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EXT. FOREST - DAWN

Snow falls thick through the barren tree branches as if THE
UNI VERSE poured an enornous sack of flour over the Earth.

GRUNTI NG and SHUFFLI NG combi nes with the rapi d CRUNCH of
tw gs and under brush SNAPPI NG

SUBTI TLE FADES IN: BI TTERSM TH, WYOM NG - DECEMBER 26, 1971
Atall, linping figure appears. Sinew and bone, hair like a
rusted out Chevy. GALE G WAIN(18), gl assy-eyed and frantic,

| unbers through the forest.

A BLACK "X" scrawl ed across his forehead. Large snowfl akes
fight to cover the dried blood on his cheek.

He grimaces, clutching his exposed right calf, a wounded
nmess of ravaged nuscles and |iganents.

Frozen bl ood crystallizes the surroundi ng wound, the once
white fleece lining his denimjacket a blotchy red.
EXT. MAIN STREET - DAY

Dirty snow falls in tow as if it knows it’s not good enough
to join it’s pure siblings in the forest.

A Sheriff’s cruiser pulls to a stop in front of The County
Seat Di ner.

The driver door sw ngs open. A liver spotted hand enpties a
full nmug of steami ng coffee onto the street.

Slowy, authoritatively, the worn, clean shaven face of
Sheriff BITTERSM TH(75), exam nes the sidewal k.

| NT. THE COUNTY SEAT - DAY

Sheriff Bittersmth enters the diner, proceeds to nmake his
way to the end of the counter. Guests turn their gaze away
fromthe oncom ng | awren, sone due to respect, others from
fear.

He sits at the counter, places his nug down.

JEANIE, a pl easant waitress, (22),plain but not aging well,
approaches with a coffee pot.



JEAN E
You' re back soon

SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH
Need a refill.

JEAN E
Stormis whipping up pretty good in
the hills they say.

Her comment receives only a stare. She pours the Sheriff’s
cof f ee.

JEANI E ( CONT.)
Sonethin’ on your m nd?

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Coupl e a few things..

He takes a manly gulp of the steam ng brew.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( CONT. )
This here’s ny | ast day.

JEAN E
Real | y? Now how s an institution
like you get to retire?

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Retire? Shit, forced out’s nore
like it. Damm town council. Back
room brandy snifters, cigar snoke,
public not gettin’ a say so.

Jeanie’s pleasant smile norphs into confusion. Bittersmth
leans in, lowers his voice.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( CONT. )
Jeanie, I'll shoot ya straight. You
started here 'bout two years ago.
|”ve come by, right as rain, every
nmornin’ since. Every tine | |eave,
it’s been with the thought that one
day we’'d get famliar.

JEAN E
Fam |iar?

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
| know where you cone from gqirl.
El derberry has a Sheriff. Stevens.
Good man. Good friend of mne.

Her expression turns from confusion to concern.



SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( CONT. )
Weather |ike this, it’d be a shane
for himto have to drive up here
and fetch you honme. Wiy, you' d end
up in that jail across the street
for least a week "til the roads
cl ear.

JEAN E
You wouldn't...

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
|’d be obliged. That’'s why I
t hought we mght find a reason it
don’t nmake no sense to call him
Try to find a way around sone of
the... uglier aspects of the | aw

Jeani e chews her bottomlip, puts the carafe down.
SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( CONT. )
Just think it through now. You know
the price of a good | awer? You’l
need sone |awerin for sure. G and
theft auto’s a big deal, great
state of Wom ng.

Beaten, she takes off her apron, daggers stare holes into
the Sheriff.

JEAN E
Eddy, |’ m going out for sone air.
| NT. SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH S CRUI SER - DAY
The cruiser rests in the back alley of the diner.
Bittersmth rel axes receiving oral sex, sips his coffee.
The car radio SQUELCHES to life with a femal e voice, FENNY.

FENNY (OS)
Josephus, you listenin ?

Jeani e, repul sed, raises her head fromBittersmth s |ap.

SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH
What the hell you stoppin fer?

He pushes her head back down, reaches for the wired handset.



SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Can't it wait, Fenny?

FENNY (OS)
No it can not, and you’'re not gonna
take that tone with ne.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Al right, all right. Ms.
Ll ewellyn | ock herself out the
house agai n?

FENNY ( OS)
Cdumis on his way to the Haudesert
farm Say’'s there’s a big problem

A YOUNG BUS BOY drags garbage to the dunpster, noticing
Jeani e’ s bobbing head. Bittersmth tips his hat towards him

SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH
Qdunf? What the hell’s he thinkin'?
He ain't Sheriff yet.

FENNY ( OS)
You best boogie up that way right
qui ck, sounded urgent.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Bittersmth don't boogie. 1'Il be
there in a bit, and Fenny, don’t
radi o ne for about five.

Bittersmth returns the handset to the dashboard. C osing
his eyes, he returns to the twi sted pleasure at hand.

EXT. HAUDESERT FARM - DAY

Bittersmth s cruiser struggles up the snow covered drive.
Waiting on the porch is DEPUTY ODUM (40), pal e, pacing and
FAY HAUDESERT (43), haggard and worn.

The Sheriff exits, cautiously treads to the pair. He tips
his hat to Fay.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Ma’ am Hear we got sone issue?

FAY
Gnen’ s gone...Burt’s killed.



ODUM
The daughter.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Yep, | know her...where’s Burt dead
at then?

| NT. HAUDESERT BARN - DAY
Odum | eads the trio to the entrance of the barn

The body of BURT HAUDESERT, (45), STANDS, the business end of
a pitchfork through the front of his neck, protruding clean
t hrough the back.

The handl e, abnormal|ly propped, bears his weight.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Fuck me runnin’...Sorry, nma’am ny
apol ogi es. Look at that...

Bittersmth noves closer to the body, notices the handl e of
the pitchfork wedged into a bullet hole on the wooden fl oor.

FAY
He’ s got ny daughter! Ain’tcha
going to go get her, kill that son
of a bitch?

The Sheriff | ooks away fromthe deceased.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH

Who's "he"?
FAY
Gal e G Wi n!

SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH
G Wi n?

ODUM
He hel ped Burt and the boy with
wor k over the sumrer. You know this
feller?

SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH
Know of him Red in the head |ike
the dick on a dog. Fay, do us a
favor, huh? Go fetch Gaen’s war nest
coat, sone boots fer her, too.

Satisfied with the prom se of progress, Fay | eaves.



ODUM
It is a site, ain't it?

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Well, he either done hisself in,
but a fuckin stupid way to do
it...or, hell, things had to be
just right.

ODUM
How s that ?

Bittersmth ignores the Deputy, his eyes scan the barn.

SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH
The wife didn't see nothin' ?

ODuUM
No. .. but she has a real hard on for
this G Wai n character.

The Sheriff turns his attention to the side door of the
barn, left slightly ajar.

CUT TO

EXT. SIDE OF BARN - DAY

A Blood trail runs along two sets of tracks fighting to
remai n visible against the hamrering snow. One, |arge boots,
the other smaller and barefoot.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
VWhere’'s the son?

ODUM
|...don’t know...didn't see him
didn’'t ask.

Bittersmth shakes his head with this ineptitude.

Odum follows as Bittersmth wal ks along tracks leading into
the forest.

Arriving at the corner of the barn, the Sheriff |ooks to his
left.

ODUM
Joe?



SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
"Joe"? We friends now?

ODUM
Oh, cut the shit! W’ ve got a body
and a mssin girl--

SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH
That ain’t all you got.

He points to two sets of snowrobile tracks, running parall el
the forest.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH

More than just us lookin for 'em
EXT. FOREST - DAY
Gale, still bleeding fromhis calf, stunbles through an

opening in the woods. He sees a | arge hone covered in
several feet of snow

Weat hered rocking chairs reside on the distant porch. A
rusty hatchet |eans against the stairs.

| NT. ABANDONED HOUSE - DAY

The smal|l axe SMASHES t he wi ndow. Expl odi ng gl ass | ands
inside the hone. Gale use the hatchet handle to clear the
shards. He squirnms his way inside.

Al is QU ET. Studying his surroundings, he notices the
house is fully furnished, as if the owner sinply vani shed.

He spots a fireplace, |ogs already set inside. Wncing,
he drops the small axe, grabs a novel from a nearby
bookshel f, "Mby D ck", and proceeds to rip out pages.

He places the paper in the hearth, strikes a match fromthe
mantel igniting the pages.

EXT. HAUDESERT FARM - DAY

Qdum stands on the porch, clunsily holding a girl’s coat
and boots. Bittersmth, irritated, snokes a pipe.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Want to go out and catch a
nmurderer, is that it? Start your
non-el ected career off right? So
where you think they at genius?



ODUM
Looks |i ke they took off through
t he woods there.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
You don’t say? But where they
goi ng? Who’s follow ng ’enf

The only response, a blank stare.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( CONT. )
She ain’t wearing shoes, one of
"em s bl eedi ng, fucking storm of
the century comng....

ODUM
Doc Coates’ pl ace...

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Doc’ s been dead two nonths, place
is enpty. Everyone in town knows,
gotta figure G Wain knows. Coates
had nore guns inside that place
than butter.

ODUM
| got help coming for you.
Coroner’s en route, too.

Bittersmth furiously sucks his pipe.

Anot her cruiser pulls in, failing to nake it up the drive as
t he heavy snow continues to punmel the countryside.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
That’'s ny hel p? Sager? He don’t
have the sense to pull his pecker
outta a hive of hornets!

Cdum unhitches the radio fromhis belt. DEPUTY SAGER (32),
beefy and bal di ng, dragging a reluctant bl oodhound, trudges
up the drive.

ODUM
Fenny. .. get Roosevelt over to the
Coat es’ house. Tell him he’ s gonna
need the bronco. He’s not to do
nothing "til | neet up with him

FENNY ( OS)
You run this past the Sheriff?

Bittersmth sml es.



ODUM
Goddanm t, Fenny, do it!

DEPUTY SAGER
Where’s the body at?

Odum points a pissed off finger towards the barn. Excited,
Sager heads in that direction.

Odum hol sters his walkie, turns his gaze to Bittersmth.

ODUM ( CONT. )

It’s your |ast damm’ day and that’s
not nmy fault. Tonmorrow this is ny
responsibility. W need prints off
the fork handl e. Photos before the
body’ s noved. You got to wite down
the widow s statenment. You got to
m nd the rules, Joe.

COdumi s stare down is disrupted by the YACKI NG of Deputy
Sager, still holding the dog’s | eash, as he throws up his
breakfast just outside the barn door.

Bittersmth, eyes still fixed on Odum shakes his head.

| NT. ABANDONED HOUSE - DAY

Wet clothes dry by the fire. Gale, shivering, linps to the
ki tchen wearing only boxer shorts.

Grimaci ng, he furiously opens cabinets, finding only plates,
gl asses and cof f ee nugs.

Under the sink he discovers a bottle of rum and cl eani ng
products. Unscrewi ng the cap, he snells the al cohol. Leaning
agai nst the sink, he dowses the rumover his calf wound.

The coagul ated bl ood nelts, l|eaving the skin clean and the
wound raw.

Scranbling through the cleansers, he selects a can of Lyso
and a roll of duct tape. He linps to the kitchen tabl e,
crashing down into a chair.

Grabbing a Bic pen fromthe table, Gale disassenbles the
guts, keeping only the holl ow exterior tube.

Fearfully, he janms the plastic into the open wound, hitting
the bone. Wth | arge pieces of duct tape, he secures the pen
shell to his calf.
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A swig of rum He proceeds to tear the cap and white nozzle
fromthe Lysol can.

Tentatively, he ains the nozzle nub into the open end of the
hol | ow pen tube, spraying Lysol directly into the wound.

A BLOOD CURDLI NG SCREAM r esonat es t hroughout the house.

Sweating, in agony, he runs his hands through his red hair.
His feverish eyes catch a glinpse of a cheap, vending
machi ne ring residing on his finger.

| NT. GROCERY STORE - NI GHT ( FLASHBACK)
SUBTI TLE FADES IN.  MARCH 25, 1971

GVNEN HAUDESERT, (16), ski nny and bl onde, awkward but pretty,
pl aces coins in a toy vendi ng machi ne.

Cranki ng the knob, retrieving her treasure, uncapping the
pl astic bubble, she is pleased with the ring inside.

FAY (0OS)
Ch, for Pete’'s sake, Gaen, you're
si xteen years old! what’'re you
doi ng buyin’ junk toys?

Gnen places the ring on her finger.

GVEN
There’s no age on what you |ike.

TWO TEENAGE BOYS wal k past,admring her beauty. Gaen returns
their attention.

FAY
OGren Haudesert!

GVEN
Make up your m nd, Monmma! Am | too
young or too ol d?

| NT. GROCERY STORE - LATER

Fay places groceries on the small register conveyor as the
overwei ght proprietor, MR HALLAS, tallies the itens.

MR. HALLAS
Ok, ladies, let's see, that's
twel ve ei ghty-eight.
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FAY
My Lord, just for canning supplies?

MR. HALLAS
Ch, | know you |ike bustin’ ny
chops every tinme, Ms. Haudesert.

The conversation continues but is drowed out by a LOUD HUM
only Gmen can hear.

FAY
Gaen. .. Gnen! What’s wong with you?
Let’s go, it’s alnost dark and you
know your daddy don’t like us |ate.

Confused, OGmen follows her nother, glancing back at M.
Hal | as ringing up another transaction.

EXT. PARKING LOT - N GHT

Fay places the supplies into the bed of a beaten pick
up. Owmen continues | ooking back at the storefront.

GNEN
Momma, he’'s in troublel

FAY
What’re you goin’ on about?

Gren’s long legs sprint to the store entrance.

| NT. GROCERY STORE - N GHT

As she enters, the two teen boys and several CUSTOVERS st and
around the fallen body of M. Hallas.

M SC. VA CES
Get an anbul ance! ... Looks |ike a
heart attack..Qur Father who art in
heaven. .. Help him

Gnen, stunned, stands apart fromthe gathered crowd. A
single tear rolls down her cheek. An arm appears, encircling
her shoul der.

FAY
Baby...conme on, ain’t nothin
neither of us can do for him
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EXT. SIDEWALK - DAY

Gnen wal ks with LI Z SUNDAY, (15), an early bl ooner with dark
hai r and doe eyes | ooking nmuch nore mature than her age.

LI Z
You didn’t kill him Gaen.

GVEN
| know that...but | knew he was
gonna die. It’s not the first tine,
Liz. I knew ny Pappy died before
Momma got the call, a full hour
after | heard the nusic.

LIz
Maybe you're a witch, |ike one of
t hem Manson girls. ..
GVEN
l"mnothin” like that! 1’ m never
tellin” you anything ever again!
LI Z
Sorry, it’s just, | don’t know,

wei rd. Cal got powers, too?

GVEN
My brother? He couldn’'t pour dog
piss froma boot if the directions
were right there on the heel.

A car slowy pulls up beside the |aughing girls.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( OS)
You two get over herel!l

Bittersmth | eans out the passenger w ndow, pipe in nouth.
The girls stop in their tracks.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( CONT. )
Don’t nmake ne get out of this
vehi cl e now.

Slowl y, they approach the car.
SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH ( CONT. )
School ain’t done for another forty
m nutes, why you two ditchin’ ?

Liz clears her throat, nervously | ooks to Gnen.
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GVEN
M. Norman brought a sol dier just
back fromVietnamin to talk to
everybody. Said anyone opposed to
listen” could leave...Sir.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Uh- huh. And you figure that since
your your big brother too dunb to
be drafted what that soldier has to
say don’t mean nuthin’ to you, is
that right?

Gmen | ooks down. He directs his attention to Liz.

SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH ( CONT. )
What’ s your story, girl?

Unabl e to answer, tongue-tied, Bittersmth continues.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( CONT. )
You can start with your nane?

LI Z
Liz...

SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH
Spit it all out now | can take
kids to the station, too.

LI Z
Li z Sunday.

SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH
Sunday. . .your daddy’s that hippie
comm e, lives up past you' re place,
ain"t that right?
He ains his pipe towards Gmen.

GVEN
Yes sir, she lives up by us.

Bittersmth opens the passenger door.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Gt in then.

The girls |l ook at each other. Cautiously, Liz enters the
car, placing her books on the fl oor.

Gaen inches closer to the open door.
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Bittersmth [ eans over and pulls the door shut, |eaving Gaen
on the sidewal k.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( CONT. )
Tell your ole’ man | said
hello. Gt along now.

The Sheriff puts the car in gear, pulls off.

| NT. SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH' S CRUl SER (MOVI NG) - DAY
Li z hugs the door as Bittersmth drives out of town.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
How ol d are you M ss Sunday?

LI Z
1’1l be sixteen July the fourth.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Ahh, a firecracker baby.

Dust flies fromthe tires as the crui ser approaches a tall
redheaded figure carrying a duffel bag. The site of Gale
GWinintrigues Bittersmth as he continues his

i nterrogation.

SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH
You gotta boyfriend yet?

As the vehicle passes, Bittersmth and Gale G Wain nmake eye
contact, each suspicious of the other.

LI Z
No, sir.

SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH
Where’ s your nonmma?

LIz
Don’t know...never known. It’s just
me and ny dad, was like that in
California, too.

Bittersmth looks in the rear viewto see Gale standing in
the m ddl e of the road watching the departing vehicle.

SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH
Cal | Forn | A and sixteen in
July....You ve done oral work, I
take it?
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LI Z
" mnot old enough to have a rea
job yet.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Hell, any girl old enough for
freckles is old enough.

Anot her farnmhouse, nore rundown than the first, approaches
on the right.

LI Z
That’ s nmy house, right there.

He speeds up passing the house, grabs her |eft forearm

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
| know you know how to use your
nmouth. Gt the fuck over here.

LI Z
No! God hel p ne!

She breaks his grip, the vehicle reaching 55 mles per hour.

SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH
God? You can’'t appeal to God cause
he don’t exist, darlin . Only God
in these parts is me. You had a
moma she’d tell you the same dam’
t hi ng!

Liz, too sacred to cry.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( CONT. )
| know all about that pinko daddy
of yours. Raised an uppity girl for
damm sure. The only way you're
going to enjoy your wetched life
is to accept the rules 'round here.

Sobbi ng, she bends, picks up her books.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( CONT. )
Fuck your attitude. Fuck god. Gt
with the program and drag your ass
over here now.

Liz flings her text books at his face, forcing himto slam
on the brakes. Imedi ately, she opens the door and runs off
into the woods.

Bittersmth smles, watching her run through the forest.
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EXT. HAUDESERT FARM - DAY

Burt Haudesert sits in the driver seat of an idle
tractor. H's son, CAL, (20), beefy, strong, confused,
stands before the open hood.

BURT
Al'l right now, |I’mgonna turn
it. You re lookin to jerk that
pul | ey.

CAL

The chain link |ookin" thing?

BURT
God damm’, boy, how many tines |
gotta show ya?

CAL
Daddy. . .

Burt | ooks over the hood fromhis perch to see his son’s
gaze focused not on the engine, but a stranger standing in
the distance at the nmouth of the driveway.

Both their eyes shift fromthe redhead to Gaen, wal ki ng
towards himfromthe direction of town.

CAL
You want ne to run himoff?

CUT TO

EXT. HAUDESERT DRI VE - DAY

GVEN
You | ookin’ for Burt?

GALE
| don’t know. | was told there
m ght be sonme work out here?

Gnen, still wal king, notices her father and brother
wat chi ng. She continues past the stranger, but keeps the
conversation going with no eye contact.

GWEN
Talk to the dunb one up there.

Gal e foll ows her gaze.
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GALE
VWi ch one?

GVEN
Take your pick.

Picking up his duffel bag, Gale follows Gwven up the drive.
CUT TO

EXT. HAUDESERT DRI VE - DAY

Gren wal ks silently past her brother and father as Burt
continues to try to start the tractor.

- GALE (0S)
| I -

Ceasing the task, Burt sits back in the driver’s seat.

BURT
You sniffin” out my daughter, boy?

GALE

No, sir. I'mGle GWin, just in
fromMnroe. |I'"’mlookin for work.

CAL
Monroe? Ain’t nothin’ up there but
a boy’ s hone.

Burt studies this redheaded stranger.

BURT
Know anyt hi ng ’ bout engi nes?

GALE
Yes sir, a bit.

The father nods to his son to step away from the hood.

Staring holes into Gale, Cal relinquishes his spot.
Gwen  watches fromthe kitchen w ndow.

Taking off his jacket, rolling up his sleeves, Gale buries
hi msel f under the hood.

Burt pulls out a cigarette, lights it up, smles at Cal.
Smoke storms fromhis nostrils |ike a dragon.
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GALE
Can you turn it over, sir?

The key is turned with a CLUNKI NG SPUTTER.

GALE ( CONT.)
G ve ’er gas qui ck!

Burt engages the pedal. The engi ne begins to purr.

BURT
Cal vin, go wash up for dinner

Cal storms off towards the farmhouse, noticing his sister
giggling frombehind the glass. He rips off his work gl oves
and throws them at the w ndow.

| NT. HAUDESERT BARN - DAY

Burt drops his cigarette butt into a coffee can, pulls out
his pack and |ights another. He offers the pack to Gale, who
silently declines.

Each man studi es the other.

BURT
So they say in town | could use
sone hel p?

GALE
Cook at the County Seat nentioned
so. |Is that not right?

BURT
Well, I don't think you was exactly
given a bum steer. Hell, Apri
first’s a week away, |’d be a damm

fool to think I could stay on
schedule with just the boy’'s help.

GALE
That’s your son?

Gal e | ooks towards the pens that hold the cows. Manure
overflows the floors.

BURT
Boy neans well, but useless as tits
on that tractor out there. He knows
it, hell, sounds |ike everybody at

the County Seat knows it, too.
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GALE
"1l work real hard. | just need a
chance. You'll see |I'm--

BURT

Boy, stop selling when you' ve sold.
| can’t pay nuch, but | can feed
ya, you can sleep up there.

Burt points to the |oft.

BURT ( CONT.)
M ght be cold now, but cone My,
especially June and July you'll be

real confy.

| NT. HAUDESERT BARN - MORNI NG

The barn door sw ngs open forcefully. Burt stands in the
doorway, noticing the area seens cl eaner.

He clinbs up the | adder to the |oft.
BURT
Let’s get crackin’ boy, we start
early 'round here.

Arriving on the top rung he sees only a well nade,
unoccupi ed cot .

GALE (0S)
Down here, sir.

Burt turns fromhis perch to see Gal e pushing a wheel barr ow
| oaded wi th manure.

EXT. HAUDESERT FARM - DAY - MONTACGE

Gal e continues to shovel manure fromthe cow pens,

stalls nearly clean enough for the Virgin Mary to eat off
of .

The guts of the tractor engine are torn apart, Gale hand
cl eans each conponent.

Cal struggles to keep up with Gal e stacki ng bal es of

hay. Burt watches fromthe porch, sipping coffee between
drags fromhis Pall Mall

Gal e feeds the pigs.

Cal and Gale collect eggs fromthe chicken coop.
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Sweating, but undeterred, Gale splits logs as a school bus
cones to a stop at the nmouth of the driveway.

Gren exits the bus, wal ks down the driveway. Gale places his
axe down.

END MONTAGE

GVEN
Where’' s everybody at?

GALE
Al of "emran to town. Burt said
you' d fix me a sandw ch

GVEN
That so?
Gale smles.
GALE
That’ s what he sai d.
GVEN
Uh huh....refrigerator’s in the

kitchen. Bread’'s in the box. You
don’t have hooks for hands.

She returns his smle, continuing to the house.

EXT. MAIN STREET - DAY

The Haudesert famly exit the hardware store carrying
suppl i es.

A crowd is gathered on the sidewal k, surrounding CH P
SUNDAY, (36), unkenpt and greasy with coal black hair.

On Chip's easel, a painting in progress depicting peacef ul
protesters standing their ground agai nst sol diers.

CH P
You can all help end this
craziness. Peace really is the only
answer. Acceptance.

The fam |y pauses to watch this hippie s act of civil
di sobedi ence.

SEWARD POUNDER, (43), a scrawny but hardcore patriot,
approaches Burt.
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SEWARD
Haudesert, you seein’ this?

Burt piles his boxes on top of Cal’s.

BURT
Cal vin, take your nomma back to the
t ruck.

Cal | ooks to the scrappy Seward.

SEWARD
Boy, you best listen to him

CAL
Conme on Monmma.

Burt lights a snoke as his son escorts Fay.

SEWARD
W ain't waitin® no nore. Them
fuckin® Wathernmen lighting a
bonb....in our nation' s capital ?

BURT
W wait. It’s not about going
somepl ace el se. This’s about
st oppi ng them comm es from com ng
here. Takin’ our houses and guns.

SEWARD
What the fuck’d you say? You think
you're runnin this outfit?

BURT
You think 1"mgoing to | et you get
the boys riled up for soneone
el se’s fight?

SEWARD
Sonmeone el se’s fight? You talking
i ke that hippie fag over therel

This comment draws the attenti on of several of the crowd,
i ncl udi ng Deputy Gdum

SEWARD ( OS)
These freaks need ol d fashioned
schoolin’. Gotta know enough to
support this country, not shit on
it. You gettin soft? Hell, I'1]
bet you don’t even know your girl
ski pped out on that soldier’s
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SEWARD ( OS)
speech the other day. Now, why
woul d that be?

This news visibly rocks Burt.

SEWARD ( OS)
Maybe her daddy’s a conm e, but he
hides it real well.

BURT
You best not be questionin’ ny
integrity Seward!

The crowd is now nore focused on this quarrel than Chip
Sunday’ s art. Odum approaches.

ODuM
Seward. Burt. W all good here?

They stand eye to eye. The SQUEAL of car brakes disrupts the
stare down. Sheriff Bittersmth slans his cruiser into park.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Al right, now everybody, nove

along. I nmean it now, skedaddl e.
CH P
I"’mwithin nmy rights, | have a

permt to paint outdoors.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Boy, you ain’t never asked nme for
t hat privilege.

The crowd disperses. Bittersmth grabs Chip by the scruff of
t he neck, throws himon the hood of the cruiser.

Qdum | eaves Seward and Burt in an attenpt to
intervene. Burt blows snoke in Seward s face and wal ks up
t he si dewal k.

ODUM
Joe, whoa! Wat’'re you doi ng?

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Deputy, you best get the fuck out
of here! The day | can’t handl e
some hi ppi e spoutin’ pinko
propaganda is the day |I take the
bri dge.

Bittersmith kicks Chip’'s |legs apart, forcefully frisks him
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SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( CONT. )
" m serious, don’t make nme repeat
nyself or you'll be doing Travis’
shit duties for the next year.

Odum turns, enters the hardware store.

CH P
Hey, man, | got ny rights!

SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH
Fuck you say? You're a crimna
boy, | ookie there!

Bittersmth throws a joint onto the hood.

SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH
I's that grass...dam. 1’1l bet both
winkled balls there’s a |lot npre
where that came from

He wheel s Chip around, now hunbl ed and docil e.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( CONT. )
Rel ax. W’'re gonna work this out.

Odum wat ches fromthe storefront w ndow.

| NT. CHI P SUNDAY’' S HOUSE - DAY

Liz prepares a sandwich in the kitchen, SING NG to an AM
radio blasting fromthe counter. Passing the wi ndow, she
sees her father’s VWvan ki cking dust up the drive.

Her indifference norphs into concern. A police vehicle
foll ows the van.

LI Z
Shi t!

She watches as Chip exits the van, waiting for Bittersmth,
who hands hima stack of text books.

The front door opens. Chip enters first with an insincere
smle. Bittersmth roughly wal ks past him

CH P
Li z, honey, the Sheriff found your
t ext books.
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SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH
Hey, darlin’.

Liz takes the books fromher father. Bittersmth enters the
ki tchen, opens the refrigerator, retrieves a beer.

CH P
Baby. .. Sheriff Bittersmth here
wants to talk to you---

SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH
In private. Let us be for a spell.

LI Z
Daddy?

Chip leans closer to his daughter.

CH P
| amso sorry about this. He wants
to take ne to jail. You' d end up in

a hone- -

SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH
Gt goin', boy. The girl and I got
a conversation to finish

Chip’s quivering |ips kiss her forehead. He exits the house.

Bittersmth takes a |l ong swig of Gennesee, offers the bottle
to the shaking girl. She shakes her head.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( CONT. )
Suit yourself.

He unbuckl es his pants.

Li z, confused, unsure, awkwardly kneels in front of him
head down, refusing to | ook at this nonster.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( CONT. )
Ch, no, Mss Lizzie. That ship done
sailed. Gt up.

She | ooks up, neeting the gaze of this vermn.
SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( CONT. )
Drop them gutchi es and bend over
that table there.

CUT TO
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EXT. CH P SUNDAY’ S HOUSE - DAY

Chi p wal ks towards his barn, places his hands over his ears,
whi npering. He slides open the barn door.

CUT TO

| NT. SUNDAY' S BARN - DAY
A large opening in the floor. He approaches the spot.

He gets down on one knee, places a foot into the nmouth of
the hole, finding a | adder rung. Slowy, he descends.

CUT TO

| NT. SUNDAY' S STUDI O - DAY

Hi s hand reaches for a pull chain. Light illumnates this
subt erranean st udi o.

Directly under the opening resides a work in progress: a
scul pture resenbling soldiers raising the flag at 1w Jinma.

In Chip's version, soldiers are replaced by a cross section
of housew ves, kids, flower children and Native Anericans.

The hi ghest part of the flagpole chiseled into a sharp,
GLEAM NG PO NT

| NT. HAUDESERT KI TCHEN - DAY

Fay cooks eggs and bacon for Burt, Cal and Gale, seated at
the table.

FAY
Burt, honey, this is about the |ast
of the bacon. Looks |like Getchen's
time’s about up, don’tcha think?

BURT
Gonna have to wait a bit. She's
still in heat. Do it now neat’ ||l be
so rank a dog’ll lick his ass to

rid the taste.

CAL
Time comes you gonna let nme do it?
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BURT
(to Gal e)
You ever kill an ani mal before?

GALE
No sir, not yet.

Burt nods.

BURT
There' s your answer, Calvin. Got a
man gotta break his cherry.

Fay places full plates in front of the nen.

FAY
Gren! Get down here you gonna m ss
t he school bus!

Gwen  hesitantly appears fromthe hallway. She quickly
enters the kitchen, opening the refrigerator in an attenpt
to hide her face.

FAY (0OS)
What you lookin for there?
Everything’ s on the table.

GVEN
| ain’t hungry.

CAL
Then get outta the fridge, dummy!

Burt chuckles, Gale’'s lingering gaze shifts fromthe
refrigerator to Cal, who notices his glare.

Real i zati on washes over Cal’s face....this redhead is soft
for his sister.

FAY (0OS)
What’s wong with your face?

Everyone’'s attention turns to Gmen, except for Burt.

Her face, red and swollen on the right side, her neck,
l[ittered with bruises the size of manly fingers, sloppily
covered with make up

GVEN
Stupid cat slept on ny face again.

| medi ately, Fay turns her back on her daughter. Burt
continues to ignore the conversation. Gale notices the body
| anguage of the players invol ved.



27.

CAL
And you call ne stupid! Any noron
woul d have a lick of sense to just
shut the bedroom door.

BURT
Al'l right, finish up now, that
field ain"t gonna tend itself.

Burt stands fromthe table. Cal follows his |ead, bolting
upwar ds, wi ping his mouth on his sleeve. Gale rises nore
slow y, stunned by what has just transpired.

EXT. HAUDESERT FARM - DAY

Burt drives the tractor, towing a large flat bed carrying
Cal and Gal e, each collecting bales of hay, stacking them
into large wal |l s.

Cal studies Gale, who in turn contenptuously studies Burt.

EXT. HAUDESERT PORCH - N GHT

Sitting on the porch swi ng, snoking, Burt takes a sw g of
whi skey fromthe bottle. Gale appears fromthe darkness.

Silently, he stands in the yard. Burt points to an enpty
chair. Gale ascends the stairs, takes the seat.

BURT
Son, why weren’'t you drafted?
There’s a war goin’ on, you know?

GALE
| plan to vol unteer soon, got sone
things | need to do first.

BURT
Here in Bittersmth? Lucky you
didn’t get selected then | reckon’

GALE
Fat her Sharps, he runs the hone, he
says there’s sone | aw about
drafting boys from hospitals,
or phanages and such.

Satisfied with the answer, Burt offers the bottle to Gal e.
He decli nes.
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BURT
| f you had a daddy he’'d tell ya
it’s proper to take a drink when a
man of fers.

Gal e accepts the bottle, takes a swig, grinmaces and coughs.

BURT ( CONT.)

Know anyt hi ng ’ bout The Wat her nen?
GALE

Sir?
BURT

A bunch of comm es runni ng around,
thinkin" they’'re too good for the
rest of us. Some runblin s they
gonna join with the niggers. Want
to straighten out our country.

GALE
Sounds like trouble to ne.

Burt takes the bottle back from Gale, another |ong chug.

BURT
Sone fellas fromthe | odge think we
shoul d put a stop to it.

GALE
You' re a Mason?

A drunken grin gives Burt the appearance of a rabid coyote.

BURT
| ama travelin’ nman, but those
aint the people I"'mreferring to.
Sone are, but not the asshole |I'm
referencin’. He's a mlitia man.

GALE
| mnot sure |’ m educated enough
about it to offer any type of
opi nion, sir.

Burt nods.

BURT
You know, we got somethin in
conmon, you and |. Don’t know mny
daddy neither. Well, that ain't
entirely true. I known himall ny
life, he just don’t know ne.
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Gale silently sits through a | ong pause. Burt’s thoughts
trail off, eyes |ooking up to the noon.

BURT ( CONT.)
Man's an verm n. Wul dn’ tve been
able to teach nme nothin' | didn't

| earn mysel f anyways.

From her second fl oor bedroom w ndow, Gamen listens to the
conversati on.

The voices of the nen suddenly becone nmuffled by a LOUD HUM
Gaen’ s pupils dilate.

CUT TO

| NT. HAUDESERT HOUSE - NI GHT

Gaen races down the stairs two at a tine, bolting through
t he kitchen where Fay, back turned, is tal king on the phone.

She bursts out the front door onto the porch.

CUT TO

EXT. HAUDESERT PORCH - N GHT

Startled by the sudden appearance of his daughter, Burt
drops the Jack Daniel’s bottle.

BURT
Goddanmit, girl, what the hell’s
wong wth you?

Confused, Omen realizes her father is now al one on the
porch. She | ooks to the barn to see Gale entering the
doorway, retiring for the night.

GVEN
l.
BURT
Get your ass back in the house!
GVEN
But. ..
FAY (0S)
Burt. ..

Burt and Gaen turn to Fay, standing in the doorway.
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FAY
That was your step sister on the
phone. Your nomm’'s passed.

He rum nates on these words. Takes anot her swall ow.

BURT
She weren’t never nothin’ but a
whor e anyways.

| NT. ABANDONED HOUSE - DAY ( PRESENT)

Gal e gets dressed, his clothes dried fromthe fire. He
throws nore wood fromthe pile into the flanes

He finds a notepad and pen on the coffee table. Pulling a
few dollars fromhis pocket, he lays it on the table,
scribbling a note.

He pl aces the paper back on the table, retrieves his rusty
axe and struggles to stand.

Dragging his injured | eg, he ascends the staircase to the
second fl oor.

A | arge gun cabi net beckons fromthe end of the hall
Li npi ng, he reaches the door, realizing it’s unl ocked.

For the first time, he sees the BLACK "X" on his forehead.
Di sgusted, he rubs it off with his sl eeve.

I nside he finds several rifles, shotguns and a revolver, as
wel | as enough ammunition to feed a small armnmy. He checks
the turret of the six-shooter...it’s |oaded.

Struggling with his injuries, he secures the gun into the
wai st of his pants.

| NT. ABANDONED HOUSE BATHROOM - DAY

He places the rusty axe on the toilet tank. An enornous,
free standing, sterile white vanity loons in front of him
Gale’'s dirty hand opens the | atch.

Hi s amazed expression turns to frustration, as his gaze
nmoves to his | eg wound.

GALE
Shit.
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I nsi de the vanity, every form of nedicinal equipnent rests
neatly on the shelves: syringes, bandages, |large jars of
medi cation, Mercurochrone, peroxide, gauze and tape.

A nedi cal bag reveals this house belongs to a doctor.

EXT. FOREST - DAY

Deputy Odum drags the barrel of his rifle through the snow,
al ong the path of nearly covered bl ood and footprints.

He turns to ensure the track made by the rifle remains as a
gui de back. The heavy snowfall works hard to ensure this
i mprovi sed breadcrunb attenpt is near futile.

The bl oodhound stops, |ooks up to Odum

ODUM
Get noving Ernie! | don't like it
anynore than you!

| NT. ABANDONED HOUSE BEDROOM - DAY

Spread out on the neticul ous bed are several of the found
firearms, nedical supplies and amunition.

Gal e opens the closet door, pulling out warm sweaters and
canoufl age hunting pants. A large footlocker rests in the
corner, begging his attention.

He linps to the trunk, opens it. Several dozen AN NMAL
TRAPS in various sizes. He shuts the |id.

EXT. HAUDESERT FARM - DAY ( FLASHBACK)
A rattlesnake, coiled and crazed, lies in wait.

Gal e feeds Gretchen, the nother pig living on borrowed tine.
Her babies foll ow her every step. Sonmber fromthe sight of
this swine famly, he closes the gate.

Gale wal ks fromthe pig sty towards the barn, carrying two
sl op buckets, oblivious to the snake just four feet away.

GVEN (0s)
|"d stop there if | was you.

Still walking, he smles in the direction of the
voi ce. Omen, stands near the fence, a pitchfork by her
si de.
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GV\EN
| " m seri ous!

Gal e stops.

GALE
| don’t have tinme for playin  now.

GVEN
And | don't have tinme to suck out
rattl er venom

She nods with her chin towards Gale’'s feet. Looki ng down,
seei ng the serpent, he tenses.

GALE
Holy shit!

GVEN
Don’'t nove now, not even an inch.

Frozen in place, sweat forns on his forehead, his eyes gl ued
on the snake slowy slithering towards his boots.

From her distance, Gmnen clutches the pitchfork.

In an instant, the tines of the pitchfork inpale the snake
to the ground. Gale | ooks up, Gwen still several feet away.

Uncer enoni ously, he stonps on the nortally wounded reptile.

GALE
How d you do that fromway over
t here?

GVEN

Spent all ny Iife on a farm girl
gotta learn to protect herself.

She approaches, takes one of the slop buckets from his hand.

She still wears the toy ring. She wal ks towards the barn.
Gal e | ooks at the crushed, bloodied rattl esnake.

| NT. BURT & FAY' S BEDROOM - NI GHT

The noon shines through the bedroom w ndow. Fay, |aying on
her left side faces the wi ndow, eyes open. The digital flip
clock rotates: "2:58 AM

Burt rises fromthe left side of the bed. Hurriedly, she
shuts her eyes as he exits the room

CUT TO
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I NT. GAEN S BEDROOM - NI GHT

OGnen i es awake, the gloved hands of her M ckey Muse al arm
clock point to twelve and three.

A CREAK on the floorboards in the hallway. She tenses.

Dimlight shines fromunder the closed door, slowy darkened
by the appearance of bare feet. The door sw ngs open.

I NT. MASON' S LODGE - N GHT

Dozens of ROUGH AND TUMBLE MEN take their seats in the snoke
filled room MJRMJRI NG anpbngst thensel ves.

Seward Pounder sits in the front row, across the aisle from
Burt, Cal and his hul king friend JORDAN, (19).

DEPUTY ROOSEVELT, (30), blue collar, ruggedly handsone in
uniform stands with Burt in front of the gathering.

DEPUTY ROOSEVELT
Now, | know we got us a divide in
how to proceed here. There’'s
unsanctioned tal k about us gearing
up with our Col orado brethren.

Seward Pounder nods in agreenent, as does a solid third of
the room

DEPUTY ROOSEVELT (CONT.)
Let ne stress that word,
unsancti oned. Seward, you got
sonethin’ to say, now s the tine.

Pounder stands, wal ks towards the front of the room his
eyes bore holes into Burt. He faces the congregation.

SEWARD
Brot hers, them groups outside of
Denver are true patriots, if | have
to say so nyself. They know
sonethin’ ain’t done, and done
qui ck, the Jews and the jigs are
gonna be the ones dictating the
future of this country.

APPLAUSE, as the minority of the roomtries to reinforce his
wor ds through pure nob m ndset. Burt stands.



BURT
Qui et down, now Shush it! You
numut s are too young to even

understand what’s going on. | hate
the darks and the heebs nore than
any of yal!

SEVWARD

Doubt that highly.

BURT
Boy, you even know any of those
Col orado fellers?

No response.

BURT ( CONT.)
Well, do ya ?

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( OS)
| know 'em al | .

Every head in the roomturns to see Bittersmth,
clothes, standing at the rear of the room

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( CONT. )
| ain’'t saying their right with
what they’ re plannin’, but I
certainly ain't saying they're
wrong neither.

SEVWARD
So what are you sayin' ?

Bittersmth pulls out his pipe, lights the bow,
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in street

taking his

time, too wise to let a piss ant |ike Seward Pounder get a

rise out of him

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Boy, ny famly's been callin’
t hi ngs since ny great granddaddy
named Bittersmth after hisself.
Let’s not forget who wears the ring
her e.

SEVWARD
|’d be nore likely to kiss a sow s
ass than to kiss your ring.

SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH
You don’t havta kiss it, but you
damm wel | need to know who owns it.
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SEWARD
You been throwi ng your wei ght
around this county nore than a bit
too long, Sheriff.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Seens we got sonme yahoos here with
gunption. Let ne tell you fellas
sonmet hin’ ' bout gunption. Hell,
|"ve heard tale of a drifter, conme
to town, quite some tine back now.
He thought he was ripe with
gunption. | renmenber himbeing told
to suck on a broom handl e, best he
got it wet as possible, too. Runor
has it one of our stand up
residents had a good heart, gave
this feller a mnute to pick off
any splinters so they wouldn’t give
hi m problens |later. That patriot
had to spend a week scrubbing the
shit off his knuckles, he rammed
that thing so far up that drifter’s
asshol e, so they say. Cone to think
of it, | seemto recall sonething
"bout all that was left of his
gunption was a pile of shit and
bl ood down the on the corner of
Al cott street.

SEWARD
Now what the fuck does that havta
do with our situation, Sherrif? You
threatin’ ne? You think these
men’ || stand for that?

Nonpl ussed, Bittersmth continues with his nonol ogue.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
| got one question fer y' all. Ever
seen a coyote take down it’s prey?
Cunni ng fuckin’ animals, coyotes.
They don’t pounce, they stalk.
Nut hi n” ever good came from rushin’
into sonethin’.

The nore intelligent nenbers of the roomunderstand this
anal ogy. Seward Pounder’s mnority begin to runble.

M SC. VA CES
What the hell’s that nean?...No
fuckin’ sense...shouldn’'t even be
here...pussy...soft old man.



Bittersmth puffs on his pipe.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Deputy....you on duty, boy?

Deputy Roosevelt easily reads between the |ines.

DEPUTY ROOCSEVELT
This unofficial neeting’s over. Go
on now, everybody go hone.

Hesitantly, the crowd rises, beginning to disperse.
again, face to face with Burt.

SEWARD
It’s startin’ already. Wat
happened to our right to assenbly?
You don’'t have final say on this.
The future of ny rights, yours to,
you dunb shit, rely on nen |ike us.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( OS)
You heard what the | aw sai d
Pounder? Gt goin’

Bittersmth stands behi nd Pounder, sucking his pipe.
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Sewar d

Seward | eaves as Burt |ocks eyes with Bittersmth, who

returns the gaze with a sl ow nod.

I NT. CLASSROOM - DAY

MR. SHUCKERS, (50’ s), stands in front of the classroom

MR SHUCKERS
Al right, everybody, | know you're
all itching to get out of here and

start your summer, but | feel
conpelled to rem nd you...we stil
have one full day of school.

The cl ass | aughs, including Gven who sits in the back

row. Liz, wearing a blouse two sizes too large for
nervously | ooks at her deskt op.

MR SHUCKERS ( CONT. )
We still have three nore students
who need to present their Haw horne
speeches. So let’s get this show on
the road, what do you say?

The teacher flips through his paperwork.

her,
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MR, SHUCKERS ( CONT.)
Ok, Ms. Sunday, the floor is yours.

Liz, flushed, slowy stands.

MR, SHUCKERS ( CONT.)
Whenever you’' re ready, Liz.

Cl ut chi ng her papers, she proceeds to the front of the room
She cl ears her voice, hands trenbling.

LI Z
| chose to wite about the
character of Pearl.

MR. SHUCKERS
Ni ce choice. W all renenber Pearl,
Hester Pryne’s daughter born out of
wedl ock? d ass?

BOY
(under hi s breath)
Bastard girl froma whore nomma.

The cl ass LAUGHS, breaki ng her concentration.

Concerned for her friend, Gmen silently notions for Liz to
present just to her.

LI Z
It wasn’t her fault. She didn’t ask
to be born.

MR. SHUCKERS
Interesting. So you think Pearl was
a victin?

Garen nods, trying to coach her, but something is
wong. Stains begin to appear on Liz s breasts.

LI Z
| just don’t think she deserved to
be born into a situation |like that.

M . Shuckers notices the stains as well. H's eyes neet
Gmven’s, the sole attentive student.

He cranes his neck towards the door, signaling Gwen to take
Liz fromthe classroom Gaen rises wthout hesitation.
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I NT. G RL’S RESTROOM - DAY
In the farthest stall, Gaen hol ds her sobbing friend.

GVEN
How do we nmake it stop?

LI Z
It’s going to stain!

Gnen bl ots her blouse with toil et paper.

GVEN
It won’'t stain, it’s only...

LI Z
Oh, God, everyone saw

GVEN
No one saw.

LI Z
M . Shuckers gawked at ny boobs!

GVEN
He’s a boob gawker. Yours, m ne.
Everything’s going to be fine. And
if he says a word, 1’1l Kkill him

Liz forces a smle. Gmen continues to bl ot.

LI Z
Can you do that?
GN\EN
Do what ?
LI Z
Kill sonmebody? Use your powers?

Gren feels sonething odd inside Liz’s bra as she tries to
negate the col ostrum

GVEN
| told you, it’s not like that. I
just know when, that’s all.

Gaen pulls two thin | eaves of cabbage fromLiz's bra.

LI Z
Dad said this would dry nme up.
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GVNEN
He knows?

The question goes unanswered as Liz begins to weep
harder. Gwnen hugs her tight.

GWNEN ( CONT.)
Can’t you press the mlk out?

LI Z
You rmake nore that way.

Gnen reaches into her pockets, pulling out coins. She places

themin the sanitary napkin dispenser. Retrieving the pad,
she repeats the process as the bell RINGS.

I NT. SCHOCOL BUS - DAY

Liz and Gnen sit in the |ast seat of the noving bus.

LI Z
Wiy would God let this happen?
GVEN
You coul d runaway, Lizzie.
LIz
WIl you go with nme?
GVEN
| can’t...
LI Z

It’s that redheaded boy, ain't it?
Gaen blushes. Liz nonentarily reverts to a typical girl.

LI Z (CONT.)
VWhat's he like, besides the hair?

GVEN
| don’t know...his joints are too
big. He works from sunup to
sundown, never really saying
not hi ng.

LI Z
Does he |ike you?

GVEN
|’ m not sure he |ikes anything but
food and | aboring. There's tines |



40.

~ GVNEN .
catch himlookin at nme. Not dirty,
I i ke when sonmeone hol ds a puppy.

Childishly, Liz smles in wondernent.

LI Z
1’11 bet you d runaway wi th him

| NT. HAUDESERT HOUSE - DAY

Gnen | ounges on the couch, a soap opera on tel evision, but
her attention focused outside on a |aboring Gale.

A KNOCK. She opens the door to reveal TWO YOUNG 3 RL SCOUTS.

G RL SCOUT #1
Hell o, Mss. Care to buy sone
cooki es to hel p support our troop?
They’'re only a dollar a box?

GWEN
| don’t know...what kind you got?

G RL SCOUT #1
Al kinds...we got peanut butter,
short bread..

GVEN

Let me see if | can find sone

noney.
Gnen trots up the stairs. The second, silent Grl Scout
nmesmerized by the drama unfol ding on the tel evision.
| NT. CAL’S ROOM - DAY
Gnen rifles through Cal’s unattended wallet left on his
dresser. Her eyes grow wi de with discovery.
EXT. HAUDESERT FARM - DAY

A seal ed Trojan condom |l ands at Gale' s feet.

GVEN ( 0OS)
Pick it up!

GALE
You don’t know what that's for.
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GVEN
| surely do, Gale G Wi n.
GALE
Where’ d you get it?
GVEN
Not tellin’.
GALE

| f your father saw you with that. ..

Gnen sniggers, retrieves the rubber. Wl king over to the
near by garden, she sits cross-legged, pulling a cucunber
fromthe earth.

GVEN
You watchin' ?

She rips the package open with her teeth,
clunmsily proceeding to roll the prophylactic over the
veget abl e.

Proud of her efforts, she holds the protected cucunber up
for Gale’ s inspection.

GALE

So now it won't get you pregnant?
| NT. HAUDESERT BARN - NI GHT
Gale tries to sleep in the loft, tossing, turning, covered
inaratty blanket. He pulls a tattered, well worn
phot ograph from his duffel bag.
A photo of a young, attractive redheaded woman. He studi es
the photo full of w stful wonder.

EXT. HAUDESERT FARM - DAY

Leadi ng GRETCHEN, the nother pig, via a rope, Gale sonberly
brings her to Burt standing by a blue child s wadi ng pool.

Burt, holds a pistol, a large knife strapped to his hip. A
wooden tripod neets at a point six feet above the pool.

BURT
That’ s good, just tie her up there.

Gale ties his end of the rope to a hook at the precipice.
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BURT ( CONT.)
Her e.

He hands Gal e a bl ack grease pencil

BURT ( CONT.)
Draw an X between her eyes.

The pig stares lovingly at Gale.
Gal e draws the mark on the ignorantly blissful sw ne.

Burt hands himthe pistol. Hesitantly, Gale cocks the gun,
aimng at the "X" on the ani mals head.

BURT ( CONT.)
You gotta get closer, boy. Need a
kill shot, not a crazy scanpering

beast with brains punping out.

Gal e inches closer to the docile pig. He places the barre
of the pistol flush against her head. Burt grins.

BURT ( CONT.)
Come on now, nice sos she don't
scare.

Gale turns his head, preparing to pull the trigger. He
| owers the gun.

GALE
| can't do it.

BURT
Can't or won't?

GALE
|’ mnot sure...both?

In one notion, Burt retrieves the pistol, BAM The pig drops
to the ground.

A matter of course, he pulls the knife fromit’s sheath.

BURT
Can’t be squeam sh anywheres in
this life, boy, ’'specially on a
farm Al right now, |et’s hoi st
her up and get to the guttin’.
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EXT. HAUDESERT PORCH - N GHT

Gale sits on the porch studying the noonlight in isolation.
A hard rain falls, lightening flashes across the sky, a ROAR
of thunder.

Hi s thoughts disrupted by a COMWOTI ON i nsi de.

GVEN ( 0S)
Calvin, stop it! | didn’t!

A THUNDERI NG CRASH echos fromthe |iving room
CUT TO

| NT. HAUDESERT HOUSE - NI GHT

Cal has Gwen pressed against the living roomwall, his hands
gripping her frail biceps.

CAL
Slut, I know you took it!

GVEN
VWhat would | want w th sonet hi ng
like that?

GALE (08)
Let her go!

Cal, still securing his sister, turns.

CAL
You having your way with her,
ai n’tcha boy!

GWEN
Stop it! Get your hands offa ne!

GALE
| said | et her go!

Ginning the smle of the powerful, Cal punches Gaen in the
stomach. Wth the grace of a lion, Gale pounces.

Bot h nmen | ocked, hands around the throat of the other. Gaen
slunps to the floor, holds her stomach, gasping for air.

Lanps CRASH from end tables. Pictures PLUMVET off walls.

Fay appears in her ni ghtgown.
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FAY
Stop it! Both of you!

The brawl continues, Gale gains the upper hand.

Fay tends to her daughter, still slunped on the floor in
pai n conbi ned with anger from her nother’s concern.

Burt, wearing only boxer shorts, stunbles bleary eyed down
the stairs carrying a shotgun.

Enraged, Gale hammers fists into a bl oody-nout hed Cal

The butt of the rifle CRASHES into the back of Gale' s skull
forcing himto crunple onto his victim Holding his head, he
rolls over onto his back.

BURT
What the fuck you doin’, boy?

GALE

(gaspi ng, grinmacing)
He hit her..

BURT
(to Cal)
What the hell you do that fer?

Cal slowy stands, blood pouring fromhis face. He | ooks to
his father, then to his sister still cowering on the floor.
He delivers a solid KICK to Gale’s chest.

BURT ( CONT.)
You best answer ne!

CAL
(hesitantly)
She took sonethin’ of m ne.

BURT
| know she didn't take the sense
God never gave ya! What she take?

Gren | ooks to her brother, silently pleading for conpassion.
CAL
He’'s balling her, daddy...took a
rubber outta ny wallet, too.

Burt’s bl oodshot eyes shift into slits. He turns his
attention to Gaen. Confusion turns to anger, then jeal ousy.
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BURT
CGet up boy!

Hol di ng his chest, half bent over, Gale stands.

GALE
It’s not like that---

The business end of the rifle imrediately appears directly
on Gale’'s chin.

BURT
You think I’m stupid, son? | give
you work, neals...this how you show
your appreciation?

GVEN
Daddy, that ain't true!

Burt and Gale, eye to eye.

BURT
You shut your dirty cocksucker,
girl! Right nowthis here s between
me and him

CAL
Shoot himin the pecker, daddy,
that’ Il teach him

BURT

Ain’t nobody asked for your two
cents, Calvin!

Burt noves the barrel up to Gale’ s forehead.

BURT ( CONT.)
| shoul da known. ..l et a bastard
intony famly...trying to take
what’s mne...tell ne...who's
around to miss ya if | kill you
right here, right now, feed your
carcass to the hogs..

Careful ly, Fay approaches her husband.

FAY
Burt...we don’'t need this...you
don’t want this kind of trouble.
Even if nobody’d find out, these
things can stay with a man

Gnen watches Gale intently, as if she is waiting to hear the
precognitive HUM ... not hing.
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He lowers the rifle.

BURT
| want you outta here first thing
in the nornin .

Gal e sol enml y nods.

BURT ( CONT.)
Next tinme | see you sniffin’ round
nmy property |’ m gonna shoot you
dead. Understand what |’ve told ya?

Wt hout | ooking at Gwen, Gale slowy wal ks past Burt and
exits the hone.

| NT. HAUDESERT BARN - NI GHT

Standing in the barn entrance, his duffel packed, Gale
wat ches the storm Heavy wi nds whip twi gs and debris across
his field of vision.

He | ooks towards the house in pitch bl ackness. Lightening
momentarily illumnates the yard, providing a glinpse of a
figure running towards the barn carrying...sonething.

He drops his bag, preparing to defend hinself.

As the figure gets closer, another burst of |ightening
reveals Gaen carrying a sack

GWEN
What’re you doin’?

She enters the barn, soaking fromthe rain, feet nuddy and
bar e.

GVEN ( 0S)
You're not thinking to | eave
toni ght, are you?

BURT
| can’t stay here. You shouldn't be
here either...you gotta git.

GVEN
It’s ok, he’s drunk, asleep.
brought you sone food to take.

GALE
What | nmeant was you shoul dn’t be
living here. | saw himpunch you---
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Gaen opens the bag to show himbiscuits, rolls, fruit and
| eftovers.

GALE (CONT.)
---and | swear when he talked to
you |ike that, you' re daddy...]|
could ve killed him

She | ooks up fromthe burlap to his eyes, smling, seeing a
different breed of man than she is accustoned to.

GVEN
Why are you here? Wiy of all pl aces
did you end up here?

GALE
| didn’t end up here, | set out to
cone. | got sonethin’ needs done.
GVEN

What could nake Bittersmth
Wom ng so i nportant to anyone?

GALE
That ain’t your concern.

GVEN
You want to know what | think, Gale
G wain? No, let ne tell you what |
know i s true.

New enotions flood over Gale. Hi s ruddy conpl exi on becom ng
even nore fl ushed.

GWNEN ( CONT.)
What ever brought you here...it
brung us together, too. You know
that, don’t you?

Hearing these soft words, Gale opens his nouth to respond,
but not hing comes out.

Gently, he takes the burlap sack from Geen’s hands, lays it
on the ground near her nuddy feet. She trenbles, not used to
sincerity froma man

H s fingernails, holding a day’s worth of dirt, the hands,
rough and cal | oused, gently nove wet hair from her face.

He | eans in, awkwardly kisses her, then pulls back.
Her eyes smile to his. She turns her gaze upwards, then back

to neet his. She lifts her eyes to the loft. He follows her
gl ance with sudden, silent understandi ng.
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CUT TO

| NT. HAUDESERT BARN - MORNI NG
Gale’s eyes flutter open, as he awakes in the |oft...al one.

GALE
Shit!

Bolting up, he shakes hay fromhis clothing, gathers his
duffel and descends the | adder. He notices his left hand on
t he rung.

Residing on his ring finger: a cheap, plastic, toy ring.

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - DAY
Gal e wal ks with purpose, his duffel across his shoul der.
A Deputy cruiser pulls alongside him

DEPUTY ROOCSEVELT (0S)
Hey son, need a lift?

Gal e continues to walk as the cruiser slows to his pace.

GALE
No t hanks.

DEPUTY ROOSEVELT
You that young guy Burt hired to
hel p out, ain’tcha?

GALE
Yes sir.

DEPUTY ROCSEVELT
Hell, son, I'’ma good friend of the
Haudesert’s, get in.

| NT. DEPUTY ROOSEVELT' S CRU SER (MOVI NG - DAY

Sitting in the passenger seat, Gale clutches his duffel,
staring strai ght ahead.

DEPUTY ROOSEVELT
Yeah, nme and Burt, pretty nuch
known each other all our I|ives.
He’ s a good nan.

Gale turns in disbelief to the oblivious deputy.
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DEPUTY ROOSEVELT ( OS)
He’ s al ways been there when
needed sonethin’, not that | ever
needed much, I'mtalking |ike
advi ce and stuff. | never was any
good at nmenori zing thing. He hel ped
me figure out a way to recall ny
Masoni ¢ Catechi sms. Never thought
|"d be able to do it, but no sir,
Burt was there for ne. He ever talk
to you ’'bout joining?

GALE
He seened nore focused on the
mlitia.

DEPUTY ROOSEVELT
He told you ’bout that?

GALE
Not rnuch, just asked ne what |
t hought about the Negros and the
comm es causing trouble. Told him
" mgoing to enlist soon.

DEPUTY ROOSEVELT
That right? Good for you son! W
coul d use nore boys |ike you,
fellers that take actual with pride
in their country.

As the car enters town, Gale sees a weat her beaten sign:
"Haynes Autonotive Help Wanted".

GALE
Mnd if you |l et me out here?

Roosevelt cranes his neck to see what caught Gale' s eye. He
pulls into the enpty garage |ot.

Gal e opens the door as Roosevelt bends down |evel to the
open passenger w ndow.

DEPUTY ROOSEVELT
You're a good man, son. Gale,
inini’t?

GALE
Yes sir, Gale G Win.

DEPUTY ROOSEVELT
Well, you need a ride back to
Burt’s you just flag ne
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DEPUTY ROOCSEVELT
down. Anything else, just let ne

know

| NT. ABANDONED HOUSE - DAY ( PRESENT)

Exhausted fromhis struggles, Gale sleeps restlessly on the
sofa, encased in a |ong afghan.

The flanmes in the fireplace attenpt to fight off the w nd
and snow swirling in fromthe broken w ndow.

A figure appears blocking the hearth. A boot kicks Gale
roughly in the |eg.

VO CE (CS)
Get up, rmnurderer!

Gal e opens his eyes to see Deputy Roosevelt standing in
front of him pistol ainmed directly at the fugitive.

Painfully he attenpts to rise fromthe sofa.

DEPUTY ROOSEVELT
Sit down you son of a bitch!

Silently, Gale conplies.

DEPUTY ROOSEVELT ( OS)
Murder. Breakin and entering.
Ki dnappi ng. Were’s the girl?

Gal e | ooks around, attenpting to recall what has transpired.

GALE
| didn’t kill nobody. | had to get
outta the storm |’ m paying ny way.

He nods to the notepad and crunpl ed noney on the coffee
tabl e.

The gun still set on Gale, he bends down and picks up the
pad.

DEPUTY ROOSEVELT
"To who evers house this is, | took
sone rum Lysol and plan to eat
somet hi ng. Al so burned a book to
get a fire started. Here’s all the
noney | have on ne. Gale
Gwin." WlIlIl, now a
consci entious killer.
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Roosevelt cocks the gun.

DEPUTY ROOSEVELT ( CONT.)
You got three seconds to tell ne
where Burt’s girl is, boy.

Gal e’ s eyes dart, contenplating his predicanent.

GALE
Hol d on a second, you don’t
under st and- - -

DEPUTY ROOSEVELT
One. ..

There is no way of rationalizing with this man.

GALE
---1 didn’t kill Burt...couldn't
never harm Gaen, neither---

DEPUTY ROOSEVELT
Boy, you best shut up and start

tal kin'!
GALE
You gonna shoot nme no matter what,
ain’ tcha?
DEPUTY ROOSEVELT
Thr ee!

BANG A pistol shot. Deputy Roosevelt crunples to his knees,
dropping his firearm

He falls face down onto the coffee table, blood drips from
his forehead onto the notepad.

Bill owi ng snoke froma hole in the afghan. Gale throws the
covers back to reveal the snoldering barrel of the earlier
found pistol.

GALE
Shit...

CUT TO

Atable linen is pulled roughly fromthe dining roomtable
causing a bow of rotten fruit to CRASH to the fl oor.



52.

EXT. ABANDONED HOUSE - DAY

Wth trenendous difficulty, Gale drags the w apped body

t hrough the snow. Arriving behind a wood pile, |ogs stacked
to a height of six feet, he |ooks around.

Enornous drifts continue to build as the storm worsens. In
t he distance, he glinpses Roosevelt’s cruiser, the cherry
top lights trying to peek fromthe snow.

He unw aps the tabl ecl oth, searches the corpse’s pockets.

| NT. DEPUTY ROOSEVELT S CRU SER - DAY

CRUNCH. . . RIP...CRUNCH. The driver door finally flies
open. Gale thrusts hinself into the seat, starts the car.

In gear, the vehicle refuses to cooperate, snow encased
around all wheels. He sinks his head to the steering wheel.

A LOUD STATI C CRACK shakes himback to reality.

ODUM ( 0S)
Roosevel t ? You got your ears on?

Gal e picks up the portable radio fromthe passenger seat.

ODUM (OS) (CONT.)
Bittersmth, you listen ?

SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH ( OS)
|’ m here, what you got?

Bittersmth s voice causes Gale’'s eyes to harden.

CUT TO

EXT. FOREST - DAY

OoDuM
The dog found her.

Qdum stands over Gaen’s |ifeless body, half covered in snow,
| ayi ng on her back under a tree.

Her left foot wapped in a nmakeshift denimshoe. Her hands,
fol ded over her bl oody chest, just under the handle of a
| arge knife.
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SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( CS)
Vel | ?

ODuM
You best talk to her nother.
Coyot es m ght not |eave nothing for
an open coffin if | don't stand
wat ch. Send Sager up here with a
snowmobile. Tell "emto try to
follow ny tracks.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( OS)
Fuck...figured as nuch.

ODUM
This is one vicious bastard. Looks
| i ke he beat the hell out of her,
face all swollen up

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( OS)
Think | see a toboggan here, 1’1
send it with him

ODuM
Joe...sonethin’ else. She got a
kni fe plunged in her chest, but her
hands, they’'re all folded up Iike
she was prepared by the undertaker.

CUT TO

| NT. HAUDESERT BARN - DAY

Bittersmth stands in front of a rusted toboggan in the
corner of the barn. Deputy Sager assists the coroner placing
Burt’s body bag onto a gurney.

SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH
Her eyes, they open or closed?

ODUM ( 0S)
Cl osed.

CUT TO

| NT. DEPUTY ROOSEVELT' S CRU SER - DAY

Gal e holds his head in his hands listening to his pursuers.
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SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( OS)
You listen to ne, now. This G Win
ain't got nothing to | ose. He needs
put down, no question ’bout
it. You understand ne? Roosevelt,
you best be listenin’ to that, too.
Take that son of a bitch down.

He turns off the ignition, exits the vehicle.

EXT. FOREST - DAY

Qdum sl unps down, turns his radio off, hangs his head as
Erni e, the bl oodhound al so decides it's tine for a break.

| NT. ABANDONED HOUSE BEDROOM - DAY

DARKNESS. Light breaks through to reveal Gal e standing
overhead. He reaches down, retrieving... sonething.

| NT. HAUDESERT HOUSE - NI GHT ( FLASHBACK)

Gaen | ays on her bed, headphones on, neticul ously cutting
paper pink hearts with large scissors, totally oblivious to
t he conversation occurring on the porch bel ow her w ndow.

CUT TO

Burt slugs a Schlitz, sitting on the porch sw ng, holding
court with Cal and his mlitia friend Jordan.

BURT

You boys know this needs done?
JORDAN

Yes sir, we won't |let you down.
BURT

Yeah, well, you two ain’t gonna

j ust be meking nme proud, you
understand that? This decision is
bi gger than me. Al great nmen got
that way by their actions.

CAL
We got this, daddy. Wen?
BURT
Gve it a week, maybe two. | don’t

need to know '"til it’s done.
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The three silently study each other, unspoken understandi ng.

BURT ( CONT.)
Alright then. Cal, take the truck.
M ght find sonme whi skey under the
seat. Yous two go out and chase
tail tonight, nake sonme nenories.

| NT. HAUDESERT HOUSE - NI GHT

Cigarette dangling fromhis nouth, Burt wal ks into the
house. Fay dozes on the sofa, an episode of "lronside" on
t he tel evision.

He wal ks to the set, increnentally increasing the volune,
checking to see that his wife is still sound asl eep.

I NT. GAEN S BEDROOM - NI GHT

Layi ng on her stomach Gaen smiles, headphones still in
pl ace. Her nose winkles, a scent she knows all too well.

Burt stands in the doorway, admring his daughter’s colt
| i ke appearance. He cl oses the door.

Gnen retreats to the headboard of the bed, the headphones
fall to her neck.

GVEN
This is wong.

BURT
That’'s a rel ative opinion.

GWEN
You better never cone for ne again.

BURT
You don’t |ike what |’ ve been
gi ving you? Liked it enough when we
started. Cane on real strong. Now
you changi ng your mind. That it?

Burt crosses the room noving towards the bed.
GVEN

| never liked it. Don’t cone any
cl oser!
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BURT
O?

She cl utches the scissors.

GVEN
"1l cut you!
BURT
Cut nme? Bitch, I'Il kick your

little hind end up through your
shoul der bl ades.

He takes the scissors fromher trenbling hand, places them
back on the night stand. Sits on the bed. H s | arge hand
grabs her thigh.

BURT ( CONT.)
| see...sone suitor cone in,
younger than nme. You thinkin he's
the one, he’s gonna treat ya good,
make ya cun? Grl, ain’t nobody
knows you or your pussy better’n
me. Nobody ever gonna.

GWEN
You know she snells you on ne.

He caresses her hair.

BURT
Don’t you worry none about your
nmonmma, she knows she got it good.

He leans in to kiss her. Gven SPITS in his face. He smles,
face dripping. Burt buries his head into her chest, w ping
the spit over her young breasts.

Smiling, he raises his face to hers. He SLAPS her soundly
across the face.

| NT. HAYNES AUTOMOTI VE GARAGE - DAY

A grubby garage corner set apart with a shower curtain.

Behind the curtain, Gale sleeps on a cot, under a paint
st ai ned novi ng bl anket.

The ROLL of a | arge garage door. HAYNES, (40's), a happy to
be alive grease nonkey, enters carrying two m smatched nugs.
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HAYNES
Wakey, wakey, eggs and bakey.

Shirtless, Gale sits up, rubs his eyes, the toy ring
prom nent on his finger. He accepts the coffee.

GALE

Don’t | ook |ike bacon and eggs.
HAYNES

vell, it’ll hafta do. 1’1l buy

lunch at the County Seat |ater.
GALE

Thank you.

Haynes pulls an overturned bucket to the cot, sits down.

HAYNES
Boy, | gotta tell ya', | don’t know
how you ended up on ny doorstep al
t hem weeks ago, but it couldn’t of
cone at a better tine.

GALE
Vell sir, | was always taught
things tend to work out.

HAYNES
| " m serious, now. Wrd was goi ng
"round all four counties if work
needed done, don’t take your truck
to Haynes’, won't get it back for a
nmont h, and that was true, only so
much one man could do. Ain't no one
wants to |l earn the nechanics of
bei ng a mechanic no nore....and
then, just |ike Heaven opened the
gates and dunped you out fer
cl oggi ng the commobde, you show up.

GALE
That wasn’t ne, was franed by
Gabriel hinself.

Haynes chuckl es solidly.

GALE ( CONT.)
| " m serious, those angels crap big!

He | aughs even harder, the belly encased in his too small
grease stained junpsuit, rolls heartedly.
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| NT. THE COUNTY SEAT - DAY

Jeanie The Waitress places two plates of burgers and fries
in front of Haynes and Gale sitting in a w ndow boot h.

JEANI E
There you go fellas, you just |et
me know i f you need anything el se.

She winks at Gale, who nervously | ooks down to his food.
Sm ling, Jeanie wal ks away.

HAYNES
Looks |i ke you got a fan.
Gal e st ands.
GALE
Gotta go nake sonme room
HAYNES
Qut with the old, in with the new,
huh?
GALE

Don’t take none of ny fries, now

He departs. A bell hanging fromthe entrance door CLATTERS
as Cal and Jordan enter, taking a seat at the counter.

Haynes savagely eats his burger as Cal approaches the booth.

CAL
Hey Billy:.

Sm | ing, Haynes | ook up.

HAYNES
What’' s going on there, youngster?

CAL
Lookin’ to bring Daddy’'s truck
in. Jordy and | had a little too
much fun a few weeks back, ass
ended it into a tree.

HAYNES
Now how the hell’d you do that?

CAL
Wi skey, how el se? Crushed the
whol e tail gate, both rear lights
bust ed, too.
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HAYNES
Well, drop her off tonight, gotta
new guy. We'll get you fixed up.

CAL
Can’t, got sonething to do tonight,
"1l bring it by tonmorrow or ---

Gal e reappears, taking his seat. Cal is stunned to see him

HAYNES
Speak of the devil. Cal, this
here’s Gale G Wain. Seens Calvin
busted up his daddy’s truck out

drinki ng.

GALE
That so?

CAL
Yeah...well...tonorrow t hen.

Cal returns to the counter. Gale pushes his plate
away. Haynes, nouth full of meat and bun | ooks on confused.

HAYNES
What ?

| NT. HAYNES AUTOMOTI VE GARAGE - NI GHT

Sitting in his corner, curtain closed, Gale again studies
t he photo of the redheaded woman. He plays with the toy
ring, spinning it on his finger.

HAYNES ( OS)
Knock, knock.

Gale pulls the curtain open.

HAYNES
Hope | ain’'t interrupting nothing.
Need you to run over to Seward
Pounder s j unkyard.

GALE
Toni ght ?

HAYNES
Right now Can't get himon the
phone, but he'll be there. He's
gotta a fifty Chevy he’s got
stripped, | need that alternator.
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| NT. HAYNES' TRUCK (MOWVING - N GHT
Driving down a country road, Gale signals left.

A speedi ng pickup truck appears fromthe upcomng left turn,
maki ng a sharp right turn approaching Gal e.

Nearly clipped by the wild pickup, Gale |ooks into the side
view mrror. This departing truck has a smashed in gate and
two broken tail |ights.

EXT. SEWARD POUNDER S JUNKYARD - NI GHT

The truck door opens. Gal e approaches the cl osed garage.
LOUD MJSI C emanates frominside. Light shines through the
grease on all six tiny garage w ndows.

Gale pulls a chain, CLANG NG a |large bell. No response. He
KNOCKS on t he garage door.

GALE
M . Pounder ?

He KNOCKS agai n, nuch harder.

GALE ( CONT.)
M . Pounder, Billy Haynes sent
me. Said you got an alternator fer
me?

Still no response. Gale wipes a window with his sleeve,
peers into the garage.

Swi nging froma noose, the lifeless body of Seward Pounder,
face purple, neck hanging by an industrial extension cord.

| NT. GVWEN S BEDROOM - NI GHT

Laying in her bed, lights on, Gaen reads "The
Qutsiders". Her eyes glance to the bedroom door, the | ock
secur ed.

PING .. PING .. her attention turns to the wi ndow. She ri ses,
opens the windowto find Gale, pacing nervously.

GVEN
(whi speri ng)
| knew you’ d cone back



GALE
(whi speri ng)
Meet ne in the loft?

| NT. HAUDESERT BARN - NI GHT

They | ay,
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snuggled in the loft. Gwen, blissfully nuzzled
across Gl e’'s chest.

GVEN
| don’t care about Seward Pounder,
| just want to | eave with you,
right now, why can’'t we?

GALE
W will, but | told you, not yet.
GVEN
| can’t take it no nore here...you
don’t understand...|l’mdying...he
t akes everything fromne. | know

you know, you know everything ' bout
me, don’t you?

GALE
Yes. ..

GVN\EN
W’ re connected, nme and you...|
ain"t never felt that before.

GALE
Sane here.

GVEN
Then why can’t we go?

GALE
| told you, we will. Soon.

He touches her face.

GALE (CONT.)
| promise. I'"'mgoing to take you
away fromhere. W' Il get married
proper, go anywhere in the world.

GVEN
You going to be held to that
prom se, Gale G Wain. \Were we
gonna go?



GALE
Not sure...anywhere, | guess.

GVEN
Mexi co!

Gal e | ooks at her, daydreami ng on his chest.

GVWEN ( CONT.)
No, wait! Canada.

She thinks for a nonent, nods her head.

GVEN ( CONT.)
Canada. ..definitely.

GALE
Wiy we gotta go to a whol e new
country.

GVEN

Just cause you're born here don’'t
nmean you can’'t | eave.

SILENCE, both lost in their thoughts of the future.

breaks the quiet, disturbed.

GVEN
This thing you gotta do, can
hel p?

GALE

You can’t. It’'s somethin’ for
me...for ny nonmma.

GVEN

| thought you didn’t know her?
GALE

Didn't say that. | never net her,

that don’t nmean I don’t know her.
Gaen props herself up. Kisses Gale tenderly.

GVEN
Don’t get involved in this hangin’.
Ain’t none of our business. Just do
what you need to so we can | eave.

GALE
(smling)
To Canada?

62.

Gnen
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| NT. SEWARD POUNDER S GARAGE - DAY

Bittersmth snokes his pipe studying Seward Pounder’s
hangi ng corpse. Deputy Odum wal ks around the body.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Boy, you on work rel ease. Wiy’ d you
even call this in? Coul da’ been
three states away by now.

BRADY, (40’ s), a skittish, balding man with | ong hair down
the sides, tall enough to hunt geese with a rake, stands at
a distance fromthe | awren.

BRADY
Now i f | woul da done that you'd be
thinking I didit...right?

ODuUM
D d you?
BRADY
Hell, no! Seward treated ne |like a

brother, offering ne a job, helping
me get tinme cut off ny

sentence. No sir, he was a good
man.

This comment produces a chuckle fromBittersmth.
Qdum focuses on a stool resting perfectly under a workbench.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
So you was soft on ole Seward?

BRADY
| don’t quite follow...

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
You cane in this nornin, first
thing you said, birds chripin
aint that right?

BRADY
Yep, sane as al ways.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
You see Seward |i ke a dead chi cken,
call us...which phone did you use?

BRADY
Unh...that one, right over there.

Bittersmth | ooks at his watch: "TEN AFTER TEN'.
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SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Prison van dropped you off ’bout
ten til nine. I known Henry for
years, punctual that feller

BRADY
(nervously)
Yeah....he’s a good one too.
SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Brady, ya see, |'’mpretty punctual,
too. We cone right out as soon as
Fenny got the call, ain't that

right, deputy?

Odum trying to visualize how Pounder could have commtted
this supposed solitary act, responds w thout | ooking up.

ODUM
Didn't even finish my coffee.

BRADY
Hold on now, | didn’t do this. Like
ya said, why would | even a called
it in?

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Hel |, boy, | know you too dunmb to
do this yourself. Deputy, go get
the fingerprint kit.

Deputy Odum exits the garage.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( CONT. )
Know what’s on a garage phone,
Brady?

Brady blinks, confused.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( CONT. )
Grease. Your grubby prints should
be all over that dial. Now, you
want to tell me what you stole from
t he house?

BRADY
Stole? I ain’t got nothin” on ne!

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
| know you ain’t got nothin’ on ya,
you skinny bastard, but | guarantee
| ain’t gonna find your
fingerprints on that phone. | wll,
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SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
however, bet ny full nut sack

they’'re all over the house phone.
The convict stutters, shifts fromside to side.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( CONT. )
Boy, I’mnot gonna fuck with you
all day. | say the word and you
spend the rest of your |ife jacking
off to a concrete wall. Once a
thief, always one. Wiere’'d you put
the stuff you keifed?

Odumreturns with the kit.

BRADY
(crestfallen)
Bl ue nustang, bel ow the spruce.
Coupl e guns. Little cash. Fifty
bucks. That's all.

Bittersmth pulls his pipe fromhis clenched teeth.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
CGet him back to the pokey.

BRADY
Wait a mnute now, | got just over
a year left...l called it in...

OQdum cuffs the crimnal.

ODUM
Let’s go.

He escorts the dejected, skinny thief into the back of the
cruiser. Bittersmth slides the stool Odum was studying
cl oser to the hangi ng body.

Once in place, he kicks it over. The returning Odum sees
what is transpiring.

SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH
Sui ci de. Shane. Call the coroner
out here, tell himl said so.

ODUM
Sheriff...it’s not...

Bittersmth turns, wal ks towards his vehicl e.
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ODUM ( CONT. )
Wul dn't there be a note or
sonet hi ng?
Wt hout | ooking back the Sheriff holds a piece of paper up.

SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH
Sl oppy work, boy. Don’t know how
you mssed it.

He starts the engine, pulls out, tires spitting gravel.

I NT. HAYNES AUTOMOTI VE GARAGE - NI GHT

Anot her | ong day ended, Gale shuts off the overhead
fluorescents, heads to his corner shanty.

He opens a can of tuna, smling at the toy ring.

A RAPI D KNOCKI NG startles himfromthe nonent. Hesitantly,
he wal ks through the garage to the side door.

GALE
VWho' s there?

FEMALE VA CE (0OS)
Gal e G Wi n?

GALE
Maybe. .. what do ya want?

FEMALE VO CE (0S)
Cone on, it’s freezing out here!

He opens the door, confused to see Liz Sunday wearing an
oversi ze coat, carrying a satchel

LI Z
You gonna let ne in?

He steps aside as she rushes past him

GALE
Do | know you?

LIz
You really are cute!

She | ooks around the garage.
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LI Z (CONT.)
Got anything to eat around here?

Unbuttoning her coat, Gale sees her |arge belly.

GALE
You're Gmen’s friend, ain tcha? She
said you had a situation

LI Z
|s that what she called it?

He bends to a footlocker, retrieving potato chips, hands
themto the pregnant visitor.

GALE
You’' re daddy know where you are?

LI Z
That bastard don’t deserve to know
not hin’ about ne, that includes ny
com ngs and goi ngs.

Ri ppi ng open the bag, she devours the chips in an unladylike
fashion. Gale points at the satchel.

GALE

Look, | don’t know what you’'re

pl annin’, but you can’t stay here.
LIz

Good, cause | don’'t aimto. |I'm

headi ng out, |eavin’.

GALE
That so?

Li z nods, mouth full.

GALE (CONT.)
|"’mfiguring you didn’t just stop
by here for snacks?

Crunbs flow from her Iips.

LI Z
| was thinking you d go with ne.

GALE
Uh huh...and where woul d we
be headin to?
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LI Z
Qut West, | got an aunt in
California | think.

Gal e takes the bag of chips from her.

GALE
Now why would | want to go to
California with a pregnant girl?

LI Z
Cause Gnen said you was a good
person, the best man she’ s ever
known, including her dead pappy.

This second hand conplinent induces Gale to smle.
I nstinctively he touches the ring.

GALE
| got other plans, and they don’'t
i ncl ude you and your ki d.

LI Z
They i ncl ude Gaen?

GALE
That ain’t none of your concern,
now, is it?

Li z approaches Gal e, places her hands on his chest.

LI Z
You know she’ s damaged,
don’tcha? W rse than ne, even

He grabs her by the wists.

GALE
Look here. | got a girl, and I
aint gonna let no harlot, with a
baby in her belly no | ess, convince
me ot herw se.

She | ooks deeply into his eyes, too young to understand the
art of seduction, too old to think she can fake it.

LIz
You' re fromthe boy s hone. She
told nme so. My daddy says that’s
where ny baby’ s gonna go.

He rel eases her wists, she steps back.
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LI Z (CONT.)
VWat' s it |ike?

GALE
VWhat’'s what |i ke?

LI Z
The orphanage. |Is he gonna be happy
t her e?
Gal e | eans agai nst the table.

GALE
It’s different for everyone.

Tears formin her eyes.

LI Z
But it worked out for you?
GALE
| guess so...know for sure it’s a

boy?
She shakes her head, trying to be brave.
GALE (CONT.)
If it’s a girl they' Il send her to
St. Tobi as.
He wal ks cl oser to her.

GALE (CONT.)
That’ d be better. Grls go quicker
t han boys, famlies pick "emfirst.
Liz wi pes tears from her cheek.

LI Z
| don’t want to give ny baby away.
Don’t know why, but | don’t.

GALE
Where’' s the daddy?

Her attenpt at bravado fails as she breaks down.

LI Z
Can you just drive ne hone?

Liz rises her face to neet Gale’'s gaze.
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LI Z (CONT.)
Il won’t flirt with you or
nothin ...l just want to go hone.

I NT. HAYNES TRUCK (MOVING - N GAT
Gale drives silently.

LI Z
| can’t run off all by nyself with
a baby ready to cone out.

Wt hout | ooking at his passenger he offers his response.

GALE
Aln't that what famly's for?

LI Z
| guess, but this baby needs a
daddy if it’s gonna have a chance.

GALE
| don’t have a daddy.

LI Z
Wel |, yeah, you do. That’s how it
wor ks, everyone has a dad---

GALE
Not ne.

Hi s harsh tone forces Liz into silence. A |long,
unconf ort abl e pause.

LI Z
You know Cal vin, don’'tcha?

Gale turns to | ook at his passenger.
LI Z (CONT.)
He’' s al ways been soft on ne. Think
he woul d hel p?

Silently, Gale returns his attention to the road.

EXT. CH P SUNDAY’ S HOUSE - NI GHT

Chip sits on the porch step snoking a joint. The truck pulls
down the long driveway. He darts up to neet the vehicle.

Liz exits as Gale puts the truck in reverse. Chip enbraces
his frigid, distant daughter.
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CH P
Where have you been?

She pushes himaway as the exiting Gale watches the scene.

LI Z
Nowher e!

CH P
You can’t just |eave |like that! |
t hought he took you. Who was that?

LI Z
Nobody! Stop touchi ng ne!

I NT. HAYNES TRUCK - N GHT

Backing up to the end of the driveway, Gale cuts the wheel,
puts the truck in drive.

Pausi ng nonentarily, he sees the daughter and father
continuing their argunent in the distance. Releasing the
brake, stonmping on the accelerator, he pulls off.

| NT. MASON S LODGE - NI GHT
A capacity house for this mlitia neeting.

BURT (OS)
| don't believe in talkin il
"bout the dead, but you all need to
know. Seward Pounder was a coward.

Burt stands at the podium holding a crunpl ed piece of paper.

BURT
Took the shaneful way out. Says so
right here in his own words. Didn't
think we were prepared to do
anyt hi ng about the situation going
on in this country. Not enough of a
man to control his enotions,
couldn’t think things through. W
all know he wasn’t a patient man.

He gauges their reaction. Many nod, others | ook away.

M SC. VO CE (08)
Bul | shit!
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BURT
Sonmebody want to stand up and
repeat that?

SI LENCE envel ops the room

BURT ( CONT. )
Sui ci de. Coroner said so.

M SC. VA CES (05)
My ass...Ain't so...Not Seward
Pounder . .

Bittersmth steps fromthe side of the room approaches Burt
who graciously turns over the podium The MJRMURI NG qui ets.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Men, there ain't never been a
hom cide in Bittersmth on ny
wat ch. Anyone here think different,
now s your chance to be heard.

The Sheriff waits, scanning the room |ooking for any brave
or foolish soul that wants to question the official story.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( CONT. )
M . Haudesert, unless you got
anything else to discuss | think
you can call this neeting closed.

| NT. HAYNES AUTOMOTI VE GARAGE - DAY
Gale’s head is buried under the hood of a station wagon.

HAYNES
Hey boy, news just said we got a
huge storm com ng early next week,
just in time for Christnas.

GALE
You don’t say.

HAYNES
A big one, too. Means there’' s gonna
be a run on shit paper and rock
salt. | need about three hundred
pounds of the later.

He pulls his head away from his work.
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GALE
You tryin’ to tell me sonethin ?

HAYNES
Take a fifty fromthe drawer, and
bring back the receipt. Get us a
coupl e Coca Col as too.

| NT. HARDWARE STORE - DAY

Gal e enters the store. THE BELL on the door draws attention
fromthe FEMALE CLERK (20), as well as Sheriff Bittersmth,
casual ly sitting on the counter above his prey.

Stopping dead in his tracks, Gale watches Bittersmth,
passi vely studying him as he proceeds to chat up the clerk.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Yes, ma’am pretty thing |like you
shoul dn’t haveta be all by herself
on the holidays.

Gal e proceeds down the aisle, naking eye contact with the
girl. She silently pleads with Gale for assistance.

Roundi ng an end cap, Gale finds hinmself in front of a
di splay of notor oil, pretending to browse.

FEMALE CLERK
Vell, ny famly and little girl is
pl enty of conpany for
me. Christmas’ about kids anyways.

SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH
So they say.

Bittersmith | ooks up to the large, shoplifting deterrent
mrror. He sees Gale staring holes into him

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
You passing through?

Gal e | ooks over the shelving.

GALE
| work for Billy Haynes.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
That so? Billy don’t got enough oi
at the garage?
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GALE
He sent ne to fetch rock salt.

FEMALE CLERK
We keep it in aisle eight.

She rounds the corner, eager to distance herself. The
Sheriff studies the body | anguage of both as Gale is led to
t he proper | ocation.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
| don’t |ike you, boy.

The young girl turns pale. Gale stiffens.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( CONT. )
| don’t |like the way you’ ve been
wat ching nme, like you' re set to rob
t he pl ace.

GALE
|”mno thief.

SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH
You ought to nove along, 'fore |
deci de you and ne need to have a
nor e thorough conversati on.

SILENCE. . .. broken by the CLANG of the entrance door. An
ELDERLY COUPLE enters the store, the man grabs a basket.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( CONT. )
| see you again, it’s royal goddamm
troubl e.
Bittersmth bounces off the counter, tips his hat to the old
| ady, proceeds to the exit. The door again RI NGS, inducing a
sigh of relief fromthe clerk.
| NT. HAYNES AUTOMOTI VE GARACE - DAY

Christmas norning. Gale slicks back his red hair, [ooks in
the mrror.

He dons his nicest clothing: a ratty sweater, clean jeans,
everyday work boots, his plastic toy ring.

Haynes stands in the doorway, watching Gale prinp.

HAYNES
Merry Christnmas, Gale G Wi n.

Gale turns, smling.
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GALE
Merry Christmas, boss.

Haynes approaches, an envel ope in his hands.

HAYNES
|’mgettin’ ready to see ny nomma
up in Big Horn. This is fer you.

He hands hi mthe envel ope.

GALE
VWhat’' s this?

HAYNES
A token of nmny appreciation.

Gal e opens the envel ope, a mixture of cash, various
denom nations, several twenties, mainly fives.

GALE
| can’t take this..

HAYNES
Forgive ny French on this holiest
day, but bullshit. You cane outta
nowhere, saved ny skin.

Gale folds up the envelope, puts it in his back
pocket. Extends his hand to his enpl oyer.

Haynes playfully pushes Gale’s hand away, gives hima solid,
brotherly hug. This foreign enbraces initially startles him
but he gives in to the sincerity of the nonent.

HAYNES ( CONT)
| know you ain’t got no one here.
Don’t suppose you want to go neet
nmomma Wi th nme?

GALE
| got sonewhere | need to go. Think
you can give nme ride on your way
out ?

| NT. HAUDESERT HOUSE - DAY
Burt sits at the kitchen table, drinking coffee,
snoki ng. Fay checks a hamin the oven. Fromthe |iving room

Cal vin, studies a new double barrel rifle.

He rises with the gun, enters the kitchen, hugs his nother.
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CAL( CONT. )
Thanks, nonma.

FAY
| had nothin” to do with it.

Fay refills her husband’s nug with hot java, steam strean ng
fromthe open nouth.

BURT
You can’t kill what you' re huntin’
wi thout two shots you ain’t much of
a hunter, boy.

Burt smles, taking a drag fromhis cigarette.

Cal cocks the rifle, staring down the barrel, pointing it
out the wi ndow. He notices a truck pulling up the drive.

CAL
W expectin’ soneone?

Fay | ooks from her preparations, color drains from her face.

FAY
Burt...

Cal opens the door before Gale can knock. Haynes’ truck
already pulling off in the distance.

The rifle pointing at his head, Gale doesn’'t even blink, his
fl eece lined denimcoat over his ratty sweater.

CAL
You sure are stupid Gale G Win.

GALE
| need to speak with Burt.

The two study each other for a |ong nonent. Burt, still
sitting at the table, w thout turning, addresses his son.

BURT
Let himin.
Cal steps aside, the rifle still raised, followng Gale as
he enters the house.
BURT ( CONT.)

Sit down.

Slowy, Gale walks to the table, sits down across from him
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BURT (CONT.)
More balls than brains...you want
sone coffee?

GALE
No t hank you.

Gale’s eyes firmy on Burt, who focuses only on his resting
cof f ee nug.

GALE (CONT.)
Sir, you think you can ask Cal vin
to take his sights offa ne?

BURT
Not yet.

Slowy spinning his coffee nug, Burt knows his wife is
silently watching the scene.

BURT ( CONT.)
That pig ain’t gonna cook itself.

Fay turns her back on the table, continuing with her work.

BURT ( CONT.)
You got sonethin’ to say?

GALE
M ster Haudesert, | | ove Qui nevere
and | want to marry her. | want

your bl essing.

Exhal i ng, eyes watering, Fay forces herself not to turn
around and interrupt.

CAL
You want nme to shoot this son of a
bitch right here or take him
out si de?

BURT
Cal vin, take your toy upstairs and
go play wth yurself.

CAL
Daddy?

BURT
Boy, | said git!

Cal | owers his weapon, exits the room Burt stubs out his
snmoke in an overflow ng beanbag ashtray, calmy lights
anot her one.
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BURT ( CONT.)
You was sayin’' ?

GALE
Gui nevere and I want to get
married. |’ve got a good wage in
town, and I’'ll take care of her. |
canme for your bl essing.

Cool ly, casually, the Iit cigarette dangles from his nouth.

BURT
My bl essin'?

SILENCE. Gnen appears in the doorway of the kitchen, she
opens her nouth but nothing conmes out.

FLASH Burt throws his hot coffee in Gale' s face, surprising
the redhead. Gale falls off his chair.

GVNEN
Gal e!

Nimble, |ike a panther, Burt pushes his chair back, kicks
the table over onto his prey.

FAY
Burt, don’t!

He grabs Gale by both | egs, dragging himto the door. Cal
THUNDERS down the stairs hoisting his rifle.

Burt FLINGS the door open, continues to drag Gale onto the
porch. THUD! THUD! THUD! Gale’s head hits each step on the
way to the yard.

Crashi ng boots stonp on Gale’'s chest. KICKS to the
head. Gale doesn’t have a chance in this position.

Burt pauses, catching his breath, w ping a sleeve across his
nose.

On the porch, Fay holds Gamen back, both fearful of the end
result. Cal stands silently as well, rifle ainmed and cocked.

Burt circles Gale, every quarter orbit taking another stonp
on his victim

Breaki ng away from her nother, Ganen pushes the barrel of
Cal’s rifle skywards. BANG An errant shot goes off.
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BURT
G mm e that!

The son hands the rifle to the father.

BURT ( CONT.)
You all get back in that house
right now, or so help ne God you’l
all w sh you did!

St unned, concussed, |aying on his back, Gale’'s eyes neet the
horrified Gwen’s. Weakly, he holds up his hand show ng her
he still wears the ring.

Wth one hand carrying the rifle, the other grabbing Gale's
ankl e, Burt drags himthrough the cold snow to the barn.

Li ke a wildcat, Gwnen unsuccessfully tries to breakaway from
her nother and brother, as they drag her into the house.

CUT TO

| NT. HAUDESERT BARN - DAY

Huffing for air, Burt drops Gale inside the barn. Eyes
glazed, Gale rolls, attenpting to get up.

Burt kicks himsoundly in the ribcage, forcing him
down again to his back

Burt stonps to the work bench, searching.
Gal e struggles to breathe, blood pours fromhis face.

Fi nding the pig slaughter instrunents, Burt straps the
encased knife to his belt, clutches the black grease pen.

Returning with the rifle, Burt kneels down, draws a "X' on
his victims forehead.

BURT
Not only do you conme back to ny
property, after | told you not to..

He straddles Gale, placing the barrel of the rifle directly
on the "X".

BURT ( CONT.)
...you think you' re gonna cone in
here and take ny girl away?
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GALE
(wheezi ng)
Does M ssus Haudesert mnd you
fucki ng Gmen?

Burt sml es.

GALE (CONT.)
Cal visit his nother while you're
W th your daughter?

BURT
| shoul da known better than to
bring a drifter into ny hone.

Gale shifts his gaze fromBurt’s dead eyes to the dirty
fingernail encasing the trigger.

Drawi ng his renmai ning strength, he KICKS Burt soundly in the
nuts. The final shot fromthe rifle, firing just left of
Gal e’ s head.

A HOLE bl asted into the wooden floor, just a bit snaller
than the circunference of a pitchfork handle.

Burt crunples to the ground, gasping for air.

BURT ( CONT.)
You rotten bastard...

Gal e, dizzy, concussed, gets hinself into a sitting
position. Burt plunges the large knife into Gale’s calf.

On his belly, Burt twists the knife with a wi cked smrk.
Gal e unl eashes an AGONI ZI NG SCREAM

Wth his uninjured | eg, Gale kicks Burt squarely in the jaw,
causing himto lose his grip on the still buried bl ade.

Instinctively, Gale rips the knife fromhis flesh, causing a
rush of muscle and blood to hang fromhis |inb.

Sel f-preservation takes over. He holds the knife to his
eneny’s grinning, bloodied face. Pausing to consider the
situation, he throws the knife across the barn.

Burt grins even nore devilishly.

BURT
You a pussy, boy! A queer!

Gal e spits squarely in his face, soundly delivers another
kick to Burt’s forehead.
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Scranbling to a hunched stance, Gale staggers through the
door into the cold Christmas day.

| NT. HAUDESERT KI TCHEN - DAY

Burt, blood drying on his nmouth, forehead beginning to swell
wal ks into the kitchen, the famly sits at the now upright
t abl e.

Al'l are SILENT, with the exception of Gaen, whinpering,
di straught. Fay consol es her daughter.

Openi ng the cabi net under the sink, Burt retrieves a bottle
of WIld Turkey, takes his seat. Dunping a full water gl ass
onto the floor, he refills it wth whiskey.

FAY
Burt---

BURT
Bitch, you say one fuckin word
"1l beat you 'til you bl eed then
beat you sone nore for bleedin'!

He takes a long swallow. SILENCE, stillness.

BURT ( CONT.)
That bastard’ s gone.

Gaen’ s SOBBI NG becones nore hysterical.

Fay and Cal silently contenplate the repercussions of this
statement. He pours hinself another whiskey.

Cal reaches for the platter of ham Burt violently stabs
t he back of his son’s hand with his fork.

CAL
Chri st!

BURT
W don't eat til we’ve said grace.
EXT. FOREST - DAY
Dazed, bleeding fromthe side of his head, Gale staggers
towards a barren oak. The black "X' enbl azoned on his

forehead, he slunps, propped up by the nassive tree trunk.

Weakly, he rips larger the knife hole in his jeans, the
wound, a m xture of neat, pink flesh and glistening bl ood.
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Scrapi ng toget her handful s of snow, he packs the col dness
over the gaping hole, his |lips quivering in pain.

Hi s eyes cl ose, as he swoons out of consci ousness.

CUT TO

| NT. RECTORY OFFI CE - DAY ( FLASHBACK)

A younger Gale sits across the desk from FATHER SHARPS,
(50"s), a balding, weary priest, wire franme gl asses perched
on hi s nose.

GALE
| feel it's tinme, | knowit is.

FATHER SHARPS
| can’t stop you, but I wll say
the boys will mss you.

GALE
And 1’ m gonna mi ss them but that
don’t change anything. You
under stand, right Father?

FATHER SHARPS
Al too well, I'"mafraid.

GALE
| need to know about ny nother.

Taking his gl asses off, the priest pinches his nostrils.

FATHER SHARPS
Is that really so inportant, Gale,
when you have your whole |ife ahead
of you?

GALE
Sonmeone nade a deci si on.

FATHER SHARPS
The circunstances? That's what this
i s about?

Gale’s commtted stare provides his response.

FATHER SHARPS ( CONT.)
Wiy does it matter? In ny years
here, many young nen have asked for
their stories. |I’ve always believed
intelling them because a man’'s
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FATHER SHARPS ( CONT.)
hi story belongs to him But if you
can, I'd like for you to forget
that you want to know. These things
are immterial .

GALE
Did you know your nother?

A pause. Father Sharps turns his gaze to the w ndow.
FATHER SHARPS

Il will tell you what | know, but I
fear you wll take an inconplete

story and fill in the blanks with
your inmagination. Before | tell
you, prom se nme you wll always

favor yourself w th absolution for
wrongs which were not yours and for
whi ch no one hol ds you account abl e.

GALE
That bad?

The concerned priest frowns, pushing his glasses into place.

GALE ( CONT.)
| do, Father, | prom se.

FATHER SHARPS
An unsubstantiated story. Your
not her was a good worman. She didn’t
cause the troubl e she found herself
in. Dd her best to be responsible.
She was a good wonman.

GALE
You said that already, don’t stal
ne.

Fat her Sharps stands, crosses to an old filing cabinet.

FATHER SHARPS
Tell me when you want ne to stop

GALE
At the end of it.

Pulling out a folder, he hands Gale a photo of an attractive
young redhead.
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FATHER SHARPS
She cane to ne with a baby, just a
day old. She passed this child to
me. Physically handed you over,
only a cloth diaper and that wasn’'t
even clean. | was surprised,
t hi nking she only wanted nme to hear
her confession, and here a baby
crying in ny arns. You were a noi sy
one. But when you learned to talk,
you ceased comuni cati ng al nost
entirely.

GALE
VWho was she?

FATHER SHARPS
| don’t recall her Christian nane.

GALE
Father....Gary...it has to be on a
form or sonet hing.

Hearing Gale use his first nanme nonentarily stuns the
priest. He sits on the corner of the desk, faces Gl e.

FATHER SHARPS
The laws are clear, son. | can’t
tell you her name. And she doesn’t
live around here anynore. She
pl aced you in ny arns and sinply
di sappear ed.

GALE
Who was she?

FATHER SHARPS
Truly, |1 only know what she told
me. She was poor, alone, fromthe
East she said. | recall she was
passi ng through on her way to
Oregon. She hoped famly there
woul d hel p her get established. A
fresh start.

GALE
Passi ng through and decided to drop
of f her baby?

FATHER SHARPS
She was passing through when she
got pregnant, stayed in the area
until she delivered you.
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GALE
But that don’t nmke any sense.

FATHER SHARPS
She had no intention of getting
pregnant, and the famly that
awai ted her...they wouldn’t have
under st ood.

GALE
What fam |y doesn’t understand
being in a famly way?

Fat her Sharps rises, grasping for a reason to end the
conversati on.

FATHER SHARPS
l"mtelling you what she told ne.

GALE
What about ny daddy?

FATHER SHARPS
Gale, please, it doesn’'t---

Gal e stands, determined to get his answers.

FATHER SHARPS ( CONT.)
She only said she was passing
t hrough a nei ghboring town and was
hauled into jail for being a
vagrant. It was there, she said a
man. . .t ook advant age of her.

GALE
|’mthe son of a rapist?

FATHER SHARPS
| don’t know that. She m ght have
been trying to save face. The
soci al pressures of an unwed
not her - -

GALE
She said she was raped?

Sharps closes his eyes, contenplating ending the discussion.

GALE ( CONT.)
Gary, was she raped?
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FATHER SHARPS
That’'s what she sai d.

GALE
VWho was it?

FATHER SHARPS
| don’'t recall.

GALE
Bul I shit! She told you

FATHER SHARPS
It was a long tine ago..

Gale’s intense glare confirns the priest’s fear. Pandora’s
Box now open the priest attenpts to sal vage the situation.

FATHER SHARPS ( CONT.)
VWhat will you do? Revenge? It
doesn’t matter. You' re here. You're
talented and snmart and will have
what ever success in life you
choose. You can start a busi ness.
Be a teacher, you're very skilled
with notors. You can do anyt hi ng.
The man who nmade you isn’'t you

The redheaded orphan noves closer to the only father figure
he has ever known, fist clenched in rage.

FATHER SHARPS ( CONT.)

Who runs a jail, Gale?
GALE
VWer e?
FATHER SHARPS
Bittersmth.

EXT. FOREST - DAY

The snowstormis in high gear as Odum oversees the
countryside. Ernie, the bl oodhound, seens oblivious to the
storm his floppy ears perk up

In the distance, the ROAR of an engine signals the arrival
of Deputy Sager.
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EXT. ABANDONED HOUSE - DAY
The engi ne HUW NG resonates in the distance.

Li mping, Gale has difficulty opening the front door. Making
it to the porch, exhausted, he slunps with his back to the
wal |, struggling to catch his breath

Strange nounds of snow, |like large anthills, strategically
surround the perineter of the front and side yard.

The HUWM NG gets increasingly LOUDER, different than that of
Deputy Sager’s vehicle. Gale squints through the storm
searching for this new sound’s origin.

BANG Splinters of wood siding erupt next to Gale’ s head.

Two snownpbil es race towards the hone froma di stance of
t hree hundred yards.

CUT TO

EXT. FOREST - DAY

Erni e watches as the two | awnen strap the sheet covered
body, onto the toboggan.

ODUM
Thi nk you can get Ernie and the
girl back to ny truck?

Sager checks the tethered rope between the snownobil e and
t he sl ed.

DEPUTY SAGER
This ungodly storm s gonna nake it
rough, but | reckon ||
manage. It’d be nice if Roosevelt
was respondin’ ...mybe he got that
drifter in cuffs or dead al ready.

ODUM
Maybe. .

A DI STANT GUNSHOT. The two | ook at each ot her. ANOTHER SHOT.

ODUM
That’ s not Roosevelt’s pistol...

Qdum j unps on the snownobil e seat, turns the engine.
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ODUM ( CONT. )
Take the girl down to the truck,
nearly a mle down near the bend of
Rat t | esnake Road, you know where |
mean?

Sager nods unconvi nci ngly.
ODUM
Christ! Ok, just find the truck,
get her in the back and get up to
Doc Coates house.
He hands Sager the truck keys.

CUT TO

| NT. ABANDONED HOUSE - DAY

Wth nmuch difficulty, Gale ains a rifle out the broken

wi ndow, unable to get a shaky bead on either of the rapidly
appr oachi ng snowmrpbi | es.

Both riders are | arge, nenacing, wearing full snowsuits,
goggl es and wool hats, the |lead driver brandishing a rifle.

Gale fires a shot, the kick knocks himonto his ass.

CUT TO

EXT. ABANDONED HOUSE - DAY

The shell splatters across the front of the | ead snowbil e
causing it to jerk to the left, directly into an unnatura
mound of snow.

Pl owi ng t hrough the nmound, the skids of the vehicle |ock,
bitten by a | arge STEEL ANl MAL TRAP, buried in the snow.

The sudden jerking of the vehicle expels the driver through
the air, headfirst into a | arge oak.

Nervously, stupidly, Gale sticks his head out the w ndow.

The second snowrobile pulls to a stop. The seem ngly
overwei ght driver rocks two tines, attenpting to di snount.

GALE
Just take your friend there and
turn around and | eave!
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Waddl ing to the sprawl ed body, the driver nudges the partner
inthe leg with their boot.

GALE ( CONT.)
|’ m serious, get himand git. You
guys don’t know nothin” ’*bout this.

The plunp driver renoves their goggles, |ooks to the
house. It is Liz Sunday. She yells |oud enough to be heard
over the storm

LI Z
| think he' s dead!

EXT. HAUDESERT DRI VE - DAY

Boot prints in the snow, walking in circles around the
driver’s door of Bittersmth’s cruiser.

Hs |it pipe clenched in his teeth, lost in the throes of
full blown contenplation, he finally opens the vehicle door,
grabs the radi o handset.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Fenny?

The response is i medi ate.

FENNY (OS)
What the hell’s going on out there
Joe?

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Can’t say fer sure right now, but
don't like it when | hear gunfire
and the town don’t have anyone
stupi d enough to go hunting in this

bul | shi t.

FENNY (OS)
Want me to call in Elderberry’s
crew?

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Dear, | love you, but you know they
ain’t gonna be able to nmake it out
here til next week with this
fuckin® storm No...get Travis on
the pipe, tell himto get his ass
over to Election Road, close to Doc
Coates’ place as he can nake it.
"1l meet himon the road there.
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FENNY ( OS)
Travi s? You sure, Joe?

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Cotta |l et a greenhorn in when the
bul | pen’s enpty.

| NT. GAEN S BEDROOM - NI GHT ( FLASHBACK)

Eyes dry and red, weeks before her body woul d physically be
abl e to produce anynore tears, Gaen sits on the floor in the
cor ner.

Hol ding a kitchen knife in her hands, |ooking at her
el egant, fem nine wists.

Startled fromthis |ife ending decision by the CLUWI NG
stagger of drunken footsteps.

She rises to her feet, unaware of the proper manner in which
to handl e the weapon. She settles on two hands raised in
front, blade pointing down at eye |evel.

The door slowy opens. Before it has reached the end of it’s
fulcrum Gaen charges. Burt, nonplussed, pushes her to the
floor like a dog swatting a flea.

He kneel s down, grabs her wist and applies sufficient
pressure to induce her to drop the knife.

GVEN
You're going to hell...for
everyt hing you ve done, you're
going to hell!

BURT

That so? Figure | don't have to
waste no nore tine on church then.

Wth a full, closed fist, he punches her squarely in the
face, hard enough to CLUNK the back of her head to the
floor.

Dazed, she | ooks up with disgust at her father. Not an ounce
of fight left in her. He rips her T-shirt down the m ddle.

BURT ( CONT.)
This here’s all your fault,
bitch. Al of it! Snooth ass,
pussy hangi ng out all over.
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GVEN
Just do it!
BURT
Ch, no, this tine’s gonna be

di fferent.

Forcefully, he flips her to her belly.

EXT. HAUDESERT YARD - NI GHT

From the edge of the woods, Gale, using as much stealth as
possible in his damaged condition, craw s towards the house.

He | ooks up to notice Gwen’s bedroomlight is the only one
on, shining |like a beacon through the darkness. |nching
cl oser, he can see her staring out the w ndow.

CUT TO

| NT. GVWEN S BEDROOM - NI GHT

Her face already starting to swell, she clutches her
bat hrobe tight, | ooking across the fields. A novenent in
the yard attracts her attention. It’s Gale.

| NT. HAUDESERT BARN - NI GHT
Barefoot, Gmven runs into Gal e's extended arns.

GVEN
Are you real ?

GALE
W gotta | eave this place, now.

She breaks the enbrace, |ooks at his woeful condition: Black
"X" on his forehead, gash in his leg, crystallized bl ood
surroundi ng the wound, bleary, distant ook in his eyes.

GVEN
You' re leg...

Gal e 1 ooks down, replaying the savage attack in his mnd. He
moves from Gaen, eying the floor of the barn. He spies the
bull et hole, but this is not what he is hunting.

GWNEN ( CONT.)
Gl e. ..
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He finds Burt’s large knife, in the corner. Gale snatches
t he bl ade.

GALE (CONT.)
We gotta go, right now

GVEN
We can’t go anywhere with that | eg!
Ch, baby, stay here, in the
loft...at least "til nmornin’.

GALE
Dammit, Gmen, he' |l kill mel

GVEN
W can’t nake it nowhere like this.

Gently, she takes the knife fromhis hand, places it in the
pocket of her pink robe, only the handl e protruding.

GWNEN ( CONT.)
Let ne fix you a place up
there...l’Il go fetch sone al cohol
and bandages. |I’'Il go talk to the

police first thing tonorrow -

GALE
No! We ain't callin” him

She strokes his red hair, trying to cal mhim

Gaen squeezes his arm noves to the | adder. She noves A
Pl TCHFORK resting agai nst the rungs to the side. She clinbs
upwar ds, painfully, her posterior in pain fromthe rape.

Gal e notices fresh bl oodstains on her upper thighs as she
struggles to clinb.

BURT (OS)
You a stupid cunt and so is she.

Hal fway up the | adder Gaen turns, Gale trenbles as he | ooks
to Burt, leaning in the doorway, rifle ained on Gale.

GALE
Burt...you don’t haveta do
this...you gotta let us get
married. It’'s the right thing.

BURT
The right thing, huh? What the fuck
you know about that?
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GALE
You can’t be doi ng what you’ ve been
doing forever, it ain’t the way of
things. Let nme take her. You won’t
have that urge no nore.

GVEN
Daddy, please! Wiy can’t you just
et me have this one thing? | ain't
never told no one.

BURT
Al but him ain't that true?

Burt brings the rifle up this eye.

BURT ( CONT.)
Get up that |adder, girl. Head to
the corner. No need to see this.

Gaen scanpers down the rungs.

GVEN
| won’t! You gonna do this it’s
gonna be in front of ne!

BURT
Suit yoursel f, makes no difference.

He cocks the rifle, aimng on Gale’s black "X'. Gale sweats
profusely, breath escaping in heavy, frequent bursts of fog.

GWEN
Daddy. ..do you | ove ne?

Burt drops the rifle.

BURT
That ain’t got nothing to
do- - - - URRKKK.

The PI TCHFORK handl e extends fromthe front of Burt’s neck,
the tines sticking out of the back at the base of his brain.

He drops the rifle, stunbles forward, hands flaying to grab
the | ong wooden handl e.

Burt falls forward, the handl e dowsi ng sout hward, | anding
perfectly in the existing BULLET HOLE. He tw tches
nonentarily, then | oses control of his bowels and bl adder.

Li ke a half constructed scarecrow, his body lies linp
propped by the pitchfork.
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Gal e | ooks to Gaen, who stands, relieved by her actions, the
oppression from her sadistic father finally ended.

| NT. ABANDONED HOUSE - NI GHT ( PRESENT)

Liz helps Gale to the sofa.

LI Z
You broke his neck.

Gal e gri maces.
GALE
Stupid shit shoulda worn a
hel net...you too.

LI Z
Gnen upstairs?

Li z unzi ps her cunbersone snowsuit.

GALE
You can’t stay here, they re com ng
for nme.

LIz

Yeah, well Cal was gonna go with ne
to California, he can't now, so
Gnen’ s gonna have to hel p.

He | eans back on the couch, twisting the toy plastic ring
round his finger. She wal ks towards the staircase.

LI Z ( CONT.)

You can’t go with us,
neither. OGaen! It’s Lizziel

GALE
She can’t hear you.

Liz turns, her large belly points to the fugitive.

LI Z
What’ d you do?

GALE
Sit down.

Wth concern, suspicion and fear, her gaze continues.
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GALE (CONT.)
Sit. 1'll tell you everything, al
of it, all true too, | swear to

God.

EXT. FORREST - N GHT

The sun sets with the first |ayer of darkness, the snow
continuing it’s assault on the region.

Deputy Sager cradles Ernie the bl oodhound as the snowrpbile
bounces onto what normally would be a rural road, but now
bl ends with the rest of the white bl ankness.

He spots Odumi s parked bronco, a |large white iceberg in the
di stance. The sheet covered body, bouncing precariously on
t he attached toboggan.

EXT. ABANDONED HOUSE - N GHT

Qdum creeps to the edge of the property, ice and snow clings
to his face. Seeing a tall woodpile, an ideal place for
cover, he crawls in that direction.

Reachi ng his destination, relieved, he notices he is resting
near a snow covered human shape. Shoveling with his hands
reveal s the body of Deputy Roosevelt.

I NT. SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH S CRUI SER - NI GHT

Bittersmth chews on venison jerky, the wi ndows of the
crui ser a sheet of white ice. CLANK CLANK, a rapping on the
drivers w ndow.

He tries to crank the window, it’s frozen shut. He opens the
door to reveal DEPUTY TRAVIS, (23), young and frightened.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Dammit, Travis, just go ’'round.

He sl ans the door closed. Travis opens the passenger door,
takes a seat. Pulls off his gloves, blows in his hands,
holds themin front of the heating vents.

DEPUTY TRAVI S
Sure is gettin bad out there boss,
had to wal k the last quarter mle.
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SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
| don’t need a fuckin weather
report boy, we got sone seriousness
goin’ on.

The Sheriff studies this rookie, contenplates whether Travis
is prepared for what |ies ahead. He sighs, there are no
ot her options.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( CONT. )
What tinme you got?

The deputy | ooks at his frost covered watch.

DEPUTY TRAVI S
"bout half past five.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Hal f past...that neans for thirty
m nutes | been retired.

DEPUTY TRAVI S
Sir?

SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH
| m hopi ng by this point you been
told 'bout Burt Haudesert’'s nurder?

He nods.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( CONT. )
Daughter’s been killed
too. Redheaded drifter naned
G Wain done 'em both. He’s hol ed up
at Doc Coates’ place. This is
serious, Travis. Gunshots heard,
Roosevelt ain't responded all day.
"Fraid he went up there half cocked
and got hisself killed.

Bittersmth watches as the severity of the situation washes
over the young deputy.

DEPUTY TRAVI S
Where’'s Deputy... Sheriff Odunf?

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Knowi ng him right *~bout now he's
hi di ng near that house, shittin in
hi s boxers w shing he woul da
accepted that factory job over in
Cheyenne twenty years ago.

Travis stares out the w ndow.
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DEPUTY TRAVI S
What are we gonna do?

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
| m going back to the station. Drop
off my firearm and badge, |eave the
keys to this here cruiser with
Fenny, go honme and get drunk.

DEPUTY TRAVI S
You can’t do that!

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Don’t you fuckin tell ne what I
can’t do! They pushed ne out, god
damm t!

Bittersmth takes out his pipe, packs a bow as he talKks.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( CONT. )
Son, you got a decision to nake
here. Odumis no good for this job.
He just ain't smart enough, not
seasoned. Sager, Christ...

DEPUTY TRAVI S
What can i do?

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Kill Gale G Wain. Shoot him dead
"fore he gets away, 'fore he kills
you or any other innocent girl.

DEPUTY TRAVI S
Kill hinP | aint never killed a
man. Hell, sir, | don't feel right
huntin’ buck. My daddy---

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Then why the hell you wearin’ that
uniform How d that cone to be?

Travis puts his head down, turns to stare at the ice on the
passenger w ndow.

DEPUTY TRAVI S
Wanted to stay outta Vietnam..sos
| wouldn’t have to kill nobody.
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EXT. FOREST - N GHT ( FLASHBACK)

Gal e | eads Gnen through the cold, snow covered forest,
nei t her of them | ooks back.

GVNEN
Wait, wait!

His pulling ceases nonentarily.

GALE
You want to go back?

GVEN
No!

She points to her feet. One of her pony | egs exposed under
her pink robe supports a foot with a slipper, the other has
none.

GALE
Still got the knife?

Her nunb fingers funble through the pocket of her robe. She
pulls it out by the blade. Gale takes it from her, kneels
down and rubs her bare foot in his hands.

GVEN
| can't feel it....

GALE
Hol d on, now.

He rips the knife through the already torn I eg of his jeans,
cutting a swath of denim He then cuts a shoe lace fromhis
boot, fastening a nmake shift shoe around her raw foot.

GALE (CONT.)
That ain’t gonna hold up for |ong.
We have to go back.

GVEN
W can't! Cal will kill you!

CUT TO

| NT. ABANDONED HOUSE - NI GHT ( PRESENT)

Liz sits cross legged on the floor, entranced with Gale’'s
account of the escape.
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GALE
| kept thinking about her foot, and
that there was no way she’ d escape
frostbite. W couldn’t nove fast
enough, nme like this, her like

t hat .
LI Z
Go on....please.
GALE
She never conpl ai ned, she just kept
pushing on. | found us a spot under

this giant Ponderosa tree where the
snow was a bit thinner.

CUT TO

EXT. FOREST - N GHT ( FLASHBACK)

Gal e col | apses onto the ground, Gaen kneels, for the first
ti me | ooki ng behind them

GALE (VO
There were so many things we could
have done! She coul d have put on
one of ny boots and snuck back to
t he barn.

She | eans over him his exhaustion totally having taken
over.

GALE (VO CONT.)
W could have built a fire to get
her foot warm and then gone to
Haynes’s, where at |east we could
lay | ow through the storm She
coul d have gone back to her nother
and said | dragged her away and she
escaped. Anyt hi ng!

LI Z (VO
Gale, what did you do to her?

Gal e’ s eyes closed, gasping for breath. Gaen softly kisses
himon the |lips, reaching into his coat pocket. He opens his
eyes to find her loving stare.

GVEN
| love you Gale G Wain.

The large knife in her hands, she plunges it into her chest,
all the way to the handle. Gale, delirious, confused.
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GWNEN ( CONT.)
| stole your nusic.

She whi npers, then smles.
CUT TO

| NT. ABANDONED HOUSE - NI GHT ( PRESENT)

Liz sits, speechless, a single tear reflects in her eye,
rolling dowmn her cheek, glinmering fromthe flames dancing
in the fireplace.

GALE
| don’t know what that neant. Wy
she did that..
LI Z
| do...
GALE
| didn't kill her, Liz, | swear.

Li z rocks, struggling to get up.

LI Z
|’mcertain of that. She really
| oved you. .

She turns, waddles to the staircase and slowy ascends.

GALE
Liz?

LI Z
| just need to be alone a bit.

EXT. SNOW COVERED ROAD - N GHT

Deputy Sager slans the rear hood of the bronco cl osed,
Gaen’ s body secure inside. Entering the truck, Ernie greets
himfromthe passenger seat with a slight |ift of his head.

He turns the key in the ignition. Nothing. He tries again
receiving the sane results. Sager |ooks to Ernie, who's only
response is to drop his head.
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EXT. ABANDONED HOUSE - N GHT

Qdum fights against the wind, gun drawn, trying to reach the
porch. Slipping over a nound of snow, TWHACK, the jaws of a
hi dden steel trap bites into his left hand.

Under st andi ng the purpose of his visit, and the need for
stealth, he stifles his scream

Dropping the pistol fromhis right hand, he bites the

fingers to pull his glove off. Wth his now bare hand he
westles with the uncooperative netal.

| NT. SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH S CRUI SER (MOVI NG - N GHT
Creepi ng over the snow covered roads, ALONE, Bittersmth
gnaws on his unlit pipe. He |ooks to the passenger seat,
where Deputy Travis' sidearm and badge reside.

| NT. ABANDONED HOUSE BATHROOM - NI GHT

Liz sits on the toilet, snow pants crunpled on the floor,
thermal shorts pulled down to her ankles. She weeps softly
for her lost friend.

She bends to reach a roll of toilet paper, noticing the
RUSTY HATCHET still residing on the toilet tank Iid.

| NT. ABANDONED HOUSE - NI GHT

Gal e kneels on his good |leg, stoking the fire with a poker

ODUM ( OS)
Put it down, boy.

Quietly, with a sense of relief, Gale obeys. Slowy, from
his crouched position, he painfully turns around.

Br eat hi ng heavy, bl ood pours from Gdumi s dangling, nmangl ed
left linb. H s right hand ai ns an unsteady pistol.

ODUM
Ni ce and slow, God dammt.

Gal e makes eye contact with his captor, palns out.

GALE
Your arm.. it needs attention. |--



102.

ODUM
Wonder why! | shoul d shoot you dead
where you' re kneelin’!

GALE
| didn't kill Haudersert.

ODUM
Yeah. .. maybe. .. but you killed his
little girl...
Qdum cocks the pistol with a |Ioud CLICK

ODUM ( CONT. )
...and you shot a good officer!

Gal e hangs his head, defensel ess, no explanati on.

GALE
Yes, sir, | did...I"’msorry ’bout
that, and I'Il turn nyself in, just
not to you.

ODUM
Wy | see it you ain’t got no say
in that, boy.

GALE

| want to see the Sheriff.

OobuM
Then take a gander, asshol e!

Thi s comment confuses Gal e.

GALE
Bittersmth, he's the Sheriff. Take
me to himand I’1l admt it all,

just get me to him
Qdumi s agitation increases.

ODUM
He ain’t the Sheriff anynore, | an

GALE
No...you re |ying!

OoDuUM
| don’t give a shit what you think,
he got hinself renoved for.. hel
with it, lay down on your belly!
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Gal e notices the increased shaking in Odumi s right hand.
Blood fromthe |l eft accunulates on the floor. Slowy, hands

still raised, Gale rises on one good |eg.
ODUM ( CONT. )
Boy, | will put you down!
GALE

VWy? Tell ne why he was renoved.

ODUM
Sit the fuck down!

GALE
He’'s a rapist.

Qdum squints at his prey.

GALE (CONT.)
That's it, ain't it?

ODUM
He’s a |l ot of things, but that
ain’t none of your concern

GALE
But yes, sir, it is my concern.
That’ s why |’ m here.

Qdum | owers his pistol, but just an inch.

ODUM
Bittersmth raped you?

GALE
He raped ny nonmma.

The | awran staggers backwards into the stair railing, the
| oss of blood taking a severe toil. He shakes his head in an
attenpt to regain his conposure.

OoDuM
So what, boy? He's been having his
way W th whores and vagrants for
decades.

GALE
My nonma wasn’t a whore!

ODUM
How do you know? Christ, he’'s got
bastards all over the state,
everyone knows it!
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On the staircase behind Gdum Gale notices Liz's bare feet
on the highest step. He watches as she creeps down anot her.

GALE
Everyone know it? Everyone knows
it? And no one ever did nothin ?
You call yourself a |awan? Piss
poor, Sheriff!

ODUM
It don’t matter now It ain't ny
concern, never was!

GALE
Keepin® wonen and little girls safe
froma snake like Bittersmth ain’t
your concern? \Wat type of man are
you?

ODUM
The kind that’s going to kill you
dead you don’t shut your nouth and
get on your belly!

GALE
No, I won’'t. You go ahead, you kil
ne.

Odum st eadi es hinself, taking aimon the fugitive.

ODUM
Get down boy!

GALE
You're a fuckin’ coward! You knew
"bout him Makes you just as guilty
i f not norel!

OoDuM
Shut your nouth! Get down or |
swear to Jesus | will shoot you
dead!

GALE
Fuck youl!

Qdumi s finger tightens even nore on the trigger.

SPLAT! A RUSTY HATCHET splits his hat down the center. Liz
hol ds onto the handle as if reeling in a fish.

Amazi ngly,

[
pi stol now pointing
out the axe, rising

Odum still stands. He turns to the stairs, his

the ground. Liz succeeds in pulling

I
to
the handl e and stri king himonce nore.
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LI Z
You coul da stopped it!

Finally, Odumcrunples to the ground. Liz drops the rusty
weapon. SILENCE. Gale | ooks fromOQdumto Liz on the stairs.

GALE
You shouldn’t a done that.

Dazed, Liz |leans over the railing, staring at the bl oody
body. Fluid pours onto her bare | egs, SPLASH NG over the
wooden steps, dripping down the staircase wall.

GALE ( CONT.)
Grl? Liz?

Liz | ooks fromthe body to Gale.

GALE (CONT.)
You' re peeing all over..

She | ooks down at the puddl es around her bare feet.
LI Z
It aint pee...
| NT. SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH S CRUI SER - NI GHT

Bittersmth pulls off the snow covered road. He retrieves
hi s binoculars fromthe gl ove box.

Beyond the frosty w ndshield, through a clearing in the
trees, he has an unencunbered vi ew of the abandoned house.
| NT. ABANDONDED HOUSE - NI GHT

Liz | eans against the mantle, staring at Odumi s body. Gale
struggles to pull her snow pants over her trenbling |egs.

GALE
You can’t stay here! I'mgettin
you to a hospital
LI Z
Presby’s at least ten mles in good

weat her .

Successful, he stands, placing Odumis pistol in his
wai st band, next to the other.



106.

GALE
Wel |l you can’t have your baby here.

She whi npers, begins to cry.

GALE (CONT.)
Li sten...they’ ' re gonna cone and
they' ' re gonna kill ne..
He turns to look at the still body on the floor.
GALE (CONT.)
... specially now
LI Z
| wanna go hone. .. pl ease.
GALE
You' || never meke it.
She grunts her reply.
LI Z

| can hold it in! Please!

I NT. SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH S CRUI SER - NI GHT

Pipe lit, binoculars still to his eyes, he watches, just
barely able to nake out the figure of Gale G Wain carrying a
snowsui t covered body.

Instinctively, he pulls the binoculars away as if it wll
i nprove his vision.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Balls on toast. ..

Bi nocul ars back in place, he identifies the figure in the
crimnal’s arns: Liz Sunday. The pipe is pulled fromhis
nmout h, quickly replaced with the radi o m crophone.

SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH ( CONT. )
Qdum you hear ne?...God dammit,
boy say sonethin’!

Through the | enses, the couple awkwardly nounts a
snownobi l e, attenpting to fire the notor. Finally, the radio
CRACKLES.

DEPUTY SAGER (0S)
He weren’t answerin’ ne neither.
Thi nk you can cone and get ne down
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DEPUTY SAGER (0S)
far end of Rattl esnake? Damm bronco
won't start.

In the distance, the lights of the snownobile cone to life.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Can’t, got eyes on our nan.

DEPUTY SAGER (0S)
Sheriff, Ernie and | could freeze
to death! W got the Haudesert
girl’s body in the back, too.

SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH
You' re just gonna havta make do
| est we have another girl to bury.

The snownobile lurches to life, Gale driving, Liz cradled
across his |ap.

DEPUTY SAGER (0S)
Don"t think | follow ..

Bittersmth puts the car in gear

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Don’t expect you to.

EXT. FORREST - N GHT

Wth as nuch speed as the snownobil e can nuster, fighting
the elements, Liz struggles to hold onto Gale.

EXT. CH P SUNDAY' S HOUSE - N GHT

Chip circles the kitchen table, vinyl PSYCHEDELI C MJSI C
blares fromthe turntable in a distant room Each quarter
| ap around the kitchen provokes himto toke froma joint.

The front door CRASHES open. Gale enters, holding Liz like
an over-sized infant.

CH P
VWhoa! Lizzie!

GALE
Cl ear off that tablel
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CH P
Wio the hell are you?

GALE
Move that shit, the baby’'s com n’

CH P
VWhat ?

Gale thrusts Liz into her father’s hands, joint stil
dangling fromhis |ips.

LI Z
Daddy? It hurts..

Wth one sweep of his arm Gale clears the table, retrieves
Liz, gently placing her on the table. MJUSIC fromthe stereo
reaching a crescendo.

GALE
Hol d her | egs w de apart.

CH P
| don’t know how

Gal e grabs Chip by the chest of his black T-shirt.

GALE
| swear to God if you don’t shape
the hell up I’mgonna kill you! Now
hol d her damm’ | egs apart!

Awakened to the reality of the situation, Chip nods, bracing
his daughter’s legs. Gale takes a knife fromthe counter,
proceeds to cut her snow pants off, flinging them away.

LI Z
Oh, CGod, daddy! It hurts!

CH P
It’s going to be ok, baby, I'm
here. We’'re going to get through
this, ok? W always do.

Gale rolls up the sleeves of his fleece Iined denim reaches
his hands between Liz's legs as if to catch a basketball.

CH P (CONT.)
You know what you’'re doi ng?

Silently, Gale shakes his head. SILENCE between al bum
tracks. Another, ROCKI NG SONG begins to play.
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GALE
&k, push, cone on now, we’'re ready.
EXT. CH P SUNDAY' S HOUSE - NI GHT
Bittersmth' s cruiser pulls into the Iong driveway.

CUT TO

| NT. CHI P SUNDAY’' S KI TCHEN - NI GHT
The three continue to stunble through the birthing process.
CH P

That’ s it, baby, keep pushi ng,
you’' re doi ng great!

LI Z

| can’t! It hurts too nuch!
GALE

| see sonethin’, | think..
CH P

Hear that, Lizzie?
Gal e reaches in, turning his head, nostly out of courtesy.

LI Z
OH My GOD! DADDY!

A gasp of relief. Chip's pupils dilated, but eyeballs huge,
stares at Gale’s hands. A BABY CRIES, fighting to be heard
above the MJSI C

LI Z (CONT.)
s it out?

GALE
Hand ne that knife.

CH P
Wiay? What are you going to do?

GALE
| m gonna cut the dam
cord...unless you want to?

Chi p shakes his head, trenbling hands offer Gale the knife.
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LI Z
| want to see...

Swftly, Gale hacks the unbilical cord. THE BABY, bl oodied
and covered, WAILS on the kitchen table.

CH P
Hand it to me? Pl ease?

Slowy, Gale bends over to pick up the infant. BANG Gle
| ooks to Liz, who is |ooking at her father. Blood drips from
the side of his head. He collapses to the floor.

CUT TO

EXT. CH P SUNDAY' S HOUSE - N GHT

Standi ng at the edge of the yard, Bittersmth |Iowers his
still snoking rifle.

SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH
You gotta be shittin ne.

| NT. CH P SUNDAY’' S KI TCHEN - NI GHT
Gal e takes the baby, ducks beneath the table.

LI Z
What ' s happeni ng?

GALE
They found ne.

BANG Anot her bl ast shatters the wi ndow over the sink
tearing a hole in the wall. The child s CRYING nearly
drowni ng out the MJSIC

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( OS)
G Wain! You re a dead man! M ght as
well conme out, take it |ike a nan!

LIz
They know | killed that officer?

GALE
Can’t say fer sure.

BOOM A shot blows the front door open, gusting wind carries
snow rapidly into kitchen.
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LI Z
Take the baby!

GALE
VWher e?

EXT. CH P SUNDAY' S HOUSE - N GHT
Bittersmth lowers his rifle, rel oads.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
l’mcomn in there, boy! One of us
gonna conme out in a bag!

He makes his way through the snowbanks towards the house.

I NT. CHI P SUNDAY’ S KI TCHEN - NI GHT

Crouching near the table, the child wailing inside the
warnmt h of his fleece lining, Gale crouches face to face with
Liz, still laying on the table.

LI Z
Keep himsafe...is it a he?

Gal e reaches to his belt, places a pistol in her weakened
hands.

GALE
You get a chance you shoot that
bast ar d.

He scurries with the baby into the hallway, then up the
stairs. Liz raises the pistol to her chest, both hands
trying to steady her aimon the front door.

Breat hing hard, Bittersnmith enters the doorway, scanning the
roomwith an eye on his rifle site.

SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH
VWhere’'s he at bitch?

Hands shaki ng, she weakly points the firearmin his
direction. This pathetic scene produces a sneering grin from
t he snow covered intruder.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( CONT. )
Pointin a | oaded gun at an officer
of the |aw, huh?

He takes the weapon from her trenbling hand, studies it.
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SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( CONT. )
State issued...now | wonder what
dead hand you stole this from..

I NT. LIZ”S BEDROOM - NI GHT

Gal e ki cks open the bedroom door, the infant swaddl ed inside
his jacket, CRYING hysterically.

He noves to the window, flings it open. Huge snow drifts
accurmul ate halfway up the exterior wall of the house.

BAM A gunshot from downstairs.

SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH ( OS)
Sel f defense, boy! That crazy whore
pul l ed a gun on ne! Wiy’ d she have
to go an do that?

Left with no choice, Gale holds the baby tight to his chest,
pl unges backwards out the window into the |argest snowdrift.

CUT TO

EXT. CH P SUNDAY' S HOUSE - N GHT

The inpact fromthe drop knocks the wind from Gale. The
naked child, exposed to the elenents, covered in snow.

| medi ately, Gale takes off his jacket, waps the child as
tightly as possible. he reaches for his remaining
pistol...it’s gone, knocked |oose fromthe fall.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( OS)
|"mcomng for you Gale G Wi n!

Furiously digging through the snow, Gale searches for the
pistol. He sees Bittersmth in the wi ndows above, rifle
ready, noving fromroomto room

CUT TO

I NT. LIZS BEDROOM - NI GHT

Bittersmth, rifle cocked, enters. Wnd whips the curtains
fromthe open wi ndow, heavy snow bill ows inside.

The barrel leads to the window He cranes his neck, prepared
to fire, only to see deep tracks |eading to the now deceased
Chi p Sunday’s studi o barn.
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| NT. SUNDAY' S BARN - NI GHT

The door slides open. Gale holds the wapped newborn in his
arns, frantically scanning the barn

Art supplies, large sheets of FLAT CARDBOARD, bags of
Pl aster of Paris, nothing seemingly able to help himdefend
hi nsel .

Hi s eyes |lock on the the cavernous floor opening leading to
Chi p’ s underground st udi o.

I NT. CHI P SUNDAY’ S KI TCHEN - NI GHT

Slowy but purposefully, Bittersmth nakes his way into the
kitchen. He pauses at the kitchen table. Liz's glazed eyes,
terror frozen in her |ast death stare.

He nmakes his way through the kitchen door, into the storny
ni ght .

| NT. SUNDAY' S BARN - NI GHT

The barrel of the rifle enters the open sliding door first,
foll owed closely by the snmoke emanating fromBittersmth's

pi pe.

The remai nder of the Sheriff arrogantly appears in the
doorway, benused to see the helpless fugitive standing in
the center of the barn, clutching the crying child.

SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH
That the best you could do, boy?
Shit, |’'ve had nore fun huntin’
i nbred bears.

GALE
You raped ny nonmma. Ni neteen
Fifty-One. She was just passin’
t hrough, no trouble to no one.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Bodi es all over the fuckin place
and you want to rem nisce/

GALE
You made nme. Made this baby,too.

Bittersmth, rifle pointed at his prey, creeps closer into
the barn. Gale stands his ground.
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SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH
| ain’t your daddy.

GALE
|"d never own to a wetched
creature |ike you being ny father,
but I am here cause of your vile
actions all themyears ago.

SHERI FF Bl TTERSM TH
Rusty, you say | had your nomma,
and that’s even odds, but you
surely didn't conme out of it.

GALE
How many?

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
You want that bastard to die |like

you, | suggest you just keep
holdin” it. Maybe I'Il give it a
chance, ain’t decided yet, but
you. .

Bittersmth steps cl oser

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( CONT. )
...I"mgonna put this here barre
ri ght between your eyes. Hell, they
m ght even erect a statue
comenorating this service...at
| east ask me to conme back to work.

GALE
You nmusta taken dozens, hundreds of
wonen, little girls...you ever had

to adnmt what you' ve done?

Bittersmth continues to creep closer, agitated by the
accurate accusations. Gale’'s eyes shift to the Sheriff’s
nmovi ng feet.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
|’ve lawed this town forty years!

GALE
Whose | aws? Yours? You' re a ravager
with a badge in a town of cowards!
None of 'em have the guts to neet
your eye and you think their fear
gi ves you power! I'mcallin’ you
out! You raped ny nomma, this here
baby’ s moma. . .
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SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Boy, you just wote that thing s
death warrant.

Anot her step cl oser.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( CONT. )
After I'’mdone with you, |’ m gonna
take that problemthere, maybe
| eave it out in the woods for the
coyotes....hell, maybe 1’11 just
step on it’s fuckin’ head, scrape
it off ny Iike boot Iike so nuch

dog shit.

GALE
You're goin’ to Hell Joseph
Bittersmth. I’msure of it.

Two nore steps. The Rifle aimed and cocked.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
Ain"t no hell worse than dealing
wi th degenerates like---

As if the nouth of Hades opens, Bittersmth plunmets through
the floor. A large sheet of weak cardboard covering the
studi o entrance gives way.

The CLANG of the rifle bangs off the hard dirt floor, the
clicking of his pipe falling fromhis nouth.

GRUNTI NG, identical to a wounded ani nal, emanates fromthe
opening. Still holding the child, Gale | ooks over the edge.

Bittersmth, inpaled through the rectumon the sharp point

of Chip Sunday’s flag sculpture. His arns flail wldly, his
| egs weakly kick, a tw sted puppet on a sti ck.

This grotesque figure | ooks upwards to see Gal e backi ng away
fromthe hole.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH
You crafty son of a bitch....You
Wi n...you gotta help ne, boy!
No response.

SHERI FF BI TTERSM TH ( CONT. )
You hearin ne?

Bittersmth coughs blood, realizing this is his end.
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SPLASHI NG |i quid baptizes Bittersmth from above. He coughs,
gags, | ooks again to the opening as even nore SPLATTERI NG
hits his face.

Gal e stands silently, enptying a gas can, holding a box of
wooden mat ches. For the first tinme, fear is evident in
Bittersmth s soull ess eyes.

Gale strikes a match, lights the end of the box.
Enoti onl ess, he drops the flanmes into the hole.

He stays to watch as Bittersmth burns alive.

GROALI NG, HOALI NG, the flanmes engorge this evil creature.
Hs nelting face | ooks up to his nenesis.

Gal e unzips his fly, begins to urinate on the still alive
burning Bittersmth, piss sizzles at it hits his face. The
stream ends, Gale zips his trousers tight.

GALE
Sorry...that’s all | got.

EXT. ST. TOBI AS CHURCH - DAY

Fat her Sharps shakes the hands of exiting parishioners.

I NT. ST. TOBI AS CHURCH - DAY
In the sacristy, Father Sharps reverently renoves his robes.

GALE (0s)
Gary.

Startled, recognizing the voice, the priest turns. Gale sits
on a netal folding chair holding an infant wapped in a
stai ned towel .

FATHER SHARPS
Gl e. ..

He approaches his visitors.

FATHER SHARPS ( CONT.)
Everyone’s | ooking for you..

GALE
| ”msure of that.



FATHER SHARPS
They’ re sayi ng you nurdered several
peopl e.

Sharps points to the infant.

FATHER SHARPS ( CONT.)
They said you took a newborn for
sone type of occult ritual...
never believed it.

Gal e stands, hands the child to the priest. Sharps
instinctively accepts.

GALE
This here’s ny sister.

FATHER SHARPS
Your sister?

GALE
You’ re gonna take her.

Silently, he turns, wal ks to the door.

FATHER SHARPS
Gale, wait...where are you goi ng?

GALE
North I’mthinkin , Canada | guess.

FATHER SHARPS
VWhat’'s the child s nane?

Gale turns his back on the priest and the infant,
door .

GALE
Her nane’ s Gaen.

FADE TO BLACK
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opens the



