT
MEAT!®

A BLACK BIRD SWOOPE in and perches on the billboard.

GAREY
Kaven,

L T B 4
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E¥T. EBUZURREN HCISE - DAY

CGARY' 8 EAYD knocks con a docr. GEORGE SAMPSON, 50, opens up.
He still locks the same but now, instead of klack lesther, hs2
wears a COSBY SWEATER and PLEARTED SLACKS.

GARY
*Tig some wvisgitor rapping at your
chamber door.

GECRGE
Gary? That you?

GARY
Whenever a shotgun 1s empiy you
need the keen eyes cf g Raven.

CECRGE
Yeah, hold that thought- Dylan,
vlease. You'rs gstting my slacks
a2ll wet. :

George’s young white kids, BRITHNEY and DYLAN, run around
shooting George with WATER GUNS and a HOSE.

. GEORGE {cont d)

Sritney, that's an outside hose.

GARY
There’'s trouble zfoot and I nsed
your talens.

GEQRGE
What?

George’s big-boned white wife, DEBBIE, spocns POTTED MEAT
from a JAR on the sofa.

DEBBIE
Gecrge! This batch needs more
Sodium Ervthorbate!

GECRGE
ugar, I already put 820 milligrams
in. Anymore and we're not gonna

meet FDA approvel.

DEBEIE
DO HOT MAKE ME CET UR AND DO IT
MYSELF!

ghe takes a sip off her Lemon-limes Slurpee.



GEORGE
No, no, I*'11 do it, 111 do it.
{back to Gary)
Sorry. Home business. 3ot a
shipment going out tomoryow-

GLEY
¥e need te talk.. _real business.

DEERIE
Ceorge, pick me up more cupcakes
from Costeo- and a Zorty pack of
tube socks.

GEORCE
Todzay’s not good, Gar. I got a hean
of chores to do.
(back at his kids)
Dyl, put my mother’s ashes down- oh
damn! Guys, we got-to-go.

GABRY
This iz a matter of life and quite
posgibly- death...maybe. Hm?

GEORGE
Are you drunk?

DEBBIE
GECRZE! Before vou go, gimme some
sSugar.
GEORGE
{sweetly:

niright baby, pucker up.

DIBBIE
No!!! SUGAR. This slurpese’s too
sour.

EXT/INT. GEORGE’S MINIVAN, TRAVELLING - LATER
Seorge’s kids, dressed in baseball uniferms, fight in the
back seat while Gary finishes telling George the whole story.

GEQORGE
{shaking his head)
That’s the stupidest thing I've
ever heard. You don’t know a thing
about detective work.
{MORE}



GEQRGE {cont 'd)
You're an actor. Why den’t you
check intc rehab and leave this to
the pclice,

GARY
That's just it, they're in on it
too. I'm her last hope.

Ivlan lights a FIRECRACKER and tosses it at Gesorge.
ECRGE
Whoa, hey, Dyl, swestle, please.
¥ot while I'm drivin’. Don’t make

daddy ralse his veice.

DYLAN
Yeu’ re not wy dad- Ceorge.

George gazes out the window, sucking back the tears.
GEORGE
{holdirg back tears)
You hurt me so much when you say
things like that.

EBRITHEY
Deon’t bs such a pussy, George

Britney throws another [irecracker st Gecrge.

GEQRGE
Gary, grab those would vya?

Gary reaches inte the back and wrestles the firecrackers from
the kids.

DYLAN
Let go of me you fuckin’ pervert.
What’s goin’ on back there?

GARY
I'm geting the stupid-

The firecrackers explode in CGary’s hands.

GARY (cont’d}
Oh shit? OW! Oh, shit!

CECRGE
Hey, watch thes language around my
babies.



37.

Seorge stops at & BASEBALL FIELD and checks his chere list,

GEORGE {cont’d)
Ck little sluggers, we're here.
How, I'm gunna run scme errands and
vou’rs Aunt Roshanda will pick you
up at-

Eefore he can finish, Dylan and Eritney are cut the door
charging across the sirveet and into a SHOFPING MRLL.

GECRCE {cont’d)

{checking his list)
Hit some homers for daddy.

{to Gary)
Wife's kids. Previous marriage. 3ut
I Jove'em like my own. Now, I gotta
drep off some dry cleaning, where
am I droppin' vou off?

GARY
I'm not entirely sure.

EXT/INT. GEORBE’S MINIVAN - MUCH LATER

. George drives as Gary cranes his neck out the window,
straining to remember where the hidsout was.

GARY
There! No, that's not it. That omne?
Nope. Hold eon. Hold.. . held.. _ hold-

GEORGE
Damn, Gary., I got forty-Iive
mimites and an hour long list. I'm
letting you out.

They pull up into A STRIP MALL PRRKING LOT and stop in front
of a DIVE BAR. Gary checks arcund-- bescoming very exciced.

GARY
Hey, this is it! This is where they
had her. But the alley side,

GECRGE
A bar. That makes sense. Well, gocd
seeing you. I'm goling to gst tubs
socks,

*



GARY
What? Nec, I need your help. ¥You
gotta back me up. Stand behing me
actin’ all tcusgh arnd stuff,

GEQRGE
¥You mzan like on thke TV show?

GARY
Yeah, yezh, liks the show!

GECRGE
.. .How drunk ars you?

GARY
I'm buzzin® a littls, sure-
Listen, Raven-

GEORCE
Gaorge. My name'’'s Gaorge.

GAEY
-George. When was the last time you
did anything good for humanity?

GEORGE
Meonday. I deonated ten thousand
dollars to the United Way.

GARY
United Way? That’'s- wow- a lot.

GECRGE
That’s right. I invested my mons
wiselyv. Got a nice potted meat
business going.

GARY
See, that’'s great. 2nd what do you
think I‘ve done with my life?

GECRG

trf

Nothing.

GARY
Exactly. I‘ve nsver dons nothing
for nobeody my whole life. T don't
wanna live like that anymore. You
see what I'm sayinc?

GECRGE
MNo, I don't.
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GARY
This sweet old woman Zisd bescauge I
didn't do anything, and now the
same thing's gunna happsn to her
grandfaughter- this beautiful...
grendiaughter nseds my help and I

nesd to help her. But I nsed your
help to help me- help her.
Pleass...Gzorse.

Seorge stares at a PICTURE CF HBIS FAMILY taped te nis visor.
SECRGE
Alright. If I do this for vou, vou

gotta do me a faver too.

CGALRY
Anything. You name it.

GEGRGE
I want you to make sure, promiss
me...yvou will never contact me
again. EVER.

CLRY
It’s a dezl, 014 friend.

He offers his hand for a shake. Georce axits the van.

EXT. ALLEY BEEIND STRIP MALL - DAY
Gary snesks up to a DOOR. Gecrges straggles behind him.
GRRY
They dragsed her from this door

here...I think.

He turns the handle. IT'S LOCKED. ¥= PULLS QUT HIS PEM and
jabs it at ths lock.

GEORGE
Wnat are you doing?

GARY
Wait for it~

The pen snaps in Gary’'s hang.

GEORGE
This is taking teo long.
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GARY
Hold on. Just act tough and keep
satch, will va?

He sters back and KICXE THT DOOR-- 1t doesn’t move. Gary
lcokes around and KICKS AGAIN-- HARDER. Still nothing. Gary
wipes his lips and KICKS AGAIN-- AND AGAIN. He keeps KICKING
AT THE DOOR, CVER AND COVER-- trying to bust it down.

GSECORGE
OK, that’s enocugh. Just usze the
front door.

INT. SEEDY RAR - MOMENTS LATER

Gary and George step inte the unmarxked khar. It's rk, grungy
and empty-- except for & Zew SEADY QLD MEN at the bar.

GEORGE ,
You sure this is the place?

GArY
Trust me. I'm pretty sure.

The Men look up at Gary and George fidgeting at the door. 2
pock-faced BARTENDER puts his parer down and stares at them.

GARY {cont’d)
(ir an Australizn accent)
G'day, mate! Two lunch menus. ..
mate.

Gary and Cecrge shuffle over to a small bocoth and sit down.
Even though they whisper, their voices seem to carry.

GEORCGE
Why are vou talking like that?

GARY
Undercover- from down under.

GECRGE
This is = bad idea. Bzd idea. Aw,
jeezus, now vou got me quoting the
damn show.

GAEY
CK...I"11l cause a diversion and vou
go check for clues.

SEORGE
What?!
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and throws it against a MIRRCOR--

Gary picks up a SALT SHAKER
SHATTERING IT TO THE FLOODR.
CRRY
Li'l help cver here. Salt slipped.
{under nhis breath)
Gz, fly Raven!
CECRGE

Lock what you didt
and Geor

The Men at the bar just watch Gary
BARTENDER
What do vou two want’t

GARY
{Gropring his dislect)
¥Marnus, and uh, drinks. You want
cold brewski, Raven?
2AARTENDER
losed, Kow gst lost.

[§]

Wa're

Gzorge takes the hint and instantly gsts

GEORGE
Didn‘t know. We apologize for
troublin’ va. We’ll just be-
GARY

Whazncha got in the back room

BARTEHNDER
Who'as askin’?

GARY
ghotgun Harry's askin'.

GEQRGE
You're name was Harley.

GARY
all, 3

Listen, greaseball,
where you took the girl.

BARTENDER

What the

GEORGE
{under his breath)
You're gonna get us kill

e’e bad charade.

0

=3

uo.

rhere?

wanna know

fuck did yeu just call m=?

ed.



Gary second guessss his brashnese,

GARY
Ah...just- where’s the giri? She
around?

EARTERNDER

I think you two beiter leave.

SARY

Don’t make me ask vou twice.

GEORGE
You alreacy asked him Twice and he
dcesn't want to tell you. Let's go.

The Zartender steps cut from behind the bar with

EARTENDZR
Don't make me break yver kneecaps.

GARY
Yezh? Don't make me...use THIS!

Gary leaps to his feet and awkwardly pulls out a
SHCTGUN PRCP from his jackst.

GARY {cont’ g}
Never saw off a lcaded Shetount

GEORGE
What in the Lord’s name deo vou
think yvou're doing?! Put that away!

GARY
Now, I'm gonna ask you one more
time. Where’'s the girl?

GECRGE
Is that a rubber gun?

GALRY
No, G=orge, shut uo.

EARTENDER
I‘ve had it with vou two. Let's
teach these boys scme manners.

RKUBBER

The Bartender and the Man grab BOTTLEZ and FOOL CUES and
advance on Gary and Gecrge., Gary stares down the Men-- not
farzed in the least. He is starting to believe his own moxie.



GARY
Locks like you Zust found
yourselves &-

Behind Gary, an CLD MAN points at the prop gun.

OoLE MAN
It is a rubber gun!

Sarv bolts fer the door-- knocking George into a pinball
machine on his way out. The angry Gang close in on George.

GECRGE
Wait! I'm supposed to be at Costco.

GECRGE FLIPS A TARLE at them. It misses completely. He runs
out the docr behind Gary.

EXT. BACK ALLEY ZEHIND STRIP MRLL -~ CONTINUCUS

Gary and George run for their lives. The Rubber Gun bounces
back and forth in CGayy’'s grip.

THE YELLOW HUMMER PULLSE CUT-- blocking'their escape.

They run back in the other direction. George knocks over
GARBAGE CANS and Gary tips a box of 3TYROFGAM NOODLES--
tryine tc congest the Hummer’s path. The Hummer drives
through it and proceeds to hunt them down.

George peels off and heads deown an adjacent DEAD ERD ALLEY.
The Hummer continues after Gary. Gary is tiring. His run is
now a laboured trot-- resting his hands on his hips, gzsping
far air. The Bummer slowly coasts beside him. Taunting him.

In one last ditcenh effort, Gary leaps cnto a LINK FENCE and
feebly struggles to pull his fat ass over it, He lets go but
hig shirt snags on & link-- tearing it clean off his chest.

GhLRY
bw, my only shirt.

The Hummer bexes Gary in. The Thugs, Doug and Dale, step ocut.

DOUS THE THUG
®Well, looky what we found here.

CGARY
Yeazh, looky what veou dust found!



Gary BOUNCES HIS SHCTGIN at Deug and races down the dead end
alley where he gees George stacking BREAD CRATES-- hich
enpouch te reazch a FIRE ESCAPE LADDER.

ZARY (cont’d)
Nice work, partrer.

Gary bounds up the tgetering tower to the ladder-- destroying
George's stacked pile in the procsss. Georus gulckly restacks
the pile and climbs it. The Hummer speeds toward him. He
jumps up for the ladder just as the Eummer plows under him--
oolitersting the crates.

EXT. STEIP FMALL RQJF - SECONDS LATER

Gary and CGeorge detach the lzdder and chuck it down. Theay
look arcund the roef. There's a ROOF TOFP ACCESS DOCR-- with
no handle. They're tracped. Thz only way to go is over a 20
FOOT GaP TO THE NEXT RCOF.

GARY
We can clear it. It’'s like six
feet, max.

GECRGE
What?!? That’s at least twenty
if not wmore.

th

m
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GARY
I can jump that. Did it on the
show.

GEORGE

With cables attached to you!l

GARY
Didn’'t need ‘em.

GEQRGE
QF, fine, show me. Prove to me that
vou can jump twenty fset.

George walks roughly 20 feet away and draws a line in the
gravel with his foot.

GARY
That's way more than twenty feet.

GECRGE
Fine.

He movegs in about 3 feet and draws another line.
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GSARY
I can dc that.

ary backs up and takes a >unning stars. He runs hard and
eaps about 4 feet-- well short of the mark.

Ll

GECRGE
We're dead.

GARY
It‘1l work. When you jump on an
angle downward, you go further.
It’s simple math. Pythagorean

theorem.

GECRGE
What the hell are vou talking
sbout?

The Thugs burst through the roef top access door.

GARY
Let's put it to the test!

They run toward the edge and leap-- hand in hand. IN SLC-MO--
they scar across the impossikle gap and make it! They roll to
a stop e the other side.

The Thugs lock cn from the other roof. Frustrated.

Amared at their feat-- Gary and George jump up squealing and
hugging each other. Unknowingly, they Jump back onto a
SKYLIGHT and CRASH THROUGH.

IXT. GRCOCERY STCRE - DAY

Gary and CGeorce fall from the ceiling and crash on top of the
CEREAL AISLE. Gary sguirms around in pain.

GARY
Ow, I think I broke my back.
Gecrge, are you OK?

GEORZE IS QUT COLD-- underneath Gary's elbow. Gary attempts
to 1ift Cesorges cn his back but he’s too heavy. Gary tries
dragging him-- it’s impossible.

GARY {cont’d)
11l find us a cart or something.
Stay here and keep low.
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Gary hobbles through the store, searching every aisle. An
vptight STORE MANRGEZIR follows clese behind.

STORE MANAGER
Sir? Execuase me. Sir? Fir?

GARY
I need a czrt and uh, pain
relievers. Medicine aisle?

ETCRE MENZGER
You zan't shep here. Sir?!

Cary stops at the LIQUOR RISLE. He grabs & bottle of VODKA,
bites off the cap and chugs it back-- like water. Gary
finishes the entirs kottle and drops it to the f{lcor.

SETORE MANAZRTE {cont’d}
Sivr? You can‘t drink that. Sir?!

ary stumbles into & WINE DISPLAY-- knocking bottles over.

GARY
Whatcha gunna do, zrrest me?

. EXT. GROCZIRY STORE - A LITTLE LATER

Sgt. Tisnewski slams Gary against a POLICE CRUISER. GARY'S
PANTS ARE STAINED PURPLE with wine. He's drunker than wes've
ever seen him-- if you can imagine.

TISNEWSKT
Destruction of property, mischief,
public intoxication- theft. You
just love making troubls for me,
don't cha, detsctive?

GaRY
WNuh nzh. Yella car chasin’' us-
an‘sn flecop- right on ma back!

Tignewski throws him into the back with George-- who sleeps.
Tisnewskl picks up the POLICE RADIO.

TISHEWSKI
Hey, it's me. I got them. Ko PID on
the detective. But the other guy

looks familiar.

He heolds up George’s BUSINESS CARD-- “FINE PCTTED MEATS’

* 4 4
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TISNEWSKI {conmt'd}
Fun & check on a George Sampson-
Pasadena. CZrosgs check him with any
known special agents in the area.
Szyz he’'s z potted mezt salesman
but that’'s gotta be a cover. tho
the fuck s=lls potted meat?

Gary‘'s face is smearad against the kack window.

GARY
-Mezp!

TISNEWSKI
Hold on- what was that?
Tiznewski rolis dewn the window. Gary pckes his head cut.
GARY
I'11 have some meat. Pot it!

TISNEWSKEI
Shut up!

Tisnewski scans the area then smaches his fist across Sary’s
face, knocking him out. Ee casually doss the window back up.

EXT. TOPANGR CANYCN - DUSK

The Police Cruiser drives along a remote dirt path and pulls
to a stop beside the Yelleoew Hummer. Tisnewski steps out and
over to Doug and Pale in the Bummer. They both lock beat up.

TISNEWSKI
What happened to vou two?

DOUG TEE THUG
Ve got into it with meat man's
wife. She's crazv.

DEBEIE is bound and gagged in the back of ths Hummer. She
slamg her head into the side window repsatsdly.

DALE TEE THUS
She punch out my teef.

TISNEWSKI
(popping his pills)
Thiz was supposed to be a silent
operation. Just- take them to the
ship, I‘11 tzke care of these two

P A I I
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Gsorgs and Gary stir awake just as the Hummer backs away.
eorge spots his wife slamming her head in the back.

GERORGE
WaIT! SEBBIE! NO!

GARY
That's the car! The vellow Car.
Set’em: Ha's gsttin’ away.

GECRGE
Yeu scon-of-a-bitch where are they
taking my Debbie?!

Tisnewski opens the backseat door and yanks Gary out by the
has

air. Ee slams the door closed and then uncuffs Gary.

TISHZWSKIL

I told you to keep your little
nosey nose cut of this, dida’t I7?
Well, now you know teoo much.

GARY
What I nose? Nothin'.

TISHNEWSHI
Yoi know that cld lady didn’t choks
on donuts.

GARY
I told wou that!

TISHEWSKI
And you know that the police ar
crying to cover this up.

D

GARY
Someons said something *bout that.

TISHEWSKI
8o, I guess vou know that I was the
cne who killed that old lady.

GARY
-1 didn’t know that.

TISNEWSEX
Well, now vou do. And pow you kKnow
tos much.
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GARY
‘Cause you just told me everything.
Lock, sir, I'm still pretty wasted
and I probably won't remewber much
of this anyway so-

Tisrewsk?: takes off his CCP HAT and unbuttons his CCP EHIRT.

GARY {cont’d)l
What’s goins on? What re you doing?

TISNEWSKI
You’' re a detective. Figure it out.

TISNEWSEI RIFS OFF HIS SHIRT-- revealing a hulking physique
and a surgery scar across his chest.

George watches on from the Cruiser-- eyes wide.

GARY.
-You gonng rape me?

TISNEWSKI
Noi I need you to hit me.

GARY
What!

TISHNEWSKI
I need you to hit me so I havs a
reason to shoot you in the neck.

GRRY
I don't wannz get shot in the neck.

TISNEWSKI
Do I nsed to hit myself then?

GARY
Uh. . .guess so. I-

TIBNEWSKI
~alricht, so, here's my report. I'm
or a routine stop. Picking up an
cld jazz singer -that guy- when out
of nowhers, a dirty hobe -yvou- in
an alcohol induced rags Trips me tc
rhe ground -like so-

Tisnewski flips himself to the ground and rclls in the dirt.



TISNEWSHKI {cont'd}
¥We wrestle arcund for a bit -Iike
this- getting my pants =all dirty,
maybe a few nicks on my elbows.

v and George tlankly watch Tisnewskl act cut this bizarre
L

TISNEWSEI {conz d)

But then the tricky dicky grabs
himself a weapon. 2 rock? Ch, you

better believe it, honey.

Tisnewski picks up a JAGGED ROCK and jumps to his Iset.

TISNEWEKI {(cont’d)
Ther the dirty bum sucksers me -Iike
S50~

Tisnewski SMASHES THE ROCK AGAINST HIS TEMPLE. He drops to
the ground hard. He’'s not moving.

GARY
What the hell was that about?

GEORGE
Gary, get the keys! Let me out!

Gary grabs the keys from Tisnewski and opens the back door.
Georges patiently waits while Gary fiddles with his cuffls.

GARY
Can vou believe that guy? Huts.

GECRCEE
I1'11 say. almost done thare?

GARY
Yeah, wrong ksay. Mavbe this onev?

CECRGE
OK. OK. Take vour time.

Gary finally unlocks the cuffs. Withcut hesitation, George
gpins around and STRANGLEES GARY TC THE CROUND.

GEORGE {cont’d;}
Damn you, Zushell! Why'c you have
to get me involved? Now they cot my
Debbie!

Gecrge rolls off of Gary and sobe uncontrollably.
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CECRGE (cont’'al
Oh, Debbkie, Dekbie, Debbie, Debbie,
Dabbie, Debbie. My delicate little
june bug. Why?! I love that wonan
g5 much.

GARY
-Really?

GECRGE
She’s my muse. What am I gonna 4o
without her?

GARY
Wefre net gunna find out. We're
gunna cowbcoy up and go save her.
vou with m=, Gecorge? We can do
this!

George ncds at Gary with his tear stresked face.

EXT. TOPLNG2 CENYON - MOMENTS LATER

The Police Cruiser peels away reveszling Tismewski laying in
bush, stripped of his clcthes-- completely nude.

EXT/INT. POLICE CRUISER, TRAVELLING - CONTINUQUS

Gary and George both wear parts of Tisnewski’s cop uniform.

GECGRGE
Did you have to steal the man’s
underpants?

GRRY
Trust me, me and new pants don’t

mix.
THE POLICE RLDIO crackles alive.

DOLICE RADIO {0.C.)
Tisnewski. Come in. (Over,

George picks vp the RADIC MIC and hands it to Gary.

GEQRGE
Here, pretend you'rs Tisnawski.



SARY
{in a2 gruff voice}
Ah...hey there. This is Tisnewski.
Go ahead...and talk...to me. Over.

DOLICE RADIO (D.C.}

What’s wrong with your voice? You
got a celd?

GARY

Yepr. Bad one. Need somsz...cough

POLICE RADIO {(0.C.)
Do it later. We need vou over here.

OK, bye-bye.

GECRGE

'Wait, where ars we coing?

GARY
{dropping thes voice)
oh y=ah, hey, where am I gcing?

POLICE RADIO (0.C.)
You knpow. Long Beack, Pier 15. Is
this Tisnewski?

Gary throws the radic mic out the window-- still attached. It
springs back inside zand smacks his cheek.

POLICE RADIO {(cont’d)
‘ho 1s this? Answer me!

Cecorge fumbles for the off switch. He FLIPS ON THE EIREN,
WIPERS-- everything but the radioc. Desperate, he SMASHES THE
RADIO WITH HIS FIST, over and ovar again-- finslly silencinc

the voice

in the box.

GARY
-Well, I see vou’'re good under
pressure.

CECRGE

Just drivs.

YT
o

% ok
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INT. POLICE CRUISER - NIGHT

\D

Gary and Gecrge sgtake out the SHIPPING FACILITY AT PIER 1
ARMED GUARDS patreol the grounds of a MAMMOTE FREIGHTER. A
STEEL GATE encompasszes the shipping varc.

Row what?
Gary notices an unguarded ANCHOR ROPE IN THE WATLR-- lesding
o the belly of the ship. He locks at George with a smile.
TXT. THE OCEAN -~ KIGHT

Gary DOGGY TADDLES to the side of the ship toward the Enchor
Rope. He's not a strong swimmer. George coathes him on.

GEORGE
You're doing great. Thers ya go.

Gary mznages to latch onto the gilant rope but the SLICK MOSS
make; it almost impossikble to get a uood grip.

GRECRGE {(cont’d}
Wrar your legs around it. Alright,
now shimmy!

Gary slowly shimmies up.

GEQRGE {contd)}
Atta bov, now you’'re Zoing it.

Then-- A LARGE WAVE WASHES GARY AWAY.

INT. POLICE CRUISER - CONTIKUCUS

SEORGE
I told val Diédn't I tell ya?

Gary is scaking wet and shivering.

GARY
You comz up with an idea then!

GEORGE
(sarcastically)
T don’t know- what would Shotgun
do?
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TXT. PIER 15/FRONT GRTE - NIGHT

The Cruliger someg secaring over the crest of the hill with the
SIRENS BLAZING-- charging toward the freont gate.

ZAT/INT. POLICE CRUISER, TRAVELLING FAST - CONTINUCUS

GSECGRGE
Bzd idez, bzag idez!

CGAREY
The Ceptain has turnsd on the seat
belt sign so- EHIT! MY SEAT BZILT!

Gary fastencs his seat belt just as the Cruiser CRAZHES INT
TEE GATE-- shcpping it dead in its tracks. Gary’'s alr bag
goes off znd George smacks his hesad on the dash board.

GEORGE
Wny dicén’'t my bag go cff?!

Gary thrcocws it in reverse and backs away-- he slams cn the
breaks and drcps the gear inte drive. He speeds the Cruiser
toward the gate once again.

GEQORGE [cont’d)
Wait, don’'t do it again! If it
didn*t work the first time-

This time the Cruiser EMASHES THROUGH THE CGATE WITH ZASE.

GEORCGE {cont’d)
Hey, alright! We d4id it!

Gary high-fives George then-- DRIVES OVER A SET OF SFIKE
STRIPZ. Wheels expleds. Huboaps reoll. Sparks fly.

The Zrmed Guards aim thelr weapons at the car. AN ALLRREM
SOUNDE OFF in the complex.

Gary ¢rawls out of the Cruiser and crouches bahind the door
with the LOUD SPER¥ER MIC.

ARY
GIVE UP, GREASEBALLS! THIS I§ THE
NYPD POLICE!

GEQRGE
We're in Losg Angeles.



GARY
I DON'T CARE WHAT YOU'RE UP TO IN
TEERZ - WE JUST WANT THE WOMANI

GECRGE
What about my wife?

GARY
Ch veah, right- PBLIS HIS WIFE
.. .THE OTHER WOMAN, THE PREGNANT
ONE.

GEQRGE
She’s not pregnant.

GARY
~really?

Gary shrugs.

GARY {(cont’'d)
I'LL GIVE ¥YOU TILL THE (QQUNT OF
THREE. ONE-

A legion of MACHINE GUN BULLETS PEIPPER THE CRUISER. Cary and
George dive behind the car-- barely missing getting shot.

GERY {cont’c)
We give! We give! Stop shocting!

THE SHOOTING CEASES but the Cruiser is swiss cheess. Gary
stands up with his arms raised. George is balled up i the

fetal position-- SCREAMING UNCONTROLLARLY.

INT. THE FREIGHTER - MOMENTS LATER

Gary and George are led aleng & bridges by twe Armed Guards,
DAVE and BRIAN.

GARY
That's right, take uz to your
leader.

DAVE THE GUARD
Shut up!

Dave the Guard elbows Gary in the spine.

GEORGE
Don’t stir the por, Gary. Just do
as they say.
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INT. FREIG
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the back of the neck with a STEEL CHAIR.

I wasn't coing to say it but I
it'sz funmy.

MAUDE
{te Gary)
Get up. Ee didn’'t hit you that
nard.

CARY

Fhat'gs with you? No ‘thanks for

coming to ressue me’?
MAUDE

Some rescus. You're

cell as me. And vyou

in the same
tring along

this slug as your back up? Thanks

for nothing.



SEORGE
Hev, this guy risked his iife for
you. I say you start showing him a
little respect.

SARY
Hey, hey, I can't havs my partner
and girlfriend fighting like this.

GEQRGE
I'm not your pariner,

MATUDE
2nd I'm definitely not your
girlfriend.

CLRY
Fine. We're just a little merse than
friands. Now, where are we?

MEUDE
This is EBronson Davis’ ship.

Georgs can’t believe it. Gary nods.

GLRY
T don’t know whoe that is.

MAUDE
kmerica’s largest weapons
manafacturer? He's threatened to
cell his missiles to terrorists?

) GECRGE
Ttfzs been all over the news.

CERY
Let's pretend 1've been pretty
wasted for the last few vears and I
don’'t know a thing.

GEORGE
Yeah, let’s ‘pretend’.

MAUDE
Bronscn Davis, coreated a new ICEM
to rid the-

GARY
Wait, what's that?



MAUDE
{condescendingly)
Intercontinental Ballistic Missile.

GARY
Well, don't tzlk to me like I'm an
idiot. I krow some things. Now,
what does this IBS thing have to do
with you?

MAUDE
I was the IC weltware responsible
for disambiguating the micro-
procegscy verbiage on the PRP-2111B
Serenity R2G operation. Stancdard 1K
bufier gerbage.

Gary stares blankly at Maude-- not understanding a word.

SLEY
Al-richr.

MAUDE
But I couldn’t just sit there and
operaticnalize a terrorsymp’s WMD
that has CL capzbilities and an
AN/APR-5¢ DMS. So I hijeckad ths
microminiaturized inertial guidance-

GARY
Whoa, whos, whoa! I have no idea
what the fuck wvou're talking about?

GECRCE
Yeah, you kinda lost me too.

MAUDE
I erole microchips. Microchips that
guide bombs. Bombs that can
decimate the entirs state of
Califoraia if they fall into the
wrong hands.

GECRGE
Well, who’'s hands are they in now?
MAUDE
They're safe. My Grandmother has
them.
GLRY

Who? Your desd Grandmoiner or
anpther one?



MAUDE
Ch my god! My Grazndmother’'s dead?!

CLRY
Oh, they didn’'t tell veou? Yeah, she
was murdered. They worked her over
pretiy good —oo. Her face was =&
m=gs. Big, black bruises all ovar
her neck. Veins bursted. Elogd-

GEORGE
QK, that’s encugh.

MAUDE
Ch my Ged. ..

Maude turns intc George's chest, crying.

GEORSE
It's alright. It's QK.

Gary snuggles up Ior some comiort too~- stroking her

GARY
Yeah, it‘s CK. The old gal had a
long, fruitfvl life.

MAITCE
{shoving them away)
That mezns ZBronscrn deoesn’t need me
if he already has the chips.

GARY
What chips?

GECRGE
The microchips! Get your head in
ths came, Gary.

MAUDE
There’s a chance thev’re still
securs. I told my Gramma to hide
the chips in 2 bag cf Smoky Bacon
potato chips and take them to the
highest authority, now if she-

GARY
Ch, theose chips? She gave ‘em to
me .

MAUDE
And what did you do with them?

59.
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IMNSERT SHOT: =ZCU 0F GARY'S HAKD--

-- packed with potate chips and shiny little COMPUTZR SILICOE
MICROCEI®S. He crams the handful in his mouth.

INT. CONTAINMENT ROCM - SECONDS LATER
Mzaude and Gezrge stare at Gary's stomach.

SARY
ranicked)
ezus~ Am I going to explodie?!

{

Gn Je
MATIDE

Zre vou retardsd?

GARY
(answering honestly)
Ne.

_ MAUDE
Well, at least thev're safe thsre.
Just don’t tell anyone where they

are.

GREORCE
And try nct to take a shit.

SARY
I'm getting out here., I'm a tickin'
time bomb

GEQRGE

There’'s no way out.

Gary scans the rcom-- sesarching for an escape route. On the
ceiling, bevond some standard water pipes, & METAL GRATE
catches hisg eye.

GRRY
The grate. George, help me up.

Gary takes coff his belt and climbs up on George’'s shoulders.
HE WHIPS HIS BELT REPEATEDLY at a water pipe.

GECRGE
What are vou doing?

ARY
Stupid thing won't wrap arcund. It
should just catch on something.



GEORGE
What The hell would iz catch on?
It's smocth leather. Get oIf me!

Garv examines a SMALL PORT LIGHT WINDOW. It's black outeide.

GLREY
Don’t knew where thls leads to.
Too dark to see. Only one way to
find out.

Gary grabs the steel chair.

GEORGE AND MAUDE
NGt

Gary SMASHES IT AGRINST THE WINDOW. WATER SHOOTS THROUGH--
krocking Gary clear across tha room.

GEORGE
What have you done?!

Gary manages to fight the gushing water and rise Co his feet.
Hz attempts to walk to the window-- WATER SLAMMING HIS FACE.

CARY
fwater gurgling his voice)
Gotra...swim...through ic.

MZUDE
We can’'t fit through there!

Gary turns his face away to nab a couple cf breaths.

GARY
No, it’'s simple geomsetry. If vyou
can fit your head through you can
fit vour whele body!

Gary washes back across the rcom again.

MEUDE
This an air-tight room, The water’s
going to continve to rise.

GEORGE
This was a bad idsa.

GARY
OK, back to the first idez. We wailt
r£ill the room fills up with water
and swim up to that ceiling grate.



SECREE
1 can’t swim, Gar.

GARY
wim for the both cf us.

1

Then I7.1
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George, clearly traumatized by ths water, nods at Gary. Gary
gives Maude a wink. His confidence relaxes her-- maybes this
guy really does know what he’s doing.

INT. CONTAINMENT =0O0M - 2 MINUTES LATER

THE ROOM 15 ALMOST FILLED WITH WATER. Maude hangs from a
pipe. George clings to Gary's back. Gary yanks on the grate.

GARY
Damn thing wen’'t budgs. Hey,
George? Grab the fucking pipe
zlready- your mesat hooks are
digging into my neck.

GECRGE

I don'tr want to die like this. LORD

Y4ELP ME! OH LORD, HEEEEZLLLLP!!]
EXT. FREIGETEZR/CONTAINMENT ROOM - CCNTINUOUS
Dave the Guard hears FAINT SCREAMZ coming from the room. He
turns the lock and opens the deor. ALL THE WATER RUSHES OUT
0T THE ROCM-- siamming him against the railing.
INT. FREIGETER/CONTAINMENT ROCM - CONTINUQUZS

GRRY
Something’'s happening! Hang an!

Maude and George grip the pipe. Fo
e

-
-~ he rides the wave right out the door.

EXT. FREIGETER/CONTAINMENT ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Gary slams right into Dave-- KNOCKING HIM CUT COLD. Gary
picks him up and slams his limp body against the wall.

GARY

Not so tough now, are vou?

EARY FUNCHES DAVE acrosg the face.

soma r=ason, CGary doesn’t-
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CGARY {contd)
How, I want some answers, greasy.
Tell me how ws get out of here.

He takes a step back and KNIES EIM CVER AND OVIR again.

MAUDE
Etop it! He’'s already unccnscious!

GARY
The right cross works every time.

Gary dreps Dave's body as Gecorgs bursts ocut of the room.

GEORGE

MAUDE
Hey, keep your voice down.

DERBRBIE {0.C.)
{in the distance)
GECRGE? ! ¥YOU GET ME QOUT OF HERE
REIZET NOW! .

George spots Debkbie locked in a cell-- TWC STORIES UP.

GECRGE
I'M COMING, GIEL!

GARY
I think we should stick together.

GECRGE
Forget it, you're bad luck,
Bushell. I'm getting my Debbhie and
getting out of here.

Gecrge takes cff up the stairs.
Down the hallway-- a group of GUARDS round the corner.
MAUDE
(to Gary)
Step back.
Gary steps behind Maude as she CHOPS CONE GUARD IN THE THROAT
and snatches his gun from him with lightening spsed. She
HEADRUTTSE ZNOTHER Cuard-- SHATTERING HIS NOSE.

GARY
Eww. Hey, lock out.



A SUARD CHARGES AT HER with a taser-- She L3IG SWEE
the fXoor and then FLIPES ANCTEER Suard on his bhack.

GARY {cont’d)
Nice ¢one. Two on your leiy,

Maude runs and DROPS KICKS TEE THO GUARDS cff the balcony.

GERRY {cont’d}
Wow, that was...you knew karate?

MAUTE
Duck!

Sary nits the floor-- behind him, 2 Guard holds z HARPOON
GU¥. Maude strikes a perfect SFINNING HEEL XICK to his hsad.
MAUDE {cont’d}
Northern Shaolin long fist, under
Master Richard Tang...and a couple
legsons at the Y.

She winks and runs ahead. Gary follecws her.

EXT. FEEIGHTER/HALLWAY - NIGHT

GSeorge turns the lock on the contalnment room, fresing his
wife.

GEQRGE
Ch Debbie, I love vou so much.

She slaps him acrcss the face.

DEBRIE
How dare you allow this to happen
to me? A real man would stand up
and defend his wife, not cower in
the back seat all hand-cuifed.

GEORGE
Bitch, sghut the fuck up! You got
two cholces, stay here locked up
and lose some goddamn welght or
come with me and let me save your
fat ass. Which iz it gonna be?

DEBEIE
{clearly moved)
George, you’'ve never spokan to me
like that before.
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GEORGE
YERH, well...yvou like it?

DEERRIE
MOt1i) Now outa the way. I'm getting
out of hers.

She pushes past George and charges up a staircase.

ECRGE
baby, I'm right behind wvou.
=

K ehi
hoops, watch yvour step now.

Gl

-
et

o
T
5

INT. FREIGHTER/LARGE QOFFICE - MNIGET

A group of Arabs and 2 group of North Xoreans-- we'll call
rhem TERRORIETS-- sit with their TRANSLATORS acrcss from
BERONSON DAVIS-- at the moment UHSEEN. THUSS man the door.

BRCHSON DAVIZ (0.C.}
g0, gentlemen, I trust vou enjoyed
the gifts wes sent over?

The CGroups confer with theilr translators.

EOREAN TRANSLATOR
Much plezgure was enjoyed.

ARAE TRANSLATCOR
Eis maiesty found them too unclean
and unfit to ke bestowed upon such
a regal man.

BRCNSON DAVIS ({0.C.)
Well, next time we’ll have to find
some hookers more to his majesty’s
liking. But I trust we're still in
busginess together?

They nod as Bronson’s cell phone RINGS to the tune oi-- ‘THE
KING OF WISHFUL THINKING' by Go West. He flips it open.

BRONSON DAVIES {cont’d)
Yes? What?...Well, take care of it,
I'm in the middle of z szles
meeting here.

INT. FREIGHTER/HALLWAY - NIGHT

¥Maude and Gary run through the labyrinth of boat hallways.



GARY
Down here. Over here. This way!

MRUDE
Where are you taking us?

GABY
don't know. I'm logt.,

-

MAUDE
There, thai’'s ths exit. C'mon.

GARY
can’t. Not withour my partner.

MAUTE
Hde’'s as good as dead by now.

GARY

Then I*11 cart his heavy Ccarcass

out cf here and give him ths

funeral he deserves. Let's goi
INT. FREIGETER/LARGE QFTICE - CONTINUOUS
Gary and Maunde burst through the deor-- TEEY FREERE,
PULL CUT, TO REVEAL
It's Bronson's office. The Terrorists and Thugs a1l draw
their weapons.
EXT. FREIGHTER/UPPIR DECK - NIGHT
Gecorge helps hisz wife intc & LIFE BQAT.

DEEBARLIE
Gecrge, get on the boat, right now!

Geeorge locks back in the direction of the ship’'s hull.

GEORGE
I can‘t lsave him. Borry, baby.

DERRBIE
Then gimme some sugar!

GEORCE
I don't have any goddamn sugsar.



te=th)
Xo. Thig su

Oh, Dzbbis.

They emtrace for a leng, passionate, make-out session.

GEORSE {cont’adl
I love you baby.

He lowers her toe the water znd then turms around to see-- 10
SUARDS SURROUNDING HIM. Ceorge grins and takes ¢ff his coat--
finally caught up in the excitement of ir z211.

GEORGE {cont’d}
Let’s do this. Now ycou're m=ssin’
with Raven. BEx-Ore=n Beret!

George cocks his fist back-- but he’s INSTANTLY TASED FROM
BEHIND by a Brian the CGuard. He goes down.

GUARD #1
Higce work.

BrRInN THE GUARD
Yezh, well, the guy had his baczk to
me, what was I going to do?

INT. FREISHTER/ILARSE CFFICE -~ CONTINUOUS
EVERYONE I8 YELLING. Trust has completely brokesn down--

GERY
whoops, looks like we izterruptec
something here so ws'll let yvou
continue with your...gun party.

The docr shutsz behind him. It's Tisnswski-- dressed in scome
TINY BORROWED CLOTHING. He sticks a gun to Gary'’s head.

TISNEWSKETL
The party’'s just gettinc started.

RRONSON DBVIEZ, 67, rises from his desk. Ee’'s an amiable, old
uncle type. Hardly the picture of & terrorist.

BRONSON DAVIS
Please lower yvour weapons. We're
all friends here. I apologize for
this... interruption.



MAUDE
You son-of-z-bitch, you killed my
Grandmethex.

ERONSON LRAVIS
I'm not a murderer. I'm a businsss
man.

MAUDE
Scme business. Do your friends here
know that vou're peddling breken
merchandise?

€68,

The Terrorists confer gulietly with their Translators.

e

MAUDE (cont’4)
His ICEM's are useless. The
guidance chips have been removed
and are missing. Isn’t that right?

‘BRONSCN DAVIS
Temporarily. But we have our ways
nf finding cus what we need. I
assurse vyou, gentlemen, ths ITBM's
will be fully operational upon
delivery. Sgt. Tisnewski, take them
back to helding.

TISNEWSXKI
This guy’'s safer dead.

BRONSCH DAVIS
Fine. FKill him- but we nesd her.

MAUDE
For the last tims, I don't know
whera they ars!

Tisnewski aims his pistol a2t Gary's face. Gary rsalizes the

gravity of the situation.
GARY
Wait, wait, you can't shoct me! I
know where the chips are.

MAULE
Gary, shut up!

Bronson walks toward Gary-- salivating for the

BRCNSON DAVIS
No, plezse, continue.

information.
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GARY
0¥, but hers's the dezl. HWe lesave
without any fuss and then I711
telephone vou with the info.

BRONEOK LDAVIS
You'rs in no position to make that
demand.

GARY
Well then, how ‘bout...THIS!

GSary shoves Bronson into Tisnewskl and grabs Maude’'s !
hev make a bresk for it-- out ths door and down the h

-

zand.
all.

INT. FREIGHTER/HALLWAY - CCONTINUGUS

Gary and Maude charce for the exit. In the b.g. Tisnewski
raissg his gun from the office.
BREONSON DAVIS
Don’t kill him! I need him alive!
Gary kicks cpen the door. TEE SUNRISE LICGHT BEAMS IN.

Freedom. Just as ke pushes Maudes out ths door-- GARY IS SHOT
IN THZ BACK. He triss to leave but he slumps tc the fleor.

GARY'S FADING POV
Tisgnewski walks over to him.
TISHNEWSEL

You gotta be the worst detective
Ive esvey sSeen.

WASE TO WHITE:

SEQUENCE OF DREARM-LIFE IMAGES
-- FLASHBACK of Gladdy caliling Gary a hero mixed over footags
of the ©3ld Woman from the Shotgun show zaying the same thing.

-- FLASHBACK of Sary driving his Monte Carlo intercut with
footage of Shotgun Harley driving. They both slam into a
fruit stand.

-~ Gary and George jumping off the roof matched with a <lip
of Shotgun and Raven jumping off a bridge.

-~ BLURRY FACZS behind a BRIGHT MEDICAL LIGHT

-



MEN'S VOILE
He knows something. He's nct
ling us. Shock him again.

-- Gary, strapped o a tfable with wiress attached to his body--
is ELECTROCUTED.

-- Maude being dragged away down a dark tunnel.
MRUDE
{distant echo)
Gary! Help meeececessee!
IKT. GARY’'S RQOM - DAY

GARY
MAGGIE! !

Gary rocks forward in bed, swinging his fists wildly into the
air-- still in fight mode. His eyes are wide. Sweat brews.

He is back at the Landmark Motel-- in hiszs old rcom. He checks
his back. Ko wounds. He is beyvond confusion. He rubs his
povnding head-- the WORST HANGOVER EVER has set in.

oN TEE TV

A4 Shotgun Harley episode plays. Ehotoun and Raven are
investigating a ship docked on a pier.

RAVEN
What do you make of this, Shotgun?

GARY TRLEKS BACK TO THE SCREEN

—~

GARY
I don’'t know George. Walt- what?

Gary leooks around-- dittery. Was this 21l a dream?

THERE IS A FNOCK AT HIS DOOR. He rises cut of bed ir his cld
bathrobs. He grabs a regular DULL KITCHEN XKWNIFE and
cautionsly opens the door.

EXT. MOTEL/2ND FLOOR LEKDING - COHNTIRUOUS

Serge staznds there in his suit, satchel and sunglasses.



SERGE
There’'s my boy! We had a 1C0AM, pal.
You forget?

GARY
Sarge?

Gary looks past Serge-- it's a beautiful sunny day at the

LANDMARY MOTEL. Gary strains his brain-- trying teo rememnber .,

GARY (cont’d)
This is wrong. I should be dead.

CZERGE
fter the amount of alcchel you
o

*

£%

boozed back? Ch val

v walks past Serge and stumbles along +he landing in a
=

WATER-- it ccllects in the pool below.

SERCE {cont’d)
%here ars you going? Wait.

GARY
They shot me. They want me dead.

SERGE
¥reng. The cops shot yvou with a
trang gun, Gar. You deserved it.
You were whacked out wasted. How
get dressed- this is a kig meeting
I swung you, bro.

TXT. MOTEL/COURTYARD - CONTINUOUS (TRAVELLING!
SERGE

Did that queef manager not give you
Y mesSsages?

He looks up to the rcof-- TWO MEN watch him with BINOCULRRS.

SOMEONE SNAPS 2 PHOTC of him from a rocm.

GRRY
Look! They're watching me. There
£

are people taking my picture- I
know too muchi

SERGH
Itfe the paparazzi, pal. You're
steaming right now. The trash rags
are cbsessed-

He passes the laundry room. Inside, a BROKEN PIPE SPEWS

%

*
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He pulls ocut TRASH MAGS. Gary is all cover them, kooring. The
captions read-- 'SHOTGIN GETS BLASTZD!’ and “LOADRED
SHOTCGUN! 7,

SERGE (cont'd)
You'wve beern geusing quite z scene.

Another magazins nas a picture of Maude, in her red dress,
zngd Gary on ths cover. It reads, “MODEL STALKED BY EARCK-TOR'.

GARY

the girl! Whas is this?

H
o]
fH
rt
"

SERGE
zway, Gar. Seriocusly, I’'m not
ing you cut of jail again.
{locking at the picture;
Although, I gotta say. I con’t
biame ya. She is a Iine piece of
.meat. I'd pot her.

tay
z2il

GARY
wha'?

TWO KOREAN MEIN pass Gary and enter room 106. Sary glances
inside. The room is idsntical to Bronson's boat cffice.
KOREAN and ARARE people watch Bronsen on oa TV. EREAXING NEWS.

The door closes on Gary. He shakes his head-- it’s toc much.

GARY {cont'd)
No, no. This- this iz crazy.

SERGE
I3l tell vou what's cracy, bro. I
just got off the phone with the
Dreamworks peeps and it's cofficial!
We’re making Shotgun Harley- The
Movie!

GARY
Whzt? No way. You expect me o
believe that?

SERGE
I got your co-star walting in the
lobhy- dssperate to meel you. Want
to throw him a handshake and a how-
ya-doin’?

Gary locks over to the lobby. Manager Joe is sweeping up
arcund the doors.



MANAGER JCZ
kh, good merning, Mr. Bushell.
thank you again for vyour rent
check. I hope we can vput this
unpleasantniess behind us.

GERY
Uh, vyeazh. Sure.

4]

SERG
I covered you on that one, bro. Big
stars nezd a home, right?

Gary laughs. He can’t believe it.

GARY
Are you shitting me? Is this for
real?

SERGE

Your dreams are coming true, Gar.
If this is & dream then Gary dossn’t want to wake up.

GARY
How Ifucking drunk was I?

SERGE
You nearly raped a cop. you
harassed Gecrge Sampson and his
family. Going on and on about
microchips and that vou knew where
they were.

GARY
Ch yeah- I thought I ate
microchips. What was I thinking?

Serge smiles at Gary. He waves cover toward the lobby.

EERCGE
Hey, Owen! Over here!

OWEN WILSON enters the courtyard-- eating a jelly domat,

OWEN WILSOH
This donut is grest. I haven't had
one in years. I used to be addicted
to those little, tiny powered sugar
ones. You remember those things?
Tiny Toms I think they were called.
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SERGE
Owen, this is-

CWEN WILSCH
-Mr. Gary Bushell, no introducticn
necessary. Big fan, sir. Big Zan.

Gary shakes his hand. Cary is immediately won ovear by Cwen’s
natural charm and charisma.

SERGE
ell, Z'11 let you guys shmocze., I
gotta go try these donuts.

b

rge leaves as Cwen and Gary grab a seat by the pocol. Gary
IS

e -
£ srill sztunned by everything.

Wow. This le- wow.

OWZEN WILSCN

I love vour place here. Nice and
secluded- and a poolil I am bkig

water baby.
Cwen pulls cut the SHOTGUN BCRIPT and lights a cigarette.

CWEN WILSON {cont’d)
Have you had a chance to flip
through the script yst?

GARY
Well, va. I wrote the thing so-

CWEN WILSCH
Ne, it says here it was written by
some guy named Sercge.

GARY
Scncfa-

OWEN WILSON
That's & funny name. ZSerge. It’
funny script toc. Lotsa
scatelogical bumeor. You know that's
the stuff that reallwv makes the
audience laugh.

th

a

Gary grabs the script and £lips through his plagiarized work.

GARRY
That's...wrong ‘cause there’s not
supposed to be any laughing.



OWEN WILSOR
2 gay dstective who deesn’t know
what he’s doing? That's funny.

GRRY
I wasn’t~ he wasa’'t gay!

CWEN WILSON
C'mon, e was go gay. With the
tight Zeans, the moustache? He was
Lord of the gavs.

GARY
Shotgun was a hero.

OWEN WILsON
(writing in his script)
Hal! Hero! That's funny. Can 1 use
that in the movie? I‘'ll usze it in
my drese-up montage with Raven.
Hey, did vou hear? Snoop's on board
to play Raven?

GRERY
No., Um, what part are you playing?

OWEN WILSON
Shotgun. I'm Shotgun.

GARY
I'm Shetgun.

Confused, Owen shakes his head and checks through the scrip:.

OWEN WILSON

No...I think vou're a fruit stand
vender or something. Yeah, here- I
drive my Meonte Carle inte vour
fruit cart and veu shaks vour fist
at me. Then I'm 1ike, 'I betcha
that guy just povped his bhum!’

{he howlg at the line)
See? That's funny.

Gary hangs his head. Owen puts hig hand on Gary's shouldsr

OWEN WILSONW (cont'd}
I know that disappoints vou but I
got scmething that’ll cheer vou up.

Cwen leads Gary over to a view of the lobby. Through the
window ig-- OWEN'S YELLOW HUMMER pazrked in front. It's an
eyesore. Owen's smiling facs is painted all over it.



CWEN WILSON (cont’d)
Wrnat do you think? We got a bunch
of these Ariving srouné town
promoting You, Me and Dupree Two. A
ligrle bhirdy told me you liks to
chasa ‘sm.

GARY

Yeah, I guess so.

OWEN WILSON
{tossing him the keys}
I'11 do ycu one better. Why con't
vou take her for a spin? A quick
cne. I'm gunna de some laps. I like
te see how many lengthe I can do
underwater. One time I did five.

Owen takes off his pants and 2IVES INTO THE POOL.

Gary sighs. It finslly dawns con him that he is, and always

will be, a wash up. Gary turns his head facing--

L SFECIAL OPE SOLDIEE in a tinted helmet and combat gear,
aiming an AK-47 right at his face. The Scldier shoves Gary

intc a nearby stairwell.

GARY
Hey, hev, esasy therel You got the
wrong guy!

The Soldier takes off the combat helmet-- IT'S MAUDE. She

shakes the knots out of her perfect kblonde hair,

GARY {cont’d)
What are you doing here?

MAUDE
{intc pocket radio}
This is Cobra. I’ve secured the
npackage. I need an evas, asap.

Doug the Thug walks by with an ELECTRICAL TASER.

MARUDE {cont’d)
Package is on the move-

She grabs Garyv's hand and belts up the stairs. He stops
on the landing.

her

*
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CGARY
Wheca, whea, hold up there, Gert or
Cokra or whatever your goddamn name
is, this is not the way te get my
package-

Mzude grabs Gary by the neck znd pins him against the wall.

MAUDE
{whispering)
Listen to me. I'm a Black Ops
cfficer for the US government sent
here to retrieve yvou. I need voua Lo
stick cleose and do exactly ag I gay
or we're boeth gonna die. Gotr it?

She charges up the stairs. Gary reluctantly follows.

EXT. MOTEL/ZND FLOOR LANDING - CONTINUCUS

Maude znd Gary reach the top of the landing but are trappsd
Joy's Dale the Thug, walking teward them from the oprosite end--
A SHOTGN IN HIS HAND.

GARY
CK, alright, I g=t it. This is 211
like TV's Rloocper's and Practical
Jokes, right? Now that I'm famous
again, you-

She easily throws Gary right through the wall

INT. MOTEL/CORRIDOR - CONTINUQUR

He Zzays con the floor in a LONG, EMPTY SEELL OF & MOTEL
COMPLZX -~ Wood support beams, dust and plastic wrapping.

MAUDE
DOES THIS LOJUX LIKE A FUCKING JOKE?

Maude checks her GPS locatcr and takes off down the long
empty corrider. Gary scrambles mehind her.

GARY
What the hell is this?

MUATE

This is a full scals replica of the
Landmark motel built on Bronson’s
private proving grounds. He was
trying to brainwash you.
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YTou expect me o kelisve that?

MAUDE

See for yourseli.

the points to a GAPING HOLE in the wall of the replica.
Quteide is vast desert-- MILES OF SAND DUNES. ARMED SUARRDS
{BRONSCN'S MEN) surround the complex.

GRRY
Y

Jeezus. Why would they do this?

MAUDE
It’s Nazi psychelegy 102, Lall vou
nack into everyday life- get vou “o
divulge the location of the chirs.
Maude checks her GPS again and slams her shoulder through
znother favx wall,

INT. GARRY'S ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Gary peeks into his room. He is bewildered.

MAUDE

Mow, when we were on the boat did-
GARY

Yes, I knew I was on a boat.

Maude rolls her esyes. She is losing patisence-- and time.

MAUDE
Yes, we were on a boat. Pay
attenticn!

GARY

I'm sorry, I'm Just a little messed
up here. Two minutes ago, I thought
I dreamt 211 that shit, now vou're

telling me it really happensd.

MAUDE
Everything.

GARY
Walt, then where's George?

MAUDE
¥ho's Georger?
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CGRRY
The guvy . was with. Moustache
ahh...the black cuy.

MAUDE
Whe cares?
GARY
I care- he's my friend.
MAUDE
Enowing Bronscn- he’s probhably

Gary is leveled by the thought. He hangs his head.

ch, God. George. It s 21l my fault.
Maude blind szides Gary with a NEEDLE IN THE SELLY.

GRRY {cont’'d}
Cw, what the fuck?

MUZDE
It’'s a general anssthesia to
eiiminate the pairn.

GARY
For what?

Maude unsheathes z FUGE SURVIVAL FNITE.

MRUDE
Some quick abdeminal suergery. I
need those microchips. It's nothing
perscnal.

GARY
Ho, no, no, wait, wait! Just wait!

MAUDE
There's no time. The world depends
on it. Now open up your rchbe.

GARY
There's geotta be a ancther way.
INT. GARY'S ROOM/BATHROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Sary sits on the teoilet. He picks at a crack on the wall-- it
crumbles.

*
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MAUDE (0.C.
anything vet?

GERY
Not yet.

Sary strains his face. He release a tiny =Zoct.

MAULE (0.C.}
Was that 1t?

GARY
No, it was just- hey, it’s kind of
difficult with you standing right
cutside the door. Do vou mind?

Gary strains again-- nothing. He gets up and stamps his festf.

GARRY (cont'd)
ik, my legs are all tingly.

MRUDE
it’'s the anesthesia. gave you a
pretty high doszage. You won't be
feeling anything for hours.

I
o

. Gary slaps himself in the chesk. &he’'s right. He looks at
himself in the mirror-- it’'s made of zTin Soil.

GARY

They really did just =lap this
whole thing together, huh? There's
one thing I don't get. If this
motel is all fake- which worked by
the way, ‘cause I'm really Ifucked
up right now- why is the manager
here? And Serge- why didn’t he say
anything? Doesn’t make any sense.

Gary opens the door, revealing--

INT. GARY'S RODM - CONTINUOUS

SERGE~- stands in the middle of ths room, sweaty and on edge.
Begide him is DOUG THE THUG-- HOLDING THE SURVIVAL KNIFE TO
MARUDE'S THROAT.
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SERS
They threatensd my life. My life.
It was a pretty swest life zoo
befcre you baroed into my office
with that =shit script of vours. I'm
roo young and rich to die, bro.

e

GARRY
Let her gol

EERGE
They will if you give them the
chips, Gar.

GARY

I can't do that.

ey gy
Ll n

Fine- then kill her.
Doug touches the knife to Maude’s throst. She winces.

GARY
{to Dougl
Hey, I'd be careful if I were you.
She’'s with the black army.

DOUS THE THIG
What, this little thing?

Doug kisses Maude on the neck then hsaves her across the room
nd through a wall.

i

PRGE
Now slice open his belly and get
those chips!

Doug charges at Gary-- KHNIFE RBISED. Gary graks Doug’'s arm asg
thev fall back cnto the flocor. The blade inches closer and
closer to Gary's stomach.

Maude pops up behind Doug-- with a PIECE OF BARBED WIRE. She
wraps it around his neck and yanks hard. Doug clutches his
throat as the bloed drips all over Gary's face.

GARY
On my gawd! Oh gawd! That’s
diggusting. Get’im off!

Dale the Thug-- BLASTS CFEN THE DOCR WITE A SHOTGUN. Maude
GRABS the knife and THROWS IT ACROSS THE ROOM-- 1t plunges
right intc Dale’s forehead. He drops the shotgun and falls
forward-- dead.
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GARY (cont'd)
Jeszus. Eww. You Jjust- Eww.

Gary watches Dale’s death in horror as he glides out from
under Doug’s heavy carcass. Doug rolls cn his back--
struggling to stay alive

Maude picks up her AK-47 and PEFPERS DOUZ WITH BULLETS.

GARY (cont’d)
Encugh! Encuch! He's dead!

She peints hsr gun at Ssrge-- who shivers in the corner.

SERGE
Gar, I'm sorry. But what was 1
geing to do. Flease, don't., I'1l do
anything. Anvthing.

GARY
{turns to Mauds)
He’s harmless. Let him live.

MAUDE
Fine. We got to get to the roof.
. Let's move.
Maude kicks the Shotgun up into Geary’s hands.

MAUDE {(cont’d)
I zssume you know how —o use a
shotgurn.

SARY
Only if it’'s a rubber one,

MAUDE
Just aim and fire. Kill them before
they kill yvou,
She runs out te the landing. Gary follows-- his hathrebe
tlapping behind him.
EXT. MCTEL/2ND FLOOR LAENDING - MCMENTS LATER

Maude maneuvers along with her rifle. Gary wavses zround the
Shotgun like a lumatic-- no idsa what he's doing.

Brian the Guard blocks their path. He's got a TASBER.

GARY
Watch out!
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ERIAZN THZ GUARD
Guns?! Aw, fu-

Gary pushes Maude out of the way and FIRES AT 3RIAN-- BLIWING
HIS CHEST APART. He stares at the SMOKING BARREL OF EIS
SEQTGIN-- completely freaksd out.

MEUDE
{winking at Garvy)
Wasn't sc hard, was itv

GUARD #1 pops out of & door with 2 taser. Gary pulls the
trigger. Migiire.

GARY
My cun’s broken. It‘s defective.

Maude egpins in freont cf Gary, wraps the Guard up in an zrmbar
and USES THE TASER OHM HIS FACE. He falls cover the railing.

MAUTE
You've got to cock it.

MCRE OF BRONSON'S GUARDS, armad WITH MACHINE GUNES, pop up
from everywhere.

MAUDE {cont dl
here! Qver there! Three o' ¢lock!
Cn your rignt!

Gary fellows her instructicns, cocking and blasting-- KILLING
EVERYONE IN HIS PATE. He can't believe he's doing this.

GARY
I'M MURDERING PECPLE!!!

MAUDE
Behind vou!

Gary epins around and SHOCTE AT ANOTHER PERSON exiting a
room. IT/8 MANAGER JOE-- carryving a box of donuts. The blast
sends him flying back into the room.
GARY
Oh my God! No, Jo=i

MAUDE
He was probably one of them.

GARY
I dom't think he was. Why did I do
that?



MEUD
C/'men, there’'s no time to wallcow
over spilled milk.

14
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A

Spilliled milk?

Gary follows Maude up the stairs to the rocof.

EXT. MOTEL/ROCF - DAY

Qur herces burst through the door. An AMERICAN BLACKHAWE
HELICOPTER APPROACEES across the desert horizon.

Gary throws the shotgun down on the gravel-- clearly
emoticnal.
GZARY

-

I zan’t- kill people anymeore. I'm
not a2 killer, I'm an actor. Theare’'s
bleed on my hands. Innocent blood.

Maude looks into Gary's watery eyes.
MAUDE
Listen to me. Sometimes good psople

die for the greater coed.

GARY
I'm not cut cut for this herce shit.

Zhe tenderly helds CGary's face.

MEUDE
Lock at me, it wasn’t your fault.

Gary looks at Mauds. She glows like an angsl in the sun.
moves in for a kiss-- Maude stops him.

MRUDE (cont’d)
What are you doing?

GARY
Sorry, I got caught up in the
moment .

MATUDE
People are dying. You have pleces
of skull on your bathrobe.

He
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CGARY
zight, well...when you put it that
way, I guess it's not that sexy.

AMERICZN BLACK OP SOLDIERS dror o the rooftop Ifrom the
delicopter’s zip lines. They move tc tactical positions
HELICOPTER LADDER is dropped.

. A

MAUDE
Get up the ladder. Hurry up.

CGARY
Yesz, ma'am.

Gary sticks his foot onto the ladder. It's a lot mere
difficult to climh then it looks. He wobbles uncontrollably.

MAUDE
fuit fooling arcund and climb the
damrn lasdder.

GARY
I'm tryving te. This a trick ladder?

From the courtvard below, Bronscon’'s Guards OPEN ©TIRE ON THEE
HELICOPTER. The Black Op Scldiers return the fire.

MAUDE
ahort! nbort!

GARY
¥e, I'm getting the hang of this.

Gary holds on to the ladder for dear life as the Hesllicopter
raiges him up into the sky-- then immediately crashes him
tack down onto the roof. His body is dragged across the
gravel and over the ledge.

EXT. MOTEL/COURTYARD - CONTINUCUS

Gary is smacked on zll sides of the courtyard walls as the
Heliceopter struggles for stability.

One of Bronson’s Guards aims a ROCKET PROPELLED GRENADE (RPG}
at it from the lobby.

GARY
Oh, come onl!

THE CGUARD FIRES THE MISSILE-- BULLSEYE--~ THE HELICOPTER
FXPLODES. Gary releases the lsdder and pluanges into the pool.



FIERY CHGPPER EBITS FALL TO THE GROUXD.

Gary gasps for breath in the water. He spots Owen Wilson
swimming by. Gary pulls him to the surface.

GARY (comi’'dl
Hey, man, we gotta get out ol-

OWENR WILSON
Wnat the hell, Bushell? I was just
about to break my reccrd. You ass-

OWEN IS GUNNED DOWN by a
brutal death. Reminiscen
Gary screams in horror =

machine gun-- mid-sentence. It’s a
t of the Gedfather toll bocoth scene.
s Owen’'s blood sprays all cver hi
BULLETS WHIZ EVERYWHERE-- Bronson’s Guard’s and the American
Soldiers battle for control in the courtyard.

Gary rolls out of the pocl and crawls under a nearby PING-
BONG TABLE. ’

GARY
Ch man, wmy body’'s buzzin’.

Through the madness, Gary heares the HIGH PITCHED SQUEAL of &

¥

familiar voice. He follows the sgueal down a hallway.

INT. AN EMPTY ROCM - CONTINUOUS

Georce is strapped to a chair and bleeding like hell. Fe is
being worked over by Tisnewski.

TIENEWSKI
I've had it with vour lies. Tell me
where the goddamn chips are?

GEOEGE
I don’t.. . know.

George spots Gary-- sneaking intc the room. Gary shushes him

- bt

George nods. Gary reaches down for a ALUMINUM BASESRLL BAT -~
but it slips from his wet fingers and CLANGS TO TEE FLOOR.

Tienawski spins, catching Sary crouched over-- wincing.

TIZNEWSKI
Well, if it isn‘t my favorite dick.

GARY
You alright, George?
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GEQRGE
Do I look alright?

TISKEWSKI
You know, I was hired to keep this
whele thing hush hush but vou kept
sticking vour nose in there- acting
like an acticn hero and fucking
things ur. Well, now I'm gunna fuck
you up.

Tignewskl kicks Gary in the chest-- gending him teerering
tackwards into the wall.

TISHEWSEI {CONT'D] {cont’'d}
Coo, and it feels good!

GLREY
That wzs weilrd- didn't feel a
thing.

TISHEWZEKT

Bullshit. Try this.
Tisnewski rips ¢ff his shirt and charges at Gary.

He connects with a MASSIVE EAYMRKER across Garv's Zaze. Gary
spilns arcund and shakes it off.

GARY
That's the best you got?

Tisnewski unleashes a FLURRY OF PUNCHES on Gary’s body
followed by a SHARF UPPERCUT. Gary staggers a little but he's
net injuresd. THE ANESTHETIC IS8 DOING ITS WORK.

GEORGE
{awe struck)
Swezet baby Jesus, you agre Shotgun!
Tisnswekl iz ghocked too. He backs up while SCREAMING AT THE
TOP OF HIS LUNGS. He runs at Gary and jumps-- with a FLYING
SIDE KICH. Gary ezsily side-steps it znd Tisnewski crashes
through the wall.

GEORCE {cont'd)
Nice ones, Shotgunt

Gary unties George’s straps.

GARY
Let’s get you cut of here.
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GEQEGE
I can't walk, Gar. He broke my
lecs.

GARY

2711 walk for the both of us.

Tisnewski emerges from the hole in the wall-- RED FACED with
VEINS BULGING from his neck.

TISKEWSKI
{ranting hard)
This can’t be haprening. Ho one can
survive that bezting.

Tilgnewskl picks the bzseball bzt off the floor.

TISNEWSKI f{cont’'d}
Let’s s=ze vou get up after I breazk
your legs!

He ralses the bat over his head and charges at Gary. HIS EYES
BUG OUT. A sharp pain has clsarly hit him. He stumbles
backwards-- CLUTCHING AT HIE CHEET,

Gzorge and Gary waitch in astonishment.

TISNEWSK: {cont'd}
My heart...I-

He dreps the bat and collapses. He is frothing at the mouth.
He reachss fer his heart pills-- struggling with the cap.

- GARY
I'11 get you some water for those
pills- then you’'ll be arrested.

Gary takes Tlesnewski's cuffs and LCCKE HIM TO A FIPE. Gsorgs
grabs Tisnewski’'s pills and chucks them across the floor.

GECRGEE
He'’s nct getting his goddamn pills.
Motherfucker broke beth my legs.
Now, get ms out of here.

INT. MOTEL/LOBBY - MOMENTS LATER

Gary pushesg Georgs, who rides on top of a LAUNDRY CART, down
& hall leading intc the lcbkby. They stop. The crossfire
between Bronson’s Guards and the American Soldiers outside
makes it teo dangsrcus for them to move any further.
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Maude drops down frowm above and SEOCTS SEVERAL NSARBY GUARDS.

SARY
Would you please stop killing
people?!

MAUDE

2 lost our rids and back up is
lzte. We nesd another way cut.

Gary digs inte his roke pocket and PULLE CUT THE KEYS TO
OWEN'S HUMMER.

SLRY
How ‘bout a Humner?

Maude and Gsorge look at GSary. What 4id he just

.“r

n
i

L

3ARY (cont’d)
The yellow car!

Gary peints through the frenmt door and out at Qwen's Hummer--
FAREED 12C FEET AWAY.

GEQORGE
I'm noet going ocut there.

Maude hznds George the RPS that was strappsd to her back.

MAUDE
Here, take this as protecticm.

Gary sees Serge cutside, cowering behind a newspaper beox. He
covers hisg head-- screaming.

GARRY
It's Serce. We have to help him.
{shouting over to Ssrge)
Hey, Serge, over here! It's me!

SERGE
Gar!?! Ch, thank God! Help me, bro!

GARY
It's CK. Ccme cver here, we'll
break cut of here tegether!

Serge nods and runs in their direction. Two steps in-- he is
NATLED WITH BULLETS. He collapses to the pavemsnt.

Gary and George lock on-- blankly. Maude relcads.



MRTUDE
We can’'t walt any longer. I’1l1
cover you. GOILUI

Maude cpens fire or Bronson’s Guards.

Cary takes cif running intc the checs with George and the
laundry cart. BULLETS EZXrLCDE TEE WALLS arpund them. Gary
ducks down, using Gecrge ani the lsundry zart as cover.
TOWELS EXPLCDE under George’s ass. He csqueals,

INT. OWEN WILSON'E RV - CONTINUGCUS

ary dumps George in the back sear. A bullet plunges ints
Cary's shoulder. He doesn’t even notice it.

GECRGE
Gary, vou've been shot!

o

CGARY
Feally? I'm sure it's Iine.
{he pokes at the wcund)
Yezh, Im good.

Maude jumps in the driver's seat and floors it-- driving cver

Guards on her way cu:l.

EXT. DESERT - DAY

The Hummer SMASHES THRCOUGSE THE WALL and metors away from the
complex-- down the LONE ROAL.

MAUDE {0.C.}
Wa're twelve mileg from the air
base. We're going tc make it.

INT/EXT. OWEN WILSCR'S HUMMER - CONTIHNUOUS

Gary wraps his wound with a plece of hig bathrobe. He looks
at George, lving across the back seat-- in severes pain.

GARY
We're gonna be alright, partnsr.

GEQORGE
I'm gunna b2 in a wheelchalr for
the rest of my life.

GLRY
Yepr, everything is going to be QK.
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GEORGE
Let me die in peace.

Gary spots Owen Wilson’s SHCTGUN CCSTUME hanging con a hook.

He grans the JACKET and slips it on. A perfect fiz.

GARY
How *beut that. Hey hen, why don's

LI X -

you pull over, let Shotgun Crive.

MAUZE
Shetgun'’s riding shotgun. Buckle up
and shut up.

GRRY
But that’s so Raven. C'men, I'm
wearing the thing here.

Maude SLEMS ON THE BREARKS-- sending Gary scaring THROUGH

THE

WINDSHIELD and onto the road. Es’s unscathed. He springs up.

GARY {cont'd)
Holy shit, I'm invincible,

& HUGE TANK bleck the rosd. HUMVEES pull up and flank the
GARY .

Tank. Z20LDIERS jump out and AIM TEEIR MACHINE GUNS AT

GARY {contd4d
BRING IT CN:!! YOQU CREN'T EURT MEil!

Maudse steps out of the Hummer.

MRUDE
Relax, it’s our back up.

GERY

Ch veah? ‘Bout tims,

{to the Scldiers)
=y guys, the chips are safe. I
just need z bran muifin or
something and we’'re gocd to go.
Gecrge leans out the windshield-- SHOULDERIRG THE RPG.

GECRGE

Take thy beak from out my heart,

and take thy form from off my doox!

George flips the scope and aims at the Tank. The TANX

PASSENGERS and SOLDIERS flee-- running for their lives.

GARY
!

GECRGE, NQ! THIY'REZ ON QUR SIDE!
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GEORGz
Quoth the Rsven- EEAR MY ROCEET
ROBRI U

GEORGE FIRES. The Missile whizzes through the sky-- MISSING
TEE TANK COMPLETELY.

GLRY
G, first- rerrible shot. Second-
they were here to help. 2And third,
just a brutal catchphrase.

GEQORGE
I don’t think now's the time for a
clib discuseicn on the merits of my
catchphrase.

GARY
I'd never be able to repesat it,
. therefore- bad catchphrase.
GEORGE
Who gives a damn what I'm =ayin’
when I‘'m trying te shoot the-

Gaorge is shet in the chest with a TRAND DART.

GARRY
What the-?

Gary is shot in the back ¢f the neck with a dart too, His
eyes roll back. Not again? He falls forward revealing--
MAUDE, HOLDING 2 TRANQUILIZZR GUN.
MAUZE
{in Russian)
Worgt detective ever,

FADE TO BLACK:

EXT. US BOMBZR AIRCRAFT- DAY

4 huge BOEING B-52H STRATOFORTRESS soars through the clouds.

INT. BOMBER/CRRGO HOLD - DAY

Gary’'s eyes crack open. He is TIED UP AND GAGGED in the cargo
hold. Beside him is George-- curled up and sleeping.

BRONSCN DAVIS STEPS IN FRONT OF Gary-- smiling desvilishly. He
then unties Gary’s ropes and rips cff his gag.
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Gary lunges at Bronson and pins nis wrists

BRONSCH DAVIE
Thera. I bet that feels hett-

GARY
Yot =2 teugh now, ares yar

BRONSCHN DAVIE
Hey, I'm trving to help you herel

GRRY
Why would you de that? Aren’t you
that- that terrorist guy?

BERONSON DAVIS
I'm not a terrorist. The US
Military wouldn't buy my missiles I
rhreatened to gsell “hem o
terrorists. North Korea, Hezbollah,
Tanzim Qa’ida- f£i Bilad al-rRafid
wWerse—-

GARY
Stop. T deon‘'t know what you're
saying when vou talk like that.

e shoves Bronson against the wall,

SARY {(cont’d)
Tzlk English.

ERONIOHN DAVIS
{sighing}
Bzd cuvs., I threatened tc ss11 Them
to »ad guys so that they would pay
mg mors moneyv. It didn’t work. So I
was going to pull the plug but your
little friend double-cressed me.

GAEY
What little friend? I don't have
any little friends.

ERONSON LDAVIS
You know her as Mauds but her real
name is Natasha Kushtov, leader of
a Chachen bio-fterrcrist group.

GARY

No, no, she’'s an american. FBI or
somethin? .

N¢]
Lad

against the wall.

*
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Bronson has been explaining Russlan histeory for

BRONECH DAVIE
She's a double agent. Undesrccver
fcr the US but her alliance was
alwavs with the Chechens.

GLRY
What the hell’s a Chechen?

BRCKSCHN DAVIE
{rolling his eyes)
When the iron curtain fell, the
Sovier Unicn was split up into...

E DISSOLVE -+ MUCH LATZIER

L

ERCESCON DAVIS (cont’'d)
..and to this day the sectarian
turmcil razges on. Basayvev himsels

said-

GARY
OK, shut up. My head is spinning.
8¢, you're telling ms ths girl is
bad news.

BRONSCON DAVIS
*The girl’ has hijacked this plane
and is planning an attack cn US
soil. Is that clear enough Ifor you?

GARY
Wait a second theres~ back it up-
We're on a plane?!

BREONSCN DAVIS
These missiles are catastrophic.
2nd now fully operational with the
recovered guldance chips.

GRRY
Nu-uh, I got the chips.

BREONSON DAVIS
Do you?

a2 while.

Gary notices a massive ICBM in the huell of the plans.
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Bronzon indicates down to Gary’s sbdominal ssction. Gary
pulls up hig shirt-~- across his stomach is A MASSIVE JAGGED
SCAR. Gary’'s Jaw <rops.



W0
o

GARY
Son of a- Ow, that =ezlly hurts,

BRONZON DAVIS
Flease, vou have to trust ms,

GAEY
PEft, T dom’t know. George, think
we can trust him?

Gary looke down at George-- still uncenecicue.

BROWSON DAVIS
8he's going te held the world

ransonm. . . .we have to stop her.
GLRY
Well then...I szy...ws go stop her.

BRONSON DAVIS
Agreed.

Brenson pulls sut a BALL-PCINT PEN and picks the lock on the
carge hold doory. He gpens it. Gary watches-- dumbfcounded.

GARY
How’d wvow co that?

Gecrgs means in the corner. Gary and Breonson drag him zleong
the floor-- out of the heold.

GARY {contrd)
George, vou Reep watch here. I'm
gunnz get to the bottom of this.

INT. BOMBER AIRCRAFT/HULL - CONTINUCUS

Gary snsaks through the belly of the plane with Brernson close
behind. They pass various ASSASSINATED US S0LDIERS.

They reach the COCKPIT DOOR. Gary gives a silent count to
three then shoulders open the door, revealing--

TWO US PILOTE sitting at ths controls, flving the Bomper.
Their throats have been slashed.

CARY
fan authoritative voice)
Freeze, scumbags! On the floor!
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EBRCHNECH DBVIE
tnd who do you

Bronscn leans in and grzbs a Filot’s FISTGOL.

BRONECK DAVIS (cont’d)

Eronsen passes 3ary with the Plilstol. Gary expertly snatches
it from him-- a move from 2is old show.

GQARY
I think the body count’s high
encugh for today, don't vou think?

Maude bursts out of 2z recegsed storage area-- with a Smm
GLOCY peointed at Bronson and Gary. Gary aims the Pilot's
Pistol at her. A STRANGE 2ND AWFWARD STAND OFT.

BRONSON DAVIS
Zéravetvuite, Natasha.

MAUDE
Gary, I know you're confused. Bui
den't believe him. He’'s messzing
with vour head again. Trust me.

BRONSON DAVIE
Are you going to trust gomecne who
shot vou in the neck and then
gutted vou liks a f£ish?

MAULE
He locked you up and made you think
you were a raging aslcocholilc.

GARY
At lezst he’s not a commie.

He pulls back the hammer on the Pistcl.

MAUDE
Don't make me shoot wvou, Gary.

BRCNSON DAVIS
She’s bluffing. Shoot her.

MAUDE
He wasn’t selling hiz missiles,
Gary, he was buvingt! Enriched
uranium. Vais of betulinum toxin,
ricin, saxitoxin-
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GARY
STOP SAYING WORDS I DON'T KNOW!

This has become very tense. Sweat besads. Breath Is Zeavy.

GARY {cont’d)
211 I ¥now is...the last thing the
Caucasus regicn needs ncw is a
separatist sect issuing & fatwa for
jihad.

Both Breorson and Mauds are lwpressed.

MAUDE
You’'re absclutely right, Gary. What
do you want to do?

GARY _
I wanna...not gst shot. Let's put
our guns down and talk it out.

MAUDE
Fine. We'll get rid cf them.

Garv and Maude lower their weapons. Mauds tosses hers toward
the cargo hold. Gary throws his right under Bronson’s foot.
Eronson picks it up and SHGOTS MAURZ IN THE CHEST.

BRONEON TAVIS
Nice work, Gary.

Bronson calmly grabs a parachute from the storage arez. He
sets coordinates on o CTONTROL PRNEL n=ar the ICEM'=.

GARY
Why 4id you kill her?

BRONSON DAVIS
She gsteole my missile. It's my
miszile. I have much kigger plans
for it.

GARY
Wait. She was telling the truth?

BRCONSON DAVIS
Las Vegas willl be occean Iront
property in exactly...what do you
think, five minutes? Je that encugh
time to jump out the hatch and get
some distance?
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GARY
Why are you doing this?

BROKSCN DAVIS
What are vou stupid? Money. LoTs
and lotes of money. Now, ger on yeour
knees, let’s do this guick.

GARY
Never saw off a lozded shotgun.

BRONESCN DAVIES
What does that mean?

Gaty, in trusz hero form, leaps into the air and performs a
FPERFECT SFPINKING HZEL XICTHK.

NORMAL SPEED

Gary lands on the flocor-- thres fest awzy Irom Bronson. He
migssed him completely. Bronson points the Pistol at Gary.

BRONSOH DAVIS {cont’d)
You finished? Cause, I‘'m going to
shoot you now.

BEMI!! BRONBCN IS SHOT THROUGE TEE HEAD! Gary peeks through
his shaky fingers to see-- GEORZE-- laying on the floor,
LOWERING MAUDE'S SMOKING GUN.

GEORGE
Nevermcre.

Rrongon staggers and falls forward-- dead. Gary and CGeorgs
exchange the ‘tharks’ and ‘you’re welcome’ lock.

SUDDENLY, BROKSON’ZS DEAD HELD FNOCKS THE SWITCH for the ICEBM--
starting & countdown. 5:00- 4:59- 4:58- 4:537- THE HUGE
MISSILE shifts te *launch position’-- GISMCS RUZZ.

GARY
Way to go, Georgs!

GEQORGE
Hey, I just saved vour life.

GARY
How, by launching a nuclear
missile?
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3ary randomly FLIPS3 & RED BUTTCON. LIGETS
SCUND, Trhe belly <f the plazne opsns.

Gary rushe

EORGE

Well, turn it off.

GARY
¥Fhat button? There’s absut
million here.

13]
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ORG
I don't know, try the red one

i

Fad
e

GEORGE {cont’'d)
You gotta read what it savs.
can’t see from way back hers.

s o Maude's side. She coughs up soms blood.

MAUDE
I'm sorry, Carv., I didn't msan for
you to get inveolved in all of this.

GLEY
That’'s nice but listen, hs uh,
started the, uh- how do you stop-

MARUDE
(dving)

You must understand, we weren't
going to use it. My people have
bzen oppressed for yvears by ths
Russians. We were simply using
these missiles as bargaining tools
to oreate pesce and unity-

GARY
I really don’'t give a shit about
all that. I wanna know how you stop
this bombi

MAUDE
To stop it you must £lip the...

GRRY
Yeg?

MAUDE
Flip the...

GARY
Flip the...flip the what?

LASH, BUZZERS
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IRIDE
Flip...flip...

GARY
Flipping, ves...I got that.

MAUDE

11

-

I
Lé

GARY
Say something else!

Faude is about to say it-- but she dies in Gary’'s srms.

CECEGE
We're dead.

George closes his eyes-- accepting his fate.

A VOICE {C.C.)

Gary Bushell? hre vou there? This
is Secretary of Defense Jonesthan
Clemente.

Cn a COMPUTER SCREEN is TEE UNITED STATES SECRETARY OF
DEFENSE-- JONATHAN CLEMENTE. Behind him, in the rcom, are
JOINT CHIEFS OF STAFF.

CLEMENTE
Mr. Rushell, vou have to do exactly
as I say. You've activated the
Serenity. It will launch in
appreximately four-

GARY
I didn‘t do it! Buddy here did!

CLEMENTE
It doesn't matter who did it. The
fact of the mattey is the missile
ig azimed at the San Andreas fault
line. If it hits, it will levsl the
entire west ccast. MNow, fighter
jets have been scrambled but it
locks like they won't be zble to
shoot you down in time-

GARY
{rolling his eyes)
Ch, jeez, that’s too bad.
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CLEMENTE
Do vou understand the severity of
the situation here?

GaRY
who the hell are you anyway?

CLEMENTE
I'm the Secretary of Defence.

GARRY
And how do I know that?

CLEMENTE
Recause..,I'm him. I'm ths
Secretary of Dafense of the United
Stgtes, Haven't vou seen me on the
news?

GLEY
What if you're Jjust some guy
rretending to be that guy.

CLEMENTE
- {tc the Jeint Chiefs}
Are vou seriopus? This is the guy
that’s going to save us?

GARY
0K, maybe vou are him. What do I
have to de?

CLEMENTE
You’re golng to heve to take this
plans right into thes ocean.

GARY
Seems unnecessary, ne? Can’'t I fust
point it down ther jump out with a
chute.

CLEMENTE
Aute pilot will cverride with the
drop of slevation. Yocu have to do
it manvcally,

GARY
Well, can't you Jjust talk me
through clipping a few blue and red
wires- that always works.

N i il
LEMENT=

Comse on that’s just stupid.

L
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GARY
Eev, don’:t put this on me, you were
the oness who screwed it 21l up in
the first piace!

'
b
Q.
IR
joF

Clemente slams his fist oz the table, realizing that
iet this happen.

CLEMENTE
Sary, vou're our last hope.

Gary locks at the clock-- 2:52- 2:8%B- 2:57- 2:56-
GARY -
Well, held cn. Lei rme thirk cn this
for a sscond. This is a kig

decision here,

Gary locks down at Maude, lying dead. He locks back at the

clagk-- 2:48- 2:48- Z:47- then to the exit-- 2:41- 2:40-~ Z:35-

rhen to George, praying-- 2:34- 2:33- 2:32...

CLEMENTE
GARRY! LI

GAERY
OF- well if I deo, do this, will I
at least have & herc’s funeral?

CLEMENTE
No. This is a classified mission.
¥o crne will ever know what really

GARY
Eow do you cover this up?

CLEMENTE
Youu were pathetically drunk, after
a night of boozing in a gay strip
club, you stowed away in a cargo
hold of a military plane, doused
vourself in gascline and blew
sverything up.

GARY
Jeezus. Does it have to be a gay
strip club?

CLEMENTE
Yes.,

2 highly decorated GENERARL, PETER JAMES, steps in.
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GENERAL JRMES
Our research shows us that sixty-
seven percent of Americans
that homosexcals azre more
exhibiting erratic behavic

R g
"
O
H
b
i
0

CLEMENTE
This isn’t 2 herc wission, Gary.
This is wouxr destiny.

Gary is stuck now. He doesr’t know what tc do. He grabs
Bronson’s chute and walks out of the cockpit.

CLEMZNTE {ccnt’d)
Goddamniz, what do we 4o now?

INT. PLANE/HULL - CONTINUDUS

GECRGE
What sres we gunna do?

GARY
Times to fly, my ebony feathered
friend. You have to raise that
beautiful family of yours.

[
o
(%]

Gary punches the REAR HYDRAULIC EATCHE and slips the chute

over Gagrges’s shoulders.

GARY {(cont'd)
I have to £fly this pig into the
ocesan.

Gecrcge locks arcund and finally rzalizes what is happening.

SEORGE
You’re my hero.

GARY
Yeah. I think you pull this string
te open it. Eilther this cne or this
one. CGood luck!

Gary rolls George down the ramp and cut the plane.
SECRGE
Walt- HOW 2aM I SUPPOSED TO LAND
WITH MY BROKEN LEGS?!'7?

George is gone. The bomb is still counting. :38- :

(Y3

]
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INT. COCKPIT - MOMENTS LATER

Gary stcorms back in, throws a dead zilot o the
takes over the controls.

GARY
Alright, how do I drive this stupid
thing?

CENZRAL TEMES
Ee's back. Way o go, Gary!

CLEMENTE
I knsw we could count on you.

GARY
Fuck vou. What do I do?

CGENERAL JRMES
Just push forward on the yolk and
God bless your soul.

GARY
The yolk?!
CLEMENTE

4

The hazndles, you idiot!

104,

Sary pushes forward. The nose dips toward the water. THE
PLENE SHR¥XES-- gaining speed from the nose dive plummet.

Gary clenches his teeth and grips the controls.

The c¢leock ticks down-- :15- :14- :13- :12- The ocean’s

surface is gstting closer-- :07- :06- :05-

GARY
TH= CAPTAIN HAS TURNED ON THE SEAT
BELT SIGN SC LOCK RND RCOLLLLLL!!!

: 02~ :01- 0:00-- Nothing happens.

CLEMENTE
What happened? What's happening?

GARY
Nothing. Nothing's hzppening. It's
a dud.



CLEMENTE
{zuddenly remembering)
Qf course, that’s why we didn't
want te buy them in the first
vlace.

The Joint Chiefs congratulate each other cn a job well done.

Yet another Genarazl, HUGSO GONZALEZ, steps forward.

Hevy, what about me!?

GCENERZL CGONZALEZ
Gary, the alrcraft you're in

command of is wvery wvaluable and it

is your civic respensikility to
rirg her homs in cne piece. Now,

wa're gonna get you on the blower

with ATC at Edwards and talk you-

Gary hasn’'t listened tc a word. HEe is high tailing it out
rear hatch with a FARACHUTE CN HIS BACK.

EXT. ZEAC

H - EUNSET

TO WHITE:

the

George is lying on the shore of a deserted keach. He sguints

his eyes
dragging
Derek in

Gary runs

1o. Ceorge starts laughing.

SEORGE
You son-cf-a-bitch.

faster-- exciting Gecrge.

SBECRGE (cont’d)
Ha, ha, ha, here comes a shotgun!

GARRY
We dic it!

We both did it!

at the water. Gary comes walking through the waves
his parachute. He loscks l1ike a chubby, beaten-up Bo
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196.

Gary falls into George's arms gcreaming with delight. 7T
roll arournd in the sgurf-- huvaging each cother. Realizing
a little cav, they awkwardly shuffle off one another.
GARY (cont’d}
Now what are we goling to do?

GECORGE
Looks like we're stuck here.

A stick digs into the ground behind them. They turn to sse--
a voung MEXICAN WAITER, setting up an umbrells fcr them.

WAITZR
Did vou enjoy the para-sailing,
compalieros?

FULL OUT TO REVEAL

That thev zre

st an ALL-INCLUSIVE MEXICAN RESORT. Velleybhall
gamss. Surbather

s. Cahildren playing in the sand.

WAITER {cont’d}
Cervezas?

GECRGE
Ha, na, ha, yeah, & brewskl scunds
praetty good right skout now.

GARY
I'11 just take a water, thanks.

The Waiter hands them thes drinks. Gary and Gecrgs sit in

o er

silence enjoyving the stillness of a Corona ad.

GARY {cont’'d)
So potted meats, huh?

GEORGE
Yen.

GARY
¥hat the hell is potted meat?

GEORGE
¥ell, we take the fatty tissue from
a pig’s face, ground chicken feet,
cow brains. We got goat lung, moose
heart-

GARY
I didn't knew you could eat mooss,
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explosions.
and SNOOP DOG zs Ravan.

GEQRGE
It’'s gamey, sure, but some folk
like a stronger, earthisr taste.
Yep, we basically take all thes
rarts cf the animal everyons gave
up on and give ‘em a seccnd chance.

GLRY
Hm.

GECRGE
Ch, and I put ribbons on ths jars.
Teople love them ribbons.,

INT., HOLLYWOOD STUDIO - LATER

We are watching ACCESS HOLLYWOOD.

BILLY EBUSH (V.C.)
One year after tihe shocking suicids
cf beloved comedian Cwen Wilscn-
friends and family speak out.

LUKZ WILSON
How could this have been a suicide?
He was sheot sighiy times.

The camera cranss down to BILLY in the studioc.

BILLY ZUSH
Ha, ha, that’'s coming up.
first, buckle up for a rid noa
Harley. A Shotgun Harley, that is.
There’'s a new big scrsen version of
the IZorgotten detective drams- and
we‘ve got an all access pass.

But
s o

& Trailer for Shotcun plavs. Lots of car chases and
Irside the Monte Carlo is VINCE VAUGHEN as Shotgun

VINCE VAUGHN
The Captain has turned on the seat
belt sign, so lock and rell!

SHOOP DOGS
Bad idea. BRad idea.

The car crashes through a FRUIT STAND and continues

107.
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108.

VINCE VAUGHN
1711 betcha those guys just pooped
their bums.

Gary and Gsorge, DRESSED AS MARKET VENDORS, shzke their fists
at the Monte Carlc. We hold on them CONTINUING TC SHAKE THEIR
FISTS while we--~
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