FADE | N:
EXT. JUNGLE RI VER -- AFTERNOON

A yellowinflatable raft with three occupants glides down a
jungle river. The first person is a m ddl e-aged nman,

MARSHALL, wearing a khaki brown safari ensenble. The second
is WLL, a young man of about 17 with curly brown hair,
sideburns, and a bowie knife clipped to his belt. And the
third is HOLLY, a 12-year-old chipnonk-faced girl with braided
pigtails and a red plaid shirt. Al of themare |ounging
about the raft as it drifts along with the current.

W LL

A routine expedition, ny ass!
MARSHAL L

Shut the frick up! | swear, one

nore peep out of you and |I'm going
to smack you back to the |and that
time forgot.

HOLLY
Daaaad. | have to pee again.

W LL
Thi s sucks! You got us lost, you
idiot! | mean, where in the hel

are we?

MARSHALL sticks his hand into a cooler and pulls out a cold
beer.

MARSHAL L

(to Holly)
Can you hold it? | nmean you just
went |ike 20 m nutes ago!

(to WII)
And you... we're not |ost okay.
Like | said, this is a routine
expedition. 1've done this like,
what?, a bazillion tinmes?...

WLL sulks and starts playing with his bow e knife.

W LL
(under his breath)
Mom woul d have never taken us out to
this mal ari a-ridden hell hole..

MARSHALL crushes the now enpty beer can in his fist.

MARSHAL L
Oh yeah? Well, let nme tell you a
little something about your nother.
She's a crack-whore.

( MORE)



MARSHALL (CONT' D)
Adirty, filthy crack-whore. O
course she woul dn't have taken you
out to this part of... the world.
She' d be strung out on the boul evard,
turning tricks for a dinebag...

HOLLY
Wul d you two stop it? Gosh. You
shouldn't talk about Momlike that.
Besi des, she's in treatnent now and. ..
hey, a nonkey!

HOLLY excitedly points to the trees along the shore.

MARSHAL L
Hol ly, that's a squirrel, honey.
Did you take your Ritalin this
norning? Please tell nme you took
your Ritalin.

HOLLY |ies down on the floor of the raft and pokes at her
cheeks with her finger.

HOLLY
| had cereal this norning. Lots of
cereal. Silly rabbit, Trix are for
kids. M shirt looks like a table

cloth. ..

She trails off, lost in her owmn world. MARSHALL sighs.
W LL suggestively rubs his bowi e knife against the rubber
raft.

MARSHAL L
Don't even think about it, nunb-nuts!

W LL
Way?  You think drowni ng woul d be
any worse than slowy starving to
death on this little boat?

MARSHAL L
Hey! It was YOU that wanted to cone
out here in the first place. You
said you wanted a water adventure,
remenber ?

W LL
Dude, | suggested wi nd-surfing in
Maui. Not poaching crocodiles in
this... god-forsaken place...

MARSHAL L
Poachi ng pays the bills, you
ungrateful little bastard!

( MORE)



MARSHALL ( CONT' D)
You' d do well to remenber that! Wo
do you think pays for your little
skat eboards and pl aystations?

HOLLY excitedly points again to the shore.

HOLLY
Look! Leprechauns!

MARSHALL and WLL turn, and they see a group of jungle
tribesnmen with painted faces and bl ow guns.

MARSHAL L
Shit! Honey, get down! Those aren't
| epr echauns!

A dart whizzes by MARSHALL's head, then another. He ducks

and starts paddling the boat with his hands. A third dart
punctures the side of the raft. Holly reaches over and starts
pulling it out.

MARSHALL ( CONT' D)
Honey, no!

The dart pops out and there's a slow, audible hiss com ng
fromthe raft. Holly licks the end of the dart. MARSHALL
snatches it away.

MARSHALL ( CONT' D)
Don't do that! [It's probably poisoned
with frog piss or sonething...

HOLLY
It's magically delicious.

The tribesnen watch fromthe shore and appear to | augh, before
di sappearing in the trees.

W LL
Ni ce going, DADI | told you you
shoul dn't have defiled their village!

MARSHAL L
| didn't defile anything. Look, I
was only havin' a little fun..

W LL
You snmudged a Hitler noustache on
their idol worshipping thingie...

MARSHAL L
(def ensi vel y)
Vell... It WAS doing that little
Heil Hitler...
(doing a nazi salute)
with the arm..



Before he can finish, the trees start shaking. Birds fly

into the air in giant colorful clouds. The sound of the
forest erupts with animal and bird chatter. Everything around
themis trenbling. Rocks and boul ders break away fromthe
embanknment and splash into the water

MARSHALL ( CONT' D)
... | think it's an earthquake!

W LL
No shit, Sherl ock!

HOLLY
My hand snells |ike cheese.

Just then, a large rocky cliff in front of them breaks away,

w th huge rocks splashing to the left and right. The river
channel s towards the new opening and the current starts noving
rapidly. W can see this new opening has exposed an enor nobus
waterfall.

MARSHAL L

This is it kids! Hang on!
W LL

Dad?... |'m scared!
HOLLY

(with a conpletely
cal m expressi on on
her face)
| don't have to pee anynore.

MARSHAL L
Okay. Just hang on! Cone here and
hang on! W' re going to get through
this, okay? W're all going to be
just fine. And we this is all over,
| want to prom se you kids one thing.
I"mgoing to stop being such a..

such a... cavenan
W LL
| love you, Dad!
MARSHAL L
| love you too.
HOLLY
| love Fruity Pebbles... and Cocoa

Pebbl es... and...

Her voice trails away as the tiny raft di sappears over the
waterfall. No splash. No sound other than that of rushing
wat er .



5.

Except, off in the distance, we hear the |oud grunbling roar
of a grunpy animal. It sounds |ike a dinosaur.

FADE OUT
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