
PINCTADA - A SERIES

90-Minute Pilot: “Surfacing”

FADE IN:

EXT - PACIFIC OCEAN SOUTH OF HAWAII - JULY NIGHT, 1956

ESTABLISHING AERIAL SHOT: Two large sailboats -- the sloop 
“Moorea,” which is 100 yards ahead and to leeward of the yawl 
“Serenity” -- are headed toward the southern horizon under 
full sail, each trailing a long phosphorescent wake.  

SOUND of steady TRADE WINDS.

SLOW ZOOM to the center cockpit of Serenity where 18-year-old 
WILLIAM “BILLY” BENTON leans back against a throw cushion at 
the aft end of the cushioned, port cockpit bench. 

Serenity, sails set and at a slight heel moves at hull speed 
over long, rolling swells. An illuminated compass tints the 
cockpit and Benton, who has his right hand on the very large 
chromed steering wheel, a deep red.

Benton wears only khaki shorts. He is tall, lean, and deeply-
tanned with a boyish face; his dark brown hair is tousled and 
sun-streaked. He stares at the moonless, clear, starlit night 
and occasionally glances at Moorea’s stern light. 

The bare legs and feet of 19-year-old BRITTANY “BAMBI” MACEY 
INTO VIEW on the port side deck. Beautiful, tall, and bronzed 
with long, sun-bleached auburn hair, Bambi wears a black 
bikini: her body is powerful testimony to her youth.

Benton lifts his feet as Bambi drops onto the cockpit 
cushion; she pulls his feet onto her thighs and nonchalantly 
begins massaging his toes.

BILL BENTON
(evident reverence)

You look very pretty tonight.

BAMBI MACEY
(faux indignant)

Just tonight?

BILL BENTON
You’re always pretty. I just feel 
like I should let you know every 
now and then that you’re the 
prettiest girl I’ve ever known.
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BAMBI MACEY
(appreciative smile)

Sweet!

Bambi stares at the stars for a beat, glances at Bill, and 
then back at the stars.

BAMBI MACEY (CONT’D)
(fishing)

Of course, I won’t be able to 
compete with those long-haired, 
bare-breasted Polynesian girls 
you’re going to be ogling in 
Pape’ete.

BILL BENTON
No contest.

BAMBI MACEY
(playful)

Which implies a competition. Who 
wins? Them or me?

BILL BENTON
You, of course. They don’t stand a 
chance.

BAMBI MACEY
(laughs)

You’re full of shit.

BILL BENTON
(shrugs)

I know what I know.

Bambi smiles; she and Bill lose themselves in the heavens for 
several seconds. Bambi resumes massaging Bill’s feet.

BAMBI MACEY
Have you figured out if you love 
me? And I don’t mean the ‘I love 
you’ you say when we’re making 
love, but right now; do you 
absolutely love me right this 
minute?

BILL BENTON
(sincere smile)

I can’t imagine being in the middle 
of this amazing night with anyone 
but you. I do love you, and I know 
you know that, but it’s been over 
four months, and I’m still waiting 
for you to decide if you love me.
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Bambi stares at the Moorea for a beat and then turns to Bill.

BAMBI MACEY
I think I may.

BILL BENTON
(chuckles)

You sound surprised.

BAMBI MACEY
Maybe I am. A little.

Bambi sighs and stares at the Moorea. 

BAMBI MACEY (CONT’D)
(to the night sky)

Maybe I started to love you when 
you didn’t throw me overboard after 
I told you I’d gotten my period.

BILL BENTON
You mean that time in the storm 
when I was certain we were going to 
die, that moment when I found out 
we never had a reason to run away 
in the first place? That time?

BAMBI MACEY
(petulant)

I knew it. You blame me and hate me 
for dragging you into this stupid 
whatever it is we’re doing.

Bill smiles slyly and stares at the starboard cockpit 
coaming. Bambi tosses Bill’s feet toward the cockpit sole and 
turns to him; she looks ready to tangle.

BAMBI MACEY (CONT’D)
Do you want me to jump overboard 
now or later?

Bill tries not to laugh but he breaks into giggles. Bambi 
tries to remain peeved, fails, and laughs; the pair laughs 
with gusto with periodic breaks followed by more guffaws. 
Both wipe tears from their eyes.

BAMBI MACEY (CONT’D)
(barely able to speak)

Are we total assholes or what?

BILL BENTON
(barely able to confirm)

Totally!
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The laughter subsides in fits and starts. Bill returns his 
feet to Bambi’s thighs; she messages his toes. Again, they 
lose themselves for a moment in the starry night.

BAMBI MACEY
(staring into space)

You want to hear something really 
funny?

Bambi looks into Bill’s eyes; his expression answers, “why 
not?” She sucks in a breath in preparation for her reply.

BAMBI MACEY (CONT’D)
I think I might be pregnant.

Bill looks away for a beat; when he turns back to her there 
is a slight smile on his face.

BAMBI MACEY (CONT’D)
(restrained but anxious)

I think it’s the real deal this 
time. Why’re you smiling?

Bill opens his arms. Bambi lies between Bill and the cockpit 
coaming and places her head in the crook of his neck; his 
left arm holds her while his right hand tends to the wheel. 

BILL BENTON
Four months ago, I was ready to be 
a father to a baby that wasn’t even 
mine, wasn’t I? I got so used to 
the idea of you being pregnant that 
now, well, the idea of you being 
pregnant ...

BAMBI MACEY
If I’m pregnant ...

BILL BENTON
If you’re pregnant. The idea of it, 
and me being the actual father, 
somehow feels ... I don’t know ... 
right. 

They both stare at the heavens for seconds. Bill leans his 
head down, kisses Bambi’s forehead, and looks into her eyes.

BAMBI MACEY
(sincerely curious)

What?
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BILL BENTON
You do know that all this time I’ve 
let you think I sailed you away 
from home because you were 
pregnant. That’s what you think, 
right?

BAMBI MACEY
I know the truth of it.

BILL BENTON
You do, do you?

Bill tickles Bambi’s ribs, she laughs and jerks away from his 
fingers.

BAMBI MACEY
(laughing)

Stop it!

Bill stops tickling, and looks at the sky.

BILL BENTON
So, what is the truth, Miss Know-it-
all?

BAMBI MACEY
You wanted to run away from what 
the town was saying about your mom 
and Karl. We both wanted to escape 
to a better place, a paradise, and 
you used my being a damsel in 
distress as an excuse.

Bill stares at the heavens, pondering.

BAMBI MACEY (CONT’D)
(looks up at Bill)

You know I’m right.

BILL BENTON
I know we didn’t run away because 
of love.

BAMBI MACEY
Of course we didn’t. We hardly knew 
each other, but maybe we’ve kept 
running because of it, because of 
love.

BILL BENTON
Or maybe because we’ve burned too 
many bridges and can’t go back.
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BAMBI MACEY
There is definitely that.

Both stare at the heavens for a moment.

BILL BENTON
Can you believe this night?

BAMBI MACEY
Perfect. (two beats) Life’s 
unpredictable, isn’t it?

BILL BENTON
Unpredictable, funny, sad, tough, 
scary. Life’s a lot of things.

BAMBI MACEY
But unpredictable is one of those 
things.

BILL BENTON
And tiring. Life is tiring. You 
should get some sleep. You’ve got 
the midnight watch.

Bambi stretches toward Bill, kisses his lips, and with some 
difficulty, manages to sit up.

BAMBI MACEY
(wistful)

I don’t think I’ll ever get used to 
being alone at the helm.

BILL BENTON
But you’re damned good at it. It’s 
a beautiful night, the Sterlings 
over there in the Moorea told us 
the trades’ll be steady all the way 
to Tahiti, so just go below and get 
some sleep.

BAMBI MACEY
(teasing)

Couldn’t I stay up here for a 
little while. We could make love, 
right here. You could make sure I’m 
pregnant.

Bambi stands in the cockpit sole, leans forward, and kisses 
him with enthusiasm. Bill returns the kiss, snaps her bikini 
bottom, and laughs as Bambi tickles him in return.

Bambi crawls off Bill and out of the cockpit; Bill watches 
her work her way to the aft cabin. 
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BILL BENTON
Just keep thinking about how much 
fun we’re going to have when we 
finally reach land.

Bambi slides open the companionway hatch, takes two steps 
down the ladder, removes her bikini top, laughs, and twirls 
the top on her finger as she drops below.

Bill laughs, checks the compass reading and the trim of the 
sails. He takes his station on the curved helmsman’s bench,  
and with both hands on the wheel, he scans the heavens with 
something akin to astonishment.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT - PACIFIC OCEAN AND ISLANDS - 1950S

ESTABLISHING AERIAL SHOT: Pape’ete with Mou’a ‘Orohena’s peak 
in view.

(ROLL CREDITS)

SERIES OF SHOTS:

A) Serenity (AKA Ultima Thule) sails across the Rangiroa 
lagoon

B) Pape’ete Harbor, Tahiti, in 1956

C) The Teriierooiterai residence in Papeno’o

D) Vaimahuta Cascade 

E) SEA LEVEL VIEW of the fast-approaching Picayune

F) AERIAL SHOT of Temetiu on Hiva Oa

G) SEA LEVEL VIEW of Atuona on Hiva Oa from Ta'a 'Oa (the Bay 
of Traitors)

H) Coconut plantation at Puama'u on Hiva Oa

I) AERIAL SHOT of elevated shack at Teoo on Tikehau Atoll

J) VIEW of Hilton’s Hawaiian Village at Waikiki from sailboat

J) LONG DISTANCE SHOT of an approaching Pacific hurricane

(END CREDITS)
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K) SWIMMER’S VIEW of a massive, horizon-to-horizon wave 
approaching, breaking, submerging, and rolling the viewer.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT - HARBOR PROMENADE, PAPE’ETE - 12 DAYS LATER, NIGHT, 1956

SOUNDS of TRADES, rustling palm fronds, and of WAVELETS 
washing onto a narrow, fringing beach. 

50-year-old American, MATTHEW STUMP, walks the deserted 
harbor promenade with a bow-legged gait useful at sea aboard 
a rolling Picayune, the tramp freighter that he owns, but on 
land his gait betrays his arthritic joints.

Stump’s face is winkled and tanned like old leather; a thin 
scar runs from the bridge of his nose halfway across his left 
cheek. What seems a permanent sneer and the reptilian cold of 
his eyes defy the possibility of his ever being challenged.

A gust from the trades lifts his boater from his head; he 
grasps for it but misses, glances quickly about, and then 
watches the hat roll on its brim until it fetches up against 
a banyan tree.

A flash of anger is replaced by feigned acceptance as he 
nonchalantly retrieves the boater, tucks it under the 
seersucker sleeve of his only “dress” jacket. He also wears a 
yellowing, open-collared dress shirt and khaki slacks.

Stump returns to the promenade and continues to the entrance 
of the nearby La Luna Morte. He pauses as though reluctant to 
proceed, then pulls open the heavy wooden door and enters.

INT - LA LUNA MORTE - CONTINUOUS

The owner, RENÉ LEBLANC, stands behind the bar and squints 
from the smoke of the fag held by his lips. LeBlanc wears a 
tailored white suit, dress shirt, and necktie. He is thin and 
his black hair is slicked back; his expression is vague.

LeBlanc nods at Stump in recognition and jerks his head 
toward THEODORE “TEDDY” CARLYLE, seated at a table in a dark 
corner of the room. Carlyle is a consummate, middle-aged, 
English snob whose attire suggests gentile poverty.

As Stump rolls toward Carlyle, a solitary serveuse, HEREITI, 
a haggard, plump, bare-footed 20-something who wears a dirty 
pareo, shuffles among small, round tables at which sit a half-
dozen, solitary CUSTOMERS.

Stump stops a step behind Carlyle.
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MATTHEW STUMP
(gravelly voice)

Carlyle?

Carlyle starts, turns, and forces a smile as he stands and 
extends his hand. A cigar protrudes Churchill-like from his 
mouth. Stump shakes the proffered hand.

TEDDY CARLYLE
Wasn’t sure you were going to make 
it, old chap.

Carlyle nods at an opposite chair; Stumps steps toward it. 
Carlyle runs a hand over his thinning hair as he waits.

MATTHEW STUMP
(reticent)

Held up on board.

Carlyle sits, tips cigar ashes into an ashtray, and stares as 
Stump sits and removes a gold cigarette case from a jacket 
pocket, removes a fag, lights up, and exhales toward the 
ceiling. Stump turns his gape on Carlyle.

MATTHEW STUMP (CONT’D)
If it’s not one thing, it’s 
another.

TEDDY CARLYLE
In port long?

MATTHEW STUMP
The usual.

Stump shifts his chair so that he can cross his legs, which 
requires him to look askew at Carlyle.

TEDDY CARLYLE
And then off to the Marquesas.

MATTHEW STUMP
The usual.

Stump stares at Hereiti as she waddles toward the bar.

TEDDY CARLYLE
And then the Gilbert’s before 
steaming on to Honolulu, I presume.

Stump takes a long drag, turns toward Carlyle, places the fag 
on the ashtray, and looks directly into Carlyle’s eyes.
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MATTHEW STUMP
(ice cold)

Why the fuck am I here, Teddy? More 
importantly, why are you here?

TEDDY CARLYLE
(slightly taken aback)

I’ve been waiting for you.

Stump leans forward, forearms on the table, clasps his hands 
and taps a forefinger on the table.

MATTHEW STUMP
Not here, Teddy. Pape’ete.

Carlyle glances at Hereiti as she approaches the table. He 
looks at Stump with a slight jerk of his head toward her, and 
pulls on his cigar. They speak French, SUBTITLED:

HEREITI
(to Stump)

What can I get you, Captain?

MATTHEW STUMP
Cognac, my beauty.

HEREITI
(raised eyebrow and a 
sniff in rebuttal)

What kind? We have many!

MATTHEW STUMP
(almost smiles)

Courvoisier, dear.

Hereiti fights off a smile, shakes her head slightly, and 
turns to Carlyle.

HEREITI
And you, sir?

TEDDY CARLYLE
(raises two fingers)

Bring us two.

END SUBTITLES. Stump and Carlyle watch Hereiti for a moment 
as she shuffles toward LeBlanc at the bar, and then Stump 
grips Carlyle’s forearm.

MATTHEW STUMP
(drawn out, threatening)

Why am I here?
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Carlyle glances at Stump’s gripping hand for a beat, and then 
yanks his arm free. He draws on his cigar.

TEDDY CARLYLE
(calmly)

I’m here to make you a proposition.

MATTHEW STUMP
(glances about the room)

Do it then.

Stump glares at Carlyle, who appears to rethink the matter 
for a beat, but then Carlyle extracts a bulging leather 
wallet from an inside jacket pocket. SOUND of a THUMP as he 
drops it on the table and slides it toward Stump.

Stump glances at the wallet, then around the room. Carlyle’s 
expression conveys, “open it then.” Stump does, gives the 
contents a quick look, closes the wallet, and slides it 
toward Carlyle.

MATTHEW STUMP (CONT’D)
I presume it’s not a gift, but if 
it were, I’d have to decline it.

Carlyle quickly returns the wallet to his jacket pocket.

TEDDY CARLYLE
(irritated whisper)

Did you see them?

MATTHEW STUMP
You saw me look.

Hereiti approaches with two glasses of Cognac on a small 
tray. She deposits them on the table and looks at Carlyle.

TEDDY CARLYLE
Merci.

Stump downs his Cognac as Carlyle watches Hereiti depart. 
When she is a few steps away, Carlyle turns to Stump.

TEDDY CARLYLE (CONT’D)
I did see you look, but did you 
bloody see them?

Stump takes a drag on his fag, butts it out in the ashtray, 
sends a steel cold stare at Carlyle, and nods.

TEDDY CARLYLE (CONT’D)
Well?
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MATTHEW STUMP
Well, what?

TEDDY CARLYLE
(frustrated whisper)

There’s four dozen of them in 
there.

MATTHEW STUMP
(sips his Courvoisier)

Four dozen, huh?

TEDDY CARLYLE
(exasperated whisper)

Yes! Four bloody dozen, enough to 
make a forty-centimeter necklace 
that’d sell for twenty-five-hundred 
U.S. Dollars in San Francisco, and 
that’s just a portion of the lot 
I’ve stashed at Atuona. Each one of 
them, Captain, is perfect. Perfect! 
And their bloody dimensions ... my 
God!

Stump raises his glass to Carlyle.

MATTHEW STUMP
Felicitations, Teddy.

Stump drains his glass.

TEDDY CARLYLE
(angry whisper)

I don’t want your bloody 
felicitations!

MATTHEW STUMP
Excuse me.

Stump turns toward Hereiti who stands by the bar, raises his 
empty glass and points at himself and Carlyle. Hereiti nods.

MATTHEW STUMP (CONT’D)
(absent of concern)

If not felicitations, what do you 
want?

TEDDY CARLYLE
A friend.

MATTHEW STUMP
(as close to a smile as he 
can muster)

A friend?
(MORE)
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MATTHEW STUMP (CONT’D)

13.

(leans forward, cold and 
challenging)

You don’t want a friend, Carlyle. 
You want a fucking conspirator. Are 
you out of your mind wanting to 
meet me here to propose this? Half 
the yokels in this bar could be in 
the employ of the French. Hell, I 
think the only reason the Frogs let 
René stay in business is because 
this is the kind of place they can 
use to monitor the very kind of 
elicit business you’re proposing.

TEDDY CARLYLE
(defiant)

You don’t know what I’m proposing!

MATTHEW STUMP
(leans back and smirks)

Oh, don’t I?

TEDDY CARLYLE
No!

MATTHEW STUMP
Then enlighten me.

Hereiti delivers the glasses of Cognac and departs. Carlyle 
glances over his shoulder to verify that she is beyond 
hearing, and then leans toward Stump.

TEDDY CARLYLE
Tikehau.

MATTHEW STUMP
I know it. What about it?

TEDDY CARLYLE
Pristine. Uninhabited.

MATTHEW STUMP
Uninhabited? Since when?

TEDDY CARLYLE
When was the last time you were 
there?

MATTHEW STUMP
I’ve never.

TEDDY CARLYLE
You said you know it.

MATTHEW STUMP (CONT’D)
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MATTHEW STUMP
I’ve sailed by it every time I go 
from here to Rangiroa, or if the 
Picayune’s headed direct to the 
Marquesas. No need to stop. There’s 
a little shit hole of a village on 
the southernmost island in the 
ring: Tuherahera, or some such 
thing.

Carlyle downs his Courvoisier with a slight grimace.

TEDDY CARLYLE
No more than a dozen people.

Stump sips his Courvoisier.

MATTHEW STUMP
Not uninhabited.

TEDDY CARLYLE
Quite right, but they’re only 
natives: three families that are 
destitute.

MATTHEW STUMP
(chuckles)

A “few natives” living on an atoll 
with a robust population of fish in 
its lagoon and lots of coconut 
palms on its motus are never 
destitute.

TEDDY CARLYLE
But there are no authorities of any 
kind, not since the end of the War.

Stump drains his glass and places it on the table.

MATTHEW STUMP
I still don’t know what you want 
from me. The passé into the lagoon 
is too shallow even for the 
Picayune, and a passing aircraft 
couldn’t fail to notice her 
standing-to off some isolated motus 
of a nearly deserted atoll.

TEDDY CARLYLE
(dismissive wave)

Getting them out of Tikehau is my 
worry, not yours.
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MATTHEW STUMP
(smirks)

You’d be right about that.

Stump raises his glass in the direction of Hereiti who has 
been watching them conspire from a perch on a barstool. She 
passes the order on to LeBlanc. Stump turns to Carlyle.

MATTHEW STUMP (CONT’D)
So, let me see if I’ve got an idea 
where this is going. Instead of 
putting those black beauties in 
sock rolls at the bottom of your 
trunk and heading back to England 
with a nice little nest egg, you’re 
looking to ...

Stumps sees Hereiti approaching and waits for her to deliver 
their Cognacs and depart.

MATTHEW STUMP (CONT’D)
So, instead of being smart, you’re 
thinking you’ve got a brilliant 
plan to get some thousands of U.S. 
Dollars worth of black pearls ...

TEDDY CARLYLE
Tens of thousands!

MATTHEW STUMP
(laughs, scoffs)

Oh ho! Tens of thousands!
(downs his Courvoisier; 
turns deadly serious)

You’re wrong if you think I’m 
avaricious enough to get involved 
in this, this, whatever this is, 
which at the moment is nothing 
short of preposterous.

TEDDY CARLYLE
(angry)

It’s not bloody preposterous!

MATTHEW STUMP
Really? You’ve obviously blundered 
onto an untouched bed of black-
lipped pearl oysters, maybe even a 
substantial one. Who’s going to 
work the bed if there’re so few 
people on the atoll?
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TEDDY CARLYLE
(superior)

My man has put together a team of 
three trusted boys from Rangiroa.

MATTHEW STUMP
Telling them what?

TEDDY CARLYLE
Nothing. All they will know is, if 
they go with Hank to a destination 
that will remain unknown until 
after they’ve left Pape’ete, 
they’ll end up rich beyond their 
wildest bloody dreams.

MATTHEW STUMP
This Hank is the boy you sent 
around with your note.

TEDDY CARLYLE
The same.

MATTHEW STUMP
He’s what, sixteen?

TEDDY CARLYLE
(indignant)

Eighteen!

MATTHEW STUMP
Oh ho, he’s eighteen! How come you 
don’t know he prefers his given 
name, which is Mahana, not Hank.

TEDDY CARLYLE
What does his age matter or what 
bloody name he answers to if he 
knows his craft, can stay down for 
three minutes, and is beholden to 
me for his freedom?

Stump looks past Carlyle at nothing, strokes his face with 
his left hand, takes a deep breath, turns his cold eyes on 
Carlyle, and leans forward with his forearms on the table. 

MATTHEW STUMP
Let’s assume you get the pearls off 
the bottom. How do you move the 
pearls and to where? You can’t 
bring them here. Too many big ears, 
too many loose lips, too many 
authorities eager to get their own 
piece of confiscated contraband.
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Carlyle downs his Cognac and smacks the glass on the table, 
leans back in his chair, smiles like Carroll’s famous cat, 
and ticks off his answer on his fingers.

TEDDY CARLYLE
Copra, Hiva Oa, the Picayune, and 
the Holy Spirit.

EXT - PACIFIC OCEAN NEAR TAHITI - 9 A.M. NEXT MORNING

ESTABLISHING AERIAL SHOT: Moorea leads Serenity as the 
sailboats sail in the direction of Tahiti, visible in the 
distance. Clouds streaming west appear to be birthed by a 
single cloud attached like a streamer to Mou’a ‘Orohena.

SLOW ZOOM to Bill Benton seated on the curved helmsman’s 
bench, his hands on Serenity’s wheel as he periodically 
stares at the trim of the headsails. Bill wears khaki shorts, 
aviator sunglasses, sailing gloves, and canvas boat shoes.

Bambi Macey stands next to the luff of the Yankee jib, and 
holds on to the forestay. She is barefooted and naked but for 
her black bikini bottoms, sailing gloves, and aviator 
sunglasses identical to Bill’s.

Bambi turns to Bill, and as Serenity crests a long swell, she 
yells over the SOUND of THE TRADES on the sails and rigging, 
and the SOUND of THE HULL moving through waves:

BAMBI MACEY
Can you see Pape’ete?

Pape’ete is visible as a thin but bright beige strip that 
separates the undulating blue-green Pacific from the mass of 
volcanic rock and green vegetation that is Tahiti.

BILL BENTON
(loud)

Just!

Seventy-five yards away, MARTIN and LOUISE STERLING, Aussies 
in their early fifties, are visible in the Moorea’s cockpit. 
Each wears a floppy hat, shorts, and a long-sleeved shirt. 
Marty is helming the big sloop. 

Louise turns, notices Bambi, and waves her hat. Bambi poses 
provocatively. 

BILL BENTON (CONT’D)
(slightly aghast, yells)

What’re you doing?
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BAMBI MACEY
(laughs, yells)

Having fun! We’re almost there!

BILL BENTON
But you’re naked!

Louise removes her shirt, and bare-breasted and laughing, she 
twirls the shirt over her head. Bambi laughs and waves at 
Louise in return.

BAMBI MACEY
(to Bill, yells)

I still have the bottoms on!

Despite Serenity’s slow but dramatic rising and falling over 
the Pacific swells, Bambi comfortably works her way aft to 
the center cockpit. Bill pretends to ignore her by looking at 
the compass and trim of the sails.

BAMBI MACEY (CONT’D)
Hey Buster, why’re you being such a 
party pooper?

BILL BENTON
(annoyed)

I’m just tryin’ to concentrate on 
sailing the boat.

Bambi drops into the cockpit, steps to and sits next to Bill 
on the helmsman’s bench; she puts an arm around his waist.

BAMBI MACEY
You’ve been acting weird ever since 
our little picnic with the 
Sterlings two days ago on Rangiroa.

BILL BENTON
(indignant)

I have not been acting weird.

BAMBI MACEY
(amused)

Yes, you have, Billy. I can read 
you like a book, and I know what’s 
buggin’ you.

Bill glances at her, then at the sail trim and the compass; 
he adjusts the helm slightly.

BILL BENTON
(unconvincing)

Nothing’s buggin’ me.
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Bambi gives Bill’s waist a hug, leans forward, and looks 
toward his eyes, which are hidden by the aviators.

BAMBI MACEY
(singsong)

Ran-gi-ro-a. That’s the problem, 
isn’t it.

Bill responds with a harrumph and a gape at the foresails. 
Bambi reaches up and gently turns his face toward hers. 

BAMBI MACEY (CONT’D)
We were just playing around, Billy.

Bill pulls his face away from Bambi’s hand.

BILL BENTON
(near pout)

When you and I play around like 
that ... well ... we used to call 
it making love.

BAMBI MACEY
(slight surprise)

You aren’t jealous are you? He’s 
three times your age!

BILL BENTON
(glances at Bambi)

What’s that supposed to mean?

BAMBI MACEY
(tad flummoxed)

I don’t know ... Is that why you’re 
upset? That he’s so much older than 
you?

BILL BENTON
(glances at Bambi)

Maybe he knows more than I do. 
Maybe you want a man, not a boy. 
Maybe you “play around” with me 
because I’m convenient. You find 
one other guy in the middle of the 
South Pacific and le voilà!

Bambi laughs in surprise, stands, moves in front of the 
binnacle, and grabs hold of it as she faces Billy.

BAMBI MACEY
Le voilà? You’re saying le voilà to 
me like we’re in Miss Tolleson’s 
French class? I was watching you 
with Louise. 

(MORE)
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BAMBI MACEY (CONT’D)

(MORE)

20.

Seems like you had a bit of a 
goddamned le voilà yourself, 
Buster.

BILL BENTON
(self-righteous)

I don’t like it when you swear.

BAMBI MACEY
(slight smile of 
incredulity)

I don’t give a damn whether you 
like it or not. Come on, Billy. You 
know you’re not the boss of me, 
just like I’m not the boss of you.

Bill checks the sail trim and snorts.

BAMBI MACEY (CONT’D)
(challenging; not angry)

What’s that supposed to mean?

BILL BENTON
Nothin’.

BAMBI MACEY
Nothin’?

Bambi frowns and then appears to have an insight.

BAMBI MACEY (CONT’D)
Did what happen scare you somehow?

Bill ignores her by focusing on the sails.

BAMBI MACEY (CONT’D)
Answer me, Billy. Did what happened 
on the motu scare you?

BILL BENTON
(peevish)

What makes you think that?

BAMBI MACEY
Because I know you, and I’ve seen 
you scared before.

BILL BENTON
(challenging)

When?

BAMBI MACEY
When? How about the first time I 
asked you if you’d let me kiss you? 

BAMBI MACEY (CONT’D)

(MORE)
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BAMBI MACEY (CONT’D)

(MORE)

21.

(chuckles) You were scared to 
death. And then there was the time 
my father shows up out of the blue 
right when we’re getting ready to 
run off, and I have to introduce 
you as my boyfriend. That was a 
good one! Of course, you almost 
crapped your pants when I took a 
shot at the Friday Harbor Sheriff.

BILL BENTON
(smiles)

That definitely did scare me 
shitless.

BAMBI MACEY
(serious)

And none of those were even half as 
scary as the storm, but every time 
you came through like an honest-to-
god hero. Every time.

BILL BENTON
Dumb luck.

BAMBI MACEY
Bullshit.

Bambi rises on her tiptoes, leans across the binnacle, closes 
her eyes, kisses Bill, and then returns to the helmsman’s 
bench, sits, puts her arms around him, and leans her head 
against his shoulder. 

BAMBI MACEY (CONT’D)
Don’t you see? I’ve been way more 
scared than you, lots of times, and 
your being scared didn’t make it 
worse. You showed me we could deal 
with the scary shit.

She leans away from Bill and makes a broad gesture toward 
Tahiti.

BAMBI MACEY (CONT’D)
Look where the hell we are, Billy!

Bill looks into Bambi’s eyes and grudgingly smiles. She 
smiles in return, wraps her arms around him, and leans her 
head against his shoulder.

BAMBI MACEY (CONT’D)
(looks at the compass, 
wistful)

BAMBI MACEY (CONT’D)

(MORE)
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BAMBI MACEY (CONT’D)

22.

What makes what happened at 
Rangiroa scary, Billy?

BILL BENTON
(lies)

I don’t know.

Bambi studies Bill’s face for a beat as he studies the sails 
and sea.

BAMBI MACEY
I think you do, silly boy. I think 
you’re afraid you might lose me. 
Isn’t that it?

BILL BENTON
If I say “yes,” you’ll think I 
think I own you.

BAMBI MACEY
(thoughtful)

Will I?

BILL BENTON
You just told me I’m not the boss 
of you.

BAMBI MACEY
I did, didn’t I? Well, this is 
different.

BILL BENTON
(glances at Bambi)

How so?

BAMBI MACEY
(sighs)

I don’t know.

BILL BENTON
And if I said I wasn’t scared of 
losing you?

BAMBI MACEY
(hugs Bill closer)

You’d be lying.

Slow CIRCLING DRONE SHOT of the conversation:

BILL BENTON
I don’t mean this like I think I 
own you, but until the other day, I 
thought you belonged to me like a 
husband might feel about his wife.

BAMBI MACEY (CONT’D)
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BAMBI MACEY
We’re not married, Billy.

BILL BENTON
(frustrated)

But you told the Sterlings we were, 
Bambi, and we’ve been doing a 
pretty good imitation of it down to 
the dime-store rings we’re wearing. 
You even told them we were twenty-
six, for god’s sake!

BAMBI MACEY
If we’d told them how old we really 
are, they’d never have bought the 
idea that we were married. If they 
thought we were kids, it might’ve 
scared them off.

BILL BENTON
So?

END DRONE SHOT: Bambi separates from Bill, slides to the end 
of the helmsman’s bench, and stares at him.

BAMBI MACEY
(mildly confrontational)

So? We needed them, Billy. We’d 
never’ve managed the refit in 
Kahului or even thought about 
passports, let alone how to get 
them. They got us here. Look where 
we are.

Bill shakes his head as though overwhelmed as he stares at 
Tahiti.

BAMBI MACEY (CONT’D)
(challenges)

What?

BILL BENTON
Everything feels upside down.

BAMBI MACEY
(chuckles)

Maybe because we’re in the Southern 
Hemisphere.

BILL BENTON
(chuckles)

Very funny.

Bambi slides back against Bill and looks up at him.
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BAMBI MACEY
(melancholy)

You really didn’t get a kick out of 
it, what happened with Louise and 
Marty?

BILL BENTON
(petulant)

No!

BAMBI MACEY
(gentle)

You should keep that to yourself. 
It’d hurt Louise’s feelings.

BILL BENTON
(surprised)

Jesus! I’m not going to talk with 
them about it!

BAMBI MACEY
(gentle)

Okay.

BILL BENTON
(pique returns)

But you sure seemed to like it, 
like you wanted it to happen. 
Didn’t you even think how I might 
feel?

A mischievous smile comes to Bambi’s face as she straddles 
Bill’s lap.

BILL BENTON (CONT’D)
(astonished)

What’re you doing?

BAMBI MACEY
(ignores question)

I thought you’d be excited about 
what happened, something so wild, 
so amazing.

BILL BENTON
(sarcastic)

It was amazing alright.

Bambi kisses him and moves gently against him.

BAMBI MACEY
(near seductive)

It was Louise’s idea.
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BILL BENTON
(surprised)

What?

BAMBI MACEY
She saw you and Marty watching us 
kissing and whispered, “I think 
they’re getting turned on ...”

(kisses Bill)
And I said, “So am I,” and she 
said, “You know, you’d be a treat 
for Marty after thirty years of 
only enjoying one kind of pie.”

DRONE SHOT:

BILL BENTON
That’s what she said? That was all 
it took for you to get all, you 
know, whatever?

Bambi kisses Bill and moves more suggestively against him, 
and then she leans back with her hands around the back of his 
neck, stares into his aviators and smiles provocatively.

BAMBI MACEY
Billy B, it seems just talking 
about it is all it takes to get you 
whatevered!

The Serenity rounds up into the wind due to Bill having lost 
his focus on sailing. Thunderous SOUND of LUFFING SAILS as 
Bambi bolts to the starboard cockpit winch and releases the 
jib sheet. 

Bill steers Serenity off the wind as Bambi crosses the 
cockpit and takes a wrap of the lazy jib sheet around a port-
side winch; wind on the windward side of the jib pushes 
Serenity’s bow off the wind. 

Bambi releases the sheet, quickly crosses the cockpit, wraps 
the jib sheet around the starboard winch, and using a winch 
handle, hauls in on the sheet. Serenity returns to hull speed 
as she sails toward Tahiti which comes INTO VIEW.

EXT - PAPE’ETE HARBOR - ONE HOUR LATER

Teddy Carlyle is seated on a park bench along the harbor 
promenade and is staring at two sailboats -- the Moorea and 
the Serenity -- approaching the harbor under full sail and 
apparently at full speed.

25.



26.

He glances at the Picayune four-hundred-yards away -- 
anchored fore and aft -- and spies a man he presumes is 
Captain Stump emerge from the tiny pilothouse and climb down 
to the next deck that once housed twin anti-aircraft guns.

Stumps goes to the forward railing and stares at the 
sailboats. 

PEDESTRIANS of all stripes walk the promenade, costumed in 
conservative attire, especially the women, thanks to the 
century-long persistence of missionaries.

Carlyle adjusts his position on the bench, stretches his 
collar, and fans himself with his boater. 

TEDDY CARLYLE
(sotto voce)

Dear Lord. I’ll be damned if I 
don’t feel like a bloody salmon 
poaching in a pot.

Carlyle turns and stares at MAHANA TETUANUI, who is seated on 
the grass in front of a huge banyan tree, which is twenty 
feet behind Carlyle’s bench. Like Carlyle, he is staring at 
the approaching sailboats. 

Mahana is eighteen, handsome to the point of beauty, tall and 
dark with long, wavy black hair that suggests, along with his 
facial characteristics, a European genetic influence. 

Mahana is barefoot and wears cutoff blue jeans and a white 
linen shirt with sleeves cut off at the elbows. The short 
sleeves reveal tattoos on his arms that suggest his family 
origins to be Marquesan rather than Tahitian.

TEDDY CARLYLE (CONT’D)
(petulant, beckons)

Hank!

Mahana looks annoyed at the use of the name; he stands and 
saunters to Carlyle, who addresses him as Mahana nears the 
bench.

TEDDY CARLYLE (CONT’D)
Chop, chop, boy ... and you can 
wipe that expression, whatever it 
is, off your face! (pats bench) 
Sit.

After a beat, Mahana sits at the end of the bench and stares 
out at the Moorea and Serenity, which are in the harbor. 
Marty Sterling drops the jib on Moorea as bikini-clad Bambi 
Macey drops the foresails on Serenity. 
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TEDDY CARLYLE (CONT’D)
(superior)

I don’t appreciate what appears to 
be arrogance on your part, Hank, my 
boy, especially with me who you 
know to be your good friend.

Mahana looks at the promenade without response.

TEDDY CARLYLE (CONT’D)
You’ve been watching those 
sailboats, I’d think. (beat) Hank?

MAHANA TETUANUI
Oui, monsieur.

TEDDY CARLYLE
The sloop is a much more beautiful 
boat than the yawl, wouldn’t you 
say?

MAHANA TETUANUI
Peut-être.

TEDDY CARLYLE
Perhaps? There is no perhaps! It is 
far more beautiful. Look at her 
sheerline! But the black-hulled 
yawl has the look of a lady capable 
of dealing with nasty seas without 
complaining, wouldn’t you agree?

MAHANA TETUANUI
(uncommitted compliance)

Oui, monsieur.

TEDDY CARLYLE
Something I’ve seldom encountered 
with any female I’ve ever known. 
Have you?

MAHANA TETUANUI
(French, SUBTITLED)

I haven’t had that experience, sir.

Pedestrians are stopping and staring at the two sailboats. 
Both have rounded up and dropped their anchors; the trades 
are pushing the boats backward until the anchors set.  

TEDDY CARLYLE
(laughs)

Haven’t had the experience, you 
say? I doubt that my friend. 

(MORE)
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I’m certain you’ve had more 
experience than most with the 
island girls, am I right?

Bambi walks aft from the bow of the Serenity; Marty Sterling 
walks aft on Moorea.

MAHANA TETUANUI
(sighs)

Comme toujours, monsieur.

TEDDY CARLYLE
(chuckles)

“As always,” you say! Very good, 
very good, my boy!

Carlyle notices the pedestrians stopped en masse and staring 
out at the sailboats.

TEDDY CARLYLE (CONT’D)
What in heaven’s name are they all 
staring at, eh Hank?

MAHANA TETUANUI
(French, SUBTITLED)

They’re looking at the girl, I 
think, on the black sailboat.

Bambi arrives at the stern pulpit, which is seventy-five 
yards from the promenade, sees the crowd staring at her, 
beams and waves. The pedestrian voyeurs, discovered, resume 
their walks. Bambi shrugs and drops into the aft cabin.

Bill checks the Serenity’s position and then follows Bambi 
below.

TEDDY CARLYLE
By god, Hank. The skipper looks to 
be no older than you. And I think 
you were right about the girl. When 
was the last time, if ever, that a 
young beauty like her appeared in 
Pape’ete Harbor in a bloody bra and 
knickers?

Mahana shrugs.

TEDDY CARLYLE (CONT’D)
I’d venture not since the first 
missionary landed, but that’s 
neither here nor there. So here’s 
the thing, I have a job for you.

TEDDY CARLYLE (CONT’D)
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Mahana turns toward Carlyle and appears intent upon what is 
about to be instructed.

TEDDY CARLYLE (CONT’D)
The skipper and the girl?

MAHANA TETUANUI
Oui, monsieur?

TEDDY CARLYLE
I want you to watch them, follow 
them when they come ashore, meet 
them if you can. Here.

Carlyle extracts coins from his pocket and counts eleven one-
hundred-franc coins which he holds toward Mahana. Mahana 
takes them, looks at them, puts them in his pocket and 
returns his gape to Carlyle.

TEDDY CARLYLE (CONT’D)
Offer to buy them a coffee or tea 
or some such thing. Keep whatever’s 
left for yourself. Find out where 
they’re from; what their intentions 
are. Do you understand?

MAHANA TETUANUI
(unsure)

Peut être, monsieur.

TEDDY CARLYLE
There’s that bloody “perhaps” 
again! Be certain, my boy. Those 
two could be an answer to my 
prayers. C'est très important, 
understand?

Mahana solemnly nods; Carlyle waves him away and returns his 
gaze to the harbor. Mahana stands and glares at Carlyle for a 
beat before walking away. 

EXT - DECK OF SERENITY, PAPE’ETE HARBOR - NOON SAME DAY

Louise Sterling climbs the stern ladder of Serenity; Bill 
hands her aboard as she steps over the stern pulpit. Louise--
a pretty, full-bodied, middle-aged woman--wears a loose-
fitting, white linen blouse, pedal pushers, and is barefoot.

LOUISE STERLING
(cheery and rapid fire)

G’day, Billy B. Where’s your bride? 
Below, up forward, I presume? 
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BILL BENTON
Yep.

LOUISE STERLING
Right, so I’m to ask if you’d mind 
taking our dinghy over to Moorea to 
help Marty replace a rusted tang. 
Can you do it?

BILL BENTON
Sure. Let me tell Bambi.

LOUISE STERLING
I’ll do it, love. You get going.

Louise pads forward toward the cockpit; Bill watches her for 
a beat, and then he descends the stern ladder to the dinghy.

INT - SERENITY’S FORWARD CABIN - CONTINUOUS

Bambi is kneeling on the port settee behind the salon table 
in the main cabin, dusting and straightening the shelves 
above the settee; she is barefoot, bra-less, and wears one of 
Bill’s white T-shirts and a pair of his striped boxers. Her 
hair is tied off in a ponytail.

LOUISE STERLING (O.S.)
You below, love?

BAMBI MACEY
Louise! Come on down.

Bambi slides from behind the table as Louise descends the 
companionway ladder. They meet and exchange a brief hug.

LOUISE STERLING
I’m to tell you your husband is 
rowing over to the Moorea to help 
Marty replace a tang. I don’t smell 
coffee brewin’, so why don’t you 
just plop yourself down, and I’ll 
make us a pot.

BAMBI MACEY
(smiles)

You do have a way of makin’ 
yourself to home.

LOUISE STERLING
That I do, mate; that I do. Can’t 
help m’self. Come on now, sit.
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Louise prepares a percolator with water and ground coffee in 
a way that verifies her familiarity with the Serenity’s 
galley. Bambi slides along the port settee toward the forward 
end of the table and watches Louise as they chat.

BAMBI MACEY
(thoughtful)

I wonder if we’d have made it here 
without you two.

LOUISE STERLING
(laughs)

Absolutely not! Lost at sea 
would’ve been your lot. (beat) But 
then again, Marty and I were bloody 
clueless on our first go-round -- 
took us five years -- but we bloody 
well made it, didn’t we?

Louise lights the burner on the alcohol stove beneath the 
coffee pot, checks the flame, and with a big smile, she sits 
at the galley end of the port settee.

LOUISE STERLING (CONT’D)
You know, we weren’t much older 
than you pair and in our first boat 
that’d been abandoned in a yard.

BAMBI MACEY
Must’ve needed work.

LOUISE STERLING
The yardmaster was only too glad to 
get the bloody thing out of his 
hair. Took a lot of gumption, 
blood, sweat, and tears before we 
even got her in the water.

BAMBI MACEY
Must’ve cost a lot.

SOUND of coffee PERCOLATING; Louise glances at the pot and 
then turns to Bambi.

LOUISE STERLING
Did most of the work ourselves. 
Used our life savings, which were a 
pittance, us being a young jackaroo 
and jillaroo just off a farm. About 
your age now, come to think it.

Louise gets up and extracts coffee mugs from a locker in a 
manner that suggests the boat is hers; she places the mugs 
next to the stove. 
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LOUISE STERLING (CONT’D)
You goin’ to want some sugar or 
milk or some’it?

BAMBI MACEY
Just black.

LOUISE STERLING
Righto. A couple minutes more.

Louise returns to the settee.

BAMBI MACEY
So you were sayin’ you did most of 
the work yourselves.

LOUISE STERLING
We did! And then we took odd jobs 
to keep us goin’ in ports all over 
the world. Marty had five hundred a 
year from his father’s estate, 
which seemed like a king’s ransom 
during the Depression, but I didn’t 
bring one bloody shilling to the 
shebang, and his five hundred 
didn’t go as far as we thought it 
might, what with haul outs, 
refittings, and new sails. And 
crikey, you know the expression: a 
boat’s a hole in the water into 
which you pour your money! 

Louise gets up and steps to the percolator.

LOUISE STERLING (CONT’D)
Gumption’s a good word. We had it, 
and you two bloody well have it 
too, don’t you?

Louise pours coffee into the mugs.

BAMBI MACEY
(a tad pensive)

If you say so.

LOUISE STERLING
I do say so because you needed it 
to get to Maui from what, up 
Seattle way, right? And now you’re 
here. 

Louise carries the mugs to and places them on the table. 
Bambi stretches and grasps one of the cups.
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LOUISE STERLING (CONT’D)
And then there’s the fact that the 
two of you are in love. That’ll 
keep you goin’.

Bambi looks into Louise’s eyes; Louise sees tears in Bambi’s 
eyes. Bambi looks away as she sips her coffee.

LOUISE STERLING (CONT’D)
Well, you bloody well do, don’t 
you? Love each other?

BAMBI MACEY
(forlorn, wipes eyes)

I don’t know.

Louise slides down the settee until she is next to Bambi. 
They sip their coffees as they chat.

LOUISE STERLING
Tell me what’s wrong, love. Penny 
for your thought.

BAMBI MACEY
(recovering)

I was thinking about my mother.

LOUISE STERLING
(laughs)

Oh God, that makes me feel bloody 
old. Here I am thinking we’re mates 
and all.

BAMBI MACEY
(whimsical)

We are for sure, but that’s just a 
little confusion on top of what 
happened on Rangiroa ...

LOUISE STERLING
Rangiroa? ... Oh, I see ... or do 
I? Tell me about your mother.

BAMBI MACEY
She left me and my dad when I was 
little -- five-years-old -- and her 
mother took me in for a while. 
Granny was more like a man than a 
woman: ran a small ranch with a few 
head of cattle and some horses. My 
dad couldn’t stand her. Used to 
call her a bull dyker, if you know 
what I mean.
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LOUISE STERLING
I got the drift. Go on.

BAMBI MACEY
Around when I first got my period, 
things got weird, or weirder I 
guess, when she sent me back to 
live with my dad.

LOUISE STERLING
(encouraging)

Okay, weird ...

BAMBI MACEY
It was weird mostly because he was 
gone for two or three weeks at a 
time, in harbor for a week, and 
then back out again.

LOUISE STERLING
And you were how old?

BAMBI MACEY
I’d just turned twelve when I went 
back to live with him.

LOUISE STERLING
That’s awfully young to’ve started 
getting your monthlies.

BAMBI MACEY
I’ve had a head start over everyone 
with those kinds of things.

LOUISE STERLING
Titties? Taller than your school 
chums, even the boys?

BAMBI MACEY
The works.

LOUISE STERLING
And let me guess: your pappy was 
bloody useless when it came to such 
things.

BAMBI MACEY
I had a neighbor woman who looked 
in on me who was a help, but yes, 
useless. He was never home anyway.

LOUISE STERLING
I’m guessing Pap was a fisherman.
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Bambi nods and finishes her coffee.

LOUISE STERLING (CONT’D)
More?

BAMBI MACEY
Please.

Louise takes the mugs and fills them.

LOUISE STERLING
(over her shoulder)

So, you’ve never had a meaningful 
relationship with an older woman, 
then?

BAMBI MACEY
I’ve never had a relationship with 
a mother.

Louise settles onto the settee and slides a mug to Bambi; 
they sip their coffees as they talk. 

LOUISE STERLING
No one to be your Pole Star, guide 
your way, and the like.

BAMBI MACEY
Mm hmm.

LOUISE STERLING
And then you stumble onto these old 
bones.

BAMBI MACEY
(protests)

You’re not old!

LOUISE STERLING
(scoffs)

Nice try, mate, but thanks. So, 
here I am, a surrogate ma -- albeit 
unwittingly, mind you -- and what 
do I do? I make bloody love to you 
in front of our husbands. No wonder 
you’re confused.

BAMBI MACEY
Honestly, I didn’t know it was 
possible for two women to, you 
know, do that.
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LOUISE STERLING
Crikey! I’d think at your age 
that’s something you might’ve 
stumbled across at some point.

Bambi blushes, takes a sip of coffee, closes her eyes, shakes 
her head, and then looks at Louise.

BAMBI MACEY
I’m not as old as you think I am.

LOUISE STERLING
I think you’re as old as you told 
me you are. How bloody old are you?

BAMBI MACEY
I just turned nineteen.

Louise’s eyes widen, then she frowns, and then her expression 
softens.

LOUISE STERLING
(soft chuckle)

You’re a bloody baby, aren’t you, 
you lovely devil?

Bambi smiles and when they look into each other’s eyes, they 
start to giggle. Louise stops with a start.

LOUISE STERLING (CONT’D)
(shocked)

Crikey! How bloody old is your 
husband?

BAMBI MACEY
(holding back laughter)

He’s a year younger than me.

Louise leans back and howls with laughter; Bambi joins her 
but with some restraint.

LOUISE STERLING
(mirthful)

You little ripper! Here I thought 
he was three sheets to the wind 
when he and I were havin’ at it, 
but it wasn’t the rum. He was 
bloody stunned, wasn’t he?

BAMBI MACEY
(laughs)

He was!

Louise looks at Bambi, holds a breath, and laughs again.
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LOUISE STERLING
My God, I made love to a bloody 
baby, didn’t I?

BAMBI MACEY
(a bit bashful)

Hardly a baby.

LOUISE STERLING
You’re bloody right about that, 
mate. I’ll be buggered if I didn’t 
enjoy myself. Enjoy myself? Bloody 
came like a tsunami, didn’t I? 
Where’d he learn all that? You?

Bambi self-consciously shrugs in reply.

LOUISE STERLING (CONT’D)
Let me tell you, girlie, I can 
bloody well guarantee this is 
something you’d never have talked 
about with a mother!

The two have an energetic giggle as they settle back with 
their coffees and their thoughts for a moment. Louise drains 
her mug, places it on the table and looks at Bambi with 
concern.

LOUISE STERLING (CONT’D)
This mood you were in when I first 
came below wasn’t about mothers or 
what happened on Rangiroa, was it?

BAMBI MACEY
(melancholy)

How do you know if you’re in love 
with someone?

LOUISE STERLING
(sincere concern)

I think that’s a question that’s 
been asked since people invented 
questions.

BAMBI MACEY
Then shouldn’t I know the answer?

LOUISE STERLING
Don’t know whether you should or 
not, girlie, not in words anyway. 
It’s the feeling, not the 
description. 

(MORE)
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What you’re sayin’ to me, what has 
you in irons, is that you’re not 
sure you love the boy, right? 

CUT TO:

EXT - ISOLATED MOTU, RANGIROA ATOLL - FLASHBACK THREE DAYS

It is midday; a few clouds fly across a bright blue sky.

Bill wears only khaki shorts, and laughing, chases bikini-
clad Bambi over the sand of the motu. Marty and Louise 
Sterling drink from a bottle of rum and laugh as they sit on 
a blanket in bathing suits and watch Bill and Bambi. 

LOUISE STERLING (V.O.)
Don’t forget, I’ve seen you two 
together. You look like you’re in 
love, young love maybe, innocent 
and all ...

Bill catches Bambi around the waist and swings her around.

LOUISE STERLING (V.O.) (CONT’D)
Maybe bloody naïve, but in love 
certainly. Why are you questioning 
it?

Bill stops swinging Bambi, who turns into his arms and kisses 
him.

BAMBI MACEY (V.O.)
It isn’t just one thing.

LOUISE STERLING (V.O.)
Tell me.

Bambi takes Bill by the hand and leads him to the Sterlings.

BAMBI MACEY (V.O.)
I never tell him I love him. Well, 
I do, but it’s only after he says 
it first ...

Bambi drops to the blanket and pulls Bill down with her. 
Louise hands Bambi the rum bottle.

BAMBI MACEY (V.O.) (CONT’D)
And then I feel guilty -- every 
time -- that I’m just saying it 
because he said it like ... I don’t 
know ...

LOUISE STERLING (CONT’D)
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Bambi takes a grimaced swallow of rum and passes it to Bill 
who does the same.

LOUISE STERLING (V.O.)
Like he’s really asking, “I love 
you, but do you love me?”

Bill hands the bottle to Marty, who holds it up to the light, 
sees it is empty, laughs, and tosses it into the lagoon.

BAMBI MACEY (V.O.)
Exactly. And when he says it, it’s 
like ... I guess ... I guess I 
worry about hurting his feelings.

Bill and Marty watch as Bambi asks Louise something; Louise 
laughs in return, smiles at Marty coyly, and moves next to 
Bambi. She and Bambi smile, look into each other’s eyes, and 
kiss like lovers. 

LOUISE STERLING (V.O.)
So, you tell him you love him.

BAMBI MACEY (V.O.)
I do, but it feels more like an 
obligation than something sincere.

In each others’ embrace and kissing, Bambi and Louis slowly 
recline on the blanket. END FLASHBACK.

INT - SERENITY/FORWARD CABIN - CONTINUOUS

Louise sits with her feet tucked beneath her. She looks 
earnestly at Bambi who is staring into her empty mug.

LOUISE STERLING
So, there’s never a time when you 
look at the boy that you feel your 
heart race, just a bit?

Bambi looks into Louise’s eyes for a beat.

BAMBI MACEY
(dead serious)

I wouldn’t say never, but that only 
happens when I’m feeling, you know.

LOUISE STERLING
Do I?

Bambi sends a smoldering gaze at Louise that is unmistakable.
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LOUISE STERLING (CONT’D)
All right, mate. I know what you 
mean. And you’re wondering whether 
that feeling is love.

BAMBI MACEY
If it is, do I love you then?

LOUISE STERLING
You’re attracted to me -- I can see 
that -- because of what happened on 
the motu. I think it was brilliant -
- what happened -- and I adore you, 
but what you’re feeling isn’t 
actual love, right? At least, not 
to my way of thinking.

BAMBI MACEY
(sincere concern)

Is there something wrong with me?

LOUISE STERLING
(chuckles, then caring)

Certainly not, although if you do 
feel something stronger than just 
being “in like” with me, it’s only 
bloody convention that would make 
you feel there was something wrong 
with it. Sheila’s can love each 
other, Bambi, just like a bloke 
loves his wife, but the world says 
it’s wrong, doesn’t it? Someday the 
world will change if it ever 
figures out that people love who 
they love. What get’s us bollixed 
is the sex thing, right? There’s 
this thing where we think we have 
to fall in love and have to agree 
to spend the rest of our bloody 
lives with some tosser in order to 
have sex, when struth! Sometimes it 
has nothin’ to do with love. 
Sometimes we just want to shag a 
bloke’s bloody brains out -- or a 
Sheila if you’re so inclined!

Bambi laughs, and after a beat, so does Louise. Louise slides 
closer to Bambi on the settee.

LOUISE STERLING (CONT’D)
(intimate)

But sometimes we do fall into real 
love, don’t we? 

(MORE)
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We must because why else would 
poets spend so much bloody time 
writin’ about it? But I’ll tell you 
a secret, one I’ve learned 
firsthand, one they don’t teach 
Sheila’s like you. Falling in love, 
real love, can take a bloody long 
time, and between when you get all 
hot and bothered at the sight of 
your lover, and the time when just 
the sight of the old bother gives 
you this bizarre, fuzzy feeling 
that makes you feel warm all over, 
well ...

Louise pauses, smiles sweetly, sighs, reaches across the 
table and grasps Bambi’s hand.

LOUISE STERLING (CONT’D)
That’s the bloody danger zone. That 
time in the middle is when a body 
strays, it’s then when feelin’ 
randy is the stuff of loneliness.

Louise releases Bambi’s hand and leans back.

LOUISE STERLING (CONT’D)
(chuckles)

And of course, sometimes people 
want to shag somebody out of simple 
boredom with her husband or even 
revenge for having given up her 
entire life to a marriage.

BAMBI MACEY
(sincere)

But on the beach, the last thing 
that happened was you and Marty 
together. We watched you ...

LOUISE STERLING
(laughs)

I know you did, you brazen hussy!

BAMBI MACEY
(laughs)

But it didn’t seem like it was 
because of loneliness or revenge or 
boredom.

LOUISE STERLING
Certainly not boredom!

LOUISE STERLING (CONT’D)
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BAMBI MACEY
(earnest)

Then what were we watching?

LOUISE STERLING
(looks beyond Bambi)

Two old mates deep in love, I 
suppose, cementing the fact with 
one intense, serious screw.

(focus on Bambi)
We’ve been together a long time, 
Marty and me, since well before The 
War. Been through thick and thin, 
we have, and it was probably bloody 
love that’s seen us through, so I 
can’t tell you what real love is, 
but I can tell you what it does.

Bambi leans in; Louise grasps her hand.

LOUISE STERLING (CONT’D)
If you saw something magical 
between Marty and me, then what you 
saw was true love in the flesh, but 
as to what love is, I’m guessin’ 
that’s up to each of us to figure 
out. All I’m sayin’ is, don’t get 
caught up in all the Hollywood 
nonsense about love; give you and 
your boy time for the puddin’ to 
rise before you decide.

Louise releases Bambi’s hand, grabs the mugs, slides off the 
settee, and steps to the galley sink.

LOUISE STERLING (CONT’D)
(over her shoulder)

I’m going to worry about you two, 
now we’ve had this little chat ...

(rinses mugs from the 
galley tap)

Especially with Marty and me 
shovin’ off to New Zealand 
tomorrow.

Bambi slides from behind the table and approaches Louise.

BAMBI MACEY
(grateful, upbeat)

You don’t need to worry about us.

Louise turns from the sink and opens her arms to Bambi. They 
hug, and then facing each other, hold hands.
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LOUISE STERLING
Let me tell you something, dearie. 
Friendship and shared experience -- 
or good tussles under the sheets -- 
aren’t going to be enough to get 
you through the first months if you 
do settle in these bloody islands. 
You can’t imagine how lonely you’ll 
be at times, and when you get there 
-- and you will -- that’s when 
you’ll be in that danger zone, when 
you’re going to need each other, 
desperate like.

Louise pulls Bambi into her arms, releases her, looks deep 
into Bambi’s eyes, kisses her briefly on the lips, and again 
hugs her. They separate. Louise wipes a tear from Bambi’s 
cheek.

LOUISE STERLING (CONT’D)
We’ll see you for sure before we 
shove off tomorrow, right?

BAMBI MACEY
Absolutely.

SOUND of OARS STROKING water. Louise and Bambi glance toward 
the open companionway hatch, then back into each others’ 
eyes. Louise gives Bambi a final peck on the lips.

LOUISE STERLING
That’ll be your Billy, and my cue 
to exit stage right. See ya later.

Bambi watches Louise exit via the companionway ladder.

EXT - HARBOR PROMENADE, PAPE'ETE - 2 P.M. SAME DAY

Bill and Bambi walk along the harbor promenade, each wearing 
outfits they would have worn to school back in the States. 
Bill carries two satchels containing provisions. Bambi glares 
at passersby.

BAMBI MACEY
(grousing to herself)

The old prudes.

BILL BENTON
What?

BAMBI MACEY
Just thinking out loud.
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BILL BENTON
About what? Oh, wait. You’re still 
steamed about what Louise said 
about your ‘grand entrance.’

BAMBI MACEY
How was I to know this place was so 
straight-laced? I hope I gave them 
something to think about.

BILL BENTON
The sight of you in your bikini 
always gives me something to think 
about.

Bambi smirks and gives Bill’s upper arm a backhand smack. 
Bill exaggerates the effect of the impact and laughs. 

Bill is apparently distracted by something ahead of them. 
Bambi smiles at him and again gives his arm a smack, but 
gentler this time.

BILL BENTON (CONT’D)
(looks at Bambi)

What?

BAMBI MACEY
I love you, Buster.

BILL BENTON
(surprised smile)

I love you too. A lot.

Bill returns his gape to what he had been looking at: Mahana 
Tetuanui is inspecting their inflatable dinghy which has been 
drawn up onto a small stretch of beach at the edge of the 
harbor. Bill and Bambi are 50 yards from the dinghy.

BAMBI MACEY
(curious smile)

What’re you looking at?

BILL BENTON
(frown, worried)

There’s a guy looking at our 
Zodiac.

Bill picks up his pace, his eyes on Mahana; Bambi keeps up.

BAMBI MACEY
He’s just looking.

BILL BENTON
That better be all he’s doing.
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BAMBI MACEY
(scoffs)

Or what?

BILL BENTON
I’ll tell you what ...

Mahana sees them approaching and waves.

BILL BENTON (CONT’D)
He’s acting like he knows us.

Mahana sits on the port tube of the Zodiac.

BILL BENTON (CONT’D)
(mutters)

What the hell does he want?

BAMBI MACEY
Probably some service for a tip.

BILL BENTON
(mutters)

Blood from a stone.

As Bill and Bambi near the Zodiac, Mahana stands and beams at 
the Americans.

MAHANA TETUANUI
(Te Roa, SUBTITLED)

Ia ora na! Maita’i oe? 

Bambi skips up to Mahana, arms open wide, big smile.

BAMBI MACEY
I’m sorry! We don’t speak ...

MAHANA TETUANUI
(still beaming)

You do not speak Te Roa, but it is 
okay because I speak the English 
excellent. The only good thing 
about missionaries!

Mahana laughs as he extends his hand to Bill, who plants the 
satchels on the sand and shakes Mahana’s hand. 

Mahana turns to Bambi with his arms open. She is unsure for a 
beat but steps to Mahana who grasps her hands, quickly kisses 
each cheek; Bambi mimics the greeting.

Mahana releases Bambi’s hands, takes a step back, and still 
smiling, addresses both Americans.
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MAHANA TETUANUI (CONT’D)
(somewhat formal)

I am Mahana Tetuanui. My family -- 
what there is left of them -- live 
on Nuku Hiva, but I live here in 
Tahiti, and I look for new friends.

BILL BENTON
Nuku Hiva’s in the Marquesas.

MAHANA TETUANUI
It is! You are there sometime?

BILL BENTON
(slight reticence)

I’ve seen it on a chart.

MAHANA TETUANUI
On your black boat with the sails!

Bambi notices that Bill appears a bit taken aback by Mahana’s 
familiarity; she attempts to compensate.

BAMBI MACEY
(smiling)

Mahana is such a beautiful name.

MAHANA TETUANUI
I suppose it is beautiful, the 
name, if you say so. It means sun. 
My parents say they make me one day 
on a beach under a bright sun, but 
I do not think anything can be more 
beautiful than you.

The observation leaves Bambi and Bill speechless for a beat. 
Bambi smiles, Bill frowns, and Mahana forges ahead as Bill 
plays a distracted spectator.

MAHANA TETUANUI (CONT’D)
May I know your names?

BAMBI MACEY
I’m sorry, of course you can! How 
rude of us. Mine is Bambi ...

(takes Bill’s hand)
And this is Billy.

MAHANA TETUANUI 
Billy? It is a, ah, (French) un 
surnom, non?

In French, SUBTITLED. Bambi’s French is well-accented with 
schooled proficiency. Bill appears increasingly annoyed.

46.



47.

BAMBI MACEY 
(surprised)

You speak French!

MAHANA TETUANUI
But of course!

(spreads hands, prideful)
This is France! Does that mean you 
speak French? 

BAMBI MACEY
A little!

MAHANA TETUANUI
I think maybe more than a little. 
This is very good! I will help you 
with your French and you will help 
me with my English, yes!

BAMBI MACEY
Absolutely!

END SUBTITLES.

BILL BENTON
(slight challenge)

Is there something you want?

Mahana turns his attention to Bill with a hint of flirtation 
in his voice and manner. Bambi’s curious expression suggests 
she is making a mental note of it.

MAHANA TETUANUI
I tell you already. I look for new 
friends. 

BILL BENTON
New friends?

MAHANA TETUANUI
Yes! Friends my age, and I think 
Americans are much of interest. 

BILL BENTON
How do you know we’re American?

MAHANA TETUANUI
From the little flag you fly when 
you come into harbor. Just my 
guess, but a good one, I think.

BAMBI MACEY
Yes, a good one!
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MAHANA TETUANUI
And are we the same age?

BAMBI MACEY
How old are you?

MAHANA TETUANUI
I am eighteen, and you?

BAMBI MACEY
(teasing)

Mahana, you should know better than 
to ask a woman her age.

MAHANA TETUANUI
(sincere)

I am so sorry. This is a, ah, 
custom? Of America?

BAMBI MACEY
(laughs)

It is, but don’t worry, I’ll 
forgive you. 

In French, SUBTITLED:

MAHANA TETUANUI
You are teasing, yes?

BAMBI MACEY
Yes, teasing! And we are all about 
the same age.

MAHANA TETUANUI
So we can be friends, right?

BILL BENTON
(challenged French)

Speak English please!

Mahana and Bambi laugh; Bambi grabs Mahana and Bill by their 
hands. END SUBTITLES.

BAMBI MACEY
Mahana is asking us to be his 
friends. Is that okay with you?

MAHANA TETUANUI
(earnest)

I can teach you much about Tahiti.

BILL BENTON
(looks away and mutters)

For a fee.
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BAMBI MACEY
(backhand to Bill’s arm)

Billy!

Bill’s expression to Bambi suggests the question, “What did I 
say?” Bambi addresses Mahana who appears a tad crestfallen.

BAMBI MACEY (CONT’D)
Just ignore him. If you give him a 
chance, you’ll like him.

(big smile)
I did! And it’d be nice to have a 
friend because we need one. We 
don’t know anything about Pape’ete.

MAHANA TETUANUI
(brightens)

I take you to a teahouse. It is not 
far. I know the owner. He is 
Chinese, but no matter. I buy us 
something to eat.

BAMBI MACEY
Billy?

Bill lifts the satchels and looks at Bambi, hesitant.

BILL BENTON
We have to get this stuff to the 
boat.

Bambi takes off her shoes and tosses them aboard the Zodiac. 
She helps Bill tow the dinghy across the sand into the 
shallow water, and boards it. Bill hands Bambi the satchels, 
which she stows. She sits on the stern thwart.

Mahana holds the dinghy in place with the help of a rope 
affixed to the Zodiac’s floats. Bill’s shoes precede him as 
he boards; he sits on the center thwart and prepares to row.

BAMBI MACEY
(to Mahana)

We won’t dilly dally. 

MAHANA TETUANUI
(curious look)

What is this “dilly dally?” Does it 
mean ... uh ... 

(French, SUBTITLED)
make love?

BAMBI MACEY
(laughs)

Not really, but it could!
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Mahana winks at Bambi, smiles slyly at Bill, and gives the 
dinghy a shove. Bill begins to row.

BILL BENTON
What’s a fair lamore?

BAMBI MACEY
(laughs)

I thought you knew some French!

Bill shrugs and keeps rowing. Bambi and Mahana exchange 
earnest waves.

INT - LA LUNA MORTE - SAME DAY, 10:00 P.M.

A dozen MALE CUSTOMERS are scattered about the smoky room; a 
few are seated in pairs. René is behind the bar, benignly 
watching everyone and smoking a cigarette. Carlyle is seated 
at his usual table with his back to the door.

Mahana enters. Hereiti carries a tray of drinks and mutters a 
greeting as she jerks her head toward Carlyle.

HEREITI
(in French, SUBTITLED)

Where’ve you been? He’s angry!

Mahana looks at Carlyle, closes his eyes, takes a deep breath 
and with his first step toward Carlyle, exhales.

Mahana stops to Carlyle’s right, just beyond arm’s reach, and 
stares at René, who returns the stare for a beat before 
exhaling a plume of smoke toward the ceiling. 

Carlyle angrily works on a cigar. He notices Mahana, his eyes 
narrow, and he extracts the cigar and gesticulates with it as 
he speaks. Mahana stares at René during the following.

TEDDY CARLYLE
(controlled anger)

Do you know how long I’ve been 
waiting for you?

MAHANA TETUANUI
(no emotion, French)

Non, monsieur.

TEDDY CARLYLE
(through clenched teeth)

Two bloody hours. Two bloody hours! 
While you, what? Idle away the time 
on my francs!
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MAHANA TETUANUI
I did not know when ...

TEDDY CARLYLE
Don’t you even think of 
contradicting me, you, you insolent 
boy! Who’s kept you alive all these 
months?

MAHANA TETUANUI
Vous, monsieur.

TEDDY CARLYLE
Who rescued you from those, those 
disgusting, seaborne degenerates 
who, God be praised, we threw to 
the sharks and whatever else is in 
the bloody sea.

MAHANA TETUANUI
Vous, monsieur.

TEDDY CARLYLE
(mocking falsetto)

Vous, monsieur! Vous, monsieur! 
(angry)

You’re bloody well right it was me, 
and if you want to continue getting 
fat off my largess, don’t ever keep 
me waiting again!

MAHANA TETUANUI
(confused)

“Largess,” monsieur?

Carlyle waves off the question, turns in his chair, and 
gestures at Hereiti who pauses and looks at him.

TEDDY CARLYLE
(loud to Hereiti)

Courvoisier!

Hereiti heads to the bar; Carlyle turns back to Mahana.

TEDDY CARLYLE (CONT’D)
Sit down boy. 

Mahana sits across the table from Carlyle.

TEDDY CARLYLE (CONT’D)
I don’t suppose you’d like 
something to drink after drinking 
on my francs for hours.
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MAHANA TETUANUI
(frowns but polite)

Non, merci.

Carlyle stares at Mahana, who sits erect and stares at the 
table top. Hereiti delivers the Courvoisier. Carlyle grabs 
her wrist and downs the Courvoisier; Hereiti casts a scathing 
look at him.

Carlyle releases her wrist, places the empty glass on 
Hereiti’s tray, and looking at Mahana commands Hereiti:

TEDDY CARLYLE
(in French, SUBTITLED)

Another!

Hereiti huffs and departs. Carlyle watches her go; Mahana 
watches Carlyle with barely hidden contempt. Carlyle turns 
toward Mahana and leans across the table.

TEDDY CARLYLE (CONT’D)
(conspiratorial)

I wonder, Hank. Do you think 
Hereiti still amuses René?

MAHANA TETUANUI
(slight offense)

Monsieur?

TEDDY CARLYLE
(sits back, scoffs)

Come now, my boy. You’re no novice 
with the island girls; I’m certain 
of that. I know you get my drift. 
What do you say?

MAHANA TETUANUI
(French, SUBTITLED)

I don’t know what to say, monsieur.

TEDDY CARLYLE
Well, I’ll tell you this, my boy: 
your island girls’ve done nothing 
for me but give me the bloody clap.

(leans forward, lecherous)
Give me a beauty like your new 
friend, eh?

Mahana looks down and shakes his head slightly.

TEDDY CARLYLE (CONT’D)
(scoffs)

What’s the matter, Hank? 
(MORE)
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Did you fall in love this 
afternoon? Cat got your tongue?

Hereiti arrives with the next Courvoisier; she and Mahana 
share a brief glance of commiseration, and then she places 
the drink on the table.

HEREITI
(slight nod of deference)

Monsieur.

Carlyle grasps the glass; Hereiti looks at him with contempt 
and walks away. Carlyle sips the Courvoisier.

TEDDY CARLYLE
So, my boy, what did you learn 
about those two sea urchins.

MAHANA TETUANUI
They are American.

TEDDY CARLYLE
I could see the bloody stars and 
bars from my perch on the 
promenade. That’s not news.

MAHANA TETUANUI
Non, monsieur.

TEDDY CARLYLE
(frustrated)

Well then, from where in America?

Carlyle has a thought, raises his hand to silence Mahana’s 
response, and downs the Courvoisier.

TEDDY CARLYLE (CONT’D)
I need some bloody fresh air.

Carlyle rises and steps toward the bar. Mahana follows. René 
says something to Carlyle and stares at Mahana as Carlyle 
reaches into his pocket, extracts coins, and counts then out 
onto the counter.

René retrieves the coins and shakes them in his closed fist 
as he watches Carlyle and Mahana exit the bar.

EXT - HARBOR PROMENADE, PAPE'ETE - CONTINUOUS

Carlyle and Mahana exit La Luna Morte. Carlyle takes a cigar 
from his coat, lights the cigar, and begins walking. 

TEDDY CARLYLE (CONT’D)
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TEDDY CARLYLE
So where in America, then?

MAHANA TETUANUI
A small town called Port Townsend.

Carlyle begins walking and Mahana follows. They saunter along 
on sidewalks that lead to L'hotel parisien.

TEDDY CARLYLE
I suppose it’s somewhere on the 
Pacific coast of the States.

MAHANA TETUANUI
Oui, monsieur.

TEDDY CARLYLE
And that’s their boat?

MAHANA TETUANUI
Not exactly, monsieur.

TEDDY CARLYLE
Whose then?

MAHANA TETUANUI
It’s a long story.

TEDDY CARLYLE
You have until we get to the hotel 
so get started. I’m listening.

MAHANA TETUANUI
C'est à son beau-père.

TEDDY CARLYLE
It’s his stepfather’s, you say?

MAHANA TETUANUI
Oui, monsieur.

TEDDY CARLYLE
What’s his name?

MAHANA TETUANUI
I do not know.

Carlyle stops and turns to Mahana who stops.

TEDDY CARLYLE
You spent half the bloody day with 
the boy, and you don’t know his 
name?
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MAHANA TETUANUI
Oh, the boy’s name.

Carlyle resumes the walk and Mahana follows.

TEDDY CARLYLE
Of course, the boy’s name. Why in 
bloody hell would I need to know 
the stepfather’s name?

MAHANA TETUANUI
(sighs)

Bill Benton, but she calls him 
Billy. I do not think he would like 
me to call him Billy.

TEDDY CARLYLE
Ah, “she,” that delightful vision 
who ghosted into my life yesterday. 
Tell me her name.

MAHANA TETUANUI
Bambi.

TEDDY CARLYLE
What the hell kind of bloody name 
is that?

MAHANA TETUANUI
(French)

Un surnom.

TEDDY CARLYLE
A nickname? ... and how did they 
come to have le bateau du beau-
père?

MAHANA TETUANUI
They took it. 

TEDDY CARLYLE
(to himself)

Stole it, you mean.

The two men walk on: Carlyle smoking and pondering, Mahana 
glancing at him every few strides.

TEDDY CARLYLE (CONT’D)
(to himself)

Why in bloody hell would two ...

Carlyle stops and turns to Mahana who stops in response.
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TEDDY CARLYLE (CONT’D)
How old are they, those two?

MAHANA TETUANUI
(French SUBTITLED)

They’re my age.

Carlyle resumes walking; Mahana follows.

TEDDY CARLYLE
(to himself)

Why in bloody hell would they have 
stolen a yawl and sailed off to 
this god-forsaken ...

MAHANA TETUANUI
(French, SUBTITLED)

She said they thought if would be a 
good place to start a family.

TEDDY CARLYLE
(French, SUBTITLED)

Start a family, you say? By God, 
Hank, my boy ... 

(Bnglish)
She’s got a bloody bun in the oven.

MAHANA TETUANUI
(clueless)

Monsieur?

TEDDY CARLYLE
(sinister grin)

Pregnant, Hank. Enceinte! This is 
delicious. Let me guess. They’re 
running out of money, starting to 
feel desperate.

MAHANA TETUANUI
(French, SUBTITLED)

How did you know?

TEDDY CARLYLE
(French, SUBTITLED)

Lucky guess, my boy; a lucky guess.

Carlyle and Mahana arrive at and stop at the base of the 
steps to L'Hotel Parisien entrance: they turn to one another.

TEDDY CARLYLE (CONT’D)
(serious)

You will meet them again?
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MAHANA TETUANUI
(French, SUBTITLED)

Yes, sir. Tomorrow.

TEDDY CARLYLE
Good boy, good. On what pretense?

MAHANA TETUANUI
(French)

Pardon?

TEDDY CARLYLE
(impatient)

The reason -- la raison, you fool.

Anger flashes in Mahana’s eyes but only for an instant.

MAHANA TETUANUI
(French, SUBTITLED)

To take them to the market at noon.

TEDDY CARLYLE
(energized)

Brilliant, my boy. I’ll be 
strolling about the market when you 
arrive. Act surprised when you see 
me, but don’t hide the fact that 
you work for me, understand?

MAHANA TETUANUI
(French, SUBTITLED)

I think so.

TEDDY CARLYLE
(French, SUBTITLED)

You think so?
(English, threatening)

You bloody well need to know so. If 
you bollix up this meeting 
tomorrow, you might scare these two 
bloody blunderers away! Comprendre?

MAHANA TETUANUI
(submission)

Oui, monsieur.

Carlyle glares at Mahana for a beat, takes a drag on the 
cigar, and tosses it into the street. After a fleeting final 
glare from Carlyle, Mahana watches Carlyle climb the steps.
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EXT - DECK OF SERENITY, PAPE’ETE HARBOR - CONTINUOUS

Serenity is at anchor; its bow points at the Picayune, which 
is anchored a hundred yards away. Lights aboard the Picayune 
slightly diminish the night sky. SOUNDS of WIND in rigging 
and WAVELETS against the hull are constant accompaniment.

Bill wears only khaki shorts and leans back against a throw 
cushion at the aft end of the cushioned, port cockpit bench.

Bambi wears only her bikini and lies in his arms. They stare 
at the stars.

BAMBI MACEY
(wistful)

Remember us lying here that first 
night out from Maui, staring at the 
stars?

BILL BENTON
(yawns)

Of course.

BAMBI MACEY
We said we wanted to escape to a 
better place, a paradise.

BILL BENTON
(smiles at Bambi)

You said I used your being a 
“damsel in distress” as my excuse 
when I had my own reasons to run.

They both stare at the stars for a beat.

BAMBI MACEY
(matter of fact)

I was right.

BILL BENTON
(chuckles)

We definitely didn’t run away 
because of love.

Bambi smiles at Bill; he kisses her. They stop kissing and 
look into each other’s eyes.

BAMBI MACEY
We hardly knew each other.

BILL BENTON
But you said maybe we kept sailing 
because of love.
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BAMBI MACEY
(chuckles)

And you said we kept sailing 
because we’d burned too many 
bridges to go back.

Bill and Bambi stare at the stars and appear to ponder that 
possibility.

BAMBI MACEY (CONT’D)
Another amazing night.

BILL BENTON
(contented sigh)

Perfect.

Bill strokes Bambi’s hair; she snuggles into him.

BAMBI MACEY
I have a feeling tomorrow is going 
to be a very important day.

BILL BENTON
How so?

BAMBI MACEY
I have no idea.

BILL BENTON
Then ...

BAMBI MACEY
Let’s call it a woman’s intuition.

Bill leans his head toward Bambi’s lips; they kiss long and 
deep. Bambi’s hand reaches up and caresses Bill’s face as 
they kiss. The kiss ends; her hand rests on Bill’s chest.

BILL BENTON
(softly)

You’re definitely a woman, Brittany 
Alistair Macey.

Bambi smiles and stares into Bill’s eyes; her hand slides 
down Bill’s torso until it is OUT OF VIEW. SOUND of ZIPPER 
OPENING. Bambi’s expression turns playfully devilish.

BAMBI MACEY
(near purr)

And you’re definitely a man, aren’t 
you, William Benton?

Bill closes his eyes and smiles at what is transpiring out of 
view. Bambi kisses him insistently for several seconds. 
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Bambi ends the kiss, slowly gets up, and without her eyes 
leaving his, Bambi begins tugging at Bill’s shorts, beneath 
which he wears boxers.

BILL BENTON
(smiling in faux protest)

What do you think you’re doing?

Bill lifts his hips to facilitate the removal of his shorts.

BAMBI MACEY
(grins)

What does it look like?

The shorts removed, she tosses them behind her into the 
forward cabin without looking, grabs the elastic of Bill’s 
boxers and seductively begins to pull them down.

Bill laughs and pulls them up.

BILL BENTON
(bashful)

Out here? Now?

Bambi smiles, climbs over him, kisses him, and proceeds 
kissing down his body until she is OUT OF VIEW as she nears 
Bill’s waist. After a beat, Bill’s face suggests Bambi’s 
intimate ministrations.

BILL BENTON (CONT’D)
(whispers)

You’re driving me crazy.

Bambi laughs, slides INTO VIEW, and they kiss. Bambi ends the 
kiss, rises, and straddles Bill’s belly. Their eyes remain 
locked on the other’s. Bambi’s expression morphs into one of 
sexual insistence as she removes her bikini top.

Bill studies Bambi’s face; her eyes close. The movement of 
her hand and body suggest she is guiding Bill into her body. 

Joined, Bambi sits erect and begins a slow rock and roll. As 
her arousal increases, she opens her eyes and watches Bill as 
he studies her body.

Increasing SOUND of two OUTBOARD MOTORS pushing an inflatable 
boat through the water at high speed.

Bambi looks into the darkness in the direction of the sound, 
sees something, and grinning, ducks down. 

CUT TO:
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EXT - ZODIAC, PAPE’ETE HARBOR - CONTINUOUS

A large Zodiac with a center steering console speeds across 
the harbor from the Picayune toward a quay. The SOUND of two 
OUTBOARD MOTORS and the constant SMACKING of the hull on 
waves are deafening to the crew aboard the Zodiac.

The Picayune’s First Mate, HUAMANAVA TETUANUI, stands behind 
a center console and steers; two Tahitians, CREWMAN ONE and 
CREWMAN TWO, sit on a bench aft of the console. The three men 
glance at the Serenity as the Zodiac passes close by

The men are robust in stature, their hair is curly and black, 
their skin is bronzed, and they wear plain work clothing 
issued from the slop chest. 

Huamanava is an imposing figure well over six feet tall who 
has a seemingly-permanent, fierce expression on an otherwise 
handsome face. Unlike the crew’s wrinkled clothing, Huamava’s 
clothing appears clean and pressed. 

The Zodiac nears the lighted quay where Teddy Carlyle waits. 

Huamanava brings the Zodiac alongside the quay; the crew help 
Carlyle board. The moment that Carlyle is seated between the 
two crew, Huamanava powers the Zodiac away from the quay and 
heads at high speed toward the Picayune.

Only Carlyle glances at the Serenity as the Zodiac speeds 
close by.

The Zodiac approaches the stern ramp of the Picayune where 
AVEFE’AU waits. Avefe’au is a grizzled Samoan whose constant 
posture and demeanor suggest servitude.

INT - DECKHOUSE, THE PICAYUNE - MOMENTS LATER

Avefe’au and Carlyle stand by a wood door in a steel-walled 
passageway. Avefe’au gives a sharp rap on the door and 
glances at Carlyle from a bowed head.

MATTHEW STUMP (O.C.)
(from inside the cabin)

Who is it?

AVEFE’AU
Avefe’au, capitaine, avec monsieur 
Carlyle.

Avefe’au and Carlyle exchange glances; SOUND of DOOR LATCH. 
The door opens to reveal Stump standing in the doorway with 
scotch in hand. He is barefoot and wears standard and 
wrinkled work clothing from the slop chest.
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MATTHEW STUMP
(indigenous, SUBTITLED)

Thank you, Avefe’au. 

Avefe’au “knuckles” his forehead in salute along with a 
slight bow.

AVEFE’AU
(indigenous, SUBTITLED)

You’re welcome, Captain. 

Avefe’au departs; Carlyle and Stump shake hands. Stump 
gestures for Carlyle to enter.

MATTHEW STUMP
Come in; come in.

Stump stands aside and Carlyle enters.

The 20’ by 20’ cabin has a low ceiling and is disheveled: the 
bunk is unmade, dirty clothing is heaped in a corner, a pair 
of shoes has been left in the middle of the floor. 

Stump gestures toward two worn leather club chairs separated 
by a small table next to the bulkhead that is opposite the 
bunk. Carlyle steps toward the chairs; Stump sips his scotch.

MATTHEW STUMP (CONT’D)
After Heyerdahl and his minions 
left these waters, I swear I never 
thought I’d see any of you again.

Carlyle stops in front of a club chair and turns.

TEDDY CARLYLE
(haughty)

And yet, here I am.

MATTHEW STUMP
Here you are.

(gestures at a chair)
Sit, sit.

Carlyle sits.

MATTHEW STUMP (CONT’D)
Wanna try an eighteen-year-old 
Scotch? 

TEDDY CARLYLE
Don’t mind if I do.

Stump steps to a waist-high chest of drawers, the top of 
which has the minimal accoutrements of a bar.
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MATTHEW STUMP
(over his shoulder)

Got the scotch from a dismasted and 
abandoned ketch we found adrift six 
months ago.

Pours scotch into an empty tumbler; adds some to his own.

MATTHEW STUMP (CONT’D)
Whoever owned her left this and 
some passable Madeira, a drawer 
full of American Dollars, two 
revolvers, ammo, and a few other 
odds and ends.

Stump carries the tumblers toward Carlyle.

TEDDY CARLYLE
You managed to salvage her?

Stump hands a tumbler to Carlyle and raises his own. Carlyle 
reciprocates, and they drink.

MATTHEW STUMP
Nah. We could’ve but Hughie talked 
me out of it.

Stump plops down in the other club chair; the men look a tad 
askance at one another as they drink.

TEDDY CARLYLE
Ah, Huamanava. Picked me up at the 
quay. Hasn’t changed a bit.

MATTHEW STUMP
You didn’t expect that he would’ve, 
did you? Change, I mean.

TEDDY CARLYLE
Fierce as ever. Bloody amusing 
given that his name means “peace-
welcome.”

Stump leans his head back and guffaws.

MATTHEW STUMP
Peace-welcome?

TEDDY CARLYLE
(slight incredulity)

You didn’t know?
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MATTHEW STUMP
(scoffs)

Why should I? He’s just been plain 
old “Hughie” to me for the last ten 
years.

Carlyle studies Stump for a beat with a curious smile and 
narrowed eyes. He finishes the scotch and puts the tumbler on 
the table.

TEDDY CARLYLE
So he talked you out of salvaging 
her.

MATTHEW STUMP
(gesticulates with 
tumbler)

He was right of course. Too much 
trouble. Input of effort wouldn’t 
have been worth the outcome.

TEDDY CARLYLE
The hull alone must’ve been worth 
something.

Stump gets up, takes the two tumblers to the “bar.”

MATTHEW STUMP
No doubt, but the time it would’ve 
taken to deal with it would’ve 
interfered with business. 

(fills tumblers)
I know even you English understand 
time is money.

TEDDY CARLYLE
So you left her adrift?

Stump takes the tumblers toward the chairs and hands one to 
Carlyle.

MATTHEW STUMP
Nah. Scuttled her. 

(sits and sips)
If I wasn’t going to get a couple 
of bucks from her, I didn’t see why 
anyone else should. Besides, the 
damned thing was a menace to 
navigation.

Both men sip their scotches.

TEDDY CARLYLE
I suppose that’s true.
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MATTHEW STUMP
Hell, if Hughie wasn’t on watch, 
the Picayune would’ve likely run 
her over. Nope. Davey Jones’ Locker 
was the only thing that made sense, 
and actually, I had a bit a fun 
sending her to the bottom.

TEDDY CARLYLE
A bit of fun, you say?

MATTHEW STUMP
When I first joined up, I got 
assigned to demolition school. 
Learned how to fix limpet mines to 
hulls using old wrecks for 
practice. Got pretty damned good at 
it and might’ve stuck with it -- 
pun intended ...

Carlyle smiles, raises his glass, and sips.

MATTHEW STUMP (CONT’D)
... If I hadn’t seen a buddy 
mishandle one and get blown to 
smithereens.

TEDDY CARLYLE
Bloody hell.

MATTHEW STUMP
Got myself transferred to the 
Quartermaster Corp, A-SAP, and as 
it’s said, the rest is history. 
Still, I got a good deal right 
after the war on a score of surplus 
limpet mines that I keep aboard ... 
but you didn’t come here to listen 
to war stories.

Teddy places his empty tumbler on the table and leans toward 
Stump.

TEDDY CARLYLE
I did not. You recall the four 
points of my plan?
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MATTHEW STUMP
Catchy, if I recall correctly. And 
when we parted, the one still out 
there was, once the pearls were 
stashed in the copra, how do you 
get the copra from Tikehau to 
Atuona while keeping the terminally 
skeptical frogs none the wiser.

TEDDY CARLYLE
Actually, Puama’u not Atuona.

MATTHEW STUMP
I know the place. There’s a coconut 
plantation there. A few dozen 
people. (beat) Dare I ask it, but 
do I detect the aroma of optimism 
coming my way?

TEDDY CARLYLE
(faux agreeable)

You may.

Stump stands and picks up Carlyle’s tumbler.

MATTHEW STUMP
(undisguised sarcasm)

Thank God. I could hardly sleep 
from worrying.

Stump goes to the mini-bar.

MATTHEW STUMP (CONT’D)
(over his shoulder)

I’m all ears.

Stump fills the glasses; Carlyle stares daggers.

TEDDY CARLYLE
(faux agreeable)

The black-hulled yawl that came 
into the harbor yesterday? I saw 
you watching her.

MATTHEW STUMP
What about her?

Stump holds the bottle up to a light; it is empty.

TEDDY CARLYLE
It’s the linchpin to a fortune.
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MATTHEW STUMP
That sounds like a stretch, but I’m 
listening.

Stump steps toward Carlyle and hands him a tumbler.

MATTHEW STUMP (CONT’D)
(re: the scotch)

That’s the end of it.
(sits, sips)

So, tell me about this linchpin 
thing.

TEDDY CARLYLE
Hank ...

MATTHEW STUMP
Your boy.

TEDDY CARLYLE
My boy. I told him to connive a 
conversation with the owner.

MATTHEW STUMP
And?

TEDDY CARLYLE
He’s a young git and no owner: he’s 
a thief.

MATTHEW STUMP
A what?

TEDDY CARLYLE
You heard me. He and the girl stole 
the bloody thing from someplace 
called Port Townsend.

MATTHEW STUMP
North of Seattle, right at the 
eastern end of the Strait of Juan 
de Fuca.

TEDDY CARLYLE
You know it then.

MATTHEW STUMP
Passing acquaintance.

TEDDY CARLYLE
The good news is that not only is 
the yawl big enough to transport 
copra, these bloody young thieves 
are getting low on cash. 
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MATTHEW STUMP
They passed customs?

TEDDY CARLYLE
Apparently.

MATTHEW STUMP
Not total rubes then.

TEDDY CARLYLE
It seems not.

Stump stands and stretches. Looks intently at Carlyle for a 
beat, and then steps toward the cabin door.

MATTHEW STUMP
It’s getting late, Teddy. I’ll 
ferry you back. I feel like a spin 
in the Zodiac tonight. We can talk 
more on the way.

Stump grabs a light jacket from one of several outer garments 
hanging on hooks by the door, which he opens and looks at 
Carlyle with a “shall we?” expression.

Carlyle gets up and steps to and through the door. Stump puts 
on his jacket as he follows.

EXT - ABOARD THE PICAYUNE - MOMENTS LATER

Carlyle approaches the railing, stops, and stares at night-
time Pape’ete. Stump mirrors Carlyle. 

TEDDY CARLYLE
I’m going to meet them tomorrow at 
le marché and introduce them to a 
proposition.

MATTHEW STUMP
(glances at Carlyle, then 
at Pape’ete)

I’m still waiting for details, 
Teddy, including how you’re going 
to keep this under the radar.

TEDDY CARLYLE
There are hundreds of bloody 
coconut palms on Tikehau being 
ignored. Money to be made.

MATTHEW STUMP
By someone like old Captain Harvey 
and his ancient schooner.
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TEDDY CARLYLE
The Jenny. Harvey focuses on the 
atolls to the east of Rangiroa.

MATTHEW STUMP
You start horning in, Harvey could 
be an adversary that’ll get the 
French on your case.

TEDDY CARLYLE
(scoffs)

We’re all businessmen aren’t we?

MATTHEW STUMP
(laughs)

You’re a fucking anthropologist, 
Teddy, not a businessman.

Stump begins walking rapidly aft; Carlyle follows.

TEDDY CARLYLE
I heartily disagree.

MATTHEW STUMP
Whatever. You know your biggest 
challenge is explaining why you’re 
taking copra six hundred miles to 
Puama'u instead of the two hundred 
miles to here.

TEDDY CARLYLE
I’ve spoken to an exporter who’s 
trying to lure copra to Honolulu 
because there’s a mill in San 
Francisco looking for product.

MATTHEW STUMP
And Puamua’s on the way north?

Stump stops and turns to Carlyle who stops.

MATTHEW STUMP (CONT’D)
(slightly impressed)

You have been doing your homework, 
haven’t you?

Carlyle makes an arrogant shrug; Stump smirks, steps to a 
stairway, and descends quickly. Carlyle follows Stump down 
the stairs.

MATTHEW STUMP (CONT’D)
So, I’m assuming you’ll base the 
kids on Hiva Oa. Atuona perhaps.
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TEDDY CARLYLE
Or Puama'u.

MATTHEW STUMP
If you can convince those two to 
settle at Puama'u on that 
godforsaken island ...

Stump reaches a deck and steps aft; Carlyle follows.

MATTHEW STUMP (CONT’D)
... Or in that pisspot of a town, 
Atuona, let me know, and I’ll think 
about getting involved in your 
shenanigans, but not before.

TEDDY CARLYLE
I should know by tomorrow 
afternoon.

MATTHEW STUMP
The Picayune’ll be long gone by 
then, Teddy. I’m planning to up 
anchor at sunrise and won’t be back 
for a month.

Stump opens a door leading to the interior of the ship; he 
steps through it. 

INT - PICAYUNE - CONTINUOUS

Stump rapidly descends stairs toward the well deck; Carlyle 
follows.

TEDDY CARLYLE
You could delay your departure a 
few hours.

MATTHEW STUMP
Time is money, Teddy.

Huamanava is standing behind the console of the Zodiac. 
Crewman One stands on the loading ramp and holds a line that 
keeps the Zodiac next to the ramp; Crewmen Two sits on a 
bench and stands when Stump and Carlyle appear.

MATTHEW STUMP (CONT’D)
(to Huamanava)

Crank her up Hughie. 
(poorly pronounced French, 
SUBTITLED)

I’m relieving you, but I’ll want to 
talk to you when I get back.
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HUAMANAVA
(deep voice, French, 
SUBTITLED)

I’ll be in the wheelhouse when you 
return, Captain.

Huamanava starts the motors; deafening SOUND of MOTORS 
reverberates inside the well deck area. Stump and Huamanava 
exchange places. Crewman Two helps Carlyle board the Zodiac.

Crewman One boards the Zodiac. Huamanava gives the bow a 
shove away from the ramp; Stump accelerates away from the 
Picayune.

EXT - ZODIAC, PAPE'ETE HARBOR - MOMENTS LATER

Carlyle stands next to Stump at the console and holds on as 
Stump helms the speeding Zodiac across the harbor. The SOUND 
of the OUTBOARD MOTORS and the SMACKING of the hull on waves 
make conversation difficult: Stump and Carlyle yell.

MATTHEW STUMP
There was one other thing.

TEDDY CARLYLE
What?

MATTHEW STUMP
The Holy Spirit.

TEDDY CARLYLE
Go on.

MATTHEW STUMP
It’s the American priest in Atuona.

TEDDY CARLYLE
What about him?

MATTHEW STUMP
You’re blackmailing him into 
helping you somehow, aren’t you?

TEDDY CARLYLE
(incredulous)

Are you taking the piss?

Stump looks at Carlyle for a beat, and then throws back his 
head and guffaws.
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INT - CHURCH OF THE IMMACULATE CONCEPTION RECTORY AT ATUONA 
ON HIVA OA - CONTINUOUS

The rectory office is small and spartan. A desk faces away 
from an open window, a credenza is along a side wall, a rude 
altar with two candlesticks is on the opposite wall. Lit 
candles in the candlesticks are the only light. 

FATHER JOHN BENVENUTO sits in a swivel chair turned away from 
the desk; one hand rests on an arm of the chair, the other 
holds a glass of scotch; his bare feet are planted on the 
floor. He listens to the CONTINUOUS SOUND of the ISLAND OPUS.

In his forties, Father John is handsome, tanned, cleanshaven, 
and balding. He wears nothing beneath a lightweight, white, 
linen cassock. He raises the glass of scotch toward the 
ceiling and then quaffs half of what is in the glass.

FATHER JOHN BENVENUTO
(smacks lips, tipsy)

That, Father, is one hell of a fine 
scotch, so I thank you as the Maker 
of all things, for making this!

Father John pivots the chair toward the desk on which is a 
bottle of scotch, and places the glass on the desk next to 
the bottle from which he fills the glass. He raises the glass 
toward the open office door.

FATHER JOHN BENVENUTO (CONT’D)
And to you, Captain Stump, wherever 
the hell you are, let us pray to 
the Lord that when you return 
you’ll bring enough scotch to last 
until your next visit. In nominee 
patris, etcetera, etcetera.

Father John takes a sip of scotch, pivots away from the desk 
so that a breeze from the open window to his right noticeably 
rustles his cassock.

POEMA (NOVICE BERNADETTE) ghosts INTO VIEW and stands behind 
Father John. She wears a starched, white, novice’s habit. 
Seventeen-years-old, Poema is not empirically beautiful, but 
her face and demeanor are the essence of innocent simplicity. 

Poema slowly massages Father John’s shoulders; his head 
slowly tilts back. She kisses his bald pate. 

Father John places his scotch on the desk, reaches back, 
takes Poema’s hand, and gently pulls her around the chair 
until she is standing in front of him.
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Slowly, not taking her eyes from Father John’s face, she 
removes her habit and undergarments and stands in front of 
him without any apparent inhibition. 

Father John stares at her slightly swollen belly, which is 
testimony of a pregnancy. He tenderly caresses her belly as 
he looks into her eyes. Poema smiles coyly, and using his 
knees to assist her, she kneels in front of him.

Father John splays his legs, raises the hem of his cassock, 
leans back and closes his eyes. ZOOM IN to CLOSEUP of the 
side of Father John’s head.

FATHER JOHN BENVENUTO (CONT’D)
(whispers in Latin, 
SUBTITLED)

Jesus, forgive us our sins, save us 
from the fires of hell ...

INT - LE MARCHÉ - NOON, NEXT DAY

Le Marché is crowded with native TAHITIAN CUSTOMERS among 
whom EUROPEANS or OTHERS of European descent are sprinkled; 
all are browsing, observing, or haggling with VENDORS 
overseeing an abundant offering of food. 

Bambi wears an ankle-length but simple, empire-waist dress, 
and Bill wears his “school” clothes; they examine mangoes 
under Mahana’s tutelage and under the watchful eye of a 
vendor. 

Carlyle approaches wearing his usual attire, accesorized with 
a straw fedora.

TEDDY CARLYLE
Hank, my boy! Fancy meeting you 
here.

Bambi and Bill turn to Carlyle; Mahana steps toward Carlyle.

MAHANA TETUANUI
(French, SUBTITLED)

Sir! Please meet my new friends.

Mahana gestures toward Bill and Bambi, and follows Carlyle as 
he steps to Bambi, removes his fedora, and applies studied 
charm and a broad smile neither of which diminish his cold 
gaze.

TEDDY CARLYLE
With pleasure, Hank, my boy. 

(to Bambi)
(MORE)
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And who is this beautiful 
apparition?

Bambi, taken aback for a beat, smiles; Mahana steps to her 
side.

MAHANA TETUANUI
This is madam Bambi, monsieur,

(to Bambi)
Et Bambi, this is monsieur Theodore 
Carlyle.

TEDDY CARLYLE
(slight bow to Bambi)

Charmed I’m sure.

Carlyle turns to Bill and extends his hand, which Bill 
shakes.

TEDDY CARLYLE (CONT’D)
And you are, sir, I presume the 
fortunate husband of this beautiful 
woman.

BILL BENTON
(smiles, ill at ease)

I am.

TEDDY CARLYLE
And you are?

BILL BENTON
Oh, sorry. I’m Bill Benton, sir, 
William actually. But please, you 
can call me Bill. Anyway, Nice to 
meet you.

TEDDY CARLYLE
Delighted to meet you both. I see 
my boy is introducing you to le 
marché.

BAMBI MACEY
Actually, we were in here yesterday 
but were fish out of water, and 
then we met Mahana who offered to 
show us the ropes, so we agreed to 
meet him here today.

TEDDY CARLYLE
(faux annoyed to Mahana)

You met them yesterday and did not 
tell me?

TEDDY CARLYLE (CONT’D)
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MAHANA TETUANUI
I was not to meet with you until 
this evening, monsieur.

TEDDY CARLYLE
(faux forgiveness)

Quite right, my boy. You would’ve 
told me then, I’m sure.

Turns to Bambi and Bill.

TEDDY CARLYLE (CONT’D)
So, this is actually fortuitous 
indeed that I’ve stumbled across 
you. You may find this difficult to 
believe, but I awoke this morning 
wondering how I might meet you, and 
here you are! I suspect you will be 
wondering why?

Bill appears overwhelmed; Bambi appears skeptical.

BAMBI MACEY
And you’d be right ... at least, I 
am anyway. Wondering, that is.

TEDDY CARLYLE
I saw your grand entrance into the 
harbor and was greatly impressed.

BAMBI MACEY
(annoyed)

Apparently, that was a big faux 
pas.

Carlyle chuckles politely, then becomes earnest.

TEDDY CARLYLE
Not at all, my dear. I am speaking 
of ...

(to Bill)
Your seamanship, Bill. 
Congratulations. Top Shelf.

BILL BENTON
(modest but pleased)

Thank you sir.

TEDDY CARLYLE
Watched you come in under full sail 
like you’ve been sailing the 
Pacific for decades, especially 
with only one crew! And what a 
crew!

(MORE)
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(Beaming, to Bambi)
You definitely brightened the day 
for many a soul on the Promenade.

BAMBI MACEY
(rueful)

Great. I’ve gotten some opinions to 
the contrary, which is why we 
bought this dress first thing this 
morning.

Bambi stretches out the skirt of the dress to each side and 
performs a slight, theatrical curtsey. Carlyle laughs.

TEDDY CARLYLE
(to Bill, pleasantly 
patronizing)

Yours is a beautiful companion, old 
chap, and she is right to question 
why I’m wanting to speak with you, 
and you in particular.

Carlyle glances at Bambi and returns his attention to Bill.

TEDDY CARLYLE (CONT’D)
Could I steal you away for a bit to 
discuss a business proposition, 
over, say a brandy, perhaps at La 
Luna Morte? I find Brandy greases 
the cogs in my mind, don’t you?

(forges ahead, to Bambi)
It won’t require more time than it 
will take to down a brandy or two. 
And if Bill here, and I, can come 
to an understanding, we’ll share 
whatever it is with you forthwith 
because, knowing women as I do, I’m 
sure you’ll want to weigh in on a 
final decision, but that said, I’m 
thinking this is something best 
begun between Bill and I. Would you 
mind terribly?

Bambi glances at Bill, then smiles confidently at Carlyle.

BAMBI MACEY
I won’t mind at all, provided that 
I might borrow Mahana as my 
chaperone.

TEDDY CARLYLE
(to Mahana)

I wouldn’t mind at all, my dear, 
and I suspect ...

TEDDY CARLYLE (CONT’D)

(MORE)
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(to Mahana)
Neither would you, my boy; that is, 
you wouldn’t object to chaperoning 
your lovely friend during our 
absence. Am I right?

MAHANA TETUANUI
Oui, monsieur.

TEDDY CARLYLE
Good!

Carlyle reaches into his pocket and extracts coins.

TEDDY CARLYLE (CONT’D)
(to Bambi)

Let me sweeten your experience and 
your opinion of me by allowing Hank 
to contribute to your shopping tab.

BILL BENTON
(cautious)

That’s not necessary.

Bambi’s eyes convey a demand to Bill that overrides any 
contrary opinion he might have.

BAMBI MACEY
It’s a lovely gesture, Billy.

(to Carlyle)
Thank you, Mr. Carlyle. Mahana and 
I will leave you two to your 
business, and in an hour, Mahana 
and I will meet you at La Luna 
Morte. I’m sure he’ll know the way.

Bambi extends her hand and a smile to Mahana.

BAMBI MACEY (CONT’D)
Mahana?

Mahana, beaming, takes Bambi’s hand, and places it on his 
arm; Carlyle and Bill watch the pair amble off into the 
market.

SERIES OF SHOTS of Bambi perusing merchandise, talking and 
laughing with Mahana as they walk past heaps of produce, 
meats and fish, and past small bamboo cages containing live 
chickens and geese.

Matthew Stump INTO VIEW leaning against a column. He wears an 
atypical, presentable suit of clothes, polished shoes, and 
his boater. Bambi notices him staring at her and pulls Mahana 
aside.

TEDDY CARLYLE (CONT’D)
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BAMBI MACEY (CONT’D)
(low voice)

Mahana, that man by the post is 
staring at us. Do you know him?

Mahana looks, sees Stump, and turns to Bambi.

MAHANA TETUANUI
(French, SUBTITLED)

Yes, Bambi, I know him. He’s the 
American captain of the Picayune.

Stump walks toward Bambi and Mahana, who turn toward him and 
wait. Bambi confronts Stump politely but firmly.

BAMBI MACEY
What may I do for you sir?

Stump touches the brim of his boater as he bows his head 
slightly. He pauses as though his response will not be the 
first answer that had entered his mind.

MATTHEW STUMP
I’m Captain Matthew Stump of the 
Picayune, the freighter anchored 
near your black-hulled yawl, and 
even though we’re temporary 
neighbors, I’d like to make your 
acquaintance.

(quick nod to Mahana)
Hank.

MAHANA TETUANUI
(nods in return)

Captain.

BAMBI MACEY
You’d be its master then.

MATTHEW STUMP
I’m pleased to say so, yes, but I’d 
be much more pleased to, as I said, 
make your acquaintance. You are?

BAMBI MACEY
Sorry! Where are my manners. I’m 
Brittany, ah, Brittany Benton, but 
everybody calls me Bambi.

MATTHEW STUMP
(touches brim of boater)

Than I shall as well.
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BAMBI MACEY
So, how do you know I belong to the 
yawl.

MATTHEW STUMP
(barely avoids leer)

You made quite an impression when 
you arrived. Hard to forget the 
connection.

BAMBI MACEY
(exasperated but low)

Jesus Christ.

MATTHEW STUMP
(guffaws)

I’m apparently not the first to 
acknowledge it, but that’s old news 
and ... Would you mind? I’d like to 
talk with Hank here for a second.

Bambi answers with a “knock yourself out” expression and 
shrug. Stump takes a few steps away and gestures for Mahana 
to join him. Bambi watches a brief but animated exchange that 
includes a quick glance from Mahana at Bambi.

An agreement appears to have been reached, which is followed 
by Stump’s slipping Mahana a banknote. Stump returns to 
Bambi; Mahana remains where he is. At no point in what 
follows is Bambi anything less than confident.

BAMBI MACEY
What have you been conniving with 
my friend?

MATTHEW STUMP
(slight smile)

You know, I’ve been doing exactly 
that.

BAMBI MACEY
Pretty obvious but whatever for?

MATTHEW STUMP
I’ll be leaving within the hour for 
the Marquesas, and then on to 
Honolulu. Since I won’t be back 
here for a month, give or take a 
few days, this is the only chance 
I’m going to have to talk to you.

BAMBI MACEY
Again, whatever for?
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MATTHEW STUMP
Let’s take a stroll outside of the 
market, why don’t we? Hank’s agreed 
to maintain a discrete distance.

BAMBI MACEY
(smiling confrontation)

You’ve bribed him to maintain a 
discrete distance.

MATTHEW STUMP
(laughs)

You’ve got me there, but no matter. 
There are a few things I’d like to 
talk to you about, privately.

BAMBI MACEY
(smiling disbelief)

Really?

MATTHEW STUMP
(pleasant enough)

Really.

Stump extends his left elbow; Bambi places a hand upon it, 
and she and Stump walk toward the exit of Le Marché with 
Mahana trailing several paces behind.

EXT - HARBOR PROMENADE, PAPE'ETE - MOMENTS LATER

Bambi and Stump stroll the promenade without speaking, her 
hand upon his arm. Each appears lost in thought and each 
glances at the harbor from time to time. Mahana follows and 
maintains a requisite number of paces behind.

BAMBI MACEY
(glances at Stump)

You said there were a few things 
you wanted to talk with me about.

Stump stops, as does Mahana; Stump and Bambi turn to one 
another.

MATTHEW STUMP
Three things, actually. First, I 
want to verify that you’re so in 
love with the skipper of that yawl 
that you would not consider running 
away with a slightly older and much 
handsomer freighter captain and un 
homme du monde.

80.



81.

Bambi appears stunned for a beat and then she laughs and 
resumes walking. Stump and Mahana follow.

BAMBI MACEY
You’re kidding, of course.

MATTHEW STUMP
(faux agreement)

Of course!

BAMBI MACEY
Which leaves two things.

MATTHEW STUMP
Yes, two things. First, I want to 
congratulate you on the offer that 
the Englishman has made to your, 
ah, he’s your husband, I believe?

Bambi stops, clasps Stump’s arm and turns him toward her. 
Mahana stops and watches with concern in his mien.

BAMBI MACEY
(direct and fearless)

You believe correctly about the 
latter, Captain, but as to the 
former, I don’t know what the hell 
you’re talking about.

MATTHEW STUMP
(faux discomfort)

Uh oh. Seems I’ve let the cat out.

BAMBI MACEY
Since you have, and if you want to 
be my, shall we say, friend, tell 
me: What’s this offer?

MATTHEW STUMP
(patronizing)

I think it’d be better coming from 
your husband.

BAMBI MACEY
(controlled anger)

I’m an adult, so stop using that 
tone of voice, which suggests you 
think you can treat me like a 
child, or worse, a foolish woman.

MATTHEW STUMP
(falters)

I’m sorry. I’ve no intention of ...
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BAMBI MACEY
(blunt confrontation)

Treating me like a fool?

MATTHEW STUMP
(on his heels)

You’re clearly not that.

BAMBI MACEY
Then?

MATTHEW STUMP
All I know is that Carlyle’s been 
trying to find a way to get an 
unexploited copra harvest to 
market, and he’s looking to see if 
your husband might be interested in 
getting involved. There’s money to 
be made.

BAMBI MACEY
Back up a step. Copra?

MATTHEW STUMP
(gestures to the 
promenade)

Why don’t we resume our walk, and 
I’ll explain.

Bambi and Stump resume their amble; Mahana follows.

MATTHEW STUMP (CONT’D)
(hint of patronizing)

Copra is coconut, Bambi, coconut 
that’s been husked, split and 
dried. The only money crop in the 
islands, with money to be made in 
transporting it and acting as a 
middleman. Teddy -- sorry, Carlyle -
- wants in on Tikehau’s untapped 
copra.

BAMBI MACEY
That’s an atoll next to Rangiroa. 
We passed it on our way here.

MATTHEW STUMP
(respectful surprise)

I’m impressed.

BAMBI MACEY
Don’t be. If you take the time to 
find out, you’d find out I’m not an 
idiot.
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MATTHEW STUMP
I’m beginning to appreciate that 
you’re quite the opposite.

BAMBI MACEY
I’ll take that as a compliment. 
(beat) So where’s my Billy, my 
husband come into the picture?

MATTHEW STUMP
The yawl.

BAMBI MACEY
To transport the copra.

MATTHEW STUMP
(narrowed eyes)

Quite perceptive, Bambi.

BAMBI MACEY
Then that’s what Carlyle’s talking 
with Billy about right now: an 
arrangement where we get paid to 
transport copra from Tikehau to 
here.

MATTHEW STUMP
Actually, from Tikehau to Hiva Oa. 
That’s where I come in with the 
Picayune. I’d pick up the copra at 
Puama’u on Hiva Oa and transport it 
to Honolulu.

Bambi stops walking and looks critically at Stump. Stump and 
Mahana halt.

BAMBI MACEY
Billy’ll never agree to that.

MATTHEW STUMP
And why the hell not?

BAMBI MACEY
Because I’m going to be here, not 
on Hiva Oa.

MATTHEW STUMP
I’m afraid if you’re here and he 
buys into what Carlyle’s offering, 
you’re not gonna be seeing much of 
your husband.
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BAMBI MACEY
So you’re telling me, in effect, 
that I’ve no choice in the matter; 
that this may be a way for us to 
make some money, or maybe the only 
way, at least in the near term, and 
if it is, I’m going to have to live 
on Hiva Oa? 

MATTHEW STUMP
By dropping the copra at Puama’u, 
the Picayune’s leg to Honolulu is 
shorter, and it saves on the cost 
of warehousing here, which’d mean a 
bit bigger cut for your husband.

Bambi stares at the ground for a beat, gazes out at the 
harbor, her mind clearly whirling, and then she looks at 
Stump.

BAMBI MACEY
I’m tired of walking.

(points at a bench)
There.

Bambi and Stump step to the unoccupied Bench. Stump sends a 
glare at Mahana to remind him to keep his distance. Bambi 
sits, settles her long dress over her legs. Her demeanor and 
posture is one of quiet, confident defiance.

BAMBI MACEY (CONT’D)
There was something else.

Stump sits on the bench and leans toward her.

MATTHEW STUMP
There may be no point in my 
offering what I’m about to offer if 
you decide to contradict your 
husband in this matter of where 
you’ll be settling, so let me 
preface this with an “if.”

BAMBI MACEY
Offering what, Captain?

MATTHEW STUMP
(challenged patience)

Hiva Oa’s something of a backwater, 
you see.

BAMBI MACEY
I’ve never been so how could I know 
what you’re talking about? 

(MORE)
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I hope you’re about to caution me 
and not patronize me.

MATTHEW STUMP
(patience nearing an end)

I’m offering a caution that doesn’t 
mean a hill of beans unless you 
settle there.

BAMBI MACEY
That’s the “if.”

MATTHEW STUMP
Exactly.

BAMBI MACEY
Go on then.

MATTHEW STUMP
I’m offering my services to you, 
gratis, of course, given that were 
both Americans and I hope we’re 
becoming friends ...

BAMBI MACEY
What services are you talking 
about?

MATTHEW STUMP
I’m offering free passage on the 
Picayune if you find yourself -- 
there’s only one way to say this -- 
in need of escape.

BAMBI MACEY
(scoffs)

Escape?

MATTHEW STUMP
Exactly.

BAMBI MACEY
What the hell would I be escaping 
from, “exactly?” Cannibals?

MATTHEW STUMP
(chuckles)

Nothing like that. There haven’t 
been shenanigans like cannibalism 
in the Marquesas since just before 
the turn of the century or 
thereabouts. 

BAMBI MACEY (CONT’D)
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Of course, I can’t say there aren’t 
a few old-timers in those islands 
who still long for what they used 
to call “long pig.”

BAMBI MACEY
(sincere)

That’s disgusting.

MATTHEW STUMP
I suppose so, but life can put us 
in unexpected situations, can’t it? 
I’ve found that Americans who’re 
used to an easy life -- as I’ve 
learned through my own personal 
experience, mind you -- have often 
found life in the islands, 
especially the Marquesas, hard as 
hell to adjust to.

BAMBI MACEY
I’ve just traveled thousands of 
miles in a sailboat. Not exactly 
filled with creature comforts, you 
know, and I adjusted just fine.

MATTHEW STUMP
I get it. Impressive for sure, but 
it’s the isolation, the day-to-day 
sameness without, well, without 
being able to just go down to the 
local store and buy a nice dress 
like the one you’re wearing, for 
instance. Not being able to do that 
gets old pretty damned quick, and 
some folks come to the point where 
they’re desperate and just can’t 
take it anymore.

BAMBI MACEY
And you’re certain I’ll get to that 
point.

MATTHEW STUMP
I can’t be certain you will, but 
you can’t be certain you won’t 
until you’ve lived there.

Bambi looks at Stump with discerning eyes for a beat.

BAMBI MACEY
(low tone but defiant to 
the max)

You’re lying.

MATTHEW STUMP (CONT’D)
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MATTHEW STUMP
(total disbelief)

What?

Bambi abruptly gets to her feet and stares daggers at Stump; 
Mahana steps toward the bench.

BAMBI MACEY
You do hope I’ll get desperate. 
You’re chummin’ for a big fish, 
Captain, and I’m the fish. I am the 
fucking fish, right? And you’re 
trying to entangle me in your net. 

Stump jumps to his feet, his face red with indignation. 
Mahana steps slightly behind Bambi, but Stump ignores him.

MATTHEW STUMP
(growls)

You’re out of line, young lady. I’m 
offering you a goddamned berth back 
to civilization when the time 
comes, and it will come, goddamnit, 
when you can’t take that pestilent 
place any longer, and when that 
time comes you’ll be begging me to 
haul your ass out of there. 

Bambi, sensing Mahana’s slight movement toward Stump, extends 
a hand in front of Mahana, which causes him to pause, but he 
continues to stare in deep anger toward Stump.

BAMBI MACEY
(controlled defiance)

You don’t know me, Captain. You 
don’t know me at all. I’d never 
succumb to any such challenge that 
your brain can imagine, and if for 
some ungodly reason I did succumb, 
I’ll be goddamned if I would ever -- 
do you hear me? -- ever turn to you 
for help.

Stump’s entire being suggests murderous rage, but within a 
few beats he begins to control it. He bows slightly, touches 
the brim of his boater, and speaks in a controlled manner 
through clenched teeth.

MATTHEW STUMP
Miss Bambi, thanks for this little 
chat we’ve had; the pleasure has 
been all mine, I’m sure, and I wish 
you well.
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Stump steps up to Mahana, who steps back but stands more 
erect as Stump mutters into his ear.

MATTHEW STUMP (CONT’D)
Enjoy the Francs. I’ll get them 
back someday, with interest, either 
from her hide or yours, you fucking 
pansy.

Stump nonchalantly returns to the promenade and walks away. 
Mahana, greatly concerned, takes one of Bambi’s hands.

MAHANA TETUANUI
(French, SUBTITLED)

Are you okay, my darling? 

BAMBI MACEY
I’m okay, but I need you to do 
something for me.

MAHANA TETUANUI
(earnest)

Anything.

BAMBI MACEY
Go to La Luna Morte. Tell Billy I 
won’t be joining them, that I want 
to go back to the boat. 

(French, SUBTITLED)
Immediately! 

MAHANA TETUANUI
(sincere concern, French, 
SUBTITLED)

But you didn’t buy any food! 

BAMBI MACEY
(French, SUBTITLED)

Tomorrow’s another day. 

MAHANA TETUANUI
(increasingly worried)

But they will ask why you want to 
leave and so quick. 

(French, SUBTITLED)
What should I tell them? 

BAMBI MACEY
Tell them you have no idea why. 
Period. Just tell them you’ve no 
idea. 

(French, SUBTITLED)
I repeat, no idea. Do you 
understand? 
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MAHANA TETUANUI
Oui, Bambi.

BAMBI MACEY
And one other thing. Under no 
circumstance are you to tell Billy 
or Carlyle that I talked with 
Captain Stump.

(French, SUBTITLED)
You should never tell them! Do you 
understand?

In French, SUBTITLED

MAHANA TETUANUI
Yes, yes, yes, but so many secrets. 

BAMBI MACEY
Are you my friend? 

MAHANA TETUANUI
With all my heart and soul. 

BAMBI MACEY
So you will remember to keep the 
secrets, at least until I can talk 
with Billy. Do you promise?

MAHANA TETUANUI
With all my heart and soul, I 
promise.

END SUBTITLES.

Bambi takes a deep breath, and smiles at Mahana as she opens 
her arms to him. They embrace for a few beats until Bambi 
gently pushes Mahana away. She grasps his hands and kisses 
him sweetly on the lips.

BAMBI MACEY
(holding Mahana’s hands)

Tell Billy I’ll meet him at the 
Zodiac on the beach.

Bambi pecks Mahana’s lips with hers and looks into his eyes.

BAMBI MACEY (CONT’D)
(French, not subtitled)

Merci cher ami.

Bambi release Mahana’s hands, turns and walks away. Mahana 
watches her depart.
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SLOW ZOOM OUT via DRONE SHOT focused on Bambi as she walks 
the promenade in the midst of DOZENS of PEDESTRIANS, then PAN 
to the harbor; SLOW ZOOM OUT until the VIEW is FILLED by 
bright blue Pacific sky. 

FADE TO BLUE:
THE END OF PILOT

SUPPLEMENTARY INFORMATION FOLLOWS:  

1. I am entering this 90-minute TV pilot as a “full-length 
screenplay” because of it’s length, but it is not intended to 
be considered as a stand-alone, feature film. 

2. To portray the story that is “Pinctada,” the series will 
require two, 8-episode seasons.

3. Bill Benton, Brittany “Bambi” Macey, Mahana Tetuanui, and 
Matthew Stump will be principal characters during the entire 
series.

4. Very brief synopsis of the series:

As 1956 arrives in Port Townsend on Washington’s Olympic 
Peninsula, 17-year-old William “Billy” Benton has reached a 
point where he is unwilling to face the stifling life that he 
believes has been caused by events in the backstory (all of 
which are revealed in episode scripts moving forward). 

Concurrent with Billy’s malaise, a brilliant and beautiful 18-
year-old, Brittany “Bambi” Macey, fears an imagined and 
collective rebuke for something small-town America was not 
yet ready to accept. Bill offers to sail away with her to the 
South Pacific aboard the Serenity. Bill and Bambi manage to 
survive the voyage to French Polynesia, where in order to 
survive they must confront the demands of devious players and 
turbulent events that erase what remains of their innocence. 

Under the benevolent mentorship of Oliana Teriierooiterai, a 
prominent Marquesan chieftess on the island of Hiva Oa, Billy 
and Bambi face full on the challenges of earning a living and 
parenthood, while being exposed for the first time to myriad 
manifestations of adult sexuality. Bill and Bambi move beyond 
a taboo-rejecting, adolescent rebellion to an existence where 
the only restraints to satisfying one’s appetites are consent 
and imagination. 

The inclusion of greed, betrayal, cannibalism, and a 
beautiful and faithful mahu — a third gender person who 
becomes both friend and lover: Mahana Tetuanui — creates a 
story set in a world that is far different from the 1950’s 
America that Billy and Bambi have left behind. 
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The new world in which they find themselves is one in which 
conflicts are resolved by fate, courage, perseverance, a 
child, and a strategic return.

5. Script notes are included in the Final Draft manuscript 
that include all requisite subtitle translations into French, 
as well as descriptive details regarding sailboats and other 
settings.
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