THE VIOLIN CASE KILLERS

by

Sean Fitzpatrick

emai |l : seanfitz77@mail.com
phone: 773-316-9975

Registered WGA



I NSERT TI TLE OVER BLACK: "M SSOURI, 1932"
EXT. COUNTRY ROAD -- NI GHT

A cargo truck is up on a jack by the side of the road.
Towering over the truck is a billboard trunpeting a new Laurel
and Hardy novie, "PACK UP YOUR TROUBLES!".

CLI VE MULLI GAN, a rough-featured man in his late forties, is
at work tightening a spare tire onto the truck's rear axle.

The sound of an approaching car is heard.
I NT. SQUAD CAR -- CONTI NUOUS

Two COPS are in the front seat. The billboard and the truck
appear in the squad car's headlights.

COP #1
Vell, whatta we got here?

COP #2
| dunno. Let's find out.

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD -- CONTI NUQUS

The squad car comes to a stop with headlights on Cive. He
| ooks up and sees what kind of car it is.

CLI VE
Dam. .

The cops get out of the squad car. They remain standing
behi nd the open car doors. dive can nmake out only
sil houettes in the glare of the headlights.

COP #1
Need a hand?
CLI VE
No t hanks! Just about done here!
COoP #1
Bl owout ?
CLI VE
Yep! Lucky for nme | always carry a
spare.

The cops begin to approach the truck, flashlights in hand.
Clive pretends not to notice as he continues tightening the
| ug nuts.

Cop #1 shines his light on the truck's driver-side door. It
reads: "LASALLE TRANSPORT CO. KANSAS CITY, MO.". Cop #2
runs his light along the underside of the truck.



COP #1
Movers, huh?

CLI VE
How s that?

COP #1

| said, y'all are novers, huh?

CLI VE
That's right. Just noved this rich
old bitch down to St. Louis.

COP #1
From Kansas City?

CLI VE
Yup.

COP #1

Hel| of a town.

CLI VE
Yes sir!

Cop #1 noves closer to dive and shines his light in Cive's
face. Looking up, Cive notices the Sheriff's star on the
man's uniform

COP #1/ SHERI FF
So, you got a partner, right? Were's
your partner?

Clive jerks a nonchal ant thumb in the direction of the woods.

CLI VE
Little boy's room

Clive straightens up, his work finished.
H s eyes neet the Sheriff's piercing stare.

SHERI FF
Y' know, just between you and ne, we
get quite a bit of bootleg com ng
down this route. Kansas City's a
bi g bootl eggin" town.

CLI VE
That right?

SHERI FF
Yeah, that's right. So, that being
t he case, | suppose you woul dn't

mnd if we had ourselves a little..
Look around?



CLI VE
No probl em

The Sheriff wal ks around the back of the truck and shines
his flashlight into the cargo bay. It is enpty. Meanwhile,
Cop #2, clinbs up and opens the driver door.

Clive | ooks nervous.

SHERI FF
Anyt hing up there, Ernie?

COoP #2
There's a fiddle case up in here.

Fromthe far side of the cab, just outside the passenger
wi ndow, something enters the frane:

A GUN

It targets the unsuspecting cop.

SHERI FF
A fiddle case.
(to dive)
You nusical, mster?
CLI VE
Passes the tine.
SHERI FF
Vell, I've been known to pluck a

string or two in ny tinme. Wat say
we take a ook at it. Ernie?

Ernie starts to reach inside the cab.
ON GUN
A finger COCKS the pistol.

CLI VE
Er... Oficers? | think we have
sonet hing to discuss.
SHERI FF
We do?
CLI VE
Yes. | think we should di scuss our

m sunder st andi ng.

SHERI FF
"M sunder st andi ng' ?



CLI VE
Uh, yeah... | think we sorta.. GCot
off on the wong foot, so to speak..
COoP #2
Uh- huh.
CLI VE

And | believe we can find a solution
to our present problemwhich will be
of mutual benefit to us all. If you
catch ny neani ng.

Crickets chirp through the heavy sil ence.

ON GUN

Still pointed at the officer's head, but waiting to be fired.
Waiting to see what happens.

CLI VE ( CONT' D)
Are y'all followmn" me here?

The two cops stare at himfor a nonent, then they | ook at
each other, then back at Clive. They start to |augh.

Clive also starts to |augh.
ON GUN
The gun hand relaxes a little.

SHERI FF
A 'solution', huh?

CLI VE
Yeah, that's right!

More | aughter.

COoP #2
| just gotta see this here fiddle.

He | eans inside the cab.
Fi ve GUNSHOTS tear through Cop #2's head and body.

For a nmonent, he teeters in md-air, bloody grin still frozen
on his face. Then he tunbles to the ground in a mangl ed
heap.

SHERI FF
Jesus!! Erniell

CLI VE
Ch, God... no...



For a nonent, both dive and the Sheriff stand frozen in
di shel i ef.

In a flash, the Sheriff's gun is on dive.

SHERI FF
Put your goddamm hands in the air!

CLI VE
(rai sing hands)
Ckay.. Ckay..

SHERI FF
You stay planted right there mster.
["1'l blow you in half.

The Sheriff positions hinself so that dive is between hinself
and the truck

SHERI FF ( CONT' D)
(calling out)

Aw i ght, you bastard! |'mgiving
you all of five seconds to come out
with your hands reachin'!! \Wen |

hit five, your buddy's head cones
of f, conprende?!!

No answer.
SHERI FF ( CONT' D)
(to Adive)
M ster, for your sake, | hope you

two are real tight.
(calling out)
One!  Two! Three!

The Sheriff cocks his gun.

SHERI FF ( CONT' D)
Four!

Of in the woods behind the truck, soneone takes aim

SHERI FF ( CONT' D)
Fi..

Two shots ring out of the woods. The first strikes the
Sheriff's gun hand, which explodes. The second hits his
kneecap. The Sheriff cries out and falls to the ground.

SHERI FF ( CONT' D)
(clutching his
shattered knee)
Kill you.. "Il kill you..

CLI VE
Oh fuck.. Onh fuck...



Slowy, pathetically, the Sheriff begins crawming toward his
gun.

From around the front of the truck a PAIR OF FEET appear,
clad in expensive shoes. The feet begin wal king toward t he
Sheriff, whose hand is now nere inches fromhis gun.

One of the feet crushes the Sheriff's hand into the dirt.
He SCREAMS in pain.

W FREEZE on this image WIld, WId Wst-style, and run
CREDI TS.

A hand reaches down and picks up the gun.

It is a single-action .45 Colt. On the handle is engraved
"OLD LUCKY".

A VA CE
(1 aughs)
"dd Lucky', huh?

The hand flips open the chanber. Fully | oaded.

A VO CE ( CONT' D)
Nifty little weapon, but you oughtta
t hi nk about pickin' up one a them
new .38 Supers. Punch holes right
t hrough them there bul | et-resistant
vests.

The hand flips the chanber back into position.

A VO CE ( CONT' D)
I reckon this old pea-shooter got
you out of a lotta scrapes, old man.

SHERI FF
(coughi ng)
| reckon.

W see JOHNNY LOBO s face for the first tinme. Handsone,
bl ond- haired, toothy grin. Eyes shining. Lobo cocks the
gun.

LOBO
Not this tine.

CLI VE
Lobo! No!

He fires into the Sheriff's forehead. The Sheriff sl unps
over dead.

Lobo [ ooks up at dive. dive's shoulders slunmp helplessly.
Any |ight of hope is now faded fromhis eyes. He |ooks up
at the bill board.



"PACK UP YOUR TROUBLES!".

CLI VE ( CONT' D)
Lets get rid of the bodies.

INT. TRUCK (MOWVING -- N GAT

The old truck runbles through the night. Lobo, in the
driver's seat, is whistling softly, occasionally stealing a
si del ong glance at i ve.

LOBO
Sure are awful quiet over there.

Clive just stares out the w ndow, nunb.
Lobo feels his pockets, |ooking for sonething.

LOBO ( CONT' D)
Say there, M. Milligan. | seemto
have m spl aced ny booze vessel.
Don't s'pose | could get a pull off
yours. .

Clive just continues to stare.

LOBO (CONT' D)
S pose not.

After a monent, Cive reaches down to the floor and pulls
sonmething up onto his knees. It is a specially-designed,
reinforced violin case, polished shiny-black and brand- new
| ooki ng.

Two thick padl ocks, built into the case, insure the secrecy
of its contents.

Cive runs his fingers over the dark, shiny |eather.

He pulls a letter out of his pocket. It is addressed to
"Clive Mulligan, Mssouri State Penitentiary". He fishes
the winkled, fol ded paper out of the envel ope and spreads
it out across the case. He peers down at the scraw.

MAN S VOICE (V.0)

(reading)
"Dearest Clive, | wite this letter
to you now after many years of silence
have passed between us. | trust

your time in prison has cured you of
your w cked inclinations, or maybe
not, I don't know. |I'mjust an old
not her .’

I NSERT TI TLE OVER BLACK: "A FEW WEEKS BEFORE"



I NT. HEARI NG ROOM - - DAY

Clive sits in front of a parol e board.

on the board reads the letter out | oud.

newer - | ooki ng now.

PARCLE MAN
(reading)

Your Pa died three years ago,

A bespectacl ed MAN
The letter is nmuch

and it

was his wish that | never contact
you as long as | hold breath in ny
lungs. | am breaking that prom se,
and pray to God for his forgiveness.
It has cone to me that you are to go

up for a parole hearing soon

and |

hope the parole nen will read this
letter. | amdying, and | need you
to come hone. | have sonmething to

give you. Signed, your M

The parole man | ooks up at Cive.

PAROCLE MAN ( CONT' D)

What's this sonething?

CLI VE
| don't have no idea.

PAROLE MAN

Your Ma don't know that a parolee is
restricted fromcrossin' state |ines?

CLI VE
| don't guess she does.

PAROLE MAN

Vel |, seens how your prison tinme has

been spent in nodel fashion

we're

gonna let you out, Cive. Waddya

think a that?

Clive is visibly surprised.

CLI VE
Truly?
PARCLE MAN
Truly. | s'pose that nakes you happy.
CLI VE
VWell. Yeah. | reckon it does.
PARCLE MAN

It don't nake ne very happy.

The parole man regards himfor a nmonent,

f orns.

t hen begi ns stanping



PAROLE MAN ( CONT' D)
You stay in Kansas City. GCet yerself
an honest proper job. Go to church.
Go to your parole officer regular.
You hear?

CLI VE
Yeah.

PAROLE MAN
Don't go back to Arkansas, dive.
Don't you | eave M ssouri.

I NT. BLOODROOM -- DAY

Kansas City slaughterhouse in the West Bottons nei ghborhood.
This is a white-painted room and Cive is dressed in al
white coveralls, stained with blood. He is hosing bl ood and
entrails off the walls.

Two MEN approach, dressed to the nines.

MAN #1
(di sgust ed)
Jesus Christ!

MAN #2
| ain't never been inside one a these
pl aces.

Clive turns to look at them

MAN #2 ( CONT' D)
You Clive Milligan?

CLI VE
Yeah.

MAN #2
O d man Pendergast wants to see you
(1 ooki ng ar ound)
Way? | have no idea..

EXT. MUEHLEBACH HOTEL -- N GHT

Downt own Kansas City is boomng, even in the mdst of a
Depression. Jazz mnusic pours down Baltinore Avenue, and the
streets are filled with crowds of people 'steppin' out'.

A long, black Packard pulls to the front entrance. W follow
the big fire-plug head of TOV PENDERGAST as it exits the
[inmo and noves into the..



10.

I NT. MUEHLEBACH LOBBY -- CONTI NUOUS

The | obby is crowded with expensivel y-dressed patrons.
Everyone turns to | ook and smile anxiously at the fire-plug
head.

BELLHOP
Good Evening, M. Pendergast.

VARI QUS GUESTS
Hiya Tom Hello M. Pendergast.
T.J.!

PENDERGAST' S VO CE
Hello.. Hello.. Hi ya Johnny.

He noves through the...
I NT. HOTEL BAR -- CONTI NUOUS

Al'l hand-rubbed oak panelling, burnished nmarble floors, and
gl eam ng brass fittings.

BARTENDER
H ya Tom

PENDERGAST' S VO CE
H ya Harry.

The head heads toward a. ..
I NT. PRI VATE ROOM -- CONTI NUOUS

Enters and shuts the door. The head sighs and sits down.
Across the table sits Cive Milligan.

W see Pendergast's face for the first tine: Thick-1ipped,
expansi ve, and inpressive, a slight glint of danger in the
little eyes.

The two nmen just stare at each other for a nonent.

The silence is broken by a waiter who enters and pl aces a
drink in front of Pendergast.

PENDERGAST
Oh.. Thanks Johnny.

He takes a drink. Finally, he speaks.

PENDERGAST ( CONT' D)
| just lost a Governor today, so |I'm
alittle whupped. He was a dammed
shoo-in for the election in Novenber
Dropped dead this norning. Bleeding
ul cers or something |like that.

( MORE)
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PENDERGAST ( CONT' D)
Now | ' m supposed to run sonme damm
fool County circuit Judge no one's
ever heard of.

CLI VE
' mout.
PENDERGAST
Wiyn't you tell nme. | woulda had
someone there to neet you
CLI VE
No, | nean I"'mout, Tom |'mjust a
regular fella now Wth a regular
job. 1 ain't comn' back in.
PENDERGAST

Wrkin' down at the Armour Plant, is
it? Lips and asshol es?

CLI VE
Its regul ar work.

Pender gast stands and wal ks around the room | ooki ng at vari ous
phot ographs depicting the salad days of his Machine.

PENDERGAST
Last week, sone newspaper called ne
the nost powerful man in the country.

CLI VE
Congrat ul ati ons.

PENDERGAST
| say that not out of foolish pride,
but fear. | got lottsa enem es.

But | just cut a deal with a guy in
Chicago that's gonna change all that.
I won't have to be afraid anynore.

He turns to dive

PENDERGAST ( CONT' D)
Even | get afraid sonetines, dive.

He cones a little closer

PENDERGAST ( CONT' D)
| need you to run sonethin' for ne.

CLI VE
| told you, I"'mout. No nore running
booze, or guns, or any a that.



PENDERGAST
This ain't "any a that'.
sonet hing different.

CLI VE
Well, what is it?

PENDERGAST
Sonet hing special. M est

This is

eened rival

M. Joe Ricarno in St. Louis sonmehow
got his paws on it, and | need it to
cl ose this deal in Chicago.
Fortunately, he has no idea of its
true worth... But he knows | want it
and that nmakes hi m suspicious...

CLI VE
Ain't there two dozen guys |like nme
you coul d send on this errand?

PENDERGAST
I need Clive Mulligan, | need a man
| can trust. This thing... well,
let's just say it's not for the weak-
wi | | ed.

CLI VE
What the hell is it?

PENDERGAST
That's for you to find out. You
were the best driver | ever had,
Cive. And you never cracked under
the whip. You made nme a | ot of noney
before your bad luck. | ain't forgot.

Clive | ooks up at T.J. pleadingly.

CLI VE
Then, listen T.J., just let nme live
ny life. | don't want no nore
troubl e.

PENDERGAST
Breakin' parole ain't trouble?

di
f at

Y
h

eis silent. Looks at the table.
erly hand on Cive's shoul der.

Pender gast

PENDERGAST ( CONT' D)
It was just bad luck, dive. What

happened five years ago.
that's all.
CLI VE
(meekl y)

Yeah.. Bad | uck.

Bad | uck,

| ays a

12.



PENDERGAST

" Menber when | found you? Down in
the Bottonms? 1918. You had the
dam flu, lyin' there dyin' in sone
rat-trap ni ckel -a-week boardi ng house.

(1 aughs)
Peopl e said I was crazy, goin around
from house to house, takin' inventory,
what with all that black death hangin'
inthe air. But they sure as hel
loved me for it, no denyin' that!
And that's where I found you, at the
end of your rope. | says to nyself,
"T.J., there's something fierce in
this boy's eyes. |If he makes it,
you hire him. And you did, and I
di d.

CLI VE
| don't want you to think | ain't
grateful ..

PENDERGAST
Just do this thing for me, Cive.
Do this thing and you're out. |
proni se

Clive balls up his fists. H's knuckles go white.

CLI VE
l... | can't.

Pendergast pulls a piece of paper fromhis pocket.
copy of the letter fromdCdive's nother. He reads:

PENDERGAST
"l hope that the parole nmen wll
read this letter. | amdying, and I
need you to cone hone. | have
sonmething to give you.'

He fol ds the paper and replaces it in his pocket.

PENDERGAST ( CONT' D)
' Signed, Your M.

Cive relaxes his hands. He |ooks different know.

PENDERGAST ( CONT' D)
You're goin' down there to Arkansas,
ain'tcha dive.

CLI VE
(after a pause)
In anot her week. Soon as | get the
noney.

It

is

13.

a
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PENDERGAST
It was me got you sprung early, dive.
Pulled a little favor. Now, | need
you to do this for nme. Do this for
me and then you can go down and see
your Ma. And you'll encounter no
problenms doin" it. | prom se.

Clive stares at the blank wall for a nmonent. Finally:

CLI VE
What | got to do?

EXT. MANSI ON GATE -- N GHT

Thunder CRACKS and lightning flashes as the noving truck
pulls up to the wought-iron gate. Rain pounds onto the
asphalt. The gate opens and the truck drives through.

PENDERGAST' S VO CE
You' re gonna be incognito. [|'m gonna
give you an address in St. Louis.
You' re gonna go there.

EXT. MANSI ON -- CONTI NUQUS

The truck drives into the courtyard of this gothic,
di | api dat ed-1 ooki ng mansion. It could be New Ol eans, but
this is St. Louis. The mansion is totally dark.

PENDERGAST' S VA CE
You' re gonna keep your distance from
t he house. You're gonna honk your
horn five tines.

After a nmoment, a FlI GURE energes through the front door. He
wal ks through the driving rain toward the truck, carrying
sonet hi ng.

PENDERGAST' S VO CE ( CONT' D)
A man's gonna conme out with the thing
you're lookin' for. He's gonna ride
shotgun with you back to Kansas City.

CLI VE' S VO CE
Who's this guy?

PENDERGAST' S VO CE
Hi s nane's Johnny Lobo. He's big
Joe's nephew. He's there to nake
sure | pay up in pronpt, reliable
fashion. Now, Cive, you listen to
me, and |isten good... | heard about
this guy...

Lobo is now cl ose enough for us to see he is carrying the
violin case. He grins his famliar grin.



15.

PENDERGAST' S VO CE ( CONT' D)
...you do yourself a favor and watch
out for that son of a bitch

INT. TRUCK (MOVING) -- NI GHT

And we are back on the crunpled letter. dive runs his finger
over the words "sonmething to give you".

Lobo pulls the dead Sheriff's gun out of his pocket. He
| ooks at it and chuckl es.

LOBO
"Add Lucky'... That's cute.

He takes out a handkerchi ef and w pes the barrel and handl e.

He opens his wi ndow and sends the gun hurtling off into the
ni ght .

EXT. BRI DGE -- CONTI NUOUS

W follow the gun as it spins through the darkness and
spl ashes into the river.

O d Lucky disappears into the depths.
I NT. TRUCK (MOVING) -- CONTI NUOUS

LOBO
| heard a little about you fromthe
boys. They sure tal ked you up.
Said you were the best driver there
ever was back in the Twenties. Said
you coul d practically snell a hijacker
comn' fromaround the corner. In
fact, they say you never |ost so
much as a drop of liquid. That true?

Again no answer. Lobo plods on.

LOBO ( CONT' D)
They al so tal ked about your bad | uck.
Sonet hi ng about a woman turnin' on
you or sonething. Gave you up to
the |aw and then.. She ends up
gettin' killed herself. It was in
all the papers, they said...

CLI VE
(with genuine malice)
Kid. Shut up.

Lobo | ooks enbarrassed.



LOBO
Vell.. I'm. |1'msorry about that.
Probably a sore subject. Anyway,
that was all before ny tine...

Lobo | ooks over at Cdive. dive |ooks back.

LOBO ( CONT' D)
I'"s just nmakin' conversation.
CLI VE
Just get nme back to Kansas City,
boy.
LOBO

Awmy, shit, dive. They was just
cops. They weren't real people.
They got in the goddamm way, and
that's all there is toit.

No answer fromdi ve.

LOBO ( CONT' D)

An't like they was civilians or

not hing. I nnocent peopl e.

Still no answer.

LOBO ( CONT' D)

Hell, they were askin' for it!

Snoopin' around.. They had it comn"!
CLI VE

Kid, you know what they were askin'
for? You know what they had comn'?

LOBO
What ?

CLI VE
A bribe. A kickback. Alittle taste
of the honey, that's all. That's

all these fellas ever want.

Lobo is quiet for a nmoment, thinking about it.

LOBO
(under his breath)
Bul I shit...
CLI VE
|"msorry.
LOBO

Not hi n' .



CLI VE
No, no. | didn't catch what you
sai d.

Lobo I ooks himdirectly in the eye.
LOBO
| said: Bullshit. Wat's the matter
you deaf in your old age?

In a flash, Cive has his gun out and pressed to Lobo's
t enpl e.

CLI VE
You listen to nme, you young cock-
sucker. | worked these roads for

ten years. Every square inch. Every
crook, every narrow, every dip and
every rise, so don't sit there and
tell me those cops weren't about to
take a bribe and be on their nmerry
way. It insults ny experience, and
it insults ny intelligence. You
cone in, guns blazing |ike Janes
Cagney, and you fuck up ny world,
and now |I' m gonna fuck up yours.
I"mgonna tell old man Pender gast
everything, and he's gonna nmake sure
Bi g Joe knows about it, too. And
then we'll just see how nmuch shit
you can grin your way through with
thembig teeth a yours.

He reaches into Lobo's coveralls and extracts his revol ver,
and then sits back in his seat.

CLI VE ( CONT' D)
You'll get this back when we get to
Kansas City. And |I've had a chance
to tell the whole story.

Lobo's face is flushed with rage and hum |iati on.
He begins pressing down on the accel erator.

CLI VE ( CONT' D)
| seen punks |ike you conme and go.
Cone and go. Onh, you can handle a
piece all right, and you can talk a
good gane, but sooner or later, you
step on your own fuckin' two feet
i ke some damm circus cl own.

The truck is starting to gain speed.

CLI VE (CONT' D)
Sl ow down.
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Lobo presses down harder on the pedal. They barely nake it
around a tight corner.

CLI VE ( CONT' D)
Lobo! Sl ow down!

They are now doi ng eighty down the backwoods dirt road.
Lobo | ooks possessed.

LOBO
So. You think I'mcrazy, huh?

CLI VE
| didn't say you were crazy. Just
st upi d.

LOBO
You think I'mcrazy, huh?

CLI VE
Lobo!! For the |ove of CGod sl ow
this truck down!!

LOBO
Vell, M. dive Milligan of Kansas
Cty. 1'll show you crazy.

Al of a sudden he opens his door and | eaps fromthe speeding
truck. Stunned, Cive lunges for the wheel, but it is far
too |ate.

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD -- CONTI NUQUS

Lobo tunbles violently for about thirty feet down the dirt
road. Up ahead, the truck spins out of control and rolls
over five tinmes before comng to a stop at the edge of a
bend in the road, upside-down.

Lobo just lays there, stunned, floating in and out of
consci ousness.

One of the tires on the truck continues to spin before finally
comng to a standstill.

And then all is quiet. Far off in the distance, a TRAIN
VHI STLE sounds in the night.

G adual |y, Lobo opens his eyes. He pulls hinmself up. He
coughs and hobbles to his feet.

LOBO
Goddamm. | amcrazy.

He | aughs mani acally, but then dissolves into a coughing
fit. He covers his mouth and then | ooks down and sees bl ood
on hi s hand.
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LOBO ( CONT' D)
Jesus. .

He wi pes his hand on his coveralls and begins |inping toward
the overturned truck. He sees sonething |lying on the road:
His revolver. He grins and picks it up. He cocks it.

He wal ks a little farther and sees sonmething else. His hat.
He puts it on.

He wal ks slowy around to the front of the truck, gun pointed.
He | eans down and | ooks through the shattered w ndshiel d.

Clive is trapped inside, unconscious or dead. His face is
stained with blood. His arnms are wapped around the violin
case.

LOBO ( CONT' D)
Vell, hey there, dive ol' buddy.
Long time no speak.

He reaches inside the cab and begins to pull the case out of
Clive's grasp

LOBO (CONT' D)
Seriously, man, you never call, you
never wite..

Clive stirs and tries to tighten his grasp. Lobo begins
poundi ng on his hand with the butt of his gun.

He finally succeeds in pulling the case out. He thinks for
a monment, and then wi pes the handl e of his gun and sw tches
his gun with Cive's.

He wal ks over to the side of the truck and opens a storage
conpartnent. The contents cone tunbling out onto the ground,
anong them an axe

He picks up the axe and swings it into the gas cap on the
end of the gas tank. The cap is knocked off and gas begins
pouring out of the tank onto the ground. He wal ks back about
fifteen feet and lights a cigarette.

He stands there snoking and waits for the gas puddle to reach
close to his feet. Wen it does, he | ooks up at the truck.

LOBO ( CONT' D)
Wll.. Lets stay in touch.

He tosses his cigarette into the gasoline and the puddle
goes up in flanmes.

He starts noving quickly away fromthe truck, |ooking over
his shoul der to watch it expl ode.
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He gets about forty feet away and turns around to face the
truck.

No explosion. The gas puddl e begins to burn itself down.
Again, a TRAIN WHI STLE sounds in the distance, closer this
tinme.

He frowns and begins wal ki ng back toward the truck.

LOBO (CONT' D)
Son of a hi...

Suddenly, the truck EXPLODES in his face with nore force and
fury then could be imagined. He is knocked off his feet to
t he ground.

He cl anbers up and begi ns running away as flam ng w eckage
falls all around him cackling |like a madman.

LOBO ( CONT' D)
YEEAAAHHHH! || HAHAHAHAAAA! ! |

He gets to a safe distance, and | ooks back at the flam ng
carcass of the truck. He lights another cigarette and peal s
off his coveralls, revealing a stylishly sleazy suit

under neat h.

And then, violin case in hand and spring in his step, he is
off down the lonely country road.

Behind him the second gas tank EXPLODES.
EXT. COUNTRY ROAD (SI TE OF MASSACRE) -- NI GHT

A squad car appears, noving slowy toward the Laurel and
Hardy billboard. The car's searchlight bathes the edge of
t he woods.

I NT. SQUAD CAR -- CONTI NUOUS

Two cops, Sheriff's Deputy FRANK ANDERSON and BUDDY ELMORE
JR sit inside. Anderson peers out into the beam of the
searchli ght.

Buddy chonps on an oni on sandw ch.

BUDDY
(mouth full)
Where' d ol d man Cooper say he heard
the shots comn' fronf

ANDERSON
Ri ght around here. Loud enough to
get himup out of bed at this hour.

BUDDY
Probabl y poachers.
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Anderson turns and gives Buddy a | ook.

BUDDY ( CONT' D)

What ?
ANDERSON
That thing snmells like a sow s
asshol e.
BUDDY
| gotta eat!

Ander son sighs and returns to his search

BUDDY ( CONT' D)
Can we go honme now?

The searchlight passes over a glint of netal in the bushes.
He stops the car and gets out, flashlight in hand.

He goes to the bushes and fishes sonmething out. He holds it
up to the light.

BUDDY ( CONT' D)
Frank?

Buddy tosses the rest of his sandwi ch and gets out. Anderson
is holding a silver flask wwth "JL" engraved on it.

BUDDY ( CONT' D)
What cha got ?

ANDERSON
This ain't been here very |ong.
Looks expensi ve.

He takes a small sip of its contents.

ANDERSON ( CONT' D)
Good stuff. Way too good for this
county.

BUDDY
Leme take a sip.

ANDERSON
That's not happenin'.

He shines his light around the side of the road. Sees tire
tracks.

ANDERSON ( CONT' D)
There was a truck stopped right here.

He explores the area some nore. Hs face grows darker with
each di scovery.
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ANDERSON ( CONT' D)
Looks |i ke a coupla sets of
footprints... shell casings... shit...
a whol e ness a goddamm bl ood... shit!

Buddy has di scovered sonmething far nore disturbing. His
[ight is shining down into an enbanknent a little further
down the roadsi de.

BUDDY
Fr ank!

His light illum nates the word "SHERI FF' on the back of the
car hastily conceal ed at the bottom of the enbanknent.

EXT. EMBANKMENT -- CONTI NUQUS
The two cops scal e down the side of the enmbanknment and
frantically uncover the squad car. Buddy points his

flashlight through the window, right onto the Sheriff's caved-
in scalp.

He staggers back a ways, his eyes as w de as saucers.

BUDDY
S-sheriff? That's the... Sheriff..

He | eans over and pukes.

Ander son, made of somewhat sterner stuff, shines his |ight
into the back seat, sees what's left of Ernie.

He opens the door and feels for any sign of life on Ernie.
His eyes fill with a sadness, but not tears.
The tears will have to wait.

ANDERSON
Ch man.

Buddy is sitting in the tall grass, struggling for breath.
Frank | ays a hand on his shoul der.

BUDDY
The Sheriff... he taught..

ANDERSON
Take it easy, old pal.

BUDDY
He taught... he taught..

ANDERSON
W gotta be strong... for alittle
whi | e, okay? GCkay??
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Buddy takes a deep breath and attenpts to calmhinself. He
wi pes his eyes.

BUDDY
Ckay... okay...
(stronger)
kay.
ANDERSON

Okay. Cet back up to a phone and
call Mnnie. Tell her to call the
coroner. And tell her to cal
Arlington, Virginia.  KLA 5417.
That's a special line. KLA5417.
kay?

BUDDY
kay.

He | ooks up at Frank.
BUDDY ( CONT' D)
He taught ny son to throw a curve
bal | .
| NT. BEDROOM -- NI GHT
A big, darkened formsleeps in the bed. The Capitol Done of

Washington D.C. is visible through the window, shining in
the night.

A franed quotation hangs on the wall. W cannot nake it out
in the half-light. The telephone RINGS. W hear a stirring
fromthe bed. The light is swtched on, illum nating the
quot ati on:

"l mpressed with a conviction that the due adm nistration of
justice is the firmest pillar of good Governnent, the
selection of the fittest characters to expound the [aw, and
di spense justice, has been an invariable object of ny anxious
concern.

Geor ge Washi ngt on”
MAN S VO CE
(answering phone)
Yeah. . .
There is a | oooong pause.

MAN S VO CE (CONT' D)
kay.

We hear himhang up, and DI AL another nunber. H's voice is
measur ed, controll ed.
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MAN S VO CE ( CONT' D)
It's Stark. My brother Calvin is
dead.
(pause)
| need a pl ane.

We hear the big man rise out of bed. H's SHADOW covers the
quot e.

A chest of drawers. A hand picks up a badge lying on top of
the chest and brings it into the light. It reads: "FEDERAL
MARSHAL" .

ETHAN STARK stares down at the badge. To describe his face
woul d be sonmewhat futile, since everyone knows what he | ooks
like:

Vengeance i ncar nate.

After a nmoment, he places his badge in a drawer and shuts
it. He opens another drawer and pulls out a gun.

The words "Colt Super .38" gleamoff the blue barrel.
EXT. DEXTER TOMN LIMTS -- N GHT

Johnny Lobo wal ks up to a sign on the side of the road. It
reads:

"WELCOMVE TO DEXTER, M SSOURI POPULATI ON 512 VWE ARE GLAD
TO HAVE YOU "

Underneath this is scrawmed, in thick black marker:
"Ni gger, don't let the sun set down on you in Dexter!"
EXT. DEXTER, M SSOURI (MAIN STREET) -- N CGHT

Not even a one-horse town. Mre |like a collection of ram
shackl e buildings along a country road.

Lobo anmbl es down the street. He notices a light burning in
t he wi ndow of one of the buil dings.

EXT. EMPTY BOTTLE GENTLEMAN S CLUB -- CONTI NUOUS
He wal ks up to the wi ndow and | ooks i nside.
P. O V. BARROOM -- CONTI NUOUS

This "CGentleman's C ub" seens to have hosted quite a few
gentl enmen on this night, many of themnot so gentle. They
are all gone now, and a smashed-up barroomis the evidence
| eft behind of what nust have been a rip-roaring drunken
braw .
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In the mddle of all of this devastation sits a | one WOVAN
A broomis | eaning agai nst her shoulder. Her head is in her
hands. She is crying.

LOBO
MM hmrm

| NT. BARROOM - - CONTI NUOUS
LUCI LLE BANNI STER sits in the m ddle of the barroom sobbing.
There is a KNOCK at the door.

She | ooks up with a start, and we see her face. She is in
her early thirties, sharp-eyed and ruggedly beautiful.

She hastily w pes her eyes and collects herself. She goes
to the door and opens it. There stands Johnny Lobo.

They regard each other for a nonent, she with suspicion, he
w th pleasant surprise.

LOBO
Well hello, darlin!

LUCI LLE
What can | do you for?

LOBO
| was hopin' to get a drink...

LUC LLE
We' re cl osed.

She SLAMS the door in his face.
EXT. FRONT DOOR -- CONTI NUOUS
He stands there a nonent.

LOBO
M HVM

He KNOCKS agai n.
She opens the door, her green eyes flashing.

LUCI LLE
Vel | ?2?

Yup, she is beautiful all right. For once, Lobo is at a
| oss for words.

LOBO
Um .

She SLAMS the door and locks it.
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He stands there another noment. Finally...

LOBO ( CONT' D)
She' I do.

He noves over to the front wi ndow to get another |ook. She
is nowtrying to busy herself cleaning up the barroom He
just stares at her, mesmnerized.

LOBO (CONT' D)
Oh, yes. She'll do just fine.

Finally, she seens to feel her eyes upon him She turns and
gives hima harsh | ook

He grins his big grin and waves. She shakes her head and
goes back to work.

He takes a twenty out of his bill fold and spreads it out
agai nst the glass. He taps on the gl ass.
She turns and | ooks at the bill, uninpressed.

LUCI LLE

(voice nmuffl ed)
It's 3 o' clock inthe norning! o
back where you cone from

She goes back to work.

He puts the twenty away. He pulls out his revol ver and,
still grinning, taps the butt on the gl ass.

She turns again to yell, but stops short. She lets out a
big sigh and then goes to the door. She opens it and gl ares
at him

LUCI LLE ( CONT' D)
What, you think that's the first
time sonmeone's waved a gun in ny
face?

LOBO
(annoyed)
Can | please get one goddam dri nk
and then I'Il gladly be on ny way?

LUCI LLE
[ts prohibited.

LOBO
Awwy, ¢’ non!

LUCI LLE
And what, you gonna shoot nme if |
don't?



LOBO
| never shoot a friend. That's part

a ny code.
LUCI LLE
So, I'myour friend?
LOBO
Onhhh yeah.
LUCI LLE
Wio the hell are you, anyway, |ookin'
all.. Spiffy.
LOBO

"1l tell you inside when | got a
goddamm drink in ny hand.

She | ooks hi m over one nore tine.

LUCI LLE

Just one.. And then you're gone.
LOBO

Just one. | prom se.

She opens the door w der

LUC LLE
VWell cone on in.

He steps inside.
| NT. BARROOM - - CONTI NUQUS

He wal ks to the mddle of the roomand surveys the
destruction.

LOBO
This place I ooks like the | ast days
of Ponpeii.

Lucill e crosses behind the bar.

LUC LLE
Its the tines.

LOBO
The what ?

LUC LLE

The times. We're livin' in sone
times here, 'case you ain't heard,
and people are people. Wat're you
drinkin'?
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LOBO
Rye, if you please.

She goes to a picture on the wall at the end of the bar: A
framed ' Roosevelt's Qur Man' canpai gn poster. The picture

is on hinges. She opens it, revealing four shelves of colored
bottles built into the wall.

She fishes out a bottle nmarked "RYE" and brings it to the
bar. She pours hima shot. He doesn't look at it, just
smles at her. She sighs.

LUCI LLE
Fi ne.

She procures anot her glass and pours herself a shot.
He raises his glass.

LOBO
To the tines.

They dri nk.

Lobo puts his hat on and stands. He nakes a show of pulling
out his bulging bill fold, peeling off a twenty, and throw ng
it on the bar.

Lucille eyes the bill fold wth awe.
LOBO ( CONT' D)
Thank you kindly, Ma'am ['Il be on
ny way now.
He tips hat and starts wal king to the door.

LUC LLE
M ster.

He stops, but does not turn around.

LUCI LLE ( CONT' D)
Ain't you forgettin' sonething?

He sml es.

LOBO
Am | ?

LUCI LLE
Your m niature geetar.

He turns around. She pours himanother shot. He wal ks back
and sits down at the bar.

LOBO
My nane's Johnny Lobo.



W zero in on the bottle, three quarters full.

I NT. BARROOM -- LATER

We pull back fromthe bottle, now al nost enpty. LAUGHTER
can be heard. Lobo and Lucille are now quite drunk.

The Victrola is on in the background.
MJUSIC wafts gently out of the speaker.

LUCI LLE

Scratchy BI G BAND

So ny daddy.. He deci des one day
he's gonna take the tel ephone apart

and see how it works..

LOBO
He was curious nman.

LUCI LLE
He was curious! Anyway, all

this

grey powder spills out onto the fl oor

and he figures: |Its broke, he's in
trouble. So he replaces it with
gunpowder.. Real quick before mamma
gets hone.

Lobo bursts out | aughing.

LOBO
Gunpowder!!

LUCI LLE

That was ny Daddy, God rest his soul
So he gets the thing back together.
Puts it up on the wall. That night,
nomma goes to nake a call and BOOM
Knocks her cl ean across the room
She pulls herself up, covered in
soot, probably hal f-deaf, and ny
daddy takes one | ook, and says, '\Well,
t hat proves one thing', and she says
"What!', And he says ' Tel ephones
sure don't make very good guns!'.

They both expl ode into hysterics.

LUCI LLE ( CONT' D)

Oh, mommy and daddy. They were such
a pair. They ran this place for

forty years.

LOBO
Is that a fact.

LUCI LLE

Ch yeah. Those were happy days.

And now. . .

29.
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LOBO
And now?

She | ooks at the destruction all around her.

LUCI LLE
Things are different.

The record ends, followed by the sound of skipping static.

Lobo gets up and goes to the Victrola. He flips the record.
Anot her slow song drifts fromthe tinny old speaker

LOBO
Lets dance.

She | ooks himover, as if deciding.

Finally she crosses around the bar and goes to him She
takes his hand and they begin noving to the nusic, awkwardly
at first, but then nore naturally, fluidly.

LOBO ( CONT' D)

Lucy?
LUCI LLE
Yes?
LOBO
I"mgoing to California. To start
ny own business. | want you to cone
with ne.
LUCI LLE
We.. W only just net.
LOBO
| know. And | want you to cone with
ne.
LUCI LLE
California..
LOBO
Yeah.

She gazes into those blue eyes once again. Ten years ago
she probably woul d've said yes, but now...

LUCI LLE
I"msorry, Johnny. | can't.

LOBO
" Course you can

LUC LLE
No. | can't.



He stops dancing and gives her a serious |ook.

LOBO
You will.

LUCI LLE
Johnny, | can't just up and | eave
everything. 1'mnot 19 anynore.
I"ve got responsibilities. 1Its lovely
of you to ask... but the answer is
no.

LOBO

M ss Lucy, you don't understand...
He opens coat to reveal his gun.

LOBO ( CONT' D)
| ain't askin'.

The fantasy ends.
She backs away from him sl owy.

LOBO ( CONT' D)
If you refuse, I'Il have to murder
you.

LUCI LLE
This ain't funny.

LOBO
That's 'cause it ain't no joke.
Y see, ny business is killin'. |
al ready got nme two dead cops in ny
wake tonight, and | ain't in the
nood to hear the word 'no'. The
moment | first laid eyes on you, |
knew | 'd either have to | ove you or
kill you. Now there's a couple a
ways you can take that, but |
reconmmend takin' it as a conplinent.

LUCI LLE
| thought you said you never shoot
your friends.

LOBO
| don't, but I've been known to shoot
a lover or two in ny tinme. | guess
| just don't particularly Iike not

bein' I|iked.

Lobo goes behind the bar and pours hinself another drink.



LOBO ( CONT' D)
You see that case over there? There's
sonething init, and |'mguessin' it
aint noviolin. Nowits |ocked up
tighter than Fort Knox, but | aimto
get it open one way or anot her,
because | got a pretty good idea
what it hol ds.

LUC LLE
And what's that?

LOBO
The future. M future. CQur future.
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He shoots his drink and takes out his gun and lays it on the

bar. He rotates it so the barrel is pointing at Lucille.

LOBO (CONT' D)
When you' ve arrived at your deci sion,
be sure and let ne know.

She | ooks at the gun, and then back at him

LUCI LLE
["1l pack sone things.

LOBO
Be quick about it.

She noves toward the stairs.

LOBO (CONT' D)
M ss Lucille?

She turns back to him
LOBO ( CONT' D)
Don't try to run. There's nowhere
in this world you can escape ne.

She dashes out. Lobo smiles to hinself and takes anot her
shot .

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD (SI TE OF MASSACRE) -- MORNI NG

The first rays of norning |ight can be seen on the horizon.

A crane is in the process of pulling the Sheriff's car up
t he enbanknent towards the road.

A big man stands al one, silhouetted against the clear dawn
sky, watching the crane's progress.

A group of COPS stands a fair piece away, watching himand
gossi pi ng.
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CoP #1
He's smaller than in his pitures.

COoP #2
No he ain't. He's bigger!

Frank Anderson and Buddy approach the group.

COP #2 (CONT' D)
Hey Frank! | guess this nakes you
actin' Sheriff!

Ander son shoots hima harsh | ook. Buddy is enraged. He
grabs the cop by his collar

BUDDY
You think that makes hi m happy??
Huh, Bobby? That what you think??

OTHER COPS
Easy, Bud...

BOBBY
I's just statin' the obvious, that's
all'!

BUDDY
Yeah, well its obvious to ne you
ain't got the sense of a shithouse
mul e. ..

ANDERSON
Al right, all right, Buddy. Stand
down.

Buddy continues shaki ng the hapl ess cop.

ANDERSON ( CONT' D)
That's an order!

Buddy pushes the cop away violently and turns his back on
the group. He puts his hands on his knees and takes a couple
of deep breaths.

ANDERSON ( CONT' D)
Look, we lost a couple of great fellas
tonight. | don't see how nuch pl ai ner
| can put it than that. And I'd be
lyin" if | told you I wasn't thinkin'
about spillin" nme sonme blood. But
we still gotta renenber what we are:
Oficers of the Law, and the Law
don't have no enotion. That's what
makes it work. So |lets nmake sure we
all got our heads tw sted on straight,
Clear?



The cops munbl e in agreenent.

ANDERSON ( CONT' D)
Buddy. dear?

BUDDY
Cl ear.

Frank turns and approaches the solitary man.

ANDERSON
M. Stark?

Stark does not answer, nor turn around.

ANDERSON ( CONT' D)

I"'m Frank Anderson. | found your
brother's body. He was ny boss. He
was ny. ..

He al nost loses it. He takes a deep breath.

ANDERSON ( CONT' D)
| also found a silver-plated flask
at the scene, and now we're hearing
about sone crazy expl osion about
thirty mles up the road. That's
about it.

Silence. And then, finally..

STARK

Did they find his gun on hin®
ANDERSON

No.
STARK

My brother and | were never
particularly close. W had..

Di verging viewpoints. Calvin was
the nost principled man | ever knew.
He woul d' ve told the nen exactly
what you told themjust now, which
tells me he taught you well, and

whi ch makes ny next question that
much harder to ask

ANDERSON
You can ask ne anything you want,
Mar shal
STARK
' mgonna ask you to spill sone bl ood
with ne.

Frank | ooks back at his nmen. He swallows nervously.
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ANDERSON
I'min.

Stark turns to look himover. He seens to |ike what he sees.

STARK
I"mglad. |Its just gonna be you and
me fromhere on out. You, ne, and
all the resources of the United States
federal governnent. Now, what say
we go check out this... explosion.

I NT. BARROOM -- MORNI NG

Lucille cones down the stairs with two suitcases in hand.
Hal f way down, she stops.

Lobo is slunped in a chair, his back to her. He |ooks to be
passed out.

She pauses for a nonent, and then quietly descends the rest
of the stairs. She lays her suitcases down and creeps over
to the bar. On the bar is a pink jewelry box, which she
opens. Inside is a nenacing-looking black jack.

He does not stir.

She steels herself and begins walking slowmy toward him He
remai ns noti onl ess as she raises the black jack over her
head. Her hand is trenbling violently.

Suddenl y, he speaks:

LOBO
You ready?

Qui ckly, she stuffs the black jack in her coat pocket.

LUCI LLE
Y-yes.

He springs to his feet and whirls around. He eyes her
suspi ci ousl y.

LOBO
How s about one npre kiss. To sea
our new partnership.

LUCI LLE
kay.

He advances on her and raises his hands to her throat. For
a nonment, he seens ready to strangle her

She | oosens a ring on one of her fingers.
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LOBO
I could squeeze the Iife out of you
right now If I thought it was

necessary. Is it?
LUCI LLE
No.
LOBO
No, huh?

He leans in for a kiss.

Just before their lips, she lets the ring drop to the floor.
It rolls under a table.

LUCI LLE
Damm!
LOBO
What ?7?
LUCI LLE
Ch, its ny nother's ring. It's never
fit right.
LOBO
(a gentl eman agai n)

["11 get it.
He drops to his knees and peers under the table.

LOBO ( CONT' D)
| got it, I got it...

The bl ack jack |ands across the back of his head with a THUWP.
For a nonent, he stares up at her like... what??

Then he tunbles to the floor, out cold.

LUCI LLE
You got it all right.

She | ooks at the violin case, lying there on the table. The
ghostly image of her face stares back at her through the
bl ack | eat her.

LUCI LLE ( CONT' D)
The future...

For a nmonent, she | ooks unsure what to do. Then she pulls a
slightly crunpled letter from her coat pocket.

The top of the letter reads "NOTl CE OF FORECLOSURE". She
| ooks around at her dingy old smashed-up excuse for a bar.

And she deci des.
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She grabs the case, and her two suitcases and heads for the
door.

The sound of an approaching car outside stops her short.
She goes to the wi ndow and peeks out.

P.O V. LUCILLE -- CONTI NUOQUS

A police car is now parked out front. A FAT COP is pulling
hi msel f out of it.

| NT. BARROOM - - CONTI NUCQUS
She panics for a nonent.

LUCI LLE
Shit!

Pul ling herself together, she races over to Lobo's body,
reaches under his shoulders, and with great effort, hauls
himonto a chair. She plops his hat over his bowed head,
runs over and grabs a broom just in time for the front door
to open.

The fat cop, SHERI FF PUTNAM stands in the doorway.

PUTNAM
Mornin', Mss Lucy.
LUCI LLE
Sheriff. | didn't expect you' d be

up at this hour.
Hi s eyes scan the room

PUTNAM
Oh, | just thought 1'd give a peek
in on ya, given all the activity
[ ast night. Who' se this?

LUCI LLE

Hm OCh, that's uh, that's M. Jimy.
PUTNAM

M. Wo?
LUCI LLE

M. Jimy. Fromway over in
Bakersfield. You two haven't net?

PUTNAM
| ain't had the pleasure.
LUCI LLE
Well, he's an.. acquai ntance of

m ne.



Put nam appr oaches Lobo and eyes hi m suspi ciously.

Lucille puts down her broom and goes to the Sheriff.

PUTNAM
Acquai nt ance, huh?

LUCI LLE
He's... he's a nusician.

PUTNAM

Hm He sure is a sound sl eeper

LUCI LLE
Jimmy had a late gig in Bakersfield.
He' s exhaust ed.

PUTNAM
Hn \What's a 'gig ?

| ooks up at himw th her wi de green eyes.

He cannot

Lucille takes this news like a Iightning bolt,
does her best not to showit.

LUCI LLE
A gig is a nusical exposition. Now,
Sheriff Putnam you do believe ne,
don't you?

resi st her charns.

PUTNAM
Aww shoot! M apol ogies Mss Lucy.
Its just that... well...

(sits in a chair)
| s'pose | shouldn't be tellin' you
this but.. Two | awren were nurdered
late last night a few mles outside
of Ithaca. One of '"emwas the
Sheriff, rest his soul.

unconsci ous Lobo.

LUCI LLE
My.. M goodness. That's terrible.

PUTNAM
Since then all hell's been breakin’
| oose over the wires. W' re supposed
to be on the | ookout for any
suspi ci ous strangers, but if you say
this fellas all right, then that's
all right by ne.

He rises to his feet.

She
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al t hough she
She | ooks over at the
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PUTNAM ( CONT' D)
VWell, now | gotta go check out a
weck on Route 12, as if | didn't
have enough on ny plate today. You
say you're all right then, Mss Lucy?

She | ooks down at Lobo again, then over at the violin case.
She seens to be struggling whether to tell him sonething.
Final | y:

LUC LLE
Just fine. Thanks, Sheriff.

He turns to | eave.

PUTNAM
| got a couple of your choicest
custonmers residin' in ny jail house.
See about bailin" "emout this
af t er noon.

LUCI LLE
That' d be greatly appreciated.

PUTNAM
Mor ni n' .
He exits. Lucille stands there for a nmonent, |ooking at the
cl osed door.

LUCI LLE
Lucille, 1 hope you know what your
doin'.

She grabs her things and the case and dashes for the back
door .
EXT. MAIN STREET -- MOMENTS LATER

Lucill e makes her way quickly down the street in the pre-
dawn hal f-1ight.

She hears a car driving up behind her and hides in a doorway.

Sheriff Putnamlis car passes by her. Another squad car appears
com ng fromthe opposite direction. The COP inside waves

down the Sheriff and begins tal king excitedly about sonething.
Lucille strains to hear.

The Sheriff's response is audible.
PUTNAM

Awright, follow ne back to the Enpty
Bottl e, boys. Sonethin' ain't right.
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LUC LLE
(to herself)
Shi t !
The two cars head back in the direction of the bar.

A TRAIN WHI STLE can be heard in the distance. As soon as
the coast is clear, Lucille begins running towards it.

EXT. TRAI'N STATION -- MOMENTS LATER

She reaches the train station as the norning sun is cresting
t he hori zon.

A freight trainis in the process of pulling out of the
station.

POLI CE SI RENS begin whining out fromthe direction of town,
growi ng | ouder by the nmonent. They are on to her!

She runs up next to the train, looking for a handhold. The
train is gaining speed, beginning to pass her by.

Desperate, she drops one suitcase.
She drops the other one. Now she holds only the violin case.
Behi nd her, the SIRENS grow | ouder.

She tries in vain to grab onto the door of a passing boxcar,
but the nonmentumof the train rips it out of her grasp.

As the remaining cars pass her, she cries out in anguish.

LUCI LLE
Nooo! !'!

Suddenly, a hand reaches out fromthe door of the very | ast
car, beckoning her. She lunges for it, and is swept up into
the car in one swift notion.

As the train disappears into the norning sun, we see Sheriff
Put nam and hi s gang standing on the tracks in the distance,
watching it go. The Sheriff throws his hat down in disgust.
| NT. BOXCAR -- CONTI NUOUS

Lucille falls to the floor, rasping for breath. As her eyes
adjust to the darkness of the car, she begins to nake out a
FI GURE, hunched down in the opposite corner: A nman.

Slowy, his face cones into focus.

Cive Mlligan.

H's face is covered in dried blood, clothes battered with
dust and dirt.
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They stare at each other in the half-light. dive's eyes
travel down to the famliar-looking violin case in her hand.
What ever shock of recognition his brain is registering does
not show on his face.

CLI VE
Mor ni n' .
LUCI LLE
Mornin'. |'mnuch...
(still catching her
br eat h)
.. Miuch obliged for your help.
CLI VE
Vell.. Looks like this is one train
you couldn't afford to m ss.
LUCI LLE
["'ma... I"'mvery happy to be on ny

way, if that's what you nean.

CLI VE
"' mguessin' fromthe | ooks of things
that last town didn't hold nmuch for

ya.

LUCI LLE
Well, | s'pose thats true.

Clive rises to his feet and noves to the open door, favoring
his leg alittle. He leans his head out and | ooks back down
the track. H's bloodied and bruised face is thrown into
sunl i ght.

LUCI LLE ( CONT' D)
Forgive ny sayin', Mster, but you
don't | ook so hot yourself.

Clive continues staring out at the passing countryside.

CLI VE
Wll Mss, | ran ne into sone trouble
| ast night, ere | found this train.
In fact I... kinda thought all was

lost. Like | was dooned.
He smles a weary smle
CLI VE ( CONT' D)
Vell, we're all doomed, but every
once in a while you catch a break

He turns toward her and she sees the gun in his hand.
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CLI VE ( CONT' D)
Hand over the case and we won't have
no trouble.

LUC LLE
What ?7?

She throws her hands in the air in conplete frustration.

LUCI LLE ( CONT' D)
Jesus Herbert Christ, can't a woman
get a goddamm nonent to catch her
goddanmm br eat h!

CLI VE
Ck. Take a nonment. We ain't goin'
nowhere. After the nonment's over, |
want the case.

Looki ng pai ned, Lucille holds the case agai nst her forehead.

LUCI LLE
(quietly)
Dear Lord, please forgive ny use of
cuss-words. | know | ain't been

much of a...

Just then, the train speeds into a tunnel and the car plunges
into conpl ete darkness.

CLI VE' S VO CE
Al right Mss, you just.. Stay
where you are.
(pause)
Hey! !

A single GUNSHOT rings out.

A few nonents later the train energes fromthe tunnel. dive
is down on all fours, rubbing the back of his head. He |ooks
up to see Lucille, still holding the case, now in possession

of his gun, pointed at him
On the floor is her trusty black jack.
She sm | es and cocks the trigger.

CLI VE
Shit...

He spraw s out on the floor.
| NT. BARROOM -- MORNI NG

Still slunped into the chair, Lobo begins to cone around.



LOBO
OGoohhh. .

He opens his eyes and | ooks up.

He is surrounded by a PHALANX OF COPS.

Hi s hands are hand-cuffed behind his back.
He si ghs.

LOBO ( CONT' D)
Shit...

A COP
Sheriff Putnan? He's cone 'round!

The phal anx opens and Sheriff Putnam appears, chewi ng on a
fried chicken drunsti ck.

PUTNAM
G eat. Now maybe we'll get us a few
answers.

He slides up a chair and sets one foot on it. He glares
down at Lobo.

PUTNAM ( CONT' D)
Wio are ya?

Lobo says not hi ng.

PUTNAM ( CONT' D)
| said, who are ya?? And don't give
me that M. Jimy' crap

Silence. Putnamjabs the drunstick on Lobo's |apel.

PUTNAM ( CONT' D)
You better talk to me boy. You're
in alotta trouble here.

LOBO
Do ya m nd?? That's gabardi ne, fat-
ass.

He grabs the silk hankie out of his pocket with his teeth
and tries to dab at the grease stain, with comcally
frustrating results. Finally, he spits the hankie out.

LOBO ( CONT' D)
You happy? Its ruined.

Put nam | ooks shocked and confused. A couple of his
subordi nates seem qui te anused.

43.
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coP
You want | should crack 'imone,
Sheriff?
PUTNAM
No, Verne. | wanna do this by the
book.
COP/ VERNE
(surprised)
You do??

Putnamrips a bite fromthe drunstick and throws it to the
floor. He gets right up in Lobo's face.

PUTNAM
Now you listen to me, boy. | got ne
20 plus years a the | aw under ny
belt...

LOBO

Looks like that ain't all you got
under your belt.

Put nam strai ghtens up, faced flushed with rage.
LOBO (CONT' D)
Al themlittle barbecued pork chops
never had a chance did they, Sheriff?
I NT. EMPTY BOTTLE GENTLEMAN S CLUB -- MOMENTS LATER
Verne's fist SMASHES into Lobo's now bl oodi ed face.

LOBO
Qooww . .

PUTNAM
You gonna start flappin' themlips,
or what, boy??

LOBO
| ain't got nothin' to say to nobody.

The front door of the barroomopens and a figure stands there.
One of the cops | ooks around. Hi's eyes go wi de.
He taps the Sheriff on the shoul der.

COP (WADE)
Uh.. Sheriff Putnanf

PUTNAM
Not now, Wade. Crack 'im again,
Ver ne!
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WADE
But, Sheriff..

PUTNAM
| said, not now, Wade! Can't ya see
I"'minterrogatin'! Go ahead, Verne,

fuck '"i mup, good.

WADE
W got a visitor!

Putnam turns around. He sees the big Federal Marshal standing
in the doorway, snoking a cigarette.

PUTNAM
Who' re you?

Wade whi spers sonmething in the Sheriff's ear.

PUTNAM ( CONT' D)
VWho?

Wade whi spers sonet hing el se.

PUTNAM ( CONT' D)
on.

Put nam approaches the man and takes off his hat.

PUTNAM ( CONT' D)
Well, uh, M. Stark. [|'m Jackson
Putnam Sheriff of the town of Dexter.
I"msure sorry for your loss. |I's
just, uh, interrogating this here..
Uh.. Suspicious character we picked

up.

Stark continues staring at him He finishes his cigarette
and throws it to the fl oor.

PUTNAM ( CONT' D)
Unhh.. If there's anything we can do
for ya, just please kindly speak up.

Stark pulls out another cigarette and lights it.

STARK
Wll, there is one thing you can do
for ne, Sheriff.

PUTNAM
OCh! Wwell, what is it?

STARK
You can take your nen. And your own
fat ass. And get out.
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He bl ows a big cloud of snoke in Putnam s face.

PUTNAM
Uh.. Well, c' non boys. The Marshal's
got inportant, uh, business.

The nen file out, followed by Putnam

PUTNAM ( CONT' D)
(rmuttering to hinself)
Don't quite see how ny wei ght has
any bearing. ..

Stark SHUTS the door behind him He stands for a mnute and
eyes Lobo up and down. The silence is deafening.

LOBO
You're a big one, ain't ya?

He begi ns advanci ng on Lobo.

LOBO ( CONT' D)
I want me a | awyer.

As his big shadow slowy covers Lobo's body, for the first
time we catch a glinpse of sonething new in the boy's eyes:
Fear .
W hear CLASSI CAL MJSI C, played on a violin.

FADE OUT
FADE | N:
| NT. PARLOR -- AFTERNOON
A YOUNG BOY, about 10 or 11, stands in the mddle of the
roomin front of a nusic stand playing violin. He is
obvi ously sonething of a prodigy, and plays wth amazi ng
skill.

On the side of the violin, he has burned the word "HONUS' in
smal| letters, probably with a child' s wood-burning set.

A MAN stands in the doorway, his rugged face burned by the
sun and by years of drinking.

He takes a long drink fromthe half-enpty whi skey bottle
he' s been hol di ng.

After a nmonent, the boy senses his presence. He stops playing
and | ooks up at the man.

The man takes the violin out of his hands and caresses it
gently.
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MAN
This was your grandfather's. Your
Ma says.
BOY
I know.
MAN
Beautiful piece of work, ain't it?
BOY
Yeah.
MAN
| see you naned it. So, | guess its
yours now.
The man's eyes suddenly fill with rage.
MAN ( CONT' D)

You think you deserve it?

BOY
l.. I don't know.

MAN
| do.

He raises the violin over is head and brings it down on the
marble table top. It SMASHES into pieces.

I NT. BOXCAR -- DAY

Clive jerks awake. A dream Lucille stands at the doorway
of the train |ooking out.

LUCI LLE
We got trouble.

CLI VE

(si ghi ng)
What el se i s new. .

He clanbers to his feet and | ooks out the door.
P.O V. CLIVE -- CONTI NUOUS

At the base of the hill they are rolling down is the next
stop. A crowd of LAWEN and police cars stand waiting to
wel cone them with open arns.

CLI VE
Chri st!

LUC LLE
I's there anybody in the state a
M ssouri ain't lookin' for this case?
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He gl ares at her and starts advancing. She cocks the gun.

LUCI LLE ( CONT' D)
S-stay back now

He stops and gives her a thoughtful | ook.

CLI VE
Listen. 1 don't know how you got
your hands on that thing, but there's
gonna be people lots worse than the
Law after it, | can guarantee you
that. For nme, there's no way out.
But you.. You can still surrender
ri ght now.

LUCI LLE
| guess you don't know what ki nda
police we got round these parts.
They tend to shoot first and ask
questi ons about nine years |ater.
I"min this now.

Clive stares at her. She's beautiful and suddenly fiercely

det er m ned.
LUCI LLE ( CONT' D)
"Sides... | been surrenderin' ny
whole [ife. Themdays is over.
He can't help but smle alittle.

EXT. MECHANI CSVI LLE STATI ON -- MOMENTS LATER

The crowd of Lawren are |ed up by SHERI FF LANGSTON.

dogs stand at the ready as the train nears.

LANGSTON
Al right boys! | ain't sure what
we got on this here train, but get
ready to sniff it out!

A COP
Sheriff Langston! Two peopl e headed
t owar ds yonder woods!

LANGSTON
Lets go get 'em To the vehicles!

Pol i ce

Unfortunately, the cops have foolishly positioned thensel ves
on the opposite side of the tracks. Before they can junp in
their cars and take off, the arriving train cuts off their

path of pursuit.

One car tries to make it over the track before the train and
is smacked by the | oconotive and pushed into the station,

spar ks flying.
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LANGSTON ( CONT' D)
Oh shit! Go 'round! Go 'round!

Tremendous confusion as the other 11 police cars try to
di sentangl e thensel ves from each other and swi ng around the
front of the train.

EXT. FIELD -- CONTI NUOUS

W follow Clive and Lucille as they race across what nust be
the | argest open field in Mssouri, trying to get to the
distant tree-line.

Clive | ooks back and sees the line of police cars giving
chase.

LUCI LLE
They're comn'!

CLI VE
I know | know

INT. SHERIFF'S CAR (MOVI NG FAST) -- CONTI NUCUS
Langston is on his feet, half-way outside his open door.

LANGSTON
Yeeeeeehaaaaaa! ! !

He | ooks over and sees two of his cars collide and flip over
at top speed.

LANGSTON ( CONT' D)
Wo! That hurt.

EXT. TREE-LINE -- MOMENTS LATER

Clive and Lucy make it to the tree-line and plunge into the
woods. Seconds later, the cops follow, forced to di senbark
fromtheir cars, the dogs dragging theminto the trees.

I NT. WOODS -- CONTI NUQUS

The two fugitives dash through the woods for about 100 yards.
They conme to a ten-foot incline and begin to scale it.

Suddenly, a TRUCK flies by, just feet in front of them
They' ve cone to a road.

I NT. WHI TE CONVERTI BLE (MOVI NG -- CONTI NUOUS

A portly man drives down the road, singing cheerfully to
hi nsel f, dandified dress.
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VAN
(singing)
I was strolling through the park one
day. .. In the merry, nmerry nonth

of My. ..

Clive suddenly appears in front of the car, |ooking Iike
10,000 mles of rough road.

MAN ( CONT" D)
Holy shit!!

He SLAMS on the brakes.
Clive comes around the driver's door and yanks it open. He

grabs the man by the scruff of the neck and drags hi mout of
t he car.

CLI VE
Cone on you fuckin' asshole... GCet
the fuck out of there...

MAN
What the.... fuck!

Clive throws the man onto the road and gets in. Lucille
gets in the passenger side.

MAN ( CONT' D)
This i s fucking outrageous!!

Clive points a finger at him

CLI VE
You wat ch your fucking nmouth in front
of the | ady.

He sl anms the car into gear.
LUCI LLE

(to the man)
I"mso sorry about this.

MAN

Can | at |east have ny violin?
CLI VE

Your what ??
MAN

In the back seat.

We can now hear the dogs BARKING as they approach. dive
| ooks in the back seat. Sure enough, there is another violin
case. Cdive is mldly shocked.
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CLI VE
You nusical mster?

MAN
(with airs)
St. Louis Philharnmonic. First chair.
Clive grabs the case and tosses it to the man.
CLI VE
Wl l, then, don't forget your
m ni ature geetar!

He hits the gas and the convertible tears off down the road.
The man wat ches as the car di sappears around a bend.

The man throws down his hat in disgust.

VAN
Geat!! Just great!!

He finally notices the BARKING which is getting closer.
Just then, the small arny of cops bursts out of the woods.

A COP
There's one of 'enl Wth the fiddl el

ANOTHER COP
Get "im!

The man SCREAMS as the cops pile on top of him He continues
SCREAM NG as they hold himdown and push his face into the
asphal t.

The dogs tear viciously at his pantl egs.

The man is now SCREAMNG like a little girl. It is not funny.
I NT. VWHI TE CONVERTI BLE (MOVI NG -- MOMENTS LATER

Clive and Lucille are laughing their asses off. Tears are
flowi ng down their faces.

LUCI LLE
Did you see the | ook on his face??
CLI VE
Yeah!!
LUCI LLE
That poor guy never knew what hit
him !
CLI VE

I know !
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LUCI LLE
(aping dive's voice)
"Don't forget your mniature geetar'.

CLI VE
I knowi! | just.. Came up with
it!!

They | augh even harder now. Lucille w pes her eyes.

LUCI LLE
That was the npbst fun |'ve had in.
Well, | don't know. .

CLI VE

| forgot what fun was!
She looks at him Really looks at himfor the first tine.
He is enbarrassed at first, but then he | ooks back at her
with the sanme intensity.
They regard each other for a highly-charged nonment.
Too long, Cive alnost drives off the road.

LUCI LLE
Onhhh! !

CLI VE
Sorry.

He hits the gas, and we watch them di sappear into the haze.
I NT. EMPTY BOTTLE GENTLEMAN S CLUB -- DAY
Stark is sitting in front of Lobo, staring at him

Lobo is | ooking away, trying to avoid his stare. He |ooks
nervous.

Final | y:

LOBO
Al right, Mster! You been sittin’
there starin' at nme and bl ow n" snoke
in nmy face for two hours! You got
sonethin' to say, say it!

After a nmoment, Stark speaks.

STARK
When | was a young man, not nuch
ol der than yourself, | had the
occasion to kill a man in Wtchita

Falls, Texas. He was a well -known
Federal Mar shal
( MORE)



STARK ( CONT' D)
They used to wite books about him
| canme upon himurinating behind a
tree, and | shot himin the back.
He died in his own piss. Now, |I'ma
Federal Marshal, and they wite books
about nme. Since that day, |'ve killed
nore nen then | care to renenber,
but you al ways renenber your first.

LOBO
Sone might call that col d-bl ooded.

STARK
That's funny. That's just what ny
brother called it. See, he believed
in the Law, which neans he believed

in, well, people. M, | don't believe
in nothin. '"Cept killin'. What
d' you believe in, stranger?
LOBO
What do | believe in?
STARK
Yeah. |'mcurious.

He thinks for a nonent.

LOBO
God.

Stark suddenly barks out a derisive |augh.

Still

| aughi ng,

STARK
Real | y?? That's rich

tries to conceal his surprise.

STARK ( CONT' D)
This was found just a few feet from
where ny brother was nmurdered. Now,
we been real careful withit. M
guess is, we're gonna find your
fingerprints on it, stranger. Aml
right?

Lobo is silent.

Still
of f.

no response.

STARK ( CONT' D)
Vll, I"'meither right or | ain't.

Stark reaches in his pocket and pulls
sonmet hing out, wapped in a cloth. The silver flask.

Stark begins to slowy slip his belt

53.

Lobo
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STARK ( CONT' D)
You know, it's too bad you were the
one killed ny brother. Tell you the

truth, when

wal ked in here, | got

me a real good vibration about you.
We m ght' ve been buddi es.

LOBO

I didn't kill

hi m

STARK
(playing with him

What's that?

| didn't quite...

LOBO
| said | didn't doit. It was the
ot her guy.

STARK

The ot her guy?

LOBO
Cive Mulligan from Kansas City.

Stark stares at himfor a nonent. Wth a speed that belies
his age, he suddenly WH PS his belt across Lobo's face.

The boy w nces in pain.

Bl ood flows froma gash on his cheek

STARK
That's what its |ike when a rattler

bites ya

Stark holds up his big silver belt buckle.

STARK ( CONT' D)

See, | filed that edge down there.
Razor sharp. Cones in handy.
LOBO
(enraged)

Wll, mnd you don't cut your dick

off with it!

Stark | aughs.

That'd be a shane!

STARK
I had me a feelin' | was gonna |ike

you.

The door opens and Deputy Anderson enters. He notes Lobo's
face with troubl ed expression.

STARK ( CONT' D)
(to Anderson)

He fell.
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ANDERSON
Marshal, can | talk to you for a
second?

They wal k over to a corner of the roomand talk in HUSHED
VO CES. Lobo tries to nake it out.

Finally, Stark cones back

STARK
What'd you say this other fella's
nanme was?

LOBO

Cive Mlligan.

STARK
Your l|ady friend, she nanaged to
give us the slip at Mechanicsville.
She was with a guy, dark-haired, md-
to-late forties, wearing dirtied-up
nover's coveralls. Ring any bells?

Lobo expression turns to shock.

LOBO
It couldn't be..

Stark sm | es.

STARK
I knew | was gonna |ike you.

EXT. MAIN STREET -- MOMENTS LATER

Stark and Anderson energe fromthe Enpty Bottle. Putnam and
his boys turn to | ook.

STARK
Sheriff! He's all yours.
PUTNAM
Aw i ght, boys, lets get himon over

tothe jail.
The Marshall and the Deputy wal k past the gallery of cops.

STARK
You didn't like the | ooks of his
face, did you?

Anderson is quiet.

STARK ( CONT' D)
You're a good man, | know. Probably
got a wife. Nce little famly.

( MORE)
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STARK ( CONT' D)
I"mgonna fuck all that up, maybe
get you shot.

ANDERSON
Maybe. .

They wal k in silence for a nonent.

ANDERSON ( CONT' D)
You believe the kid?

STARK
No. He was the one who pulled the
trigger. He killed ny brother.

ANDERSON
How do you know?
STARK
Because | like him | always |ike

t he worst ones, Deputy. That's ny
curse. But it don't matter none,
because |I'mgonna kill all three of
‘em

Ander son st ops.

ANDERSON
The | ady, too?

STARK
Oh ny, vyes!

ANDERSON
Why ??

STARK
You scared, Frank?

ANDERSON

(pause)

Yeah.

STARK
Good. Ever been on a pl ane?

ANDERSON
An aeropl ane?

STARK
Yeah.

ANDERSON

No.
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STARK
Vell. Get ready.

ANDERSON
Now?

STARK
Yeah. Now.

ANDERSON

Marshal Stark, | ain't ready to get
on no pl ane.

STARK
Deputy Anderson, get ready.

ANDERSON
Lenme ask you a question Marshal:
Way not just kill the kid right now?
Make it look |like he got free and
went for your gun.

STARK
I"d rather |let himenjoy sone nore
Dexter hospitality for awhile. These
boys got sonewhat of a reputation
around here, as | understand it...

ANDERSON
Yeah, | know all about it. Your
brot her knew, too, Ethan. Think he

approved?

Stark gl ares back at him suddenly furious at this
transgression. Anderson stands his ground.

ANDERSON ( CONT' D)
Excuse ne. 'Marshal Stark'.

Stark whirls and continues wal king toward a waiting car.

STARK
Find me a hotel where the food don't
nove on the plate. W take off at
first light tonorrow
(enphasi zi ng wor ds)
' Deputy Anderson'.

EXT. Rl VERBANK -- DAY

The white convertible comes thundering through the thicket,
tunbl es over a steep bluff and into the river, where it slowy
di sappears into the depths.

Back up on the bluff stand Cive and Lucille, staring down
at the water.
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LUCI LLE

CLI VE

Too dangerous.

He | ooks up at Lucille.

Well, M ss,

CLI VE ( CONT' D)
I'mafraid this is where

we part ways. | do wish you the
best of luck in your travels.

He tips his hat.

Godspeed.

CLI VE ( CONT' D)

He turns and begi ns wal ki ng down the riverbank. Lucille

| ooks conf used.

After a nmoment, she starts followng him He cuts across a
recently-planted cornfield.

LUCI LLE
Uh.. mster? | was just wondering
where you were headed?
CLI VE
Ar kansas.
LUCI LLE
Arkansas, huh? You got famly there?
CLI VE
Let's hope so.
LUCI LLE
Well, uh.. that's it then?
CLI VE
That's it.
LUCI LLE
You're not interested in the case no
nor e?
CLI VE
That case has brought me nothin' but
trouble. Its all yours. You wn.
| |ose.
LUCI LLE
You're.. You're not interested in

what's insi

de it.
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CLI VE
| don't got no idea what's inside
it. As you can see, its |ocked up
tight.

LUC LLE
I.. | do have an idea.

Clive stops. He turns to face her.

She stares down into the dark reflection of her face in the
case's ever-shining black |eather.

LUCI LLE ( CONT' D)
Its sonmethin' valuable, inside. |
can feel it. Sonethin' nen are
willing to kill for.

She | ooks up.

LUCI LLE ( CONT' D)
Whatever it is, | propose a 50-50
split.

CLI VE
What ?7?

LUCI LLE
I got nothin' tyin'" ne to this part
of the country anynore. Just a
smashed-up barroom full of nenories.

CLI VE
Look, you know who T.J. Pendergast
i s?

LUCI LLE

He's the Boss of Kansas City.

CLI VE
That's right. But he's nore than
just that. He's the governnent,
he's the police, he's the judge and
the jury, and he's the one who pulls
the swtch on the hot seat. And he
wants what you got. There's no place
he couldn't find you, given tine.

LUCI LLE
What about Brazil ?

CLI VE
Br a- what ?

LUCI LLE

Brazil? 1ts a country.
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CLI VE
Brazil!
(1 aughs)
I'mgoin" to Arkansas, honey.

He strides toward a scarecrow in the nmddle of the field.
She foll ows.

He begins to clinb the scarecrow

LUCI LLE
Down in Brazil, no one would ever
find you. Not T.J. Pendergast, not
nobody. You think he won't find you
in Arkansas?

Clive begins to scan the horizon fromhis el evated view point.

LUCI LLE ( CONT' D)
What ' re you doin'?

CLI VE
Lookin' for the river.
(he points)
Ther e.
LUCI LLE

(pointing the direction
t hey came from
The river's that way.

CLI VE
I"mlookin'" for the Big River.

LUCI LLE
What big river?

CLI VE
The one that's gonna take ne hone.
(smells the air)
Yeah, it's that way.

LUC LLE
M ster..

CLI VE
Cive.

LUC LLE

You wanna know what's in it just as
much as | do.

CLI VE
| don't care.

LUCI LLE
Bul | shit.
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He stares down at her.

LUCI LLE (CONT' D)
... 1 need help.

He si ghs.

CLI VE
Everybody needs hel p.

Suddenly, a SHOTGUN BLAST rips the head off the scarecrow,
m ssing dive's own head by inches.

Clive leaps fromthe scarecrow.

CLI VE ( CONT' D)
Go!  Co!

He and Lucy run toward the woods at the edge of the field.

A big, ugly MAN energes fromthe opposite direction, holding
a shotgun. He gives chase.

Bl G UALY MAN
That's them! That's them violin-
case killers!

They make it to the trees, but a thin, harsh-|ooki ng MAN
materializes in front of them also brandishing a shotgun.

TH N MAN
Hol d on therel

They stop dead. dive instinctively reaches for his gun,
but Lucille already has it trained on the thin man.

The big man runs up behind them

Bl G UALY MAN
That's the ones, Toml The ones on
the radiol | knowit isl!

THIN MAN TOM
Awight, Lawence. Take it easy,
now.
(to Lucille)
Little Mssy, I'lIl need you to drop
your weapon.

Lucille cocks it instead. Both Tom and Law ence cock theirs.
TOM
Now, M ss. You nust know your options
are few

She | ooks |ike she is about to fire. And then, finally, her
grip weakens, and the gun falls to the ground.
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Tom sni | es.

TOM ( CONT' D)
W se choi ce.
INT. JAIL CELL -- DAY
Lobo paces in his cell inpatiently. He has a paper napkin

stuck crudely to his face to staunch the bleeding fromthe
gash. Finally, he calls out.

LOBO
Hey! |'mstarvin' in here! Can't a
man get a plate of food??
No answer.
LOBO ( CONT' D)
(1 ouder)
Hey! !
Still no answer. Finally, he hears the outer door UNLOCK
and come open.
Ver ne appears.
VERNE

What you want, killer?

LOBO
How "bout a little grub, Verne. |
aint et for two days.

VERNE
You want sone grub?

LOBO
I"d be nmuch obli ged.

VERNE
Yeah.. Yeah.

Verne di sappears. He cones back hol ding sonmething in his
hand, wrapped in wax paper.

VERNE ( CONT' D)
Here's sone grubs.

He tosses the thing into the cell. It is the Sheriff's half-
eaten drunstick. It is covered in naggots.

Ver ne | aughs nockingly.
VERNE ( CONT' D)

Bon appetite! Best keep your strength
up for later.
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LOBO
And what's | ater.

VERNE
Oh, we got us sone fancy equi pment
hi dden away in the store-room
Haven't had an occasion to use it in
a while. Them niggers been real
good about stayin' away. W gonna
use it on you though, killer, don't
you worry. Tell ne, you got any
chil dren?

LOBO
None to speak of, Verne.

VERNE
That's too bad. Cause we'll be goin'
straight for your source, if you
catch nmy neanin'.

Lobo | ooks down at his crotch. He |ooks back up and sm | es.

LOBO
| ain't gonna forget about you, Verne.

Ver ne | aughs | ouder.

VERNE
Yeah.. Yeah.

He wal ks out, still |aughing.
EXT. OLD BARN -- N GHT

A battered old barn stands in the mddle of the woods, lit
up in the blood-red sunset. No sign of life except for a
pl ume of black snoke rising froma tin chimey on the roof.

W track toward the barn, and we begin to hear the PING Pl NG
PI NG of someone poundi ng netal on netal.

I NT. BARN -- CONTI NUQUS

The PING PI NG PI NG grows | ouder as we track past the dusty
farm equi pnent, tools, and bales of straw toward a set of
back roons. One of the doorways has a BRI GHT ORANGE GLOW
emanating fromit.

| NT. SM THI NG ROOM - - CONTI NUOUS

W sweep through the door and there stands Lawence in front
of a raging forge, wearing blacksmth goggles, gloves and a
heavy bl ack apron.

He is in the process of pounding a red-hot piece of iron
into a point.
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We track over to the violin case, which is up on a vice.
I NT. ADJO NI NG ROOM - - CONTI NUOUS

Clive and Lucille are each tied to the two support posts in
t he room

Tomsits on a chair facing them Shotgun across his |ap.

TOM
My brother may not be nuch to | ook
at, but he's quite the smth. He'l
get that son of a bitch open

He | eans forward.
TOM ( CONT' D)

You folks ain't too tal kative all of
a sudden. Quite a difference from

when we found ya. | heard sone of
the things you said, talkin'" 'bout
things men are willin to kill for.

O die for. O sonethin' |like that.

Through the doorway to the open room they can hear Law ence
continue to pound away: PING PING PING The intense orange
glow com ng fromthe forge throws his shadow up on the wall.

I NT. SM THI NG ROOM - - CONTI NUQUS

Lawr ence pounds the iron bar into a flat point, like the end
of a crowbar. He walks it over to the violin case and tries
to wedge the red hot point into the shiny netal edge of the
case.

He begi ns poundi ng on the poker with his hamer, trying to
pry it open. Sparks fly. After a few hits, he stops and

| ooks. The netal edging on the case continues to gleamin
the firelight as if had never been touched. No scorch-nmarks,
dents, not hing.

Law ence runs his finger over the snooth netal, w de-eyed
with disbelief. He begins POUNDI NG agai n.

I NT. ADJO NI NG ROOM - - CONTI NUQUS

We hear Lawrence drop his tools on the ground and CRY out in
pain. Hi s denonic-|ooking shadow grabs at it's hand and
dances around up on the wall. Tomnotes this with

di spl easure. He turns back to his prisoners.

TOM
Anyhow, just in case he can't get it
open. \Were's the key?



CLI VE
| told you, there ain't none. O if
there are, we ain't got it.

Tom gets up and wal ks toward Clive. He SMASHES himin the
face with the butt of his rifle.

LUC LLE
You son of a bitch!

Tom | ooks at her and snil es.

TOM
Vll, | hate to do it. But | guess
I''mgonna have to search your
girlfriend for it.

He goes over to her and rips her shirt down, and then rips
her undershirt down, exposing her breasts.

TOM ( CONT' D)
Mmmm N ce. You're quite a wonan.
(to Lawrence)
Lawence! Get in herel

Law ence cones in holding the red-hot poker. He stares at
Lucille's breasts.

LAVWRENCE
Niiiice.

TOM
Get 'er on the bed!

He points to a bare set of box springs in the corner.

CLI VE
DON' T YOU TOUCH HER! !

He cones up real close to Cive's face and grins.

TOM
Hope ya don't mind, but I'mfeelin
ki nda... apocalyptic right now So,
you just go ahead and screamall you
l[ike. No one'll hear it.
CLI VE
| told you!! There ain't no key!!
TOM
Ch, | know. | was just lookin' for

an excuse to do what |'mabout to do
to your little girlfriend.

He | aughs.

65.
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Cive's eyes fill with rage. He slips sonething out of his
shirt sleeve into his hand. A cigarette lighter

CUE LI VELY VICLIN MJSI C

I NTERCUT BARN AND JAI LHOUSE

INT. JAIL CELL -- N GHT

This all happens with NO SOUND EXCEPT THE MJSI C

A group of cops bursts in and grabs Lobo by the arns and
| egs.

The cops strip his clothing off of him |eaving himclad
only in white |ong-johns.

Verne | ooks on with a mal evolent gleamin his eye.
I NT. BARN -- NI GHT

Lawr ence and Tom strip Lucille of her renaining clothes and
throw her on the netal box spring.

Clive is burning his ties wth the lighter and burning the
flesh fromhis hands in the process. He grits his teeth as
tears formin his eyes.

INT. JAIL HALLWAY -- NI GHT

The nen drag Lobo kicking and struggling down the darkened
hal | way towards a back room

I NT. SHOCK ROOM -- N GHT

The roomis dimy-lit, and contains various netal racks. In
the mddle sits another COP wearing thick granny gl asses.

On the table is a big black nmetal box, not unlike a ham radio.
The inside glows with a blue light. Two thick cables run
fromthe box, with two netal claws on each end. The man

| ooks up fromthe box at Lobo.

He brings the two claws together, resulting in a bright,
bl ue ELECTRI CAL FLASH.

I NT. BARN -- NI GHT

Tom hol ds her down as Lawrence undoes his pants and clinbs
on top of her, beady eyes shining with lust. She SCREAVS
sound| essl y.

I NT. SHOCK ROOM -- N GHT

The nen | ash Lobo to one of the racks. They pry his |egs
apart and tie them down.
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One of the men brings out a |ladle and spl ashes Lobo's crotch
with water.

Verne now grasps the two netal claws. He brings the netal
cl aws towards Lobo's drenched crotch, draw ng cl oser and
closer to the source.

I NT. BARN -- N GHT

Law ence inches his way up her Lucille's body, getting ready
for forced entry.

I NT. SHOCK ROOM -- NI GHT
Lobo SCREAMS soundl essly, preparing for the worst.

Suddenly, a hand flicks on the house lights, illum nating
t he room

END MJSI C

The cops all stop what they're doing and turn toward the
door, where stands Deputy Frank Anderson.

ANDERSON
Evenin'.

I NT. BARN -- N GHT

Lucille is struggling in vain. Suddenly she stops and BELTS
OUT A LAUGH.

TOM
What's so funny, bitch??

LUCI LLE
That!! That's funny...

She i ndicates Lawence's crotchtal area. Law ence |ooks
down at his crotch, then back up at her. She keeps right on
LAUGH NG

LAVRENCE
Get ne the knife. |'mownna cut her
tits off.

Law ence' s expressi on suddenly changes. He starts GASPI NG
for breath. Blood sprays out of his nouth.

The sharp, glowi ng end of the red-hot poker suddenly energes
fromthe front of his throat in a shower of blood, driven in
to the back of his neck by one fucking pissed-off Cive!

Tom has just enough tinme to look up into both barrels of his
own shotgun held in ive's other hand, which BLOAMS H S FACE
THROUGH THE BACK OF HI S HEAD
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Clive stands there, eyes wide, |like he can't believe what
he's just done. Lucille's naked body is covered in Lawence's
bl ood. She lays there, trenbling.

I NT. SHOCK ROOM -- N GHT

The torture squad is |ooking quite sheepish and busted.

VERNE
Uh, evenin'.
ANDERSON
Hope y'all don't mnd, | let nyself

in.
He begi ns wal ki ng around the room checking things out.

ANDERSON ( CONT' D)
What y'all up to in here?

VERNE

Uh, well, the... prisoner here was...
ANDERSON

You nean the 'suspect'?
VERNE

That's right, the 'suspect', well,

he was... actin' out so to speak.

W felt it was necessary to...

ANDERSON
Teach hima | esson.

VERNE
That's right, teach hima | esson.

Anderson is now right up in Verne's face.

ANDERSON
What ' re you gonna do now?

Verne eyes himfor a nonent.

VERNE
Vel 1, uh, | think we nade our point,
right boys? W's just tryin' at
scare 'im
ANDERSON
So then, what're you gonna do now?
VERNE
We're... we're gonna put himback in

his cell.
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ANDERSON
"Il walk with ya.

INT. JAIL CELL -- MOMENTS LATER

Under Anderson's watch, they very nicely escort Lobo back
into his cell. Verne shuts the door and locks it.

VERNE
There we are, Deputy. Locked up
nice and tight.

Ander son neets his eyes once again.

ANDERSON
Evenin'.

He turns to | eave.
VERNE
(with a slight
mal i ci ousness)
Drop by again soon, Deputy Sheriff!
Ander son turns back to himand his words cut |ike knives.

ANDERSON
Count on it.

Verne glowers after himas he goes. Then he hears | ow
LAUGHTER. Lobo is loving every m nute.

LOBO
(aping him
"Drop by again sooooon, Deputy

Sheriff...'

Verne | ooks ready to tear the boy's head off. He grabs his
pi stol .

LOBO (CONT' D)
Now you gonna pi stol whip nme, Verne?
Can't you nake up your m nd?

Verne catches hinself and hol sters his gun.

VERNE
He'll be leavin' conme dawn. Don't
get confortable. Killer.

He stal ks off to the sound of LAUGHTER, and Lobo opens his
hand to see the object he managed to snag during his
struggles: A small roll of thread.
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EXT. BARN -- N GHT
Clive and Lucille stand | ooking at the barn. Both | ook
conpl etely exhausted and drai ned. Kind of nunb. She's now
wrapped in a blanket. Cdive's |ooks up to the night sky.

CLI VE
Ful | noon.

LUCI LLE
Goddamm right it is.

More silence as they stare up at the stars.

CLI VE
Brazil, huh?

LUCI LLE
VWhat ?

CLI VE
| said Brazil, huh?

LUCI LLE
Uh... vyeah.

CLI VE

W gotta go to Arkansas first, okay?
She | ooks at him he | ooks at her.

LUCI LLE
kay.

They draw a little bit closer to each other.

Then she | ooks over at what nust be Tom and Lawr ence's house,
standing in the near distance.

LUCI LLE ( CONT' D)
Think they got any hot runnin' water
in there?

CLI VE
O food?

LUCI LLE
Yes, glorious food.

DI SSOLVE TGO
I NT. BATHROOM -- LATER

Clive, now cl eaned up and bandaged, stands in front of the
mrror, shaving. H's mdsection is wapped in a towel.

He stares at his ravaged yet handsone face, |ooking disturbed.
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He | ooks at the bandages on his burned wists. The cuts and
brui ses on his body fromthe truck weck.

LUCI LLE (O.S.)
Cive?

He snaps out of it.

CLI VE
Yes Lucille?

LUCI LLE (Q S.)
Can you cone in here a nonment?

CLI VE
Sur e thing.

He wal ks into the..
| NT. BEDROOM -- CONTI NUOUS

Lucille lays there, freshly bathed, a white sheet covering
her naked body. Her still-danp auburn hair spread across
the pillow. She is a vision.

CLI VE
Everything all right?

LUCI LLE
Wll, to tell you the truth, I'm
feelin just alittle bit...
apocal yptic right now.

She gives hima look and pulls the sheet aside.

He puts the razor down on the dresser and goes to her. W
zero in on the straight-razor, lying next to a picture of
the smling nowdead brothers, Tom and Lawence, armin-arm
posing next to a freshly-killed twel ve-point buck.

INT. JAIL CELL -- DAWN

The nmorning half-light is just beginning to chase away the
darkness. Lobo lays on top of his bunk, fully dressed again,
eyes cl osed.

He hears the OUTER DOOR OPENI NG and his eyes flash open for
a second.

Verne enters, smling. Another cop, Wade, trails behind
hi m

VERNE
GQuess what, killer. The great federal
marshal and his lowy little |ackey
just flew outta towmn. So your tine's
al nrost at hand



Lobo sits up and stares at Verne.
arnmpits and flaps his "w ngs".

Lobo keeps his eyes cl osed.

LOBO
Tell you the truth, Verne. [|'d much
prefer the pistol-whippin.

VERNE
Vll, I"'mafraid that ain't happenin'.

You' || get the shock to the
undercarriage just |ike them niggers.

LOBO
Yeah. Then you can have your nen do
it for ya.

VERNE
What's that supposed to nmean?

LOBO
Only that your fat-ass ain't got the
balls to give nme a good ol d fashi oned
pi stol whippin' yourself. Too busy..
Chowi n' down on fried chicken. Ain't
that right, Wade?

WADE
Vell. ..

VERNE
Vel | what ??

WADE

You do have quite the appetite.

VERNE
Shut your goddam hol e!!

WADE
I's just answerin' the question,
Ver ne.

Verne turns back to Lobo.

VERNE
| give a pistol-whippin' anytinme |
good goddamm wel | |i ke | just don't
feel like it!

Lobo makes a chi cken sound.

LOBO
BAWKI

He puts his fists in his

72.
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LOBO ( CONT' D)
BAAAVWNVAKK! !

He junps up on his bed and starts poking and prancing around
i ke a chicken

LOBO ( CONT' D)
Bawkbawkbawkbawkbawk. . . . BAAWNAKK! !

WADE
He's just tryin' to crawl under your
skin, Verne. Shake it offl!!

Verne sits there in his juices for a nonent. Finally, he
turns to | eave.

VERNE
Lets go, \Wade.

They wal k away.
bl i vi ous, Lobo continues on.

LOBO
(i n chi ckenspeak)
BAWKI I What's that Deputy Sheriff??
BAWK! ! You want ne to suck your
balls for ya?? BAW! Anytiiiine...

We hear the outer door CLANG back open. Verne cones flying
back in with Wade chasing after him blinded wth rage.

He funbles for his keys and gets the door open.

VERNE
Keep your gun on him Wade.

LOBO
BAVK BAVK BAWK! I'!'!

Verne pulls out his pistol an advances on Lobo, who goes
ri ght on BAVKI NG

He raises his pistol, handle out, and wal ks right into a
conpl ex webbing of thread, stretched floor to ceiling, barely
visible in the norning Iight.

He gets all caught up in it for a nonent, unable to bring
t he gun down on Lobo.

VERNE
What the...
But one nmonment is all the tine Lobo needs. In a flash he is
on the big cop. He grabs Verne's hair and brings his knee
up into his nose, hard!! He rips the gun from Verne's hand

and points it at Wade, who is conpletely caught off guard.
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For a nonent, they are engaged in a stand-off. Wde's hand
starts shaking. Lobo's does not.

LOBO
Drop it, Wade. | don't wanna Kil
you.

Wade drops the gun with a CLATTER

LOBO ( CONT' D)
Now, what say we find out what's
shakin' down the hall
I NT. SHOCK ROOM -- MOMENTS LATER
Four-eyes is working on the big box. It hunms to life.
The door opens and there stands Verne and Wade.

FOUR- EYES
Well, its about tine...

LOBO (O S.)
Wade. Duck.

Wade pushes Verne to the floor. Lobo appears behind them
gun in each hand.

FOUR- EYES
Uh- oh.

I NT. MAIN OFFI CE -- CONTI NUQUS

The rest of the cops are all mlling about the rmain office,
yawni ng and | aughi ng.

They hear a ROAR OF GUNFIRE. Putnamspills his coffee on
his shirt. Everyone reaches for their guns.

PUTNAM
VWhat in tarnation..

| NT. SHOCK ROOM -- CONTI NUOUS
Lobo stands over Four-eyes' bl oody, snoking corpse.

LOBO
That's for all '"them niggers'.

He turns to Wade, standing next to the still dazed Verne,
who is barely on his feet.

LOBO ( CONT' D)
Get '"imup on the rack, Wade.

Wade turns to Verne sheepishly.
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WADE
Sorry 'bout this Verne. He gonna
kill me if I don't.

Sonehow, he doesn't seemthat sorry, though. He throws Verne
up on the rack, pries his legs apart, and cl anps them down.

VERNE
Huh... Wa. ..

Lobo picks up the two metal shock claws. He draws them
together and they emt a BRI GHT, BLUE FLASH.

He sml es.

LOBO
CGet the | adle, Wade.

I NT. MAIN OFFI CE -- CONTI NUQUS

Everyone is standing there, frozen, trying to figure out
what to do. Nobody seens to want to nove, though

PUTNAM
Whaddya s' pose is goin' on?

RI CKY
Maybe.. Verne.. Was just cleanin'
his gun back there. And it went

of f.
Al'l of a sudden, Verne's unholy SCREAM reaches their ears.

VERNE (O S.)
AAAAAAAAUUUUUUUUUUUURRRRRRRRRGGGGY g
gggghhhhaaaaawwwwy. . .

There is a pause. No one speaks. Finally...

VERNE ( CONT' D)
NOOOOOOOOCAAAAAAAAA
AAAMVVVIVMIVNS T OOOO00CAAAAAAa aaaaaaww

wwggur gl e. .

PUTNAM
If I had to guess from previous
experience, |'d say they're usin
t he box.

He wal ks casually over to his desk and crouches down behi nd
it.
PUTNAM ( CONT' D)
Ricky. Go check it out.

The rest of the cops who aren't naned Ricky breath a sigh of
relief, and crouch down behi nd desks.
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RI CKY
VWhat ?  Now??

PUTNAM
No, next Chri stnms.

VERNE (O S.)
OHHHHHH
OONOOOOONOOnoo0000O0aaaaaaggggag. . . .

Ri cky | ooks pleadingly at the Sheriff.

PUTNAM
Vell, bring young Billy with you if
you |ike.
Ri cky sighs.
Rl CKY

C non, Billy.

The two cops approach the entrance to the hallway. They
stand next to the door, guns up. Ricky sneaks a glance into
t he hal | way.

RI CKY (CONT' D)
Al'l clear. Let's go.

They nove cautiously into the hallway and di sappear from
Vi ew.

Two GUNSHOTS ring out.

Billy flies back into view and slanms into the hallway door,
his forehead geysering bl ood.

Ri cky stunbl es back behind himinto the office, his left eye
shot out. Blood shoots out of the hole.

RI CKY ( CONT' D)
M eye!!l M eye!!lll

He goes into convul sions and pitches onto a desk, his flailing
i nbs sending the contents of the desktop flying everywhere.
Finally, he goes still.

Everyone el se | ooks on in horror.
Put nam struggl es to regul ate his breathing.

PUTNAM
Awight. Awight. Everyone stay
calm The front door's the only way
out. [If that bastard thinks he's
gettin' through, he's gotta go through
Dexter's finest first. Now |oad
your weapons, 'cause he's comn'!
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The cops, about nine left, LOAD and COCK their weapons, girded
for action.

I NT. SHOCK ROOM -- CONTI NUOUS

A hand opens the door of an oak cabinet. Lined up inside it
are five beautiful, gleam ng, blue-barreled Thonpson machi ne
guns, prinmed and ready.

Lobo stares at the guns.

LOBO
Oh, Mama. If only you could see
your boy now.

I NT. MAIN OFFI CE -- CONTI NUQUS

A shadow appears on the hallway door, lit by a shaft of the
nor ni ng sun

PUTNAM
He's comn'!!

EXT. DEXTER PCLI CE STATI ON -- CONTI NUOUS

In the front yard across the street, two children, a BOY and
a GRL of about 7 and 5 are |ocked armand arm spinning
around in the grass and singing...

BOY AND G RL
Ring around the rosy, pocket full of
posi es, ashes, ashes, we all fall
DOMN! |

On "down' they hit the ground together. 1In the same instance,
the police station erupts in GUNFIRE. The children turn to
| ook, eyes wi de.

The ROAR OF GUNFI RE continues inside the station as the front
wi ndows are shot out. Stray bullets strike near the children,
but mss hitting them (Oblivious, the two continue to watch
in fascination.

(Note: Intercut with this, we could probably see sone QU CK
FLASHES of the mayhem occurring inside the station)

The GUNFI RE continues, in shorter spurts now, and then slowy
peters out.

There is one | ast extended BURST OF MACHI NE- GUN FI RE.
And then silence. The children continue to stare, transfixed.
Finally, Lobo exits out the front door of the station,

whistling to hinself as if he had just paid off a speeding
ticket.
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He approaches the two ki ds.

LOBO
Hel | o, ki ds!

LI TTLE BOY
Hel | o, m ster!

LOBO
(1 ooki ng ar ound)
Say, where'd all them newspaper and
radi o people go?

LITTLE G RL
They went to go find them..

(struggling)
...Vi-erlin Case Killers!

LOBO
Vel |, when they come back, which
they will, you tell 'em sonething
for me. Okay?

LITTLE G RL
What ?

LOBO
Tell 'em Johnny Lobo says hell o!

He tips his hat and flashes thema smle.
On the kids, we...
FADE QUT:
FADE | N:
I NT. FATTY'S ROAD- SI DE CAFE -- DAY

A greasy but well-tended cafe for weary cross-state travelers,
sonewhere on Route 8.

W zero in on a newspaper, front page of the St. Louise Post
Di spatch. The headline screanms: THE VIOLIN CASE KILLERS: A
DI SPATCH EXCLUSI VE. Underneath are pictures of Lobo, dive,
and Lucille.

Underneath this are rel ated headlines, albeit in smaller

type: WHAT HAPPENED AT THE BARN??, POLI CE TORTURE ROOM FOUND
AT SI TE OF MASSACRE, and FEDERAL MARSHAL FACES TQUGH
QUESTIONS, VOAS "I|'LL GET 'EM.

From behi nd the newspaper cones the voice of the MAN who is
reading it.
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MAN (O S.)
Oooooweee!! They're tearin' this
state apart!

FATTY, the owner and head cook, |lays a steam ng plate of
eggs, bacon and hash browns on the counter in front of the
paper .

FATTY
VWho?

MAN
Who ya think?

FATTY
Eggs' Il get cold Manny.

The paper is quickly shunted aside, revealing MANNY ROSE
| at e 40i sh black man. Hi's clothes may be hunble, but his
eyes are sharp and his gap-toothed grin infectious to al
who neet him save for the nost extrenely prejudiced.

He sees the eggs and flashes his grin.

MANNY
Fatty, no one does Kentucky scranble
i ke you. | swear, if you had
breasts, 1'd marry you

Fatty stops and gives hima | ook.

FATTY
Have you seen ne |ately??

The regulars at the counter break into a LAUGH Fatty,
however, never smles.

FATTY ( CONT' D)
Eat your eggs, W seguy.

Manny dives into his eggs ferociously.
Two WORKI NG MEN enter, trailing the dust of the road.

MAN #1
Hey, what's with all the police
presence outside?

FATTY
Dunno. They sure as hell ain't eatin'
anyt hing, though. You fellas wanna
have a seat at the counter?

The men | ook at the two chairs open next to Manny.

MAN #2
Next to the boy? | don't think so.
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Manny stops chewing. The place goes SILENT

FATTY
That's funny. | don't see ne no boy
"round here? Fellas, you see a boy
"round here?

The REGULARS at the counter | ook around.

REGULARS
No.. nope...can't say's | do.
FATTY
Nope. | see ne a man, though, nane

a M. Manny Rose. Travelling
salesman. Deals in fine and exotic
antiques fromall over the world.
Been com n' through here for twenty
years. You two got a problemwth
t hat ?

MANNY
Let it go, Fatty. It ain't worth
it.

MAN #2
Al 1 knowis, you got a section for
Col ored's over there, so why ain't
he sittin" init?

He points to a booth near the kitchen marked ' COLORED BOOTH .
The booth is painted bright yellow.

FATTY
The county nmakes nme put that up, but
t hey never specified which color.
So, | decided the color should be
yellow Its ny little joke.

MAN #2
Vell, it ain't too funny.

FATTY
| got me a .22 caliber L.C Smth
behind this counter that disagrees
with you. Now, why don't you two
boys have a seat.

MAN #1
Ferget it. W're leavin'.
FATTY
Suit yourselfs. Next breakfast is

45 m | es.

The two nmen | ook at each other. Gunbling, they head over
to the yellow booth and sit down.



81.
Regul ar CONVERSATION in the cafe resunes excitedly.

Manny | ooks over at the spectacle of two white crackers

sl unped dejectedly in the Colored booth and can't hel p but
stifle a laugh. He looks up at Fatty, who has gone back to
his grille.

MANNY

"Exotic antiques'. I'ma junk dealer.
FATTY

You callin" me aliar?
MANNY

Y' know, Fatty. | think today just

m ght be ny day.

FATTY
Eat your eggs.

EXT. CAFE PARKI NG LOT -- LATER

Manny exits the cafe, still smling. The lot is teemng
with police cars, with more comng in fromthe highway.

Hs smle fades, and for a nonent, we see what he sees:
P. O V. PARKI NG LOT -- CONTI NUOUS

In SLOMO  Police cars swirl around us, dust rises fromthe
ground, LAWEN stare at us suspiciously as we pass, weapons
are being checked. An officer watching us says sonething to
another. He nouths the word 'nigger'.

Manny keeps his head down and heads straight for his truck.
He is no fool.

An ol d upright piano is strapped onto the back bed of his
battered pick-up truck, his |atest acquisition.

He opens the door.
I NT. PICKUP -- CONTI NUOUS
A gun appears, pointed at him He freezes.

CLI VE' S VA CE
Drive, mster.

Clive and Lucille are hunched down in the cab, out of sight.
They are | ooking better these days, cleaned up and wearing
fresh clothes. Cive has stiches in his forehead. Lucille
is holding a small suitcase which, it can only be surm sed,
hol ds the violin case.

Manny consi ders whether to nmake a break. Cive COCKS his
gun.
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CLI VE' S VO CE ( CONT' D)
| said: Drive, mster.

EXT. H GMAY -- DAY
The pickup rolls down the road.
I NT. PICKUP -- CONTI NUOUS

Clive and Lucy are sitting up now. Manny driving, dive in
the mddle, his gun trained on Manny's chest. Lucy reads
t he paper.

A police car appears, comng fromthe opposite direction
Clive grabs Lucy's shoul der.

CLI VE
Down.

They hunker down until the car passes.

MANNY
 (gluny) |
This is my day all right.. You' al
gonna get ny ass killed!

CLI VE
Just keep drivin'.

LUCI LLE
Lord have nercy! W are in sone
troubl e here.

Clive | ooks over at the paper.

LUCI LLE ( CONT' D)

(reading)
' Federal Marshal Ethan Stark, brother
of the slain Sheriff, was questioned
about his decision to | eave the
depraved killer Johnny Lobo in the
custody of the notoriously corrupt
Dexter Police force. H's curt
response, 'If those boys were involved
intorture, then maybe they got what
t hey deserved. As for the three
fugitives, don't you worry, |I'Il get
"em. Marshal Stark's record belies
his confidence: 21 nmen killed by
his gun....'

(face brightens)
Aaaaawwv. . .

CLI VE
VWhat ?



LUCI LLE
Lookit that. Cute little springer
spani el puppy. Needs a hone. Look,
they got a picture.

She pushes the paper closer to Clive. He takes a |ook.

CLI VE
Cut e.

LUCI LLE
Isn't he just a darling?

Manny | ooks at them wi th bugged-out eyes.
MANNY
Have you peopl e gone crazy?? Cet
down.

They get down. Another cop car passes them by.

CLI VE
Thinks, mster. | didn't even see
"emcomn'.
MANNY
Don't thank nme! | ain't helpin' no
violin case killers!!
LUCI LLE
Well, you just told us to get down.
MANNY
(frustrated)
Yeah, but that was... reflex.
Goddammi t!
LUCI LLE
Take 'er easy, there mister
MANNY
| just.. | just.. Goaddmamit!!
CLI VE
Look. We ain't tryin' to be no burden
on you.
MANNY
(losing it)

Oh, no burden! No burden! Y know
how fast them | awren gonna shoot an
old nigger like me? | get pulled
over for a traffic violation, | gotta
worry about bein' shot. Now, add in
two fugitive killers to the equation,
and whaddyou think you got?? Huh??
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Clive and Lucy are silent.

MANNY ( CONT' D)
Shit. This was supposed to be ny

day.

CLI VE
Look, m ster..

MANNY
Manny. M nanmes Manny. |'m gonna
die with you, you mght as well know
ny nane.

CLI VE
Manny. | know you ain't gonna believe
this, but we ain't actually killed
no cops.

Manny eyes i ve.

CLI VE ( CONT' D)
Thi s. .
(i ndi cati ng newspaper)
..Is all hyperbole. Sells newspapers.

MANNY
Al what ??
CLI VE
Hyper bol e.
MANNY
Hy- per-..
CLI VE
Hy- per-bo-le..
MANNY
Hyper bol e.
CLI VE
Yeah, hyperbole. You got it.
MANNY
Al right! Hyperbole!l Whatever you
say. .
CLI VE

That's right. And let nme tell you,
you ain't that old.

MANNY
["'m 47!

CLI VE
Vell, 1'"'m48! That's old.
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Manny eyes himfor a nonment, then smles and shakes his head.

MANNY
| ' m dead.

Clive smles back. Lucille stays serious.

LUCI LLE
Clive, honey? What about..

She points to something in the paper.

CLI VE
No, sweetie. The notice about the
dog is not hyperbole. That's true.

LUCI LLE
I know. I'mjust funnin'.

They burst out |aughing. Manny just stares at themlike

they're out of their m nds.

CLI VE
That was a good one, honey.
MANNY
So, if I may ask, where you fol ks
headed?
LUCI LLE
Brazil .
MANNY
Pl annin' on stoppin' anywhere first?
CLI VE
Ar kansas.
MANNY
M hmm  And anywhere before that?
CLI VE
Nowher e speci al
MANNY
How ' bout this police road-block up

ahead?

They | ook. There is a big police roadbl ock up ahead, anot her

ARMY OF COPS waiting. Cive and Lucy dive for cover.

EXT. ROADBLOCK -- MOVMVENTS LATER

Manny pulls up behind the car in front, which is being

searched by the cops.
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MANNY
Mrhmm M day.. This is ny day..

CLI VE
S pose their's nothin' stoppin' you
fromturnin' us in here..

MANNY
You coul d shoot ne.

CLI VE
Yeah, but then they'd have us
surrounded, and then..

MANNY
Shut your goddam nout h.

CLI VE
kay.

The car is waved through and Manny is beckoned forward. He
gives the attending COP his wi nning gap-toothed grin.

CcoP
What ' s your business on these roads?
MANNY
Junk.
CcoP
Junk. That supposed to be funny,
boy?
MANNY

Not funny. That's what | do. Junk.
The cop | ooks to the back of the truck. Sees the piano.
He | ooks back at Manny.

coP
Step out of the vehicle, boy.

Manny | ooks back at him He | ooks down at the two fugitives,
cowering in his cab. He shrugs, as if to say 'Wat can
do?' .

COP ( CONT' D)
Now!  Boy!

MANNY
Al right, then..

A STATE COP in the background | ooks up fromhis clipboard.
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STATE COP
Hel |, Ross, that's Manny Rose. How
you doin' Manny?

MANNY
Just fine, Dave. Just fine. Ddn't
recogni ze you at first.

DAVE

He's okay. Let 'imon through.
ROSS

You sure?
DAVE

He's been runnin' these roads for
years. He's okay.

Ross | ooks unconvinced. He glares at Manny. Manny grins
back.

MANNY
You heard him Ross. |'m okay.

This really gets Ross' dander up. His glare remains unfixed.
Dave | ooks up again fromhis clipboard.

DAVE
Damit Ross! If | say he's okay!
He' s okay!
Final | y:
ROSS

Move al ong. Boy.

Manny puts the pickup in gear and noves through the roadbl ock
to safety.

After driving for a nonent:

MANNY
Y all can cone up now.

Clive and Lucy sit up in the cab.

CLI VE
That was a cl ose one.. Thanks.

MANNY
Don't thank me. Just tryin' to save
ny own hide, like | said.

CLI VE
Vel |, thanks anyway.
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MANNY
Y know, that's twice since this
nornin' sonme cracker got his ass
handed to him Maybe this is ny
day, after all. So where to, folks?

CLI VE
You got a place?

MANNY
Yeah.

CLI VE
Wher e?

MANNY
East and south. 'Bout 5 ml|es outside
of Price Landing.

CLI VE
By the big river. | know the area.

MANNY
Yep. Got ne five acres.

CLI VE
Lets go there. [1'd like to get off
t hese roads.

MANNY
(cheerfully)
I mght as well get killed on ny own

property.

He takes another long |look at his two captors. They really
don't look all that dangerous, nore like an old married couple
out for a sunday drive.

MANNY ( CONT' D)
Lenme ask you sonethin'.

CLI VE
Shoot .

MANNY
An't you folks... y'know...
(hesitates)
..scared?

They | ook at each other, and then back at him eyes suddenly
weary.

CLI VE
Yeah, mister, we're scared.

LUCI LLE
And that ain't no hyperbole.
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EXT. GAS STATION -- DAY

In the mddle of nowhere. A sleek red Ford sedan pulls up
and Johnny Lobo junps out.

He trots inside the station.
I NT. STATI ON -- CONTI NUOUS

The ATTENDANT, in his 60,s, sits behind the counter reading
t he paper.

LOBO
You got a phone?

The attendant |ooks up through thick glasses. Lobo notices
his own picture plastered across the front page of the
newspaper .

LOBO ( CONT' D)
Son of a bitch! Now | know how John
Dillinger feels.
(opens j acket,
reveal i ng gun)
Don't do anything stupid now ol d-

tinmer.
ATTENDENT

Wiy' d | do anything stupid?
LOBO

You know why. You got a phone?
ATTENDENT

On the wall.
LOBO

Don't you nove now.

ATTENDENT
| have no intention of novin', sir.

Lobo goes to the phone and picks up the receiver.

LOBO
(into phone)
Qperator, I'd like to place a collect

call to St. Louis. M. Joe Ricarno.
He keeps a suspicious eye on the Attendant.

LOBO (CONT' D)
How s the article?

The attendant | ooks up at hi m again.
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P.O V. LOBO -- CONTI NUOUS

Lobo's face is hopelessly blurred to the attendant's eye.
He's blind as a bat.

ATTENDENT
Riveting. Just riveting.

I NT. OFFICE -- DAY

ROLLO, an el egant hood, sits at his desk in this plushly
appoi nted office. The PHONE ri ngs.

ROLLO
(pi cking up)

(he sm|es)
J.L. Smith, huh? Wy sure |I'd accept
the charges. Hey there, J.L., how
you doin'.

(pause)
W sure been missin' you around here.
Sure is good to see you finally
gettin' recognition for your fine
wor K. .

Yeah

He picks up his copy of the St. Louis Dispatch and smrks.

ROLLO ( CONT' D)
.."specially since it draws so nuch
favorable attention to the conpany.
What's that J.L.? No, the boss ain't
in right now But he wanted me to
gi ve you a nessage, case you call ed:
That package? He wants it back.

He's backin' out of the deal.

(pause)
Uh- huh.. Unh-huh.. Yeah, that
package.

W wheel slowy around the roomto reveal Stark and Anderson,
sitting in chairs facing the desk.

Stark holds Cive's file in his hands. It is open to revea
a copy of the letter fromhis nother

ROLLO ( CONT' D)
Yeah. Arkansas. Town called Henl ock.

That's where it'll be waitin' for
ya. .
Stark runs his finger over the words: '...sonmething to give

you'.



ROLLO ( CONT' D)
You get that package back, and may
we won't have to let you go due to
t he budgetary cutbacks. OCkay? Al
right. You have a great day now,
J.L. oh, and, J.L.? Don't forget
say your prayers.

He hangs up and | ooks at the two | awmren.

ROLLO ( CONT' D)
| couldn't resist that |last part.
Hope you don't mnd, officers.

STARK
Looks |i ke we picked the right day
to drop in.

ANDERSON
Yeah, well, let's just hope Millig
stupid enough to go visit his dyin
not her.

STARK
Ch, he will be. Men get crazy whe
it comes to nothers. And his is
al ready dead. They put her in the
ground this norning.

Ander son gives hima | ook.

STARK ( CONT' D)
Oh, it'll be kept outta the papers
No sense in himfinding that out..
Until its too |ate.

ANDERSON
This mean we have to get on that
dam pl ane agai n?

STARK
Yeah, Frank. That's what it neans
ROLLO
Al ways happy to help the boys in
blue. Oh, | alnost forgot.

He pulls a bottle out of his desk
ROLLO ( CONT' D)
Big Joe sends his best. 30 year
scot ch.

Stark stands and wal ks over to the bottle.

be
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He picks it up
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STARK
| ain't touched a drop in 10 years.
Made ne crazy.

ROLLO
Go ahead, Marshall. Take a pull.

Stark tears the seal off the bottle. He unscrews the cap
and sniffs.

ANDERSON
Et han.

Stark | ooks at Frank, no anger now about the first nane.
Frank shakes his head slowy.

ANDERSON ( CONT' D)
Renmenber your brother.

Stark thinks for a nonent.

STARK
| ain't forgot, Frank.

He hol ds the bottle up in toast.

STARK ( CONT' D)
To ny bel oved Cal vin.

He takes a swig of the bottle and swallows. He |ooks back
at Frank, who now just wears a sad expression, like he's
| ost sonet hi ng.

Rol 1 o | ooks on, satisfied.

Stark wal ks to a detailed map of the m dwest on the wall.
He | ocates the snmall town of Henl ock, Arkansas on the banks
of the Big River

STARK ( CONT' D)
Frank, Frank, Frank..

We focus on the small dot that is Heml ock, and nove up the
river back into Mssouri, finally com ng down on anot her
l[ittle dot: Price Landing.

W zoomin on an area just south of the dot, which gets bigger
and bigger, and finally...

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. JUNK YARD( OVERHEAD) -- AFTERNOON
The spraw ing junkyard is perched on a hill overlooking the

banks of the river. W see Manny's pickup, a small dot,
drive up to the front gate. W can hear SING NG .
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EXT. JUNK YARD -- CONTI NUOUS
The three of themare SING NG HAPPILY as the truck pulls up.

A bi g wooden archway announces: MANNY'S MESS. Beyond it
lays all manner of man-nmade detritus.

ALL THREE
Gonna | ay down ny sword and shield,
Down by the riverside..
Down by the riverside..
Down by the riverside..
Gonna | ay down ny sword and shield,
Down by the riverside..
And study war no nore..

They pile out, still singing excitedly. Manny and Lucy | ock
arns and spin around.

ALL THREE ( CONT' D)
Ain't gonna study war no nore...
Ain't gonna study war no nore...

Clive catches a glinpse the banks of the Big River off in
t he di stance, and goes silent. He begins walking toward it.

LUCI LLE AND MANNY
(oblivious)
Ain't gonna study war no nore... |
Ain't gonna study war no npooooore...

They stop. dive is now standing up on the rise, bathed in
the sinking sun, staring out at the shimmering waters. A
package freighter drifts lazily by, trailing a cloud of steam

CLI VE
(softly, enotional)
Down by the ri-ver-side.

Lucy goes to him and takes his hand.

CLI VE ( CONT' D)
Never thought 1'd see it again.

Manny stands back, giving them sone space. Finally..

MANNY
This.. This is nmy place.

Nei t her one turns around.

CLI VE
Its beautiful, Manny.

MANNY
(enbarrassed)
Aw. .
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He is unsure what to say now. He kicks at the gravel beneath
his feet.

MANNY ( CONT' D)
So.. \Were you two really goin',
anyway.

Lucill e squeezes Cive's hand. She sort of half-turns to
Manny, her haunted eyes lit up in the sunset.

LUCI LLE
Into the eye of the hurricane.

Suddenly, Manny seens to understand sonething: These two
peopl e are headed towards al nost certain death. In that
instant, he makes a deci sion.

MANNY
Vell, in that case, you' re gonna
need a boat.

EXT. BI G RIVER -- EVEN NG

As the sun dips below the horizon, a thirty-foot steanship
CHUGS out into the river. Her boiler and engine are situated
am dshi ps, with about six feet of tattered awning covering
her stern.

Manny strips down to his undershirt as he attends to the
engine. Cive and Lucille sit near the bow, watching the
river wwnd out in front of them

Manny cones forward, w ping his brow

MANNY
Vell, let's see.. W got plenty a
wood, plenty of grub, and two cases
of Canadian gin. |[If anything, 1'd
say we're overstocked. But you can't
be too careful on the river.

He | ooks up at the sky.

MANNY ( CONT' D)
Gonna be a mghty fine nmoon tonight
too. So we can go all night if we
want. Figure we nake Arkansas by
norning. Hem ock by afternoon. If
we' re | ucky.

The emerging stars are just beginning to twinkle. He breaths
in the crisp air.

MANNY ( CONT' D)
Yessir.. Gonna be a fine, clear
night. Y know. .

( MORE)
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MANNY ( CONT' D)
I won ne this boat in an epic poker
gane up in Fruitland. 'Bout nine
years ago, now..

He | ooks back at his two passengers. They are both fast
asl eep on each other's shoulders. He throws a bl anket over
t hem and gazes back up at the stars.

MANNY ( CONT' D)
(qui eter)
Yessir.. Gonna be a fine, clear
ni ght .

The boat CHUGS off into the gathering darkness, and we can
see her nane, painted on the stern: "JOSHUA"

EXT. PLANE -- DUSK

An ol d, twin engine cargo plane slices through the gl ow of
the setting sun

I NT. PLANE -- CONTI NUOUS

Deputy Anderson braces hinself against the RATTLI NG fusel age.
He is seated on a wooden bench which runs the I ength of the
plane wall. On his lap and by his side are various files
and newspapers.

He is sweating profusely, and | ooks nauseous.

A savage BUWP of turbul ence knocks everything onto the fl oor.
He grabs the wall where he can, terrified.

He | ooks down through his sweat. A picture of Lucille on
the front page of a newspaper smiles back up at him

Stark enters fromthe cockpit, bottle of scotch in hand,
| ooking quite a bit nore conposed than his partner

He offers the bottle to Anderson

ANDERSON
No t hanks.

Stark sits on the bench on the wall opposite. He takes a
swg. He has to raise his voice a little over the ROAR of
t he propellers.

STARK
Tal ked to the Sheriff of Hem ock by
short-wave. He's gonna nmake sure
our three friends encounter no
resi stance gettin' to the Mulligan
Farm That's where we'll take over.
Three birds with one stone.



Ander son gives hima blank stare.

STARK ( CONT' D)
VWhat ?

ANDERSON
| been readin' up on our female
killer. She's got no priors. Her
record's clean. She's had no known
association with the other two before
this. 1t looks Iike she just stunbled
into this whol e thing.

Stark arches his eyebrows casually.

ANDERSON ( CONT' D)
Wien she was 18 she got pregnant,
out of wedl ock. Scandalized her
parents and the whole town. The
baby was born deforned, so she
couldn't give it up for adoption.
It lived for two years.

STARK
Well, then. She's a whore.

ANDERSON
She doesn't deserve to die, WNarshall

Stark stares at himfor a nonent.

STARK
You' re | obbying hard for this girl,
and | think that's an adm rabl e thing.
Really | do. So just know that I
have ny reasons.

ANDERSON
| hear you talkin' about the Law,
Marshal |, but what |'mseein sittin'

in front of nme ain't the Law.

STARK
What ' re you seein', Frank.

ANDERSON
An executi oner.

Stark sm | es.
STARK

Nobody in twenty years has had the
stones to talk to ne |ike you do,

Frank. [It's goddamm refreshing.
Most people just fear the shit outta
me. Hell, I"'mstartin' to think you

just mght be the anbitious type.
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He narrows his eyes, in full manipul ati on node, now.

STARK ( CONT' D)
Maybe, just maybe.. ny brother's
murder was the best thing to ever
happen to Frank Anderson, what d'ya
t hi nk?

Frank gl ares back at him

STARK ( CONT' D)
"Marshal ' Anderson. Sounds pretty
good, don't it?

Frank is trenbling with rage.

ANDERSON
Your insinuation is nost
unappreci ated, sir.

After a nmoment, Stark barks out a drunken | augh. He reaches
the bottle out to the Deputy once again.

STARK
C non, Frank! Have a drink.

Frank gl ares back for a nonment. Finally, he grabs the bottle
and takes a sharp swig. He hands the bottle back to Stark.

Stark hoists it in toast.

STARK ( CONT' D)
To three birds with one stone.

Anot her BLAST of turbul ence.

STARK ( CONT' D)
And getting off this goddamm crate
once and for all.

He takes a swig.

ANDERSON
I'I'l drink to that.

I NT. NURSERY -- DAY

W are noving into this lovingly decorated baby nursery. A
MJSI C BOX plays in the background and we can hear a baby
CRYI NG as we nove toward the bassinet. The crying begins to
sound abnormal, the closer we get. Unhealthy. Tortured.

W get to the edge of the bassinet and get a quick glinpse
inside. The baby, a boy, is horribly deformed. It is now
SCREAM NG its lungs dry.
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I NT. STEAMBOAT -- N GHT

Lucille awakes with a start. A dream She and dive are
now | ying on the deck, the blanket draped over them

The noon is now out in full, as predicted, casting a radiant
white gl ow over the big river

She | ooks aft and sees Manny sitting at the tiller, stil
gazing up at the sky, his features |it up in the noonlight.
He does not see her.

Tears streak his face. A sparkling river of pain. He bows
his head and begins to sob into his hands.

After a nmoment, she |ays back down.
I NT. STEAMBQOAT -- MORNI NG

Manny is asleep in the sane seat. The engines are now off
and the boat just drifts.

He wakes with a start and grabs the tiller, only to find it
tied down. He | ooks back and sees Lucille at the stove.
She takes the coffee pot off and pours two cups.

MANNY
Mornin' M ss.
LUCI LLE
Mornin' M. Rose.
MANNY
| guess | fell asleep at the
proverbi al wheel.. So to speak.
LUCI LLE

Ch, | been tendin' to the tiller.
No reason to fret. M Pa owned a
little sail boat we used to tool

around in, so I'mno stranger to a
vessel. Al them gauges and | evers,
t hough, 1'll leave that up to the
capt ai n.

MANNY
Oh it ain't such a trick, once you
get used to it.

She conmes over with a cup of coffee. He gladly takes it.
She sits down facing him

MANNY ( CONT' D)

('si ppi ng)
Mmm hmmm Hot .
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LUCI LLE
Is it to your liking, M. Rose? Not
t oo weak, | hope.

MANNY

Its perfect. Thank you, Mss. And
et nme just say, it sure is niceto
wake up to a fem nine face.

Lucille is flattered. She sips her coffee and stares intently
at him

LUCI LLE
Your.. Wfe is...

MANNY
Passed on, M ss. Passed on.

He smles that incredible smle of |oss.

LUCI LLE
Ch.. I'msorry.
MANNY
Wll.. Its been a few years now
Ki nda gi ves you perspective.
LUCI LLE
Perspective don't make it any easier,
M. Rose.
MANNY

No. No, it sure don't. Wat about
your daddy? He still kickin'?

She shakes her head.

LUCI LLE
He died on the barroomfloor. Tryin'
to break up a fight. He was...

She | ooks out on the glistening waters.

LUCI LLE ( CONT' D)
Wll, he was like this river: Big,
w de and strong. And never-endi ng.
O so | believed.

MANNY
Even the biggest of rivers've got a
delta, Mss, or a basin. They keep
on flown and flowin . And then
one day, themwaters just run off in
all different directions, and finally
end up in the sea.

( MORE)
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MANNY ( CONT' D)
And then they get pulled up in the
sky, and brought back to start the
whol e journey all over again. So
you were right. There's no end.

She is deeply touched.

LUCI LLE
| hope that... | hope I'mnot...
MANNY
Just speak your mnd, M ss.
LUCI LLE
Vell, | hope you'll forgive ne. |
woke up last night and.. And | saw
you. .
MANNY

Carryin' on?
She nods. He | aughs.

MANNY ( CONT' D)
Carryin' on.

LUCI LLE
I"msorry. | shouldn't be askin'
guestions that don't concern.

He takes a sip of coffee.

MANNY
| got ne a son, somewhere out there.
W had to send himaway when things
got rough, to sone cousins in
California. Tenporarily, y'know,
till things got better. Folks we
t hought we could trust, but in these
times you can't trust no one. Seens
these folks... well, they just wanted
a healthy baby jus' bad as we did,
only they couldn't have one. So |
guess they took off with ours. Hel
of awrld, ain't it? Black folks
doin' that to there omn. Kilt ny
wife it did. The not know n'.
Anyway, he'd be about eight now. ..

A rage enters his eyes for a monent. A rage-filled silence.

LUCI LLE
I.. | had a son, too. And I |ost
him And it wore nme dowmn. | just

figured | was cursed, | reckon
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He stares at her intently. Then he bursts out | aughing.

MANNY
M ss Lucy! You got a way a bringin'
it outta people! What's your voodoo??

She smles and takes a sip of coffee.

MANNY ( CONT' D)
M ss Lucy. Wy you doin' this? You
aint no killer. You headin' into
not hin" but trouble, you know that.
You ain't no killer.

LUC LLE
Neither is dive.

MANNY
You sure 'bout that? He seens |like
a good man.. But he got hinself a

past. The newspapers are full of
it. He done sone bad things..

LUCI LLE
But not nurder!
(then she thinks)
Well, not to no one didn't deserve
1t.

She stares out at nothing.

MANNY
That town holds nothin' but death
for you. You could get out right
now, turn yourself into the proper
authorities in St. Louis or Chicago.
"Cause, trust me, | got a feelin
the ones waitin'" for you down in
Hem ock ain't gonna give you a fair
shake, and they ain't gonna stop and
ask questions first. They just gonna
aimtheir guns and..

CLIVE (O S.)
Mor ni n' .
They | ook up and see Clive. He is stares down on them
suspi ci ousl y.

MANNY
(enbarrassed)
Mornin', sir.

Clive fixes Manny with a nenacing glare.
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CLI VE
You probably been wonderin' where we
got these clean clothes and bandages.
Since you got so nmany questi ons.
(to Lucy)
You tell himthat, too?

She shakes her head.

CLI VE ( CONT' D)
Wolworth's. Depraved Killers
section.

He suddenly barks out a laugh. Manny |looks a little confused.

CLI VE ( CONT' D)
Any nore coffee on this Barge of
Deat h?

He shuffles over to the stove, yawning.

LUCI LLE
(to Manny)
We broke into a farnhouse, M. Rose.
They had hot and cold running water..
Cl ean cl ot hes.

CLI VE
Ni ce big bed, too.

He wi nks at Lucy.

CLI VE ( CONT' D)
W got to play husband and wife for
a while..

LUCI LLE
But not for |ong.

Clive sits down and takes a sip of coffee.

CLI VE

Then we nmet you. Its true | done
some bad things. | stole, | lied, |
coveted ny neighbor's wife once or
twce. | even got a lady killed
once. A chorus girl. | didn't kill
her. Hell, | loved her. But | didn't
stop her frombein' killed either,
which is just as bad, when you think
about it.

(I ong pause, finally)
But them days is over. You see, M.

Rose, | used to believe | was a cursed
man, but lately | come to realize..
a curse and a blessing. Its the

sane damm t hi ng.



103.
He takes Lucille's hand and squeezes it.

CLI VE ( CONT' D)
| ain't scared no nore.

He | ooks up the shoreline and spots a sign, drifting closer
in the norning mst: TH'S SIDE | S NON ARKANSAS. PLEASE
VISIT US
He stands and wal ks to the bow He shouts out to Arkansas.
CLI VE ( CONT' D)
['MCOMN MM YOU JUST.. HANG
ON, NOW! YQU JUST HANG ON!
There is no answer, just the sound of the wind in the trees.
Manny | ooks on sadly.
CLI VE ( CONT' D)
(to hinself)
Your boy's com n' hone.
EXT. DOCK -- DAY

A faded sign on the dock reads, sinply "HEMLOCK". It creaks
in the gathering wind. W can hear the steanboat approachi ng.

I NT. STEAMBOAT -- CONTI NUQUS

Cive and Lucy stand at the bow as Manny steers toward the
dock.

A storm approaches in the distance. A RUMBLE of THUNDER

Clive turns to his | ady.

CLI VE
Lucille, 1'd like you to give serious
credence to what the Captain was
sayi ng back there. | got no idea

what we're wal kin' into.
She grabs for his hand, and he squeezes it, hard.

LUCI LLE
W wal k in together.

EXT. DOCK -- MOMENTS LATER

Cive and Lucy stand on the deck. Mnny cuts the engine
wth aloud HSS. He walks to the bow and takes one | ast
| ook at his passengers.

MANNY
You folks want. ['Il wait for ya.
( MORE)
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MANNY ( CONT' D)
Take you all the way down to New
O leans. No charge. Hell, we never
even got into the whiskey.

CLI VE
You best git right now, and you know
it, or you may conme to regret your
associ ati on.

Manny nods.
CLI VE ( CONT' D)

| noticed sonmething. A funny-shaped
case under the bul khead.

MANNY
My fiddle.
CLI VE
You nusical, mster?
MANNY
Passes the tine, sir. Passes the
time.
CLI VE

You hold on to that, y'hear? Don't
ever | ose it overboard.

Anot her ROLL of THUNDER

Manny gives them one nore | ook fraught w th neaning, then
ki cks the engi ne back on.

The boat begins to roll away fromthe dock. After a nonent,
Manny cones back forward.

MANNY
Hey!

He tosses theman unbrella. Cive catches it. Manny shouts
to them over the engine.

MANNY ( CONT' D)
I"mgonna find me my son! | just
decided! | got nothin" holdin" ne
to this part of the country no nore!

Lucille smles, her eyes wet.

LUCI LLE
Godspeed, Captain Rose!

They wave, and watch as the ship begins to chug back up-river.
Then they | ook at each other.
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LUCI LLE ( CONT' D)
| suppose we'll never see him again.

CLI VE
Most |ikely not.

Alight rain begins to fall as they turn and nount the steps
| eadi ng off the dock. A LOUD CLAP of THUNDER  Then, from
t he now di stant ship, comes the sound of MJSIC

They turn to look. A violin is playing the nmelody of "Down
By the Riverside".

They watch the ship as it slowy disappears around the bend.
The rain begins to fall in earnest.

EXT. TOMN OF HEMLOCK ( MAI N STREET) -- DAY

They wal k down the main drag, huddl ed under the unbrella.

Hem ock seens to have been particularly hard-hit by the
Depression. Many of the shops and storefronts are boarded

up.

There is no welcoming conmttee for Clive with laurels and

garlands. In fact, there doesn't seemto be a single sou
ar ound.
The rain continues to fall, hard.

EXT. HEMLOCK TOMW LIM TS -- DAY
They reach the "TOM LIMTS" sign
CLI VE
Its just up around that bend. The
ol d house.
He turns to face her.

CLI VE ( CONT' D)
Much as | hate to | eave you out here

intherain.. I'dliketo goin
al one.
She nods.
LUCI LLE
| got ne the unbrella. [1'Il be fine.

He has been carrying the battered suitcase with the violin
case inside. He tries to hand it to her.

She pushes his hand away. Her hand is trenbling.
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LUCI LLE ( CONT' D)
| know you'll be back directly, dive
Mul |'i gan.

They kiss, the raindrops rolling across their faces.
He dashes off into the rain. She watches hi m di sappear.
EXT. MJLLI GAN HOUSE -- MOVENTS LATER

A large white colonial farmhouse. The paint is now faded
and chi pped.

Clive stands in front of the house in the pouring rain. He
| ooks over at the big red barn to the right of the house.
He hears VO CES fromthe past.

MOTHER S VO CE
Cive! dive, honey, tinme for supper!

BOY' S VA CE
Comn', Mama

EXT. ACROSS THE STREET -- CONTI NUOUS

A car is hidden in some thick brush. 1In the front seat sit
Stark and Anderson. Stark is passed out, the scotch bottle
in his hand. Anderson is |ooking through binoculars.

He spots the figure of a man standing in front of the house.
He nudges Stark awake.

ANDERSON
Mouse is in the trap.

Stark wi pes his bleary eyes. He takes the binocul ars and
t akes a | ook.

STARK
Go get ne the girl. You'll find her
inthe vicinity.

Ander son gi ves hima | ook.

STARK ( CONT' D)
What you waitin' for, Frank?

The Deputy quietly exits the car. Stark |ooks through the
bi nocul ars.

P.O V. STARK -- CONTI NUCUS

Through the gl asses, he can see Cive slowy wal k towards
the front door.
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STARK

That's right, Miulligan. You just

keep on wal kin' through that door.
EXT. MJLLI GAN HOUSE -- CONTI NUOUS
Mul I'igan wal ks slowy up to the front porch. He tries the
front door. It is unlocked. He opens the door. Inside is
al | dark.

CLI VE
M Mama?

He wal ks forward, as if in a dream

I NT. FRONT HALLWAY -- CONTI NUOUS

He wal ks sl owy through the darkened house.
I NT. PARLOR -- CONTI NUOUS

Clive stands in the doorway, dripping wet.

Books line the walls. A black baby grand piano sits in the
cor ner.

CLI VE
Mama?  You... you here?
No answer. He tries the light switch on the wall. No power.

Finally, he enters the roomand goes to the wi ndow. He opens
the curtain and | ooks out at the back yard.

P.O V. CLIVE -- CONTI NUQUS

He sees the famly plot out in the yard. There is a new
grave marker. Just a cheap wooden cross, soaking in the
rain.

CLI VE
I'm.. I'"'mtoo | ate.

He bends his head to the window frame and starts to weep.
He stands there for a long mnute, sobbing quietly.

Johnny Lobo materializes behind him triunphant grin on his
face, gun in hand.

LOBO
AWWY, . . Boo Hoo. ..

Suddenly, Cive whirls with Iightning speed, his own gun
out. He BLASTS four bullets into Lobo's chest.



Lobo is blown back into a coffee table, which is crushed

under his weight.

He | ays there, stunned, chest blown apart.
yet.

CLI VE
Sur pri se.

Cive wal ks over and towers over him

CLI VE ( CONT' D)
W ndows got reflections.

Lobo COUGHS. His mouth sputters up bl ood.

LOBO
Well... congratul ations.
CLI VE
Thanks. | figured you m ght piece

t hi ngs together, conme down and pay

Not quite dead

us a visit, so | prepared nmyself for

that eventuality.

LOBO
(struggling)

Ain't gonna... bring yer... M back.
You failed, Clive. You're too |late.

CLI VE
Maybe that's so. But | reckon

gave it a good shot. And |I'm done

beatin' nyself up

Clive bends down and picks up Lobo's gun.
in his hand.

CLI VE ( CONT' D)

Reckon this ol d peashooter got you

out of a lotta scrapes, old friend.

Lotta scrapes.
Lobo [ ooks up at him know ng what's next.

LOBO
Reckon so.

CLI VE
Not this tine.

He FIRES into Lobo's forehead.
EXT. BACK YARD -- DAY

Clive's nother's grave marker: "AVI A HOSNER MULLI GAN b.

1864 d. 1932. WFE AND MOTHER. "
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He turns it over
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Clive stands at the grave in silence. The rain is beginning
to taper off.

He hears a voice behind him

LUCI LLE (O.S.)
Cive?

He turns around.

Stark stands in the mddle of the yard, his Colt Super out
but pointed down. Anderson stands a little off to his left,
hol di ng a handcuffed Lucille.

STARK
Time's up.

Clive stares at the Marshal's face.

CLI VE
You're the one in the papers. The
sheriff's brother.

Stark just stares back at him
CLI VE ( CONT' D)

Don't s'pose you'd believe me if |
told you the one who killed himis

dead.
STARK
Believe it or not, | do believe you.
But it won't nmake no difference.
LUCI LLE
They mean to kill us Cive!l They
mean to kill us both!

Clive | ooks at her. Then he |ooks to the Marshal, who smles.

CLI VE
That true?

STARK
| don't know what that whore's talkin'
about .

Eyes flashing, Cive's hand goes to the handle of his gun,
resting in his waist band. He calns hinself a little.

CLI VE
That's why you're alone. No... arny
behi nd you.

The Marshal just smles.
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CLI VE ( CONT' D)
No wi t nesses.

STARK
Take out the gun, slowy, and drop
it in the grass.

He keeps his hand on his gun but doesn't take it out. He
| ooks deep into Lucille's eyes.

Tears are flow ng fromthem now.
Stark points his Colt Super at dive.
STARK ( CONT' D)
(repeating)
Take out the gun, slowy, and drop
it in the grass.
Cive's eyes don't |leave Lucille's. Finally:

LUCI LLE
DO ' EM

Clive whips the gun up and BLASTS Anderson in the stonach,
narromy mssing Lucille.

At the sane tine, Stark PUWPS four bullets into Clive's body.
Anderson and dive fall together.

LUCI LLE ( CONT' D)
NOOOO000! ! !

Clive lays there in the wet grass. As his vision blurs, he
can see Stark stride over to Lucille.

STARK
Down on your knees.

He pushes her down. She kneels there, sobbing. Stark lifts
his Colt to her head. She closes her eyes.

Clive watches through di nmred eyes.

CLI VE
(weak)
Lucille...

Stark COCKS his weapon. He smles. SHOTS ring out!! Stark
is blowm out of the frane.

Anderson | ays there holding his snoking gun. Hi's gun hand
col  apses and his head falls back into the grass.

Lucill e opens her own eyes, amazed to be alive. She |ooks
at the bodies around her for a nonent.
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Then she junps to her feet and runs over to Clive. She falls
on him sobbing, clutching his chest with her still cuffed
hands.
He struggles to speak, his voice a whisper.

CLI VE (CONT' D)
H.. h... hey...

She pulls herself up and | ooks into his eyes.

CLI VE ( CONT' D)

In the letter... ny Mama said..
LUCI LLE

That she had sonething to give you
CLI VE

Y-yeah. .
LUCI LLE

I reckon we'll never know what it...

Cive suddenly grabs her hand, stopping her.

CLI VE
She gave ne you.

She stares at him surprised.

CLI VE ( CONT' D)
At least... that's how | prefer to..
t hi nk about it.

And t hen she understands, and she smles through her tears.
It is asmle some people live their whole |lives and never
know.

CLI VE ( CONT' D)
(really struggling
now)
["mgoin first...

LUCI LLE
What, honey?

CLI VE
I'm.. Goin' first.

LUCI LLE
Wher e?

CLI VE
Brazil. Meet ya there.

He dies. She hugs himtight.
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She lays there for a very long tine.

Eventual | y, we hear APPROACHI NG POLI CE SI RENS whi ning in the
di st ance.

Lucille doesn't seemto hear themat first. She does finally
hear the voice, though

VA CE
Mss! M ss!!

She | ooks up to see Deputy Anderson addressing her weakly
fromthe pool of blood he's laying in.

ANDERSON
You got to go.

She doesn't nove. Wth titanic effort, he tosses her his
hand cuff keys. They land in the grass next to her.

ANDERSON ( CONT' D)
You go to go!!

She stares at the keys. Then she | ooks back up at his pale,
bl oodl ess face.

LUCI LLE
Thank you.

She picks up the key ring and unl ocks her bonds, rubbing her
wists. And then she turns her gaze to the old suitcase,
lying there in the wet grass. It is now open, revealing the
violin case inside, wapped in sone random articles of

cl ot hi ng.

The SI RENS grow | ouder.
SLOW DI SSOLVE TGO
EXT. TRAIN TRESSEL -- DAY

Atiny figure wal ks across this massive trestle track spanning
a great Arkansas river

The figure stops mdway across the span and | ooks out over
t he gentle waters.

The figure rel eases sonmething small and black. It splashes
into the river, hundreds of feet below, and bobs up to the
surface.

The violin case floats along the top of the water for a few
seconds, and then slowy begins to sink.



113.
EXT. TRAIN TRACKS -- LATER

Lucille wal ks aimessly through a field beside the tracks.
In her hand is the suitcase. She is nunb, directionless,
her eyes red fromcrying.

A TRAI N APPROACHES, noving slowy, but gathering speed.

She barely seens to notice as it passes her by, boxcar after
boxcar. It is noving faster now.

Finally, she stops and | ooks up at it. A hand appears from
t he open door of one of the cars.

It beckons her.

She stands there for a nonment, watching the cars pass bhy.
Suddenly, she bursts into a run and | eaps onto the iron | adder
of the very last freight car

She al nost slips fromthe | adder, but her foot finds the
bot t om r ung.

She pulls herself up and hangs there for awhile as the train
begins to gain speed, staring out at the afternoon sun sinking
slowy into the passing trees, her |ong auburn hair flow ng

in the wnd.

| mges flash through her mnd: dive pulling her onto the
train, laughing with Clive in the white convertible, dive
entering her bed, Cive and her and Manny Rose all singing
together in the truck

Clive's voice echoes in her mind, as it will until the end
of her days:

CLIVE (V. Q)
She gave ne you. ..

And, again, she smles.
DI SSOLVE TGO
EXT. RIVER BOTTOM -- DAY

The strange violin case descends through the nurky depths
and then settles gently into the sandy, silty river bed.

SUPER TI TLES: "LUCI LLE BANNI STER WAS RELEASED FROM PRI SON
IN 1940. SHE WAS COWPELLED TO CHANGE BOTH HER NAME AND
APPEARANCE | N ORDER TO AVO D UNWANTED ATTENTI ON, AND
EVENTUALLY SHE FADED | NTO OBSCURI TY. "

SUPER TI TLES: " FRANK ANDERSON RECOVERED AND VEENT ON TO BECOVE
A CELEBRATED U.S. MARSHAL IN HS OMN RIGHT, AND, TO HI S
ETERNAL CREDIT AS A MAN AND A LAWVAN, HE NEVER FORGOT THE
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PLAIN TRUTH THAT ETHAN STARK HAD BEEN RI GHT ABOUT H M ALL
ALONG "

SUPER TI TLES: "AND FRANK ALSO NEVER FORGOT THE FACE OF THE
YOUNG WOMAN | N THE PHOTOGRAPH, SI LENTLY PLEADI NG FOR HER

LI FE, NOR THE GREEN EYES. ONE DAY I N 1943, HE FOUND THAT
FACE AGAIN."

SUPER TI TLES: "THEY WERE MARRI ED NOT LONG AFTER. "

W begin noving toward the case as it lays there solidly,
eni gmatically anongst the wavering reeds.

SUPER TI TLES: " THE WHEREABOUTS OF THE VI OLIN CASE REMAIN A
MYSTERY TO THI S DAY. "

W bore into the black exterior, as if we mght penetrate
its secrets once and for all.

The screen FILLS WTH THAT BLACK to the scratchy strains of
a very old SONG witten during another time of great
cat acl ysm

"Pack up your troubles in that old kit bag, and smle, smle,
smle..."
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