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New York, day, snow falling, its Christmas Time.  Camera mounted on boom high up slowly zooms down over a packed school playground. RZA feat Phil Collins play the title tune from the film on a boom box in the playground.  Younger kids trading Pokemon cards, older kids trading joints behind the huts.  We see our young protagonist Bobby (He looks small for his age, around 15yrs old like a junior Ralph Macchio but cooler) playing soccer in the playground, (camera at ground level shoots some nifty footwork and a bemused looking goal keeper. Cut to shot of Bobby blasting the ball over the bar and underneath some huts at the rear of the playground.  Bobby runs over to retrieve the ball.  He is wearing a bandana (This is his trade mark) . He gets picked on by a bigger kid called Donny who is wearing a puffa jacket and has spiky hair, has a group of leery mates who egg him on.  Donny steps on Bobby’s neck as he reaches under the huts to retrieve the ball.  





Donny:“Having trouble finding your ball you little runt…maybe I can help” He puts his foot down with extra force Bobby’s cheek is pushed hard against the tarmac.


Bobby “oooowwwww, leave it out, GET OFFA ME!”


Bobby manages to wriggle free and squares up to Donny.  Donny eyes up his opponent eagerly.





“Oh yes..this is gonna be good. I don’t normally train on a Wednesday but today I think I’ll make an exception.”


A fight ensues, Bobby is small and not much of a match for the older Donny who does not see him as a threat just a way of making him look hard in front of his possee. 





Donny gives Bobby a few choice kicks and punches that leave him clutching his stomach doubled up on the floor. Bobby may be weaker but he is not stupid and realises that if he carries this on he may be in some real trouble.


“Look guys, I’ll just keep out of your way. Please just let me get my ball.” He implores


“It ain’t that easy little man…(looks at other gang members with a smirk and suddenly adopts bad aristocratic English accent) 


“As you are on the floor you may lick the King’s royal sneakers clean, then I may decide to spare you…” One of his cronies put a mock crown on his head which is basically a black Kings beanie hat with the sides rolled up.





Bobby contemplates the idea but it is just too degrading and his pride gets the better of him. He sees Donny with his hands on hips laughing at his misfortune and snaps.


“Why don’t you kiss my ass” with that he jumps up and boots Donny in the nuts. 


“How are the crown jewels now your highness”


The stunned group look on as Bobby runs off and out of the school gates.





He has really done it now...surely Donny and his possee will be after him for sure. Plus what is his dad going to say when he comes back from work and gets a phone call from the school saying his son was involved in a fight and had left school half way through the day.  A million thoughts race through his head as he runs the few blocks back to his apartment in a run-down Italian area of New York.  He runs to his room in tears, old karate posters on wall, Bruce Lee, Old Valley High Tournament poster sits discretely in corner (for affcionados).  Extreme close up of face, one tear silently falls, slow motion close up of tear, then sleep. 





He wakes up to the strains of Eminem featuring Peter Cetera coming from the radio.  He knows he’s in for a beating at school. Bobby is understandably quiet and picks at his waffles and eggs at the breakfast table.  His step-father is already seated and is eating breakfast noisily with Bobby’s half brother Chad. He is wearing a stained white vest, is fat and bald, a bit of a bully and uncompassionate drunk. 





 “Hey Bobby you better eat that food I cooked ya.  The groceries don’t just buy themselves ya know.”


“I’m not that hungry”


“I don’t give a sh*t whether you are hungry or not…eat the damn food …(looks at Bobby who bows his head and prods at an egg)…ya know you should buck up your ideas kiddo and join a gym, that’ll toughen ya up.


No response from Bobby.


“Why can’t you be more like you brother Chad instead of taking after your mother.”





Chad looks at his father with alarm and Bobby looks up with a grimace on his face and hatred in his eyes.  His mother died when he was very young and Bobby keeps a battered picture in his wallet.  His step-father realises he has made a mistake starts to stay something but is not man enough to say sorry.


Bobby “I’d rather be like my mother than an asshole like you”


Bobby gets up with a start grabs his bag and rushes for the door. His step-father makes a dash to grab him but is too slow.  He gets to the door as Bobby rushes down the street and shouts abuse down the road


“Ya frekkin jerk-off…we’ll see how big your mouth is when you get home tonight.”


Dad slams the door and opens another bottle of whiskey and slumps on the dirty couch in his vest.  





Bobby spends all day trying to avoid Donny and his druggy cronies.  Manages to get away all day by talking with teachers, sitting at front of class, doing paperwork for the headmaster (all to hilarious consequences and Slipknot featuring Glen Medeiros soundtrack).  After school Bobby stay late at piano practice (reprises theme tune RZA-Phil Collins on piano, post ironic).  Bobby likes the piano, his mother used to play for him when he was young, plus it gives him a chance to avoid another after school beating by his dad or Donny’s goons . He has taken a lot of after school classes lately.  Donny and his cronies however are prepared to wait, after all it is worth it. We see one of the group peer through the classroom window and motion to his buddies to go inside.  They catch him in the school toilet after Bobby excuses himself.





“Hey Bobby …did you think you could avoid me this easy…” 


Donny’s words echoing in the empty corridors. We see Bobby sitting on the can his face suddenly a mass of nerves.





“What’s the matter Bobby did Mr Birch give you an interesting lesson. (Motions to the group the action of someone giving a blowjob.





The group peers under the cubicles to see which are occupied. Another nerdy looking student steps out of one and faces Snake, one of the group who has bleached blonde cropped hair and real squinty eyes.  Camera cuts to the hall and we see the student flung out of the toilet area, skid across the floor and into the opposing wall.  He gets up and runs off.  They find Bobby’s cubicle and smash down the door.  Donny towers over Bobby as he sits with his pants down by his ankles.





“Hey man you look tired, perhaps Sir would like to….. freshen up!” . 


Before he can do anything Donny grabs Bobby and attempts to flush his head down the toilet.  After much splashing and spluttering one of the group (Needles) puts a hand on Donny’s shoulder 


“Hey man he’s had enough, you are gonna drown him”


Donny wheels around and confronts his accuser


“Relax Needles, I was showing our friend here a lesson in respect. It seems he has to learn the hard way. It seems that you too could do with a refresher course.”


Stuttering: “um..er..that’s O.K Donny, I was just saying that’s he’s had his lesson, that’s all”


Donny grabs Bobby and drags him into the centre of the toilet. He is covered in toilet water and what look like bits of toilet paper.


“Well ...my friend here says you have learnt your lesson today…you know expert tuition doesn’t cheap..hand over your wallet and I will put your next lesson on credit.”


One of the others search Bobby’s pockets and take out his wallet. 


“His name is Bobby…Bobby Dimiola…and he is one broke-ass mutha”


Flings the wallet to Donny who inspects it and looks at the picture of his mother.


“Hey, who’s this Bobby, doesn’t she look sweet. Bit too old to be your girlfriend.  Reminds me of someone I bagged last week though.”


Donny sighs a mock sigh and throws picture and wallet on the floor


“Well Bobby have you learnt your lesson in respect”


Bobby is seething after the diss of his mother but realises he can’t just shout off at the mouth otherwise he is going to get a beating. He does spy an exit route though. He slowly walks to Donny with his head bowed and picks up the wallet and picture.  He speaks quietly and earnestly 


“You guys are right..I’ve been real stupid. I’ve learnt something very important today “


The group look smug and smile satisfactorily at each other.


“The thing I’ve learnt today… is that ..you guys like to hang in the toilets after school”





Bobby ducks and rushes through the cordon of attackers knocking a couple over and out of the school. We see he him run down the snow covered streets past confused on-lookers with the goons in hot pursuit.  His breath hangs heavy like a silver mist in the air.  He is a fighter but eventually his fitness gets the better of him and the goons catch him up and Donny sticks out a leg and sends Bobby crashing into some nearby bins in front of a liquor store.  Bobby gets up and tries some weak karate moves, learnt only from his collection of films and from Nintendo. “Whered’ya learn those moves kid?  On your playstation?”





Donny is angry, what started out as a mild amusement on his part has turned into a desire to beat the living crap out of this punk kid. Donny sends some fierce blows into Bobby’s torso and a nifty round-house kick sends Bobby spinning to the floor.  Donny looks around for something to finish off the job. He sees a wooden sign post advertising discounted electrical goods and gives a full-blooded kick with the sole raised which snaps it in half. He picks up the bottom half and strolls over to Bobby who by now as blood streaming from his nose and a nasty nick under his eye.


“You wouldn’t let it go, would you Bobby.  Now you are gonna pay…in the worst way”


Donny raises the stick and is just about to bring it crashing down when out of the darkness stumbles a drunken shambles of a mess.  The person looks like a tramp with long greasy black hair and a few days beard growth and scruffy dirty clothes. The stranger then begins to dispatch the goons with some drunken uncoordinated karate moves.  Donny is the last man standing, the stranger moves in.  Donny assumes a fighting stance.  He pauses and moves to attack the stranger.  As Donny moves in the stranger goes into a strange, but all to familiar position and dispatches Donny with a single kick.





Donny and his druggy goons stumble off nursing their wounds.  


“You haven’t heard the last of this Dimiola!”  Groans a pained Donny.


Bobby: “Hey thanks Mister you really saved my…..”


But the stranger collapses against the wall and tries to get something out of his pocket. 


“Hey let me help you mister” Bobby goes over to help. He gets close and then reaches out to help.


“Get off me, leave me alone”


Bobby turns away, frightened the venom in the stranger’s voice.  


The stranger reaches into his pocket and pulls out a bottle wrapped in a brown paper bag.  He takes a long pull from the bottle and pushes Bobby away, 


“Go on, get lost kid”  





The stranger stumbles back down the alley to the dumpster he calls home with Bobby watching him from the end of the alley. (Killah Priest remix of end title music from Incredible Hulk plays in background) 





Bobby returns home relieved to have escaped a beating but puzzled by his encounter in the alley.  He gets in the door to find his dad slumped on the couch in boxer shorts and string vest, discarded cans of beer lie scattered on the floor.


“Is that you Bobby, ware da hell ‘ave you been”


“Hey pops..let me explai…….”


Bobby’s dad comes blundering over and strikes Bobby round the head


“Where’s my goddamn dinner boy”  


Bobby sees that his dad looks like he might hit him again and so runs to his room and locks the door.  He cries then gets up thoughtful digs out brother Chad's old mags.


“Perhaps my Dad’s right, I do need to toughen up.”  


He begins to look through the mags for tips on how to defend yourself.


He comes across a glossy centre spread.  





“CRANE KICK CONQUERS COBRA-KAI”


Something piques Bobby interest, we can see him read the article avidly.


We can hear Bobby reading the article to himself.


“Last months All Valley Tournament provided the shock of the karate calender with the demise of the previously all conquering Cobra-Kai to an unknown challenger from the unknown Miyagi Do dojo.  The new champion Daniel La Russo overcame adversity and a broken leg which he sustained halfway through the final bout to topple the two time champion Johnny Lawrence.”  





Bobby takes a close look at Daniel La Russo doing his crane kick move. 


He then quickly hunts through the stack of mags that are strewn over his bed.  He picks one out from a year later.  There is a picture of Daniel on the cover holding the All Valley Tournament trophy aloft.  Bobby leafs rapidly through the pages and reads the how Daniel defeated Mike Barnes.





Cut to next day and we see the mysterious stranger who is turning up for work at the New York Community Dojo (his job is to sweep the mats down and keep the place tidy)  He is late and reprimanded by the Dojo boss  (played by George Takei aka Mr Sulu).  He begins to sweep the place down, several boys are practicing their moves, but are making some mistakes, he steps in to show them the correct way.


“Hey look, keep the leg straight then twist the hip….”


Mr Taki, the dojo owner, spots him and hurries over


“Daniel, you are not running your own Dojo now, here I pay you too…”  Mr Taki sniffs the air 


“Dammit, its bad enough you drink the stuff without bathing in it, how can you expect me to let you teach anyone again. Come back when you’ve sobered up.”  





Bobby heads into school, hustling down the corridor with his arms full of books a foot suddenly appears from behind the end of a line of lockers and trips Bobby, he goes sprawling and his books go everywhere. Donny and the druggies are all around, Donny and the others are heavily bruised and cut,


Donny: "There's no drunken bum to play Bruce Lee for you today Bobby” 


Needles “Schools out punk”  


Snake “Yeah… we’re gonna graduate your ass with honours”


One of the goons lashes out a foot.  A teacher appears in the corridor. Donny and goons melt away "You’re mine bobby" he calls.





Bobby decides to skip the rest of the school that day and eventually winds up in a place full of arcade machines.  He wanders down the isles not really sure which to start on, however he winds up in front of one of the machines, "Karate KO".  Just then somebody else is shuffling down the isle checking all the slots on the machine to find out if there are any loose quarters in them.  It is the mysterious stranger.





Bobby sees the strangers pathetic attempt to gain a few extra bucks from the Arcade's and tries to slip a $5 bill into the stranger's coat pocket without him realising...it really brightened up his day when he walked into school to see those goons battered and bruised...with extreme speed the stranger grabs the kids arm and throws him over his shoulder and is prepared to punch Bobby's lights out (use John Woo style direction in slow mo as he comes crashing down)...the stranger is roaring drunk after the embarrassment of being humiliated at the dojo by Mr Taki and as per normal looked for the answers at the bottom of a saki bottle and can barely make out the writhing figure on the floor.


"Daniel…it's me Bobby..you helped me fight those assholes..last night"


"How….how do you know my name?"


"I know who you are man...you are the greatest. I  saw your picture in one of my brother’s karate magazines.  I read all about you. (cue another series of flashbacks...with Foreigner feat L.L. Cool J) from All valley High through to the American Finals and Inter Continental Pro-Am Tournament (the world Cup of karate where Daniel became Grand Master) to your emergence as a great Sensei with your chain of Miyagi-Do Dojos through-out the U.S.. as soon as Bobby mentions the word Miyagi Daniel begins to sob...


"Mr Miyagi was like a father to me... things..things haven't been the same since he …” Daniel trails off...mumbling incoherently


"Listen Daniel, I ..I just wanted to help you out.  My brother used to have all your posters on our wall ..”


Daniel is in shock. This conversation is opening a lot of old wounds he has tried to block out through drink.


Bobby continues


“I just wanna be like you man."


"YOU DONT' WANNA BE ME KID...YOU DONT WANNA BE ME!!!!!" screams Daniel as he runs off leaving Bobby to hang his head, dreams tattered.  He had expected so much more of his hero then this.


Daniel however is drunk and is shocked to be recognised. He stumbles into the alley where he lives and falls semi-conscious into his tatty basement apartment.





Amid this semi-conscious state he remembers snippets of conversation...the word hero echoes in Daniel's mind.He has a flashback to Miaygi's death .........(cut to misty dream  state...acoustic..string laden version of Bill Conti’s Karate Kid theme with japanese flutes feat Lauryn Hill)


Daniel is in good shape. Miyagi is slightly older but still fit...They are in a


blindingly white dojo: white mats, walls etc...all emblazoned with the


Bonsai silhoutted over a sun...a whole class of pupils train in unison, soft graceful movements, a sort of Kata...they all wear the same costume.  They finish the class and the students spill out onto the cold mean streets of New York...yellow cabs flash by..smoke rises from the subway grates...Miyagi invites Daniel back to his house for some noodles and to study a special new sweep that Miyagi has found.


"Hey Mr Miyagi..you don't mind if I give it a miss tonight... I'm beat…I'm


just gonna go home and crash."


"Danielsan...u not like my noodle"


"No, I love your noodles Mr Miyagi"


Mr Miyagi goes and sniffs Daniel neck..."...why if you go bed you put on woman perfume"


"You go home and do dance of Geisha" Miyagi mockingly dances around and sings a girly chinese song.


"If you must know I've got a hot date. I've been after this chick for months.  She works at the local hardware store and I’ve been in there buying nails, screws rat poison anything just to talk to her. She must think I have serious problems at home...."


"a dat dat dat  o.k o.k danielsan...you go you go.....in okinawa wise men say man who smell like sweat have trouble find girl...man who smell like girl have no trouble find man..HAW HAW HAW"


"er ..yeah..o.k Mr Miyagi..see you tommorow"





Cuts to Daniel late at night in bed asleep..his new girlfriend in the sack with him...and the phone rings...its the police. They want to take a statement about tonights incident....


"Whadya mean tonight..I didn't do nothing"


"I'm sorry... we just thought you were with.  I’m sorry Mr La Russo we just assumed....I’m sorry but I have some bad news for you, your friend Mr Miyagi was attacked on his way home...he was mugged by four youths  who tried to take his wallet...he did well for an old guy..but one of them had a knife and...I'm sorry..he was hurt bad.  We suspect this to be a drug related crime..."


Daniel slams down the phone and visits the hospital but he is too late...he didn’t have a chance to say goodbye...they wheel Mr Miyagi out in a bodybag as Daniel tries to get into his room...





At the funeral respected people from the karate world pay their tributes to him but Daniel watches from behind dark glasses in a car on the other side of the road...he can’t bring himself to stand by the grave knowing he could have prevented his death, if only he wasn't so selfish. (end flashback sequence, blurs back to Bobby in arcade looking into the middle distance)


Bobby leaves the arcade, shoulders slumped, dragging his shoes along the pavement.  He has lost his mum, his dad to booze and any hope in life. He wanders out into the road and is nearly run over by a New York yellow cabbie who yells





“Look where ya goin’ you …..“ (blast of car horn obscures final word.) Scorpions Wind of change feat. RZA plays in background.  Bobby wanders down by a park, kids play and stuff.  The sky has grown a little dark.  The camera pans away and picks up Donny and his henchmen on BMX's.  One notices the small figure of Bobby and points him out to the others.  They swoop in on him surrounding him with their bikes.  


"You little punk, I'm gonna make you pay for what your friend did the other night."


Bobby tries to tough the situation out by taking a karate stance and throwing a few lame jabs, he goes into the crane stance as copied from Daniel but someone knocks him from behind and he goes down whereupon blows are rained down on him.  Eventually Donny and his mates ride off leaving Bobby in a bloody pulp on the ground.





Bobby tries to get to his feet but falls over, finally he manages to get upright and begins to trudge home, there a few drops of rain which steadily grow to a downpour but Bobby is oblivious (Close-up of face as tears merge with rain cue Richard Marx and Notorious BIG)





Next scene and we are poolside at a luxurious  indoor pool. We can hear the splashing of water and the giggling of some girls. Someone is doing laps. A butler comes to the poolside with a cordless phone on a silver tray.


“Mr Hernandez it’s a business call “


One of the girls peroxide blonde decked out in a silver bikini picks up the phone.


We hear the crackly voice on the other end.  He sounds flustered and is speaking rather quickly.


"Mr Hernandez its Rocco.  Yesterday’s shipment..well…there was a slight problem with the merchandise…man was that one piece of bad luck..the boat was.."


He is interrupted.  We can hear a soft lilting hispanic voice on the phone. "I don't pay you to have bad luck" 


"erm…yes sir..I mean Customs just stumbled on the cargo, they never knew the shipment was coming through"


Cut to the hispanic voice, the man is about sixty but is looks youthful.  He is well tanned and is now relaxing pool side in a red velvet dressing gown, pena colada in one hand nubile buxom waif in the other, another buxom waif is holding the phone.  The man is played by Ricardo Montalban.


"Tell me Julio, have I ever let you down? “


“No Sir”


“In 84 did I not use my influence to get you over the border and into America. “


“Yes you did and for that I am forever in your debt”


“Have I not given you a well paid job and every opportunity to make something of yourself. “


“Yes you have Sir”


When you had that trouble with that old man on your patch, did I not help make the problem disappear"


"Yes you were most helpful, and I am very grateful."


"And the police never found the killers did they"


"They didn't"


"So it would be most unfortunate if the police were to suddenly start to think that they should speak to you about it."


"But… Mr Hernandez…"


"Please make sure that you do not experience such misfortune again, especially if you wish to enjoy the benefits of your continued life.


The line is disconnected.  Hernandez turns to his beautiful companion, smiling alluringly


"How would you like to go to my fantasy island?"





We are back at the other house.  A bike comes down the road.  Donny arrives home.  He enters a massive house. Obvious displays of wealth and opulence help explain his spoilt brat character.  He passes a darkened room lit only by one lamp. A stern voice says "Donny".  Donny turns and enters the room, brattishness gone he is slightly nervous.  Somebody can be seen walking back and forwards behind the desk but you can't see who.


"Did you restore your honour?"


"Yes sir"


"You showed yourself to be a man?"


"Yes sir" Donny warms to the subject sensing his father is proud of him.


"I taught him good and proper dad I restored our families honour, that


Bobby tried some lame arse moves but I battered him down, he tried this one footed stance just laid himself open same move his friend used the other night"  Donny begins to demonstrate crane move.  Suddenly the pacing figure stops moving and leans rapidly across the desk the face finally coming into view.  Surprise  and maybe a little fear is etched all over the face.  It is John Kreese.  He whispers quietly, "La Russo........."





Its another school day and Donny and his crew are in their normal routine dealing hash from behind the huts.  One of the cronies, Snake is waving around a wad of dollar bills showing off, thinking he’s a big shot.


“That’s chicken feed” snaps Donny.  “I can make more than that in five minutes.”


“That’s bullshit Donny, you would have to sell 10k of herb to get this much.”  Laughs Snake


“Listen smallfry, I just sell this shit for fun, the real money is in coke”  A few cronies of his look on in wonder after all they are just kids.


“I got the contacts you know, but I don’t think it’s your thing Snake.”  He says sarcastically.  


“You have to be able to handle yourself.”


Simultaneously he grabs Snake’s arm and flips him over his back on to the floor where he cracks him in the stomach.  Dollar bills scatter everywhere.  Snake is angry.  He has tears in his eyes but thinks better against going up against Donny.  He just scrabbles on the floor picking up the dollar bills.  


“Lets give him some air guys, he looks a little winded.”


Donny saunter off to nervous laughter from the rest of his gang.  Mo Money Mo Problems plays featuring Jennifer Rush as he leaves Snake and crosses the playground, his posse walk straight through a basketball game where he grabs the ball and boots it out of the ground after the ball hits him.  


“He shoots he scores.  Donny one, faggots nil."





Later that day Donny gets a call at home.  Kreese answers. Donny is looking furtive, he says little but looks scared, when he is done Kreese asks him who it was.


“Er, um, just a friend, I gotta go pops.”  He rushes out, concern is etched over Kreese’s face, he knows something is up.


Donny heads downtown and gets a taxi to the perimeter gate of a massive mansion on the outskirts of New York.  He buzzes the intercom.


“I’m here to see Mr Hernandez.”


He is buzzed in and walks up the opulent gravel drive.  Peacocks strut about freely in the grounds.  A massive water fountain feature is in the courtyard which also houses a number of Mercedes, BMW’s and other assorted sports cars.  Six burly guards eye up the youngster, they don’t like him.  They haven’t seen him before.  Security has been tightened up since last years assassination attempt.  Mr Hernandez has powerful enemies.





He is given the OK to go through.  He is asked to take a seat by the butler.  He sits in the waiting room.  He looks so out of place in his baggy jeans, starter jacket and ski cap surrounding by chandeliers/leather bound books and priceless antiques. Finally in comes Mr Hernandez.  He is flanked by a couple of heavies in dark glasses.  He is a real dapper dressed in a pinstripe suit and shiny black shoes.  He looks every inch the respectable millionaire.


“Hello Donny,” He purrs in a hispanic accent.  “Glad you could make it.  My people tell me you are a good boy.  You have carried out a number of errands for me most efficiently.  My agent in New Jersey tells me the delivery you made last month was bang on time and that problem a few years back with the interfering old man was dealt with in a, how can I say, enthusiastic, manner.”


“Yeah we f*cked that old man up real good, the old bastard won’t be snooping around any more lecturing kids on the dangers of drugs.”  Snorts Donny. 


“I like you Donny, you remind me of me, ha ha ha ha. (Hector puts his arm round Donny in a strange fatherly way).  When I was a boy I was rather like you, full of spunk, I like that.  That joie de vivre is lacking in most people of your age.  They just don’t take any pride in their work.”


Donny is more relaxed now. Mr Hernandez pours the boy a large cognac.  He downs it one.


“I hear you are into Karate.  A noble sport.  I like a man who can take care of himself.”  (Hector starts to stroke the back of Donny’s head in an ambiguous way.  Hernandez sits at his desk and reaches into a draw and pulls out a piece of paper with an address and time on it. 


“I like to reward those close to me Donny.  It breeds loyalty and loyalty is a commodity I value preciously.  It is worth more than gold.  Remember that.  I need someone I can rely upon who is loyal and has the hunger to succeed in this business and I think the time has come for you to finish your apprenticeship.  Meet this shipment tomorrow night.  It is coming into New Jersey docks.”


Donny is about to leave.  He guessed that he would be asked to do this but he didn’t realise so soon.  He was a big shot and he loved it.


“Is that it Mr Hernandez?”


Hernandez reaches into his drawer again and pulls out a bundle of crisp hundreds.  He tosses it to Donny’s side of the desk.


“I like my employees to have a certain image.  You must be tough, but you must do it with style.  Go  buy yourself something…(makes a twirling gesture with his hands)..nice.”





Donny hits the streets out to get himself fixed up with some fancy threads.  Cue Pretty Woman style make over sequence.  He tours many fashionable boutiques, buying this and that. By the end of fast cut montage he is wearing a purple 22 inch flared suit, canary yellow shirt with with royal blue cravat, and wide brimmed purple fedora, topped off with a massive fur coat.  Then he is in gun dealers choosing himself big cannon pistol which he can barely hold due to his small size and weight of gun, all to the sound of Tony Basil singing new version of Superfly





It is evening now and we are at the New York Communtiy Dojo.  People are leaving and it is obvious that it is closing for the night.  We are inside with Daniel who is sweeping up.  Suddenly there is a squeal of brakes from outside.  Daniel goes over to the window to look.  It is Bobby he is wandering around in the road looking aimless and out of it.  There is more squealing brakes as another car has to swerve to avoid him.  Cue more Nu Yawkish abuse)  Daniel rushes outside


"Bobby, bobby" shaking his shoulders.  Daniel takes him into the dojo


"Bobby what happened to you" remarking on evidence of his latest beating.


"Donny.... his gang... they jumped me in the park.... i tried to defend myself.... (Bobby is starts mumbling and is pretty emotional) I didn't go home last night my dad thinks I'm a fag ... says I should be more like my brother Chad...  I’m tired of all this bullsh*t…WHAT DID I DO TO GET TREATED THIS WAY!!!!"


Tear roll down Bobby cheeks, Daniel wipes it away then wipes some grime off bobby face.


“Tell me about it…Life sucks right” Daniel has a smile on his face and is trying to cheer Bobby up.


Bobby looks into Daniel's eyes, "Teach me"  


“Teach you what…there ain’t nothing you want me teachin’ you."


“Show me karate...." says bobby 


Daniel is hesitant, he seems uncomfortable with the responsibility.


"Show me..... how to defend myself"  





Daniel is torn. He really wants to help but his confidence is shattered.  Daniel looks away from Bobby’s gaze, out onto the street.  We see the normal New York hustle and bustle and the camera settles on a small shop set in between all the neon, smoke and smells.  It is small pottery shop. Something catches Daniel’s eye. In the window amongst a selection of pots is a display featuring a bonsai tree just like the one on the Miyagi emblem.  It is small but seems to stand out like a beacon. The vision seems to crystallise the thoughts in Daniel’s head.


"If I agree to teach you, you must agree never question me, just obey."


Bobby looks up in wonder and hope.


"Sure thing Mr La Russo anything you say."


"Ok your first lesson begins now."  Daniel turns round and picks up box of his cleaning goods and removes a couple of cloths and some polish. "see that mirror over there I want you to clean it"


"But Mr La Russo I thought that you were going to...."


Daniel adopts mock Miyagi accent his confidence slightly restored. 


"Bobby-san, you hear, but you no listen.  Did you not agree to never question me"


Bobby looks at him strangely after all he is adopting a rather odd cod -oriental accent


"Yeah but..."


"No buts Bobby," says Daniel smiling "Butts are for sitting on... ...or sometimes kicking"


"okay okay" Bobby begins to clean the dojo mirrors 


"Not like that" Daniel takes the cloths from him, squirts cleaner all over the mirrors.


"Wipe the cleaner on with your left hand and then wipe it off with your right" Go into shameless rip off of the car cleaning and fence painting of KK1.  Bobby cleans floor as well and other parts of Dojo.





Finally Bobby tires of doing Daniels job for him.  and throws down his cleaning products


"Hey Mr La Russo I'm through with this, I ain't here to do your job for you, you said you were going to teach me Karate" Bobby starts to walk off.


"Come here Bobby," bobby saunters over pissed off.  Daniel throws a punch bobby blocks it, purely reflex using motion he has repeated a thousand times whilst doing the mirrors, Daniel throws another, which he blocks just as easily.


"I think you have learnt enough for one evening." Daniels bows to Bobby who returns the gesture.


"Can I come by again tomorrow night Mr La Russo"


Daniel nods.


"Bye Mr La Russo"  Bobby bounces out the dojo and down the street.





 





Daniel wanders out to the middle of the dojo floor and looks around.  He switches the lights out and goes to his locker to get his jacket.  Inside he sees his bottle of booze, he hefts it in his hand, looking at it, and then pointedly drops it into the bin.





Now we are with Donny and several goons.  He is arriving at the deserted docks to meet the latest shipment.  He looks resplendent in his pimp garb.  Several vehicles pull up including a van.  A man gets out 


"I believe we may have a mutual friend."


"Would that be Mr Hernandez?" Says Bobby


"I believe it would."  The man comes closer and eyes up Bobby.  


"Jesus, Mr Hernandez's partners get younger and younger." he says to his goons. Bobby looks angry.  "His business partners too"  Goons laugh.


"Hey you here to do business or what." Says a rather annoyed Donny


"Sure kid, you got the cash?”


Bobby passes the man a suitcase.  The man pops it opens, inside are large neat piles of dollar bills.


"The vans all yours kid" says the man


"Rocco get the van "says Bobby


The man and his goons drive off in another car.


“I think its time to check out how good this stuff really is” says Donny. He takes a pocket mirror and cuts a line. He snorts the coke and a smile comes to his lips.


“Now I know why Hector was concerned about getting this deal.  This stuff is the bomb.”


Donny’s euphoria is quickly interrupted when a moment later another car comes down the dock.  It is Kreese.  Donny is startled but doesn’t want to give away the fact that his dad has followed him.  Rocco starts to pull out his gun from his jacket but Donny stops him.


“Wait! I don’t think we need that…I’ll deal with this. “ He gets out of the van and approaches his father with all the arrogance of someone coked up.


“Hello pops, what brings you down here”


"Don’t get smart with me. What the hell are you doing here at this time of night. I thought you said you were going to see a friend.  What kind of  friends  hang out down the docks late at night"


Donny’s bluff didn’t work and he starts to get surly


"My choice of friends has nothing to do with you, and anyway, what gives you the right to follow me around like a 4 year old"


"I have a right to do what the hell I like when you live under my roof"


"Yeah well perhaps it's time a moved out.  I don’t need this aggro every time I go out.  Why don’t you get off my back and mind your own business.” Donny goes to walk away but Kreese although shocked by his son’s response grabs at Donny’s arm to get him in the car. Donny is high as a kite at this point but instinctively  grabs the arm and throws his father over his shoulder and into the river. Donny stands on the edge of the path with a shocked look on his face, as he can’t believe what he has done and hurriedly gets into the van and roars off.  Kreese is left bobbing about in the water.





After the Kreese v Donny shoot off we have a montage of training moments rather like Rocky with some hip soundtrack in the background...as a continuation of the "I teach you listen" school of karate we see Daniel standing by in a nice warm coat as Bobby does all his exercises.  As they are in New York we  have some footage of Bobby running up and down the New York library steps... standing cranelike on the top of the empire state building...dodging traffic in downtown Manhattan (the wax on wax off blocks as he side steps yellow cabs) all to the tune of DMX feat Bonnie Tyler...





After one of these training sessions Bobby plops exhausted onto the grass in Central Park.


"How'd I do " he enquires of Daniel


"Not bad not bad...but you can do better..you need to release your fear...don’t be scared of being a failure. That is what is holding you back"


Bobby is a little taken aback with that comment after all the hard work he has put in and he counters "Holding me back?!! Holding me back!!!! I’ve been busting my ass for all month with these exercises…I’d like to know what is it that is holding you back Mr La Russo"


“Whaddya mean” says a worried La Russo


“You know what I mean, what happened to the old Daniel, the fighter, the hero.   You could still be a normal human being.”


The truth hits home and a close up shows the fear in Daniel's eye's..deep down he knows the answer...but he has yet to admit it...what did became of his promising life? .....he jumps up and starts to run off with tears in his eyes...we see Bobby giving chase and through his impressive training regime catches up with Daniel who although he has cut down on the booze and smartened up is still very unfit and overweight...





Bobby catches him, grabs him by the lapels and screams at him "whats the matter...you can tell me..." (we sense that bobby sees Daniel as a father figure and vice versa but the big secret is yet to come!!! ) Daniel's face is wet with tears.  He spills his guts about Miyagi; the whole killing, the leaving him at the dojo ..and the mugging by a group of high kicking youths ...Daniel breaks down and they embrace.. the camera pans in a circle around the two of their tear stained faces....Daniel goes on to mention the police report and how Miyagi was beaten up by a number of people with baseball bats...the camera stops circling the pair and zooms in to Bobby's face. 





We get a flashback of Bobby in the school toilets 2 years before..he is having a sh*t.  We make out the voice of Donny, high pitched and boasting, he and a friend had retired to the toilets for a quick hit between classes...they are high and Donny is loudly showing off about his activities last night.


 


Donny:"We wasted this nip sonofabitch last night..." 


Goon 1: "wassup wit dat ..business or pleasure"


Donny "It was business for Mr H..but hey, I f*cking loved it...he told me to go out with his boys and watch them take care of some business, you know knock this guy around a bit..some old f*cker..scare 'im H said...he'd been spreading his "say no 2 drugs bullsh*t up and down the hood ‘an u know dat 'aint good for business...hahahahah..they knocked his ass into the middle of next week..(Mimes repeated baseball bat swings)  Just like Di Maggio.“


Goon 1:  Sarcastic “They beat up some old guy?  Wow Donny, this Mr H must be like a real master criminal.” 


Donny:(turns deadly serious) "I aint say nuthin 'bout them beating up the fool...we smoked his ass!.."


Donny takes another hit..”god bless Colombia this sh*t is good”


ahhahhahahahahahahaahah..his laughter echoes in Bobby's head as he thinks back....the echoes turn into rage..the physical pain he has caused Bobby and the mental pain he has caused Daniel because of the death of his mentor.. that rage reaches to boiling point...


"DOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOONNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYY!!!!





Daniel brings Bobby out of his reverie "Bobby?!?  Bobby?!?!  What is it, are you alright"


"Yeah, yeah its just, it just"  Dilemma is written all over Bobby's face.  Should he tell Daniel what he knows, perhaps it would be best to keep this secret because of Daniel’s emotional outburst and drink problems.  "Its nothing"


"You know Bobby, I am glad that we have had this talk.  I have always felt a connection with you but now I feel it stronger than ever.  Together we can face our fears.  Will you be coming to the Dojo tomorrow."


Bobby has an idea to help Daniel if he were to revenge Miyagi’s death then maybe his friend Daniel will be able to deal with his demons


"Welllllll Mr La Russo I was kinda hoping that I could have the day off I got summink kinda important to do."


Daniel looks crestfallen.  "Well, if it is that important..."


"No really Mr LaRusso its just something I gotta take care of"


"OK Bobby I understand."


"I gotta go Mr La Russo"  Bobby runs off





Daniel looks very down, he has bared his soul, his deepest fears he had thought that he had connected deeply with his protégé and now he has been spurned.  


Daniel wanders around but is drawn to a local 24 hour grocery shop.


He trudges up to the counter and barks and order to the pimply attendant behind the counter "Bottle of Whiskey…and make it a large one"


“Any particular brand..sir”


“Make it cheap and make it strong” Daniel plonks the money down and grabs the bottle


Outside the shop he twists the cap off and takes a long slug from the bottle.  Yeah it was too much of an effort laying off the booze facing up to your fears, so much easier to ignore them, anaesthetise yourself to the pain of life.  He takes another long pull.  God damm Miyagi and God damm Bobby, from now on its just me and my best buddy the booze.  Daniel stumbles his way home and flops onto dirty couch in basement apartment.





It is a new day we are back with Bobby he is opposite Donny's house, his BMX is upside down he is pretending to be looking at the gears but is really covertly checking out Donny's house.  A limousine with all the windows blacked out comes down the road.  Donny comes out the house and gets into the car. Bobby flips his bike over and pursues the car across town.  Cue chase scene as Bobby struggles to keep up with car, Bobby is forced to employ lots of street tactics, on and off the pavement.  Jumping over benches, crashing into boxes, knocking over box of fruit which runs across street in all directions, cue more Nu Yorkian abuse.





The pimp-mobile slips through the gates of Mr Hernandez's mansion.  Bobby pulls up and watches Donny enter the house of Mr H.  He cycles round the side and climbs over the wall into the grounds of the house.  He begins to work his way up to the house hiding behind the bushes.  One of Mr Hernandez's peacocks wanders into bobby's path he boots it hard sending the bird flying out on to the lawn.





Cut to inside the house.  Mr Hernandez is sitting behind his grand piano, he is playing Chopin Minute in G Minor.  Donny enters the room.  Mr Hernandez looks to him and smiles warmly.  "Hello Donny, I see you have been dressing yourself in the manner I expect of my employees."


"Ain't this gear the sh*t Mr H."


"Yes Donny and so refreshing to see someone so young have such a healthy regard for the fashions of an era in which he never lived." 


Hernandez looks down at the keyboard and is lost in his music for a moment.


"Rocco spoke to me last night about the switch at the docks last night."  Suddenly the keys are being hit with more force, Mr H continues to concentrate on the piano. " He tells me you were approached by a strange man.  Who was that Donny.  You know I cannot afford any of my business being made public.  Tell me Donny who was your friend"   The music subsides back to an even level.


Donny is now a little nervous and thinks it is best to tell the truth


“It was my Dad, he must have followed me but he just came down to check up on me.  He doesn’t know anything Mr Hernandez I swear.  I would never betray you."


“Tell me Donny have I not taught you that men such as us can not afford to make mistakes.  You do not expect me to make such errors as it might result in your arrest or unfortunate death."


Hector chooses now to look at Donny "You are young and are on a path on which I think you can travel far.  You must learn to be ruthless, friends come and go, you must trust no-one if you want to succeed in this business.  Men like us can not afford to have such sentiments..."


"You know, when I was a boy, in Cuba, my best friend and I, we were like brothers.  Even then I could tell he would be a great man.  Then there was the revolution Donny, we fought side by side against the decadent capitalist forces.  My friend indeed became a great man.  His name was Fidel Castro.  I can see in you the same things, you too could be an important and powerful man, if you have the will to become one."


"Hey Mr Hernandez that's some story, I won't let you down, I promise you I won’t let you down.  I only got two things, my balls and my word and I...."


"Yes Donny I know, I have heard of the film." He says knowingly


"So why did you leave Cuba then"


"A misunderstanding with a man after I befriended his young son. He was a very good looking boy. It was most unfortunate.  I had to leave Cuba with nothing but my ingenuity."


Suddenly a peacock somersaults past the bay windows.  


"That is, how shall I say, most unusual.  Rocco, Alvarez investigate"





Rocco and Alvarez head out to the garden, Donny lets them get past before sneaking in the door before it shuts.  Another Goon standing in the hall reaches for his gun, Bobby unleashes a few chops and relieves the man of his gun.  However the goon has been highly trained in hand to hand combat since the last assassination attempt on Mr H.  A fight ensues, after some hefty blows Bobby wins.  Battered and bruised he bursts into the room with Mr Hernandez.


"Welcome to my home young man"  Says Mr H still seated calmly at his piano.


Donny: "Mr Hernandez this is that punk kid from my school"  


Bobby "Forget the fancy talk I'm here to put you out of business PERMANENTLY."


Donny smirks.


Hernandez “How exactly young man do you intend to do that young man.  Are you going to go to the police?  Perhaps you would like to call the commissioner, I have his home number, he is a personal friend of mine.”


Donny goes towards Bobby they take up stances.  


Donny "This is gonna be easy punk"


Bobby "Try me"


Hernandez "I do not think that any of this will be necessary gentlemen.  I have many expensive antiques at it would be a shame if I had to replace them."  Mr Hernandez points his gun towards Bobby.  "A most foolish venture young man, but I admire your spunk.  Donny if you would be so kind as to get Rocco and his staff I think we will then have a chat with your young school friend."





Cut to Daniel he is staggering along the street bottle in one hand.  He stumbles through the doors of the Dojo, he bumps into some guys practising some throws before tripping over the edge of the mat and going sprawling on the mats.  Takei comes running over.


"Daniel, what the hell is this?"


Daniel is roaring drunk and seemingly delirious he starts to move his arms and legs up and down flapping around like


"Schweep, schweep, schweep …the floor…. c’mon everybody hahahahahhaahah"


Taki bends down and drags Daniel up by his lapels and marches him to the door


"This is too much Daniel, I cannot have you upsetting my pupils and giving karate a bad name.. YOU’RE FIRED!!"





Now back with Mr Hernandez.  Bobby is tied to a chair bruises over his face.  


"This is quite a story Bobby.  Who would have believed that the death of one old man would have so many future consequences. (He glances at Donny with a knowing look) 


Hernandez walks towards the window and lights a cigarillo.  He thinks.


"At the moment we have a worrying number of loose ends.  Donny, your suspicious father  is a most pressing matter.  This Daniel, this….. La Russo also concerns me.  All Valley Tournament Champion you say Bobby.  A formidable opponent no doubt.  I think Bobby that you may have to stay with me for a while.  You may prove useful."





Daniel stumbles down the alley into his basement apartment.  He crashes to the floor after tripping over a coffee table.  His head hits the floor .  Inches from his eyes are the feet of a man.  There is a puddle of water around the feet. A few drops of water fall to the floor.   Note the light in this scene will be very murky like some of the scene’s in Seven.  The audience never really get a good look at his face.  Daniel can barely make out the blurred image standing before him.  He has double vision and can barely make out a large shifting shape above him.  In this semi-conscious state he instinctively lashes out with his right leg in an attempt to sweep this intruder.  The move is painfully slow and the figure skips the leg with ease.


“Hey La Russo that’s no way to treat a guest”.  Quips the intruder.


“Wha….who..who are you?” Mumbles Daniel, the darkened room and his intoxication adding to his state of confusion.  He tries to focus, light streams through a crack in the curtains and surrounds the intruder in an eerie glow.  Daniel takes a long look at the figure standing with hands on hips and gets another ghostly flashback in black and white.  It is of Kreese all those years ago at the Cobra kai dojo hands on hips putting his disciples through their paces. 


“Its can’t be Kreese???…I…this must be a nightmare!!”


“The only nightmare you have had is choosing the colour scheme for this room.  Man,,red curtains and a pink sofa, what were you thinking?” 


Kreese is used to the finer things in life being a rich man through his chain of rival dojos funded by his Mr Silver and has not see this kind of squalor since he went bankrupt at the beginning of KK3





Daniel jumps to his feet and attempts a clumsy rush at Kreese who just side steps him and lets Daniel crash into the far wall.  He is looking a bit chunkier and is greying but still has the physique of a Vietnam vet.  Daniel has been knocked  unconscious.  The impact coupled with drink has sent him out for the count.  We see Kreese looming over Daniel’s crumpled, and now bleeding frame, he grabs him by the lapels and it looks as though he is going to finish the job.  Instead he picks Daniel up puts him over on his shoulder, we have a close up of Daniel’s bloodied and dribbling face and whilst walking out the door Kreese chuckles to no one in particular.


“Damn La Russo…never did use his head properly.”





In the next scene Daniel is awoken by a knock on the door.  A pretty blonde maid brings in a fine breakfast on a silver tray.  He is sitting in a sumptuous four poster bed.  He is dressed in silk pyjamas he has a cracking headache and holds his head in his hands.


“Aah Mr La Russo you are awake at last.  You are a sleepy head aren’t you.  There you go sir.  I hope you enjoy your breakfast.”


“Er…who..where am I…how long have I been asleep?”


“36 hours.” She says with a smile


“What?!?!”


“Don’t worry Mr La Russo you are a guest in Mr Kreese’s home.  He wants you to rest.  You took a bit of a bang on the head.  In the meantime he said for me to look after you and to take care of your needs. “


We leave a pregnant pause to suggest what the anything might be.


“Oh yeah honey…I got needs…I be needing to get the hell out of here.  I don’t need nothin’ from that scumbag..” says Daniel coming to his senses although the disorientation is palpable.


He tries to get out of bed and embarassingly loses his balance and falls onto the thick shagpile carpet because of the concussion.


“On second thoughts.” He slurs “I think I’ll just lie here for a bit.”


The maid helps him back to bed.  La Russo suddenly notices his silk pyjama’s.


“Lady..where are my clothes?”


“They are being dry cleaned.  I took the liberty of removing them.  I hope you don’t mind.”


Daniel is embarrassed, “Listen don’t get the wrong idea lady, it was pretty cold in bed last night, its called shrinkage.”


The maid smiles seductively, in the meantime you are welcome to take anything from the wardrobe.  There should be something that fits you.”


“When you are feeling better feel free to use the sauna and swimming pool or games room.  Mr Kreese wants your stay to be as comfortable as possible.  Can I get you anything else sir.”  Purrs the maid. 





“Well any chance of..anything a little stronger than this?”  Points to jug of orange juice.


“Aah, I’m afraid Mr Kreese has given me strict instructions.  No drink for you I’m afraid.”  She makes a move to the door.  “You’re in training.”





During breakfast Daniel looks around the room and sees loads of pictures of Kreese hanging on the wall, with his army buddies and of him opening new Dojo’s.  There is even a picture of him with Jackie Chan.  Daniel goes into the wardrobe and is greeted with rows of Karate suits.  Literally hundreds he finds a nicely fitting one with gold trim and has a look around the rest of the house.  It is amazing. State of the art architecture and tasteful oil paintings combine to give the impression of wealth.  Daniel turns the gold knob on a massive oak door and steps in to a huge bright dojo with light streaming in for a sky light in the ceiling.  Various weapons adorn the walls at the end is a figure dressed in black with cut off sleaves.  He is sitting cross legged with his back to Daniel. 





Kreese “I’m sorry about dropping by unannounced the other night.  I don’t think you were in the mood for entertaining.”


Daniel still is confused “Is this a trick, some sort of trap?”


“Look Daniel, I know you don’t have a very good opinion of me now..It is true that in the past I have let my pride and anger get the better of my judgement.  For that I am truly sorry.  I don’t want to make any excuses but they put me through hell in ‘nam  (cue flashback of soldier Kreese in steamy vietnamese jungle with battalion.)  I was in charge of a battlion stationed in Saigon.  We had to infiltrate a vietnamese jungle base.  All but seven of my fifty strong team survived the assault on Jang-Yong..those that didn’t die of malaria, snake bites, leeches or snakes..were killed, blown up, shot or tortured.  We manage to storm the village… but for what.  We were a decoy..the rebel plans we were ordered to get turned out to be nothing more than diagrams for underground water supplies.”  He grows increasing emotional…”I have seen things that would make you have nightmares, turn your stomach and make your heart bleed..grown men gauging out their eyes after a mustard gas attack..little children walking on bloodied stumps…there is not a day goes by that I don’t here the screams of the women that were raped and murdered and left for dead on the battlefield.”  He breaks down and starts crying.





Daniel puts his arm around his shoulder and Kreese composes himself.  


“We may have had our differences but I admire you, you were always honest and stood up for yourself against the odds…a true man…I never could admit but I looked up to your friend Miyagi as well.  He was a true leader who could inspire through deeds not just force… I know he died a while back.  I have followed your fortunes from afar since you moved to New York but could not summon up the courage to visit you.”





“The truth is…I need your help Daniel…my boy is the only thing I have worth a damn…but he has gone crazy.  He attacked me the other day. I’ve been doing some research and I think he has been getting involved with the wrong crowd.


“Hey John, all kids go through that its part of growing up.  I’m sure it will just blow over.”





(with passion) “This is no phase Daniel! My son is working for Hector Hernandez the notorious Cuban drug baron and I got to get him back before there is no saving him. You can help me, your positive virtue is the only thing that can change a mind as twisted as his is right now and show him the correct path.  The path that Miyagi has shown you..”


“I can’t help you man”  Daniel stammers “Its been so long and I don’t think I should get involved its too personal.”


“That’s right Daniel, it is personal and because of that I know you can help me.”  Implores Kreese.


“What do you mean.”


“Daniel…I know who killed Miyagi.”


“What!?!?!  Don’t f*ck with me” Says La Russo as he grabs Kreese by the lapels.  “That old man meant everything to me goddamnitt”


Kreese grips Daniel by the shoulders.


“I know what he meant to you Daniel, believe me what I am about to tell you hurts me almost as much as it will hurt you. I tried to be a good father, but after Donny’s mother left me for a midget who played an Ewok in Battle for Endor, things were never the same….. I believe it was Hernandez who ordered the death of Miyagi.  I have an ex-army friend who works at the police department and he showed me the file on Miyagi’s murderers.  They suspect it is a drug relating killing and strongly suspect Hernandez was behind it.”





Daniel lets go of Kreese and slumps away, “NOOOOOOOOOOOOO!!!!!!!!!!!!”  Years of regret over the circumstance of Miyagi’s death are summoned up in Daniel’s primal scream, guilt over his night of passion with the hardware shop hoochie.


Kreese continues “Mr Hernandez ordered his cronies to rough up your friend but forensics report that he got carried away…. and well… you know the rest…(moves closer to Daniel) I must get Donny away from killers and drug dealers or I will lose my son forever.”


Daniel is confused and shaken as the latest revelations have upset him deeply 


“I can’t get involved any more, it is all to much”


(Kreese imploring)”I don’t expect you to do it for me Daniel but surely the memory of Miyagi is worth something. Kreese has a look of desperation on his face and he holds out a hand.


” Will you help me?”


Daniel pauses for what seems like an eternity but he quietly responds.


“OK”


Kreese’s face light s up. 


“Great…. we start now and we start here… I can not undo the years of abuse that you have done to your body in the time that we have… however karate is primarily about utilising the strength of your opponent against him, what we must do is re-focus your mental energies.. “


“Let us begin with a Kata, and then we will meditate.”  Kreese and Daniel begin moving in unison…





We are at Mr Hernandez opulent residency.  He paces the floor cigarillo in hand deep in thought.  He seems to come to a decision.  He goes to the phone and dials a number.  We see a desk and a hand reach out towards it.  In the background there is the sound of grunting and thudding. We can only see the mouth of the man on the phone “Hello”





“Good day, is that the New York Community Dojo”


“Yes it is”


“Can I speak to Mr Taki”


“Speaking.”


“Only I thought that I might be speaking to General Takeshi


The line goes silent for a moment, the voice becomes worried “Who is this”


“Many years ago I did you a certain, favour, I believe it was Saigon, 1974? Several governments were very interested to speak to you about the way in which you liked to interrogate their soldiers.  I helped to arrange your escape to America, I financed you when you arrived.  Do you know who I am now.”


“Yes”


“For over twenty five years you have enjoyed the fruits of this country and in that time I have never asked you to return my kindness, now I need to utilise your, how shall I say, peculiar, talents.”


“I understand.  Go on.”  The camera pans up we are now unable to hear Mr Hernandez on the other end of the phone, the camera finally takes in the whole of the face.  It is Mr Taki, New York Community Dojo owner.





Now we are back in the Dojo, Kreese and Daniel are meditating.  Kreese opens his eyes and grips Daniel on the shoulder.  


“Come, let us try an exercise”


Daniel and Kreese face off with one another.  They bow and assume attacking postures.  Daniel makes a few half hearted attacking moves, Kreese counters, then attacks easily defeating Daniel.  He offers hand to pick Daniel up from floor


Kreese “Again”


They both assume attack postures, Daniel is slightly better this time landing more hits, but Kreese ups a gear and Daniel is back on his a*s again.


Kreese says “Again” but it ends with the same result.


“Goddammitt Daniel, whats WRONG WITH YOU!!!” Daniel is unable to meet Kreese’s searing gaze. “Does that old man mean nothing to you does the life of my son not matter.  Get angry, get mad, but at least show me something dammitt!?!?!”


There is an awkward silence between the two men.  Now Kreese adopts a consoling attitude.


“I’m sorry Daniel, this happens sometimes, some of my buddies when they came back from ‘nam, their spark, that killer instinct had gone…. I’m sorry that I tried to push you somewhere you couldn’t go… Why don’t you spend a few days more here recovering, perhaps this thing will be over then and you can go back to your job at the dojo.”





Daniel returns to his room and stares into the mirror.  It is hard for him reconcile the person he used to be, to the pathetic wasted figure which Kreese saw in the dojo and the one Daniel sees reflecting back at him now.  Then…….?!?!?!?


“Daniel…… Daniel-san” 


Daniel is puzzled, surprised.


“Mr… MR ….. Miyagi?”


“haw haw haw, yes Daniel it is me”


There in the corner of the mirror behind Daniel is a ghostly apparition of Miyagi.  


Daniel is dunmbstruck and his mouth is agape 


“…Mr M, guess I thought I was back on the sauce again, I tell you see some weird sh*t when you start drinking brake fluid.”


Miyagi:  “Daniel, I no come discuss drinking problem….. I sense your spirit in trouble…. “


Daniel “Yeah, things ain’t been working out to well lately…. kinda ever since the night… `sob’…. ever since the night…. `sob’… you got…”


Miyagi  “Daniel-san, life like journey down path, people on different paths, paths go many places…. Important thing not where path go, but how walk path”


Daniel “What path Mr M…. where….?”


Miyagi “ahhh dat dat dat dat dat….. always questions Daniel, why no try listen one time….  you worry where path been… how you walk before… concentrate Daniel on how walk path now..”


Daniel “Mr Miyagi, you ain’t making a lot sense to me, maybe we…”


Miyagi “For christs sake danny shut yer goddamn trap an’ listen.  Quit cuttin’ yaself up over bangin’ dat hoochie night I got shipped.  What’ya gotta do now is help Kreese get his kid back and put the  Hector Hernandez out of business, y’dig kimosabi?”


Daniel “I dig”


Miyagi’s image grows dim in the mirror “Remember Daniel-san Miyagi love you….”


Daniel whirls round but there is nothing there, he looks back to the mirror but the image has gone.





We are with Kreese inside his Dojo he is practicising with numb chukas.  Suddenly the doors burst off their hinges, Daniel stands in a kicking posture amid the debris.  He walks over to Kreese, confident now, assertive, Kreese watches, Daniel bows, assumes posture, Kreese copies, they circle each other.  Kreese attacks, Daniel counters and with unbelievable speed, delivers multiple blows, leaving Kreese on the floor, Daniel bounces on the balls of his feet above the fallen Kreese ready to go again.


Kreese “Holy smoking sh*t….. does this mean that you want in”


Daniel “Yer damn right”


Kreese “Alllllllriiight!!!!”  Kreese spreads a map out on the floor


"There is a massive coke shipment coming in tonight from Afghanistan, no one has ever pulled something this big, if the deals comes off Hernandez will be able to undercut every dealer on the streets, he will run the whole west coast, everyone will be speaking cuban, and emilio estevez will be president, normally he would never be near the docks tonight, but this is so important that's he's got to be there himself."  





Kreese points at the map  as he talks the we can see docks for real, it is night we can see... 





"The freighter docks here, Hector and his men will be here, we will need to create a diversion, once we get Donny away we can bring the whole of Hernandez empire crashing down around him.  If we take a position here we will be able to see the deal going down...."  





It is night, we are at the docks, and we are with Kreese and Daniel at their vantage point.  As Kreese and Daniel wait they huddle behind large packing cases.  The Hudson River entrance is large and commercial.  It looks pretty run down these days though a shadow of its former glory, it is night and as they sit there in silence their breath hangs a silver trail in the crisp night air.





 


Daniel “I’m freezing my nuts off here man.  Are you sure you got the right night.”


Kreese “They’ll be here!  Drug runners are not like doctors or insurance salesman you know, they ain’t too bothered about being punctual.”


Daniel “Well, lucky I thought ahead and brought a little something to keep away the cold.”  


Daniel reaches into his inside pocket and pulls out a battered old hip flask.  Kreese gives him the evil eye.  “I hope you weren’t planning on drinking that, tough guy.”


“Er…sorry Kreese. Force of habit.”  He returns the flask after his ticking off just as a big blacked out merc and a large truck pull up to the dock and park out of site into a hanger facing the waterfront.  Kreese notices the number plate.





“COC A1N3”





“That’s nothing, I got a personalised number plate as well.  Admittedly I had to change my surname from La Russo to A341 CBG, but it was worth…”


“Quiet!” snaps Kreese, “we’ve gotta job to do remember.  We gotta get nearer and find out the plan and see if Donny is involved.  I gotta get him out of there before we waste Hernandez.”


Upon looking around they notice a small metal ladder leading up the side of the hanger.  They both clamber up and reach a sky light where they lie flat and listen in to Hernandez instructing his goons.  He is wearing a white tuxedo with matching fedora and white diamond studded cane and his goons are suited and booted up to the max with UZI’s.


Hector addresses the posse.


“Tonight gentlemen will be a glorious night, the culmination of many months of negotiations with our Arab friends.  I want no mistakes.  This is why I have brought in someone special to oversee the operation. Hector introduces Dojo owner Mr Taki.  


“Meet General Takeshi, he will be co-ordinating things today and making sure there are no slip ups.  These Arabs can be tricky customers and are prone to being, how do you say, tempremental.”





Takeshi is dressed in full Vietnam Generals uniform and looks the part.





“The shipment will be arriving in one hour.  The collection will be made at sea as their vessel will weigh anchor off shore, these people are not to keen on touching American soil, they don’t like the capitalist stench.  I however, have always loved the sweet aroma of power and corruption, but I digress. Remember gentlemen, I reward success and penalise failure.”





He motions to Takeshi and quietly instructs “Take four of my men, the money and (he ponders) I would like my young protégé Donny, to witness the hand over… it will make a man of him.”


“Yes sir Mr Hernandez, I will fufill my debt.”  Takeshi says solemnly.


“Donny, come out here.” Order Hernandez.


Out steps Donny from the merc, he is in a pale yellow number with matching waistcoat and cuban heels.


Kreese “There he is…my boy…what have they done to him.  He looks like a faggot’s plaything.  I’m gonna kill that greasy bastard.”


Daniel “sssshh man, they’ll be time for that later.”





Hector “Donny, go with the General here and make the delivery..I want you to be very cautious…you must learn from this experience..I did my first big deal by the age of 14, selling opium to spanish traders so it should be well within your limits young man.”  He ruffles Donny’s hair.


“Hey..Mr H..watch the ‘fro…it took me ages to get it just right.”


“Ha, ha, ha… I like your spunk Donny…oh and as a bonus take your little friend Bobby for the ride.  I have grown tired of his escape efforts and I think this La Russo is not the opponent I hoped he would be…it is so disappointing to be let down by ones enemies…I think it is time he was allowed to rest.  He was looking tired, send him to sleep on the sea bed.  I’ve heard it’s very peaceful down there.”


With that the drugged and gagged body of Bobby is dragged out of the back of the truck onto a goons shoulders.


“Go now take my boat and do not fail me.”





Daniel is shocked when he sees Bobby, he was not expecting this.  He thought this was just about rescuing Kreese’s boy and getting payback for Miyagi.


Daniel “My god, they’ve got Bobby.”


Kreese “You know that Kid”


Daniel “Listen it’s a long story and maybe I can fill in you over a coffee when this is all over.”


Kreese “I’d like that.”


Daniel “We need to get on that boat, we can deal with Hernandez later.”





The pair shimmy down from the roof and carefully slip into the freezing water, goons are loading some items onto the boat.  An immense yacht, hardly discrete but stylish and respectable, on the side is the name “Co.Jones”.


Daniel’s face is transformed into a rictus smile not from the amusing boat name but from the cold.  They swim out and clamber up a rope ladder on the side of the boat and crawl into the cargo hold.


“I’m soooo cold.” Daniel’s teeth are chattering away.  He is barely able to speak.


“Back in nam we controlled our pain, burning coals, finger nails pulled out, stripped naked in the jungle covered in honey and left to the mercy of the insects, I’ve done it all.  The cold is nothing but inconvenient.”


“What do we do now.” Stutters Daniel.


Kreese “We play the waiting game.”


D: "Hey look er... we're soaking wet... you know I gotta little something that will put a bit of fire in the belly, help pass the time ... you know medicinal..."  Daniel taps pocket with hip flask in.


Kreese doesn't bother to reply just gives Daniel a withering stare.


D: "OK.. OK.. OK..."


Daniel shuts up quick when they hear voices.


"Take him below"


"arrggghhh you're hurting me"


Daniel:(whispers) " Hey that sounded like Bobby"





The engine on the boat start up and the boat begins to pull away from the dock out to sea.


Donny "Get down there you sonofab*tch"


We hear heavy thud, presumably sound of Bobby being thrown down stairs.  


Bobby "Why are you doing this Donny"


Donny "Why am I doing this?? Loose women, a colour TV in every room and half a kilo of dope every day and you ask me why I'm doing this. It's the American dream Bobby."





Daniel "Well are we just gonna sit here"


Kreese "We'll wait till they make the deal with the Arab’s and once they've made the deal they're bound to relax and let their guard down.  That’s when we'll take over the boat."





Hernandez stands on the edge of the dock watching the yacht head out to sea.  He twirls his diamond cane, and puffs on his cigarillo. A goon stands nearby, other goons slide away, they know what Hector is like when he gets talking about his childhood in Havana...


"The cold... the smell of the sea... it reminds me of the night I left Cuba, heading for Miami, all those years ago..... my revolutionary brother Fidel came to the harbour to wish me goodbye... now I am about to pull off the largest ever narcotics deal in history... soon I will run the entire drug supply for the country.... the money will fund the successful election of the first latin american..... Emilio Estevez... Pressy-e-den-tay Estevez.... it has a certain ring does it not.... and with his protection I will be invulnerable...."





Back on board the boat Daniel is on his knees, is he praying for good luck on the risky venture or is this something else.....


"Euuurrrggghhhhh"


Kreese looks disgusted


D: "Hey look I'm sorry but even the Statton Island ferry used to make me sick"


K: "In 'nam we had to eat our vomit, you couldn't leave anything to show the enemy we’d been there..."


Daniel looks even paler now


D: "you know you ain't making me feel much better man"





General Takeshi and Hector's goons are in the control room of the yacht.


Donny "Can I waste him now... huh??!?... please Mr Tacky-acky"


Takeshi "..General TAKESHI.. no... first we must complete the deal with the Arabs.  If you start throwing bodies over the side, do you think they will hang around, no.. first we complete the deal, then you can have your.... entertainment"


Goon 1 "There... off the port bow..."


A light flashes off in the distance.  


Takeshi "Bring her round 20 degrees port and take her in"


The yacht comes along side the freighter, some of the crew are played by ZZ Top (this is payment for there sound track contribution with Jon Secada) they lean over the side, joints in hand,   


One of the arab with a big beard and Oakleys meets the boat


"Allah be blessed do you have our money"


Takeshi "We have the money"


"No clever stuff , or we carve you up like sacrificial lamb...  one of my men will come aboard, one of your men will come up here... as insurance .. when we finish we switch back, understood..."





The money is winched aboard the freighter,  after many loads eventually the merchandise is lowered down to the yacht. 


Donny whips a knife out of his pocket, he takes a packet from the load, punctures a hole in the bag and quickly cuts himself a line.  `Snifffff'


D: "Gawd dannnnnnggg! Its the real deal Mr T, 100% fresh colombian"


Takeshi "GENERAL!!!  In vietnam I killed men for less impertinence young man remember that."


Takeshi gives the order "Take her back in to the dock, quickly I don't trust those Arabs"





Daniel and Kreese hear the engines starting up again.


K: "Time to make our move Daniel"


D: "I'm not sure I can move"


K: "Get to your feet soldier"


D: "OK OK OK"


They open the door a crack and peer out.  There is no one around.  They sneak out and begin to search the cabins below deck.  Daniel sticks his head round the door


Bobby "MR LA RUSSO!?!?!"


D: "Sssshhh!  Quiet Let me get these ropes of you."


Bobby "I'm sure glad to see you, they were going to kill me, and there’s some sort of massive drug deal going down."


D: "I know, I'm here with Donny's father, we're going to grab Donny and put this Hernandez out of business."


Bobby "I'm sorry Daniel, I just wanted to help you... I knew Hernandez was responsibe for Mr Miyagi's death..  and I thought if I got rid of Hernandez you would be able to deal with your drinking, get over what happened."


D: "They'll be time for explanations later, first we've got to take over the boat. "


Kreese slips into the room, 


K: "Somebody is coming down from the deck, Bobby put your hands behind you make like you're still tied up."


Daniel slips behind the door, Kreese slides into a corner.  Moments later the door opens, Donny comes in first followed by goon, as soon as the goon is through Kreese grabs Donny, clamps hand over his mouth while Daniel fells the goon with a well placed chop.


Donny "Hhhmmmm mmmmmlemmmegooooo hmhmhmhmhmm"


Kreese "Get that rope and tie him up Daniel.  I'm sorry Donny this is for your own good.  Don't you see where this life will take you, you'll always be trying to buy happiness with designer goods and casual sex?"


Daniel "Hey I thought you were trying to talk the kid out of it."


They finish tying up Donny.  


D: "Stay here and make sure he doesn't cause any trouble Bobby. We've got to deal with a few people top side."





Daniel and Kreese sneak along  the passage, some steps lead up to wheelhouse where two goons can be seen, one is piloting the boat.


Kreese (loudly) "Get up there dammit... come on.... hey can you give me a hand down here."  


One of the goons comes down the steps, Daniel nips forward and pulls his legs away from him so he falls to the floor, hitting his head, he is unconscious."


"Everything all right down there" calls the goon steering the boat.





Kreese "errr yeah.. yeah.." whispers to Daniel "Count to twenty and then climb up and tackle that guy, I'll work my way to the stern to take out the other guy"





Kreese slips away, Daniel waits nervously, without Kreese by his side he does not feel so confident his hand goes to his pocket where the hip flask is, but before he can take a swig he forces himself to climb the ladder, his body is half on deck when the goon realises that it is not any of his buddies and aims a kick at Daniel, Daniel catches the foot and twists, goon has to spin across deck.  





Takeshi "Whats going on up there"


Daniel hops out of the hatch the rest of the way, but he is too slow the goon has pulled out his gun  


"Tide's out pal" and fires.  Daniel is thrown back by force of the blast.  A stain spreads rapidly across Daniel's chest.  The goon comes over chuckling, suddenly a foot lashes up into the goons groin.  Roundhouse kick follows swifly.  The man slumps to the floor.  Daniel looks to the body "Tide's out?!?!?!.... what kinda line is that"


Daniel rubs his chest and fishes out his hip flask which now has big hole in.


"no no no noooo" as booze leaks away, he tries to suck some from his shirt but gives up, tossing flask away





Takeshi standing on the aft deck looking up at the steering house


"Whats going on up there...answer me"


Kreese slips into view


"General Takeshi, we meet again at last."


Takeshi is puzzled..... flashback.....


We hear sounds of torture, screams dissolve to mud hut, a younger Colonel Takeshi grins sadistically, Kreese is trussed up, dangling from a hook by his handcuffed hands, as americano soldier is having his b*lls electrocuted.  


"Pur...pur.. please Cap."  says americano "tell him"


Kreese face is wracked with agony at the decision he is being forced to make Takeshi flicks the power switch and another surge of electricity goes through the soldiers body.  He screams loudly and his body goes limp.  Takeshi checks the body and shakes his head, laughs...


"Shocking... hahahaha... wouldn't you agree Captain.....  I will give you a few hours to think about your friend here, before we start all over again."


Takeshi leaves.  Gook comes over looking to hit Kreese.  Kreese uses legs to get him in headlock.  Uses grip on man to lever himself off hook.  Kills gook with two quick karate blows, unlocks handcuffs and picks up gun, sneaks out of hut... slow dissolve back to face of Kreese......





Takeshi's face.... recognition... "Captain John Kreese, how I have waited for this moment.  When you escaped from my prison camp I was most disappointed, did you not enjoy my hospitality."


"Your noodles were terrible old man"


"You were a most stubborn soldier. You watched your comrades put to death in front of you. I have often wondered what that does to a man.  What sort of man would let this happen to his comrade, to his brother, tell me Kep'tin Kreese when you lie awake at night, do you see their faces?"


Kreese face is a vista of emotional turmoil camera zooms in slow on his face.  


Takeshi is still talking "....after  i learnt of your escape I put every last many of yours to death.  Your rescue mission for your buddies came too late. .... flashback..... Kreese in office


"But Major you gotta let me go back for them"


"No way Captain... too many men have died already"


Kreese storms out of office.... to a nearby airfield... pulls pilot out of a chopper and steals it .... he is rusty but still remembers how to fly it.... then Takeshi camp in flames from chopper rockets... Kreese runs from hut to hut finding only dead bodies of his buddies, they have met brutal ends..... 





Flasback ends and we are back with Takeshi..... "You could have saved them then, if only you had spoken, and for what?  Your mission was a decoy so the information I wanted was worthless anyway.  I didn't want you to spend the rest of your life thinking that you could never have saved them hahahaahaha...."


Takeshi smiles "The circle is now complete... it is time to finish what we began all those years ago"


He pulls oriental sword from his side.


Kreese smiles dangerously and moves in for the attack......





Kreese moves in but suddenly realises his reach disadvantage.  He looks around and spies a long harpoon made of wood but with a metal tip hanging on the side of the boat.  Handy.  Takeshi is a master with his ceremonial sword and does a flash slicing dicing move in an attempt to intimidate is opponent, no doubt he has honed his skills not just on the dojo but on the battlefield.  Kreese goes in with the first attack that Takeshi dodges, he hasn’t had much experience with weapons of this kind.  Those weapons in his home dojo were merely ornamental as he wanted his dojo to look the part but Kreese has always been a bare knuckle kind of fighter.  Kreese over reaches and is off balance.  Takeshi brings the sword down and makes contact with his shoulder, blood starts to seep through his clothes and shows up darkly on the material.  Kreese winces in pain but re-focuses.


“Ah captain, I can see you still like the feeling of pain. I believe that is why you let your brothers die on the battlefield.  The pleasure of pain was too much, you just did not want the torture to end.  Eh Kreese (adopts sarcastic tone) If I remember your superiors were impressed with your bravery captain..they would be less impressed if they knew the cowardly truth.”


“So, you don’t think it was not cowardly torturing injured soldiers or using children as bait for your booby traps.  You like playing games Takeshi but this is one game you won’t win.”


Kreese lunges again more  forcibly this time and Takeshi parries.


“Much better Captain, but I think it is a bit late for you to start learning to fight.  You should stick to running away, you excel at that.”


Takeshi attacks and after a few blocks he gets through the guard and slashes Kreese leg.  Kreese shouts out in pain, this is a deeper wound and he starts to stagger. 


"Ah Ha, this is good. Just like the old times captain Kreese.  Only this time I will have the pleasure of putting you to.  Takeshi sensing Kreese is in trouble increases the ferocity of the attacks.  Kreese does all he can just to avoid getting hit and backs off to the back of the boat.  Finally Takeshi with a deft blow of his Katana manges to slice off the top of the staff which goes flying to the otherside of the boat leaving Kreese with just a short length of broken pole.  Takeshi strolls up to him nonchalantly 





“I’ve often wondered over the years.  The many men that I have had put to death.  As they die does their life flash before them.  Well Captain Kreese is your life flashing before you?"


Kreese’s face turns from apprehension to defiance when he sees something move behind Takeshi.


"I don’t know General, you tell me."





There is a close up of Takeshi’s smiling face, we hear a whoosh and a thud and his face lurches forward.  Slowly a small trickle of blood runs down the side of his mouth and the camera cuts away to see Daniel at the far end of the boat and the metal harpoon wedged through takeshi’s chest....He slumps to his knees and then he crashes down in a pool of his own .  Daniel shouts from the other end of the "STRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRIKE 3!!!!!..you are outta here!! What a beauty eh Kreese. One in a million, its not quite the Yankees but it’s a start!!! Daniel runs over.


"Man have you been hit"


"I'll be fine just help me up"


Kreese has lost a lot of blood and can barely stand up.


"Daniel ….take me to Donny” groans Kreese.  Daniel props kreese up and takes him to the hold where Donny is tied up.  Donny’s normally arrogant persona withers where he sees his father covered in blood and pale as a ghost. 


"Dad! what what are doing her..(he cuts it short when he sees the blood) Jesus what happened.  You’re bleeding"


"Takeshi...I...I..had a score to settle. (gets to the real reason he has risked his life) But mainly I came for you.  I couldn’t see you throw your life away"


Kreese moves closer to his son (Kreese finds opening up to his son very difficult but in his present state he conversely seems easier)


"I know I haven’t been the ideal father.  What with work and all I wasn’t around much in the early days and I guess I can hardly blame your mother for leaving me.  I guess I haven’t done anything to make your life easier son, but you have to understand you are the only thing I have worth fighting for.”





Donny is visibly moved. Kreese has always been hard, trying to turn him into a “man” and have never really demonstrated the kind of parental love that a mother may have shown him.  A lot of this has led to his need to seek attention from his peers and to a certain extent his desire to please Mr Hernandez whose support and encouragement have been sadly lacking from his father...When those things failed to fill the void he could always turn to drugs to mask the pain from a brief period of time.


Donny grabs hold of his father "Help me, Dad.  I can’t do this any more.  It’s tearing me up.”


Kreese is angry at the suffering Donny has undergone due to his actions and the changes brought on my drugs.  He picks up a package of coke


“Don’t worry son, I’m gonna make sure Hector never peddles this filth again”  He throws the package overboard in a symbolic gesture





Now we cut to the top deck.  Bobby, Kreese, Daniel and Donny are all working as a team passing package after package into a rubber dingy with the ship’s name on the side.  Donny puts his arm around Kreese after his legs give way at one point, all this to the tune of some upbeat number with by De La Soul feat Kraftwerk .  The loaded dingy floats out to sea... Daniel goes up to the cabin and gets on the radio.


"Hallo coastguard, I will like to report a large consigment of cocaine a mile and half off of the coast of the Hudson Bay  in an orange dingy belonging to Hector Hernandez, repeat Hector Hernandez.  He is waiting at the harbour docks fro the consignment. Please send back-up”


"Who are you" crachles back the coastguard through the speakers.


“Just think of me as a friend” responds Daniel.


The music continues and we see Daniel take off his belt.  Kreese and Donny look at each other in a bemused way. 


 "It would be a shame if Hector didn’t get his lovely boat back ya know.  The least we could do is return it.”


The others get the gist of Daniel’s plan and as they start to approach the mainland Donny gets on the radio and calls ahead to Hector. 


"Boss, everything went to plan. Those Arabs gave us no trouble..and its good shit”


"Exxxxcellent. I can see a great future for you Donny.  I like a man who can deliver.”


 "Oh I can deliver alright Mr H..and you should se the size of my next shipment.  It’s gonna be a real blast”


"Very good Donny.  I cannot wait.” Says Hector proudly his protégé seemingly coming of age.


"Nor can I” mutters Daniel.





As the boat speeds to the shore Daniel lines up the wheel and ties the belt from the wheel to the accelerator.  They can see the shore looming and Daniel gets them all to take their positions.  Donny is at the wheel and the rest are hidden in the cockpit. 





Hector waits at the dock with his goons eagerly anticipating the biggest haul of his life.   He is flush with confidence and starts boasting to one of the goons. 


"Alvarez do you ever watch nature programmes on the National Geographic Channel”


"Whaddya mean boss.  Women with horses and dogs and stuff”


"No. no you ignorant fool.  Nature programmes with lions on safari.  They wait in the tall grass and move only when they have to, relaxing in the sun whilst the wait.  All around the gazelles walk by forever eating, always eating…(with emphasis)..tiny blades of grass.  When a lion makes a kill he doesn’t have to eat for a month.  When the time is right the lion picks off a gazelle and goes back to relaxing in the sun.  I feel much like the lion, Alvarez.  These fools who work from 9 to 5 are the gazelles and when I get this stuff on the streets I will pick them off one by one” 





The boat is approaching the docks but it is coming in far too quickly but H is in a good mood and is distractedly joking about with his cronies.  The roar of the engine gets louder and Hector’s smile disappears as he turns his head to look in the direction of the oncoming boat.





"NOW!! " screams Daniel and the four of them run to the edge of the boat in different directions and dive off into the sea.  The meeting party realise too late that the boat is not going to stop and desperately try and run to safety.





There is a massive explosion as the boat crashes into the harbour wall. Bits  of wood, metal and glass shatter into thousands of pieces with a deafening roar and disperse like lethal confetti into the night sky coming to rest with splashes as the debris hits the water.  The dock is lit up by a massive orange mushroom cloud of flame.  As the smoke clears we can see the dead bodies of many of Hernandez's goons.  Other more fortunate employees stagger around stunned by the blast.  From behind some packing cases a rather less dapper Hernandez emerges, his white tuxedo dirtied and bloodied.  He looks down at his suit 


"tsk.. tsk.. most unfortunate."


His attention is drawn by the sight of four people helping each other out of the water on to the side of the dock.  Hernandez is able to see Donny pulling somebody out on the side, he calls over.


"Donny???.... Donny.... would you care to elaborate on your most, how shall I say, unconventional, docking manouevres?"  Hernandez begins to walk over but stops still when the man that Donny has helped out of the dock is Kreese


"Donny I would appreciate a most prompt explanation, or am I to believe that your father has been swimming around out there all week?"


Donny "Its quite simple Mr Hernandez, I aint buying the goods your selling anymore. You used me, you never gave me anything but money or dru*gs, all to hide the one thing that you could never give me, love." 


Hernandez smirks "What a pity you will have such a short time to regret your change of mind."


Daniel and Bobby come into view.


"Well... well.... good evening gentlemen, I must say I am surprised to see you here Bobby as I had left most definete instructions with my former protege... and your friend... I can only assume that this is Mr LaRusso... two times All Valley Tournament champion."


The sounds of police sirens can be heard.


Daniel "Cut the fancy talk, its game over Hernandez"


"Such hostility... but... ah yes, the old man... this Miyagi.. he’s causing more problems now he’s dead than when he was alive.”


Daniel comes forward menacing, Hernandez lifts his diamond cane, the end flips up, a small calibre gun is contained within.


"In this business, you must plan for every eventuality.  I am sorry that our acquaintance has been so brief.  Goodbye Mr La Russo."


He fires, Daniel tries to dodge, but is hit in the arm, blood flows freely.  Hernandez slips the top of the cane off, inside is hidden a stilleto. Bobby goes to rush forward but Kreese stops him, 


"Its his fight Bobby"


Daniel regroups and Hernandez advances, he twirls the knife at bewildering speed, the blade glinting in the moonlight.


"Do not underestimate me LaRusso, the streets of Havana were a most thorough education, in the art of fighting."


Hernandez makes two sweeping slashes opening a cut on Daniels chest and arm.  


"The knife... a most elegant weapon....  silent... deadly.... the youth today prefer a pistol or uzi... brutish weapons requiring no skill... to use a knife you must be a craftsman...."


Hernandez dodges a couple of Daniel's moves.


"You know what I enjoy most.... looking into the eyes" Hector steps forward plunging knife into Daniel's stomach "...as you twist the blade"


He turns the knife in Daniel’s stomach, H has psychotic wrath of khan like look on his face, Daniel face is contorted, in too much pain even to scream.


"Daaaaaannnnnniieeeeeeellllllll" screams Bobby he rushes forward to hold up Daniel.





H comes in to finish job on Daniel, D pushes Bobby out of way, H smelling blood makes rash move, Daniel is able to land some blows, H is shaken and counters with some vicious knife play, but Daniel is mainlining on adrenaline, a flurry of blows land without answer H is stunned he no longer knows what day of the week it is, D kicks the hand holding the knife, it flies into the air, he catches it deftly, H is stepping backwards and trips over his feet, Daniel moves in, he puts the knife to Hector's throat, pressed hard, a thin trickle of blood runs down onto his tuxedo


"This is from Mr Miyagi...."


Daniel grips H's nose between two fingers "honk" before pushing H away with disgust.


Daniel and Bobby embrace


Bobby "I thought you.... I thought he was going to...."


Daniel "Its all over now Bobby"


Kreese supported by Donny limps over Kreese surveys Daniel's wounded body.


Kreese "Hey buddy your cut up real bad..."


Daniel "yeah don't tell me in 'nam we didn't have time to bleed..."


Kreese "You know it... I tell you this though, you could have been in my patrol any time."


Daniel "Thanks, that means a lot"





Police cars swarm into the dock, men jump out, there is much shouting.... camera  dissolves..... It is dawn, the early sunlight bathes the outside of 12th precinct police station in a golden light, the streets are quiet, it is early, Bobby, Donny, Daniel and Kreese come down the steps they are all bandaged up and look like extras in Platoon.  They look tired but happy


Kreese "Hey does anyone wanna go for a bit of breakfast, smashing a major crime syndicate gives a guy an appetite."


Daniel "I tell you Kreese I got me an appetite and it ain't for breakfast... that girl... you know, your maid... you gotta number...?"


Kreese laughs "She's strictly ex-directory to you"


Daniel "After we've had something to eat, I'll take you home Bobby, your dad must be very worried."


Bobby "I wouldn't bet on it, he's my step dad anyway, he's just gonna be pissed that I haven't cooked him dinner for a week"


Daniel "I'm sure thats not true Bobby"


Bobby "I don't wanna go back and he don't want me there, ever since my mom died, he blames her for dumping me on him"


Daniel "Well what about your real dad, can't you go and stay with him."


Bobby "I don't even know who my dad is, my mom got pregnant when she was at high school, her parents kicked her out when they found out, she was living on the streets when my dad met her, he didn't love her, she just needed somewhere to live and he needed someone to look after my step brother chad... you know I gotta a picture of my mum here."


Bobby opens his wallet, Daniel glances still, then freezes....


"What is it Daniel"





"This is your mother??.... it can't be"


"Daniel man.. what.."


"What was her name"


"Ali”


"Your mom used to live in LA didn't she?"


"Yeah but...."


"Did she ever talk to you about who the father was.."


"Some kid from school, he stuck up for her when her  oldboyfriend gave her hassle on the beach, he was from the wrong side of the tracks he would pull crazy stunts like . .. he turned up at some party dressed as a shower?!?!!?  When she found out she was pregnant, her parents whisked her off to the country, you know the embarassment.  When she refused to have it adopted her parents kicked her out..."


Daniel is in tears 


"Bobby, I think I might know who your father is........."





Fade to black.... some images of a court house and warehouse and Hernandez come on screen... a stern voice over announces....





Hector Hernandez escaped prosecution on all drug related offences following the mysterious disappearance of seven tonnes of cocaine from a locked police warehouse.  A loss which the New York Police Commissioner described as "most unfortunate".  However Hernandez was charged and successfully prosecuted on 12 counts of illegal Peacock importation, and 12 counts of unlicensed Peacock ownership.  He is now serving 25 to life in Rikers Island State Penitentiary.





Following a paternity test Bobby lives with his father Daniel, who runs the New York Community Dojo with his best friend Captain John Kreese.





Bobby and Donny run a community project working with kids bullied and drug addicted youngsters.





FIN


