The Case That Wouldn’t Die
Screenplay by: Philip Hirzel

[The scene descends down on a parking lot at night; it’s empty, besides one car. A man walks outside of the building, and heads for the car. His name is Frank Bellmonte. He’s carrying a suitcase; he gets up next to the car, but sees another car pull into the parking lot. He stops and looks over at it; the car stops, and two men get out.]

Frank:
Uh... can I help you? Gentlemen?

Mobster 1:
Yes, we’re new here, and I’m pretty sure we’re lost. We were wondering if you could point us in the right direction.

Frank:
Well, where are you guys heading?

[The two men walk over to him, carrying a map. They set it out on the hood of his car.]
Mobster 1:
We came here to visit our sickly grandmother, but we can’t seem to find a way to get back onto the high way to go back.

[Frank bends over the map, and starts running his finger along in.]
Frank:
Well, here, if you take this road, you just keep going the way you were going and…

[Right then the two mobsters hit him across the back; he hits the hood, and slides off it.]
Frank:
Ow! Hey what kind of thank you is that?

[They pick him up, and he swings his suitcase at them, hitting one of them with it. The other one punches him, and he falls back over. The one he hit gets up, and they kick him while he’s on the ground. Then they pick him up, and drag him over to their car. One of them pulls out a needle, with a blue liquid in it; they then hit him in the gut with the needle, and inject him. They pull him around to the back of the car, and throw him in the trunk. They get back in their car, and drive off. As they drive off, the scene shows two more men in another car, watching. They start driving and following the other car. The scene changes to a small little office building, all the lights are off, except one. The camera goes into the room, to show James West. He is sitting as his desk, playing with a pen. His voice narrates.]
James (Narration):
There was a point in time, when I was a kid, where I thought being a private eye would be cool.

[He goes over to a mini-fridge, and opens it, but there isn’t any food in it.]
James (Narration):
I also thought it’d pay more. I thought I’d get to fight crime, but it just turns out your only clients are men coming in, suspicious about their wives. In which most case she’s run off with another smuck. That or else some woman comes in, suspicious about her husband, in which case he’s usually down at the bar, watching the game. I don’t think I’ve ever had a woman suspicious of her wife, or man of his husband, even if there was one, I’m sure they’d just be down at the gay bar watching the game.

[He looks at his calendar, there is nothing written on it.]
James (Narration):
This job doesn’t really pay well, at all. I didn’t have enough money to pay for the rent, so I sleep in my office now. I barely have enough money for food. Men in suits have taken everything else of mine that I couldn’t afford. They took that carpet that tied the room together, they even took the cat.

[The camera shows two men walk into the room, and pick up the cat, and walk out without saying a word.]
James (Narration):
But that night changed everything for me. As I recall, it was a dark and stormy night…

[The camera shows outside the window, there is no rain.]
James (Narration):

That’s what the news said it was supposed to be at least; it just actually turned out to be a dark night with some overcast. Low of 57. Anyways, I was sitting there; thinking about how I wish some attractive dame would come waltzing through my door, saying how her husband was murdered…

[The door of his office opens, and Bambi Bellmonte struts in. Following her is a big man, apparently a bodyguard of some sort.]
James (Narration):
What a coincidence, and what a dame. Possibly one of the most irresistible dames I’ve ever laid eyes on… I’ve seen lots of dames in my day, from fancy parties to…

James:

Colleges, to the streets, to nursing homes, but never have I seen a dame like the one that just walked into my…

Bambi:
Are you talking about me?

James:
No, I was just talking on the speaker phone… let me turn that off.


[He reaches over and hits the button on the phone, and it makes the droning hum, he quickly hits it again, embarrassed.]
James (Narration):

 She sat in the chair and her eyes darted to the floor so I tried to clear the air.

James:

May I offer you a cigarette?

Bambi:
I don’t smoke.

James:
Right.

Bambi:
Judging by the office, you’re James West, I presume?

James:
Uh… yes.

Bambi:
The Private Eye; James West?

James:
The one and only, how may I help you, Madame?

[Bambi turns to Bodyguard.]
Bambi:
Take five you big ugly brute. Mr. West, you may have heard of my husband, Frank Bellmonte. He was the owner of the renowned Bellmonte Wine industry. I’m sure you drink wine, now and then, am I right?

James:
Just like every other sophisticated man.

James (Narration):
I never drink… wine.

Bambi:
Well, Mr. West, my husband, who was just in his prime, has been murdered.

[She throws pictures of him down on the table. James who had previous been acting casually, and nonchalantly uninterested, suddenly jumps forward in his chair.]
James:
Oh really? Go on.

Bambi:
They found his body, dead in a ditch, along the side of the road. Injected with a poison of some kind, they hadn’t figured out what yet.

James:
And you want me to find who murdered your husband, right?

Bambi:
The death isn’t the problem, that doesn’t concern me. While I loved my husband, I knew that he was dead, and wasn’t going to come back ever. It didn’t take me long to get over it, what is the problem, is I was wrong.

James:
You still miss him?

Bambi:
No, Mr. West…

James:
Please, call me James.

Bambi:
Mr. West, he did come back.

James:
Say what?

Bambi:
He was murdered a week ago. Last night though, I thought I saw him on the sidewalk as I drove by. I thought I was just still drunk… I mean grieving, until the coroner called and said his body had disappeared. My husband is still alive, and I want you to find him.

James:
You want me to hunt down your dead husband?

Bambi:
Yes, Mr. West. He is out there, I don’t know how, but he is.

James:
This isn’t a cheap job, Miss; I’m not going to do this one for free.

Bambi:
I’ll give you twice what you’re usually paid.

James:
Most my clients pay around $5,000 for a murder case. The costs add up in the end, you know.

James (Narration):
I’ve never done a murder case before, and I’ve never been paid more than 200. And that was just to cut some old guys grass. I hope she buys the lie.

Bambi:
Then I’ll pay you $10,000, we’ve got enough.

James (Narration):
She bought it.

Bambi:
And I know you’ve never done a murder case before, Mr. West, and I know you’re never paid much.

James (Narration):
Shoot.

Bambi:
I only came to you because you’re the only private eye in the area, and I don’t want to go to the police with this. People will think I’m crazy, and no one cares what you think. Now, Mr. West, do we have an agreement?

James:
Yes, we do. I’ll find your husband, Ms. Bellmonte, and I’ll bring him back to you. Let me see you to the door.

[He starts getting up out of his chair, trips and falls onto the ground. Bambi gets up and starts walking over to the door on her own as James starts to get up. She then stops at the door.]
Bambi:
My husband may have made some mistakes, but he wasn’t a bad man, Mr. West. Now goodbye, I’ll be seeing more of you in the near future, hopefully.

[She and the bodyguard leave the room and close the door. James sits on the floor.]
James (Narration):
It seemed like I got my real first case, mowing that guys yard doesn’t count.

[The scene changes to the next day, James is driving his car, and he pulls into the parking lot where Frank was attacked the week before.]
James (Narration):
The first place to go to was easy; the Bellmonte Wines Brewery. Maybe someone there would have some traces on where to find my missing dead man. Huh, I hadn’t really thought about how much crap the coroner probably got for that ‘ha, how did you lose a dead guy?’ Anyways, I went to the brewery, and met up with his partner; Mr. Taylor, having gotten his phone number from the world wide web, I gave him a call… or two.

[Mr. Taylor is sitting in his office going over some papers when his phone rings, he pulls it out, looks at it, turns it off and puts it away. It rings again, and again, till he finally answers.]

Taylor:
I don’t know who this is, but stop calling me, I’m busy!

James:
I know.

Taylor:
What, how?


James:
Look out your window.

[Mr. Taylor turns around to see James looking in the window, he then sighs and tells James to come in.]
Taylor:
Yes, hello. Name’s James Taylor, how can I help you sir?

James:
James Taylor, you mean...

Taylor:
Yes, I know what you’re going to say, but no I’m not the James Taylor.

James:
I was going to say that my name is James too! West… James West, Private Eye. I’ve been hired to do some snooping on the disappearance of your former employer, Mr. Bellmonte.

Taylor:
Disappearance? But he’s dead.

James:
Cut the crap! Where is he? And you better tell me or I’ll be on you like a stamp on a letter, signed, sealed, and delivered.

Taylor:
But he’s dead. You know he was murdered, right?

James:
Murdered? Or set up? You were his closest business partner, surely he must have told you something?

Taylor:
Are you saying he’s not dead?

James:
You and I both know that… you… and I… already know that! I’ve come here for answers, where is he?

Taylor:
I don’t know what you’re talking about!

[James pulls out his gun, and points it at Mr. Taylor.]
James:
I’ve never once missed with this.

James (Narration):
Nor have I ever shot it.

Taylor:
There is no need for that here! Ok, I’ll tell you all I knew about him. He was a friend to this one guy, Clive McArthur. They’d hang out at Clive’s house, watch the game, drink a few beers, that’s all I know.

James:
I knew you could be a reasonable man, Mr. Taylor, now, where does this Clive live?

[The scene changes to James sitting in his car. He’s outside of Clive McArthur’s house. Waiting, to pass the time he sings along with the radio, and beat boxes. Then he sees Clive arrive at home. The man gets out of his car, and starts walking towards his house. James gets out of his car and follows the man to his door.]
James:
Mr. McArthur, may I have a word with you?

McArthur:
Uh… sure, I guess. Who are you?

James:
West, James West, private eye.

James (Narration):
God I love saying that.

McArthur:
Well, yeah, we can talk. Come on inside.

[Clive walks into the house, and James reluctantly follows him in.]

McArthur:
Have a seat on the couch in there, I’ll be with you in a moment, and I’ll make us some coffee.

[Clive walks into another room while James goes and sits down on a couch.]
James (Narration):
Getting coffee? Or a 9mm revolver from under his desk to blow my brains out with? Either way, I let him think I wasn’t onto anything.

[Time passes, and Clive walks into the room with two cups of coffee. He hands one cup to James and takes a seat in his chair.]
McArthur:
What can I help you with, Mr. West?

James:
Where was the last place you saw Mr. Bellmonte, before he was murdered?

McArthur:
Oh, Frank? Well he was here, of course. He came over every now and then, and we watched the game and had a beer or two.

James (Narration):
That Taylor guy is good.

James:
Mr. McArthur, do you know of any business of Mr. Bellmonte’s? Apart from his wine business.

McArthur:
No, can’t say he ever mentioned anything. I mean, yeah, he did talk about occasional charities, or something of that nature. He once brought a homeless man here, said he needed food. Unfortunately, he sent the man here on his own; I mistook him as a burglar and had him arrested. But, I guess he’s getting food in jail now, though.

James:
So the good deed was still served.

McArthur:
Sure was.

James:
Anyways, Mr. McArthur, he never mentioned anything of any sort? Any information would be helpful in finding him.

McArthur:
Ha, but he’s dead, what do you mean find him?

James:
Mr. Bellmonte is far from dead, Mr. McArthur, his body has disappeared, and his wife saw him one night.

McArthur:
The dame’s lush, plain and simple. She only married him for the wine… and the money. Did I mention she’s a drunk? That’s why he came here so much, to escape.

James:
I know first hand that everyone imbibes every once in a while, have you ever been married?

McArthur:
Yes.

James:
It practically drives you to the bottle. I’m sure you’re wife drank.

McArthur:
My wife was killed in a car crash.

James:
Oh.

McArthur:
By a drunk driver.

James:
Oh.

[There is a silence, James looks around awkwardly, then turns back to Clive McArthur.]
James:

Anyways, Mr. McArthur, if you have any information, it’d be extremely helpful.

McArthur:
I’m sorry, I don’t know of any.

James:
Well, thank you for your time anyways. I must be off.

[James gets up and starts to walk off to the door. But McArthur stops him.]
McArthur:
He did mention a few times of playing cards down at an Italian’s house; Dino Giggorio. He told me to keep it under wraps, especially not to let his wife know.

James:
Dino Giggorio?

McArthur:
Yes.

[James leaves without even saying farewell, and closes the door behind him. Clive McArthur stands up from his seat.]
McArthur:
Doesn’t even say goodbye. What a dick.

[James walks to his car, gets in, and sits there for a moment.]
James (Narration):
I’ve heard of Dino Giggorio before, he’s in the mob. A pretty nasty guy, word says he knocked off twenty people in one night once. He’s also known for always being the best down at open mic night at O’Reiley’s pub. This case is starting to make some sense.

[He turns on the car, and drives off. The scene changes to Dino’s house, it’s nighttime. Some men are walking in, while there is a bouncer at the door. Among the crowd that goes in is Mobster 1 and Mobster 2.]
Mobster 1:
Now remember, don’t lose me any money, or I’ll knock you one, ok?

[Mobster 2 nods his head, and they walk. Then another car pulls up, and a mustached man wearing a suit gets out, its James. He walks up to the door, but is stopped by the bouncer.]
Bouncer:
And who the heck do you think you are?

[James speaks in an obvious false Italian accent.]
James:
My name is uh... Mario... Mario Luigi!

Bouncer:
Say again?

James:
My name is Mario Luigi you idiot.

Bouncer:
Sorry man, it’s my job to ask. Go on in.

[James walks in, and goes to where everyone else is going. He sees some tables set up with people sitting down at them. He looks around at the tables, and Mobster 1 & 2 see him.]
Mobster 1:
Who’s that?

[Mobster 2 shrugs his shoulders. James sees that there is an empty seat at their table, and he goes and sits at it.]
James:
Hello boys, my name is Mario, what is yours?

Mobster 1:
Listen buddy, you must be new here, so let me give you the rules of Card Club. Rule number one; never talk about card club. Rule number two; never tell anyone your name. Those are pretty much the only rules.

James:
Why aren’t you supposed to tell anyone your name?

Mobster 1:
Shush, don’t talk about card club. What’s your game, sir?

James:
I’m not a big player of cards to tell the truth, but I’m mighty mean at war.

Mobster 1:
If you’re not big on cards, then what are you doing here?

James:
I’m on lead of a murder case, of Frank Bellmonte.

Mobster 1:
A copper!

[Everyone in the room exclaims and turns onto James, some pulling out guns. James draws his own gun, and aims it at Mobster 1.]
James (Narration):
That was a really… really… stupid move. Play cool.

James:
Now, I don’t want to cause a fuss, gentlemen. Just looking for some information.

Card Player:
Who let him in? Rule number 3 of card club is no coppers.

Mobster 1:
Shoot, I forgot that rule.

Card Player:
Let’s blow his brains out, teach him to show up here.

James:
Now that would be a wise move. We’ve got him surrounded in a circle, we’re all aiming our guns at him, let’s shoot him. Do you see the problem here?

[Everyone looks around at each other, apparently they don’t.]
James:
Apparently not. If you shoot me, you’ll probably all wind up shooting each other too. Then Mr. Giggorio will have a big ol’ mess to clean up, at least bigger than usual, I hope. Speaking of Mr. Giggorio, where is he?

Dino:
I’m right here, call me Dino. Put away your guns, boys, we don’t need any bloodshed here.

[Dino emerges from behind the wall of men holding guns. They all put their guns down, including James. Dino stands beside him.]
Dino:
Mister…

James:
West, James West. Private Eye.

Dino:
Cute, you practice that in front of a mirror, Mr. West?

James:
No.

James (Narration):
Yes.

Dino:
You know, Mr. West, if you wanted to come to me about some murder case, I wouldn’t at all complain if you did it in private. As opposed to during our ever famous Card Club meetings. As you know, we have certain rules here.

James:
Of course, I’m sorry Mr. Giggorio; I didn’t mean to interrupt anything. I’ll come back another night, and talk to you then, how’s that sound?

[He starts to get up, but Dino pushes him back down into his seat.]
Dino:
But, while you’re here, you might as well make yourself comfortable and play a game of cards, I’m sure none of the boys here will complain, right?

[Silence]
Dino:
Right?

Party Guests:
Right!

Dino:
Good, now lets play cards.

[He walks away, and everyone goes back to their games of cards. James turns his attention to the men at his table again.]
James:
Sorry about that.

Mobster 1:
It’s all right.

James:
So, who’s up for a game of war?

[There is then a small little montage of James play games of war with the others at the table. James wins every game. Meanwhile, Dino makes a call in his office.]
Dino:
Yes boss, there’s a dick here. You know… like a detective, not the other thing. He said he was here about that Frank Bellmonte guy… you know, the one guy we grabbed last week? … Yes boss. What should we do about it? … Alright boss, yes.

[He hangs up. The scene goes back to James.]
James:
Alright; it all adds up, pay up.

[Mobster 1 reaches in his wallet, but there is nothing in there. He looks at Mobster 2, who is eating a bag of chips.]
Mobster 1:
Where’s my money?

[Mobster 2 looks down at the bag of chips, and tries to hide it.]
Mobster 1:
You spent all of my money on munchies?

[Mobster 2 guiltily looks down in shame. Mobster 1 rolls his eyes and looks back at James.]

Mobster 1:
Sorry Mr. West, looks like I don’t have anything to pay you with.

James:
Surely you’re not just gonna stand me up, I’m sure Card Club has something to say about that.

Mobster 1:
Don’t talk about Card Club.

James:
Right, well surely you’ll find some way to pay me back. For now I’ll just say you owe me, alright? I must go now, farewell to you.

[He leaves, and walks out to his car. Meanwhile Dino comes out of his office.]
Mobster 1:
What do you want us to do about him?

Dino:
The boss has it taken care of.

[James stops at a gas station, he parks next to a police car. There is a Convict in the back of the cruiser, who looks busy doing something. He walks past the cruiser and into the gas station. He sees two officers standing around, eating donuts and talking. He walks up to them.]
James:

Officers.

Officer McDonald:
Hey, you’re that private eye, right?

James:
Yes.

Officer McDonald:
I’ve got a joke for you, then! So, a tourist walks up to a man in uniform. He asks the man “Are you a policeman?” and the man replies back. “No, I’m an undercover detective.” The tourist looks him over again, and says “Then why are you in uniform?” And the detective replies “It’s my day off.”

[Officer McDonald and Officer Longbum start laughing hysterically. James fakes an attempt to slightly laugh, and then goes ahead and asks them a question.]
James:
So I heard you guys lost the body of that Bellmonte guy?

Officer Longbum:
Yeah, that was quite the laugh around the station. Oh well, no big deal, I mean at least he was already dead, right? Plus, it’s been the first escapee we’ve had in years!

James:
Well it looks like it won’t be long before you have another.

[The two officers begin laughing again, James just looks at them.]
Officer McDonald:
Wait… what?

Officer Longbum:
Look! He’s getting away!

[The Convict from the car had broken out and was running away, the two officers dash out into the parking lot.]
Officer McDonald:
Officer Longbum, get him!

Officer Longbum:
You got it!

[Officer Longbum pulls out his pistol and fires, but misses. The Convict runs off. The two Officers stand around awkwardly.]
Officer McDonald:
What do we do now?

Officer Longbum:
Well… if you ask me… it would appear he was flattened by a semi in his escape and therefore we didn’t have anything left to arrest.

Officer McDonald:
Sounds good to me.

[The scene changes to the two Officers pulling off in the car, and James getting into his own car and driving away. As he does, we see the escaped Convict being eaten alive by zombies. James gets back to his office. He sits at his desk, and pulls out a bottle of whiskey. He pours some into a glass, and takes a shot. He pours a second, but the bottle runs out.]
James (Narration):
It was a hard day, some leads, but no ends. Nearly wound up dead in a circle of Italian mobsters. Then to top it all off, I was out of whiskey, so I went down to town to get myself some more. It was on my way back where things started getting really interesting.

[James is walking back on the sidewalk, when he sees someone ahead of him, walking around awkwardly, drunk like. When he gets closer, he realizes its Frank.]
James:
Frank? Frank Bellmonte?

[Frank doesn’t respond, other than groaning a little and turning towards him. James walks up closer to him.]
James:
Excuse me sir, I’m West, James West, Private--oh my god!

[Frank turns towards James his face covered in blood, and tries to bite James who jumps back before he can.]
James:
You nearly got blood on my jacket!

[Frank tries to bite James again.]
James:
Seriously, knock that off!

[When he notices that Frank doesn’t seem to be hearing him. He thinks for a second, then has an idea. The scene changes to him, back at his office. A car pulls up, and Bambi Bellmonte and her Bodyguard step out of the car and enter the building. James is sitting at desk, eating some M&M’s.]
Bambi:
You said you had something to show me, Mr. West?

James:
Ms. Bellmonte, I’ve found your husband.

Bambi:
I must say, Mr. West, I find this, very impressive. Where is he?

James:
In the other room, but I warn you, he’s not the same.

Bambi:
What do you mean by that?

[James gets up from his desk, and walks to another door, the other two follow. He stands in front of the door.]
James:
Do not approach him, he’s obviously under the influence of some drug, he nearly tried to bite me a few times.

[He opens the door, and we see Frank stumbling around the room.]
Bambi:
My God! Frankie? What did they do to you?

James:
Don’t even bother trying to talk to him, Ms. Bellmonte; he can’t understand a word you’re saying. I had to lead him here with a piece of ham I stole from the butcher.

[He pops an M&M into his mouth.]

James:
Like I said, he’s drugged, but what really has me confused, is that his blood is already coagulated. Which, only happens when you’re dead.

Bambi:
Maybe its because its been on his shirt for a while?


James:
That’s what I thought at first too, until I… uhm… cut him.

Bambi:
You did what to my husband?


James:
Only a tiny little cut, on the arm. I just wanted to see if my suspicions were true, which they are. You’re husband is dead, Ms. Bellmonte.

Bambi:
But how can he be walking? I’m watching him walk right now?

James:
Like I’ve already said a billion times, he’s drugged up. Somehow his body is still functioning.

[While they are talking, no one notices that Frank has stumbled over to them. He grabs onto Bambi’s arm, and tries to bite her, but the Bodyguard pulls him off, and tosses him back into the room. James pulls Bambi back, and the Bodyguard goes into the room and grabs onto Frank.]

Bodyguard:
Listen buddy, I don’t care if you’re her husband, or if you’re dead, or not. That’s no way to get a lady’s attention.

[Frank looks up at him, and bites his arm. The Bodyguard shouts, and James runs into the room to help. He grabs onto Frank and tries pulling him off, but to no avail, the Bodyguard eventually just punches Frank in the face, and Frank falls off him onto the floor.]
Bodyguard:
Geez ow! He bit right into my arm!

James:
Let me look at that.

[He grabs hold of the Bodyguard’s arm, and looks at it.]
James:
Huh, oh wow, you’re right, he did.

Bambi:
You mean you couldn’t tell from all the blood?

Bodyguard:
Do you have a first aid kit or anything?

James:
This is an office, not a hospital, what do you expect?

Bambi:
Mr. West, stay here with my husband, we’ll go back to my place to fix him up. We’ll be back later on.

James:
Whatever.

[James closes the door between them and Frank and then shows them to the other door. He closes it behind them, and they drive off. He pops another M&M into his mouth, and goes back to his office.]
James (Narration):
That’s when I began my usual night routine of getting immensely drunk and passing out. Hangovers in the morning always help me think. However, I had a rude awakening that night.

[A car pulls up to the office; two men get out of the car, wearing black. They go up to the front door, and knock. James wakes up from his desk, and stumbles over to the door. He opens it, and trips in the doorway; he falls into one of the two men, pulling off the man’s glove. He gets back up, and looks at the two of them.]
James:
Can I help you gentlemen? It’s an awful late time to be dropping by my humble abode, but I’m always willing to be of service.

[The two men don’t say anything, but instead punch James, who passes out. They drag his body into his office. The scene changes to the next day, Bambi and her Bodyguard pull up to the office. The Bodyguard looks obviously ill. They go up to the door, and walk in. They walk into James office to see that James is duct taped up at his desk. They rush over to him and pull the duct tape off his mouth.]
Bambi:
What kind of messed up stuff are you into?

[The Bodyguard starts to untie his hands.]
Bambi:
What happened?

James:
Two guys came in here last night, caught me off guard. Gave me the jump. Hey, could you untie my feet too?

Bodyguard:
Can’t you untie your own feet?

James:
Well you’re already untying, so it’d just be more convenient.

Bambi:
Do you know why they did it?

James:
Did what?

Bambi:
Beat you up and tied you up.

James:
Oh, uhm… nope.

[Bambi looks at the desk, there is a note lying on it. She picks it up and reads it.]
Bambi:
Stay out of this; we don’t want to have to come by again.

James:
Oh, that explains a lot.

Bambi:
What about Frank? Is he still here?

[James gets up and goes over to the other room, he opens it up, Frank is still in the room, stumbling around.]
James:
Yup, he’s still here.

[He closes the door, and stops and thinks. He looks at the other two.]
Bambi:
What do we do now, Mr. West?

James:
Do you know of anyone else that Frank talked to, daily? Anyone at all?

Bambi:
I can only think of the housemaid.

James:
How often did they talk to each other?

Bambi:
Quite often, they’d talk, or she’d need help lifting something heavy and such, he was always glad to help her.

James:
Oh really? Hey, you.

Bodyguard:
Yeah?

James:
Stay here; make sure no other scum breaks into my office while we’re away.

Bodyguard:
I’m not so sure about that, buddy. It’s my job to protect Ms. Bellmonte.

James:
Tell me, do you consider yourself a very imaginative man?

Bodyguard:
Yeah, I suppose so.

James:
Then, you can pretend, that behind this closed door, isn’t Frank, but Ms. Bellmonte instead. Ok? That way, you’re still doing your job, and doing what I asked you to.

Bodyguard:
Uh… alright.

James:
Come with me, Ms. Bellmonte.

[The two of them leave, the Bodyguard remains there standing in front of the door, guarding it diligently, even while still appearing sick.]

Bodyguard:

Do you have any tums?

James:
Sure yeah, left drawer, beside the knife… 

Bambi:
Knife?

James:

Letter opener.
[James and Bambi walk to the door, but James stops and bends down. On the floor is the glove he pulled off the man who attacked him the previous night. He picks it up, and then they get in his car, with James telling Bambi to sit in the back seat, and they start to drive.]
Bambi:
Why can’t I sit in the front seat?

James:
I used to have a partner, until he was taken away from me.

Bambi:

I’m sorry to hear, Mr. West.

James:
He preferred the front.

[Flash back of James sitting in the car, and his cat is sitting in the seat beside him. But then it flashes back.]
Bambi:
I see.

[They remain silent, till they get to the Bellmonte’s house.]
Bambi:
How did you know where I lived, Mr. West?

James:
Please, Ms. Bellmonte… call me James.

[He gets out of the car, and confused, so does Bambi. She leads him up to the house, and they go inside the front door.]
Bambi:
Maria!

Ms. Harper:

Stop yelling! You tell me that I’m going deaf!

[An old lady walks out of another room, she looks at James with disapproving eyes.]
James:
That’s the maid?

Bambi:
That’s my mother.

Ms. Harper:

And who is this? Another fellow after your husband died just a week ago? Shame on you, when your father died, I didn’t sleep with another man for…

Bambi:
Mother!

Ms. Harper:
I’m just telling you the facts, ok? Now, answer the question, who is he?

Bambi:
He’s a detective…

James:
Name’s West, James West, Private Eye.

James (Narration):
In my line of work, I’ll never get bored with saying that.

Ms. Harper:
Whatever you say, he better be out of here before dinner.

James:
Don’t worry ma’am, I won’t be here long…

Ms. Harper:
Shut up!

[Ms. Harper walks out of the room and disappears.]
James:

You never said your mother lived here to; I might have to ask her some questions.

Bambi:
Oh no, my mother and Frankie hadn’t said a word to each other, for one entire year, the anniversary of them not talking was his death day actually… Anyways, Maria!

[A woman starts to walk down the stairs, its Maria the maid.]
James:
Her name is Maria? She doesn’t look Hispanic.

Bambi:
It was one of Frank’s requests for the job, that they be called Maria, no matter what their real name is.

James:
What’s her real name?

Bambi:
Don’t remember, I don’t even think she remembers her real name.

James:
That’s really weird.

Maria:
Afternoon, Madame, and who may I ask is this?

Bambi:
This is…

James:
West, James West, private eye.

Maria:
Oh, is that the nut case you said you hired…

[She stops talking when she notices that Bambi is telling her to stop talking. There is an odd silence, before James breaks it.]
James:
Anyways. Maria, if you may, I have a few questions for you.

[The scene changes to them in a different room, Maria is sitting down on a chair, and James is walking in circles around her. Bambi is  off to the side of the room, sitting down on a chair.]
James:
Now, Maria, would you say that you and Frank were close?

Maria:
Yeah, I suppose so.

James:
Just how close, exactly?

Maria:
As close as an employee can be with their employer, he would talk to me on occasion, or sometimes even help me out.

James:
Talk to you on occasion? Ms. Bellmonte over there said that you talked to him almost every day.

Maria:
Ok, yes I suppose that’s more or less what it is, but if you already knew how much I talked to him, then why did you ask?

James:
To see if you’d lie to me, which you did. Meaning you might lie more; it’s an old detective trick.

[James looks over at Bambi to see if she would be impressed. She fakes a congratulation. He turns back to Maria.]
James:
Now, Maria. Did you ever have any sort of feelings for Mr. Bellmonte? Other than just, friends, or business?

Maria:
No, of course not!

James:
See, now how do I know that you’re not lying?

Maria:
He was a married man, I would never do anything with a married man, that’s not who I am.

James:
Then who are you? It seems Mr. Bellmonte might have had a little fetish, he wanted his maid to be named Maria, no matter what her real name was.

Maria:
I thought it was just a joke!

Bambi:
Frank did seem pretty serious about it, no matter how much I laughed about it… which I did a lot.

James:
Fact be fact, what if you did indeed have an affair with Mr. Bellmonte? Having him ‘help’ you carry a ladder? Or run off to some room to smooch?

Maria:
I didn’t though! I just said that, and even if I did, how would it affect anything, he was murdered by the mob, not me!

James:
Oh, so he was murdered by the mob, and how do you know this?

Maria:
I don’t know, but he was dumped off the side of a road into a ditch. That’s how those mob guys do it.

James:
And how would you know that?

Maria:
Uh… the movies?

[The scene changes to Bambi and James standing in a different room. They are talking quietly.]
Bambi:
You really think she had something to do with it?

James:
I know she does, I’ve been to bars before, I’ve seen her with a few mobsters; her real name is Babe.

Bambi:
You sure that’s just not what they called her?

James:
What kind of nickname is that? Anyways, listen babe, here’s what we do. Let her go, pretend like we aren’t on to her. I’ll follow her, to wherever she goes, maybe that will tip us on.

[Ms. Harper calls from another room.]
Ms. Harper:
Bambi! I’ve got diarrhea again!

Bambi:
Ok mom! I’ll get you some medicine tomorrow! Sounds good enough. Mr. West, do you seriously think that she had an affair with Frank? I mean… I never would have suspected that he…

James:
I don’t know, but I’ll find out.

[He walks into the other room, and you hear him tell Maria that she can go. The scene changes to later on, Maria leaves the house, and gets in her car. She starts driving off, and James follows her discreetly. She eventually leads him back to Bellmonte Wines, at the docks. He stops at a distance, and sees Maria get out and run up to someone, wearing only one glove on his hand. James pulls the glove out from his pocket, it’s the same kind of glove.]
Maria:

Saul, baby, I’ve missed you.

Saul:
Babe, I told you not to come around here at anytime, especially at this time of night, especially on this night, especially at this time. I mean, you’ve really picked a really wrong time to be here.

Maria:
Well, I just had to see you before I went home. Some snoop talked to me today, he was asking about Frank.

Saul:
Wait… a snoop did you say?

Maria:
Yeah, some private eye guy.

Saul:
Hey Matt, you hear that? That snoop is still on the case. What did you tell him?

James:
She told me everything I need to know, and she lead me straight to the people I wanted to see.

[James walks out of the shadows, his pistol in his hand. The two men turn towards him, Maria scoots behind Saul.]
Saul:
Who the heck are you?

James:
West, James West, Private Eye. You might remember me; you visited me last night, and left this glove at my office.

Saul:
I was wondering where that glove went; it was one of my favorite gloves. Can I have it back?

[James tosses the glove to Saul, who picks it up and puts it back on.]
Saul:
Thanks, now seriously man, get out of here. We’re expecting a delivery, we don’t want you to be around here when it shows up, or we’ll all be dead.

James:
What kind of delivery?

Matt:
The virus.

Saul:
Shut up. Nothing.

James:
What kind of virus?

Saul:
Nothing, drugs. We’re waiting for a delivery of drugs; cocaine. Yeah, cocaine. Now get out of here, Maria, you too.

James:
And what if I don’t leave?

Saul:
Then when the men get here, they’ll knock us all up.

James:
And if I do get out of here?

Saul:
We come and knock you up later. Now get out of here!

[James remains standing there, Saul starts to get really angry. He pulls out his gun, and Matt pulls out his as well.]
Saul:
Fine, you asked for it, buddy.

[Before anything can happen however, a car pulls up. Saul and Matt worriedly look over at it.]
Matt:
Oh crap.

Saul:
Maria, get out of here. Crap, we’re really screwed now!

[The car stops, and three men get out of it, one holding a briefcase, the other two holding guns.]
Man With Gun 1:
Who’s that?

James:
My name is West, James West, Private Eye.

Man With Briefcase:
Hey Saul, we told you not to bring anyone else here, especially not a copper.

Man With Gun 1:
What do we do?

Man With Briefcase:
Kill them. All of them, ‘cept the girl. Well… no… kill her too.

[The two men with guns open fire, Saul and Matt open fire on James, and James opens fire on the men with guns. Saul and Matt are taken down quickly, and James manages to take out the three men from the car. He runs over, and grabs the briefcase, and then runs back to Maria.]

James:
Come with me if you want to live.

[Before she replies he grabs her hand and runs to his car. He hands Maria the briefcase, and tells her to get in the back. Then he starts driving.]
Maria:
Oh God, oh God, my boyfriend is dead!

James:
Yeah well my cat was taken away from me, life is rough, get used to it! Now what’s in the briefcase?

Maria:
I don’t know!

James:
No, seriously, what’s in the briefcase?

Maria:
I don’t know!

James:
Well then, open it and find out!

Maria:
Oh.

[She opens it and looks inside; there are some vials and needles full of blue liquid.]
Maria:
A liquid of some kind.

James:
Did you have an affair with Frank?

Maria:
What does that have to do with this?

James:

Did you?

Maria:
Ok fine, yes, I did. Did you expect me to admit that earlier, in front of his wife? She would have torn me apart.

James:
Do you know about his tie in with the Italian mob?

Maria:
He constantly talked to Bruce Giggorio. He would send me to Bruce with notes, or payments.

James:
Related to Dino at all?

Maria:
His older brother, he’s also head of the Italian Mob. Good luck ever seeing him and getting out alive.

James:
But you said you’ve talked to him?

Maria:
Not talked, more or less given letters to, and gotten out before anything happened to me.

[They get back to James office, and go inside. The Bodyguard is leaning against the wall, having trouble breathing. James runs over to him.]
James:
Are you alright? You don’t look good.

Bodyguard:
I feel so woozy… my arm burns like… fried chicken.

James:
Calm down buddy. We’ll get you some help, ok?

Bodyguard:
I feel…

[The Bodyguard slumps over. James tries to wake him back up, but realizes the fact.]
James:
He’s dead.

Maria:
What, how?

James:
Frank bit him yesterday; I think that might have something to do with it.

Maria:
Wait a minute, Frank is dead.

James:
Huh? Oh yeah.

[James opens the door, to reveal Frank walking aimlessly around the room.]
Maria:
Oh, hey Frank.

[James closes the door, and gets up and walks into his office. He starts dialing a number.]
Maria:
Who are you calling?

James:
Bruce.

Maria:
You have his number?

James:
No, I’m just screwing with you; I’m calling Ms. Bellmonte.

[The phone rings, then Bambi answers.]
Bambi:
Hello?

James:
Yes, hello, it’s me, West, James West…

Bambi:
Who?

James:
West, James West, Private—

Bambi:
Oh. What do you want?

James:
Hello. I’ve got some good news, and some bad news.

Bambi:

Oh? Well, let me hear it.

James:
Good news is I just discovered that I had a few dollars tucked underneath the pencil holder on my desk. The bad news is that your bodyguard just died, that I killed a few men a little bit ago and stole their briefcase and found the poison they got Frank with… no wait… that goes with the good news… oh and, you husband was sleeping around with your maid.

Bambi:
What? I’m going to rip her apart!

[James hangs up the phone, and looks over at Maria, he shrugs his shoulders and walks back into the hallway. He looks at the bodyguard.]

James:
What are we going to do with that?

Maria:
How am I supposed to know?

[Right then the Bodyguard’s body starts to shake, the two of them look at it. The Bodyguard’s eyes open, and he looks up at them. He then stands up, moaning slightly, and starts walking towards them.]
James:
That’s something you don’t really see everyday.

Maria:
Shoot him!

James:
I’ll get blood all over the carpet! I’ve got a better idea, quick, fetch me a piece of ham. And a roll of duck tape.

Maria:
Yo mean duct tape?

James: 
I know what I’m saying woman, now just go and get it!

[The scene changes to Bambi pulling into the driveway of the office, she gets out and dashes into the building to see James leaning against the door, eating M&M’s.]
Bambi:
Where’s his body?

[James opens the door to show both Frank and the Bodyguard walking around aimlessly. He then closes the door.]
Bambi:
Oh God, him too?

James:
Yeah, I’ll tell you what I think is going on in a minute.

Bambi:
Why not now?

James:
Because Maria is tied up in the other room, I figure you’ll want too…

[With a look of infuriation, Bambi stomps off towards the other room without even saying a word.]

James:
Deal with that first.

[She walks in to see Maria sitting in a chair tied up. She walks up to her, and slugs her in the face. She then tears the duct tape off of her mouth.]
Bambi:
Why were you sleeping around with my husband? Huh? Was the pay not good enough, you had to raise it yourself? Or was it revenge for that one time I spilt lemonade on the rug and had you clean it up, even after I apologized?

Maria:
I… I…

Bambi:
And now he’s dead! I can’t even hit him for this!

[James walks into the room.]
James:
He’s not actually technically dead.

Bambi:
You’re right.

[Bambi storms out of the room, James looks at Maria who glares at him.]
James:
I didn’t actually think she’d hit you.

[He hears a noise in the other room, and runs over to it to see Bambi hitting Frank. James runs in and pulls her off of him and out of the room then closes the door.]
James:
Calm down there, unless you want to end up like your bodyguard.

Bambi:
What do you mean?

James:
I think that Frank was injected with a virus, a virus that brought him back from the dead. Or something like that. I’m pretty sure he gave it to your bodyguard as well, or something else like that.

Bambi:
Why do you think that?

James:
Just think, he bit your bodyguard on the arm, and your bodyguard dies, and starts doing the same thing as your husband, acting all drunk and stuff.

Bambi:
So it’s communicable through saliva?

James:
I assume so, along with maybe blood, or possibly urine, maybe snot?

Bambi:

Mr. West, I hired you to find out what happened to him. Now we’ve found out what’s happened to him, and I want you to find out who did this to him.

James:
I’ve got a pretty good idea already. Here, I’ll show you. But, before I do that, we need to talk about money. I’ve gots to pay the bills, Ms. Bellmonte. I’ll need more cash.

Bambi:
Sure, ok, fine, whatever.

[He goes and gets the briefcase, and opens it up. In the top corner is a name; B. Giggorio.]

James:
Bruce Giggorio, head of the Italian mob. It seems like he’s been shipping these things around the town, for what purpose I don’t know yet. Personally, I think that Frank was the test subject to see if it’d work. Looks like it does… work, that is.

Bambi:
How are you going to find this man?

James:
Our little friend, Maria, will deliver a letter from us.

[The scene changes to sometime later. Maria and James are sitting in his car, Maria being in the back. James hands her an envelope.]
James:
Just give this to him, and then get out of there as soon as you can. I’ll be waiting here to pick you up.

Maria:
You promise?

James:
Yeah, sure.

[Maria gets out of the car, tucking the envelope into her pocket. She walks into Bruce’s house, and is led down to the room where he is at by Mobster 1 & 2. Bruce is sitting on a couch, watching TV.]
Bruce:
Oh, welcome, welcome.

Maria:
I can’t stay for long tonight, Mr. Giggorio; I just came here to deliver this.

[She hands him the letter, and then walks out. He opens it up, a vial of the blue liquid falls out, and it reads…]
James (Narration):
Mr. Giggorio, my name is West, James West, Private Eye. I’m onto the murder of Frank Bellmonte, and I’m onto your market of this substance. Meet me in the park tomorrow, around five, alone, unarmed; we’ll discuss things there.

Bruce:
You two; find that girl; and kill her.

[Mobster 1 & 2 run off down the hallway towards the exit. Maria is already on her way to the car, she runs into the back seat, and the two Mobsters run out of the house. They pull out their guns, and open fire, but James drives off.]
James:
Good job, did he get it?

Maria:
They shot at us, didn’t they?

[They continue driving down a road, but they see a man standing in the middle of it, they swerve off to the side and into the grass.]

James:
Geez, what was that?

[He grabs a flashlight and his gun and gets out of the car. He walks over to the man.]
James:
Excuse me? Excuse me sir?

[The man turns around and looks at him menacingly.]
James:
Oh crap, another one?

[The man starts running towards him, and he raises his gun.]
James:
Don’t come any closer to me sir, or I’ll shoot. Sir… don’t make me! Sir!

[He fires and hits the man on the chest, the man keeps coming at him. He fire again, and again, then shoots at the head, the man falls over onto the ground.]
James:
The only way to take them down is by shooting them in the head? That’s retarded.

Maria:
Help!

[James turns around and sees Maria standing outside of the car, with more of the things surrounding her. He fires and takes one down, but more keep coming. They grab hold of Maria and drag her off into the woods, James tries to follow but eventually her screams end. He turns back and goes to his car, he drives off into the night. It comes back in at the office, with Bambi.]

Bambi:
So… Maria is dead?

James:
I’m afraid so.

Bambi:
Good.

[She walks out of the room, James shrugs his shoulders and follows. She’s standing in the hallway.]
Bambi:
Do you think this plan of yours will work? Meeting him in the park, I’m sure he’ll have something on him, if not have men with him who will be armed.

James:
Calm down, I’m not stupid; I’ll have my gun on me. Apart from that, I don’t know.

Bambi:
Then why bother saying no guns? What do you even hope to accomplish? Are you just going to kill him in the park?

James:
No, most I hope for is that I somehow manage to convince him to stop him from using this stuff. It’s dangerous, you know?

Bambi:
Oh well then you better warn him about that before he hurts someone!

James:
That’s the plan. Either way, you shouldn’t worry about me; it’s not good for a client to become attached.

Bambi:
Oh, but I care so much about you! Please, please, all I ask; is that you come out of there alive!

James:
Really?

Bambi:
I was being sarcastic.

[She then walks out, leaving James alone in his office. The scene changes to the next day, it’s the morning, he’s sitting in his office.]
James (Narration):
The sun was rising in the west, sorry no, east. It was a bright summer morning, like usual. I hadn’t been this tense since I was a kid, and my friends dared me to lick the frozen flag pole, I got stuck to it, and was there for almost a whole day. I guess I was more or less frozen and stiff rather than tense… but I digress… I had to go in hot today, I didn’t know if I would come out alive, or not. Either way, I was prepared. For anything.

[He gets up, and takes a step, trips on his shoelace and falls over.]
James (Narration):
Ow. After I tie my shoe.

[The scene changes to him in his car, at the park. He sees a few other people in the park, but not many. He gets out, and starts walking over to a park bench, before he can though, he’s jumped by two men, and hit with a shovel. He falls onto the ground, and tries to get up, but they stand on him and pin him down. Then Bruce comes out and stands in front of him.]
Bruce:
Mr. West?

James:

How did you know who I was?

Bruce:
We didn’t, we assumed that’s who you were, in which if case you weren’t you, we would have been profusely sorry and just let you go. But now we know it’s you; so Mr. West, do you know what happens to people when they try to interfere with my business? They die. You seriously thought you could come here and try to get me to just give up?

James:
Well, actually…

Bruce:
Shut up when I’m talking to you! Now, Mr. West, I don’t care what you have to say, you know why?

James:
No, why?

Bruce:
Shut up when I ask you questions! Two reasons, number one. You’re a nobody; a washed up loser who could never get his business off the ground. Number two. You’re going to die, very, very soon. You’re not going to tell anyone about anything that is happening. I was thinking of just throwing you in a trunk, taking you out, and shooting you and throwing your body in a ditch. Then a little idea came to you, do you know what that is?

[James doesn’t say anything. Bruce gets close to his face.]
Bruce:
Do you know what that idea is?

James:
No, I don’t know.

Bruce:
Shut up! I’m going to show you just what you’re getting yourself into. You want to see what happens when I get this virus shipped all over the town? You want to see what happens when all the dope fiends, all the drug lords, and all my crap opponents use this substance? I’ll show you. Then afterwards I will show your little friend Ms. Bellmonte the same fate. Come on boys; let’s get out of here.

[They kick James one last time, then start to walk off. They get in a car, and drive away, James gets to his feet, and watches them go. Confused, he looks around, and finally sees what Bruce meant. Zombies come running towards him in all directions, they are all over the park.]
James (Narration):
The living dead had me surrounded, they were coming from all angles. I was only armed with my revolver, that had six shots in it, and I only had enough bullets on me to reload one time. Bullets weren’t going to get me anywhere; I should save those for other men with guns. I had another idea.

[James runs over to a kid who is walking through the park holding a tennis racket, he takes the racket from the kid, and starts running towards his car. Any zombie that gets in his way he hits with the tennis racket. He hits one zombie and out of their pocket a business card falls, he picks it up and reads it. After a little bit of time, he gets to his car, and hops in. He starts driving off, leaving the horde of zombies in the park.]
James (Narration):
It was obvious where I needed to go next, the Bellmonte Estate. If they were going after the dame, I had to stop them somehow. It was thirty minutes away, but I’d be there in ten.

[The drives off in the car, quickly. The scene changes to him pulled over, Officer McDonald walks up to the car.]
McDonald:

Boy do I have a joke for you.

James:

Shoot.

[The scene changes to the house, the two men who were with Bruce earlier are standing outside of the door. Knocking, however, Bambi knows who it is, and is finding places to hide, and looking for her mother.]
Bambi:
Mother! Where are you!

[She hears the men pounding on the door, she runs upstairs and hides behind a dresser. The two men eventually go into the house, and start searching around, they start slowly moving up the stairs. They walk into the room that Bambi is in, suspense starts to rise. One walks past a closed closet door, and the second one is in front of it when suddenly it flies open. Ms. Harper is standing there with a shotgun.]
Ms. Harper:
Whipper-snappers!

[She pulls the trigger, and blows one of the men away, the other man turns around right once she pulls the trigger again and downs him. Bambi comes out of hiding, and runs and looks at the scene.]
Bambi:
Mom! Did you do that?

Ms. Harper:
You’re father was a buffalo hunter; don’t think he didn’t teach me a thing or two about guns.

[James runs into the room, Ms. Harper points the gun at him, and he raises his arms in the air.]
James:
Geez mick molly; what happened here?

Ms. Harper:
I blew their brains out, and I’ll do the same to you if you try anything funny, you filthy animal.

Bambi:
Mom, remember, he’s on our side.

Ms. Harper:
Whatever, its bingo night down in town, I have to be there in twenty minutes.

James:

I think you should stay here…

Ms. Harper:
Shut up!

[She walks out of the room, the scene changes to later of her getting in the back of a car and driving off. James and Bambi are in the house, and James turns around to her.]
Bambi:
So, the park meeting turned out to be a total failure?

James:
In the sense of total failure that I get beat up again and nearly eaten alive by the walking dead? Yeah, I suppose so.

Bambi:
Go figure. I mean… so what do we do now? I mean, are there anymore leads?

James:
I’ve got no idea what to do now… I’m working myself down to luck now, the only way I’d get anywhere now is if Bruce himself called us and told us where he was at.

[Right then, the two of them hear a phone ringing, James follows the ringing, to find its from one of the dead bodies. Bambi follows, and stands in the doorway as he picks up the phone and answers it.]
James:
Hello… yes… ok… I… love you too.

[He hangs up, and looks at Bambi.]
Bambi:
Well?

James:
Well, it wasn’t Bruce himself, but now I know where they’re gonna be tonight. You stay here; I’ll be back.

Bambi:
Where are you going?

James:
Wouldn’t you like to know!

[The scene changes to the parking lot of Bellmonte Wines, where the whole thing started. Mobster 1 & 2 are standing in the parking lot, waiting.]
Mobster 1:
When’s boss getting here?

[Mobster 2 shrugs his shoulders. The scene changes to James hiding behind a wall, cigarette in his mouth.]
James (Narration):
There are two things in life I’ve come to understand in life. First is that when you’re little, no matter how much you think you can fit your head through the stairwell railing, you better think twice. Second is no matter how many doors to a building are locked, there is always a way in.

[He waits till Mobster 1 & 2 walk away, he then walks out of the shadows and walks across the parking lot. He gets to a small hole, and climbs through. He is now in the basement, he throws his cigarette, and looks around.]
James (Narration):
There was something that didn’t quite seem right down here. It was as if there was some force, some un-seeable persons watching me…

[He turns and sees a few zombies running towards him.]
James (Narration):
Or that there really are some eyes watching me.

[The zombies run towards him, and he takes them out with some blunt object. James gets to the stairs and makes his way up.]
James (Narration):
That was easy enough. Now I just had to find Bruce, first I had to go pee, though.

[The scene changes to him in the restroom at the urinal. However, Mobster 1 comes out of one of the stalls, and sees James before James even notices he is there. He walks up to James and knocks him out right there. He wakes up in a small room, tied up, with Mobster 1 & 1, Bruce, and one of Bruce’s Men standing in the room with him.]

Bruce:
So, you got out of my zombie horde in the park? And you killed my two best men.

James:
You’re getting married?

Bruce:
Shut up! I should have just put a bullet in your head right then and there, but I didn’t. I wanted to see you suffer; I wanted to know you were in pain before you died. And I still want to know that. Which is why I’m gonna leave you with these two baboons, and they’re gonna break all the bones in your body while I go and take care of some business. Then after they break you like a egg in a blender, they’re gonna kill you, like a duck in a lion cage. Goodbye, Mr. West.

[Bruce walks out of the room, and the door starts to close behind him, his man remains next to the door, wielding a gun. Mobster 1 & 2 look at James, then crack their knuckles. They start walking up to him.]
James:
Boys! Boys! Wait…!

[The scene changes to Bruce walking down the stairs, there are more men at the bottom of the stairs.]
Bruce’s Man:
Sir, when are they getting here?

Bruce:
Anytime now.

[Right then, the door opens up, and more men come in. Along with the men is Dino Giggorio, Clive McArthur and Ms. Harper. They walk up to Bruce and his men.]
Bruce:
 Ms. Harper, Mr. McArthur nice to meet you again. I hope this meeting goes better than last time.

Dino:
I hope so too, two of my men were killed that time.

Bruce:
Dad always did say I was the better son.

Dino:
He said I was better look—

Ms. Harper:
Shut up. 

Dino:
Looking…

Ms. Harper:

Mr. Giggorio…

Bruce:
Yes?

Dino:
Yes?

Ms. Harper:

Bruce… what did you have me come here for?

[At that moment, Bruce’s man from earlier comes down the stairs, and stands behind Bruce.]
Bruce:
Well, as you know, Ms. Harper, while I did intend on killing Mr. Bellmonte, I never actually got to do it. Your men, or more, my brother’s men, who you hired, beat me to it.

Ms. Harper:
Yes, I know. It was my… gift to him, as our anniversary of not speaking to each other for a year.

[The scene flashes back to Mobster 1 & 2 throwing Frank into the trunk of their car. Then goes back.]
Ms. Harper:
And they did a very good job at it, as I recall, afterwards some of your men injected him with a drug of some sort.

Bruce:
Yes, my men followed your men, to the spot where they dumped Frank. Then they injected him with the virus.

[The scene flashes back to show the two men in the car watching and following the men with Frank.]
McArthur:

While this is a wonderful time to visit old memories, I really want to know why you had us come here.

Bruce:
Well, we all know you, and Ms. Harper here killed Frank for his money.

Ms. Harper:
Yes, we did. We were both tired of him, I was sick of how he was cheating on my daughter without her evening knowing about it…

McArthur:
And I had enough of him stealing my beer. Wait… he was cheating on her?

Bruce:
Unfortunately, though, Mr. Bellmonte isn’t dead.

McArthur:
What do you mean?

Bruce:
That virus we injected him with? It brought him back from the dead; he’s a zombie now. He’s still walking around, and now I’m the only one who knows where he is at. Meaning I have the upper hand. At any point, Mr. Bellmonte could come back into society, obviously messed up, but back anyways. You wouldn’t have any ownership over the money then.

[As Bruce talks, flashes of scenes come as go as he explains.]
Ms. Harper:
Zombies?

Bruce:
Yes, zombies, the living dead, ghouls, Santa’s elves, whatever you want to call them. I’ve made them, hordes of them. Now you see, Ms. Harper, I was just thinking of leaving it at that, but then I decided after two of my men wound up dead at your house today, I’d take my deal even further.

[Right as he says that, something starts banging on the door. Everyone turns and looks over at it.]
Bruce:
Do you want me to tell you what zombies do, Ms. Harper?

Ms. Harper:
I can’t say I ever took zombie-ology as a college course, so go ahead, make my day.

Bruce:
They eat human flesh, and I thought I’d show you it first hand. Or should I say first mouth… or something.

[Ms. Harper looks at Bruce in shock.]
Ms. Harper:

Dino, shoot them down!

[Dino walks over to Bruce.]
Dino:

Sorry boss, but family is family.

Ms. Harper:
I’ve still got my bodyguards! Men, shoot them!

[Her bodyguards pull out their weapons, and are about to shoot, when the pounding on the door increases, distracting them.]
Bruce
You’re out numbered, and out skilled. You may have killed Frank Bellmonte, you may have succeeded in your scheme to inherit all his money, but tell me, who is going to inherit it from after I kill you two and the widowed Ms. Bellmonte?

James:
Just what I needed to hear!

[The man who came down the stairs earlier, was actually James in disguise. The confused Bruce turns around to see James pointing a gun at him.]
Bruce:
You keep coming back, huh? Well entertain me, how did you do it this time?

James:
My motto is if you want something done; do it yourself. Don’t leave others to do it for you. Those guys owed me. I told them let me go, and get on out of here, and we’ll be even. Heck, they weren’t even your men, they were Dino’s, though I didn’t know that at the time, I could have just said Dino said ‘don’t kill me’, and they would have believed me.

[The scene flashes back, to the room, Mobster 1 & 2 are about to hit James.]
James:

Boys! Wait boys! Remember that game of war?


Mobster 1:
Yeah?

James:
Remember who won? 

Mobster 1:
Yeah.

James:
And how you owed a certain someone?

Mobster 1:
Uh… yeah? 

[James winks at them.]
Mobster 1:
Huh?

[James tries to point at himself to give them a hint.]
Mobster 1:
I don’t get it…

Mobster 2:
He means we owe him.

Mobster 1:
Oh…

[They turn around and punch Bruce’s man in the face, who had been standing guard. The scene then flashes back.]
Bruce:
Cute, Dino, next time you see those guys, kill them, ok?

Dino:
You got it.

Bruce:
So what do you plan on doing, shooting me here? While my men are pointing guns at you?

[Right then, the door opens, and zombies start running in.]
Bruce:
Or better yet, just have a stand off here till the zombies get to us, and last one to be bitten gets to run away victorious.

James:
I think we both know the answer to what’s going to happen here tonight. And Frank, if he wasn’t in my office right now, would be rolling in his grave.

Bruce:
Oh, and what’s—

[Before he can even finish his sentence, Ms. Harper’s men open fire on Bruce’s men. Taking everyone but James by surprise. The ones who don’t go down right away start firing on Ms. Harper’s men. Bruce reaches for his gun, but before he can even pull it out, James pulls his trigger, and Bruce goes down. By this time, the zombies have reached the group, some wounded men become quick victims to the flesh-eaters. James quickly gets out of the way of the shoot out between the two sides, and Ms. Harper  turns and starts running. The last man goes down, and, Dino, the lone survivor of the gun fight starts firing at the zombies, who soon take him down. McArthur, terrified, begins to flee and is chased down and eaten. James comes out of his hiding place, and starts fighting his way through the horde that is now feasting on all the fresh corpses lying about the floor, he gets clear and runs out to the parking lot to see Ms. Harper driving off. He gets in his car, and starts driving as well. He pulls out his phone and calls Bambi.]
Bambi:
James?

James:
Hey, you called me by my first name this time! Ms. Bellmonte, I want you to meet me at my office, right away! And bring a box of tissues; I know there will be a good cry after this is all over.

Bambi:
Why, what’s going on?

[James hangs up without saying anything. He drives into his office driveway to see Ms. Harper’s car already there. He gets out of his car and runs inside, drawing his own gun from his side. Inside he sees the door to the room with Frank and the Bodyguard wide open. He runs inside to see Ms. Harper throw Frank against a wall.]
Ms. Harper:
So, you come back from the dead, so I can shoot you again, myself?

[She pulls out her own gun, and aims it at Frank she then fires the gun, hitting him in the chest. It does nothing, he starts stumbling towards her, and she fires again, still nothing, she then aims at the head and shoots, and he goes down. She then turns onto the Bodyguard zombie, and shoots him too, and he goes down. She turns to James and aims her gun, she pulls the trigger, but it just clicks.]
Ms. Harper:
Dang, I should have remembered to put more bullets in this thing.

James:
You should have. Ms. Harper, I’m going to have to place you under arrest. For the murder of Frank Bellmonte… uhm… twice, as well as your daughter’s bodyguard. And while you are in jail, you can think to yourself, why? You’re practically old enough to be dead, what did you all have to gain from this?

Ms. Harper:

Revenge. Mr. Harper hated Frank Bellmonte with a passion, his last words were ‘God damn it Frank.’ When Frank accidentally unplugged his life support. The money is just a bonus.

James:
Well I’m sorry Ms. Harper, but its over. 

Ms. Harper:
Not yet! 

[She reaches behind her, and pulls out a shotgun, she swings it around at James, who jumps out of the way just in time. Ms. Harper fires again, then it clicks empty. James hops out from hiding, and starts running at her, she drops the shotgun and pulls out a knife, James grabs a vial of the blue virus, and splashes it at her face, she drops the knife and covers her eyes, and some drips into her mouth.]
Ms. Harper:
I can’t see! I can’t see! 

James:
I know its wrong to hit a woman, but you had this one coming for a long time.

[He punches her in he face, and the scene goes black. It then comes back in as James and Bambi are standing around the police cruiser as Officer McDonald and Officer Longbum put Ms. Harper in the back of it.]
Officer McDonald:
Well, you know what they say?

Officer Longbum:
What do they say, Officer McDonald?

Officer McDonald:
Can’t teach an old dog new tricks!

[The two begin laughing again, and James and Bambi both look at each other.]
Officer Longbum:
So, a man calls into the police station, and he says ‘Help, a senile old lady broke into my house last night!’ And the Officer asks ‘How do you know it was a senile old lady?’ And he replies ‘Because she woke me up and asked me where she was!’

[The two officers laugh again, and James shakes his head, Bambi just taps her feet.] 

James:
Now Officers, remember, she’s old and fragile, don’t go too hard on her.

Officer McDonald:
She looks tough; she survived a punch to her face, didn’t she?

Bambi:
You told me she tripped and fell!

[Just at that moment, the back door of the cruiser opens up and Ms. Harper gets out and starts running away.]
Officer McDonald:
Get her!

[Officer Longbum pulls out his gun, and fires, and Ms. Harper goes down. Bambi screams, and McDonald claps for Longbum.]
Officer McDonald:
Hey, you got her! Now what do we tell the station happened?

[Right then Ms. Harper gets back up.]
Officer McDonald:
Oops, never mind, you missed.

James:
No, she’s a zombie!

Officer McDonald:
What? My God! Hey, what do zombie cows eat?

Officer Longbum:
I don’t know, what?

Officer McDonald:
Graaaiinnnnnsssss! Ahh!

[The zombie Ms. Harper tackles Officer McDonald who shoves her off; the group then runs inside the office.]
Officer Longbum:
What do we do now?

[The scene changes to later, and Ms. Harper is in the back of the police cruiser again, still a zombie. James is now eating M&M’s.]
Officer McDonald:  

Thank God you had that ham in your office.

Officer Longbum:
Yeah, and thank God she isn’t Jewish!

[The two officers begin laughing, and get in the cruiser, and drive off. James and Bambi watch it go, then James turns towards Bambi.]

Bambi:
I can’t believe, my mom is…

James:
The murderer?

Bambi:
No, that doesn’t surprise me much. I was going to say dead.

James:
Well, she’s not really dead… more or less just… dead-ish.

Bambi:
I suppose. Aunt Tilly is going to have a fit.

James: 

You ok?

Bambi:
Yeah, I’m fine. You’ve done all you can.

James:
Well then, Ms. Bellmonte, case closed. It was a hard one, but all in a days work, for West, James West, Private Eye. 

Bambi:
Oh, I’m so thankful! I’m so glad you got through all of it unhurt, if you would have been hurt, I would have just been heartbroken! How can I ever repay you, Mr. West?

James:
Well, I guess you could…

Bambi:
I was being sarcastic, you’ll see your check in the mail sometime this week. Farwell Mr. West.

[Bambi starts to walk off, and gets into her car, but before she does, she turns towards him.]
Bambi:
Mr. West?

James:
Call me James, Yes?

Bambi:
Good job. You’re actually not as bad a detective as I thought you would be.

[And with that, she gets in the car, and drives away. James watches her go, and then pops another M&M into his mouth. He then turns around and walks back into the office building. The scene changes to later, and we see James sitting in his office, which is noticeably cleaner, and he’s reading the newspaper.]
James (Narration):
Things picked up from there. I got my checks, I cashed them, and then I spent a good deal of them. I got myself an apartment again, I have food now, but most importantly I’ve got my cat back.

[We see a cat walk into the office; James bends over, picks it up and pets it.]
James (Narration):
Things had turned around for us. Ms. Bellmonte went and married another man, some French guy. Her zombie mother turned out to be the most troublesome inmate the county jail has ever seen, and they are seeing if they can transfer her to the county over. As for the rest of the zombies, it seems they’ve been mostly cleaned off. By the police force, some national guard, and the rest just random pedestrians hitting them with their cars, and I think a bear or two. All in all, the whole mess seemed over. And as for me, the business was picking back up.

[The door opens, and a man walks in, and has a seat in front of him.]
James:
May I offer you a cigarette? 

Jasper:
No thank you Mr. West. I don’t smoke. 

James:
How may I help you… Mister…

Jasper:

Lenin, my name is Jasper Lenin, Mr. West, I’ve got a problem. I’ve been happily married for five years now, but as of late, I’ve been a little… suspicious of my spouse’s behavior…

James:
And you think she’s sleeping around with other men?

Jasper:

Oh no, Mr. West. I don’t have a wife; I think my husband is sleeping around with other men!

[The camera zooms in on James face.]
James (Narration):
I guess there’s a first for everything.

[The scene ends, and along with it, so does the movie.]
