BILL FISHOFF
(pROUD) I could've named all of my business interests after my wife
Honeybell who means the world to me or my son Riley who I am ever so proud
of. (wiping tears away) Listen to me and I'm not exaggerating or anything
when I say this but, everything I have, my homes, my businesses, my standing
in the community, shoot, I owe it all to my beloved Fancy.

laTER Bill Fishoff comes to the lectern for the funeral of his dog Fancy. It’s the same dailogue now only
distarught
BILL FISHOFF
(CRYING) I could've named all of my business interests after my wife
Honeybell who means the world to me or my son Riley who I am ever so proud
of. (wiping tears away) Listen to me and I'm not exaggerating or anything
when I say this but, everything I have, my homes, my businesses, my standing
in the community, shoot, I owe it all to my beloved Fancy.
Honeybell and Riley come up to offer comfort and support.
Suddenly, amidst the tears, a man dressed in a white suit entering the chapel.
FATHER MERV
As I live and breathe-it's Psychic Bobby, the telepathic bounty hunter
from Wichita Falls!!
BILL FISHOFF
You found the son of a bitch who did this? Who is he? Where is he?
PSYCHIC BOBBY
Well Mr. Fishoff, as to the "who is he," I followed the telltale tire tracks
leading from your inanimate, heck, pulverized poodle to the Roadster
Motel, where a stranger in town was registered under the name of
Roscoe Des Moines, a real shifty sort of loner type and a voracious
reader of menus I've since learned. He was spotted eating in your very
diner the night of the kill.
BILL FISHOFF
That dog slaughterer eating my chow? Life, oh a feast of unthinkable
cruelty, served with a side of woe. So where is the little sadist now?
PSYCHIC BOBBY
After sitting with Fancy's blanket fibers, I found Mr. Des Moines' off-white
sedan, abandoned just outside of the Coronado National Forest.
BILL FISHOFF
This man needs to be brought to swift and unforgiving justice.

