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"ANY WHICH WAY YOU CAN®

EXT, CALIFORNIA HIGHWAY - DAY

A brace of MOTCRCYCLE COPS growl along the hipghway, followed
by a large tractor-trailer, The cops glance at their
mirrors as the big truck pulls closer, untll 1&g screaming
diesel is only a few fert behind them, These are CHP's
finest, hdwever., IMen of iron, Their speed and posture do
not change, neither do their steely syos flinch ~- until
they'rs goosed by a murderous HOOOOT from the truck's ailr
horn.

- The Brown Knights jump six inches off thelr seats, flght fo
hold their machines, Uhen theyive regained control, one
drops hack beside the truck cab.

MOTORCYCLE CO
(yells to driver) _
How'd you like your gecddamn rig
Impounded!?

TRUCK DRIVER
{grins)
Sorry, officer. iiand slipnred,

The cops furn off the highway irnto a field, followed br
the truck., The three vehicles slice fthrough sagebrush,
pluming dust, brading for a congregation of trucks 1in the
distance.

EXT. HIGHWAY «~ DAY !

On the highway, a tandem tractor approaches, with four
TRUCKERS stuffed in its cab and five more perched on its
bare ass. As & fat MOTORCYCLE CCP pulls up beside them,
a BALD-HEADED TRUCKER yells over to him,

BALD-HEADFD TRUCKER
- (yelling to cop)
You better get ready to hock your
tricycle, Jack.

FAT COP
{yells back)
Let's ser~ your money, bir onuth,

BATDSUEADED TRUCKER
{waves a wad

nf orese)

AT COP
You'lre coverod!

The coop nulls sway, turns into the Ticld, followed by
the troctor. '




Ze
EXT. SAGFBRUSH FIFLD - DAY

Half a dozen ftractor~trailers are pulled into a circle,
with a dozen more narked nearby. In a srparate group are
twvo dozen CHP motorcycles and a couple of patrol cars.

Incoming traffic 1is directad by = BURLY COP and an equallvy
BURLY TRUCKER, standipg side by side, each directing his
nwn people, Untill a livestock truck aporoaches, crammed
wilth pirs, whereupon both traffic directors shield their
noses with their forearms and point in usison to & very
distant parking spot.

Next to approach 1s a battered pilckup containing PHILO
BEDDOF. and his faithful companions OBVILLE THE STAUNCH and
CLYDE THE HEAIRY,

Phllo drives up to the truck-ring, nosing between two
trallers., As Philo gets ocut a CHM‘P cces up from the
truckers, He helps Clyde out of the cnb while Orville
goes over to the bald-headed trucker, who's collecting
money from the truckers and marking the amounts in a
battered notebook, Orville hands him gz sheaf of bills,
then returns to Philo and Clyde,

BALD-HEADED TRUCKER
(yells)
1200 more on Philct

Across the truck-ring is 3ERGFANT COQLTY, scribbling in
his own battered notebaok z= he takes meney from officers,

SERGFANT COOLEY
(y=11ls back)
You're coveraed!

Beside Cooley is JOE CASEY, a giant beefsteak perched on
an overturned bucket, his shoulders being massaged by his
friend and handler, OFFICER [iCRGAN

SERGEANT CQOLFY
(to Morgan, worried)
-. Halre covering over eight grand so far,

OFFICER MORGAHW
Welll eat him for breakfast., Hell,
Jdoe whipped every Marine in the first
division,
STROFANT COCGLEY
(”@”vﬁ‘” Ilﬁﬂwﬂ
towrard ’“T;iiﬂ)
He aintt » Vnrine,

Philo strips off nis s=uirt and hands 1t to Clyde, who
stashes it in the truck. They watceh Casey as he stands
up, all six and a2 half feet of him.

( CONTINUTD
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ORVILLE
Jesus, hn's big.

PHILO
Hals gizeabls.,

ORVILLE
They say hr whipped every Marine in
his division.

PHILO
I ain't a Marine,

The bald=~headed trucker is standing on the hood of A

‘truck, armed with a bullhorn,

BALD-HEADED TRUCKER
(through bullhorn)
All right, th~ bets are coversd.
Let's get this show on the road.

A trucker hands him a fat envelobe.

BALD=-HFADED TRUCKER
{through bullhorn)
Hold 1it,
{glancers at envelope)
I pot 2800 from the boys in Bakersfield.

Across the circie, Sergeant Cooley looks palned, He's
run out of covering money. He glances at a CHP CAPTAIN
standing at the back of thm crowd., The Captain nods bis
assent.,

SERGEANT COQLEY
- (yells)
You're covered.
(low to Casry)
You lose this fight, we're gonna
e patrolling Death Valley for the
next five yerars.

QFFICER MORGAH
(to Cooley)
Dontt worry.
(pats Case~y toward
the centar)
Fat him up, Jor,

Philo fturns to Orvillie,

17 T A Y T 5 3 -
Krep an eve on OLyoca,  You now how

he likes to crap in sguad cors.

(CONTINUED)
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ORVILLE
I'11 wateh him,
(cancerned)
Be careful with this guy.

Philo nods and moves into the rinr. He uses the first
minute to size Casey up, letting him throw most of fthe
punches, faking them on his arms. An oceasional sharp
Jab keeps Casey from getting too close,

OFFICER MORGAN
{crowding)
Ho's killing bim!

SERGEANT COOLLY
{(a cooler virw)
He's movin' pretty good for a corpse.

OFFICER MORGAN '
Joe ain't landed his right yet, One
good right and bingo.

Clyde looks across the rirg, snd between a gap in the
trallers, ho sees a sight to gladden his heart: the CHP
Captain’s patrol car, He zets a roll of toilet paper.
from the pilckup cap, then c¢limbs to the top of 3 nearby
traller, He moves arouné ths ¢lrcle, leaping from trailer
to trailq-r,

Caseoy 1s pressing hard, Philo is backe-pedaling. Suddernly
Philo slips on a patch of lonse dirt. He staggers, off
balance, His puard drops. Casey launches a roundhouse
right from somewhere nrar Hackensack; there's a chilling
CRACK as his fist smashes into Phlilo's cheek.

QFFICER MORGAN
(exultant)
Bingo!

A shot of Casey's face: he waits for Philo to fall,

A shot «of Philo's face: a tendril of blood slips from
the cornsr of his mouth, and his lips curve, ever so
slightly, in a faint smile; pain is fuel for Philo.
Casey's face registers disbelief first, then worry. Big
worry. Reflected in the faces of Morgan and Cooley,
Philo throws three blinding fast Jabs, and Casey staggers
back.

Meanwhile, ntop the traileys, Clyde has reached the

opposite side of fthe cirele, He gazes down on a CHP
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choose to drive arcund in tollets, '

(CONTINUTD)
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Phile is shredding Casey with cool and methodical precision,
The big man is staggering, face ribboned with bloed. He
almost falls but catches himself, He stands swayinﬁ, Ay PSS
glazed, bhandis at walst level, dﬂ;ﬂnS“lPSw. Philo drops his
hands and steps back.

PHILO
: That's it.

MORGAN
He ain't down yet,

Phllo turns toward Morgan.

PHILO
(soft, ominous)
No, he ain't down. And I ain't
gorma put him down. Buft you're
welcome to take nis place 1 you
like,

MORGAN
(steps back,
but still shrill)
Fight ain't over £ill he's downt

CooLEY
(to Vorzan)
Shut up.

Cooley moves to Casey's side and leads the dazed man out
of the ring. The truckers erupt in gleeful yells of
triumph; £ho Blue Knights disperse glonmily, except for
the burly officer, who approaches the truckers and begins
handing out tickets.

TRUCKER
{(recoiving 3 ticket)
What the hell is this?

. BURLY OFFICER
All these vehicles are parked 1llepally.

But instead of protesting, the truckers surge forward
eagerly he zet thelir ticketa,

BAID=-HEADED TTMUCKER
(tbr‘nuh‘{" bulihorn; j

8t~p rirnt un, gonvs, and gt Yom
while theyire hot, ?ﬂal ricasure
doins hunineasz itk vou, o7 Tloers,

VARICUS TRUC/ZFS
" wee Hey, donlt forget minet,.. I'11
take twol...

AAVTTIITLT
(bﬂni$ﬂpiu)
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Philo puts on his shirt while Orville examines his cut
1ip.

PHILO
How much we get down?

ORVILLE
About twelve hundred.

PHILO
{nods, looks
around)
Wheret's Clyde?

ORVILLE
(he's forgotten
about him)
Oh, shit,

Clyde appears around the corner of the truck, carrying
his roll of tollet paper, He rolls up to Philo and kisses
the roll, :

FHILO
Clyde, you got damn little respect
for the law,.

Clyde leans his head against Phile's arm, admitting the
charge,

The CHP Captsin opens the door of hls patrol car and
stares at the seat.

CAPTAIN
Oh, shit.

The trucks begin rolling out of the field, the drivers
waving thelr tickets triurphantly at the cops.
INT. PHILO'S PICKUP -~ TRAVELING « DAY

En route from the fight, Philo is at the wheel, Orville
in the middle, Clyde at the window.

PHILD
That was my last fight.

ORVILLF
How come?

Right turn, Clyder.
Clyde pokeshis hand out the window to signal the turn.

{CONTINUTD)
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PHILO
I'm gettin' to like the pain,

ORVILLE
Maybe it's tiwe, then,

_ PHILO
Yeah, I think.

5 INT, CHP PATROL CAR -~ TRAVILING -~ DAY

The Captain's car has benn given, with malice aforethought,
to the fallsn gladiator and his cohorts. Sergeant Cooley
is at the wheel, the battered Casey in the middle, CIficer
Morgan at the window. They are taking the same route back
as Fhilo, drving tehind thes pick-up. Both Ceoley and
Morgan keop poking their heads out the windows to gulp
draughts of fresh alr. Casrcy has no such problem since
his nose is ftoo swollen to reglster anything but pain,

CASEY
(zroggily)
I don't undergstand it., I whipped
eyrry Marine in my divisien, Sone
real tough guys.

SERGEANT CCOLEY
(gulpirgs air)
Jesus, how can you stand the stench?

CARFY
I can't smell nothin'.

OFFICER MORGAN
Thr Captain won't really transfer us,
will he, Sarge?

SERGEANT COLLEY
After we flushed 28200 of hia harde-
eerned bucks? It's Death Valley, son,
brlicve me.

CASEY
Some r~al tough cuvs.

Suddenly a splayed banana peel ubirls from the windew of
Philn's ftruck ahesd. It cplats arainat the windshield
of the npatrol car.

OFWTOATR MOARMAY

Ty o -~ B T, T 1 T e e f o
O RSN DS E s BoHE S R AN Bl

SERGEANT CCOLEY
(discusted)
Shut up.
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EXT, FIFTE AVENUE TOWHNHOUSF, MANHATTAN - DAY

A grey Codillac 1imo pulls up, and from 1t exit THREE
MEN, expensively dressed, on the sporty side. One of
them errries a foot-sguare, perforated box. They enter
the townhouseo,

INT. TOWNHOUSE DRAWING ROOM - DAY

A DOZEN MEN sit on richly upholstered furniture that has
been drawn around a wooden ring about four feet in dia-
meter, Cicar smoke is thick, drinks are replenished
gilently and efficirntly by a jacketed SERVANT.

Sitting in 2 large leather chair is the owner of the
bouse and svonsor of the evant, JAMES BEEKMAN, cold,
sardonic, zbout fifty, At his elbow stands bis lieuw~
tenart and enforcer, PATRICK SCARFE.

In contrast to the raucous betting »f the previous scene,
bets here are made with a nod of the head, a flick of the
eye, At the edee of the group stands a BUTLER, an ex-
perienced reader of such faint signs, keeping track of
the beats in 2 small notebook,

One of the wer from the prey limo, ANTEQNY PAQLI, knen~ls
and s~ts the perforated brx in thr ring. He loocks at
Beekman and raises three finzers,

BUTLFR
(to Paolil)
Excuse me, sir. Is that three thousand?

PAOLI
Ne, 1t 1s noft fthree thousand.

BUTLER
(looks at Zeeiman)
Mr, Panli bets thirty thousand on
the challengnrr,

Beekman nods his aceeptance and the butler enters the bet
in his book, Paoli opens the door of the box: a mongoosn
darts out and flashes across the rinr to a dome~shabrd oD~
Ject about the siz~ and shape of a bird cape, coversd with
legther, The small, norvous animel sniffs at the base of
the dome, probing and scratcehings.

Beeokman surveys the group, so08 no more bets, He signals

Scarfe, who Ioans ovsy and 1irts the leather cover: undﬁ?

Alamendback rattlesnsie, colled to striue,

i

e e

e il [ S

(CONTIWUED)




CONTINUED:

The battle commences instartly: the monzoose darts In

and out, Ttempting the snake, walting for that spllt second
after a frlled strike when 1t can bury 1its needle teeth in
the back of the rattler's neck. The rattler iIn and out
with the mongoonse, turning with it, prasenting no target
but its deadly fangs, Suddenly it strikes and misses,

but recoils before the mongnose can srlize it,

Agaln the rattler strlkes and misses, and this timn the

" mongoose i3 on it. The rattler whips and thrashes, flinr-
ing the mongnose across the ring, It recoils and walts,
The mongooses lunges, the rattler strikes again.

BEEKMAN
That 's it .

PAOLZI
He never touched himt .

BEEKMAN
Your animal has fifteen seconds to
liV(’ .

The mornegoozs lunges, but more sleowly nnw, It backs away
from the rattlier, stogmers, gors down. It regains its
fort, but the rattler's venom is terrifvingly swift in

such a small animal., The mongsoose sprawvls, rolls over,

A few seconds more and it's stiff, mouth open, oves glazed,

Paoll stares at his dead animal with a disgusted expression.
He leans over to pick 1t up.

BEFKMAN
The snake got him, the snake keeps him.

Paoll shrugs, lets it go, The spectators begin to leave,
Scarfe 1s ywatching Pacli with eyes like the rattler's. =
clears his threat noisily,

PACLT
(Jabs an anery
Finger toward
Scarfe)
Keep your terrier in his cage, Beeloran,

BEEEMAN
Patrick 1s oniy looking out for my
Interests, Anthony.

PAOLI

%4 : wr Yt PR, 3 gy % - - e
Your money will Do hore Ty T oUn DLT.

BEEKIAN
I exprcted no less.,




CONTINUED: (2}

Paolil leaves with the others. Scarfe and Brekman wsatch
the snake as 1t slithers scrogss the ring toward the dead
mongoose,

BEEKMAN

You set up a fizht for Villson?
SCARFE

Not yet,
BEEKMAN

1 aint't paying him five grand a month
teo 8it on his hands,

: SCARFE
No one'll take him on, Jim. Not after
what happen~d to Carter and MzGrath.

BEFKMAN
(as close to
a smile asg
he gets)
Maybe we ghould set up a mateh
between Wilson and the rattler.

SCARFE
You'd lose a zood rattler,
(pause)
There's a guy on the west coast
named Philoe Beddoe,

BETKMAN
Never heard of him,.
SCARFE
Some Dallas folks think a lot of him,
BEEXMAN
¥hich folks? .
- SCARFE

The onos that bet, And he's known in
California. I think-we'd gef a good
pirce of action on it.

BERXMAN
Set 1t up.

A shot of tre ring hanst pa rattler with a hupe bulge

=
st
L
in his hodyr hefs dinceastsd Zhe merncoor e whole,

INT. PHILO'S PICKUP =~ TRAVELING - NIGHD

Philo, urvizle and Clyds ars @rweqnﬁ ar a ri*ht on the

0.
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ORVILLE
Clyde's gotta do number one,

PRILO

{slowing the truck)
Right.

EXT. ROADSIDE - NIGHT

1il.

Phllo, Clvde, and Crville debouch from the passengar side
of the truclt, Clyde is carrving his roll of toilet paper,

ORVILLE
He don't need toilet paper for
nuaber one.,

PHILO
He's very fastidiocus.

INT. STATION WAGON -~ TRAVELING « NIGHT

In the wagon are LUTHER and LORETTA QUINMCE, a fiftyish

L

couple from Dubugus, vacationing in Caiifornia. Their

heads turn tovard the gide of the road oz they pass Philo's

truck: TFhiln, Clyde, and Orvilie are standing in a rov,
backs toward them, taking a communal piss. 7The scene is

past in a flash, but a flash is enougn.

LORETTA
Ve must be in California,

LUTHER
Must be.

INT. COUHTRY AND WESTERN BAR - NIGHT

Enter Phile, Clyde, and Orvill~. As they reach the bar,
Philo hears a familiar zsingirg voice., He glances toward

the small stage and seers LYNHF HALSFY-TAYLOR.

PHILO
(to Orville)
Why didn?t you tell me she s here?

ORVILLE
Hell, T didn't know. e can Jleave.

Philo merdibates, rthen ocheucs o Tasntl 0 oand Nelps
¥ o~ fm - oy 5 " ¥+

P oon a barstoonl. ‘ihe partender ssagsz up three Lot

of beer,

{CONTIIUED)
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BARTENDER :
Evening, gents, Evening, Clvde,

Clyde opens his mouth in a.wide. gesture of annoyance; he
seems to have taken grave offense at somrthing. The bar-
tender looi's a question at Philo.

PRILO
I think bhe!s offended that you didn't
include him in gents.

BARTENDER
(solemnly)
Yeah, he's sensitive,

ghP hartender pléCﬂs a huge bowl of pearuts iIn front of
lyde, _

BARTENDER
Sorry, Clyde.

Clyde pats the bartsnder'!s arm in a gesture of forgiveness,
The other patrons are usad to Clyde, and no one gives hin

& secand look == axcept for a big man a4t the other end of
the bar, one of whose huge biceps iz tattooed with "Mother,”
Blceps serm3 annayed at having to drink at the same bor
with an ap~.

Having finished her song, Lynne makes her way from the
stage to the bar. 35She comes up with Philo.

LYNNE
{tenuous smile)
Mind 1f I sit down?

PHILO
It's a free country,

She sits on the steol next to Philo. (Clyde kKerps an aye
on herj; he likes her,

LYNME
I guess you'lre st111 mad at me.

PHILO

-

No, I'm not msd. I like getting my
insides kicked ocut.

hurt yov, T was

( CONTINUED)
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PHILO
(angrily)
And what tha hell do you think I was?

LYNNE
I'm sorry.
{pause)
- 'That's all past now.

PHILO
(hunches forward,
doesn't look at
her)
It sure is.

LYNHE
(after a pause)
Do you want me to leave?

PHILO
{(in pain)
Yes,

She gets v and moves slowly to the ather end of the bar,
Clyds wafches her go, then plcks up nis beer and pours it
over Phillots pesd, He grabs a five from the bavr, climbs
off hils stonl, and follaowe Lyrnne,

PHILO
(to Orville)
Vhat'd I 4n°?

Clyde goes up to Lynnv and atrokes her arm sympathetlcally.
Her eyes are wet. Clyde ftakes her hand and inundates it
with a kiss.

LYNNE
(thickly)
Thanlt you, Clyde.

Clyde cIimbs on the stool beside her and pounds on the bar.

BARTEND¥R
Awright, Clyde, keep your pants on.
The barisnder seots o
from Clyd-'s hand, o
Clyde tilt thedir bot

WG beerrs on the brr, takes the five
nd returns three dnlliars. Lynne and
tleg and drink together,

LYNNE
-

fam 27
(o OL

I knew vou ard Philo came hore a lot,

I told them T'd work for nothing,

Just to get chance to talk to hin,
{MORE)

{ CONTINUFD)
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LYNHNE {cont'd}
(bemins to cry
softly)
I guess. I shouldn't have bothrred,
Clyde circles her with 2z comforting arr as she crles. FHe
glances down the bar at Philo and gives him an angry look,

Blceps is sitting one stool away from Clyde, growing
inereasingly annoyed. Hils patirnce rurs out when Clyde
plants a feat on the empty stool between them and
commences a luxurious wripggling of his toes,

BICEPS
{(to bartendsr)
I don't feel lile drinking with a
filthy ape.

BARTENDER
He's 3 resl clean ape.
BICEPS
(dismounts fronm
stool)
Well, I's zonna kick his ass out of
here,
BARTENDER

If I was vou, friend, I'd git back
down and have annther beer.

BICEPS
But you ain't me,

BARTENDER
Nope.

Phileo has steppsd away from the bar tn keep an eye on
events at the other end, where Biceps is moving on Clyde.
Clydn appoars urccncprnsd, 1ﬁlliﬁa and guzzling beecr, one
foot planted against the adge of the empty stool,

As Blceps bapins to clench his fist for a blow, he glances
out th~ corner of his ey~ 2t the emnty bar atnol: it
apprars te be bendirs., His ryes wlden as he watches leﬁo
bend the bnr stoeol with one foot, til+ing it over unti

the lap scrows helding it to the f’oﬁé rip lcrozse and ﬁ&@
stool choclks againast the orne next o 1%, This operatinn
dorsn't appesnr to be much of o strain for Clyde, since
he continues to 1Inll and zuzzle heer rirht throush it

4

i

Biceps unclienches his flst and wines ~is paln, h“i h hac
suddenly become very sweaty. He backs up, res ps hi

seat at the bar.

H

0

{ CONTIVITD)
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BICEFPS
Think I'1il have anothepr beer,

BARTENDFR

Right.
At the other end of the bar, Phile speaks to Orville,
PUILO

Clyde's getting rowdy.
get on home,

Orville cerllncts Clyde.

S ORVILLE
You'tre gottin' rowdy, Clvde.

Clyde loonps an arm across his head, admitting the charge. | -
He picks up the three bllls from *hﬁ bar, eats two of them,
and drops the third on the bar as a tip.

BARTENDER

Thanks, Clyde.

Wel'd Letter

‘Philo wolke out.

LYWME
(touchrs his
shoulder)

Thanks, Clyde,
Clyde kisses her hand, then moves to Orville's slde

ORVILLE
{(to Lynns)
Leavs Fhilo alone, honey.
LYNNE

(flashing anger)
I'm not your honey.

ORVILLE
He was down for two months after you

kicked him over

LYNNE
{soft, sad)
So was I,

ORVILLE
Welrr real hagpy, the three of us,
Whytnt vou just lesve us alone?
¢ younz lush of

QI‘VE.‘.* u%s}l s o E. ﬁ;f\ C;T;’f%{‘ ha.a&' tut o i
the forest insists on stonnine Eo pid fzrznl‘ to Biceps,

who gaes rizid with anxiety as Ciyde lays a hairy hand

on his arm.
{CONTINUED)
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But Clyde only wants to kiss the "other' tattoo on his
biceps, which ho does with slobbery gusto. Then he holds
his fickey Pouse wateh under Biceps' nose, The big man,
wha 1s perprified, scrooches his eyes sideways te look a
question at Orvilie,

ORVILLE
.He wants you to kiss his Mickey.

BICEPS
Kiss his what?

ORVILLE
HMousec,

Biceps plants a kiss on the watch, then turns his head
sideways and smilles weskly; he's willinz to fornicate
with the wsateh if Clyde insists. Fortunately, Clyde does
not. He withdraws his arm and rolls cus of the bar with
Orville.

INT, BLACK WIDOWS! CLUBHOUSE -~ NIGHT

Tne Widows sit on pacling erates, facing their leader,
CHOLLA, vho stands befors them In his Kalser helmet,

He 1s conducting a peculiar ceremony that seems to be a
eross befturcn a pep rally and a black mass.

CHOLLA
(Jabs a finger)
Who klcked your asses?

WIDOWS
{in unison)
Philo Beddoe!

CHOLLA
" Who plssed on you, shit on you, and

lat his gpe shit on you?

WIDOWS
(irn unison)
Philoe Beddoe!

CHOLLA
" Whose ass are you gonna n2il to the
gates of hell?
WIDOWS

+ e F o

(CONTINUTD)
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CHCLLA
All right! Leat's go hunt us up some
ape shit.

Maody, one of the bigrest and ugliest of the Widows,
eniffs the air with s worried expression,

MOCDY
(Jumping up)
My browniest!

He runs out of the roon.

CEOLLA
. {(utter disbelinf)
His what?

DALLAS
{(embarrass~d)
He's bakirg brownies.

CHOLYA

(whimpers)
Why me, Lord?

(slumps in

a corner)
Why bave you cursed me, Lord?
Other men vou make ouf nf clay,

" but mine you maks out of shit.

Why have you given me men of shit,
Lord?

Elmo and Frank sidel gingerly up to Cholla.

LELMO
Crholla?
(pause)
Cholla, we got to talk.

- FRANK
Yoh, we got to talk.

CHOLLA
Talk,

ELA0 :

we Jeoined us, you

d and ugly, we'd
ver us, Vell, here

o P 1 L.
3 5 -
and o shiciia,

Wall, look, whe
galid 10 we was
have chicks nll
we oare, had ans
LTopdinte raiv,
FRANK
Inh, it ain't fair,

17.
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Cholla stares at them with bloodshot eyns,

CHOLLA
(acid whisper)
Bad? You, bad? You and bad ain't
aven in the same hamisphere,
(lsans clegn)
- You want to Inow whry no chicks?
{scrrams in
their faces)
Because whot does one pussy want with
another?

ELIO
That's cruel, That's very cruel.
12 EXT. FRONT OF BOGGS HOMESTFAD - DAY
The usual nrray of »ld ecars in varilous =states of agony.

Philo's fest nrotrude from under an old Ford. MA BOGGS
comes from rho hourcw,

HMA
Shouldtve expected it.

PHILC
What, Ma?

MA

Duittin' your Job and lettin' a old
lady die of frostbite and conker sores,

PHILO
It ain't froze here In thirty years,
Ma.,

MA

(bends ov-r,
sereams under
the car)
Don't have to freeze, I got thip bloced!

PHILO
(wry)
Yeph, sounds like it, Anvewaevy, I
alntt quittin'® my Job, Figshtin!
ain't my Job.

In b.g., Clvir anraks into the bouse,

s
I admit it s5int't much, but it's as
cloze a3 you over poft fto makin' a
decent 1ivin?t,
(MORF)
____________ _{CONTINUED)

L
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12 CONTINUED: ‘ 12
- : - "a (cont'd)
. But, hell, you don't car~ about
: . keapin' a roof aver a helpless old

lady's head. You don't care if she
has to eat deog feed and socak her
teeth in Clorox.

In b.g. Clyde scoots out of the house clutching a largze
bag of purloined Oreas,

MA

(spots Clyde, yells)
Come back with my Oreos, you hairy
furd!

(giving chase)
You eat them coonkies, I'1ll stick a
plunger on your ass and pull 'em
out the other end!

Clyde disappecars around thr house, with Ma in hot pur-
suit. Ap ~xprnsive car pulls into the driveway and
Patrick Scarfe gets out. H» surveys the yard with dis-
taste, thrn picks his way to the old Ford.

SCARFE
(speaking to

. a S Phila's feet)
- I'm looking for M=, Philo Beddoe.

PHILO
{from under
the car)
You're talking to him,

SCARFE
(somewhat annoyed)
I'm talking to his feet,

PHILO
That's 511 right, his other ond
- gan hear you,

SCARFE
I represent 3 man who would 1ik~ to
back you, ilr, Deddoe,

PHILO
There's a bir crescont wrench lvine
on the Iront fender,
o Philn sxrenids his band freom uwder tno 2ar, waitine for
' . the wrengh. Scarf lonks at the sreony wreoneh and

grimaces; he doesn't wanft to ftouch the thing.

{ CCNTINUED)
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— SCARFE
‘ Yea, I see 1t,

PHILO
Good far you, Now reach over, plck
it up, and hand 1t fo me, Be careful
to pick it by the tial., The jaws are
Venonous .

Scarfe takes out a handkerchief, picks up thp wrench,
and hands it to Philo.

PHILO
Rack me for what?
SCARFE
A fight,
PHILO
I'm retired.
SCARFF
Since when?
PHILO
. Since I declded to retirns,

Clyde 1s cresping from car to car, sreaking up on Scarfe
from behind,

SCARFR
My emplover 1s willing to pay you
fifteen thourand cdollars for this

PHILO
Agalinst who?

SCARFE
Fellow ramed Jack ¥Wilscn.
(waits for
an answer,
gefts nones)
You know Wilson?
PHILO
I've heard about hirc,
SCARFE
{(after »n pause)

- . ?:.1‘-" $ oo e R R e R S
. Fa w ER RS R = - & e PN N
L. Tvrenby=-Tive bhouaano,

PHILO
Is that win or lese, or Just win?

{CONTINUED)
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-, SCARTE
. Th~ money will be payable win or
i lase,
(paus~, takes out
shraf of bills)
Ten thousand in advance.

Clyde bhas crept up on Scarfe, and squats aboub two feet
behind nim,

PHILO
Give it to Clyde,

SCARFE
Wha's Clyde?

PHILO

My manager.

As Clyde's bairy fingers curl around hils arm, Scavrfe
nearly jumps out of his skin,

SCARFE
{tacks againct
the car)

" Jrsus Christ!
._ PHILO

e won't hurt vou.

SCARFR
You want me to give ten thousand
dollars to an ape?

PHILO
He handles all my business dffairs.

Gingerly, Scarfer extends the meney toward Clyde, who
takes the sheafl of bills and kisses it.,

- PHILO

e hide 1t, Clyde, And make sure

Ma dan't see you,
Clyde gnlleps off toward hils shed., 'a watches him from
the hous~, noering through a slit in the drapes, her
puplls shrunk to pinpoinfs of greood.

Scarfe knrols and slides a business card under the car,

. . SR T
KT, b El - 4 Sy .
: So0u nave any nojoetions to Texas? s

PHILO

(CONTIKUFD)
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CONTINUED: (1)

SCARFE
I'1l bre in touch.

PHILO
Yeah, I'm sure, ’

Scarfe leaves, Philo tucks the business card in his
shirt pock~t and continues to work on the car.

EXT. BOGGS FRONT YARD - NIGHT

Orville sits 1n the cab of his wrecker, draining a beer
and listening to ~mergency calls on his C.B.

DISPATCHER?'S VOQICE
(aver radio)
You there, Harry?

HARRY 'S VQICE
(over radio)
Yeah, whatcha got?

DISPATCHER'S V0OICK
{over radio)
Dead battory at Sunset zand Lirncoln.
Green '73 Chevrolet,

HARRY'S VOQICE
{over radio)
Got 1%, Be aboub twenty minutes.

ORVILLE
(switchas off radio)
Twenty minutes is too late by half,
Harry.

He sorts through a set of placards bearing the names of
various towinz services, He picks nut the onc labeled
"Harry's Auto Service" and sliides it into a holder on
the ocutsids of his door.

ORVILLE
Hang on, grecn chevyvie, Harry's on
his way.

As he starts the engine, Phile comrs un,

PHILO
You seen Clyde?

- oy

arer v o
ORVILLE

No.  He gone?

{CONTINUFD)
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23.

PHILO
Couple of hours.
ORVILLE
Not in hls gted?
PHILO
I'11 check again, maybe he cawre

back.

1y INT. CLYDE'S SHED -~ NICHT

Ma 1s ransacking the place, looking for the money.

MA
{muttering as
she gearches)

‘aes NO halryeass jungle jumper 1s

gonna outsmart Zenobia Boggs... Goddamn
banana=-head probebly ate if... Take
him down to the medical school and

open him up like s =ardin® céne...

ghe hears Phile at the dcor and grabs a broom, pretends
- to be sweeping up the place.

HA
{as Philc enters)
Work and slave for that ape of yours.
Yaork =nd slave,

PHILO
(1ittle smile)
Apprreclate 1t, Tia, You 3in't seen
him, have you?

MA
No, I ain't seen hinm.
(as Philo

backs out)
I'11 find 1t! You better believe
I'11 find 1%! Yo halry—-zss banande
hread 1s gonna outsmart Zenobia Borgs!

PHILO
TCourse not, Va.

15 EXT. VARIOUS STRETTS - NINHT

IR E R P b sl o S o4 3 e g
DILVNE LNC NOLDILornond, L0GHKLnT

0
i
]
ot
0
D

16 EXT, COUDTRY AND WESTFRH BAR - WIGHT

Pnilo carks

win hruck,



24,
17 INT. COUWTRY AND VESTERY ZAn -~ NIGHT
6 ' As Pnilo enters, Lynne is singing.

PHILO
(to Bartender)
You seen Clyde arvund?

BARTENDER
(flicks his head)
Yep .

Clyde is sitting at the other end of the bar, listenlng
raptly to Lynne. Philo slides onto the stool on Clyde's
rignt, tzking note of the open beger and pack of cigarsttes
on his left., Lynne winas up her song and Clyde eXpresses

hls approval with arm-waving enthusiazsm, She returns to the
bar and resumes her seat on Clyde's left.
PHILO !

It ain't good for him to wander
around like tnis.

LYNRE
Jesus, wnat'd I do? I was Just
singing 2 number and sat down 2§
the bar and he came in.

._ PHILO

He was probably lost and recognized
the place.

LYNNE
Haybe he came down to see me. It's
p0531blu, you know, Hot everycne

hates me
PHILO
I never said 1 nated you.
{(pause)

Look, there's different¢ kinds of
~. pain. Some kKinds don't bother me

much. Other kinds I got no

tolerance for. dHdo tolerance at

all.
He's spoaking the truth: the memory of it causes his hand
to shake as hﬁ sets down his beer. Lne sees 1t., S0 does

Clyde, wno gives him a cowmiorting pzt (or a kKiss, aepena-
ing on nis mood).

{CONTINUED)
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Clyde now turns and gives ner a comforting pat.

PHILO
You gonna do anctner set?

" LYNNE
No, I'm only doing one show a night.
I don't think they like nme very much.

PHILO
You're a good singer. Real good.
LYNNE
(with feeling)
Thonk you.
PHILO
Have you got wheels?
LYNNE
No.
PHILO
I'11l drive you home,
(pause)
If you'd iike.
LYKNNE

Yes,

EXT, STREET IN FRONT OF YWCA ~ NIGHT

Philo, Lynne, and Clyde in tne plckup truck as it pulls to
a stop in front of the Y.

PHILO
(glance at Y, a
little surprised)
.- There?

LYNNE
(bridling)
Anything wrong with it?

PHILO
LYWHEE

{aftzr & onuse)

Guass L ocan't Loy ¥ou i
PHILO

Guess not,

COUTINUED)
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26,
CONTINUED:
She gets out of the truck.

LYNHE
Thank you.

Pnilo nods. She goes into the ¥. Philo drives off,

EXT. VARICOUS STREETS ~ NIGHT
Philo drives home with Clyde. Clyde 13 sulking.

PHILO

Shut up.
" {(pause)

Ancd stop farting.

Several blocks away, Cholla and nis Widows are cruising on
their choppers. Cholla spots Philo's truck as it crosses
an intersection.

CHOLLA
It's him!
{addressing the
group)
Are ve bad mothers?

WIDOW'S
(responding in
unison)
WE ARE BAD MOTHERSI

CHOLLA
You damn rignht!

They roar off after Philo,

EXT. STREET IN FRONT OF YWCA - HIGHT

Philo finds himself driving past the YWCA again. Clyde
peers out the window with z sad expressicn.

PHILC
Forget it. I don't even know
how we ended up hera. Just
forget it.

Thev pass tne Y and turn the corner. The Widows roar past

RS e T b ST AT S S
g O

g .
¢ A T R A T ot B
[ EME AT 3 R SN () Fn oa 4 ek

EXT. IRTERSECTION - HIGHT
Pnily stocs at the traffic 1isnt, in the left lane.

(CONTINUED)
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COATINUED:

The Widows pull up Iin the rignt lane, in a parallel line,
with Cholla next to the fruck .ind Elmo directly bzhind ninm
in the thnree-uheeler.

CHGLLA
fin er)

Hey! Youl Philo Beddos!

PHILO
{leans forward)
Jou talking to me?

CHOLLA
I ain’t talkin® to you, peckerneck,

I am readin’ your death sentence.

PHILO
Didn't know you could rsad.

CHOLLA
{ghoullsh smile)
Oh, we're gonna kill you slow.
Heal slow. Take a weselk.

PHILO
Wouldn't want to rush you.

CHOLLA
After the first day, you be shakin'
like a blind gueer at a weenie
roast.

ELM
(fey gigsgle)
Real good, Cnolla, you got him
real good with that one.

CHOLLA
- (turning on him)
Shut your holel

Zlmo purses has lips in a pout.

CHOLL:

(staring a
Cnly 1t ain't gonuo oe 7
roast, it's zuann be a ape ro

3
51
- e
[P
P
i

‘! -
ilyds

- 5
& wae

I Eol o e o T IR
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‘Clyde pokes his fist out the window, puvlverizing most of

Cholla's bridgework.

(CONTINUED}
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He crashes over, spilling the rest of the Widows like a row
of dominoces.

Philo turns the corner and continues down the street.

PHILO
Ah, what the hell. I suppose 1tfs
time,

Clyde kisses nis Hickey Fiouse watch.

INT. YWCA LOBBY « NIGHT
Philo talks to a spinsterisn DESK CLERX.

DESK CLERK
She's in Room 304, but you can't
g0 up there,

PHILO
No matam, I know that.

He heads up the stairs,

DESK CLERY¥
You are not allowed up there!

PHILO
I won't be long, ma'am,

'DESK CLERK
(plecks up pheone)
Operator, get me the police.

INT. ¥YWC4A HALLWAY - NIGHT

A buxom young woman named BESS, towel wrapped around her
middle, stunds in the open doocrway of one of the rooms,
talking to another young woman within. She glances around
Just as Philo passes.

BUXOM REZES
{covering her
fid

breasts)
Jesusi
PHILO
TE¥s 231 right, mulom, I &idn't
Soraen o b bl §owm 2
i e kb dmhn s g A A e e, @

BUXOH 8kSS
You're not allowed up nere!
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CONTINUED:
PHILO

23
Yes, ma‘am, I know.

He knocks at Hoom 304.
IINNE
(from witiin)

Who is 1t?
PHILO

Philo.
LINNE
(opens the door)

up here.

You're not allowed
PHILC
That must be true, since you'rsa

the third person who's told me.
Lynne polies her nead oubt uand sees CTHER VWOMEN peering down
She pulls Philc into the room and shuts the deoor.

the hall.
’ 23A IHT. IWCA ROUNM - WNIGHT
» LYNHE
Well?
FHILO
Well, there's an extra room at tne
house. '
LYNNE
I don't want your hand-cuts.
PHILO
a zet fron
that you get from

Hand-outs are what you g
the government.
~- your friends is a hand up.
LYNUE

Are you a friend?
PHILO

I'm a friend.
police SIREN outside.

clands

T

nuany

aﬁf{ »

a
-
0

oo

oot
g

navse
los

They hear
1, 1 dontt

Vell _
I can afford to
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30.
INT. YVUCA HALLWAY - HNIGHY

TWO COPS come down the all, a handsome one wlth a handlebar
moustache, and a plainer onge with horn-*im glasses. They
are fullowed by a bevy of half-clac WOriEN., The Cops knock
at 304, No answer. The moustache Cop cpens tihie door and
looks inside: Lynne appesars to be fast asleep, covers up

€0 her neck. Philo 1s gone.

LY NNE
(fgoggfly,)as
wakl
Wnat? '

MOUSTACHE
Sorry, matam,

He closes the door.

INT. YWCA [OOM - NIGHT

Lynne jumps out of bed, fully clothed, and hurries to the
window, whers Philo is waiting on the Ifire escape with her
suitcase.

EXT. YWCA FIRE ESCAPE - WIGHT

Philo and Lynne mzke their sy down the fire escape. Philo's
pickup is parked in the allsy below, 2and facing it is the
Cops' squad car, having entered the dlley from the opposite
end.

INT. YWCA HALLWAY - NIGHT

The Cops face the crowd of half-clad ladies. At the back of
the group is a TALL WOMAN brushing ner teeth.

MOUSTACHE
. (male smils)
I velleve what we yot here, ladles,
is a case of wishnful thinkinsz.

VIOMAN
(disguscved)
They all think we moon arcound all
day lusting for tneir bvodies,

The Tall Yorman
_»-‘,. ¥ :{

removes Lie tootnbrush from ner mouth and
makes ner way thr

ouzn tha ~raun

i - ek d

TALL WOBAN
Some of us do, Ritu.

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

She beams an acetylene smile at ltloustacne, then loops an arm
around nin and smacks nhim with a king-size kiss. Wheéen she
pulls away, his lips aznd chin are covered with white goo.
The ladies whistle and cheer,.

EXT. ALLEY BESIDE YWCA - NIGHT

Philo and Lynne descend from the fire escape and cross the
alley to the pickun, whicn is nose-to-ncse with the squad
car. As tney get in the cab, Pnilo sees that Clyds is gone.

PHILO
(looks around,
calls softly)
Clydel Clyde!

The young sofflaw of the forest sticks his head out of the
window of tae squad car, holding nis roll of toilet paper.

PHILO
Ch shit.

He hears the two officers approaching around the corner,
MOUSTACHE (o0.s3.)
Damn broads got no respect for the
law,

EXT. SIDEVWALKX IN FRONT COF YWCA - INTEHCUT = NIGHT
As the officers near the alley.

GLASSES
You could've busted her for
narassing an officer.

MOUSTACHE
T - Ah, Shut upn

As tne cops come around the corner, the pickup cab is enpty.
The cops move past 1t to their squad car,

LnT, PICKUP CaB - INTERCUT -~ NIGHT

Phileo, Lynne and Clyds nuddle on the floor of the cab.

Ty

~ o h]
R e

L. y N 3 3 I
Covt rozen the sguad oar and opan thelr resgective dowls

ey

vlUUSTACHE
(staring at tne seat)
Ch shit,

(COWTINUED)
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. - Inside the truck cab, Philo reaches up and moves the gear-
s shift to neutral, then carefully releases the emergency brake.

Moustache feels something touch his foot; he looks down and
gees a roll of tollet peper, with the other end held by Clyde,
whose nead 1s sticking out the truck window.

GLASSES
It's themt

‘Philo pops up and starts ths engine. The truck squeals backe-
ward, slews around, and tears off down the street, tralling
toilet paper.

GLASSES
Come on, we can catch 'em!

MOUSTACHE

(glance at seat)
You catch 'em,

29 INT, PHILO'S BEDROOI - HIGHT

Lynne 1s tucked in Philo's bed. Pnilo comes down the hall,
stope at the open door.
LYNNE
Thank you. .
‘Philo nods.
LYNNE

Where are you geoing to sleep?

PHILO
I told you, we have an extirz room.
{(snaps off
B the light)
~ Good night now.

He closes the dvor. Lynne turns over and 1lcoks out the

window; she sees Philo crossing the yard to Clyde's sheqg,
carrying his sle=ping bag.

30 INT, CLYDE'S SHED - NIGHT

Philo sureads out his sleening bag, Clyde is rummazing In
. one of 23 alding slacas Iopul ~ut two Oreo cooxXizid.
He oifers one Lo rnillo, G0 LCCERUS LT
PHILO

Thanks, Clyde,

(CONTIAUED)
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. Clyde, who is no fan of delayed gratification, immsdiately
- pops his in his mouth.

PHILOC
I think I'11 save mnine.

He crawls into his zlszoin. bage.

31 INT. CLYDE'S SHED - HALF AN HOUR LATER

Lynne enters gquietly, sces Philo and Clyde sleeping on the
- floor., She tries to slip into Philo's sleeping bag without
waking him.

LYNNE

(as he wakes)
Can I come in? . .

PHILO
You sure can.

As she snupgles into tne bag with him, we hear a CRUNCH,

LYNNE
. What was that?
" PHILO
I think that was an Ureo I was
SAVLIE.
LYNNE

{(arms around him)
You can have me insitead.

PHILO
Big improvenent.
32 INT. CLYDE'3 SHED - MORNING
Philo and Lynane are asleep in the bag. Clyde lies next to

them, one arm draped protectively across them. The two
hunans walke and, still ulf asleep, begin nuzzling each

otner,

Clyde watehes t%eﬂa nis eyes rheumy Wwith tendernebs —— Gnid A
touch of 2T 3 3 4 =z hiding pilac

from whic pe T & lady
Lrong in . pig kiss and
replaces

LYNEE
We'lre chasing him out,
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PHILO '
Fresn air's good for him., Beslides,
het'll guard the door.

LYNRNE
Is he rellable?

PHILO
Anything that gets past Clyde is
goina have to be forty feet tall
with fangs. '

LYNNE
I think we'lre safe.

PHIILO
I think.

LYNWE

{(after a pause)
I think I love you.

PHILO
I ¢hink that's a piece of real
luck for me,.

LYNHE
HMore for me. It's luckier to love
somebody than be loved.

PHILO
(1ittle smile as
he kisses her)
There's something to that, isnft
- there?

33 EXT. CLYDE'S SHED - MORNING
Clyde "is nessing around near the shed, having apparently
abandoned his post. But when Orville appears around the

corner, Clyde is in front of the door in a [lash.

ORVILLE
Is Phnilo in there, Clyde?

Clyde waves his arms angraily, warning Orvilie off.

34 EXT. BUGGS FRONT YARD - HORIING

¥ 2 a by (¥ 2 Iosuwy orao ey o 2
Fhils trots out of the FArc oo 045 LG TNAng Jog.

(CONTINUED)
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He stops as Orville pulls up in his wrecker, towing a
damaged car.

ORVILLE
Jordan called. He'll give us two
hundred for the Merc if we'll break
it up for hinm.

PHILO
{calls)
Clyde.

Clyde pops up among tne wrecked curs. Philo points to an
0old Hercury.

PHILO )
S¢rap the derc, Clyde.

Clyde gallops gleefully to the Merc and proceeds to draw and
quarter it: He tTears off the front burper and tosses it
asilde, then peels off a fender, and 2s he drags 1t away,
reaches out and pulls off the nood as an afterthought. FPhilo
Jogs down the street, accompanied by the metallic death
screams of the Jdercury.

35 EXT, STHREET NEAR BOGGS HOUSZ - MORNING

As Philo jops down the street, another jogger runs parallel,
on the othor side of the street. Tnhne other Jjogger is JACK
WILSOil, a carsful and therough man who does not go into a
fight without scouting his opposition. He's an incih or two
taller than Philo, and corriess twenty or thirty pounds more.
He crosses at an interssction and falls in beside Philo.

WILSON
Mind if I jog with you?

PHILO
Hell, no.

T

36 EXT. ROAD OUTSIDE TOWN - DAY

Pnilo and Wilson Jjog along the road, heading for some hills
in the distance,

WILSON
We must be three miles our, How
muceh farther till vou turn back?
Another couple,

{COMNTINUED)
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WILSON
. Ten miles round trip. You do that
i every day?
PHILO
#iost dayse.
WILSON

Don't know 1f I'11 make it. I'm
new to this physical stuff

PHILO
You're doin' real gzood.

WILSOH
iy doc told me I had to get scome
exercise. All I do is sit venind

a desk all day. .
PHILO
(glance at nis

physigue)
You sit behind it, or carry it
around?

- WILSCH
' . {(self-deprecat-

ing shrug)
I play a little squash sometimes,

Philo gives him a look,

37 EXT, CLIFF ROAD -~ DAY 37

Philo and Wllson Jjog along the road, which perches on the
edge of & steep c¢liflyf.

WILSON
. _You look like you do some lifting.

PHILO
Mostly engine blocks.

WIL30OHN
That‘ll do the jou.

He veers to tne cutside of the road, towvard the cliff =die.

B

PHILO
Corelful, trmattsoa Soin shoulliuT,
WILSCN
. They alvways vibrate pbefore they
gilve,
(VORE)

(CONTINUED)
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WILSOW {(cont'd)
(looks over)
Hell of a drop.

A few moments later, the shoulder gives way and Hllson drops.
He catches himself on a narrow outcropoing about six feet
down. The ¢liff face above and to the sides is sheer;
there's no nandhold.

Phile straps off his sweatshairct, tles one arm around a tele-
phone guy wire, and lowers himsell down the cliff face.
Philo grabs Wilscen's hand and pulls nim up until ne can
reach the sweatshirt, which is stretching dangerously.
Wilson pulls nimself to the top, then nelps Philo up.

WILSON
Guess they don't always vibrate.

PHILO
(untying his
sweatsnirt)
Guess not. You sot a pretty geod
grip for a new guy.

WILSOH
Lot of strengtn in fear.

PHILO
That's a fact.

They jog off together.

YITL3ON
Believe I owe you one.

: PHILO
Believe you do.
EXT. FRONT PORCH OF BOGGS HOUSE - NIGHT

Orville sits on the porch steps. Phllo comes out of the
house, dressed for a night out.

ORVILLE
You can't do this Tight, Prilo.
PEILO
Why not?
I talked Lo sowme peunlis. L Tound -

out who Jack Wilson is.

( CONTINUED)
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PHILO
The fight'll get us a new truck,
a new roof, and a little excra for
Ma, It's worth it.

ORVILLE

Wilson killied two men last year!
PHILO

One, '
ORVILLE

And the other one's lying somewhere
witn nothin' below the neck but
memnories.

PHILO
I told 'em I'd do 1t, Orville.

ORVILLE
I know I don't nave much influsnce
with you any more, since you g2t
yourself a girl, but goddamn it,
Philo, you cantt do this!

PHILO
I'm doin' it.
{starts off, stops)
And don't tell Lynne about Wilson.

Philo moves off. Orville sits glumly on the steps. Clyde
appears and squats beside hlm.
ORVILLE
Looks like we're boith gettin’
squeezad out, Clyde.
Clyde gives him a comforting pat.

~ ORVILLE
7 That dann bitceh.

Clyde Jumps away and waves his arms angrily.
ORVILLE

Awright, awright, she's a nic
bltch.

D

Clyde blinks, decides nice titch is sufficiently flattering.
He moves Yack to Orville.

39 INT. CCU4THY AHND WESTERN BAR - NIGHT
Wilson enters and spots Philo sitting at the bar,

FCCHTINUED)
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Philo is vatciing Lynne as sne sings a song.
onto the stool peside haim,

Wilson slides

WILSONW
. o (indicating Lynne)
rrend?

Philc ncds.

WILLOH
Nice volce, Hice style.

PHILG
I thaink so.

Lynne finishes and bows to applause.
13 a table of FOUR BAD DUDES,

Hear Phllo angd Wilson

BAD DUDE
(yells to Bartender)
Wny'nt you get someone who can sing?

WILSOW
(grim, to
Bad Dude}
That's not polite, Ifriend.

PHILO
{(to Wilson)
Let 1t go.
But the Bad Dude is already on his feet. He approaches
Wilson.,
BAD DUBE
The compalint department is ogpen,

sonny.
Wilson steps off the stool and takes a wild swing at tne
Dude, who btloclts lt easily and counters nard. wllson
staggers back, launches a second blow, even more awkwa
than the first. The Dude throws a rizht and Wilson ?Q 3
down -= though in fuct he nsutralizes the fo”ce of the ©
with a movement of his head, Pnilo steps off his stoel an
flattens the Dude wilth one blow, then turns to deal with ti
other three,

low
2

i
4
H
ii

Wilson feilening injury, lies on the flcor watching Pnile’s
every move with a prastized eye. Fhilo dastroys a seccond
Dude witn a serzies of lightning fabs; YWllscon raisss an eve-
DUog An A0 DATIC .

Philoc drous the third Dude and turns to the fourth., IHehind
him, the second Dude pulls s kxnife and crouches tu £pIl
Wilson spots ham and is off the floor like a snhot,

{CONTINUED)




38

4a,
CONTINUED: (2)

Pnilo flattens the fourth Cude:; the second springs at his
back with the knife; Wilson leaps atep a table and launches
himselfl in an eight-foot dive through the alr. Philo turns
to see the Kknife coning toward him,., An instant later Wilson
slams into the Dude and smuashes him against the bar.

It's now Philo's turn to play the observer; the steps pack
and watches Wilson carsfully. %ilson 1s on his feet in a
flash and stomps the Dude'!s knife~hand. The Dude screans
and clutches his shattered hand. YWilson draws nis oot back
and, somawhat gratuitously, kicks the Dude 1n the groin,

Now the first Dude pulls a knife and advances on ¥Wilson.
Wilson waits for his move, then launches two blows: the
first breaks tne Dude's arm, the second lays him cut.

FIRST DUDE
(clutches hils arn,
gasps vainfully)
iy arm! He broke my goddamn arm!

The surviving Dudes call it gquits and collect thelr wounded.
Philo locks at Wilscn. Wilson smiles; he knows Pnilo is
sure whu he is,

PHILOQ
You play a pretty pood game of squash.

WILSOW
So do you,

"They resume their seats at the bar. Lynne rushes up to

Philo,

LYNNE
Are you all right?

She discovers a small cut above his eve.
s LYHNE
(to Bartender)
Jdim, you have any band-alds?
In the back room.

Lynny hurries off to fetch the band-aids.

Believe ye are,
{MORE)

CONTINUED)




41,
39  CONTIHUED: (3)

PHILO (cont'd)
(pause)
Find cut what you wanted?

WILSOH
You're fast. And you like pain.

Pnilo gives him a look.

WILSON
You eat it 1like candy. It've segen
a few like that beflore: the more
they hurt, the more dangerous they
set. But it don't work unless
you're durable. heal durable.
dost ain't. \

PHILO
No, most ain't.

WILSOW

Pull out of the flght. There's no
point to 1t.

PHILC

I ain't figntin' for points.
WILSON

You're fast, but you're not fast

enougn,
Philo turns and looks at him.

WILSOH
I don't want %o hurt you, and
that's the truth.

Lynne comes up with antiseptic and band-aids, She tilts
Philo's nead back to clean the cut, '

PHEILO
Can't always do vhat we want to do.

WILSOH
Noe

He pulls out nis wallet to pay Ifor his beer,

PHILO
4y friends deon't pay here.

S A
~{ 3
b a2 d

{witn feecling)
Thanks .,
(MURE)
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WILSON (cont'd)

{(steps cff stcol)
It was a rezl pleasurs watching

you worlk.,
PHILO
Same here,
Wilson l2aves.
LYNNE
¥Who was that?
PHILQ

Priend. Ye play a little sguzsn
sonetimes,

EXT. BOGGS FRONT YARD - DAY

Phllo 1lifts a V-6 block onto a metal table to work on it.
Lynne comes from the house, looking very unhappye.

LYNNE
I don't want you to fight.

PHILO
(exasperated)
Jesus, now you £0o0.

He looks toward the house and sees Qrville standing on the
porch,

PHILUG
{yells to Orville)
I told you not to tell her,

ORVILLE
I thought she might have a 1ittle
- . More influence.

LYNNE

Pleuse, Pnilo.

PHILO
I'm doin' it, and that's the =nd
of it.

LYHHE

HILO
{turns hack
to engine)
It axn't cpen for discussion.

(CONTINUED)
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Ma has come oub to stand on the porch seside Orvillie. Now

she marches up to Philo.

MA

Go ahead, get yourself killed, you
selfish lunkhead. 3Beatter yet, let
him scramble your brains and turn
you into a turnic, so I can spend
the next twenty vears watering you,.

{(in a tone we've

never heard before)
You listen to me, Pnilo Beddos.
I've had enougn zrisf in ny life.
Dontt 4o this,

Philo looks at Lynne, Orville and Ma in turn.
at Cly&e .

PHILO
Even you?

Clyde blinks a yes.

PHILC
(giving in}
Jesus. All right. Go get the
money, Clyde.

Clyde gallops toward the house.

PHILO
(hands Orviile
a card)
Call 'em and tell 'em the fight's
off and they can pick up their
money.

INT, MA'S BEDROON - DAY

Then he looks

.

Ma gzallops after him.

Ma watéhes from the doorway as Clyde goes to her bed, 11ifts

up tne mattress, and extracts the money.

HMA _
Under ny own matiress.

Sihe stares ot Clyde as he lumbers pust her and out the door.

Ourkomarssd
(O N IRPOE S ¥ Sl W AW R WY

EXT. BOGGS FRUNT YARD - DAY

Pnilso is yorkins on

H

«
e

¢
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A Cadillac pulls into the yard and Patrick Scarfe gets out.
He walks cver to Philo.

SCARFE
I Just spent the last six nours on
a4 very bumpy airplane, ilr. Beddoe,
and I'm not in a good mood.

PHILO
Don't blame you.

SCARFE
We have a deal.

PHILC
e had a deal, Clyde, give him
back the nmoney.

Clyde appears and holds cut the money to Scarfe.

SCARFE
One does not cancel deals with
Janes Beekman,

PHILO
One nad bebter take the noney.
Otherwise, Clyde might get mad at
one.

Scarfe takes the money, gingerly, from Clyde's hand.

SCARFE
I am holding it for you. I will
add fifteen thousand to 1t, and
give it to you when you show up
for the fight. BEear this in mind,
Mr. Reddoes. Jnat Wilscn will do
L0 you in the fignt 18 nothing
¢compared to what 1 will do to you
. 1f you don't snow up.

PHILO
Escort the gentleman to the nearest
exit, Clyde.

Clyde advances on Scarfe, who beats = hasty retreat to nis
Cadilluc sud loeks the doors. He rolls hils window down 2
few ineches and calils to rhilo.

A
yrorr 1Y leemeren s TR
LW Wi ld EVe HEGAEVS SRS &
»

of my friends very soon

(CONTINUED)
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s PHILO
‘ - They be drivin! a Cadillac too?

SCAREF .
(grim)
Long and black.

PHILO
You people seem to be noggin® mcre'n
your fair share of fancy cars.
Clyde ~-~ scrap the Caddie.

The happy executioner procseds to carry out the sentence:

he rips off the front bumper witn one hand, the left Ifront
fender with the other. Horrifled, Sczrfe Luhbleb des-—
perately to insert nhis key in the ignition. 3But Clyde
bounds tou the roof of tha car and bounces on it, iInstantly
lowering the roof 12 inches and grant.cting the windshield.
The descending roof also thumps Scarfe cn the head, cau51n"
him to drop the keys.

While the dazed man searcnes for hils keys, Clyde dismantles
his car lilke so muecn tinkertoys. Fenders, hood, trunk, and

passenger door are ripped off and flung aside. when Scarrte
. finally manages to start the engine, Clyde 1is tuggzng at one
. of hils wioels. He backs the remains of hls car into the

street and sputters off, peering throuzh the three-inch
glit left by the dropped roof. Only the passenger door and
one fender are left on the car, and twe of the wheels are
wobbling drunkenly.

‘U

Clyde drags a fender over to Philo.

PHILO
Good Job, Clyde.

ORVILLE
(coming up) -
-.What's going on?

PHILO
Call Jordan and tell alm we got
most of an '80 Cuad if he needs it.

Clyde hands the fender to Orville. Fuilo ecrawls under tns
WreciL,.

e e — s rp e erees
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Orville sits at the kKitchen table, well into a bottle of
rye. failo stands in ithe doorway.
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PEILO
Come on. VW2'll screw arocund in
Bakersfield for a couple of days
and come on back.

ORVILLE
o thanks. I'm not Ciyde. 1
can't sit around eating bananas
while you and the broad play

pattycake.
PUILO
Shg‘s not a broad.
ORVILLE
I know that, dawn it. I'm taikin?
mad. You'lre allowed to get mad i

at your friends ==- 2f they are.

Philo sits down at the tuble, pours himselfl a drink.

PHILO
Tney are. A&nd ycu're allowed.

ORVILLE
(sheepish shrug)

(pause)
She's a real nice girl.

PHILO
I know.

ORVILLE
Piece of iuck.

PHILO
I think,

ORVILLE

But I don't have Lo like it,

, PEITO
'Course not, I wouldn'tt eitner.

ORVILLE

PHILO
Hell no,

(CONTINUED)
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ORVILLE
(grins)
Well, I taink I'1ll get real good
and mad at you then.

PHILO
Good idea.

Clyde appears in the doorway, clutching the tattered news-
paper ovhicte of Bonnie, nis Bakersfield sweetheart. He gilves
her a big kiss.

QRVILLE

You better gzet going, or Clyde'll
take off after that lady Saint
Bernard down the block again.

{begins to

laugh)
‘Jesus, that was tha first time I
ever saw a dog turn gray overnizht.

They laugh at the recollection. Philo stands.

PHILO
You take care,

QORVILLE
You too.

by EXT. STREET IN FRONT OF BOGGS HOUSE - DAY

The Widows lurk down the block from the house, waiting for
Philo. They spot the pickup as it leaves the yard. They
crank up tueir bikes to ocllow,.

b5 INT. PICKUP CAB - TRAVELING - DAY

Philo, Lynne and Clyde,

LYN
Orville's not huppby, is he?

PHILO
Youlre taking some of his space.

I konow. But I can't give 1t pack
Yo hir.

(CONTINUED)
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PHILC
No. I can't either,.

He glances at the mirror and sees the Wideows in pursuit.

PHILO
Damun. Hang on.

He gooses the truck and sgueals around a cOIner.

EXT. VARIOUS STREETS - DAY

as the VWidows chase the pickup.

EXT. STREET UNDER REPAIR - DAY

A large TAR-SPRAYING TRUCK moves slowly down the street.

Its spraying apparatus cconsists of a spraying pipe

mounted 2t the rear, about five feet cff the ground, ex=-
tending six or eight feet Lo one side, A steamroller
operates near 1it,

Philo's pickup skids around the corner, sllicing through
the sawhorses pblocking the street. He guns the engine and
aims for ¢ gup between the steamroller and the tar-spraying
truck, He shoots through the gap just before the steam-
roller cuts it off.

-

When the Widows roar arcund the corner, the gap is closed:
the only way througn lies directly under the tar-spraylng
pipe.

CHOLLA
Oh no. )
There's no way out: the Widows take the plpe. They hunch
low over their macpnines as they roar through the shower of
tar, and emerge on the other side completely coated, like
nougats dipned in cnocolate. They continue the chase,
blackencd bubt unbowed.

EXT. Deil-iiDd ALLEY - DAY
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< PHILO
6 Grab the jack handle, Clyde.

{to Lynne, as

he gets ousg)
Lock the doors and »ull up the
windows,

Shoulder to shoulder, Philo and Clyde face the Widows, vho
dismount from their machines and advance down the alley.
They're ancased in black shells from head to toe, with only
a pair of eye-noles and a mouth-hole through which to com=
municate with the outside world. Worse yet, tneir slow
movements indicate that the tar is beginning to set.

DALLAS
Cholla, I'm hardening!

ELi1O ’
I'm hardening too!

CHOLLA
Shut up and get himt
(glance around)
Movel

. The Widows try thelr best, but the stiffening tar makes
movement increasingly difficult. Dallas freezes with one
foot in the air.

DALLAS
Chella, I'm frozel

He topples to the ground like a concrete status. One by one
the other UWidows freeze solid, some remaining upright with
weapons poilsed, others cruashing to the ground wita arms and
legs cocked at peculiar angles,

The determined Cholla presses on, however, moving very slowly
and with great effort. He reaches Philo and raises his
crowbar to bash nim.

CHOLLA
(spealiing stiffly
Dead meat, Beddos. o

He brings
But he fres

{COHNTINUED)
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CHOLLA
(stiffly)
You'll pay for this
You'll pay!

Reddoe,

-

LYNNE
(rolls down
the window)
What are you going to do with them?

PHILO
Can’t leave 'em here. Dogs would
come alcorng and piss on 'em. Ain't
falr to the dogs.

CHOLLA
(hisses stiffly)
You'll pay for that too, Beddoe!

EXT. EMERGENCY ENTRANCE TO HOSPITAL - DAY

A tow truck is backed up to Philo's pick-up, its hook engaged
in the crockz of Cholla's crowbar, 1liftin» him out. The cther
Widows ars piled in a neap on the sidewalk, 1like so many blazk
Barbie dolls. A group of NURSES and INTFRNS watch the sport.

The tow-truck operator lowers Chella onto the pile, then
collects twenty bucks from Philo. An INTERN comes up.

PHILO
(to Intern)
You be able to get that stuff off?

INTERN
Sure., We'll just peel 'em like
bananas.

Clyde sticks hils head out the window at the mention of his
favorite food.

INTERN
fCourse that tar!ll take most of
of their hair off with 1t.

PHTILD
Painful?

INTERN
YModerntely.,

PHILG

Too bad,

(CONTINUED)




o

49

50

51

52

51.
CONTINUED:

CHOLLA
(hisses stiffly}
You'll pay for this, Beddoe!

PHILOC
I already pald twenty for the tow
truck, and I'm addin' arother twenty
to elean that gunk out of my truck.
You owe me forty bucks,

Philo hops in the plck-up and drives off. The interns and
nurses gather around the pile of YWidows.

EXT. ROUTE 99 - DAY

The pick-up heads north to Bakersfield.

EXT. GROUNDS OF BAKERSFIELD ZC0 - NIGHT

The plek-up 1s parked near the edee of the grounds. Philio
and Clyde are about to rald the primate enclocsure,

PHILO
We should be back in fifteen,
twenty minutes, I hope.

LYNNE
Good luck.

Philo and Clyde set off, hand in hand. 1In Clyde's free hand,
1s the crumpled photo of his sweetheart, in Philo's is zan
attache case.

EXT. PRIMATE ENCLOSURE - NIGHT

Several orangutans are in the enclosure., Phllo knees and
snaps ¢pen the attache case. 1t contains half a dozen rudber-
bulb syringes, along with half a dozen bananas. Phllo injects
& banana and hands 1t teo Clyde. '

PHILO
In spite of vour irresistibie
charm, old buddy, shs may oove

some reservations, Jusi mive

her a bite of this, Won't huart
her, just nut her out for thirty-
forty minutes,

a syrinse;
If she ain’t hungry, you may have
to shoot her,

{OONTINURDY
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He demonstrates the use of the syringe alming 1t at his own
ass.

PHILO
Just pop it in her ass and squeeze
the bulb., Got it?

Clyde takes the syringe and peers at it. Then he mimics
Phnilo's action -- but unfortunately carries 1t through,
popping the syringe into his ass and queezing the bulb.

PHILO
Clyde, sometimes I think you'lre
a little short upstalrs.

Clyde gzrins, peers at the syringe, then topples to the
ground ., unccenscious,
EXT. GROUNDS OF BAXERSFIELD Z0O0O - NIGHT

Philo approaches the truck, carrying thne zonked Clyde on his
shoulder,

LYNWE
What happened?

PHILD
I think I got the only primate 1n
the country who's a dope addlct.

He lays Clyde in the back of the truck, then sets off again.
LYNNE
Be careful.
EXT. PRIVMATE ZTNCLOSURE -~ NICHT

Philo kneels outside the primate enclosure. He looks at
Clyde's crumpled photo and frowns: 1t's Greek to him.

PHIT.O
(opening briefe
Hell 1t's your o damn
I don't get the rizht on

Py, )

5 &
-
P!

&)
Tault i

W

E

He IinjJects 2 banana and tozses it ints the enclosure.
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INT. BOGGS KITCHEH - NIGHT
Ma sits at the kitchen table, licking a stubby penecil, try-
ing to duplicate the picture on a matchbook cover. The

cover 1s inscribed: "YQU may have artistic talent! Draw
this pilcture and win big money!”

Behind her, threc of the Muscles enter the kiltchen,
MA
(turning)
Who the hell are you?

HEAD MUSCLE
We're looking for Philo Beddoe.

MA
He ain't here. And git out of
my house,
INT., ORVILLE'S BEDROCM - HIGHT

Orville sits on the edge of his bed, juiced to the eves. He
peers blearily at one of the uascles atanding in his doorway.

ORVILLE
Who the hell are you?

The Muscle knocks him unconscious and drags him out of the

-room by his shirt.

INT. BOGGS XITCHEN ~ NIGHT
The Muscle drags Orville into the kitchen.

HEAD MUSCLE
That ain't him.

Ma is being restrained in her chalr by the other two lMuscles.

HEAD MUSCLE
{to Ma)
Where i3 he?

MA
Go fornicate with 2 duck.

Orville zsts to his knees, mumbling incocherently. One of the
Museles plzces a revolver at the back of his head and COCKS
the hammer,

HwaD AUSCLE
{to Ma)
Where 1s he?

(CONTINUED)
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o Ma looks at the revolver, There's no doubt that Orville is
" dead 1f she deoesn't talk.
MA
Bakersfield.

HEAD MUSCLE
Where in Bakersfisld?

MA
I don't know.

The Muscle with the revolver pokes Orville,

MA
He said he'd find a motel when
he got there.

The Head Muscle accepts 1t. He ncds to the revolver Muscle,
who holsters his gun, then wraps hls hani around a salt
shaker and smashes Crville, who flops to the floor, out like
a light.

The Muscles leave.

~ Ma darts to the televhons anﬁ rirs the top sheet off a note-
. pad. The sheet is inscribed "MNod=A-iee Motel". She kneels

beside Orville, shaking hin.

MA
Orville! Wake up!

Orville nmutters grogglly, tries fo rise, then falls back,
completely out. Ma takes a set of keys from his pocket and
hurries out,

60 EXT. BOGGS FRONT YARD - WIGHT
Ma walts till the Cadillac has oulled away, then runs from
the house zand climbs intc Orville's wrecker, which has 2
Volkswagen suspended from lts hook. She starts the engine
backs into ancthar car, curses the gearshift, finds first

gear, and lurches out of the yard, banging into several cars
en route. She weaves down the street with the VW tagging
after.

61 EAT. NOD~A-WLE MOTEL - WIGHT

. Philo ano Lo uce o .o and move to bhe DR
il wheres ﬁ’v'“ 13 sig: ang ia St,uing up
' beside hizs =still unc&nsc¢ous zirifriend. He 1s kissiner ner

nand effusively

R —
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"glances behind him again, and sﬂes an orangutan carr
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LYNNE
Looks like you got the rizgnt one.

PHILO
Looks like,.

INT. MOTEL OFFICE - NIGHT

The MOTEL CLERX sits in front of the tube, watching KING
KONG. He glances benind him and sees an orangutan climbing
out of a pickup truck, carrying ancther orangutan. He blinks
then changes the channel. He gets MIGHTY JOE YOUNG, He

‘<‘.

£
another orangzutan into one of his rooms. He blinks, c?
the channel again. This tim he gets Martin Perkins in
ducing a zoo show on orangutans., He switches off the s
pours himself a stiff drink. °

EXT. ROUTE 99 - HIGET

The black Cadillac heads north to Bakersfield, dolng about
sixty. In the southbound lane, headinz nerth agalnst the
traffic, is ia in Orville's wrecker, doing about elghty.

The rear tires of the VW peel off their wheels, droppin:
the car on its ass. Sparks iy from rear fe“ﬁe?s and trunk.
Ma grips the wheel grimly and keeps the accelerator flat,
terrifying oncoming drivers and trailing chunks of VW.

INT. PHILO'S MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Pnilo lies on the bed in shorts and T-shirt. Lynne, wrapped
in a towel, comes from the bathroom with a bottle of Methlo-
late and a Band~Aid. She sits beside Pnilo and dresses th
cut over his eyeo.

LYNNE
.. Do you think he'll know what
to do?
PHILO

Well, there've been primates
around for eigzghty million years
or so. C~oubt r%ﬂg’“ run up Jnat
kind of record i they didn’cs
know what to do,.

Lvyvxvﬂ
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INT. CLYDE'S MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Next to Philo's room. Bonnie lies unconscious on the bed
as Clyde comes from the bathroom with a wet washcloth, which
he lays tenderly across her brow.

INT. QUINCES' MOTEL ROOM « NIGHT

On the othHer side of Clyde's room. Luther and Loretta Quince
are snoring away, lying on opposite sides of the bed.
Loretta's halr bulges with rollers.

INT, PHILO'S MQTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Lynne applies a fresh Barnd Ald to Philo's forehead. We HEAR
a couple of loud THUMES from Clyde's rooa,.

LYNNE
What's that?

PHILO
Clyde's showing off. It's part
of the courtship.

INT. CLYDE'3Z ROOM - NIGHT

Bonnie sits on the bed, watching 0lyde with adoring eyes as
he swings f{rom the drapes, then 1eaps to the old~Iashioned
light fiqure.

INT. QUINCES'! ROOM - NIGHT

The Quinces are jolted awake. From the next room comes THUMPS
and BUMPS, HOICKS and YOICKS.

LORETT
{outraged)
My God. That's obscene!
LUTHER
(not so outraged)
Sure sounds obscens,

Loretta jumns out of bed and calls the motel offi
there's ne answer; the motel clerk has teétter thiz
with his time,

*
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The motel clerk kneels at the door, peering through the Key-
hole at the orimatial goings-on within,
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INT. PHILO'S ROOM - NIGHT

Lynne stands in the bathroom doorway, having exchanged her
towel for a flimsy negliges,

PHILO .
Where'd you get that?

LYNNE
Like 41t?

PHILO
Hell yes.

LYNRE
Don't I get a courtship?

PHILO
Wnat in blazes do you want ne to
do?

LYNNE

I don't know., Show off a little.
Philo looks at her. She props a knee against the door Jamb.

LYNIE
What do you say, biz boy?

Philo swings off the blg double bed, 1ifts one side, and
maneuvers himself under it. Then he holsts the entire bed
on hls shoulders and carries it over to the bathroom. He
drops it in front of the bathroom door,

PHILO
How's that?
LYNNE
I'm impressed. I'm amazed. I'm

yours,

INT. CLYDE'S RCOM - NIGHT

Bonnie sits on the bed, one arm looped demurely across her
face, peeping coquettishly =zt Clyde. The lustly young man
of the forest picks up a bureau, shakes it for effect, and

heaves 1t azainst the wall, Then he raves his arms and
erows the anclent ¢row of the T i

Bonnie flutfers her lashes, She's imnressed,; she's amzzed-
she's his,
INT. QUINCES' ROCM - NIQHT

Loretta hears Clyde's priapic croon and 1s scandallzed. BShe

bering packing.,

{ CONTINUED)
A e .
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LORETTA . :
We're leaving this place immediately,
Luther! Get upt

Luther's rcaction to Clyde's crooning 1s quite different:
there's a peculiar smile cn his face, zrd his eyes have bexun
to glaze. He looks at his wife, and reality disappears in

the mysteriocus glcoom of the Jungle; what he sees 1s a luscious
centerfold body wrapped {(barely) in a leopard skin, with his
wife's head perched atop it almest as an afterthought.

Luther swings out of bed, waves hils arms, and does a passably
good imitation of Clyde's rutting song.

LORETTA
{aghast)
Luther! Stop that!

Luther howls at her and picks up a chalr, brandishing it over
his head. Suddenly he drops the chalr and clutches his baek.

' LUTHER
Ow! My back!
(falls on
the bed)
I threw out my back!

Loretta hurries over and begins massaging his back.

LORETTA
Stretch your arms. Don't tense.

LUTHER
Damn fool. Should've had more sense,

LORETTA :
It was very brave, Luther. That
was a heavy chair.

He turns hils head to look at her,

LORETTA
You looked very impressive.

The pecullar smile returns to Luther's face: his eyes reglaze
He sees her with a centerfold body axzlirn,

LUTHER
So did you.

g s ey

Fudi s ud e D

It's been a long time.

LUTHER
Too long.
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IRT, PHILO'S ROO!M - NIGHT

Lynne holds out her hand to Phile, pulling him Into bed.

INT., CLYDE'S ROOM -~ NIGHT

Bonnle holds out her hand to Clyde pulling him into bed.

INT. QUINCES'™ ROOM - NIGHT

Loretta, curlers removed from her halr, holds out her hand
to Luther, pulling him into bed. He has one hand on his

back, but the pain is worth it.

EXT. BAKERSFIELD STREET .- NIGHT
The black Caddie 1s parked beside z phcene booth., A muscle -
comes Trom the booth holding several %fcrn-out pages from the

phone hook. He hands them tﬁrou?b the front window to the
Head Muscle, then gets in back.

INT. CADILLAC - NIGHT

The Head Muscle leafs through “he nmotel listings on the torn-
out pages,

MUSCLZ IN BACK
How many are there, Nino?

HEAD HUSCLE
About a hundred.
(snaps at driver)
Well, let's get going!
EXT, BAXERSTIELD STREET - NIGHT

Ma weaves down the street in Orville's wrecker. All that's
left of the VW is a front axle and radiator.

INT, BOGGS XITCHEM - NIGHT

Orville regains consclousnsess., ﬁ@

stomzers to his feet and
holds his head under fthe sinik faucet,

EXT. HOD=-A-VEL MOTEL - NICGHT

o She huprries clwr

Fa puils up in tne wreclkter and jumps oub, g
the row of rooms, and nearly falls over the ote? clerk, wno
18 kneeling at the xeyhole of Clyde's door.

{COYUTINUED)
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. , MA
31t away from there. Ain't right
to watch folks nhumpety-bumping.

The Clerk looks up at her with the same zlazed eyes as Luther
Quince., What he sees is a centerfold body with Ma's head on
top of 1f, The body 1s wrapped in a leopard skin with

electric spots, blinking red. The Clerk stands and advances
on her,

CLERK
(throaty)
Hey, baby.

Ma reacts instinctively with a one-two: one to his stomach,
two to his sroin. The Clerk doubles over and falls to the
ground.

MA

My God, what have I done? The
first live one in twenty years,
and I've disabled nim.

(hels Clerk

to his knees)
Come on, sweetle, that was just a
tickle to loosen you un a little.

She helps the clerk back to the keyhole.
- MA
Get yourself an eyeful, sweet
roll, and when you're ready to
romp, I'1ll be in the office.

Ma skips to the office humming "Roll Me Over In The Clover.”

OMITTED

EXT. BOGGS FRONT YARD - NIGHT

Orville staggers from the house to an old Pontlac. He gets
in the car and ROARS off, .

INT. NOD~A-WEE MOTEL OFFICE - NIGHT

Ma 1s wra ng herself in a drape as she negotiates with the
Lar ‘

I ain't been a churchgoer, Lord,
but I swear them days 1s past.
(MORE)
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MA (cont'd)
Just let him be okay, Lord. T
didn't hi¢ him hard, he should
still have one good cne left.

She finds an aerosol can of Rald and srrays her armpltis, then
waves a little spray around the room Ior good measure.

MA
I aint' without influence, Ioxd.
Play ball with me, and I'11 {111l
the First Baptist to the rafters.

The Clerk opensg the door and gazes at her with moon eyes.
o M4

(softly)

Thank you, Lord. :

The Clerk sees her with a luscilous yourg body, wrapped in
an electric lecpard skin, its spots flazshing the message:
"GIT IT one

EXT. ROUTE 99 - NIGHT

Orville barrels north in the Pontiac. o

INT, CADILLAC - NIGHT

As it crulses past the Nod-A-Wee Motel, the Head Muscle spots
Philo's truck.

HEAD MUSCLE
That's it.

EXT. BAKERSFIELD STREET - NIGHT

Orville®s Pontiac screams past a squad car. To make sure
he's followed, Crville sticks nis hand cut the window and

glves the cops the finger. The squad car slews a U and walls
in nursuit.

The black Caddle slithers to a stop and the four “uscles get
cut., Tyo of She Muscles %ake un cent~ posts, while the
oLhor agoomoanics one Voad suzcle o o ilots door.

EXT. BAKERSFIELD STREET HEAR MOTEL - NIGHT

IR P e Y . . s
ag Orvills Z00M2 down the Lot

ik [N ¥
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Orville spots another squad car parked up ahead. He fumbles
in the glove compartment and finds one ol Clyde’s o0ld bananas.
He heaves fhe banana at the squad car as he passes. The
rotten frult smashes zzainst the car's windshleld. The cops
Join the other squad car in the chase.

EXT. NCD=A-WEE MOTEL - NIGHT

The Head Muscle takes out his revolver and prepares to blast
the door of Zhilce's room open., As he aims the gun, however,
he hears the wail of police sirens. As thelr volume in-
creases, 30 dceces his alarm. He nods te hls cohorts, and the
Muscles qulekly return tLo their car. They move off, lights
out...

e+ Just zs Orville sgqueals around the corner in his Pontiac.
He bounces into the motel parking lot and smashes into the
Quinces' car. The two squad cars screech up behlnd him.

Orville jumps out of the car and sees Philo come out of his
room. Crville indicates the receding Caddie. Philo sees
the Caddie and nods,

Two cops grab Crville and hust¢le him toward thelr squad car.

CcoP
All right, wise guy.
ORVILLE
What station? '
cop

Fourth Street, Why?
ORVILLE
(yells to Fnilo)
Fourth Street Station.
Philo nods, goes back in his room.
The Quinces' door opens and Luther sticks hls head out.
LORETTA
(from inside)
What 1s 1t, snookums?

LUTHE?

SFEIITET A e

LORETTA
{from inside}
Wa'll get ancther ane. Come Tack
to bed, sweetheorn,

CONTINUED
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LUTHER
Right.

He closes the door.

INT. PHILO'S PICK-UP - DAWN

Lynne drives, Philo holds a shotzun, feeding shells into the
magazine, Clyde and Bonnic are in back, wrapped contentedly
in each other's arms.

LYNNE
What's that for?

PHILD
Just in case,

LYNNE
(wanting an answer)
In case what?

PHILO
I don't want you involved.

LYKKE
I am invelved.

PHILO
¥Yeah, you are. But the less you
know, the less vou're involved.

EXT. GROUNDS OF BAKERSFIELD Z00 -~ DAWN

Lynne sits in the cab of the plck-up. Philo 1is outside,
sending Clyde off with Bennie. Tha passenger doer of the
truck stands open; the shotgun ieuns aFainst the seat.

- PHILO
(to Clyde)
Take her home and get back here.

Clyde trots off, helding Bonnie's hand.

A block awav the black Caddilac slides to a stop, out of
Phileo's sight. Head Musele zand “uscles #2 and #3 get out
They move toward the plcok-up truck.

sddanly he moves T

PR s Sl u s oW »
P PR . 3 LI BT 4 ot Ea i
thing. but he i“ ve Tliak o1l hld
.

acout To S8 50me
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He makes his wzy toward Muscles #1 and 42, who are moving

through the underbrush, revolvers in hand. As they pass
in front of him, ne stands and pumps the shotzun. They
recognize the sound instantly; they dron thelr weapons and
ralse their hands without even turning their heads.

Philo herds them toward the truck, but when they get there,
Head Muscle has a gun at Lynne's head.

HFEAD MUSCLE
That's enough.

Philo drops the shotgun.

HEAD MUSCLE
In the truck.

@

Philo c¢limbs into the truck and is sapped by Muscle #2. He
flops unconscious on the Seat. Head Muscle pulls Lynne out
of the truck and shoves her into the Cadillac, which has
pulled up.

Muscle #2 picks up Philo’'s shotgun and pumps several Dlasss
into the truck radiator to disable the vehicle. 7Then he
gets into the Cadillae, which drives off,

A shot of the truck hood shows wisps of smoke from blasted
electrical connections under the heood. It also shows gas-
oline dripping onto the street beneath the engine. ¥Yith
a sudden whoof the gzasoline catches:; flame spurts from
beneath the hood.

Clyde returns from the primate enclosure and sees the truck
burning. He raises his arm and shies awayv; like all animals,
he 1s terrified of fire. 3ut tnen he szees that Pnilo .=
unconsciocus in the cab, He shuffles nervously back and feorth
as fear firnts affeetion. Finally he zives a vell, zs 1T
castipmating himself! for cowardice, and gallops toward the
truck, He pulls Philo cut of the c¢ab and clear. A moment
later the zas tank explodes and the truck is swathed in
flames. Philo comes to, soes the truck burning.

PHILOD
That took guts, cld nuddy. Tou
donft like that stuff nuzh.,

BE . 2 ‘= T S,
Clyde confirms by leoopinr nis arm over kis head and gapl

iy b eI % e e a— P S — [Ty
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Fps

PEILO
I owe you one.
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‘ 94  EXT. POLICE STATION IN BAKERSFIELD - DAY

Orville's wrecker is parked in front of the station, with

Clyde perchad on the back, straddling the boom. Phlilo and
Qrville come out of the station, and Pnilo sees that Clyde
1s casting a lustful eye on a nearby squad car.

PHITO
(rounding the
truck. to
Clyde)
Don't even think about it.

Chastened, Clyde averts his eyes and comforts himself with
a banana. The twe men climb into the cab. Ma 1s sitting
in the middle, staring straight ahead with a beatific smile
on her face,

OREVILLE
How long's she been like that?
) PHILO
: . (starts the
- engine)

All morning. Ain't spoke a word.

895 INT. WRECKER - TRAVELING - DAY

Headling south on Route $9., Philo and Orvlille talk across
Ma, who sits with her frozen smile,

ORVILL.E
Supposec you'll have to fight
now., .

PHILO
Yep.

ORVILLE

Ain't likely they'll hurt hen.
All they want ls for you to
fight,

{ CONTINUED)
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GRVILLE
Piece of shit, though.

PHILO
Yeah.

INT. WRECKER ~ TRAVELING - DAY

Farther south on 69, Ma is sti1ll smiling into space, eyes
like choecolate donuts.

ORVILLE
She's gettin'® on, laybe her
brain's turnin'... you know...
kinda soft.

MA
Jelly, sonny Jelly.
{(sinzs sofitly)
Jelly roll killed my mama, and
drove my daddy stone hlingd,
{pokes Crvillie)
Youlre goin' to church this Sunday.
{(pokes Pnilo)
You too.

ORVILLE
(to Philo)
Think she got religion?

PHILO
She got somethin',

EXT. BOGGS FROMT YARD -~ DAY

Clyde messes around as Philo works on an old Ford enzilne.
Orville calls from the porch.

ORVILLE
It's him,

Clyde beats loudly on a vlece of metanl,

lyade A de ey d [nl it
bl b & b u‘-i?:s o F

Philo enters the house,
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INT,. BOGGS UCUSE - DAY
Philo talks to Scarfe on the phone,

SCARFT
(over phone)
Amarillo. Saturday ncon.

PHILC
Not ti11 I talk to her.

SCARFF
You're not 1in a pcsition to set
conditions, friend.

You heard nme,

INT. MOTEL SUITE, NEAR AMARILLO - DAY

Scarfe on the phone to Philo, Head Muscle and one of his

cohorts lounging arcund. Scarfe nods at Head Muscle, who

opens the hedroom door, Lyrnne is sitting on the bed insid
Scarfe points at the bedrcoom phone, stays on the line 2as s
pilcks up the receiver.

=
Taox
"
- F

LYNNE
Phileo? :

PHILO
You okay?

LYNNE

Yes., Don't fight, Philo. They
don't dare hurt me.

-

- SCARFE
I trust you are not so0 foolish
as to belleve that, Mr, Beddoe.

is not your

.

camead
No, I'm not. Lvnne
soneern
You'l'll be out of th

. ikt
. rat 1t.

L [l o

there on Saturday.

Head Muscle reaches %o take the raceiver from Lynneis hand,

T By

{tryinz to speak) | = S e

Philau L

2



99

100

101

CONTINUED:
Head Muscle hangs up the raceiver.

PHILO
She's to call me twlce a day, nine

a.m. and nine p.m. QOtherwise no deal.

SCARFE
{considers it)
Agreed.

PHILO
And you'll preduco her at noon on
Saturday, before the fight.

SCARFE
Correct,

INT. WIDOW'S CLUBHCUSE - DAY

The tar-removal has stripped the Widows of every halr on

68.

their bodies., Their heads are bald, thzir faces browless;

they look like a convention of delicatessen owners from

Mars. Cholla enters carrying a box of wigs.

CHOLLA
Awright, evarybody zet a wis,

He hands ou%t black wax pencils.

CHOLLA
And draw some eyebrows on. You
look like freaks.

ELM
(searching the
wig box)
You promised me a noustache, Cholla.

CHOLLA
(thrusts a wax
pencil at hin)
Here's vour goddamn mdustache.

EXT. TEXAS HIGHWAY -~ DAY

Orville's wrecker hends east to Amarillo.

INT., CORVILLE'S WRECKER =~ TRAVELING ~ DAY

Philo, Orville znd Clyde.

PHILO
They'ro probably zot her somoe
where near fAmarillic, We'll ro

some scoutlng,




103

69.
EXT. TEXAS HIGHWAY ~ DAY

The Widows roll east along the highway. UYWe see them only fron
the back, as do a pair of TEIAS COPS in a patrol car. 7They
glve chase with SIREN and lights. The Widows pull off the
road, the cops behind them.

AS the cops approach they gst thelr first loock at the Yidows!
faces, crazy-gquilts of penciled-on brows, beards, and
moustaches, topped by wigs perched at various absurd angles.

cOP
(laughing)
Ch Jesus.

CHOLLA
Just shut up and give us the
goddamn tickets.

cop
I gain’t gzot the heart.
enocugh troubles,

You got

The two cops stagger back £o their car, howling with laughter.
Cholla follows them, irate.

CEQLLA
We broke the law, .
us our tickets. Ve got a rimb’
"em. Look at us!
We are bad mothers!
undesirables!

We are total
We earned them tickets!

COoP

Son, you are a walking violaticn

of the laws of nature, but we don't

enforce them laws.
The cops drive off, laughing. Cholls surveys hils mottled crew.

CHOLLA

You have given me these crosses to
bear, Lord, and I will carry them

for you, to Jerusalem or Amarillo,
whichever is closer,
{points a finger}

But hear tdin, Lord: thougn I walk

through the vallesy of dezath. I shall

chew onn Fhilo Beddose’s aszss for my

last supper.
BT RtrATTT  m tremeier S
s L e L e Ld DS s et - b -
beekman and Scarfe disempari from o tsxi and snter the wobos
A second taxi pulls up bezring Beekman's luszgage, which con-
sists of a dogen hand-tooled leather sultcases.
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INT. LIVING ROOM, TEXAS MANSICN - HNIGHT

Playing strip poker around a cocktall table are three cowglrl
lovelies, SWEET SUE, CANDY and HONEYBUN, and thelr oll cow~
boys, LONG JOHN HARRIS, LITTLE MELVIN PURLY, and FAT ZACK
TUPPER. Drinks are served by an aristccratic BUTLER in his
skivvies. i

Fat Zack 1s down to his hat, which rests cn his lap, covering
his privates. He checks his cards and eyes Sweet Sue, the
cow-irl nezoos from him; she is down to her bra and panties.

FAT ZACK
Tap you, pumpkin.

SWEET SUE -
What you tappin' with, klller?

FAT ZACK
Ten gallons of Dobbs' best.

SWEET SUEZ
(incredulous)
RAgainst a pzir of D's and a patch
of heaven?

FAT ZACK
Bought the hat to match my white
T-Bird. They go together,

SWEET SUE
{hungrily)
The cne with the quad stereo?

PAT ZACK
Herself.

SWEET SUE
(shows her hand)
~- Beat three Jacks and go to nheaven.

Zack looks at his three aces, and folds his hand. He sighs
and hands her a set of ignition keys. The cowgirls squeal
in delight.

FAT ZACK
As usual, when they open the zates
of paragdise, Fat Zack is outbt to
lunch,

SYEZT RUZ

{(touches his nand;
I know the gatekeeper, Zack.
{CONTINUED)
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FAT ZACK
{grins)
I was hopin'.

The Butler approaches, holding & telephone.

BUTLER
(to Zack)
Telephone for you, sir. Mr. Besekman.

FAT ZACK
{to Sue)
Mind if I keep the hat? Feel
naked without it.

He puts on the hat and walks naked to the phone.

FAT ZACK
(to phone)}
Jt's your dime, Beeky.

107 INT. BEEKMAN'S HOTEL SUITE - AMARILLO HOTEL - INTERCUT - NIGHT

Beekman and Scarfe are calling their sporting friends around
the country. Scarfe has a l1ist of names on his lap, and is
calling Kansas City while Beeuman talks to Fat Zack Tupper.

BEEKMAN
Got a sporting event laid on fcr
this Saturday, Zack. Flre-eater
named Phllo Beddce against Jack
Wllson.

FAT ZACK

Philo Beddce? Never heard of hinm.
(covers phone,
calls softly.

Hey, Melvin. Can Beddoe bteat Jack
Wilson? ’

LITTLE MELVIN
Beddoe's good, rezl good. RBut I'd
have to give VWilson the edge.

FAT ZACK
How blg an edge?

LITTLE MELVIN
I2 it was myv neoney, seven to five.
{“‘1 P - - T T P & .5,,,

»J_M‘-w i LLwra Ll .. . —

FAT ZACK
(to phone)
It might be interesting at four
to one.

(CONTINUED)
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BEEKMAHN

Even money, Zack.
FAT ZACK

I might take three to one.
BEEKMAN

I've reserved a suite for you.
FAT ZACK

(grins)

I'll be there.
(hangs up)
We'll get eight to five out of him.

2]

RESUME - BEEKMAN'S HOTEL SUITE

SCARFE
Jim Martin and his crew are coning
in from Kansas City. And ve zon
contingents from Seattle, Bakersfileld,
and L.A.

BEEFIAN
Any takers at six to five?

SCARFE
{(checks his 1ist)
Maybe thrity grand. We may have
to go two to one if we want action.

BEEKIAN
We'll get plenty at eight to five,

SCARFE
(picks up phone)
I'11 ¢all Beston and set up =z laye-
off.

BEEXMAN
We aren't geoing to lay 1t off,

SCARFE
{shocked)
Jim, we could zet 2 cournle of
million bucks on this ficht.

BEEXMAN
Wilson's not going to lose.

H

erdid

R T T

We try any funny stulf S
retire us to the Jersev flats

(CONTINUED)

107

T2.




108

109

73.
CONTINUED:

BEEKMAN
No funny stuff. Wilson'll take him,
SCARFE
All we have to da is lay i§ off and
take a nice six, seven per cent cut.
We'll walk away with a couple of
hundred grand, no risk.

BEEKMAN
I'd rather walk away wilth a couple
of miliion.

SCARFE
All right, I'1l go along
Wilson Eoses, rou bett e” avﬁ
snowshoes, ause north of the
Arctice Circle 1s the only place
we'll be safle.

Byt if

INT. HOTEL LOBBY - DAY

The lobby is crowded with SPORTING TYPES from around the

country. All eyes are on Jack Wilson 23 he comes through the
lobby, carrying his own sultcase. The desk ¢lerk hurries up
to him, obsequicus and fawning. He sticks out hils hand, but

Wilsecn declines 1it.

DESK CLERK

A great honor to welccme you to
Amarillc, Mr. Wilson. A great
honor. Everything is ready. I'11l
take you up to your sulte myself.

(reaches for

Wilson's suifcase)
Please, let ms,

The hotel clerk 1s unable to budge with sultcase, and has to
signal two bell boys to deal with it. He hurries to the
elevator after Wililson, while the two bellboys struggle with
the sultcase.

DESK CLERK

There are thres parties g

one of which started vest

afterncon. I1If ther ny
at all you ne eﬁ,..

fasclivious zm

.+«» bthe hotel ailG’S nea

rooms. 1T vou undorotang my

YO E meita Wl Wb W TLel

They ernter the elevator.

(CONTINUED)
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WILSON
I don't keep pets, human or
otherwlse., But I am kind of
hungry.

DESK CLERX
Tell me what you'd lilke, and I'11
have it in your room in flfteen
minutes.

WILSON
No, I'm hungry now. I think I'11
tear your head off and eat it.

The clerk's face goes white. He sees the elevator doors clos-
ing and leaps for his 1ife. He 1is caught by the closing doors,
but wrenches himself free and keeps on runningzg.

INT. OFFICE, SLEEPY TYME CABINS - DAY

East Texas 3leaze, complete to flypaper dotted with prewar
flies. An COLD CODGER watches Philo as re signs in. A wall
glgn reads: NO PETS, NO BCOZE, NO PARTIES.

CODGER
No pets, no booze.

PHILO
Yes, I can read.

The Codger glances ouf the window and sees Orville disembark
frem his truck with an old lady in a blue dress. The ald lady
is very round-shouldered and somewhat hairy:

CODGER
(eyeing the
old lady;
And no partiles.

.- PHILO
That's ny Aunt Hortense. Last
party she was at was Teddy
Roosevelt's lnaguration.

The Codger watches the old lady roll inte a cabin with
rville.

- CODGER
She your =zunt by blood or marriage?

Wit P 1%
AR Gy S

Blood.

(CONTINUED)
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. CODGER ,
.’- I'd be careful arvout havin! children
' r 1f I was you.
PHILO

I always am.

111 INT. CONTROL TOWER, AMARILLO AIRPORT - DAY
A palr of overworked AIR CONTROLLEES man theilr posts.

FIRST CONTROLLER
That's the fifteeneth private Jat
thls morning. What the hell is
going on?

SECOND COHNTRCLLER
Jesus, you must be the only hunman
being in Amarillo who doesn't know
about it. C(Czlifornia boy named
Phll Beddce is taking on some monster
from the east coast.

FIRST CONTROLLER
._ I ain't seen anything in the papers.

SECOND COHNTRECLLER
Bare knuckle, strictly iilegal.

T

No referee, znd the fight won't
end t1ll one or the other's half
dead.

{glances out

the window)
Holy mother of Ged!

What he sees is an airplane streaking over the fileld upside
down.

112 INT. COCKPIT OF FAT ZACK'S PLANE - DAY

Upside down, with Sweet Sue and Fat Zack strapped into the
pllot and co-pilot seats.

SWEET
I think I'm doing sc

Y4e)
iik

ing wrong.

FAT ZACH

You're dein' Ifins, pumpkin.

R ——— ]
Gt FT o i e St S

But we've besen flying ur
for fifteen minutes, Za

(CONTIRUED)
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FAT ZACH
Takes a whille to get the nang ol
i€, Den't be so hard on yourself,
hon.

INT. PASSENGER SECTION OF FAT ZACK'S PLANE - DAY

Hanging upside down from thelr seatbelts are Long John, Little
Melvin, Honeybun, and Candy, whose consid=srable endowmenets
are nearly falling cut of their brassierss. A COWGIRL
STEWARDESS serves drinks, kneeling on ths celiling of the air-
craft.

The Stewardsss glves a palr of drinks to Long John, who hands
one to Candy, the cowgirl next te him. As he dees so, his
tie, which is tucked in his belt, pull:s locse and hangs down.

STEWARDESS
Shall I tuck your tie in for you,
sir?

LONG JCHN
That'd be real nice, ma'am.

She tucks the end of his tie under his belt. Rut the tle is
gquite leng, and it hangs in a catenary from his belt to his
neck.

LONG JCHEN
Looks kinda bowed out.

STEWARDESS
I didn't know 1f you wanted me
to tuck 1t all the way.

LONG JOHN
Yeah, better tuck it all the way.
(to Candy)
Want to give her a hand, sweetheart?

The two girls slide their hands under his belt, pulling the
tle straight.

STEWARDESS
(to Candy)
Is that your hand?

CANDY
(to Stewardess
nty omw o hmandg

AN e e L i e 4

A CLOSE ZHOT of Long John shows hils hands parsoned under nis
d a big Cheshire smile on his face.

{ CONTINUED)
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Little Melvin sits next to his cowgirl, Honeybun; both hold
drinks.

HONEBUHN
You can't drink upside down.

LITTLE MELVIY
Sure you can, honey. Vatch.

He sucks a little booze from his glass.

LITTLE MELVIN
Try it.

She tries to position her glass, but her upside down boobs
are crowding her chin. She starts to push them up, tut the
gallant Melvin reaches over and holds them out of the way for
her. :

HONEYRUHN
Thanks.

LITTLE MELVIN
Don't mention i%.

She wuses the slurp technique to drain her glass completely.

HONEYBUN
Hey, 1t works.

As Melvin continues to hold her breasts.

HONEYBUN
I'm finished drinking now.

LITPTLE MELYIN
(removes hiz hand)
Right.

HONEYRBUY
~- But I'd like another one.
LITTLE MELVIN
(gives her his
drink)
Good girl.

He resumes his support of her breasts.

Philo has his Jogzing clothes on, stands in the doorway of
the cabin talking to Orville,

{ CONTINUED)
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PHILO
I'1] cover the scuth side, you
take the north.

ORVILLE
What are we looking for?

PHILO
Hell, I don't know. Ain't likely
they're sittin' around in thel
black beauty walting for us to
spot 'em. Just keep your eyes
open for anything peculalir. And
keep Aunt Hortense out of sight.

EXT. AMARILLO STREET -~ DAY

As Philo Jogs down the street he sees a black Continental
limousine furn into a2 motel up ahead. He guickens hils pace,
turns into the parking lot, and slips down the row of cars
toward the Lincoln.

A MAN gets cut of. the front dressed in a dark suit. Philo
moves towzard him as he comes around the car and opens the
rear door. Fhilo is about to pounce, when cut steps a little

0ld lady named HATTIE.

HATTIE
(points to him)
You're Philo Beddce.

PHILC
(somewhat
sheepish)
Yes, ma'am.

BATTIE
(to Harriet,
inside car)
It's him.
HARRIET, another little old ladv, gets cut of the car.

HARRIET
He's lockin' too good.

HATTIE

too good by halfl.

O

(CONTINUED)
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e BATTIE ’
‘. : Can't get decent cdds on you lookin'
o that good. We're trying to get some
foel to glve us two to one.

HARRIET
Try to look a little more peakad,
would you?

PHILO
Yes, ma'tam.

116 EXT. ANCTHER AMARILLO STREET - DAY

As Philo Jogs down the street, he 1s followed by a black
Cadillac containing four men,

117 INT. CADILLAC - TRAVELING - DAY

As 1t follows Philoc slowly down the strest. PFat Zack 1s at
the wheel, acccmpanied by Long John and Little Melvin. All
three are wearing dark glasses.

~ - FAT ZACK
' He's lookin' good, resl good.

LONG JCHN
So's Wilson.

LITTLE MELVIN
Yeah, I'd rate 'em about even.
Don't count your meney yet, Zack.

FAT ZACK
Well gents, any time you can gzet
eight to five on an even bet, you're
lookin' good, real good.

Philo has- been keeping an eye on the Caddie, letting it move
up on him. Suddenly he turns and races back to it. He tries
the door, finds it locked, and punches his fist through the
window fo open it from the inside., Then he grabs Fat Zack and
yanks him out of the car.

PHILO
(seeing he has
the wrong man)
Ch, damn. I'm sorry.

& et e -~

foed 24

Al s
(angrily)

You damn fool!
{grabs Pnilo's
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‘; What?
FAT ZACK

Bend your fingers, damn it!

PHILO

Philo flexes his fingers.

FAT ZACK
You coulda broke your hand! Maze
paupers out of 21l of us!

PHILO
(smiles)
Serry.

FAT ZACK
Stop standin' around gabbin' and
get back te Jjoggin'.

PHILO
Think I will.
FAT ZACK
(calls after him)
_ No booze, no parties. In bed by
. elight.
PHILO
Count on 1t.
FAT ZACK
(grins)

I do.
He gets back in the car.

PAT ZACXK
{crowing with
delight)
~- Did you see the way he yanked me
out of the car one-handeca? Like
T was a feather! Zon of a titch,
we're gonna be rich!

LITTLE MELVIY
We're already rich, Zack.

TAITT T Ir
4 O N A1 “‘Aci\,

Are we rich snough?

et 2 S
P gmapee e rnee L 5 eny
ol adeds LDl w2 LaNJEG

{in unison; o
Hell not

FAT ZACK

3a.
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The sther PATRONS crowi

EXT. ANOQTHER AMARILLO STREET - DAY
Wilson is out Jjogging and sees Philo apprceching. He stops
and walts for him, _

WILSON
(falls 1n beside
Philo)
Mind Af I Jog wilth you?

Philo dcesn't answer. They jog for a while.

PHILO -
You work for scme pretty kinky folks.
WILSON
What's that surposed to mean.
PHILO
They got my giri.
WILSCOH
Who I work for is my own damn

business.

INT. LOCAL GREASY SPOON - DAY

On the same street. A BEARDED FATRON near the window sees
Philo znd Wilson approaching.

BEARD
Hey, they're runnin' together!

up to the door and windows. Even the

COCK comes from behind the counter to look. '
COQK

Jesus, talk about beef on the hoof.

BEARD
Willson'll eat him in ftwo bites.

e CHICANOC PATRON
(holds up a
twenty)
One bite.
{holds up another)
Two bites.

BEARD
You're on.

Mark it, M

The cook marks the bet in
patrons begln velling ocut
rnillo.

battered notebook. The other
ts, some backing Wilseon, otrers
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Philo and Wilson Jog past the greusy spoor.

WILSON
I didn't know.

PHILO
Never sald you did. I Just sald
you worked for kinky folks.

WILSON
Thelr business ain't mine.

PHILO
Never said 1t was.

WILSCH
We're even, remember?

Wilson turns and jogs down another strest.

121 INT. BEEXKMAN'S HOTEL SUITE - NIGHT
Scarfe hangs up the phone and turns to Beekman,

SCARFE
Tony Paloi's on the way up.

BEEKIAN
(laughs)
Poor little Tony, he never lsarns.

SCARFE
(grim)
Not Junior, senior.

BEEKMAN
(expression
of pain)
Bilg Tony?
Scarfe ncds. A moment later he admits TWO BODYGUARDS, big-
leaguers, the kind of men who kill people. They check out

the suite, then one takes up hls post ocutside the door while
‘the other accempanies RBIG TOHY PAOLI into the sulte.

$.LU

BEEXMAL
(fawning)
Mr, Pacli. A pleasure to see
you, sir

[ R LB T
e [ IR e

temptucus ala o
dovn In a3 ohalr

(COHTINUED)
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Y BIG TCHY
. I hear you ain't laying off any
' - of the action.

BEEKMAN
Not so far, no sir.

BIG TONY
You got guts. I admire a man with
Puts. So I says, Bilg Tony, mayosz
now's the time you zo out and maxe
a bet with this hi&h roller Beeicnan
with zuts.

Big Tony holds up his index finger.

BEEKMAN
(hopefully)
Hundred thouzand?

BIG TONY
Mr. Beekman, you and I are not
men who deal in five zerocs.

‘ SCARFE
' (looking sick)
He means six geros, Jim.

BIC TONY
{confirming)
He means six zeros.

BEEKMAN
I'1l cover it, of course.

BIG TONY
Of course. Elght to five is the
odds you're guoting.

i BEEKMAN
-1 can't glve eight to filve on a
bet that size.

BIG TONY
{closing the
discussicn}
Elght to five is the odds youirs

guoting.
3carfe loocks a question at Beekman. who necds. Scarfe moves
across the roon oand sliclks Uz oo mhornsl

SCARFE
- Operator, I want a number in
Boston. 555-17382.

R s i R L el
\Le' q.&mq\!!\/“ﬁ

O
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Big Tony has spotted the rattler's half-dome case sitting on
._ the floor against the wall.

BIG TONY
It's against clty ordlnance to
keep reptiles in a hotel room.

The Bodyguard goes over to the case and 1ifts the dome, ex-
posing the rattler. He takes out his revolver and blows 1its
head off,

BIG TONY
(at the door}
I admire z man with guts. I told
my friends in Boston to help you
remalin z man with guts.

He leaves. Scarfe 1z tzlking in low tones on the phone.
SCARFE

(hangzs up)
Boston won't take 1t.

BEEKMAN
Wilson ain't gonna lose.

. The rattleris body 1s still quivaring.

122 EXT., PHILO'S CABIN ~ NIGHT

The cabin is dark. A rear window slides open and Clyde slilps
out, wearing his blue dress and bonnet. He ambles off to do
some exploring.

123 INT. CFFPICE-CABIN - NIGHT

The 01d Codger is watching the late show, sitting buff naked
in an old stuffed chair; he's in good company -- his walls are
populated -with equally naked women, including a poster-sized
demoiselle avove the door, captioned “Flaunt it, baby, flaunt

h A Ay

He glances ocut the window and sees funt Hortense approaching
the cabin., 4 lubricious snmile slinks =scress his face., He
puts on a tattersd robs and opens the vack door.

Standing in the doorway, the 014 Codge 3
Hortense. She is facing away from him, inves!
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. " CODGER

A (erooning) -
~ y. Give us 2 look, sweetlie. Come on,

honeybunch, 1et's see those big
blue eyes.

As Aunt Hortense vegins to turn, the Cedrzr whips open his
robe, giving her a class A Flash. Aunt Hortense blinks at
him, then answers his gesture by flashing him back.

After a moment of paralyzed shock, the Codger snaps his robe
shut and Jumps back inside his cabin.

CODGER
(leaning against
the door, hollow=-
eyed)
My God, I flashed an ape.
(pause)
And he flashed me back.

124 EXT. SLEEPY TYME CABINS ~ MORNING

Philo is in the office-cabin, paying their bill. The old
Codger stands behind the desk with a look of rightecus wrath.

. CODGER

He's a menace. Goes zaround
peeping in windows. Cgled at

me last night while I was getcin'
it on with twe young beautles.

PHILO
Clyde has no iInterest in human sex,
only ape sex. VWhat were you doing,
screwing a palr of apes?

CODBGER
Get out! Out!

PHILO
I heard ycu.

As Philo comes out of the cabin, Wilson is waiting for him.

WILSOH
Let's go.

v . Filerht atn’t £i1z
T - tﬁZiJS-.N

I found out w%e"e they're holdirp

her. They have to preauue ner for
the fight, K don't they?

EILC

rn;on
L

»Jw

(CONTINUED)
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i‘ That's right.
‘ WILSON

Best time to hit 'em is when they
move her.

PHILO

PHILO
That's right.

Having stashed Clyde in the wrecker, Orville comes up tc then.

ORVILLE
What's goin' on?
PEILO
He fcunc out where they're helding

Lynne.
(as Orville gives
Hilson a look)
He didn't know about it.

ORVILLE
Let's go then.
o WILSCH
{vetoing Orville
. They got heat, they might use 1it.
ORVILLE
I'm hls friend., So's Clyde. Ve

go.

125 INT. WILSON'S CAR - TRAVELING - DAY

As they crulse slowly arcund a large mote
Amarlllo. The motel is a two-story affai

parked scme distance from the rooms.

1 on the outskirts of
r,

i with the cars

) PHILO
‘We'll walt until they get near thelr
car.
WILSON

Better to hit 'em just as they
come cut of the room.

; PHILO
: There are kids prunning around ur
- there. :
‘!!_ WILICH
(snrug )

All right.

wiEEb s

( CONTINUED)
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PHILG
Orville, can you throw a good
tackle?
CRVILLE

You kidding? I was the bkest
thiri~string defengsive end
Riverside High ever saw.

PHILO
Tackle Lynne.
ORVILLE
Lynne? .
PEILD
Bit her hard and fasft. Get her
clear.
ORVILLE
You got 1t.

EXT. LARGE MCTEL -~ DAY
The four Huscles come out of their room with Lynne.

Inside Wilson's car, parked near the black Cadllilac, Clyde
keeps mostly out of sight in the front seat, though he
occasionally peps his head up for a guick look at the action,
Philo, Wilson, and Orville are positioned nearby.

The Muscles make their way toward the car. Orville crouches,
sets, then launches himself at Lynne. He hits her smack in
the stomach, doubling her over his shoulder and sweeplng he
out of the group. Philo and Wilson are immediately con the
Muscles.

They knock down two of the Muscles with their rush, then take
on the other two. One of the Muscles on the grouﬁd pulis a
gun and alms at Philo. Orville sees 1t and runs at him.

ORVILLE
{(to distract him)
Heyt
The grounded [fuscle swinzgs around aznd shoots Orville, who rfoes
down with a bullet in the shculder. Pnilo kKicks the gun out ¢
the Muscle’s nand, then kicks him in the head, Lynne runs o

o :
Orvillets side.

2 -
illzc ork on ancther. lhe
shorte . moves arsund
Willson er door. He pulls
gis gu 2y. Phile spots the

anger

(CONTINUED)
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PHILO
(yelling)
Clyde! Right turn!

Just as Wilson turns to see the Muscle about to sgueeze th
trigger., a hairy fist smashes out the car wvindow and caves in

the side of the Muscle's head. He goes doun 1like a sack of
flour. '

Philo moves to QOrville's side.

PHILC
{to Lynne)
Go call the cops and an ambulance,

WILSON
{callis to Philo)}
Cops weren't part of our bargzain.

PHILO )
{to Lynne}
Just an ambulance.
{to Orville)
That bullet was mine.

ORVILLE
Sometimes I iike bein'! a hero too,
yceu know.

PHILO
{smiles)
You're doin' pretty zocod at it.

Wilson has collected the hardware, and now talks to the Head
Muscle.

WILSON
I just saved vour assges from the
slammer. So your asses now telong
to me. And iT I ever see you zgzin,
I'11 coellect 'em. Get 'In that car,
-head west, and don't stop until you
see the surf.

The battered Muscles crawl into their car and leave.

127 EXT. LARGE MOTEL - HALF AN HOUR LATER

Crville 1s loaded into an ambulance.

o1

-

!
£

pond ;.m.i

{to Cwyd
vwl UYL

We'll foliow you.

[44]

{CCNTINULD)
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6 Philo and Lynne get into the car with Wilson. Clyde's 1n the
back.

123 INT. WILSON'S CAR - TRAVELING - DAY

As they follow the ambulance to the hospital. Lynne is
nestled against Phllo's . side.

PHILO
{(to Wilson)
I owe you one.

WILSO”
We're even. Your hairy friend
back there gaved my ass.

PEILC
(considers 1it)
We're even then.

LYNNE
(to Philo)
You're not going to filght, are you?

\ PHILO
. If I don't, it's a forfeir. Lot

of folks beu money on me, and noet
all of them are rich.

WILSON
If neither of us shows, there'’s
no fight. All bets are off.

PHILO
It's somethin' to think about.

129 INT. ORVILLE'S HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY

Orville 1fes in bed, patched up. Lynne sits beside him,
Phllo stands at the foot of the bed.

ORVILLE
You gonna fight?

PHILO
T don't know. Depends on "ilson.
{starts to lsave)
I'1l s=e y 11 later,
%*5}

ane 5ha
Stay with Orville.

(CONTINUED)
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— ' ORVILLE
.q, On your way out, why Jdon't you
’ ] mention to all them nuprses what

a hero I am?

PHILO
Now why didn't I think of thas?

. TWO BEAUTIFUL NURSES appear 1n the open doorway and look into
the room.

BEAUTIFUL NURSE
{to Philo)
Is that the herc?

B PHILO
That's him,

The two nurses enter to comfort the hero. We FOLLOW Philo out
of the room and down the hall.

CRVILLE
{(hollering fronm
the rocom;}
You're a good man, Philo Beddoet

' . Philo smiles.

130 EXT. HOSPITAL PARKING LOT - DAY

Wilson is leaning against his car with a bunch of bananas
under his arm. He is feeding them to Clvde through the win-
dow, and the young Zlutton of the forest is gobbling them down
like gumdrops. Philc comes up, and the two men watch Clyde
for a few moments.

WILSC
The young man has a real healithy
appetite.

PHILO
That he does.

WILSCOH

{after a2 pause)
I den't think we can end it =aven.

PHILO
I don't think.

. . P (R,
R et o0 ST
AR NIV ENE R S

On the cother hand, I zot no great
desire to make mee?* an T

(CONTINUED)
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PEILG
(little smile)
Flgure you would?

WILSON
(answers the
smile)
I figure. But we'll find out
whether I would have or not.

PHILO
I guess we will.

INT. BEEKMAN'S HOTEL SUITE -~ DAY
Beekman talks on the phone while Scarfe Zooks on.

BEEKMAHN
(yelling into
the phone])
Don't you hang up on me you son
of a bitch! Wilsont Wilson!

He slams down the phone.

BEEKMAN
Nelther one is going to show.

SCARFE
All bets are off then.

BEEKMAN
Damn him! I spent z lot of time
and money setting this thing up.
You'd better let all the sporting
folks know.

INT. FAT ZACK'S HOTEL SUITE - DAY

The three oil cowboys sit arcund amid their usual bevy of
cowglrls. The room 1s shrouded in cloom.

FAT ZACY
Real shame.

TUTIT YN RATIST TPy
LITTLE MELVIHN

Weulda been the ficht of the century.
LOHG JoEN

Pamn right. Tco bad.

91.
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EXT. AMARILLO HOTEL -~ DAY
Taxis are lined up in front of the hotel, carrying off the
crowd of Sporting Folks, who nc longer have any reason to
stay. All is gloom and disapointment,
FIRST SPORTING TYPE
I blew a hundred thousand dellar
deal to get out here for this fight.
SECOND SPORTING TYPE
Hell, 1t would've been worth it.

INT. LOCAL GREASY SPOON ~ DAY

The same group cof partons as the day before, but instead of
working clcthies, they're all dressed in thelr sporting duds.

BEARD
Wilson would've taken him.

CHICANO
Hell he would have.

COO0K
{glum)
Hell who cares.

INT. WILSON'S CAR -~ TRAVELING - DAY

The car pulls up beside a defunct cattle auction bullding,
locked up and unused for some time. Philo looks at Wilson.

WILSON
Dirt floocr.

Philo neds. The two men and Clvde get cut of the car. They
each takes one of Clyde®s hands and the trio walks to the large
door of the building. Clyde breaks off the rusted lock and
they go inside. ,

INT. DEFUNCT CATTLE AUCTION BUILDING - DAY

Clyde eclimbs on a beam. The two men atrip to the waist. They
circle ezch cther slowly. Wilson throws the filrst punch.
Y

Around the corner of the buildings roll a pair of scrapping
THELVE-YEAR-CLD BOY3, one Chicanc, the other Anplo.

{CONTINUED)
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They scrabble to their feet and swing wildly at each other.
The Anglo runs at the Chlecano and tutts hlm back agzalnst the
steel window of the building. As he closes, he glances
through the window and sees Philo and Wilson inslde.

ANGLO BOY
Jesus, it's them!

CHICAND BOY
What? :
(turns)
Jesus.

A COP comes around the corner of the bullding.

cOP
411 right., you kids, what're you
doin' here?

The two kids are mesmerized by the fight; they don't even hear
the Cop.

COP
( grm»-:ing anzyy )
I said, what are you doinz her

(4]

i

Still no answer. The cop strides zngrily up behind the kids
and grabs them by their shirt-ccllars. Then he glances
through the window and freezes in mid-grac. T

Inside, the two men are still feeling each other out. The
tempo 1s slow, careful. But the punches, though infrequent,
are lightning fast and stunning.

cor
(wide-eyed)
Jesus.

The Cop lets go of the two boys and

d ru around the corner to
yell at his partner, who is walting

runs
in their patrol car.

cor
{(yells)
It's ont
2ND CoP
What?
CcoP
The fichtt Itte ont

The 2nd Cop grabs at the radio mlke to pass on the news.
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138 INT. CAB OF DYNAMITE TRUCK -~ DAY

& burly TRUCKER is monitoring police ealls on his CB.

94,

The

speedometer regziaters 85, and it's clear why hls CB handle

is The Angel Cabriel.

POLICE VOICE
(from CB)
... and put a car out on 34,

TRUCKER
(grins)
You do that, pal.

'He switches channels.

2ND COP'S VQICE
(from CB)

It's them! Leddege and Wilson!
They're fighting!

TRUCKER
(grabs his CB mike)
Breaker one-nine. This is the
Anpel Gabriel.

139 INT., HATTIE'S COHTINENTAL - TRAVELING - DAY

Chauffeur at the wheel.
0ld ladies, Hattle and Harriet.
where Hattle can operate it.

TRUCKER'S VOICE
(from CR)
It's on! The fight is on!
The Chauffeur turns and loocks at Hattie.

HATTIE
(yells at him)
_ What are you waiting for, dummy!
The bilg car squeals through a preposterocus U-turn, and
back to Amgrillo.

140 INT. BEZKMAN'S HOTEL SUITE - DAY

Beekman and Scarfe linen~-covered

a
=2 45 picking at

Hell, best place in the world to
get a rattiesnake cooxked up 13
East Texas. Aren't you having any?

“’3

(CONTIRUED)

In the tack, downcast, the two 1ittle
A CB i1s mounted in the back

streak

+able.

a
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SCARFE
No.

BEEKMAN
Well that damn reptile cost me
five grand, and I'm going to enjoy
every goddamn bite.

The phone RINGS. Scarfe plcks 1t up, listens for a moment,
then hangs up.

SCARFE
They're fighting.

BEEXMAN
What time 1is it?

SCARFE
Eleven fifty.

BEEXMAH

The bets don't canecel t1ill noon.
All bets are still on.

(jumps up)
Let's go!

EXT. AMARILLO AIRPCRT - DAY

Dozens of Sporting Types race out of the airport and scrabble
to commandeer cabs back to Amarilloe.

INT. COCKPIT, FAT ZACK'S AIRPLANE - DAY
Fat Zack, at the controls, launches the plane on its take-off

run. Jweet Sue sifts in the co-pilct's seat beside him, with
one phone of a headset pressed agalinst her ear.

{shouts zbove

the roar)
It's ont
FAT ZACK
(shouts)
What?
SHEET SUE
{shouta)

T 8 olb
- Tos A s
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143  EXT. AIRPCRT RUNWAY - DAY

The plane 1s halfway down the runway, already c¢lose to 100
m.p.h. Suddenly the brakes scream and smoke plumes f{rom the
tires. The plane skids down the runway, executes a pirouette,
and comes to a stop facing the other way.

The engines rev up immedliately, and the plane taxis down a
service road, heading toward the boundary fence of the alirport.
It crunchas through the fence and continues down the service
road to where it Jjoins t¢he highway. It turns onto the highway
and heads for Amarililo.

144 INT. CCMMERCIAL JET - DAY
A STEWARDESS comes down the zisle te Big Tony FPaoll.

STEWARDESS
There's a call for ycu, ¥Mr. Faoll.
You can take it in the cockpit.

Big Tony heads for the cockpit, followed by cone of his body-
guards.

145 INT. COMMERCIAL CCCEPIT - DAY

Big Tony takes an earphone from the radlo orerator, listans
for a moment, then hands it back. The bodyguard stands near
the cockpit door.

BIG TONY
{to pilot)
Captain, I'm afraid you?ll have
to turn this plane arocund.

'The Pilot turns to look at him, then locks at the bodyguard.

PILCT
Is this a hijacking?

BIG TONY
This is not a hijacking. This is
a medicszl emergency. My mother is
very 1l1ll.

The Pilot glances from Big Tony to the hcdyguard.
BIG TONY

{ominous)
His mother 43 zlizo wvapy

o
-
jok

T A
PILGT

{to radio mike)
This is flight 307 calling fmarillio.

{CONTINUED)
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{(from radio)

i‘ CONTROLLER'S VQICE
4 Go ahead, 307.

PILOT
{(to radic mike)
We have a medical emergency. Reguest
permission to return and land.

146 INT. LOCAL GREASY SPOCN - DAY

The patrons' attention 1s caught by several PEOPLE running

past in the street. One of them stops and yells through the
door. :

PASSERBY
(yelling)
It's on!

With whoops of glee, the patrons pour into the street.

147 OMITTED

. 148 2XT. AMARILLO STRELT - DAY

Cholla and his Widows, bikeless. trot down the street.

ELMO
But what happened to our bikes,
Cholla®
CHOLLA
I told you. The cops pinched ‘em.
ELMO
But what for?
" B CHECLLA
How the hell do I know? Cops are

copSs.

149  EXT. % INT. CATTLE AU

CTICH BUILDING - DAY
Qutside, hundreds of people surround th2 building, peering
through the windows 3t the battle within. More people arrive
with each passing minute. There's a zreat deal of yelling,
cheering, tustlin nd oetiinT.
- (CONTINUED;
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By contrast, the inside of the cavernous buildlng 1is silent,

except for the occasional smack of a landed blow. The crowd

nolse is 2 barely audidle FURMUR. The two men are completely
focused, each comprising the whole of the other's world.

Suddenly Philo stuns Yilson with a right. Wllson retreats,

Philc presses. They're near one of the doors. Wilson runs

at Philo, knocks him back agalinst the door., The rotten wood
gives way and the two men explode through the door and roll

into the street.

The crowd shifts with the fight, rolling like a human carped
around the buillding and along the street.

Clyde stands in the busted doorway, not knowing whether t
follow the crowd or stay put. His dilemma is solved by the
arrival of Lynne, a bandaged Orville, and Orville's new
friend, one of the beautiful nurses.

LYNNE
{calls to Clyde)
Come on, Clyde.

Clyde jolns the trioc and they move with the crowd along
street.

ot
jay
[¢1]

EXT. AMARILLO STRELET ~ DAY

Zack's ailrplane rolls down the street, its wings tilp chopping
off utility poles on both sides. The plane reaches an inter-
section and executes a lumbering turn, only to come face to
face wlth Ancel Cabriel’'s dynamife truck heading in the
opposite direction. Brakes screech, dilsaster looms -- buft the
two vehicles come to a stop nose-to-ncse, inches apart. Zack
and hils motely crew clamber out of the plane.

RESUME - THE FIGHT :

The bala%ée has shifted: Wilson now has the edge. He is
batterling Philo backward down the street.

The crowd numbers in the thousands zand is still growing.
Seattered through it are the sroups we've been following.
Cheering thelr man a T contincents: Beekman and
Scarfe; sever of ¢ s Tha creasSy SDOOTY numerous
Sporting T nd { from the Sleepy Tyme CaDing.
Loeoking do tingents; the oll cowboys
and their rict  Tornne, Clyde, Orililc
and wlo oo '3 gruncrarssy ths rest o7 Laeg
patrons orf Freas 2ak clery from the downtown
hotel; and half t Amarillc,

(CONTINUED)
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But Philo bergins to land body bleows, thudding smashes to
Wilson's ribz and stomach. The balance shifts again, in
Philo's favor. Wilson sppears to be pgrowing weaker.

Beekman watches grimly as his man is battered.
Wilson is a beaten man unless he gets scme help.

Tt looks like

BEEKMAN
{to Scarfe)
Kill nim.
Scarfe looks at him.
BEEXKMAN

You heard me. HNow.

Scarfe locoks arcund for the Muscles.
them & ned.
off.

He spots them and gives
Head HMuscle returns the nod, and leads his men

EXT. SIDE STREET - DAY

The Widows are making their way up the street when they
the Muscles near iIntersectlon. Head luscle 1s SCIeWing
silencer on his pistol.

0 o
i
O
(44

CHOLLA
Hey, it's Beddcoe, they're gonna
kill Beddoe! Those are Beekman's
hoods.

ELMO
That's great, Cholla.
tem a hand.

Let’s gilve

CHOLLA
You fageoty twit! I sold our bikes
and bet the money on Beddoe!

ELMO
Cheolla, how could you?

DALLAS
We been at war with Reddce for
over a year,

CHOLLA
War is war, bSut business iz tusiness.
They ==t nim, we zre pusted flat.
DALLAZ
{eyeing the
Muscles)
Hell, business 1s business.
{CONTINUED)
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The Widows launcn themselves zt the Musele and proceed to
destroy them. %'s the only time we've ever seen them fight
effectively.

RESUME - THE FIGHT

Philo is hammering Wilscn, who is beginning to stagger. Thile
lands a shattering comblnation, knocking Wilson zcross the
sidewalk and into the wall of a bullding. Wilson smacks
agalnst thes well and stays there, hands down. Philo
approaches, stops, drops his hands. The crowd 1s silent: we
¢an hear the two men breathing heavily.

PHILO
Ve can stop it here.

Wilson wipes the blood from his mouth and manages a smile.

WILSON
Even?

PHILO
No., You'll owe me.

WILSON
Think I°11 buy that while I'm
stlll standing up?

PHILO
No.

Wilson pushes himself away from the wall and swings at Philo.
The flght resumes. The crowd roars alive,

RESUME - SIDE STREET ~ DAY

The four Muscles lie unconscious in the street. The Widocus
stand around Cholla, who slts on the curb, tears running down
hils cheeks.

CHOLLA
How could you do this to me Lord?
{(screams at the
Widows)
We gaved Phile Bsddos's ags!

{ CONTINUED)
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A Muscle lying beside him groans and tries to get up. Without
looking arcund, Cholla zrabs him by the hair and smashes his
face into the sidewalk.

CHOLLA
Ch, the shame of it!

INT. POSH RESTAURANT - DAY

Sitting at a table are two members of Amarillo’'s upper crust:
one a fat PIGGY type, the other hollow-cheeked and BEAKNOSED.

PIGGY
Isn't there some kind of brawl
golng on this afternoon?

BEAKY
Yes, a couple of lower-class types
are busy bashing esach cther into
dlsgusting pulp.

Suddenly Philo and Wilson smash through the door and slam inte
the table, sending Plzey and Beaky Ilyiru Waiters and patrons
dive for their lives as the two men thelr way across the
elegant dining room. But the werst to com2: now the
erowd surges through the doors like de of locusts,
destroying everything in their path.
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Fat Zack grabs a steak from a plate as he passes, and alter-
nately chews on it and waves it 1llke & pom-pon.

One of Big Tony's bodyguards asppropriates a huge lobster. He
proceeds to crack 1t open with his bare hands, passing morsels
of white meat to hls boss,

Pnilc and Wilson battle across the dining room and Into the
kitchen.

INT. RESTAURANT KITCHENW - DAY

The crowd surges into the kitchen, pressing goggle~eyed chefs

agalnst the wall. Philo and ¥Wilson slug it out in a small
space in the center of the kitchen.

Wilscn looks almost gone. But he summons a reserve of strength
from somewhere and launches a flurry of blows. As Phllc gpives
ground, YWilson aims a vicious karate chop at his left arm.

We hear the CRACH of bone, and Thilo cw odewn with a broion

o

it 2im W
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CONTINUED)
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- Sitting on the floor with his back againsi a counter, Philo
.- tries to push himself up, but the weilznt on his broken arm
; causes him to gasp with pain. Wilson stands over him. lews

of the broken arm ripples through the crowd. Lynne pushes her
way to the front.

WILSON
It's broke, That's 1it.

Philoc shifts hls welght and tries to push himself up with his
good arm. Wilson steps back,

WILSCH
That's it!

Philo manages to get to his feet. The itwdo men face each
other, breathing heavily.

PHILO
No.

WILSON
Don't make me do this, damn it!

Philo slugs him. The Fight continues., The crowd 1s sutdued.
. They can't believe Philo is continuing te fight with a broken
arn.

157 EXT. LARGE PARXING LOCT BEHIND RESTAURANT - DAY

Philo and Wilson smash out the back door of the restaurant and
contlnue the fight in the pvarking lot. The c¢rowd forms a2 huge
circle around them. The mood has changed dramatically. No
more cheering and yelling. The spectators are zwed by th
ferceity of the battle and the grim determinaticn of the twe
men. The crowd 1s almost completely silent; even the people
in the bcck can hear the smack of fist against flesh., FPro-
gress reports are passed back in whispers.

Fighting one-handed, Philo 1s forced to give ground con-
stantly. But Wilson is exhausted: he doesn't have the
strength to put Philo away. Even with a broken arm, Phils
turns out to te the more dursble of the two. And durabillty,
as they both know, is the ksy,

Philo begin
Philo press
himselfi. H

b o
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ee side, and from

Pnilec walts for several seconds, then ime2ls beside him and
omoh
hat he's a DOCTOR.

turns him over. A man kne2ls on the ot
quick, practiced movements it's clear &
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noCcTOR
(to Philo)
He's just unconsciocus.

The doctor holds a vial of smelling salts under %YWllson's
nose.

WILSOH
{opens his eyes)
Was I out?

PHILO
You were out.

WILSCN
How long?

PHILO .
Long enough.

WILSQOH

That's it, then.

PHILO
That's 1t.

The c¢reowd i1s zwed, respectful, silent. Phailo helps
Wilson up.

WILSON
Better get that arm fixed.

Philo nods. The two men walk off together, arms around each

(‘

other's shoulders. The crowd opens silently for them.

As they move away, a cheer rises from the crowd, growing
louder and louder, a tribute to both men.

OHMITTED

INT. POSH RESTAURANT - DAY

The restaurant 4tz still
small ar=a hs bﬂen alen

e from the fight, but a
.WS ™ [a
table with one of his body
z tL T
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@“? who sits at &
veuard opens clams
hams and
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not speak until he has
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BODYGUARD
He's payin' oif thirty cents on
the dolliar., He offered us forty
cents il we proriged not to touch

i,
‘ BIG TONY
Lid you promise?
BODYGUARD
0f course.
BIG TONY
Good, Did you count it?
BODYGUARD
0f course.
BIG TONY

Good. Now go back and kill hin.

BODYGUARD
Of course.

Tne two bodyguards lsave to carvry ouft tnelr assignments.
Big Tcay ovens a fresh clazm by thurmning it with 2 wine
bottle, Ho extracts ths clan from the ebris, SQULTTS
it with lemon, and pops it in his mouth He chews with
satisfaction, then beiches.

INT, FAT ZACK'S HOTEL SUITE - MNIGHT

The oil covwboys and their cowgirls are playing strip
poker once again, but with the addition cf twe new
players: HATTIE and HARRIET, who are down to toeir
bloomers.

LITTLEEEELVZ&
- . Hell, Zack, tnirty cents on the
dollar don't sven cover the cost
of the plans.

T ! C
Don't natter, It's wo
for the pravilegr of s
f‘ié;ﬂt 3.-1:‘?.‘3' “hat.

LOsG JOHH




160

161

162

CONTIRUED:

PAY ZACK
{(to Hattic}
I got to cail you for your
bloomers, ma'am.

BATTIE
(beaming)
Jell goddamn, chivalry ain't
éead in Texas.

FPAT ZACK
Thank you, ma'am,.
INT. BEEKMA'S HOTEL SUITE - NIGHT
Scarfe peers out the door and what he sees coming down the

nall makes him slam the door and lock it. He hurries .
acroess the roonm.

BEEXRAN
Wno is it?

SCARFE
Tony's boys.

BEERMAN

What arse they here for?

SCARFE
{elimbing ocut
the window)
What the hell do you think.

Beeliman follows him out the window and tne two men clamber
down the fire escape., Tne bodyguards hammer at the door.,

EXT, HOTEL PARKIAG LOT « WIGHT

Scarfe and Zeckuan scurry across the lot toward the HMuscle's
black Cadaillac, A3 they reacn it, Cholla and ths VWidows
materialize out of the dariness.

CHOLLA
Pelieve you owe us another ssventy
cents on the dollar, Beekman.

eFRI ALY
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{CONTINUED)
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Scarfe pulls his gun ocut, then spots Biz Tony's boys
coming acroess the parking lot.

CHOLLA
He don't know o we are,
(to liovdy)
Tell him who wWwe dar3.

HooDyY
{(adjusting
eyepaten)
Wia are the Blacl Widuws. We are
feared threougnoutr tns land,.

Tne two men r»un for thexr 1ives.

ELIO
You see how they 1lit out when
they found out who we were?

CHOLLA
I told you I'd make you great.

DALLAS
But we still zot screwed,

FRANK
Yeah! We still got screwed.

CHOLLA
(grins, holds up
car keys)
No we didn't,.

162A IdT. CCOUHNTRY & WESTERN BAR - AMARILLO -~ HIGHT

- 106,

This i3 no time to dalily.

Six around the table: Philo ard Lynne, Orville and his

nurse, Clyde and Wilson.

ORVILLE
Got a card from la in Bakersfield,
Says there's a revival meeting.

PHILO

God is her shepherd,
(to Yilson)

You goin' back East?

WILSON
I suppuse,

PHLILO
California ain't 2 bad place.

{CONTINUED)

Philot's left arm 1s in a sling.
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WIL3OA :
L ain't crazy about the place...
(sweeps them all
with a look)
ees DUt I like thne Jzoplesa.
(to Lynne)
eee and the musictl!s great.

LYK
Thanl you,.
Wilson scands to leave.
PHILO
You gonna have any problems with
Beekman?
WILSON
He's got the problems. He can't
cover,

Philo stunds and the two men shalte hands. Wilson lsaves,

PHILO
{to Orvills)
How 'bout you?

ORVILLE
Think I might stay in Amarillo
A while, Hediczl cares.

PHILO
Right.

He 1ooks at Lynne, Sne tucks her zrm in his,

LYHNE
I like the place and I love the
peopla, _ S

EXT. TRAFFIC SIGNAL - EA3T TEXAS HIGHWAY - MORNING

Orville's wizcler pulls t5 a stop at the signal. Lynne 1is
at the wheel, Philc in the maddle, Civdz at the window.

A black Cadill: Clyde's s.de. The sun-rool
slidzss open =& 13 heEad ub.

(CONTINUED)
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PHLLU
You talkin'! to me?

CHOLLA
Ye2an, I'm talkin' to you., Ve
gob a little debt cutstanding.

PHILO
Yean? '

Cholla hands forty dellars to Clyde.

CHOLLA
Porty bucks. Believe we're
even now.

PHILO
Belleve we are.

CHOLLA
That was one nell of a fight.
One hell of =z fight.

PHILO
Heard you nad a little scuffle
yourself.

CA0LLA

(shrugs modestly)
Yeah’ Wellees

The shrug tips his wig to the side. FPhilo touches his
forehead to indicate it to Cholla, who reaches up and

straightens the wig.

CHOLLA
Thanks. Don't lock foo bad
when it's on stralight.

- PHILO
Looks real good.

CHOLLA
You take care nov.

PHILO
You too,

Cholla witiudruws and the uaﬁilimé moves off, On its

do s gy ] - E HDLITY O BEThN TNTY o Mmoo iy
trunk is 4 siun: PHTIC BEDDDE TOH ST eRIDLEET .

EXT, DEATH VALLEY HIGHWAY - HIGH NOOK

108,

Of ficer Liorpgan sits on his motoreycle szt the side of the road.

{CONTIHULD)
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The sun blazes down on his head, sweat pours down his
dust-caked Tace, rville's wrecker passes, and iorgan
recognizes Clyde. He starts his motor and glves cnase.

The wreckser pulls to a stop, with organ behind 1t. He
walks to the driver's side of the truck.

MORGAN
{(to Lynne)
Speeding and wrecltless driving.

LYNNE
e were doing fifty.

MONGAN
{walks arcund
the truck)
And I'm impounding this btruck
as evidence,

: PHILO
Evidence for what?
FMORGAN
(now on Clvdetls

side)
Evidence for transporting zan
amimal wWwithoub ownershis 'agarc
and ca2rtificatss of innocculatio

PHILO
No one owns Clyde. He's a free
person.

MORGAN
The animal goes Lo the kenne
the venhicle goes to the poll
yard. I'm going to be 1 7
in this dessrt Ior the n
tnree years because of 7
- Beddoe, and youlre gsonna pay.

Clyde lcoits at Pnilo, Philo looks at Lynne.

ut the windew and Officer Morgan
nis pock, out like a lignt.

I,{\:iﬂ-g ,;a( TS TY ""’.ﬁf"‘_‘ e e w P ET LY
iti . HELAER Can - TRAVALING -~ DUSEXR

Philo drives one-handed, his good arm looped around Lynne
who ls asleep against nis side,

{CONTINUED)
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He looks over and sees that Clyde is ltissing a glossy
photograph turn f{rom a magazine.

PHILO
Hew girl friend? Let's see.

Clyde shows nim the phdte: it's Bo Derek in all her
decimzl slory.

PHILO
We may have 2 little trouble
with that one, ©¢id buddy.

"Clyda resaches into the glove compartment and takes out a

banana and &4 rubber-bulb syringe and holds them up.
PHILO
We'll try it, but den't geﬁ
Jour hopes up.
They drive off into the sunset.

FADE OUT.

THE END




