TRAVELS WITH FARLEY.

FADE IN. INT. 30 SECOND INTRO. THEME MUZAK COMES UP, ALL KEYBOARDS. THE FRAME “TRAVELS WITH FARLEY” COMES UP FOR 4 SECONDS.

NARRATOR (DON PARDO LIKE AND UPBEAT): Buckle up. It could be a bumpy ride.......it’s time to travel with Farley!!

FRAME BEGINS WITH A TATTERED POLAROID OVERLAID ON A YELLOWED MAP. THE POLAROID SHOWS FARLEY, HOISTING A BEER STEIN IN A GERMAN PUB, WITH A RED POINTER SHOWING THE CITY ON THE MAP BENEATH.

NARRATOR (MOCK ON THE OLD WIDE WORLD OF SPORTS INTRO): Spanning the globe for the more obscure, the offbeat, and the occasionally discolored locales.....

VARIOUS FRAMES SHOW FARLEY LOUNGING ON TOP OF A ARABIC TRAIN WITH OTHER RIDERS, WAVING FROM THE ENTRANCE TO A BOGOTA BAR, ARGUING WITH TWO STREET COPS IN THAILAND, SLEEPING IN A CATHOLIC MASS IN CENTRAL AFRICA AND, FINALLY, WITH HIS ARM OVER THE SHOULDERS OF HIS FIELD PRODUCER, JEVES, ON A DESERT COAST. EACH TIME THE YELLOWED MAP CHANGES BELOW THE POLAROIDS, WITH A ARROW POINTING TO THE CITY ON THE MAP.

NARRATOR: ..... this weeks guest traveler.....Nicholas Cage! From studio B-17 here’s your host, Ted Brewer.

FADE INTO THE STUDIO. SMALL AUDIENCE CHEERS AS TED BREWER WALKS FROM STAGE LEFT FROM BEHIND A PARTITION AND WAVES TO THEM AND ACROSS THE STAGE. STAGE RIGHT IS PROFESSOR BILL, BEHIND A CLUTTERED BANK OF KEYBOARDS AND COMPUTER MONITORS, AND WE SEE HE HAS BEEN PLAYING THE THEME SONG ALL THIS TIME. THE PROFESSOR SPORTS A LONG BLONDE PONYTAIL THAT FALLS OVER A WHITE LAB COAT. PASTEL LAPELS BLOOM FROM HIS COLLAR. BILL WAVES BACK, TEMPORARILY LOSING THE BASS BEAT. TED MOVES TO CENTER STAGE.

TED: Hey.... thanks a lot! Welcome to another couple of journeys. Where’s Farley and Jeves this week, Professor Bill? (pauses) Ladies and gentlemen, our geographical consultant and musical themeister, Bill Platt.

AUDIENCE CHEERS. BILL BOWS SLIGHTLY THEN CASUALLY WAVES.

BILL: Bogota, Colombia, Ted.

TED: Bogota, where all those drugs come from, right?

BILL: Well, among other things, yeah.

TED: Ohhhhh man. (to someone offstage) We even got a live feed, right Sammy? (waits) Yeah, OK. Our guest traveler tonight is Nicholas Cage, quite the actor and a real ambassador of goodwill it turns out, aye Bill?

BILL HITS A BIZARRE SYNTHESIZER NOTE TO HIGHLIGHT THIS POINT BUT THE VOLUME IS WAY TOO HIGH. HE CUTS IT DOWN. TED IS A BIT SHAKEN.

TED: (slightly sarcastic) Groovy, professor. Nick Cage took one of our videographers to northern Australia...

BILL: (cutting in) Up north in the tropics, a real sweathole.

TED: Karumba is the town, to fish for the notorious tropical mud catfish with a tough ass woman guide and to ferret out some of the more obscure locals. Apparently a real outlaw haven for the whole country I understand.

BILL: Not a five star place, Ted.

TED: OK, well, let’s roll, aye?

INAPPROPRIATE TRAVEL MUZAK ERUPTS FROM THE PROFESSORS KEYS. TED CROSSES TO CENTER STAGE AND SITS AT A LARGE THRONE LIKE WOODEN CHAIR DRAWN UP NEXT TO BILLS ELECTRONIC SEMI-CIRCULAR WALL BUT IMMEDIATELY TO ONE SIDE OF A HUGE 8X12 VIDEO SCREEN THAT FILLS THE BACK WALL. HE STARTS TO SIT AND BILL HURRIEDLY PULLS A STRAY MAGAZINE FROM THE CHAIR FOR HIM FIRST.

TED: Thanks, man.

BILL: Groovy. 

TED SITS AND CROSSES HIS LEGS. BILL MOVES TO A COMPUTER TERMINAL.

TED: Before we go live to Farley the professors going to fill us in on Bogota, Colombia. Union rules only give you 60 seconds, Bill. (shrugs apolgetically)

BILL: It’s cool.... no problem.

A DIGITAL COUNTDOWN CLOCK APPEARS IN THE UPPER LEFT CORNER OF THE BIG STAGE SCREEN AND STARTS TO COUNTDOWN FROM 60 SECONDS. BILL STARTS TAPPING AND THE SCREEN FILLS WITH A PANARAMA OF BOGOTA, SHOT FROM A VISTA ON ONE SIDE OF THE CITY.

BILL: Let’s get oriented, folks. Bogota is up in the andes mountains of northern south america, in Colombia.

THE SCREEN SHOWS A PHYSICAL RELIEF MAP OF SOUTH AMERICA THEN ONE OF JUST COLOMBIA.

TED: The capital city, right?

BILL: (a little irritated and with a mildly sharp stare) Yeah....yeah, righto. It’s up at 9000 feet so it’s cold a lot, real sweater weather at night and sometimes in the day. It’s close enough to the equator to be like this year around.

THE SCREEN SHOWS THE CITY PANARAMA AGAIN THEN STREET SCENES.

BILL: The people consider themselves quite cosmopolitan overall, speak a real pure spanish, and are pretty friendly when you crack through the surface formality. There are definite places you want to stay out of.

TED: We’ll see thay from Farleys perspective, I’m sure.

BILL: Here’s the 4 star panarama, man.... you’re there!!

THE SCREEN SPLITS AND WE SEE ONLY THE STAGE SCREEN ON OURS. ONE THE LEFT IS A OVERLOOK SHOT OF THE CITY. ON THE RIGHT IS A CITY MAP, ORIENTED WITH NORTH UP, WITH A RED POINTER POINTING SOUTH.

BILL: This is looking south from the citys north side.

THE PANARAMA ON THE LEFT CHANGES AND NOW THE POINTER ON THE MAP ON THE RIGHT OF THE SCREEN IS POINTING TO THE NORTH.

BILL: And looking north from the south side of the city.

PANARAMA SHOT CHANGES AND THE POINTER ON THE MAP ON THE RIGHT SIDE NOW POINTS TO THE WEST.

BILL: Looking to the west side of the city from the east side.

PANARAMA CHANGES AGAIN AND THE POINTER NOW POINTS TO THE EAST.

BILL: And finally looking east from the citys west side. You’re there, amigo!! Geographarama!

TED: OK, Bill. Thanks. Looks like a cool place. (to offstage) How about the feed, Sammy? Is Jeves ready?

SAMMY: (voice only, offstage) Go!!

THE SCREEN BEHIND TED BUZZES THEN WE SEE A DARKENED ROOM AND THE PROFILE OF A A MAN SITTING ON THE SIDE OF A BED.

TED: Jeves? Is that you? Can you hear me, bud?

JEVES LEANS FORWARD INTO THE LIGHT, HAIR DISHEVELED, ELBOWS ON KNEES.

JEVES: Yeah, Ted. We’re here.

TED: Where are you?

JEVES: In our hotel room, Ted. A little change of plans I’m afraid.

TED: Where’s Farley?

JEVES MOTIONS OVER HIS SHOULDER AND MOVES TO THE SIDE A BIT TO ALLOW US TO SEE A LUMPEN SHAPE IN THE OTHER BED.

JEVES: Back there, man. A bit indisposed right now.

FARLEY: (loudly and thickly) FUCK YOU!!

JEVES: (looking back to camera and shrugging) Charming.

TED: (a bit worried) What’s going on. I thought we were set. We were suppossed to.....

JEVES: (cutting in) It’s cool, it’s cool. I’ve spliced some stuff together from earlier today and tonight. We’re having to lay a little low after Farleys all star performance. I’ll straighten it out in the morning.

TED: How are you broadcasting?

JEVES: The dish is propped up on a chair on the balcony. Pretty nifty, aye professor?

BILL: Right on, Jeveroski.

TED: So.... what DO you have?

JEVES: Comin up. You guys get ready up there. OK, here we go....

THE 8x12 SCREEN BUZZES AND THERE’S FARLEY ON A NARROW, DESERTED INNER CITY STREET. HE’S STROLLING ALONG EVENLY, LOOKING ABOUT. HE’S DRESSED IN THE CLASSIC SAFARI JACKET, MUCH AS A PHOTOJOURNALIST IN SOME WAR TORN COUNTRY, BUT HIS BELLY POKES OUT A BIT, BETRAYING A BIT OF SLOTH. JEVES MUST BE SHOOTING FROM BEHIND HIM, FOLLOWING HIM.

FARLEY: Cool and dry mountain air, Jeves. Damn, nothing like it. 

HE PASSES A WOMAN IN A SHAWL WHO SMILES SHYLY. FARLEY SMILES BACK WARMLY AND WAVES TO HER. 

FARLEY: Howdy, maam. Friendly enough around here, Jeves.

JEVES: (off camera) I know it’ll take a little longer but maybe we should go through the square to get to the docks.

FARLEY: Aw, c’mon Jeves. This isn’t too bad of a neighborhood.

THEY PASS 3 MEN LEAVING A STOOP, SMOKING, EYEING THEM SUSPICIOUSLY, AND PASSING A BOTTLE BETWEEN THEM.

FARLEY: Hey boys, how’s it going?

THEY DON’T ANSWER AND JUST STARE AT HIM.

FARLEY: Jeves, check it out! Must be a local watering hole. What do you say we nip in and meet some of the locals? Local color, buddy!!

FARLEY HAS COME TO A SMALL, WIDE CEMENT STAIRWAY THAT LEADS 10 FEET UP TO A DOUBLE DOORWAY WITH A BIG SIGN ABOVE IT WHICH SAYS “CHUCHOS” AND ON IT, BEFORE A BACKDROP OF EXPLODING FIREWORKS, IS A IMAGE OF A CRAZED GAUCHO WITH A CLENCHED FIST RAISED TO THE SKY. ROWDY HOOTS AND CONVERSATION ISSUE FROM WITHIN.

JEVES: I don’t know, man.

FARLEY: (going inside) We’re getting old, Jeves.

THEY ENTER. IT’S THE CLASSIC LATIN “MENS” BAR: DIMLY LIT, SMOKY, A POOL TABLE OFF TO THE SIDE, AND A LONG BAR RUNNING ALONG ONE WALL FROM FRONT TO BACK. ABOUT 15 PATRONS LOOK UP AS HE ENTERS. FOUR ARE PLAYING POOL. MOST ARE AT THE BAR. A SOCCER GAME IS ON A OLD TV BEHIND THE BAR AND SULTRY LATIN MUSIC PLAYS FROM A JAMBOX NEXT TO IT. LITTLE RED CHRISTMAS TREE LIGHTS RUN AROUND THE WHOLE PLACE AT WAIST LEVEL. FARLEY IS NOW JUST INSIDE THE DOORWAY, EYES ADJUSTING TO THE LOW LIGHT. JEVES SHOOTS FROM THE DOORWAY.

FARLEY: (loudly) Hola, amigos! Don’t mind the camera. No problems. We’re americans! Yep. On vacation in your sweet and wonderful country here. Trying to sell this camera stuff back home if we can. We haven’t YET, but hey, eh???? (laughs heartily)

SOME LOCALS LOOK AT EACH OTHER THEN RESUME THEIR TALKING OR DRINKING. FARLEY MOVES TO THE BAR TO ADDDRESS JULIO, THE BARTENDER.

FARLEY: How about a couple of beers, amigo? What’s your name anyway? How do you say it in Colombian? Como se your name is?

JULIO: (looking coldly at Farley)It’s Julio, man.

FARLEY: You speak english, eh?

JULIO: (looking stiffly into the camera and toweling out a glass) A lot of us do, man.... this is BOGOTA.

FARLEY: (loudly)Hell yeah!! (a few guys look up and scope him out then ignore him) This is my cameraman, Jeves. Jeves, Julio.

WE SEE A HAND SNAKE OUT INTO THE CAMERAS FIELD OF VIEW AND SHAKE HANDS WITH JULIO.

FARLEY: Give us two of the houses best, Julio.

JEVES PANS THE CAMERA ABOUT AND WE SEE THAT THE POOL GAME IS ON AGAIN ALTHOUGH FARLEY IS NOW GETTING THE OCCASIONAL CURIOUS STARE.

FARLEY: Let’s find a table, Jeves, and set up shop. Let’s MINGLE, man.

THE SCREEN BUZZES AGAIN AND NOW WE SEE JEVES, NOW LIVE, IN THE DARKENED HOTEL ROOM. TED SITS BEFORE THE STUDIO SCREEN AGAIN.

JEVES: You guys getting that OK? Sammy? Professor?

BILL:  Five-o, amigo.

TED: That’s it? That’s all you have?

JEVES: No, I’ve got more from later on. I switched off and had a few beers to let things settle out a little and let us blend in. The guy Francisco, you’ll see, turned out to be a local, small time coke dealer. He seemed fascinated by all things american so broke the ice with the locals for us. Farley hammered into the local brew and is pretty toasted in what you’re about to see. Two off-duty cops came in and sat with us, cousins of Francisco oddly. OK, anyway, here it is. Check it out.

THE SCREEN BUZZES AGAIN, FLICKERS, AND GOES BLACK. BILL PUNCHES A FEW BUTTONS ON HIS CONSOLE AND IT BUZZES ONCE AGAIN TO LIFE. FARLEY IS AT A ROUND TABLE SURROUNDED BY COLOMBIANS. HE HAS A GLAZED LOOK TO HIS EYES AND SMILES BROADLY ABOUT THE BAR. HIS ARM IS DRAPED CASUALLY AROUND A SLIM MESTIZOS SHOULDERS. FRANCISCO WAVES INTO THE CAMERA. PROFESSOR BILL PUNCHES A FEW BUTTONS AND ONCE AGAIN JEVES FEED FILLS OUR WHOLE SCREEN.

FARLEY: (loudly and a bit slurred) Hey, hey amigos. We’re live again. Are we live, Jeves?

JEVES: I am. Ican’t vouch for you though. We are.

FARLEY: (still loud) Well, goddamn, Francisco, introduce these two guys for my camera guy, will ya?

FRANCISCO: Juan and Carlos, local policia, and my cousins. We grew up together on this very block here.

CARLOS: (smiling but exact) Auto traffic, understand? This is our first year. How do you say it in america, the rookie time?

FARLEY: Hey, is it true you guys have to make a lot of your money in payoffs? We hear that a lot in the states.

FRANCISCO LOOKS DOWN REAL QUICK. JUAN AND CARLOS ARE TAKEN ABACK AND LOOK AT EACH OTHER QUESTIONALLY.

FARLEY: Really, if you don’t make jackshit for a salary then how do you get by? You know, make a living.

CARLOS: We get by.

JEVES: (nervously)So guys, where do you go from here in your careers?

CARLOS EYES FARLEY WARILY, LIGHTS A CIGARRETTE, AND LOOKS AT JEVES.

CARLOS: We might move up to another department. Theft, vice, maybe homicide.

FRANCISCO: And don’t forget los narcotrafficantes, their business makes for a sure career position in law enforcement.

FARLEY: No shortage for cop work in THIS country, eh?

THE GAIETY HAS FLED AND THE TABLE IS QUIET SAVE FOR FARLEYS INCESSANT CHATTER.

JEVES: I guess what Farley is trying to say is that our U.S. media portrays Colombia as a criminals paradise and endless violence everywhere.

FARLEY: Goddamn right! Thank god there’s folks like us to ferret out the damn truth. Hey Julio (to the bar), cinco cervezas for my friends here.... rapido, pal!

CARLOS: Narco work can be tough. There is no real clean line between the good guys and the criminals. It plays on your mind.

JEVES: Si, I’ve heard that if you’re really serious about fighting drugs it can be suicidal sometimes. It must be tough to live like that all the time.

CARLOS/JUAN: Yes, exactly. Si.

FARLEY: You mean to tell me that if your cousin Francisco here trotted out some coke on the table here that you couldn’t bust him because you’re traffic cops? I guess that would be a tough call for you guys.

EVERYONE LOOKS AT EACH OTHER, UNCOMFORTABLE AND SLIGHTLY PISSED. FARLEY PLACES THE NEW BEERS IN FRONT OF EVERYONE AND ACCIDENTALLY KNOCKS SOME EMPTYS OFF THE TABLE. FRANCISCO SEES SOMEONE ACROSS THE NOW CROWDED BAR AND STANDS UP TO MOTION HER OVER.

FRANCISCO: Hey, Carlos, it’s aunt Teresa. Jeves, you’ll like this. Teresa is considered odd even by the neighborhood.

CARLOS: No Francisco, let’s not get here over here. Don’t...do....it.

A SHORT WOMAN COMES OVER. SHE HAS A LONG PONYTAIL, RAVEN HAIR STREAKED WITH SILVER, MENS PANTS AND SHIRT, AND A WEATHERED FACE.

CARLOS: (lowly) Oh no.

TERESA STARES AT EVERYONE DIRECTLY AND IN TURN. SHE COMES TO STAND BEHIND CARLOS AND RESTS HER HANDS ON HIS SHOULDERS.

TERESA: Carlos, como estas?

SHE BENDS TO KISS HIS CHEEK AND CARLOS SMILES RESIGNEDLY.

CARLOS: Muy bien. English for our american guests here, Aunt Teresa, por favor.

TERESA: “Aunt” Teresa? Hmmmmm.(to herself).

CARLOS: This is Farley, a travel show producer and this is his camera man, Jeves.

JEVES: Pleased to meet you, maam.

FARLEY RISES TO GREET HER, COMES OVER, AND KISSES HER HAND GRANDLY. SHE LOOKS AT HIM WITH RAISED EYEBROWS.

FARLEY: Very pleased to meet you, senora.

CARLOS: (shortly) She’s not married, man.

FARLEY: Oh yeah? Whoa!!!

FARLEY SITS DOWN AND SWIGS HIS BEER. LEERING AT TERESA.

JEVES: You don’t dress like the typical woman, Teresa.

FRANCISCO: She’s in a very specialized business, Jeves.

FARLEY: Well, I tell ya, with those pants and all you look almost like a man.

TERESA: (shortly) So do you, senor.

EVERYONE LAUGHS AND FARLEY LEANS BACK, SWIGS HIS BEER, AND LAUGHS FINALLY AS WELL.

JEVES: You wouldn’t be a bull fighter would you maam? You seem pretty good at it.

FARLEY: Funny, Jeves. What DO you do anyway, Teresa?

EVERYONE GOES QUIET WAITING TO SEE HOW SHE’LL RESPOND.

TERESA: Healings, forecasts...... helping people.

CARLOS: She’s very good at what she does. Very well known.

FARLEY: A damn curandera!

A LOT OF PEOPLE LOOK AT THEM FROM AROUND THE BAR NOW.

FARLEY: Jeves, you know, black magic and all. A sorceress. The dark side of the force, buddy!

JEVES: Yeah, I know, Farley. We’re honored to meet someone like you, maam. I’ve heard a lot about what folks like you do. Sounds pretty neat really.

FRANCISCO: It’s a old tradition, Jeves. handed down from generation to generation.

FARLEY: Wait a minute. You mean that stuff is for real? I mean, have you really ever seen anything real scary? I mean, something, you know.... weird?

HE LOOKS AROUND THE TABLE AND NO ONE MEETS HIS GAZE.

FARLEY: Secret society kinda stuff, aye?

TERESA: To speak of it is to lessen it, senor.

FARLEY: Eh?

TERESA: A lot of it is faith. Without it we are lost.

THE COLOMBIANS ALL NOD.

JEVES: Powers of the mind: we have a lot of unexplained and powerful things like this that have happened in our country as well, Teresa.

FARLEY: Spell it out in black and white, Jeves. OK, hey: watch this.

FARLEY GETS UP AND GOES OVER TO TERESAS SIDE OF THE TABLE AND WITH EXXAGERATED FLOURISH PULLS A GOLD COIN FROM HER EAR. SHE LOOKS ON STONILY.

FARLEY: Huh. I thought YOU would have appreciated that.

JEVES: Sit down, Farley.

FARLEY: What? Did I fart or something?

EVERYONE IS CLEARLY NOT AMUSED AND FARLEY IS A BIT IRRITATED.

FARLEY: Well, what tricks DO you know, anyway?

FARLEY WON’T SIT DOWN AND TOWERS OVER TERESA. HE’S NOT THREAT BUT IS WAY TOO CLOSE.

JEVES: (hisses) Farley.... sit DOWN, man!!!!

FARLEY: No big deal, Jeves. I think people in the states would love to see some of the real deal. Could you, maam?

TERESA LOOKS TO CARLOS AND HE STANDS UP BESIDE HER.

CARLOS: Not tonight, senor Farley.

FARLEY: Aww, c’mon Carlos. She’s got to have at least one good trick she can trot out for us, don’t you think?

JEVES:   Farley!

CARLOS SHAKES HIS HEAD AND TAKES HIS AUNT BY THE ELBOW AND THEY MOVE OFF TO THE BAR. FARLEY SEEMS DUMBFOUNDED AND SITS DOWN. NO ONE SPEAKS. JUAN EXCUSES HIMSELF AND FRANCISCO SHRUGS.

FARLEY: Well........damn. Hey Julio (snaps fingers), por favor, amigo. Cervezas!! Over here.

THE BARTENDER COMES INTO THE FRAME AND BENDS TOWARDS THE CAMERA AND IS WHISPERING IN JEVES EAR NOW, WE HEAR THE MUMBLING. THEN HE MOVES OFF.

FARLEY: What’s THAT all about, Jeves? More secret society stuff?

JEVES: We’re out of here, Farley. C’mon, let’s go get that dock story.

FARLEY: He asked us to LEAVE? He did, didn’t he?

FARLEY STANDS UP ADAMANTLY AND THE WHOLE TABLE TURNS OVER IN A CRASH OF BREAKING BOTTLES. FRANCISCO PUSHES BACK AND THE BAR GOES QUIET.

JEVES: Oh man. OK Farley. No arguments now, we are going right NOW.

FARLEY: I can fix this, Jeves. Wait a minute, buddy.

WE SEE JULIO COMING BACK OVER, THIS TIME WITH CARLOS AND JUAN WHO ARE NOW WEARING THEIR POLICE HATS. WE SEE JEVES HAND SNAKE OUT AND GRAB FARLEY BY THE SLEEVE.

JEVES: (loudly to all the bar) Hey, no problema! The dineros on the table, amigos! Mucho gusto and adios!!!

FARLEY: (thickly) Fuck you, Jeves.

THEY ARE MOVING TOWARDS THE DOOR, THE CAMERA BOUNCING AROUND A BIT. THE SCREEN BUZZES AND WE’RE BACK IN THE DARKENED HOTEL ROOM.

JEVES: Did you get that?

PROFESSOR BILL: (off camera) You bet, dude. Hairy.

TED: Unbelievable. Well, for Farley it’s.....

JEVES: (cutting in) Listen, we’re flying out at 3 am. It’ll be the usual red eye on the red eye for Farley this time. Another cover of darkness retreat I’m afraid.

TED:  Where to now? 

JEVES: Farley’s got this notion that there are some spoiled heiresses left over from the rubber barons who founded Manaus, Brazil, way up the amazon river. Plus there are some rebel priests who operate way off the catholic churches radar screens there too. Should be fun.

TED: Sounds neat. Is it cool there for now? I mean, can you leave?

CUT BACK TO THE FULL STUDIO SHOT WITH JEVES ON THE SCREEN BEHIND TED AND THE PROFESSOR.

JEVES: Yeah, I think we can get out of here without some serious bribe money. Hey, watch this.

HE GETS UP, GRABS THE CAMERA OFF THE BED, AND WALKS AROUND THE BED OVER TO FARLEYS BED.

JEVES: The ole Frankenstein flash they used on jailed mobsters in the thirties.

WE SEE THE CAMERA ANGLE GO TO FLOOR LEVEL, POINTING UP AT THE EDGE OF FARLEYS BED. WE SEE JEVES HAND SHAKE FARLEY HARD.

JEVES: Hey Farley!! Wake up, man!! I’m serious. Wake up!!!!!!

FARLEY LEANS OVER THE SIDE OF THE BED, PROPPED ON A ELBOW. JEVES TURNS ON THE LIGHTS FULL BLAST IN FARLEYS FACE WITH THE REQUISITE DARK SHADOWS ON FARLEYS CREASED FACE. FARLEY SQUINTS AND GRIMACES. HIS HAIR IS A DISHEVELED MESS.

JEVES: Frankenstein flash, man!!!! (laughs heartily)

ANGER CLOUDS FARLEYS FACE. HE LASHES OUR AWKWARDLY AND THE CAMERA SPINS OUT OF CONTROL, FINALLY POINTING UP AT A OLD REVOLVING CEILING FAN.

FARLEY: Fuck you!!!! Cabron!!!!!

PROFF BILL: Wow.

TED: (laughs) OK, good for you, Jeves. Later on, buddy.

THE SCREEN GOES BLACK BEHIND TED AND HE SWIVELS AROUND TO FACE THE STUDIO AUDIENCE AND THE CAMERA FULL ON.

TED: Right. Well, we’ll be back in a moment with Nicholas Cages australian adventure.

BILL GOES OFF ON SOME WILD INTERLUDE MUZAK, PONYTAIL FLYING AROUND, AND WE FADE OUT FOR COMMERCIALS. 

FADE IN. INT.STUDIO. TED BREWER IS TAPPING HIS FOOT TO PROFESSOR BILLS MANIC FILLER MUSIC WHICH IS DEFINITELY NOT COMMERCIAL. TED REALIZES THEY’RE LIVE AGAIN AND SLAPS BILL ON THE SHOULDER. BILL IS LOST IN HIS MUSIC AND TED SHAKES HIM THIS TIME. BILL WRAPS UP THE TUNE WITH A FUNKY FLOURISH.

TED: Allright then. That’s it.

THE PROFF HITS ONE MORE CHORD THEN JUMPS BACK FROM THE KEYBOARD LIKE SOMEONE DISENGAGING PAINFULLY.

TED: Ok, thanks, Professor. Very nice.

BILL: Thanks man.

TED: One in the bucket, boys. We asked Nicholas Cage where he’d like to explore if we supplied a field producer for him and he went to northern Australia. Real booniesville and rough and tumble, to a small fishing port there named Karumba.

BILL: Aiiiiiyyyye....KARUMBA!!!

TED: Righto. Apparently the place is well known all over Australia as the place to head if you want to lie low for some reason. Professor: the 60 second orientation, if you will.

THE DIGITAL CLOCK APPEARS AGAIN IN THE UPPER LEFT CORNER OF THE SCREEN. BILL STANDS AND BEGINS TAPPING THE COMPUTER KEYBOARDS AGAIN AND A PANARAMIC VIEW OF KARUMBA FILLS THE SCREEN BEHIND HIM. WE LOOK NORTH AND SEE THE BROWN SEA BEHIND THE CITY.

BILL: Ok, people. It’s a flat coast here and real brown water from all the rivers that empty out near there.

THE SCREEN SHOWS A PHYSICAL RELIEF MAP OF AUSTRALIA.

BILL: It’s well into the tropics and the heat and humidity are killers. Not a primo vacation spot. It’s well known for it’s salt water crocodiles and at least 4 types of highly venomous snakes.

SHOTS OF CROCODILES FLASH ACROSS THE SCREEN AND FINALLY A RELIEF MAP OF THE NORTHERN STATE FILLS THE SCREEN.

TED: Whoa... where’s the hotel pool? (laughs)

BILL HALTS MOMENTARILY, SHOOTS TED A HARD STARE, THEN CONTINUES.

BILL: The next town is a 2 hour drive away and a major city is a good 2 days away. Don’t break a leg unless you have access to a good plane.

THE SCREEN HITS THE SHOT AGAIN FROM THE SOUTH LOOKING NORTH, ACROSS KARUMBA, AND OUT TO SEA.

BILL: Here’s the 4 star panarama.... you’re there! 

THE SCREEN SPLITS ONCE AGAIN AND IS OUR SCREEN TOTALLY (NO STUDIO IN SHOT). THE LEFT SIDE IS A MAP OF KARUMBA WITH A MAJOR ARROW POINTING NORTH AND THE RED ARROW WHICH SHOWS THE ORIENTATION OF THE CITY SCAPE SHOWN ON THE RIGHT SIDE OF THE SCREEN.

BILL: South looking north.

THE RIGHT PICTURE CHANGES AND THE RED POINTER, ON THE MAP ON THE LEFT, POINTS SOUTH.

BILL: Now looking from the sea, to the south.

TED: Desolate.

NEXT CHANGE OF SCREENS.

BILL: East looking west.

SCREENS CHANGE AGAIN.

BILL: And.... west looking east. You’re THERE. Geographarama!!!

SCREEN FILLS WITH 2 NAKED WOMEN, HOLDING HANDS, AND WALKING ON A BEACH AT SUNSET.

TED: Now that’s what I’m talking about. Northern australia, eh?

BILL HURRIEDLY SEARCHES FOR THE RIGHT BUTTON AND THE SCREEN GOES BLACK BEHIND HIM.

BILL: Sorry, no, that was somewhere else.

TED: Ohhhhhhhh... OK. Well, let’s go to Karumba and Mr. Cages magic circus. Ready Sammy (to offstage).

SAMMY: (offstage, voice only) Go!!!

THE SCREEN BEHIND THEM BUZZES AND A IMAGE OF A LANKY FIGURE STROLLING DOWN A FADED, SUN BLASTED SMALL TOWN STREET AT SUNSET, SHOT FROM BEHIND NICHOLAS CAGE. THE PROFESSOR HITS A BUTTON ON HIS STUDIO CONSOLE AND THE STUDIO SCREEN FILLS OUR WHOLE SCREEN. WE SEE NC TURN AND TALK INTO THE CAMERA AS IT FOLLOWS HIM.

NICHOLAS CAGE: Most people don’t choose Karumba, it’s chosen FOR them. (he motions around) Not too many accountants here. Seems it’s best to drink heavily here and ask questions later. Most australians know Karumba is a place so far removed from the mainstream that a person can come here and have few questions posed about their past. (he turns a corner) The climate’s a little rough. We didn’t come here for the delightful ambience though it’s here for the most jaded connoiseur. No, we came for the fishing!!

HE STOPS BEFORE A DOOR THAT SAYS ON IT “KARUMBA POLICE STATION HOUSE”.

NC: But first let’s do what any prudent traveler does in a questionable town and check in with the local constable on the ground rules. (as he walks through the front door)

THE INTERIOR LOOKS VERY SIMILAR TO THE OLD ANDY OF MAYBERRY HAUNTS. AT A AGED DESK A BEER GUTTED, UNIFORMED MAN, WITH DEEP SWEAT CIRCLES EMANATING FROM HIS ARMPITS, IS TILTED BACK IN HIS CHAIR, ASLEEP AND SNORING, BOOTS PROPPED ON THE DESK.

NC STOPS BEFORE THE DESK, TURNS AND MUGS CONSPIRATORIALLY INTO THE CAMERA, AND KNOCKS LOUDLY ON THE DESK.

NC: Excuse me.... hello.... excuse us, sir.

THE CONSTABLE STARTLES AWAKE, DRAWS BOLT UPRIGHT AT THE SIGHT OF THE CAMERA, AND RUBS HIS WHISKERY STUBBLE AS HE STRUGGLES BACK INTO THE REAL WORLD.

CONSTABLE ROBBINS: What the hell!!!??

NC PUTS HIS HANDS UP IN THE AIR IN THE CLASSIC “NO OFFENSE” GESTURE.

NC: Hi, sorry to wake you up. My names Nick cage. American tourist, sir. We’re here to film a little of the town for a travel show back in the U.S. called “Travels With Farley”. I was told you’d be expecting us. Ever heard of the show?  By the way, this is my cameraman, Jimbo Banks.

ROBBINS RISES AND THEY SHAKE HANDS ALL AROUND.

CR: Right..... the american actor. Come to fish with Mary, aye? When you tell the world about us I’m sure we’ll be over run with tourists then. (laughs heartily)

NC: Mr. Robbins, I’ve heard there’s few things on this beautiful planet more challenging than battling the tropical mud catfish.

CR: (mildly sarcastic) Oh yeahhhhhh. It’s been MY life’s joy, I can tell you, Nick. (his eyebrows arch up in mock disgust) You’re flogging your dork over the trash can on that one, mate!!

NC: Well, we thought we’d check with you on the character and safety of the town. You know: places folks avoid, any local villains, the usual run of trouble we don’t want.

CR: It’s a straight forward town, Nick. Questions you might ask about the past are generally not well received, in my experience, but anything on the day to day is fair game. We had a suicide last week that broke the monotony. Wait a minute. (fishes in his desk drawer) Here’s the note I think.

HE HANDS THE NOTE ACROSS THE LITTERED DESK TO NICK WHO READS IT AND HOLDS IT FOR JIMBO TO VIEW WITH THE CAMERA.

NC: (reads aloud) “Fuck you”.

CR: Summed it all up nicely I reckon. A thoughtful man. I never figured him for a poet though.

NC: So?

CR: Right. OK. Only one watering hole in this little burg, I’m afraid, and it’s peaceful enough. No one here looks for trouble but it seems to find a lot of them anyway. I’d guess turning your camera on someone might just cool their heels rightly.... not a lot of those types look for publicity around here. Keep your wits about you on some streets at night but I hear your big cities are worse.

NC: This towns seems to harbor a reputation as a haven for folks on the run from the law. Is that accurate at all?

CR: Every town’s got a purpose, Nick. Plenty of upstanding citizens pay my salary. The rest are decent enough. All in all it’s a nice place to live. I’ll retire down south in some place cooler eventually but.... damn if I don’t love it here too. It kind of grows on you.

NC: Not a better testimonial than that, sir. Where can I find Mary Colvins boat?

CR: Down at the far end of the city docks, Cage. “Egress” it called. Keep a wary eye on her first mate, Johnny, though. A bit of a rounder and a bad influence on the local ladies. That’s saying something here.

NC: Oh yeah? Sounds like some local color, constable.

CR: Johnny Indonesia.

NC: Johnny INDONESIA?

CR: Don’t ask me. You’ll find all manner of second names here. He’s a frequent guest right here in this very building. If he makes it to middle age he’ll be doing well. He’s quick with his fists. They usually outrun his pea brain. Thought I’d tell you beforehand.

NC: Well, thank you, sir. You’ve been a pleasure to speak with and we’ll be on our merry way.

CR: Certainly. Always a pleasure to deal with all the press dignitarys we get here. (laughs) Enjoy your stay. Can I have a copy of the show when you get it all put together?

NC: Jimbo?

JIMBO: (off camera) Sure. It’s a lock.

CR: Right then. Good fishing, mates.

NC WALKS OUT AND FADE OUT.

FADE INTO A NEW STREET SCENE, NC IS BEFORE A FADED WOODEN DOOR, ABOUT TO ENTER. THE SIGN ON THE SHINGLE SAYS “DR. LIU X. PENG”

NC: The prudent traveler....we ARE prudent, Jimbo, arn’t we?....checks on the local health hazards as well. Adventure travel doesn’t necessarily mean we have to be cavalier about strange microbes. This guy speaks english I hope. The one town doctor.

THEY ENTER AND RING A BELL SWITCH ON THE WALL BY A OLD DESK IN A ROOM WITH PEELING PAINT ON THE WALLS. OUT SHUFFLES A OLD CHINAMAN WITH THICK GLASSES. HIS WHITE SMOCK IS STAINED WITH BLOOD AS ARE HIS HANDS AS HE WIPES THEM OFF. HE PEERS INTENTLY AT NICK AND THE CAMERAMAN.

NC: Dr. Peng?

DR.PENG: Yes, yes. Peng. Why camera?

NC: I’m filming a TV show for the United States, it’s.....

PENG: (cutting him off) The actor, oh yes. OK, wait, OK? Knife wound. Slashed bad. Very nasty in the tropical heat. Done in a minute, OK?

NC: Sure.

PENG LEAVES THROUGH THE CURTAINED DOORWAY TO THE REAR ROOM AND NC SHRUGS INTO THE CAMERA.

NC: (quietly) Knife wound.

JIMBO: Knife wound.

NC: Knife wound..... whew.

JIMBO: Let’s chill.

NC MOVES TO THE COUCH AND FADE OUT.

FADE IN TO PENGS SMALL, INNER OFFICE. PENG SEEMS LOST BEHIND A HUGE DESK THAT VIRTUALLY FILLS THE WHOLE ROOM. NC IS CONFINED IN A SMALL CORRIDOR BEFORE IT, HIS KNEES DRAWN UP TO ALLOW SITTING DOWN.

PENG: And you have eaten the meat, yes?

JIMBO: Well, it was almost burnt to a crisp.

NC: Black really.

JIMBO: Yeah.

PENG: That’s all? You’re Ok then. But watch out for that. Nasty gut worms here, some native to only this place.

NC: So, let me see, Dr. Peng. Bug repellant to avoid malaria and dengue fever. Watch even tiny cuts for infection and boil ALL the water.

PENG: And you drink no water, yes?

NC: Yes sir, We know that score. Beer only so far.

PENG: And the rot too. Karumba rot. How long you be here?

NC: Maybe a week.

PENG GETS UP, GOES TO A SMALL CABINET, FORCING JIMBO TO MOVE OVER, PULLS OUT TWO CANS OF POWDER AND RETURNS TO THE DESK, HANDING THEM ACROSS TO NC.

PENG: Use this, all day, 2-3 times, everywhere. If the fungus gets started on you will be very hard to get rid of.

NC: Hard on you?

PENG: Must scrape off with scalpel. Itchy cream sweat off quickly. No sex. Penis furry and green. Ha! Ha!

NC: Eh?

PENG: Karumba rot, you watch out. USE POWDER. Understand?

NC: Totally, sir.

SILENCE FALLS AND EVERYONE LOOKS NERVOUSLY AT EACH OTHER. THE SLIENCE SPINS OUT ODDLY THEN FINALLY PENG LAUGHS LOUDLY.

PENG: Penis furry and green. Ha! OK?

NC: Well, yes sir. We do.

THEY GET UP TO LEAVE.

NC: Anything else, Dr.Peng? We really want to get out of here alive and all.

PENG: Polar beer.

JIMBO: What?

PENG: Polar beer no good. Give shits!

JIMBO: Oh man. Great.

PENG: And some womens put you in lab. Wear condom. OK?

NC: Thank you, Dr. Peng. Well Jimbo, let’s hit it, bud.

THEY HIT THE DOOR AND FADE OUT.

FADE INTO NC WALKING DOWN THE BOARDWALK OF THE CITY DOCKS. THE EVENING LIGHTS BLAZE FROM THE STRING OF LAMP POSTS DOWN THE BOARDWALK. THEY PASS A FEW DIFFERENT FISHING BOATS, SOME WITH MEN AT WORK. AT THE END, SEPARATED BY TWO EMPTY SLIPS FROM THE REST, IS A NICELY PAINTED WOOD WORKBOAT CALLED THE “EGRESS”. AS WE APPROACH WE SEE THREE MEN SITTING ON THE STERN, ONE PLAYING A GUITAR. A NEAR EMPTY RUM BOTTLE SITS ON THE RAIL, ALONG WITH A FEW EMPTY POLAR BEER BOTTLES. WE HEAR ROY ORBISONS CLASSIC “PRETTY WOMAN” BEING SUNG AS NC REACHES THE BOAT AND STOPS TO LISTEN. EVERYONE IS PAYING ATTENTION TO THE GUITAR PLAYER. ANOTHER IS A MUSCULAR, TRIM, DARK COMPLECTED MAN WITH A BLACK PONYTAIL AND GOLD HOOP RING IN HIS EAR AND HE SINGS A PASSABLE LEAD. ONE OF THE OTHER MEN SINGS A NICE HARMONY, SEES NC AND JIMBO, AND TAPS THE GUITAR PLAYER ON THE SHOULDER AND HE STOPS. THE PONYTAILED HARMONY MAN STANDS UP QUIETLY WITH A DEFIANT LOOK IN HIS EYE.

NC: Don’t tell me. Johnny Indonesia, right?

JOHNNY INDONESIA: Who wants to know?

NC: (friendly) Nick Cage. I’m here to fish with Mary Coburn.

THE GUITAR PLAYER LEANS IN TO WHISPER SOMETHING IN JOHNNY EAR.

JI: Oh yeah? (faces Nick then slowly smiles) C’mon down, mate. Welcome aboard.

NC DROPS TO THE DECK AND EVERYONE SHAKES HANDS.

JI: Johnny. This is Marco and Pete.

NC: Pleased.

JI: Mary will be back in a minute. She’s gone down to squeeze that skinflint Wilson at the wholesalers office for some back money. I pity that old fart. Sit down, mate. Movie star, aye? We don’t get too many of THEM around here, do we boys?

NC: We’re here for the world famous mud catfish, rumored to be thick in these parts.

JI: And a bloody battle that will be, my friend. The true challenge is getting the whole mess in the boat without getting stabbed to death or slimed all to hell.

MARCO JUMPS UP ON THE DOCK UNBUTTONING HIS TROUSERS AND ALMOST FALLS BACK ONTO THE BOAT IN A DRUNKEN FUGUE.

MARCO: Damn right, mate! Check out this little beaut fighting one of the damn bleeders!

A BIG SCAR RUNS ACROSS HIS BELLY FROM ONE SIDE TO THE OTHER AND NICK WINCES INTO THE CAMERA.

JI: Get off, Marco. That’s where Peng sewed you up from your damn appendix surgery, you stupid sod.

MARCO: Ha! So it is! Welcome to Karumba mates, where the truth is often stranger than the truth.  Fiction is... damn, well, you get my drift Nick. Don’t you?

WE HEAR A SCREECHING OF BRAKES DOWN AT THE OTHER END OF THE CITY DOCKS, A CRASH, AND SEE A TRASH CAN FLY OUT INTO THE HARBOR. THE FRONT WHEELS ARE ON THE BOARDWALK ITSELF AND A THIN BLONDE WOMAN STARES MALEVOLENTLY DOWN THE DOCKS TOWARDS THEM FROM BEHIND THE WHEEL.

JI: Holy moley.....it’s Tina. I’m done for. (crouching down)

HE STRAIGHTENS AND JUMPS UP ONTO THE DOCK AND STRIDES DOWN TOWARDS HER. THE TRUCK DOOR SWINGS OPEN RAPIDLY AS HE APPROACHES AND SHE SPRINGS OUT.

MARCO: Surely she’ll kill him before it’s all over. That’s one spitifre woman he’s tied in with. She’s a piece of pure hell itself, boys.

PETE: See that smashed up front fender on Johnnys truck?

WE SEE TINA SLAP JOHNNY FIERCELY THEN RUN DOWN THE STREET, HIM CLOSE BEHIND, CHASING HER AND YELLING.

NC: Yeah.

PETE: That’s where Johnny smashed into the courtyard down at The Reef when he thought Tina was in there with another fella. He just threw her in and drove off with her.

MARCO: Right. Now tell the whole story Pete. The next day Johnny was covered in bruises. She got him good and soused then got him in his sleep.

WE HEAR FOOTSTEPS COMING DOWN THE DOCK.

MARY COBURN: (off camera) At it again are they?

A wiry, thickly dark haired woman drops spryly to the deck. Her face is well lined from a life in the sun but she radiates good health and a robust nature.

MARY: You’re Nick, aye? (she shakes his hand firmly) Mary Coburn. And Jimbo Williams the field producer. (she shakes his hand) Pleased to meet the both of you. Come for a bout with our notorious mud cats, have yas?

NC: That’s the official story and we’re sticking to it. We’ve heard a lot about you.

JIMBO: And the constable told us about Johnny Indonesia too. (he motions up the pier)

MARY: Ohh, Johnny. Works hard and is fairly dependable. And that’s the bottomline for me anyway. He keeps his hands off me and in this place that’s a good quality.

MARCO: Aww, he just knows she’ll kick his sorry hide over the side is all.

MARY SMILES AT THIS AND LOOKS ABOUT HER BOAT.

MARY: Where’s your gear, mates?

NC: Over at the Royal Z. We didn’t know your schedule really.

MARY: Why you want to bag a trpoical mud cat is a mystery to me anyway. 

Hell of a fight, yeah. But what a damn mess. All the slime and those spikes are just plain nasty. But, I’m game if you are. It’ll kick you tail, if that’s what you want.

UP WALK JOHNNY AND TINA, HOLDING HANDS SWEETLY LIKE NEWFOUND LOVERS. JOHNNY HELPS TINA SIT DOWN ON THE DOCK THEN JOINS HER AS THEY REST THEIR BARE FEET ON THE BOATS RAIL.

TINA: Well, what a sad and sorry lot you all are. Let’s have a drink to our new guests arrival, eh?

HEAVY BOOTS CLATTER FROM THE END OF THE BOARDWALK AND JIMBO SWINGS THE CAMERA TOWARD THE SOUND. SAUNTERING UP THE DOCK, BELLY SWAYING IN THE PALE EVENING LIGHT, IS CONSTABLE ROBBINS.

CR: (smiling broadly) Here, here....why not? Tina’s got the spirit but I’m afraid the Great Maker was a little shy on the brains., god bless her mothers sweet soul. I see you found our lady here, Nick.

THE AUSTRALIANS LOOK AT EACH OTHER KNOWINGLY AS THE POLICEMAN SITS DOWN WITH GREAT DIFFICULTY BESIDE MARY AND JOHNNY.

JI: Come to recruit some company for the night you fat old duffer? A bit lonely down your way tonight?

CR: You’d steal candy from a infant to earn some of my jailhouse fish chowder wouldn’t you, young John?

JOHNNY RISES TO HIS FEET SLOWLY, STRETCHES LEISURELY, THEN HURLS HIS BEER BOTTLE OFF CAMERA AND WE HEAR A HUGE CRASH AND GLASS HITTING THE PAVEMENT. JIMBO SWINGS THE CAMERA AND WE SEE A HUGE PLATE GLASS WINDOW ON A SHOPFRONT HAS BROKEN.

JI: Yer goddamn right, constable.

EVERYONE WINCES AND LOOKS AT EACH OTHER AND ROBBINS SLOWLY GETS BACK UP.

MARY: Great.

CR: OK, well, but let’s have that beer first everybody. Suit you Johnny?

JI: (smiling) Yer goddamn right, constable.

MARY: (to NC) So much for out trip tomorrow. You’ll be here a few days? First mates are a bit scarce about here right now.

NC: Yep.... I wouldn’t miss it.

CONSTABLE ROBBINS FLIPS OPEN THE LID OF THE HUGE ICE CHEST ON THE PIER AND FISHES OUT A BEER FOR EVERYONE AND POPS THE TOPS ONE BY ONE.

CR: To new friends. May god be with us all. And to that eternal mystery we all love and crave: (looks to Mary) woman!

JI: Yer goddamn right constable, well spoken. Here, here! The great mystery indeed.

CONSTABLE ROBBINS DRAINS HIS BOTTLE IN A MIGHTY SWIG, BURPS LOUDLY, AND BEGINS TO MOVE OFF DOWN THE DOCK.

CR: Let’s go bunk out, John. Supper’s waiting.

JOHNNY KISSES TINA AND MOVES OFF WITH THE CONSTABLE.

JI: Fuck you, you zeppelin impersonator. What’s for dinner anyway?

CR: Everything in the sea, young man.

JI: Can Tina come, Robbins? We’ll make it a family affair.

CR: Sure.

TINA: Movie star or not I can’t pass up a dinner with my best man and my daddy too. See you later, Mary. Nice to meet you boys!

JI: (yelling from down the pier now) Nick, we’ll land the fattest, meanest cat in the river, mate. Done deal. Bye, Mary.

NC: I’ve got no doubts on that, Johnny.

PETE AND MARCO RISE AS WELL.

PETE: Jills expecting us for dinner, Marco. You coming, mate?

MARCO NODS. THEY SHAKE HANDS AND WALK OFF AND WE FADE OUT.

FADE IN TO THE BOAT LATER THAT NIGHT, GENTLY ROCKING ON A SMALL SWELL, STILL TIED TO THE DOCK. A DIM LIGHT IS GLOWING UP ON THE FLYING BRIDGE.

NC: (voice over) Mary saw no reason to run us off and waste that luscious Polar beer and I had to agree with her. I was pleased to find that her spirit was in synch with this farflung place. After awhile we reached that state where things seem deceivingly profound.

THE CAMERA IS ON AND SHOOTING FROM JUST A BIT BELOW TABLE LEVEL AND UP AT NICK AND MARY WHO ARE SITTING IN THE TWO CHAIRS OF THE FLYING BRIDGE. MARY FISHES ANOTHER BEER FROM THE COOLER THAT NOW RESTS AT THEIR FEET AND HANDS IT TO NICK.

NC: I better not. You certainly put Jimbo away.

MARY: Let him sleep. I’ll bet he deserves it. Is that thing still on? (she points to the camera)

NC: Damn if Iknow. So, that’s it for you?

MARY: I don’t think so. I’ll count on fate and that means he’ll walk up that dock some day, even in this tiny ass town. The alarm bells will sound and I’ll know it’s him. He’ll know it’s me right away too.

NC: Idealistic, for sure. Stranger things happen every day.

MARY: He won’t be your classic mans man but I’ll know him right off. I’ll be for him and he’ll be for me. I imagine it’ll happen that way for you too sooner or later.

NC: In my situation there’s a lot of people who feel they’re meant to be with me. Maybe some are but the weeding out process is just brutal on me and on them too I’d imagine. You only need so many friends. I’m lucky to have some good ones. I guess that sounds calloused and spoiled but, for me, it’s the way it is.

MARY: I can see that. Must be refreshing to come to a hole-in-the-wall like this where you’re not mobbed.

NC: Yeah.... it IS nice. (raises bottle to toast) Here’s to freedom, Mary, in all it’s strange forms. And to the tropical mud catfish and some here and now on a stick!!

MARY: Here, here. You’re the customer, yank. Well, that’s it for me. You go on forward and sleep in the air conditioning. We’ll spritz up your cameraman with some bug juice and he’ll sleep just fine out here in the fresh air.

NC: OK, but what about you?

MARY: I sleep up the dock, mate!

NC: Up the dock?

MARY HAS GONE DOWN BELOW AND WE HEAR HER OFF CAMERA AS NICK SWIVELS TO LOOK DOWN AT HER ON THE DOCK.

MARY: I’m researching the mating habits of young arab-chinese men, Nick. I don’t have to spell it out for a worldly man such as yourself, do I?

NC: No, not at all, good night, Mary. See you for breakfast?

MARY: Righto. Until then!

Nick swivels to look forward into a night sky carpeted with stars and as he sits there we hear his voiceover.

NC: We got what we came for. Johnny was out of jail 2 days later.

A SUCCESION OF STILL SHOTS FOLLOW, FULL SCREEN. FIRST OF JOHNNY BARECHESTED ON THE BACK DECK IN BLAZING SUNLIGHT, GRINNING AND POINTING OUT TO SEA.

NC: I got my fish and it was a blast.... and the royal slimy mess I was warned about.

A STILL SHOT OF NICK, ALL COVERED WITH MUCK AND SLIME, STANDING BESIDE A HUGE, UGLY BROWN FISH ON THE FANTAIL.

NC: But Jimbo and I knew our real trophy was the local citizens. It seemed the whole place was stuck in some odd time warp or just frozen overall.

CHARACTER SHOTS OF THE LOCALS FLOW BY ON THE SCREEN.

NC: Jimbo about came to blows with Johnny but by the end of the trip they were grand buds. We knew it was finally time to leave when we started itching.

A FINAL SHOT OF A UPSIDE DOWN POWDER CAN, EMPTY, FLASHES ONTO THE SCREEN, SITTING AMIDST A LOT OF POLAR BEER BOTTLES. THE CAMERA PULLS FROM THE WATERFRONT FLYING BRIDGE AND MELDS WITH THE PREVIOUS PANARAMIC SHOT OF THE CITY, FROM THE SOUTH, LOOKING OUT TO SEA.

NC: I really don’t know if I’ll ever go back.But isn’t that the way foreign travel usually goes? At least for me anyway. Was it worth the effort? Isn’t it always?

FADE OUT.

FADE IN. THE STUDIO ONCE AGAIN. TED IS SITTING BEFORE THE GIANT STUDIO SCREEN AND BILL IS RESTING ON A STOOL BEHIND HIS BANK OF EQUIPMENT. TED TURNS TO FACE THE CAMERA AND THE SMALL AUDIENCE.

TED: Yeah, I don’t know if I’d go back either. Looked like fun though.

BILL: A little chancy but I don’t think I’d turn down a free trip, amigo.

TED: Free.... and clear!! A little exit music if you will, professor.

BILL LAUNCHES INTO A WILD, MANIC SYNTHESIZER FUELED PIECE, LOST IN IT SUDDENLY. TED STARES AT HIM THEN GETS UP AND GOES OVER AND PUTS HIS HAND ON BILLS SHOULDER.

TED: C’mon, man.

BILL SWITCHES TO THE ORIGINAL INTRO MUSIC, NOW SLIGHTLY TAILORED FOR EXIT MUZAK.

TED: Well, Farleys going up the amazon next week. In search of rubber baron heiresses. Who’s the guest next week, Sammy?

Sammy: (offstage, voice only) Lenny Kravitz with that crazy cajun music he found out in the swamps down in Louisiana. Pretty wild, man.

TED: Of course, bud.... it’s LENNY KRAVITZ.

PROFF BILL: And he didn’t get thrown into jail. Farleys going to break our budget one day, you wait and see.

TED: Yeah, well, that’s it for this week, folks. Remember, spanning the globe for the more obscure, the slightly off center, and he borderline eccentric you better buckle up friends cause it’s time to..... TRAVEL WITH FARLEY!!. Next week then!

BILL: See ya!!!

BILL RAISES ONE HAND TO WAVE AND LOSES THE BASS TRACK AND QUICKLY REPLACES IT AND CONTINUES TO JAM AS WE FADE OUT.

