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FEEDING FRENZY
The Story
Chapter One
“Grandpa, Grandpa! Tell us the story of Richard
Hastings,” pleaded his eight year old Granddaughter,
Sara. Dressed in white shorts, she tossed her long hair
away from her brow, as she pointed to the wanted
poster on the wall of the General Store. Grandpa had
just bought sodas and candy for both Sara and her
younger brother Alan.
Alan’s grin revealed one front tooth missing.
“Yeah, Grandpa tell us the story about Richard

Hastings.” He swatted at a fly that kept trying lite on his
candy.
Grandpa smiled at both children with a proud
thought, they both took after his son. He ruffled Alan’s
short dark hair and reminded Sara. “Honey, I just told
you two that story yesterday.”
Alan continued with his toothless grin. “Ah,
com’on Grandpa, we want to hear it again.”
Grandpa Nelson sat on the steps of the porch
under a sign, ANDERSON’S GROCERY & GENERAL
STORE, prominently displayed. He adjusted his jeans as
Alan sat on one side of him, carefully adjusting his jeans
like his Grandpa. Sara sat on the other side being
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careful not to get dirt on her white shorts. A mild breeze
moved the summer leaves gently on the tree limbs
hanging over the porch and the roof gave cool shade
from the hot sun. Grandpa Nelson glanced around at
sparsely developed area in rural Florida and felt a glow
of contentment at the peace and security it offered.
“Okay, kids, you win. As you know Richard
Hastings is a legend around here…kinda like a local
Jesse James to us…Well let’s see. It all began that fateful
morning on his front porch right down the road a piece.
Just imagine, if you can, that there was a house trailer
and Richard was sitting on the front porch drinking
coffee and enjoying the early morning weather. He had
on old crumpled jeans and a tee shirt that hugged his
big belly. He had shoved his feet, with dirty toenails,
into some sandals he kept on the porch. Stretching his
arms over his head he gave a great yawn, content with
everything.”
Grandpa Nelson rubbed his nose and smiled as
he continued. “But that didn’t last long.
The front door swung open and banged against
the trailer. His wife Sally came out with a suitcase in
one hand and a purse across her arm. In her other arm
she cradled a small dog. Dressed in traveling clothes.
she stopped to set the suitcase down along with her dog
on the edge of the porch. Speaking to Richard, her face
was hard and her words sharp but to the point.
“So, we’re not going house hunting? You been
promising me for years. Well, I’ve had it. I’m fed up
with empty promises. I’m leaving you and not coming
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back. Never! You’ll hear from my lawyer. When he’s
through with you, you’ll have nothing, not even this
stinking fish farm you have me living on.”
She reached in her purse and took out some
paper work which she threw on the table in front of
Richard. Then she folded her arms across her chest and
waited for him to say something. Well, Richard raised
his right arm with a hook for a hand and drug the
papers toward him. Sally watched and she began to
yell and nag.
“My mother was right about you. I should have
listened to her. You’ll never amount to anything. You
are a loser. Loser.”
Just then the brown haired dog called Fu Fu, ran
over and peed on the cuff of Richard’s pants causing
Richard to snap. He grabbed the dog and started
yelling.
“That does it. I’m sick of getting pissed on by
that pathetic excuse for a dog.”
He got out of his chair and pushed everything
off the table, while he screamed at Sally. “And this is
the last time you’re going to piss on me.”
He grabbed the little dog in his arms, jumped off
the porch and started running toward several fish
ponds with Sally bolting after them. He ran shouting, “I
know what I’m going to do. I know I know!”
Sally pleaded with Richard as she followed him
“Richard wait. What are you going to do?”
He arrived at one of the ponds and despite Sally’s
pleas, he tossed the dog in the water. It disappeared in a
churning circle.
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Sally screamed at him. With her fists, she beat
on his back but it was too late for the little dog. Richard
turned on her, with an evil grin on his face. Grabbing
her like a sack of potatoes, he threw her in the pond
where the dog had disappeared. The water swallowed
her body as it sank. Now Richard had reason to smile
as he grinned exposing his rotting teeth. Carefully, he
began to dance around on the edge of the fish pond as
he chanted.
“Bye-bye Fu Fu, you wretched animal. And byebye Sally. Yeah, you wanted to leave me, well now you
have. Bye bye to both of you.”
Richard noticed Sally’s wig floating on the top
of the pond, leaned over and plucked it out of the
water with the metal hook on his right hand. He
chuckled and said,
“Ahh, and hello insurance money.”
He took his cell phone out of his pocket and
called Tony, who answered immediately.
“Tony’s Chop Shop. Tony speaking.”
“Tony, this is Richard. I need your help. I got to
get rid of my wife’s car. Can you make it disappear?

“Yeah man, don’t worry. I’ll take care of it.
Don’t worry.”
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Chapter Two

Grandpa paused to tell the children.
“Now a number of years later, the story picks up
in Boston, Massachusetts. Imagine if you can a sign
outside the building that reads ACME JONES
INSURANCE COMPANY. Inside the dirty old office was
furniture with a month’s worth of dust covering it,
Agent Albert sat leaning back in his chair with his feet
on the desk. His shoes needed polishing and his shirt
was wrinkled but he couldn’t care less, he was looking
at a girly magazine. Agent Donnie was wearing an old
tan sports jacket and jeans. He was going through some
paperwork in a file cabinet. At that moment, Luis, the
boss walked in waving a letter. He wasn’t dressed much
better than his employees.
“Hey, do you guys remember the Hasting’s case
in Florida where a woman disappeared? Well, it’s been
seven years and she’s been declared legally dead.
Her husband filed for the proceeds from the policy.”
Donnie held up a hand for the two men to wait
and took a minute to go through the dusty file cabinet
looking for and finding the file on Hastings. He opened
it and read to the others.
“Here it is, her husband, Richard, took out a
policy for $200,000 about three months before she
disappeared. Originally the police suspected foul play
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but couldn’t find anything. Yes sir, from this picture
he sure looks guilty.”
Luis reached over and put fishing caps on
Donnie and Albert, as he revealed his plan.
“Precisely that’s why I’m sending both of you to
Florida on a two-week paid investigative vacation.
Pretend you’re fishing or something, snoop around.
There’s a bonus if you solve this case.
If nothing pans out, then spread the word
about a $50,000 reward for information on the
disappearance of Mrs. Hastings.”
Albert closed the center fold and
jokingly responded.
“Gee, I don’t know boss. Two weeks fishing in
Florida. You know we got a lot to do around here and…”
Before he could finish, Albert got cut short by Luis. “Get
the hell out of here NOW, WISE GUY, before
I go myself.”
Albert jumped up. As he and Donnie started
towards the door, Luis handed them fishing and diving
gear he brought into the office. Lastly, he handed Donnie
a black briefcase with all the necessary information on
the case including a check for $200,000.

“Here is the settlement check. Don’t let this
briefcase out of your sight. Remember, we’re on a
tight budget. Think cheap.”
The two men left the office. Albert nudged
Donnie and in an excited voice that pitched higher and
higher.
“Can you believe it? Two frickin’ weeks of
fishing in Florida, and it’s all free.”
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“Yeah,” Donnie agreed having a head for
business. “We’ve earned it, but don’t forget we have a
case to solve.”
The two dashed home, packed suitcases and
met again at the office. They loaded the convertible
with their fishing and snorkeling gear. Donnie held up a
pair of diving fins as they got in the car.
Albert drove and chuckled out loud.
“Diving. We’re going to be able to do some
diving.”
“Yeah,” Donnie agreed and repeated,” but first
we have case to solve.”
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Chapter Three

In the meantime, back in Florida, Richard
approached a game warden who was looking at his
fish ponds. Richard objected and demanded in an
angry voice.
“What the hell are you doing on my
property? Get away from my pets!”
The warden drew himself erect. Angry, he stood
his ground, “You’re in violation. You can’t keep that type
of fish here, they’re dangerous. What do you think
would happen if someone fell into this water? We’re
going to have to kill them. We’re going to have to
destroy them all.”
Richard was furious and grabbed the warden
before he could utter another word. Richard tossed him
head first into the pond with a yell.
“They’re hungry alright. Want to see them eat?”
His voice echoed as the water frothed and the fish fed in
a frenzy. “Well, I guess I won’t be seeing him around
here anymore.” He pulled out his cell phone and called
his buddy Tony.
“Tony, this is Richard. Listen Tony, I know I owe
you big time. Yeah, I know it’s been seven long years
since you got rid of my wife’s car. Yeah, Yeah. Wait!
Tony, Tony soon I’m gonna have plenty of money and
you’ll get your share but first I need another favor. I
need you to get rid of another car, Pronto!”
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Chapter Four

Donnie and Albert arrived in Florida after
traveling straight down the East Coast. They only made
one overnight stop in Virginia, anxious to get to their
destination. The top of the convertible was now down
and the wind tugged at their caps.
“Man, Donnie,” Albert said as he pulled his cap
down over his eyes to shade the sun, while he adjusted
his sunglasses. “Hell, I had no idea it would be this hot
in Florida. Good Lord, I’m sweating like a pig”
“Yeah, going south during the summer, it’s hotter
than hell, but just think how refreshing that water will
feel when we get into it.”
Following a skinny, black line on a state map,
they finally arrived at a sign, “Welcome to Fishingdale,
Florida. Population 89.”
“Look,” Albert pointed out. “The number’s been
crossed out 2 times and changed to 88 now 87.
Donnie nodded. “Yeah, I wonder why? Could our
buddy Richard be up to his old tricks? If so, he probably
did the person a favor. Who the hell would want to live
in this God-forsaken town anyway?”
They parked the car and walked toward the
general store. Two figures were sitting on the porch,
old men playing checkers, neither man moved or took
note of their approach. They almost seemed as if they
were stuffed. Entering the store Donnie and Albert
waited for assistance.
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Donnie and Albert stood patiently but, the clerk
didn’t pay any attention to them. So, Donnie picked up
the local newspaper and started reading the headlines
about the missing game warden. Albert could also see
the headlines but became frustrated. Albert flipped
his driver’s license on the counter getting the clerk’s
attention. Albert questioned, “hey buddy, can we get a
couple of fishing licenses, some information on where
to get bait and the location of a honey hole where the
big ones are biting.”
The clerk picked up Albert’s license, looking
at Donnie, “I need your license too.”
Donnie pulled his wallet out as he remarked
about the newspaper story. ”Let’s see, population
down one and one missing. Smells fishy to me.”
Albert nudged Donnie. “Come on Donnie knock
it off. Show the man your driver’s license.” Donnie
tossed his license on the counter and continued to read
the newspaper.
Neither man noticed Richard and Tony standing
behind the grocery racks. Their attention perked up as
they ease dropped on the conversation. The clerk was
clearly intrigued after looking at their license, then he
pointed to the newspaper.
“So you’re both Private Eyes, maybe you guys
can solve that one.”
They smirked in response to the clerk’s remark
then, Richard moved from his hiding place to
deliberately bump Donnie, tipping his hat with his hook.
Donnie felt the intended slight and the two glared at
each other in a stare down until Tony nervously
remarked.
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“Ah, ah, I think it was aliens. They just swept
down and carried them away, cars and all.”
Richard broke the staring match as he hooked
the collar on Tony’s shirt and led him to the exit.
Inside the store Donnie turned to the clerk,
“what happened to Richard Hasting’s hand?
“You’re real good,” the clerk said. “I don’t

remember mentioning his name. Rumor has it he lost it
on a fishing trip to the Amazon, piranha they say. He
owns the bait shop down the road. You can catch him
at sun up on his fish farm.”
Pushing the fishing licenses toward Albert. “My
name is Andy. Here’s your license’s, that will be $15
each.”
Albert paid the $30. The two men left the shop to
find a place to stay. They found a rundown motel and
went to bed, hoping the fish would be biting better than
the bedbugs. The next morning, after a hot shower and
change of clothes, Albert put on a Tee-shirt and
wrapped a raincoat around his waist. Donnie dressed in
a sports shirt, no tie, a break from his usual formal
attire. They ate breakfast, bacon, eggs and grits, which
wasn’t too bad according to Donnie. After finishing, it
was off to Richard’s place. Following the directions of
Andy, they located a rundown shack with a sign,
RICHARD’S BAIT AND TACKLE. Going inside, they
looked around.
“Wow,” Albert said, “for a little dump he’s got
some nice stuff. Look at the size of these shrimp. Got
some nice rods too, check out this beauty.”
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From out of nowhere, Richard appeared and
tipped his hat with his hook, “What can I do for you
fellas?”
Albert spoke first, “Richard, right? We can use some
bait and a few tips on where to get the big ones.”
Donnie broke in, “what’s growing in those ponds
out there? Maybe we can fish here.”
Richard answered deliberately trying to hide any
signs of being nervous. “Ah, ah, catfish! Fingerlings! Too
small to catch. Go fish in that lake behind the general
store. It’s loaded with bass, big ones and they love these
here rubber worms.”
Richard showed Donnie a gallon glass jar filled
with black, rubber worms. As the tension mounted
between the two men Donnie reached into the jar and
snatched a handful. Though he kept calm, you could see
pain in his eyes. Donnie paid with a ten-dollar bill. As
he rushed to the door he yelled before exiting ,“ keep
the change. I’ll be back.”
Richard smirked a crooked smile, showing
those pearly black teeth. “I can’t wait. If you haven’t
noticed, those worms already have hooks in ‘em.”
Although in extreme pain from the hooks,
Donnie never changed the expression on his face, until
he out of Richard’s sight. He handed the keys to Albert
to drive. As he reached his pain threshold he slammed
the car door letting out a scream.
Albert turned to Donnie. “Boy, you two really hit
it off.” As Donnie plucked the hooks from his hand,
grimacing, “yeah didn’t we ever? Now I’m positive he
had something to do with the disappearance of his wife
and the game warden.”
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Albert nodded, “I trust your instincts they’re
usually right on. We’ll get to the bottom of this, but first
we’re going fishing, after all we’re on vacation.”
Back at the general store, Albert removed his
fishing gear but Donnie remained in the car. He noticed
the two guys playing checkers on the porch still haven’t
moved.
Albert patted Donnie on the shoulder. “Come
on, get your gear, let’s go fishing.”
Donnie shook his head, “nah, I’ll catch up with you
for lunch. I got a few things I need to look into first.”

Albert shook his head. “You know you’re frickin’
unreal. I’m going fishing, you just stay the hell out of
trouble.”
With that remark, Albert walked off to the fishing
hole but after a few casts, he threw down his rod, picked
up his gear and walked back. “Damn it! How the hell can
I fish wondering what he’s up to?”
When Albert returned to the general store Andy
was talking to Tony. Albert interrupted as Tony moved
aside engulfed in their conversation.
“Listen,” Albert said, “my friend and I are not
here to fish. We’re investigating an insurance claim on
the disappearance of Richard’s wife seven years ago.
There’s a $50,000 reward for information leading to
her whereabouts. I know my buddy is up to something,
have you seen him?”
“Yep, he drove off with some diving gear in his
hand a few minutes ago”
“He can’t get into much trouble diving around
here, can he?”
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The clerk shrugged in thoughtful reply, “No…
Not unless he goes diving at Richard’s, rumor has it that
his ponds are full of piranha.”
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Chapter Five

For a trance-filled moment, Albert envisioned
Donnie as he stood by Richard’s pond, dressed in diving
gear. Donnie had hung his clothes on a metal pipe that
was stuck in the ground. Carefully he put his cell phone
in his shoe next to the briefcase containing the check.
His oversized flippers slapping the ground, as he
awkwardly headed toward the water.
Albert’s trance passed with a wild
nightmarish yelp. “Son of a bitch, Donnie’s right!”
He ran out the door of the store yelling back.
“Call the police, call the FBI, call for a SWAT Team.
Damn it! Get someone to Richard’s place, pronto,
Pronto!” He ran out the door pulling out his phone and
rang Donnie.
Donnie had other ideas and ignored the call as
he began to submerge and swim in the pond water.

Albert anxious voice, “come on Donnie,
come on.… Oh shit, no answer.” Albert dashed
down the street towards Richard’s fish farm.
Meanwhile the clerk responded to Albert’s
commands and picked up his phone as he followed
instructions while muttering. “How am I supposed to
know those numbers?” He started by calling 911, dialing
frantically. He turned to Tony, “what the hell’s going
on?”
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“How the hell should I know?” Tony replied
as he stepped outside to ring Richard. Talking to
himself. “Damn it Richard, answer your phone.”
While Donnie snorkeled in the pond, Richard
answered his phone in a whisper. “Listen Tony, I can’t
talk right now.”
Tony exploded, “Richard wait! Don’t hang up!
They’re on to you. One of them is at your place right
now and the other is on the way. Andy just called the
State Troopers, the FBI, or someone. Get the hell out of
there and pick me up.”
Richard making light of Tony’s alarm, "don’t
worry, I got everything under control. You know
where to meet me.”
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Chapter Six

Donnie swam around ignoring his ringing phone.
He felt an object on the bottom. Soon he surfaced holding
a skull in his hand. He pushed his facemask up on his
forehead and exclaimed excitedly. “Ah ha, I was right.
Looking into the hollow eye sockets, in an assuring voice
he spoke, “Sally we’re gonna get this guy.”

His expression of triumph changed as the water
began to churn around him. In a terrified panic he spun
around frantically screaming for help. He disappeared
beneath the water. As he went down, the water turned
crimson red. Richard intently watched the action He
stepped toward the bank of the pond, savoring the
moment. A lecherous grin turned up the corners of his
mouth as the pond settled into a placid bloody pool.
“One more down and one to go,” he chuckled,
then he disappeared from sight.
Albert panted with aching sides, gasping for
breath. He had finely arrived at the pond. Galloping to
the edge he saw Donnie clothes and noticed the bloody
water. Moaning in a state of helplessness he began
calling.
“Donnie, Donnie. Oh, my God, Donnie
He knew he was too late. Bewildered and out
of breath, he bent over plucking Donnie’s cell phone
from inside the shoe. He was unaware of Richard’s
bulk body sneaking up behind him.
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Richard crept up raising his hook. Suddenly, Albert
noticed Richard’s approaching shadow upon the water.
He spun around grabbing Richard’s arm as the hook
came down. Now, a life and death battle had begun
between the two men. Fists were flying, but Richard
had a height advantage over his weakened victim to be.
With with the metal hook he hit Albert under the chin,
knocking him senseless.
Carefully Richard stripped off Albert’s outer
clothing then tosses his own with Albert’s body into the
pond. He detached his hook, planting it at the edge of
the pond. The churning fish took care of the rest. He
knew the investigators would arrive shortly so he
dressing quickly, forcing on Albert’s shirt and pants
Albert’s on his larger frame. To cover up the clothing
misfit, he draped Albert’s raincoat over his shoulders.
Sitting on the edge of the pond, his head hanging low,
he began a short wait.. Within minutes an unmarked
vehicle screeched to a stop. The doors flung open and
members of the SWAT team rushed towards the calm
waters of the pond. Weapons in hand they yelled.
“Freeze. Get your hands up.”
Without raising his head, Richard reached
into the pocket of Albert’s jacket and pulled out the
detective’s badge holding it up for the SWAT team to
see. The leader of the team ordered his men to lower
their weapons.
“He’s one of us, put down your guns.” He
turned to the sobbing man sitting with his head down
and demanded.
“Where’s Richard?”
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In his successful disguise, without speaking,
Richard pointed to the pond with the badge still in his
hand.
“Secure the area.” The SWAT leader ordered his
men. Then motioned for two others to go to the edge of
the pond. One man picked up Richard’s hook near the
edge of the water, as the other stretched out for
Richard’s hat, but t was floating just out of his reach..
His partner gave him the hook to use as a gaff. Pulling
the hat towards shore they shouted in unison.
“Sarge, look what we found.”
As the SWATT member lifted the hat out of the water, a
piranha dangling from it. In a panic the hat was dropped
with both opening fire using their automatic weapons.
There was a slight pause until the stunned Sargent
regained composure. With shock in his voice he
stuttered,
“Good job men. Now, that’s what I call
poetic justice.”
Richard continued to sit with his head between
his knees as the SWAT leader approached him again,
this time tapping him on the shoulder.
“Sorry about your partner. Hey, are you going to
be all right?”
Richard tilted his head even lower and between
sobs nodding, yes. The SWAT leader walked over and
instructed his men to rope off the area with caution
tape. While they were occupied, Richard managed to
sneak away, unnoticed by the busy members of the
SWAT team. Undetected he made it to his rival’s
convertible.
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Richard drove up the road to the big oak tree,
where his accomplice flagged him down. Tony got in
the car and closed the door. Richard handed him the
briefcase containing the insurance settlement. With a
smirk he instructed,
“Tony, guard this as if your life depended on it!!!”
As the two clutched the briefcase, smiling Tony
answered,
“You got it partner as the two drove off.
Richard flipped up the visor and knocked off
Albert’s hat. He continued making adjustments of the
rear view mirror with the stub of his right hand. Finally,
it was repositioned now showing the reflection of
Richard’s smiling image.
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FEEDING
FRENZY
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Feeding Frenzy
The Play

In a small backward Florida tow, a Grandpa and his two Grandkids
are leaving a general store with candy and sodas. Grandpa is in
overalls and the boy and girl are in play clothess. On the front porch of
the general store hangs a wanted poster of Richard Hastings. The
girl requests as she points to the poster.
GRANDDAUGHTER
Grandpa, Grandpa tell us the
tale of Richard Hasting.

GRANDPA
Honey, just told you that story yesterday.
GRANDSON
Ah, come on grandpa we want to hear it again!
Grandpa sits on a bench, the kids hop up on his knees as he begins the
tale.
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GRANDPA
Okay, you win! Let’s see, as you know
Richard Hastings is a legend around
here. Kinda like a local Jesse James
to us. Well let’s see, it all began that
fateful morning, on his front porch,
right down the road a piece.
Someone or something pushed him
over the edge.

The Camera zooms in on Richard Hastings house trailer. Richard sits
on the front porch drinking coffee. Suddenly the trailer door swings open
and Richard’s wife, Sally, exits with a suit case in one hand and a purse
across that arm and a small dog in other. She stops to set the suit case
down and puts the dog down too and addresses Richard.
SALLY
So, we’re not going house hunting? You’ve been
promising me for years. Well, I’m leaving you! You’ll
be hearing from my lawyer. When he’s through
with you, you’ll have nothing, not even this stinking
fish farm you have me living on!!!
Sally pulls some paperwork out of her purse and tosses it on the
table, waiting for his reaction. Calmly Richard raises his right arm
with a hook for a hand, and drags the papers toward him. Sally
watches Richard and she begins to nag.
SALLY
My mother was right about you.
You’ll never amount to anything.
Loser…Loser.
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Fu Fu pees on Richard’s pants leg and Richard snaps grabbing the
dog and yelling.
RICHARD
That does it. I’m sick of getting pissed
on by that pitiful excuse for a dog. And
this is the last time you’re going to piss on me.
Getting up from his chair sweeping everything off the table Richard grabs
the dog. He steps off the porch running toward several fish ponds with
the dog in his grasp. Sally runs after them.
RICHARD
I know what I’m going to
do …I know…I know.
Sally runs after Richard begging.
SALLY
Richard no! Wait!
What are you going to do?
Richard arrives at a pond and in spite of Sally’s plea, he tosses the dog
in the water.
SALLY
No! No! Please Richard,
don’t throw Fu Fu in there!
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Sally begins beating on Richard’s back with her fists until Richard
throws her in the same pond. The camera pans in on Richard’s smiling
face with bad teeth.
RICHARD
Bye, bye Fu Fu, you wretched animal.
Bye, Bye Sally. Yeah, you wanted to leave me.
Bye, bye to both of you.
The camera returns to the water focusing on Sally’s floating wig.
Richard hooks the wig with his prosthetic hand. He chuckles.
RICHARD
And hello insurance money.
Richard removes his cell phone from a pocket and calls Tony. The phone
rings, Tony answers.
TONY
Tony’s Chop Shop. Tony speaking.
RICHARD
Tony, I need your help.
I got to get rid of my wife’s car.
Can you make it disappear?
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TONY
Richard, don’t worry.
I’ll take care of it!
Don’t worry.
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SEVEN YEARS LATER

Sign outside a building reads. ACME JONES INSURANCE
COMPANY OF BOSTON. Inside an old and dirty office. Agent
Albert has his feet propped on the desk and is looking at the centerfold
of a girly magazine. Agent Donnie is wearing an old sports jacket, and
is going through paperwork near a file cabinet. The boss, Luis, walks
in waiving a letter.
LUIS
Hey, do you guys remember the Hastings
case in Florida, where a woman disappeared?
Well, it’s been seven years and she’s been
declared legally dead. Her husband filed

for the proceeds from the insurance
policy.
DONNIE
Here it is, her husband, Richard took out a
policy for $200,000 about three months
before she disappeared. Originally the
police suspected foul play but couldn’t prove
anything. Boy, from this picture he sure looks guilty.
Luis places a fishing cap on Donnie and Albert stating.
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LUIS
Precisely, that’s why I’m sending both of you to
Florida on a two week paid vacation. Pretend
you’re fishing or something, snoop around and
investigate this case. If nothing pans out, then
spread the word about the $50,000 reward.
Joking, Albert puts down the magazine and responds but gets cut off.
ALBERT
Gee, I don’t know boss, two weeks
fishing in Florida. You know, we got a
lot to do around here and…
LUIS
Get the hell out of here now
wise guy before I go myself!

Albert jumps up and as he and Donnie start towards the door. Luis
hands them fishing and diving gear. Then he hands Donnie a black
brief case.

33

FEEDING FRENZY

LUIS
Here’s the settlement check.
Don’t let this out of your sight.
Remember, we’re on a tight budget…
Think cheap.
Alert and Donnie leave the office, Alert nudges Donnie and excitedly
states.
ALBERT
Can you believe it?
Two frickin’ weeks of
fishing in Florida, and it’s all free!
Donnie and Albert load their fishing and snorkeling gear in a
convertible, Donne holds up the brief case as they get in the car. As
they drive off, he replies,
DONNIE
Diving, we’re going to do some diving,
but don’t forget we got a case!
Wearing different clothes, Donnie and Albert drive past a road sign.
“Welcome to Virginia.” Later on another sign for Georgia and then
Florida.
Back at Richards fish farm. Richard returns to his fish farm and finds
a game warden snooping around his ponds. The pond is marked off
with danger signs. Richard and the warden get into a heated discussion.
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RICHARD
What the hell are you doing on my
property? Get away from my pets.

WARDEN
You’re in violation! You can’t keep that
type of fish here. They’re dangerous!!
What is someone fell in there? We’re
going to have to kill them. We’re going
to have to destroy them all!
To divert the attention of the Warden, Richard responds with a
question as he shoves the Warden into the pond.
RICHARD
They’re hungry!
Want to see them eat?
After the warden hits the water the camera focuses on Richard who
breaks out in uncontrollable laughter.
RICHARD
We’ll, guess I won’t be seeing
him around anymore!
Richard gets on his cell phone and calls Tony.
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RICHARD
Tony, this is Richard, listen Tony. I
know I owe you big time. Yeah, I know
it’s been seven years since you got rid of
my wife’s car. Yeah, Yeah. Wait Tony, Tony
soon I’m gonna have plenty of money and
you’ll get your share, but first I need another
favor. I got to get rid of a car pronto!

Action returns to the convertible traveling to Florida with Donnie and
Albert. There are several views of them taken from the top of the
convertible along the trip indicating the long trip to Florida. Signs flash
entering Georgia and Florida Turnpike South appear before they arrive
at a general store. A sign reads, Welcome to Fishingdale, Florida,
population 89 and the nine is struck out and the figure reads
population 87 then 86. Two men are playing checkers on the porch and
they never move. Donnie and Albert approach the clerk at the counter,
they notice Richard and Tony standing nearby. Donnie picks up the
local paper with headlines about the missing game warden.
CLERK
Morning gentlemen.
How can I help you?
Albert flips his driver’s license on the counter. The clerk picks it up.
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ALBERT
We need a couple of fishing licenses,
some info on where to get bait and
the location of a honey hole, where
the big ones are biting.
The clerk Andy, picks up Albert’s license and is waiting for Donnie’s.

ANDY
Mr. Rouse and…
Donnie mumbles to himself as Richard and Tony perked up, listening
to the conversation. Donnie speaks regarding the newspaper story.
DONNIE
Hmm. Let’s see, population down
one and one missing,
smells fishy to me.
Albert rolls his eyes in response, then nudges Donnie, who is
standing next to him.
ALBERT
Come on Donnie the man
needs your driver’s license.
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Donnie quits reading and removes his license from his wallet tossing it
on the counter. He responds and goes back to the newspaper.
DONNIE
Sorry.
The clerk picks up Donnie’s license and remarks as he points at the
newspaper.
ANDY
and Donald Miles, Private Eyes.
Maybe the two of you can solve that one.
Richard and Tony start to leave. Richard intentionally bumps
Donnie and tips his hat with his hook hand. Tony nervously replies,
TONY
Err! ahh!!! I think it was aliens, they
just swept down and carried them
away, car and all.
Richard hooks Tony’s collar leading him out the door.
When Richard and Tony are gone, Donnie continues to question.
DONNIE
Hey, what happened to that guy,
Richard Hasting's, hand?
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ANDY
You’re real good. I don’t remember
mention his name. Rumor has it, he
lost it on a fishing trip to the Amazon…
piranha they say. You can catch him at
sun up at his fish farm. He owns the bait
shop down the road next to his trailer.
In a friendly manner Andy pushes the licenses towards Albert
ANDY
Here’s your licenses.
My name is Andy.
That will be $15.00 each.
Albert pays the $30.00. Both men leave the store. The next morning
Albert and Donnie go to Richard’s place and enter the bait shop.
Albert is wearing a Boston Tee-shirt and Boston jacket. They look
around.
ALBERT
Wow! For a little store he’s got some nice
stuff. Look at the size of these shrimp.
Got some nice rods too. Check out this beauty.
Suddenly, Richard appears and tips his hat with the hook.
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RICHARD
What can I do for you?
ALBERT
Richard right? We can use some
bait and a few tips on where to
get the big one.
Donnie cuts in suspiciously questioning Richard.
DONNIE
What’s growing in those ponds there?
Maybe we can fish here.
Defensively, Richard answers.

RICHARD
Ah, ah, catfish! Fingerlings! Too small yet!
Fish in that lake behind the general store. It is
loaded with bass, big ones, and they l
love these here rubber worms.
Donnie grabs a handful of rubber worms. With eye to eye contact he
hands Richard a $10.00 bill.
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DONNIE
Keep the change. I’ll be back!
RICHARD
I can’t wait! By the way those
worms already have hooks in them.

Donnie shows no pain until he is outside and out of Richard’s sight. He
hands Albert the key and they get in the car. Donnie is pulling hooks
out of his hand.
ALBERT
Boy, you two hit it off?
DONNIE
Yeah, but now I’m positive he had
something to do with both
disappearances, his wife and

the Game Warden.
ALBERT
You may be right and we’ll get to
the bottom of this, but first we’re
going fishing…we’re on vacation.
They arrive back at the general store. As Albert removes his fishing
gear, Donnie remains in the car. Two guys playing checkers still
haven’t moved.
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ALBERT
Get your gear…let’s get fishing
DONNIE
Nope! I’ll catch up with you for lunch.
I got a few things to look into.
ALBERT
You know, you’re frickin’ unreal,
I’m going fishing. You just stay the
hell out of trouble.
Albert walks off to the fishing hole. After a few casts he throws down
his rod, picks up his jacket and walks off.
ALBERT
Damn it! How the hell can I fish
wondering what he’s up to?
Albert walks back to the general store where Andy is talking to Tony.
Albert questions the clerk as Tony move aside but listens in.
ALBERT
Listen, my friend and I are not here to
fish. We’re investigating an insurance
fraud, a claim on the disappearance of
Richard’s wife seven years ago. There’s
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a $50,000 reward for information, as to her
whereabouts. I know my buddy is up to
something, have you seem him?
ANDY
Yep! He drove off with some diving
gear in his hand a few minutes ago.
ALBERT
He can’t get into much trouble diving
around here, can he?
ANDY
No! Not unless he is diving at
Richard’s place. Rumor has it his
ponds are full of piranha!!!
The scene flashes to Richard’s pond. Donnie in diving gear hanging his
clothes on a pole. Donnie puts his cell phone in his shoe and brief case
containing the check next to them. He heads towards the water. The
camera returns to Albert, who remarks,
ALBERT
Son of a bitch, Donnie’s right!
As he runs out the door yelling back.
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ALBERT
Call the police! Call the FBI! Call a SWAT
team! Damn it, get someone to Richard’s,
pronto, pronto!
Still on the porch of the store, Albert takes out his phone and rings
Donnie. The camera focuses on Donnie waving off the call as he began
to enter the pond. The camera returns to Albert.
ALBERT
Come on Donnie. On shit!!!
No answer!!!
Andy the clerk picks up his phone, shrugs and questions. Tony responds
almost defensively.
ANDY
FBI … What’s the hell going on?
TONY
Why should I know?
In the meantime, Tony goes outside and calls Richard to warn him. No
immediate answer.
TONY
Damn it Richard, answer!!!
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As Donnie snorkels in the pond, Richard answers his phone in a
whisper.
RICHARD
Listen Tony, I can’t talk right now…
TONY
No, Richard wait!! Don’t hang up!
They’re on to you. One of them is at
your place now, the other is on the way.
Andy just called the State Troopers or
someone. Get the hell out of there and
pick me up!!

RICHARD
Don’t worry, I got everything under
control. You know where to meet me.
The scene returns to the pond as Donnie surfaces with a skull in his
hand. He pulls his mask up on his forehead and excitedly exclaims.
DONNIE
Ah ha!! I was right! Sally,
we’re gonna get this guy.
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Suddenly his expression turns to fear as the water begins to churn
around him. As he goes down as the water turns red. For a
moment Richard appears making a crude remark,
RICHARD
One down…and...one to go.
Richard disappears as he hears Albert yelling.
ALBERT
Donnie! Donnie! Stay the hell
away from the water!
A tired Albert runs up to the pond. Bending over out of breath, he sees
Donnie’s clothing. Albert picks up Donnie’s cell phone, then he goes to
the water’s edge and cries out
ALBERT
Oh, Donnie! Donnie…
At that moment, Richard comes from behind raising his hook. Albert
sees the reflection on the water and spins around as the hook comes
down. A fight ensues, showing flying fists and the hook. The scene goes
blank for a moment and returns to a man sitting on the side of the pond
away from Donnie’s clothes. The man seems to be Albert since he is
wearing Albert’s clothes including the Boston jacket. He is hunched over
exhausted and in obvious pain. Suddenly an unmarked vehicle screeches
to a stop and four SWAT team members rush toward the scene.

46

FEEDING FRENZy

SWAT LEADER
Go. Go!!

Approaching the exhausted man with their weapons drawn
SWAT MEMBERS
Freeze! Get your hands up!
With his left hand, the man holds up a badge. The lead agent sees the
badge and instructs his men to lower their guns. Then he commands,
then questions Richard
SWAT LEADER
All right men. Lower your weapons.
Where’s Richard?
In silence, the sitting man points with his left hand to the pond and the
SWAT leader orders two of his men toward the pond, pointing in that
direction.
SWAT LEADER
You. You, over there.
Then to the others pointing to the opposite side of the pond,
SWAT LEADER
Secure the area.
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The first two of the team go to the edge of the pond. One picks up
Richard’s hook near the shore and the other speaks as he reaches out for

Richard’s hat in the water.
TEAM MEMBER
Sarge! Look what I found
As he picks up the hat, a piranha is dangling from it. Quickly he
points his weapon at the fish as he drops the hat in the water. After a
slight pause the Leader replies while looking at the hat.
SWAT LEADER
Good job men. Now that’s what
I call poetic justice.
The injured man is in tears as the SWAT leader approaches him
and taps him on the back.
SWAT LEADER
Sorry about your partner
Hey, are you going to be alright?
The injured man nods his head and the SWAT leader instructs his men
to tape off the area. While they are occupied the injured man exits,
walks to the convertible and drives off. Up the road he is waved down by
Tony. Tony gets in and closes the door of the car as the driver hands
Tony the brief case. While both are holding the brief case the camera
zooms in on their faces. Richard says,
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RICHARD
Tony, guard this as if your life depends on it.
TONY
You got it partner.
As the car pulls away, a back shot shows, Richard flipping up the
visor. It knocks off Albert’s hat. Richard’s face is revealed in the rear
view mirror
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THE END
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