Halloween: The Series 


Episode 15: Terror in the Tropics, Part 2





We open with a recap of the previous show, with Travis getting killed, Tommy getting the map, our trio arriving in Jamaica, Tommy getting saved by Carly, Lonnie and Debra falling into the water during the hurricane, Tommy and Carly getting captured by Mohamad, and the raging storm lighting up the life preserver.





In present time, we now come up on a shot overlooking a new day in Jamaica.  The hurricane is long gone and the sun is shining brightly once again.  People are cleaning up debris and trash from the damaged area as they try to recover from the disaster.  After a brief shot of the mainland, we cut out to the ocean, where a small yacht is slowly floating towards a specific destination.  On the main deck, Mohamad Brown, sunglasses on, gold chains dangling, looks out at the still waters.  Basil Baskin enters behind him.





BASIL:  We’re still tryin’, Mohamad.  They claim they don’t know where the diamonds be hidden.  What are we to do?





MOHAMAD:  He says his friends have the map to the hidden diamonds, mon.  Now, we just have to locate his friends.  That shouldn’t be too hard, my friend.





BASIL:  They disappeared in the storm, Mohamad.  They rented out “Anna’s Wish” and it never returned.  They must be goners, mon.





MOHAMAD:  Tommy Doyle had better hope not.  His missing friends are his only reason he’s still alive.  He has to help us find them.  I don’t care what you have to do.  I don’t care if you must torture them.  Find out if they are hiding things from us.  If they are, they will be the goners.





	We cut to inside the yacht, where Tommy Doyle is tied up, along with Carly Jamison.  They are back-to-back, their arms tied behind them around a pillar in the middle of the room.  They look stressed.





TOMMY:  We have to get out of here, Carly.  We can’t just give up.





CARLY:  I never said I was.  We just have to wait for the opportunity and strike.





TOMMY:  Let me know when that opportunity gets here.





CARLY:  Don’t worry.  Just follow my lead.





	Tommy smiles.





TOMMY:  Whatever you say, ma’am.





CARLY:  I’m sorry about your friends.  I hope for a miracle, though.





TOMMY (suddenly sad):  They’re tough.  If anyone could survive that storm, it’s them.





	Tommy looks worried as we cut to a small island, deep in the ocean, surrounded by nothing.  The sun shines down brightly over the palm trees and the sand.  As we get closer, we see Debra Loomis, unconscious and motionless on the beach.  The tide comes in and smacks her gently in the face.  She slowly wakes up and looks around, grains of sand falling from her face.





DEBRA:  W-w-here am I?





LONNIE (VO):  Talking to yourself again, Debbie?  You really have issues.





	Debra turns to see Lonnie Elamb, tattered and beaten, sitting a few yards behind her on the beach.  He smiles.





DEBRA:  Where’s the boat?





LONNIE:  I’d say at the bottom of the ocean.





DEBRA:  What?!!  How are we supposed to get home?





LONNIE:  That, Debbie, is a very good question.  The only problem is that I don’t know.  The boat went down.  We have no way to signal anyone or another boat nearby.  I’m afraid we’re stuck on this island.





DEBRA:  What?  You mean I’m stuck here?  With YOU?





LONNIE:  Oh, please.  Don’t act like you haven’t dreamed of this.  Me and you stuck on a deserted island?  If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you set this whole thing up.





DEBRA (offended):  Oh, get over yourself.  You’re the last person I’d want to be stuck with.





LONNIE:  Guess what?  It’s you and me, babe.  No one else around for miles.  No sign of life.  No boats in the distance.  No coast guard.  No Gilligan, Skipper, and unfortunately no Mary Anne.  Looks like we’re both shit out of luck.





DEBRA:  This has got to be the worst thing ever to happen to me.  We’re going to die out here, aren’t we?





LONNIE:  I don’t know, Debbie.  I really don’t know.





	Lonnie stares at her with intensity as she looks worried.





‘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 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 cut to inside Mohamad’s boat, where Tommy and Carly remain tied up.  They are silent as Basil Baskin walks in, looking menacing.  He looks down at Tommy.





BASIL:  I think you both had better start talkin’ soon.  You could end up as shark food if you don’t.





TOMMY:  I’m telling you.  My friend Lonnie has the map.  He was sailing out in this area following it.  I haven’t seen him since before the hurricane.





BASIL:  You be lyin’, mon.  Why?  Those diamonds belong to Mohamad, just like everything else in this hemisphere.





CARLY:  He owns the HEMISPHERE?  Get real.  He’s telling the truth.





	Basil backhands Carly across the face and glares angrily inches from her face.





BASIL:  You don’t be talkin’ ‘less you bein’ talked to.





TOMMY:  Hey!  Cut that out!





	Basil turns to Tommy, a look of anger as his expression.





BASIL:  Then tell us what we needin’ to know, mon.





TOMMY:  I’ve told you everything I know!  Lonnie and Debra had the map!  They disappeared into the storm!





	A Jamaican man enters the cabin, walking over and whispering in Basil’s ear.  Basil looks shocked.  The Jamaican thug nods his head.





BASIL:  I’ll be out in a second.





THUG:  Yes, mon.





	The thug turns and exits as Basil turns to Tommy and Carly, smiling.





BASIL:  It appears that we may have found your friends…or what is left of them.  We found a portion of the boat “Anna’s Wish” floating in the water.  Our men are going to be diving into the water and retrieving our map from the remains.





TOMMY:  Oh, God.  I want to go, too.





BASIL:  Don’t be silly, mon.  We have our divers.





TOMMY:  No.  If my friends are dead, I want to be the one to fish them out.  You can have the map.  I don’t care.  I just want to preserve my friends’ memories.





BASIL:  I doubt it very much that Mohamad would allow such a thing.





TOMMY:  Ask him.





BASIL:  Yeah, mon.  Whatever.





	Basil turns and exits.  Carly smiles.





CARLY:  That will be our opportunity.





TOMMY:  No.  Not until I know what happened to Lonnie and Debra.





CARLY:  Okay.  I can understand what you’re going through.  My parents were killed in a boating accident a long time ago.





TOMMY:  I’m sorry.





CARLY:  I’m sorry about your friends.





TOMMY:  Don’t be sorry until we know that there’s something to be sorry for.  I hope they are okay.  They have to be.





CARLY:  I’m hoping with you.  (beat)  Have you gotten everything you’ve wanted out of life, Tommy?





TOMMY:  That’s a deep question.





CARLY:  I’m just saying that this could be it, you know.  When you look back on your life, are you proud of everything you’ve accomplished?





TOMMY:  No.  Not really.  I’ve still got a lot of things unresolved.





CARLY:  I do, too.  I have a brother out there somewhere.  We haven’t spoken since my parents’ funerals.





TOMMY:  Why not?





CARLY:  He was a minor at the time.  The orphanage took him away and wouldn’t give me custody.  I was just a college student with no real career or a regular source of income.  They stuck him in foster home after foster home.  I promised him that I’d be back one day to get him out of those homes.





TOMMY:  What happened?





CARLY:  Time passed by and I was so focused on my career that I thought he was better off without me and with real parents.  Last time I talked to him was this past Christmas, and he hung up the phone on me after a heated argument.  He’s angry that I never followed through with my promise.





TOMMY:  How old is he?





CARLY:  He’s 17 now.  Probably will graduate high school next May.  Josh was such a cute kid, and I let him down.  Now, that cute kid has been replaced with an angry young man with troubles the size of Texas.





TOMMY:  I know that story.  I was once a little kid, too, whose biggest worry was whether or not I would get to carve a jack-o-lantern on Halloween.  Now, I’m lucky to sleep a full night without a nightmare.  What happens to us as we get older?





CARLY:  We get hurt and traumatized, and life hands us a raw deal.  If I ever get out of this, I’m going to call Josh and I’m going to start that relationship with my little brother that I should have had.





TOMMY:  And I’m going to make the nightmares stop.





	Carly and Tommy sit there in silence, thinking of their lives.  We cut to the deck, where Mohamad and Basil stand, looking out into the water.





MOHAMAD:  He wants to dive with us?  Stupid Americans.





BASIL:  What should we do?





MOHAMAD:  Let Lenny take them down with his divers.  While they are down there, make sure Tommy and the FBI agent join their friends at the bottom of the ocean.  Easy way to get rid of their bodies.





BASIL:  You’re brilliant.





MOHAMAD:  Go.  Get it done.





BASIL:  Yes, mon.





	Basil exits as Mohamad stares out at the ocean, the sunlight glinting off of his sunglasses, a glint of pleasure on his face.  We cut to the island, where Lonnie and Debra are exploring in the jungle.  Debra is tired and comes to a stop, looking around at all of the palm trees and vines around them.  They have both lessened their clothing to try and absorb the heat.





DEBRA:  There’s no one here, Lonnie.  We’ve been all over this island!





LONNIE:  I’m going to have to agree with you.  There’s nothing here but animals and trees.  We should set up a camp.  It’ll be getting dark soon.





DEBRA:  And hopefully the heat will subside.





LONNIE:  Yeah.  We should gather up some firewood.





DEBRA:  We?  You’re the strong and buff one here.  You gather up the wood.





LONNIE:  By myself?  No offense, but we’re both stuck here.  This isn’t like your fantasies where I’m waving a fan over you in nothing but a thong.  You’re going to contribute or you don’t get to sit by my fire, babe.





DEBRA:  I’ll just make my own fire, then!





LONNIE:  Oh, really?  Is your wood just going to jump into a pile for you?





DEBRA:  Okay!  You win, but don’t ever put the thought of you in a thong in my head again.  That is just so…





LONNIE:  Enticing to your sex-starved appetite?





DEBRA:  Hardly.  You make me so sick.





LONNIE:  You’re the one imagining me in a thong.





DEBRA:  Only because you put the thought there!





LONNIE:  By being sexy.





	Lonnie smiles at her, winks, and moves his eyebrows up and down.  She frowns.





DEBRA:  I hate you with a raging passion.





LONNIE:  So now you think about raging passion when you think about me in a thong?





DEBRA:  Forget it!  I’m going to gather some firewood!





	Debra stomps off, angrily.  Lonnie smiles.  We cut to Mohamad’s boat, where Mohamad is with another of his thugs, Lenny Kingston, another Jamaican man with dread locks.  He is in scuba gear, about to dive into the water.





MOHAMAD:  So you know what to do?





LENNY:  Ya, mon.  I know exactly what to do.  No one will ever find them.  I’ll be makin’ sure of it.





	Mohamad smiles as Tommy and Carly are led out, wearing wet suits and diving gear.  Basil has a gun held on them.





MOHAMAD:  You want to be findin’ your friends, mon.  I can respect that.





TOMMY:  Can you?  Somehow, I doubt you respect human life.  You’re just not the type.  What are you going to do?  Kill us down there?





MOHAMAD (laughing):  Of course not, mon.  I don’t murder people.





CARLY:  Yeah, Tommy.  See his halo?





BASIL:  I suggest you be savin’ the wise cracks, young lady.





LENNY:  I suggest we get movin’.  The sun will be setting soon.  We have to find that map, mon.





TOMMY:  I’m ready.





CARLY:  Me, too.





	A couple of other divers put on their oxygen tanks for them and everyone gets in place to dive.





LENNY:  See you down below.





	Lenny dives into the water, followed by his two thugs, Tommy, and finally Carly.  They hit with a splash.  Basil looks over at Mohamad.





BASIL:  Just a matter of time now.





MOHAMAD:  Yes!  The diamonds will be mine!





	We cut to underneath water, where the divers are swimming downward.  They move almost in slow motion as they get deeper and deeper in the deep blue sea.  As they near the bottom, a boat with the words “Anna’s Wish” is seen resting silently on the ocean floor.  Lenny is the first to reach the boat and swims around it to get a look.  Tommy and Carly arrive and Tommy motions to everyone that he is going inside.  Lenny and Carly nod to him as he throws open the cabin door.  He is frightened and shocked as Mac Fowler’s dead body greets him, eyes wide, almost staring at him.  Everyone is shocked.  Lenny shoves Mac’s body up into the water and it floats upwards.  Tommy goes into the boat, followed by Lenny, Carly, and the two other divers.  They float around the boat’s interior.  No sign of Lonnie and Debra.  Tommy gives a thumbs-up sign to Carly.  Lenny turns over every sheet of paper within reaching distance as the divers scour the boat, looking for the map.





	We cut to the island, where Debra is struggling to carry a huge piece of wood to the campground on the beach.  Lonnie carries a couple of logs over and throws them on top of his stack.  He looks over at Debra.





LONNIE:  Geez, Debbie.  Hurry up.  We haven’t got all night.





DEBRA:  I am NOT a nature person!





	Debra finally reaches the pile and slams her big piece of wood onto the stack, looking at him with exhausted anger.  Lonnie laughs.





LONNIE:  Wow, I never would have guessed.





DEBRA:  Oh, I hope you’re enjoying this.  I am going to get you back.  Just wait.





LONNIE:  We’re okay here, Debbie.  I AM a nature person.  I used to camp out all the time…you know, every time my father threw me out of the house.  Sometimes, I had nowhere to go and had to wing it.  I guess you wouldn’t understand that, though.





DEBRA:  Why would anyone sleep out in the open with all these live THINGS roaming around when they could be in a soft, padded pillow-infested bed at home?  God, I miss my bed.  I love my bed.





LONNIE:  Don’t you ever like to enjoy nature?





	Lonnie pulls a lighter out of his wet shorts as Debra sits down.





DEBRA:  Sure I do.  I read about it all the time.





LONNIE:  That’s not what I mean.





	Lonnie ignites the lighter, lighting some of the starter wood that he put under the logs.  The fire catches and starts burning.  Lonnie sits down and looks at her.





LONNIE:  When you were a kid, did you ever like to just sit outside and watch the sunset or listen to the birds chirping?  I’m telling you, there’s nothing like being up close and seeing that.





DEBRA:  I haven’t got time for sunsets or birds.  And I would have thought after your experience with that crow back in Crossville, that you would feel the same way.





LONNIE:  First of all, that crow was almost human.  Second of all, don’t you ever take time out to have fun?  I mean, is it always work, work, work, with you?





	The fire begins to crackle as it starts getting bigger.  Debra looks saddened.





DEBRA:  Work is important.





LONNIE:  All work and no play make Debbie a dull shrink.





DEBRA:  I…I don’t think I ever learned how to have fun.  I was always being pushed to get good grades and to work hard to get ahead.  I graduated high school at an early age, and I sped through college and medical school faster than most people get through grammar school.  I never liked being labeled the prodigy.  I have worked hard for what I have and I’m not ashamed of it.





LONNIE:  But don’t you think you missed out on things other kids did?  Like, going to the prom?  Attending high school with kids your own age?  Hanging out at the mall, not because you actually bought anything, but because you never knew who you were going to meet or run into?  And last, watching the sunset and the sky turn a strange color for a split second before fading into darkness?





DEBRA (hesitating):  Of course I would have liked to have had those things, but don’t you miss what you could have been had you applied yourself?  You could be a doctor or a lawyer or an accountant, but you choose to commit crimes by stealing from other people and selling illegal substances.  Why?  Why would you waste your life like that?





LONNIE:  Because, I’m lost.  I don’t know what I want from life.  I do know that I don’t want to be any of those things, but I haven’t figured out what I want yet.  As for stealing and dealing, I think that I’ve done a fairly good job of changing myself around.  I think that while I’m looking for what life means to me, that I might as well enjoy life for what it’s worth.  You, you’re too busy looking down your nose at everything to even notice that not everyone was born with a silver spoon in their mouths, and not everyone was steered in a direction.  My mother was killed when I was young and my father never cared enough to even bother to teach me about life and finding direction.  I’ve just made my own way and I don’t regret anything. I don’t regret my mistakes because I learn from them.





DEBRA:  I do not look down my nose at people.





LONNIE:  Oh.  Of course.  You’re too good to even acknowledge their presence.





DEBRA:  Why are you talking this way about me?





LONNIE:  Because that’s what I see.





DEBRA:  Oh, really.  Well, you know what I see?  A Peter Pan wanna-be who just won’t grow up!  This isn’t Never-Never Land, Lonnie.  This is the real world.  You have to take responsibility someday.





LONNIE:  Don’t do that.  Do not pull that shrink garbage on me!  You don’t know how this mind works, babe.  You don’t have a clue!





DEBRA:  No, you don’t have clue!  I’m sick and tired of even putting up with you!





LONNIE:  Then don’t!  Take my fire!  Take our shelter!  I’m probably not good enough to share it with, anyway!  Have fun!  I’m going to leave you with your palace, Queen Debra!





	Lonnie gets up and stomps away as Debra warms up to the fire, tears forming in her eyes.  We cut to the ocean floor, where Lenny reaches a piece of paper on the boat.  He smiles and holds it up for the other divers and gives them a thumbs-up.  They nod and start swimming out of the boat.  Tommy and Carly swim outside the boat.  He shrugs and shakes his head, signifying that he didn’t find Lonnie or Debra.  Lenny and his thugs swim out of the boat’s cabin and hold up the map for Tommy and Carly to see.  Lenny then reaches underneath his oxygen tank and takes out a gun, pointing it at them in the water.  Tommy and Carly look on in fear.  Suddenly, the two divers start panicking and point behind Tommy and Carly.  Everyone turns to look.  Tommy’s and Carly’s eyes widen as they see a great white shark coming towards them.  Carly panics, immediately swimming upwards.  Tommy dodges the oncoming shark as he widens his mouth, showing his razor-sharp teeth.  He misses Carly, but catches Diver #1, crunching him with mighty strength.  Blood immediately flows from the instantly dead diver as everyone starts swimming rapidly for the surface.  Tommy looks into the black eyes of the shark before he begins his swim upwards.  We cut to on the boat, where Mohamad and Basil are waiting.  Carly is the first to break the surface, immediately throwing off her mask.





CARLY:  Shark!  Shark!





MOHAMAD:  Oh, shit, mon!





	Carly swims for the boat as the other break the surface as well.  Behind them, the shark fin protrudes from the water, as he circles around, heading back towards them.





BASIL:  Hurry up!





	Carly reaches the boat and jumps aboard quickly.  The shark inches closer and closer to Lenny, who is in the rear.  Lenny reaches out and grabs Diver #2 by his tank.  He pushes him behind him as shield as the shark grips Diver #2 with his teeth, biting into him with might.  Diver #2 yells as he disappears underneath the water, a pool of blood bubbling where he was.  Lenny reaches Tommy in the water and grabs him, trying to get ahead of him.





LENNY:  Out of my way, mon!





TOMMY:  No way!





	Tommy throws an elbow back into Lenny’s nose, busting it open, blood oozing out.  Tommy then turns and decks him with a right, grabbing the map.  Tommy turns and swims for the boat.  The shark fin appears above water again, coming straight for Lenny.  The shark emerges from the water as Lenny screams.  The shark swallows him, crunching him with his fierce chompers.  Tommy looks back to see Lenny disappear into the sea.  Tommy swims faster than ever and finally reaches the boat.  The shark fin heads towards him at a quick pace.  As it gets closer, Tommy tries to climb aboard, but is met by Mohamad, who grabs the map from Tommy, shoving him back into the water.





MOHAMAD:  Thank you, mon!  Let’s get rig out of here!





TOMMY:  Help!





	As the shark is about to eat him, a harpoon sails into the shark’s side, killing him on impact.  The shark disappears underneath the surface.  Tommy looks back to see Carly holding the harpoon gun.  He grabs hold of the boat and climbs aboard.  Basil hits Carly over the head, knocking her unconscious.  Basil looks at Mohamad.





BASIL:  What do I do with them?





MOHAMAD:  Tie them back up.  We may need them later.





	He looks at the map.





MOHAMAD:  Looks like we’ll be sailing all night.  We should all turn in and be prepared to find my diamonds tomorrow.





	We cut to the island, where Debra is seated by the fire, tears in her eyes.  She stares up at the sun, which is beginning to set in the distance.  Lonnie enters and sits down beside her.  He looks out at the sunset.





LONNIE:  I’m sorry.  I didn’t mean anything I said.





DEBRA:  It’s okay.  I think I was just mad because you were right.  I do tend to be a psychiatrist 24 hours a day.  I need to have some fun.





LONNIE:  Well, there was probably some truth in what you said, too.  I mean, I’m trying.  I’m trying real hard.  I lost my sister, Debbie.  It still hurts, a lot, and sometimes I’m just so unmotivated to move on.





DEBRA:  I’m sorry, Lonnie.  I wish I could help you get past that.





LONNIE:  You are.  Ever since I’ve met you, Deb, I’ve tried to improve myself.  I haven’t done anything illegal in quite a while.





DEBRA:  You stole that realtor’s car.





LONNIE:  That doesn’t count.  It was for a good cause and I could just tell that guy deserved it.  Anyway, what I’m trying to say is that you guys make me want to improve myself.  You challenge me, Debbie.  Hell, even Doyle doesn’t get on my nerves anymore.  In case you haven’t noticed, I don’t have a lot of good things in my life.  And then, in my darkest hour, when the only good thing I had is gone, along came you, and along came Tommy.  While my motives seem totally selfish, I wouldn’t want to do whatever it is we’re doing without you both.  You’re good people, and I need good people in my life.





DEBRA:  Are you giving me a compliment?





LONNIE:  Just this once, and if you tell anyone, I’ll deny it ‘til the day I die.





	Debra smiles as the sun sets, causing the sky to change colors for a few seconds.





DEBRA:  Wow.  I guess I’m glad I met you, too.  You seem to open up my eyes to what I’m missing.  The sunset was beautiful.





LONNIE:  Told you.





	Debra smiles, tears forming in her eyes.  She hugs him.  Lonnie is shocked, but grips her tightly.





DEBRA:  Thanks for coming back.





LONNIE:  I had nowhere else to go.  We’re on a deserted island, Debbie.





	Debra laughs as she and Lonnie watch the sun fall below the horizon.  We cut to Tommy and Carly, again tied around the pillar inside the boat.  Tommy looks at the sun going down with sadness.





TOMMY:  They weren’t down there, but what if a shark ate them, too, or they drowned in a separate place than the boat trying to reach shore?





CARLY:  Don’t start jumping to conclusions, Tommy.  They weren’t down there.  That is a good thing.





TOMMY:  Yeah.  I guess.  You know, growing up, I hated Lonnie with a passion.  I would avoid him and never want to see him.  As much as the guy gets on my nerves, the one thing that would ease my mind would be to see his cocky grin standing in front of me, waiting to crack a sarcastic remark.  And Debra, she’s too good of a person to die a tragic death like this.  I haven’t known her that long, but she deserves better than this.





CARLY:  Why don’t you save the dramatics for after confirmation of death?





TOMMY (staring at the dropping sun):  Death.  There’s so much of it these days.





CARLY:  I know, for all of us, but we’ll get through this.  Don’t worry.





TOMMY:  I hope so.  (beat) I’m going to try and get some sleep.





CARLY:  Me, too.  You have some sweet dreams, okay?





TOMMY:  I wish.  (beat)  Have them for both of us, Carly.  Good night.





CARLY:  Good night, Tommy.





	Carly closes her eyes as Tommy looks out at the rising moon, covering the water.  We go close-up on the moon.  We sit a minute, until it turns back into the sun, signifying a new day.  We cut to the island, where Lonnie and Debra are sleeping underneath a shelter made of bamboo sticks and leaves from the palm trees.  Debra is waking up.  She looks up at the sun and then over at Lonnie, who is still sleeping.  She sighs in frustration and then smiles.  She gets up, walks over to the water, cups her hands, and scoops as much salt water into her hand as she can.  She turns and dumps her hands full of water on top of the sleeping Lonnie.  Lonnie wakes with a start.





LONNIE:  I know you just didn’t do that!





DEBRA:  Nope.  Wasn’t me.  It was big, ugly sea monster.  He jumped back into the water.





LONNIE:  Did he?  Maybe you should go find him!





DEBRA:  No, Lonnie!  Don’t!





	Lonnie jumps up and grabs her, screaming with laughter.  He picks her up over his shoulder and runs out to the shore, proceeding to throw her into the water with a splash.  He laughs as she sits up, looking like a drowned rat.





LONNIE:  Ha ha!  You look ridiculous right now!





DEBRA:  You look ridiculous all the time.  Besides, you aren’t winning this one!





	Debra stands and jumps onto Lonnie, knocking them both down into the water.  They both laugh as they splash each other with water.  Lonnie grabs her arms, stopping her from splashing.  They stop as they stare into each other’s eyes for a brief second.  Lonnie moves in and kisses Debra on the lips.  She kisses him back for a brief second, before she pulls away.





DEBRA:  Lonnie, don’t.





	Lonnie lets go of her and pulls away.





LONNIE (upset):  Sorry.  I don’t know what I was thinking.  I mean, a girl like you and guy like me?  (beat)  That’s just…yeah…uh, I’m going for a walk.





DEBRA:  Lonnie, don’t be mad.





LONNIE:  I’m not mad.  I’m just…anxious to start the day.  See you later.





	Lonnie turns and storms away as Debra looks sadly at him.  He disappears into the jungle, going for his walk.  Debra starts going after him.  We cut to Mohamad’s boat, as he and Basil stand on the stern, looking out ahead of them, with the wind blowing their clothes.  They have the map spread out in front of them and are reading it.





MOHAMAD:  Just a matter of time now, Basil.  We are close.





BASIL:  Yeah, mon.  Diamonds are forever.  Where are they?





MOHAMAD:  On an island, just ahead.  No one lives there, so there will be no witnesses when we claim our fortune, mon.  Then we can get rid of Tommy Doyle and the pretty American lady.





	They laugh as we get a shot of the island ahead, the island that Lonnie and Debra are on.  Mohamad holds up his arms in the wind.  We cut to the island, where Lonnie is seated by a cave, leaning against a rock near the entrance.  He stares up at the sky as we hear footsteps behind him.  Debra enters and looks down at him in sympathy.





DEBRA:  Are you okay?





LONNIE:  Yep.  I’m great.  Why wouldn’t I be?





DEBRA:  You seemed…I don’t know, kind of mad.





LONNIE:  I’m not mad.  There’s nothing to be mad about.  I just risked my manhood to move in for the kill and got slapped in the face.  No big deal.





DEBRA:  Lonnie, you don’t understand.





LONNIE:  Of course I understand.  The real world doesn’t work that way.  An upstanding psychiatrist like you is too good for a no-direction loser like myself.  You need a distinguished man, one with a limo and an over-rated suit.  Not a motorcycle-riding, loose cannon like myself.  I think it was just the heat getting to me that made me lose my common sense.





DEBRA:  You’re not a loser, Lonnie.  I just don’t want to ruin our friendship.  I think it’s best that we stay friends and that’s it.





LONNIE:  Uh, huh.  I’ve heard that one before.  In fact, I think I’ve used that one before.





DEBRA:  Lonnie, how long are you going to be mad at me?





LONNIE:  I don’t know.  At least until 6 p.m.





	Debra smiles.





DEBRA:  Are we still going to be friends?





LONNIE:  Of course we are.  I’m not the A-1 jerk everyone believes me to be.  I don’t stop being friends with people because they don’t follow my orders.  I care about you, Debbie.  I know I give you a hard time, but from me, that’s the seal of approval.  If I didn’t like you, I wouldn’t waste my time or effort on you.





DEBRA:  I know.  I just don’t want to ruin the friendship that we’ve formed this year.





LONNIE:  Don’t worry.  (looks up at her, suddenly squints)  What is that?





	Lonnie is looking behind Debra.  There is a diamond symbol carved into the stone above the entrance to the cave.  Debra turns and looks.  They stare at it.  Lonnie suddenly remembers something.





LONNIE:  That diamond symbol!  I remember it being on the map!  What did it say?  It said something like “Follow the trail of diamonds to great treasures and beyond”.





DEBRA:  You think that map led here?





LONNIE:  I’m going to find out.  You coming?





DEBRA:  No way.  Creeping around in a dark cave?  Not my idea of fun.





	The sound of a wild animal screeching is heard nearby.  Debra jumps.





LONNIE:  Suit yourself.





	Lonnie begins walking into the cave.  Debra looks for the screeching animal and turns.  She jogs after Lonnie.





DEBRA:  Hey!  Wait up!





	They disappear into the cave.  We cut to the beach, where the boat has anchored in the lagoon.  Mohamad and several thugs are now on the beach.  They look at the fire and the shelter as Basil watches from the boat.  Mohamad turns around.





MOHAMAD:  Basil, you keep an eye on the Americans.  There’s someone else here.  If we need help locating them, we’ll call you.





BASIL:  Yay, mon.  I’ve got it covered.





	Basil walks out of sight on the boat as Mohamad turns to his two goons.





MOHAMAD:  Come on, mon.  Let’s get rolling.





	Mohamad and his men start reading the map and walk into the jungle.  We cut to the cave, where Lonnie flicks his lighter on, trying to see in the darkness.  Bats are awakened and go flying at them.  Lonnie swats them away as Debra screams.





DEBRA:  Oh, my God!  Bats!  A-a-a-a-h-h-h!





	Lonnie looks frustrated, turning to her as the bats fly away.





LONNIE:  Will you please get a hold of yourself?  You’re embarrassing me.





DEBRA:  Shut up, Lonnie.  I don’t like bats.





LONNIE:  Obviously.





	Lonnie looks ahead and sees a diamond carved on a rock, seemingly jammed into the wall.  He walks over and grabs it, flinging it to the ground.  Left in its space is a small hole.  Lonnie reaches inside as Debra watches on.





DEBRA:  What is it?





	Lonnie suddenly jerks in pain.  He yells, trying to get his hand out of the hole.  Debra screams.





LONNIE:  Oh, shit!  My hand!





DEBRA:  No!  Lonnie!





	She runs over, trying to pull his hand out of the hole.  It is jammed.  She yanks, until he starts laughing.  Debra looks back at him with anger as he takes his hand out of the hole, in perfect shape, holding a small burlap sack in his hand.





DEBRA:  You moron!  That was not funny!





LONNIE:  That was very sweet of you, Debbie, being all heroic like that.  Ah, my hero.





	He musses up her hair as she stews with anger.





DEBRA:  I hate you.





LONNIE:  Let’s see what’s in this baby.





	Lonnie opens up the sack, revealing it to be wrapped around a huge white diamond the size of a baseball.  Several other smaller diamonds are in the sack, too.  Debra’s eyes widen.





DEBRA:  Oh, my God.





LONNIE:  Now that is worth getting shipwrecked for.





	Lonnie smiles happily as they look at it.  We cut to Mohamad’s boat, where Tommy and Carly are still tied up, a guard pacing back and forth.  Carly seems to be struggling with something.  They watch the guard, who is more entranced with the television than them.





TOMMY:  Hurry up.  I’m sure we haven’t got much time.





CARLY:  I’ve got it.  Don’t worry.





	We cut to in between them, where Carly is hurriedly untying Tommy’s hands.  Basil Baskin walks into the room and smiles.





BASIL:  It looks like all you efforts are in vain, mon.  Mohamad should have the diamond within minutes and you two will no longer be needed.





CARLY:  What’s it like?





BASIL:  Excuse me?





CARLY:  What’s it like to have that entire dreaded head so far up Mohamad’s skinny little ass?





	Basil becomes enraged and grabs her by her hair.





BASIL:  I have had enough of you!





	Suddenly, Tommy jumps up, tackling Basil back into the wall.  The guard turns with his gun and prepares to fire, but Carly swings around with a spinning kick to his hand, causing him to drop the gun.  She jumps into the air and kicks the guard in the chest, sending him flying over the galley table.  Basil swings and connects with a right to Tommy’s face.  Tommy staggers backwards as Basil swings with a left.  Tommy blocks it with a right and nails Basil in his busted nose, causing it to crack again.  He hits Basil in the stomach with a right, and then knocks him out with a roundhouse right.  Basil falls to the ground and is motionless.  The guard stands again as Carly decks him with a right.  The guard staggers.  Carly jumps, grabs above the doorway, and swings, kicking the guard through the side window and out into the water.  Tommy looks with amazement at Carly.





TOMMY:  Where did you learn to fight like that?





CARLY:  FBI academy.  A woman has to know how to defend herself these days.





TOMMY:  What do we do now?





CARLY:  This boat is ours.  We’re out of here.  Pull the anchors up.  We’re leaving these bastards on the island.





TOMMY:  Okay.





	Tommy exits as Carly takes the guard’s gun and follows Tommy out the door.  We cut to the island as Lonnie and Debra come out of the cave, carrying the little burlap sack with the diamonds inside.  She looks out at the water and sees Mohamad’s boat in the distance.





DEBRA:  Look, Lonnie.  A boat!





LONNIE:  Good.  Maybe we can get them to see us somehow.





MOHAMAD (os):  Don’t worry, mon.  They already be seein’ you.





	Lonnie and Debra turn to see Mohamad, along with his two thugs.  Mohamad points his gun right in Lonnie’s face.





MOHAMAD:  I think that sack belongs to me, mon.





LONNIE:  Finders, keepers.





DEBRA:  Lonnie, give him the sack!





LONNIE:  No.  I’ve had a bad day.  All I had to look forward to was going home with my newfound riches.  But, no!  Now some big-headed dork wants to take my only shot at paying my monthly rent?  I don’t think so!  If you want this sack, you’re going to have to kill me.





MOHAMAD:  That won’t be a problem, mon.





LONNIE:  Maybe not for you, but it’s a big problem for me.





	Lonnie grabs the hand with the gun in it and Mohamad starts to struggle with him.  The two goons charge and the gun fires.  One of the men goes down, hit fatally by the bullet.  The other man also jumps in, trying to wrestle the gun away from both of them.  Debra grabs a log off of the ground and nails the goon over the head with it.  The goon falls to the ground.  Lonnie swings at Mohamad with a right, but Mohamad blocks it, spins around, and nails Lonnie with a right to the jaw.  Lonnie falls to the ground as Debra jumps onto Mohamad’s back, choking him.  Mohamad throws an elbow into Debra’s stomach.  He whips around, pointing the gun at her.  Lonnie jumps up and kicks the gun, causing him to fire in the air.  Mohamad tries one of his karate kicks, but Lonnie swats it away and hits Mohamad with a left to the jaw.  He then nails him with a right to the jaw.  Mohamad goes down, dropping the gun.  Lonnie grabs Debra’s hand and pulls her away.





LONNIE:  Let’s get the hell out of here!





	Lonnie and Debra take off running through the jungle.  Mohamad stands, as does his goon.  Mohamad turns to him, grabbing his gun.





MOHAMAD:  Don’t just stand here, mon!  Call Basil!  Let’s get them!





	The goon takes out a walkie talkie as they take off running through the jungle after Lonnie and Debra.





GOON (into the walkie):  Basil!  Basil!  We have a man and a woman who have stolen the diamond!  They are stranded here and we must catch them!





	We cut to the boat, where Tommy and Carly turn at the sound of the walkie.





GOON (vo): I repeat, we are after a man and a woman!  The man has brown hair and eyes.  The woman has black hair and dark eyes.  They are American!  We must catch them!  Pull the boat to shore!





TOMMY:  That description matches Lonnie and Debra!





CARLY:  Let’s turn the boat around!  We can help your friends before Mohamad gets them!





	They turn the wheel.  We cut to the jungle, where Lonnie and Debra sprint through the brush, shoving vines and trees out of the way.





DEBRA:  Lonnie, where are we running to?!!!





LONNIE:  Anything is better than twiddling our thumbs and letting them catch us!  If I’m going out, I’m going out fighting!





	Lonnie and Debra keep going as Mohamad and his Goon come running through the jungle.  Mohamad looks around.





MOHAMAD:  Damn it!  We can’t let them get away!





	They continue after them as we cut to the boat, where Carly is steering.  Tommy looks up ahead with his binoculars.  He zooms into the island.  Through the binoculars, we see Lonnie and Debra enter a clearing.





TOMMY:  It’s them!  It’s really them!





	Through the binoculars, we see Mohamad and his goon in pursuit of them.





TOMMY:  Hurry!





CARLY:  I’m going as fast as I can!





	We cut to the island, where Lonnie and Debra come running in the clearing.  As they come further, they realize that they have reached the end of the mainland.  They are on a cliff overlooking the ocean.  A waterfall is leading down to the ocean below.  They stop.





DEBRA:  There’s nowhere to go!





LONNIE:  Nowhere but down.





	Debra’s eyes widen as she looks below to the water.  She looks at Lonnie.





DEBRA:  No way!  Not a chance!





	The boat is coming towards them as Lonnie shakes his head.





LONNIE:  Fine.  Stay here with them.





	Lonnie points at Mohamad and his goon, who have entered the clearing, getting closer and closer.  Debra looks worried.





DEBRA:  I am not jumping off of this cliff!





LONNIE:  Fine.  I’ll just pull you off with me!





	Lonnie grabs her hand and yanks her as he dives off of the cliff.  She falls off with him as they fly through the air, just as Mohamad and his goon arrive.  Debra screams as they hit the water below with a splash.  Mohamad kicks up dirt in anger.





MOHAMAD:  Damn it, mon!





	Down below, Lonnie and Debra return to the surface of the water.  They begin swimming as fast as they can.  Bullets fly downwards, missing them as Mohamad’s boat sails in.  Lonnie and Debra look up at the boat.  Tommy pokes his head over the side.





TOMMY:  Hey, guys!  Long time no see!





LONNIE:  Tommy?!!!





TOMMY:  Hurry!  Get up here!





	Tommy throws down a couple of life preservers.  Mohamad opens fire on Lonnie and Debra.  Carly enters, firing her gun up at Mohamad.  She hits his goon in the chest, sending him down for good.  Mohamad looks over at his fallen man and turns, running back into the jungle for his life.  Lonnie and Debra grab the life preservers.  We cut to a few seconds later, as Tommy pulls Lonnie and Debra onto the boat, soaking wet.  Debra hugs Tommy.





DEBRA:  Thank you!  Thank you so much!  I am so glad to see you!





TOMMY:  I thought you guys were dead.





DEBRA:  We would have been if it wasn’t for you.





	Debra lets go of Tommy and turns to Lonnie.  She hits him on the shoulder, a huge frown on her face.





LONNIE:  Ouch!  What was that for?





DEBRA:  Don’t you ever toss me off of a cliff again!





LONNIE:  Don’t worry.  Hopefully, next time, there won’t be any water to break your fall, Debbie!





	Carly enters, as Lonnie and Debra stare with hatred at each other.





CARLY:  I can feel the love already.





	Lonnie and Debra turn.  Lonnie smiles.  He arrogantly holds out his hand.





LONNIE:  Well…hello, there.  I’m Lonnie.





	Carly shakes his hand.





CARLY:  Not a chance, buck-o.  Tommy has warned me about you.





LONNIE:  He did, did he?  Tommy, should I tell her about the time you and Lindsey were caught on prom night-





TOMMY:  That’ll be enough out of you, Lonnie.





DEBRA:  I’m Debra.





CARLY:  Carly Jamison, FBI.  Don’t worry about Mr. Mohamad Brown.  I’ll call some agents and have him picked up.  About the diamonds, the FBI needs them.  Where are they?





LONNIE:  Oh, God.





	Debra looks at Lonnie, knowing he has no money to support himself.  She closes her eyes and lies through her teeth.





DEBRA:  The diamonds are gone.  We lost them in the water.





	Lonnie looks at Debra, surprised.  Carly smiles.  She looks over at Lonnie.





CARLY:  It’s funny how diamonds do that, eh?





	They all sit in silence for a moment.





CARLY:  I guess I’ll go use the phone to contact my boss.  I’m sure they’re wondering where I am.





	Carly smiles and exits.  Tommy watches her go.  Lonnie does, too.





LONNIE:  Would you look at the way that rump shakes?





	Tommy smiles and follows Carly as Debra looks out over the ocean.  Lonnie turns to her and they lean on the railing.





LONNIE:  Why’d you lie to her?





DEBRA:  I lied to her for you, Lonnie.  You deserve a fresh start.  The only thing I’m asking you to do in return is to invest the money you get for that wisely.  Start a business or invest in stock, I don’t care.  Just do something good with it, like making a future for yourself.





LONNIE:  Okay.  As soon as I figure out what I want, I’ll do just what you say.  Thanks, Debbie.  I owe you one.





DEBRA:  No, you don’t.  That’s what friends are for.





	She holds out her hand.  He glances at it, and then grabs it in his.  They grip hands tightly before Lonnie turns and walks away.  Debra looks out at the island.  She sees the campfire, glowing brightly by their shelter as the wind blows her hair.  She smiles as we fly above the ocean, looking down at the boat as the sun shines brightly.  We cut to a few days later, at the Blankenship boarding house.  Tommy, Lonnie, and Debra walk through Tommy’s door, carrying their bags.  They throw them down with a sigh of relief.





DEBRA:  I am so glad to be back home.





TOMMY:  Me, too.  Now we can get back to normal life.





LONNIE:  Is that the normal life where we’re attacked by plants and possessed people?





TOMMY:  Yep.  It’s great to be back.





LONNIE:  Yeah, now that I’m loaded. (laughs)  Debbie, take my bags, woman.





DEBRA:  Uh, take them yourself.





LONNIE:  Oh, yeah.  I forgot.  You’ve noticed how buff this bod is.  Don’t worry.  I can handle it.





	Debra rolls her eyes and helps him carry his bags to the other room as Tommy’s phone begins ringing.  He walks over and answers it, putting it to his ear.





TOMMY:  Hello?





CARLY (on a plane):  Hello, there.  Just thought I’d check up on you and make sure you gave me your correct number.  I’m about 30 minutes away from seeing my little brother.  It’s never too late to set things right, I guess.





TOMMY:  Yeah.  Never too late.  I’m glad for you, Carly.





CARLY:  I also wanted to say that if you ever need my help in locating certain people or with certain situations, feel free to give me a call.





TOMMY:  I will.  Thanks.





CARLY:  Just thought I’d give you a ring.  Take care of yourself.





TOMMY:  You, too.  Bye.





CARLY:  Bye.





	They hang up.  Tommy walks over and looks out the window across the street to the Myers house.  He imagines Michael standing outside, staring at him.





TOMMY:  I’ll take care of myself when I take care you, Michael.





	Michael’s image disappears as we fade to darkness.  Roll End Credits over Halloween Tune.





Halloween : The Series


Episode 15


Terror in the Tropics Part 2


By MysterioMan007


Edited by Screamer009


Produced by Scarecrow 


© 2001 Mark Adams


