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NB – The story is presented in a modified screenplay/screen
treatment format for easier reading.

 

Some screenplay technical abbreviations used are:

INT. - interior;  EXT. - exterior;  POV - Point of
View.  RESUME - cut back to a previous scene or shot; SFX -
special effects

 

"FOR LOVE NOR MONEY"

 

"The African Queen" meets "Coming Home" and "Guess Who's Coming
To Dinner"

 

Mrs. Adams is on a secret mission. And it will not make Bernard
Simms' day.

 

A day trip while vacationing on a sleepy Caribbean island for an
American tourist, Madge Adams (40's), turns into a nightmare ordeal
in the South American jungle when the fishing boat she rented is
hijacked by narco-terrorists. She discovers she has some unexpected
emotional bonds with the boat's owner, a dyspeptic Gulf War vet who
is convinced he's a washed-up loser, and is forced by cruel fate to
relive his worst traumas one more time.

 

Intense, action-packed, character-driven drama which just
doesn't let up until they both discover the very emotive truth
about their shared past, life after forty, and the long arm of the
law.  And even then there's more.

 

A man. A woman. An old boat. And $5 million.

Nothing will ever be the same again.

And they don't want it to be.

 

 

ESTABLISHING SHOTS   CARIBBEAN ISLAND
HARBOR   EARLY MORNING

 

The small harbor is sleepy at this early hour except for a few
boats which are setting out from the fisherman's jetty, while
others are coming in with their catch.

 

EXT.  FISHERMAN'S JETTY     
EARLY  MORNING

 

At the far end of the jetty a boat's engine sounds to be running
rough. Clouds of smoke billow from the exhaust. The 'Esmerelda' is
an old traditional 45ft clinker-hulled motor-sailer. Not exactly a
wreck. It’s clean and shipshape. But like its owner, pretty much
worn out. Even the deep blue-gray paint has faded in the sun. A
salvaged barber's chair makes do for a deep-sea game fishing 'seat'
on the stern deck.

A legendary hollow-sounding, slow-revving (Sabb Norwegian
fishing boat) marine diesel echoes from the engine room hatch which
is open on the wide stern deck. The engine then chugs smoothly for
a moment, revving up and down, then slows to a thumping idle,
before stopping.

A man wearing a greasy faded blue mechanic’s boiler suit climbs
up on deck, coughing - a deep bronchial bark.

He staggers to the far rail, coughing his lungs out in a long
whine, then spits into the harbor.

Slowly he looks around - up onto the jetty.

Bernard Simms (40’s), like his boat, has seen better days. He
stares unimpressed.

Madge Adams stares down at him from the jetty from behind her
RayBans. She takes them off.

"Bernard Simms?" she asks

 Simms is reticent     "… Depends who's
askin'."

"I was told you do day trips… .occasionally."

Simms studies Madge a moment. Her longish blonde hair is done up
under a battered wide-brimmed Panama hat. She is wearing a
perfectly ironed long sleeved cotton shirt, matching long cotton
trousers, and rope-soled French espadrilles. RayBans and a gold
Ladies Rolex Oyster which glints occasionally from under her shirt
cuff complete the picture of refined understated affluence of a
woman used to getting her own way.

"Very occasionally," he replies, jaundiced. "… I prefer to fish
alone."

He closes the hatch.

"If your engine's okay, I could be ready in half an hour," she
says.

Simms glares up at her. "The engine runs great when you know how
to handle it. What's wrong with the other tourist charter boats
anyway?"

"Nothing! Except they lack 'local color', " she replies,
sharply

Simms grunts, cynically amused. Then he has a coughing fit.
Madge looks at him concerned, wincing in disgust when he hawks
phlegm over the side again.

"You should get your cough seen to. It sounds like you've got
TB."

"I should be so lucky. What I got is a good dose of Gulf War
Syndrome. Smoke from the oil well fires did me in."

Madge stares, immobile as he coughs again and spits over the
side. Simms looks back at her and smiles wryly. "Creakin’ doors
hang the longest… .Do you still want to go?"

Madge snaps back with it. "… .Oh! Oh yes! What are your
rates?"

" Been so long since the last client I can hardly remember."

"You do carry third party insurance, don't you?"

"What's that?" He looks dumbfounded up at her on the jetty.

"You mean… ."Madge blusters.

"Sure I got insurance!" Simms replies, cutting her off. "From
Lloyds! Enough to sink the goddamn boat! Charter rate's five
hundred a day, plus fuel. She don't burn much. Even less if you
want to sail."

Madge reappraises him an instant. "That might be fun. I need a
little peace and quiet."

"Don't we all."

Madge thinks a moment. "Would it be a problem if we stayed out
overnight?"

Simms frowns, not thrilled by the prospect. "I got an air
mattress, so you can sleep on deck."

 "On the deck?" she repeats, somewhat alarmed.

"I run a minimalist ship."

"Oh! What you mean to say is, the toilet's been clogged up for
years because you can't        
be bothered to unclog it."

Simms eyes her with growing interest - and wariness. "No. That
one I ripped out and threw overboard. The new one works just fine.
But if you haven't noticed, when I said 'minimalist, I meant in
addition to no on-board hot tub and Jacuzzi, there's no air
conditioning either."

"I see," Madge says, breathing out resignedly.

"… .Do you still want to go?"

"You keep asking me that, Mr. Simms. Do you want to go?"

Simms shrugs. "Guess so. I'm here to do business… occasionally.
You plan to go after game fish?"

"No. I want to do a little snorkeling on the reef, and hear the
wind in the sails."

"Okay. That sounds good to me. Maybe we'll catch ourselves a few
nice lobsters for dinner."

"Good. I'll ice some champagne. See you in half an hour," she
replies, turns and walks off.

 "It's cash in advance," Simms calls after her.

Madge looks back. "Is there any other way?" She walks on a few
steps, then turns with an afterthought. "Oh. Mr. Simms. If you
could rig up some kind of sun awning I'd appreciate it. I have fair
skin and tend to burn."

Simms scowls at her. "I'll see what I can do."

"Thank you."

She walks off purposefully.

Simms grumbles to himself, "Chilled champagne, my ass."

 

EXT.  JETTY  EARLY MORNING - Madge strides
purposefully along the jetty. Trailing behind her is the bustling
very well dressed, officious hotel manager, Archie Hipwell (40's),
and a hotel porter. Hipwell carries a large canvas dilly bag while
the porter has a picnic icebox and a large sports bag.

Flustered, Hipwell catches up beside Madge.

"Oh, Mrs. Adams! This's an absolute disaster. I wish you'd told
me before and I could've arranged any number of the most wonderful
new boats for charter. You're a very important guest for us and I
feel responsible for you."

"Nonsense, Mr. Hipwell. There's no need to worry. Everything
will be just perfect, I'm sure."

"Well I so hope so. Simms is a notorious reprobate," he replies,
then leans closer to her, his voice hushed. "I've heard he's living
with three young women and has scores love children running wild
all over town."

Madge looks cock-eyed around at Hipwell. "How disgusting. Are
you sure we're talking about the same man? Half and hour ago he
looked like he had one foot in the grave."

"It wouldn't surprise me if he's a benefits fraud as well."

"I thought he was a war hero."

"You know more than I do, Mrs. Adams," he replies. Then says
adamantly "But if you're not back by dusk, or I haven't heard from
you by then, I'll call out the Coast Guard."

 Madge laughs. "Oh no! If there's trouble I'll call you.
Besides. What do you tell them to look for in the dark?"

Hipwell points sternly to the end of the jetty. "A floating
bordello!"

Madge looks down the jetty and her eyes pop open.

The 'Esmerelda' has a red and white candy striped ice cream
store’s canvas sunshade rigged over most of the deck.

Madge winces totally appalled. "Oh my God! The man has no
taste."

 

VARIOUS SHOTS AT SEA - The 'Esmerelda' is chugging along on the
blue calm sea, towing a small Zodiac with an outboard behind
it.

Madge, wearing a baseball cap, sits on the stern chair reading a
magazine under the awning while Simms steers from the flying bridge
above the wheelhouse.

Madge stands beside Simms on the flying bridge looking around
through binoculars.

Simms drops anchor inside reef.

Madge is on the stern deck looking over the side when Simms
stops the clunky old engine and suddenly there's only the
occasional cry of a sea bird to break the silence.

Madge looks up at Simms when he appears at the wheelhouse door
with a can of beer in his hand.

"This is paradise, Mr. Simms."

"So they tell me," he replies dyspeptically and takes a
drink.

Madge watches him, slightly concerned.

"You're not coming in?"

Simms looks at her surprised, then at the can in his hand.

"No… Maybe later.   I'll watch you for a while. These days
I need a sportsman's breakfast to get going."

He walks to the rail and casts an eye over the side. He coughs
slightly, but it subsides.

The water is crystal clear water - and an abundance of marine
life on the reef below

 

SAME SHOT - A LITTLE LATER as Madge swims across the shot. She's
wearing a frumpy one-piece bathing costume, and has mask, snorkel
and fins on. A diver's knife strapped to her ankle. She's wearing
divers gloves and has a mesh bag.

 

ON BOARD - Simms is laying back in the barber's chair, snoring
with a beer can dangling in his hand when suddenly a big lobster
arcs up from below the stern and lands on his chest.

Simms leaps up as if electrocuted. His beer can goes flying.
"Holy shit! Aaaggh!"

He savagely kicks the snapping lobster against the scuppers,
then storms to the rail and looks over.

The mesh bag, full of lobsters, is attached to diving
platform.

His scowling face softens somewhat.

"Well I'll be. We're gonna have ourselves a party tonight."

He coughs a little.
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