Halloween: The Series


	Episode 14: Terror in the Tropics, Part 1





	We open with a shot of the night sky in tropical Jamaica.  Palm trees, tiki bars, and hotels can be seen lined up and down the beach.  Reggae music plays in the background as we pan over to TRAVIS PEPPER, a tall man in his early twenties with a muscular build, black hair, and blue eyes.  He is carrying a large envelope in his hand as he walks frantically, sweating like a hog, down a pier near the beach.  He looks really paranoid as he glances around, seemingly avoiding someone.  The pier is pretty much empty, except for an old couple slowly walking by. Travis is frightened as he runs over to the postal service mailbox nearby.  He takes another look around and glances at the envelope.  On the package is written:





Tommy Doyle


46 Lampkin Lane


Haddonfield, IL 60521 USA





	Travis quickly throws it into the mailbox.  He glances around, making sure that no one is watching, and starts walking along the pier at a quick pace.  He freezes when, at the other end, a few Jamaicans, dread locks on all of them, appear at the end of the pier, staring at him.  The man in charge, MOHAMAD BROWN, eyes covered with sunglasses (even though it is night-time), sends his men after Travis with a point of his fingers.  Several stereotypical dread-locked, gold chain-wearing Jamaicans start walking quickly towards Travis, who turns and starts running the other direction.  The Jamaicans quicken their pace and start running after him.





TRAVIS:  No!





	Travis starts sprinting as the Jamicans catch up to him.  Travis runs and jumps off of the pier and into the sand below, landing with a thud.  The Jamaican men look down at him as he takes off running.  One of the Jamaicans, BASIL BASKIN, points to Travis.





BASIL:  Quick!  Let’s be gettin’ him, mon!





	The Jamaican men jump off and are soon in pursuit of Travis once again.  Travis looks back and is frightened to see them all coming after him.  He turns and quickly runs down the beach, running as fast as his legs will carry him.  He rounds a corner just as Mohamad appears, karate kicking him with a right to the jaw.  Travis falls to the ground with a thud.  Mohamad’s bodyguards stand back as they arrive.  Travis stands, reeling from the kick.  Mohamad jumps into the air, twists in mid-air, and hits Travis with a swinging back kick.  Travis hits the ground with a thud, his nose busted open.  Basil comes forward, grabbing Travis by the hair, holding him up for Mohamad, who smiles down with an evil grin at Travis.





MOHAMAD:  It be’s a long time since I’m seeing you, mon.  I think you be havin’ something that belongs to me.





TRAVIS:  I don’t know what you’re talking about, Mohamad.





MOHAMAD:  Oh, we are having a liar in our midst.  I know you took them, Travis.  Everyone knows it.  What I want is for you to be givin’em back, mon.





TRAVIS:  I don’t have them anymore.  I hid them, and you’ll never find them.





MOHAMAD:  You see, this is what I don’t be likin’ ‘bout tourists.  Always about preserving the honor of the dead.  Trust me.  They won’t be missing their possessions.  It’s only material items, mon.





TRAVIS:  That stuff doesn’t belong to you!





MOHAMAD:  Oh, but it does, mon.  I have a right to them just as much as anyone.  You are the one stealing from me.





TRAVIS:  I’ll never tell you where they are.





	Mohamad smiles.  He holds out his hand and is handed a gun by Basil.





MOHAMAD:  Have it your way, mon.





	Mohamad quickly raises the gun and fires, shooting Travis right between the eyes.  Travis is instantly dead, falling to the ground.  Everyone looks on in silence.





MOHAMAD:  Search his hotel room.  You be tellin’ me you find something.  Dig, mon?





	Everyone nods in agreement as some Jamicans run off.  Mohamad stares out at the ocean, his sunglasses shining in the moonlight.





‘The Halloween Theme’ begins to play as the camera rises up over Haddonfield. A Jack-o-Lantern appears, an evil grin on it, and the titles come up:





HalloweeN: The Series





	The music becomes a very rock and roll-like and various images from the series fly up. The cast characters are named as Tommy Doyle, Debra Loomis and Lonnie Elamb.





	We open in Haddonfield a few days later at the Blankenship Boarding House.  It is afternoon, the sun shining brightly as Tommy Doyle pulls into the driveway.  He gets out of his car, walking up to the house.  He glances up at it, preparing to go inside when he hears the engine of a motorcycle coming down the road.  He turns to see Lonnie pull in and come to a stop.  Tommy shakes his head as Lonnie smiles, turning off the Harley.





LONNIE (motioning towards his new bike):  What do you think?





TOMMY:  I think you ought to give it back to the owner.





LONNIE:  You know, Doyle.  I AM capable of purchasing something.





TOMMY:  Where’d you get the money?





LONNIE:  None of your business.





TOMMY:  I rest my case.  What are you doing here?





	They begin walking towards the house.





LONNIE:  Looking for a place to live.  Mrs. Blankenship was telling me that the room next to yours was open.  Some college kid dropped out or something.





TOMMY (worried):  You’re thinking about moving in here?





LONNIE:  Hey, I don’t have a place to live.  My dad threw me out again, so this just seemed like the natural place to go.  If Myers comes back, I’ll be watching his house.





TOMMY (sarcasm):  Gee, why didn’t I think of that?





	They go inside.  Mrs. Blankenship is seated in the other room, watching television.





LONNIE:  You’d better be nice to me.  We might be roomies.





MRS. BLANKENSHIP:  Tommy, you had a package delivered to you.





TOMMY:  Thanks, Mrs. Blankenship.  Where is it?





	She doesn’t answer, not having heard him.  Tommy shakes his head.  Lonnie laughs at her.





LONNIE:  Watch this.  Mrs. Blankenship, you are a disgusting fat old hag.





	Mrs. Blankenship doesn’t hear him.  Tommy laughs.





TOMMY:  Go easy on her.  She’s elderly.





LONNIE:  I’ll come up in a second.





TOMMY (sarcastic):  I’ll be counting the seconds.





	Tommy exits as Lonnie walks over to Mrs. Blankenship, who looks up at him.





BLANKENSHIP:  Oh.  Hi, Lonnie.  What brings you by?





LONNIE:  I was hoping to get a room here.





BLANKENSHIP:  Tommy got a package.





LONNIE:  Yeah.  That’s great, but I was going to talk to you about getting a room.





BLANKENSHIP:  Sure.  Just make a deposit and you can move in whenever you like.  Can you take Tommy his package for me?





LONNIE:  Sure.





	She gives him the package that was mailed by Travis.  He turns and walks towards the steps.  We cut to Tommy’s room, where he is getting prepared for dinner.  Lonnie walks in, carrying a Fed-Ex package and throws it on the bed as Tommy looks over at him.





LONNIE:  Mama Bates sends you your mail.





TOMMY:  That was fast.  Already paid for your room?





LONNIE:  No.  I figure she’ll forget and then I can convince her I already paid her.  She’ll never know.  Who do you know in Jamaica?





TOMMY (looking at the package):  No one.  (reading)  Travis Pepper.  Oh!  He lived next door to my parents back home.  Moved away and went to college.  I haven’t seen him in a while, though.  I wonder why he’s sending me something.





LONNIE:  You two were sweeties?





TOMMY (tearing the box open):  Shut up, Lonnie.





	Inside is a map.  Tommy glances at it and looks around for anything else.  That is all that is inside.





TOMMY:  What in the world?  There’s nothing in here but some dirty map.





LONNIE (grabbing it):  Let me see.  Hmmm.  The Carribean.





TOMMY:  Weird.  Thanks, Travis.  Just what I always wanted.





LONNIE:  There’s an ‘X’ marked here.  Maybe it leads to some hidden treasure or something.





TOMMY:  Or maybe he was doodling during class.  Listen, I don’t have time for this.  I’ve got to meet my mother for dinner.  She’s passing through town.





LONNIE (sarcastic):  That sounds like so much fun.  Mind if I look at this a while?





TOMMY:  Help yourself.  I’m out of here.





LONNIE:  See ya.





	Tommy exits as Lonnie stares at the map.  We cut to to Tommy, having dinner with his mother, Patty.





TOMMY:  I can’t move back home, mom.  There’s so much to do here.





PATTY:  Tommy, you have to work on your future.  Forget about all of this.





TOMMY:  I can’t.  I have to find Jamie Lloyd.





PATTY:  Tommy, if they don’t find them within the first 24 hours, they’re more than likely dead.  We both know that.





TOMMY:  I don’t think so.  At least, not in this case.  She’s out there.  I know it.  Her mother saved my life when we were little.  I can’t repay her, so I have to do it through her daughter.





PATTY:  I just wish you’d start having some responsibility, that’s all.  Anyway, I have some bad news.  Travis Pepper was found dead in Jamaica.  Someone murdered him.





TOMMY:  What?!  That’s terrible.  I just got a package from him in the mail.





PATTY:  Really?  What was it?





TOMMY:  Just a map of the islands around Jamaica.  Man, Travis was a good guy.  It’s all so unbelievable.





PATTY:  He always liked you.  Thought you were a good friend.  He didn’t have many friends, you know.  It’s terrible what happened to him.





TOMMY:  Do they know what happened or who did it?





PATTY:  No.  His parents said the Jamican authorities told them he got shot in the head at close range, but they don’t know who would have a motive to kill him.





TOMMY:  I can’t imagine him making anyone mad enough to murder him.  That’s terrible.





PATTY:  It’s kind of odd that he sent you something so close to his death.





TOMMY (mind wandering):  That is kind of strange, especially since I haven’t heard from him since he left.





PATTY:  Well, I’m glad we could have dinner.





TOMMY (snapping out of a daze):  Oh!  Yeah.  Me, too, mom.





	He smiles at her as we cut to the Blankenship house, where Lonnie is in Tommy’s room, busily looking at the map.  There is a knock at the door.  Lonnie turns to see Debra in the doorway.





LONNIE:  Debbie!  Come on in.





DEBRA (looks around the room):  Well, this is Tommy’s room.  This looks like all of Tommy’s stuff, but I don’t see Tommy.





LONNIE:  He’s out, and I live here now.





DEBRA:  You moved into Tommy’s room?





LONNIE:  No.  I moved into the room next door.  I’m looking through Tommy’s mail right now.





DEBRA:  This is kind of creepy.  You didn’t kill Tommy and take over his life or anything, did you?





LONNIE:  God, no!  Why would I want his life when I have mine?





DEBRA (rolling her eyes):  You’re right.  What was I thinking?





LONNIE:  Did you come by for a particular reason, or just to condescend to me?





DEBRA:  I came by to do some work on Tommy’s computer.  Condescending to you is just an added bonus.





LONNIE (ignoring her):  Take a look at this, Debbie.





	Lonnie hands her the map and she looks at it.  She smiles and nods.





DEBRA (sarcastic):  Wow.  A map.  Thank you so much, Lonnie.  That made my day.





LONNIE:  He got it in the mail from a friend of his in Jamaica.  Notice the big red ‘X’ marked on it.  It could be pirate’s treasure.  Pirates stole gold.  Gold means money.  Money is Lonnie’s favorite word.





DEBRA:  What does Tommy think about this?





LONNIE:  He thought it was useless and silly.





DEBRA (smiling):  Traits which you and the map have in common.





LONNIE:  You’re on a roll, Debbie.  What happened?  Did you get to do electroshock on a patient today?





	She makes a sarcastic face at him as Tommy walks through his door.





TOMMY:  Hello, people.  Why are you in my room?





DEBRA:  I need to use your computer.





LONNIE:  I want to go to Jamaica and look for gold.





TOMMY:  Debra, at least YOU don’t ask for much.  I need to see that map.





	Tommy grabs it, looking it over.





LONNIE:  What’s up?





TOMMY:  The guy that sent me this was murdered a few nights ago.  I wonder if it had anything to do with this.





DEBRA:  That’s horrible.





TOMMY:  You know, I think I’m going to fly out there and see if I can find something out.





LONNIE:  Alright!  When do we leave?





TOMMY:  I’m going alone.  All I’m going to do is ask a few questions and fly back.





LONNIE:  You’re not going to see where the map leads?





TOMMY:  No.  I’m going to turn it over to the police.





DEBRA:  Are you sure about that?  Your friend didn’t do that.  Maybe there was a reason he mailed it to you.





TOMMY:  Yeah.  You may be right.  Hmm.  Have you guys got some free time coming?





LONNIE:  Anything for a crack at gold.





DEBRA:  I have vacation hours I haven’t used.





TOMMY:  Good.  I’m leaving tomorrow.  Pack your bags.  We’re going to Jamaica.





	We cut to the next day in Jamica.  It is bright out, as the sun is shining.  Palm trees, tiki bars, and sand surround the bright blue water in the ocean nearby.  People are sunbathing, playing in the water, but some are at the bars, listening to the reggae music play.  At the front of a hotel, Tommy, Lonnie, and Debra climb out of a car, looking around at the surroundings.





TOMMY:  I could get used to this.





DEBRA:  I’ll have to agree with you there.





LONNIE:  Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to paradise.





	They continue on inside.  We cut to a few minutes later, as Tommy and Lonnie are unpacking their bags in their room.  Debra walks in from the adjoining room next to them.





DEBRA:  So, where do we head first?





TOMMY:  I’m going to go see if anyone at the return address on the package knew Travis.  I just can’t believe him sending me that map is a coincidence.





LONNIE:  I’ll tell you what, Doyle.  You go to the address.  I’ll rent a boat and sail out to the ‘X’ on the map.





TOMMY:  I don’t think so.  If it is something valuable, I can’t have you sailing off with it.





LONNIE:  Fine.  Debbie will come with me.  She’ll be my chaperone and make sure I behave.  What do you say?





DEBRA:  It’s up to you, Tommy.





TOMMY:  Okay, but keep an eye on him.





LONNIE:  I feel like a third-grader.





DEBRA:  Well, that is your maturity level.





LONNIE:  Yeah.  Get those jokes in.  It won’t be funny when I feed you to a shark.





	Debra smiles as they exit.  We cut to the docks, where Lonnie and Debra have arrived to charter a boat.  They are paying the clerk at the counter, who takes money from Lonnie.





CLERK:  Thank you very much, and enjoy your voyage with Brown Charters.  You will be sailing today with Captain Mac Fowler.  The name of the boat is Anna’s Wish.





DEBRA:  Thanks.





	They begin walking down the docks.  They look around at the many boats in port, pulling in and leaving.  Some have tons of fish aboard.  Others came back disappointed.  Lonnie smiles, looking Debra walk in her summer attire.





LONNIE:  You know, Debbie.  You ought to wear revealing clothes more often.  I think I’m getting a stiffy.





DEBRA:  Then do what you usually do and go find a nice, quiet place to be alone with your right hand.





LONNIE:  Geez, you can’t even take a compliment these days.





DEBRA:  A compliment from you is like a stick in the eye.





LONNIE:  I think you could use a good stick.





DEBRA:  There had better not have been any sub-text in those words.





LONNIE:  Oh, you know me, Debbie.  I’m not clever enough for sub-text.





DEBRA:  Yeah, right.





	They reach a large white boat with the name ‘Anna’s Wish’ written in blue on the side of it.  A rugged middle-aged man with curly blonde hair and blue eyes looks up at them from the boat as they stop.  The sun shines down on all of them as Mac puffs a big cigar.





DEBRA:  Hi.  Are you Mac?





MAC (blowing smoke):  Who’s asking?





DEBRA:  I’m Debra Loomis.  This is Lonnie Elamb.  We apparently have chartered this boat.





MAC (shaking their hands):  Then I’m Mac Fowler.  Nice to meet you.  You looking to do some fishing or maybe just sail on out and enjoy a good swim?





LONNIE:  A good swim sounds nice.  The sooner, the better.





MAC:  Then let’s stop wasting time, eh?





LONNIE:  You read my mind.





DEBRA (as they climb on the boat):  What little of it you have.





LONNIE:  What is your problem?





DEBRA:  You.  You are always my problem.  All you ever do is make perverted comments and smart alec remarks.  I’m sick of listening to them.





LONNIE:  Menstrual period, eh?





DEBRA:  Ooohh, I should have went with Tommy!





	Mac smiles, amused, and shakes his head as Debra walks deeper in the boat to get away from him.





MAC:  You two married?





LONNIE:  God, no.





MAC:  You sure act like it.  Oh, well.  Get yourself settled.  We shove off in 5 minutes.





	Mac laughs and walks off as Lonnie rolls his eyes and walks on.  





           We cut to a hotel.  The place is luxurious, with many people coming and going.  Tommy Doyle appears in the doorway, looking around at the surroundings.  He walks up to the desk, where several employees are sitting.  A young American woman (Carly Jamison) stands.  She is very attractive, with light brown hair, deeply tanned skin, and bright blue eyes.  She smiles as Tommy comes to the desk.





CARLY:  Hi.  How may I help you?





TOMMY:  Well, I’m not sure.  My name is Tommy Doyle.  A friend of mine was staying here a few days ago, and from what I understand, he was killed.  His name was Travis Pepper.





	Carly’s facial expression changes, telling Tommy that she knows who he is talking about.  He studies her.





TOMMY:  You know him?  He sent me a package in the mail and it’s a little confusing, to say the least.  I just need to find someone that knew him so that they can tell me anything about the map he sent me.





CARLY (looking around):  You shouldn’t be asking around about this.  You could get in deep trouble.





TOMMY:  What do you mean?





	Carly glances around and sees a couple of Jamaican men standing in the lobby, trying to blend in with the guests.  One of them is Basil Baskin, Mohamad’s right-hand man.





CARLY:  Listen.  Your friend was a guest here, and he was a nice guy, but he got involved in something he should have kept out of.





TOMMY:  What do you mean?





CARLY:  I can’t say any more.  I’m sorry.





	Carly glances over at Basil, who is looking suspiciously at them.  Tommy turns and looks at Basil.  They stare at each other for a few moments before Tommy turns back around.





TOMMY:  Who’s that?





CARLY:  You don’t want to know.  Trust me.  You would be wise to take whatever it is he sent you and go back home.





TOMMY:  You know more, don’t you?  When can we talk without the supervision?





CARLY (sighs):  I get off at 5.  Wait outside by the doors.  I’ll find you.





	Mohamad Brown enters from the management area and stands behind Carly.





MOHAMAD:  Carly, is there bein’ a problem here?





CARLY (obviously scared):  No, Mr. Brown.  This man just came to the wrong hotel.  You’re looking for the Trade Wind Hotel.  It’s 3 hotels down.





TOMMY (playing along):  Thank you, Miss.





	He nods his head, turns, and walks out the door.  Mohamad looks suspiciously at him and motions Basil to follow him.  Basil nods his head and follows Tommy at the door.  Carly looks worried.  Mohamad looks over at Carly.





MOHAMAD:  Me’s hopin’ you’s bein’ completely honest with me, Miss Jamison.  I don’t like havin’ me some dishonest employees.  I have to get rid of them.





	Mohamad smiles, but Carly tears off her name tag and slams it on the counter.





CARLY:  Don’t bother.  I’ll get rid of myself!





	Carly turns and exits.  We cut to the parking lot, where Tommy Doyle comes to flag down a taxi.  He starts to raise his hand for one, but is suddenly grabbed from behind by Basil, who wraps his arms around Tommy in a bear hug





BASIL:  Not so fast, American!





	Tommy’s reflex reaction is to drive Basil back into the car behind them.  As they hit the car, Basil’s breath leaves him and people begin stopping to watch the disturbance.  Tommy throws his right elbow back into Basil’s nose, hearing it crunch on impact.  Basil howls in pain as Tommy turns and decks him with a right to the jaw.  Basil returns the favor, knocking Tommy out into the road with a thud.  Basil, blood oozing out of his nose, pulls out a gun and points it down at Tommy.  Some people start screaming and run away.





BASIL:  What you be askin’ questions about, American?





TOMMY:  Who are you?





BASIL:  Don’t you be worryin’ about that, mon.  You be worryin’ about answerin’ my questions, cause it be a matter of life or death for you.





	Suddenly, a car comes screeching towards them, like a bat out of hell.  Basil turns as the car comes barreling towards him.  Carly is seen behind the wheel.  Basil jumps as the car collides with him, sending him up over the top and down the back of the car, hitting the ground with a thud.  The car stops as Carly throws open the passenger door.





CARLY:  Get in!





	Tommy, not sure of what is going on, runs and jumps into the car, slamming the door shut behind him.  The car screeches off and out of the parking lot as Mohamad comes running out of the hotel with a few of his thugs.  They run over to Basil, who is hurt, but still alive.  People from the island are gathering around, curious about the chaos.





MOHAMAD:  Damn it, mon!





	We cut to inside the car, where Carly is speeding down the road.  Tommy looks over at her.





TOMMY:  What is going on?!!





CARLY:  You’ll get better answers by not raising your voice to me.  I just saved your life.





TOMMY:  I’m sorry.  I just don’t know what just happened.





CARLY:  That was Mohamad Brown.  You don’t cross him.





TOMMY:  I didn’t!





CARLY:  No, but your friend Travis did.  You see, Travis was an employee back at the hotel.  He took something very valuable to Mohamad.





TOMMY:  What did he take?





CARLY:  Jewels.  Diamonds, to be exact.  Stolen diamonds.  Mohamad is into very bad things.  He owns everything here.  The police, the businesses, the money.  Things he doesn’t own, he takes.  He imports and exports drugs in and out of the country, mostly cocaine.  He is the one-man crime wave and no one dares to go against him.





TOMMY:  How do you know so much about this?





CARLY (hesitates):  Everyone knows around here.  It’s common knowledge.  It’s like back in the states when people mind their own business out of fear.  Mohamad Brown is a very dangerous man.





TOMMY:  So why did you risk saving me, then?





CARLY:  I can’t explain everything right now.





TOMMY:  You’re not really a hotel clerk, are you?





CARLY:  Not anymore.  Come on.  We have to go get that package your friend sent you before the hurricane hits.





TOMMY:  Hurricane?  What are you talking about?





CARLY:  Haven’t you been watching the news?





TOMMY:  No.  What are you talking about?





CARLY:  There’s a hurricane headed this way.  It virtually came out of nowhere.  It was headed up towards the states, but made a u-turn.  Just came over the news about 5 minutes ago.





TOMMY:  But it’s so sunny outside.





CARLY:  Trust me.  In about an hour, it’s best to be in a safe and secure place.  It’ll be black as night as all hell will break loose.





	Tommy looks worried as Carly steps on the gas.  We cut back to Mohamad’s hotel, where he is in the security room.  He is watching the security cameras of Tommy’s visit, along with his associates.  Basil can be seen putting an ice pack on his nose.  They watch as Tommy and Carly are speaking.  They get to the part where Tommy introduces himself, followed by his inquiry about Travis.





MOHAMAD:  Call the surrounding hotels.  He’ll be staying at one of them.  Travis was smart to mail his map to a friend, but stupid not to warn him to stay home, mon.  Now, he’ll have to take responsibility in hell for his friend’s death.





	We cut to the middle of the ocean, where ‘Anna’s Wish’ is sailing across the ocean.  Debra is standing out on the lower deck, looking out at the bright blue ocean behind them.  The sound of waves crashing and the boat’s engine are the only sounds heard.  Lonnie enters from the boat’s interior.





LONNIE:  What are you doing back here, Debbie?  You should come and see the cock pit.  This boat is awesome.





DEBRA:  Well, if you love it so much, why don’t you marry it?





LONNIE (frowning):  Debbie, what is wrong with you?  We’re supposed to be having fun.  We’re in paradise, for God’s sake.





DEBRA:  I can’t have fun with you.  You’re annoying.





LONNIE:  Are you ever not in shrink mode?  I think you’d have a better time if you weren’t so serious all the time.





DEBRA:  And maybe you’d do something with your life if you didn’t look at everything as one big joke.  You’re father is right, you know.  You can’t play around for the rest of your life.  You have to start thinking about some sort of future for yourself.





LONNIE:  Don’t you talk about my problems with my father.  That’s none of your business.  The future is the future.  I only think about today.





DEBRA:  Maybe, for once, you should think about tomorrow!  You have a lot of potential, and it’s a shame to see it wasted chasing after money and vengeance.  Do something meaningful, for once.





LONNIE:  What?  Like have crazy people look at ink blots?  Doesn’t interest me.  Sorry.





DEBRA:  You know what I mean.





	Suddenly, Mac appears from the cock pit.





MAC:  Guys, we have to head back to the mainland.





DEBRA:  Why?  What’s the problem?





MAC:  There’s a storm coming.  Hurricane Debra just made a u-turn towards Jamaica.





LONNIE (laughs):  Hurricane Debra?  I find the name fitting for a storm that does nothing but savagely attack everything in its path.





DEBRA (rolling her eyes):  We’re not in any danger, are we?  I mean, we can beat this storm back.  Right?





MAC:  It depends on how fast it’s moving.  I can’t make any guarantees.





LONNIE:  How close is it?





MAC:  Close, and we are far away from the mainland.





DEBRA:  Oh, my God.  We’re in trouble, aren’t we?





MAC (trying not to sound scared):  Just to be safe, we should all put on life vests.  I’m going to move out of here as fast as I can.  I’ll be in the cock pit.





	Mac turns and exits back into the boat as Lonnie and Debra look at each other, both still angry with the other.  Debra turns without a word and follows Mac inside.  We cut to Tommy’s hotel room, where Tommy and Carly enter.





CARLY:  You need to gather your things and get out of here.  Mohamad will be able to find you.





TOMMY:  What about my friends?





CARLY:  Worry about yourself first.  We’ll figure that out later.  Right now, you need to remove anything valuable, especially the map.





TOMMY (grabbing his things):  I don’t have the map.  They do.  They went to go see where it leads.





CARLY:  Good for you, bad for them.  Do you know where they went to rent the boat?  If so, we’ll meet them there when they return…unless they get hit by the hurricane.





TOMMY:  Oh, man.  It’s getting closer.





	Tommy runs over and looks out the window.  The sky is gray and the wind has started blowing furiously.  People can be seen running through the streets, trying to get to shelter.  But, what catches Tommy’s eye is the big limousine sitting out front, guarded by Basil Baskin.  There is a knock at the door.  Tommy and Carly turn.





VOICE (OS):  Room service.





CARLY:  They found us!





TOMMY:  Come on!





	Tommy pulls Carly into Debra’s adjoining room next to theirs, closing the door as a bullet rips through the door to his room, followed by a kick to open it.  Mohamad Brown is there, along with his thugs.  They enter the room, looking around.





MOHAMAD:  Tear this place apart until you find it!





	We cut to Debra’s adjoining room, where Tommy and Carly open the front door, peering out.  One lone gunman waits in the hallway.  We hear sounds of things being thrown around and breaking glass.  Mohamad calls for the final thug, who goes into the room.  Tommy and Carly burst from the room towards the elevator.  They reach it and Tommy pushes the button for it to open.  They wait impatiently for the door to open.





TOMMY (to himself):  Come on.





	The lone thug comes back out of the room and sees them down the hall.  His eyes widen.





THUG:  Hey!  Mohamad!  They’re out here!





	Tommy’s eyes widen as the elevator door opens.  Mohamad emerges into the hallway and sees them just as they jump into the elevator.  Mohamad yells and comes charging down the hall.  He reaches he elevator and lunges for them, but the doors close, blocking him off.  Mohamad turns.





MOHAMAD:  Take the stairs!  Make sure they don’t escape!





	We cut to inside the elevator, where Tommy and Carly are watching the numbers on the door, counting down…6, 5, 4, 3, 2, 1.  The elevator door opens.  Tommy and Carly run out into the lobby.  They freeze as they see Basil enter the lobby, looking around.





TOMMY:  Oh, shit!





	Carly throws Tommy against a pillar nearby and kisses him.  Tommy, shocked, soon starts to enjoy it as Basil walks by without noticing them.  Carly turns and watches him go.  She smiles.





CARLY:  Sorry.  People don’t like looking at other people making out in public, so they just walk on by.





TOMMY:  That’s perfectly fine.  Trust me.





	They turn and walk out the front door as the door from the stairs opens.  Moahamad and one of his thugs comes charging out, but don’t see them.  Outside, Tommy and Carly are greeted by wind and rain.  The storm has arrived on the island.  It beats down on them with fury.





CARLY:  Hurry!  We have to get out of here!





	Tommy and Carly run for her car as Mohamad and his thug burst from the hotel, greeted by the fierce storm.  Mohamad sees Tommy and Carly running.  They take off after them.  Tommy and Carly reach the car.  Tommy slides over the hood and lands on the other side, as Carly throws open the driver’s side door, getting in.  A gunshot from Mohamad rings out and a bullet whizzes by Tommy’s head.  He quickly dives into the car as Carly starts it and peels out of the parking spot.  Mohamad, like a madman, jumps on top of the car, banging on the windows with his gun, trying to break them as his thug fires at the car, breaking a window.





MOHAMAD:  You can’t run far from me, mon!  I’ll find you!





	Carly peels out of the parking lot, causing Mohamad to fall off and to the ground.  Mohamad and his thug fire at the car, trying to shoot out the tires, but it gets away without harm.  Inside the car, Tommy is breathing hard as the rain beats down on the car.  The windshield wipers knock puddles of water from the windshield.





CARLY:  You okay over there?





TOMMY:  Just catching my breath.





CARLY:  From what?  The chase or our lip lock?





TOMMY (smiles):  Both.





	We cut to the ocean, where the rain is beating down on the boat in the middle of the sea.  The sun has disappeared behind black clouds and lightning flashes.  Mac is frantically trying to keep the boat under control.  Debra is with him.





DEBRA:  It’s getting worse out there.





MAC:  I don’t think we’re going to make it.  I can’t see a damn thing!





DEBRA:  Oh, boy.  This isn’t how I pictured myself going out.





MAC:  Me, either.  But I’m not giving up.  Anna wouldn’t want me to do that.





DEBRA:  Who’s Anna?





MAC:  She was my wife.  Named the boat after her and gave it to her for our anniversary.  She passed away about a year ago.  Looks like I might be seeing her again sooner than I thought.





DEBRA:  Thanks for the optimism.





MAC:  Would you rather me lie to you?





DEBRA:  Sorry.  I’m just not having a good day.





MAC:  I noticed.  You and Lonnie seem to be at odds.





DEBRA:  Our personalities are just different.





MAC:  He reminds me of my wife.  She was the same way when I met her, you know.  Care-free, adventurous, couldn’t be contained.  Me, I was a banker.  Everything was neat and tidy and had to be planned out with charts and graphs.  I had a system, and I hated it when she didn’t plan ahead.





DEBRA:  So why did you stay with her?





MAC:  Because that’s what drew me to her.  She was so different, and we balanced each other out.  She started becoming a little more responsible and I started becoming a little more fun.  If you had told me five years ago that I’d be sailing a boat for a living, I would have said you were crazy.  She got on my last nerve half the time, but I loved that woman with all my heart.  Wouldn’t change a thing.





	Mac seems to almost forget the storm as he thinks about his past.  Lonnie comes into the cock pit, looking at them.





LONNIE:  There’s a big freaking wave coming up behind us!





	Mac turns and runs out to the lower deck, putting the boat on auto-pilot.  Lonnie and Debra follow after him.  The three of them look out at the water.  A huge wall of water is forming, seemingly watching them like a snake.  It almost follows the boat as Debra and especially Mac get worried.  The storm is obviously raging out of control.





MAC:  Jesus!  It’s forming a damn tidal wave!





	Mac turns and runs back onto the boat as Lonnie and Debra look at each other through the rain.





LONNIE:  This isn’t good!





DEBRA:  Leave it to you to make that intelligent observation!





LONNIE:  You’re really working on my nerves.  You know that?





DEBRA:  Good.  It’s payback for the MONTHS you’ve been working on mine!





LONNIE:  This isn’t the time or place for your bitchfest.  We’re in trouble here!  I’m going to see if Mac needs any help.  You stay out here and have a tantrum!  See you later!





	Lonnie goes back onto the boat.  Debra takes one last look at the forming tidal wave and heads back inside, the rain soaking her hair and clothing.  We cut to the ‘Brown Charter Service’ back on the mainland.  Tommy and Carly come running through the piercing rain, running down the length of the pier.





TOMMY:  I don’t see anyone!





CARLY:  Me, either!





	Suddenly, the clerk from the business comes running down the pier in the opposite direction, wearing a raincoat.  Tommy stops him.





TOMMY:  Hey!  I’m looking for a couple of friends of mine.  They came out here to charter a boat.





CLERK:  What’d they look like?





TOMMY:  Americans.  A woman and a man.  Debra has long black hair.  Lonnie has brown hair.





CLERK:  Oh, yeah.  I saw them.  They never came back, though!  I’m sure they found shelter on another island somewhere.  I have to go!  We’ve closed for the day!  Get to shelter now!





	The clerk runs off, leaving Tommy and Carly behind.  Tommy looks out at the water as he sees the form of a funnel cloud surfing the water.





TOMMY:  We have to get the hell out of here!





CARLY:  I’m with you!  Come on!





	Tommy and Carly exit as we cut to ‘Anna’s Wish’.  Mac is looking out, trying to keep control as the rain pelts down onto the boat, which is rising and falling with the various large waves.  Tears form in Mac’s eyes as Lonnie and Debra are seated.





MAC:  We’re not going to make it.





DEBRA:  Damn it, Lonnie!  You and your stupid treasure hunt!





LONNIE:  Hey, don’t blame this on me!  I may be great, but I’m not God!  I didn’t make it rain!





DEBRA:  We wouldn’t be out here if it wasn’t for you!





LONNIE:  I didn’t force you to come!





MAC:  Shut up!  The both of you, just be quiet!





DEBRA:  I’ve had enough!





	Debra turns and walks out of the cock pit.  Lonnie shakes his head.





MAC:  Go get her back inside.  If the boat goes down, you float safely to shore.





LONNIE:  What about you?





MAC:  The captain always goes down with the ship.





	Lonnie looks sadly at Mac, who winks at him with gloom.





MAC:  It was nice meeting you, young man.





LONNIE:  A pleasure.





	Lonnie turns and walks out after Debra, while Mac looks sadly out at the water.  We cut to the lower deck, where Debra looks out at the hovering wave behind them.  She has tears in her eyes.  Lonnie enters from behind.





LONNIE:  Debbie, if we die, I don’t think we should die mad at each other.





	Debra looks at him with sadness as a huge wave topples over the boat.  Debra is seemingly grabbed by the water, screaming, and is taken out into the ocean.  Lonnie’s eyes widen.





LONNIE:  Debra!!!!





	Lonnie dives into the water after her, as the waves are thrashing wildly in the ocean.  Debra is nowhere to be seen.  Lonnie looks around as a wave topples him, taking him under the water.  Inside the boat, Mac reaches up into a cabinet, pulling out a wedding picture of him and Anna.  He smiles sadly at the memories of his wife.  He turns to see the tidal wave coming directly towards him.  A tear falls from his right eye.





MAC:  I’m coming, Anna.  I’m coming.





	The tidal wave washes over the entire boat, taking it underneath the dark ocean, causing it to disappear forever from sight.  We cut back to the mainland, where Tommy and Carly emerge from a car.  They run through the rain up to a building, where several other people are going in.  A couple of Jaimacan men (Erroll and Barback) are trying to put up some sand bags on the docks to keep the water from coming over the surface.  Wind and rain dominate the area.  Tommy and Carly yell to be heard over the thunder and lightning of the storm.





TOMMY:  Maybe I should go on out there and help them!





CARLY:  I can see the cloud coming!  They need to get inside!





TOMMY:  What if Mohamad finds us here?!!!





CARLY:  Mohamad’s a smart man!  He’s probably found somewhere to get in from the storm!





	Suddenly, a lightning bolt comes down, striking a telephone pole by the docks.  The pole breaks on impact and comes barreling down towards the dock workers.  Erroll yells as Barback is nailed by the pole and goes flying into the water.





ERROLL:  Barback!  No, mon!





	The pole bursts through the docks, causing it to collapse.  Erroll is taken down into the water and disappears beneath the raging waters.  Tommy and Carly look on in amazement.





TOMMY:  Oh, man!  They could die!





CARLY:  Don’t just sit there!  Let’s go!





	Carly takes off towards the dock with Tommy close behind.  They are at a steady sprint as people begin coming out of the shelter, barely being able to open up the door due to the fierce winds.  Tommy and Carly reach the docks at precisely the same time, both diving simultaneously into the water.  Lightning lights up the sky as Tommy quickly reaches underneath the water to find Barback unconscious.  He grips him under the arms and swims towards the surface with him.  Carly finds Erroll, doing the same.  Tommy breaks the surface first, followed by Carly.  As they clear the waters from their eyes, they reach up for the land above them.  Several of the people from the shelter reach down and grab the four people, pulling them from the water.  Tommy collapses in exhaustion on the ground beside Carly, who is breathing heavily.





TOMMY:  Thanks, everyone.





PEOPLE:  Thank YOU!





	Barback finally spits out some water and starts breathing again, thanks to one of the unidentified people giving him CPR.  Erroll looks over at Tommy and Carly.





ERROLL:  Thank you very much.  I owe you both.





TOMMY:  No problem.





	Tommy stands and holds out his hand.  Carly grabs it and he pulls her up, their faces inches away from each other.  Tommy is seemingly about to kiss her, but ultimately pulls away.  Carly motions him towards the building as everyone is moving towards shelter.





CARLY:  Come on!





	They take off running towards the shelter as the hurricane ultimately blows in, taking things with it.  Tommy and Carly burst through the door and the people shut it behind them.  Carly smiles at Tommy.  She ruffles up his hair.





CARLY:  You look pretty cute wet.





TOMMY:  Well, uh, yeah.  That is mutual.





	The storm rages outside as everyone hides underneath the tables.  Tommy and Carly hide underneath the table, looking at each other with attraction.





TOMMY:  So, how did you get mixed up in all of this?





CARLY:  I work undercover for the FBI.  I guess since I blew my cover I can tell you.





TOMMY:  You’re a little out of your jurisdiction, aren’t you?  This isn’t DC.





CARLY:  But the crime we’re working on was committed in the states.  A diamond heist, performed by a couple of jewel thieves.  We tracked the jewels to here in Jamaica.  We can only assume at this point that Mohamad was behind it.





TOMMY:  How did Travis get involved?





CARLY: The jewels belonged to William Pepper.  He’s a business tycoon from Illinois.  He was Travis’s grandfather.  Unfortunately, the jewel thieves were interrupted by William, and they killed him, taking off with his belongings.  Travis arrived out here about a month ago and got on at the hotel.  Somehow, he found the jewels and stole them back, hiding them somewhere unknown to anyone but him.  Mohamad killed him because he wouldn’t talk.





TOMMY:  Now I’ve shown up and am the lucky recipient of Mohamad’s rage.





CARLY (laughs):  You should have stayed home.





	They hear the click of a gun.  They suddenly get serious, and look above the table to see Mohamad Brown, sitting in a chair smiling.  Behind him, Basil holds a gun on them and several Jamaican thugs stand behind them.





MOHAMAD:  I told you that you wouldn’t be gettin’ far, mon.  As soon as this hurricane be blowing over, mon, we takin’ a drive to retrieve my belongings.





	The Jamaicans all start laughing as the storm beats down on the shelter.  Tommy and Carly look up with fear.  We cut to a shot of the ocean, where the boat went down.  The storm is strong as ever, with water, wind, and lightning filling the shot.  Zoom in on a life preserver, the lone object in the water.  Lightning lights up the sky to reveal the words ‘Anna’s Wish’ on it.  Otherwise, the water is empty.  No Lonnie.  No Debra.  No Mac.  No boat.





Freeze on life preserver as ‘TO BE CONTINUED…’ appears on the screen.





Roll End Credits over Halloween Tune
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