
                         The Revenge 

                           of the 

                      MASTERLESS Bastard

                         written by

                         John Gunn

                                   Johngunn23@yahoo.com

© JGProductions 2011

FADE IN:

EXT. BEACH - MORNING (1957) 

FOUR GANGSTERS ARE walking down an empty Californian beach. At the front of the pack smoking an unfiltered cigarette is hard and handsome looking VINCE. Identical twins JACK and JOE are walking behind Vince looking SUPERFLY COOL in their matching long collard shirts ( la JOHN TRAVOLTA in “Saturday Night Fever“. And the only one not wearing a black suit jacket, psychopath Loui Valentino, is walking behind the twins smoking a rolled-up smoke. 

                           LOUI

            Where the fuck are these cocksuckers?!

                           VINCE

            It’s only nine-ten. They’ll be here

            around nine-thirty.  

Paranoid Loui looks at his wristwatch.

Joe brings out a pack of smokes and lights one up with his 

Zippo lighter.

                           JACK

            I thought you fuckin’ quit?

                           JOE

            So did I.     

Jack almost laughs as he gently shakes his head. Joe draws long and hard on his cigarette.

Paranoid Loui is nervously looking around now.

                           LOUI

                    (beat)

            I fuckin’ hate this waitin’ shit!

Vince eyes Loui, knowingly, as he spits:

                           VINCE

            Will you shut the fuck up!

The twins laugh. Loui continues being a paranoid prick.                 

                           JOE

                    (beat)

            So how the fuck was England, Jack? you 

            haven’t uttered one single fuckin’ word 

            about it since you got back. 

                           JACK

            I’ve ONLY been back two fuckin’ minutes!                                                

                           JOE

            So?

                           JACK

            So?

                           JOE

            So what the fuck was it like, Jack?  

                           JACK

            It was like a fuckin’ shit-pit! And 

            them limey cocksuckers who fuckin’ 

            inhabit that shit-pit are as stupid 

            as they fuckin’ well sound. I wish I 

            never fuckin’ went. 

                           JOE

            Did you meet the Queen?

                           JACK

            No. But I fucked her sister! I coulda 

            been a prince.  

                           JOE

            But sadly, you’re still just a prick.

Joe and Loui laugh. Jack holds his genitalia as he spits: 

                           JACK

            The biggest prick in town. 

Vince laughs. Loui continues looking around, nervously.  

                           JOE

            Come on, Jack. You’re holdin’ somethin’ 

            back. I can fuckin’ smell it.

                           JACK

            Okay, Officer, you got me. There was 

            this one crazy limey motherfucker, 

            who one shall never forget...

Joe talks with a satirical (cop( voice:

                           JOE

            I want it all, tough guy!    

                           JACK

            The first night I gets there it was 

            like -- 3 in the mornin‘. I was 

            drivin’ down this fuckin’ English 

            country lane lost like a fuckin’ fag 

            in a whorehouse. And that English 

            motherfuckin’ rain was comin’ down  

            so fuckin’ hard, I could barely see 

            a goddamn fuckin( thing...

INT. JACK’S CAR. (MOVING) - NIGHT. (ENGLAND)

Jack is drunk, driving down an English country lane. The rain is BASHING against the windscreen.                                                                 

a GEORGE FORMBY record begins playing on the radio.    

JACK EYES SOMETHING through the windscreen. He looks 

perplexed. 

                        JACK

            What - the - fuck?

EXT. ENGLISH COUNTRY LANE - NIGHT

A HUGE MAN IS STANDING at the side of the lane holding a BIG 

black bag. He wears a hat and an overcoat with the collar folded up. He looks like a character out of a horror flick as he stands there soaked through to the bone.

WE NEVER SEE THIS MAN’S FACE.  

EXT. BEACH - MORNING

                        JACK 

            This cocksucker was so fuckin’ big, 

            he fuckin’ looked like The Thing. 

                        LOUI

            Who the fucks The Thing?

                        JOE

            Some big fucker in a movie.

Jack goes to continue WHEN Loui butts in; he looks genuinely interested:

                        LOUI

            What movie?

                        JOE

            (The THING from Another World.(   

                        JACK

            May I fuckin’ continue?

                        JOE

            Yes you may...

                        JACK

            Well, it just so turned out, The 

            Thing wanted a ride to a place that 

            I couldn’t fuckin’ find...  

INT. JACK’S CAR - NIGHT

Jack is leaning over to his left looking towards the passenger window.


                        JACK

            You wanna ride, Mr Hyde?

THE BIG GUY talks with a smoky middle-class accent: 

                        BIG GUY (O.S.)

            Are you going to London?

Jack laughs.

                        JACK

            I fuckin’ am now. Jump in yer big 

            fuck...

THE BIG GUY enters into the back with his BIG black bag.

INT. JACK’S CAR. (MOVING) - NIGHT

The radio is not playing now. The silence is hurting Jack’s

ears.  

                        JACK (V.O.)

            The Thing was startin’ to spook 

            me out. Not only did he smell like 

            a dog’s fuckin’ dinner, that big black 

            motherfuckin’ bag smelt like it was 

            containin’ a rotten fuckin’ corpse --  

Jack looks disgusted as he eyes the BIG black bag sitting on the back seat.

EXT. BEACH - MORNING

                        JACK (CON’T) 

            I was startin’ to think I was givin’ 

            Jack the Ripper a fuckin’ ride.

                        LOUI

            I fuckin’ know that sick bastard.

Loui laughs, sickly.

                        JACK

            So I asks him...                                                                                

INT. JACK’S CAR. (MOVING) - NIGHT.

Jack is looking into back via the rear-view mirror.

                        JACK 

            What’s in the bag, Jack? 

EXT. BEACH - NIGHT.

                        JACK 

            The cocksucker just ignores me like 

            am a sloppy turd on the sidewalk.

Vince and Joe laugh.

                        JACK (CON’T)

            I tries again...

INT. JACK’S CAR. (MOVING) - NIGHT

Jack is still looking into the back via the rear-view mirror. He talks with a more forceful tone now:

                        JACK 

            What’s in the fuckin’ bag, pal?  

EXT. BEACH - MORNING 

                        JACK 

            He points his fuckin’ finger at me 

            like am a prick an’ says...

INT. JACK’S CAR. (MOVING) - NIGHT

THE BIG GUY IS POINTING AT JACK NOW.

                        BIG GUY

            Don’t be fuckin’ nosey!

EXT. BEACH - MORNING

                        JOE

                 (laughing)

            That limey fucker!

Vince is laughing, bemused by the Englishman’s retort. Loui, the sick fuck, is shaking his head in disbelief while

mumbling obscenities under his lethal breath. 

                        JACK  

            I tries a different angle...

INT. JACK’S CAR. (MOVING) - NIGHT

Looking into the back via the rear-view mirror:

                        JACK 

            What’s in the fuckin’ bag, motherfucker?!

                        BIG GUY 

                  (pointing)

            Don’t be fuckin’ nosey!

EXT. BEACH - MORNING

Vince and Joe continue laughing and insulting the Englishman.  

                        JACK                                                             

            I puts one hand on my six-killer 

            as I asks that prick again...

INT. JACK’S CAR. (MOVING) - NIGHT

Jack is holding a revolver in his right hand now.                      

                        JACK 

            What’s in that fuckin’ bag, you 

            limey bastard?!

                        BIG GUY

                  (pointing)

            Don’t be fuckin’ nosey!

We HEAR laughter and a few insults aimed at the Englishman 

(OVER).

                        JACK (V.O.)

            I slammed on the brakes-  

JACK SLAMS ON THE BRAKES! THE CAR SCREECHES TO A HALT!

                        JACK (CON‘T) 

            Put my six-killer to his fuckin’ 

            head-

JACK STICKS THE REVOLVER AGAINST THE BIG GUY’S HEAD...

                        JACK (CON‘T) 

            ...and said:

                        JACK 

            If you don’t tell me what’s in that 

            fuckin’ bag!? am gonna blow your fuckin’

            brains out, motherfucker!

                        BIG GUY 

                 (pointing)

            Don’t be fuckin’ nosey!

                        JACK (V.O.)

            He knocks my hand-  

THE BIG GUY KNOCKS JACK’S HAND WITH HIS LEFT ARM!

                        JACK (CON‘T)

            I blow my back fuckin’ window out-  

THE BACK WINDOW EXPLODES INTO A THOUSAND PIECES!

                        JACK (CON‘T) 

            Then the big bastard escapes-

THE BIG BASTARD DARTS OUT OF THE CAR! JACK FIRES TWO shots 

out of the back door!

                        JACK (CON‘T) 

            ...into the night and just leaves 

            the bag.

JACK STARES AT THE BIG BLACK BAG NOW. 

Beat.

Jack’s hand ventures towards the bag... 

EXT. BEACH - MORNING

                        JACK 

            Just fuckin’ leaves the BIG. BLACK. 

            BAG - on the back fuckin’ seat...

                        JOE

                (intrigued)

            What was in the bag, Jack?

                        JACK

                (pointing)

            Don’t be fuckin’ nosey!

Jack, Vince and Loui BURST out laughing! Joe looks and feels like the dickhead he is.

                        JOE

            You fuckin’ prick, Jack.  

The three laugh away. Still fuming, Joe pulls out his pack

of cigarettes...

PGGHEWW!!! A BULLET EXPLODES INTO JOE’S NECK! HE DROPS ONTO 

ONE KNEE GRASPING HIS NECK AS BLOOD GUSHES DOWN HIS BODY LIKE A WILD WATERFALL!

PGGHEWW!!! ANOTHER BULLET RIPS THROUGH JOE’S FACE! HE CRASHES AGAINST THE SAND!  

WE NOW REVEAL THE KILLER AS LOUI!!!

He stands there wielding his Smith & Wesson revolver. 

Jack, fighting back the tears, looks perplexed. 

                        JACK

            What the --

LOUI EMPTIES THE REST OF HIS BULLETS INTO JACK’S CHEST!!!

JACK STUMBLES BACK SEVERAL YARDS, THEN CRASHES TO THE SAND!

BLOOD SPILLS OUT OF JACK’S MOUTH; HIS EYES THEN ROLL TO THE 

BACK OF HIS HEAD - (I do believe this motherfucker is dead). 

Vince looks guilty as hell as he looks on at his “best 

friends” dead before him.

                        LOUI

            What the fuck are we waitin’ for?! 

            Let’s get the fuck outta here before 

            somebody comes! 

Vince and Loui make their getaway; they move quickly out 

of frame. 

We stay put and take in the MADNESS of the last twenty 

seconds or so.

Beat.

a SAMURAI WARRIOR SUDDENLY APPEARS INTO FRAME EIGHTY YARDS 

NORTH!!! (What the...?)

We watch the SAMURAI WARRIOR - who evidently goes by the 

name of Kaido - as he descends on the twins’ life-less bodies.

Beat.

KAIDO STOPS NOW - ten yards or so from the centre of the screen. 

Kaido goes over to Jack now. He grabs him by the lapels and

drags him over to a bolder sitting on the beach. He then positions Jack with his head leaning over the top of the bolder, facing the camera.

KAIDO WHIPS OUT HIS RUTHLESS EXECUTIONER’S SWORD!

HE RAISES IT HIGH ABOVE HIS HEAD, THEN WITH ONE RUTHLESS SWING HE DECAPITATES JACK!!!

JACK’S HEAD FALLS TO THE SAND; BLOOD SQUIRTS FURIOUSLY OUT OF HIS NECK AND SPLASHES ALL OVER THE SCREEN!!!

(WE NOW WATCH THROUGH A BLOOD-SOAKED SCREEN).

KAIDO THROWS JACK’S DECAPITATED BODY TO THE SAND.  

HE NOW POSITIONS JOE WITH HIS HEAD LEANING OVER THE TOP OF THE ROCK, FACING THE CAMERA.

KAIDO RETRIEVES HIS SWORD, RAISES IT HIGH ABOVE HIS HEAD, THEN DECAPITATES JOE JUST LIKE HIS BRO. JOE’S HEAD FALLS TO THE SAND; BLOOD SQUIRTS FURIOUSLY OUT OF HIS NECK AND SPLASHES ALL OVER THE BLOOD-SOAKED SCREEN!!!

Kaido places the sword behind his back.

He picks up the twins’ dismembered heads.

One in each hand.

He begins to calmly walk away, the way he entered.

Beat.

We begin to HEAR static. As we listen on we realize it is 

SOMEONE (O.S.), tuning in a car radio. 

We HEAR a very dowdy country & western song.

We HEAR more static as SOMEONE (O.S.), turns the station 

over.                                                                     

He tunes into a breakfast show just starting:

                        BOB (O.S.)

                  (breakneck 

                    speed)

            From the racks and stacks it’s the 

            best on wax, how about another double,

            golden oldie, sound sandwich, from

            KLAM, iiiiiiiiiiiit’s -- BOB!

SOMEONE (O.S.), tunes out on BOB! We HEAR more static before 

the fucker with no name settles for:

                        JOHNNY CASH (O.S.)           

            Hello, I’m Johnny Cash...

We HEAR a bunch of JAIL BIRDS, go apeshit!!!

JOHNNY CASH’S ALL TIME CLASSIC (Folsom Prison Blues( STARTS 

BLASTING OUT!!!

ROLL OPENING CREDITS...

INT. OFFICE. THE BIG BOSS’ HOUSE - NIGHT

A MAKE-UP ARTIST is standing in front of his client who 

we cannot see. After a few seconds or so the MAKE-UP ARTIST

moves out of the way.

We GET a big fuckin‘ shock! WHEN we see the make-up artist

has been working on Jack’s dismembered head, which is attached to a MANNEQUIN! 

The MANNEQUIN is donning an expensive Italian suit, a white shirt, black tie and cool black shoes.

AS THE CAMERA draws back, we see JOE’S dismembered head next 

to his bro’s AND another next to JOE’S who we do not knows.

TWO MORE MANNEQUINS ARE IN FRONT OF THE THREE, but this time, with no heads attached to them.

EXT. BACK STREET. LITTLE TOKYO - NIGHT

Two bouncers, ONE FAT and ONE SKINNY, are standing outside a 

notorious gangster hangout in California’s little TOKYO.

                        SKINNY (SUBT’D)

            And it’s clear he’s talkin to me. I 

            mean, it’s clear he’s talkin’ to me.

The FAT ONE laughs - noodles dangle from his obese mouth...                   

...a SWORD IS SUDDENLY EMBEDDED INTO THE SKINNY ONE’S HEAD BY MASTERLESS SAMURAI WARRIOR -- HONDO The HERO...

...the noodles fall from the FAT ONE’S mouth as he eyes his dead friend.  

                        HONDO (SUBT’D)

            Take me to your master!                                                                                                    

                        FAT (SUBT‘D)

            Fuck you!

THE FAT ONE DROPS his noodles then claps his hands twice!

ECU of Hondo’s eyes as he looks to the right.

EXT. BACK STREET - NIGHT 

A NINJA is gliding MAJESTICALLY through the air!

EXT. BACK STREET - NIGHT

ECU of Hondo’s eyes as he looks to the left.

EXT. BACK STREET - NIGHT

Another NINJA is gliding MAJESTICALLY through the air!

EXT. BACK STREET - NIGHT

HONDO YANKS THE SWORD OUT OF THE SKINNY ONE’S HEAD. HE THEN 

USES THE FAT ONE’S STOMACH TO CATAPULT HIMSELF INTO THE PATH 

OF FLYING NINJA NUMERO UNO.

EXT. BACK STREET - NIGHT

HONDO IS JUST TEN YARDS AWAY FROM NINJA NOW, SWORD AT THE 

READY!  

HE LET’S OUT A MIGHTY BATTLE SCREAM, THEN ELEGANTLY SLICES 

THE NINJA(S EARS OFF!

HONDO AND THE NINJA glide past each other, then land on the 

ground ten yards or so apart.

BLOOD is GUSHING out of the Ninja’s head; he’s shaking a

little too. He goes to walk, loses his balance and CRASHES 

to the ground!

EXT. BACK STREET - NIGHT

NINJA #2 walks into frame - a street light is lighting his 

entrance.

Hondo and the Ninja slowly descend on each other.

Beat.

HONDO CHARGES AND SLICES THE NINJA TO PIECES like he is a 

school boy in fancy dress! BLOOD flies everywhere as the 

Ninja drops to the ground gasping his last breath.

THE FAT ONE looks terrified as Hondo the Hero (O.S.), descends on him.

                        HONDO (SUBT’D)

            TAKE ME TO THAT BASTARD!!!

THE FAT ONE is shaking like a leaf as he nods his fat head “OK“.

INT. HALLWAY. GANGSTER HANGOUT - NIGHT

The Fat One and Hondo enter into the mirrored hallway. The 

mirrors reflect their images a hundred times.  

Hondo follows the obese bouncer to the door at the bottom of 

the hallway.

The door opens.  

The room ahead is pitch-black.

The silence is deafening.

THE FAT ONE wriggles free and disappears into the room!

Beat.

Hondo walks into THE DARKNESS ALONG WITH HIS HUGE STEAL 

TESTICLES!

INT. HALL - NIGHT

SOMEONE (O.S.), switches the lights on. Hondo stands not 

in a notorious gangster hangout but in a TRAINING FACILITY 

FOR COLD-BLOODED SAMURAI WARRIORS! 

A little ARMY OF SAMURAI WARRIORS STARE HONDO IN THE FACE! 

INT. TRAINING FACILITY - NIGHT

An old grey-haired, grey-bearded, grey-balled sadistic bastard known as The GENERAL is standing on a platform looking over his little ARMY.     

INT. TRAINING FACILITY - NIGHT

Hondo is scoping his adversaries.

Beat.  

The General SCREAMS something in Japanese at his little ARMY!

The little ARMY charge at Hondo SCREAMING their heads off!

Hondo steps forward and slices three warriors to death in the blink of an eye!

BLOOD SQUIRTS FURIOUSLY everywhere as the three drop to their deaths!  

Hondo is taking no shit and no prisoners.

Warriors are dropping like flies either maimed or dead. 

Their SCREAMS fill the air! 

BLOOD. BLOOD. And more fucking BLOOD just keeps on squirting 

furiously everywhere.

INT. TRAINING FACILITY - NIGHT

The smug expression on The General’s face is quickly changing to one of astonishment!

INT. TRAINING FACILITY - NIGHT

The army is already nearly half the size with warriors 

SCREAMING in pure agony scattered all over the floor.

BUT the fearless samurai warriors just keep coming from 

every direction:

FAST and FURIOUS!!!

MEAN and LEAN!!!

SLICE!!! SLICE!!! SLICE!!!

SCREAM!!! SCREAM!!! SCREAM!!!  

Three more warriors fall down to their deaths!  23 down.

24 to go.  23.  22.  21.  20.  19.  18.  17...

                                                   FADE OUT:

FADE IN:

INT. TRAINING FACILITY - NIGHT

Bodies are scattered all over the floor. The wounded are 

wailing out in pure agony. The dead are dead.

INT. TRAINING FACILITY - NIGHT

Hondo the Hero is standing in front of an armless warior.

The warrior is kneeling down SCREAMING in pure agony!

Hondo DISMEMBERS the warriors head! BLOOD squirts all over

his face! Hondo wipes the BLOOD off his face.  

Just the sadistic bastard they call The General is left 

standing now. He looks like a pig ready for the slaughter. 

Hondo descends on the old bastard, as always - SWORD AT THE 

READY!

                        GENERAL (SUBT’D)

            Please don’t kill me. I’m too old to

            die!

The General drops to his knees, crying now.

                        GENERAL (CON’T)

            I will tell you anything! -- ANYTHING!

The General continues begging for his life...

INT. LOUI’S CAR. (MOVING) - DAY

Loui is driving down a busy street. Vince looks pissed off in the front passenger seat.

                        VINCE

            Where the fuck are you goin‘? You 

            shoulda took the last left. 

                        LOUI

            If you woulda more observant, Vince, 

            you woulda noticed the black and 

            white up our ass.

Vince looks out the rear window. We see a B/W process shot

of a squad car tailing.

                        LOUI

            The prick’s just showed up. I don’t 

            wanna arouse suspicion with any sudden 

            turns. We ain’t got nothing to hide.

Loui laughs.

                        VINCE

            Just fuckin’ hurry up and get to 

            the station, I wanna catch the 3:10 

            to Yuma.

                        LOUI

            So -- you really goin‘, huh?

Vince laughs.

                        VINCE

            Don’t fuckin’ start, Loui! Yes am 

            goin(! And you ain’t fuckin’ comin‘. 

            Finished! 

Loui looks hurt by Vince’s words. Vince looks out the rear 

window again.

                        VINCE

            The swine have gone. Take the next 

            left...

                        LOUI

            It’s quicker this way. 

                        VINCE

            Just take the next fuckin’ left!  

Pissed, Loui swings the wheel anti-clockwise...                      

EXT. BUSY STREET - DAY

We are looking at Loui’s trunk. A hand appears and raises the trunk.  

I/E. TRUNK/STREET - DAY

The trunk is empty except for two identical black briefcases.

A hand appears, then disappears with one of the briefcases.

The trunk is then closed.

EXT. STREET - DAY

We are still looking at Loui’s trunk.

                          LOUI (O.S.)

            Not even a goodbye for an old dear 

            friend? 

                          VINCE (O.S.)

            Toodle do, motherfucker. See you in 

            Hell.

Loui laughs.

                          LOUI (O.S.)

            Yeah, love you too, sweetheart. I 

            hope you have a nice journey. 

INT. TRAIN STATION. (NEWSPAPER STAND) - DAY

Vince enters frame. He slots a quarter into the newspaper 

dude’s hand, then picks up a paper. The old newspaper dude

smiles at Vince.

INT. TRAIN STATION - DAY

Vince looks stunned as he eyes the front page.

Newspaper - front page headline -- 

TWO HEADLESS BODIES FOUND ON SANTA MONICA BEACH! 

Vince looks dumbfounded.

INT. TRAIN STATION - DAY

Kaido is walking calmly through the station. Joe public are giving him terrible looks and a wide berth.                      

INT. TRAIN STATION - DAY

Vince suddenly looks up and sees Kaido thirty yards or so in front of him.                                                                       

Vince looks back down at the newspaper. 

Beat.

He finally looks back at Kaido. A look of TOTAL TERROR flashes across his face.

INT. TRAIN STATION - DAY

Kaido whips out his samurai sword and starts running towards Vince.

Joe public begin SCREAMING their heads off as they run away from Kaido’s wrath!

INT. TRAIN STATION - DAY

Vince whips out his pistol. He starts pulling the trigger but nothing happens! 

We just HEAR the hammer hitting an empty chamber.

Vince drops the gun and starts sprinting for his life...!

INT. TRAIN STATION - DAY

Kaido is sprinting after Vince in hot pursuit.

INT. TRAIN STATION - DAY

Vince is knocking startled people out of his way as he barrels through the train station.

INT. TRAIN STATION - DAY

A fat COP reaches the top of a stairway... 

...WHEN...

...Vince SMASHES into him! They both CRASH to the floor.

Vince scrambles to his feet and continues running for his life.

                        COP

            Hey! Come back here!

As the COP goes to stand up -- he is SLICED right up the 

TORSO by Kaido! BLOOD squirts everywhere.

INT. TRAIN STATION - DAY

Another COP is sprinting through the panic, BLASTING his 

revolver at Kaido.

INT. TRAIN STATION - DAY

Kaido turns his attention to the trigger-happy COP.

The COP runs out of bullets; he begins to reload as Kaido walks calmly towards him.

INT. TRAIN STATION - DAY

Vince is now at the bottom of the stairway. He eyes a fire 

exit; he dives for it and exits...

EXT. BACK ALLEY - DAY

As Vince exits the train station a black 1956 sedan MISSES him by inches! Shaken but not stirred, Vince eyes the black sedan as it skids furiously to a halt.  

The passenger door flies open!

Dumbfounded, Vince takes one look at the fire exit, then DASHES for the black sedan.            

POLICE SIRENS ECHO IN THE DISTANCE!

Vince reaches the car and jumps in. The black sedan wheel 

spins away...

EXT. BACK ALLEY - DAY

Kaido exits the train station through the fire exit. He 

watches the black Sedan as it drives off.

THE POLICE SIRENS ARE BECOMING MORE AND MORE LOUDER!!!

INT. THE BLACK SEDAN (MOVING) - DAY

The GENERAL IS DRIVING THE CAR!  

VINCE LOOKS LIKE HE’S IN THE TWILIGHT ZONE!  

The General looks over his shoulder -- Hondo the Hero is 

sitting on the back seat!

                        HONDO (SUBT’D)

            Hello, my friend...

HONDO WHACKS VINCE IN THE FACE! knocking him out cold.

INT. THE BLACK SEDAN (MOVING) - DAY

Vince, awakens, clutching his sore jaw.

                        VINCE

            What the fuck was that for?

                        HONDO (SUBT’D)

            You left without saying goodbye.

                        VINCE

            A simple ‘fuck you’ woulda of done. 

            You nearly broke my fuckin’ jaw. You 

            motherfucker, you.

Hondo laughs.              

                        HONDO (SUBT’D)

            Now, now. That is twice I have saved

            your American life. And you call

            me ‘motherfucker‘? 

                        VINCE

            I woulda fuckin’ killed you if I had 

            a gun!

Hondo laughs. 

Vince starts laughing.

The General looks bemused.

INT. THE BIG BOSS’ HOUSE. OFFICE - NIGHT

THE BIG BOSS (O.S.), is sitting behind his desk in the big 

office. The GINGER NINJA - on account of his hair, not his 

occupation - is standing guard at the door.

KAIDO enters without the customery knock.

The GINGER NINJA, startled, stares at him; he then follows 

fuming.  

KAIDO gives the twins’ severed heads a glance as he walks past them. 

THE BIG BOSS’S POV -- Kaido stops at the edge of the desk. 

The 

GINGER NINJA stands to the left of him.

                        THE BIG BOSS (SUBT’D)

            Where the fuck’s my fucking head?!   

                        KAIDO (SUBT’D)

            He got away.

The GINGER NINJA laughs.

                        THE GINJA NINJA (SUBT’D)

            Amateur. Fucking amateur!  

We see THE BIG BOSS’ right arm as he points at The GINJA NINJA and spits:

                        THE BIG BOSS (SUBT’D)

            You shut the fuck up!

The arm disappears. 

                        THE BIG BOSS (CON’T)

                  (back to Kaido)

            And what the fuck has happened to The 

            General and his men? 

                        KAIDO (SUBT’D)

            They are all dead.

                        THE BIG BOSS (SUBT’D)

            What! That MASTERLESS bastard!

                        KAIDO (SUBT’D)

            It would seem we have underestimated 

            him.

                        THE GINJA NINJA (SUBT’D)

            Shall I unleash The Beast?

                        KAIDO (SUBT’D)

            No! The Beast is not needed! I will...

                        THE BIG BOSS (SUBT’D)

            No, Kaido! you have already got an 

            assignment. Now, why the fuck are you

            still here? Go and get me his fucking 

            head. And don’t fuck up this time! Or

            The Beast will be bringing me your

            fucking head.

Kaido snarls at The GINJA NINJA as he walks away.

                        THE BIG BOSS (SUBT’D)

            Unleash the Beast-

The GINJA NINJA smiles as he nods his head “yes“.

                        THE BIG BOSS (CONT’D)

            Let him feed then bring him to me...

INT. STAIRWAY - NIGHT

The GINGER NINJA is walking hurriedly down a narrow concrete 

swirling stairway.

INT. DUNGEON - NIGHT

Some PRISONERS are eating dirty rice off the even dirtier floor; they shove the rice greedily into their filthy mouths.  

The rest of the prisoners are CHEERING on two BLOOD-SOAKED 

inmates who are fighting each other to the death.

INT. DUNGEON - NIGHT

The GINJA NINJA enters through a door at the top of a stairway.

ALL the prisoners stop what they are doing and look at The 

GINJA NINJA.  

                        THE GINJA NINJA (SUBT’D)

            Unleash The Beast!  

We now see a GIGANTIC cell in the corner of the dungeon; the 

door to the cell is made up of huge horizontal and vertical bars, which is heavily bolted.

Most of the prisoners run away from the cell like scared little children! 

One of the fighters turns around and starts walking towards the cell.

As he gets closer we begin to HEAR heavy BREATHING - like that of a psychotic Lion.  

TREPIDATION begins to seep into the fighters posture.  His stride becomes shorter and shorter with each step. 

The BREATHING emitting from the cell is becoming more and more intense!

The fighters shaking hand slides back the big bolts; he then 

sprints away.  

INT. THE BIG BOSS’ OFFICE - NIGHT

THE BIG BOSS’ POV -- The BEAST is standing in-front of the 

desk:

The BEAST is 7ft 4 inches tall and he is built like a brick

shithouse. He is wearing the attire of an ancient Japanese 

warrior. BLOOD is dripping off his huge sword and his huge 

caged mouth.  

                        THE BEAST (SUBT’D)

            Master...

                        THE BIG BOSS (SUBT’D)

            Hello, my son. You know what you 

            have to do...

The BEAST nods his huge head “yes“.

EXT. OUTSIDE CINEMA - DAY

The advertisement board reads...

             playing today HOWARD HAWKS’ double bill:

                   “The Thing...” & “Scarface”

INT. CINEMA - DAY. (SCREEN)

THE PICTURE PLAYING IS B/W. A HUGE MAN THUNDERS into frame.  

The name of the movie appears at the bottom of the screen...

               “The THING from Another World”

INT. CINEMA - DAY

LOUI is eating popcorn as he watches the movie. He looks like a pig in shit.

EXT. OUTSIDE CINEMA - DAY

A mother and her two young children exit the cinema followed by two young lovers and a spotty nerd.  

Beat.

LOUI exits the cinema. He looks at his watch. He then goes 

and waits by the telephone booth that sits to the right of the cinema.  

Beat.

A YOUNG MAN enters the phone booth.  

                        LOUI

            Hey! Get the fuck!

                        YOUNG MAN

            What?

LOUI drags the young man out of the booth and kicks him to the floor.

                         LOUI

            I said: get the fuck!

                         YOUNG MAN

            Okay, mister. I was only tryin to use 

            the phone.

                         LOUI

            Get the fuck, you little fag!

                         YOUNG MAN

            Okay mister.  I’m goin.

                         LOUI

            Get the fuck!

                         YOUNG MAN

            Okay, okay.

LOUI KICKS THE HELPLESS YOUNG MAN TO THE GROUND. HE SCRAMBLES TO HIS FEET AND EXITS FRAME.

The phone in the booth begins to ring. LOUI enters the telephone booth and picks up the reciever. 

                         LOUI

            Hello?

                         MAN (O.S.)

            Hello, tough guy. Did you get the 

            green? 

                         LOUI

            What did that fat fuck say?

                         MAN (O.S.)

            He said: “Did you get the green?”

                         LOUI

            I got the fuckin’ money.  

                         MAN (O.S.)

            Okay, tough guy, listen up, I’m only 

            gonna say this once. Come ‘round to 

            the studio at three ‘o’ clock tomorrow. 

            An, tough guy...

LOUI slams down the phone receiver. He exits the telephone 

booth and then exits frame.

INT. FILM STUDIO. (HOLLYWOOD) - DAY

A YOUNG MAN is sitting behind the desk at reception. He is

talking on the phone. We soon realize it was the same guy that was talking to Loui.

Beat. 

LOUI enters through the revolving doors. The young man sees him.

                         YOUNG MAN #2

                   (on phone) 

            I’ll phone you back, I have someone

            waiting. -- Okay.

He puts down the phone receiver.

                         YOUNG MAN #2

                   (smug)

            Hello, tough guy --

Loui whips out his revolver and pistol whips the young man.

                         LOUI

            You think you can talk to me like

            I’m a little fuck like you?! I’ll

            fuckin’ kill you, you little 

            cocksucker!                          

                         YOUNG MAN #2

            I’m sorry! Don’t hurt me! Please 

            don’t --

INT. OFFICE (HOLLYWOOD) - DAY

A fat FILM EXECUTIVE is sitting behind his desk looking 

dishevelled. His Personal Assistant is standing next to him

looking through some papers.

                        PA

            We’re fucked. We’re totally fucked.

                        FILM EXECTUTIVE

            Tell me something I don’t fucking 

            know, you inbred cunt!

Loui enters.

                        FILM EXECUTIVE

                    (to Loui)

            Who the fuck are you?! 

                    (to PA)

            Who the fuck is he?

The PA looks franticly through his papers as Loui stradles over to the desk. He throws the briefcase down on the desk, then sits down.

                        FILM EXECUTIVE

            For the last fuckin’ time, fuck face 

            - who the fuck are you?!

                        LOUI

            I wanna make a picture.

                        FILM EXECUTIVE

            Well that’s one fucked up name, buddy. 

            Is that fucking German or something?

                        LOUI

            French.

The Film Executive laughs wildly. The PA laughs mildly.

                        FILM EXECUTIVE

            Get the fuck outta my office!

                        LOUI

            I wanna make a picture!

                        FILM EXECUTIVE

            Call security.

Loui opens the briefcase. The briefcase is stuffed with hundred dollar bills.

The Film Executive’s eyes nearly pop out of his head.

                        FILM EXECUTIVE

            So what was you thinking? Am not 

            thinking a Western. They’re fucking 

            out! John Ford killed that motherfucker. 

            I think we should lean towards the 

            epic, you know. Something along the 

            line of Ben Hur or some shit.

                        LOUI

            I was thinkin’ a Western.

                        FILM EXECUTIVE

            Me too! They’re comin’ back in a big 

            fuckin’ way.

                        LOUI

            I’m just fucking with you. Now shut 

            the fuck up you‘re giving me a fuckin’

            headache.

Loui closes the briefcase.

                        LOUI

            So we got a deal?

                        FILM EXECUTIVE

            Fuck yeah, we got a deal!

The Film Executive starts laughing wildly as he leans over and shakes Loui’s hand.

INT. BLACK SEDAN. (MOVING) - NIGHT

Vince is driving now. Hondo rides shotgun. The General is catching flies on the back seat.

                        VINCE

            You sure this prick really has set 

            up home here in California? You don’t 

            think he’s sending you on a merry-go- 

            dance?

                        HONDO (SUBT’D)

            I do not know. But one thing I do know - 

            he is not in Japan. 

                        VINCE

            Why don’t you rest your eyes. It’s 

            gonna be a long night.

                        HONDO (SUBT’D)

            I haven’t slept since... since...

Hondo goes quiet.

                        VINCE

            Since what, Hondo? 

                        HONDO (SUBT’D)

            The Grandmaster is dead! Them bastards 

            killed him and half the village.

                        VINCE

            That motherfucker! 

Vince whacks the steering wheel. A tear falls down Hondo’s face.

                        VINCE

                    (beat)

            They kill little Joe Joe, too?

Hondo nods his head “yes“.

                        VINCE

            Motherfucker!

                    (beat)

            When did this all happen?

                        HONDO (SUBT’D)

            Four years ago. -- The day after you 

            and your friends disappeared.

Vince looks away as Hondo tries hard to meet his eyes.

                        HONDO (CON’T)

            I do not blame you. You did what you 

            did. My vengeance lies elsewhere. And 

            I will not hold it against you if you 

            want to go and look for your money. I 

            will do this alone. I have killed nearly

                        HONDO (CON’T) 

            one thousand bastards on my quest to 

            find my master’s killers, and I will 

            kill a thousand more if need be. 

Vince laughs.

                        VINCE

            One thousand bastards, eh? That’s a 

            lot of bastards.

                        HONDO (SUBT’D)

            And every bastard drenched in blood.

Vince laughs.

                        VINCE

            You’re one sick motherfucker, Hondo.

Vince continues laughing.

                        HONDO (SUBT’D)

            You ain’t seen nothing yet!

Hondo laughs along with Vince.

The car suddenly begins to judder. 

Vince eyes the petrol gage. It’s bone try.

                        VINCE

            Fuck! We’re outta gas.

                        HONDO (SUBT’D)

            Nice night for a walk.

                                              FADE OUT

                         THE END


