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               SUBURBS OF BOSTON/EARLY EVENING

               Lightning/thunder/rain.  Inside an old truck speeding,

               swerving, -- CU of booted foot pressing down on gas pedal,

               hairy, filthy hands on steering wheel.  Each time there's

               lightning/thunder, driver intentionally swerves truck.  We

               hear groans/moans from rear of truck.  Driver, heavily

               muscled, unshaven, rough looking, mid-fortyish Irish type.  

                                   DRIVER

                             (to groans/moans)

                         Shut your mouths, or I'll...

                             (more groans/moans as

                              driver deliberately

                              swerves truck -- driver

                              laughs, an evil laugh)

               Camera focuses on outside of truck -- the rear.  Metal mesh,

               inside dozens of latticed wooden crates -- inside the crates,

               dozens of corned beefs.  Each time driver swerves truck, the

               corned beef crates smash together.

                                   CORNED BEEF I (AKA BURT)

                             (to several other corned

                              beefs)

                         Push.  When I say push, push --

                         ready --

                             (truck swerves)

                         Push!

               Several corned beefs push against the wood lattice confining

               them -- they're trying to break out -- the lattice doesn't

               budge.

                                   CORNED BEEF I (AKA BURT)

                         Again, push, push. Harder, push.

               The several corned beefs, grunting and groaning, push, but to

               no avail.  The sounds they're making are heard by the truck

               driver.

                                   DRIVER

                         Never give up, do ya?

                             (laughs evilly)

               Again intentionally swerves truck smashing crates together --

               more moans/groans from corned beefs.

                                   DRIVER

                             (more evil laughter)

                         Don't worry, me laddies -- be there

                         soon -- a day or two there -- then

                         a warm bath, a nice warm bath for

                         ya.

                                   CORNED BEEFS

                         Warm baths. No, no, we're allergic

                         to warm baths.

               More moans and groans from the corned beefs.

                                   DRIVER

                             (continuing)

                         Allergic? What, ya don't like warm

                         baths? -- don't know why, I liked

                         the last one I took

                             (to self)

                         Let's see when was it?  Yah, I

                         remember, about 3 years ago -- just

                         after the Red Sox won the...

               The driver scratches his head in thought, exposing a filthy,

               hairy armpit, three or four weird looking bugs run/fly out

               from his arm pit 

               More groans/moans as driver again intentionally swerves the

               truck.

                                   CORNED BEEF II

                         It's no use, can't budge the crate 

                         - guess we'd better get used to 

                             (pause)

                         the idea.

                                   CORNED BEEF III

                         What idea?

                                   CORNED BEEF II

                         The bath, warm, turning to real

                         warm, turning to red hot,

                         turning...

                                   ALL THE OTHER CORNED BEEFS

                         To boiling hot

                             (groans/moans from rest of

                              corned beefs in truck)

                         To cooked -- and eaten -- and

                         besides I've heard that the 

                         mustard they put on us really

                         burns.

                                   CORNED BEEF I (AKA BURT)

                             (brimming with

                              confidence.)

                         We can't give up. We can't. We're

                         Corned Beefs, not Salamis.  We've a

                         tradition of courage.

                             (Corned Beefs cheer)

               Burt 's expression turns from confidence to worried.

                                   BURT

                             (continuing)

                         Did someone say that the mustard

                         really burns, is that what someone

                         said?

                                   ONE OF THE CORNED BEEFS

                         That's what I heard, really hot,

                         might even be that mustard ya get

                         in Chinese restaurants

                             (groans/moans from the

                              corned beefs)

                                   OTHER CORNED BEEFS

                         Chinese mustard, awful, we're

                         doomed.

               Groans/moans from the corned beefs.  Worried expression on

               Burt's face.

                                   DRIVER

                             (singing to the tune of

                              "When Irish Eyes Are

                              Smilin'")

                         "When Irish Eyes are Smilin', 

                         Plump corned beefs on the plate.

                         Does no good me laddies, 

                         to worry 'bout your fate.

                             (more groans/moans from

                              corned beefs)

                         Does no good me laddies, 

                         to worry 'bout your fate --"

                             (evil laughter from

                              driver)

                                   CORNED BEEF I (AKA BURT)

                             (he speaks to the viewing

                              audience)

                         His advice, not to worry, is that

                         your advice? Come on now, let me

                         hear ya. If I should worry, say

                         "worry," real loud "worry." If not,

                         say "SNOT."

                                                              FADE OUT.

                                                               FADE IN:

               INTERIOR OF ANOTHER TRUCK/SAME DAY, EARLY EVENING

               This truck's interior is grotesque, garish, pink lace

               curtains, feminine look -- camera focuses on driver -- a lady

               driver -- mid forties, Irish looking, big, ugly, heavily

               muscled, giant gold earrings, gaudy rings, Bermuda shorts,

               hairy, heavily muscled legs, Army type boots.  Camera shifts

               to the rear of the truck -- we see slatted wooden crates

               overflowing with cabbages.

                                   LADY DRIVER

                             (singing to 'Cha, Cha,

                              Cha' rhythm)

                         "Cha Cha, Cha Cha Cha"

                             (hits brakes repeatedly at

                              final Cha causing groans/

                              moans from crated

                              cabbages being smashed

                              together)

                         Fluff up those leaves, ladies, you

                         wanna look real good for Mr.

                         Shaunessy. Very gallant he'll be to

                         ya if ya look good. Why, there are

                         times, if ya got fluffy leaves

                         Shaunessy won't put ya in the

                         boiling water

                             (pause)

                         until after the corned beefs are...

                             (screams from cabbages)

                         boiled, real boiled.

                             (evil laughter)

                                   ALL THE CABBAGES

                             (from rear of the truck)

                         Shaunessy. We're doomed.  Awful --

                         Shaunessy, the end.

                                   LADY DRIVER

                             (singing)

                         "Cha Cha, Cha Cha Cha"

                             (At last Cha, hits brakes

                              causing cabbage crates to

                              smash together which

                              causes more moans/groans

                              from the cabbages)

               Suddenly, the corned beef truck and the cabbage truck come to

               a converging lane, barely miss colliding.  The drivers scream

               at each other.  The lady driver shakes a wooden mallet at the

               male driver -- he swerves his truck into the cabbage truck,

               almost turning it over -- moans/groans/ screams from both

               trucks -- they separate, the drivers shaking fists at each

               other.

                                                                CUT TO:

               EXT./SHAUNESSY'S RESTAURANT/EVENING SAME DAY

               Sign outside restaurant, "Shaunessy's Irish Pub, Corned Beef

               and Cabbage our Specialty."  Camera moves to kitchen of

               Shaunessy's, then focuses on a watermelon (75% of the screen)

               -- suddenly a piercing (karate type) scream as a large

               handheld axe chops through the watermelon, splattering its

               pulp all about -- then we see the axe wielder -- Shaunessy,

               the owner of Shaunessy's.  He's about 50, gigantic, handlebar

               moustache, greasy dark hair (almost toupee looking), parted

               in middle.  He alternates whacking watermelons (ferociously)

               and looking at his pocket watch.

               Watching in awe, shuddering each time axe comes down is

               Blakesley, Shaunessy's restaurant assistant.  He's a little

               guy, big white chef's hat two times too large for his small

               head/body.

                                   BLAKESLEY

                         Boss, the trucks oughta be here in

                         a few minutes -- want me to wait

                         outside for them?

                                   SHAUNESSY

                         No, I'll do it.  In the meantime,

                         will ya sharpen the axe like I

                         asked ya? 

                         Watermelons are great for practice,

                         but for the innards of corned beefs

                         and cabbages I'll need more

                         chopping, more ripping strength.

                                   BLAKESLEY

                         Okay Boss -- get right on it.

               Shaunessy hands Blakesley the axe -- it's so heavy Blakesley

               can hardly carry it.

                                   SHAUNESSY

                         Remember, when I whack the corned

                         beefs and cabbages, I want their

                         innards to burst -- makes 'em much

                         more tender for my picky clientele.

               Background music "When Irish Eyes Are Smiling" -- no lyrics.

                                                                CUT TO:

               SHAUNESSY'S RESTAURANT/SAME DAY-SHORTLY THEREAFTER

               In front of Shaunessy's Restaurant, by the cellar chute,

               Shaunessy waits, anxious, constantly looking at his pocket

               watch, vista view down long empty street -- time passes. 

               Shaunessy fidgeting, constantly looking at his pocket watch. 

               Suddenly the roar of truck engines -- corned beef truck first

               appears, followed by the cabbage truck.  Shaunessy smiles an

               evil smile, loudly cracks his knuckles.  Trucks park, drivers

               start unloading crates.

                                   SHAUNESSY

                             (to corned beefs and

                              cabbages)

                         Well, hello my little friends.

                         Goodness gracious, you look a bit

                         chilly, makes me feel so sad, ya

                         poor little things

                             (evil laughter from

                              Shaunessy, moans and

                              groans from corned beefs

                              and cabbages)

                         Well, ya can stop yer frettin'

                         cause St. Patrick's Day's acomin',

                         and I'll soon be warmin' ya up me

                         lads and lassies -- won't need any

                         blankets 

                             (pause)

                         where you'll be going.

                             (Shaunessy's evil laugh,

                              more groans/moans from

                              the corned beefs and

                              cabbages)

               The crates are being thrown by the two truckers down a chute

               to a cellar storage area. The truckers still angrily snarling

               at each other.  They get careless throwing crates onto the

               chute -- a corned beef crate (with Burt) breaks open, as does

               a cabbage crate.  Burt is suddenly thrown next to a cabbage,

               Begina.  They roll down the chute together. Begina is

               tumbling. Burt uses his body to cushion her fall -- they

               tumble to a small ledge just above the basement floor.  Burt

               has suffered some bruising, while cushioning Begina's fall.

               Begina flutters some of her outer leaves in appreciation of

               Burt's chivalry.

                                   BEGINA

                         How sweet of you! In this day and

                         age, chivalrous behavior.  And I

                         thought chivalry was dead, until

                         now.

                                   BURT

                         I only did what any self-respecting

                         corned beef would do.  

                             (he bows in musketeer

                              fashion)

                                   BEGINA

                         You were so wonderful -- protecting

                         me.  How can I ever repay...?

               Begina suddenly sees bruises on Burt's body caused by his

               protecting her fall down the chute.

                                   BEGINA

                         Oh my goodness, you're wounded.  Am

                         I the cause of the grievous

                         injuries thou hast suffered?

                                   BURT

                         Please, have no regrets, my

                         injuries were but a small price

                         paid -- to gaze upon your leafy

                         body.  Had it been necessary, I

                         would have suffered the slings and

                         arrows of any anniversary

                             (turns to audience)

                         or is it adversary?

               He holds hand cuffed about ear to hear audience comments.

                                   BURT

                             (continuing to audience)

                         Thanks.

                             (pause, speaking to

                              Begina)

                         Any anniversary to receive your

                         tender, loving gaze.

                                   BEGINA

                         What lovely words.

                             (speaks to audience)

                         This is truest love -- love between

                         a corned beef and a cabbage without

                         the presence of

                             (stutters)

                         Boi, -- boil -- Boiling water.

                             (slaps head a few times to

                              reduce her trembling and

                              return to reality)

                             (romantically turning back

                              to Burt)

                         Please Burt, when we're in

                         Shaunessy's cook pot, when the

                         water temperature is still below

                         212 degrees Fahrenheit, you're

                         gonna tell me ya love...

                             (pause, mood turning from

                              romantic to concern)

                         By the way, I didn't catch your

                         name, I always get a guy's name

                         before I date him. 

                                   BURT

                         Ingleburtingham III -- a common

                         name.

                                   BEGINA

                         How sweet! 

                                   BURT

                         My friends call me Burt.

                                   BEGINA

                         Burt, how very romantic, like

                         something Shakesword would write.

                                   BURT

                         My love, I think you mean

                         Shakespeare, not Shakesword.

                                   BEGINA

                         If you say so, Burt, but ya know

                         spears, swords, about the same.

                                   BURT

                             (scratching his head)

                         Gotta think about that. And your

                         name, my dearest cabbage?

                                   BEGINA

                         Beginagassa - but my friends call

                         me Begina.

               Begina suddenly becomes very romantic, fluttering her cabbage

               leaves back and forth in Burt's face.

                                   BEGINA

                         Now let me comfort your wounds.

               Begina rips a cabbage leaf from her body and bandages Burt's

               wounds. They look into each other's eyes.  It's love. 

                                   BURT

                         Oh Begina, you've, you've...

                             (pause)

                                   BEGINA

                             (interrupting, and

                              fluttering her cabbage

                              leaves)

                         "You've touched my heart strings"? 

                         That's what you wanna say, Burt,

                         "you've touched my heart strings"?

                                   BURT

                         Oh Begina, you've made, you've

                         made...

                                   BEGINA

                             (interrupting, and

                              fluttering her cabbage

                              leaves)

                         "You've made my life a lovely

                         dream." That's what you wanta say,

                         Burt, "you've made my life a lovely

                         dream."

                                   BURT

                         No, actually not my dear Begina,

                         what I've been trying to say

                         despite your constant interruptions

                         is

                             (pause)

                         you've fastened your cabbage leaf

                         bandage too tightly.

                         My corpuscular, arterial

                         circulation has been drastically

                         reduced to mere drippage.  To state

                         it in plainest language, gangrene

                         is not enjoyed amongst my clan.

                                   BEGINA

                         Gangrene, oh goodness gracious,

                         sorry -- here, let me

                             (she loosens the bandage)

               Burt rubs against Begina, Begina against Burt.  Their lips

               get closer and closer to each other - a tender loving moment

               is about to happen when suddenly, violently breaking the

               spell a giant shovel viciously scoops them up.  It's

               Shaunessy with the shovel.

                                   SHAUNESSY

                             (evil laughter)

                         No games, me lad and lassie. No

                         games to be played in "Shaunessy's

                         Irish Pub." 

               Burt and Begina try to get away - they're frantic,

               frightened.

                                   SHAUNESSY

                         Now calm yourselves, don't wanna

                         see ya get high blood pressure ya

                         know. Calm yourselves while I put

                         ya where ya belong -- for now that

                         is,

                             (pause)

                         until ya plop down into the

                         stomachs of my clientele.

                             (evil laughter)

                         I'm goin' home now, but I'll be

                         seein' ya again. Ya can count on it

                         - pleasant dreams.

               Shaunessy roughly drops Burt and Begina from his shovel onto

               the floor of the concrete cellar -- the storage room. He

               leaves, bolting the heavy steel door to the room.  Burt and

               Begina find themselves with approximately eight corned beefs

               and ten cabbages -- not confined by crates -- they were the

               ones from the broken crates.  The rest of the cellar is

               filled with crated corned beefs and cabbages.  They're all

               trapped, sobbing, moans, and groans.  Burt and Begina

               embrace, trying to comfort each other. 

               Fade out

               Fade in

               Shaunessy's cellar/next day, late afternoon 

               There's very little light in the cellar, except for light

               coming through a window close to the floor.  The window is

               secured with iron bars. We hear ongoing groans and moans from

               the corned beefs and cabbages.  Begina and Burt are standing

               together. She places her cabbage leaf head on his shoulder.

               They're in love.  

                                   BURT

                             (to all the corned beefs

                              and cabbages in the

                              cellar -- the groans and

                              moans continue)

                         Okay, listen up, listen up now. I

                         been doing a lot of thinking and I

                         got somethin' important to tell ya

                             (speaking very loudly)

                         We're gettin' outta here, ya hear,

                         gettin' outta here.

               The groans and moans abruptly stop.

                                   ASSORTED CORNED BEEFS AND CABBAGES

                         No way -- can't ya see we're

                         trapped, big bolt on the door, and

                         besides

                             (most of the corned beefs

                              and cabbages are still in

                              crates)

                         Most of us are still in crates. and

                         the day is fast approaching, 

                             (pause)

                         the day, the day of ...

                                   BURT 

                             (interrupting)

                         Don't anyone say it.  Some things

                         are so bad, ya just don't say it.

                                   ASSORTED CORNED BEEFS AND CABBAGES

                         Say what? 

                                   BEGINA

                         The day we're cooked, boiled,

                         scorched, covered with Chinese

                         mustard that burns, eaten,

                         digested, our scraps put in doggie

                         bags for you-know-who... then

                         pooped out in a park's doggie area

                         so as to fertilize wild garlic and

                         poison ivy roots

                             (Crescendo of moans and

                              groans from corned beefs

                              and cabbages.)

                                   BURT

                         Begina, Shut up!

                                   BEGINA

                         Oops, sorry about that, Burt. 

                         Sometimes I just get a little too

                         windy, sorry.

                                   BURT

                             (addressing corned beefs

                              and cabbages)

                         Anyway, what I said still goes,

                         we're gettin' outta here.

                                   ASSORTED CORNED BEEFS AND CABBAGES

                         But how? No corned beef or cabbage

                         has ever escaped Shaunessy's axe

                         and cooking pot.

                                   BURT

                             (confidently)

                         Well, isn't it about time we

                         changed all that.

                             (now turns, very worried

                              look appearing on his

                              face, to the corned beef

                              that mentioned

                              Shaunessy's axe and

                              cooking pot)

                         Shaunessy's axes big?  I mean, I

                         would think they're tiny axes, not

                         able to do more than inflict tiny

                         nicks.

                             (a look of confidence

                              returns to Burt's face)

                                   A CORNED BEEF

                         No, quite the contrary. I've heard

                         he's got a lot of them and they're 

                         big, real big.

                                   BURT

                             (worried look returns,

                              then changes to a look of

                              confidence)

                         Well, I'm sure they're not very

                         sharp, ya know, can't penetrate

                         more than a quarter of an inch?

                                   A CORNED BEEF

                         No, no, actually I've heard they're

                         really sharp, razor sharp, able to

                         rip through some four inches of

                         highest quality Japanese steel.

                                   ASSORTED CORNED BEEFS AND CABBAGES

                         Uh, oh, Japanese steel, then

                         there's no stopping Shaunessy's

                         axes, we're doomed.  Chopped into

                         pieces like in a pickle relish. 

                         We're doomed.

                                   BURT

                         Be quiet will ya? I'm trying to

                         build up my courage. Bad news

                         doesn't help with my courage.

                             (turns to viewing

                              audience)

                         I've had a lotta trouble with my

                         courage since that chunk of Genoa

                         Salami out-wrestled me in our WWF

                         match. My personal trainer said it

                         was the Salami's garlic got to me,

                         but never been real sure since then

                         about my courage.

               Begina flutters her leaves, gazing with great admiration at

               Burt.

                                   BEGINA

                         Courage, did I hear my Burt say

                         courage? Oh Burt, my hero, you're

                         so courageous.

                                   BURT

                             (his courage returning

                              upon Begina's encouraging

                              words, turns to all the

                              corned beefs and

                              cabbages)

                         Okay now, back to business. Look

                         around everyone. See anything we

                         can pry the crates open with?

               The corned beefs and cabbages look all around.

                                   A CORNED BEEF

                         Here, I found something.

               He holds a long iron bar.

                                   BURT

                         Good, give it to me.

                             (turning to the other

                              corned beefs not in

                              crates)

                         Okay, we're gonna use this to pry

                         open the wooden crates.

                             (he puts the pry bar

                              against the wooden slats

                              of a crate)

                         Now, when I say "Push," we all

                         throw our weight against the bar,

                         and we're gonna split open these

                         wood crates.

               All the corned beefs push, and after much effort, grunts and

               groans, the wood slats are broken -- one after another in all

               the crates.  Dozens of corned beefs and cabbages are now

               loose in the storage room.

                                   CORNED BEEF III

                         We're free, free.

               The Corned Beefs and Cabbages start joyously jumping around.

                                   CORNED BEEF IV

                         Not so fast, outta the crates, but 

               Bashes against bolted door which doesn't budge

                         So what?   So Shaunessy, and

                             (pause)

                         What's his dum dum helper's name?

                                   CORNED BEEF V

                         Blakesly

                                   CORNED BEEF IV

                             Blakesly - so Shaunessy

                              and Blakesly will just

                              scoop us up with shovels -

                              big deal - so by running

                              and jumping away from the

                              shovels we only gain a

                              coupla extra minutes, 

                             (pause)

                         Before, before, before.....

                                   CORNED BEEF VI

                         Before what?

                                   BURT

                         Before being dumped.....

                                   BEGINA

                             (interrupting)

                         Dumped?  Oh, Burt, you're not

                         dumping me?  We've had a long term

                         relationship. Our relationship, I

                         just don't know if I could go back

                         to the dating game - 

                                   BURT

                         Dumping you Begina?  Thought never

                         entered my mind

                             (to self)

                         Until now

                             (to audience)

                             She is sorta a ding bat,

                              but

                             (loudly)

                         I LOVE HER, now back to getin outa

                         here.

                                   SEVERAL CORNED BEEFS

                         We need a plan

                                   ASSORTED CABBAGES

                         And us ladies wanna help.  

                             (to corned beefs)

                         We don't have the muscle you guys

                         have, but we can sure kick up a

                         lotta wind when we want

               All the cabbages start fluttering their leaves, generating

               enormous wind power, actually blowing some corned beefs off

               their feet.

                                   ASSORTED CABBAGES

                             (continuing)

                         And that was only a Category I

                         wind.

                                   BURT

                         Only a Category I? Wow!

                                   ASSORTED CABBAGES

                         Wanna see a Category II?

                                   BURT

                         No, not yet.  You've made your

                         point, ladies.  I'll keep in mind

                         when some high velocity wind is

                         needed. 

                         For now I gotta think

                             (pause)

                         Someone got a pad and pencil?

               All the corned beefs and cabbages pull out pads and pencils. 

               Burt takes them all, until he's covered by them so you can't

               even see him.  He rapidly makes notes. Pad after pad is

               thrown away.  Until we finally clearly see Burt, with but one

               pad, one pencil.

                                   BURT

                         I've got it, I've got it.  

                                   CORNED BEEFS AND CABBAGES

                         He's got it, Burt's got it.  We're

                         saved!

                                   BEGINA

                         Oh Burt, you're so intelligent.

                                   BURT

                         I've come up with a plan to get us

                         outta here.

                                   BEGINA

                             (to the corned beefs and

                              cabbages)

                         I knew Burt would have a plan.

                         After all the years of my

                         relationship with Burt, I really

                         got to know the guy.  

                                   CORNED BEEFS AND CABBAGES

                         Let's hear your plan Burt.

                                   BURT

                         Begina and me are gonna make our

                         way to Shaunessy's cooking area

                         and..

                                   BEGINA

                             (interrupting)

                         Whoa there, whoa Burt, the cooking

                         area?  Me going to the cooking

                         area?. Is that what I heard? Burt,

                         we've only known each other for

                         less than 24 hours. Aren't you

                         asking a bit much of me, going to

                         the cooking area? All sorts of

                         stuff I'm allergic to goes on

                         there, like boiling water, Chinese

                         mustard, big axes.... 

                                   ASSORTED CORNED BEEFS AND CABBAGES 

                             (interrupting)

                         About those axes, not only are they

                         big, but they're razor sharp

                                   BEGINA

                         Big, razor sharp? I've been

                         allergic to axes just about

                         forever.  I break out in a rash

                         every time I see a big, razor sharp

                         axe coming down on my head. No way

                         Burt, absolutely not, I'm not going

                                   BURT

                         Tell you what Begina, upon

                         returning from Shaunessy's cooking

                         area I'll offer you my hand, in

                         matrimony.

                             (speaks to audience)

                         That is if we return

                                   BEGINA

                         Matrimony, you said Matrimony?

                                   BURT

                         That's what I said

                             (to audience outside of

                              Begina's hearing)

                         With a few legal small print

                         contract qualifications

                             (appearing on the theater

                              screen are silhouettes of

                              various members of the

                              audience - they speak)

                                   AUDIENCE MEMBER 1

                         How mean of you Burt.

                                   AUDIENCE MEMBER 2

                         I always thought Corned Beefs had a

                         higher standard of integrity than

                         what you're showing us Burt.

                                   AUDIENCE MEMBER 3

                             (crying)

                         Poor Begina

                                   AUDIENCE MEMBER 4

                             (silhouette of horned

                              devil with pitchfork)

                         Right on Burt, that's the way you

                         do it!

                                   BEGINA

                         I'll go.  Oh my, matrimony

                             (to herself)

                         I'll have to do some checking on

                         wedding gowns, ivory or chalk

                         white? I think ivory, much more

                         becoming to my complexion.

                             (to Burt)

                         I'm with ya Burt, on to Shaunessy's

                         cooking area

                                   BURT

                         Good, now how do we do it?  Anyone

                         got any ideas?

                                   A CABBAGE

                         Ya gotta get Shaunessy to unbolt

                         the door, for just a moment, then

                         you can slip out.  

                                   ANOTHER CABBAGE

                         Forget Shaunessy, it won't work

                         with him, but... 

                                   CORNED BEEF VII

                             (interrupting)

                         Blakesly, Blakesly, that's

                         Shaunessy's weak link. Besides,

                         Blakesly stays in the restaurant at

                         night. Has a cot near the cellar

                         door.

                                   BURT

                         How did you get all this

                         information about Blakesly? 

                                   CORNED BEEF VII

                         My uncle smuggled out a note to me

                         just before, just before...

                             (starts sobbing)

                                   OTHER CORNED BEEFS

                             (interrupting)

                         Just before what?

                                   CORNED BEEF VII

                             (sobbing)

                         Just before my uncle was thrown

                         into the ... the ... the

                                   BEGINA

                             (interrupting)

                         Cooking pot, where we'll be cooked,

                         boiled, scorched, covered with

                         Chinese mustard that burns, eaten,

                         digested, our scraps put in doggie

                         bags for you know who, then pooped

                         out in a park's doggie area as

                         fertilizer for wild garlic and

                         poison ivy roots.

                             (turns to audience, very

                              proud of herself)

                         My secretarial training taught me

                         to figure out what the boss is

                         gonna say before she says it.

                                   BURT

                         Begina, will ya please shut up,

                         especially with that wild garlic

                         stuff.  Information like that is

                         not what I want to hear -

                         especially when my courage factor

                         is suffering extreme stomach upset.

                             (pause, Burt scratching

                              his head, heavy thinking)

                         Wait a second, I think I've got it. 

                         Blakesly, is he a Celtics fan?  

                                   CORNED BEEF VII

                         Yeah big time. My uncle's note

                         mentioned that...

                                   BURT

                             (interrupting)

                         OK, here's what we do. Cabbages,

                         when I give you the signal, I want

                         ya to flutter away with your

                         leaves, produce a lotta wind so ya

                         sound like a basketball stadium

                         crowd...

                                   CORNED BEEF VII

                             (interrupting)

                         Might sound like something else.

               All the corned beefs start laughing.  The cabbages are

               indignant.

                                   BURT

                             (continuing)

                         Lots of wind. 

                         You, corned beefs, when I give ya

                         the signal, you're goin' to jump

                         and bounce around so ya sound like

                         a bunch of basketball players

                         running up and down hitting the

                         boards.

                                   CORNED BEEF III

                         Hitting the boards?  That's Ice

                         Hockey, not Basketball, Burt.

                                   CORNED BEEF VIII

                             (proudly)

                         I once played goalie for the

                         "Hoboken Salami Cats."

                                   BURT

                             (frantic)

                         Salamis? Where? Where? Someone see

                         my wrestling shorts?

                                   BEGINA

                         No salamis here Burt.

                             (to audience)

                         Of course there might be a few

                         garlicky salamis around, but

                         they're a different species than

                         regular salamis

                                   BURT

                             (relieved)

                         No salamis? Okay if you say so

                         Begina.

                             (turns to the Corned

                              Beefs)

                         Now, Corned Beefs, sound like

                         you're running up and down

                             (pause)

                         Then here's what I'm gonna do

                                   BEGINA

                             (speaking to audience)

                         I just knew Burt was going to save

                         us.  Ya really get to know a guy

                         after a four year relationship.

                                   BURT

                             (Overhears Begina)

                         Four years?  Somehow it doesn't

                         seem that long. Oh well, that

                         wrestling match with the Genoa

                         Salami and all that garlic stuff

                         sorta messed up my memory.  Anyway,

                         here's what I'm gonna do.  

                             (starts speaking in a deep

                              basketball announcer

                              voice)

                         "Ten seconds left on the

                         clock...Celtics behind 87 - 85,

                         Pierce has the ball,  he's

                         dribbling, Oh wait, I can't believe

                         it he ..."

                             (turns to the corned beefs

                              and cabbages)

                         How'd it sound? 

                                   CORNED BEEFS AND CABBAGES

                         Real, just like you were the

                         announcer at the game.

                                   CORNED BEEF III

                         Burt, you oughtta think of taking a

                         job as a Celtic's announcer.

                                   CABBAGE I

                         Does Pierce score?

                                   CABBAGE III

                         Who were the Celtics playing?

                                   BURT

                         Remind me to let you know when this

                         is all over.  OK Begina, you and me

                         by the door.  Cabbages, when I say

                         "wind" start fluttering your

                         leaves.  Corned Beefs, while the

                         cabbages are producing wind, you

                         guys, upon my saying "hash, hash"

                         start bouncing around so you sound

                         like basketball players running up

                         and down.

                                   CORNED BEEF IV

                         "Hash, hash"? Bad choice of words

                         Burt, puts some ugly thoughts in a

                         Corned Beef's mind.

                                   BURT

                             (continuing)

                         Then I'll start my announcing. 

                         Blakesley will get real curious,

                         open the door to see what's

                         happening.  That's when Begina and

                         me will run between his legs and

                         begin our journey to Shaunessy's

                         cooking room. 

                             (to audience)

                         Not a bad plan if I do say so

                         myself. Got my idea from reading

                         the biography of George Armstrong

                         Custer. Victory after victory, I've

                         only got about 50 pages left to

                         finish the book.

                                   CABBAGE I 

                         What if Blakesly sees ya?  Even

                         worse, what if he carefully looks

                         in here and sees we've broken out

                         of our crates?

                                   BURT

                         Well, I think it's dark enough down

                         here so he can't see too much, but

                         if I'm wrong let's all hope that

                         Shaunessy is in the habit of

                         watering down his Chinese mustard

                             (pause)

                         to make it go further.  OK, ready -

                         "WIND"!

               Lady cabbages start rapidly fluttering their leaves. The wind

               they create smashes against the cellar walls, sounds just

               like a Boston Celtics' crowd.

                                   BURT

                         Sounds great ladies, more wind the

                         better.

                                   CABBAGE III

                         I can almost picture the Celtics'

                         arena with popcorn sellers, soda

                         pop, kids munching on salami

                         sandwiches.

                                   BURT

                             (panicking)

                         Salami, where, where? Gotta get my

                         wrestling shorts on.

                                   BEGINA

                             (getting in position for

                              cellar door)

                         Burt honey, no salamis here.

                                   BURT

                         Sure? Gotta be careful, salamis are

                         real sneaky, especially the

                         garlicky ones - they can creep up

                         on ya before you know it.

                                   CORNED BEEF II

                         We're sure Burt, sure. Now please

                         Burt, get the corned beefs into

                         this...

               The corned beefs are warming up, like athletes before an

               Olympic event - warming up silently.

                                   BURT

                             (placing himself next to

                              Begina)

                         Okay, ready, "Hash, Hash."

               All the corned beefs begin jumping up and down, making a real

               racket -- sounds just like Boston Celtics running up and down

               the court.

                                   BURT

                         Okay guys, here I go.

                             (loudly in his announcer's

                              voice)

                         "Ten seconds left on the clock,

                         Celtics behind 87-85. Bird has the

                         ball, he's dribbling, oh I can't

                         believe it. He..."

               The corned beefs and cabbages fill the cellar with the sounds

               of the Celtics' stadium.

                                   CORNED BEEF I

                         Wait a minute Burt, didn't you have

                         Pierce dribbling?

                                   BURT

                         So? Some law against a corned beef

                         changing his mind?

                                   CORNED BEEF II

                         Anyway, Bird was better.

               The corned beefs start arguing who was better -- Bird or

               Pierce.

                                   BURT

                             (hears something)

                         Hold it, cut the chit-chat. I think 

                         Blakesly's coming.

               We hear footsteps approaching the cellar door.  We hear

               Blakesley through the closed door.

                                   BLAKESLEY

                             (Irish brogue,

                              incredulous)

                         A Celtics' game, it's a Celtics'

                         game I'm a hearin' and

                             (pause)

                         Holy Mother of Innesfree, its the

                         great one, Larry, Larry Bird; the

                         lord has finally heard my prayers --

                         Larry's back. Bless ya Lord, bless

                         ya, Larry's back...

               Burt and Begina are perched, ready to spring when, (if)

               Blakesly opens the cellar door.  At Burt's signal the

               cabbages stop fluttering their leaves, the corned beefs stop

               jumping -- silence. Blakesly opens the door, just a little,

               his eyes squinting, having trouble adjusting to the dim

               light. He sees nothing, and quickly shuts the door..

               HALLWAY OUTSIDE CELLAR

                                   BLAKESLY

                         I must be hearin' things.

                             (pause)

                         Down the drain with the rest of

                         that bottle my nephew brought back

                         from the Emerald Isle. Still,

                         coulda sworn I heard Larry's name.

                             (scratches his head)

                         Must be hearin' things.

                             (pause)

                         Oh well, gotta remember to pour out

                         the rest of the bottle.

               Blakesly walks off scratching his head and mumbling to

               himself. Burt and Begina have escaped, having run unseen

               between Blakesly's legs.

                                   BLAKESLY

                             (mumbling to self)

                         Larry, we need ya. Sixty points

                         over Atlanta, 1985. Twelve times

                         NBA ALL STAR. Three times NBA MVP.

                         21 rebounds against the Lakers in

                         '81. 71 consecutive free throws.

                         Larry, we need ya.. Lord hear me,

                         we need larry

               HALLWAY IN SHAUNESSY'S

               Burt and Begina are walking through the hallway.

                                   BURT

                             (after a minute or so)

                         I forgot one thing Begina.

                                   BEGINA

                         Only one thing Burt?, that's not

                         too bad, only one thing

                             (pause)

                         What did you forget, my spouse to

                         be? I mean, ya know, only one thing

                         can't be much of anything. What did

                         you forget Burt?

                             (pause)

                         By the way, you won't forget our

                         Wedding Anniversary, will ya Burt?

                                   BURT

                         How can I forget our ...

                             (pause)

                         Wait a minute, we're not even

                         married.

                                   BEGINA

                             (beginning to cry)

                         Oh Burt, you promised.

                             (to tune of "You made me

                              love you," she begins

                              singing like an Ethel

                              Merman)

                         You made me love you, 

                         I didn't wanna do it, 

                         I didn't wanna do it, 

                         You made me love you, 

                         And all the time you knew it, 

                         And all the time you ...

               Begina comes to an abrupt stop, complete mood change. 

                                   BEGINA

                         Anyway hubby, what did ya forget?

                                   BURT

                         Gimme a moment.

                             (pause)

                         I forget what I forgot. 

                             (pause)

                         Wait, now I remember what I forgot.

                             (happy expression on his

                              face)

                         I no longer forget what I forgot. 

                         Now I remember what I forgot about

                         the original what I forgot. Now

                         I...

                                   BEGINA

                             (flustered)

                         Burt, please, get to the point!

                             (turns to the audience)

                         Maybe that salami garlic really got

                         to Burt's head.

                                   BURT

                         The point Begina? You want me to

                         get to the point about what I now

                         remember about what I forgot, about

                         what I... 

                                   BEGINA

                             (beating her head against

                              the wall, interrupting)

                         Yes Burt, yes.

               Coming around a corner charging Burt and Begina is a giant

               ferocious, drooling pit bull.

                                   BURT

                             (continuing)

                         I forgot to tell ya that.

                         Shaunessy's got a giant ferocious

                         pit bull. Run Begina, run.

               Burt and Begina run for their lives -- the pit bull,

               ferocious, jaws snapping, is closing in - the end for Burt

               and Begina appears near, when Begina suddenly skids to a

               halt, turns and faces up to the pit bull. Burt stops some ten

               feet away.

                                   BURT

                         Begina, what are you doing? It's a

                         pit bull, it'll smash you into cole

                         slaw. Begina, run...

               Begina holds up a leaf, letting Burt know to hold off. She

               then turns to the pit bull which has skidded to a stop but

               inches from Begina, a puzzled look on the pit bull's face.

               Begina looks up at the pit bull which towers over her.

                                   BEGINA

                         I have a question, are you a boy

                         pit bull or a lady pit bull?

                                   PIT BULL

                         Funny you should ask, I was getting

                         a bit concerned about that -- ya

                         know us pits are known for being

                         more than a bit ferocious, like

                         fightin' an such, and that sorta

                         stuff is more a boy thing, so I was

                         concerned, but I checked - and I'm

                             (pause, looking around to

                              see if anyone's

                              listening)

                         A lady.

                                   BEGINA

                             (to the audience)

                         Am I lucky, a 50-50 chance it'd be

                         a lady.

                             (with a serious expression

                              on her face, speaks to

                              the pit bull)

                         Now maybe us ladies can have a lady

                         to lady talk.

                                   BURT

                         Begina, get outta there.

                                   BEGINA

                             (turning to Burt)

                         Hush Burt, I didn't graduate from

                         "Northwest"

                             (speaking to herself)

                         Or was it "Southeast"

                             (continuing to Burt)

                             "Secretarial school" for

                              nothing.

                             (Speaking to the audience)

                         The tuition was outrageous.

                             (Turning back to Burt)

                             (pointing to top of her

                              head)

                         Plenty of granite up there.

                                   BURT

                         Think you mean marbles.

                                   BEGINA

                         Granite, marbles, what's the

                         difference? What if I'd said plenty

                         of sauerkraut up there?

                                   BURT

                             (scratching head)

                         That woulda made more sense.

               Begina turns back to pit bull which has been drooling on her

               cabbage leaves.  She shakes her leaves and scatters the drool

               all over, mostly on Burt.

                                   BEGINA

                         Lady to lady, ever been married?

                                   PIT BULL

                         Let me think about that for a

                         moment.

                             (pause)

                         Nope.

                                   BEGINA

                         Well, ever been engaged?

                                   PIT BULL

                         Nope.

                                   BEGINA

                         Ever had a long term relationship

                         with a guy?

                                   PIT BULL

                         Nope.

                                   BEGINA

                         A short term relationship?

                                   PIT BULL

                         Nope.

                                   BEGINA

                             (to Burt who's shaking in

                              fear)

                         This is going to be tougher than I

                         thought.

                             (to the pit bull)

                         Ever had a date with a guy...even a

                         single date?

                                   PIT BULL

                             (expression of deep

                              thought)

                         A date? That's what you said, a

                         date?

                                   BEGINA

                             (hopeful)

                         Yes, yes, a date.

                                   PIT BULL

                         Well, about eight months ago I

                         shared a biscuit, one of those real

                         big ones with a guy.  Think it was

                         a cocker spaniel, that I met in the

                         Boston Commons. Five minutes of

                         sharing, that was about it.

                                   BEGINA

                         Biscuit sharing, five minutes. It

                         was a date! More than enough time

                         for a date.

                                   PIT BULL

                         Enough time for a date?

                                   BEGINA

                         Yes, and the biscuit sharing. Now

                         you can understand what Burt

                             (flutters a leaf, pointing

                              to a shivering Burt)

                         and I feel for each other.

                                   PIT BULL

                         Like how I feel for a biscuit?

                         hmmm, depends on the biscuit,

                         chicken flavored ones are my

                         favorites, but beef flavored are a

                         close second.

                                   BEGINA

                         No, silly.

               Begina tickles the pit bull's whiskers, causing the pit bull

               to start giggling.

                                   BEGINA

                             (continuing)

                         What I mean is that you can now

                         understand what Burt and I mean to

                         each other.

                                   PIT BULL

                         Now I got it. You mean like I feel

                         for a chicken flavored biscuit.

                             (to the audience)

                         I also got strong feelings for beef

                         flavored biscuits.

                                   BEGINA

                             (somewhat frustrated)

                         Yeah, okay. Me and Burt feel for

                         each other like you feel for a

                         biscuit.

                                   PIT BULL

                         What flavor?

                                   BEGINA

                         The one you like best.

                                   PIT BULL

                         Chicken flavor comes in first, beef

                         flavor close second.

                                   BEGINA

                         Well, Burt and I feel for each

                         other like you feel for chicken

                         flavored biscuits, and when we're

                         tired out after a tough day at the

                         office we still feel for each other

                         like you feel for a beef flavored

                         biscuit.

                                   PIT BULL

                             (starts sobbing)

                         Never thought of it that way. You

                         and Burt, you feel for each other

                         like...

                                   BURT

                             (interrupting)

                         For each other, oh my gosh, do we

                         feel for each other

                                   BEGINA

                         Say it Pitty, say it. We feel for

                         each other like...like..., Come on,

                         say it...

                                   PIT BULL

                         Like I feel, for, for, for

                             (hits head with her paw)

                         for chicken flavored biscuits?

                             (to audience)

                         Beef flavored ones a close second.

                         Oh my gosh, 

                             (sudden realization)

                         And I was going to...

                             (looks tenderly at Begina

                              and Burt)

                         To, to...Oh my gosh,

                             (tears streaming down her

                              face, sobs

                              uncontrollably)

               Burt walks over to Pit Bull. Burt and Begina try to comfort

               Pit Bull who wipes away her tears with a tissue Begina gives

               her.

                                   PIT BULL

                         Okay. I've made a decision. Go, go

                         before I change my mind.  I'll keep

                         quiet - Blakesly won't know you're

                         out here

                             (pause)

                         By the way, why are you out here?

               Burt and Begina start making excuses that cross.  

                                   BURT

                         Dropped my keys somewhere out here.

                                   BEGINA

                         Just a romantic stroll.

                                   PIT BULL

                         Wha?

                                   BURT

                         We dropped our keys while taking a

                         romantic stroll.

                                   BEGINA

                         I couldn't have said it any better.

                                   PIT BULL

                         Oh, okay. Well, I'm off -- hope ya

                         find yer keys.

                                   BEGINA

                         Bye dear Pitty, byebye.

               Pit Bull ambles off.

                                                               CUTS TO:

               SHAUNESSY'S COOKING AREA/IMMEDIATELY THEREAFTER

                                   BURT

                         Begina, you check one side and I'll

                         do the other.

                                   BEGINA

                         Check for what, Burt?

                                   BURT

                         Tell ya in a moment

                             (pulls paper list out of

                              pocket)

                         Okay.

                             (starts reading from list)

                         Check axes, whether sharp or dull;

                         check cook pot, big or small and

                         look for holes; check water in pot,

                         boiling or not boiling; check

                         mustard, weak or Chinese.)

                                   BEGINA

                         Mustard, check the mustard? That's

                         on the list? Burt, the mustard

                         better be on the side you're

                         checking out. I just don't think I

                         could deal with

                             (pause)

                         Chinese mustard.

                                   BURT

                         Okay Begina, tell ya what, I'll

                         trade with ya. I'll check on the

                         axes, the mustard. You take the

                         boiling water and know what, I'll

                         even check on the cook pot, cause I

                         love ya Begina.

                                   BEGINA

                         How sweet of you Burt, leaving me

                         to only check on the boiling water.

                         Sounds fair, real fair,

                         exceptionally fair and decent,

                         except

                             (pause)

                         If I told you once, I've told you a

                         thousand times, 

                             (screaming)

                         I'm allergic to boiling water - my

                         leaves loosen up and fall off.

                                   BURT

                         Okay Begina, calm down, calm down.

                         You made your point. I'll check out

                         all the checkouts. You wait over

                         there

               Burt points to entry to cooking area.  Begina goes to entry,

               sits, hums to self to the tune of "When Irish Eyes Are

               Smiling." Burt starts checking out the checkouts. He checks

               out the axes, opens a large cabinet filled with axes -- big

               and real sharp. He drops a piece of wax paper, lets it drop

               over axes, paper cleanly sliced in half.

                                   BURT

                         Axes, real big, real sharp.

                                   BEGINA

                         Uh oh, well go to number 2 on your

                         checklist, the cooking pot.

               Burt starts checking out the giant cooking pot.

                                   BURT

                         Cook pot, real big and no holes.

                                   BEGINA

                         Uh oh. Well, check out number 3 on

                         your check list - the boiling

                         water.

               Burt ties a string to a fork - lowers fork into boiling water

               - fork melts away.

                                   BURT

                         Water in cook pot boiling - big

                         time.

                                   BEGINA

                         Uh, oh. Well, check out number 4 on

                         your check list - the mustard.

               Burt goes over to an enormous keg - written on it "Danger -

               Chinese Mustard, keep away from burnable surfaces." Burt

               opens top of keg, pushes (with great effort) against keg,

               managing to tip it enough so some mustard pours out on the

               floor. The floor is concrete. The mustard burns a two foot

               diameter hole in the concrete, flame and smoke around edges.

                                   BURT

                         Begina, I think...

                                   BEGINA

                             (interrupting)

                         I agree with you completely. Let's

                         get outta here.

                Burt and Begina in panic start running out of the cooking

               area when Burt suddenly stops.

                                   BURT

                         Wait, where are we going?

                                   BEGINA

                         Outta here I guess. Gotta better

                         idea?

                                   BURT

                         No, but we can't abandon our

                         friends - ya know, corned beef

                         honor, we're not salamis. What

                         about cabbages Begina - a code of

                         honor?

                                   BEGINA

                         Honor, Burt? Is it like wind? That

                         we got a lot of.

                         Three categories of wind for most

                         situations, but I can work up a

                         Category IV, possibly a Category V

                         for unusual situations.

                                   BURT

                         Wind? Not quite the same as honor

                         Begina, but I guess it'll do. What

                         we gotta do is get outside - by the

                         window, the cellar window. Maybe we

                         can...

                                   BEGINA

                             (Interrupting)

                         Outside, but Burt that's dangerous.

                         I mean we could run into big bad

                         dogs, even worse could step in

                         their poop. I heard Boston has a

                         lotta that stuff. Real dangerous.

                                   BURT

                             (confident)

                         Fear not Begina. Danger is my

                         middle name. Avalanches, tsunamis,

                         grizzly bears, fire ants, dog poop,

                         it doesn't matter. Burt's ready.

                                   BEGINA

                         Oh my hero. It's so reassuring to

                         know you'll protect me -- including

                         from those garlicky salamis, if we

                         run into one of the beasts.

                                   BURT

                             (petrified)

                         Garlicky salamis? Where?

               Burt starts throwing wild punches into the air.

                                   BURT

                             (continues)

                         Not going to let one of them sneak

                         up on us, that garlic really loused

                         up my head.

               Burt whacks his head a few times to clear up the cobwebs. 

                                   BURT

                         See any Begina? I'm ready.

               Burt continues throwing punches at imaginary salamis.

                                   BEGINA

                         No salamis here.

                             (to audience)

                         Of course, as I've already said, it

                         could be that a few garlicky

                         salamis are about, I mean that's a

                         separate type from regular salamis

                         without garlic.

                             (turns to Burt)

                         No salamis, Burt.

                             (pause)

                         And Burt, with that thing you got,

                         I think you called it honor, and

                         with my wind, we can conquer the

                         world -- I hope. So, let's head out

                         to the window - St. Patrick's Day

                         is approaching. We're needed. 

               Burt nods in agreement. We see Burt and Begina slipping out

               Schaunessy's front door.

                                                               FADE TO:

               SHAUNESSY'S RESTAURANT/CELLAR WINDOW/SAME DAY

               The park has a few trees, a few benches, one with two young

               adults, (Shawn and Gwen, both in their upper twenties). Burt

               and Begina are at the cellar window. Some shrubs prevent

               their being seen by the young lovers.

                                   BURT

                             (tapping on cellar window)

                         Psst. Corned Beefs. 

                                   BEGINA

                             (calling to cabbages)

                         Ladies, I'm back.

                                   ASSORTED CORNED BEEFS AND CABBAGES

                         Burt and Begina - they're back. 

                         They'll get us outta here. We're

                         saved.

                                   BURT

                             (to the corned beefs and

                              cabbages)

                         Okay, what we're gonna do is ...

               Begina is out of camera view.  Suddenly an ear shattering

               scream.  Camera homes in on Begina - she's the screamer. 

               Then another ear shattering scream from Begina.

                                   BURT

                         Begina, why are you ...?

               We see Begina with her eyes wide open.  She's staring at the

               nearest park bench where the young couple (Shawn and Gwen),

               are about to dig into a picnic lunch.  The young couple are

               so startled by the screams, they jump up spilling the

               contents of their picnic lunch all over the ground.  Begina

               walks over to the spilled lunch and stares at a bowl of

               spilled cole slaw.

                                   BEGINA

                             (begins tenderly caressing

                              the cole slaw leaves)

                         Oooh, dear Gladys.  I've finally

                         found you.

                             (pause)

                         Oh, poor little Gladys.

                                   BURT

                         Begina, what's going on? Who's

                         Gladys? 

                                   BEGINA

                             (still caressing the cole

                              slaw leaves)

                         Oh, Gladys, if only I'd known,

                         maybe I could have helped.

                                   BURT

                         So who's Gladys?

                                   BEGINA

                         Who's Gladys?  Is that what you're

                         saying Burt, who's Gladys? 

                             (pause)

                         Gladys was my friend.  She retired,

                         after years of looking after baby

                         cabbages at the Windy Acres Baby

                         Cabbage Day Care Center -- and she

                         was such a distinguished retiree.

                         She usually hung out under a shady

                         tree at the corner of the Marshall

                         Farm cornfield. Always tried to

                         look her best, carefully polishing

                             (intensely looking at the

                              spilled cole slaw)

                         her beautiful dark green leaves,

                         with unusual flecks of gold,

               Beneath the mayonnaise, the cole slaw is dark green with

               unusual flecks of gold.

                                   BEGINA

                             (continuing)

                         and this is what has become of her.

                             (pointing down at the cole

                              slaw)

                                   BURT

                         Sorry Begina, but are you sure it's

                         Gladys?

                                   BEGINA

                         I'm sure. No mistaking the golden

                         flecks. Gladys was so elegant,

                         always wanted to look her best -

                         now look at her.

                             (starts sobbing)

                                   BURT

                         Well, at least she's covered with

                         mayonnaise -- not that awful

                         Chinese mustard stuff.

                             (starts laughing at his

                              own joke)

                                   BEGINA

                             (indignant)

                         A lousy joke, Burt, really lousy.

                         Makes me think maybe I oughtta cut

                         off our five-year relationship.

                             (speaks to the audience)

                         Actually I'm just bluffing. Burt's

                         my first relationship ever, so I'm

                         not about to end my best hope for

                         matrimony because of some lousy

                         Chinese mustard joke.

                                   BURT

                         Five-year relationship?  Time sure

                         does fly.

                             (to the audience)

                         I coulda sworn I only met Begina a

                         day or two ago. If I'm right, yell

                         out 'right' - If I'm right thinking

                         I'm wrong, yell out 'right.'  Your

                         help would be much appreciated.

                                   GWEN

                             (to Shawn)

                         Shawn, I don't believe this. A

                         talking cabbage! Am I dreaming?

                                   SHAWN

                         Not just a talking cabbage, but we

                         got a corned beef here - a talking

                         corned beef. Gwen, that lemonade,

                         you didn't put...

                                   GWEN

                             (interrupting)

                         No, nothing in the lemonade. Wow!

                         Do we have a situation. 

                                   BEGINA

                             (angrily fluttering her

                              leaves)

                         Situation! You're darn tootin' we

                         got a situation, lady.  You chopped

                         up Gladys. Why? She never hurt you.

                             (getting angrier by the

                              moment)

                         Gladys would never hurt anything,

                         and you had to go and chop her up.

                             (starts crying again)

                         Oh, poor Gladys.

                             (again fluttering her

                              cabbage leaves angrily)

                                   GWEN

                             (contrite)

                         Please, please forgive me. I didn't

                         know it was your friend Gladys when

                         I whacked her over the head with my

                         grandfather's hunting axe.

                             (turns, speaks to

                              audience)

                         Grandpa was full-blooded Cherokee,

                         and before he passed on to the

                         Cherokee fields above, he gave me

                         his hunting axe.

                                   BEGINA

                         So, you had to whack her with a

                         hunting axe, huh?  

                                   BURT

                         Yeah, why couldn't you have just

                         used a razor sharp knife that

                         doesn't leave jagged traumatic,

                         gruesome wounds like I'm seein'

                         here?

                             (points at cole slaw)

                                   BEGINA

                         Burt, shut up.  You're just making

                         it worse.

                                   BURT

                             (peering intently at cole

                              slaw)

                         Sorry Begina, but Gladys' leaves

                         clearly exhibit, to my trained eye,

                         massive blunt trauma tissue damage

                         likely causing excessive pain and

                         initial function loss.

                                   BEGINA

                             (screaming)

                         Burt, shut up.

                                   GWEN

                         Oh my, and I just thought it was

                         some simple cabbage, but Gladys,

                         no, I never thought it could be

                         Gladys.

                             (turns to Shawn)

                         We never thought it could be

                         Gladys, did we Shawn?

                                   SHAWN

                         Leave me outta this, Gwen. You're

                         the one who cracked her with the

                         axe.

                                   GWEN

                             (to Shawn)

                         Oh, so now it's me, the axe

                         cracker? Well mister, who smothered

                         the little lady with mayonnaise

                         until she was gasping for...

                                   BEGINA

                             (interrupts, angrily

                              fluttering her leaves

                              while staring up at

                              Shawn)

                         Oh, so it was you who smeared

                         mayonnaise all over Gladys.

                                   SHAWN

                         Well, actually there was also some

                         celery seed, dill, a little salt,

                         pepper, a pinch of Normandy basil

                             (to the audience proudly)

                         I've taken a few courses in haut

                         cuisine French cooking.

                                   BEGINA

                         Poor Gladys! 

                                   SHAWN

                         And for flavor enhancement, a

                         quarter teaspoon of Spanish lemon

                         juice.

                             (to audience)

                         Absolutely no more than an accurate

                         one-fourth teaspoon.

                                   BEGINA

                         Lemon juice?  

                                   SHAWN

                         One-fourth teaspoon, not a drop

                         more.

                                   BEGINA

                             (begins sobbing)

                         Gladys hated lemons.  She'd blister

                         if any lemons were around.

                                   SHAWN

                         Well this was Spanish non

                         blistering lemon juice, and besides

                         I didn't hear any complaints from

                         Gladys.

                                   BURT

                         Why should she have complained, I

                         mean, it coulda been a lot worse -

                         like Chinese mustard - or awfullest

                         of the most awfullest -- mashed

                         garlic from Southeast Ecuador.

                                   BEGINA

                         I'm getting real angry, as a matter

                         of fact angrier by the minute

                             (Angrily looking up at

                              Shawn and Gwen)

                                   SHAWN

                             (looking down at Begina)

                         Look, Gwen and me find both of you

                         real interesting, I mean a talking

                         Cabbage and Corned Beef and

                         everything, but if you think angry

                         looks are going to scare us, well

                         you got another guess.  We're about

                         thirty times bigger than you are,

                         so if we wanted we could.....

                                   BURT 

                             (interrupting)

                         Oh, so you think you're tougher

                         than us huh?  Well maybe a small

                         demonstration is in order.  Begina,

                         work up some wind - big time. 

                         Remember you're real angry, so a

                         big wind, make it a big one.

                                   BEGINA

                         What category wind do you want

                         Burt? Cabbage Wind Category I

                         through IV? Which? And I think I

                         can work up a Category V, but

                         that's only for very rare

                         occasions. 

                                   BURT

                         Well for now, nothing more than a

                         category 2 Begina.

                                   BEGINA

                             (furiously starting to

                              pump her leaves)

                         Ok, I'm gonna work up to a category

                         2.

                             (pumping furiously)

                         Working up...working up to a

                         Category 2 burst of wind.

                             (More angry looks at Shawn

                              and Gwen)

                                   BURT

                         Begina, focus on that Maple tree

                         over there.  

                             (pause)

                         Wind it Begina!

                                   BEGINA

                             (pauses, turns to Shawn

                              and Gwen)

                         It's against my better nature to

                         warn ya after what ya did to

                         Gladys, but I'll make an exception. 

                         Hold on to the bench.  It's set in

                         concrete so - maybe, it'll stay

                         put.

                                   GWEN

                         Oh holy spirits, what are we in

                         for?

               Suddenly there's a tremendous blast of wind coming from

               Begina's pumping cabbage leaves.  The Maple tree bends, and

               all of it's leaves blow off.

                                   SHAWN

                             (shocked)

                         Unbelievable, I've never seen

                         anything like this.

                                   GWEN

                             (shaking in fear)

                         And that was only a Category 2?

                         That could have blown off all the

                         hair on my head.

                                   BEGINA

                         Not a bad idea after what you did

                         to Gladys.  As a matter of fact,

                         think I'm gonna work up to a

                         category 4.

               Begina madly starts pumping her cabbage leaves while Gwen and

               Shawn drop flat on the ground.

                                   BEGINA

                             (continuing)

                         I'm working up...working up,

                         working up to a category 4.  Here I

                         go, One, two, th...

                                   BURT

                             (scratching his head deep

                              in thought interrupts)

                         Wait, Begina, wait.  I've got a

                         plan -- maybe the answer.

                             (turns to the audience)

                         A plan that'll make cabbages so

                         important to our nation's

                         interests, people won't want to eat

                         them. As far as corned beefs, I'm

                         working on it, don't have it yet,

                         but workin' on it.

                                   BEGINA

                             (leaves pumping

                              powerfully)

                         A plan Burt? It better be good 

                         cause I'm working up a lot of wind

                         and down shifting isn't easy, so it

                         better be good.

                                   BURT

                             (to audience)

                         OK, here goes, the start of my

                         plan. 

                             (turns to Shawn and Gwen)

                         About what happened to Gladys.

                         Feeling really lousy aren't ya?  

                                   SHAWN

                         Feeling lousy?  Well, pouring

                         perfectly good cole slaw all over

                         the ground especially when I

                         haven't eaten all day isn't the

                         sorta thing makes me feel...

                                   BURT

                             (interrupting)

                         Right, you're feeling lousy about

                         reducing Gladys to just a shred of

                         her former self.

                             (turning and speaking to

                              the viewing audience)

                         How do you like my use of words - 

                         you know - shred, - like shredded,

                         shredded cabbage to make cole slaw. 

                         Pretty sharp if I do say so myself.

                             (turning back to Gwen and

                              Shawn)

                         Makes ya feel real lousy, right?

                                   GWEN

                         Truthfully I really can't say that

                         it ...

                                   BURT

                             (interrupting)

                         Good, glad you're able to admit the

                         awful thing you did to Gladys. 

                         You'll feel a lot better getting it

                         off your chest.

                                   BEGINA

                         Maybe with a few stomach

                         palpitations I can work up a

                         category 5.

                                   BURT

                         Not necessary Begina.  I think Gwen

                         and Shawn have a proper mixture in

                         their upper cerebellums of fear and

                         compassion.  I think now's the time

                         to have their help.

                                   GWEN AND SHAWN

                         Help? What are you talking about?

                                   BURT

                         Can't ya see the possibilities? You

                         just saw Begina wind the maple tree

                         -- and with a Category II wind. 

                         I wanted you to see it for

                         yourselves - what a great resource

                         is before us 

                             (pause)

                         what can make

                             (pausing dramatically)

                         fuel oil a thing of the past?

                                   BEGINA

                         What are you talking about Burt? 

                         What does my wind have to do with

                         fuel oil? Besides only did a basic

                         Category II.

                             (to audience)

                         Coulda wind blasted the tree with a

                         Category IV, maybe V if I wanted

                         to.

                                   BURT

                         Wind power!  Can't ya see it?  It's

                         right before our eyes.  Cabbages,

                         millions of them -- an untapped

                         source of energy - wind power --

                         wind power.  

                                   GWEN

                             (thinking hard)

                         Shawn, he's right!  Cabbages, wind

                         power - just might be the answer to

                         our nation's energy problems. 

                         Can't you see wind, cabbage wind,

                         turning those giant propellers that

                         move the turbines that produce --

                         electricity.  Our need for foreign

                         oil reduced, to zero. Wow!

                                   SHAWN

                         But one big problem.

                                   BURT

                         Big problem? What could possibly

                         stand against Cabbage wind -- wind

                         that finishes off our having to buy

                         oil from...?

                                   SHAWN

                             (interrupting)

                         OK, I'll tell you the problem. We

                         humans eat cabbage.

                                   BEGINA

                             (starting to tremble)

                         We know, believe me we know.

                                   SHAWN

                         Goes into our stomachs in various

                         ways -- in soup, sauerkraut on our

                         hot dogs, wrapped around lotsa

                         things, and cole slaw, oil vinegar

                         type or mayo style. Cabbages are

                         part of the food chain.  It's like

                         us humans are sharks at the top of

                         the food chain -- cabbages are at

                         the bottom...

                                   BURT

                             (quietly to Shawn)

                         Careful what ya say about mayo

                         style cole slaw. Watch it, ya don't

                         wanna get Begina winding up again

                         over Gladys.

                                   BEGINA

                             (who hasn't heard Burt)

                         Oh, so we're at the bottom of the

                         food chain? What kind of

                         superiority talk is that? At the

                         bottom? Huh. Let me tell ya mister

                         about Gladys, Gladys coulda held

                         her own in any number of activities

                         with...Mister, what school ya go

                         to?

                                   SHAWN

                             (proudly)

                         Got my Bachelors at Harvard, PhD

                         from Princeton, working on my 2nd

                         book.

                                   BEGINA

                         OK smarty pants -- so tell me since

                         you're so smart

                             (pause)

                         How do ya tell a baby cabbage it's

                         gotta real good chance of being

                         eaten after being axe whacked or

                         sliced up like a piece of raw

                         salami?

                                   BURT

                             (agitated)

                         Salami? Did I hear someone say

                         salami?

                                   BEGINA

                             (realizing her slip)

                         No, no Burt, what I said was

                         "sliced up like a ripe

                         cantaloupeee, cantaloupeee."

                                   BURT

                         Oh, OK.

                                   SHAWN

                         Anyway, how would I know what to

                         tell a baby cabbage? I mean nothing

                         like that ever came up in my

                         Harvard, Princeton coursework.

                                   BEGINA

                         Well, top of the food chain Mister

                         Smarty Pants, Gladys knew - she

                         knew ya tell a baby cabbage its got

                         a real good chance of being eaten,

                         very, very quietly - so quietly it

                         can't hear ya. 'Cause if it hears

                         ya - it'll go nuts, stark raving

                         nuts.

                             (begins jumping around

                              like a crazy)

                         And it'll let out with ear

                         shattering screams

                             (lets out with ear

                              shattering scream, then

                              becomes calm, cynical)

                         Well, Gladys, bottom of food chain.

                         Gladys knew all that stuff, Mr.

                         Smarty Pants.

                                   SHAWN

                         Gosh, I never thought of cabbages

                         being - smart. How about you Gwen?

                                   GWEN

                         Well, come to think of it, it

                         always struck me as sorta strange

                         that whenever I ate boiled cabbage,

                                   BEGINA

                             (interrupting)

                         Boiled? Awful, my leaves would fall

                         out.

                                   GWEN

                             (continuing)

                         Whenever I ate boiled cabbage my

                         stomach would start rumbling -

                         almost like the little things were

                         suffering - trying to tell me

                         something.

                                   BEGINA

                         They were, lady, they were.

                             (disconsolate)

                         Happen to notice lady, when you

                         were murdering and boiling my

                         friends, did one of them happen to

                         have some purple stripes, sorta

                         narrow, over the green leaves?

                                   GWEN

                         Murdering them?

                             (to audience)

                         Lucky I've always been against the

                         death penalty in murder cases. What

                         did ya say, 'purple stripes'?

                         Trying to remember

                             (pause)

                         Don't think so.

                             (pause)

                         Wait, wait a minute, musta been a

                         few months ago, Grandma made me a

                         salmon loaf with a side of boiled

                         cabbage, cream sauce over it, and

                         maybe, just maybe the cream sauce

                         might have covered...green cabbage

                         leaves just might have had some

                         purple stripes-- it's possible. 

                                   SHAWN

                         The cream sauce was probably a

                         French Bechamel, although it coulda

                         been a Bernaise. 

                             (to audience)

                         I personally prefer a Bernaise

                         providing the chef uses egg yolks

                         from young, under a year-and-one

                         half muscovy ducks.

                                   BEGINA

                             (tears coming down)

                         Tootsie, oh Tootsie. It musta been

                         Tootsie.

                                   GWEN

                         The sauce was bubbling hot so not

                         too easy to see whether the

                         leaves...

                                   SHAWN

                             (interrupting)

                         Gwen, get off the subject.

                             (turning to Begina)

                         Okay, we're convinced. Cabbages are

                         smart and...

                                   BEGINA

                         And?

                                   SHAWN

                         And they don't enjoy being shoved

                         down into humans' stomachs.

                                   BEGINA

                         Cause it?

                                   GWEN

                         Cause it hurts them.

                                   BEGINA

                         And?

                                   SHAWN

                         And they wanna get out?

                                   BEGINA

                             (to Burt)

                         Well honey, we've given them

                             (pause)

                         What did ya say yer names were?

                                   GWEN

                         Gwen, Shawn.

                                   BURT

                         We've given Gwen and Shawn good

                         reason for seeing that cabbages are

                         a precious resource. Wind, wind and

                         more wind, proving cabbages are

                         worth saving from the cook pot --

                                   SHAWN

                         Cookpot? That reminds me Gwen, you

                         got the reservation set at

                         Shaunessy's for...?

                                   GWEN

                         Yep.

                             (pause)

                         O my goodness,

                             (expression of shock)

                         Shaunessy's, our reservations for

                         Shaunessy's St. Paddy's Day Corned

                         Beef and Cabbage special.

                                   BEGINA

                             (angry)

                         Traitors. You're no better than

                         Shaunessy.

                                   BURT

                         Begina, how could they have known?

                                   BEGINA

                         Well, they now know -- most

                         everything. Now I'm gonna show them

                         -- everything.

               Begina leads Shawn and Gwen to the cellar window. They peer

               into the window, and after adjusting to the light, see to

               their horror, the mass of corned beefs and cabbages,

               desolate, crying.

                                   BURT

                         You're looking into the cellar just

                         below Shaunessy's cooking area. 

                         You're looking at our friends, who

                         unless we can help them are soon to

                         be... 

                                   BEGINA

                             (interrupting)

                         Cooked, boiled, scorched, covered

                         with Chinese mustard that burns,

                         eaten..

                                   BURT

                         Begina, shut up. 

                                   GWEN

                         Shawn, we've gotta help 'em.

                                   SHAWN

                         Yes, the poor little things. I

                         guess us humans never knew. And

                         there must be thousands of little

                         corned beefs and cabbages that by

                         tomorrow are gonna be...

                                   BEGINA

                         Cooked, boiled, scor...

                                   BURT, SHAWN AND GWEN

                         Begina, will ya please shut up!

                                   SHAWN

                         First things first.  I'll cancel

                         the reservation.

                             (to the audience)

                         Hope I get my deposit back from

                         Shaunessy. And, ya know, on second

                         thought, the corned beef at

                         Shaunessy's was always loaded with

                         too much fat, so not missing too

                         much.

                             (turns back to Burt)

                         Loaded with too much fat, bit like

                         you -- Porky. Ever think of working

                         out, treadmill, jogging, weight

                         lifting?

                                   BURT

                         Porky eh? Better watch your words

                         mister, don't wanna upset Begina

                         into a Category IV. And let me tell

                         ya somethin', I can hold my own,

                         get a bit winded sometimes, but I

                         can hold my own with... 

                                   BEGINA

                             (interrupts, chuckling)

                         Sure, like with salamis that are

                         coated with mashed garlic.

                                   BURT

                             (flailing the air with his

                              arms)

                         Salamis, where? Burt's no patsy, no

                         salami's going to throw me off my

                         stride.

                                   BEGINA

                         Calm down Burt. No salamis around.

                             (turns to Shawn and Gwen)

                         Burt and salamis don't get along.

                             (pause)

                         Hey, wait a minute. I think I got

                         an idea. Shawn, what did ya call

                         Burt? 

                                   SHAWN

                         Porky, but I was just kidding, no

                         offense Burt, just...

                                   BEGINA

                             (interrupting)

                         Saying it like it is. Burt does

                         need some trimming down.

                                   BURT

                             (embarrassed look on face)

                         All of us corned beefs have a

                         goodly amount of...

                                   GWEN

                         Fat. Like when I order corned beef

                         and cabbage at Shaunessy's I spend

                         at least ten minutes cutting away

                         the fat. Oops, sorry Burt, I meant

                         to say I spend at least ten minutes

                         gently, tenderly removing the less

                         nutritious parts of the peacefully

                         resting corned beef - parts that

                         plug up my arteries causing acute

                         coronary distress leading to the

                         unpleasant result of premature

                         rigor mortis.

                                   BEGINA

                         That's it. I've got it. That's it.

                         For us cabbages, we get saved

                         because of our wind. That leads to

                         less dependency on foreign oil. For

                         corned beefs, they get saved,

                         saved, saved by...

                                   BURT

                             (interrupting)

                         Get to it Begina please. I'm dying

                         to know.

                             (turns to audience)

                         Get it, dying to know, or dying if

                         I don't know.

                                   BEGINA

                             (continuing)

                         Saved by becoming examples for

                         America's youth. Drop the fat

                         through exercise, healthy habits.

                         The government will eat it up. A

                         lot better than eating up us

                         cabbages and corned beefs.

                                   BURT

                         You mean us corned beefs have to

                         exercise? Get rid of the fat?

                         That's asking an awful lot.

                                   SHAWN

                         Well, ya gotta choice, it's

                         exercise or Shaunessy's axe capable

                         of inflicting massive blunt trauma

                         contusions.

                                   BURT

                             (wildly starting to do

                              calisthenics)

                         I'm ready. I'm ready. Get me to the

                         treadmill.

                                   SHAWN

                         I can see it. A massive publicity

                         campaign - a before and an after.

                         The Porky stage before...

                                   BURT

                         Easy Shawn, better watch it.

                                   SHAWN

                         Lean and Mean -- the after.

                         Examples for America's youth.

                         Exercise, cut the fat, a healthier

                         America. It'll work.

                                   BEGINA

                         But time's running out. Tomorrow --

                         St. Patrick's Day.

               We hear from an open second story window at Shaunessy's

               Restaurant to the tune of "When Irish Eyes are Smilin'" the

               beautiful voice of an Irish tenor.

                         "When Irish Eyes are Smilin',

                         Plump corned beefs on the plate.

                         Does no good me laddies,

                         To worry 'bout your fate.

                         Does no good me laddies,

                         To worry 'bout your fate.

                                   GWEN

                         Shawn, can you help them? Please,

                         the poor little things.

                                   SHAWN

                         No promises, but what I'm gonna try

                         just might work, just might...

                             (pause)

                         Gwen, put Burt and Begina in our

                         picnic basket.

                                   BEGINA

                         Picnic basket? I knew this was all

                         too good to be true.

                                   SHAWN

                         No Begina, it's not what you're

                         thinking. I wanna keep you guys out

                         of sight -- until the surprise.

                                                                CUT TO:

               BOSTON NEWSPAPER OFFICES OF CEO MICHAEL RILEY/WAITING

               ROOM/DAYTIME

               The waiting room -- sign on office, CEO Michael Riley.

               Michael Riley is the brother of Shawn Riley.  Shawn and Gwen

               (with the picnic basket) are seated.

                                   SECRETARY

                         Mr. Riley, how nice to see you.

                         What can I do for you?

                                   SHAWN

                         Hi Mary, is my brother in?

                                   SECRETARY

                         As a matter of fact, he's just

                         finished up a conference call, --

                         so he's -- sure, Michael always

                         enjoys your visits

                             (calls on intercom)

                         Mr. Riley, your brother's here.

                             (answer on intercom)

                         Okay.

                             (to Shawn)

                         Go right in, what about your

                         friend?

                                   SHAWN

                         She'll wait here. In a few minutes,

                         my brother may want her in.

                             (smiles to Gwen)

                         for the greatest story ever to hit

                         Boston - on St. Paddy's day.

               Shawn goes into CEO brother's office, closes door. Gwen

               remains outside fidgeting, a few muffled sounds from the

               picnic basket.

                                   SECRETARY

                         I'm sorry, did you say something?

                                   GWEN

                         No, no, just clearing my throat.

                             (delivers quick kick to

                              basket, not seen by

                              secretary)

                                   BEGINA

                             (voice from basket)

                         I'm gettin' mad -- gonna work up a

                         Category IV...

                                   SECRETARY

                             (to Gwen)

                         Excuse me, did you just say

                         something about a Cat...?

                                   GWEN

                         Oh, just talkin' to myself about my

                         cat Gloria, got all four paws,

                         still --

                                   SECRETARY

                         Still?

                                   GWEN

                         She was run over by a train, all

                         four paws chopped off.

                                   SECRETARY

                         How awful.

                                   GWEN

                         But a really great veterinarian,

                         Dr. Minky, sewed everything back.

                         Gloria's good as new.

               Gwen again, unseen by the secretary, gives the basket a sharp

               kick.  Suddenly the door to the CEO's office springs open,

               and Michael (about 40, some 15 years older than Shawn) bursts

               in, rushing to his secretary's desk.

                                   MICHAEL

                         Mary, call a shrink, an ambulance,

                         no a shrink, a real good one.

                                   SHAWN

                             (walking in behind

                              Michael)

                         Michael, calm down. I'm not crazy,

                         and I'm not fooling you.

                                   SECRETARY

                         What's going on - anything I can

                         do.

                                   BEGINA

                             (from basket)

                         Yeh, get me outta here.

                                   SECRETARY

                             (shocked)

                         The basket. It's talking.

                                   SHAWN

                         Okay Michael, let me show ya them.

                         Gwen, open the picnic basket

                         please.

               The camera looks down into the basket which Gwen has opened. 

               Begina is looking up, wildly fluttering her leaves over Burt

               who is lying very still - unconscious or - dead?

                                   GWEN

                         Begina, what's happened to Burt?

                                   BEGINA

                         I don't know, he took a coupla

                         sniffs around, went - 'AAACH' --

                         then tumbled over. I've been

                         winding Burt ever since, trying to

                         revive him.

                                   GWEN

                         I don't think there was anything in

                         the basket that coulda cone that to

                         - uh oh - wait a minute, you said

                         Burt and salamis don't get along.

                                   BEGINA

                         Big time.

                                   GWEN

                         Oh my, last week I took some salami

                         sandwiches, Genoa salami, to work

                         in the basket...could the

                         salami...?

                                   BEGINA

                             (interrupting)

                         Genoa, garlicky stuff, yep that's

                         it, Burt's ...

               Burt, hearing his name, suddenly jumps out of the basket,

               arms punching all about.

                                   BURT

                         Dang salamis, had me down, but

                         Burt's Burt, didn't keep me down...

                                   BEGINA

                             (calming Burt down)

                         Salamis are gone. Burt, you punched

                         them out. They ran away.

                                   BURT

                         Ran away? Lucky for them, gave em

                         couple sharp uppercuts, left hooks

                         and a devastating right cross.

                         Lucky for them they ran away.

               Michael Riley and Mary (secretary) are taking all in --

               incredulous, mouths hanging open.

                                   SHAWN

                         Well Michael, believe me now!

                                   MICHAEL

                         Never could I have ever believed

                         that a ... Shawn, come back into my

                         office. Mary, call in the heads of

                         all departments, and ...Mary, not a

                         word what this is all about - to

                         anyone.

                                   SECRETARY

                         Got ya.

               Michael, Shawn, Gwen, Burt and Begina go into Michael's

               office.

                                                                CUT TO:

               BOSTON STREET NEWSSTANDS/MORNING OF ST. PATRICK'S DAY

               CU of newspapers in newsstands -- Boston Express, Boston

               Daily Herald, etc. Headlines read "Exclusive interviews of

               Burt Corned Beef and Begina, aka Beginagassa Cabbage." Photos

               on front page of Burt and Begina. Comments by various readers

               as follows:

                                   READERS

                         "Oh my God, they're like us..." "To

                         think I've been eating these little

                         guys and gals.." "Makes me feel

                         like a cannibal.." "Gotta cancel

                         those restaurant reservations right

                         away.."

                                   SHAUNESSY

                         What's this I'm readin'? Treachery!

                         This is like December 7th.

                         Treachery!

                             (turns to Blakesley)

                         It's finally happened - we have to

                         go to Plan C.

                                   BLAKESLEY

                         Plan C boss? But that means...

                                   SHAUNESSY

                             (interrupting)

                         I know what it means, but emergency

                         situations like this call for the

                         most...

                                   BLAKESLEY

                             (interrupting)

                         Ferocious counter-measures.

                             (pause)

                         Boss, do we have enough ammo? 

                                   SHAUNESSY

                         I've been hoarding it, and

                         Blakesley, have you kept the gun's

                         crank operable?

                                   BLAKESLEY

                         I think so, I'm sure I must have,

                         no reason I wouldn't have, I guess

                         I probably did, I mean why wouldn't

                         I have?

                                   SHAUNESSY

                             (exhibiting an extreme

                              headache)

                         My admiration to you Blakesley for

                         your precision in response.

                             (to himself)

                         Doomed! I'm doomed!

                                                              FADE OUT.

                                                               FADE IN:

               TV TALK SHOW PROGRAM/MORNING SAME DAY

               On TV screen, see "Host, Dennis O'Neill." In background sign,

               "Boston's Dennis O'Neill, Morning Talk Show."

                                   DENNIS O'NEILL

                         Good morning, good morning, Dennis

                         O'Neill here on this lovely St.

                         Patrick's Day, a day I fondly

                         looked forward to from my earliest

                         childhood days in the Irish section

                         of Boston. 

                         A day when all the O'Neills looked

                         forward to the evening gathering,

                         around Granma O'Neill's dining

                         table, and to the generous servings

                         Granma put there of

                             (pause)

                         Corned Beef and Cabbage...

               Strange, hooting voices from studio stage, hooters unseen.

                                   DENNIS O'NEILL

                             (continuing)

                         Well, much has changed in the world

                         since those wonderful days with

                         Granma, but this morning change,

                         unbelievable change, came walking

                         into the studio, and changed, for

                         me forever, the corned beef and

                         cabbage dinners that always crowned

                         St. Patrick's Day. 

                             (pause)

                         Viewers, I'd like you to meet

                         Burt Corned Beef, and Begina

                         Cabbage.  

               The camera swings to a bench where Burt, Begina, and their

