JOEL COEN & ETHAN COEN

RAISING ARIZONA

OVER BLACK

VO CE-OVER: My nane is H |. MDunnough ...

A WALL

Wth horizontal hatch |ines.

VA CE- OVER ... Call nme H.

A di shevel ed young man in a gaily colored Hawaiian shirt is
| aunched into frane by soneone of fscreen

He holds a printed paddle that reads "NO 1468-6 NOV.

29 79.

The hatch marks on the wall behind himare apparently

hei ght markers.



VA CE- OVER: ... The first tine | met BEd was in the

county |l ock-up in Tenpe, Arizona ..

FLASH

As his picture is taken.

CLOSE UP

On the paddle: "NOV. 29 79."

VA CE- OVER ... aday I'll never forget.

A bell owi ng mal e voi ce from of f screen:

SHERI FF: Don't forget the profile, Ed!

ANGLE ON THE STILL CAMERA

It is nmounted on a tripod. A pretty young wonan in a severe

police uniformpeers out frombehind it.

WOVAN: Turn to the right.

H : VWhat kind of nanme is Ed for a pretty thing |ike
you?
ED: Short for Edwi nna. Turn to the right!

Hi obliges, but still |ooks at ED Qut of the corner of his eye.



HI : You're a flower, you are. just a little desert flower.

FLASH

On his eye-skewed profile.

H : Lenmme know how t hose cone out.

LOW ANGLE CELL BLOCK CORRI DOR

As H is escorted away fromthe canera toward his cell
At the far end of the corridor a huge con is sluggishly

nmoppi ng the floor.

VA CE- OVER | was in for witing hot checks which,
when businessnen do it, is called an overdraft. |'m not
conplainin', mnd you; just sayin' there ain't no pancake
so thinit ain't got two sides. Now prison life is very

structured-nore than nost people care for

| NTERCUTTI NG

H's POV of the MOPPI NG CON, tracking as he approaches,

and the MOPPING CON S POV of H as H approaches.

VO ... But there's a spirit of camaraderie that exists
between the nmen, like you find only in conbat

maybe . ..



The nopping. con snarls as H passes:

CON: Grrr
VO ... or on a pro ball club in the heat of a pennant
drive.

NEWSREEL FOOTAGE

A bal | pl ayer connects- THWOCK-for a honme run and the

crowd roars.

PRI SON HALL

Panning a circle of nmen who sit facing each other in folding

chairs. 7he pan starts on Hi.

VO In an effort to better ourselves we were forced to
meet with a counselor who tried to help us figure out

why we were the way we were ...

At this point the pan has reached the COUNSELOR, an
earnest, bearded young nman who straddles a folding chair
with his arns fol ded over its back.

He i s addressing one of the cons:

COUNSELCOR: Wiy do you use the word "trapped"?



CLOSE UP BLACK CON

The huge nuscl e- bound bl ack man with a shaved head is

knitting his brow in consternation.

CON: Huh?

COUNSELOR: Wiy do you say you feel "trapped”

in a man's body?

CON: Ch ...

He bites his lip, thinking; then, in a resonant bass voi ce:

Well, sonetines | get the nenstrual cranps rea

har d.

PAROLE MEETI NG ROOM

Thr ee PARCLE OFFI CERS- TWO nen and a woman-f ace Hi

across a table.

CHAI RMAN: Have you | earned anything, H ?

H : Yessir, you bet.

WOVAN:  You wouldn't lie to us, would you H ?

H: No ma'am hope to say.



CHAI RMAN: Ckay t hen.

EXT 7- ELEVEN N GHT

A beat-up Chevy pulls into the all-night store's enpty

parking | ot.

VO | tried to stand up and fly straight, but it wasn't

easy with that sunmbitch Reagan in the Wite House ..

H is getting out of the Chevy in a Hawaiian shirt, holding a

punp-acti on shot gun.

| dunno, they say he's a decent man, so ..

He prines the shot gun- WHOOSH- CLACK- and heads f or

the store.

maybe his advi sers are confused.

FLASH

Ful | -face exposure of H once again in front of the nug-shot

wal | .

ED: Turn to the right!

Hi obliges but shoots synpathetic glances at ED who is



obvi ously upset, w ping away tears and snuffling behind the

caner a.

HI : What's the matter, Ed?

ED: My fai-ants |eft ne.

VO She said her fiance had run off with a student

cosnet ol ogi st who knew how to ply her fem nine wles.

FLASH

On H's profile. He turns back to ED

HI : That sunbi tch.

SHERI FF (of fscreen): Don't forget his phone call, Ed!

H . You tell himl think he's a damm fool, Ed. You tel
himl said so-H 1. McDunnough. And if he wants to

di scuss it he knows where to find ne ..

As anot her police officer starts to | ead hi maway:

HI : ... in the Munroe County Maxinmum Security

Correctional Facility for Men ...

CLOSE ON ED



Looki ng up through her tears as H is | ed away.

H (0GS): ... State Farm Road Nunmber Thirty-one;

Tenpe, Arizona ...

BACK TO HI

Struggling to call back over his shoulder as he is firmy led

out the door.

H: ... I'll be waiting!

The door sl ans.

LOW ANGLE CELL BLOCK CORRI DOR

As H is once again escorted toward his cell
The nopping CON is now in the m ddl e-background,
havi ng worked his way about hal fway up the corridor since

last time we saw him

VO | can't say | was happy to be back inside, but the
flood of famliar sights, sounds and faces al nost nade it

feel |ike a homecom ng.

CLOSE ON MOPPI NG CON

As H passes.



CON: Grrr

PRI SON HALL

G oup is neeting again.

COUNSELCOR: Most nen your age, H, are getting
married and raising up a famly. They wouldn't accept

prison as a substitute.

H | ooks sheepi sh.

COUNSELCR: ... Wuld any of you nen care to

comrent ?

Two convicts sitting next to each other, GALE and EVELLE

appear to be friends.

GALE: But sonetinmes your career gotta conme before

famly

EVELLE: Work is what's kept us happy.

ANGRY BLACK CON: Yeah, but Doc Schwartz is sayin'
you gotta accept responsibilities. | mean |I'mproud to say
| got a famly ... somewheres.

H GH ANGLE CELL



Looki ng down fromthe ceiling. In the foreground, |ying on
the top bunk, hands cl asped behind his head as he stares off
into space is MOSES. MOSES is a gnarled, elderly black con
wWth wire-rinmed spectacl es.

On the |l ower bunk, also with hands cl asped behind his

head and staring off at the sane spot in space, is Hi

VO | tried to sort through what the Doc had said, but

prison ain't the easiest place to think.

MOSES: An' when they was no neat we ate fow. An
when they was no fow we ate crawdad. An' when they

was no crawdad to be foun', we ate San'.

HI : You ate what ?

MOSES ( noddi ng): W ate San'.

H : You ate sand?!

MOSES: Dass ri ght

PAROLE BOARD ROOM

H faces the sane three PAROLE OFFI CERS across the sane

t abl e.

CHAI RMAN: Wl | B, you done served your twenty

munce, and seeing as you never use |ive amp, we got



no choice but to return you to society.

SECOND MAN: These doors goan swi ng w de.

H : | didn't want to hurt anyone, Sir.
SECOND MAN: H, we respect that.
CHAI RVAN: But you're just hurtin' yourself with this

r anbuncti ous behavi or.

HI : | know that, sir

CHAI RMAN: Ckay t hen.

H GH SHOT

O a 7-Eleven parking lot, at night, deserted except for H's

car which sits untended, its engi ne runbling.

VO Now | don't know how you cone down on the

i ncarceration question ..

Hi backpedals into frane with a shotgun and a bag of cash.

whet her it's for rehabilitation or revenge .

He spins and grabs his car-door handle. Locked. He tries the

back door. Locked.



But | was beginning to think ...

As we hear the wail of an approaching siren, H takes it on

the heel and toe.

that revenge is the only argunent makes any

sense.
FLASH
On H against the nug-shot wall.
ED: Turn to the right!

SHERI FF ( OS) : Don't forget his latents, Ed!

CLOSE ON H 'S HAND

We see his right hand being efficiently mani pulated by ED S
two hands: She is rolling each of his inked fingers into the

appropri ate space on an exenpl ar sheet.

H (0S): Hear about the paddy-wagon collided with the
see-nment mxer, Ed? . . . Twelve hardened crimnals

excaped.

ED titters offscreen



ED (0OS): | heard that one.

She is done rolling off his prints. Her hand lingers on top of

his. H's other hand enters to rest on top of hers.

H (GS): Got a new beau?

ED (OS): No, H, | sure don't.

H slips aring off his own finger and slides it onto ED S.

H (OS): Don't worry, | paid for it.

LOW ANGLE CELL BLOCK CORRI DOR

The surly MOPPI NG CON has now worked his way up to the
f or egr ound.

H is being escorted past himto his cell

VO They say that absence nmakes the heart grow

fonder, and for once they may be right.

Hal fway up the corridor H points casually at the floor

HI : You mi ssed a spot.

The MOPPI NG CON turns to watch hi mrecede.

CON: Grrr



H GH ANGLE CELL

Sane high shot with MOSES on the top bunk, H on the | ower.

VO More and nore ny thoughts turned to Ed, and |

finally felt the pain of inprisonnent.

MOSES: An' nonma would frow the live crawdad in a
pot of boihn" water. Well one day | decided to nmake ny

own crawdad ..

W begin to crane down to tighten on the absently staring Hi

an" | frewit in a pot, forgettin' to put in the water,

ya see ..

MOSES' voice is mxing down as we | ose himfrom frane.

and it was like | was makin' popcorn, ya see ..

VO The joint is a lonely place after |ock-up and fights

out

We are now very close on H, staring.

when the | ast of the cons has been swept away by

t he sandnan.



H'S POV

The underside of the top bunk
A sudden flash whitens and fades to | eave the i mage O ED
smling behind her canera, softly supered on the underside of

t he bunk.

BACK TO HI

He wearily turns his head to profile on the pillow and shuts

his eyes.

VO But | couldn't help thinking that a brighter future
| ay ahead-a future that was only eight to fourteen

nont hs away.

Eyes closed, he is illumnated by a flash.

PARCLE BOARD ROOM

H and the sane three officers.

CHAI RVAN: Got a nane for people like you, H . That

nane is called recidivism

SECOND MAN: Ree- peat O-fender.

CHAI RVAN: Not a pretty nane, is it, H ?



HI :

No Sir, it sure ain't. That's one bonehead nane.

But that ain't ne anynore.

CHAI RVAN: You're not just tellin" us what we wanna
hear ?
H: No Sir, no way.

SECOND MAN: ' Cause we just wanna hear the truth.

HI :

hear.

Well then | guess | amtellin' you what you wanna

CHAI RMAN: Boy, didn't we just tell you not to do that?

HI :

Yessir.

CHAI RMAN: Ckay t hen.

HI :

TRACKI NG

Over H's shoulder as he strides toward a door marked
"Processing” and flings it open.

It is the famliar booking room ED |ooks up from her
camera, having just snapped a picture of another suspect

agai nst the hatched wall.

["'mwal kin' in here on ny knees, Ed-a free man

proposin'.



H cocks a finger at the suspect.

H : Howdy Kurt.

ED S ROOM

As she nervously frets at her white bridal gown in front of a

mrror.

VO And so it was.

SHERI FF (OS): Don't forget the boo-kay, Ed!

CLOSE SHOT ED

Gazing earnestly into the canera. A congregation is seated
behi nd her-the bride's side wearing police blues; the grooms

side, Hawaiian shirts.

ED: | do.

CLOSE SHOT H

Al so staring into the canera.

H : You bet | do.

REVERSE



Over their shoulders, the mnister.

M NI STER  Ckay t hen.

VO,

Ed’

FLASH

On the new yweds smling at the canera

FLASH

On the new yweds smling at each other, profile to the

caner a.

H GH W DE SHOT TRAI LER PARK

In the mddle of a vast expanse of desert.

S pa staked us to a starter hone in suburban

Tenpe ..

VO,

I NT MACHI NE SHOP

H is working the drill press, wearing goggles and sweat -

st ai ned overall s.

and | got a job drilling holes in sheet netal.

Next to himidly stands Bud, a veteran of the shop, with a

grinmy face and a pair of goggles pushed up on his forehead.



BUD: So we was doin' paranedical work in affiliation

with the state highway system not actually practicin',

y' understand-and ne and Bill's patrollin" down N ne
Ml e-

HI : Bill Roberts?

BUD (bar ki ng): No, not that notherscratcher! Bill

Parker! Anyway, we're approachin' the weck, and

there's a spherical object a-restin' on the highway ...

He pauses to bl ow and pop a bubble with his chewi ng gum

And it don't look Iike a piece a the car.

VO Mostways the job was a lot |ike prison, except Ed

was wai fin' at the end of every day ..

CASNI ER S W NDOW

H is scowing at his paycheck. Behind the barred w ndow a

fat cashier grins.

VO ... and a paycheck at the end of every week.

CASHI ER: Gumm nt do take a bite, don't she?

EXT TRAI LER



H sits in a lawn chair in front of the trailer. ED sits on his
| ap, his arns around her.
Both are wearing sungl asses, |ooking at the setting sun

The scene is suff-used with a warmyellow |ight.

VO These were the happy days, the salad days as they

say ...
As the sun sets, the light is turning fromyellow to anber. Hi
and ED watch, their heads followng its slow dowward arc.
and Ed felt that having a critter was the next
| ogi cal step. It was all she thought about.

The amber is turning to a nore neutral dusky light as the sun
has set. H and ED continue to stare at the point where it

di sappear ed.

Her point was that there was too much | ove and

beauty for just the two of us .

The dusk is slipping away i nto darkness.

and every day we kept a child out of the world

was a day he mght |ater regret having m ssed.

We are by now holding on pitch black. Crickets chirp. From

t he dar kness:



ED: That was beautiful.

A CALENDAR

ED is crossing off the last day on the cal endar before a day

circled in red

VO So we worked at it on the days we cal cul at ed nost

likely to be fruitful

| NT TRAI LER

H is wearily entering after a long day at work, clutching his

| unchpail .
VO ... and we worked at it nobst other days just to be
sure.
ED flies into frane and leaps into his arns, covering himwth
ki sses.
TRAI LER BEDROOM
In each other's arns, H and ED roll over on the bed.
VO Seened |li ke nothing could stand in our way

now ...



W pan with themrolling and continue off themto the night
table, on which sits a franed pair of photographs of Hi
probably taken by ED: One shows himfull face, the other in

profile.

EXT TRAI LER TW LI GHT

ED Sits in a lawn chair knitting a booty. H stands in
Ber nuda shorts and an unbuttoned Hawaiian shirt, hosing

down the m nuscul e patch of front |awn.

VO ... My |l awl ess years were behind nme; our child

rearin' years |lay ahead.

DUSTY ROAD LEADI NG UP TO TRAI LER DAY

A squad car, its siren wailing, kicks up dust as it roars into

t he foreground.

VO So we worked at it on the days we cal cul ated nost

likely to be fruitful

I NT TRAI LER

H is wearily entering after a long day at work, clutching his

| unchpail .

VO ... and we worked at it nost other days just to be

sure.



ED flies into frane and leaps into his arns, covering himwth

ki sses.

TRAI LER BEDROOM

In each other's arns, H and ED roll over on the bed.

VO Seened |i ke nothing could stand in our way

now ...

We pan with themrolling and continue off themto the night
table, on which sits a franed pair of photographs of Hi
probably taken by ED: One shows himfull face, the other in

profile.

EXT TRAI LER TW LI GHT

ED Sits in a lawn chair knitting a booty. H stands in
Bermuda shorts and an unbuttoned Hawaiian shirt, hosing

down the m nuscul e patch of front |awn.

VO ... My |l awl ess years were behind nme; our child

rearin' years |ay ahead.

DUSTY ROAD LEADI NG UP TO TRAI LER DAY

A squad car, its siren wailing, kicks up dust as it roars into

t he foreground.



ADOPTI ON OFFI CE
H and ED are seated on folding chairs facing an agent's desk.
H wears a sport coat over his Hawaiian shirt. EDis in her

dress bl ues.

HI : It's true I've had a checkered past, but Ed here is

an officer of the law twi ce decorated .

THE AGENT

Looking, with a dead pan, fromthe file to Hi.

H . ... So we figure it kind of evens out.

H's face still deadly neutral, the agent | ooks back down at the
file and unfol ds the accordioned rap sheet, revealing it to be a

coupl e feet |ong.

VO ... But biology and the prejudices of others

conspired to keep us childl ess.

| NT SQUAD CAR

On ED as she stares vacantly out the passenger w ndow.

VO Qur love for each other was stronger than

ever



VO

VO,

VO

ON HI

Driving. He looks fromED Qut to the road.

but I prem nisced no return of the sal ad days.

TRAI LER BATHRCOM

Over H's shoulder as he stares listlessly at hinself in the
mrror, a razor held forgotten in one hand, his face half

| at hered and hal f shaved.

The pi zzazz had gone out of our I|ives.

TRAI LER BEDROOM

The bedroomis sonmewhat nessy. ED sits on the edge of the
bed, also staring listlessly. Her police uniformis on but not
yet buttoned. Her hands lie palmup in her lap, |like two dead.

fish.

Ed lost all interest in both crimnal justice and

housekeepi ng. Soon after, she tendered her badge.

MACHI NE SHOP

Once again H works as his sweaty gum chew ng col | eague

stands idly by.



VO Even ny job seened as dry and bitter as a hot

prairie w nd.

BUD: So here cones Bill a-wal kin' down Nine MIe-
that's Bill Parker, y'understand-got his sandwi ch in one

hand, the fuckin' head in the other

ON H DRI VI NG

Alone in his Chevy. He |looks to the side.

VO | even caught mnyself drivin' by conveni ence

stores ...

H S MOVI NG POV

7- El even.

VO ... that weren't on the way hone.

TRAI LER LI VI NG ROCOM

H and ED Sit listlessly watching TV.

VO Then one day the biggest news hit the state since

they built the Hoover Dam. ..

ED perks up, reacting to sonething on TV. Hi

noti ces her



reaction and al so sl oughs off his stupor to watch.

The Arizona quints was born

THE TV

A newscaster silently reading copy. Behind himnews footage

of five nurses holding infants nortices in.

VO By "Arizona" quints | nean they was born to a

woman naned Fl orence Ari zona.

BACK TO H AND ED

Watching intently. Eyes still |ocked on the set, ED reaches her
hand out to H. Eyes still locked on the set, H takes her hand
in his.

VO As you probably guessed, Florence Arizona is the

w fe of Nathan Arizona. And Nathan Arizona-well hell,

you know who he is ..

THE TV A LATE- NI GHT LOCAL COWWERCI AL

NATHAN ARI ZONA, a stocky middle-aged nman in a white
pol yester suit, is gesturing expansively with his white cowboy
hat toward a one-story warehouse store with a foot bal

stadi um parking | ot, chroma-keyed in behind him



NATHAN ARI ZONA (m xi ng up on the TV): So cone on
down to Unpainted Arizona for the finest selection in
fixtures and appoi ntnments for your bathroom bedroom

beaudoi r!

VO ... The owner of the |argest chain of unpainted
furniture and bat hroom fixture outlets throughout the

Sout hwest .

NATHAN ARI ZONA: And if you can find | ower prices

anywhere ny nane ain't Nathan Arizona!

BACK TO H AND ED

As they slowy look fromthe TV set toward each ot her

LI NE OF NEWSPAPER VENDI NG MACHI NES

H | ounges near one of the vendi ng machines as a

busi nessman puts in a quarter.

VO Yep, Florence had been taking fertility pills, and

she and Nat han had hit the jackpot.

The busi nessman takes his newspaper and rel eases the
machi ne door as he turns to | eave.

H snags the door before it closes and takes his own five-
finger discount copy.

He flips the paper over to | ook at the headline.



FRONT PACGE OF NEWSPAPER

The banner headline of the Tenpe Intelligencer is:
ARI ZONA QUI NTS GO HOVE! The subhead: "Mre Than W
Can Handl e,' Laughs Dad." Next to it is a picture of

NATHAN

VO Now y'all who're without sin can cast the first

stone ...

A pull back fromthe paper shows H and ED reading it
together at hone. They |ook fromthe paper to each other
H opens to an inside page and we pan a row of pictures-
the five tots wth their nanes underneath: HARRY, BARRY

LARRY, GARRY and NATHAN JR

but we thought it was unfair that some should

have so many while others shoul d have so few.

Bl LLBOARD

In the mddle of the desert. It reads: "WELCOVE TO

TEMPE! POPULATI ON 13,948 ... PLUS FI VE!"

EXT TRAI LER TW LI GHT

W are floating in toward ED who is seated, waiting, in the

driver's seat of H's Chevy. H enters frane and ci nches down



a ladder that is tied to the roof of the car. Pieces of red flag
flutter at either end of the | adder where it sticks out beyond

t he car.

VO: Wth the benefit of hindsight maybe it wasn't such

a hot idea ...

H gets in the car

FROM BEH ND THE CHEVY

It starts down the |Iong, w nding road | eading away fromthe

trailer, kicking up dust.

VO: ... but at the tine, Ed's little plan seened |like the
solution to all our problens, and the answer to all our

prayers.

The title of the filmburns in: RAISING ARl ZONA

A buil ding chord snaps off in a shock cut to:

SUBURBAN LI VI NG ROOM EVENI NG

Tabl eau of a couple at honme. NATHAN ARI ZONA is on the

t el ephone, his stocking feet up on an ottoman. FLORENCE Sits
reading Dr. Spock's Baby and Child Care.

The living roomis domnated by a large oil portrait of
NATHAN and FLORENCE, gazing out fromthe wall over the

mant el pi ece.



NATHAN (into the phone): Ei ght hundred | eaf tables and
no chairs?! You can't sell leaf tables and no chairs! Chairs,
you got a dinette set! No chairs, you got dick! | ask ny

wi fe she got nore sense!

Atitle is supered: THE ARl ZONA HOUSEHOLD

From somewhere upstairs we hear an infant start to cry.'
FLORENCE stops reading and | ooks up at the ceiling. NATHAN

is oblivious.

NATHAN: ... Mles, alls | knowis I'maway fromthe
office to have ne sone kids and everythi ng goes straight

to heck! | ain't gonna stand for it!

Anot her title is supered below the first: SEPTEMBER 17, 1985
The baby stops crying and FLORENCE s attention returns to

her book.

Yeah, and if a frog had wi ngs he woul dn't bunp
his ass a-hoppin'! [|I'msick of your excuses, Mles! It is

now ...

As he throws out his wist to look at his watch a third title is

supered beneath the first two: 8:45 P.m

.8:45 in the P.m 1'mgonna be down to the store in

exactly twelve hours to kick nme sonme butt!



He starts to replace the receiver but brings it back with an

af t ert hought :

.O ny nane ain't Nathan Arizona!

As he slans the phone into the cradle the titles disappear

cei ling.

NATHAN:

HI :

Shhhh!

Anot her baby starts crying. FLORENCE | ooks up at the

That sounds |ike Larry.

Shh!

Close on the crying baby as H bounces it, gently but

desperately.

Ni ce baby .

He starts to lower it back into the crib. The crib is unpainted
with the nanme of each baby burned Bonanza-style into the
headboard: Harry, Barry, Larry, Garry, and Nathan Jr.

Instead of quieting as he is lowered into the crib, the
squal i ng baby only sets off one of his brothers. H hurriedly
lifts himback out.

He | ooks desperately around the room

The roomis wall papered with nursery rhyme characters.

There are toys strewn around. There is one adult-sized easy
chair in the corner.

Hi carries the baby over to the chair, stepping on and

reacting to the squeal of a squeeze-ne toy on the way. He sits



the baby deep in- the chair and then returns to the crib to dea

with the second cryi ng baby.

He lifts the baby out of the crib and gently bounces it. This

baby stops crying.

Anot her one in the crib starts baw ing.

H sets the second baby down on the floor and gives it a

rattle to keep it pacified. He reaches for the third baby in the

crib. Sweat stands out on H's brow He is desperately

chucking the third baby under the chin when we hear a

nmuf f 1 ed pt hunp!

He whirls to | ook across the darkened room

The first baby has dropped off the easy chair and is

energetically crawing away toward a shadowy corner

LI VI NG ROOM

NATHAN and FLORENCE are sitting stock-still, staring at the

ceiling. After a nonent, another baby starts crying.

NATHAN: What ' re they, playing tel ephone?

They stare at the ceiling.

NURSERY

Loose babies are craw i ng everywhere.

H is skittering across the roomin a half-crouch,

a baby

tucked under one arm reaching out with the other as he



pursues a craw i ng baby across the room

He hefts the other baby with his free armand brings the

air back to the crib.

He turns to ook frantically around the room

The ot her three babies have di sappear ed.

There is perfect quiet.

Hi goes over to the closet door, which is ajar, and swings it
open.

He reaches under a noving pile of clothes on the floor and
pul | s out a baby.

He returns it to the crib and freezes, |istening.

The sound of a rattl e.

He drops to the floor to | ook under the crib.

W DE ANGLE UNDER CRI B

A baby holding a rattle leers into the canera in the
foreground. Behind himH , on his stonmach, is reaching in to
grab at his |eg.

H is pulling the baby out, away fromthe canera, when

with a plop! a baby drops onto H's back fromthe crib above.
H tw sts one arm back to grope for the baby craw ing on

top of him

He is straightening up, a baby in each arm when he reacts

in horror to sonething he sees across the room

H'S POV



The hindquarters of a diapered baby are just di sappearing

around the corner of the nursery door into the hallway.

LI VI NG ROOM

FLORENCE and NATHAN are staring at the ceiling. After a
beat we hear a nuffled plop! on the ceiling. A beat later, the

bl eat of the squeeze-ne toy.

NATHAN: ... Wiyn't you go up and check on 'enf

They sound restless.

UPSTAI RS HALLWAY

The floor-1level w de-angle shot shows a baby crawling toward
the canmera in the foreground. Behind him in the background,
just roundi ng the open door fromthe nursery, yet another
baby is making a mad dash for freedom

H enmerges fromthe nursery and, stepping around the
background baby, trots toward the baby in the foreground. By
the time he reaches it the | ow angle croppi ng shows us only

his feet and cal ves.

CLOSE ON H

Perspiring as he tiptoes the |ast two steps to the baby.

H S POV



The baby and, beyond it, the stairway down to the nmain floor

We hear footsteps approaching.

BACK TO HI

He scoops up the baby and hurriedly tiptoes away toward the

nursery.

LOW ANGLE REVERSE

The baby at the nursery door in the foreground; the staircase
in the background. As H reaches the baby we hear footsteps
clinbing the stairs.

H'S free armconmes down into franme to scoop the baby up

and out of frane just as:

FLORENCE s head appears, bobbing up as she clinbs the

stairs.

She approaches the nursery, still clutching the Dr. Spock

book.

NURSERY

As FLORENCE enters fromthe hall way door
W track back into the room on her, as she approaches the

crib. Halfway there she freezes, staring, in shock.

HER POV

Al'l of the babies have been replaced in the crib but not |ying



ED:

HI :

ED:

HI :

down: They are seated in a row, staring back at her, lined up
against the far crib railing, like a small but distinguished

panel on "Meet the Press.”

THROUGH THE W NDSHI ELD OF THE CHEVY

ED S point of view of H approaching the car. He is shrugging

and displaying a pair of nmanifestly enpty hands.

CLOSE ON ED

Barely able to fight down her anger. Hissing:

VWhat's the matter?!

Hi appears at her-the driver's-w ndow.

Sorry honey, it just didn't work out.

He is reaching to open the door but she slaps his hand away

fromthe handl e.

What d'you nean it didn't work out?!

They started cryin', then they were all over ne .

He is trying to open the door, which ED is holding shut with

all her m ght.



It was kinda horrifying-Lenme in, honey.

ED: Course they cried! Babies cry!

H . | know that now Cone on honey, we better

| eave-

ED is rolling up the wi ndow and | ocking the door.

ED: You go right back up there and get ne a toddler!

need a baby, H; they got nore'n they can handl e!

Muf fl ed, through the closed wi ndow, and very forlorn:

H : Aw honey |-

ED: Don't you come back here w thout a baby!

NURSERY

FLORENCE i s hol ding one of the babies cradl ed agai nst her
shoul der. She is facing the hallway door; her back is to the
crib and wi ndow. The baby, peeping out over her shoul der, is

facing the w ndow.

CLOSE ON BABY

Looki ng.



NATHAN:

BABY' S POV

O the window, as H's head appears in it.

BABY

Looki ng.

Hi

Looki ng back, he holds a finger to his |ips.

BABY

FLORENCE starts bouncing it, patting it on the back.

BABY' S POV

H and the w ndow bounci ng up and down.

LI VI NG ROOM

NATHAN is leafing through the lingerie ads in the newspaper.

We can hear FLORENCE' s returning footsteps. Mittering:

Christian Dior nmy butt

FLORENCE enters.



They pay noney for that?

FLORENCE: Yes dear.

NATHAN: How re the kids?

FL ORENCE: Fi ne dear.

NATHAN: Fuckin' kids, | |love 'em

We hear the bleat of the squeeze-me toy. FLORENCE and
NATHAN | ook at the ceiling for a beat, then NATHAN clears his

throat and returns to the newspaper.

ED sits anxiously waiting in the driver's seat, peering
intently through the wi ndshield. As she catches sight of
somet hi ng she breaks into a broad smle, unlocks the door,
and slides over to the passenger seat.

H i1s opening the door with one hand, cradling a baby in

t he ot her.

ED: VWhi ch one ya get?

As he gets into the driver's seat:

HI : | dunno. Nathan Jr., | think.



ED:

HI :

ED:

HI :

ED:

HI :

ED:

HI :

ED:

HI :

G nme here.

He

hands her the infant, then hands her the copy of Dr.

Spock's Baby and Child Care.

Here's the instructions.

011

Hi

he's beauti ful!

nods as he pulls away fromthe curb.

He's awful damm good. | think I got the best one.

ED i s gushing and kissing the baby through the rest of the

conver sati on.

| bet they were all beautiful. AU babies are

beauti ful!

Yeah. This one's awful damm good though

Don't you cuss around him

He's fine, he is. | think it's Nathan Jr.

We are doin' the right thing, aren't we H ?-

nmean,

Vel |

they had nore'n they coul d handl e.

now honey we been over this and over this.



There's what's right and there's what's right, and never

the twai n shall neet.

ED: But you don't think his nonma'l|l be upset? | nean
overly?
H . Wel |l a course she'll be upset, sugar, but she'll get

over it. She's got four little babies al nost as good as this

one. It's Ilike when | was robbin' conveni ence stores-

ED suddenly bursts out crying.

ED: | love himso nuch!
H : | know you do, honey.
ED (still sobbing): | love himso nuch!

TRAI LER LI VI NG ROOM

As the lights are thrown on. The roomis hung with
streanmers. A string of cut-out letters reads "Wl cone Hone

Son!"

H (0S): kay, bring himin!

REVERSE

ED is entering with NATHAN JR



H: This is it young Nathan Jr. Just feast your eyes

about, ol d boy!

ED: Don't be so |loud around him Hi

H : (softly): Damm, |'m sorry honey.

ED: And don't you cuss around him

HI : Aw, he don't know a cuss word from shi nol a.

ED: Wll see that he don't.

H (jovially): He's all right, he is.

He reaches for the child.

Come on over here, Nathan Jr., I'll show you

ar ound.

He takes the baby in both hands and holds himout at arms
| ength, pointing himat the various places of interest. The

baby | ooks googl e-eyed at each one.

Lookahere, young sportsman. That-there's the
kitchen area where Ma and Pa chow down. Over there's
the TV, two hours a day maxi mum either educational or

football so's you don't ruin your appreciation of the finer



things. This-here's the divan, for sociahzin' and rel axin'
with the famly unit. Yessir, nmany's the day we sat there
and said wouldn't it be nice to have a youngster here to

share our thoughts and feelin's-

I npatient with the nonsense:

ED: He's tired, Hi.

HI : Vell we'll just sit you right there, boy ..

He is propping NATHAN JR. up in the corner of the couch

sits at the other corner and ED Sits in a facing chair.

Just put those dogs up'n take a | oad off.

H beans at NATHAN JR ED sm | es at NATHAN JR NATHAN

IR looks fromone to the other, deadpan. They seemto be

waiting for himto contribute to the conversation.
Si | ence.

Suddenly Hi sl aps his knee.

H : What are you kiddin'?! W got a fam |y here!

ED is getting up.

He's a scandal, honey! He's a little outlaw

As she picks up the baby:

Hi



ED: He's a good boy.

H: He ain't too good! You can tell by that twinkle in his

eyel

ED: Don't you think we should put himto bed?

H : Hang on, honey ..

He is frantically reaching for a Polaroid canera.

Let's us preserve the nonent in pictures!

ED: just one, okay? ...

She sits down on the couch with NATHAN IR as H starts

screwing the canmera into a tripod.

.1 gotta tell ya, I"'ma little scared

Absently, as he sets up the canera:

HI : How conme is that, honey?

ED. Well we got a baby, H. It's an awful big

responsibility.

As he peers through the | ens:



H . Honey, could ya slide over a tad and raise the

ni pper up?

As she conpli es:

ED: I mean we never done this before and |' m ki nda
ner vous.
H . You're doin' real good, sugar.

H sits on the couch, holding the canera's cable release. He
puts his armaround ED and sniles at the of fscreen canera.

ED nestl es her head against H's shoul der.

ED: I love you, Hi.
H . W' re set to pop here, honey.
ED: You're gonna help, aren't ya?

Through his teeth as he continues to grin at the offscreen

caner a:
H : How s that, honey?
ED: G ve Nathan Jr. a normal fam |y background, just

gui et eveni ngs at hone together

W begin to hear distant thunder.



H . You can count on it, honey.

ED: ... Everything decent'n normal from here on out.

H : Unh- huh.

As he squeezes the cable rel ease- FLASH-t he i mage
monentarily freezes on H beam ng, NATHAN JR staring, and

ED |l ooking at H with a little bit of concern.

DARK FI ELD SAME NI GHT

The rolling thunder has built to a thunderclap at the cut, and
the flash of the Polaroid match cuts to lightning throwing a
nmonentarily harsh glare on the field.
Rai n beats down on the bare patch of ground we are
| ooki ng at-by now just a patch of nud.
Faraway lightning flickers and we hear the runble of nore
t hunder approachi ng, then suddenly:
THWACK - A head pops up out of the nmud. It is GALE, the
con we saw in group therapy. He bellows as |ightning and
t hunder flash and crack nearby.
H s head is covered with nud, although the driving rainis
al ready starting to wash it away.
We are beginning to track in an arc around GALE s head,
who i s now struggling, working to get his shoul ders and

arms up out of the nmud. The end of the 180-degree arc and a



flash of lightning reveal, way in the distance, the wre-topped

wal I s of a penitentiary.

Still bellowing, as if in sone primal rage, GALE has gotten
hi s muck-covered arns up out of the earth and is now

pushing down to haul up the rest of his body. It conmes with

much effort, and with the | oud sucki ng- poppi ng sounds of the

fiercely clinging nmud.

Finally he is free

Wth a great cry, the nud-covered man plunges his right

arm strai ght back down into the earth, all the way up to his

shoul der. He gropes intently and then, apparently having

gr abbed hol d of sonethi ng underground, he starts pulling.

H s arm cones slowy back up out of the nmud. C asped in

his hand is-a human foot.

Bellowing with effort he continues to pull, |iberating the

foot ... leg ... torso of his conpanion, and finally his head.

As the rain starts to wash the nud off his conpanion's

head we see that it is his friend EVELLE

Both are bel |l ow ng.

Mud sucks and pops.

Thunder crashes.

I NT GAS STATI ON MENS ROOM

At the cut the ear-splitting thunder drops out to quiet. W
hear only the nmuffled patter of rain and the hum of a bare
fl uorescent.

The two bedraggl ed escaped cons are standi ng side by side,

conbing their hair in the mrror. The nmen seem absorbed in



their task, using hair jelly froma jar that sits on the shelf
between themto restore their duck's-ass haircuts.

EVELLE cracks the bat hroom door and | ooks out into the

rain.
EVELLE: ... Ckay.
GALE: VWhat is it?
EVELLE: Mercury. Looks nice.

EXT GAS STATI ON

The two nmen are trotting out to a Mercury that sits untended
at a gas island, a gas hose on autonmatic stuck in its tank
AS GALE starts up the car EVELLE yanks the hose out and
drops it to the ground. GALE is already starting to peel out as

EVELLE gets in.

W DE SHOT TRAI LER LI VI NG ROOM

Late at night. H sits asleep on the sofa at the far end of the
room in a pool of lanp Iight.
We hear faint, distant knocking. As we track in toward H
t he knocki ng becones | ouder and nore present.
As we approach H we see that several Polaroids are spread
over his gently rising and falling chest.
By the time we tighten on his face the knocki ng has becone

quite | oud.



VO CE: Open up!

H starts awake with a grunt.

.Qpen up in air!

He | ooks up, al arned.

H'S POV

The front door of the trailer. Soneone is pounding

I nsistently.

VA CE: Open up! It's a police!

BACK TO HI

He sits up and tenses. He |ooks around.
ED stands in her nightgown at the nouth of the hallway,

hol di ng NATHAN JR. and squinting at H . She hisses:

ED: Hi! What's goin' on?

Va CE: Po-1ice, son! Qpen her up!

H gets to his feet, hurriedly tosses the Pol aroi ds under a

cushion of the couch and takes out a gun.



HI :

Get in the bedroom

ED: They ain't gonna take Nathan?!

H: Well 1'd like to see "emfty.
AS ED turns back to the bedroom

Va CE: Open up and nmaybe we'll letcha plea-bargain
BEDROOM
As ED enters and shuts the door. She listens hard at the door:
H's footsteps cross the living room the click of the door
opening, silence ... a burst of raucous nale |aughter.

H 'S VA CE: ... Honey! Conme on out here! Want you

to neet a couple friends of m ne!

HI :

LI VI NG ROOM

AS ED enters, carrying NATHAN IR All three nen-H,

GALE, and EVELLE-are beam ng at her

Honey, |ike you to neet Gale and Evel |l e Snopes,

fine a pair as ever broke and entered.

GALE roars with | aughter.



Boys, this-here's ny wfe.

GALE: Ma' am

EVELLE: M z MDunnough.

ED smiles politely, then squints at Hi

ED: Kind of late for visitors, isn't it H?

HI : Wl | yeah honey, but these boys tell ne they just

got outta the joint. GCotta show a little hospitality.

GALE is admring the baby.

GALE: Well now H [I., looks |like you been up to the

devil's bidnis!

EVELLE: That a himor a her?
ED: It's alittle boy.
GALE: Got a nane, does he?

H and ED | ook at each other unconfortably.

t hr oat .

H: Well so far we just been using Junior.

ED:. We call himjunior.

H

clears his



EVELLE: Say, thairs good-J.R, just like on the Teevee.

GALE is staring at the streaners and decorations. Reading

al oud:
GALE: "Welcone ... Honme ... Son." Were's he
been?
H and ED respond sinul taneously:
HI : Tul sa.

ED: Phoeni x.

H : He was, uh ... he was visiting his grandparents.

ED: They' re separ at ed.

GALE: Was that yer fol ks ma' anf

ED: No, |'mafraid not.

GALE: | thought yer folks was dead, H I.?

H (very unconfortably): WlIl we thought Junior should
see their final resting place-Wyn't you boys have a

seat ?



As the two nen nove toward the couch ED hesitantly pipes

up:

ED: H, it's two in the norning ..

She wri nkl es her nose.

VWhat's that snell ?

Apol ogetical ly:

GALE: W don't always snell like this, Mz
McDunnough. | was just explainin' to yer better haff here
t hat when we were tunnehn' out we hit the main

sewer -dunb | uck, that-and just followed that to-

ED: You nmean you busted out of jail!!

GALE: Waaaa

EVELLE: We rel eased oursel ves on our own

recogni zance.

GALE: What Evelle neans to say is, we felt the

institution no | onger had anything to offer us .

He is | ooking at the baby.

My Lord he's cute.



EVELLE: He's a little outlaw, you can see that.

ED: Now |l isten, you folks can't stay here!

GALE, EVELLE, and H |ook up at ED, dunbstruck. After a

beat :
EVELLE: ... M an®
ED: You just can't stay! | appreciate your bein' friends
of H and all, but this is a decent famly now ...

She | ooks at Hi .

| nean we got a toddler here!

GALE leans in close to H, a | ook of sincere concern on his

face, and says under his breath:

GALE: Say, who wears the pants round here HI.?

H : Now honey-

ED: Don't you honey me. Now you boys can set a

whil e and catch up, and then you'll be on your way.

There is an awkward sil ence as she | eaves and sl ans the

bedr oom door.



GALE is carefully studying his thunbnail; EVELLE stares

fixedly at the ceiling. Still |ooking at his thunb:
GALE: Gotcha on a awful short |eash, don't she H1.?
BEDROOM

Sonetine later, as H tiptoes in. EDIlies in bed facing the
wall; we see only the back of her head. H sits gingerly on the
edge of the bed and, smiling, sticks a finger through the bars
of the crib to play with the baby.

The sound of the TV set in the living roomfilters faintly

in.

ED: They stiff here?

H is nonentarily startled, then goes on playing with the

baby.

H . Yeah, they're just gonna stay a day or two. It's

rai ni ng out honey, they got nowhere to go.

ED finally turns to face him W hear the two nen | augh

raucously in the living room

ED: They're fugitives, Hi

H turns to face her



.How re we gonna start a newlife with them

around?

H . Wel | now honey you gotta have a little charity. Ya

know, in Arab lands they'd set out a plate-

ED: Prom se just a day or two.

H . Toni ght and tonorrow, tops.

EXTREME H GH ANGLE

Looki ng straight down at Hi, asleep in bed. It is later:
filtering softly in fromthe other roomis the end of the "Star

Spangl ed Banner" on TV. W are crani ng down.

VO That night | had a dream.

FLASH CUT

For a brief nonent we see a wall of flanes and hear it roar.

BACK TO HI
Still craning down.
VO ... I'd drifted off thinkin' about happiness, birth,

and new fife ..



VO,

VO

VO,

FLASH CUT

Wal | of flanes. Deafening roar

BACK TO HI

Craning down. The faint National Anthem ends: we hear the

VEEEEEEEE of a test pattern.

but now I was haunted by a vision of-

VWALL OF FLAMES

Roaring. At the cut: WHOOOOOSH' a huge |ow-rider

not orcycl e bursts through the flanmes, its engine roaring even

| ouder than the fire. |Its driver is a huge |eather-clad hellion.

The chains worn by the BI KER clank om nously as he ri des.

He was horrible .

The Bl KER roars out of frane.

LOWM ANGLE REVERSE

As the BIKER roars into franme, his rear tire laying dowm a

wake of fire.

a | one bi ker of the apocal ypse



VO
command.

He
VO

TRACKI NG ON BI KER

As he roars along a ribbon of desert highway.

a man with all the powers of heR at his

The BI KER reaches for his bullwhip.

could turn the day into night

The BI KER cracks the whip and, at the crack:
The sky behind himturns instantly to black. Bolts of

[ightning crackle across it as thunder roars.

ANOTHER DESERT SCENE DAY

Tracking with and also in on the BIKER from behind as he
roars along a strip of highway. He is reaching for the two
sawed- of f shot guns whi ch are strapped crisscross across his

back.

and laid to waste everything in his path.

REVERSE TRACK ON Bl KER

Pulling the BIKER from a distance as he levels the two

shotguns. The tracking canera pulls back further to revea

a



runni ng j ack-rabbit keeping pace wth us in the foreground.

VO He was especially hard on the little things .

CRACK-as the first shotgun spurts orange the foreground

rabbit keels over. The BIKER slues the other gun around.

LOCKED- DOWN W DE SHOT

On arock in the foreground, a desert lizard suns hinself.

The BIKER i s approaching in the distant background.

VO . . . the helpless and the gentle creatures.

CRACK-from afar, the foreground lizard is bl own away.

LOCKED- DOAWN LOW ANGLE W DE SHOT

O the enpty desert road stretching away. |In the foreground
a |l one desert flower bloons.

The BIKER roars into frane.

VO He | eft a scorched earth in his wake, befouling
even the sweet desert breeze that whipped across his

br ow.

As the BIKER roars away, the foreground flower bends with

his draft and then bursts into fl ane.



VO

TRACKI NG ON BI KER

Fromin front. He twirls the shotguns in either hand and
reaches back to plunge them over his shoulders into their

hol sters.

didn't know where he cane fromor why .

We are noving in on his chest, where two crisscrossed

bandoliers carry two rows of hand grenades, their silver pins
glinting in the sun. W followthe Iine of one of the bandoliers
up to his right shoul der which bears the tattoo: "Mam

Didn't Love Me."

| didn't know if he was dream or vision

VO,

VO

REVERSE TRACK ON Bl KER

From behi nd, boom ng down as we track. W are approaching

the crest of a rise.

But | feared that | nyself had unl eashed him...

H GH SHOT

O the BI KER approachi ng, craning down as he draws near

for he was The Fury That Wuld Be ..



Wth the crane down we nonentarily |l ose himfromview
over the rise; then suddenly-ROAR-he tops the rise and,

wheel s spinning, is airborne

REVERSE

As he crashes back down to earth in the foreground and roars
away. Only now we are no longer in the desert: W are

| ooking down a twilit street at the end of which is the Arizona

house.
VO ... as soon as Florence Arizona found her little
Nat han gone.

The roar of his engine and clank of his chains recede as the
Bl KER gradual | 'y dissolves into thin air.
W are left |ooking at the enpty street and the faraway

Arizona house.

The receding roar has left behind eerily beautiful singing, a
woman singing a lullaby. Faintly, behind the singing, there
is also a droning high-pitched noise.

The camera starts floating forward very close to the
ground, noving slowy toward the Arizona house. The high-
pitched drone is becom ng | ess faint under the singing.
The camera is accelerating. The drone is grow ng | ouder-
we can now tell that it is a human scream

As we approach the Arizona house we can see that a | adder
is propped up to a second-story w ndow.

W are noving quite fast now. The screamall but buries



t he singing.

We are rushing toward the house, toward the base of the

| adder, the sustained scream draw ng us on.

We hurtle toward and then straight up the |adder with

no abatenent of speed, sucked forward by the deafening
scream

W reach the top and hurtl e- THWAP! -t hr ough t he

white curtains of the open second-story wi ndow into the
nursery to reveal FLORENCE ARI ZONA, her back to us,
scream ng over the crib.

W are rocketing toward her.

She is turning to us, hands pressed to her ears, nouth
stretched wide in an ear-splitting shriek and we are rushing
into an extreme cl ose-up of her gaping nouth and her wildly

vibrating epiglottis and we

CUT TGO

EXTREME CLOSE SHOT NI'S EYES

As they snap open

The screami ng snaps off at the cut. The singing that the
bui | di ng scream covered, however, is now audi bl e agai n.
Perspiration beads H's forehead. He | ooks down toward the

f oot of the bed.

THE BEDRCOM



It is now norning. ED walks back and forth, gently bouncing
t he baby as she walks. She is singing it a lullaby.
Faintly, fromthe next room we can hear GALE and EVELLE

snoring away |ike buzz saws.

H (groggily): He all right?

ED: He's all right. He was just havin' a nightmare.

H is getting out of bed.

HI : Yeah, well

He crosses to the bedroom wi ndow and cracks the veneti an

blind. Orange light filters in.

H S POV

Beyond a clothes line and a septic tank, a huge orange ball of
sun is rising. W can alnost hear the roar of its burning

sur f ace.

BACK TO H

Looki ng.

Hl : ... Sonetines it's a hard world for little things.

H S POV



The orange sun, runbling, perceptibly rising.

ARl ZONA HOMVE FRONT FOYER

At the cut the runble of the sun is snapped off by the high-
pitched ba- WEEEEeeee . . . of a strobe going off as a flash
picture is taken: W are | ooking over NATHAN SR 'S shoul der
as he stands at his open front door, facing a battery of press

peopl e who stand out on the porch

An obie light over a |ocal TV news canera glares in at us;

various fl ashbul bs pop.

NATHAN: -No, the missus and the rest of the kids've
left tomn to | ain't sayin' where. They'Il be back here

when we're a nuclear fanmly again.

VA CE: M. Arizona, which tot was abducted?

NATHAN: Nat han Jr., | think

VA CE: Do you have anything to say to the ki dnappers?
NATHAN: Yeah: Watch yer butt.

VA CE: Sir, it's been runored that your son was

abducted by UFOCS. Wuld you care to comment ?



NATHAN (sadly): Now don't print that, son. If his

mama reads that she's just gonna | ose all hope.

A PCLI CEMAN frominside the house is taking NATHAN by the

el bow.

PCOLI CEMAN: W really have to ask you some nore

guestions, sir

As NATHAN all ows hinself to be |l ed back into the house he

calls back over his shoul der:

NATHAN: But renenber, it's still business as usual at
Unpai nted Arizona, and if you can find | ower prices

anywhere ny nanme still ain't Nathan Arizona!

W are follow ng the two, hand-held, as the PoLicE | eads
NATHAN t oward the living room

LI VI NG ROOM

The roomis filled wth policenmen mlling about in severa

different uniforns: |ocal police, state troopers,
detecti ves.

The original POLICEMAN is | eading NATHAN to a table

pl ai ncl ot hes

where a white-snocked technician is preparing inkpad and

exenpl ar sheets.

The dialogue is urgent, rapid-fire and overl appi ng.



PCOLI CEMVAN: M. Byrum here can take your exenplars

whil e you talk

MR,  ByRum has taken NATHAN s right hand and is rolling its

fingers onto the inkpad.

BYRUM just let your hand relax; 1'll do the work.

NATHAN j erks his hand away.

NATHAN: What is this?! | didn't steal the damm ki d!

Two nen in conservative suits are approaching.

POLICEMAN: Sir, these nen are fromthe FBI-

NATHAN (bew | der ed) : Are you boys crazy?! ARs | know

is | wake up this nmorning with ny wife scream ng-

BYRUM (patiently): W just need to distinguish your

prints fromthe perpetrators', ff they left any.

G ving his hand back:

NATHAN: Cour se! | know t hat!

FBI 1: Sir, we have an indication you were born Nat han

Huf f hi nes; is this correct?



NATHAN: Yeah, | changed ni nane; what of it?

FBI 2: Could you give us an indication why?

NATHAN: Yeah, would you buy furniture at a store

cal | ed Unpai nted Huffhi nes?

FBI 1: Al right, 1'll get to the point-

UNI FORMED CCP: Was the child wearing anything

when he was abduct ed?

NATHAN: No one sl eeps nekkid in this house, boy! He
was wear -

FBI 1: |'m asking the questions here, officer

COP: If we're gonna put out an APB we need a

description of the-

NATHAN: He was wearin' his-

FBI 2: It's just that we're better trained to intervene in

crisis situations (to NATHAN) . What was he wearing?

NATHAN: A di nner jacket! Wddya think, he was

wearing his damm janmm es!

FBI 2 (to cop): The child was wearing his jammes. Are



you happy?

FBI 1: Do you have any disgruntled enpl oyees?

NATHAN: Hell, they're all disgruntled! I ain't runnin' a

daf f m dai sy farm

COP: What did the pyjamas-

NATHAN: My notto is do it my way or watch your

butt!

COP: What did the pyjamas-

FBI 1. So you think it m ght have been an enpl oyee?

NATHAN: Don't meke nme | augh. Wthout ny say-so

they don't piss with their pants on fire.

COP: What did the pyjamas | ook |ike?

FBI 1: (pained): Oficer-

NATHAN (bel | owi ng): | dunno, they were janm es! They

had Yodas'n shit on 'enl

BELLOW NG VO CE OFFSCREEN: Wuld ya mnd, |'m

trying to set up a Command Post here!



NATHAN bel | ows back:

NATHAN: Cet your feet off mdamm coffee tabl el

Al so raising his voice at the offscreen bell ower:

FBI 1: Ron, you're upsetting the victim

NATHAN i s getting worked up.

NATHAN: Damit, are you boys gonna go chase down
your | eads or are you gonna sit drinkin' coffee in the one

house in the state where I know ny boy ain't at?!

FBI 2: Sir, there aren't any "l eads" yet, aside fromthis

coat -

NATHAN: G mme t hat!

He grabs the overcoat being displayed by FBI 2.

NATHAN: That's a five-hundred-dollar canel's hair-
BYRUM Sir, you mght want to wash your hands at this
poi nt .

NATHAN real i zes that he's gotten ink fromhis fingerprinting

all over the coat.



NATHAN: Wel | goddammit!

He is rising to his feet and hurling the coat to the fl oor.

No | eads?!

He furiously kicks the coat.

Everyone | eaves m crobes' n what not!

Thr oughout the speech NATHAN stal ks the room worKking
hinself into a frenzy, furiously putting coffee cups onto
coasters, generally cleaning up, hectoring the police, and

SWi ping their feet off his ftirniture.

.Hell, that's your forte, trackin' down them
m crobes left by crimnals'n commes'n shit! That's yer
whol e dam raison d'i&re! No leads?! | want Nathan Jr
back, or whichever the hell one they took! He's out there
somewhere! Sonmethin' leads to him  And anyone can find
hi m knows the difference between a lead and a hole in

t he ground!!

A HOLE I'N THE GROUND DAY

Specifically, it is the hole in the nuddy patch of earth that
GALE and EVELLE clinbed out of. W hear only the squish-
suck of many feet wal king around in the nud of fscreen.

We are pulling back to reveal the feet-the shiny black



patent | eather shoes and bl ue pants cuffs-becom ng quickly
spattered-of several policenmen mlling about the hole.
Ger man shepherds sniff around al so.

Wth a roar, notorcycle wheels enter frame. The bike's
j ackbooted rider casually tools around the hole once; police
step back and dogs skitter away to give himroom

He backs toward the canera and stops, standing astride the
bi ke. The burning stub of a cheroot is dropped into frame; it
hi sses angrily and dies in the nud. W start to crane up.

The whi pcracki ng BIKER cue m xes up. The BIKER S
motorcycle idles with a deep runble, like the roar of fire on
t he sun.

We are now franed | ooking over the BIKER S shoul der. The
policenen's attitude to himseens to be deferential. One cop
in front of himis pointing a direction. The BIKER is shaking
hi s head; he doesn't think they went that way.

Suddenly, with a | oud whi pcrack effect, the BI KER s head
snaps to profile. He is staring across the field, stock-still,
havi ng heard, snelled or sensed sonet hing.

The dogs milling around the hole al so react, snapping to

attention, a split second after the BlIKER

THEI R POV

A jackrabbit is bounding away at the far end of the field.

THE DOGS

After a nonent, their attention returns to the hole.



EVELLE:

THE Bl KER

H's attention also returns to the matter at hand. He squints,
concentrating. H's bike runbles. Guadually his face sets in a
specific direction.

We pan down to the tattoo on his shoulder: "Mama Didn't
Love Me. " His shoulder flexes once or twice as he revs the
throttle; then he puts the bike in gear and it roars out of

frame.

TRAI LER KI TCHEN CLCSE ON GALE AND EVELLE

They are both intently munching cornfl akes, staring at

sonet hing offscreen. After a beat:

AW ul good cereal flakes, Mz

McDunnough.

THEI R POV

ED is sitting in the living room bottle-feeding NATHAN JR

She is surrounded by the runpl ed sheets and bl ankets used by

t he house guests. She does not respond to the ice-breaker
GALE puts his spoon down and picks up a cigarette which

has been snoking in the ashtray next to him There is a bead

of mlk dribbling down his chin.

He takes a contenpl ative puff, studying ED



GALE: ... Wayncha breast feed hinf? You 'pear to be

capabl e.

ED: M nd your own bidnis.

Through a nout hful of cornfl akes:

EVELLE: Ya don't breast feed him he'll hate you for it

later. That's why we wound up in prison

GALE bl ows out snoke and picks up his spoon to start back in

on his cornfl akes.

GALE: Anyway, that's what Doc Schwartz tells us.

H is walking in, yawning.

H : Boys.

EVELLE: Momn', HI.

Sharply, as H sits and starts to pour cornflakes into a bow :

ED: ... HIL

H holds the cornfl akes box arrested in md-air. He |ooks at

ED, who is notioning to GALE and EVELLE with her eyes.

H: Oh yeah ... Say boys, you wouldn't m nd nakin'



yourself scarce for a couple hours this afternoon?

ED: We're havin' sone decent friends over.

GALE and EVELLE are | ooking dunmbly fromED to HI.

H : Heh-heh ... Wat Ed neans to say is, seein' as
you two boys are wanted, it wouldn't exactly do to have

fol ks seein' you here-I nean for your own protection.

GALE: Sure H.I.

EVELLE: Anyt hi ng you say.

More rel axed now, to ED:

HI : Matter of fact honey, maybe I'll skip this little get-
toget her nyself, den won't mnd, and I'Il just duck out

with the boys, knock back a couple of-uh, Co' Col as-

GALE: Sure H I.
EVELLE: We'd | ove to have ya.
CLOSE ON ED

Looki ng pleadingly at Hi.

BACK TO HI



Feeling the | ook, he goes back to his cornfl akes.

HI : ... Well ... maybe that ain't such a hot idea

ei t her.

GALE | eans back to bl ow snoke at the ceiling.

GALE (bitterly): So many soci al engagenents. So little

time.

W DE SHOT GAS STATI ON RATNROON

It is the bathroom where we earlier saw GALE and EVELLE
conbing their hair, now enpty.

W are | ooking toward the door. The bathroomis quiet
except for the dripping sink, and the faint runble of an
approaching notorcycle. It grows |ouder, then begins to
recede as the bike shoots by the station

Suddenly we hear the screech of the bike's brakes.

EXT THE STATI ON

We are on the road outside the gas station as the notorcycle
screeches to a halt in the foreground. The |ow wi de shot crops
the BIKER at his shins. 1In the background behind himis the
gas station.

The Bl KER pauses for a nmoment, thinking or feeling.



BACK TO | NT BATHROON

We hear the runble of the bi ke approaching, very |oud.

CRASH-t he bat hroom door flies open as the BIKER bursts
in astride his hog, bright daylight streaming in with himto
throw himinto i nposing silhouette. The shafts of |ight

pouring in are defined by notes of dust dancing in the air.

H'S POV

Fast track in on the jar of hair jelly sitting on the shelf under

the mrror.

BACK TO BI KER

An extreme cl ose shot shows his nostrils dilating as we hear
himsniff.
He revs the runbling bike, stealing thunder froma far

mount ai n.

FRONT STOOP OF TRAI LER

H, wth ED standing by, is just opening the door to a young
couple. GLEN is a short stocky blond man in his early thirties,
weari ng Bernmuda shorts. DOT is wearing slacks, heels, and a

scarf over her hair.

H : den, Dot-



As the door opens, DOT hops up the stoop shrieking.

DOT: Were's at baby? Were's he at?

From behi nd, GLEN gi ves ha an energetic THAMX on the ass.

GLEN: Go find himhoney!

DOT spins and snmacks GLEN across the face with her purse.

Thr ough cl enched teeth:

DOT: Cut it out, den!

He reel s under the bl ow.

ED (quietly): He's asleep right now

DOT shrieks again, but this tinme nuffles it with her own
hand. She tiptoes into the trailer, hand to her nouth.

GLEN, rubbing his cheek, seens angry at hinself.

GLEN: Shit, | hope we didn't wake it!

DOT: Can | just sneak a peek-a-100?

GLEN at the top of the stoop, turns out to the yard.

GLEN: Cone on kids ...



W DE SHOT GLEN AND DOT' S KI DS

A scad of children, ranging in age fromtw to seven, are
crawming over H's car. One is beating on it with a large stick,
another sits on the hood pulling back one of the w ndshield

W pers, etc.

GLEN: ... Get away from M. MDunnough's car

TRAI LER BEDROOM

AS ED and DOT enter, ED beam ng as they go to the crib.

DOT: What's his name?

ED: Uh ... H Jr. TiRwe think of a better one.

DOT: Wayncha call him Jason? | |ove Biblical nanes. I|f

I had another little boy I'd name himJason or Cal eb or

ED: On!-

She puts her hand to her forehead, reacting to the baby as if

she is about to faint.

He's an angel!

She hides her face in her hands and | ooks away as if blinded,



t hen sneaks a | ook around her hands.

He's an angel straight from heaven! Now honey |
had all ny kids the hard way so you goffa tell ne where

you got this angel. D d he fly straight down from

heaven?

ED: Vel | -

DOT: You gonna send himto Arizona State?
TRAI LER LI VI NG ROOM KI TCHEN
The weavi ng knee-level tracking shot is follow ng a six-year-
old boy in shorts and a dirty T-shirt as he tranps around the
trailer, brandishing a big stick. He strikes the walls,
furniture, various other objects with his stick, hollering
"Bami Bam Baml " with each bl ow.

The track weaves off himand onto Hi, who is bending

down to pull a couple of beers fromthe refrigerator. He raises
his voice to make hinself heard over the din of all the children
boi l i ng around the room

Hi : Need a beer, den?

GLEN: Does the Pope wear a funny hat?

H considers this.



H : ... Well yeah, den, | guess it is kinda funny.

GLEN: Say, that rem nds ne! How many Pol | acks it

take to screw up a |ightbul b?

H: |I don't know d en, one?

H | ooks down.
One O GLEN S children, in a cowboy hat, is squirting a

squirt gun into his crotch area.

GLEN: Nope, it takes three!

He starts | aughing, then catches hinself.

Wait a mnute, | told it wong. Here, I'mstartin’

over: How cone it takes three Pollacks to screw up a

l'i ght bul b?
H: | don't know, d en.
GLEN: Cause they're so durn stupid!

He | aughs; H doesn't react.

Shit man, | oosen up! Don't ya get it?

H | ooks over at the TV, which the bam shouting six-year-old



I's banging with his stick.

HI : No Aen, | sure don't.

GLEN: Shit man, think about it! | guess it's what they

call a Way Honer.

H . Wy's that?
GLEN: Cause you only get it on the Way Hone.
H: I'malready home, G en.

The kid in the cowboy hat is reaching up to slap H on the ass.

Kl Dt You wet chaseff! M. MDunnough wet hisseff,
Daddy!
GLEN: Say, that rem nds ne! How d you get that kid

s'darned fast? M'n Dottie went in to adopt on account of
sonmet hi ng went wong with m senen, and they told us

five years' wait for a healthy white baby! | said healthy
white baby! Five years! GCkay, what else you got? Said,
two Koreans and one Negro bomw th the heart

outside ...

He takes a sip of beer.

Yeah, it's a crazy world.



H : Sonmeone oughta sell tickets.

GLEN: Sure, |I'd buy one.

H is looking at another child who is just finishing off the T in
FART in crayon on the wall

GLEN chuckl es, | ooking at his errant child.

That Buford's a sly one. Already knows his ABCs.

But I'msayin', howd ya get the kid?

H: Well this whole thing is just who knows who and

favoritism Ed has a friend at one of the agencies.

GLEN: Vel | maybe she can do sonething for ne' n Dot.
See there's sonmething wong with msenen. Say, that

rem nds ne! Wat you gonna call hinf

H : Unh, Ed-Ed Jr.

GLEN: Thought you said he was a boy.

H: Wll, as in Edward. Just |ike that nane.

GLEN (not really interested): Yeah, it's a good one
Course | don't really need another kid, but Dottie says
t hese-here are gettin' too big to cuddle. Say, that rem nds

me! -



nffe is the sound of shattering glass. GLEN | ooks around.

GLEN: M nd ya don't cutchaseff, Mordeca

EXT PI CNI C GROUNDS

DOT faces H and ED across a picnic table covered with grilled

hanburgers, rolls, green jello nold, cooler, etc.

One of the younger children sits in the mddle of the table,

occasionally taking a fistful of jello and flinging it at Hi.

two wonen don't seemto notice.

DOT: -and then there's diphtheria-tetanus, what they
call dip-tet. You gotta get himdip-tet boosters yearly or
el se he'll get |ockjaw and night vision. Then there's the
smal | pox vacci ne, chicken pox and neasles, and if your
kid's |like ours you gotta take all those shots first to get

himto take "em Who's your pediatrician, anyway?

ED: W ain't exactly fixed on one yet. Have we H ?
H sits stock-still with a stony face.
No, | guess we don't have one yet.
DOT shri eks.

DOT: Wl |l you just gotta have one! You just gotta have

The



one this instant!

ED: Yeah, what if the baby gets sick, honey?

DOT: Her, even if he don't get sick he's gotta have his

di p-tet!

ED: He's gotta have his dip-tet, honey.

H shrugs, then flinches as a piece of jello hits his shoul der.

HI : ... Unh-huh.

DOT: You started his bank accounts?

ED: Have we done that honey? W gotta do that

honey. What's that for, Dot?

DOT: That-there's for his orthodonture and his coll ege.
You soak his thunb in iodine you mght get by wthout

the orthodonture, but it won't knock any off the coll ege.

H sits stoically. DOT is |ooking offscreen

Reilly, take that diaper off your head and put it
back on your sister! ... Anyway, you probably got the

life insurance all squared away.

ED: You done that yet honey?



DOT: You gotta do that, Hi! Ed here's got her hands

full with that little angel!

H (dully): Yes nma'am

DOT: What woul d Ed and the angel do ff a truck cane
al ong and splattered your brains all over the interstate?

VWhere woul d you be then?

ED: Yeah honey, what if you get run over?

DOT: O you got carried off by a twster?

LAKESI DE PATH

We are tracking on H and GLEN as they wal k side by side.

GLEN i s sopping wet, wearing only swinmng suit and w ng-

ti pped shoes. His body is ghostly pale except for a V-area at

his neck and his arns bel ow the short-sleeve line, which are a

bright angry red.

GLEN: Hear about the person of the Polish persuasion
he wal ks into a bar holdin" a pfle of shit in his hands,

says "Look what | al nost stepped in."

GLEN bursts out |aughing; H walks on in silence.

H . ... Yeah, that's funny all right



GLEN: Ya damm right it's funny! Shit man, what's the

matter?

H . I dunno ... maybe it's wfe, kids, famly life ..

nmean are you, uh, satisfied Aen? Don't y' ever fee

suffocated? Like, like there's sonmethin' big pressin’
down . ..
GLEN (sol emmly): Eeeeeyep ... | do know the feelin'.

H shakes his head.

H: | dunno-

GLEN: And | told Dottie to | ose sone wei ght but she

don't wanna |i sten!

He roars with laughter and slaps H heartily on the back.

he chuckl es synpathetically:

No man, | know what you nean. You got all Kkinds
a responsibilities now You're nmarried, ya got a kid, |ooks
i ke your whole fife's set down and where's the

exci tement ?

HI : Yeah G en, | guess that's it.

GLEN: Ckay! That's the disease, but there is a cure.

As



HI : Yeah?

GLEN: Sure; Doctor Aenis tellin" ya you can hea

t hysel f.

H . What do | gotta do?

GLEN: Wel |l you just gotta broaden your mnd a little
bit. | nean say | asked you, what do you think about

Dot ?

H (puzzled): Fine wonman you got there.

GLEN is eyeing himshrewdly.

GLEN: Ckay. Now it mght not look like it, but |Iemre

tell you sonething: She's a helicat.

H : That right?
GLEN: T-1-GE-R
HI : But what's that got to do wth-

GLEN: Don't rush ne!

He stops wal king. H stops also, looking at GLEN, Still

puzzl ed.

GLEN | ays a conpani onabl e hand on his shoul der.



...Now the thing about Dot is, she thinks-and she's

told me this-

He | ooks around as if to make sure they are not being

overheard. His tone is confidential.

she thinks ... you're cute.

H | ooks suspiciously at GLEN s hand on his shoul der

HI : ... Yeah. . . ?

GLEN nods energetically:

GLEN: I"mcrappin’ you negafive! And | could say the

sane about Ed!

Through tightly clenched teeth:

H . VWhat're you tal kin" about, den?

GLEN: What' m | talkin' about?! I'mtalkin'" about sex,
boy! What the hell're you talkin' about?! You know,
"L'amour"?! I'mtalkin' nme'n Dot are Swingers! As in "to
Swing"! Wfe-swappin'! Wat they call nowadays Open

Marri age!

Beam ng, he takes his hand off H's shoul der and spreads his



GLEN:

about -

HI :

GLEN:

ar ns.

I'"'mtal kin' about the Sex Revolution! |I'mtalkin'

THWAK-Hi 's fist swings into frame to connect solidly with

GLEN S j aw.
GLEN S feet |l eave the ground. He flies back and lands in a

heap.

LOWM ANGLE REVERSE

GLEN in the foreground, groggily rubbing his jaw, Hi

approachi ng nenaci ngly.

Keep your goddammed hands off ny w fe!

Shit man!

He is scranbling to his feet.

was only tryin' to help!

H : Keep your goddamed hands off ny w fel

Wth H still advancing, GLEN starts to run.

TRACKI NG ON GLEN



GLEN

ED:

Wth H pursuing in the background.
GLEN i s | ooki ng back over his shoulder to shout at H as he

runs.

You're crazy! | feel pity for you, man! You-

CRASH! - GLEN runs smack into a tree and drops |ike a sack

of cenment.

I NT CAR NI GHT

H is driving, his jawrigidly set, his tenple throbbing.

NATHAN J. R sits in a safety seat between himand ED

W finally go out with some decent people and

you break his nose. That ain't too funny, Hi.

H (stolidly): H's kids seened to think it was funny.

ED:

Vell they're just kids, you're a grown nman with

responsibilities. Watever possessed you?

HI :

ED:

HI :

ED:

He was provokin' ne when | popped him

How d he do that?

Never m nd.

But H, he's your foreman, he's just gonna fire you



now.

H : | expect he will.
ED: And where does that | eave ne and Nat han Jr.?
HI : Wth a man for a husband.

He is pulling into a conveni ence store parking |ot.

ED: That ain't no answer.

H . Honey, that's the only answer.

He puts the car in park but |eaves it running.

Nat han needs sonme Huggies. |I'll be out directly.

As he gets out of the car:

M nd you stay strapped in.

I NT STORE

CLOSE SNOT LOEGGS RACK

A hand enters to take a package of panty hose fromthe

st andi ng rack.

CLOSE SHOT HUGAE ES



HI :

got .

ED:

A hand enters to take a big carton of disposable diapers from

the shel f.

CLCSE UP CASHI ER

A pinply-faced lad with a paper 7-Eleven cap on his head. He
is looking up froma dirty nmagazine, reacting in horror to

somet hi ng appr oachi ng.

H'S POV

H is approaching the check-out island with a gun in one
hand, the carton of Huggi es tucked under the other. The

L' Eggs stocking is pulled over his head to distort his features.

be taking these Huggi es and what ever cash you

CLOSE SHOT CASHI ERI'S HAHD

As he presses a silent alarmunder the lip of his counter.

EXT CAR

ED is reading to NATHAN JR. froma |arge picture book

"'*'Not by the hair of ny chinny-chin-chin. "Then
huff and I'Il puff . . .™



She pauses for a nonent, |istening. W can barely hear a

distant siren. She resunes absently, but her voice trails off.-

“. . . and I'll blow your house in .

We can definitely hear the WHOO WHOO of the siren now,
and it is definitely approaching. ED hooks an arm around the

seat and | ooks behind the car, then | ooks forzvard.

HER POV

Indistinctly visible through the sem -reflective glass are two
figures at the check-out island. One is pointing sonething at

t he ot her.

BACK TO ED

As the siren is growing |louder. Under her breath:

ED: That son of a bitch.

She unstraps herself and gets out of the car

I NT STORE

Two-shot of H and the CASH ER, who is stuffing bills into a
grocery bag. Beyond them we can see ED, outside, circling the

front of the car.



Her shout is muffled through the gl ass:

ED: You son of a bitch!

Wth this H notices her. He turns to the CASH ER

H : Better hurry it up. I'min dutch with the wfe.

But ED is already getting into the driver's seat of the car.

BACK TO ED

As she slans the car door shut. The siren is quite |oud now.

ED: That son of a bitch. Hang on, punpkin.

The car squeals out of the |ot.

W DE SHOT THE STREET

The squad car tops a rise to bounce into view, its siren

wai | i ng.

BACK TO THE STORE

H bursts out the door, still wearing the stocking. The carton
of Huggies is still tucked under one arm

Bel | owi ng hopefully after his departing car:



H : Honey!

We hear the SMACK- CRACK of a gunshot and gl ass i npact,

but the approaching squad car is still too far down the block to
have been the source.

H 1 ooks around the parking |ot, bew | dered.

The wailing siren is becom ng painfully I oud.

Hi | ooks behind himat the plate-glass front of the store,

where a bull et pock mars the gl ass.

H S POV

Through the glass we see the pinply young CASH ER with the
paper 7-Eleven cap pop up from behind the counter to sight
down his huge .44 Magnum for another shot. The gun is so
big he uses both hands to heft it.

SMACK- CRACK-t he bul | et ki sses another hole in the
gl ass.

H is off and running.

The squad car is screeching into the lot. An officer tunbles
out of the passenger side before the car is fully stopped. He
rolls on the pavenent, then hurriedly rights hinself and takes
up a hal f-kneeling shooting stance.
At the sane time the little CASH ER is energing fromthe 7-
El even with his gun.

The two bang away at Hi's retreating figure-the
POLI CEMAN s revol ver popping, the CASH ER S Magnum
boom ng.

W hear the POLI CEMAN who is still in the car drawing



over its |oudspeaker:

SPEAKER Halt. It's a police warning, son. Put those

groceries down and turn yourself in.

TRACKI NG ON H

Legs punpi ng, panty hose still over his head, its unused |eg
stream ng behind himlike an aviator's scarf. The gun is

tucked into his belt; the Huggies are tucked securely under

arm

Behi nd hi mwe can see the OFFI CER and t he CASH ER

squeeze of f anot her couple shots, and then the policeman piles

back into the squad car

ED S CAR

Driving. She hears distant gunshots.

ED: That son of a bitch . . . Hold on, Nathan. W're

gonna go pick up Daddy.

She hangs a vicious U-turn.

TRACKI NG ON H

Huf fi ng and puffing down the road with his Huggi es.

The cop car careens onto the street in the background,

siren wailing.

its



The PASSENGER COP is | eaning far out his wi ndow, one
hand gripping the light-and-siren rack, the other pointing a
gun at Hi, shooting away.

Bul | ets whizz past.

Suddenly, with a soft pthunk! the Huggi es box pops
forward, out fromunder H's armhit by a bullet. Still
runni ng, H reaches forward, tries to catch it on the fly,
bobbles it, tips it-loses it. He overruns it a couple steps
before he can bring hinself up short.

He turns and reaches to pick up the box but-PlING
PI NG bul | ets chew up the road near his hand.

Leavi ng the Huggies, H takes off through a well-
mani cured yard.

The police car is proceeding on down the street to catch him

around the corner, the driver still drawing over his
| oudspeaker:
SPEAKER: That's private property, son. Cone back out

to the street and reveal yourself to Oficer Steensma and

Oficer Scoft-that's ne.

YARD

H vaults a fence to land in the backyard.

As he straightens to his feet we hear a horrible snarling
and bar ki ng.

A huge bl ack Doberman is bounding across the lawn. It

|l ooks like it nmeans to rip H's throat out.



LOW TRACKI NG SHOT TOWARD H

The dog's racing POV as it bounds toward the paral yzed Hi .

The dog | eaps-canera flying up toward H 's face-and:

CLCSE SHOT HI 'S FROZEN PROFI LE

The dog's slavering nuzzle flies into franme and-stops, bare
inches fromH 's nose, and the dog falls back, having reached
the end of his chain.

H resunes running.

CLOSE

On the dog, snarling and straining against the end of his

chai n.

TRACKI NG

Down al ong the chain toward the spike nmooring it to the
ground. As the dog strains, the spike starts to stir in the
gr ound.

O her dogs can be heard barking now, the Doberman

having started a synpathetic wave.

ED S CAR

Her jaw set, she takes a hard turn, looking this way and that.



ED: That son of a bitch ...

The police car approaches and roars by, the PASSENGER COP

still hangi ng out his w ndow.

Looki e Nat han, a police car

She is looking in her rearview mrror.

Say, that |ooks like Bill Steensma.

LOW TRACKI NG SHOT

The canmera is shooting forward at ground | evel, follow ng the
Doberman as it bounds along. The Doberman is dragging his
chain and spi ke, which stretch into the foreground, bunping
and scraping al ong the road.

Far ahead we can see Hi running, then turning down an

i ntersecting street.

A second dog peels into the road to bound along with the

Dober man.

TRACKI NG BEHI ND H

Running up a dark street. There is an oncom ng pickup. H

runs directly at it.

I NT PI CKUP



The DRI VER screans and brakes-not quite in tine.
H rolls onto the hood, and off, and ganely trots over to
open the passenger door.

The DRIVER is | eaning over to tell him

DRI VER: Son, you got a panty on your head.

HI : Just drive fast

He is displaying his gun as he starts to clinb in.

and don't stop till I tell ya.

Before H can get his door shut the DRIVER is obediently
peel i ng out.

H is reacting to an oncomng car. He peels the stocking off
to | ook, and | eans across the DRIVER S | ap to bell ow as ED

car passes:

H : ... Honey!

H turns to |l ook through the back w ndow.

H S POV

ED S car is braking and spinning into a U-turn.

BACK TO HI



HI :

Leani ng out the w ndow.

M nd the baby now

Next to him the DRIVER is scream ng.

As H turns forward, the entire w ndshield expl odes in.

THEI R POV

The pinmply-faced CASH ER fromthe 7-Eleven is standing in
the mddle of the road ahead, sighting down his .44 Magnum
for another shot.

We are rushing in.

THE DRI VER

Still scream ng

THE CASHI ER

Ready to fire and- THUMP-he is bow ed over by the
arriving Doberman, still trailing chain and spi ke, and now
acconpani ed by three other dogs, all braying at the top of
their lungs.
Still scream ng, the DRIVER puts his body into a hard right

turn to avoid the CASH ER and hel | hounds.

NEW STREET



Roaring up the new street, they are now directly in the path
of the oncoming police car, its siren wailing, barreling
straight at them
Still scream ng, the DRIVER | eans into another hard right.
Wnd is whistling in through where the wi ndshield used to
be.
Two wheels hop curb as the car skids into the new street,

fishtails, and roars away.

ED S CAR

She hears dogs, siren, squealing brakes on an adjacent street.

ED: Hol d on Nathan, we'll take a shortcut.

She gives the wheel a hard right turn.
But there is no cross street. The car hops the curb and roars
up soneone's nicely tended front yard, heading for the gap

bet ween this house and t he one next door.

PCLI CE CAR

Recovered and turned around fromits near collision with the
SCREAM NC, DRI VER, the squad car is now squealing onto the
street the SCREAMER swerved on to-resumng pursuit.

As the police car roars down the street, ED S car appears
from between two houses behind it, bounces down the front

yard to the street and follows the police.



SCREAMER S PI CKUP

Raki ng two-shot of H and the SCREAMER H is | ooking back
over his shoul der at the pursuing police.

Desperately pl eadi ng:

SCREAMER: Can | stop now?

H | ooks forward.

H S POV

They are rushing toward an i nposing col onial house pl anted

at the end of the dead-end street.

BACK TO H

H . Maybe you better.

CLOSE SHOT BRAKE PEDAL

St epped on hard. The brakes scream

EXT CAR

As the car squeals to a halt H is catapulted through where the
wi ndshield used to be, tunbling over the hood onto the front

| awn.



He rolls to his feet and, as he runs up the lawn, calls back

over his shoul der:

HI : Thank you.
| NTO THE HOUSE
We are tracking behind H as he runs up to the house and
crashes through the screen door.
Still tracking behind himas he runs through the living

room

A m ddl e-aged couple sits on the couch watching TV. They
| ook up as Hi rushes by.

H plunges down a staircase. As he does so we hear: Kka-
chi ck ka-chock ka-chick ka-chock

He energes into a rec roomwhere he and we rush past two

ki ds playi ng pi ng-pong. He runs out the back door

TRACKI NG W TH THE POLI CENAN

As he runs into the house.
As he runs through the living roomwe catch a glinpse of
t he m ddl e-aged coupl e gaping at him

OFFI CER STEENSMA pl unges down the stairs.

TRACKI NG ON H

Qutdoors now, running, crossing the street behind the house

and entering the parking | ot of a supermarket on the other



si de.

BACK TO THE HOUSE

As a pack of dogs thunders in. The | ead Doberman with chain

and spi ke has now pi cked up about a dozen nei ghbor hood

dogs.

The dogs thunder through the living roomand down the

stairs. As they hit the rec roomthe thunder of their feet turns

into the clatter of nails on tile.

| NT SUPERNVARKET

As H bursts in. Tracking on himas he runs down the broad
front aisle, head whi pping as he runs, |ooking up each

per pendi cul ar | ane, searching for sonething.

He turns up one of the last |anes, races along it and grabs a
carton of Huggies, still on the flat run

He energes into the broad back aisle and runs along it, but
at the first perpendicular Iane he hits, we see OFFI CER
STEENSMA, gun |l eveled, at the other end. He fires.

H keeps running.

The POLICEMAN is running along the front aisle, keeping
pace with H running along the back aisle. He squeezes off
shots at H as each | ane gives himthe opportunity.

H abruptly stops between | anes and doubl es back, | o0sing
the POLI CEMAN. He runs down the second | ane he cones to

toward the front of the store.



The pack of dogs appears at the end of the | ane and
t hunders up toward H, braying at the top of their doggy
| ungs. The | ead Dobernman holds in his teeth a paper 7-El even
cap.
H reverses again, and energes into the back aisle.
BANG A pyram d of cranberry juice explodes at his
shoul der. The POLI CEMAN has been waiting at the end of the
back aisle; he ains once again.
H plunges down the next |ane but is brought up short as
KA-BOOM five jars of appl esauce explode in front of him
H | ooks.
Standing in the raised platformcubicle at the front of the
store is the STORE MANACER, a fat man in a white short-
sl eeved shirt with a lit cigarette dangling fromhis nouth
The MANAGER cracks open his shotgun and inserts two
nore cartridges-thoonk thoonk-in the snmoki ng chanber
Hi doubl es back once again toward the back aisle.
He is still several paces fromthe end of the | ane when the
POLI CEMAN appears there, squaring to face him
The POLICEMAN is in front of him The MANAGER i s

bl owi ng out groceries on the shelves behind him

CLOSE ON POLI CEMAN

As he coolly levels his police special and takes aimat Hi.

PCLI CEMAN' S POV

Still on the dead run, H is flinging the carton of Huggi es.



The carton rockets straight at the camera.

BACK TO POLI CEMAN

Futilely raising his gun to avoid-inpact: The Huggi es catch
hi m square on the chest. The force nmakes hi m stunbl e one
fatal step backwards-into the back ai sl e-where:

CRASH-He is hit broadside and bowl ed over by a
rocketing shopping cart, propelled by an hysterically

scream ng SHOPPER

TRACKI NG ON SHOPPER

Raci ng on down the back aisle, bellow ng.

HER FEET

Tracking fromin front. Beyond her we can see the pack of

furiously barking dogs, nipping at her heels. They boil over

the prostrate OFFI CER STEENSMA, and this is the |ast we see

of himin this novie.

EXT STORE

As H energes through the back door. ED is just skidding
around the corner.

Hi scranbles in the passenger side.

I NT CAR



Raki ng two-shot with H in the foreground. The car peels out

of the |ot.

H : Thank you honey, you really didn't have to do

this-
THWAK- ED gi ves hima good hard slap and H's head rolls
toward the canera

ED: You son of a bitch! You're actin' |ike a nad dog!

Rubbi ng his jaw

H: Turn left, honey.

Still at top speed, she leans into a hard left, tires squealing.

ED:. What if nme'n the baby'd been picked up? Nat han

Jr. would a been accessory to arnmed robbery!

H : Naww honey, it ain't armed robbery if the gun

ain't | oaded-

ED: Wiat kind of hone life is this for a toddler?! You're

supposed to be an exanpl e!

H . Now honey, | never postured nyself as the three-

piece suit type-Tumleft, dear.



ED:. W got a child now, everything s changed!

H: Well Nathan Jr. accepts nme for what | am and |
think you better had, too. You know, honey, |'m okay

you' re okay? That-there's what it is.

ED: | know, but honey-

H . See | cone froma long |line of frontiersnen and-

here it is, turn here dear-frontiersnmen and out door

types.
H's eyes are fixed on sonething in the road ahead.
ED: 1'mnot gonna live this way, H . It just ain't famly
life!
H's attention is still on the road. He is opening his door,
even though the car is still racing along. He absently
concedes:
H: Well ... It ain't Ozzie and Harriet.

LOW ANGLE THE STREET



In the extreme foreground sits the first carton of Huggi es that
H dropped in the mddle of the road. The car is approaching.
As the car passes the carton, H's hand reaches fromthe

passenger door and snags it.

REVERSE

As H pulls the carton in and slans his door shut. Crane up

on the car speedi ng away.

TRAI LER LI VI NG ROOM

AS ED bursts in the front door, holding NATHAN JR

ED: You two are | eaving.

ON GALE AND EVELLE

They | ook up, dunbstruck and nortified, fromthe sofa where

t he have been wat ching TV.

ED: Tonorrow norni ng. Now | got nothing agai nst

you personally ..



GALE and EVELLE | ook appealingly toward H, who shifts

unconf ortably behind ED

ED: ... but you're wanted by the authorities and

you're a bad influence in this household, in ny opinion.

GALE: Well mp'am ... we sure didn't nean to

i nfl uence anyone.

EVELLE: And if we did, we apol ogi ze.

ED i s unnoved.

ED: ["'mgoin" in to tow tonorrow to see about sone
shots for the baby. Wen | cone back you better be gone

or 1'l'l kick you out nyself.

She stornms into the bedroom and sl ans the door.
There is an awkward sil ence as GALE studies his thunb and

EVELLE stares at the ceiling. Finally EVELLE turns to Hi.

EVELLE: ... What's he need, his dip-tet?

H . I'"'mawful sorry boys, but when Ed gets nad, you

know, when she gets an idea ..

GALE: Wl|l there ain't a thing to apol ogize for, H 1..



He | ooks at EVELLE.

It seens pretty clear what the situation is here.

EVELLE: Yeah, | guess the M ssus wants us to clear out.

GALE: Now H. I., you'll pardon ne for sayin' so, but I

get the feelin' that this-here ..

Hi s gesture seens to take in the trailer and the entire

donestic situation

ain't exactly workin' out.

H: Well now Ed's generally a real sweetheart, |-

GALE: And as per usual, | wouldn't be surprised if the

source of the marital friction was financial.

H: Well, matter of fact, | did |lose ny job today-

EVELLE: Cone on Hi. you're young, you got your

heal t h-what do you want with a job?

GALE: But ook, I'd rather light a candle than curse
your darkness. As you know, Evelle' n | never go

anywhere without a reason ... and here we are in your



little domcile. W cone to invite you in on a score.

EVELLE: A bank, Hi.

H is shaking his head.

H : Aw boys, | don't-

GALE: | know you're partial to convenience stores but,

H |I., the sun don't rise and set on the comer grocery.

EVELLE: It's like Doc Schwartz says: You gotta have a
little anbition. Wiy we just heard on the news how
sonebody snatched off one of the Arizona babies. Now

there's soneone thinkin' big.

GALE: And here you are sittin' around on your butt
pl ayin' house with a-don't get me wong, H1l., with a

fi ne wonan-but a woman who needs the button-down

type.
H . VWll now that ain't really any of your-
GALE: Just | ookahere ..

He is handing H a fol ded-up picture.

EVELLE: Picture of El Dorado, Hi.



GALE: Though the locals call it the Farners and
Mechani cs Bank of LaG ange. Looks |ike a hayseed bank

and, tell you the truth, it is a hayseed bank. Except the
| ast Friday of every financial quarter there's nore cash in

that bank than flies at a barbecue.

EVELLE: And guess what day it is tonorrow?

GALE: Ya see, H I., it's when the hayseeds cone in to

cash their farm subsidy checks.

EVELLE: A-One i nformati on.

GALE: Got it inthe joint froma guy naned Law ence
Spi vey, one of Dick N xon's undersecretaties of

agricul ture.

EVELLE: He's in for sohcitin' sex froma state trooper.

GALE: Odinarily we don't associate with that class of

person, but

GALE chuckl es.

he was tryin' to nake brownie points with sone. of

t he boys.

Hl : Boys, | can't-



EVI ELLE: W need soneone handy with a scatter-gun to

cover the hayseeds while we get the cash.

GALE: Y understand, H ., if this works out it's just the
begi nning of a spree across the entire Sout hwest proper.

We keep goin' tffl we can retire-or we get caught.

EVELLE: Either way we're fixed for life.

H is still shaking his head.

HI : Boys, it's a kind offer, but you' re suggesting | just
up'n leave Ed. Now that'd be pretty damm cowardly,

wouldn't it.

GALE: Wuld it? Think about it, H 1. Seens to ne,
stayin' here, yain't doin' her any good. And y'ain't bein

true to your own nature.

The canmera has floated in to a close shot O H, staring glumy

at GALE

TRACKI NG ON MOTORCYCLE NI GHT

Following it, very close, we see only its rear wheel and fender
and tw n exhaust pipes, one on either side. Flane is boiling

in each exhaust pipe as the hog roars.

H GHER TRACKI NG SHOT



From behind the BIKER s head as he rides through the night.
Wth the sharp whipcrack effect he suddenly | ooks left,
searching. Wth a second whi pcrack effect he suddenly | ooks
right, still searching.

He banks into a turn.

EXT TRAI LER

Creeping in. Late at night. W are tracking in toward the one
wi ndow that is illumnated, with a feeble yellow |ight.

In voice-over, H is conposing a letter.

VO My dearest Edw nna. Toni ght as you and Nat han

slunber, ny heart is filled wth anguish .

DI SSOLVE THROUGH TO

I NT TRAI LER

Creeping in on H's hunched back, as he sits over the kitchen
table witing the letter. The yellow lanp sitting on the table

Is the only light on in the trailer

VO ... | hope that you will both understand, and
forgive me for what | have decided | nmust do. By the

tinme you read this, I will be gone.

DI SSCLVE THROUGH TGO



LI VI NG ROOM

Creeping in on GALE and EVELLE, spraw ed on the sofa and

easy chair respectively, saw ng boards.

VO ... I wll never be the man that you want ne to
be, the husband and father that you and Nat han

deserve ...

DI SSOLVE THROUGH

BACK TO Hi

Still creeping in.

VO Maybe it's ny upbringing; naybe it's just that ny

genes got screwed up-I don't know ..

DI SSOLVE THROUGH TO

| NT 7- ELEVEN

Creeping in on the pinply-faced CASH ER, sitting asl eep
behind the counter, a dirty nagazine |ying face-down, open

on his chest.

VO But the events of the | ast day have showed,

anply, that | don't have the strength of character to raise



up a famly ...

We are slowy panning over to the newspaper rack, revealing

tonorrow s headline: WHERE |'S NATHAN JR ?

in the manner befitting a responsible adult, and

not like the wild man from Bor neo.

DI SSOLVE THROUGH TO

ARl ZONA HOVE

Creeping in on NATHAN SR in the living room asleep in his

ottoman arnchair, |it only by the snow fromthe TV set he is

facing, a half-full glass of mlk on the coffee table next to him
Hi s robe is dishevel ed; his eyegl asses have slid down his

nose.

VO . . . | say all this to nmy shane.

DI SSOLVE THROUGH TO

TRAI LER BEDROOM

Creeping in on ED and NATHAN IR, asleep together in the
double bed. ED s armis draped protectively over the sl eeping

i nfant.

VO .. . I wll love you always, truly and deeply. But |



fear that if | stay | would only bring bad trouble .

We start to hear the runmble of the notorcycle m x up again

on the heads of you and Nathan Jr.

DI SSOLVE THROUGH TO

BLACKNESS

Ni ght sky. The notorcycle tire enters franme as the bi ke cones
to a halt. The BIKER plants a jackbooted foot in the
f or egr ound.

The engi ne runbl es.

VO | feel the thunder gathering even now, if | |eave,

hopefully, it will |eave with ne.

W are craning up over the BIKER s back to reveal what he is
| ooking at: We are on a bluff overlooking the trailer park. 1In

t he wi ndow of one trailer below, a yellow |light glows.

| cannot tarry ..

DI SSCLVE THROUGH

BACK TO HI

Still creeping in.

VO Better | should go, send you noney, and let you



curse ny nane. Your loving ... Herbert.

FADE OUT

FI RE

Roaring at the cut. Through it we can see the BIKER sitting
on the ground, legs stretched out in front of him back resting
agai nst his parked notorcycle, arns fol ded across his chest.
Perfectly notionless, he stares at the canpfire.
We are floating in toward him
As we come closer, eventually drawing in to a cl ose shot of
his face, we gradually realize something peculiar about his
eyes: He seens to have none. Although his eyes are
unbl i nki ngly open we do not see eyeballs, but only fire-
either a reflection of the canpfire or sonething roaring-

bur ni ng-i nsi de.

CLOSE SHOT DOOR MAT

It reads: "Cone On In! To Unpainted Arizona."
The snoking butt of a cheroot is dropped onto the mat. A

j ackbooted foot grinds it out.

CLOSE SHOT BAR ON GLASS DOOR

Leading into the showoom The BIKER S mail - and- chai ned

fi st pushes the door open.

LOW W DE TRACKI NG SHOT



Behi nd the jackboots as they stroll through a show oom of

unpai nted furniture and bathroom fi xtures.

TRACKI NG ON THE MAI LED HAND

Swi ngi ng as he wal ks, the BIKER s hand produces a fresh
cheroot from no apparent source-either sleight-of-hand or

magi c.

THE OTHER HAND

Simlarly producing a | ong wooden mat ch.

DI SCOLORED TEETH

Biting down on the cigar.

HAND

Draggi ng the kitchen match al ong the unfini shed wood
surface of an expensive bureau, |eaving an ugly black scar.

The match erupts into roaring flane.

Cl GAR

Crackling as it is lit.



Readi ng "Executive Ofices. " The mailed fist pushes it open

PEBBLED GLASS DOCR

Fromthe inside of the office. The name on the pebbled glass is
a backwards NATHAN ARI ZONA.
There is the shadow of a man approachi ng the door, and

muf f | ed voi ces.

SECRETARY'S VO CE: |I'msorry, M. Arizona, he just

barged in ..

The door swi ngs open and NATHAN stands | ooking in, his

m ddl e- aged secretary hanging at his el bow.

.Should I call Dewayne?

NATHAN is staring toward his desk.

NATHAN: Hel | no, why wake the security guard. |'1l]

take care a this.

The secretary | eaves.

NATHAN S POV

The BIKER Sits with his back to us, jackboots propped lazily on

t he desk.



Hi s head bobs and ducks, as if he is followi ng sone

movenent in the air in front of him

BACK TO NATHAN

Eyes on the BIKER he sl ans the door shut behind him || ooking

for sonme reaction.

Bl KER

No reacti on. Hi s head conti nues to bob and duck.

BACK TO NATHAN

Circling the BIKER as he crosses to sit behind his desk.

H S POV

Arcing around to reveal the BIKER S face. He still does not
react to NATHAN, not even bothering to give hima gl ance.
Hi s eyes continue to foll ow some phantom novenent .

When the BIKER speaks it is still wthout |ooking at

NATHAN, and with a surprisingly soft voice and mld,

unhurri ed manner:

Bl KER: You got flies.

He finally | ooks at NATHAN, and smles faintly.



NATHAN: | doubt it. This place's climate-controlled, all

the wi ndows are sealed. Wo the hell are you?

Bl KER: Nanme of Leonard Snalls. My friends call ne

Lenny .

He takes a drag on his cigar.

.Only I ain't got no friends.

NATHAN: Stop, you'll nake ne bust out crying. Listen
Leonard, you want sone furniture or a shitbox, they're

out on the sales floor.

SMALLS is pleasantly shaking his head.

SMALLS: Nooo, | ain't a custoner, |I'ma nmanhunter
Ordinarily. Though | do hunt babies, on occasion. Hear

you got one you can't put your hand to.

NATHAN: What do you know about it?

SVALLS: Wal, that's ny business. |I'ma tracker-part
Hopi Indian, sone say part hound dog. Wen sone di nk

ski ps bafl, crushes outta the joint, I'mthe nman they call

NATHAN: M ster, | got the cops, the state troopers and
the Federal -B-1 already |ookin" for ny boy. Now if you

got information | strongly advise-



SVALLS: Cop won't find your boy. Cop couldn't find
his own butt if it had a bell on it. Wnna find an outl aw,

call an outlaw. Wanna find a Dunkin Donuts, call a cop.

NATHAN: Smalls, first off, take your damm feet off
mfurniture. Second off, it's wdely known |I posted a
twenty grand reward for ny boy. If you can find him

claimit. Short of that what do we got to tal k about?

SVALLS: Price. Fair price. And that ain't whatever you
say it is; fair price is what the market'fl bear. Now there
are people, mnd you, there are people in this |and,

who' Il pay a lot nore'n twenty grand for a healthy baby.

NATHAN i s | ooking at himstonily.

NATHAN: What're you after?

SMALLS: G ve you an idea, when | was a lad | miself
fetched twenty-five thousand on the black market. And
them s 1954 dollars. |I'msayin, fair price. For fifty grand

"Il track him find him

Quick as a flash the heretofore | anguid SMALLsS bolts forward,

his fist stopped an inch short O NATHAN S nose.

EXTREME CLOSE SHOT SMALLS' FI NGERS



Hi s index finger and thunb are pinched together-hol ding
the leg of a struggling fly that he has just plucked fromthe

air.

SVALLS: ... and the people that took him.

He flicks the fly away.

"Il kick their butts.

He sits back down.

.No extra charge.

NATHAN stares grinmy at SMALLS.

NATHAN: And if | don't pay?

SVALLS: Ch 1"l get your boy regardless. Cause if you

don't pay, the market wll.

NATHAN: You wanna know what | think? | think

you're an evil man. | think this is nothin" but a goddam
screwjob. | think it's a shakedowmn. | think you're the
one took Nathan Jr. and ny fine friend, | think you're the

one gonna get his butt kicked ..

NATHAN swi vel s to punch nunbers on a tel ephone.



| think I1"mon the phone to the cops right now,

and |-
He swi vel s back, |ooking up, and his speech stops short.
H S POV
The office is enpty. A whipcrack effect builds to the cut and:
CLOSE ON HI
Hi s eyes snap open as the whipcrack echoes away.
He has been sl unped over the kitchen table, asleep.
GALE (09): Up and attem H |. Today is the first day of

the rest of your fife ...

EVELLE (OS): . . . and already you're fuckin'" it up

H | ooks up.

GALE and EVELLE are smling down at him

EVELLE: Cone on, the mssus'll be back fromtown

soon.

H takes the envel ope that he was sl unped over, TO ED
witten on its face. As he sticks it to the refrigerator door

with a broccoli nagnet:



H . VWere's the baby?

EVELLE: Bedroom in his crib.

GALE: He's sawin' toothpicks, he'll be fine.

There is a harsh knock at the door. All three tense.

You expectin' anybody?

H is staring. The knock cones again.

H : No. You two stay outta sight.

He goes to the door, pulls back its shade and peeks out. Under

hi s breath:

HI : Shit.

He opens the door.

EXT TRAI LER

It is GLEN. He backs nervously down to the foot of the stoop
as H stands in the half open doorway. GLEN conmes to rest a
few feet away fromthe stoop.

He is wearing a neckbrace. The bridge of his eyeglasses is

taped together. Cotton wadding is stuffed up his nose, which



is darkly discolored. He holds a rolled up newspaper.

Hi s station wagon is parked behind him idling.

H : Mrning den.

GLEN speaks in a very nasal voice:

GLEN: | ain't comn' inif yadon't mnd. I'lIl just keep

nmy di stance.

H : | didn'"t invite you in, den.

GLEN: Well don't even bother. First off, you' re fired-

and that's official.

H : I kinda figured that, den.

GLEN: Well that ain't why I|'"mhere neither. No sir.

You're in a whole shitload of trouble, ny friend.

H is |ooking at himevenly.

H . Wiy don't you just cal mdown, d en.

GLEN: Wiy don't you nake nme?! Know that little baby
you got in there? Renenber hinf | know what his real

nane is!

H is suddenly nervous and urgent:



H : Wanna keep your voice down, d en?

GLEN: "1l pitch nmy voice wherever | please! H s nane
ainnt H Jr.! Hs nane ain't Ed Jr.! But it's junior an right!

Yes sir, it's Nathan Jr.!

H takes one step down hol ding out a cal m ng hand.
GLEN t akes two nervous steps away and reassures hinself

by resting a hand on the door of his station wagon.

Stay away from me, MDunnough!

H stops short. GLEN sm|es.

GLEN: ... Sure, you're an awful big man when you

got sonethin' around to clobber a guy wth!

H: (softly): I ain't a big man.

GLEN: That's right! And now you're at ny nercy!

He spits on the dirt in front of him

"' myour worst nightmare! | wanted to just turn
you in for the re-ward. But Dot, she wants sonmething to
cuddle. So it looks like that baby's gonna be Aen Jr. from

now on!



H's face is set in rigid disnay.

"Il give you a day to break the news to Ed ..

GLEN is getting into his car.

Dot'Il be by tonorrow to pick himup

He sl ans the door

It's either that or jail. Onh and say, that rem nds
me! You'll find a doctor bill in the mail in a few days. |

recomend you pay it!

And the car squeals off.

H | ooks back at the trailer.

H S POV

A slat in the wi ndow blind drops back into place.

BACK TO Hi

He opens the door.

| NT TRAI LER

EVELLE is already energing fromthe bedroomw th the baby

in his arns.



H noves toward EVELLE. H s teeth are set; he neans

busi ness.

H : What's goin' on here.

GALE Steps in front of Hi.

GALE: You know what's goin' on, HIl. It's just

busi ness. Now this can go either hard or easy-

Hi gives GALE a hard push to get past him GALE staggers
back but recovers and grabs H in a bear hug.

H flips GALE. GALE | ands on a coffee table which flips up
and crashes back down.

EVELLE is dancing back out of H's reach. As H |unges for
himthe prostrate GALE grabs his |egs.

Hi goes down hard.

GALE |l eaps to his feet and- CRASH bangs his head up

agai nst an overhanging lanp. Both of his hands fly up to
massage the top of his head.

THOOWP-H 's fist flies into frame to connect with

GALE' S unguarded stonmach. GALE doubl es over, clutching at
his gut.

H interlaces his fingers to nake a club of his two hands.
Wth GALE s bowed head a target in front of him H sw ngs
hi s hands up over his head.

H 's knuckl es scrape painfully against the plaster of the too-

low ceiling. Skin is flayed, plaster crunbles.



H grabs at his knuckles in pain. GALE lunges with a m d-
body tackle that sends H crashing into the wall.

GALE, still on top of him reaches back to throw a punch.

The reach-back sends his el bow crashing through a w ndow

but doesn't stop the punch.

It connects with H's jaw

GALE t hrows anot her quick punch, all his weight behind it.

H 's head bobs sideways just in tine and GALE' S fi st goes
through the wall. It is nonentarily stuck there.

Hi uses the opportunity to grab GALE S one free armw th

both of his. He is twisting it to nake GALE, roaring with
pain, tw st around and present his back to him

H clinmbs aboard, grabbing GALE S face.

GALE, still roaring, is pulling his fist out of the hole. He
grabs a lath exposed by the hole and pulls; it tears out of the
wal | and snaps free, giving hima |length of about two feet.
GALE is ranpaging around like a.Qizzlil bear hemmed in a
too-small space. H is hanging on for dear life, his own feet
flailing this way and that, knocking over |anps and wall
fixtures as GALE bends and twirls about, trying to shake him

| oose. GALE crashes and bounces off the walls, roaring in pain
and fury.

Cl ose shots O GALE S face show his features inpossibly and
grotesquely contorted by H's hand, squeezing, gripping and
clutching at it.

EVELLE is dancing around with the baby, dodgi ng crashing

furniture and flailing body parts.



EXT WDE SHOT THE TRAI LER

At the cut GALE s roaring drops out. W hear the chirping of
birds and the laughter of children playing in the
nei ghbor hood.

It is a sunny day.

BACK TO I NT TRAI LER

GALE still roars. Wth a last mghty effort, he finally sw ngs
H off his body.

Hi crashes against a wall and through it to land in the:

BATHROOM

Amid a shower of plaster dust and lath. H has | anded,
groggily, against the toilet.

EVELLE enters now with his hands free, apparently having
set the baby down sonewhere.

He yanks the cord off the bathroom blinds.

LI VI NG ROOM

H is seated in a straight-back chair, still violently struggling
but GALE s arns are wrapped around himfrom behi nd.

EVELLE is just finishing tying off his wists behind the chair.
No one talks; there is nothing left to say.

Fi ni shed, GALE goes to the door and EVELLE goes to the

bedroom He energes with the baby and precedes GALE Qut



the door, GALE slamming it behind him

H starts bucking and struggling, weeping tears of rage and
frustration. He succeeds only in tipping forzvard, face down
into the carpet, the strapped-on chair pressing down on top of
hi m

H's profile is pressed into the carpet.

O fscreen we hear the door of the trailer opening.

H'S POV

At carpet level. GALE S shoes enter his field of vision. They
stride over to a nmess of debris in the corner of the living

room

OBJECTI VE SHOT

As GALE paws through the weckage to expose the copy of Dr.

Spock's Baby and Child Care. He grabs the book.

H'S POV

The feet wal k away and | eave his field of vision.

CLOSE ON H

As we hear the door slamshut with horrible finality.
H's nouth stretches wide. He ROARS with grief and

frustration



W DE SHOT

Movi ng down the road toward an oncomng car. As the

oncom ng car gets closer we can see GALE and EVELLE in its

front seat.

As the car passes we pan with it, to reveal that we have

been shooting fromthe inside of another car, and we hold on

the profile of its driver: ED. She has just watched the other car

shoot past.

ED: ... Good.

QUI CK FADE OUT

| NT DEVASTATED TRAI LER

AS ED sits heavily into frame, apparently in shock, her frozen
profile to the canmera as she stares straight ahead into space.
Her foreground hand absently holds a |l ength of cord.

Beyond her in the m ddle background H is rummuaging in

the debris. He stands up, cropped fromthe chest down and
starts loading bullets into the chanber O ED S .38 police

speci al .

H (frantically): | know you're worried honey but
believe ne, there ain't a thing to worry about. W're
gonna get him back, there just ain't no

guesti on about that



He snaps the chanber shut and | eaves frane, still talking.

We'll get himback, that's just all there is to it. And

you wanna know anot her thing?

He i s wal king back into franme hol di ng anot her handgun now

in addition to the .38, this one an automati c.

"' m gonna be a better person fromhere on out.

And that's final, | mean that's absolutely the way it's
gonna be, that's official. You were right and I was
wrong ...

He snaps a clip into the autonatic.

H . ... ADblind man could tell you that. Now they

ain't gonna hurt him they're just in it for the score ..

H is leaving frane again, continuing to talk as we hear him

rummagi ng of f screen.

But | ain't like that no nore, |I'ma changed nman.
You were right and I was wong. W got a famly here

and |'mgonna start acting responsibly ...

H enters frane with the two handguns stuck in his belt,

hol di ng hi s punp-action shot gun.



So let's go honey ..

He prinmes the shotgun: WHOOSH CLACK.

Let's go get Nathan Jr.

TRACKI NG SHOT

Fromthe front bunper of an autonobile. Beautiful desert
stretches to the horizon. The road rushes under the canera.
GALE AND EVELLE' S CAR

GALE drives, gazing out at the road. EVELLE hol ds NATHAN

J. R, occasionally bouncing him Contenplatively:

GALE: I luuuuv to drive.

EVELLE: You said sonethin' there, partner.

GALE: ... Yessir, | figure with the ransomand this
bank, you'n I'Il be sittin'" in the fabled catbird seat.

EVELLE is | ooking down at the baby, shifting himin his |ap.

EVELLE: Uh, Gale. . . Junior had a, uh, accident.
GALE: VWhat's that, pardner?
EVELLE: He had a little accident.

GALE | ooks over.



GALE: Widdya nean, he | ooks okay.

EVELLE: No, ya see ... Myvin though we are, he just
had hisself a rest stop

GALE: Wll it's perfectly natural.

EVELLE (very excited): Hey Gl e!

GALE: What now?

EVELLE, beam ng, |ooks up fromthe baby to GALE

EVELLE: ... He smled at ne!

THE SUN

A huge runbling rippling red ball that fills the frane.

As we hear his footfalls on concrete steps, SMALLS rises

into frane, apparently clinbing a stoop. The sun behi nd him
throws himinto silhouette; the extrene tel ephoto flattens him
agai nst the sun. Heat waves ripple between us and him

maki ng his figure slightly waver.

The runbl e builds, |ouder and | ouder, until it is snapped

of f by a-

| NT TRAI LER

-CLICK. The front door handle clicks open and SMALLS



stands in the doorway. The abandoned trailer is perfectly

qui et .

The roomis a conplete shanbles fromthe fight. Sunlight
filters in between the slats of the venetian blinds. Snoke from
LENNY SMALLS cheroot ripples up through the |ight.

After only a nonentary pause at the door to take in the

scene, SMALLS goes directly to a specific spot in the debris and
nudges sone of it aside with his toe, exposing a piece of

paper .

He bends down to pick it up but suddenly freezes, with a

soft grunt of surprise.

H S POV

At knee-height on the wall in front of him "FART" is

scrawl ed in crayon.

BACK TO SMALLS

As he stands up with the piece of paper.

THE PAPER

It is GALE S picture of the Farners and Mechani cs Bank.

I NT CONVENI ENCE STORE

Close on a carton of diapers being set down on the check-out

counter.



EVELLE (o0s): Know how you put these thangs on?

EVELLE and the CASH ER, a | ate-m ddl e-aged man (perhaps
the proprietor of this small nom and-pop store) face each
ot her across the check-out counter. EVELLE has various baby
pur chases-t he di apers, baby food, etc.-piled on the
counter. The CASH ER is ringing them up.
Thr ough the open door beyond them we can see a strip of

the parking |ot.

CASHI ER: Wl p. Around the butt, then up over the

groin area-

EVELLE: | know where they go, old timer. | nean do

need pins or fasteners?

W see GALE trotting past through the visible part of the
parking |l ot, cooing "Weeeee!" as he holds NATHAN JR Up

over his head.

CASHI ER: Wel |l no, they got those tape-ettes already on

there, it's self-contained and fairly explanatory.

EVELLE: Uh-huh .

He takes a plastic-covered squirt gun off a display rack and



drops it on the counter. He is |ooking around at the other
i mpul se purchases displayed by the regi ster; he unhooks a bag

of ball oons.

. These blow up into funny shapes at all?

GALE is trotting by in the opposite direction: "Weeeee!"

CASHI ER: VWl |l no. Unless round is funny.

EVELLE is pulling a gun out of his belt.

EVELLE: Al right, 1'll take these too. Now you |lie down

back t here-

CASH ER: Yessir

EVELLE: -and don't you nove till you' ve counted up
to eight hundred and twenty-five and then backwards

down to zero. 1'll be back to check-see y'ain't cheatin'.

The CASH ER is already down on the floor, out of frane.

CASH ER (OS): You the diaper burglar?

As he heads for the door with the groceries:

EVELLE: Looks like |I'mone of 'em



EXT STORE

AS EVELLE hurriedly enmerges with the two bags. Faintly we

can hear the CASH ER bel |l owi ng: "One one thousand, two one

t housand .

EVELLE: Get the door, will ya?

GALE is slipping the baby back into his car seat, which sits on

the roof of the car. He starts doing up the straps.

GALE: He's a real cheerful little critter once he warns

up to ya.

Hands free now, GALE reaches for the back door

EVELLE: Hurry up Gale ...

GALE has the door open. EVELLE starts throwing in the

groceri es.

I don't know how high this one can count.

GALE AND EVELLE' S CAR

GALE drives as EVELLE sorts through his purchases.

EVELLE: Got hi m sone baby grub ... baby w pes .

di apers, disposable ... packet of ball oons-



GALE: They blow up into funny shapes at all?

EVELLE: No, j ust-

GALE is | ooking around, puzzl ed.

GALE: Say, where's Junior?

EVELLE: Widdya nean, didn't you put himin?!

GALE: No, | thought-

The two nen | ook at each ot her.

REVERSE

The two nmen's heads whip around to ook in the back seat.

BACK TO FRONT ANGLE

They | ook at each other in horror.

GALE: VWhere'd we | eave hirn?!

The two nmen's eyes wi den as they renenber at the sane tine:

both [ ook up at the roof of the car

CLOSE ON GALE' S FOOT

Com ng of f the accel erator



CLOSE ON EVELLE

Scream ng as he watches the foot:

EVELLE: NOOOOOO !

-But too | ate.

GALE' S FOOT

Al ready pl ungi ng down on the brake. SQUEEEEEEEAL .

TWO SHOT

EVELLE is screamng at the top of his lungs as the car rocks to
a stop. He peers through the wi ndshield, still scream ng, but
not hi ng has shot off the roof of the car.
He cranes his neck to | ook up the slant of the w ndshield
toward the roof. This of course gives himno view, stil
scream ng, he thrusts his body out his open wi ndow to | ook
up at the roof. H's screamis nmuted as his head di sappears
fromview, then cones back full force as he ducks back in,
frantically shaking his head.

Wth this GALE S | ast hope di sappears and he starts

bel | owi ng al so.

GALE' S FOOT



Rising fromthe brake to plunge down on the accel erator

EXT THE CAR

As it hangs a squealing U-turn and races off at top speed.

LOW W DE SHOT

In the foreground NATHAN JR sits upright in his car seat, in
the mddle of the road that fronts the conveni ence store. He is
pl acidly | ooking at the scenery.

Faintly, we hear the CASH ER bel | ow ng:

CASHI ER: ... Seven hunnert ninety-seven one

t housand, seven hunnert ninety-six one thousand .

GALE AND EVELLE

In their speeding car, both staring out at the road ahead,

mout hs gaping, emtting ear-splitting screans.

| NT STORE

Shot faces the front of the store with sone of the street visible
outside. The CASH ER on the floor is out of frame, but we can

hear him |l oud and cl ear:

CASHI ER: ... Seven hunnert ninety-one one thousand,

seven hunnert-ah . . . bullshit.



He rises into frane, back to the canera, just as:
We see GALE and EVELLE S car, through the front w ndow,
roaring up the street. Quick as a shot, the CASH ER has

dr opped back out of frane and resumes bel | owi ng:

. Seven hunnert ni nety-ought one thousand! Seven

hundred ei ghty-

The car is starting to squeal to a screamng halt.

BACK TO LOW W DE SHOT

Wth NATHAN JR in the foreground. GALE and EVELLE S car

conmes to a rocking halt behind-and i nches shy of-the baby.

EVELLE s door is already open. He bolts fromit and runs
over to the baby, blubbering. He picks up the car seat and
NATHAN JR.

GALE is also getting out of the car

EVELLE: Prom se we ain't never gonna give himup

Gale! W ain't never gonna | et him go!

GALE, choked up, speaks in a | ow unsteady voi ce:

GALE: We' Il never give himup, EveRe. He's our little

Gl e Jr. now.



H AND ED'S CAR
H driving. Both are staring wordl essly ahead at the road.

H | ooks over at ED, glumbut trying to be kind.

HI : ... Ed, | realize | can't be much of a confort to

you. But lemme just say this ...

He is nodding to hinself.

You'll feel a whole |ot better when-
ED: | don't wanna feel better.
H : Honey-
ED: | don't care about nyself anynore. | don't care
about us anynore. | just want Nathan juni or back safe.
HI : | know t hat -
ED: If we don't get himback safe, | don't wanna go on
hvin'. And even if we do, | don't wanna go on hvin' wth
you.
This shuts H up.
After a nmoment:
ED: ... 1 guess | still love you H; | know !l do. | ain't

even bl am ng you. The whole thing was crazy and the



whol e thing was ny idea.

H clears his throat.

H . Wwell, factually, | nyself bear a very |arge-

ED: Lemme finish. Since those jailbirds took little
Nat han | been doin'" some thinking, and I ain't too proud
of nyself. Even if Ms. Arizona had nore'n she could
handle, | was a police officer sworn to uphold the

Constitution of the United States-

H . Now wai t am nut e honey, you resigned before
V\B-
ED: That ain't the point, M W don't deserve Nathan

Jr. Any nore'n those jailbirds do. And if I'mas selfish

and irresponsi ble as you-

HI : Y ain't that bad, honey.

ED: -1f I"mas bad as you, what good're we to each

other. You'n ne's just a fool's paradi se.

FARMVERS AND MECHANI CS BANK

Baki ng in the noonday sun.

GALE AND EVELLE



Sitting in the front seat of their idling car, |ooking at

bank.

EVELLE: There she is.

GALE: Yep. Wlp ..

They | ook at each other. GALE reaches for his door.

Let's do her.

EVELLE: Wai tam nute. What do we do with Gale Jr.?

GALE: Widdya nean, he waits here.

EVELLE: Are you crazy?! He can't wait here by hisself.
Supposin' we get killed in there-it could be hours

before he's di scovered.

| NT FARVERS AND MECHANI CS BANK

AS GALE and EVELLE bang in through the door. EVELLE holds
a shotgun; GALE hol ds a shotgun in one hand and NATHAN

JR in his car seat in the other

GALE: Al right you hayseeds, it's a stick-up! Everbody

freeze! Everbody down on the ground!

Everyone freezes, staring at GALE and EVELLE. An QLD

t he



HAYSEED with his hands in the air speaks up:

HAYSEED: Well which is it young fella? You want |
shoul d freeze or get down on the ground? Mean to say,
iffen |l freeze, | can't rightly drop. And iffen | drop, I"'ma

gonna be in notion. Ya see-

GALE: SHUTUP

Prompt | y:
HAYSEED: Yessir.
GALE: Everone down on the ground!
EVELLE: Y all can just forget that part about freezin'.
GALE: That is until they get down there.
EVELLE: Y all hear that?

There is a murnur of acknow edgnent fromall the people on
t he ground.

GALE is tossing EVELLE a sack.

GALE: Wanna fill that sack, pardner? W got-shit!

He, is looking in shock at the tellers' counter.



Where'd all the tellers go?

There is no one behind the counter.

A nmuffled voice from offscreen

VO CE: We're down here, sir.

EVELLE: They' re down on the ground |ike you

commanded, Gal e.

GALE: | told you not to use midamm nane! Can't you

even try to keep fromforget' that?!

EVELLE is nonentarily abashed, but then brightens:

EVELLE: Not even yer code nane?

GALE regi sters under st andi ng.

GALE: GOh yeah ... nlcode nane.

EVELLE: Y all hear that?

There is a murnur of acknow edgnent fromall the people on

t he ground.

GALE: Al'l right now everone, we're just about ready to

begi n the robbery proper



EXT POLI CE CAR

The canera is | ocked down on the roof of the rocketing squad
car, looking past its flashing gunballs.

The car is approaching the townlet, its siren wailing.

BACK TO THE BANK

Ateller is finishing stuffing the last of two burlap bags. Cose
on her hands, we see her putting in a cash packet that is
really only a few bills and a sl eeve surrounding and hiding a
smal | plastic device.
The teller hits a button on the device and it starts ticking;

she shoves it into the sack.

EVELLE: Al'l right now everone, you know how this

works: Y all stay flattened for ten full mnutes ..

He is grabbing the two sacks and tosses one to GALE, who al so

pi cks up the baby. As the two are backing toward the door

We m ght conme back in five to check. That's for us

to know and y'aU to find out.

GALE: Anyone found bipedal in five wears his ass for a

hat .

They bolt out the door.



EXT POLI CECAR

Siren junps in loud at the cut. It is the sane |ocked-down

shot over the gunballs.

EXT GALE AND EVELLE"S CAR

Peeling out fromin front of the bank.

| NT GALE AND EVELLE' S CAR

GALE is driving; EVELLE starts paw ng through one of the

sacks.

GALE: That old tinmer threw off nmy concentration

G herwise it would a gone snoot her.

EVELLE: We done okay. Yessir. This ought to split

nicely three ways.

A thought registers with GALE and EVELLE at the sane
nonent .

They | ook at each other. They both twst frantically to I ook
in the back seat.

Bel | owi ng:

GALE: Goddammi t! Ya never | eave a nman behi nd!

KA-POP!' Wth a loud flat crack sonething detonates in the



front seat and the interior of the car is spattered with bright
bl ue paint.

GALE and EVELLE, both covered in blue, are screamng in
rage, fear and inconprehension. Blue dollar bills snap and
flutter around the inside of the car.

The car is swerving wldly as GALE drives blind, the inside
of the windshield covered with blue paint. He reaches forward

to wi pe clear a patch of w ndshield.

H S POV

As the blue paint is sneared away we see H and ED S car
parked broadside in the mddle of the road. H and ED are in
front of it, H aimng his scatter gun, ED ha revol ver.

The guns spit orange fl ane.

H'S POV

Down the barrel of his shotgun. The car with the blue interior
is swerving crazily at us, one front tire blown out.

H lets go wwth the other barrel.

The shot chews up the front grill, shatters one headli ght

and bl ows out the other front tire. The hood of the car flies
open.

The car is squealing to a halt and GALE and EVELLE pile

out, still bellow ng.

GALE: Goddammit H. 1., ain't we got enough to contend



W th?

ED:

EVELLE:

ED is running over to GALE and EVELLE S car, throw ng open

t he back door to |look for the baby but com ng out only with
Dr. Spock's Baby and Child Care.

EVELLE i s staggering around in shock, |ooking in disbelief

at his own bl ue body.

Were's the baby?

EVELLE points this way and that, in a state of confusion.

I think we left himon the roof of the . . . he

must be back at the

GALE

H and ED are clinbing into their car.

Let us conme wth!

H and ED are al ready peeling out.

. He's our baby too!

CLOSE ON NATHAN JR.

Sitting placidly in his car seat that sits in the mddle of the

road in front of the bank.

We can hear the wail of the police siren still approaching.



As we hold on NATHAN JR. we hear the distant boom ng of a
shot gun.

As we boomup to show the enpty street beyond the baby,
we hear the crack of return fire and furiously squealing
brakes. The screech culmnates in a |oud explosion that snaps
off the siren wail. The police car is apparently history."'

From beyond the crest of the road ahead a ball of flanme has
| eapt up with the explosion. As the explosion echoes and fades
we hear the deep runble of an approachi ng engi ne.

LENNY SMALLS' notorcycle appears over the rise. Franed
against fire and snoke, he is comng directly toward us, and

t he baby.

FROM BEHI ND Hi AND ED

As they top a rise coming fromthe other direction. W see the
baby sitting in the mddle of the street, and LENNY fast

approaching fromthe background.

LOCKED DOWN TO MOTORCYCLE

The extrenely | ow wi de shot, | ocked down to the speeding
bi ke, shows us rushing toward the rear O NATHAN IR 's car
seat .

Wth a clank of chains LENNY's hand drops down into
frame, pal mfor7vard, tensing to scoop up the car seat that we
are al nost upon.

A tattoo on LENNYS wist reads "No Prisoners.”



REVERSE

Low shot with NATHAN JR in the foreground.

He is scooped up and out of frame as LENNY roars by.

ON LENNY

Roaring al ong. He hooks the car seat over his handl ebars.

OVER H AND ED S SHOULDERS

LENNY i s approaching. Under her breath:

ED: VWhat i s he?

H : ... Dyou see himtoo?

LENNY is sawi ng a shotgun out of his back hol ster and

| eveling it at the oncom ng car.

LENNY is sighting down the gun, swinging it around as he
approaches the car.

H and ED duck just as:

The shotgun spits orange flanme and the wi ndshield

expl odes in.

LENNY roars by.

LENNY' S POV

The baby on the handl ebars in the foreground; the road



rushi ng by beyond him

The bi ke banks into a hard turn.

FACI NG H AND ED

Shooti ng through where the wi ndshield used to be, cutting in
at the end of the skid as the car rocks to a halt.

H and ED are raising their heads. Facing forward, they do
not see LENNY approachi ng agai n through the rear w ndow.

He is sawing out his second shot gun

H | ooks around, reaches and PU IS ED down beneath him

just as:

Ka- BOOM - The second shotgun roars and the back

W ndow spits in.

AS LENNY roars past the back wi ndow he casually flips

sonet hi ng in.

LOCKI NG DOWN AT Hi AND ED

Fol ded over in the front seat. Below them sonething bounces

into and around the | eg well-LENNY' S grenade.

EXT CAR

As the two front doors fly open and H and ED Spill OUT-H
fromthe driver's side, heading for the far side of the road,

ED from t he passenger side.

ON ED

and



As she dives for cover behind a parked car. Beyond her-
KABOOM -t heir car expl odes and bounces, pouring bl ack

snoke.

ON Hi

The explosion flings himto the ground in the mddle of the

street.

THROUGH FI RE AND SMOKE

Looking up the street to where LENNY is wheeling his bike in

a Uturn. He is not finished yet.

H flat on his back, woozily shaking his head.
He weakly raises hinself on his el bows to | ook down the

street.

H'S POV

Looki ng down the length of his own body. H's legs stretch
away in a V.
Crashing down froma wheelie, LENNY's roaring bike is

al nrost upon himaimng up the mddle of the V.

Hi

He rolls. As the bike is roaring by:



H 'S HAND

Reaches and snags a chain on LENNY'S passi ng boot .

Hi

Dr agged several yards before the boot shakes himoff, |eaving
himon his stomach in the mddle of the road.

H | ooks up the road.

H'S POV

LENNY is again sluing the bi ke around.

REAR VWHEEL OF BI KE

Snmoking as it skids around in the foreground, conpleting its
turn.
Boom Up LENNY's back to reveal ED stonping straight up

the street toward hi munarned, unafraid.

ED: I want that baby!

BACK TO Hi

He reaches back to pull up his shirt, revealing a gun tucked in

his pants in the small of his back. He grabs the gun.



ED:

OVER LENNY' S SHOULDER

AS ED cl oses in.

i mre t hat baby, you warthog from hell

LENNY's arns rise into frame. Wth a roll of his wists two

kni ves appear in his hands.

BACK TO Hi

On his stomach, sighting down the gun toward LENNY.

H S POV

ED stepping into his line of fire, blocking LENNY.

FROM BEH ND LENNY

Rai sing an armto stab.
ED Stoops to scoop the baby fromthe car seat, revealing:

Hi , behi nd her. He fires.

LENNY" S NAND

Drilled by H's bullet, drops its knife.
The exit wound spurts, not flesh and bl ood, but a brief jet

of fire.



LENNY

Quick as a flash hurling the other knife at Hi

HI

As the knife stings the gun out of his hand.

KNI FE ON THE GROUND AT LENNY'S FEET

LENNY bends to scoop up the knife he dropped.

TRACKI NG BEHI ND ED

As she runs toward the bank, clutching NATHAN IR to her

chest .

| NT BANK

AS ED bursts in. The floor is littered with obedi ent hayseeds.

From where he |ies prone:

OLD TIMER just lie down on the floor, mssie.

BANG The front door bursts open before LENNY's roaring
hog.
It sails off a step into the sunken atrium and lands with a

CRASH am dst the hayseeds.



TRACKI NG BEHI ND ED

As she runs for the back door and pushes through it.

TRACKI NG BEHI ND LENNY

As he slalons through the wildly scattering hayseeds.

EXT BACK OF BANK

AS LENNY bursts out.
Wth a whipcrack effect he | ooks left, then right.
He jerks the bike right, to where an alleyway flanks the side

of the bank.

ALLEYWAY

ED is running up the alley toward the front of the bank as

LENNY ent ers. He roars after her.

LENNY' S POV

Roari ng down the alley.

TRACKI NG I N FRONT OF ED

As the bi ke approaches behind her.

BACK TO LENNY' S POV



HI :

Run

Cl osing on ED as she reaches the nouth of the alley.

A plank swings into frame, straight at the canera.

REVERSE

Mat chi ng action as H finishes swinging the plank into
LENNY' S f ace.
LENNY hits the ground hard as his bi ke spins out from

under him

THE Bl KE

Ri derless, twisting crazily into the street where it coll apses.

H AND ED

LENNY is rising to his feet beyond themas H nods

encour agenent to ED

al ong now, honey.

LENNY i s reaching back to throw his knife.

H, unaware, is turning to face him presenting the plank
as-the knife is thrown.

It thunks into the plank, piercing it through.

Hi backs up, sw nging the knife-studded plank to nmake

LENNY keep his distance.



TRACKI NG BEHI ND LENNY' S SHOULDER

As he reaches up to unhook a chain froma ring on his vest

shoul der.

LENNY' S HAND

As the free chain drops down into his palm

LENNY

Swi ngi ng the chai n-whoosh whoosh-at the backpedaling

H .

THE PLANK

As the chain snakes around it and rips it out of H's hands.

LENNY

Grabbing H by the shirtfront.

LENNY' S OTHER HAND

Swi ngs down and brass knuckl es appear on it.

ON H

AS LENNY' S fist swings into frane to club himforehand, then



backhand.

An uppercut fromhis heels sends H spraw ing back.

A PARKED CAR

As H lands against it, banging his head. He sinks to the
gr ound.

LENNY is casually wal king toward him 1|ighting a cheroot.
H flops over onto his stomach and starts wiggling under

the car.

FROM UNDER THE CAR

H's face in the foreground as he desperately seeks escape.
Behi nd hi mwe can see LENNY casual ly reachi ng down and

gr abbi ng an ankl e.

The shot is framed identically to the shot in the Arizona
nursery where H pulled a baby fromunder the crib.

LENNY PUIS. H is dragged away fromthe canera and out

fromunder the car.

Hi

Struggling to stand up.
LENNY w aps his arns around himand applies a

t renmendous bear hug.

H'S ARMS



Crushed against LENNY. H's hands paw futilely at LENNY'S

chest.

FULL SHOT

LENNY finally flings H away.

Hi

Landing in the dust, all the fight beaten out of him

LENNY

Tired of the fight: He saws out both shot guns

THE HANNERS

On the guns as LENNY'S t hunbs draw t hem back. He raises

the guns to fire.

H

The end of the road.
He wearily lifts a hand, defensively extending it in front of

hi mthen stops, staring at:

H 'S HAND

A hand grenade pin hangs, glinting, fromone of his fingers.



Pawi ng at LENNY' S chest he nust have hooked his finger

t hrough its ring.

H

React i ng.

LENNY

Reacting to H reacting. He |ooks down.

LENNY" S CHEST

On the bandoliers across his chest, silver pins glint in all the
grenades-except one. Its squeeze-lever juts at a right angle

fromthe grenade.

LENNY' S FACE

H's jaw drops.

LENNY' S FEET

The lit cheroot hits the ground between his boots.

Hi

Scranbling to his feet.



LENNY

Trying to drop the shotguns to free his hands. 1In his panic

his fingers tangle in the trigger guards.

Hi

Starting to run

LENNY

Finally freeing his hands.

H

Di vi ng behind the parked car.

LENNY' S CHEST

His hands fly in to wap around the grenade-too | ate-

bright 1ight:

LENNY

Bl ows sky-high. There is a roar as if the earth were cracking
open and flanme as if hell were slipping out.

We pan the fire to the sky.

Fade out.



A white alum num | adder rises up into the bl ackness,

cl anking softly. The top of the | adder arcs toward the canera.

JUWP BACK

To the interior of the Arizona second-story nursery as the
| adder comes to rest agai nst the w ndow frane.

s late at night; the nursery is dark and enpty.

THE HEADBOARD

O the unpainted crib with the burned-in nanes: Harry,

Barry, Larry, Garry, and Nathan Jr.

As we pull back fromthe headboard ED s arns are gently
depositing the sleeping NATHAN JR into the crib. H puts the
singed copy of Dr. Spock's Baby and Child Care next to

t he baby.

REVERSE

H and ED | ooki ng sadly down at the baby.
The silence is broken by the bleat of a squeeze-ne toy as the

lights are snapped on. H and ED turn, startl ed.

NURSERY DOORWAY

NATHAN SR. stands in his jamm es, hair disheveled, holding a

gun and squi nting against the |ight.



Keeping the gun trained on H and ED, he slowy raises a

pair of eyeglasses to his nose.

NATHAN: The hell is goin' on?

He advances cautiously into the nursery, gesturing with his

gun.

.CGet away fromthere.

H and ED back away fromthe crib.

NATHAN peers in and studies the baby for a nonent.

He | ays the gun down, tenderly picks up the baby and

holds himto his chest. A tear forns at the corner of his eye.

H and ED are quietly nmoving back towards the | adder

NATHAN (sharply): Wai tam nute .

H and ED Stop

| ain't through with you. What're you doin'

creepin' around here in the dark? You in with Smalls?

H: ... Scuse ne?

As he bounces the baby, studying H and ED:

NATHAN: Leonard Snalls, big fella rides a Harl ey,

dresses like a rock star?



H: No sir, that's who we saved himfrom It's a |ong

story.

NATHAN: Suppose you tell it.

H: Well, sir, in are-ward situation, they usually say

no questions asked.

NATHAN : Do they.

H shrugs.

NATHAN turns to put the baby back in the crib.

...A'l right, boy, | guess you got a re-ward com ng.

Twenty thousand dollars ..

He turns around with a thought:

NATHAN: ... O, if you need honme furnishings, | can
give you a fine of credit at any of ny stores. Fact, that's

the way 1'd rather handle it, for tax reasons ..

H: Vel -

NATHAN t hrows his hands up in the air.

NATHAN: But it's up to you.



Hi : Tell you the truth, I think we'd prefer the ca-

ED: W don't want no reward.

H does a small take, surprised at this rmuch integrity.

We didn't bring himback for noney.

NATHAN: Vell, we could work it that way too.

ED: Could I just look at hima little bit nore?

She stands | ooking into the crib. H steps up next to her and

puts an arm around her shoul der.

NATHAN: Be ny guest, young lady ... but would you

mnd teflin" ne exactly how you-

ED starts crying softly as she gazes into the crib. H murnurs
sonething to confort her

NATHAN i s studying the two of them

You took him didn't you? Wasn't that biker a'tar.

H turns to face him He speaks in a rush.

Hi : | took him sir, ny wife had nothin" to do with it. |

crept in yon wi ndow and-



ED (still crying): We both did it. We didn't wanna hurt

himany; | just wanted to be a manma.

H . It wasn't for noney or nothin'. W just figured you
had nore'n you could handl e, babywi se. But |I'mthe one
commtted the actual crine sir, if you need to call the

authorities-

NATHAN: Shut up boy, no one's callin' the authorities ff

there's no harm done.

H . Thank you sir.

ED: Thank you sir.

NATHAN: Aw bul I shit. Just tell me-just tell ne why
you did it.

ED: W can't have our own.

NATHAN | ooks at her. Finally he nods and si ghs.

NATHAN: ... Well lookit. If you can't have kids you
gotta just keep tryin' and hope nedical science catches
up with you. Like Florence' n ne-it caught up with a
vengeance. And hell, even if it never does, you still got

each ot her.



HI : Sir, those're kind words. But | think the wife and

me are splittin' up ..

He i ndicates ED with a nod of the head.

Her point of viewis we're both kinda selfish and

unrealistic, so we ain't too good for each other

NATHAN: Well ma'am | don't know much but | do
know human bein's. You brought back ny boy so you
must have your good points too. |'d sure hate to think of

Fl orence leavin' ne-1 do | ove her so ..

He clears his throat and turns to the door. H s tone is harder

agai n:

You can go out the way you cane in ..

He snaps off the |ights.

And before you go off and do another foolish

thing, like busting up, | suggest you sleep on it

He has di sappeared into the hall. W hear his voice receding:

at | east one night.

H GH SHOT



Looki ng straight down at Hi, asleep in the trailer bedroom

We start to crane down.

VO That night | had a dream ...

EXTREME W DE SHOT

A beautiful dusk |andscape. W are floating in over the field,
abutting the prison, that GALE and EVELLE popped out of.
In the m ddl e background of the extrene | ong shot two nen

are wal ki ng across the field.

VO .. . | dreant I was as light as the ether, a floating

spirit visiting things to cone .

BACK TO HI GH SHOT BEDROOM

Crani ng down toward Hi .

VO The shades and shadows of the people in ny fife

wastled their way into ny sl unber.

BACK TO FI ELD

Still floating forzvard but now nuch closer to the two wal ki ng
men. W see that they are GALE and EVELLE. Both are stil
dyed bl ue.

They are approaching the hole in the ground.



VO | dreant that Gale and Evell e had decided to

return to prison ..

EVELLE is starting to clinb into the hole.

Probably that's just as well. | don't nmean to sound

superior, and they're a swell couple guys, but

EVELLE has di sappeared and GALE starts clinbing in.

maybe they weren't ready yet to conme out into the

wor | d.

FLOATI NG UP THE WALK OF THE ARI ZONA HONE

The front door has a holly weath on it.

VO And then | dreaned on, into the future, to a

Christmas nomin the Arizona home ...

DI SSCLVE THROUGH TO

ARl ZONA LI VI NG ROOM

Five three-year-olds in their pyjanas are opening presents

around a tree as NATHAN and FLORENCE | ook on

VO ... Where Nathan Jr. was opening a present from

a kindly couple who preferred to remai n unknown.



VO

gettin'

Ed ...

W have been isolating in on one of the children peeling the
wr appi ngs off a package marked TO NATHAN JR.

Inside is a shiny red plastic football.

FLOATI NG I N TOMRD A STATI ON WAGON

Pul l ed over on the state highway in the mddle of the desert,
police notorcycle parked behind it. GLEN is |eaning out the
driver's wi ndow of the car talking to the state trooper who

stands facing him

saw G en, a few years later, still havin' no |uck

the cops to listen to his wild tales about ne'n

GLEN is grinning and tal king with his hands cupped in front
of him as when he told H about the Pollack who al nost
stepped in the pile of shit.

The trooper, in crash hel met and dark sungl asses, is
listening tight-1ipped and stone-faced as GLEN finishes his

story and sl aps his knee.

. Maybe he threw in one Poll ack joke too nmany .

a

The trooper is clicking open his ballpoint pen and reaching his

citation book fromhis breast pocket. The nane tag on the

pocket says "SGI. KOWALSKI."

don't know.



FLOATI NG I N TOMRD A FOOTBALL

It sits on a tee in the mddle of a football field.

VO And still | dreanmed on ...

A cleated foot boots the football out of frane.

further into the future than I'd ever dreaned

bef ore.
H GH SCHOOL FOOTBALL PLAYER
Looki ng up, arns out at his sides, waiting to receive the
ki cked ball.

VO ... Watching Nathan Jr.'s progress from af ar

He catches the ball and starts running.

Taking pride in his acconplishnments as if he were

our own ...

He is skillfully eluding and stiff-arm ng tacklers.

Wndering if he ever thought of us .

He reaches the end zone and triunphantly spikes the football



He whips off his helnet and we track in on the face of the

rosy- cheeked hi gh-school bruiser

and hopi ng that naybe we'd broadened his
horizons a little, even if he couldn't renenber just how

t hey' d got broadened.

BACK TO BEDROOM

Still craning down, now very close to the sleeping H .

VO: But still | hadn't dreant nothin' about ne'n Ed.

Until the end ...

DI SSOLVE THROUGH TO

A COUPLE

The man and wonan are sitting on a sofa in the foreground
with their backs to the canera. They are in the living room of
H and ED S trailer, which is suff-used with a warm gol den
li ght.
As they face the trailer's front door, all we see of the couple
is the backs of their heads. They both have white hair, the
woman's pulled into a bun. The old man wears a cardi gan,

t he wonman a shaw .

VO . . . And this was cloudier 'cause it was years,

years away.



The front door bursts open. Two young couples are entering
as their kids-about a dozen of themstreamin around

t hem

The ol d couple on the couch raise their arns to enbrace

their visitors. The children boil onto the couch

But | saw an old couple bein' visited by their
children-and all their grandchildren too. And the old
coupl e wasn't screwed up, and neither were their kids or
their grandkids. And | don't know, you tell ne. This
whol e dream was it wi shful thinking? Ws | just fleein

reality, like | know|l'mliable to do?

FLOATI NG I N TOMRD A LONG DI NI NG TABLE

In the trailer. The table is all laid out with a Thanksgi vi ng
di nner, a huge turkey sitting at the far end.

Cut-out letters at the other end of the room say: WELCOVE
HOME KI DS

The grandchildren are running into frame and taking their

seats at the table, acconpanied by their parents.

VO . . . But nme'n Ed, we can be good too .

The el derly couple enter fromeither side of the camera and

stand in the foreground, backs to us, facing the table.

And it seened real. It seened like us. And it seened



like well ... our home . . . If not Arizona, then a
| and, not too far away, where all parents are strong and
wi se and capabl e, and all children are happy and

bel oved.... | dunno, nmaybe it was U ah.

The el derly man drapes an armaround his w fe's shoul der
and draws her cl ose.

She rests her head agai nst his shoul der, and we:

Fade out.

— e
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