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The opening is a parody of the title sequence in “To Kill A Mockingbird”

Overhead shot of a period cigar box. A pair of hands comes from the top of the frame and opens it. The camera slowly zooms into the box.

V.O. of an Bourbon attempting to hum as a child

Close-up. The interior of the box has cigar stogies, loose change, cufflinks, shirt buttons, a zippo, and a crayon. At the top center of the frame fingers reach in, start to pick up the crayon, then hesitate and then find and pick up the cigar stub, then the zippo.

V.O. of humming continues 

Close up of zippo - thumb flicks the wheel several times until it lights.

V.O. of humming continues.

Close up of zippo flame. A cigar stogie and chin come into frame from the left. The stub is lit and puffed. The camera follows the smoke into the air.

V.O. of humming continues.

Close up. The smoke trails and swirls in the air - the title dissolves in. The camera zooms out.

The humming is replaced with dramatic sax jazz music.

Close up of Bourbon’s left eye. The title image is seen there. 

The camera zooms out so we see him from the shoulders up. He is wearing a hat, the cigar stogie is sitting in the corner of this mouth as if he was born with it there. His head is on the left side of the frame. He takes a swig from a bottle and lets it glide down his throat. Other titles dissolve in and out on the right side of the frame during this shot.

Office of K. Bourbon, Private Detective.

The office décor is @ 1940’s style.  K. Bourbon is seated at a desk and obviously depressed and drinking.

Bourbon:

(V.O. Narration)

It was just another tequila sunrise.  I took a bitter swig, letting the liquid burn my throat as a sort of proof that I was actually still alive when suddenly, there was the sound of knocking on my door.

Incessant door knocking.

I dragged myself over to the door. 

BOURBON gets up and opens the door.  Behind the door is RED HOOD.

There was a dame standing there, a gorgeous specimen sporting long locks of perfectly coiffed gold-red hair.  

RED HOOD:

I’m looking for a gumshoe named Jack.  Jack Daniels?  Are you him?  

Bourbon:

No, I’m his partner.  K. Bourbon.  And how may I be of service to you?

RED HOOD:

So you're a private detective. I didn't know they existed, except in books, or else they were greasy little men snooping around hotel corridors. My, you're a mess, aren't you? What’s the “K” stand for?

Bourbon:

Wouldn’t you like to know? 

RED HOOD:

I wonder if I know what you mean.

BOURBON:

I wonder if you wonder.

RED HOOD:

Smart alec, eh?  Well, then, let’s talk business, Bourbon.

Bourbon:

Any business of yours is definitely going to be business of mine.  At your service, Ma’am.

RED HOOD:

I’ve got a case I hope you can solve.  I tried everyone – Steele was too busy – that guy’s got a heavy caseload.  Nancy Drew was experiencing boy trouble and Columbo was suing a drycleaner over a coat issue.  Since Rockford retired you’re all I’ve got, Bourbon.

Bourbon:

So glad you came to me first.

RED HOOD:

I’ve always heard you were better as a fifth.  Well, anyway, it’s my grandmother.

Bourbon:

Your grandmother?

RED HOOD:

Yeah.  I always take her bread and wine on Sundays, but there was something different about her this time.  Long funny ears, big white teeth.  

Bourbon:

You do know there’s a saying about being long in the tooth when you get old…

RED HOOD:

Not Grandma.  She was ageless.  

Bourbon:

Ageless, you say?

RED HOOD:

Anyway, I’ve heard rumors about the road through the forest being inhabited by a new religious group.  I’d like you to check it out.

BOURBON:

Do I laugh now, or wait 'til it gets funny?

RED HOOD:

If you don't have a good sense of humor, you're better off dead.

RED HOOD starts to leave the office. 

BOURBON:

Wait, how will I find you again?

RED HOOD:

You know, you don't have to act with me, K. You don't have to say anything, and you don't have to do anything. Not a thing. Oh, maybe just whistle. You know how to whistle, don't you, K? (Burbon tries to whistle but can’t)

You do know HOW to whistle?

Do you?

K?

You just put your lips together and... blow. 

RED HOOD leaves the office while BOURBON looks longingly after her. He whistles seductively after she closes the door.

Bourbon:

(V.O. Narration)

And with that, a silver sun burned through my sky like a huge magnifying glass. It was suddenly the hottest day in my recollection.  I, K Bourbon, was the only one who really knew her. And I had just begun to write Red's story.

The forest...Nursery Rhyme Country. Several intriguing characters inhabited it. I immediately went there to start investigating. 

Spidey’s door. He knocks and the door is opened by Miss Muffet’s Spider. 

Out of the dark corner on the top left of the frame appears Spidey - a face shrouded with the black outline of a body.

Bourbon stops and turns around.

Bourbon:

Trying to sneak up on me, Spidey? Do I look like dinner? So, what do you know about missing people?

SPIDEY:

I swear I only scared her. I didn’t mean for her to run away. (Spidey smiles) I was only after her curds and whey...” (Spidey glides down closer to Bourbon - eye level)

BOURBON:

So you sat down beside her…

SPIDEY:

I was HUNGRY! Don’t blame me - Everyone hates spiders - there are no eight-legged accessible benches in restaurants - so I have to hide in dark corners and sit down beside old women (Spidey grins and slobbers)

BOURBON:

So you say.

SPIDEY:

I swear I only frightened her away. She smelled like feet. She stole some sheep. She couldn’t sleep. Everyone thinks I’m a creep! (honestly I am very sensitive) - If I got a dime for every rhyme…

Bourbon shakes his head and starts to walk away as the shot slowly dissolves.

Bourbon:

(V.O. Narration)

I felt confident about his alibis, all eight of them, so I headed to the HORNER house.  Her son seemed obsessed with his mom’s pies.  Kept putting things in them.  

Close-up shot of a kitchen timer at a 45 degree angle to the lens. We can hear it ticking. it goes off and a woman’s hand slaps down. The camera tilts up and finds Mrs. Horner, wearing an apron, she is making pies. There is a knock at the door.

MRS. HORNER answers, wearing an apron and covered in flour.  Mrs. Horner, she smiles until she recognizes that it is Bourbon.


MRS. HORNER:

I’m far too busy for your questions. 

She tries to slam the door but it is caught by Bourbon who pushes his way in. 

Bourbon:

Making more pies?

Kitchen Interior. Medium Shot. She is on the left side of the frame, her back turned and arms crossed. Bourbon is on the left side of the frame, hands in pockets.

Mrs. HORNER:

Well, my son JACK - he likes them...but <she begins to sob> he’s <crying louder> DISAPPEARED! 

She turns and grabs Burbon sobbing on his shoulder.

BOURBON:

Disappeared?

She stops crying and looks up at Bourbon.

MRS. HORNER:

Well, he has a habit of putting in his thumb and pulling out plumbs, but ever since his father walked in on him with one, we assumed he had run away.

BOURBON:

Run away where?

MRS. HORNER:

Down the forest path.  Poor boy, puberty has not been kind to him, kids calling him Horny Horner and such...

BOURBON:

And the pies?

MRS. HORNER:

I thought he might come back if I made his favorite – APPLE.  He’s kind of stuck on it.

BOURBON:

Stuck on pie.

MRS. HORNER:

Funny thing, though.  I’m not really sure he’s eating them.

BOURBON:

Not eating them?  Nevermind, I don’t need to know...however, if I do find out anything regarding his disappearance, I’ll be sure to let you know.

Mrs. Horner rubs on his shoulder and nuzzles him.

MRS.HORNER:

Oh, do come back.  Once you’ve had MY pie…

Bourbon looks very nervous.... The shot fades into Overhead close-up of Bourbon’s feet. His worn shoes walking on a path.

Bourbon:

(V.O. Narration)

I tried not to carry out that thought as I left.   Then I remembered the shoe.

Dissolve to a big house shoe

Dissolve into a high angle close-up of Bourbon’s hand knocking on a door. The camera zooms out as the door opens.

BOURBON:

(Knocking on door)

Mrs. Shoe…come on out.  I need to ask you some questions. 

Mrs. Shoe:

Such an Old Woman, what shall I do?  Too many children...

Bourbon:

I know your age...

Mrs. Shoe

<Opening the door>

Honestly, The people said it was for charity.

BOURBON:

People?  What people?  What Charity?

Mrs. Shoe: 

<as before>

...too many children...

She pauses and looks up at Bourbon - recognizing him for the first time.

Mrs. Shoe

Some of them haven’t come home.

BOURBON:

What people, Shoe?

MRS. SHOE:

The Sprats.  I’d heard about their special diet, but I didn’t believe it until I saw the book.

BOURBON:

The book?

MRS. SHOE

Mrs. Sprat told me it was an etiquette book.  

BOURBON:

What book was it?

MRS. SHOE:

Serving Humans.

(sound cue from the Twilight Zone)

BOURBON:

That explains a lot.  Religious?

Mrs. Shoe:

How?

Bourbon:

What?

Mrs. Shoe:

Who?

Bourbon:

 <turning suddenly and drawing his gun>

Where?  Where are the children?

Mrs. Shoe:

I only let my children visit them a few times.  Nice people, the Sprats.  Quiet, kind of kept to themselves.  Not troublemakers at all.

BOURBON:

Did the children notice anything unusual about them?

MRS. SHOE:

No, but then again, I’m sure it’s a cult now.

BOURBON:

Why is that?

MRS. SHOE:

Some of them haven’t come home.

BOURBON:

There are secrets in every corner of this village. (to the camera) Do you feel it? Do you see it? 

Mrs. SHoe:

Thank you, Mr. Bourbon.  I do feel much better.  Look, it’s working already.  My Georgie’s in the corner eating a pie.  

BOURBON:

Yeah, seems to be a BIG thing with teenage boys these days.

MRS. SHOE:

He just loves to stick in his…

Bourbon:

I’ll be leaving now.  That House?

BOURBON left the SHOE residence and headed for the SPRATS.  As he was walking to their door, he meets up with BO PEEP.  She is carrying 3 bags of wool and taping a flyer to the door.

Bourbon:

Hello Peep...You’re out awfully early. Looking for your sheep? Again? What’s in the bags sweetheart?

Bo Peep:

<angry>

I found their tails hanging out on a common clothesline over there…and I’m not your sweet anything!

She steps up and points to the left side of the frame. The camera pulls back so we see Bourbon.

Bourbon:

That’s a lot of tail. I bet those tuxes cost a fortune!  

Bourbon is leaning in and looking at the bags of wool as he whispers into Bo Peep’s ear. 

Bourbon:

Heavy aren’t they?

He leans back and looks at her

Bo Peep:

They were alive yesterday…

BOURBON:

Uh-huh, The stuff that dreams are made of doll. How do you know they’re dead? Ever hear of shearing?

Bo Peep:

You’re a Dick, Bourbon, Why don’t you get to the bottom of this!

Bourbon:

“Well aren’t you a Baaaaad Girl?

She gets outraged and Slaps him, slams a bag of wool over his head, knees him in the privates, and kicks him to the ground.

Bo Peep:

I’m not Bad, I’m just written that way! (she kneels down and whispers into his ear)

If you leave them alone they’ll come home…

BOURBON:

           (getting up)

Don't be too sure I'm not as crooked as I'm supposed to be. And next time watch that knee. Well, I hope they don't hang you, Precious, by that sweet neck. Yes, Angel, I'm gonna hook you up. (he handcuffs her) The chances are you'll get off with life. That means if you're a bad girl gone goody goody girl, you'll be out in 20 years. Someone will be back to pick you up.

Burbon continues toward the door of the SPRATS home.

BOURBON:

(V.O. NARRATION)

My encounter with Bo Peep left me a little beat. As I lay there looking at the tequila sunrise sunset – the blue agave sky sprinkled with sea salt clouds as a grenedine red licked the treetops… quite frankly, I was a little thirsty…nervous about what I was going to find at the Sprats at dinnertime…

KNOCKING ON SPRAT’S DOOR.  The door is answered by No Lien.

No Lien:

Ni Hao.  (She bows)  Li li li (she motions him to enter and follow her.)

JACK SPRAT:

Come in, Klarisse…  My wife No Lien” (she bows again, and again) 

We were just sitting down to dinner

(He turns to the platter and starts eating raw small chicken

livers, holding them up above his mouth and letting them dangle as he bites them, bloody juice runs down his chin - he motions to Bourbon)

Wouldn’t you care to join us? We have Sonoma fava beans and a little Chianti...

(he eats another liver and then kisses his wife)


No Lien, honey, it looks like we’re having an old friend for dinner.

(she jumps up and down in excitement)


No Lien:

(to Bourbon) Ni cher? Ni cher?

BOURBON:

No thanks, I have a few questions - and my name’s NOT Klarisse’

JACK SPRAT:

 (looking hurt and then coy)

Klarisse...you hurt my feelings. Just a little liver???

BOurbon:

Not a fan - gives me gas. Now, do you know anything...

Sprat 

(interrupting Bourbon)

No, I know nothing! Nothing I tell you! <he smiles> what show was that in?

(he winks at the camera)

BOurbon:

I’m, done playing with you. What do you know about missing people here in the woods?

Sprat:

“Well detective, you know I cannot eat fat, after all, my wife is No Lien.

(she hears her name and bows and bows and bows)


BOurbon:

Yeah?

Sprat:

(eating the last liver and then he takes the plate, holds it between No Lien and himself)

Between the two of us we lick the plate clean.

(they lick the plate like Lady & Tramp in spaghetti scene)

BOurbon:

Thanks for sharing...did you eat Ms. Muffett?

Jack SPRAT:

Days ago.  Delightful woman, Detective, delightful. Tasted like tuna..

Bourbon:

Grandma?  Jack HORNER?  

Sprat:

 (sighing)

Dinner guests of No Lien - no fat for me...although that little Jack Horner loves it.

Bourbon:

I’m afraid I’m going to have to arrest you -

Sprat:

May I ask why?

Bourbon:

Having your cake and eating it, too.

We see Bourbon handcuff Sprat and put a mask on his face. Fade to black

V.O. Bourbon:

I took ‘em in and had ‘em booked for eating character out of season. Then I went to find Sister Tequila Sunrise and wouldn’t you know it, she was positively glowing!

INT. BOURBON’S OFFICE.  DAY.

RED HOOD:

I got an inheritance thanks to you, Bourbon.  Seems Grandma was holding out on me all this time. 

Bourbon:

So, Doll, you’re in the money..

(he lights his stogie)

Red Hood:

Here’s your fee, Big Boy. (she steps up close to him and drops a bundle of bills into his hand. She leans in as if to kiss him.)

Now maybe you can buy yourself a REAL drink...

Bourbon starts to kiss her and then turns away. He is leaning on the desk and down towards the camera. Red Hood is behind him in the background.

Bourbon:

A drink? No, not a drink.  Now that I think about it, I’m beginning to wonder whether or not you had this planned all along.  

RED HOOD:

Why, whatever do you mean? 

Bourbon:

And Mrs. Shoe.  I think Mrs. Shoe was in on it, too.  Wasn’t she?

(he stands up and turns around towards her.)

Red Hood:

You don’t know what you’re talking about’

Bourbon:

Don’t I?  You got your inheritance and she got rid of the kids. Before she didn’t know what to do.

Red Hood:

You’ll never be able to prove any of this.

Bourbon:

One thing’s certain.  You’re definitely the brains of the outfit…

Red Hood (angry):

Who are you calling BRAINY?

BOURBON:

Well, you certainly didn’t lick the platter clean.  

RED HOOD:

You’ll never know how many licks it takes to get to the center of Tootsie, Pop!

BOURBON:

But I could be persuaded to keep quiet for a few quid, Dollface.

RED HOOD:

Who’re you calling, Dollface?

Bourbon (smiling):

Well, we’re both rotten then. Only you’re a little more rotten, Sweetie.

Red Hood:

So Bourbon, you make your own breakfast? 

BOURBON:

Well, I’ve been known to squeeze a grapefruit now and then.

RED HOOD:

Apples and oranges?

Bourbon:

Peaches and plums !

Red Hood:

Here...(she pauses) You know, when I was a little girl I used to read quite a bit...(she turns and starts to walk off)

Bourbon: 

We all do strange things in our childhood, but I don’t believe in growing up. (running after her) So how’s about a little dinner?  On me??

The hallway just outside the office.

RED HOOD:

Sorry, bad night.  Seems I already have dinner arrangements.

Bourbon:

What kind of arrangements?

Close up - Red Hood

Red Hood: (seductively) 

Well, I was actually thinking of having a LITTLE Bourbon for dinner.

The camera pulls back and we see them silhouetted against the frosted office door glass. They kiss. 

THE END

Fade to black. Music up. titles roll.
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