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EXT. COLLEGE STADIUM - DAY

Brightly colored pennants atop the walls snap in the breeze beneath a clear blue sky.  On the green gridiron, lanky football players run plays as pert cheerleaders leap and yell the team cheers.  

A pug-faced COACH in raccoon coat and porkpie hat shouts through a megaphone at four huge linemen doing wind sprints from the 20-yard line.




COACH


Give it that old college try,


men!  Brolla brolla soo-it!

The linemen churn up a shower of dirt as they pound their way into the endzone.

Across the field at the 50-yard line, gorgeous, blonde-haired CHARLOTTE GUDGEON, the coy captain of the cheerleaders, leaps into a frightening spreadeagle, throwing her pom poms wide apart as she yells menacingly.




CHARLOTTE


Go, Badgers!

HARRY HAPLESS, whining four-eyed geology major in plaid knickers and lab coat, cringes timidly nearby.  He is desperately in love with Charlotte and can’t accept the fact that she has never thought romantically of anyone but a football player.

Charlotte struts like a Prussian field marshal, backing Harry up with pointy-toed kicks and taunting jabs of her furry pom poms.




CHARLOTTE (Cont’d)


Sis!  Sis!  Sis boom bah!

The nerdy science student staggers awkwardly, tripping over his shoelaces.




HARRY


Gosh, Charlotte, that’s swell!


But you haven’t answered me yet.


I said, will you marry me?

Suddenly, Charlotte spins around and leaps high in the air.  Harry flies backwards over a bench.  He smashes headfirst into a bucket of water with a loud splash.





CHARLOTTE


Rah!  Rah!  Rah!

Harry wobbles to his feet, soaked and with the bucket crammed down over his head.  Struggling mightily, he unscrews the dented bucket with a cork popping sound.  His hair is a mess and his eyeglasses are upside down.




HARRY


Charlotte, this is the most


important day of my whole life!


Won’t you at least -

Charlotte violently throws her poms poms apart, making Harry veer sideways onto the field into the path of a pair of galloping 300-pound linebackers.  They crash through him with a thud, flattening him right into the ground.  Charlotte spreadeagles again.




CHARLOTTE


Yea, Badgers!

Harry peels himself out of the dirt and teeters to his feet.  The body shaped outline in the turf is at least six inches deep.  He nearly collapses while trying to dust off his lab coat. 




HARRY


Help!

He clutches frantically at Charlotte.  She halts in mid-leap and irritably holds him upright.




CHARLOTTE


You spend too much time in 


that darn geology lab, Harry! 


I think by now you must have 


rocks in your head!




HARRY



(crosseyed)


Well, I sure am bonkers about 


you!

Charlotte charmingly rests her pom poms on her hips, then sighs hopelessly.




CHARLOTTE


My folks would be very disap-


pointed if they couldn’t invite


all their friends to my wedding.


Over a thousand guests, Harry!


Any idea how expensive that 


would be?

Harry’s eyes water and his voice goes up a couple of octaves.




HARRY


Ulp, no!




CHARLOTTE


Could your Dad help pay for it?




HARRY



(miserably)


Gee, uh uh.  He’s still riding


the rails somewhere between


Kansas City and Saint Joe.  We


haven’t even seen him since the 


sheriff ran all the tramps out 


of this county.

Charlotte smiles prettily as she taunts him with a pom pom under the nose.




CHARLOTTE


So marriage is out, Harry-kins!


You can’t expect a girl like


me to live like a pauper after


getting all the way through


college.




HARRY



(trembling)


There’s just got to be a way.

Charlotte regards Harry pityingly for a moment.  She daintily picks a photograph out of her letter sweater’s pocket and gently hands it to him.




CHARLOTTE


Something to remember me by.

Harry’s eyes turn misty as he peers at the cheesecake shot of Charlotte fetchingly clad in a knee-length bathing suit with her arm thrown around the brawny shoulder of a hunky male bather.




HARRY



(squeaking)


A beautiful portrait.  



(tragically)


Say, 
who’s the good looking 


fellow?  He looks familiar.




CHARLOTTE



(musically)


Oh, that’s Biff.  His father’s


very big in Texas oil.

She waves downfield flirtatiously, where BIFF, the Badgers’ playboy placekicker, is carefully setting up a ball on the tee.  Harry stares angrily at Biff, then turns to plead with Charlotte.




HARRY


You can’t be serious about a


guy like that!  He’s promised


to marry every pretty girl


on campus!




CHARLOTTE


Biff promised we’d honeymoon


in Rio de Janeiro!

Biff prances around the ball like a ballet dancer.  He winds up and kicks it mightily, sending the ball flying like a rocket straight at Harry and Charlotte.  

The ball swats Harry in the back of the head with a soup pot clang, knocking him flat.  Charlotte tugs at Harry’s arm, seesawing him back and forth onto his feet.




CHARLOTTE


You see how it is, honey.

Not really -- Charlotte’s luscious lips are just a blur.  As Harry gingerly rubs the goose egg on his noggin and searches for his glasses, he squints back sorely at Biff.




HARRY


Don’t count me out yet!

INT. SODA SHOP - DAY

A typical college hangout of the 1910’s, with marble-topped lunch counter, chrome spigots and an art deco sandwich board that features a rosy cheeked girl eating ice cream under a frilly parasol.

Two wise guy SOPHOMORES in cardigans and frat beanies slouch at a table noisily slurping root beer through straws.  They ogle a plump bottomed CO-ED as she wolfs down a triple raspberry cone at the counter.

Dressed for work in matching striped tees and paper caps, Harry and a pint-sized SODA JERK prepare to close for the day by wiping the counter and rinsing out tumblers.




HARRY


Sorry, folks, we’re closing up


early today.

As Harry nervously lifts an overfilled tray of shaking tumblers onto a shelf, one sophomore snickers evilly to the other.




SOPHOMORE NO. 1


Watch this!



(to Harry)


Hey, twinkletoes!  Could you 


come here for a minute?

Harry shuffles over doubtfully and stops by a big tray of empty soda bottles on a nearby table.




HARRY


I hope you don’t expect waiter


service at this hour?




SOPHOMORE NO. 1


Nah, I’m just trying to be 


helpful.  



(points at the next table)


You forgot to put away those 


bottles of burp water.

The other sophomore cackles meanly.




HARRY


What’s so funny about that?

With a fatalistic shrug, Harry stiffly picks up the tray, making the half gallon jugs wiggle about dangerously.

Sophomore no. 1 slyly reaches under his table and spills a bucket filled with melting crushed ice onto the floor.




SOPHOMORE NO. 1



(loudly)


Look up, chump!

Harry looks up just as his toes touch the ice puddle.  Suddenly his feet slip out from under him and he pedals madly trying to regain his balance.  He zigzags all around the room with the tray of rattling bottles tilting crazily over his head.

Sophomore no. 2 sticks out a foot which catches Harry by the ankle, making him pirouette jerkily on one heel with his other leg akimbo.  

The tray of bottles flies up out of Harry’s grasp, his elbows flap like wings and his knees knock together.  He skates under the falling tray and miraculously catches it without dropping a single bottle.

The co-ed is wonderstruck.  The sophomores snort maliciously. 

Harry tiptoes the rest of the way to the counter, perching the bottles on top without further mishap.

The other soda jerk, who could be Harry’s shorter twin, officiously shuffles up to the sophomore pranksters.  He wags an accusing finger in their faces.




SODA JERK


If he cracked any of those bottles, 


you’ll have to pay!

The pair of bullies stand.  Sophomore no. 1 playfully pinches the jerk’s nose, but the tiny counterman’s legs buckle and he bounces up and down like a yo-yo.

The jerk proudly pulls himself up to all five of his puny feet, then jabs a warning fist at the door.




SODA JERK (Cont’d)


Out, unless you want me to get 


rough with you!

The silly sophomores giggle inanely as they softpedal over to Harry at the counter.  No. 1 scoops a finger full of raspberry ice cream off the co-ed’s cone and flicks it right into Harry’s eye.

Harry winces unhappily.  Sophomore no. 2 clucks with phoney sympathy.  He grabs a soda bottle, aims the nozzle at Harry’s eye and sprays soda water into his face, causing the ice cream to dribble down his cheek and off his chin.

The bullies grin foolishly, then shuffle out of the shop to the melodic tinkle of the closing door’s chimes.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. SODA SHOP - DAY

Harry locks the door while his tiny partner and the plump co-ed stroll away arm-in-arm.  Harry thinks they make a rather charming couple, in spite of the contrast in size and shape.  He sighs wistfully, then sets his jaw grimly.

EXT. COLLEGE STADIUM - DAY 

Biff is one of the few team members still at practice.  He stands on the 20-yard line facing the goalposts with three footballs set up on tees.  One after another, he slams each ball through the goalposts and high into the stands.

Harry boldly marches onto the field, stopping tensely in front of Biff.  He holds Charlotte’s snapshot up close to the star placekicker’s nose.




HARRY


What’s the meaning of this?

Biff snatches the photo out of Harry’s hand.  He makes a sham of seeming perplexed.




BIFF


Is that one of our cheerleaders


with little old me?




HARRY


Don’t you know?




BIFF


Could be any one of a dozen


girls I date.

Biff lets the picture fall.  When Harry leans over to retrieve it, Biff suddenly bends over and butts heads with him, raising a nasty red bruise on Harry’s nose.  Smiling haughtily, Biff hands Harry the photo while Harry tenderly squeezes his proboscis.




HARRY



(sniffing painfully)


It’s Charlotte Gudgeon, the girl


who will one day become my wife!


I demand that you tell me whether 


your intentions towards her are


in any way honorable.




BIFF


Gosh, I wonder what she told you?



(knitting his brows)


Say, Murray, maybe I could help 


with your problem, in return for 


one eensy weensy favor.  Could you


tee the ball for me?




HARRY



(proudly)


The name is J. Harry Hapless.




BIFF


The ball?

Harry raises a suspicious eyebrow, but runs and fetches back a football from the sidelines, then kneels next to the tee holding a twitching finger on top of the pigskin.





BIFF (Cont’d)


Good, only face towards the goal-


posts.

Harry obligingly turns around, raising his posterior.  He stares at the Badgers cartoon team banner which hangs from the crossbar between the goalposts.

Biff prances back a step, winds up mightily, springs forward and slams his foot squarely onto Harry’s bottom.  Harry’s heels fly past his head and he somersaults end over end down the field all the way smack into a goalpost, where the team banner comes fluttering down on top of him.

Across the field, winsome Charlotte appears from an entryway under the bleachers.  She’s painted on a heavy layer of rouge and lipstick and seems flush with 

anticipation.  She beckons Biff with a quiver of a pom pom, tantalizingly held above her shapely rear.




CHARLOTTE


Yoo hoo, Bi-iff!

Biff jogs to her side.  They embrace warmly and kiss cheeks.

Meanwhile, Harry wrestles with the banner which has gotten tangled around his feet.  He vainly tries to leap out of the mess, catches a toe and plummets onto his bruised nose, yelping with pain.  

Raising his head, he sees Charlotte skipping off with Biff and calls pathetically after her.




HARRY


Lottie!  Lottie!  Come back!

The couple disappear in the shadows under the bleachers.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. WATERFRONT PROMENADE - DAY

Near day’s end, the sun looms large above a wide rolling river navigated by freighters and tugboats.  Head down and forlorn, Harry shuffles along by an iron railing.

He stops to stare mournfully at the foamy wake of a chugging fire boat.  A bell buoy sadly tolls as it bobs in the waves.

A tear wells in the corner of Harry’s eye as he stifles a sob.  He climbs on top of the railing, where he clumsily sways back and forth in the river breeze while he gathers the courage to end it all.

Harry presses his palms together and begins a swan dive. Suddenly a speeding cutter chops hard into the swells, sending up a sheet of spray which splashes over him.  He tumbles to the ground in a deluge of dirty water.

A huge silver fish falls flapping on the wet pavement.  Harry grabs it by the tail and tries to stand as the fish bucks him roughly all around.

Upright, Harry grapples desperately trying to force the fish over the railing, but the body keeps smacking him in the chin snapping back his head like a speedbag.

Harry gets a grip and strenuously squeezes the fish’s head in between a pair of iron fence pales, then pushes powerfully from behind.  

The fish suddenly squirms loose and flies down towards the water.  Harry bangs his chest against the railing, falls on his keester, bounces back onto his feet and is splashed in the face by a spray of water. 

JUMP CUT:

The sunset sky is brilliantly striped with bands of crimson and gold.  In silhouette, Harry mopes along kicking a tin can, with only the sound of a distant foghorn for company.

EXT. PIER - NIGHT 

On the most desolate and rundown stretch of waterfront.  The ramshackle wooden dock is lit by storm lanterns.  

Harry wanders by, his mind filled with sad thoughts of drowning, when he hears loud angry threats and yells for help. 

At the middle of the pier, DICK and TOM, two ruthless thugs armed with sap and billyclub, beat a woozy SAILOR who returns punches like a windmill but is so drunk he never once hits the target.  




SAILOR


Hold still so I can hit you!


Help, anyone!  Help!

Dick’s sap hits the sailor’s jaw with a cowbell ring.





DICK


Where did you hide the money,


welcher?

No answer.  Tom clubs the sailor on the back of the head, while Dick tears through his pockets.  The groggy sailor flails in a frenzy, but he only succeeds in throwing himself off balance.  

Harry honks his nose loudly in a handkerchief and wipes the mist from his eyes.  When he sees the fracas, he’s shocked into action and hip-hops jerkily up the pier.




HARRY


Unhand that man!

Harry halts and trembles like a leaf as he makes his plea.




HARRY (Cont’d)


For the love of mercy, don’t


harm that sailor!

Enraged, Tom grabs Harry by the collar and shakes him roughly, making him dance like a puppet doing the hornpipe.  Meanwhile, Dick chokes the sailor.  Harry’s wrists fly back into Dick’s face and the sailor bounces away from Dick and scurries backwards out of reach.

In revenge, Tom clubs Harry about the neck and shoulders.  Harry’s eyes cross, but as he swoons forward he knocks the club into Tom’s forehead.  Tom retaliates with a sharp blow to the groin which stands Harry up straight. 




TOM


That’s what you get for minding


other people’s business!

Dick paws furiously at the boards with his hobnail boots, then he charges at the sailor like a bull, butting him in the stomach and unexpectedly knocking him clean off the end of the pier.  

The sailor yells like a banshee, but plumps down lightly in a heap of garbage on board a passing garbage scow.  He crows at his sudden good fortune and tosses handfuls of refuse over his head in celebration.

Dick burns in frustration, the veins standing out on his bald skull.  He about-faces and stomps up behind Harry.




DICK


So you wanna be a hero, huh?

Harry wants to run, but his knees shake so wildly he can’t move his feet.  Dick saps Harry on the back of the noggin six times, and each time Tom billyclubs him in the gut.  Harry’s head sounds like a wood block, his stomach like a kettle drum.

Harry goes stiff as a board and his eyes roll up into their sockets.  Finally, his head falls to his chest unconscious.

As the thugs hoist him by the arms, he reflexively slaps each of them in the jaw.  They shake it off and drag him away.




TOM


Inside Shanghai Charley’s, then


we’ll decide what to do with


this milktoast!

INT. SHANGHAI CHARLEY’S - NIGHT 

A seedy dive infested by the deadliest roughnecks in town.  Cutthroats crouch in the shadows scheming in hushed tones or slouch sullenly at the bar belting down shotglasses of rotgut.

Tom and Dick drag Harry through the sawdust.  They dump him in a chair next to an empty table.  Harry’s so zonked, he doesn’t even feel it when Dick splashes him in the face with the spittoon.

Suddenly, a ROGUE in a bowler hat lets out a fearsome yell.  He runs at Harry with a razor sharp dagger pointed at his throat.  Harry slumps forward and the rogue plunges over him to the floor and is impaled on his own dagger.  The rogue dies with a death rattle, kicking four times.




TOM


Dumb luck!  Let’s tie the kid’s 


hands.  I don’t want this fish 


getting away!

Harry falls back in his chair and his mouth drops open, letting the tongue loll out.  His baby face seems innocently unaware of the dangerous predicament he’s in.  




DICK


Aww, don’t worry.  He’s out like 


a light!

The thugs creep over to the bar where a sick drunk is moaning out his last in a pool of suds.  CHARLEY, the murdering saloonkeeper with an eye patch and a deep ugly scar, pries the drunk’s last coin from his grasp, then pushes him off his stool to the floor.

Charley gives Tom and Dick a leery squint and the thugs slap some cash down on the counter.  Charley nods grudgingly and sets them up with two bottles of spirits.

Tom and Dick swagger back to Harry’s table and sit.  Each thug swigs from his bottle, then they take turns forcing the firewater down Harry’s throat.

Harry sputters and heaves like a busted car engine every time he swallows, while his eyelids flutter and his eyes spin round and round.




TOM



(to Harry, grimly)


Now listen up, boy, and listen


good!  We’ve decided not to kill


you if you’ll agree to become 


our partner in crime.  It would 


be death to refuse.

At another table nearby, JACQUES and PIERRE, a pair of scurvy tars, greedily gamble for cash.  But when Jacques triumphantly throws down the winning hand and tries to rake in the dough, Pierre pulls out a marlin spike and slaps him hard on the knuckles.  Jacques squawks painfully.




JACQUES


Poor loser!  What’s the idea


of doing that?




PIERRE


Six deuces and all of them 


are spades!  Filthy cheater!

He snatches the cards off the table and self-righteously flashes them in Jacques’ face.




PIERRE (Cont’d)


I’m not so easily fooled as that,


you scoundrel!




JACQUES



(laughs)


You were all the other times


that we played!

Jacques grimaces evilly, displaying a mouthful of rotten teeth.  He suddenly upends the table, knocking Pierre and all the money onto the floor.  

Pierre quickly draws a pistol from his boot.  Before he can fire a shot though, Jacques hoists him by the ankles and rapidly spins him in a circle until he flies loose with a scream, sliding all the way down the floor into a pyramid of beer barrels which tumble on top of him like nine pins.  

At the end of the bar, Charley hisses homicidally.




CHARLEY


Take the body out back!

Meanwhile, Tom and Dick are still quizzing the unconscious Harry.




TOM

-- understand?  It ain’t danger-


ous at all.  If the cops show




TOM (Cont’d)


up at the bank robbery, all you 


gotta do is warn us with two 


whistles loud and clear!  Better


say yes or else!

Harry wheezes and sputters noisily, but his eyes are firmly shut.  Just then, Jacques comes by, dragging the body of Pierre.  The stiff’s arm bangs against Harry’s chair, making Harry’s head nod twice as if in agreement.  Harry’s lips purse together and he snores out two whistles.




TOM (Cont’d)


You see?  He said yes!

Dick squints skeptically.  He holds up Harry’s head by the chin, pulls open the eyelids, shakes Harry’s head from side to side.




DICK


Stewed to the gills.  He didn’t


hear one word ya said!




TOM


Well, I’ll ask him again just to


be sure.

The doors to the barroom fly open with a crash. JIM and TED, a pair of ruthless robbers in stocking caps, barrel into a tophatted GENTLEMAN with a blowsy TAXI DANCER on his arm.  The enraged gentleman flips up his topper.




GENTLEMAN


Sir, who do you think you are 


pushing?  The lady and I demand


an immediate apology!

While Jim pins back the angry gentleman’s elbows, Ted empties his pockets.  Then Ted twirls the gentleman around and kicks his rear so hard, he catapults all the way up into a chandelier where he hangs by his armpits.  

Jim pushes the stunned gentleman’s dangling ankles until he’s swinging back and forth.  Suddenly, the chandelier pulls loose and plaster comes crashing down.  The panicky gentleman shouts as he flies onto a table which smashes to pieces, knocking three surprised sailors to the floor.  

The frightened taxi dancer embraces Ted and sighs lustily over his shoulder at Jim.




TAXI DANCER


Why can’t we be friends?  He


promised me a hundred dollars 


he has hidden inside his shoe. 

Jim rushes to untie the dying gentleman’s shoe.  Charley hisses from the bar.




CHARLEY


Not here, take him out back!

Jim quickly drags away his victim by the feet, humming the funeral march.

Meanwhile, the thugs are still testing Harry’s alertness.




TOM



(to Harry)

Understand?  We don’t want to see


no cops at a bank robbery!  Just


warn us with a whistle and we’ll 


start running!

Harry wheezes but makes no sign.  Dick frowns smugly.




DICK


A college boy by the look of him!  


But not too smart.  Let’s cut 


our losses and sell him for fish


bait.

Just then, Jim drags the gentleman’s body bump up against Harry’s chair.  Harry’s head nods twice, his lips purse together and he snores out two whistles loud and clear.




TOM


There’s no doubt about it now!


That kid really does want a


share of the bank money!



(slaps Harry on the back)


Our new partner!  Some luck 


coming down here, eh pal?

The thugs guzzle more liquor while Harry snores contentedly.

MIKE and IKE, a pair of murderous hoods, suddenly jump up from the bar, choking and punching each other.  They slam back into Harry’s table.  Mike viciously pounds Ike in the ribcage with knuckles as big as doorknobs.  Tom and Dick grab their bottles and leap from their chairs.

Still seated, Harry slumps sideways and his hand knocks into a lighted candle that slides under Ike’s behind. Ike’s pants catch on fire.  He shouts, leaps forward and roughly throws Mike against the bar.  Shanghai Charley jumps up and strangles Mike with a rope, then snatches a roll of bills out of his shirt pocket.

Tom and Dick warily sit back down and swig from their bottles.  Dick looks admiringly at the sleeping Harry.




DICK


You know, I guess that kid’s 


got more brains than anyone 


would give him credit for.

JUMP CUT:

Past midnight, Dick and Tom are asleep snoring while Harry is completely dead to the world.

In the center of the dance floor, the taxi dancer and Jim do a steamy foxtrot to a hot brass band number blaring from a victrola.  Ted stands hipshot at the bar watching them jealously.

At the far end of the room, the dancers stomp the boards, then sexily rub bellies as they reverse directions, slinking back towards the bar.  

Ted scornfully spits in the spittoon, pulls up his belt and roughly cuts in between the dancers, violently pushing away Jim.  He drags the taxi dancer back across the floor.

Jim wipes the anger off his face and saunters over to the bar where he snatches a liquor bottle off the counter.  He downs it with a gulp, then smirks evilly and throws it smash against Harry’s table, showering him with glass.  

Harry suddenly comes to life.  He wobbles onto his knees, swaying drunkenly as if in time to the music.  His eyes cross and uncross as he drifts sideways towards the dancers.

A bass drum booms from the victrola and the dancers tensely halt.  Ted hugs the taxi dancer so tightly, she gasps and violently breaks loose. 

Jim quickly marches out to intercept her, but he doesn’t see Harry stumble in his way.  

As Jim hungrily reaches for the taxi dancer, Harry spastically steps into his arms instead.  The two men lock hands and do a turn in time to the music, with Harry blindly taking the lead.

Jim struggles roughly, but to no avail as Harry lurches and pulls him along.  Finally, Jim butts Harry in the chin and they break loose. 

Harry staggers into the arms of the taxi dancer and they twirl around.  Jim and Ted jealously chase after them.




TED


Hey, that’s my girl!

Jim and Ted corner the dancers and throw a pair of deadly roundhouse punches that completely miss Harry and crunch right into each other’s jaws instead.  Both of them are knocked cold and fall to the floor.  Their legs jerk up stiffly and land with a thud, touching toe to toe.

Harry trips over Ted’s ankles while the taxi dancer prat falls onto Jim’s face, making his legs flop up and down.

Harry clumsily cakewalks to the exit and roughly throws the doors open smack into the face of a bearded sailor who collapses unconscious at his feet.  Harry stumbles over the sailor and out the door into the night.

INT. HARRY’S ONE-ROOM APARTMENT - DAY  

The dingy digs are decorated with a lumpy armchair, an overstuffed dresser and ceiling high stacks of overdue library books that topple onto the murphy bed.

Harry snores face down in a rumpled pile of soiled sheets, while an alarm clock rings loudly on a night table.  A NEIGHBOR bangs angrily on the wall, yelling through the paper-thin plasterboard which shudders with every blow.




NEIGHBOR (O.C.)


Turn off that damned alarm 


clock!

Harry, looking much the worse for wear in a coffee-stained nightshirt and boxer shorts, turns face up, his jaw falls open and he rasps like a two handed saw.  

As the neighbor slams the wall, a lacrosse racket falls and cracks Harry on the forehead.  He pops up like a jack-in-the-box, grabs for the alarm clock and knocks it to the floor.




HARRY


Nine-o-five!  I better hurry


or the boss’ll fire me for sure!

The neighbor’s fist smashes through the wall and a college pennant flutters down from the ceiling.

Harry jumps up pushing over a stack of text books, then searches about madly for his long underwear.  The dropseat of a pair of red longjohns is caught under a leg of the bed and he can’t pull it loose. 

He raises the murphy bed to free his union suit and suddenly the bed flies back into its closet, crashing right through the wall into the next apartment.  

A baldheaded neighbor weaves dizzily into the hole made by the bed, then falls to the music of singing canaries.

Without taking off his nightshirt, Harry climbs into his longjohns backwards, leaving the dropseat hanging open between his knees.  As he bends over to button the dropseat, the nightshirt works up around his collar and nearly strangles him.  

Like a contortionist, Harry squeezes both legs into the left leg of the union suit and squirms around to face forward.  He forces his right leg into the right leg of the longjohns while struggling to get the nightshirt up over his chin.  The back of his hand twice hits him in the nose before the nightshirt comes loose.  He wiggles his arms into the union suit sleeves.

Harry rapidly buttons the front and back of the longjohns.  He slips on a clean tee shirt and paper cap, squeezes into 

a pair of loafers then hustles out the door -- only to bounce right back inside.  He forgot to put on his pants.

He grabs his plaid knickers off a hook on the back of the door and sheepishly pulls them on.

EXT. ROOMING HOUSE - DAY 

The worst among a row of rundown Victorian flophouses.  Harry hastily trots down the front steps into the yard where he is halted at the front gate by the loudly scolding voice of the grey-haired LANDLADY, a harpy with teamster-sized fists which accentuate her every remark.




LANDLADY


Come back here this instant!




HARRY


Sorry, ma’am, I seem to have 


lost my wallet.  Can you please 


wait for the rent until the end 


of the month?




LANDLADY


I want you out of this rooming


house tonight!




HARRY


There’s no place else for me to


go!  My mother’s living in one 


room with her sister!




LANDLADY



(dripping scorn)


Mr. McCormack, our postman, says


he saw you stagger out of a water-


front dive late last night, drunk


as a sailor on leave!




HARRY



(quivers righteously)


Yeah?  And what was Mr. McCormack 


doing in a place like that?




LANDLADY


Never mind, you sponge!  Just be


out of my house before dinner!

Harry moans helplessly, slips through the gate and jogs down the sidewalk toward a busy intersection.

EXT. MAIN STREET - DAY

The wide boulevard is crammed with streetcars, horse-drawn wagons and trucks, all recklessly cutting in and out of traffic.

At the corner, Harry waits impatiently until the signal flag changes from “stop” to “go,” but he is able to get only one foot off the curb before the signal changes back to “stop” without even slowing down the traffic.  He leaps out of the way of a speeding fish truck.

Harry pulls out a pocket watch and anxiously studies the second hand.




HARRY


One one-thousand, two one-thous-


and, three!

On “go,” he sprints in between a beer wagon and a pickup truck.  Suddenly, the front fender of a passenger car snags the seat of his pants and quickly whisks him away with his knees pinned back behind his ears.

A tire-squealing halt at the next traffic signal sends Harry flying in front of a trolley car coming from the opposite direction.

The traffic signal immediately changes again.  The trolley rings its bell, scoops Harry up on the cowcatcher and quickly carries him two blocks back through hazardous criss-cross traffic. 

At an intersection, the trolley car sideswipes a milk truck, smashing the bottles piled up in crates along the side of the truck and spilling a flood of milk onto the asphalt.  Harry soars over the truck and crash lands in front of a carriage drawn by a pair of galloping horses.

The carriage rumbles over him and catches his wrist on the tailgate.  He is dragged bouncing all the way back up the block.  

When the horses careen around a corner, Harry dizzily spins onto his feet.  He is nearly hit by a pair of speeding motorcars as he staggers to the opposite side of the street.

Harry wobbles past a row of storefronts among a group of pedestrians hurrying about their business.

A barrel-chested butcher with a side of beef over one shoulder suddenly turns in front of Harry, slapping him in the head with a hoof.

Harry’s knees creak like hinges as he halts.  A veiled HOUSEWIFE pushes a baby pram at him so he can’t get past her no matter how he turns.




HOUSEWIFE


Lousy lush!  Get off the side-


walk!

She shoves the pram hard nearly hitting him.  He quickly shuffles to the curb and bangs his shin on a hydrant.  A spotted terrier trots up to him and piddles on his leg.

There is the loud duck call of a motorcar horn.  Biff and Charlotte pull up in a red Stutz Bearcat, halting with a screech of rubber and a splash of rainwater that soaks Harry’s knickers.  The motorists, in matching sportscaps, push back their goggles and giggle smugly.

Harry can barely recognize his schoolmates.  Charlotte’s eyes cloud with grudging admiration.




CHARLOTTE


Why, Harry Hapless, I do believe


you’re drunk and have a hangover!

Harry comes to his senses when he sees the woman he loves is seated beside the man he hates.  He sizes up the roadster, then scornfully curls his lip.




HARRY


Charlotte.  On your way to a 


kiddycar rally?




CHARLOTTE



(miffed)


No, out for a spin.  Biff’s dad


just rewarded him with this road- 


ster for getting a “D” in home 


economics!




HARRY


Sure beats a roller skate, huh?

Biff rolls out of the driver’s seat and jogs to Harry’s side.




BIFF


Actually, she’s got a load of


muscle for her size.  Here, 


take a look under the hood.

As Biff opens the engine cover, he slides a hand between Harry’s shoulders.  Harry looks puzzled.




HARRY


Say, does this thing have a


carburetor?




BIFF



(pointing)


Sure, right there.

Harry leans forward and the hood slams down on top of him.  He recoils, bangs his elbows and comes up sore with a mustache-sized smudge of oil on his face.  The hood slams shut again.




HARRY



(squints)


Ouch!

Charlotte waves Harry to her side with a pretty lace hanky.




CHARLOTTE



(maternally)


Oh Harry, you have a terrible 


black smudge.

Harry is in seventh heaven as Charlotte wipes the oil off his lip.  She shows him the stained hanky.




CHARLOTTE (Cont’d)


See?

Harry clasps the hanky as if it were a passionate love letter.  Biff burns.  For once, Charlotte seems to appreciate the depth of Harry’s feeling for her.




CHARLOTTE (Cont’d)


You may keep that.




HARRY


I will treasure it always!

Jealous, Biff leaps back in the driver’s seat and fires the engine, jerking it into gear.  The roadster roars off, with Charlotte craning her neck around to call good-bye to Harry.




CHARLOTTE


Keep your nose clean, sweety-pie!

Harry’s eyes wiggle in ecstasy.




HARRY


Sweety-pie!

JUMP CUT:

The soda shop is only one door past the columned bank, which has a clock over its entrance that reads 9:30 a.m.  Hustling to get to work, Harry stops for an instant to read the time.




HARRY


Uh oh, half an hour late!

The bank doors fly open and the two thugs, Dick and Tom, pistol armed and carrying a cash bag, dash out chased by a bow-legged bank guard with a handlebar mustache.  The guard fires his revolver and misses twice.  Both bullets singe Harry’s scalp and slam through a signpost above his head.




BANK GUARD


Stop thieves or I’ll shoot!

The thugs twirl around and return fire, smashing the bank’s plate glass windows and wounding the guard in the foot.  The guard drops his gun, hops on the other foot and yells painfully.




BANK GUARD


Help!  Help!

As Harry hurries to assist, the thugs spin around and bump into him.




DICK


You!

Sirens scream and Tom panics.




TOM


The cops!  Give him the bag and


let’s scram!

Dick throws the bank bag into Harry’s arms and the two thugs race away as a pair of police vehicles -- open-topped squad car and black maria -- barrel up the boulevard headed for the bank. 

Harry rushes to the hopping guard’s side.




HARRY


Stand still and I’ll fix your


foot for you.

The bank guard sees Harry has the money and howls like a baby.




BANK GUARD


Robber!  Murderer!  You’re under


arrest!

Puzzled for a second, Harry quickly realizes that he’s in deep trouble.




HARRY


Jeepers, it’s a frame-up!

In traffic, the screaming cop cars are caught behind a hay wagon.  Four helmeted COPS with night sticks jump out of the squad car, threaten the wagon driver and race for the bank on foot.

In front of the bank, the guard lunges after Harry.




BANK GUARD


Killer!  Drop that cash!

Harry panics and runs away, lurching around shocked bystanders.

When the excited cops reach the guard, they menace him with their batons.




BANK GUARD



(pointing)


Three of the deadliest thugs


I’ve ever seen in my life and 


they all went that-a-way!

A sergeant aims his nightstick after the escapees and all four cops sprint over the bank guard’s feet.  The guard howls in agony as he bounces from one throbbing foot to the other.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - DAY

Harry runs helter-skelter trying every door until he finds one open and sneaks inside.  The sign above the entrance reads “Kunkle’s Costumes -- Clowns, Beasts etc.”

INT. WAREHOUSE CORRIDOR - DAY

With the door still open a crack, Harry timidly peers up the alleyway.  The four frantic cops careen around a corner and race from door to door trying each one.  

Harry quickly shuts the door and slides the bolt shut.  He looks around furtively, then dashes down the narrow corridor into a storage loft. 

INT. COSTUME LOFT - DAY

Harry pauses, awed by the amazing costumes that fill the huge room: clownsuits, military uniforms, frightening

beasts.  Suddenly he drops the cash bag on the floor --   he has a bright idea.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - DAY

The police sergeant bangs on the locked door to the warehouse, then tries to pry it open with a pocket can opener as the other cops wait breathlessly.  When the door won’t budge, the sergeant angrily knocks off cop no. 1’s helmet with his baton.




POLICE SERGEANT


What are you waiting for, block-


head?  Try the front entrance!


And hustle!

Cop no. 1 quickly replaces his helmet, then pounds down the alleyway with the other three cops racing after him.

INT. COSTUME LOFT - DAY

Harry rips through the costumes desperately trying to find the perfect disguise: a bishop’s miter is way too big, a cowboy hat is way too small, but a bear’s head fits him like a glove, with eyeholes and a fang-filled jaw that opens.  

He quickly climbs into the matching suit and zips it up, then pauses to admire himself in a floor-length mirror.  He capers fearfully with his bear claws held high and ready to pounce.  

He grabs the cash bag off the floor, unzips the bearsuit part way, then stuffs the bag in over his paunch and zips back up.  He stands sideways and moves his pot belly around until it looks right in the mirror.

INT. WAREHOUSE OFFICE - DAY

A circus troupe of freaks and clowns in colorful costumes wait impatiently with satchels in hand outside the glass cashier’s booth while a RINGMASTER negotiates terms with a lady CASHIER dressed in a helmet with cattle horns and blonde braids.




CASHIER


That’s ten costumes at five


dollars each, which makes a


grand total of sixty dollars!




RINGMASTER


Sixty bucks!  Some arithmetic.  


Hey, what’s the big idea?




CASHIER



(pointing)


There’s a ten dollar deposit on 


the princess’s costume.  We may 


have to have it specially cleaned.

Dressed as Cleopatra, the PRINCESS is a snakecharmer with three slimy serpents slithering around her arms and legs.

The circus MIDGET, a strongman wearing a leopard skin, twirls around TWEEDLEDUM, one of a pair of twin 400 pound fat boys.  He drops him to the sound of a collapsing building.  

The midget stalks over to the cash counter and climbs up to face the cashier.  




MIDGET



(winks slyly)


How’s about a free ticket to


the circus instead?  



(pokes himself)


And I’ll give you the tour


personally.

The cashier punches the register and the “no sale” flag pops up.  The midget reluctantly climbs down.  The ringmaster shrugs and pays the full amount.

Meanwhile, Harry, still in bear costume, sneaks into the office waiting area through a side entrance.  He looks about warily, but the coast seems clear of cops.

TWEEDLEDEE struggles mightily to help Tweedledum up off the floor.  Harry leans over and also offers a hand.  Huffing and puffing like a steam engine, Tweedledum grips Harry’s shoulder and stands, while forcing Harry down to his knees.

Tweedledum digs deep in his pants pocket and pulls out a sardine that he wiggles gratefully in front of Harry’s fur covered nose.  Harry opens his bear jaw and hungrily gulps down the sardine with a belch, then gets back on his feet.

The circus troupe merrily file out of the office with Harry bringing up the rear.

EXT. WAREHOUSE FRONT ENTRANCE - DAY 

Batons twitching, the four cops crouch next to the stoop suspiciously eyeballing each one of the exiting circus performers.

The princess sashays sexily, wiggling her hips.  Charmed, the police sergeant reaches up to touch her and one of the snakes clamps down hard on a finger.  The sergeant yells and aims his baton at the snake’s skull, but hits his own sore finger instead and shouts again in pain.  Cop no. 1 regards him pityingly and the sergeant snaps back at him.




POLICE SERGEANT


Keep your eyes on those clowns,


you nincompoop!

Last in line, Harry tiptoes cautiously, a bit too mindful of his false belly.




COP NO. 1


I think there’s something fishy


about that bear, sarge.

The sergeant grabs a fistful of cop no. 1’s collar.




POLICE SERGEANT


Never mind him, let’s go talk 


to the management.

The sergeant roughly drags cop no. 1 up the stoop while the other cops nervously hurry after them.

INT. WAREHOUSE OFFICE - DAY

The sergeant interrogates the cashier while his three men block the entrance.




POLICE SERGEANT


Did you see anything suspicious


about the circus troupe that


just left here?




CASHIER



(squints suspiciously)


Say, are those our costumes you guys


are wearing?




POLICE SERGEANT


We’re here on official police bus-


iness!  What about the guy in the 


bearsuit?




CASHIER


What guy in a bearsuit?  I didn’t 


rent out any bearsuit!




POLICE SERGEANT


Then you’ve been conned!



(turns to his men,



 baton held up)


Catch those freaks!

The three cops scramble to exit and slam into each other.  The sergeant rips them apart, whacks each one on the helmet and grabs for the door.  The other cops bump into him again as they rush to get outside.

EXT. WAREHOUSE FRONT ENTRANCE - DAY

The door flies off its hinges with all four cops piled on top.  They slam down onto the landing, then slide all the way down the stairs like drunks on a toboggan and crash land, tumbling off the door onto the sidewalk.

EXT. SIDE STREET - DAY

Two brightly painted circus vehicles are parked by a hydrant.  While the other performers load on board a passenger van, Harry gets stopped by a wizened CARNY who contemptuously looks him up and down.  The carny clutches Harry’s hand and drags him behind a caged animal van holding a restless black bear.




CARNY


Get inside you faker and hurry!

Harry balks fearfully.




CARNY (Cont’d)


Beggars can’t be choosers!  Just  


keep your mouth shut unless you


want more trouble from those 


cops!

The carny throws open the caged door and roughly pushes Harry inside, making him bump into the real bear.  

INT. ANIMAL VAN CAGE - DAY

The bear curiously sniffs Harry all over, making him tremble like a leaf.  

EXT. SIDE STREET - DAY

The carny slams the cage shut, locks it and climbs into his truck cab.  The engine growls as it turns over. 

INT. ANIMAL VAN CAB - DAY

The carny turns and looks through a spyhole into the cage behind him.  The bear stalks Harry with his nose pressed against Harry’s rear.  Harry tries to push the bear’s nose away but the bear won’t be stopped.  The carny smiles smugly.




CARNY


Probably serves you right!

EXT. SIDE STREET - DAY 

The circus rigs pull away from the curb and cruise towards a busy intersection.

INT. ANIMAL VAN CAGE - DAY

The bear plumps down and begins to gnaw on what looks suspiciously like a human leg bone.  Harry cowers miserably in a corner.

EXT. MAIN STREET - DAY

A bicycle rider is approaching as the circus vans slowly turn a corner.  A truck wheel bumps over the curb, forcing 

the bicycle rider onto the sidewalk.  He collides with a mailbox and falls painfully on the bicycle’s bar.

At the next intersection, the four cops wait nervously.  When the sergeant sees the approaching circus vans, he quickly blocks the way and jumps up and down like a maniac, waving his arms.




POLICE SERGEANT


Halt in the name of the law!

The two trucks roll right over him, laying him flat on the asphalt.

Cop no. 1 clamps a police whistle between his teeth and blows piercingly three times.

The police squad car, piloted by a tubby cop in goggles, screeches to a halt.  Cops nos. 3 and 4 peel their sergeant off the pavement and toss him in the back seat, then climb in after him.  

Cop no. 1 jumps on the running board and frantically points his baton after the fleeing vehicles.




COP NO. 1


Follow those circus vans!

The squad car lays a squealing track of rubber as it veers into traffic.

INT. ANIMAL VAN CAB - DAY 

In his sideview mirror, the carny can see the cop car rapidly weaving into his lane behind him.  He calls over his shoulder through the spyhole.




CARNY


Hang on tight!

EXT. MAIN STREET - DAY

The animal van’s engine roars as it accelerates, passing the other circus van which quickly follows.  The traffic ahead parts like the red sea.

INT. ANIMAL VAN CAGE - DAY

The floor bounces crazily sending Harry sliding towards the bear.  His foot knocks the bone out of the animal’s jaws and the bear gnaws on his costumed leg instead.  

In a panic, Harry grasps the bear about the throat to free his leg, but the bear hugs him back powerfully.  Harry gasps for air as the bear slobbers all over his face.

EXT. MAIN STREET - DAY

The police siren screams and the cop car chases after the circus vans as they recklessly weave in and out of traffic. 

At an intersection, the vans barrel through a changing signal.

A quickly moving cross-stream of cars immediately blocks the path of the speeding cop car.

The brakes of the cop car screech as it spins around and fishtails in between crossing vehicles while the police driver furiously counter-spins the steering wheel.  

The careening cop car narrowly misses several speeding automobiles, then skids in reverse up a vine covered embankment and takes off backwards through the air over an iron fence next to an upper road.  

EXT. UPPER ROAD - DAY 

The rear end of the squad car crash lands on the hood of a pickup truck carrying a player piano.  The piano slams down off the truck tailgate and rolls up the sidewalk to a little old lady sitting on a park bench.  It plays “Little Brown Jug” off key.

The old lady stands up and angrily smashes the piano keys with a flower basket, changing the tune to “Battle Hymn of the Republic.”  She dusts off her lap and walks away in a huff.

In the cop car, the driver grinds gears noisily while the engine seizes like a steam hammer.  The car shakes and 

rattles the panicky cops, then suddenly plows through the iron fence and back down the embankment at top speed onto Main Street with the cops holding onto their helmets for dear life. 

EXT. MAIN STREET - DAY

The careening cop car cuts off a speeding runabout driven by a man in a straw boater.  

The runabout veers onto the traffic line between an oil tanker and a log truck traveling rapidly in opposite directions.  There is a screaming sound of steel twisting and bending as the little car is squeezed sideways like an accordion.

A traffic signal changes to “stop” and all the traffic halts.

The stalled runabout is now a few feet taller but much narrower.  The driver’s punctured boater is pulled down below his chin.  The car doors pop off and fall to the ground.  

The driver’s toes stretch for the asphalt, but he’s too high up.  The creaky runabout teeters, then falls over sideways with the unhappy driver pinned underneath.

The signal changes to “go” and the other vehicles quickly swerve around the runabout without stopping.

EXT. HIGHWAY - DAY

In a lightly wooded area of hills and meadows.  

The circus vans are stopped by the side of the road with all the freaks lined up in front of the cop car.  The suspicious cops frisk the show folk as if they were escaped convicts.

Scared silly, Harry is all the way at the end of the line nervously trying to hide behind the real bear and the carny.

Opposite, a sweaty gang of construction workers dig a ditch with pickaxes and shovels.  They stop to gawk at the circus folk.

Unknown to all, the pair of thugs who robbed the bank are hidden behind a hedge.  Dick smirks at Tom because the cops are searching the wrong suspects.

A pair of cops peek under the costumes of two prissy clowns while the sergeant pokes at Tweedledee with his nightstick.  Tweedledee giggles uncontrollably.




POLICE SERGEANT


Think I’m some kind of clown?




TWEEDLEDEE


That tickles!  See?

Tweedledee fingers the sergeant’s armpits making the cop squirm and laugh like a little girl.  The sergeant stiffens and puts on a long face for the next suspect, Tweedledum, who also tickles the cop, making him hoot like an owl.




POLICE SERGEANT



(choking)


Want me to slap the handcuffs on 


you?

Across the road, Dick snorts loudly.  Tom slaps him in the mouth.




TOM



(whispering)


Put a cork in it, stupid!

Meanwhile, cop no. 1 plays hide and seek with Harry, but can’t get to him because the carny and the bear keep getting in the way.  The frustrated cop shouts for help.




COP NO. 1


Hey sarge, come over here!

The sergeant quickly shuffles up the line, wagging his baton warningly in each suspect’s face.  The circus folk stick out their tongues or give him the raspberry.

Cop no. 1 stealthily creeps around behind Harry and the sergeant rushes in to grab him.  Harry rapidly shies away.  The carny yells at the cops.




CARNY


Be careful of his teeth, he’s a 


man-eating beast!

Taking the cue, Harry drops in a crouch and howls gruesomely while showing his long curved fangs.  Both cops cringe in terror.




POLICE SERGEANT


You mean he’s a real bear?!




COP NO. 1


Wowee!

Harry leaps up and paws at the cops with his talons while roaring in a deep baritone.  The scared cops back away.  Harry narrows his eyes fearsomely and polishes his fangs with his tongue, then lunges after them.

When the sergeant stumbles backwards into cop no. 1, cop no. 1 pushes him back at Harry.  Harry growls again.  The terrifed sergeant draws his pistol and shoots twice into the ground. 

Harry’s arms drop like limp lillies.  He yelps like a puppy, turns tail and gallops across the road into the hedge where the thugs are hidden.

Dick and Tom run out of the hedge in a panic with Harry right on their heels. 

A motorcycle with sidecar is parked on the road.  The thugs jump on the bike and fire up the engine.  Harry leaps into the sidecar.

An enraged FOREMAN with a clipboard comes running.




FOREMAN


Hey, that’s my bike!

The motorcycle races up the road with Harry frantically holding onto the sidecar and the foreman chasing after.

The four cops scurry on board their squad car, which does a screeching u-turn and tears after the motorcycle.

The way ahead is blocked by roadwork equipment, so the motorbike suddenly veers onto the shoulder of the road.  The sidecar breaks loose and careens down a ramp into a construction ditch.  

Wheels positioned over the ditch, the cop car chases after Harry while construction workers jump out of the way or get hit by the sidecar and fly from the ditch like acrobatic tumblers. 

When the sidecar races out the far end of the ditch it slams into a telegraph pole.  Harry rockets up into the telegraph wires where he dangles crazily like a puppet bouncing on a string.

The cop car narrowly misses the sidecar and careens after the fleeing motorcycle.

At a roadblock, a brawny worker swings a big shovel at the thugs’ heads knocking them off the bike with the sound of a giant gong.  The cop car squashes the motorcycle flat before halting.

The angry cops jump out and swarm all over the unconscious thugs.

JUMP CUT:

The cops load the handcuffed thugs on board the squad car, while the carny drags Harry on the end of a leash.  Harry’s cash bag has worked around to the backside of his costume so that it bulges out suspiciously.  The sergeant stops the carny.




POLICE SERGEANT


Those two thugs confessed they


robbed the bank, but they haven’t


got the cash bag!



(points at Harry)


What about him?  He was with them.

Harry drops on all fours, rolls over and whimpers like a dog as he rubs his backside against the asphalt.  When the bank bag has worked around under his belly, he rolls over again, paws at the sergeant’s boot and tries to clamp his fangs around the cop’s ankle.  The sergeant jumps backwards.




CARNY


Just keep your distance!  He goes


crazy whenever he’s away from his


mate.

The sergeant does a double take, then tags along as the carny leads Harry to the animal cage.  The carny throws the cage door open and roughly pushes Harry inside.  The real bear is pacing back and forth impatiently.

The bear lovingly nibbles at Harry’s snout and strokes the fake fur on his noggin.  The bear tries to pull off Harry’s costume head but Harry holds on tight to the fake ears and squeaks timidly.  He grins sheepishly at the sergeant through the cage bars while the bear smothers him.




POLICE SERGEANT


I feel ashamed.  Maybe we should


leave those two lovebirds alone.




CARNY


After all the excitement, it’ll


be like a second honeymoon for


them!

JUMP CUT:

INT. ANIMAL VAN CAGE - DAY

Harry climbs all the way up the iron bars to get away from the bear who whimpers like a bride abandoned at the altar.  The carny pokes his nose through the peephole.




CARNY


Try and make friends.  You’re


gonna be working together all


the time!

Harry grimaces in anguish while the bear paws at his heels. 

EXT. HIGHWAY - DAY

The circus vans chug past a corn field as they near the gate to a large military compound of tents and barracks.  They slow down before entering.  The sign reads “Fort Sam Hill – United States Army.”

EXT. PARADE GROUND - DAY 

Columns of rifle-armed soldiers in puttees and soup-plate helmets march or do the manual of arms.

DRILL SERGEANT NO. 1 stands before a platoon of troops who are at attention with their rifles held ready.




DRILL SERGEANT NO. 1


Present arms!

The soldiers snappily comply.

DRILL SERGEANT NO. 2 marches alongside a double column of marching men with rifles on their shoulders.




DRILL SERGEANT NO. 2


Hep, tep, threp, four!  Le-eft


face!

The soldiers crisply turn left past a row of tents.

Across the field at the base of a small hill, the circus clowns are setting up a ring, with a trapeze and a trampoline.

Outside the animal cage van, the carny helps Harry put on a pink ballerina’s tutu over his bearsuit.  The real bear, dressed in a colorful striped outfit and chained to an iron stake, looks on hungrily.




CARNY


There’s no time to teach you 


the ropes.  Just keep pretending 


you’re a bear and we’ll take care 


of the rest.

Harry gulps loudly and his eyes roll fearfully at the real bear. 




CARNY (Cont’d)


Or maybe you’d rather explain


yourself to the cops?

Harry quickly shakes his head, then tries to leap like a dancer, but he lands off balance and falls painfully on his fanny.  The real bear honks like a goose.




CARNY (Cont’d)



(mournfully)


It’ll have to do.

JUMP CUT:

A whole company of soldiers sitting on the hill above the circus ring applaud and yahoo as a pair of clowns slap 

fight.  Cleopatra and her snakes sway to the waltz-like strains of accordion and tuba played by Tweedledum and Tweedledee.  A squat BEARDED LADY keeps time on the cymbals.

The midget strongman lifts UNCLE SAM, a nine-foot giant, onto his shoulders.

With a flourish of his gold-topped cane, the ringmaster raises a megaphone to address the jeering G.I.’s.




RINGMASTER


And now, the big attraction 


that you’ve all been waiting 


for: “The Marriage of Figaro 


the Bear!”

The carny turns loose the bear but holds on tightly to the cringing Harry.  The musicians play feverishly as the bear gallops around the ring.  Clowns jump and tumble over him.

When the bear comes round the ring a second time, the carny throws Harry stumbling in front of him.  The soldiers shout uproariously.

The bear foams at the mouth and makes a beeline for his intended mate.  Harry lurches like mad, then takes off like a sprinter just as the bear comes upon him.  

As they race around the ring, the clowns egg on the bear and try to trip or tackle Harry.  The soldiers scream like little children.

The midget strongman blocks Harry’s path.  The midget, Harry and the bear scramble around a trapeze pole until Harry can’t get away except by climbing up the pole.  The bear climbs after him while the midget quickly climbs a second pole opposite.

When Harry looks down at the bear, he panics and frantically grabs a trapeze bar.  He swings into space, suddenly loses his grip, falls onto the trampoline and bounces like a discombobulated drunk.

The midget and the bear swing back and forth on trapeze bars, nearly colliding with Harry each time he jerkily bounces up off the trampoline.  

Finally, the midget and the bear drop onto the trampoline, sending Harry flying.  Harry crash lands in the sawdust to a smash of cymbals.  The soldiers jump to their feet for a riotous standing ovation.

The carny helps Harry stand, then kicks him in the keester.




CARNY


Take a bow, you dimwit!

Harry bows exhaustedly.

JUMP CUT:

With the circus folk standing at attention behind him, the mustached regimental COLONEL, bristling with medals and ribbons, martially addresses his men.




COLONEL


These performers did their pat- 


riotic best for you, boys, now  


show them what the army’s gonna 


do for old glory!

The soldiers catcall, grimace, wrestle and throw punches at an invisible enemy.  

A grateful tear wells in the corner of Uncle Sam’s giant sized eye.  He pulls a red, white and blue handkerchief from his breast pocket and loudly blows his nose in it.

The colonel does a formal about-face and salutes the circus folk.  

The circus performers proudly return the gesture.  One clown salutes so vigorously, he knocks himself down; two others slap each other in the forehead; Tweedledum and 

Tweedledee salute and link arms in a merry jig; Cleopatra and her snakes hiss as she waves seductively.




COLONEL


Atten-tion!

The circus folk snap to attention.




COLONEL (Cont’d)


In time of war, any American 


citizen may be asked to volunteer 


to serve his country!  Is there 


among you a courageous soul who 


is willing to join us in our 


brave fight across the seas?

As a group, all the circus performers take one big step backwards, all that is, except for Harry.  When he sees that he is being volunteered, he whimpers fearfully and scurries back into line, but the ringmaster and Uncle Sam hoist him by the arms and deposit him back in front of the colonel.




RINGMASTER


A mascot for your troops, Colonel


sir!




COLONEL


What a morale booster!  That bear 


looks like an artillery man to me.

JUMP CUT:

With a bloody bandage tied sideways over his forehead, Tweedledum plays a martial tune on the fife; Tweedledee leans on a makeshift crutch and rattles a drum; the midget marches in place and carries the flag.  Meanwhile, a double column of soldiers marches the reluctant Harry away.

The carny waves a sad goodbye.




CARNY


So long, sucker!  I hope you


make it back in more than one 


piece.

INT. ARMORY - DAY 

A cavernous warehouse loft with endless aisles of shelves and equipment.  Two MPs with armbands and rifles stand guard over Harry as the QUARTERMASTER issues Harry’s gear and places it on top of a wooden counter.  His voice has a far off echo.




QUARTERMASTER


One springfield rifle, M1.  One


bayonet, one gas mask, one field


pack fully loaded and one helmet.



(looks at his clipboard,



then at Harry)


That’s it for you, soldier!

EXT. ARMORY - DAY 

Like a castle, with twin turrets and a brass cannon by the iron studded door.  Harry poses in full battle gear, including helmet, gasmask, bayonet tipped rifle and bearsuit.  He growls angrily and stabs the air with his bayonet.

INT. ARTILLERY CREW TENT - DAY

Seven soldiers in skivvies, alpha squad, relax on their bunks as CORPORAL JONES, a barrel-chested heavyweight, leads Harry to a cot beneath an open window flap.  Laying on the next bunk is PRIVATE DINGLE, a sour-faced bantam smoking a fat smelly cigar.  He winces painfully at Harry.  




PRIVATE DINGLE


You’re not parking any dumb 


wild animal next to me, Jones!




CORPORAL JONES


Aw, shut your rat trap!  That


circus bear is just as well


trained as any soldier in this 


man’s army!




PRIVATE DINGLE


I’m writing a letter about this 


to my congressman!

Jones points at a wooden locker at the foot of a bed.




 CORPORAL JONES



(to Harry)


Here’s where you stow your gear.

Harry opens the locker and stows away his gear, including gas mask and helmet.  Jones points at the rifle rack in the center of the room.




CORPORAL JONES (Cont’d)


Weapon over there.

Harry moves towards the rifle rack but Dingle suddenly kicks his rear.  The rifle drops and fires a shot through the tent ceiling.  Harry jumps into the arms of the corporal.  Dingle angrily leaps to his feet with his fists clenched.




PRIVATE DINGLE


A stumblebum!  He’ll get us all 


killed.

The corporal roughly drops Harry on the floor.  Harry stands and trembles, while meekly dusting himself off.

 


CORPORAL JONES


Calm down, Dingle!



(to Harry)


Bear, outside with me.

EXT. ARTILLERY CREW TENT - DAY

The corporal leads Harry down a pebbled path that leads out back.

EXT. K-9 TENT - DAY

A wooden sign on the center post reads “K-9 Barracks -- Private Max Shepherd, Commander.”  MAX, a feisty police dog, appears from the tent flap.  He barks familiarly at Corporal Jones, then sniffs Harry’s costumed leg with great suspicion. 




CORPORAL JONES


You’ll be sleeping in that tent


from now on.

Harry sighs resignedly and gets down on all fours to crawl through the flap, but Max sits blocking the way, bares his teeth and growls angrily.  Jones salutes the dog.




CORPORAL JONES (Cont’d)


You’re in charge, Private!

Jones puts on a silly grin, does an about-face and marches away.

As Harry dodges around Max, the snarling pooch quickly gets in his way again.  When Harry tries a different tack, the dog halts him with a fierce growl. 

Harry timidly reaches out to pet Max.  The dog waits politely, then viciously clamps his teeth down on the costumed hand.  Harry yelps and pulls out of the furry glove leaving it between the dog’s dripping jaws.  He scurries inside the K-9 tent with Max not far behind.

INT. K-9 TENT - DAY

Harry cowers on a blanket in the corner while Max slinks up to him like a predator.  The dog drops Harry’s glove in front of him and barks commandingly.  Harry quickly pulls the glove back on while Max nips disrespectfully at other parts of his costume.  The dog howls in disgust.




HARRY



(whining)


Yes sir, Max sir!  We’re going


to get along just fine, I’m sure


of it.

Max sits and wags his tail.  Harry settles down cautiously, then flutters his furry fingers at Max’s nose in a soothing way.  His heavy eyelids droop.




HARRY (Cont’d)


A dog is a man’s best friend!

EXT. K-9 TENT - DAY

The tent suddenly shakes and buckles from a rough commotion inside, accompanied by canine growling, snapping and barking and human whimpers.

Harry tumbles through the tent flap and falls in a shapeless heap outside.  Max pokes his nose outdoors, snorts satisfiedly and disappears inside.

Harry waits timidly until he’s sure it’s safe, then curls up shivering by the entrance.

After a pause, Max reappears with a blanket which he grudgingly drops next to Harry, then retires in the tent again.

Harry sniffs gratefully as he snuggles under the blanket and falls asleep. 

EXT. PARADE GROUND - DUSK

A bugler mournfully plays taps while another soldier lowers the flag.

EXT. COLLEGE STADIUM - DAY

Biff jogs across the field to a bleachers where Charlotte sits staring at the other cheerleaders at practice.  Biff halts, carefully removes his helmet and tousles his blonde mane as if he were stroking a beloved pet.  Charlotte sighs apathetically.




BIFF


Taking a break, baby?




CHARLOTTE


Have you seen Harry this morning?




BIFF


The drip.  Who cares?

Charlotte grabs her baton, stands and begins to twirl it.




CHARLOTTE


Oh nobody, except he’s almost


always here on time to bother me


when I practice.




BIFF


Maybe he fell through a manhole 


and got eaten by alligators.

Charlotte gives the twirling baton a little toss, catches it and throws it way up.  The baton comes spinning down at Biff.  He nimbly steps out of the way and bounces it back to Charlotte, who pauses upset.




CHARLOTTE


You don’t have to like Harry to


care a little.  After all, he


is one of our most loyal fans!

Biff sneers pleasantly, replaces his helmet and drops into a sprinter’s crouch.




BIFF


Loyalty from a drip!  



(snickers meanly)


See you after practice, baby.

He sprints downfield towards the goalposts.  Charlotte sighs unhappily as she sits back down to mope.




CHARLOTTE



(sadly)


I wonder where Harry could be?

EXT. ARTILLERY RANGE - DAY

A long dusty field with huge bullseye targets at one end.  An artillery shell explodes on the ground way short of the targets.

The crew from the artillery tent works a pack howitzer under supervision of Corporal Jones.  Harry’s furry paw carelessly spins the ranging wheel round and round.




CORPORAL JONES


That was three short.  Gimme three


long!


Harry spins the ranging wheel ten times the other way.  The barrel of the howitzer points almost vertical.  




CORPORAL JONES (Cont’d)


Fire!

Private Dingle pulls a lanyard.  The breech booms and a shell flies whistling towards the clouds.  

The whole crew wait patiently with arms folded as the whistling shell takes a very long time to come back down.  It falls 100 feet beyond the target, landing in an oak tree which is blown in half.

Jones yells at Dingle.




CORPORAL JONES


You and that stupid bear trade 


places!

JUMP CUT:

Dingle turns the ranging wheel until the howitzer barrel points straight at the target.  Harry holds the lanyard as another soldier slams a round into the breech.




PRIVATE DINGLE


On target, corporal.




CORPORAL JONES


Then fire!

Harry pulls the lanyard and nothing happens.  He pulls it twice more and nothing happens.  He digs in his heels and gives a mighty tug that simultaneously snaps the trigger and pulls the breech open.  The artillery shell bounces out onto the ground and rolls towards an open bag of gunpowder.

The frightened crew yell and race away in every direction while Harry hops about in a panic.  

He runs at a pile of sandbags and leaps over them, landing smack on top of Corporal Jones just as the artillery shell explodes. 

The howitzer is blown to smithereens, showering flaming debris everywhere.

Behind the sandbags, Corporal Jones angrily throws Harry off him and nervously straightens his helmet.  He glowers as Harry cringes.

JUMP CUT:

The crew is back at work on another howitzer set up a distance away from the still smoking remains of the last one.

Private Dingle peevishly instructs Harry while the rest of the crew watch skeptically and adjust fuses.  

Nearby are ready rounds in neat rows, a pile of spent shells, a wooden barrel filled with water and a bucket.  




PRIVATE DINGLE



(to Harry)


Pay close attention.  If you 


mess up this time, we’ll skin 


off your worthless hide!

Dingle winks slyly at Corporal Jones, then continues speaking to Harry in double-talk intending to confuse him.  Dingle points as he speaks.




PRIVATE DINGLE (Cont’d)


The gunner fires the weapon then 


he opens up the breech, the spent 


shell comes out smoking and you 


put it out of reach.  You with


me?




HARRY


Sure.




PRIVATE DINGLE


When the howitzer gets too hot you 


splash it down with water, and 


repeat the whole routine till the 


corporal gives the order.




HARRY


What order?

Dingle does a double take as he realizes he’s been answered in words by what he thought was a dumb beast. 




PRIVATE DINGLE



(suspiciously)


The order to cease fire.  Say,


are you sure you’re a real bear?  


Who taught you how to speak?

Harry cleverly growls instead of answering verbally.




PRIVATE DINGLE (Cont’d)


That’s better.  All right, let’s


give it a practice go-through.

JUMP CUT:

The crewmen have piled up more fused artillery rounds at their feet.  Harry hustles to stand them up in tidy rows as Corporal Jones barks out orders.




CORPORAL JONES


Load the weapon!

Harry hefts a heavy shell and clumsily passes it to the loader without mishap.  The loader expertly slides the shell up the breech and slams the breech shut.  




CORPORAL JONES (Cont’d)


Prepare to fire!

Dingle grabs the lanyard while the other men, including Harry, plug their ears with their fingers.




CORPORAL JONES (Cont’d)


Fire!

Dingle pulls the lanyard.  The howitzer booms as a round hurtles towards the target and explodes dead center on the bullseye.  

When the loader snaps open the smoking breech, the spent shell flies out and hits Harry in the chest, knocking him on his keester.  

Harry grabs for the shell but it’s so hot he scorches his palms and drops it with a howl.  He runs to douse his hands in the water barrel.  Dingle shouts while gesticulating at the howitzer.




PRIVATE DINGLE


Not your hands, wet down the 


artillery piece, you dumb beast!

Harry fills the water bucket but he can’t hold it because his right hand is killing him.




PRIVATE DINGLE (Cont’d)



(viciously)


And get the lead out!

As Harry swings the bucket at the howitzer, his sore right palm suddenly lets go and the water splashes all over Dingle instead of the howitzer.

Dingle does a slow burn and gives Harry the evil eye as he wipes himself off with a kerchief.




PRIVATE DINGLE


I’ve got a special assignment


for you, soldier!

JUMP CUT:




Artillery shells explode all over the firing range, missing the targets but nearly blowing Harry to pieces as he shows he is expert at broken field running.

The howitzer crew cheers wildly each time a blast sends Harry tumbling to the ground.




CORPORAL JONES



(gleefully)


Fire at will!

Harry wails like a siren and races for the woods, leaving a half dozen smoking bomb craters in his wake.

EXT. K-9 TENT - DAY

Harry lies exhausted on his blanket, panting anxiously.  SOLDIER NO. 1, assigned to KP duty in a stained white apron, arrives with a smoking stew pot and a pair of metal trays.




SOLDIER NO. 1


Chow time!  Come and get it!

The soldier places the metal trays side by side on the ground in front of the tent and ladles out two heaping servings of stew.

Harry immediately sits up, but his back is very sore.  He moans painfully while eyeing the food, inches over next to his tray and hungrily sniffs the hot stew.  Then, just as he is about to dig in, Max trots out of the tent and wolfs down everything on Harry’s tray.  

Harry grabs for the other tray but Max snaps at him and gobbles up the second portion of stew.  The dog snarls a warning, licks his chops pleasurably, belches and waddles back inside the tent.

Harry appeals pitiably to the soldier who shrugs hopelessly and rattles his empty pot.




SOLDIER NO. 1


Sorry, I’m all out.

The soldier pats himself down and comes up with a bleached bone with a tiny bit of dried meat on it.  He drops it in front of Harry and cuffs him behind his wooly ears.




SOLDIER NO. 1 (Cont’d)


There you go, fella.  A nice


juicy rib bone just for you!

Harry gnaws on the bare bone as if it were a porterhouse steak.

Corporal Jones strolls by contentedly chewing on a toothpick, with his swollen belly bulging over his belt.  He steps on Harry’s blanket and watches him for a moment, then snatches the bone out of Harry’s jaws.  Harry groans miserably.




CORPORAL JONES


Hit the sack now, buster, we’re 


shipping out early in the morn-


ing.  You’ll get plenty of grub 


on board the boat tomorrow.

As Jones turns to walk away, Harry pulls the blanket from under his feet.  The corporal trips and stumbles into the 

metal food trays, nearly falling.  He angrily squints back at Harry.

EXT. MAIN STREET - DAY

Biff and Charlotte have stopped the roadster at a corner by a newsstand.  A newsboy hands Charlotte the paper in exchange for a coin.  Charlotte’s pretty eyes open wide as she reads the banner headline.




CHARLOTTE


Oh look, Biff, the army is sail-


ing off to fight in Europe.  


Let’s go down to the docks and 


send away the troop ships with


a big bang!

Biff grunts dissatisfiedly.




BIFF


No time, Charlotte, we’ve gotta


get ready for the big game.




CHARLOTTE


Those brave boys are willing to


sacrifice their lives for us and 


all you can think about is foot-


ball?! 

Biff wipes his mouth and reluctantly throws the car in gear.




BIFF


Gee Charlotte, it sure is becom-


ing hard to get along with you.

The car wheels screech as the roadster roars away from the curb.  Charlotte holds on to her hat.

EXT. MILITARY PIER - DAY

A military band plays patriotically as sad friends and relations wave a last good-bye to gallant soldiers in uniform marching up the gangway on board a large steam ship ready to sail.  The doughboys gather at the ship’s rail to catch flowers and parcels thrown to them by the onlookers.

Among the civilians is a wealthy DOWAGER with a pretty white poodle wearing a pink ribbon.  The poodle yaps longingly for Max who stands at the ship’s rail by Harry, both of them in full battle gear.

The last to arrive are Charlotte and Biff in their roadster, which halts in front of the band’s brass section, which is playing the introduction to “Stars and Stripes Forever.” 

Along the quay, a tearful couple sadly embraces as the newly married bride kisses her soldier-husband goodbye.

Charlotte seems overwhelmed by the crowd’s enthusiasm.  A blast from the band nearly blows her out of her seat.




CHARLOTTE



(shouting)


Let’s get closer to the ship!

Biff tries to start the Bearcat but the engine won’t spark.  He grabs an oil can, jumps out of the car and opens the hood to see what’s wrong.  After tinkering around, he closes the hood and lays the oil can on top.




BIFF


Go ahead without me.  Something


is wrong, I have to take another 


look.

Charlotte climbs over the driver’s door and leans a hand on the oil can causing oil to squirt into Biff’s eye.  She hops to the ground and jogs up to the edge of the crowd by the dowager and her poodle.  Biff rubs his eyeball sorely.




BIFF


What’s got into that girl?

The dowager digs deep in her satchel until she finds a chain of linked sausages.  Charlotte cranes her neck in every direction looking for a familiar face among the soldiers.




CHARLOTTE


Say, have you seen a scrawny 


little soldier with a cowlick 


and horn-rimmed glasses?




DOWAGER


No, dear, is he someone very 


special to you?

Suddenly Charlotte realizes that she misses Harry terribly much and a tear rolls down her cheek.  The dowager dabs at Charlotte’s cheek with a hanky.




DOWAGER (Cont’d)


Don’t worry, dear.  If he’s not 


with these boys, then I’m sure 


you’ll hear from him soon.




CHARLOTTE



(mournfully)


It’s been such a long time.

The dowager pulls a sausage off the roll and hands it to Charlotte.  The ladies toss weenies up at the ship where they are caught and gulped down by Max and Harry.  The ladies repeat the action.

The dowager’s poodle yaps happily to see Max munching away and Max howls in return.  Harry waves cheerfully then does a double take when he sees it is Charlotte waving back.




CHARLOTTE


Look at that darling bear!  How


clever of the army to bring him 


along!




DOWAGER


Why don’t I toss the poor starv-


ing creatures this whole bunch 


of sausages?

Charlotte herds a couple of onlookers out of the way as the dowager winds up like a baseball pitcher and clumsily slings the sausages up at Max and Harry.  

The flying weenies nearly make it over the rail and into Max’s jaws, but come up short then drop towards the water. 

Max leaps over the rail and plummets down after the sausages with a splash.  He dog-paddles furiously to stay afloat, but his battle pack starts to drag him under.




CHARLOTTE


He can’t swim!

While others panic helplessly, Harry gallantly throws off his gear, climbs up on the rail and swan dives head first into the water.

Hysterical onlookers gather at the edge of the pier crying and pointing at Max who has the chain of sausages between his teeth but can barely keep his helmeted head above water.

Swimming as hard as he can, Harry reaches Max and throws an arm around his neck.  The dog thinks he is trying to steal the sausages.  He barks angrily and bites down on Harry’s forearm.  They both begin to drown.  

The crowd ooh and aah fearfully.  Charlotte waves her arms in distress up at the ship.




CHARLOTTE


Oh, somebody please do something!

On an upper ship’s deck, a pair of sailors swing a crane out over the water and drop a rescue line down to the struggling victims.

Harry succeeds in fitting his free arm and a shoulder through a loop.  The sailors heave ho on the line.

Harry is hoisted twenty feet above the pier with Max still clamped down on his arm and the linked sausages dangling from Harry’s fur covered toes.

The spectators cheer wildly and the band plays “Star Spangled Banner” as the sailors pull their rescued victims on board the ship.

EXT. SHIP’S DECK – DAY

Max and Harry collapse exhausted.  Max lets go of Harry’s arm.  Harry tries to reward him with the weenies, but the dog won’t have any.  Instead, he licks at the phoney bear’s nose, whimpering gratefully.  Harry hugs him paternally and removes the dog’s helmet and backpack.

EXT. MILITARY PIER - DAY

The civilians wave a tearful good-bye as the ship pulls away from the dock to the brassy strains of “Anchors

Aweigh.”  Biff tugs at Charlotte’s arm as she dries her eyes with a flowered scarf.

Black clouds puff from the ship’s twin smokestacks and a fog horn blows loudly.

EXT. SHIP’S DECK - DAY

Lovestruck Harry catches a precious last glimpse of Charlotte as the ship pulls further and further away.

INT. SHIP’S CORRIDOR - DAY 

A STEWARD leads the way, followed by Corporal Jones, Harry and Max.  They stop at the entrance to a boiler room.  The steward opens the hatch and steps out of the way as Jones roughly pushes the waterlogged pair inside.




CORPORAL JONES


Now dry off!  And let that be a


lesson to you!

The steward slams the hatch shut and bars it from the outside.

INT. BOILER ROOM - DAY 

Max lies down comfortably beside an open furnace filled with darting orange flames.  Harry cautiously listens at the hatch.  

When the coast seems clear, Harry unzips his bearsuit and steps out of it revealing his soaked red longjohns.  The soggy bank cash bag falls to the deck.  Max groans hopelessly.

JUMP CUT:

Hundred dollar bills from the cash bag are drying on boiler pipes all around the room.  Harry daintily turns a few of them over.




HARRY


One day when it’s safe, all of 


this money will be restored to 


its rightful owners.

Max snores fitfully in his sleep.  Harry affectionately scratches him under the chin and the pooch growls contentedly and rolls over.

Harry turns the soaked bearsuit inside out, hangs it on a hook by a boiler, then fishes a couple more wet items out of his longjohns and lays them on a boiler pipe to dry.  They are the mementos from Charlotte: a droopy photograph and her wrinkled lace hanky.  

The photo has begun to tear, so Harry rips off the image of Biff, leaving only Charlotte in her bathing suit.  He crumples up Biff and tosses him into the flames inside the boiler.

Holding the lace hanky to his nose, Harry’s eyes widen and he sighs blissfully.




HARRY


Ah, Charlotte, now I know you 


really do care!  Soon, we shall



be together again!

JUMP CUT:

Harry finishes stuffing the dried money back in the bank bag and ties it around his waist with a piece of twine.  He carefully places Charlotte’s mementos back inside the breast pocket of his longjohns.  

Harry can’t easily get into the bearsuit now because it has shrunk a couple of sizes smaller.  He struggles like Houdini, cracking his bones as he zips up tight and tugs the mask down over his brow.  The taut fabric forces him into a bent-back crouch, while his fangs are exposed and his eyes bug out.

Max awakens, stands up to look at Harry, then crooks his head sideways with a baffled expression.  He rubs his nose with a paw.

EXT. SHIP’S DECK - DAY

The deck rolls back and forth over heavy seas as the steward leads Harry and Max wobbling up to a hatchway with 

a wooden placard: “Army Messroom.”  Harry struggles uncomfortably with the tight bearsuit.

The hatch suddenly flies open and Private Dingle, Corporal Jones and a bunch of other soldiers stumble out to the rail.  Jones clutches painfully at his stomach.




CORPORAL JONES



(hoarsely)


Sorry fellas, you missed sup-


per.  Better luck next time -- 

Suddenly Jones is overcome with gastric pain.  He whips around to join the other soldiers who are all bent over the sea loudly puking out their guts.  The corporal heaves and heaves with his bouncing butt nearly pushing him up over the rail.

The steward holds the mess hatch open to usher Max and Harry inside.




STEWARD


Maybe there’s still a little bit 


of tuna casserole left over.  It’s 


one of our cook’s specialties.

Max and Harry look pityingly at the vomiting soldiers, then fearfully into the dining room.  They shake their heads, definitely “no.”

Jones backs away from the rail, white as a sheet but seemingly okay for the moment.  




STEWARD (Cont’d)



(to Harry and Max)


Well then, you’ll just have to


wait until breakfast tomorrow.


I hear our cook is preparing


pig snout pudding.

When Jones hears the last three words, he yells in horror and runs back to retch again.

The irascible ship’s COOK, enormously rotund in a bloodstained apron and chef’s hat, appears in the hatchway and fumes at Jones.




COOK


Some gratitude!  How do you like 


that?!

Harry and Max quietly tiptoe away.

INT. STATEROOM - NIGHT

The bunks are two high all the way around the room with one empty hammock swinging in between.  

Everyone on the artillery crew is asleep and snoring in a bunkbed except for Harry and Max who snooze quietly on blankets laid out on the deck.  

EXT. OCEAN - NIGHT 

The wind blows and the waves rise causing the ship to roll much more heavily between ocean swells.  The decks tilt up and down at very steep angles while the lifeboats swing like pendulums about to break loose.  Thunder booms, lightning flashes and a driving rain begins to fall.

INT. SHIP’S BRIDGE - NIGHT

CAPTAIN HARDWICK, a bulbous-nosed tyrant with muttonchops, and his two beanpole mates are caught unawares by the heavy sea.  

The FIRST MATE slides backwards into the SECOND MATE and they both slide backwards into the captain who lets go of the wheel then accidentally hits the engine throttle with his elbow knocking it up to “full speed ahead.”

The steering wheel spins rapidly and the deck bounces up and down like a see-saw.

Tightly caught between his two mates and a bulkhead, the captain slaps the two officers on the backs of their heads sending them staggering forward crazily across the tilting deck.




CAPTAIN HARDWICK


Grab the wheel!  Set that 


throttle!

The mates struggle to obey like novice roller skaters.

The first mate grabs the wheel but he can’t control it.  He is lifted off his feet and spun round and round.  The second mate grabs the throttle and he is thrown back and forth like a puppet.

The captain clutches at the levers on the control panel, but he slips and falls on his rear.  Finally, he gets hold of a microphone and barks an order that echoes through the ship’s loudspeakers.




CAPTAIN HARDWICK


All hands on deck!  Batten down


the hatches!

EXT. SHIP’S DECK - NIGHT

Sailors in heavy slickers do a disjointed dance across the deck as they try to tie down hatches and tighten up loose lines. 

INT. STATEROOM - NIGHT

Harry and Max slide violently back and forth, slamming into the bulkheads.  Harry stands up woozily with canaries singing in his head.  He sees Corporal Jones’ arm hanging down from an upper bunk.  He grabs the hand for balance making the corporal tumble to the deck with a loud crash.

Corporal Jones teeters onto his feet, grabs Harry by the throat and winds up to slug him, but the tilting deck throws off his aim and his knuckles smash through porthole glass, letting in a spray of water that soaks Private Dingle in a lower bunk.




PRIVATE DINGLE



(spitting out sea water)


Save the fighting for the battle-


field, you baboons, we’re trying 


to get some sleep here!

While Max slides backwards under a bunk, Jones angrily hoists Harry over his head like a wrestler, but buckles 

under the load.  The deck suddenly tilts forward, Jones 

lets go and Harry flops into the hammock which swings like a cradle in a treetop.




CORPORAL JONES


Any more trouble from you and 


I’ll toss you back over the rail 


into the sea!

The deck tilts again and water sprays through the porthole.  Max slides out from under a bunk snarling and clamps his teeth hard into Jones’ ankle.  Jones yelps and leaps up into his bunk.  He rubs his ankle sorely, then turns over and pulls a pillow over his ears.  Soon he is snoring.

As Harry’s hammock swings, it brings his nose almost up against Jones’ rear end.  Each time, the corporal lets out a long, stuttering fart.  Across the aisle, another soldier is also farting and Harry begins to suffocate, miserably covering his snout.

On the deck below, Max rolls over on his back with his legs up in the air as he slides back and forth.  Water regularly sprays through the broken porthole adding to a deepening pool of water.

INT. SHIP’S BRIDGE - NIGHT

With great difficulty, the second mate holds the throttle in place over the “slow speed” setting, while the first mate and the captain wrestle with the steering wheel.

Suddenly, the wheel breaks loose and spins rapidly, with the handles knocking against the captain’s chin, making him shout in pain.  His head rattles like a gear ratchet.

The captain grabs the first mate and they both fly into the second mate who scrambles for his feet as the throttle he is holding rapidly flips back and forth between “slow” and “fast.”

EXT. OCEAN - NIGHT

The huge ship flops high and low through the sea and its bow swings in a wide arc left to right, with enormous 

foaming waves pouring over the decks.  Sailors are tossed about like driftwood or cling helplessly to the rails.  

Then, just as suddenly as it began, the storm ends.  The rain stops, the wind dies down and the sea becomes completely calm.

INT. STATEROOM - NIGHT

Max paddles through water two feet deep.  Harry continues to suffer from the farting of his neighbors.  

Harry can stand it no more and he slips out of his hammock to the deck with a splash.




HARRY



(whispering)


C’mon Max, we better get outta 



here before we both croak!

Max agrees and paddles to the hatch.  Harry struggles until it suddenly pulls open, spilling all the water and Max onto the outer deck.

EXT. SHIP’S DECK - NIGHT

Max nearly slides under the rail into the sea, but Harry quickly snags his collar and pulls him back.  Max jumps up to lick him on the nose.  Harry scratches him affectionately.




HARRY


Good boy!  Hungry?  Let’s go


find something to eat!

Harry shuffles away with Max quietly following.

JUMP CUT:

Harry and Max stop in front of a hatchway to read the sign:  “Kitchen and Food Storage.”




HARRY


Looks like the right place


to me!

Max barks.  Then suddenly a dark form slips from the shadows and grabs Harry by the shoulder, making him jump: it is a heavily built DECKHAND in a slicker.  Max warily moves up close behind him.




DECKHAND


We don’t allow passengers to


wander about the ship at night!

The deck suddenly tilts.  As Harry blindly clutches at him, the deckhand takes a step backward, falls over Max and knocks himself out on an iron pipe with a bong.




HARRY


Whoops!

Harry kneels by the unconscious deckhand and notices that he has a key in one hand.  He takes the key and opens the kitchen hatch.




HARRY (Cont’d)


Help me Maxy, we can’t leave


him out here.

With Max tugging mightily at the deckhand’s collar and Harry holding up his feet, they succeed in dragging him inside the kitchen.

INT. SHIP’S KITCHEN - NIGHT 

Harry props the deckhand up against a bulkhead and closes the hatch.  He pulls a chain turning on a bare bulb.  

Max trots up a pyramid of potatoes to a food locker labeled “Captain’s Larder.”   He sniffs curiously, then pulls open the cabinet door with his teeth, revealing a pair of huge red beefsteaks and two bottles of beer.




HARRY


Paydirt!  Let’s get this feast 


started, I could eat a horse!

Harry pulls off his costume bear’s head and lays it on a table.  Max snatches the steaks and passes them to him one at a time.

Harry lights a stove burner and drops the meat sizzling into a big frypan.  He flips the steaks over in the air, tries to catch them but misses as they fall to the floor. 

He skewers the steaks with a fork and replaces them in the pan.  Max salivates like a leaky faucet and licks his chops hungrily.

JUMP CUT:

The room light is off but there are flickering candles on the table elegantly set for two.  Seated on a stool, Max wears a chef’s hat and has a napkin tied around his collar, while Harry, also in chef’s hat and napkin, serves the steaks.  Harry pours beer into Max’s bowl and into his own mug, then sits down at the other end of the table.  Max waits respectfully for Harry to give him the sign to begin.




HARRY


Oh, don’t let it get cold, dig


right in!

Max rips into the steak but his platter slides away from him.  He steps up onto the table and growls as he wolfs down whole slabs of greasy meat which he washes down by noisily lapping sudsy beer from the bowl.  

Harry eats much more daintily with silver knife and fork, carefully cutting off small pieces and chewing each mouthful ten times before swallowing.  

Harry savors the aroma of his beer as if it were vintage wine then tries to take a sip, but the deck tilts and he pours the contents of the glass over a shoulder instead.  

He pauses fondly to regard Max, who has already polished off the steak and is slurping up the last of his beer.  The pooch has grease splashed all over his napkin and chef’s hat.  When the suds are gone, the dog looks up dizzily, loudly belches and falls sideways off the table with a thud.

JUMP CUT:

Harry stacks up dishes in a sink, while Max lies on the floor, bloated belly up with a contented smile on his greasy jowls.

Harry sponges off the table and nibbles a couple of tidbits.  He removes his chef’s hat, replacing it with the costume bear’s head.  

He looks to see if he’s missed anything, then sidles down next to Max.  He pulls a burlap bag over them for a cover and snuggles up close.  They both begin to snore.

EXT. OCEAN - DAY

At daybreak, withering puffs of cloud brightly glow red, yellow and green.

On the far horizon, the ocean seems placid and calm.  But a telescope view reveals dark trails of smoke that come from the twin stacks of an enemy cruiser armed with long deadly cannon.  

The imperial flag of Germany whips in the wind as the warship slices through the glassy sea at twenty knots.

EXT. SHIP’S DECK - DAY

(American ship)  The rotund cook waddles quickly, fat bulges bouncing rhythmically under his white uniform.  When he arrives at the kitchen entrance, he is dismayed to see the hatch is unlocked.  He cautiously pushes it open, curses under his breath and quietly slips inside.

INT. SHIP’S KITCHEN - DAY

Harry, Max and the deckhand are still asleep as the enraged cook surveys the damage.  The cook really starts to broil when he sees the captain’s larder is empty.  He quickly finds a large, razor-sharp butcher’s cleaver hanging from a hook.

Surprisingly agile, the cook tiptoes over to Harry and Max.  He raises the cleaver with both hands and grimaces homicidally.

Max scrambles to his feet, awakening Harry just in time to feint as the cook slashes at his head.

Harry jumps five feet into the air, arms and legs akimbo, then comes down jigging like a maniac.

The cleaver nearly slices off Harry’s arm as he races around the room with the cook chasing after him.

They rapidly jockey back and forth around a bloodstained butcher’s block.  The cook slashes violently at Harry, narrowly missing each time.




COOK



(shouts)


What’d you do with the captain’s


steaks?!

Max leaps onto the kitchen table and launches at the fat chef’s back, which sends the cook stumbling toward the still unconscious deckhand.

Harry’s knees fly up as he and Max scurry out the hatchway.

The deckhand is nearly scalped when the cook’s cleaver bites into the steel bulkhead above his head.  He awakens terrified, sees the cleaver and faints dead away.

The cook angrily pries the blade loose and stalks after the escaping culprits with the cleaver shaking in his hand.




COOK


The captain wants steak for break-


fast, the captain gets steak for


breakfast!

EXT. SHIP’S DECK - DAY

A pair of painters are carefully painting an enormous anchor at the ship’s stern.

Max and Harry sprint at top speed, with the furious cook not far behind, the cleaver held high.

Max and Harry panic stop and slide towards the painters.  Max slams into a bucket of dark paint which spills in front of Harry who plows into the two painters, making them brush paint all over each other’s faces.

Max and Harry race for the far side of the ship.

The cook yells as he slides on the paint.  His belly loudly bounces off a prong of the anchor and he falls, landing on his keester with a boom of the bass drum. 

The fuming painters right the paint bucket and wipe off their faces with rags.  

The cook jumps to his feet, angrily sees he has paint all over his seat.  He roughly pushes one painter into the 

other, making them brush paint all over each other’s shirts.




COOK


Get out of my way, I’m gonna 


murder those two if I catch


them!

The cook steps in the paint bucket, stumbles into the anchor, kicks up and falls onto his back.  He staggers to his feet and thrusts the foot with the bucket on it at a painter.




COOK (Cont’d)


Quick!  Get that thing off my 


foot.

The painter turns around and tugs at the bucket like a groom helping a jockey.  The cook sits on the anchor and plants a foot on the painter’s rear end while he tugs and tugs.  Suddenly the bucket pops loose.  The painter flies head first into his partner knocking them both to the slimy deck.  

The painters shrug fatalistically, then paint each other in the face again.

JUMP CUT:

The cook runs midway up the deck around the other side of the ship.  Harry and Max are nowhere in sight, but a trail of bear’s paw footprints leads to a gangway that descends to the next deck.  The cook looks around stupidly, nervously slicing the air with his cleaver and groaning with frustration.




COOK


Oh, mincemeat!  I’ll make them


into hamburger!

Finally, he sees the footprints.  He grins like a mad genius as he quietly inches over to the gangway, then tiptoes down to the next deck.

EXT. LOWER DECK - DAY

Harry and Max sneak under the tarpaulin of a small rowboat hanging from blocks.  Harry sees the cook coming and quickly ties the tarp down tight over them.

The cook pokes around the rowboat, slapping at the bulges in the tarp with the flat of his hatchet.  Muffled cries are heard from within.




COOK


Hello!  What’s this?

The cook pulls at the tarp and it starts to come loose.  Harry suddenly jumps up, roaring like a bear.  The cook lunges at him and flips into the boat, which pulls loose so that it drops part way over the side of the ship.  

Harry and Max leap up onto the deck and run away.

The cook clumsily stands in the teetering boat, and it suddenly turns over, dropping him head first over the side of the ship with his toes caught under the tarpaulin.  He hangs upside down and yells terrifed.

The cook strenuously reaches up to grab a handful of canvas.  Suddenly his toes pull loose and his legs fall beneath him, making him hang like a pendulum by a single arm.  

He grimaces and clamps the cleaver between his teeth, then strenuously climbs arm over arm up the tarpaulin while the rowboat slowly slips its tether.  

Precariously balanced atop the upside down rowboat, the cook has one foot poised on the ship’s deck, when the lines holding the boat suddenly pull loose and it falls all the way down to the ocean below, with the block pullies shrieking.  

With the toes of his foot still gripping the deck, the cook teeters like a jumper on a building ledge until suddenly he pitches forward and somersaults onto a coil of rope.  He stands up rubbing his backside painfully and pries the cleaver out of his mouth.




COOK



(yelling)


I’ll kill them!  I’ll kill them!

JUMP CUT:

The cook shouts into the mouthpiece of a callbox telephone outside a hatchway.




COOK


. . . by enemy spies disguised as 


dumb beasts, Captain!

INT. SHIP’S BRIDGE - DAY

The captain listens horrified at his callbox, then drops the mouthpiece letting it dangle.  Tinny screams continue to pour from the speaker. 




CAPTAIN HARDWICK


A thousand miles from land and


nothing more to eat but fish?!

The captain grabs the mouthpiece and shouts.




CAPTAIN HARDWICK (Cont’d)


Catch them or I’ll have you pickled 


like herring!

EXT. LOWER DECK - DAY

The cook flops on his keester and bounces back up yelling into the telephone.




COOK


Yes sir, captain sir!

MONTAGE BEGINS   

Sirens scream and loudspeakers everywhere blare out the alarm:  




CAPTAIN HARDWICK (O.C.)


Call to arms!  Saboteurs on board!

Columns of sailors armed with daggers, pistols and rifles frantically race along decks, out of hatchways, or up and down gangways.

Two groups of rifle armed sailors running up and down on a gangway plow into each other.  The men from above tumble on top of the men from below, who fall backwards down the stairs in a heap, with bodies and rifles clattering on top of them.

MONTAGE ENDS  

EXT. SHIP’S DECK - DAY

Max and Harry cautiously poke their noses out of a hatchway to see if the coast is clear, but a column of bayonet armed marines led by the bloodthirsty cook gallops towards them.  The hatch quickly shuts.

When the cook and the marines are gone, the hatch flies open and Max and Harry dash the other way at top speed.

At a gangway, a column of sailors careens wildly down onto the deck.  Harry hops to a one-legged halt while Max spins like a top on his hind quarters.  They scramble away in the opposite direction.

At another gangway, Max and Harry slam into running soldiers from their own unit, flattening Corporal Jones, Private Dingle and several others.

Jones sees the escaped culprits and yells homicidally.




CORPORAL JONES


You?!




HARRY



(throws up his arms)


Ai, yi, yi!

Private Dingle grabs Max by the tail, but Harry stomps on his knuckles, which makes Dingle let go of Max’s tail with a yelp.  Harry and Max scramble in a panic as the soldiers hastily get back on their feet. 

The furry pair madly sprint away just as a group of pursuing sailors crash and tumble into the soldiers, roughly knocking them all back down again.

EXT. SHIP’S BOW - DAY

Max and Harry halt exhausted.  The cook waits in ambush between lockers near a large deck gun.  He sneaks around behind the panting pair with his cleaver aimed at Harry’s noggin.  

The cook winds up like a baseball slugger and swings powerfully just as Harry leans over to adjust the bulge on 

his belly.  The swing is high and wide, spinning the cook around rapidly until he slams back against the rail, his chest heaving like a bellows.

Max barks appreciatively and Harry claps his hands like a little girl.  The cook stares at them with pure murder in his glazed eyes.




COOK


You’ll never get off this ship


alive!

Max smiles mockingly, Harry whimpers with fake sympathy.  Suddenly, the cook roars a battle cry and charges at them.  

Max quickly runs under the cook’s legs nearly tripping him.  Harry skips around the deck gun.  

The cook lunges at Harry but bumps into the gun barrel instead, nearly knocking himself out.  He cannot get past the gun barrel no matter how hard he tries because Harry cleverly moves it in the way each time.  

When the cook dodges the gun barrel, it dips and catches him under the crotch.  Harry jumps onto the breech.  The artillery piece rapidly spins around with Harry and the cook clinging on like a pair of kids on a seesawing merry-go-round.  Max yaps and chases after the cook’s heels.

Suddenly Harry falls off the gun, which sends the cook flying across the deck head first into the rail with a boom.  The cook stands dizzily and staggers like a drunk.

Out at sea, the dark form of a ship trailing twin tendrils of black smoke steams into view.

CLOSE UP:  THE GERMAN CRUISER

Its gun turret rotates towards the camera and the cannons fire, belching smoke and flame.

ANGLE ON THE SEA

Two shells explode off the American bow sending huge sheets of water spraying high into the air.

BACK UP ON THE SHIP’S BOW

Harry, Max and the cook scramble around madly as another shell flies whistling overhead, then explodes in the water behind them.

The captain’s voice yells over a loudspeaker:




CAPTAIN HARDWICK (O.C.) 


Battle stations, battle stations!


We are under enemy attack!

The cook dives under a tarpaulin, his big butt trembling in fear.  Max races to a locker and pulls it open with his teeth revealing a stack of ready rounds for the deck gun.  He barks commandingly at Harry while the loudspeakers continue to blare.




CAPTAIN HARDWICK (O.C.) (Cont’d)


Battle stations!

Harry wobbles timidly until he reaches the locker.  He grabs a shell and nearly drops it.

Max leaps at the breech of the deck gun, releases the catch so that it swings open.  He barks another command.  Harry nervously loads the shell into the gun and slams the breech shut.

Another explosion sends up a geyser of water and drops Harry on his keester.

Max tugs on Harry’s furry sleeve helping him stand, then barks twice more.  Harry aims the weapon at the enemy ship, spins the range wheel and pulls the lanyard, firing the gun.

EXT. OCEAN - DAY

POV is behind the nose of the artillery shell as it hurtles over the sea towards the enemy ship.

ANGLE ON GERMAN CRUISER AMIDSHIPS

The hull looms closer and closer.  Suddenly, there’s an enormous explosion and thick black smoke.

LONG SHOT:  THE GERMAN CRUISER SINKS

The enemy ship has broken in half; the stern and bow point up at sharp angles as the cruiser quickly drowns beneath the boiling sea.  A huge black cloud gathers in the sky above.

EXT. SHIP’S BOW - DAY

(American ship)  Harry holds Max’s paws in his hands and they dance and caper as the loudspeaker trumpets their victory.




CAPTAIN HARDWICK (O.C.)

 
A direct hit!  Cease fire!  The 


enemy is sunk!

EXT. OCEAN - DAY

In a telescope view, the last of the enemy ship -- the imperial flag of Germany -- sinks into the foaming sea. 

EXT. FRENCH COUNTRYSIDE - DAY

A wide green meadow ringed by evergreens.  The colonel, with his sword drawn, is mounted on a tall white stallion ahead of a long column of soldiers in full battle gear marching three abreast.  Corporal Jones trudges along the right side of the column, shouting the pace.




CORPORAL JONES


Your mother and father were


army mules, hup, tup, trip,


four!  

Harry marches in the front row between Private Dingle and a soldier carrying the American flag.  In addition to his battle gear, Harry wears a large medal on a ribbon around his furry neck.  Max also wears the decoration and jauntily trots along the left side of the column.

Dingle does an about-face and marches in reverse.  He stares maliciously at Harry and his medal.




PRIVATE DINGLE


The Navy Cross on a circus mutt!


Maybe you can con a bunch of dumb




PRIVATE DINGLE (Cont’d)


sailors into thinking you’re a 


hero, but the Army isn’t run by 


fools!  From now on, you won’t 


even be able to scratch your 


scrawny butt without me being 


there to make sure you do it 


the right way!

The colonel rides left around a rocky promontory and Corporal Jones shouts at the men.




CORPORAL JONES


Column, left face, march!

When the other soldiers turn, Private Dingle, who is still walking backwards, catches his heel on an exposed root.  He throws his arms apart and waves them wildly trying to regain his balance, then falls backwards into the mud with a splat.  Max marches over him, leaving a pawprint on his forehead.  

Kicking and squirming, Dingle tries several times to stand but can’t because his pack is too heavy.  His legs squirm spastically as his boots kick mud onto his face and uniform.

JUMP CUT:

A pair of mules pulling a caisson and howitzer are at the rear of the column.  They pass by just as Dingle succeeds in squirming out of his pack shoulder straps.  

Dingle stands and wipes the grime off his face, carefully puts back on his pack, picks up his muck covered rifle, then double-times it up the column.  When he reaches Harry, he steps into a gopher hole, wobbles sideways and tumbles into a rain puddle with a splash.  

He pulls his face from the puddle, sputters out a mouthful of brown water and steams like a coal furnace.




PRIVATE DINGLE


If the enemy don’t get him first,


I’m gonna strangle that bear with 


my bare hands!

EXT. BATTLEFIELD - DAY

A crater-scarred expanse of scorched earth with tangles of barbed wire, tank obstacles and the burned out shells of armored vehicles.  Bullet shots, machine gun fire and mortar rounds flash and explode sporadically.

On the American side, an elaborate system of trenches and bunkers jaggedly crosses the field.  Squads of riflemen cover the main approaches, but some trenches are dangerously unguarded.

Forward on a flank, the American howitzer platoon, including alpha squad, is in a pit with a bunker, with unmanned trenches on both sides.

While the rest of the men prepare to fire the two howitzers, Corporal Jones, Private Dingle, Harry and Max enter a side trench where periscope binoculars are set up on a bipod.  




CORPORAL JONES



(to Dingle)


Report on the German position,


private!

Dingle peers through the binoculars and his jaw drops down in astonishment.




PRIVATE DINGLE


Va-va-va-vooom!

Jones irritably pushes him aside.




CORPORAL JONES


Here, lemme take a look!

Jones adjusts the focus ring, then looks through the eyepiece.

A binocular view shows a pair of half-clothed lovers smooching passionately on a lovebed.




CORPORAL JONES (Cont’d)


What in tarnation -- !

Harry sees the problem right away.  He reaches over the periscope and grabs a card pinned to a range marker:  the 

binoculars were focussed on a racy photograph of two lovers.  

Jones tries to grab the card from Harry, but Harry temptingly dangles it out of reach until Private Dingle snatches it and quickly hides it under his tunic.




PRIVATE DINGLE


Enemy sabotage!  I’ll keep it as  


evidence for the colonel!

Jones and Dingle leer at each other conspiratorially.




CORPORAL JONES



(to Harry and Max) 


You, uh, men will patrol along


the left flank while Private


Dingle and I search for enemy 


infiltrators along the right 


flank.  Is that perfectly clear?

Max barks obediently while Harry mounts the bayonet on his rifle and snaps to attention.  Dingle and Jones put their heads together and whisper.




PRIVATE DINGLE


Don’t you want me to keep my


eye on that sad sack?




CORPORAL JONES


No, if he fouls up, we’ll be


rid of him!  He might even get


shot if we’re lucky!

Dingle snickers maliciously.




CORPORAL JONES (Cont’d)


Right?



(to Harry, hopefully)


Now march!

With Max bravely taking the lead, Harry dutifully follows, his bayonet ready to skewer the enemy at an instant.  Jones and Dingle watch skeptically, then march off in the opposite direction.

JUMP CUT:

Jones and Dingle have been captured and have their hands up: disarmed in a trench pit by a squad of six rifle and bayonet armed enemy.  A vicious GERMAN LIEUTENANT wearing muttonchops and a spike helmet brandishes a luger pistol with a twelve-inch long barrel.  

Both Americans seem terrified as the officer vindictively twirls the drooping end of his whiskers and wiggles his eyebrows obscenely while squinting at them sadistically.

GERMAN RIFLEMAN NO. 1, with a huge beer belly, cruelly snaps the buttons off Jones’ tunic one by one with the tip of his bayonet.  Jones gasps each time.  GERMAN RIFLEMAN NO. 2 mercilessly pokes his bayonet into Dingle’s stomach, making him writhe along the trench wall. 

Rifleman No. 1 withdraws his bayonet.  Corporal Jones loudly groans in relief, but then the enemy lieutenant squeezes the long barrel of the luger right up against his head.  The officer gropes around inside Jones’ open tunic, nearly causing him to faint.  

The German officer finds a map and throws it open on the trench wall.  He bares his teeth and yells horribly.  Jones closes his eyes and trembles, expecting to be shot.




GERMAN LIEUTENANT


Fershlugginer map!  Vere ist de 


howitzer, Amerikanische dumbkopf?  


Sprech or I vill schoot you!

Jones clamps both hands over his blubbering lips to stop himself from talking.  The lieutenant tries to force his fingers apart.  Suddenly Jones bites the lieutenant’s thumb causing the German to howl painfully and flip over backwards onto his keester, dropping his spiked helmet on the ground behind him.  

Jones jumps bloodthirstily at the officer, but four enemy riflemen stop him with their bayonets.

Stealing out of a connecting trench, Harry and Max slowly creep up behind the enemy.  They are observed only by Dingle and Jones, who cannot keep the sudden hope of rescue from showing in their faces.  

Rifleman no. 2, guarding Dingle, cautiously looks over his shoulder.  Harry and Max quickly scamper out of view.  

While rifleman no. 2 looks back at Dingle suspiciously,  Harry and Max tiptoe up behind the seated German lieutenant who is tearfully nursing his throbbing thumb.

To distract the guards, Corporal Jones sings to Dingle in a high pitched voice.




CORPORAL JONES



(off-key)


Habst du heard das Deutsches band?


Mid a bang, und a boom, und a bing,


bang, boom!

Dingle puts on a humble grin and timidly joins in, waving a limp finger like an orchestra conductor.




JONES and DINGLE



(ensemble)


Mid a bang, und a boom, und a bing,


bang, boom!

The enemy riflemen gratefully relax as they are very pleased to hear one of their favorite tunes.  They let their weapons rest at their sides.  Rifleman no. 1 smiles witlessly and croaks like a bullfrog.  




GERMAN RIFLEMAN NO. 1


Das ist gutt!  Das ist very gutt!!

Dingle and Jones sing another chorus.  Max slowly slinks forward to attack.  Harry lays down his rifle, quietly picks up a sandbag, then noiselessly slams the German officer in the head with it.  The officer falls backwards and his legs kick three times before his lights go out.  

Harry quietly removes his own soup plate helmet, puts on the spike helmet and grabs the officer’s big pistol.  He drops into a crouch and suddenly sprints forward, ramming the sharp spike of his helmet right into the rear end of enemy rifleman no. 1.  The fat German rockets over the trench wall with a scream.

Max leaps growling and snapping at rifleman no. 2.  The enemy drops his rifle and fearfully hides behind Dingle.  Dingle hits the dirt so that Max can get to the German’s throat.

The other Germans spin around to attack Harry.  Jones rapidly kicks their keesters, knocking two soldiers down.  Harry growls and waves the officer’s pistol.

The Germans try to rush Harry all at once, but he fires the gun.  A single shot knocks off all four of their helmets and makes their hair stand on end.  They drop rifles, scramble out of the trench and run away shouting.

EXT. BATTLEFIELD - SUNSET

A moving column of tanks and armored cars are silhouetted on the horizon as the blood red sun sinks into the west.

EXT. BATTLEFIELD - MIDNIGHT

While Harry and Max sleep fitfully in a side trench next to the howitzer pit, Private Dingle steals Harry’s trophy spike helmet and luger pistol and hands them to Corporal Jones who hides them in a duffel bag.




CORPORAL JONES



(whispering)


Souvenirs like these are gonna


make us rich when we get back 


to the states.



(points at Harry)


Keep your eye on that gold mine


in case he gets any more bright


ideas!

Dingle finger signs “okay” and settles down nearby.  Harry turns over on his stomach and moans lonesomely as he dreams.




HARRY


Charlotte!  Oh Charlotte, I love 


you so!

SLOW SHIMMERING DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. COLLEGE STADIUM - DAY

Charlotte listlessly goes through the motions of cheerleading.  She throws down her pom poms, kicks up a divot of turf and sits on a bench at the sidelines, staring unhappily at her feet.

Biff prances over with huge leaps and bounds.  He poses heroically for a moment before speaking.




BIFF


Is bunny bumps getting snoozy


woozy?

Charlotte morosely kicks at the dirt.




CHARLOTTE


No, it’s Harry!  I never real-


ized how much I could miss that


silly boy!




BIFF 


But, pussy wussy, what about Biff’s


big gamesy wamesy tomorrow?




CHARLOTTE



(stands decisively)


Forget your stupid game!  This 


is ridiculous, I’ve got to find 


Harry!

Charlotte begins to walk away, but Biff is suddenly enraged.  He roughly grabs her by the arm and squeezes her very tightly against him.




CHARLOTTE


Let go!




BIFF


You’re not going after that


loser, you’re staying right 


here with me!  And if I ever 


get my hands on him --

Charlotte fruitlessly tries to wrestle free.  She pounds Biff on the chest with her dainty little fists.




CHARLOTTE



(crying)


Release me, you big gorilla!



(yelling)


Harry!  Harry!  Please help!




BIFF



(grunts cruelly)


He can’t help you now!

He violently grasps the pretty nape of her neck and tries to force her lips against his.  Charlotte is in agony to avoid a fate worse than death.




CHARLOTTE


No!  No!

Suddenly she swings her knee hard up into Biff’s groin making him howl with pain.  He staggers backwards in anguish, both hands tenderly clasping his injured parts.

Charlotte throws up her arms and dashes for the stands. Biff continues to stagger about, groaning painfully.

Charlotte jumps eight feet onto the bleachers, then sprints up to the stadium walls where she timidly turns around to see if she is being pursued.  

Biff angrily leaps steps three at a time with his fists clenched, grunting like a wounded boar.

Closer and closer he comes.  Charlotte panics.  She rapidly turns one way and the other, then races for the far end of the stadium with Biff not far behind, pounding along and blowing like a bull elephant.

Charlotte is horrified to see an obstacle blocking her path: the stands are under construction, wooden barriers guard newly poured cement.

Charlotte waits trembling almost until Biff has her in his clutches, then she dashes down the steps.  Biff clumsily slams through a wooden barrier and slides through a patch of wet cement.  He falls butt first into a wheelbarrow that roughly bounces all the way down to the playing field, dumping him in a heap at the sidelines.

Madder than ever, Biff gets back on his feet, sees Charlotte and lunges after her.  Charlotte dances backwards between the goal posts, screaming like a police siren.  

Biff throws his best tackle but misses as Charlotte leaps up to grab the crossbar of the goal posts.  She dangles out of reach.

Charlotte swings back and forth like a gymnast until she has enough momentum to circle the bar.  Biff jumps after her ankles.

Charlotte spins around the crossbar, rapidly picking up speed.  On the third circuit, a foot connects with Biff’s jaw, knocking him backwards all the way down to the ten-yard line, where he collapses.

Charlotte spins around faster and faster.  Suddenly the crossbar breaks loose and she flies through the air, then gracefully lands with the bar still in her arms.

Biff wobbles to his feet.  He tries to stagger around the bar, but Charlotte wields it like a weapon and twice bangs him on the noggin. 

Biff shakes off the hurt and falls into position like a lineman.




BIFF


Down, set!  Hut one, hut two,


hut three!

He rushes forward straight into the beam, breaks it over his helmet and nearly knocks himself out.  But he clumsily manages to trap Charlotte in his powerful grasp.

Charlotte throws back her head helplessly and moans.




CHARLOTTE


Save me, Harry, please!

Biff squeezes her hard as a wrestler.




 CHARLOTTE (Cont’d)


Oh, I am lost!

SHIMMERING DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. BATTLEFIELD - DAY

At the break of dawn, bullet shots and explosions echo eerily across the half-lit landscape.  

Down in the trenches, Dingle watches from the shadows as Harry, talking in his sleep, squeaks in a high-pitched voice like Charlotte.




HARRY


Save me, Harry, I love only you!




PRIVATE DINGLE



(whispers)


If that’s a real bear, then I’m


the Queen of England!

Dingle creeps over and feels around under Harry’s chin until he finds what he’s looking for: the tab to a zipper.




PRIVATE DINGLE (Cont’d)


Ah hah!

He pulls hard, opening the bear suit all the way from collar to crotch, revealing the cash bag strapped to Harry’s waist.  Harry groggily awakens as Dingle grabs the cash bag and tears it open.  Dingle stares dumbfounded at the pile of hundred dollar bills inside.  

Harry jumps to his feet and gropes for the bag, but Dingle keeps it out of reach.  Harry sees it is useless to keep up his masquerade.




HARRY


Give it back, Private Dingle, I 


have to return that to the right-


ful owners!




PRIVATE DINGLE


Not so fast, you furry faker!


Oh, what I could do with this


much moola!

Harry grabs for the bag again but his nose collides with Dingle’s elbow.




HARRY


That’d be stealing!  Grand 


larceny!




PRIVATE DINGLE



(cleverly)


Maybe you’re the thief!  Maybe 


that’s why you fooled everyone 


with that phoney circus animal 


routine!  Fraud!  To get out


of trouble now, you’ve got a 


lot of explaining to do.




HARRY


Dingle, you wouldn’t believe me 


no matter what I said!



(shrugs hopelessly)


Oh, what’s the use?

Suddenly Harry bends over and grasps Dingle by the boots.  He flips him upside down which sends the bag flying way up.  Harry gets under the bag and makes the catch but steps on Max’s tail, causing the dog to awaken with a yelp.

Dingle scrambles back to his feet and blows shrilly through a tin whistle.  The entire platoon jumps onto the barricades to fire their rifles.

Corporal Jones, his pistol drawn, marches officiously over to Dingle.




CORPORAL JONES


Report, private!  Did you see


the enemy? 

 


PRIVATE DINGLE


It’s that phoney bear, corporal!  


He’s carrying thousands in cash!

Jones creeps menacingly towards Harry.




CORPORAL JONES


Alright, buster, hand it over.


I don’t wanna have to shoot our


beloved mascot!




HARRY



(nervously)


Oh no you don’t!

Harry hops out of the way, slips the bag back under his belt and zips up his costume.




CORPORAL JONES


I’ll shoot!  A battlefield 


execution -- for impersonating 


a bear in the face of the enemy!

Max leaps at Jones, knocking him down, then he and Harry 

jump from the trench and race out onto the open battlefield.

Tin whistles screech everywhere behind them.  All along the American lines, platoons of riflemen spring from the trenches in a bayonet charge at the enemy, with Harry and Max in the lead, only yards ahead of the greedy Jones and Dingle.  

The artillery mules jump from a pit, kick and hee-haw, then gallop toward the enemy.  One of them races ahead of Harry.  

The colonel slaps his horse with a riding crop as he chases after the men.

ACROSS THE BATTLEFIELD:

In the German trenches, the enemy soldiers fire feverishly while their commanders shout hysterically.  At the center of a rank of firing riflemen, a GERMAN CORPORAL lays down his weapon to look through a pair of periscopic binoculars. 

BINOCULAR VIEW OF HARRY LEADING THE AMERICAN TROOPS

The German corporal rubs his weary eyes and stands aside while a GERMAN SERGEANT looks through the binoculars astonished, then checks the lenses to see if there’s anything in front of them.




GERMAN CORPORAL


Vas ist los, die zircus?




GERMAN SERGEANT


Amerikanische morons!

In an instant, one of the American mules is upon them braying and snapping.  He bites the German sergeant on the nose and tugs fiercely until the screaming sergeant pulls 

loose and flies backwards.  The sergeant lands upside down with a splash in a barrel marked “pickles.”  His legs pedal uselessly, while the German corporal desperately tries to pull him out of the barrel.

With the Americans almost upon them, enemy officers panic and shout the order to retreat.  The Germans break ranks and run from their trenches in a yelling frenzy.

Harry and Max leap over a trench and sprint after the enemy, with the entire company of Americans close behind them.  The Americans yell victoriously as they rapidly pour down through the enemy position, then charge up the other side.  

One rifleman knocks over and breaks the pickle barrel, dumping the enemy corporal and sergeant on their keesters in a flood of slimy pickles and brine.  

The German sergeant bites down on a huge pickle, causing a stream of juice to spray all over the German corporal’s face.  The corporal daintily wipes himself off with a hanky as Americans leap over his head.

On a crater pocked stretch of battlefield, an artillery round explodes near a German tank, blowing the gun barrel to bits.  A tread breaks loose and unwinds.  

Enemy tankers armed with pistols frantically climb from the tank’s smoking hatches but are startled to see Harry and Max charging straight at them.  The Germans fearfully drop their weapons and throw up their trembling hands in surrender.

Looking over his shoulder, Harry sees Dingle and Jones fifty yards behind him.  He turns back to face the Germans and growls savagely, while Max fiercely lunges at them.  The frightened tankers stumble and collide as they cowardly turn tail and dash away with Max and Harry chasing after.

Private Dingle wheezes hoarsely into Corporal Jones’ ear.




PRIVATE DINGLE


If we don’t stop him, he’s gon-


na get himself another medal!




CORPORAL JONES


And keep that whole bag filled 


with money?!  I’ll wrap this 


damned rifle around his neck!

JUMP CUT:

Further ahead are the German rear lines, bristling with deadly machine gun nests, mortar pits and cannon positions.  

Panicky enemy artillery officers pace nervously as they watch the rapidly approaching Americans.  A GERMAN GENERAL shouts the order to fire, which is echoed by all his officers.

With a huge collective roar, the German weapons suddenly lay down a massive barrage that forces the attacking Americans to reverse directions.

SPECIAL EFFECT -- FILM RUNS IN REVERSE:  

AMERICANS SPRINT BACKWARDS IN SPEEDED-UP MOTION 

All the American attackers, including the mules and the colonel on his horse, retreat backwards across the battlefield and back down into the trenches -- all, that is, except for Harry and Max.  

END OF SPECIAL EFFECT

The furry duo bravely keep up the attack.  They stagger around exploding artillery shells and run through a hail of machine gun bullets.

JUMP CUT:

A large cannon barrel protrudes over a mound of sandbags. Max and Harry creep under it and climb down into the artillery pit below, which is covered with camouflage netting.

In the pit, a German artillery crew prepares the cannon to fire.  Harry stays out of sight and stealthily finds a sledge hammer.  

One after another Max tiptoes up behind the Germans and nudges them with his muzzle.  When the surprised soldiers turn to see who is pushing, Harry knocks each one out with his hammer.

The last one, a GERMAN GUNNER, slams the cannon breech shut then turns, shocked to see Harry and Max coming at him.  He shouts in terror and grabs for Harry, but Max trips him.  He stumbles, gets brained by Harry’s hammer and falls.  

The woozy gunner gets up and frantically circles the pit with Max snapping at his heels.  Meanwhile, Harry quickly re-aims the cannon so that it points sideways.

Harry jerks the lanyard and the cannon loudly fires.

A huge artillery shell hurtles over the German trenches and slams through the wall of a blockhouse with the painted sign in Gothic letters, “Command Bunker.”  There is an enormous explosion as the bunker is blown to smithereens.

Harry picks up his hammer.  The German gunner fearfully backs away as Harry comes at him.




GERMAN GUNNER


Spy!  

Harry lunges homicidally.  The German rapidly backpedals out of the pit.  He catches his heel on a rope tether which unties, suddenly dropping the camouflage netting on top of Harry and Max.  They struggle fiercely with the netting but can’t get loose.

JUMP CUT:

An entire platoon of Germans with rifle and bayonet have captured Harry and Max and clamped them in ball and chain.  

The soldiers step aside to let through their general.  He is scorched and blackened, wears bandages and limps on crutches.  The general places a charcoaled monocle in an eye socket and bitterly scrutinizes the prisoners.




GERMAN GENERAL


Such
brilliant disguises!



(to the riflemen)


Take these spies to the air-


field and shoot them at dawn 


tomorrow!

The German riflemen snap their heels obediently and close ranks around Max and Harry.  The prisoners trudge forward sadly, dragging their iron balls behind them.

EXT. GERMAN AIRFIELD - DAY

A half dozen twin-winged fighters decorated with the knight’s cross are parked on the runway.

EXT. JAIL CELL - DAY

The German soldiers lock Harry and Max in the jail, a cement cube with iron bars in front.  The soldiers goose step away.

Max pitiably pokes his nose through the bars while Harry fruitlessly tries to bend them apart.

A rotund JAILER with a huge keyring on his belt plumps down on a stool facing the cage and snickers at the prisoners sardonically.  He gnaws on a huge piece of green cheese, drinks from a bottle of wine and loudly belches.  

Max barks hungrily.  Harry grabs the bars, props his feet against them and tugs with all his might.  The jailer approaches and smugly addresses the prisoners.




JAILER


It is useless to think of 


escape, my American friends!  


The only way out of here for


you is through the graveyard!

He throws back his fat head and laughs uproariously, coming very close to the bars.  His keyring dangles right in front of Max’s nose.  The dog tugs at Harry’s leg to make him see it.

Harry suddenly grabs the jailer around the throat and chokes with all his might.  The fat guard flails helplessly, banging his elbows against the bars.




JAILER


Let go!  Let go!

Max quietly slips the keyring off the jailer’s belt, places it on the floor and sits on it.




HARRY


Okay, you asked for it!

The jailer looks at Harry stunned and Harry suddenly lets go of his throat.  The guard spins around.  He falls stomach first onto the stool smashing it into toothpicks, breaking the wine bottle and dropping the green cheese in the dirt.  He rolls over, sits up and dazedly inspects the dirty cheese.




JAILER



(yells at Harry)


Shweinhund!  My limburger is 


ruined!

JUMP CUT:

The jailer arrives with another stool, another bottle of wine and a roasted leg of lamb.  He sits down and greedily chews on the meat, ignoring the prisoners.




HARRY



(shouting)


Hey fatso, how about something 


for me and the pooch?  We’re


starving to death in here!

The jailer sloppily quaffs a pint of wine, then wipes his greasy mouth on a sleeve.




JAILER


I cannot hear you.  It is ver- 


boten for prisoners to address


the jailer.




HARRY


Gimme that wine, I’m dying of


thirst!




JAILER


Wine for a bear?

He throws back his head and laughs heartily.  He upends the half gallon bottle and quickly pours all of it down his throat, making his adam’s apple bob up and down noisily like a leaky drain.

The jailer rapidly devours the leg of lamb.  The prisoners watch enviously from the cot in their cell.

When the jailer is done, his head nods drowsily and he drops the wine bottle and the lamb bone.  

INT. JAIL CELL - DAY

Harry and Max wait a few beats.  Max grabs the keyring from under the bed and places it in Harry’s lap.  Harry fondly scratches Max behind the ears and the dog’s tail thumps the floor.




HARRY



(whispering)


What a good Maxy boy!

Harry unlocks the chains around each of their legs, then

quietly tiptoes to the cage door and slips a hand through the bars.  He tries several keys in the lock while watching cautiously to see the jailer doesn’t awaken.  The jailer is out cold.  

EXT. JAIL CELL - DAY

The lock is sprung.  Harry grabs his ball and chain and hefts it like a weapon, then he and Max shuffle past the guard, with Max pausing only to sniff the lamb bone.

EXT. GERMAN AIRFIELD - DAY

GERMAN PILOT NO. 1 checks the air pressure of the tires on his plane as Harry and Max sneak past.  He sees their

shadows, stands and pulls his pistol.  Man and dog quickly move around behind him so they cannot be seen.

Puzzled, the pilot scratches his head with the pistol, turns right and then left looking for them, but Harry and Max cleverly stay behind him each time.

Frustrated, the pilot holsters his weapon and kneels back down to check the tires again.  Harry and Max sneak around to the opposite side of the plane.

The pilot drops a pressure gauge and crawls under the plane fuselage to pick it up.  He sees the furry legs of the two escapees and yells out.




GERMAN PILOT NO. 1


Halt!  Halt!

Max and Harry pedal madly and dash away.  

The pilot jumps up, but painfully bangs the back of his head against the fuselage.  He rubs his scalp and rapidly crawls out from under the plane.  He spots the fugitives and sprints after them with pistol drawn.

Pistol shots ricochet off the tarmac as Max and Harry scurry to hide behind another plane.

The pilot looks underneath the other plane, trying to get a clear shot at them.  Max sees him and moves Harry out of the way.

The pilot stealthily climbs into the plane’s rear cockpit.  He triumphantly points his pistol down at Harry.




GERMAN PILOT NO. 1


My prisoner!  Put up your hands!

Harry obediently throws up his hands, tossing the iron ball and chain right into the pilot’s face with a loud bong.  The ball and chain wrap around the pilot’s neck and he straightens up stiff as a board, then sinks down unconscious into the cockpit and out of sight.

Sirens scream all over the airfield as other pilots rush from their barracks. 

An open topped car carrying rifle-armed guards races out of a hangar, screeches into a turn and careens up the runway. 

Harry quickly hoists Max into the forward section of the cockpit.  He runs around the front of the plane and pulls the propellor twice until it catches. 

The propellor suddenly lifts Harry and spins him completely around before he falls to the ground.  The propellor continues to spin rapidly and the plane starts to turn.

On the runway, the other pilots fire pistol shots in the air.

Harry scrambles into the rear cockpit compartment.

Harry fiddles with the controls and pulls the throttle.  The plane taxis onto the runway towards the group of enraged pilots who aim and fire their weapons at it.

Max stands in the front seat resting his forepaws on the triggers of a pair of machine guns.  They fire, kicking up dust around the enemy pilots as the plane races towards them.

The pilots scatter as the airplane jerkily takes flight.  It does a banked turn, catching the gable of a control tower.  The tower crashes to the ground, with enemy technicians tumbling out onto the airfield.

The open topped squad car speeds after the escaping plane with the riflemen firing their weapons in the air.  

The squad car crashes into a gas pump, igniting a huge explosion that sends the riflemen flying. 

Enemy pilots scramble for their planes.  They spin propellors, jump in cockpits, taxi onto the runway and take off.

EXT. IN THE AIR - DAY

With Harry panicking at the controls, his plane lets out a black smoke trail.  It coughs and sputters, bounces up and down, soars high into the clouds, then does a plummeting barrel roll and dives for the trees with the engine screaming. 

Perilously thrown about, Max falls on the control stick,  which narrowly saves the plane from crashing by pulling it into a high speed vertical climb.

As the plane climbs, Harry somersaults backwards out of the cockpit and slides down the fuselage to the rear stabilizer fin where he holds on for dear life, fluttering like a raccoon tail on a sportscar.

German pilot No. 1, with the ball and chain still wrapped around his neck, slides back up into the rear cockpit seat, groggily awakens and tries to take control of the plane.

Max suddenly hits his control stick and the plane levels.  He hits the stick again and the plane turns over upside down, dropping the German pilot clean out of the cockpit.

EXT. FIELD OF HAYSTACKS - DAY

As the enemy pilot plummets through a large haystack, a red rooster standing on top flaps his wings and screeches madly.

EXT. IN THE AIR - DAY

Max slows the plane and turns it right side up.  Harry slides back down the fuselage and feet first into the rear cockpit. 

Harry hears the sounds of loud engines behind him.  He twists around and is shocked to see four enemy planes in rapid pursuit.

He finds two pairs of goggles, straps one on, the other over Max’s head.




HARRY



(shouting)


Here we go! 

Harry slaps back the throttle and the plane accelerates, whipping from side to side.

Two of the enemy planes close the distance at top speed.  Harry drops the shaking plane closer to the ground and follows a pair of railroad tracks that wind through hilly farmland.  

The enemy planes get closer and closer as Harry makes a turn around a rock cliff, then flies straight into a railroad tunnel.

One enemy plane explodes against the side of the tunnel, the other flies inside.  There is the ear-piercing sound of a squealing railroad whistle.

Max and Harry zoom out the far side of the tunnel, narrowly missing a speeding train as it enters.  There is a huge explosion inside the tunnel.

EXT. RAILROAD TRACKS - DAY

The train roars out the other end of the tunnel with the debris of a destroyed plane plastered all over the engine.

German pilot No. 2 clings terrified to the engine smokestack as the whistle lets out a shriek.

EXT. IN THE AIR - DAY

Another enemy airplane gains on Max and Harry, firing its machine guns.  

As bullets whip through the escape plane’s rigging, both Max and Harry fiddle frantically with the controls, making the plane swerve and dip wildly.

German pilot no. 3 grimaces angrily as he throws back his throttle and steers his propellor right up to the rear fin of the escape plane, staying only inches behind no matter how it twists and turns.

Harry suddenly pulls hard on his control stick which makes his plane hop up above the enemy pursuer, then down on its top wing.

With Max and Harry on top, the enemy plane is forced closer and closer to the ground.  The enemy plane’s landing gear suddenly catch on a fence around a cattle corral and the plane slams nose down into the dirt.

The escape plane soars back into the sky.

EXT. CORRAL - DAY

German pilot no. 3 cautiously climbs from his wrecked plane, miraculously unscathed, but unaware that an angry bull is pawing the ground behind him.  

The pilot feels himself tenderly and dusts off his jumpsuit.  Suddenly the bull charges and butts the pilot in the rear, making him catapult over the fence with a yell.

EXT. IN THE AIR - DAY

The escape plane soars over the English Channel.  Harry shouts joyfully.




HARRY


We’re almost home, Maxy boy!


That’s England straight ahead!

Max barks wearily.

High above them, German pilot no. 4, smiling wickedly under his waxed mustache, begins a top speed dive, firing his machine guns.

Bullets hit the escape plane engine, causing black smoke to pour from the cowling.  Another machine gun burst peppers a wing as the enemy plane dives perilously close.  

Harry clutches the control stick and his smoking plane arches into a loop the loop, with the enemy plane looping after.

The two airplanes loop the loop over and over again, while nearing the white cliffs of Dover.

Suddenly Max levels the plane and drops down near the water, nearly hitting a rowboat carrying two terrified fishermen who jump overboard.  The escape plane does a steep banked turn.

The pursuing enemy plane is too low.  It lands on the empty rowboat and skis like a seaplane, throwing up a foamy wake.  German pilot No. 4 crosses his fingers and closes his eyes tightly, then his plane explodes into the base of a white cliff.

EXT. ENGLISH CHANNEL - DAY

The dog paddling fishermen hurrah happily and throw their hats like spectators at a soccer match.

EXT. IN THE AIR - DAY

Harry and Max climb steeply, narrowly clear a cliff and circle an airfield below.  The Union Jack flutters above three RAF fighters parked on the runway.

The engine on the escape plane seizes and conks out.  The nose pulls up and the plane glides slowly towards the ground.

EXT. ENGLISH AIRFIELD - DAY

A pair of lorries with sirens screaming careen onto the tarmac and halt.  A dozen armed British soldiers jump out and deploy.

Harry and Max touch down lightly, instantly halting with just a squeak of the brakes: a perfect three-point landing.  They leap from the cockpit like a pair of dashing aces.

As the British soldiers rush in, Harry pulls off his bear’s head and calls to a BRITISH OFFICER in gold braid.




HARRY


Don’t shoot, we’re Americans!




BRITISH OFFICER



(doubtfully)


Right!  And I suppose you Yanks


liberated this gerry plane?  We’ll


see about that!

The officer blows his whistle and his men come rushing in to take Harry and Max prisoner.

SLOW DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. BUCKINGHAM PALACE - DAY

A large formally dressed crowd below a ceremonial platform cheers as the King awards the Order of the British Empire to each of Harry and Max, who are in uniform and already festooned with other medals.  (Harry no longer wears the bear suit.)

Max jumps up to lick the King’s face making him fall backwards onto a scepter in the lap of the seated Queen.  The King quickly stands and rubs his sore behind.

The British RAF officer leans over to whisper in Harry’s ear.




BRITISH OFFICER


A mere formality, old boy!  


We’ll try and get you two he- 


roes back 
home to the U.S. of


A. as quickly as possible!

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. MAIN STREET - DAY

American flags and banners are draped everywhere.  A wildly cheering crowd welcomes Harry and Max who are riding in an open-topped limousine, followed by the Badgers football team marching band playing “Hail to the Chief.”

In front of the bank, Harry taps his chauffeur on the shoulder.  The limo halts while the band continues to play and march in place behind it.

Carrying the cash bag, Harry rushes into the bank, then comes out without the bag.  He jumps in the limo and hugs Max.




HARRY


I returned the stolen loot!


At last, I have a clear 


conscience!

A bald headed bank officer grasping the cash bag runs out of the bank and stands before the entryway scratching his hairless dome in puzzlement.  He tries to call Harry back, but the band drowns him out as the limo continues the procession.  The bank officer happily hugs the returned cash bag, shrugs and returns inside.

EXT. COLLEGE STADIUM - DAY

The stands are packed with students shouting welcome as the limo and marching band slowly circle the field.  The procession halts in front of strutting cheerleaders and football players who repeatedly shout the victory cheer.




CHEERLEADERS and 




FOOTBALL PLAYERS


Sis!  Boom!  Bah!  Yea!

Harry and Max dismount next to a buffet table covered with cream pies and other delicacies.  Town dignitaries, including the dowager and her poodle, stand nearby.

A linebacker holds his hands together.  Charlotte steps into his palms and he tosses her high in the air.  She tumbles over and lands gracefully right in front of Harry.




CHARLOTTE


Hail the conquering hero!

Harry and Charlotte embrace and kiss like long lost lovers while Max and the poodle romantically lick each other’s tongues.

Biff, in uniform, angrily pushes his way through the other football players and pulls the lovers apart.




BIFF


Hey, you can’t do that to me!




HARRY and CHARLOTTE


Oh no?

Harry and Charlotte both turn and grab cream pies.  They wind up and hit Biff smack in the face.  Dripping with cream, he calls to his teammates, outraged and shocked.




BIFF


Help me, I’m under attack!

As the footballers rush in, the dignitaries grab pies and bombard them.  It’s a rout as the startled, cream-smeared players slip and fall all over each other.

Harry, Charlotte, Max and the poodle tiptoe into the limo and snuggle in the back seat.  The chauffeur sneaks them out of the stadium as the band circles the gridiron playing “Ta Ra Ra Boom De-ay.”

Meanwhile, the dowager knocks Biff down with a pie in the nose, then plumps down on top of him with her skirts draped over his belly.  He struggles mightily, but she’s way too heavy.  He throws his arms apart hopelessly.




BIFF



(blubbering cream)


Help!




The End

