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EXT. CHALK MOUNTAI N PARK - NI GHT

From a di stance, under a noonlit glow, TWO DARK FI GURES
hunker down on a wide, flat clearing. One figure |arger than
the other. They’' re |aughing, whispering.

BOY
Just one nore. This one.

MAN
Uh, oh. That’'s a biggie. GCet
ready, Sport.

A tiny FLAME flickers, the figures scanper away, and
FSSSHHHHHHHH- - a FI REWORK | aunches into the sky, EXPLODI NG
OVERHEAD wi th a deaf eni ng BOOM

The LAUGHTER and SHOUTS of the DARK FI GURES, one |arge, one
smal |, disappearing into the darkness.

CUT TO BLACK.

EXT. THE H LLS OF PASO - DAY

A bright red F-750 with a towing rig wi nds through the rural
greeni sh-brown H LLS: farm houses, border fencing, water
towers, random | ivestock wandering under the white-blue sky.

TI TLE BURN: PASO ROBLES, CENTRAL COAST, CALIFORN A

The truck bangs a right, thruns over the grid of a cattle
guard, and clinbs a steep, gravelly drive.

EXT. H LLTOP HOUSE - DRI VEWAY - CONTI NUCUS

TWO MEN stand next to each other, hands in their pockets,
staring at a dusty, boxy, faded-yellow 1994 HONDA ClI VI C.

The younger of the two is RETT JAMESON, 37, tall and rangy,
cl ose-cropped bl ack hair, big hands, lively gunnetal eyes.

The el der is BAIRD, 60s, far shorter, his skinny |inbs at
odds with a big round gut, snoking a brown cigarette.

BAI RD
Seen better days. Few clicks and
clacks. Nothin you can’t handl e,
Rett.

Rett steps toward the G vic, runs his hand al ong the roof.



RETT
| think we’re good, M. Baird.

Baird | ooks at the ground, nods, tries to hide his relief.

BAlI RD
Thi s ki nda busi ness. Sone nen
m ght make it humliating. Prove
sone dam point. But you're a
graci ous man, Rett. God bl ess you.

Rett grins, shakes his head, slaps the old man on the back.

RETT
Let’s not get misty, sir.

EXT. PASO - DAY

Rett’s truck cruises out of the hills toward the flats of the
city, towng the yellow G vic behind

EXT. JAMESON & SON AUTO - DAY

A four-bay GARAGE on EI Camino Real, three of the bays
containing cars up on lifts, three MECHANI CS at worKk.

The yellow Civic is parked off to the side

Inside the OFFICE, Rett sits at the cluttered desk, paging
t hrough a thick LEDGER

A young Latino, MOY, 23, his arns and neck a tapestry of
tattoos-- some nural -style, others prison-primtive-- pokes
hi s head in.

MOY
Piss-yellow Civic in the yard,
Boss.

Rett finds an ENTRY in the | edger, marks it PAID.

RETT
Needs a new clutch. Rear axles.
And the tires are shit.

Moy frowns, shakes his head.

MOY
That ol d pandejo owe thirty-five
hundred al one for that tractor job
in the Spring.



RETT
I’ ve known that pandejo nmy whol e
life, Moy.

MOY

That’s the problem yo. You know
too many people your whole life.

EXT. RANCH STYLE HOUSE - EVENI NG - TWO WEEKS LATER

Rett jogs up the front steps, carrying a gift-wapped BOX

I NT. HOUSE - CONTI NUOUS

On the couch, a curly-haired, slightly-built, blue-eyed BOY
is spraw ed, watching Taxi Driver. This is BILLY JAVESON,
| ooki ng consi derably younger than his 16 years.

Rett comes through the door, drops the box on Billy's I|ap.

RETT
Get off your ass, Sport.

Billy smles shyly, starts opening it, slowy, carefully, not
ri pping any of the paper, because he’s that type of Kkid.

RETT
Jesus. Getting old and dying here.

BI LLY
Ha, ha. Shut up.

Billy finally gets the box open, and pulls out a bl ack
| eat her jacket. His eyes widen with appreciation.

BI LLY
Whoa, Pop. (beat) Cool.

RETT
Takin you out for a nice big steak.
Go on and get yourself pretty.
Drag a conb through that nop.
I NT. STEAK HOUSE - NI GHT

Rett and Billy tear into their steaks, both wearing jeans and
bl ack | eather jackets.

Rett swigs a bottle of beer, taps it against Billy s Sprite.



RETT
Your nother call you today?

Billy nods, chews, visibly disappointed.

BI LLY
She said they' re not gonna cone up
for Thanksgiving. They' re al
going to Hawaii or somet hing.

Rett grits his teeth, pushes a smle through.
RETT
Hawai i bl ows, Sport. The food’s
terrible and it rains all day | ong.
(beat) Seriously, Fuck Hawaii .
Billy tries his best not to smle.

BI LLY
Jesus, Pop. Famly restaurant?

Rett | aughs, raises his beer.

RETT
A toast to ny favorite little shit-
head. In a world of boys, a man.

And in a world of nmen, a soldier.
Billy raises his glass of soda.

BI LLY
And to Grandpa Tomry, too.

Rett nods, clenches his jaw, touched.

RETT
Grandpa Tonmmy.

They clink gl asses.

INT. RETT'S TRUCK - NI GHT
Rett and Billy ride al ong.

BI LLY
Thought we were going hone.
wanna fini sh that novie.

RETT
One stop, Sport.



EXT. JAMESON & SON AUTO - NI GHT

Rett and Billy stand before the yellow CIVIC, cleaned up
nice, with shiny newtires.

BI LLY
Isn’t that thing M. Baird s?

Rett pulls a set of KEYS out of his pocket.

RETT
That is incorrect, shithead. This
fine autonobile, or, “thing”, as
you call it, is now the property of
M. WIIliam Everett Janeson

Billy gapes at his father.

RETT
Put out your hand, sol dier.

Billy obeys, speechless. Rett drops the keys into his hand.

BI LLY
Holy shit, Pop

Billy stares at the car, touches it, then grabs Rett in a
furious, unexpectedly tight enbrace.

RETT
(exagger at ed groan)
And there goes ny spl een
EXT. RETT' S HOUSE - EVEN NG
The season has turned colder, and the trees are getting bare.

TI TLE BURN: TWO MONTHS LATER

The F-750 pulls into the driveway, alongside the Cvic. Rett
junps out, carrying a bag from Bl ockbuster.

He goes inside, down the hall to Billy' s room knocks.
RETT
You in there, Sport? | got a pile
of DVD s here.

No answer, so he opens the door, finds the roomenpty.



He plods to the kitchen, opens the fridge, pulls out a beer,
sets the Bl ockbuster bag on the kitchen table.

RETT
G aphic violence and nudity. Your
favorite kinda shit.

On the table, he finds a neatly-organi zed tableau: a pile of
BI LLS, his CHECKBOOK, sonme STAMPS. And a POST-IT NOTE
scrawl ed: PLEASE PAY THESE.

Rett smrks, chuckles softly, qguiltily.

INT. RETT'S TRUCK - AFTERNOON

Rett is cruising through town along El Camino Real, and pulls
up in front of a hardware store.

He hops out, and notices sonething across the street, in
front of a COFFEE SHOP

It’s BILLY, in the mdst of a heated di scussion with a tall,
raven- haired, Goth-looking G RL, 17ish

Rett raises his hand, is about to call out to him but then
deci des against it. He d rather just watch.

RETT
(to hinself)
Say, Billy, who's the Filly?

Billy gesticulates wildly. The raven-haired Grl turns away,
but Billy reaches out, pulls her back. He speaks intensely
to her. She seens to soften, pecks himon the cheek.

RETT
1"l be damed.

Rett watches Billy and the Grl walk to a crappy little *88
VWH TE TERCEL HATCHBACK parked at the curb. The Grl hops
behi nd the wheel, Billy clinbs in shotgun, and they zip away.

INT. RETT' S HOUSE - NI GHT
Rett is sprawl ed on the couch, watching Sportscenter
drinking a beer. Three enpties sit on the coffee table,

al ongsi de an enpty Hungry Man frozen di nner.

Billy cones through the door, |ooking distracted,
preoccupi ed. H's hair is now shorn into a severe BUZZ CUT



RETT
Sit down, Shithead.

BI LLY
Got stuff to do, Pop.

RETT
Si ddown, or |’ m gonna snap your
skinny little neck.

Billy huffs, plops down on the couch. Rett stares at him
qui zzi cal ly.

RETT
The hell happened to your head?

Billy just shrugs.

RETT
I liked your curly hair.

BI LLY
It’ 11 grow back

Rett frowns, troubled, tries another tack

RETT
W haven't had di nner together in
weeks, Sport.

BI LLY
Sorry. Been real busy.

RETT
You' ' re sixteen years old. The fuck
you know about busy?

Billy turns to face Rett, his expression defiant.

BI LLY
Wiy’ d you buy a zi p-saw two weeks
ago i nstead of paying the Edison
bill? 1 sawit in the garage. You
haven't even opened the box.

Rett | ooks at Billy, stung, enbarrassed.

RETT
Jesus, B.J. Just tryin to have a
conversation here. Renmenber when
we used to have those?

Billy lets out an el ongated, exasperated, adol escent sigh.



RETT
Yeah, | get it. |’ mboring the
shit out of you. (beat) | know
this is what happens. Just thought
maybe | had a little nore tine.

Bl LLY
Ti e before what.

Rett drinks his beer, |ooking defeated.
RETT
Bef ore you got sick of hangin
around a tired old asshole like ne,
found some greener pastures.

Billy softens, noves a little closer on the couch.

BI LLY
Pop, cone on
RETT
Yeah, what.
BI LLY
I still like hanging around a tired

ol d asshole |ike you.
Rett smles sadly, rubs his hand over Billy' s fuzzy head.

RETT
Snart ass.

Billy playfully bats his hand away.

BI LLY
Get off.

RETT
Try and make ne, punk. (beat) So
what’ s her nane?

Bl LLY
Huh?

RETT
Don't play stupid with nme. You got
yourself a girlfriend.
Billy squirms, turns red.

BI LLY
She’s not ny girlfriend really.



RETT
Uh huh. (beat) Wat’s her nane?

BI LLY
Jessica. (beat) Jess.

RETT
She the one who shaved your nelon?

Billy nods, smling, guilty.

RETT
You know about rubbers, right?

BI LLY
Oh ny CGod, please shut up

I NT. JAMESON & SON AUTO - DAY

Rett sits at his desk, frustrated, crunching some nunbers.

RETT
What is it, My.

Because My is standing in the doorway, holding a thick white
envel ope, | ooking grim

MOY
This cane in the mail. (beat)
It’s fromthe I .R S.
Rett grits his teeth, closes his eyes.
RETT
Shit.
INT. RETT' S HOUSE - NI GHT
This tine, Rett carries a Baja Fresh takeout bag. There's a
smal | CHRI STMAS TREE over in the corner, and various LICGHTS
and DECORATI ONS pi nned up in hasty, half-assed fashion.

Rett knocks on Billy's door, walks right onin, finding Billy
at his conputer, in the mdst of an Al M session

Sensing Rett’s presence, Billy imediately SIGNS OFF

RETT
You hungry? | got burritos here.

Billy shakes his head. H s face | ooks drawn, pinched.



10.

RETT
What’'s wrong, Sport?

Billy stares at the floor before deciding to answer.

Bl LLY
Jess took off.

RETT
You nean |ike, ran away?

BI LLY
Nobody knows where she is.

Rett furrows his brow, sits on the bed.

RETT
Well that's just awful. Sonething
goin on at hone?

Billy clanms up, shrugs. Annoyed by Rett’s proximty.

RETT
Jesus. Her poor folks. Mist be
worried half to death

Billy noves his mserable stare out the w ndow.

RETT
She’ Il be back, buddy. Mst of the
time, they cone right back hone.

Rett slings an arm across boy’ s narrow shoulders. Billy's
eyes flare, and he pushes Rett’s armright off.

BI LLY
That’s bullshit. Wy do you al ways
act |ike you know everything? You
don’t know her. You don’t even
know how to pay a bill.

RETT
Aw, cone on, that’'s not fair--

Billy angrily shoves Rett away, or at least...he tries.
BI LLY
Wiy do you always wanna talk to ne
about everything? Don’t you have
any fucking friends of your own?

Rett absorbs this with a visible w nce.
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RETT
Jesus, Beej. Wiat's the matter
with you?

BI LLY

What ever, okay? Just whatever.

Billy bangs out the door, leaving Rett in the small bedroom
confused, al arnmed, disheartened.

RETT' S HOUSE - LI VI NG ROOM - LATER
Rett slunps, sem -awake, sem -watching | ate-night TV.

Billy enters fromthe hallway, sits on the La-Z-Boy next to
the couch. Rett nods to the boy, sem -smles.

BI LLY
Hey. (beat) Sorry.

RETT
I’ msorry about your friend.
(beat) You can tell nme anything,
Sport. You know that, right?

Billy nods, hugs his arns across his chest.

RETT
| realize I’mnot always one to be
givin advice. And all that shit.
But tinme to tinme, | actually do
know what |’ mtal kin about.

Billy | ooks at Rett pensively.

BI LLY
Wien | go to Monmis, for Christnas?
I don’t wanna stay the whol e week.
She wants ne to, but | just. |
wanna conme back home sooner

RETT
I’ msure that can be arranged.
"1l talk to her.

Billy allows hinself a small smile of gratitude.
BI LLY
On New Year’s. Maybe we could go
up to Chal k Mountain, blow shit up?

Rett nods, smles, unexpectedly noved.
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RETT
We coul d absolutely do that.

EXT. RETT' S HOUSE - MORNI NG

Rett follows Billy out to the driveway, |ugging a suitcase.
Billy, face pinched, already seens far, far away, and he
constantly checks his phone for texts.

Rett places the suitcase in the back, shuts the door, notices
Billy peering intently at his phone.

RETT
Put that thing away.

Billy relents, and Rett hugs him squeezing himextra hard.

RETT
Stay under 65. Lotta boneheads on
the freeway. (beat) Love you,
little fucker.

Rett relinquishes Billy, who gets in, starts her up. Rett
pushes sone fol ded-up twenties into Billy s coat pocket.

RETT
Wal ki n around noney.

Billy |ooks at Rett, his eyes full of...sonething. Like he
wants to say sonething inportant. But he can’t nuster it.

RETT
Call me when you get down there or
you’' re a dead man.
Rett slaps the roof of the CGvic as it drives off.

He wears a bittersweet smle as the GCvic takes a left turn,
RATTLING as it goes around the corner, and di sappears.

I NT. JAMESON & SON AUTO - AFTERNOON

Rett wanders out of the office into the nearly-enpty garage,
where Moy has a Volvo up on a lift.

MOY
Everyt hi ng okay, Boss? | nean,
| i ke, around here?

Rett absently runs his hand along the Volvo's tire.
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RETT
wn't be long til you re a daddy,
huh? Bout a nonth?

MOY
Si x weeks, yo. |I'mtrippin.

RETT
How bout you cut out early. Go be
with your famlia

MOY
No shit?

RETT
No shit. Feliz Navidad, My.

Moy wi pes his hands, troubled, as he wal ks out.

MOY
Aiight. (beat) Thanks | guess.

Rett heads back to his desk, notices his CELL |ying anongst
all the papers. There’s a M SSED CALL and a VO CEMAI L.

He dials into his VO CEMAI L, whi ch PLAYS OVER

EXT. EL CAM NO REAL - AFTERNOON
Rett’s truck cruises al ong.
VO CEMAIL (O S.)
You have one. Unheard. Message.
| NT. BLOCKBUSTER - AFTERNOON
Rett peruses the shelves. Picks up a DVD, reads the back.
BILLY S VO CE (V.0Q.)
Hey, Pop. Just callin to say. |I'm
here. | mean |’ m al nost here.
I NT. LIQUOR STORE - A BIT LATER
Rett pulls a bottle of chanmpagne out of the glass fridge.
BILLY S VO CE (V.0Q.)

Don’t get too lonely up there
wi t hout nme. Just kidding.
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I NT. RETT' S HOUSE - EVEN NG
Rett pops open the chanpagne. Pours it into a tall beer mug.

BILLY S VO CE (V.0Q.)
Anyway, yeah. Talk to you soon
(beat) Love ya, Pop

INT. RETT' S HOUSE - LATER

Rett is fully spraw ed on the couch, watching The Good, The
Bad, and the Ugly. Hi s eyes are bleary, half-Iidded.

VO CEMAIL (V.QO)
End of nessage.

Rett’s eyes flutter closed. On the TV screen, Eastwood
stunbl es through the mercil ess desert, his face and I|ips
horribly blistered, ravaged by the sun--

CUT TO BLACK.
Hol d t he BLACK.

In SLOMMOTI ON, a FI REWORK LAUNCHES into the sky, and
silently EXPLODES into fiery ribbons, the sparks softly
tunbl i ng downwar d- -

INT. RETT' S HOUSE - LATE NI GHT

Rett SNAPS AWAKE on the couch, and it takes hima second to
realize that the PHONE | S Rl NG NG

He rubs his face vigorously, searches for the phone, finally
finds it, picks it up.

RETT
Hel | 0? (beat) Linda? The hel
time is it?

He squints his eyes at the CLOCK on the cable box, which says
it’'s 12:47 a. m

RETT
Whadaya nean is he here? Course
he’s not here. He left this
norning. (beat) Hold on a mnute.
Cal mdown. (beat) He called from
t he road, he said--
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Rett’ s expression darkens.

RETT
Look. Relax. He's fine. Mybe
he’s visiting a friend or... (beat)
Just sit tight, 1’mgonna. (beat)

"1l call you right back

Rett hangs up the phone. Immediately dials Billy' s cell. It
goes straight to VOCEMAIL. He |eaves a nessage:

RETT
You better have an anmazi ng goddam
reason for not being where you're
supposed to be right now. So
wher ever the fuck you are, please
know your nother is having a
stroke. (beat) Sport, just cal
me. Like right now.

Rett stands up. Realizes he’'s begun to sweat. He dials
again. VO CEMAIL. He hangs up. Starts to pace.

RETT
You little asshole. You don’'t do
this. God damit.

He di al s the phone again. Now his hands are shaki ng.

RETT
Linda. (beat) | don’t know.
(beat) | don't fucking know.

EXT. RETT' S HOUSE - MORNI NG

TWDO POLI CE CARS are parked beside Rett’s truck, one a
regul ati on Cruiser, the other an unmarked Crown Vic.

INT. RETT'S HOUSE - CONTI NUOUS
Rett sits on the couch, ashen, dark patches under his eyes.

Across fromhimsit TWO MEN, who are both COPS, though you
woul dn’t necessarily know fromtheir hastily throw-on street
clothes. It is, after all, Christmas Mrning.

One i s CAPTAI N DEX BALLARD, 60, white hair, white nopustache,
wel | -fed, hands the size of catcher’'s mtts. The other is
DETECTI VE ERI K JORGENSEN, 35, quite tall, shaved head, bl ond
noust ache, arnor-piercing stare.
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The cops scribble notes onto pads as they gently pepper Rett
with questi ons.

BALLARD

Plates on the Cvic, 4-9-2-7-G C-L.
RETT

G CGH
JORGENSEN

That voi cemail he sent you--

BALLARD
Now, was he callin froma pay
phone, or a cell phone?

RETT
| don’t know- -
JORCGENSEN
Gonna need sone pictures of Billy.
Cl ear ones, like a school portrait--
RETT

Do me a favor, Jorgensen, shut the
fuck up about school portraits.

Rett starts to shiver, so he stands up, wal ks to the w ndow,
cl enches his jaw tightly. He's keeping it together only by
an act of wll.

BALLARD
Any chance nmaybe he stopped on the
way down? Got tired, had some car
troubl e, sonething?

But it’s like Rett can’t even hear him Like his mnd is

filling wwth white noise, grow ng steadily | ouder.
RETT
(to hinself, to nobody)
God damm car. | never shoul d’ ve.

Billy. Making nme feel so sick
Bal | ard and Jorgensen exchange grim unconfortabl e | ooks.

JORGENSEN
(to Ballard)
Gonna head to the station. Rustle
sone | eaves down in Ventura County.
Get this thing rolling.

Bal | ard nods discreetly, and Jorgensen heads out the door.
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BALLARD
Everett.

The ol d man approaches Rett, and slowy, gently puts his
hands on Rett’s shoul ders.

RETT
Somet hing’s bad, Dex. Something’ s
fucki n wong.

BALLARD

I’ ve known you your whole life.
You' re a soldier. Strong as an ox.
And that boy of yours, smart as a
goddam whip. Tines like this, a
man gotta rise to the occasion
Just |ike you did over in Kuwait.
Stay on the positive side of
things. W' Il figure this out.

Rett stands there, struggling, clenched |ike a statue.
RETT
Just wanna know. Were he is.
Swear to God. Never let himout of
ny sight again.

Dread washes over Rett’s face, swi ns through his eyes.

I NT. JAMESON & SON AUTO - DAY
Rett sits, staring at his desk, |ooking |ike utter hell.
TI TLE BURN: THREE DAYS LATER

He’s wearing the sane clothes we last saw himin. It’s
abundantly clear he’'s had no rest, no relief, no reprieve.

MOY (O S.)
Boss. You don’'t gotta be here.

Rett doesn’t turn to Moy, who stands behind him stricken.

RETT
(hoarse, bl ank)
Yeah.

MOY
You gotta sl eep, man.

RETT
kay.
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But Rett doesn’t nobve an inch, just stares.

Moy wi shes he knew how to be, how to act, but he doesn’'t.

EXT. FIELD - CALABASAS - DAY

Two | ong- haired 15-year old BOYS are stunbling across a
barren, rocky FIELD, passing a joint.

In the distance, the 101 Freeway huns and drones, endl essly.

BOY 1
So fuckin faded.

BOY 2
Fl yi ng.

They wal k, in a dewy-eyed daze, toward a copse of small trees
and thick brush. The joint gets passed again.

BOY 1
Fuck is that. You see that?

The boy’'s eyes are fixed on SOVETH NG on the ground, just
hi dden behind the trees. A dark, tangled LUWP.

BOY 2
(creeped)
Yeah. | see it.

They pick their way closer--

EXT. RETT' S HOUSE - EVEN NG

Rett’s truck pulls up the drive. A Cruiser is already parked
there, and Ballard is standing beside it.

Bal | ard stands erect, but his face is a crunpled m sery.
Rett steps out of the truck. Ballard slowy renoves his hat.

RETT
Put your hat back on, Dex.

Ball ard kicks the dirt. Takes a deep breath.

BALLARD
Everett. There’s sonething--

RETT
Put your fuckin hat back on, Dex.
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Ball ard sl oWl y approaches Rett.

BALLARD
Everett.

Rett backs up against his truck. Catches a Gl MSE of
hinmself in the side-mrror.

And abruptly SMASHES the side-mrror R GHT OFF THE TRUCK
with FOUR QU CK BLOAS of his forearm

Ball ard’s eyes drop to the ground.

We pull back, far away. Because like Rett, we don't want to
see. W don’t want to hear.

CUT TGO

I NT. MORGUE - STOPPED TI ME
A cold, stark, pale-green-lit ROOM

A GURNEY sits in the mddle of the room A SHEET- COVERED
LUWP |ies on the gurney.

St andi ng behind the gurney, waiting, is Ballard, and a white-
coat-clad MEDI CAL EXAM NER

Rett’s face is a rictus of horror and inconprehension.
BALLARD
I’mso sorry, Everett. But we have
to do this. (beat) It’s just
gotta be done.
Rett shifts closer, on feet nade of stone.
The Medi cal Exami ner pulls back the sheet.
Rett’'s face. Hi s EYES.

What ever |ight, whatever hope was left inside them- is
snuffed out, in this exact, crystalline nonment.

I NT. SHERI FFS STATI ON - BALLARD S OFFI CE - NI GHT

Rett sits, strangely erect, glassy-eyed, in an orange vinyl
arnchair, across fromBallard' s desk.

Ballard silently fills a coffee mug froma bottle of
Bushm | ls, hands it to Rett.
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Rett hol ds the nug, doesn’t drink.

BALLARD
I know there ain’t anything | can
say that’ |l give you confort. |

won’t insult you by trying.

Rett slowy nods, stares into the nug.

BALLARD
He didn't suffer, Everett. Just
once through the heart. It was

over quick. Wasn't no pain.

Rett dips his finger into the brown booze, swirls it around,
brings the finger to his lips, sucks it absently.

BALLARD
|’ ve spoken to Linda. She'll be
com n on up tonorrow.

Rett lets out a snmall groan, takes a big gulp fromthe nug,
spilling a good portion down the front of his shirt.

BALLARD
Don’t be worrying yourself about...
(beat) The arrangenents. W'l
take care of all that. Up Pine
Lawns. Right beside your O d Man.

Rett MUMBLES sonething, w ping blankly at his shirt.

BALLARD
| didn’'t catch that, son

Rett just stares back at him Deat h- nunb.

RETT
| said you can bury ne too.

CUT TO BLACK.

EXT. PINE LAVNS MEMORI AL PARK - DAY
A wi ndy, white, heartlessly cold norning.
A small GROUP gathers | oosely around an OPEN GRAVE, a shiny

green CASKET perched above it on straps. Sone fol ks we’ve
seen before, like Ballard, and My, and sone we haven’t.
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An auburn-haired WOVAN, 36, pretty but grief-wacked, stands
unsteadily by the grave, surrounded by three YOUNG G RLS,
aged 3-8, who cry softly, sinply because their nother cries.
This is LINDA, Rett’s ex, in the arns of her new HUSBAND

Rett stands slightly apart fromthe group, in a sonewhat ill-
fitting dark suit, expressionless.

A M NI STER drones, but nost of his words are lost in the
wind. Wrds |ike tragedy and so young and such prom se.

Rett’ s eyes wander over the surrounding terrain, the bleak
rolling hills, the many trees and headstones.

H s eyes land on a huge, stark ELM a few hundred yards away- -

Where a LONE FEMALE FI GURE stands hal f-hidden. Even though
it’s so far away, it |looks |like she is...watching.

He turns back to the hole in the ground. The casket begins
to slowmy descend. Rett suddenly SITS DOMN on the grass,
folding his |legs Indian-style.

HANDS reach down to him and he brushes them away |ike flies.

EXT. ELM TREE - PI NE LAWNS - CONTI NUCQUS

The same tree Rett was just staring at. Standing next to it
is the sanme tall, Goth-Iooking YOUNG WOVAN we’ ve seen once
before, talking to Billy outside the coffee shop.

This is JESS, hair now PLATINUM shivering against the cold,
face drawn, her eyes filled with regret, msery. Shane.

JESS
So sorry, Billy. Fuck I’"mso sorry
I’mso sorry--
A sob catches in her throat. She covers her face, shakes.
She starts to wal k away. Until she starts RUNNI NG
And that fucking wi nd bl ows- -

CUT TO BLACK.
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HOLD THE BLACK

JORGENSEN S VO CE (O S.)
You gotta sl eep, Janeson. This
ain't good for a person.

INT. RETT' S HOUSE - LI VI NG ROOM
Rett lies on the carpet, eyes closed.
Behind him the TV plays football, the sound OFF.

RETT'S VO CE (V. Q)
Sometimes | try. Close ny eyes and
| ay there.

RETT' S HOUSE - FRACTURED TI ME

Rett nethodically takes down all the DECORATI ONS. He does
not put theminto a box. Instead, they go into a trash bag.

RETT'S VO CE (V.Q)
Sl eep won’t cone. Most of the tine
I"’mjust. Halfway in between.

CUT TGO

I NT. SHERI FFS STATI ON - JORGENSEN S COFFI CE
Rett slunps in a chair across from Jorgensen s desk

JORGENSEN
We got bulletins out, up and down
the state. No sign of the Gvic,
but we’'re not quitting. Bound to
turn up sonetine.

Rett nods, vacantly.

RETT
And the girl.

Jorgensen rifles through sone papers, finds one.

JORGENSEN
Jessica Koons. Ran away from hone
about three weeks ago. She’'s still
AWOL. Her nother’s been...less
t han hel pful. She's all fucked up
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JORGENSEN( cont ' d)

Conmbative. Anyway we’ ve been
canvasi ng the nei ghborhood. The
hi gh school. Cl assnmates, teachers.

Jorgensen sighs, scratches at his noustache.

JORGENSEN
Ain’t gonna lie, we haven't turned
up nmuch. Billy, he was. (beat)
He was a quiet kid. That’s what
fol ks keep saying. Over and over.

Rett stands up, w pes his hands on his pants.

RETT

Gonna go now.
JORGENSEN

Rett, hey. I1'msorry, | don’t--
RETT

Don’t need to be here, listening to

how nuch you don’t know.

JORGENSEN
It’s just the beginning, Rett.
Someti mes things come fast, other
times, it’s slow. Point is you
gotta stay strong.

Rett stands by the door, stares blankly at the Detective.

RETT
You got a kid, Jorgensen?

Jorgensen | ooks away, shakes his head.
RETT
Maybe put your own child in a hole
sometime. Throwa little dirt on
top. See how strong it nakes you.

Jorgensen remains silent, stung. Rett wal ks out the door.

INT. RETT' S HOUSE - NI GHT

Rett wanders through the house, drinking froma tall glass of
vodka. On the TV, there's |live coverage of New Year’'s Eve.

He pl ods down the hallway to Billy's room opens the door.
I nsi de, everything is unchanged. Shelves full of books. His
posters of The CQutlaw Josie Wales and Dirty Harry.
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Rett wal ks to the bookshelf, pulls out a thick hardcover:
The Red Badge of Courage.

RETT
Yeah.

Rett replaces the book in the shelf. Wlks to the bed.

Snmoot hs t he bedsheets, the blankets. Fluffs the pillow.

INT. RETT' S HOUSE - HALLWAY - LATER

Rett is screwing a hinge-lock onto Billy's door. Wen he’s
done, he attaches a fat Master PADLOCK, snaps it shut.

He won’t be going back in there anytinme soon.

RETT' S HOUSE - LI VI NG ROOM
The TV flickers. The COUNTDOMN to the New Year has begun
TV ANNOUNCER
And here we go, folks! Are you
ready? 10! 9! 8! 7!
The TV is on, but nobody is hone. Rett is sonewhere el se.

CUT TGO

EXT. CHALK MOUNTAI N PARK - M DNI GHT

Rett is hunched over in the darkness, shivering against the
cold. Tears and snot leak freely fromhis face.

He janms a FIREWORK into the hard, chal ky earth.

TV ANNOUNCER (O. S.)
6! 5! 4l

Wth shaking hands, Rett flicks a lighter to life. Lights
the fuse, scuttles backward.

RETT
It’s a biggie, Sport. Get ready.

TV ANNOUNCER (O. S.)
31 21 1l

FSSSHHHHHHHH- -
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The firework LAUNCHES into the sky, and EXPLCDES over head- -

TV ANNOUNCER (Q. S.)
Happy New Year, everybody!

Rett stares up at the falling, shimering enbers. One by
one, the sparks fade as they fall, until they re ashes.

CUT TO BLACK.
TI TLE BURN OVER BLACK
TEN MONTHS LATER

INT. RETT' S HOUSE - BEDROOM - MORNI NG

Rett lies flat on his back, eyes open, staring half-lidded at
the ceiling. He |ooks about 10 years older. His hair is
shaggy, and he’s got a thick, unruly beard.

H s CLOCK RADI O ALARM bl ares to Iife. He lets it blare.

Li ke he needs the al arm anyway.

Li ke he ever gets a decent night’s sleep.

EXT. JAMESON & SON AUTO - DAY

Rett sits at his desk, which is piled high with unopened
letters, many of themfeaturing angry, hostile text:

URGENT and PAST DUE and PENALTY and OPEN | MVEDI ATELY.

He rises fromthe desk, wal ks zonbie-like into the garage,
where he finds My, the | one enpl oyee, sweeping up.

RETT
G talk to Tominson like | said?

Moy crosses his arnms, shakes his head.

MOY
This where | work.

Rett puts his hands on Moy’'s shoul ders, | ooks himin the eye.

RETT
Cotta listen to ne, cabron. W're
stretched out on a rail here. Few
weeks, a nonth, these doors are
cl osi n.
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MOY
Mbt her fuck

RETT
Tom inson’s a good man. And you're
already saltier than his best guy.
Quit worryin about ne. Keep your
arns around your little nina. Keep
her safe. You understand ne?

Moy stares at the floor, pissed off, sad, resistant.

I NT. SHAY' S BAR - NI GHT

The place is only about half full, nostly blue collar types,
baseball hats, facial hair, thick forearns, call oused hands.

Rett bellies up to the bar, signals the BARTENDER, a 50-year-
ol d dyed-redhead nanmed BETHANY, who approaches.

BETHANY
How s tricks, Rett?

RETT
I"d like six of the Cuervo. Al in
alittle row And one for
yoursel f, sweetheart, if you
woul dn’t mnd joining in.

Bet hany’ s eyes flicker with uncertainty, but only for an
instant. She smles, nods, pulls the bottle.

As she pours the shots, Rett’s eyes wander down the bar to
where a spiffy-dressed JORGENSEN is |aughing it up with a
pair of UNI FORMS, Deputies MLLER and CZERNY.

Rett stares at them wuntil Jorgensen notices him nods in
greeting, smle fading. Rett lifts a shot in toast.

RETT
To the Paso Sheriffs Departnent.
Best in the god-damm busi ness.

Jorgensen chuckl es unconfortably, wanders over, followed by
MIler and Czerny.

JORGENSEN
Hey there, Janmeson

RETT
Oficers. Lookin pretty dapper,
Detective. You got a date?



JORGENSEN
No, these are just ny work clothes.
Al'l those shots for you?
RETT
Got nyself a little theory why you
dress all fancy |ike that.

JORGENSEN
Do you now.

Rett downs anot her shot.

RETT
| do indeed. It’s so you can
rem nd the rest of them dunb-ass
bulls that you're the one with the
col | ege ed-u-cation.
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Jorgensen snorts, while the Deputies clearly bristle.

CZERNY
Wiy you gotta be an asshol e your
whole life, Jameson?

Rett raises shot #3, grins blankly at Czerny.

RETT
And here’s to your sister, Czerny.
That tine she let ne and three
ot her guys fuck her in your
basenment, back in 9th grade.

Czerny turns lobster-red. Rett downs the shot.

CZERNY
You're a piece of shit.

BETHANY
Cone on now, boys.

JORGENSEN
How | ong you gonna keep this up,
huh? Antagoni zi ng everybody?

RETT
Depends. How | ong you gonna keep
pretendi ng you're actually a cop?

Jorgensen bends low, gets right in Rett’s face,

al |

busi ness.
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JORGENSEN
| get it. You gotta blane
sonmebody. Like I didn’t turn over
every rock in this county. Like |
didn’t work this case for half a
year w thout sleeping a wnk.

RETT
Lose some beauty sleep, did you?
That why you gave up on Billy, you
spit-shined donkey-boy?

JORGENSEN
Fuck you | gave up. There’'s
not hi ng, Jameson. Nada. No car.
No wi tnesses. Colder than a
goddamm ice cube. Wen you gonna
under st and t hat ?

Rett stares at the remmining shots in front of him He picks
one up, downs it, eyes bleary, far away. Jorgensen softens.

JORCGENSEN
I won’t ever give up, okay? That
isn't just a promse. It's ny job.
It’s who | am There's things I
can do for you. | can help you

Rett glares coldly at Jorgensen.

RETT
Hel p me? You probably couldn’t
hel p an old | ady cross the goddam
fuckin street.

Jorgensen nods grimy.

JORGENSEN
That’s real nice, Janeson. But I'm
not your eneny. No matter how hard
you try to nake nme one.

Jorgensen wal ks away, followed by the Deputies. Rett stares
at the remaining shots, jaw clenched. He quickly downs them
one after the other.

He gets up, wobbles over, and TACKLES JORCGENSEN to the fl oor.

Bef ore anyone can even react, Rett lets |oose a FLURRY of
hard PUNCHES to Jorgensen’s face.

M LLER
God dammi t, Janeson
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The two Deputies SWARM over Rett, haul himoff Jorgensen, but
Rett sends a quick, sharp ELBONto MIler’s TEMPLE, sending
hi m FLYI NG backwar ds, knocki ng over some bar stools.

Czerny busts his N GHTSTICK out, gives Rett a hard THWACK
across the backs of his knees--

Rett CRUMPLES to the floor, but still nmanages to turn his
body and SWEEP Czerny’'s LEGS out from under hinm-

And then Rett LEAPS onto a dazed Czerny, and proceeds to BEAT
the living PISS out of his FACE, all while wearing a strange,
bl ank GRI N of drunken obli vion.

RETT
(with each punch)
Fuck your sister. Fuck your
sister. Fuck that bitch--

THWMACK. Mller CLOCKS Rett across the back of the head with
his NI GHTSTI CK, and Rett goes LIMP, slides to the floor.

And good ni ght.
CUT TO BLACK.

I NT. PASO ROBLES SHERI FFS STATI ON - ( DAWN)

A UNI FORM | eads a weary, banged-up Rett out of the Drunk
Tank, down a fluorescent hallway.

Rett shuffles along, holding his jeans up, sans belt.

They cone upon BALLARD, eyes |like granite, in street clothes,
whi t e- whi skered. He hands Rett his belt.

BALLARD
Just can’t get out of your own way,
can you.

Rett can’t bring hinself to |ook the old man in the eyes.

BALLARD
This here’s the last tinme you' re
gonna skate. Gotta stop takin
advantage of a man’s good will.

Rett still won’t look at him as he threads his belt.

RETT
Yessir. | prom se to be good--
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Bal | ard grabs a handful of Rett’s shirt and SHOVES hi m up
agai nst the wall.

BALLARD
W’ ve been down this road too many
times, son. God knows you’ve
suffered a bl ow no man shoul d ever
suffer. But there’'s [imts.

Ball ard rel eases Rett, snmooths his crunpled shirt.
BALLARD
Can’t keep worrying about you.
Gettin too goddanmm ol d. You
under stand what |’ m sayi ng?
Rett sighs mserably.

RETT
| understand. (beat) | wanna go
hone. Please can | go hone.
Bal | ard puts his huge hand on Rett’s shoulder. Pats it.
BALLARD
There’s good people in the world,
Everett. You | ook hard enough.

Rett stares at him blank, as if he just spoke in Latin.

EXT. PASO ROBLES STREETS - CONTI NUOUS
Rett shuffles along as norning traffic runbles around him

He wal ks out onto an OVERPASS whi ch spans the 101 Freeway.
Wat ches the cars and trucks runble by bel ow

He turns away, shuffles further along the overpass. And
that’s when a PISS- YELLOW CI VI C crui ses past him

Rett stops, FROZEN, follows the car with saucer-w de eyes.

RETT
Cotta be. (beat) Kiddin ne.

He starts to wal k after the car, which is now approaching the
Sout hbound on-ranp. Wthin seconds, he’s SPRINTI NG

RETT
(breat hl ess)
Stop. Hey. STOP.
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The car RATTLES as it takes a left onto the on-ranp. Rett
sprints after it, but then he TRIPS, pitches forward onto the
si dewal k, SPLAYS hard and ugly.

RETT
FUCK!

He crawls to the edge of the overpass, panting, and peers
over the railing, just intinme to see the Cvic slide into
Sout hbound 101 traffic, and di sappear.

He | ooks at his WATCH. it’s just past 7:30 am

INT. RETT' S HOUSE - NI GHT
Rett stands in the living room making a phone call.
RETT
My. Maght be a little late
getting in tonorrow, so go ahead
and open up. (beat) No, it’s
fine. Just got a thing.
I NT. RETT' S HOUSE - BEDROOM - PRE- DAWN
The CLOCK RADI O blares on, and it’s 6:00 am

Rett’s already awake. He springs out of bed.

INT. RETT' S HOUSE - LI VI NG ROOM - DAWN

Fully dressed, Rett pours a pot of coffee into a tal
t hernos. Wen he’s done, he grabs his keys.

EXT. ACCESS ROAD - MORNI NG

Rett sits in his truck on the roadside, sipping his coffee,
eyes alert, staring out the windshield, radio playing | ow.

Up ahead, the ACCESS ROAD nerges into the OVERPASS. From
this spot, Rett has a perfect view of all the vehicles
getting on the Southbound ranp.

He checks his watch. 7:18 am

He continues his vigil. Picks up a pair of binoculars, scans
the cars waiting at the on-ranp.
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He’s so fixated on that particular ranp, he DOESN T SEE the
YELLOW CI VI C appr oaching fromthe OPPCSI TE direction, heading
up the OFF- RAMP from the NORTHBOUND si de of the 101.

It’s just outside his field of vision. ZI PPING past--

Rett SEES the Civic just in time, as it’s disappearing around
a sharp CURVE. The thernps goes FLYI NG as he scranbles to
start the truck, jans it into Drive--

| NT/ EXT. PASO ROBLES BACK ROADS - MORNI NG

Rett’s fingers drum anxiously on the wheel as he FOLLOAS at a
di screet distance.

Up ahead, the Gvic turns into the wi de, crowded driveway of
EAST PASO HI GH SCHOOL.

Rett pulls up at the sidewal k opposite the drive.

He watches the Civic pull up to the front entrance of the
school. The passenger door opens, and a short, dark-haired
BOY hops out, about 15, carrying a backpack.

Rett wat ches the BOY plod, slunp-shoul dered, toward the
school doors, quickly ABSORBED into the CROAD of KIDS.
INT./EXT. - RETT'S TRUCK - MORNI NG

Rett follows the Ci vic across the OVERPASS, and onto the
Sout hbound 101 on-ranp.

He maintains his position, a few cars behind the Cvic. Hs
eyes fierce, alert, pure focus. ALIVE

His fingers drumthe wheel.

INT./EXT. - 101 FREEWAY - CONTI NUOUS
The Civic heads for the exit marked TEMPLETON.

A few nonents later, Rett’s truck takes the sane exit.

EXT. TEMPLETON HOSPI TAL - CONTI NUOUS

Rett follows the Civic into the parking | ot of a nodest-sized
HOSPI TAL, where the Civic slides into a spot.

Rett idles at a distance, watching intently.
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The Civic’'s door pops open, and a TALL, DARK- HAI RED WOVAN
energes, md-30s, wearing Pl NK NURSE SCRUBS.

As the WOVAN wal ks toward the hospital entrance, she pins her
| ong, black hair into a tight bun.

When she wal ks, it’s fluid, fem nine-- alnost a sashay. Even
in the scrubs, no doubt, she’'s a | ooker.

RETT
My goodness.

She di sappears into the hospital.
He hops out of his truck, carrying a small bag of TOCLS.

He sl owly approaches the Cvic, runs his hand al ong the roof,
entranced. He assesses the various dings, chips, dents.

He whi spers softly to the car, like a |over

RETT
Knew it was you. Ugly yell ow
fucker. Knew it was you

H s eyes search the parking lot, sees there’ s nobody around.
He pulls a SLIMJIMfromhis bag and POPS the |ock in
seconds. He slips quickly inside, pops the trunk, clinbs out
agai n, opens the trunk, peers down into the guts of the car.

RETT
And here we go.

CUT TGO

INT. RETT'S TRUCK - EVEN NG

The truck is parked on the street outside the hospital |ot.
The interior is littered wwth enpty soda cans and w appers.

The sun hangs lowin the sky. He's clearly been sitting
there for hours and hours.

He hops out of the truck, stretches his aching linbs, rolls
his neck, grunting with the satisfying pops and cli cks.

Then he catches sight of HER across the |lot, pulling the pins
fromher hair as she sashays, her dark tresses cascadi ng--
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EXT. TEMPLETON - EL CAM NO REAL - CONTI NUQUS

The yellow Civic zips down the thoroughfare. Suddenly, it
LURCHES, and SMOKE starts to waft from under the hood.

The sound of GEARS CGRINDI NG as the Cvic slows down, LURCHES
again, COUGHS, and linps over to the curb.

The WOMAN energes fromthe G vic, |ooking distraught. She
shivers against the evening chill as traffic whizzes past.

VWOVAN
Pi ece of shit. Piece of shit.

She digs her cell phone out of her purse, and a bright red F-
750 pulls to the side of the road, just in front of her.

A smling Rett hops out, anbles over.
RETT
Evening, ma’am Looks |ike you've
got some trouble.
The worman eyes himwarily. He |ooks pretty scraggly.

VWOVAN
You noticed that, huh.

RETT
| can take a look, if that’'s okay.

She cocks her head, sizing himup sonme nore.

RETT
Don't worry. | am in fact, a
professional. That’'s ne.

He gestures toward his truck, where JAMESON & SON AUTO i s
enbl azoned on the TAI LGATE

She gl ances at the tailgate, back at him finally shrugs.

RETT
Great. Pop the hood for ne?

Looki ng at hi m askance, she slides into the car, pops it.

Rett rolls up his sleeves, props open the hood, starts poking
around inside. Black SMXE still curls fromwithin.

RETT
Hm (beat) Well.
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She appears next to him staring into the guts of the car,
cl uel ess, exasperat ed.

WOVAN
Don't even tell ne.

RETT
You don’t want ne to tell you?

VWOVAN
Just don’t tell ne it’'s bad.

Rett rises fromthe hood, w pes his hands on his pants.

RETT
CGotta breach in the oil line. Your
clutch is drowning in oil. That’s

why it won't catch

WOVAN
So what’s that nmean. Fix the hole,
wash off the clutch and it’s okay?

Rett grits his teeth, sucks air in.

RETT
You can’t wash off the clutch. The
clutch is done. It’s toast.

The woman starts to pace around, her eyes a bit wld.

WOVAN
That’ s expensive, isn't it? Shit.
Actually don’t tell ne. | don't

wanna know. Jesus Chri st.
Rett | ays a reassuring hand on her shoul der.

RETT
Hey. ..

She i nmredi atel y SWATS hi s hand away.
WOVAN
Don’t touch me. Did you just touch
me? Fuck is wong with you?
Rett backs up, holds up both his hands in surrender.
RETT

Whoa, now. This ain’t anything
like that. | sure didn’'t nean--
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WOVAN
Can’t go around putting your
goddamm hands on peopl e.

Rett has backed up all the way to his truck, hands up.

RETT
| can assure you, nma’am that |
never neant to of fend.

The wonan stares hard at Rett, sees the earnestness, the sad
blue truth in his eyes. She softens.

WOVAN
kay. (beat) Sonmetimes | don’'t
handl e bad news too well.

INT. RETT'S TRUCK - EVEN NG

Rett drives with the woman riding shotgun, the G vic TON NG
behi nd t hem

WOVAN
So are you Janeson, or the Son?

RETT
I"’m both, actually. Nane’'s Rett.
How bout you.

It takes a few seconds before she deci des to answer.

WOVAN
Carl a.

He nods, smiles. They drive on in silence. He sneaks a | ook
at her. A few seconds |ater, she sneaks a | ook back.

EXT. PHEASANT RUN MOBI LE HOVE COVMUNI TY - NI GHT

Rett’s truck, towing the CGvic, pulls up outside of a nodest,
wel | - kept doubl e-wide. Rett and Carla clinb out.

RETT
I could bring her back, bout this
time tonorrow. That okay?

CARLA
| don’t have a | ot of noney.
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RETT
Already told you, that’s not gonna
be a problem

The sound of a DOOR CREAKI NG OPEN, and both turn to see the
smal |, dark-haired BOY energing fromthe house.

Carla lights up like a Christmas tree.

CARLA
Hey, baby. How was school ?

The boy just stands there, staring at Rett.

CARLA
Mama' s car shit the bed,
sweet heart. This nice nman i s gonna
fix it for us. H's nane’s Rett.

Rett gives the boy a little salute.

RETT
Howdy .

The boy says nothing, just stares, unreadable.
CARLA
That’s just Al fonso being
tal kative. Don’t take it personal

Rett | ooks at the boy curiously. Then hands Carla a card.

RETT
Nunber of nmy shop is there, and ny
cellular. If you need to find ne.

Carla | ooks at the card, |ooks up at Rett, quizzical.
There’ s sonet hi ng about him Sonething she trusts.

CARLA
See you tonorrow, then.

RETT
Yes, ma’ am

CARLA
Sure are polite, aren’t you.

Rett makes an exaggerated show of tipping his baseball cap,
and Carla lets out a little LAUGH - bubbly, girlish. N ce.
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RETT
Evenin, Carla. Al fonso.

Carla wal ks over to Alfonso, hugs him kisses him while the
boy’s eyes follow Rett’s truck, as it slowy drives away.

I NT. JAMESON & SON AUTO - DAY

Rett and Moy stand in the bay, staring down at the yell ow
C vic, hood popped open. My is w de-eyed, anped.

MOY
Holy shit, yo.

They continue to stare at the vehicle.

MOY
The fuck you gonna do now?

RETT
Throw in a new clutch. Replace
that hose | poked a hole in.

MOY
I nmean what are you gonna do after
that, dude? Who is this bitch?

Rett shrugs, shakes his head.

MOY
This is the whip, yo. Shouldn’t
you call the cops, sonething?

Rett gives Myy a good hard | ook.
RETT
Since when are you so tight with
t he po-po, Myy? Wanna take a nice
wal kK down nmenory | ane?
Moy sighs, |eans against the car, gazes into the guts.
MOY
Puta madre. (beat) Don't have to
be a dick about it, Boss.
Rett slaps himon the back, wal ks out to the street.

Moy frowns, picks up a transfornmer, pushes a button, and the
Civic begins to RAISE UP on a lift--

CUT TGO
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EXT. PINE LAWNS MEMORI AL PARK - DAY

Rett’s truck pulls into the parking lot. There' s only one
ot her car there-- an ‘88 WH TE TERCEL HATCHBACK.

Rett wal ks over to the Tercel, stares at it, brow furrowed.
Sonet hi ng about that car. He checks the |icense plate.

RETT
Seen you before, haven't 17

He stares at the car. Watever it is, it’s not clicking.

EXT. PINE LAWNS MEMORI AL PARK - CONTI NUCUS

Rett trudges up a a steep path, lined on both sides by
HEADSTONES | aid flush into the grass, |ike place mats.

H s eyes wander across the hill, about a hundred yards away,
where a tall GRL is descending in the opposite direction.

W apped in a black overcoat, her hair a WH TE- BLONDE shock.
Rett squints at her. Something famliar, strange. He WAVES.

The girl FREEZES. Swaying in the wind. Then she continues
down the hill, much nore rapidly. Rett watches, head cocked,
as she hurries to the PARKING LOT.

Rett continues on up the hill, crouches down beside Billy’s
HEADSTONE, and frowns.

Because there’s a small bouquet of WHI TE FLOAERS sitting
there. So fresh and perfectly white, they ve clearly only
been sitting there a short while.

He picks up the flowers. On the wapping, it says: MCardl e
Bros. Florist, Canbria.

Rett peers back down the hill toward the PARKING LOT- -

The little white HATCHBACK zi ps out of the entrance, and
DI SAPPEARS i nto the woods beyond.

Rett stares, befuddled, then turns back to Billy's stone,
| ays the pal mof his hand flat on the granite.

RETT
Hey, Sport. (beat) | like it when
it’s just you and ne. (beat) Hey,
di d someone cone and see you?
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Rett reclines on the grass, keeping his pal mon the stone.

RETT
You don’t have to tell nme if you
don’t wanna. | know you enjoy your
privacy, little fucker.

Rett’s cell chirps in his pocket. He fishes it out, checks
the nunber, flips it open

RETT
What’ s up, My.

MOY' S VO CE
Fuckin Cvic. You gotta cone see.

I NT. JAMESON & SON AUTO - LATER

Rett and Moy are staring up into the undercarriage of the
lifted Gvic.

RETT
The hell is that thing.

MOY
Dunno, man.

RETT
Just get it out.

I NT. JAMESON & SON AUTO - M NUTES LATER

Rett and Moy stand at a work bench, staring at the
RECTANGULAR STEEL BOX sitting upon it. About 3 feet long, 1
foot wi de, and 8 inches thick.

RETT
How | ong you think it’s been stuck
up in there?

MOY
Dunno. Totally flush, hidden by
the rear axle. 1t’d be easy to
mss. (beat) Maybe that’'s the
poi nt, yo.

RETT

Whadaya nean.
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MOY
I nean |’ ve seen shit like this
before. (beat) Transpo.

Moy uncl asps a HI NGE at one end of the box, sw ngs open a
PANEL. Reaches in, fishes around inside, pulls out his hand,
revealing sone dirty, white SMJUDGES on his fingers.

RETT
The fuck is transpo.

MOY
Soneone tricked the CGvic to nove
shit around.
Rett goes a little pale. Doesn’'t like this news.

RETT
Move shit around.

Moy touches his tongue to the white on his finger. Ginaces,
spits on the ground, w pes his hand on his pants.

MOY
It’s glass. Tina. The badness.

Rett stares at Moy |ike he's speaking G eek.

MOY
Crystal.

Rett’s troubl ed eyes shift to the BOX

RETT
When | got that car, there was no
box. | would ve seen this goddam
box, My. | would ve seen it.

MOY

No doubt, boss.
Rett paces around, drags his fingers through his hair.

RETT
This is all wong. There s no way
in hell Billy was doing that.

MOY
What about that bitch, yo? Wat’s
her nane?

BEAT.
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RETT
Carl a.

MOY
Vel | maybe fuckin Carla knows about
the box. (beat) Bitches always
know sonet hi n, man.

Rett continues to pace. He stops. Renenbers sonething.

RETT
Shit. (beat) You still got a
cousin at the DW?

MOY
Mari sol. She ny second cousi n.

Rett grabs a piece of paper, starts witing sonething down.
RETT
See if you can run sonething for
me. White Tercel hatchback. |
think it’s an ‘88. These are the
t ags here.
He hands the paper to a My, who stares at it, confounded.

MOY
VWhat’s this shit?

Rett wal ks of f.
RETT
Bi tch who m ght know sonet hi ng.
EXT. 101 FREEWAY - EVEN NG

Rett’s truck crui ses Sout hbound, towi ng the Civic behind.

EXT. PHEASANT RUN - CARLA' S HOMVE - EVEN NG

In Carla’ s driveway, Rett unhitches the Cvic, while Carla
wat ches nearby, in her pink scrubs, arns crossed.

CARLA
So it's all good now?

Rett finishes up, w pes his hands on his jeans.

RETT
Yes indeed. Good to go.



BEAT.

Ret t

Ret t

Ret t
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Ret t

Ret t

CARLA
I knew it was shady. Knew
sonet hi ng woul d go wrong.

RETT

Where' d you find this heap anyway?
CARLA

Used car lot. | was in a hurry.

(beat) Scumbag ki nda pl ace.
Fucki n stupi d.

nods, absorbing this.

RETT
Gotta be careful. Pl aces |i ke
t hat .

CARLA

You gotta let me pay you somet hi ng.
sm | es, shakes his head.

RETT
M ght as well stop saying that,
because it ain’'t gonna happen.

CARLA
kay. Jeez. (beat) Can | at
| east give you a cup of coffee?

| ooks at her, shrugs.
RETT
| could live with that.
CARLA' S DOUBLE-W DE - LATER
and Carla sit at a small dinette table,

CARLA
It tastes like shit. [I'msorry.

sips politely, smles.

RETT
I can assure you, |’ve had far
Wor se.

with nugs.

43.
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CARLA
| don't even |like coffee. Makes ne
pee too nuch. (beat) | got no
idea why | just told you that.

RETT
It’s fine.

CARLA
I"’ma little crazy. |In case you

didn’'t notice.

RETT
Seem pretty normal to ne.

She smles, alittle bit shy, turns away. Then she | ooks
back at him He |ooks at her, his gaze steady.

Rett notices ALFONSO standing in the hallway, staring at him
He gives the boy a salute.

Carla turns, beans at her son.

CARLA
Hey, baby. Wanna cone sit down?

Al fonso slowy shakes his head.
CARLA
You renmenber Rett. He fixed the
car. Say thank you.

Al fonso narrows his eyes, ever so slightly.

RETT
He doesn’t have to thank ne.
CARLA
Al fonso, don’t be rude.
The boy turns around and di sappears down the hall. Carla
cl oses her eyes, sighs.
CARLA
Jesus Chri st.
RETT
It’s fine. | wouldn't like a

strange man in nmy house either.

CARLA
No. It’s not right. He's not...



Carla suddenly | ooks pretty mserable. Close to tears.

RETT
Hey. I'msorry. |’mcausing a
pr obl em here.

Carl a shakes her head, gathers herself.

CARLA
Believe ne. It’s not you. He’'s
been. (beat) 1It’s been going on
awhil e now. He used to be such a

happy kid. And now. | dunno.
RETT

Well it’s never easy. Boy his age.
CARLA

You got ki ds?
Rett frowns, grits his teeth. Caught off guard.
RETT
No. (beat) | nean. Yes | did. |
had a son. (beat) He died.
Al nost a year ago.

Carl a | ooks stricken.

CARLA
Oh ny God. |I'mso sorry, Rett.
(beat) Jesus, |I’m an asshol e.
RETT

You're not an asshol e.

Carla starts to cry.

CARLA

Ch wow. | can't. | couldn't even
RETT

It’s okay.
CARLA

What happened?

Rett breathes through his nose. Looks out the w ndow.
Finally | ooks back at her.

RETT
Car acci dent.

45.
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Carla wi pes away her tears, shakes her head.

CARLA
Il would just. | would die. |
woul d just wanna die.

RETT
Yep. That's about right.

She puts her hand on top of his. She takes a trenbling sip
of coffee, grinaces.

CARLA

Jesus Christ this tastes |like shit.
RETT

Yeah. |[It’s fucking brutal. 1 was

just being nice before.
Carla can’t help it, she laughs through her tears.

CARLA
God. See | told you I was crazy.

RETT
| don't mind alittle crazy.

Carla | aughs again, tries to pull herself together.

CARLA
Let me cook dinner for you tonorrow
night. | make an anazing taco
casserole. | promise it’ll taste

better than the coffee.
Rett | ooks at her. This |lovely, strange creature.
RETT
That sounds just fine.
I NT/EXT - RETT' S TRUCK - NI GHT

Rett drives hone on the 101. He clenches his jaw, suddenly
overconme. He tries to shake it off, but it won't shake.

He pulls over into the breakdown | ane, screeches to a halt.
And he bursts into tears. Messy, shaking, ugly sobs.

But it only lasts a few seconds. He beats his fists against
the steering wheel, willing hinmself to pull it together.
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RETT
Easy. Easy now. (beat) Fuck.

He wi pes away the tears and the snot.
RETT
What the fuck, Rett. Were' d that
come from \hat.

And pulI's back onto the freeway.

INT. RETT' S HOUSE - BEDROOM - MORNI NG

Rett lies in bed, staring at the ceiling, exhausted. The
PHONE rings, and he answers, voice full of gravel.

RETT
Hel | o.
MOY' S VA CE
Yo. Talked to Marisol.
RETT
(bl eary)
What ?
MOY' S VA CE
Fuckin Tercel. You okay, Boss?
I NT/EXT - RETT'S TRUCK - - DAY

The truck wi nds Westward al ong Route 46, through rolling
white-green hills and canopi es of trees.

MOY' S VA CE
Got an address over in Canbri a.

I NT/ EXT - CAMBRI A - VARI QUS - DAY

Rett cruises through downtown Canbria, past upscal e shops and
restaurants, coffee houses, expensive hillside hones.

MOY’ S VO CE
Quess you rollin in |ate again.

RETT' S VA CE
You' re a good man, chief.

Now t hrough the outskirts of town, small row houses, nodest
apartnments, a working-class nei ghborhood.
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MOY' S VO CE
Yeah whatever. Maybe one of these
days you tell ne what the fuck.

Rett pulls onto a cracked and weedy side road, kicks up a
cl oud of dust and di sappears into it.

EXT. HOUSE - DAY

A tall, narrow, paint-peeling old Victorian that has seen
better days, sliced up into several snmall apartnents.

A side door opens, and THE G RL energes, |anky, cropped white-
bl onde hair, dark makeup encircling her haunted eyes.

This is JESS KOONS, |ooking well beyond her 18 years.

She gives a little GASP when she sees RETT | eani ng up agai nst
her white Tercel hatchback. Tries to recover, plays it cool

JESS
Can | help you?

Rett scrutinizes her, head cocked.

RETT
Lemme guess. You don't have the
faintest idea who I am

JESS
Shoul d 17?

RETT
So it’s gonna go that way.

Jess fidgets, her eyes dart. She’'s not a great liar.

JESS
Gonna be |l ate for work.

RETT
Yes. That’'s true. You are.

Jess lowers her hand into her purse. Her voice edges.

JESS
| have pepper spray in here. And
maybe 1’11 scream

Rett nods, shrugs, unnoved.
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JESS
I could call the cops.

RETT
You sure could. Wanna use m ne?

He pulls his cell out of his pocket, holds it out to her.
She stares, eyes flickering.

JESS
What do you want.

RETT
Just wanna talk to you

Jess clutches her purse, |ooks back at the house.

JESS
| really don’t know anyt hing.

RETT
You don’t know anyt hi ng about what,
Jessica? Jessica Koons?

She starts to breathe heavily. Cose to freaking out.

JESS
I swear to God I’ m gonna start
scream ng right now.

RETT
Let ne make this easy for you,
Jessica. Talk to ne, and nobody
has to know anything. 1’11 go away
it’ll be like we never saw each
other. You can go right on hiding.

Jess stares at him trenbling.

RETT
That doesn’t sound so bad, does it?

She waps her arns around herself, her eyes get wet.
JESS
It’s Jess. (beat) Cod.
EXT. OVERLOCOK - CONTI NUQUS

Rett and Jess sit at a rotting picnic table in a clearing,
over | ooki ng the surroundi ng nountains and the town far bel ow.



Jess chai n-snokes, fidgets, unconfortable.

JESS
At first | only did it a couple
times a nonth. After | got ny
drivers license? | was a greenie.
That’s how it works. You get nore
runs when the Ropes nove on. The
O der kids. Because when you turn
18, they don’'t want you anynore.
They only want m nors.

RETT
You still haven’t told ne who
“they” are.
Jess stands up, mashes out her snoke, |ights another.
JESS

You never know who they are. You
only know the kid ahead of you.
That’ s your Rope. Later on, you
becone the Rope. That’'s how the
rul es get passed down. Fromkid to
kid. W never knew who ended up
with the stuff, where the noney
cane from Al we did was pony.

Rett nods, stares at the table.
RETT
So you roped Billy. Taught himto
be a pony, too.

Jess shakes her head furiously.

JESS
No, no. Wasn't |like that. He
found ne. | blew himoff a bunch
of times. But he kept asking. He
was real... (beat) Persistent.

Rett gazes off at the hills. Not easy hearing this.

RETT
So you put the box under his car.

JESS
We don't trick the rides ourselves.
They do that sonewhere else. At
the Farm | guess.
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RETT
Where’'s the Farm

Jess slides into the picnic table again, slunps.

JESS
Nobody ever sees the Farm W just
wait in the spot, like we're

supposed to. They conme and take
the ride away, and when they bring
it back, it’'s |oaded for transpo.

Rett stands up, stretches, wanders to the edge of the vista.

RETT
Where do you bring the | oad.

JESS
It’s always notels. At both ends.
Down there, it’s usually sonewhere
north of L.A.  Thousand Caks,
Pacoi ma, Val encia, |ike that.

RETT
You nust nmark the cars sonehow. So
t hey know whi ch ones to pick up

Jess | ooks at him her expression quizzical.
JESS
Wiy are you asking ne this shit?
(beat) What are you gonna do?

Rett turns to her, considers the question, doesn’t answer.

JESS

(pani cked)
Al that stuff | told you. [I'm
not. |’ m never supposed to tel

anybody. They can’t know where |
am |If they know where | amthen--

RETT
I's that why you ran away? Because
you were scared?

JESS
| didn’t wanna pony anynore. And
they weren’t gonna let ne stop.

Rett noves cl oser to her
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RETT
Is that why they killed Billy?
Because he wanted to stop?

JESS
I don’t know. (beat) He nust’ve
done sonet hi ng.

Jess starts to cry, softly, helplessly.

JESS
Oh God.  You gotta prom se you
won't tell themwhere | am

Rett gets very close to her, speaks |ow
RETT
You won’t need to hide anynore.
That’ s a prom se.
She | ooks at him searches his eyes.
RETT
Tell me for Billy. (beat) 1've
seen your flowers, Jess.
Jess weeps mserably, holding herself tightly.
JESS
I mss him (beat) | never neant.
For any of this to happen.

Rett nods. Puts his hand on hers.

INT/EXT - RETT'S TRUCK - ROUTE 1 - AFTERNOON

As Rett cruises back hone through the rolling slopes, his
eyes glint with a new determ nation and focus.

JESS VO CE (O S.)
It’s a sticker, on the rear bunper.
The left side. Three little stars.

Rett steps on the gas, picks up speed.

INT. RETT' S HOUSE - BATHROOM - EVEN NG

Rett stands shirtless in front of the mrror, staring at his
scraggl y- bearded refl ection.
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He di gs around through the nedicine cabinet, and finds
somet hing he hasn’'t used in quite sone tine. A RAZOR

EXT. CARLA'S PLACE - N GHT

Carl a opens the door to find Rett on her porch, holding a
bottle of wine, smling sheepishly. He’ s now cl ean-shaven,
with a few nicks and dings scattered across his face.

She nods in appreciation.

CARLA
Ww. You clean up pretty good.

He admres her fitted jeans and flattering scoop-necked top,
her hair falling past her shoul ders.

RETT
You | ook real nice, too.

They both seemslightly enbarrassed. Like maybe they tried a
bit too hard, and aren’t sure why.

CUT TGO

CARLA' S PLACE - DI NETTE - LATER

Carla, Rett, and a sullen-1ooking Alfonso are finishing up
their plates of casserole.

RETT
It was nmy Pop’s garage, and ny
Grandpa before him Started workin
there right after | shipped back
from Kuwai t .

CARLA
I wish | knew about cars. | | ook
under the hood and it's like |I'm
retarded or sonething.

RETT
Yeah, well. | wish | knew how to
sew peopl e back together.

CARLA
It’s not that romantic, really.
Just sticking folks with needles,
cleaning up a | ot of ness.



RETT
Still. 1 bet you re good at it.
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They smiles at each other. Al fonso stares at Rett, w pes his

mouth with a napkin. Actually decides to speak

And when he does, its the thin, sonewhat strained tone of a

voi ce rarely used.

ALFONSO
Did you ever kill anybody?

Carla |l ooks at him taken aback.

CARLA
Al f onso.

But the boy keeps staring at Rett, waiting for an answer.

RETT
You nean, while | was in the
Servi ce?

CARLA

(to Al fonso)
Wiy woul d you ask something |ike
that? That’s not right.

RETT
No, it’s okay. It's a fair
guesti on.

CARLA

It is not a fair question.

Rett | ooks at Al fonso openly.

RETT
| saw sone scary stuff, Alfonso.
Seen people hurt real bad.
Sonetinmes they died. (beat) But
t he answer to your question is no.
I never killed anybody.

Al fonso nods, as if satisfied. Drinks his soda.
i n exasperation, shakes her head.

CARLA
He sure can pick his nonents.

Rett waves it off, keeps |ooking at Alfonso.

Carl a sighs
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RETT
Anytime you wanna ask me sonet hi ng,
you just go right on ahead. Okay?

Al fonso nods. Even manages a hint of a smle.

RETT
We got a deal then. Good.

Carla watches the two guys interact. It’s been awhile since
she saw her boy smle. She |ooks happy about it.

EXT. CARLA' S DRI VEWAY - LATER
Carla and Rett stand by his truck, in the dark.

RETT
No, I liked it. It was nice.

They | ook at each other. Both unsure, but beguil ed.

CARLA
You nust’ve been real young. Wen
you becane a Daddy.

RETT
Yep. Barely nineteen.

CARLA
I was ei ghteen.

RETT
Babi es maki ng babi es.

She nods, sniles sadly.

CARLA
Cotta give Fonso a little tinme. He
already likes you. | can tell.

It’s just, he has...troubles
sonmetimes. (beat) His father.
(beat) He’s not a good man. W
don’t tal k anynore.

Rett nods, smles earnestly.

RETT
I Iike Al fonso, too.



56.

CARLA
He’s a good fucking kid. 1 just
wi sh I knew what went on inside his
little head. Drives nme crazy.

RETT
I know exactly what you nean.

She surprises himwith a kiss on the lips, which lingers for
just a second or two, before she pulls away, and trots back
to the house. Rett stares after her, wi de-eyed.

She turns back, looks at himwith a sly, guilty smle.

CARLA
Sorry.
(points at hersel f)
Crazy.

She di sappears into the house. Rett stands there.

INT. RETT' S HOUSE - HALLWAY - NI GHT

Rett stands outside of BILLY S DOOR, holding a small KEY. He
reaches for the PADLOCK, unlocks it, pops open the hinge.

He takes a deep breath, opens the door.
He wal ks inside. Flips on the light. Breathes in the stale

air. He walks to the desk. Starts going through the
drawers. Carefully at first.

But pretty soon he’'s RANSACKING the room Pulling books off
their shelves. Flipping the mattress.

He noves to the CLOSET. Flings aside clothes. Kneels on the
fl oor and digs through the shoes.

He goes further into the closet, feels around, pulls up a
smal | RUG and finds several LOOSE FLOORBOARDS

Sweating, he PRI ES the boards upwards, revealing a HOLE
under neat h, contai ning THREE Cl GAR BOXES, all in a row.

He pauses, breathing hard, stares at the boxes. He slowy
reaches in, takes one out, opens it.

I nside, tight, rubber-banded BUNDLES OF CASH. Al |l of them
TVWENTI ES and FIFTIES. He stares at the cash, agape.

RETT
Jesus Chri st.
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He reaches in and opens the other boxes. Al of them
literally STUFFED wi th cash. Thousands of dollars.

RETT
(hoarse)
What were you doing, Sport.
I NT/EXT - RETT' S TRUCK - EAST PASO HI GH - DAY

Rett rolls very slowy through the STUDENT PARKI NG LOT of
East Paso Hi gh School .

He’ s checking the rear bunpers of every single car in the
packed lot. It’s slow going. There are hundreds of cars.

Suddenly, he STOPS. Leans out the w ndow, eyes fixed on a
RED JETTA. On the left side of the rear bunper-- a small,
round STICKER, with THREE BLACK STARS, all in a row.
Rett throws the truck into park, grabs a FLASHLI GHT

He | owers hinself to the pavenent between the Jetta and a
nei ghboring car, and SCOOTCHES hi nsel f under.

SHI NES the flashlight up into the UNDERCARRI ACE of the Jetta:
POV: a famliar-|ooking RECTANGULAR STEEL BOX.

RETT
Got cha.

Rett flicks off the flashlight, shimmes out from under--

VO CE (O S.)
Hel p you with sonething, sir?

Still on the ground, Rett |ooks up to see a thickly-built,
dul | -eyed 20-sonet hi ng SCHOOL SECURI TY GUARD staring at him

Rett hops to his feet, grins am ably.
RETT
No, no, fine. Just dropped
sonet hi ng.
Rett holds up the flashlight, grins cheerfully.

RETT
Found it.

The Guard gives hima funny | ook.
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GUARD
This is a private student lot, sir.
For the high school ?

Rett slowy makes his way over to the truck

RETT
Yes, and thank you. You're doing a
bang-up job here. Keeping the
young fol ks safe, and such

The Guard frowns, unsure if Rett’s taking the piss, or not.

GUARD
Um

EXT. PASO ROBLES S| DE STREET - AFTERNOON

Rett sits in his truck, parked at the side of the road, a few
hundred yards away fromthe H gh School driveway.

School has let out, and cars are now POURI NG out of the |ot.
H s cell phone rings, he checks the call, opens it.

RETT
What ' s up, My.

MOY’ S VO CE
That dude Ruttl edge call ed agai n.

He’s trying to clock all the cars that energe up ahead.

RETT
kay. (beat) Anything else?

MOY' S VO CE
You’ re not gonna sell to that
fucki n asshol e are you?

And that’s when he sees the RED JETTA zipping out of the |ot
and di sappearing in the opposite direction.

RETT
Cotta call you back, cabron.

Rett snaps the phone shut, tosses it on the seat, TAKES OFF
up the street after the Jetta.
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EXT. RED ROOF | NN - DAY

The red Jetta pulls into the parking I ot of a rundown Red
Roof Inn right off the freeway, slides into a spot.

Rett’s truck cruises past the entrance, and heads into the
adj acent TACO BELL parking |ot.

I NT. RETT' S TRUCK - CONTI NUOUS

Rett WATCHES the Jetta in the adjacent |ot.

A tall, lanky YOUNG MAN, 17-ish, wearing a black skull cap,
energes fromthe Jetta. H s eyes dart around, sketchy.

He shoves a set of KEYS on the right rear TIRE. He shoul ders
a backpack, trots over to the notel, clinbs a set of stairs,
and di sappears into ROOM 207.

Suddenly, in Rett’s MND S EYE, he SEES THE FOLLOW NG

--The YELLONCIVIC in the parking lot. BILLY energing from
the G vic, wearing a backpack, putting the KEYS on the TIRE

--Then BILLY jogs toward the notel, heads up the stairs,
opens a door, and di sappears inside, and the DOOR SLAMS SHUT- -
EXT. RED ROOF I NN - M NUTES LATER

A BLACK EL CAM NO with a jacked-up suspension and mag wheel s
runbles into the Red Roof |ot.

Rett slides lower into his seat.

The Camino cruises to the end of the |ot, stops behind the
Jetta. The passenger door opens, and a tall, sinewy DUDE
with a blond Mohawk energes. Tight jeans and a stained
thermal top, black shit-kicker boots. Call himM LK

Casual as can be, MIk grabs the keys off the Jetta’ s wheel,
clinbs in behind the wheel, and exits the lot, followed
closely by the black Cam no.

I NT/EXT - RETT' S TRUCK - VARI QUS - DAY

The Jetta and the Camino cruise eastward al ong Route 46
Several hundred yards behind, Rett’s truck pursues.
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The popul ated city area soon gives way to rural wlderness.
The winter sun blasts a cold, blinding glare.

They pass by sone ranshackl e honesteads, small farns, rusted
cars up on blocks, trailers, skinny dogs.

This part of California is hard country, both in geography
and attitude. This aint L.A It’'s nore |ike TEXAS.

The Jetta/ Cami no caravan pulls off the main road onto a
wi ndi ng, rutted two-1ane bl ackt op.

INT. RETT'S TRUCK - A BIT LATER

Rett cruises along the wi nding, desolate road, and sl ows down
when he sees the Jetta/ Cami no caravan just up ahead, pulling
off the two-lane onto a DIRT ROAD that crosses a CATTLE GUARD
before butting up against a | arge | RON GATE

Rett pulls his cap |low, and DRI VES PAST the dirt road,
catching a quick glinpse of MLK UNLOCKI NG t he GATE- -

He keeps right on going, and checks his REAR-VI EW where he
sees the Camino and the Jetta passing through the GATE
EXT. FOOTHI LLS - AFTERNOON

Rett is crouched, hidden in the brush, on a small rise
over| ooki ng the spread of hills.

He peers through his BI NOCULARS at a dried-up RANCH in the
near distance. A couple of TRAILERS, several |arge
corrugat ed-nmetal STRUCTURES, a tall, rotting WATER TONER
Wl conme to THE FARM

Rett spies several tricked-out yet dusty VEH CLES, including
t he bl ack El Cam no.

Every few seconds, a flurry of distant DOG BARKS.

There’s some MOVEMENT down there, and Rett focuses in on the
red JETTA as it slowy rolls into a giant OPENING i n one of
t he corrugat ed-netal STRUCTURES.

Once the Jetta is inside, a huge netal DOOR slides shut.

Rett’s CELL PHONE rings, he sets down the Binocs, digs the
phone out of his pocket.
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RETT
Cotta get back to ya, My.

CARLA'S VO CE (O S.)
Wat? It’s Carla. Wiat’'s a noy?

Rett brightens when he hears her voice.
RETT
Oh, hey. Thought you were ny
nmechani c.
CARLA'S VO CE (O S.)
Sorry to be calling like. 1 was
hoping. (beat) 1t’s about Fonso.
EXT. RETT'S TRUCK - TACO BELL PARKI NG LOT - LATE AFTERNOON
Rett sits watching the Red Roof Inn, sipping on a big soda.

He slides lowinto his seat when the JETTA cruises into the
Red Roof lot, followed by the black EL CAM NO

The LOADED JETTA slides into its former spot, a scowing MLK
hops out, lays the keys on the tire, clinbs into the Cam no.

The Cami no HONKS THREE Tl MES, then crui ses out of the |ot.
Rett’s eyes shift up to ROOM 207 in the notel.

Sure enough, a few seconds later, the tall BOY with the bl ack
skul | cap energes from Room 207.

The boy’s eyes dart around the | ot as he nakes his way down
to the Jetta. He feels for the keys, GRABS THEM

QUI CK FLASH:
Rett’s M ND S EYE.

--BILLY trots over to his CIVIC, finds the KEYS ON THE Tl RE,
and JUWPS | N- -

Back to REALITY. Rett grits his teeth.

RETT
Al right, Pony boy, let’s go.

The | oaded Jetta starts to pull out of the |ot.

Rett starts up his truck.
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VO CE (O S.)
Look who found hinself a razor.

Rett’s head jerks to the right, and he sees JORGENSEN
standing in the passenger w ndow, head cocked, smrKking.

RETT
Jesus. Sneak up on a guy.

Jorgensen wal ks closer, |leans into the w ndow.

JORGENSEN
You got a mnute, handsone?

Rett’s eyes dart to the Jetta, now CRU SING UP THE STREET.

JORGENSEN
Promse it’Il only take a mnute.

RETT
How bout we do this |ater

JORGENSEN
How bout you turn off the fuckin
i gnition, Cochise.

Rett checks for the Jetta again. It’s GONE. He closes his
eyes, sighs, turns off the engine.

RETT
Fuck.

JORGENSEN
There’s a good boy. (beat) So,
Everett, mnd telling me what you
were doing loitering around East
Paso Hi gh earlier today?

Rett smles at him eyes tw nkling.

RETT
Oh that? Just a little job
interview Thinkin of becom ng a
hi story teacher.

JORCGENSEN
Really. Ww. That’s inpressive.

RETT
Thank you.

Jorgensen leans in closer, his lip curls as he grins.
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JORGENSEN
I woul d strongly suggest staying

of f my bad side, Janeson
Rett shrugs, innocent as can be.
RETT
Just m nding ny own business here.
You' re the one gettin all flirty.

Jorgensen slowy nods, eyes steely.

JORCGENSEN
So goddamm cl ever. But the thing
is, I know you' re into sonething.

Because | see through you like a
fuckin candy wrapper, asshole.

RETT
Congratul ations. Now, if you have
no intention of arresting ne for
sonet hing, 1’ mgonna split.

Rett turns on the ignition. Jorgensen, quietly seething,
backs away fromthe w ndow, taps his own forehead.

JORGENSEN
Be seeing you soon, pal.
INT. RETT'S TRUCK - M NUTES LATER

Rett tries to maneuver through the dense traffic, searching
for any sign of the Jetta.

But it’s clearly a lost cause. The Jetta is |ong gone.
Rett pounds the wheel in frustration.
RETT
SHI TBAG
EXT. CARLA' S PLACE - PORCH - EVEN NG

Al fonso opens the front door to find Rett standing there,
hol di ng a bag of Koo Koo Roo.

RETT
So your nomis workin a double
toni ght, huh. You hungry?

Al fonso | ooks at him eventually nods.
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RETT
| could conme inside if you want.
Hel p you eat all this food. (beat)
O, | could just put it down here.
And sl owy back away.

Rett puts the bag on the doormat, and creeps slowy backward,
wi th an exaggerated, bug-eyed expression.

RETT
I"mstill backing away here.

Al fonso can’t help smling.

I NT. CARLA'S PLACE - DI NETTE - N GHT
The detritus of dinner is scattered about the table.

RETT
|l think | ate too nuch.

They sit quietly.

ALFONSO
You |ike my nom right.

Rett | aughs, a bit taken aback.

RETT
Does it bug you that | |ike her?

Al fonso | ooks at him Shakes his head.
RETT
That’ s good. For the record, |
think you're pretty cool, too.
Al fonso | ooks at the table, smles inward.
ALFONSO
kay.
EXT. RED ROOF I NN - GLORI QUS SUNSHI NE
Rett sits in his truck, spying on the YELLOWC VIC.

BILLY cones trotting over to the car, wearing his backpack

RETT
There’s ny boy.
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Rett grins, tries to TOOT his horn, but NO SOUND cones out.
Billy grabs the KEYS fromthe TIRE

RETT
B.J.!

Billy turns toward Rett, flashes a grin, and sal utes.

Rett tries to open his door. It won't open. He starts to
panic. He tries the passenger door, but it also won't open.

RETT
Wait. Just please wait.

Billy clinbs into the car, reverses out of the spot.

RETT
God damit! You little fuck--

Rett THRASHES wildly in his truck, unable to escape, unable
to break free, SMASHI NG hel pl essly agai nst the W NDOAS- -

RETT
JUST TELL ME--

Billy's car DISSOLVES into passing traffic, as Rett SCREAMS--

RETT
OH GOD TELL ME WHERE YOU RE GO NG -

SMASH TO

I NT. CARLA'S PLACE - LIVING ROOM - LATE
Rett SNAPS AWAKE on Carla’'s couch, with the TV on

And then he sees a sweaty, pale-faced ALFONSO standi ng at the
foot of the couch, staring at himw th haunted eyes.

Rett sits up, rubbing his face vigorously.
RETT
Woa. Hey. (beat) You okay,
Fonso? What tine is it?
Al fonso just stands there, erect, |ooking freaked.

RETT
You have a bad dreanf

Al f onso nods.
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RETT
They're a bitch, aren’t they?
(beat) Get on over here.
Al fonso pads over, sits on the couch beside Rett.

RETT
Wanna tell nme about it?

The boy stares at the TV, his eyes full of dread.

ALFONSO
It’s always the sane. (beat) | do
sonmething bad. | don’'t wanna do it

but I can’t stop.

RETT
What’ s the bad thing.

Al fonso’s voice falls to a whisper

ALFONSO
I don’t know but it’s really,
really, really bad.

Rett reaches for Alfonso, pulls himcloser on the couch.
Puts his armaround him At first the boy resists, but
eventual ly gives in, rests against Rett’s shoul der.

RETT
Dreans don’t play fair, Sport.
They kick you when you' re down.
But they ain’t nothin but snoke.

Al fonso settles hinself nore tightly against Rett. Hi s eyes
still open, glassy, scared.

I NT. CARLA' S PLACE - LIVING ROOM - 5AM

Carla quietly enters through the front door. By the light of
the flickering TV, she sees Rett and Al fonso asleep on the
couch together, Rett’s arm slung protectively over her boy.

She stands there | ooking at them her tired eyes growi ng wet.
Tides of conflicting enption sweep across her face.

CUT TO BLACK.

EXT. PINE LAWNS MEMORI AL PARK - MORNI NG

Rett crouches beside Billy's stone.
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RETT
I"'ma little pissed off here. |If
you're in sone kinda trouble, you
gotta tell nme. How else aml
supposed to know? How el se am|l

supposed to protect you, god
dami t ?

He brushes aside sone dead | eaves and wilted fl owers.

RETT
Now |’ m gonna have to go and do
something really...stupid. (beat)
Because | got no other choi ce.

Rett stands up, rolls his neck, squints at the norning sun.

RETT
"1l be back, Sport. You' re not
out of the dog house yet.

I NT. JAMESON & SON AUTO - DAY

Rett enters the garage, carrying a bowing ball bag, stops
besi de Moy, who is crouched beside an old Yanmaha notorcycl e.

RETT
Cabr on.

Moy grunts, surly, keeping his eyes on the bike s engine.

RETT
Leave that. Gotta talk to you.

MOY
Al ways tal k when you wanna tal k.

RETT
Moy.

Moy rolls his eyes, lets his tools clatter, stands up.

MOY
Sonet hin about Billy, right.

Rett | ooks at him surprised.

MOY
Way you think I’ mstupid? You' re
all fucked up. Ever since that
bitch show up with the G vic.
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RETT
It’s not about Carla, My.

MOY
Did you fuck her?

RETT
VWhat? No. Jesus.

Rett frowns, turns away. Sets the bow ing bag on the table.
Moy gl ances at the bag.

MOY
What’s in the bag.

Rett fixes Moy with an all-business stare.

RETT
What’s in the bag doesn’t matter.
What matters i s nobody knows about
t he bag, except you and ne.

Moy | oses his scowl, his eyes w den.

MOY
You know I'mtight.

RETT
Going on a little errand today.
Not really sure howit’s gonna go.
(beat) If it goes shit side up, |
want you to take the bag. Take
your famly. Start over sonewhere.
Far away from here.

MOY
(grave)
The fuck you tal kin about, Boss.

RETT
Ain't on parole anynore, esse. You
can go wherever the hell you want.

Moy shoves his hands in his pockets, juts out his chin.

MOY
"1l come with you

RETT
Not gonna happen.

MOY
Everybody needs backup, yo.
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RETT
Li ke your wife. And your banbina.
This isn't open for discussion
Moy scow s, finally nods. Puts his hand on the bag.
MOY
Puta nmadre.
INT. RETT'S TRUCK - BACK ROADS - DAY
Rett cruises through the rolling, desolate terrain.

His fingers drumthe wheel.

Hi s eyes | aser-focused on the road ahead.

EXT. FOOTHI LLS - DAY

Rett’s truck is parked in the same hidden spot on a rise
over| ooki ng THE FARM

He peers through his binoculars. No novenent at all down
there. Sleepy as a retirenent hone.

He tosses the binocs into the truck, pulls a TIRE | RON out of
the bed, jans it down the back of his jeans.

He enpties his pockets, renmoves his wistwatch, places
everything carefully in the gl ove conpartnent.

He tightens his belt, fastened by a heavy, thick cowboy-style
BRASS BUCKLE about 4 inches w de.

He sets off wal king dowmn the hill, toward the Farm

EXT. DI RT ROAD - CONTI NUCUS

Rett CLIMBS to the top of the black iron GATE, quick and
agil e, maneuvers hinself over the top, and DROPS to the dirt
road beyond. He sticks the |anding, proceeds up the road.

Up ahead, the black silhouette of the WATER TOAER | oons over
t he sunbl asted, deathly quiet spread of buil dings.

EXT. THE FARM - CONTI NUOUS

The dirt road ends at a dusty, w de-open LOT containing al
the shitty buil dings.
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There doesn’'t seemto be a soul around. Only the wind, and a
few qui ck DOG BARKS punchi ng through the silence.

Rett slowy approaches the closest TRAILER, knocks
tentatively on the door. There' s no answer.

Hi s eyes dart around. The hairs on his neck stand up.

He reaches for the door handle, twists it, and whadaya know,
it’s UNLOCKED.

He pulls open the door.
Frominside, a quick, SILENT FLASH of MOVEMENT- -
A rust-colored PIT BULL LAUNCHES OQUT OF THE TRAI LER- -

And SI XTY POUNDS of pure canine nmuscle COLLIDES with Rett,
PLON NG hi m off the steps, into the DI RT--

Rett ROLLS quickly, yanking the TIRE IRON fromhis jeans, and
just as the PIT LUNGES for his THROAT, he SW NGS HARD,
catching the dog square in the SKULL.

The Pit YELPS, the tire iron FLIES out of Rett’'s hands, and
the dog SKITTERS across the dirt, DAZED- -

Rett, eyes BUGGED with adrenaline, leaps to his feet, as the
Pit RUSHES HM AGAIN with terrifying speed--

Rett throws his arnms out and CATCHES the dog in MD-AIR his
hands CLAMPED around the dog’'s thick, sinewy THROAT.

The Pit’s linmbs FLAIL wildly, CLAWNG at Rett’s torso, its
huge j aws SNAPPI NG nere | NCHES from hi s FACE- -

Wth a superhuman GRUNT, Rett HURLS the squirm ng ani nal
t hrough the OPEN TRAI LER DOOR, and KICKS I T SHUT.

A series of hard THUWPS, as the Pit HURLS its bul k agai nst
t he door, over and over, the trailer SHAKING with each bl ow.

Rett crouches, gasping for breath, eyes w de--

VO CE (O S.)
Ain't that sone shit.

Rett wheels around, sees a tall, rail-thin BLACK MAN, his
bare arns | aced with RAI SED SCARS, pointing a SAVED- CFF.

This is TELLY, could be 25, could be 45, hasn't slept in a
year, and that’s just how he likes it.
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TELLY
No doubt. Shit was real

Rett raises his hands, palns out.
RETT
Don’t gotta be pointing that thing
at ne, friend.

TELLY
Ain’t your friend, nuhfuck

RETT
Just wanna talk to the man in
charge around here.

TELLY
Bitch-ass trick. Wy you think
ain't the one?

Rett squints, sizing up this freak

RETT
Because you’re not.

Telly mad-dogs him spits on the ground.

TELLY
Stand the fuck up

Rett stands up, still showi ng his hands.

There’s a CLANG off to his left, and Rett turns to see THREE
DUDES energi ng from one of the corrugated-netal BU LD NGS

Al'l of themdirty, strung-out, HARD LOOKI NG FUCKS. Rotten
teeth, patchy beards, cold eyes, full sleeves of ugly INK

Rett turns back to Telly, who grins a nouthful of GOLD

TELLY
Yeah, you scared now. Piss your
little white panti es.

One of the Fucks, whom we renenber as M LK, 28, steps up--
dirty jeans, shirtless, a grotesque display of sexualized
vi ol ence I NKED across his chest.

M LK
You’ re one stupid notherfucker,
showi n up here, no invitation.

Rett eyeballs the guy, taking his tine.
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RETT
Seen you before. You're just the
pi ck-up boy. Wanna see the Boss.

M1l k stalks forward, his face inches away from Rett’s.

M LK
Fuck you say, faggot?

Rett wrinkles his nose.
RETT
God damm. Your breath stinks like
t wo- week- ol d baby-di aper shit.
M1l k narrows his eyes, then PUNCHES RETT HARD I N THE BALLS.
Rett GASPS, crunples to the ground, curls into a ball.

Telly and the ot her Fucks, BRADY (acne-scarred) and SCOTCH
(whi tebl ond, translucent-pale) LAUGH their fuckin ASSES off.

TELLY
Ho, shit.

M|k hawks up a loog, DROOLS it down onto Rett’s HEAD.

M LK
How s that feel, cunty?

MIlk Iifts his |eg and proceeds to RUB the sticky phlegminto
Rett’s hair with the bottom of his BOOT- -

Which makes it all-too-easy for Rett to SWEEP M LK S OTHER
LEG out from UNDER HI M -

As MIk CRUWPLES to the ground, Rett’s back on his feet, and
he KICKS M|k straight in the FACE, while sinultaneously
UNHOOKI NG his belt, SLIPPING it out through the | oops--

BRADY RUSHES Rett, throwi ng HAYMAKER PUNCHES, and Rett draws
back an SWNGS THE BELT- -

The thick, heavy BRASS BUCKLE WHI STLES t hrough the air and
CLOCKS BRADY in the JAW draw ng BLOOD- -

Rett gets in a few nore good hard LICKS with the belt before
he’s OVERWHELMED by a bl eeding M|k, Scotch and Brady, who
TOPPLE himin a FLURRY of KICKS and PUNCHES- -

TELLY
HOLD t hat nuhf uck- -
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They PIN Rett to the ground, KNEELING on his ARMS and LEGS.

Telly stands over a dazed Rett, JAMM NG t he SAVWED- OFF BARRELS
agai nst Rett’s THROAT.

TELLY
Wanna get feisty? Wnna fuck
ni gga? Gonna squeeze this shit and
you be all done, boy--

Telly’'s eyes are BUGCGED, veins POPPING and he's about to
SQUEEZE THAT SHI T- -

VO CE (O S.)
Ease of f that now, sweetness.

Telly pulls the gauge away from Rett’s throat, steps back.
Rett, bl oody, battered, cranes his neck to see a thickly-
bui It MAN approaching. 40-ish, greasy, thinning orange hair,
sungl asses, | ong orange BEARD chopped square at the bottom

He pushes his shades up onto his sun-scorched scal p,
revealing the tiny, pinned DOTS of his anthracite-black eyes.

There’s no doubt who's in charge around here. It’s LANDER

LANDER
St and hi m up.

Brady and Scotch drag Rett to his feet. He stands propped
bet ween them saggi ng, bl eeding, dazed.

Lander wal ks over. Studies Rett. Reaches out, strokes
Rett’s face, with a tenderness both sweet and al arm ng.

LANDER
Got yourself all banged up, huh?
Real sorry about that.

Rett coughs, sniffles, spits sonme blood to the side.

RETT
You' re the boss. Good.
LANDER
That’s right, sugar. |’ m Lander

Were you | ookin for me?

Rett nods.
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LANDER
There’s ways to reach nme, you know.
Proper channels and such. Fl am ng
hoops. Bells and whistles. That's
what you gotta do, you wanna see ny
face. (beat) | just can't inmagine
how or why you thought this was
gonna work out for you.

TELLY
Because he the stupidest faggot
nmuhf ucker ever wal ked the Earth.

Lander responds, w thout |ooking away from Rett’s eyes.

LANDER
Telly, do me a favor, shut your fat
greasy nigger lips? This cowboy
and nme, we’'re sharing a nonent.

Telly |1 ooks away, shaned, |ip curl ed.

LANDER
You obviously aint a cop. Cops
don’t show this sorta bad
judgenent. And that’s a shane.
Because nobody knows you’'re here,
do they. Al by your |onesone.

Rett | ooks Lander in the eyes, tries his best to sound calm

RETT
Just wanna talk to you

LANDER
About what, sweetheart?

RETT
Poni es.

Lander giggles, creepily, studies Rett sone nore.

LANDER
Did you just say ponies? You nean
those cute little baby horsies?

RETT
Tal ki n about the high school kids
who run your shit south.

Lander’s smle falters just a bit. He |eans close.
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LANDER
Alright. | get it. You think you
know sone things about sone things.
(beat) It’s gonna be a rea
speci al day for you, cowpoke.
Lander pulls out a dirty, stinking black HOOD

Rett starts to STRUGAE, so Telly RAMS himin the gut with
the stock of his sawed-off bitch

Rett GASPS, crunples, as the HOOD SLI DES OVER H S HEAD- -
And EVERYTHI NG GCES BLACK.

And we HOLD THE BLACK.

SOUNDS of STRUGGLI NG  GRUNTI NG  FEET DRAGA NG ALONG DI RT.
HOLD THE BLACK.

A DOG i s BARKI NG LI KE CRAZY. TWD dogs. Maybe THREE.

The CLANG of a METAL DOOR SLAMM NG

The SOUND of DUCT TAPE-- UNROLLI NG and RI PPl NG

The HOOD is YANKED OFF and LI GHT FLOODS BACK, BLI NDI NG -
Rett BLINKS away the glare, eyes DARTING to his SURROUNDI NGS- -
He’ s inside one of the CORRUGATED METAL STRUCTURES.

STRI PPED to hi s UNDERWEAR.

DUCT- TAPED to a netal folding chair.

Racks of high-powered HALOGENS in the RAFTERS nake the room
BRI GHT as the peak of summerti ne.

And all of his friends are there-- LANDER, TELLY, BRADY,
SCOTCH, and a bl ack-and-bl ue M LK

Oh yeah, and SI X MJZZLED PI' T BI TCHES, straining and grunting
agai nst their wall-bolted CHAINS.

Rett’s gl assy eyes roamto the huge WORKSTATI ON t hat occupi es
half the interior: Chem cal tanks. Tubes. Beakers.

Burners. Plastic vats. Gallons of solvent.

Al'l the necessary accoutrenents of a |large-scale METH LAB.

Lander crouches in front of him smles w de.
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LANDER
Vel | hey now, sunshine! Welcone to
ny kitchen. This is a real special
privilege for you. Only fol ks ever
seen ny kitchen are ny cousins.
And ny pretty girls over there.

Rett’s eyes flash to the densely-nuscled BITCHES, all SIX
standi ng poised, alert, staring right back at him

LANDER
Clearly you ve done sone honeworKk.
O you never woul da found us, al
the way out here. Mddle of
goddamm nowhere. So if you don’t
m nd, you' re gonna tell nme exactly
what you think you know.

Rett’s eyes flick around to the rest of the FUCKS, who watch,
wearing jittery, tweaked-out smles.

Lander pulls out a long, thin, serrated HUNTI NG KNI FE

RETT
Vait. Just wait--

LANDER
Shhhhh.

Lander gently places the TIP against Rett’s sol ar pl exus,
slowy drags it across his chest, just scraping the surface
of the skin, stopping at his left nipple.

LANDER
Now start tal king before I apply
just a little nore pressure here,
and | feed your nipple to Lacey and
her sisters.

RETT
The kid waits in the notel. The
vehicl e gets brought here. That's
when it gets retrofitted, unless it
already is. After it’s |oaded, you
drop it back at the notel. Then
it’s south.

Lander nods, whistles, inpressed.

LANDER
So you been watching. Analyzing.
Assimlating. Like a cop would.
Except you’'re not a cop.
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LANDER( cont ' d)

Whi ch makes nme think you' re here
for one of two reasons. One,
you're tryin to poke ne into a
corner. You want sonethin in
exchange for keeping ny kitchen in
the dark. But you don’t seemthe
extortin type.

RETT
I don’t want your noney.

LANDER
(as if Rett said nothing)
Reason nunber two is you got sone
ki nda vested interest.

Rett’s eyes tw tch.

LANDER
Yeah. Think I hit onit. This
shit’s personal. Except | ain't

ever seen you before. Can't

i magi ne why you’ d junp ny fence,
beat up ny dog, then ask ne to
dance. Wy you wanna dance,
cowboy? You wanna fuck, too?

Rett stares at Lander with undi sgui sed contenpt.

RETT
My son was one of those kids. In
your piece-of-shit Pony Express.
And soneone killed him

Lander nods, takes this in.

LANDER
Well that’s a real shanme. Boy got
his-self killed. (beat) Mist’ve
been even dunber than you

Wth that, all four of the FUCKS start LAUGH NG THEI R ASSES
OFF. Like it’s the funniest thing they ever heard.

Rett goes RI G D.

Hi s EYES FLICK over each one of them as they |augh: TELLY,
BRADY, SCOTCH, M LK. Like he’s filing it away.

LANDER
You think it was ne. Oh,
sweetheart. | alnost wish it was

me who killed your boy.
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LANDER( cont ' d)

Least we both woul da had the
satisfaction of neeting each other.
But that just ain't in the cards.
Not today. Because | got other

pl ans for you.

Rett’s eyes FLASH as the adrenaline begins to SURCGE.
RETT

Tell me who your Boss is. Tell ne
where the shit goes.

LANDER
You don’t give up. | respect that,
ki nda tenacity. Maybe you' |l | ast

alittle longer than I thought.
Rett’s lips curl into a desperate snarl.

RETT
Just tell nme where it goes.

Lander turns and addresses his henchnen.

LANDER
Scotch, MIk, do ne a favor, take
the girls next door. Don't forget
the plastic.

Scotch and Mk smle greasily. They walk over to the
nmuzzl ed cani nes, UNHOCK the chains fromthe wall, and |ead
t hem out the door, into the daylight.

LANDER
You ever play @ adiator, sugar?

But before Rett can answer, the BLACK HOOD is slipped over
hi s head once agai n.

SMASH TO

I NT. METAL SHED - CONTI NUOUS

The HOOD cones off, and Rett squints into the new interior--
a CORRUGATED SHED about hal f the size of the Lab.

He’ s KNEELI NG on the floor, which is covered in PLASTIC
SHEETI NG.  Hands DUCT- TAPED behi nd his back. Telly stands
behi nd him pointing the gauge at his head.

Four of the Pit Bitches are nuzzled and chained to the wall.
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The ot her TWO BI TCHES-- one WHI TE, one BROWN-- are being held
at bay by MLK and SCOTCH, at opposite ends of the shed.
BRADY stands off to the side, grinning in anticipation.

Lander wal ks into view, holding a LOADED HYPODERM C NEEDLE up
to the light, tapping out the air bubbles.

LANDER
We don’t get cable up here. So the
cousins...they've been a little
starved for entertai nment.

Rett struggles, tries to stand, until Telly jans the SAVED
OFF agai nst his EAR

LANDER
So we’'re gonna play us sone
d adi at or.

Lander wal ks closer with the SYRI NGE

LANDER
Rules are real sinple. Lacey and
Tulip, they' re gonna try to nmake
friends, give you kisses and such
And you’'re gonna try not to bleed
to death. Sounds like fun, right?

Rett starts to hyper-ventilate. H s eyes go hazy.

LANDER
Just to make things fair, I’m gonna
gl ass you up. Gonna nmake you feel
i ke Superman with a hard-on.

RETT
Don't- -

But it’s too late. Because Lander’s already SLID THE NEEDLE
INTO RETT'S NECK. Right into the CARTO D

RETT
Ahhhh- -

LANDER
Oh, sweetness. Don't fight it.

Lander DEPRESSES THE PLUNGER
Rett GASPS, goes RIA D, his pupils shrink to PI N-PRI CKS

Brady and Telly drag himto the mddle of the plastic-sheeted
floor. They REMOVE the TAPE from his hands.
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The SYRI NGE STILL DANGES from his NECK |i ke a DART--

They LEAVE hi mthere, on his hands and knees, in his
underwear, his eyes |like GOLF BALLS- -

RETT
Ch ny God. W god. My GOD.

He takes in enornous GULPS of breath, the Crank COURSI NG
t hrough his body |ike a LOCOMOTI VE- -

RETT' S POV: Everything GLON NG brightly, sounds distilled,
crystalline, time seeming to SLOW DOMN- -

M1l k and Scotch are REMOVI NG t he MJZZLES fromtheir dogs--

LANDER
And it’s SHOWI ME!

M| k and Scotch RELEASE THE Bl TCHES- -
They SCRABBLE across the plastic, quick as LI GHTNI NG -
Rett takes in a huge, ECSTATI C BREATH -

The WHI TE dog LEAPS toward him and Rett SWNGS H S FI ST,
SVMASHI NG into the bitch's MJZZLE- -

Just as the BROMWN bitch CLAMPS DOMWN on Rett’'s LEFT BI CEP,
teeth sinking in, and Rett DOESN T EVEN FEEL I T--

Rett LEAPS TO HI S FEET, the bitch STILL HANG NG from his |eft
arm He SPITS into his hand, and RAMS TWOD FI NGERS str ai ght
up the dog’s ASSHOLE- -

The dog RELEASES its jaws, drops to the floor--

Rett HOALS Ii ke a FUCKI NG ANl MAL, and he SCOOPS UP t he
stunned WHI TE dog wi th both hands and- -

RETT
YQU.

CHUCKS I T TEN FEET, right at TELLY S FACE--
Telly’ s EYES BUG OUT- -

TELLY
MOTHERF- -

The dog COLLIDES with TELLY, he’s knocked sideways into
BRADY, inadvertently PULLI NG THE TRI GGER- -
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The SHOTGUN goes BOO YAH- -

And HALF OF BRADY' S HEAD EXPLODES.

The FOUR CHAI NED- UP BI TCHES are GO NG FUCKI NG NUTS- -
Telly STARES at his DEAD FRIEND on the floor, confused--

Until the BROWN DOG LEAPS UP and CLAMPS onto Telly’ s THROAT,
DRAGA NG himto the ground, bl ood SPRAYI NG -

Rett HOALS again, YANKS the SYRINGE from his neck, and RUNS
STRAI GHT FOR SCOTCH, who BACKS UP, totally FREAKED- -

RETT
YQU.

But Rett’s not stopping, and he OVERTAKES SCOTCH, and STABS
the NEEDLE into his FACE, AGAIN and AGAIN until the NEEDLE
BREAKS OFF in Scotch’s EYE SOCKET- -

Rett actually LAUGHS QUT LOUD, as he grabs Scotch by the head
and SMASHES I T I NTO THE WALL. AGAI N and AGAI N.

Scot ch COLLAPSES, bl eeding, eyes rolled back--

Suddenly LANDER pops out and SMASHES A BASEBALL BAT acr oss
Rett’ s BACK, sending hi m SPRAW.I NG -

But Rett just ROLLS with it, SLIDI NG across the bl ood-sneared
FLOOR PLASTIC, too cranked-up to feel a thing--

He slides right over to where the FOUR BI TCHES are chai ned
up, grunting, going crazy, and he PULLS OFF THEI R MJZZLES.

Their JAWS SNAP inches fromhis face, but he scoots out of
the way, LEAPS to his feet and runs straight for MLK, who's
suddenly pointing a 9MM PI STOL right at him-

M LK
FUCKI NG DI E YOU FUCK.

BLAM BLAM BLAM BLAM - M|k squeezes off FOUR WLD SHOTS, and
one of them CATCHES RETT in his LEFT EAR--

Rett’'s ear DANGLES, hal f-SEVERED, but he KEEPS COM NG and
SWATS t he pistol away--

RETT
AND YQU.

Rett HEAD-BUTTS M LK in the center of his FACE with a
si ckeni ng CRUNCH- -
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MIk DROPS to the fl oor, dazed, his nose DESTROYED- -

The two UNCHAI NED BI TCHES trot over, GROAL at Rett. He LOCKS
EYES with them |eans forward, shows his OAN TEETH.

The dogs LOWER THEI R HEADS, whine, |ick the BLOOD that drips
fromtheir chops.

Rett picks up the PISTOL, sticks it into the rear waistband
of his underwear, and staggers slowy across the room to
where LANDER i s crouched by the doorway.

RETT
And YOU.

Lander gapes up at Rett, who is covered in BLOOD-- it STREAMS
down his bitten ARM DRIPS from his hal f-severed EAR, LEAKS
fromthe puncture in his NECK

LANDER
You don’t want ne. | ain't the one
you want. You know that.

Rett crouches down, vibrating and pul sing with sickening
pl easure. He barely | ooks human.

RETT
| can feel it. M blood. | can
feel it MOVING I NSIDE ME

Lander trenbles, terrified. He's seen a lot of shit in his
life, but he’s never w tnessed anything Iike what just
occurred in this bl ood-soaked room

LANDER
| ain"t the one.

Rett picks up the roll of DUCT TAPE. Starts TYI NG LANDER S
HANDS TOGETHER. Then hi s FEET.

Lander, believing he’s in the presence of the Devil hinself,
just sits there, lets it happen.

LANDER
You want Cesar. | can tell you
where he is. | can help you. |

can point the way.

Butt Rett’s already too far gone to truly absorb what Lander
is saying. He reaches for Lander, curiously, like a child,
Wi pi ng BLOOD across his face.
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RETT
I can feel your fear. | can taste

it. Li ke copper.

LANDER
It was Cesar. Pl ease.

RETT
(l'i ke the word neans
not hi ng)
Cesar. .

LANDER
"1l tell you where to find him
Pl ease don’t hurt ne.

RETT
I won’t hurt you.

Rett stands up. Walks toward the back of the room where the
FOUR OTHER DOGS are chained to the wall

LANDER
["1l tell you everything. [|I'm
sorry. It wasn't right what | did.

The dogs BOWtheir heads, supplicant, as Rett approaches.

LANDER
There’s noney. You can have it.
You can have it all just don’t hurt
me. 1’1l take you to Cesar.

One by one, Rett unhooks the Bitches fromtheir chains.

Across the room Lander starts to WRIGGLE MADLY. His eyes
fl ooded with PAN C

LANDER
SAID YOU WOULDN T. SAID YQU
WOULDN T HURT ME. YQU SAID.

Rett wal ks over to MIk’s npani ng, sem -conscious body, grabs
himby the | egs, and starts DRAGAE NG hi mtoward the door

RETT
Ain’t gonna hurt you. Your girls
will make you feel better. Gve
you kisses. And such. Sugar

Rett opens the door, DRAGS M|k outside, into the |ate
afternoon glare, and cl oses the door behind him
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Lander | ooks up to see ALL SI X BI TCHES paddi ng toward him

LANDER
(m nd- snapped)
Lacey. Tulip. Ela. You re ny
girls. You re ny good girls.
PLEASE BE MY GOCD G RLS.

The dogs pad cl oser, |eaving behind a TRAIL of BLOCODY
PAWPRI NTS across the plastic sheeting.

CUT TGO

I NT./EXT. THE FARM - MOVENTS LATER

MLK lies in the dirt, bleeding, noaning, while Rett binds
his hands and feet with duct tape.

M LK
Onhhhh. (beat) Oh.

Frominside the METAL SHED behind them there are nuffl ed,
terrible, H G+ Pl TCHED SHRI EKS OF PAI N emanating fromw thin

Hearing this, M|k WEEPS pathetically, sniffling BLOOD
t hrough hi s destroyed nose.

M LK
(m serable)
Oh Jesus. Oh fuck.

Rett finishes with the duct tape, pats MIk sweetly on the
forehead. He SINGS a few lines of a children’s song:

RETT
It’s alright to cry...crying gets
t he sad out of you..

Rett wal ks over to the larger netal Structure. Goes inside,
finds his CLOTHES scattered on the floor, scoops themup with
hi s hands, which are now SHAKI NG uncontrol | ably.
But he keeps on SI NG NG
RETT
Rai ndrops from your eyes...washing
all the mad out of you...

A CRAMP suddenly doubl es hi mover, but he recovers, staggers
over to the METH KI TCHEN.

There’s a large netal cabinet, secured by a PADLOCK.
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Dazed, an automaton, Rett pulls out the PISTOL, ains it at
the | ock, and BLAM BLAM he SHOOTS it off.

He swi ngs open the door. And stares blankly at the CONTENTS:
TWO HUNDRED BRI CKS of NEWSPAPER- WRAPPED JUNK.
PI LES and PILES of rubber-banded CASH.

EXT. THE FARM - M NUTES LATER

Rett energes fromthe Kitchen Building, nowin his street
cl ot hes, |uggi ng TWDO BULA NG GARBACE BAGS over his shoul ders.

He wal ks over to M|k, sets down the garbage bags, and
crouches next to the ugly, duct-taped Fuck, who has curled
into a fetal ball, his blood |eaking into the dirt.

Rett digs a piece of PAPER from his pocket, where sone WORDS
are scraw ed. But we cannot see what is witten.

RETT
Gonna go now. Taking your shit
with nme. And your noney.

M1k MOANS pat hetically.

RETT
Don’t worry. You'll get free
sooner or later. And when you do,
you can call the Boss. Not the one
in the shed, getting eaten. | nean
t he Boss on the other end. Cesar.

Rett lays the paper in the dirt beside MIk. Rett WNCES,
sei zed by anot her awful CRAMP

RETT
(gritted teeth)
You tell him He wants what’s his,
he can come on up and get it.
Everyt hi ng he needs to know. Right
there on that piece of paper.
(beat) Tell me you understand.

MIKk spits blood into the dirt.
M LK

(a croak)
Fuck you.
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RETT
Good enough.

Rett heaves the bags over his shoulders, sets off down the
dirt track, toward the road.

Starts to SH VER, and STAGGERS, unable to catch his breath.

But he keeps on wal king. Doesn’t | ook back.

EXT. FOOTHI LLS - SUNSET

Rett sits behind the wheel of his truck. Shaking so hard,
it’s like he’s having a seizure.

He | ooks at hinmself in the rear view His eyes. Red-rimmed,

chem cal -bl asted, feral. A nonster he doesn't recognize.
RETT
Ch God Fuck- -

He opens the door, staggers out, falls to his hands and
knees, and PUKES expl osively. Over and over. Heaving,
GASPI NG, tears stream ng down his bloodied face.

RETT
Oh God Billy--

SMASH TO

EXT. CARLA' S PLACE - PORCH - N GHT
Carl a opens the door, and her eyes go W DE--

CARLA
Holy shit--

RETT is slunped in the doorfranme, ghostly-white, sweating,
SHAKI NG, and BLEEDI NG t hrough hi s cl ot hes.

RETT
I'm F-f-fucked up. GC C- Carlaaa.

Like a flipped switch, Carla goes |INSTANTLY into business
node. She pulls himgently but firmy inside.

CARLA
It’s okay. | got you. | got you.

ALFONSO i s standi ng inside, |ooking absol utely FREAKED
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CARLA
Get ny bag, baby. Get it QU CK--

Rett’ s bl oodshot eyes |land on the boy, and he tries to smle.

RETT
Fonso. .. hey... Sport. ..

Rett’s eyes roll back and he CRUWPLES to the carpet.
CUT TO BLACK

EXT. LONESOVE ROADWAY - NI GHT

Through the coal - bl ack DARKNESS, the tiny dots of HEADLI GHTS
approach fromfar, far away.

They cone cl oser, closer, until their glow FILLS THE SCREEN
with LI GHT, and as they PASS BY--

The SOUND of a MAN SIGHI NG deeply, with satisfaction, |ike
t he wei ght of the world has been LIFTED- -

And then the HEADLI GHTS have PASSED, and the |ight FADES

qui ckly, the bl ackness steadily encroaching, until everything
i s BLACK agai n, dense and inpenetrable--

I NT. CARLA' S PLACE - LIVING ROOM - SOVE UNGODLY HOUR
Rett lies on the couch unconscious, sweating. H's HEAD is
BANDAGED, as well as his ARM and a square of GAUZE covers
the puncture in his NECK.
Rett’s eyes slowy OPEN. He STIRS
Carla rises fromthe arncthair, crouches beside him
He stares at her SHAPE. Slowy, she conmes into FOCUS

RETT

(a croak)
It’s you. Carla.

Gently, carefully, she checks his bandages.

CARLA
Expecting soneone el se?

RETT
Look pretty.
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Carla smles ruefully, shakes her head.

CARLA

Yeah. |’m a goddamm beauty queen.
RETT

Fonso.
CARLA

He's sleeping. Finally.

RETT
Sorry. (beat) Wiat tinme is it.

CARLA
Don’t worry about that.

Rett stares at her dreamily as she tends to him

RETT
Did you. Fix ne.

Carla regards him tenderly strokes his hair.

CARLA
Cl eaned you up. Punped you full of
anti biotics, because, you know.
Better safe than sorry. (beat)
Sewi ng your ear back together, that
was interesting. First time for
me. But | do enjoy a challenge.

He reaches for her hand. Gently engulfs her snmall, delicate
fingers within his large, neaty paw

RETT
Angel .

She | ooks into his eyes. A cloud passes over her expression.

CARLA
I"’mnot. You don't know.

RETT
I know what | know.

She noves closer to him
CARLA

What happened to you? Who did this
to you?
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RETT
It was just. Just business.
CARLA
Your arm (beat) | know what dog

bites look like, Rett.
Rett closes his eyes. Shivers a bit.

CARLA
Tell me what happened.

RETT
Bad doggi es.

Tears spill fromCarla s eyes.

CARLA
When you cane to the door. Your
eyes. There was death in your eyes
and | got so scared. | didn't want
you to die.

He pulls her toward him Their faces are now so cl ose, they
can taste each other’s breath.

RETT

Wul dn’t mind dying. Right here,
Carla. Just like this.

CARLA
Don’t even know you hardly at all,
Rett. Wy does it kill nme so nuch
when you say ny nane?

RETT
Because.

They kiss. Softly at first, then with nore urgency.

He ki sses his way down her neck. His hands find her breasts.
She moans, losing herself init. Their breath quickens.

She pulls back, her eyes swimmng with desire.

CARLA
Not here.

She takes his hand, gingerly helps himoff the couch.
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I NT. CARLA' S PLACE - BEDROOM - M NUTES LATER

As light creeps into the sky outside, Carla and Rett nake
| ove. She noves gracefully astride him careful to mnd his
wounds and bruises. Their eyes | ocked together.

It’s obvious neither has felt this kind of pleasure in years
and years. Perhaps even their whole |ives.

She grinds down onto him and he nonentarily WNCES, half
pai n, half pleasure--

CARLA
Sorry--

RETT
No, it’s good. It’s good--

He pulls her down, kisses her. She clings to him Their
novenents increase in intensity. They don’'t stop kissing.

FADE TO BLACK

I NT. CARLA' S BEDROOM - DAWN
Rett watches Carla sl eep.
He cups one of her breasts, puts his nouth over her nipple.

She stirs, opens her eyes, smles at him Her fingers run up
his chest, tease the edges of his head bandage.

CARLA
Hi .
RETT
Howdy .
As he stares at her, his expression becones serious.

RETT
Wanna tell you sonething. Just
something | gotta say and | don’t
know how it’s gonna cone out.

CARLA
kay.

BEAT.



91.

RETT
My son Billy. He didn't die in a
car accident. (beat) He was
nmur der ed.

Carl a reacts, her eyes w den, glisten.

CARLA
Oh. (beat) That's...

RETT
They investigated. The cops. And
not hi ng. They don’t know how it
happened. They don’t know why
either. They gave up.

Carla gathers the sheets around herself, stunned.

RETT
But now | know a few things the
cops don’t know. And I’mnot gonna
tell “em either.

CARLA
What ki nd of things.

Rett’s eyes bl aze as he speaks. Everything he’'s kept inside

far too |ong.

RETT
Billy was involved in sonething.
Bad stuff. Running garbage. Wth
his car. | gave hima car, for his
birthday. Because that’s what you
do. But the trouble got worse. |
don’t know what happened. He went
to visit his nother. It was
Christmas. Last year. He never
got there, Carla. He never got
t here because soneone killed him
Shot himthrough the heart. And
then took his car. And left himin
afield off the 101 freeway.

Carla is now sitting up in bed, staring at himw th w de,
haunted eyes, as tears fall down her cheeks.

CARLA
Wiy didn’t you tell me before?
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Because. (beat) Because the car
you're driving. (beat) It’'s
Billy's car, Carla.

She just stares at him

CARLA
What ?

RETT
| didn’t wanna say. Didn’t wanna
spook you. | had to know. (beat)

Wher ever you picked up that car

The used | ot or whatever. Those
peopl e never knew they were selling
a murdered boy’s car.

Slow y, she rises fromthe bed, waps the sheet around
hersel f, stares out the w ndow.

CARLA
What happened to you yesterday,
Rett? Did you neet the people
responsible for Billy? They the
ones that nessed you up so bad?

RETT
No. They were just scunbags.
Animal s and errand boys. | had to

do sonething crazy. So | did.
Shook that tree so hard, the Boss
ain’t gonna have a choice but to
come on up and settle his tab.
(beat) Wth ne.

CARLA
What did you do.

Rett clinbs out of bed, starts pulling on his clothes.

RETT
That ain’t anything you need to
know. (beat) W oughtta stay
cl ear of each other a couple days.

CARLA
Don't do this. | can’t sew you
back together again. Fuck that.

Rett comes up behind her, kisses her neck. She flinches.
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RETT
Hey. Cone on.

CARLA
Sonet hi ng bad’ s gonna happen.
Pl ease don't do it.

He turns her around, so he can | ook at her face.

RETT
Carla. This is happening. Cesar’s
coming and it’s too late to stop
it. You gotta listen to ne. This
has nothing to do with you or
Fonso. | won't let it. [I’'Il never
| et anyone hurt either of you.

She stares at him Her eyes are filled with fear.

CARLA
Rett.

He ki sses her softly.

RETT
You gotta trust ne.

He ki sses her again. She stands there, lets him Doesn’'t
ki ss hi m back

He wal ks silently out of the room

Carla stands there. Cl oses her eyes. Doesn’t breathe.

I NT. JAMESON & SON AUTO - DAY

A bandaged Rett is in the office with a tall, SILVER HAl RED
MAN, 59, going over a thick set of DOCUMENTS.

Wth a nelancholy but resigned expression, Rett signs his
nanme, again and again.

He | ooks up and sees MOY standing in the doorway, having just
arrived for the day. He holds the BOAI NG BAG jaw cl enched.

RETT
Hey, Moy. This here’'s Jerry
Ruttl edge. Jerry, this is My.
Best nmechanic on the Central Coast.

RUTTLEDGE
Pl eased to neetcha, My.
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Moy glares at Ruttledge. Then turns back to Rett.

MOY
Fuck you, Boss.

He drops the bowling bag on the ground. Spits to the side.
Then wal ks out wi thout saying another word.

Ruttl edge frowns, taken aback. Rett just |ooks terribly sad.

EXT. CHALK MOUNTAI N PARK - NI GHT

Rett’s truck is parked deep in the brush of the abandoned
park, the HEADLIGHTS illum nating a small clearing at the
base of a nottled Evergreen.

Rett is in the clearing, with a shovel, digging a 4-foot-w de
HOLE in the cold, hard ground.

I NT. CARLA'S PLACE - N GHT

Carl a paces around her place, winging her hands, |ooking
harri ed and overw ought.

She lights a cigarette, snokes over the sink.

CUT TO BLACK.

EXT. CHALK MOUNTAI N PARK - NI GHT

The abandoned park is dark as a mne shaft. No stars, no
noon to cast a light.

Only the | oom ng shadows of the surrounding hills, and the
sound of WND through the trees.

A pair of HEADLI GHTS approach in the distance. Slowy reveal
t he shape of a BLACK ESCALADE bunping al ong the rutted TRACK
t hat weaves through the vast, enpty ACREAGE of the park.

The Escal ade stops at a rotting wooden FENCE, where the track
abruptly ends, and spreads into network of TRAILS that weave
t hrough the hills and dense trees.

The doors POP OPEN, and TWO DUDES energe fromthe Escal ade,
pul ling up the collars of their coats against the cold.

Both of themthickly-built LATINS, early 30s, one with a
SHAVED HEAD, the other with PIERCED LIPS and EYEBROWS.
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They trudge past the fence and down the rocky trail, eyeing
t heir surroundi ngs, which is inpossible, because everything
is a blanket of DARKNESS.

And then, a VOCE fromthe darkness.

RETT'S VO CE (0. S.)
You can stop right there, fellas.

The two dudes STOP, instinctively reach into their COATS,
eyes DARTING but the blackness is disorienting, difficult to
tell where the voice cane from
RETT'S VO CE (0. S.)
What ever you're reaching for, 1'd
suggest you toss that shit.

The dudes each pull out a thick, chunky GLOCK, but they don’'t
toss them They let them dangle, tw tching, itchy.

SHAVED calls out to the darkness.

SHAVED
Way you gotta hide |like a bitch?

Rett’s VO CE fromthe darkness again, froma D FFERENT spot.

RETT"S VO CE (O S.)
I won’t ask again.

Pl ERCED turns to SHAVED, whispers | ow.

Pl ERCED
Don't do it. He ain't got shit--

BLAM BLAM  FLASHES from t he DARKNESS- -
TWO ROUNDS BLAST | NTO THE DI RT, I NCHES fromtheir FEET.

SHAVED
FUCK! Wait. Hold up, yo.

The dudes toss their d ocks into the woods.

RETT"S VO CE (O S.)
Thank you ki ndly.

THUNK. A thick roll of DUCT TAPE arcs out of the darkness
and lands at their feet. The guys stare at it, jittery.
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RETT'S VOCE (O S.)

You. Wth the

metal in your face?

Do me a favor and tape Cue-ball’s

hands toget her.

Pi erced does as he’'s told.

RETT'S VOCE (O S.)

Get himon his

belly. Then you can

go ahead and tape his ankl es.

Pi erced obeys, goes to work on Shaved’ s ankl es.

Only when Pierced is finished does Rett finally EMERGE from
t he DARKNESS, pointing MLK S 9wW

RETT

(to Pierced)
Now you. Get on your knees.

Pl ERCED
VWhere's all the shit.

RETT
It’s close by.

Get on your knees.

Pl ERCED

I wanna see it.

RETT

You won’t see a goddamm thing until
| see Cesar’s face.

Pl ERCED
The fuck you know I ain’t hinf

Wth one swi ft npvenent,

Rett KICKS Pierced s |egs out from

under him- Pierced CRUMWLES onto his BACK-- and in a split
second Rett’s got his KNEE in his CHEST, shoving the 9MM s

MJUZZLE i nto his NOSTRILS.
RETT

Because you got

no brains. Got no

heart. Because if you were him
you woul dn’t toss your shit like a
chico. You d stand your ground
like a man. Stop wasting ny tine
and tell me where the fuck he is.

Pl ERCED
kay, yo. Okay. Let’s just cool

this shit down.
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Rett starts BINDI NG his HANDS and FEET with the duct tape.

Pl ERCED
Supposed to call. Wen | seen the
shit.

Rett drags Pierced over next to Shaved, flips himover onto
his stomach, and starts taping the two nen TOGETHER

SHAVED
This ain’t necessary, bra.

Rett digs through Pierced s coat until he finds a CELL PHONE

RETT
" m guessing you got this asshole
on speed dial .

But then ANOTHER CELL PHONE starts ringing. Comng from
inside Rett’s COAT.

Rett frowns, wal ks a di stance away down the trail, jans
Pi erced’ s phone into his pocket, pulls out his own cell.

On the DI SPLAY, it says CARLA

RETT
Carla? Wat’s going--

Carla’s VO CE is FRANTI C, PANI CKED, and | NSANE- -

CARLA' S VA CE
Oh ny God Rett please help nme, it’'s
Al fonso, | think he took sonething,
he won’t wake up--

RETT
VWait. Hold on. Sl ow down, what
about Fons- -

CARLA' S VO CE
He won’t BREATHE. GCh ny god he’'s
BLUE. PLEASE HELP ME RETT. Ch ny
FUCKI NG GOD PLEASE HELP ME.

Rett PACES, drags a shaking hand through his hair--

RETT
Shit. Fuck. D d you call 911--

CARLA' S VO CE
Fucki ng CALLED THEM but they’ re NOT
HERE oh ny GOD he won’'t BREATHE- -
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Rett starts RUNNING up the trail.
RETT
Listen to ne. 1t’s gonna be okay.
"1l be there in five mnutes. You
can help him You know what to do.
CARLA' S VA CE
| DON' T FUCKI NG KNOW VWHAT TO DO.
OH GOD OH GOD OH GOD.
Rett SPRINTS PAST the TWO BOUND MEN on the TRAIL--

SHAVED
The fuck, yo?! Were you goin?

Pl ERCED
Fuckin COLD out in this bitch--

But Rett doesn’t even hear them just keeps RUNNI NG -

I NT./EXT. CARLA' S DOUBLE-W DE - NI GHT

Rett’s truck SCREECHES to a halt outside, he junps out,
sprints up the stairs to the porch, YANKS open the DOCR--

He rushes inside, sees Carla sitting at the dinette, with a
bl ank, strange | ook on her face.

RETT
VWhere is he? Wiere' s Al fonso?

Carla | ooks at him her face WHI TE, silently opens her nouth.

RETT
Carla. Were is he.

Carla stares at himw th a hol | owed-out expression.

She MOUTHS the words...l'm Sorry.

On instinct alone, Rett REACHES INTO H S COAT FOR H' S PI ECE- -
And that’s when a STUN GUN is JAMVED into his LOAER BACK- -

I77777777777777777T.

700, 000 VOLTS SURGE THROUGH RETT' S BODY. He CRUWPLES to the
fl oor, DAZED, FLOPPI NG and SEI ZI NG

RETT
Fonso.
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A deep, soft, BUTTERY VO CE cones fromOQO S. --

VA CE
Do hi m agai n.

The STUN GUN is jamed into Rett’s ABDOVEN

I77777777777777777T.

Rett FLOPS and SCREAMS, spit FROTHS from his nouth.

Finally he’s RELEASED, and he curls into a ball, gasping from
t he assault, eyes tw tching.

His eyes flick to the LIVING ROOM where a tall, elegantly-
dressed, OLIVE-SKINNED MAN is standing. CESAR

About 45 years old. d ose-cropped, ink-black hair. Ful
beard, flecked with silver. Armdraped around the shoul der
of ALFONSO, who stares at Rett with wide, terrified eyes.

CESAR
Look at your nman, Carla. Pissed
hinself |ike a shorty.

I ndeed, a dark STAIN spreads over the front of Rett’'s jeans.

CESAR
(to Rett)
Hope you don’t mind nmy asking. But
how | ong you been fucking nmy w fe?

The STUN GUN SPARKS, inches fromRett’'s face. H s eyes
follow the stun gun, to the HUGE MAN holding it:

DOSA is about 300 pounds, ugly as fuck, acne-scarred face,
dead- bl ack pinprick eyes.

DCSA
He ask you a question, booka.

Rett tries to catch his breath. Notices that he’s BLEEDI NG
t hrough hi s bandages, a result of the violent shocks.

RETT
(to Al fonso)
You okay, buddy?

Al fonso shakes his head NO. Cesar’s expression goes dark.

CESAR
Pl ease don't speak to nmy son
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Rett ignores Cesar, tries to give Alfonso a smle.

RETT
Gonna be alright. Don't be scared.

Cesar strides over and KICKS RETT IN THE GUT. And AGAI N.

CARLA
STOP IT.

THREE TIMES. FOUR TIMES. But even through the pain, Rett
GRI NS DEFI ANTLY at Cesar, his teeth full of BLOCD.

RETT
CAN' T HURT ME YOU GREASY FUCK

Cesar stares at Rett, can't help being a little inpressed.
He crouches beside him speaks softly.
CESAR

It’s Iike Karen Carpenter said,
am go. W' ve only just begun

I NT. SILVER SUBURBAN - NI GHT
The huge Suburban runbl es snmoothly through the night.

DOSA is behind the wheel, Cesar rides shotgun, and a bl ank-
| ooki ng ALFONSO i s sandw ched between them

In the back seat, CARLA sits beside another THUG a baby-
faced TURKI SH guy naned KAAN, who keeps watch over RETT, who
is BOUND in the TAI LGATE

A weeping Carla | eans over the seat into the tailgate, tries
to nake eye contact with Rett, but he doesn’t want any part
of it, stares out the w ndow.

CARLA
Rett. Look at ne.

He won’t | ook at her.

RETT
You're really sonme actress.

CARLA
| had to do it. Didn’t have a
choi ce. | was afraid.
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RETT
Afraid of what? Me?

CARLA
I had to protect. Alfonso.

RETT
Congratul ations. You did a bang-up
job with that shit. Now the
Devil’s got him

Carl a weeps, shudders, a total ness.

CARLA
You don’t understand. | couldn’'t
| et you--
RETT
Just shut up. | don’t care.
CARLA
| didn't. | didn't know. | didn't

want you to hurt him-

RETT
What difference does it make? How
stupid are you? They' re gonna kil
me and they’ re probably gonna make
you wat ch.

Carla is crying so hard she can hardly breathe. Drool spills
fromher lip Iike she’s an infant.

CARLA
You. Would ve. Hurt. (beat)
Al f onso.

Rett stares at her, disturbed, nauseous.

RETT
The fuck are you saying. | love
that kid. Wuld never hurt him
Woul d never.

CARLA
You don’t know. You don’t know.

The Suburban LURCHES to a stop.
KAAN | eans over the seat, smles at Rett, and W NKS.

KAAN
Thi s your stop, jigga.



102.

EXT. CHALK MOUNTAI N PARK - NI GHT
Everyone is gathered in the clearing of the abandoned park.

Pl ERCED and SHAVED have been freed, and they're in the m dst
of DIGANGin the hard dirt with shovels, while KAAN and DOSA
illumnate their progress with powerful FLASHLI GHTS.

Carla and Al fonso huddl e together nearby, shivering in the
cold. Alfonso |looks totally BLANK, |like he’'s left his body.

RETT lies on his side, watching the digging take pl ace.
CESAR is crouched next to him holding a PlISTCL.

CESAR
Any idea how long it takes, find a
cook good as Lander? Now | gotta
go back into recruit node. (beat)
But | gotta say, hermano. You can
make a ness. Another life, coulda
used a salty notherfucker |ike you.

Rett just lies there, half-lidded. Already given up. Just
wai ting for the end.

CESAR
Wiy’'s it always a bitch? | swear
to God. Soneone should do a study
or sonething. A bitch will always
fuck your game. (beat) It was a
bitch got your boy killed, Rett.
Did you know t hat ?

Rett | ooks at him says nothing.

CESAR
You didn't know, did you. Dam.
(beat) GCkay I'Il fill you in. W

got a few mnutes. This bitch, her
nane was Jess. Long story short,
she was stealing from ne.

FLASHBACK TO

EXT. PASO STREETS - LAST YEAR - EVEN NG

Jess is wal king along an unpopul ated street, carrying two
bags of GROCERI ES.

A W NDOALESS VAN pul | s up al ongside her. The DOOR SLI DES
OPEN, revealing KAAN crouched inside, GRI NN NG
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CESAR (O S.)
She stole ny shit, so | stole
sonet hi ng back. Her culo.

SMASH TO.
The VAN PEELS AWAY down t he street.

On the SIDEWALK, the two GROCERY BAGS are tipped over, their
contents SCATTERED violently across the pavenent.

RETURN TO

EXT. CHALK MOUNTAI N PARK - CONTI NUOUS
Cesar continues his story while Rett l|istens, jaw clenched.

CESAR
Coul d’ ve just cleaned her skull
out. Put her in a dunpster in
Pacoi ma. That was ny right. But |
put the bitch to work instead.
Busting. In the bust-house.

FLASHBACK TGO

I NT. BUST-HOUSE - LAST YEAR - TI ME UNKNOWN

A brightly-l1it ROOMfilled with about 10 YOUNG WOMEN, all of
t hem TOPLESS and weari ng SURG CAL MASKS.

Find JESS at a table, using a MORTAL & PESTLE to GRIND DOMN a
pile of CRYSTALS. The PONDER is then SIFTED into a | arger
PILE, which is sectioned off and BUSTED DOWN wi t h ot her
powders into a |l ess concentrated formul a.

CESAR (O S.)
O course, busting wasn’t the only
service she was obliged to provide.

A large HAND | ands on her shoulder. She turns, and it’s KAAN
standing there, grinning. He cups one of her BREASTS.

KAAN
(whi spers)
Cone with ne, little girlie.

Jess’ eyes are WDE and HELPLESS as she’s |l ed away fromthe
tabl e by Kaan. She searches the other G RLS FACES for help,
but they all AVERT THEIR EYES.
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Kaan | eads a crying Jess through a small DOOR--

BACK TO

CHALK MOUNTAI N PARK - CONTI NUQOUS
Rett | ooks at Cesar, sickened, eyes hard.

RETT
Just a kid. Just a girl.

CESAR

You're wong, Rett. A Grl wll
turn into a Bitch the second she
snell's your noney. (beat) Anyway
she must’ve swiped a cell. Mybe
when she was sucking a di ck?

Ei ther way, she got out an S.O S

Rett pales, as he realizes--

RETT
Billy.

FLASH BACK TO

EXT. RED ROOF | NN - LAST YEAR - EVEN NG

The LOADED CIVIC is dropped off by MLK in the parking | ot of
the notel.

Soon after, BILLY enmerges fromhis room trots over to the
G vic, hops in.

CESAR (O S.)
Yeah. Her knight in shining arnor.
INT. CIVIC - LAST YEAR - FREEVWAY
A tense, brave-looking BILLY drunms his fingers on the
steering wheel as he crui ses Sout hbound.
EXT. MOTEL 6 - PACO MA - LAST YEAR - LATER
Billy sits in the parking | ot of the DROP-OFF MOTEL.

He gets out of the Gvic. But instead of going up to his
ROOM he does sonet hing el se.
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He pops the TRUNK, checks to see that no one’s watching, then
CLI MBS | NTO THE TRUNK. Fol ds hinsel f up.

And PULLS THE TRUNK CLOSED over him

EXT. STREETS - LAST YEAR - N GHT

The CIVIC, now driven by PIERCED, zips through the night,
t hrough the dimy-lit, downtrodden grids of PACO MA.

HOLD on t he TRUNK- -
BACK TO

CHALK MOUNTAI N PARK - CONTI NUOUS
Rett is now listening, rapt, his eyes filled w th DREAD.
CESAR
So your boy, he hitched hinself a
ride all the way down to ny bust-
house. Stayed quiet as a nouse
whil e they renoved the | oad.
Waited til just the right tine...

FLASH BACK TO

I NT. BUST- HOUSE - GARAGE - LAST YEAR - N GHT
The CIVIC sits in the quiet, abandoned GARAGE.
The TRUNK sl owy POPS OPEN. The |id RAI SES.

Billy CLIMBS QUT of the trunk. Eyes darting. Gipping a
heavy FLASHLI GHT.

He makes his way over to a DOOR Hi s hands are SHAKI NG
CUT TO

EXT. BUST-HOUSE - LAST YEAR - M NUTES LATER

Billy emerges froma side door with JESS, wapped in a filthy
BLANKET. They are about to scurry off into the night, when a
DARK SHAPE LOOMS BEHIND THEM It’s DOSA.

Hi s giant HAND GRABS BILLY by the scruff of the neck.
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DOSA
Thi nk you goi n sonepl ace- -

Jess SCREAMS, and Billy suddenly SPINS and RAMS t he
FLASHLI GHT right into Dosa’s BALLS.

Dosa GASPS in pain, doubles over, and Jess TAKES OFF RUNNI NG
Billy starts to follow her, but is TACKLED from behi nd by
DOSA. He struggles, but Dosa is |like a nountain of nuscle,
and it’s | MPOSSI BLE to escape- -

Jess turns back, her eyes filled with horror when she sees
Billy trapped by Dosa.

Their eyes neet. Billy SCREAMS to her--

BI LLY
JUST GO GO RUN
JESS
(ashen)

Oh no, oh no, Billy--

BI LLY
FUCKI NG RUN NOW -

She doesn’t have a cHdWIBE) She RUNS and RUNS, gaspi ng,
crying, eyes wide and blasted with adrenaline, she RUNS unti l
t he bl ackness of the night ENVELOPS her--

BACK TGO

CHALK MOUNTAI N PARK - CONTI NUOUS
Rett’s eyes are closed, tears trickle down, into the dirt.

CESAR
Yeah, | know. |It’s a real touching
story. Your boy, he was al nost a
hero. (beat) Just |like his daddy.

RETT
Fuck you.

CESAR
That’ s sonething you and your dead
kid have in common. Both bit off
nore than you could chew. Balls
before brains. (beat) M kid?
Al fonso? Ain't like ne at all. He
soft.
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CESAR( cont ' d)
Believe ne, | made an effort.
Tried to give himhis nut, but he
ended up softer than before.
Rett opens his eyes, |ooks at Cesar.

RETT
He' || never be |ike you.

Cesar LAUGHS out |oud, and playfully taps the nmuzzle of his
A ock against Rett’s forehead.

CESAR
You al ready think you re his Daddy,
don’t you. Shit is classic.
DOSA calls out fromwhere the Thugs are diggi ng.

DCSA
We got it, Jefe.

Cesar pokes Rett in the chest with the d ock.

CESAR
Alright. On your feet, Daddy.

Rett gets up, wal ks over to the HOLE with Cesar’s pistol
jamred into his back.

Dosa i s hauling the TRASH BAG out of the hole.
Kaan KI CKS Rett down to his knees.

CESAR
Al fonso. Cone here.

Carla CLUTCHES Al fonso nore tightly to her.

CARLA
Don't do this, Cesar.

CESAR
I will cut your tits off, puta.

Al fonso starts to cry.
 CARLA
(beggi ng)
Leave himbe. Please.
Dosa starts to RIP INTO the trash bags, inspecting--

CESAR
Get over here, boy. Right now
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Al fonso stunbles over, in tears. Wen he gets to Cesar, he’'s
greeted with a hard SLAP across the face.

CESAR
STOP CRYI NG

RETT
Pi ece of shit--

Rett tries to RISE TO H'S FEET but he’s KICKED to the ground
agai n by KAAN

Cesar grabs Alfonso by the scruff of the neck, H SSES into
his terrified face--

CESAR
Time to man the fuck up, little
chico. No nore running away and
hi ding with Mam .

CARLA
LEAVE H M ALONE YOU FUCK.

Cesar SLIDES THE GLOCK | NTO ALFONSO S LI TTLE HANDS

CESAR
It’ll be easier than the |last tine.

Al fonso turns WHITE, his eyes go DAZED, he starts to DROCL.
ALFONSO
(trancelike)
NO. NO NO NO NO NO NO

Cesar QUIDES Al fonso's HANDS, pushing the GLOCK' S MJZZLE
agai nst the BASE OF RETT' S SKULL- -

ALFONSO
NO. NO. NO -

CARLA
STOP.

Al'l the THUGS are wat ching now, eyes WDE wi th EXCl TEMENT- -

CESAR
Squeeze it, boy.
RETT
Ch God- -
ALFONSO

NO- -
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And a VO CE SUDDENLY PI ERCES THE DARKNESS- -

VO CE (0. S.)
POLI CE. NOBODY. FUCKING  MOVE.

A SI LHOUETTE APPROACHES into the dimy-lit CLEARI NG
Al'l the FLASHLI GATS SW NG OVER to | LLUM NATE:

JORCGENSEN, dressed in all BLACK, brandishing a big, fat, nean-
| ooki ng MOSSBERG SHOTGUN.

All at once, the FOUR THUGS reach into their COATS.

JORGENSEN
SHOW ME YOUR FUCKI NG HANDS.

But the Thugs don’t listen. They pull out their PIECES.

Jorgensen’s eyes go WDE and he DI VES to the DARKNESS out si de
of the FLASHLI GHT BEAMS- -

And a SPLIT SECOND LATER the THUGS UNLOAD i nto the DARKNESS- -
BLAM BLAM BLAM BLAM BLAM BLAM BLAM BLAM -

As the SHOTS ECHO around the park, Cesar SCOOPS UP Al fonso
and TAKES OFF RUNNI NG down the TRAIL- -

Rett quickly SCURRIES OVER to where CARLA is crouched,
SCREAM NG, and he COVERS her with his ARMs--

RETT
Shhhh, quiet.

The THUGS swi ng their FLASHLI GHTS around frantically,
searching for their TARGET, but there’s NOTH NG THERE- -

SHAVED
The hel | --

Ka- BLAM The MOSSBERG EXPLCODES NEARBY- -

SHAVED i s THROAWN BACKWARD, his CHEST a PULPED RU N, and he’s
DEAD before he hits the ground.

KAAN and DOSA take of RUNNING i n opposite directions.
Pl ERCED hol ds his ground, FIRES at JORGENSEN- -

BLAM BLAM BLAM BLAM CLICK. CLICK. CLICK--
Oh Shit. Pierced s EYES GO W DE- -
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Ka- BLAM Pl ERCED takes a LOAD OF SHOT to the FACE
His BODY crunples to the dirt. Wthout a face.

A breat hl ess, anped Jorgensen hurries fromthe shadows,
crouches next to Rett and a hyper-ventilating Carl a.

RETT
Jesus Christ, Jorgensen--

JORGENSEN
Knew you were into sonething, crazy
son of a bitch

RETT
I’ mgoing after the kid.

JORGENSEN
You’' re gonna stay put til backup
gets here.

RETT
VWhen the hell is that?

Jorgensen’s eyes flicker, unsure.

RETT
Fuck t hat.

Rett hops to his feet.

JORGENSEN
| said stay put, Janeson.

Rett puts his face close to Jorgensen’s.
RETT
They killed him You understand?
It was them They killed Billy.
The two nmen stare at each other. Finally, Jorgensen nods.
Rett TAKES OFF down the trail, into the darkness.

CUT TGO

RETT.
CREEPI NG al ong t hrough the woods, making his way UPHI LL
In the DI STANCE, he hears a RUSTLING and a MJFFLED CRY.
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He stops, LISTENS. Then gets novi ng again.
CUT TO

DI RT ROAD

Jorgensen is ushering a shivering, wacked CARLA into the
back seat of his UNMARKED CRUl SER- -

JORGENSEN
...be safe in here. Don't nobve--

CARLA
...don’t | eave ne pl ease--

JORGENSEN
Don’t cone out until you see the
ot her policenen--

CARLA
Oh God pl ease- -

He SLAMS t he door SHUT- -
CUT TO

RETT.

FRQOZEN behi nd a | arge EVERGREEN. FOOTSTEPS appr oach through
the brush. 1t’s KAAN, sweating, G ock pointed outward.

Silently, Rett bends down and picks up a thick, solid BRANCH
of f the ground.

Kaan noves cl oser, anped, freaked, totally DI SORI ENTED.

Rett CRIPS the branch. Gits his teeth.

Kaan EDGES past the TREE--

Rett SWNGS THE BRANCH with all the FORCE he can nuster--

A sickening THUNK as the BRANCH COLLIDES with KAAN S SKULL- -
And he HI TS the GROUND |i ke a sack of nickels.

Rett drops the branch, panting, grabs Kaan’s GLOCK of f the
ground, and SKITTERS down the hill, eyes BLAZI NG -

CUT TGO
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JORGENSEN.

Hustling down the trail, gripping the Mssberg.

He nmoves off the trail, picks his way down a steep
EMBANKMENT, and FREEZES when he sees a pair of SILHOUETTES
hunched down next to a small, burbling CREEK.

He noves cl oser, his novenents MJFFLED by the NO SE of the
CREEK. When he’s about ten feet away, he can clearly see
that it’'s CESAR, clutching a trenbling ALFONSO

CLACK- CLACK. He RACKS the shotgun, and Cesar |ooks up to see
t he BARRELS pointed right at his face.

JORGENSEN
Kid, nove away fromthat nan.

CESAR
Please, Sir. He' s ny son

JORGENSEN
I could give a shit.

Cesar’s arns constrict around Al fonso’ s body.

CESAR
Wiy don’t we just talk.

JORCGENSEN
I will pop your head off l|ike a
fucki ng dandel i on.
Cesar starts to PULL ALFONSO IN FRONT OF HHM 1like a SHI ELD

JORGENSEN
Don’ t you FUCKI NG DO THAT.

CESAR
But 1’ m not doi ng anyth--

BLAM BLAM BLAM

JORGENSEN t akes THREE ROUNDS in his BACK. He CGRUNTS, and
pitches forward onto his belly, eyes GAPI NG nouth BLOODY--

DOSA energes fromthe WOODS behind, his pistol SMXI NG -

Al f onso SCREAMS- -
CUT TGO
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RETT.
Hearing the ECHOES of the SHOTS and t he SCREAM -
He RUSHES t hrough the woods toward the SOUND, PANTI NG -

CUT TO
CARLA.
In the UNMARKED. She al so heard the ECHOES.
CARLA
Baby...?
She reaches for the DOOR HANDLE- -
CUT TO

RETT.

Cones upon the CREEK, and JORCGENSEN |ying face down,
notionl ess, no sign of the shotgun.

RETT
Oh shit, Jorgensen..

He bends down to the Detective, touches the shredded fabric
across his back where the ROUNDS ripped into him-

Jorgensen suddenly COUGHS and | ets out a | ong GROAN.

JORGENSEN
Uhhhhhhhhh.

Rett quickly turns himover, opens his coat, revealing the
KEVLAR VEST he’ s wearing underneath

RETT
Gonna be okay, buddy.

Jorgensen swats at Rett’s hands, |ike he’s driving him away.

JORGENSEN

(gaspi ng)
The fuck outta here. Now.  Get
that fuckin. Piece of shit coward.

Rett TAKES OFF up the trail, following the CREEKBED. Only
the sound of his BREATH NG and the WND in the barren TREES.
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Then, up ahead, he barely sees the OUTLI NES of CESAR visibly
DRAGG NG ALFONSO behind him they re making a break for the
DI RT ROAD and t he TRUCKS- -

Rett picks up speed, SPRINTS toward them -

Until he’s SUDDENLY TACKLED by 300 POUNDS of DOSA, and the
two nen SPLASH into the shall ow CREEK, with Dosa on TOP--

The water’s only about a FOOT DEEP but it’s deep enough for
Dosa to use his weight to FORCE RETT' S HEAD UNDERWATER.

Rett THRASHES, his eyes BUGA NG as he struggles for AIR and
Dosa just SMLES, bears down HARDER- -

Rett’s HANDS SCRABBLE MADLY over Dosa’'s torso, trying to find
purchase, sonething to grab onto, but his STRUGGLES are
growi ng WEAKER by the second.

DCSA
Ni ghty-night time, maricon. You
just let it cone.
Rett’s hand lethargically SLIDES | NSI DE DOSA’ S JACKET- -

And COVES QUT W TH THE STUN- GUN.

Z777777777777777777777777T- - Rett JAMS THE BUSI NESS END ri ght
into DOSA'S MOUTH, SMASHI NG it agai nst his TEETH -

Dosa CONVULSES, SCREAMS, and Rett receives SECONDARY SHOCKS
as he claws his way from underneath the huge man’s BULK- -

But finally gets free and STAGGERS up the trail toward the
D RT ROAD- -

Up ahead, Rett sees CESAR struggling up the path, with one
hand gri ppi ng ALFONSO, and the other gripping the TRASH BAG
full of CASH and JUNK

Rett quickly CLOSES the DI STANCE between them -

Cesar suddenly SPINS and DROPS THE BAG and he’s sonehow got
t he MOSSBERG ai ned at RETT--

Rett DIVES into the brush as the BI TCH goes BOO YAH,
SHREDDI NG t he ground where Rett was just standing--

Cesar grabs the TRASH BAG continues up the path, makes it
out to the DIRT ROAD, and heads straight for the SUBURBAN.

CUT TGO
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RETT.

Hurries up the trail, hears the ENG NE of the SUBURBAN
starting up, nmakes it to the D RT ROAD -

BLAM BLAM CLI CK. A frazzed-1ooking DOSA is enmerging from
the trail, BLASTING AVWAY at RETT.

Rett HI TS THE DECK and CRAW.S toward a STONE WALL, as Dosa
STALKS CLOSER, sinmultaneously EJECTING A CLIP and SNAPPI NG I N
a new one, he's alnmpbst R GHT ON TOP OF RETT- -

Dosa SM LES and TAKES DEAD Al M -
The ROAR of an ENA NE and sudden BLI NDI NG HEADL| GHTS- -

Jorgensen’s UNMARKED CRU SER SLAMS FULL- SPEED | NTO DOSA,
driving hi m BACKWARDS and CRUSHI NG H M up agai nst the stone
wal |, with such FORCE that a thick jet of BLOOD ERUPTS from
his nouth and SPRAYS t he W NDSHI ELD.

Stunned, Rett staggers to the Cruiser, rips open the door,
fi nds CARLA behind the wheel, dazed, nose BRCOKEN and bl oody.

He gently pulls her fromthe car. She's trenbling, in SHOCK,
and he CARRIES her over to a BOULDER, |eans her against it.

RETT
You' re all right. You re all
right. 1It’s okay.

She | ooks at Rett m serably, dazed, full of shame, regret.

CARLA
It’s ny fault. [’ msorry.

RETT
It doesn’t matter.

CARLA
I"msorry I'msorry I'msorry--

WHAM A BOOT connects with the side of Rett’s HEAD--

Carl a SCREAMS as CESAR continues to KICK RETT nercil essly.
She ATTACKS Cesar with a flurry of PUNCHES but he BACKHANDS
her to the ground, reaches into his coat, and pulls out

A BLACK 7-1NCH KA- BAR COVBAT KNI FE.

He KNEELS onto Rett’s chest, |eans CLCSE to his face, PRESSES
the edge of the blade into Rett’s FOREHEAD.
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CESAR
Feel how sharp? Flick you open
like butter, puta.

Rett is too dazed to struggle as the BLADE slowy SLI CES DOMN
H' S FACE, he just BLINKS MADLY as BLOOD FLOAS into his EYES--

CESAR
(whi spers)
Gonna make you so ugly, boy--

There's a FERAL SCREAM as ALFONSO | aunches hi nsel f at Cesar,
BASH NG himin the head with a softball-si zed ROCK- -

Cesar TOPPLES from Rett, the Ka-Bar SKI TTERS across the Dl RT--

Al fonso conti nues to HONL. and SMASH at Cesar with the rock,
until Cesar gets ahold of the boy and PUNCHES himin the GUT.

Al fonso GASPS with the pain, doubles over, coughs, SOBS--

CARLA
YOU DON' T TOUCH H M -

Carla is suddenly LUNG NG AT CESAR with the KA-BAR, she STABS
himin the SHOULDER, YANKS it out--

CARLA
YOU DON' T- -

And STABS HM AGAIN in the BELLY and Cesar HOALS i n AGONY- -

CESAR
Fucki ng WHORE- -

She HAULS QUT the BLADE and BLOOD FLIES and goes to STAB H M
AGAI N but Cesar GRABS HER ARMS and they WRESTLE MADLY for the
bl ade, KI CKI NG and PUNCHI NG and GOUGQ NG -

Rett CRAWS toward them teeth bared, flicking the blood from
his eyes |ike SWEAT--

Carla and Cesar FIGHT LI KE ANI MALS, and ALFONSO WATCHES,
clutching his belly, unable to speak or screant-

Cesar manages to CLAWhis way on top of Carla, he grips the
kni f e OVERHANDED, about to STAB DOAWN, and he turns to |ock
eyes with Alfonso, grinning triunphantly.

CESAR
YOU WATCH AND YOU SEE HOW A MAN DO.

Al fonso COVERS H S EYES. He WLL NOT WATCH.
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Rett APPEARS BEH ND CESAR. Bl oody as ROAD- KI LL

H s hand shoots out and GRABS CESAR S WRI ST-- and with a

qui ck, awful CRUNCH NG TW ST, he SNAPS | T BACKWARD, then
FORWARD. A dozen bones, PULVERI ZED in the space of a second.
Cesar’s SCREAM is so high, it’s a FALSETTO

Rett YANKS Cesar off of Carla, still grasping himby his
destroyed wist, which dangles, BONELESS, like jelly--

CESAR
Pl ease. Lo siento--

Rett FLINGS himto the ground, STRADDLES his chest--
RETT
Never pull a Ka-Bar on a Mari ne,
you stupid piece of garbage.

Wth a GRUNT, Rett PLUNGES the KA-BAR right through Cesar’s
SCLAR PLEXUS, all the way to the HILT.

Cesar’s nouth DROPS OPEN, his breath H SSING out |ike air
| eaking froma tire, his eyes WDE i n SHOCK

Rett | eans close to him WH SPERS into his face.

RETT
| can feel your heart stopping.
Cesar STARES at Rett. |In disbelief. In awe.
And he DI ES.
RETT

Bal | s before brains, maricon.
The sound of DI STANT SI RENS appr oachi ng.

Rett crawls over to CARLA, touches her tenderly. She tries
to speak, but can only manage the tiniest WH SPER--

CARLA
Rett.

RETT
Don’t talk. You re gonna be okay.
Hel p i s com ng.

She shakes her head. Tears |eak from her eyes.
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CARLA
You're all he has now, Rett.

RETT
You' re okay. You're here.

Rett presses his hands down her body, exam ning, and she
WNCES. He pulls away the fabric of her shirt, sees the
awf ul , PULSI NG KNI FE WOUND bet ween her breasts.

RETT
(pure dread)
Oh no.

He PRESSES hi s hand agai nst the wound, trying to stop the
bl ood, but it COURSES between his fingers--

Carla pulls Rett closer, whispers--

CARLA
Rett. Have to. Forgive him

FLASHBACK TO

I NT. THE BUST- HOUSE - LAST YEAR - N GHT

BILLY is kneeling in the mddle of an enpty room A HOOD
covers his head. Hi s narrow body TREMBLES.

The THUGS all stand in a sem -circle, arns crossed. KAAN,
DOSA, SHAVED and Pl ERCED.

Cesar gently PRODS an ashen-faced ALFONSO f orward.
Al fonso is holding a .357 MAGNUM
CESAR
It’s time, mejo. This is your
conmmuni on.

ALFONSO
No.

CESAR
Squeeze it. Be a man for once in
your sorry ass life.
Al fonso suddenly VOM TS down the front of his shirt.

Cesar scow s at his son, disgusted.
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CESAR
Cotta redeemyour little ass, boy.

ALFONSO
Pl ease, Papi

Cesar takes Alfonso' s hands, A MS the .357 at BILLY' S BACK.

CESAR
You do it or you are not my son

Al fonso’ s TERRI FI ED EYES.
Billy' s TREMBLI NG HEAVI NG shoul ders.
Al fonso SQUEEZES H S EYES SHUT.
HOLD on his YOUNG FACE, a RICTUS of SUFFERI NG and HORROR
ALFONSO
(barely audi bl e)
|'"msorry--

BLAM
Hold the CLOSE-UP on Al fonso’s FACE. His eyes OPEN

H s eyes are hollow The eyes of a fallen angel.

BACK TGO

RETT.
Frozen in Carla s eyes, bending over her, stroking her hair.
The SIRENS are very cl ose now.
She struggles for breath. Her eyes gl aze.
CARLA

| tried. Take himaway. That

life. Keep himsafe. From Cesar.
(beat) Now you. Keep him safe.

RETT
Oh Jesus. Jesus. Carl a.

CARLA
Keep him (beat) Keep.

Carla s EYES keep on staring at Rett.
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Even after she dies.

There’s a long, |ow, keening MOAN, and Rett | ooks over to see
ALFONSO, huggi ng his knees to his chest, rocking in the dirt.

Tears stream down the boy's face. His body SHUDDERS.

Rett stares at the boy. The boy he’s grown to | ove.

The boy who killed his only son.

Al fonso keeps rocking, his mouth OPENS in a KEENI NG HOW- -

ALFONSO
MAMAAA- -

SIVASH TO BLACK.
HOLD t he BLACK.

FADE | N:

I NT. HOSPI TAL - DAY

Rett lies in a hospital bed, his face SWOLLEN, BRU SED, and
STI TCHED TOGETHER. He’s a MESS. But alive.
( MORE)

BALLARD and JORGENSEN are in there with him

Rett’s awareness fades in and out with the tides of norphine.

BALLARD
.all over now Just rest.
RETT
(croak)
Fonso. ..
J ORGENSEN

ward of the State now.

BALLARD
Poor boy. Just awful to go through
a thing like that.

Jorgensen wal ks to the edge of the bed, |ooks down at Rett,
shakes his head, smles dryly.

JORGENSEN
Least you can get some rest now.
Put that animal in the ground.
Fuckin Cesar. Fuckin lowlife.
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JORGENSEN( cont ' d)

(beat) He was the one, wasn't he,
Jameson. He was the one.

Rett stares at Jorgensen woozily. H's eyes swmin his head.
RETT
Yeah. (beat) He was the one.
I NT. RETT' S HOUSE - DAY

Rett wanders through the enpty house. He still |ooks banged-
up, but he’s healing.

He wal ks into BILLY S ROOM

I medi ately begins REMOVING all the posters fromthe walls.
All the books fromthe shelves. The sheets fromthe bed.

CUT TGO

INT. BILLY S ROOM - NI GHT

Drop-cloths are spread throughout the room Rett is PAINTING
THE WALLS with a fresh coat of WH TE.

He stops, wipes a drop of paint off his FACE-- across the
SCAR that scores the flesh fromhis forehead to his cheek

He | ooks at all the white, admring his handi worKk.

EXT. PASO ROBLES STREETS - DAY

Rett drives along El Camino Real in his truck.

He SLOA5S as he passes by Janeson & Son Auto.

The place is DARK, the w ndows PAPERED from the inside.

A large BANNER i s draped across the front of the building:
COM NG SOON- - ANOTHER FI NE RUTTLEDGE BROS. TI RE OUTLET!

Rett smles ruefully as he passes.

Then he speeds up--

EXT. SOCI AL SERVI CES - DAY
A grim |owslung, governnent-style BRI CK BU LD NG

Rett stands by his truck, staring at the building.
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Finally, he wal ks inside.

I NT. SOCI AL SERVI CES - CONTI NUOUS

Rett stands at a desk, going through a thick SHEAF of papers,
on which he SIGNS and I NI TIALS, over and over again.

CLERK (O S.)
And here, sir. And here. And
right here. (beat) And here.
INT. - RETT' S TRUCK - DAY

Rett drives along silently. Beside him riding shotgun, is
ALFONSO

H s skinny arm drapes out the w ndow, fingers splayed,
catching the air.

Nei t her of them speaks.

I NT. RETT' S BEDROOM - LATE NI GHT

Rett wakes up in the dark. Looks around. Sees ALFONSO
standi ng at the edge of the bed.

Staring at him Eyes haunted.

RETT

Hey. What is it. \What’s up.
ALFONSO

I’ m scar ed.
RETT

Scared of what.
Al fonso struggles to get it out.

ALFONSO
I”mscared that |’ m bad.

Rett pushes back the covers. Pats the mattress.

RETT
Get in here.

Al fonso stands there, pinched.
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RETT
Cone on now. Get in.

Al fonso gets under the covers. Rett puts his hand on the
boy’s head. Looks at himseriously.

RETT

It’s just us now, Sport. There
ain’t nobody else. You re ny blood
now. And |I'’myours. Nothing s
ever gonna change that. There's a
river of fucked up shit in this
world. Both of us fell in, got
soaked to the skin. (beat) Now
we're Baptized. (beat) So you
don’t ever gotta be scared again.

Al fonso settles into the pillow. H's eyes get heavy.
ALFONSO
kay.
EXT. CHALK MOUNTAI N PARK - NI GHT

From a di stance, under a noonlit glow, TWO DARK FI GURES
hunker down on a wide, flat clearing.

One figure larger than the other.
Rett and Alfonso. Blowi ng shit up on Chal k Mount ain.

RETT
That's a biggie. Get ready, Sport.

FSSSHHHHHHHH- - a FI REWORK | aunches into the sky, EXPLODI NG
OVERHEAD, the bright TRAILS of sparks fading as they fall

Until they’ re nothing but ash.

THE END



