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OVER BLACK:
Rock MUSI C pl ays.

I NT. LI Z BEDROOM - SUNSET
There's stuffed animals on the bed, sone torn.

Rock posters on the walls. Joan Jett. The Yeah Yeah Yeahs.
The Kills - all bands with fierce, femal e vocali sts.

The vanity is a cracked mrror, framed by magazi ne cut-outs
of big city destinations, |like the Statue of Liberty or the
CGol den Gate Bridge. Sitting here is LI Z THORN (25).

Wearing a shirt that says, Don't Fake The Funk, Liz is
unconprom sing. A storm A force of nature. At her best, a
bouquet of flowers w apped around a hand grenade.

She pulls rings fromher fingers, and then ties her hair
back, revealing scar tissue like a necklace around her neck.

I NT. LI'VING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER
Her feet, in m smatched socks, marching down the hall.
Her nouth as she lights a cigarette.

She steps into the living room- md-Century nodern, with
book shel ves. The MJSI C enanates from an ol d cassette deck.

ANGLE ON:

The kitchen, where Liz's sister JEAN (28, glasses) is
finishing a bow of Captain Crunch over the sink. If Liz is
the stormthen Jean is the lightning rod that grounds her.
Li z peel s her m smatched socks off, tosses themin a hanper.

Jean SLURPS down her mlk, then glances at Liz. It's tine.

EXT. THORN HOUSE - YARD - DUSK

They step onto the porch that overl ooks the vast acreage of
the Thorn property - nostly corn field stretching away into
the dusk. A driveway flanks it, down to the road.

There's a flatbed truck in the overgrown yard.

An ol d conbi ne harvester. A grain silo. A barn.



And the stormcellar. Liz heads that way.

She pulls an iron bolt from across the wood-pl ank doors. Her
and Jean grab them pulling them back on CREAKI NG hi nges.

Liz takes a final drag off her cigarette, and flicks it
away, where it |ands anong countl ess cigarette butts.

The cherry still snoldering, as the two wonen descend into
the stormcellar in the background.
| NT. STORM CELLAR - CONTI NUOUS

It's a plain, concrete room illum nated only by the Iight
shining in through the cellar entrance.

There's a steel plate bolted to the far wall. A thick steel
ring welded to that plating. And a rusted chain | ooped
through the ring. At the end of the chain is an iron collar.

Liz kneels in the center of the room and Jean slips the
col lar around her neck, CLICKS it into place. Ritualistic.

Finally, Jean pulls a necklace out, a key dangling fromit,
and she uses this to secure the padlock on the collar.

Then she heads back up the stairs. Liz puts her hand out,
flat on the ground before her:

Dozens of claw nmarks are scratched into the concrete. Her
fingers are tiny, frail in the |long, ragged grooves.

Then darkness falls over her as the cellar doors SLAM shut.

I NT. THORN HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

Jean works three heavy chain bolts across the front door.

Then she noves to the side table and pours herself a tunbler
of nmezcal. She opens the drawer, and pulls out a pistol.

She slunps into a rocking chair, the fire snoldering in the
hearth nearby. The pistol across her |ap. Sipping her drink.

Then she opens a book, begins to read.
Beyond the front window, a full noon rises over the corn.

Title Card: WLD




I NT. THORN HOUSE - NI GHT
THUMP

A faraway sound. Jean awakes in the chair. Blinks, |ooks
around. The fire reduced to enmbers. The book on the fl oor.

The gl ass of nezcal on the rug has spill ed.

THUMP

From out si de. She noves to the front door, pistol in hand,
pul I'i ng back the bolts, one by one.

EXT. THORN HOUSE - PORCH - CONTI NUQUS

She steps onto the porch. The breeze ruffling her hair.
The nmoon has shifted. It's late night, early norning.

Beyond the corn field she can see a truck along the road,
its feeble headlights in the pre-dawn.

Thunp
THUMP
CRASH
Jean hurries to the edge of the porch, peers toward the back
corner of the house: the stormcellar doors shattered, wood
strewn across the yard, a trail of destruction |eading to..

...the corn, where a row of stal ks sways, |like a ripple of
wat er, as sonething rushes away toward the road beyond.

Toward the oncom ng truck.

Jean runs down the driveway, toward the road. Arns punping,
chest heaving, the gun in her hand.

She's nearly there when she hears a SCREECH of truck tires.

Whien she reaches the road, she stops. Panting. She can see
the truck parked a hundred yards away, headlights still on.

A man, HANK (50s) steps out, too far to be seen in detail.
But Jean can see that he has a rifle, can hear him COCK it.

JEAN
Get back in your truck, mster



HANK
(shouti ng back)
| saw somet hi ng. .
She's hurrying toward hi m now -

JEAN
Pl ease!

--as a human shape bursts into the open, sweeps the man off
his feet, and into the corn so fast he never even Sscreans.

Jean brings the pistol up.
Not daring to breathe.
The road enpty. A hush of wi nd over the tops of the corn.

Her fear gets the best of her; she turns, and runs for the
house. Her feet CRUNCHH NG on gravel .

And the corn stalks ripple once nore, shifting, adjusting
for the sound, a shark closing in on its prey.

As Jean reaches the yard.
Leaps to the porch.
G abs the door.

A GROAL erupts behind her. Her grip tightens on the gun,
steeling herself.

Qut - of - focus behind her: a distended human shape, panting.

Then dawn breaks on the horizon, casting a faint gold across
the land. That's when Jean turns around, to see:

It's Liz at the edge of the corn field, her arns covered in
bl ood fromfingers to el bows. Her nouth a snear of red. The
collar fixed around her neck, the broken chain dangling.

And a yellow gl ow fading from her eyes.

She blinks, and | ooks down. C utches the broken chain,
realizing what's happened. The | ook of shane on her face.

I NT. BATHROOM - MOMENTS LATER

A cigarette snolders fromthe soap dish beside the sink.



As Liz RETCHES into the toilet. Jean stands behind her,
hol di ng her hair for her. Al ways there for her.

Fi nished, Liz |leans against the wall. Jean pulls her glasses
off, wipes a lens. She drags off the cigarette, calmng her
nerves. Then she hands it to Liz, and wal ks out.

Li z snmokes for a beat, alone. Then she grabs the toilet bow
to hoist herself up. She pauses, staring:

In the bloody toilet is a man's severed fingers - a pinky
and ring finger, the latter with a wedding band on it.

She reaches into the tainted water, renoves the weddi ng
band, and discards the finger. She holds up the ring, and it
glints in the light. Then she slips it onto her own finger.
| magi ni ng, perhaps, being in |ove.

O having a normal life.

I NT. RUBY'S BU CK - EARLY MORNI NG

An ol der woman's hands on the steering wheel. There's a
silver wedding ring with a tiny dianond, on her finger.

This is RUBY LENORE (50s). Wth a face that's stern, even in
repose, she wears a Wal-Mart polo shirt and nane tag. A
worman who's spent her whole |life working by the hour.

Beyond the wi ndow the wi de, flat expanse of rural Kansas in
the dawn, still colorless where the sun has yet to touch.

She sl ows, turns...

EXT. ACONI TE TRAI LER PARK - CONTI NUOUS
. her headlights sweeping around to a row of trailers.

She cruises ahead until she pulls up to hers: a single-wde
nobi |l e hone, outfitted with Astro Turf. Potted flowers under
a retractable awning. A rain barrel perched at one corner.

The faded MCCAI N*PALI N bunper sticker on her car as she
parks. Staring: there's a POLICE CRU SER out front, lights
off. Solemm. A uniformed officer is heading toward her.

Ruby considers the inplication of this visit.

She lights a Pall Mll, turning the nusic down as officer
TISH (late 20s, African-Anerican) steps up to the w ndow



She's wel | -nmeaning, enpirical, and like the Aconite PD nore
broadly, ineffective: always showi ng up after the crine.

TI SH
(1 eani ng down)
Hi ya, Ruby.
RUBY
Ti sh.
TI SH

They got you worki ng ni ghts?

RUBY
What do you want ?

Beat .
TI SH
It's Hank.
I NT. MORGUE - MORNI NG
Pallid light. Tiled walls. Concrete floors.
Bl ood seeping toward the drain at the center.
Ti sh noves ahead, toward the covered corpse on a sl ab.

O ficer HARMON (| ate 50s) stands nearby: square-jawed, salt
of the earth, small-town, he's unaccustoned to such carnage.

Unl i ke the CORONER (40s) standing opposite, a consoling
smle on his face. He wears a white button down, tie tucked
in between the buttons, sleeves rolled up, and Latex gl oves.

CORONER
Ms. Lenore?

She nods, not taking her eyes fromthe covered body.

The Coroner peels the sheet back, revealing the face of
Hank, the man fromthe truck. Staring into the |lights above,
nmout h aj ar, head cocked back. His chin speckled w th bl ood.

HARMON
Ruby, hold on--

Ruby shakes off the police officer, and pulls the sheet down
to reveal the nurder wound itself:



The neck nearly severed. The torn ends of arteries and
| arynx dangling out. The wet gl eam of spinal col um.

The flesh | ooking to have been chewed rather than cut.
And four parallel grooves in his chest. C aw marks.

O f Ruby - breathless shock. Harnon pulls the sheet back up,
as one of Hank's hands slides away, dangling.

Hs ring and pinky fingers are m ssing.

CORONER
Rigor nortis is just now setting in.
I'"d say the victimhas been deceased
no nore than six hours.

RUBY
For chrissake, a victimof what?

Tl SH
He had his rifle with him no shots
fired. Case of beer in the truck.
Probably huntin' outta season again.
Ruby has tears in her eyes now, glaring at Harnon.

HARMON
| dunno. A bear?

The Coroner gives a shrug, nodding - good a guess as any.

O f Ruby, disgusted. She wal ks out.

EXT. MORGUE - MOMENTS LATER

Ruby steps outside, w ping her eyes. She retrieves another
cigarette, her hands trenbling as she tries to |Iight up.

Tish steps out, lights the cigarette for her.

RUBY
Who called it in?

Tl SH
Jean Thorn. It was up near her place
where Hank was huntin'.

RUBY
And what did Jean say?



TI SH
What | told you. Her and her sister
found him and they called it in.
Ruby consi ders this.
TI SH (cont' d)
| amtruly sorry, Ruby. This is a
tragi c acci dent.

O f Ruby. She doesn't |ook so sure.

EXT. PANDORA'S STRIP CLUB - KANSAS CITY - N GHT

Supertitle: Three Weks Later

Anot her noon, this time waxing three-quarters full. C ouds
drift across it, followed by a roll of THUNDER

CRISPY (Q S.)
The worl d's a violent place.

Bel ow, a wi ndow ess strip club on a seedy street. A sign in
mani ¢ neon reads Pandora’'s.

A BOUNCER sits on a stool, out front.
Across the street are two nen:

NI CK CASSI DY (md 20s) |eans against his notorcycle, wearing
a |l eather jacket, and perusing Better Hones & Gardens - the
American |loner, yearning for a honme and famly of his own.

CRI SPY (20s) paces as he ranbles. Twitchy, greasy hair, acne
across his face, thick glasses. Alive wire in the dark.

CRI SPY
Take potassiumnitrate. Saltpeter.
Pair that with charcoal and sul fur
and you got gun powder. You got mass
shooti ngs and sui ci de bonbi ngs and
pretty colors on the Fourth of July.
Chemi stry in notion

Nick stares at him

Then the sign above the door goes black. The bouncer stands,
takes his stool inside. The club is cl osed.

Crispy steps forward but Nick's voice stops him



NI CK
Hol d up.

CRI SPY
For what ?

NI CK

For everyone to | eave? W want the
pl ace as enpty as possible, right?

CRI SPY
Ri ght .

It's starting to rain. Crispy paces, tugging at his jacket,
at sonet hi ng conceal ed underneath. Sonethi ng unconfortabl e.

Cri spy hands

CRI SPY (cont' d)
What are you gonna do with your half?

NI CK
Buy a | awnnower. One of the big ones
you can ride, like a tractor.

CRI SPY

You need a |lawn first.

NI CK
"Il get one of those too. Mwit
every week. Keep it hedged and
wat ered and fertilized. You can use
the trimmngs for that, you know? |
read about it. |I'm gonna make
somet hi ng beaut i f ul

CRI SPY
The things we'll do just to have a
normal |ife, huh? Here...
over a battered sem -auto pistol
NI CK
No. You hold onto it.
CRI SPY
"' m al ready packing.
NI CK
| told you, no one gets hurt.
CRI SPY
No one will. It'Il just be G anger

and sone bitch all alone in his
of fice. But you gotta | ook serious.
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Ni ck pulls the action back, sees a round chanbered, it
unsettles him He hands it back.

NI CK
I"l'l stick to bagging the noney.

CRI SPY
You're taking all the fun outta this.

A hal f dozen DANCERS are exiting the club, wearing street
clothes, half of themlighting cigarettes as they go. Behind
t hem t he bouncer | ocks up the doors for the night.

Ni ck grabs an empty gym bag from under his notorcycle seat.
Crispy pulls on a rubber wolf mask. N ck does too.

Then they're noving. Crossing the street.

Angling off toward the side of the strip club, where an
ei ght-foot fence crowned by razor wire bl ocks an alley way.

Ni ck slides his jacket off, tosses it over the razor wre,
maki ng a padded area, and lifts hinmself up and over in one
qui ck nmotion. Drops to the other side.

Crispy follows himover. Nick | ooses the jacket fromthe
wire, slides it back on, and they hurry down the alley.

To the back lot, where classic cars in mnt condition are
parked. There's a rear door into the buil ding.

No handl e.

NI CK
Thought you propped it open.

CRI SPY
Chill.

Crispy slides a bottle opener into the space between the
door and the building, where the knob woul d be.

Where a mat chbook is | odged between the bolt and the jam
When Crispy pries the door back the matchbook falls.

Crispy pulls the door, slips inside. N ck follows him

I NT. PANDORA'S STRIP CLUB - BACK HALLWAY - NI GHT

It's a hallway, lined with boxes of booze and fry oil.
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Crispy takes point, the pistol in hand as he closes in on a
doorway, light stream ng out. He rounds the corner, into--

I NT. GRANGER S OFFI CE - CONTI NUQUS
--a w ndow ess back office. N ck freezes.
It's a fucking party in here. Dracul as and Frankensteins,
Red Ri di ng Hoods and skinpy w tches - snoking and dri nking
and snorting rails of coke off the glass coffee table.
Crispy grabs Nick, pulling himinto this.
CRI SPY

This is a robbery! Everyone put your

hands where we can see 'en
A HUSH over the room Bew | dered | ooks. Who the hell's this?

POCAHONTAS (21) is G GAING as she drags off a joint,
sitting on the knee of a man wearing a priest's uniform

This is GAVIN GCRANGER (Il ate 30s), the owner. Hair dishevel ed
froma night of partying, he wears a laconic smle that
belies a thirst for blood. He glances at his right-hand man:
Bl LL HASHKE (20s, Navajo), the only guy here not wearing a
costune. He sits on a stool, newspaper in hand, a hired
killer in repose - staring. Know ng sonething is wong here.
CRI SPY (cont' d)

| said hands together, goddammt! All

of you, start prayin'!
Crispy FIRES into the air, plaster raining down.
Everyone flinches, including N ck.

Pocahont as scranbl es under the desk as the party-goers put
t heir hands together. Including Ganger, who is eerily calm

Only Hashke renmai ns unnoved.
Crispy points the gun at him
Granger sighs, his buzz fading.

GRANGER
Billy.

Hashke does as he's told, bringing his hands together.
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CRI SPY
Now open the fuckin' safe.

There's a three foot tall safe behind G anger, nestled
bet ween book shel ves.

GRANGER
Fuck you.

CRI SPY
You want a bullet?

GRANGER
You shoot ne, you're dead.

Crispy unbuttons his jacket, pulls it open - ta da!

He's wearing a vest of explosives - a hone-nmade ness of
wires and bars of plastique wapped in electrical tape.

CRI SPY
Then we're all dead, am| right?

NI CK
VWhat the fuck?

None of this was part of the plan.

CRI SPY
We havin' fun yet?

G anger senses Crispy's instability now Everyone does.
Hashke slides a hand to his | ower back.

Crispy clocks the novenent, trains the gun back to Hashke,
who puts his hands back together.

CRI SPY (cont' d)
Don't make ne count to three.

Beat. Granger wheels around to work the dial on the safe.

GRANGER
I know you.

CRI SPY
You don't know shit.

GRANCER
I know that voice. You work in the
kitchen here, am1 right?
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CLI CK. The safe door sw ngs open, revealing several bags of
white powder, an assault rifle, and several shelves stacked
with the night's take of cash. About half a mllion worth.

GRANCER (cont' d)
What do they call you? Crispy?
Because you work the fryers, am!l
right, Crispy?

G anger tosses bills onto the desk. Nick |oads themup into
the bag, his novenents erratic. Not accustoned to this.

GRANCER (cont' d)
(to Nick)
Are you one of ny enpl oyees too?

CRI SPY
Quit stalling.

Ni ck funbles with the bills, knocking shit over on the desk.

GRANGER
First tinme?

NI CK
Fuck.

GRANGER

You and your dunb shit friend here
are already dead, you know t hat.

CRI SPY
Then we got nothing left to | ose.

GRANGER
Sure you do. You've got your souls.

Ni ck zips up the bag and slings it over one arm saggi ng
under the weight of it. He stunbles back, to the door.

Crispy backs up too, to join him
CRI SPY
No such thing as souls, mster
Granger. Just chem stry in notion.

Hashke's hand flashes to his | ower back again, pulling a
gun, and BANG - blowing Crispy's brains all over the wall.

Ni ck startles, tunmbling backward- -
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I NT. HALLWAY - CONTI NUOUS

--falling into the hallway to SLAMinto the far wall, wth
Crispy's blood and brain matter all over his nmask.

He sees Granger lunging for the assault rifle in the safe.
He rolls to his feet and into a run as-

BOOM BOOM BOOM BOOM BOOM BOOM BOOM

-rifle FIRE on the other side of the wall, shafts of |ight
puncturing the dark, right on his heels as he sprints--

I NT. PANDORA' S STRIP CLUB - MAIN FLOOR - CONTI NUOUS
--through a mst of artificial fog.

Past chairs up on tables.

Past the plastic spiders, cotton cobwebs, and a banner
excl ai m ng HALLOWEEN BASH 2019 across an enpty stage.

ANGLE ON:

Granger marching forward, ejecting a clip and SLAMMNG in a
fresh one, and then taking aim

BOOM BOOM BOOM

The wal | expl oding around Nick as he tears open the door--

EXT. PANDORA' S STRI P CLUB - CONTI NUOUS
--and bursts out into the rainy night.
A car SLAMS ON | TS BREAKS.

Ni ck topples over the hood, lands on all fours: a silhouette
of a wolf in the headlights, panting through the mask.

He hurries to the notorcycle, straddles it and flips the
ignition switch, kick starting - it ROARS to life.

ANGLE ON:

Granger, bursting out the front door, tossing the assault
rifle to Hashke, who takes aim squinting down the scope.

As Nick accelerates down the street, a wolf on the run
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And Hashke steadies the rifle to stay on him controll ed,
hol di ng his breath as he squeezes the trigger.

BOOM BOOM
The bi ke SPARKS - hit - but doesn't fall.
And Ni ck is gone.

O f Hashke, lowering the rifle. Murder in his eyes.

EXT. | NTERSTATE - MORNI NG
Sun shines through rai n-washed oak | eaves. Dappled Iight.

Under the tree is the notorcycle. The rubber wolf mask |eft
on the seat, snmeared in blood. Of the enpty eye holes...

...and Nick's face, the blood caked around his eyes Ilike
some kind of macabre raccoon. He's waking up, shivering in
the cold, the bag of noney a pillow underneath him

The highway is nearby. In either direction flat farm and as
far as the eye can see. MIles outside of Kansas City.

He stunbles to his feet, tries the bike's ignition but
there's no power at all now He kneels down, | ooking closer.

His fingers probing at the bullet hole under the seat.

He opens the bike up to reveal the battery underneat h.

He pulls it out, sees the bullet hole through it, and the
caustic fluid that's been oozing out.

NI CK
Shit.

As MJSI C fades in, perhaps something by The Kills...

I NT./EXT. LIZ'S TRUCK - DAY
...the MJSIC plays fromthe truck's speakers.

Liz wears a a wool -lined deni mjacket, her hair about her
neck, nodding along to the nusic.

She breezes past the tall, good-I|ooking guy wal ki ng al ong
the highway with a gym bag over his shoul der.

Hi s thunb out, hitch hiking.
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She sl ows down, glancing at the rear viewmrror. Trying to
get a better |ook. She's works the clutch.

Then she's cruising backward on the enpty road.

Pul ling up alongside Nick. She cuts the MJUSIC, and rolls
down t he passenger side w ndow just enough to see his eyes.

NI CK
Hi .

LI Z
Hi .

Nick is taken aback by the pretty woman inside. But she's
staring at the blood around his eyes, her nostrils flaring.

NI CK

You headed into town?
LI Z

| am
NI CK

My notorcycl e broke down, back there.
You mind if | catch a ride with you?

LI Z
Your eyes are bl eeding.

He blinks, w pes his face. Sees the blood on his fingers.

NI CK
Oh, god. That's just...that's froma
Hal | oween party | was at |ast night.

LI Z
It snells |ike bl ood.

NI CK
How can you even snell that--

LI Z
G ve you sone advice?

NI CK
| look like | need advice?

LI Z
You | ook deranged. Wandering in the
sun, bl eeding outta your eyes--
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NI CK
"' m not Dbl eeding--

LI Z
If you want a ride then clean
yourself up and go sit in the shade.
Look sensible. It'Il disarm people.

NI CK
Are you kidding nme?

She turns the MJSI C back up, drowning himout, drives away.

NI CK (cont' d)
Are you fucking kidding ne?

He kicks gravel after her, breathing hard. Infuriated.
Then he gl ances back at the trees.
LATER:

Nick sits on the bag of noney, under the tree by the side of
the road. In the shade now. His face cl eaned up.

Anot her truck conmes along, slows to a stop. A bearded FARVER
(40s) behind the wheel. N ck stands but doesn't approach.

FARMVER
Hot for this tinme of year.
NI CK
Yep.
Beat .
FARMVER

Wel | where you headed?

EXT. ACONI TE, KANSAS - DAY
Liz crui ses down nain street.

There's no shortage here of boarded up w ndows, overgrown
| ots, advertisenents for LI QU DATION or 70% OFF EVERYTHI NG

This is one of the Mdwestern towns that America forgot.

A few harried faces stare back at her as she drives by. At
| ast she parks outside a hardware store.
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I NT. HARDWARE STORE - LATER

It's a dour space, all concrete and plastic. Shelves
cluttered with discount junk and hand witten price tags.

An outdated sw nsuit cal endar pinned up behind the counter.
The clerk, WLLARD (50s) steps up fromthe back, a desk fan
blowi ng at him strands of his toupee flapping vertically
over his head. Reading glasses sag in his shirt pocket.

He drops a coil of steel cable onto the counter.

W LLARD
Wven steel cable. Twenty feet. One
and one sixteenth inch diameter.

Liz stares at the cable, as if it's the only thing in the
world that matters. She pulls out sonme bills, counting them

W LLARD (cont' d)
Don't see you around rmnuch

LI Z
That's not exactly true, WIllard. You
don't see ne around ever.

She gives himthe hint of a smle and he's noddi ng. She
fini shes counting, |lays down the cash.

W LLARD
There's the delivery fee, plus tax of
course. Puts you at an even hundred.

LI Z
Delivery fee.

W LLARD
Mrhmm

She stares at him He maintains a poker face. She pockets
the cash and pulls out a check book, scribbles the anount.

W LLARD (cont' d)
Not nmuch prospects since the steel
pl ant shut down. Grls your age are
either leaving for school, in the
city, or getting married. Can't
fathom why el se they'd stick around.

LI Z
We got farmland, WIIard.
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W LLARD
Not if these tariffs keep up. And
this summer being the driest yet.
It's gonna be an awfully cold w nter

He sighs the |last few words, staring at her chest.

She neets his eyes, and he clears his throat, takes the
check and begins to ring in the order on the old register.

Liz's nostrils flare once nore - she glances at the door.

Can see the farmer's truck pull up outside - Nick hops out,
waves his thanks, and then wal ks into the hardware store.

He freezes, staring at her. She stares back at him squaring
her shoulders with his, ready for a confrontation.

W LLARD (O.S.)
Hel p you?

NI CK
| need a battery.

W LLARD
You'll have to be nore specific, son.

Liz softens, realizing this really is just a coincidence.

NI CK
Mot orcycl e battery. Honda three
fifty, standard twelve volt.

W LLARD
Not hi ng standard about it. That's a
speci al order.

WIllard shuffles through a stack of papers on a shelf behind
him cones up with a withered catal ogue. He puts his gl asses
on, licks a yellowed finger, and flips through the pages.

Li z hoists the steel cable over one shoul der, and heads for
t he door. Ignoring N ck.

W LLARD (cont' d)
Have a wonderful day.

LI Z
And you
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W LLARD
Here we go. Replacenment AGM battery
for a CB 350, pre-charged, with a two
year warranty.

NI CK
How long to get it in?
W LLARD
From Kansas City, if | call it in

now? Little over a week.

NI CK
You can't get it any faster?

W LLARD
You in sonme kinda hurry?

NI CK
Yeah.

Ni ck peels a hundred froma wad of bills, lays it down.
Wl lard considers it. Then he and N ck | ook over at Liz.

She stands at the door, staring at the noney. When she sees
t hem | ooki ng at her she wal ks out.

Once she's gone WIllard scoops up the hundred-dollar bill.
W LLARD
I can have it here by Wdnesday.
EXT. HARDWARE STORE - ACONI TE - CONTI NUOUS
Liz takes a few steps, but then stops. Tilts her head.

Focusing on the voices comng frominside the store. The
conversation grows LOUDER, nore acute, inpossibly clear:

W LLARD (O.S.)
It'Il be a hundred for the battery,
plus twenty-five for delivery. | just
need a nane, nunber, and deposit.

The SLAP of a hand on the counter..

I NT. HARDWARE STORE - ACONI TE - CONTI NUCUS

...N ck has slapped two nore one-hundred-dollar bills down.
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NI CK
John Doe. No nunber

W LLARD
You're in sonme kinda trouble.

NI CK
Is that a question?

Beat. Then WIllard grabs the bills.

W LLARD
See you Wednesday.

EXT. HARDWARE STORE - ACONI TE - MOVENTS LATER
Ni ck steps outside.
Sees Liz |eaning against her truck, snoking a cigarette.

LI Z
Looks |ike you got your ride.

He just glares at her.

She puts the cigarette out, then clinbs into the truck,
talking to himthrough the passenger side w ndow once again.

LI Z (cont'd)
Four days is a long tine to | eave
your bi ke on the side of the road.

NI CK
It's not a bike, honey. It's a Honda
350 with enough get up and go to make
even you bl ush.

LI Z
Not fromthe side of the road. Honey.

Beat .

NI CK
"1l give you fifty bucks to drive ne
out there and pick it up.

LI Z
A hundred and fifty.

NI CK
W' re not negoti ati ng.
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LI Z
Fi ne, a hundred.

He sl unps down on the bench outside the hardware store, |egs
out and ankles crossed. Fingers |aced over his |ap.

NI CK
Maybe 1'Il just wait for another car
to come along. Over here, in the
shade. Look sensi bl e.
She stares at him He sml|es back at her.
Then she FIRES up the truck engine. H's face drops.
NI CK (cont' d)
Hey, wait a mnute...
EXT. H GHVWAY - DAY
Liz's truck crui ses down the road, rural Kansas rolling away
to either side, dotted with the occasional barn or silo.
INT. LIZ'S TRUCK - DAY
Ni ck slunmps in the passenger seat, staring out the w ndow.
Liz glances at himfromthe driver's side.
Admring his jaw |ine.
The di shevel ed hair.
The sun |it outline of Iips and | ashes.
H's eyes in the side viewmrror, watching her too. She
qui ckly |1 ooks away, fixing her eyes on the road.

EXT. | NTERSTATE - DAY

Liz's truck is parked under the oak tree. Cars pass on the
hi ghway nearby as she drops the tail gate.

She slides a |long plank out, positions it to make a ranp.
Ni ck is wal king up, wheeling the notorcycle al ongsi de him

She' s | ooki ng over the bike. Steps forward, runs her finger
over the bullet hole under the seat.
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He stares at her, waiting for her to ask.

But she doesn't. She pulls the bike forward, and he hel ps
her wheel it up the ranp, into the bed of the truck.

INT. LIZ'S TRUCK - LATE AFTERNOON

Headi ng back now. The sun is shining into the cabin as they
drive into the reddeni ng west.

NI CK
Thanks.

LI Z
For what ?

NI CK

For m ndi ng your own busi ness.

She shrugs. The Kills play on the radio. A LON steady
undercurrent to their conversati on.

NI CK (cont' d)
(re: the radio)
| saw themin concert, once. That was
in Kansas City.

LI Z
VWhat was it |ike?

NI CK
About what you'd expect. Loud.
Crowded. People of all stripes.

LI Z
| neant the city.

NI CK
So did |

He floats her a snmle, and she returns the hint of one.

NI CK (cont'd)
Wien's the last tinme you left here?

She shrugs. She hasn't.

NI CK (cont' d)
Never ?

LI Z
It's conplicated.
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NI CK
What, you got a husband? Kids?

LI Z
Wul d that nmake it nore acceptabl e?

NI CK
| dunno, if | had a famly this is
where |I'd wanna be. Al this space.

LI Z
Al'l this space nakes your world
smal | er. Everyone knows everyone
else, and if you're different you
stand out. But in a crowded city
there's roomfor everyone.

NI CK
Way not just | eave then?

LI Z
You tell me. Why'd you | eave?

NI CK
(shruggi ng)
GQuy | worked with had a plan. But
pl ans change. Shit happens. You' d go
back and do it differently if you
coul d, you know? But you can't.

LI Z
And what was the plan?

NI CK
No one gets hurt.

She stares ahead, tense as he speaks to her own predi canent.

LI Z
In nmy experience, when sonmeone gets
hurt soneone el se wants to get even

NI CK
Yeah. . .

LI Z
There's a notel in town. But people
like to talk. You won't stay hidden
for long if anyone's | ooking for you.

NI CK
["1l figure sonething out.
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LI Z
My place is a mle or so from here.
You can put up there for a few days,
until your battery cones in

NI CK
Shoul dn't you be afraid of ne?

She | ooks at him inmagining what his jugul ar tastes |ike.

LI Z
Nah.
NI CK
(stung)
Look, don't do ne any favors--
LI Z
It'Il cost you two hundred a night.

For that you can sleep in the barn.

NI CK
How gener ous of you.

LI Z
Plus an extra hundred a night for
food and hot water. Cash. Up front.

NI CK
Shit, how nuch to breathe the air?

LI Z
O | can just take a left here, drop
you back off in town.

She pulls up to the intersection and flips on the turn
signal, waiting now for the light to turn green.

He's staring at her, stunned by her inpudence. But then she
tucks her hair behind one ear, exposing her jaw |ine.

Those |ips and | ashes.

NI CK
| didn't get your nane.

LI Z
| didn't give it.

Beat .

NI CK
I'"'m N ck.
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LI Z
Li z.

NI CK
You drive a hard bargain, Liz.

He's smling. And she smiles too, flips the turn signal off
as the light turns green, and drives on. The nusic SVELLI NG
EXT. THORN HOUSE - EVEN NG

The truck turns off the road, cruising down the |ong drive.

Past the vast corn field, arriving at last in front of the
yard that precedes the ranch-style hone.

Liz cuts the engine, staring at the car parked in her spot.
It's Ruby Lenore's Buick. That MCCAI N*PALI N bunper sticker.

Her nostrils flare, picking up the scent of danger.

NI CK

Mnd if | use your bathroom -
LI Z

Wait in the barn. And stay quiet.
NI CK

I s sonet hi ng wong?
LI Z

Yeah. You're still sittin" here.

Beat. He slips out of the truck, heads for the barn. She
never takes her eyes off Ruby's car.

I NT. THORN HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - MOVENTS LATER

Li z steps inside.

Ruby Lenore sits on the couch. Her sons, HANK JR and ROB
(30s) stand to either side, solem sentinels to her grief.

RUBY
There she is. Sister nunber two.

O f Liz, annoyed by the noniker.

Jean enters fromthe kitchen, with tray, tea pot, and nugs.
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JEAN

You know Ruby Lenore?
LI Z

Right. I"'msorry for your |oss.
RUBY

Qur loss. You may renenber ny boys,
Hank j uni or and Rob.

LI Z
Coul d you not snoke in here, please?

Ruby finishes lighting up a Pall Mll. Jean is distributing
cups of tea, and as she hands one to Ruby the ol der woman
put her cigarette out in it. Jean glares at her.

RUBY
The police tell me Hank was killed on
t he edge of your property.

JEAN
It's twenty acres of property, and
there's no fence around nbst of it.

Jean sits across from Ruby. Diplomatic, wooden, her gl asses
and neticul ously conbed hair giving her an academ c | ook.

RUBY
As | understand it your parents were
killed in simlar fashion, years ago.

JEAN
Years ago.

RUBY
Didn't you ever wonder?

JEAN
O course. But the Coroner arrived at
t he sanme conclusion: it was an ani nal
attack, nost likely a bear.

RUBY
There's no bears around here.

LI Z
Coul da been a wol f.

Li z stands protectively behind her sister as Ruby's sons
stand behi nd their nother.



ROB
We haven't had wolves in these parts
since they built the steel plant,
what, nearly a century ago?

LI Z
There was that big gray they shot in
Trego County just |ast year

RUBY
Coroner said Hank was dead | ess than
si X hours when you found him

JEAN
I"'mnot sure what you're getting at.

RUBY
It was the mddle of the night, so |
wonder how you found himso soon?

JEAN
| saw the headlights of his truck, u
the road. Fromthe porch, there.

RUBY
But how d you even know to | ook? |
mean it was the mddle of the night-

LI Z
We heard hi m scream

Ruby stares at her, hurt. Weary. Unsure where els
fromhere. Jean |l eans forward, consoling.

JEAN
When our parents died | found nyself
where you are, demanding justice. Yo
want soneplace to put all that anger
and grief. And resentnent.

Of Liz, watching her sister.

JEAN (cont' d)
But in the end all you can do is
accept. And renenber the good tines.

RUBY
(pul l'ing away)
Hank was a bastard.

She's on her feet now, her voice nmatter of fact.

28.
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RUBY (cont' d)
Plenty of tines | woke up on the
floor, after he'd got mad. So |'m not
doing this for him I'"mdoing this
for me. He'd of said to let it go,
just like you. But then | don't gotta
ask his perm ssion any nore.

Ruby and her sons head for the door. She notices the three
heavy chain bolts, glances at her sons. Then they wal k out.

Li z noves to the wi ndow, snoking, as the car ENG NE cones
on. The headl i ghts sweepi ng past as Ruby's car drives away.

LI Z
Si ster nunber two?

JEAN
Li z.

LI Z
VWhat a cunt.

JEAN
Her husband's dead.

LI Z
You think I need rem ndi ng?

There's anger in her voice, and renorse. She stares out the
wi ndow as she lights a cigarette. Pondering now

LI Z (cont'd)
| can't tell if she msses himor if
she's glad that he's gone.

JEAN
That's what it neans to | ove soneone.

Jean is collecting the cups off the coffee table, her voice
a blatant indictnment of their own rel ationship.

LI Z
I loved our parents as nmuch as you.

JEAN
| said those things to console her.

LI Z
I know what you were sayi ng.
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JEAN
["mputting out fires, that's what
" m sayi ng. You have any idea how
close we are to losing this place?

Li z tosses her the pack of cigarettes, disgusted, then noves
to the cassette player. Jean lights up, standing her ground.

JEAN (cont' d)
Life insurance has run out, and with
three years of low crop yields we're
a nonth away fromre-possession. The
last thing | need right now are
peopl e wal ki ng i n here and nosi ng
i nto our goddam busi ness!

NICK (O'S.)
Excuse ne?

They both | ook over: N ck stands in the doorway.

NI CK
| really gotta piss.

JEAN
VWho the hell ?

LI Z
Jean, this is Nick. Nick, this is ny
sister, Jean.

NI CK

Hey, Jean
JEAN

VWhat the hell?
LI Z

Down the hall, to the right.

Ni ck breezes past them down the hall, shuts the door

LI Z (cont'd)

Hi s notorcycle broke down. He just
needs to crash here for a few days.

JEAN
You brought a stranger to our house?

LI Z
He's not a stranger. He's N ck.

They can hear hi m Pl SSI NG now.
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LI Z (cont'd)
And he'll sleep in the barn.
JEAN
This isn't a fucking A rBnB
LI Z
The next nmoon is five days away- -
JEAN
Four .
LI Z

--and he'll be |l ong gone by then.
Of Jean, her face taut, grim

The toilet FLUSHES. N ck re-enters, counting cash froma wad
in his hand, and Liz nods to Jean. Gve it to her.

NI CK
Ni ne hundred. Up front. Plus another
buck for picking up ny notorcycle.

He hands Jean the stack of hundreds. Then he turns to Liz.

NI CK (cont' d)
And you're outta toil et paper.

LI Z
Copy.

NI CK
Hey, nice cassette deck--

LI Z
Over and out, Nick.

He defl ates, wal ks out. Jean stares at the noney, stunned.

LI Z (cont'd)
That should buy us a little tine
until we figure out the next nove.

Jean | ooks out the w ndow, dragging off her cigarette.

LI Z (cont'd)
VWhat's for dinner?

JEAN
Hanbur ger tacos and guacanol e.
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LIZ (QS.)
Hol y guacanol e.

Jean watches Nick as he heads to the barn. Her reflection in
t he wi ndow, suspi ci ous.
| NT. BARN - LATER

Ni ck crouches in the light of an oil |anp, checking the fuel
| evel on a | awnnower that's been stored in the barn.

The flame shudders as the door opens.

Liz steps in, sets out a plate of food and a battered
t hernos. Their eyes | ocked over the tension of the MJSIC

NI CK
Thanks.

LI Z
You' re wel cone.

Beat. She turns and wal ks away. O f N ck, watching her go.

EXT. BARN - CONTI NUOUS

Liz steps into the dark, on the edge of the |ight that
shines fromthe barn. Listening to him

Daring to smle. Daring to hope.

And as lightning bugs dance in the dark like twi nkle lights
in nute celebration, she | ooks up.

Sees the noon that's nore than three-quarters full.

Her sm | e fades as her eyes take on a dull yellow gl ow

I NT. LIZ"S BEDROOM - MORNI NG
The SOUND OF THE LAVWNMOVER

Liz sits up, rudely awakened. She slips out of bed.

I NT. HALLWAY - CONTI NUOUS

And steps out into the hall at the sane tine as Jean, also
havi ng been abruptly awakened, funmbling with her glasses.
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They exchange | ooks and then march down the hall together,
both of themin underwear and shirts.

I NT. KITCHEN - CONTI NUQUS

And stand abreast at the sink, |ooking out the w ndow

Where Nick is nmowi ng the yard. He pauses to take off his
shirt. H's skin glistening with sweat in the norning sun.

LI Z
Good nor ni ng.
JEAN
Mrhmm
LI Z
Shoul d I...say sonething?

Jean pulls her glasses off, scrubs a lens, and slips them
back on. Getting a better | ook at him now.

JEAN
We shoul d probably let himfinish

Of Liz, sharing a faint smle with her sister.

I NT. KITCHEN - DAY

Ni ck steps into the kitchen, wearing his grass-streaked
shirt now. He helps hinmself to a nmug fromthe cupboard,
pours hinself sone coffee. Then he opens the fridge.

A dozen packages of raw ground beef fill the shel ves.

JEAN (O S.)
What are you doi ng?

Ni ck startles, glances over. Jean sits at the table,
obscured in shadow. A book and coffee |laid out before her

NI CK
Looking for m | k?

JEAN
You coul d've stayed at a notel. You
woul d have paid a |lot |ess.

NI CK
You know how it is, when you travel
you wanna stay with the | ocals.



Liz steps into the kitchen,

JEAN
Is that how it is? Three hundred a
night to sleep in a barn in the
nowhere m ddl e of bum fuck, Kansas?

NI CK
Wth two very pl easant | adi es.

JEAN
You' re not as charm ng as you think.

NI CK
Agree to disagree?

JEAN
If you think you have a chance with
nmy sister you're sorely m staken--

LI Z
Thanks for your concern, Jean, but |
can | ook after nyself.

JEAN
If that were true you wouldn't be
soliciting nmen off the side of the
hi ghway to pay the bills.

LI Z
(to Nick)
| apol ogi ze, she can be a bitch.

JEAN
In ny case, at least, it's only
met aphori cal .

NI CK
Look, | don't know what's goi ng on
here. |1 don't know why everyone's so

negative, or why there's twenty
pounds of burger neat in the fridge--

LI Z
I ron deficiency.

NI CK
--but what | do know? I woke up this
norni ng and cut the grass, with the
sun on ny face and the wind at ny
back. And it was the best feeling
I"ve had in a very long tine.

grabs herself sone coffee.

34.
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Liz and Jean stare at him seeing himin this new |light.

LI Z
In that case we got a cord of wood
t hat needs choppi ng.

JEAN
The barn needs re-painting--

LI Z
GQutters cl eaned- -

NI CK
Okay, okay.

Jean and Liz exchange smles. N ck |eaves, shaking his head.

Jean noves to the sink watching himout the w ndow. Liz
grabs a package of ground beef fromthe fridge.

JEAN
| still say he's hiding sonething.

Liz joins her at the sink, eating raw beef with her fingers.
LI Z
Aren't we all?
EXT. ACONI TE - HARDWARE STORE - DAY

A bl ack and silver Pontiac pulls into the parking |ot.

A yellow Mnion figurine dangling fromthe rear view mrror

Hashke steps out, wearing a jacket, jeans, boots. He | eans
back, working out the stiffness fromhours in the car.

Then he heads for the hardware store.

| NT. HARDWARE STORE - DAY
Willard is stocking the shelves with inventory.

W LLARD
Hel p you?

HASHKE
I'"'m | ooking for a boy that m ght've
conme t hrough here.
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W LLARD
You' Il need to be nore specific.

HASHKE
He was wearing a | eather jacket. He's
got a notorcycl e needs fi xing.

Wllard stiffens. Hashke can sense his unease.

HASHKE (cont' d)
You' ve seen him haven't you?

W LLARD
How nuch is it worth to you?

Hashke surveys the interior of the store. No ot her novenent
or sounds, and he concludes that he's alone with the clerk.

HASHKE
Ten seconds.

W LLARD
Par don?

Hashke steps closer, the ribbed shelving still between him
and the clerk, but he could reach through now.

HASHKE
You know for all their w sdom and
cruelty the founding fathers couldn't
stanp their faces onto time? They
couldn't hoard it, or give it away.

Hashke gl ances down at the crow bars for sale on the shelf.
Wl lard | ooks down, too. Then back up at Hashke, who sm | es.
HASHKE (cont' d)
But | can. And I'Il give you ten
seconds worth, starting right now. ..

Wl ard gl ances over his shoulder, at the door near the
back: an EXIT sign glowing above it. It's too far to nake.

HASHKE (cont' d)
...five seconds.

Wllard' s breath is short |ike a baby, or a dying man.
Hashke just stares at him Finally:

W LLARD
He ordered a battery.
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HASHKE
Did he | eave a nane? A nunber?

Wl lard reaches into his pocket, retrieving the three one-
hundred dollar bills. Sets themon the shelf between them

W LLARD
He paid me not to ask.

Hashke touches a bill with a finger, tracing the stanped
face of Ben Franklin at the center. Specks of blood there.

HASHKE
VWhen will he be back?

W LLARD
Day after tonorrow. That's when the
battery gets in.

Hashke steps closer. WIllard shuts his eyes, turning his
head away, unable to |look Death in the face.

HASHKE
You wouldn't lie to nme?
W LLARD
(steady as a prayer)
No. | swear to Jesus, and the saints,
and t he goddamm ghost of Geronino, |

swear it...
He opens one eye. Then bot h.
Hashke i s gone.
An OLD WOVAN (80s) stands at the door, staring at him And
Wl lard stares back, his toupee flapping fromthe w nd.
EXT. BARN - DAY

Li z di sappears into the barn, carrying a tray of food. A
beat | ater she steps out, |ooking around. Were is he?

Her nostrils flaring, searching for the scent of him Zeroes
in on the path behind the barn, |eading away into the woods.
EXT. GRAVEYARD CLEARI NG - DAY

The dense trees resolve into a clearing, enclosed about by

nore trees. WIld flowers dapple the grass with color, a
lingering vestige of sumrer. This is a hallowed pl ace.
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Nick lays at the edge of this clearing, staring at the sky.

LI Z
What are you doi ng here?

He sits up on his elbows, grass in his hair. Staring at her.

NI CK
It's beautiful here.

LI Z
Your lunch is getting cold.

Beat. He nods at the two nounds of stacked rocks in the
mddle of the field - grave markers, rising above the grass.

NI CK
Are those your parents?

She stares at them her silence confirmng it.

NI CK (cont' d)

When?
LI Z
Several years after they found ne. |
was still just a girl.
NI CK
Found you?
LI Z

Jean and her parents are the only
famly |I've ever known.

NI CK
Can | ask how t hey died?

LI Z

(i npatient)
Can | ask where you got your bike?

NI CK
It's not a bike--

LI Z
| nmean, if you're really in trouble
then why not just scrap it already,
and buy a bus ticket, or steal a car?

NI CK
You' re changi ng the subject.
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So let's change the subject.

Beat .

NI CK
That notorcycl e bel onged to ny dad.
After he ran off ny nomliked to tell
me how nmuch | | ooked |ike him How
rem nded her of him So | stole shit
and | hurt people, and eventually I
ran off too. | guess | sorta becane
the thing that she needed ne to be.

Agai n, he seens to speak to her own predi canent.

NI CK (cont' d)
But that notorcycle proves there's
hope, you know? For a fresh start.

LI Z
Because it was your dad's?

NI CK

Because it's the only thing I got
left that | didn't steal.

Beat. Her voice softer now, warner.

LI Z
Your lunch is getting cold.

She turns and wal ks away. O f Nick, watching her go.

LIZ (V.0)
VWhat were they |ike?

JEAN (V. Q)
VWho?

LIZ (V.0)
Mom and dad.
I NT. YARD - DAY
Liz splits a block of wood with an ax.
JEAN (V. Q)

I don't know. | nean, they would go
t hese | ong stretches w thout talking.

39.
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Ni ck stacks the wood al ong the house. They work together, in
silence, as naturally as if this has al ways been.

JEAN (V.Q. ) (cont'd)
But they were always listening to
each ot her.

Jean stands nearby, work gloves on, and autumm debris
snoki ng on the burn pile behind her. Watching them

I NT. BATHROOM - EVEN NG

Ni ck showers, partially visible beyond the shower curtain.

Liz steps in, lays a dark, flannel shirt out for him She
i ngers, head bowed. Watching hi mbeyond the curtain.

JEAN (V. Q)
And every | augh or | ook they shared
seened to be a secret. O a vow.

I NT. BARN - NI GHT

Liz steps in wth a tray of food. She sets it down when she
notices that Nick has fallen asleep

JEAN (V. Q)
To mind the details. Stupid little
t hi ngs, you know? How she |iked her
eggs. How he took his coffee.

She | ays down beside him facing him draw ng her knees up

as heis, like a child in slunber. Her eyes glow ng yell ow.
JEAN (V.Q. ) (cont'd)
She once said that she could tell, by
his breathing, if he was dreamng in
hi s sl eep.

The talon-like claws curving fromher fingertips, as she
touches his face so tenderly he never stirs.

JEAN (V.Q. ) (cont'd)
They held the tiniest of gestures in
hi gh esteem Like each one was a
defiance to sonme inevitable ending.

Her |ips parting, the gleamof incisors there, a profound
hunger for himas the MJSIC crescendos...and ends.
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I NT. STORM CELLAR - DAY

Jean uncoils the broken chain fromthe wall, discards it
into a rusted heap on the ground.

Then Liz unfurls the steel cable fromthe hardware store,
and hands one end to Jean.

JEAN
You never cared before.

LI Z
| just never asked before.

Jean runs one end of the cable through the steel ring wel ded

to the wall, cinches it through the choker anchor.
JEAN
Wy not ?
LI Z

| dunno. GQuess | was scared.
She shrugs. Of Jean, her voice warm for once:

JEAN
They vowed to protect you. Mom al ways
said, we stay loyal. No matter what.

LI Z
Yeah.

JEAN
Anytinme you wanna ask ne sonet hi ng
just ask ne. Ckay?

LI Z
kay.

JEAN
Though | can't promise | won't tel
you to piss off.

They're both smling a little now This rare nonent of
war nt h between the two wonen.

Then Liz fastens her end of the cable to the iron collar.

Of Jean, staring at the new | eash. Her sm | e fading.
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I NT. JEAN S BEDROOM - EVEN NG

Jean sits back on her bed, a drink in hand, |ost in thought
as a TV DRONES from nearby. Her nood soured in rum nation

Unlike Liz's room Jean's roomis ascetic, w thout decor
Books, rather than music, are the only aesthetic touch.
There's a dresser. A mni TV on top. A bottle of nezcal.

A framed photo of her parents, at which she's been staring.

LIZ (O S.)
Jean! Di nner!

Jean snaps out of her reverie. Slips her glasses on.

She staggers to her feet, buzzed. dass in hand she noves to
t he door, where several nore chain bolts are install ed.

I NT. LI'VING ROOM - NI GHT
Jean noves directly to the side board and refills her gl ass.

Behind her, Liz steps in fromthe kitchen and sets a
casserole dish on the table anong the three place settings.

JEAN
VWhat is that?

LI Z
Ni ck made hanbur ger casserol e.

JEAN
| nmeant on your face.

Indeed, Liz is wearing lipstick. Eyeliner. Her hair brushed
back, the npbst nmade-up we' ve ever seen her.

LI Z

| wanted to | ook nice.
JEAN

For what ?
LI Z

Conme on, Jeannie. Wien's the | ast
time we sat down together for dinner?

Nick enters fromthe kitchen with three gl asses of water
Hi s hair conbed. Shaved. Wearing that dark, flannel shirt.
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JEAN
Is that dad's shirt?

LI Z
He needed sonething to wear.

JEAN
(to Nick)
You know our nother ironed his shirt
for himevery norning? Even when he
was just driving the conbine.

LI Z
Jean.
NI CK
I can wear sonething el se.
LI Z
Your clothes are in the wash.
NI CK
Then | can just wear sone of your
nmom's clothes. | can rock a dress.

Both them are staring at him

NI CK (cont' d)
Joke?

LI Z
Maybe give us a second?

Ni ck nods, grabs his jacket on his way out the door.

LI Z (cont'd)
I"mtrying to be good here--

JEAN
You're trying to play house. As if
you don't know how this ends.

LI Z
Maybe | just need sonething that
isn't a constant rem nder--

JEAN
So do I, Lizzie, but every tine |
| ook at you |I'mrem nded. And | have
to | ook. Because |I'm not strong
enough to | ook away.

( MORE)
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JEAN (cont' d)
I"mnot strong enough to |l ock you up
in that stormcellar and then let you
starve to death, even though it's the
nost heroic thing that you or | could
do.

Of Liz, her face flushing with shane.

EXT. THORN HOUSE - YARD - MOVENTS LATER
Nick is sitting on the porch when Liz breezes past him

NI CK
Li z? Hey!

She clinbs into the truck as he hurries after her...

I NT. TRUCK - CONTI NUOUS
...and slides into the passenger side.

NI CK
Where you goin'?

LI Z
Into town. You need to stay here.

NI CK
This is our |ast night together.

LI Z
Get out of the truck.

NI CK
["mgoing with you

Of Liz, at once annoyed and taken by him

I NT. THE HARE & THE HOUND TAVERN - NI GHT
The CRACK of pool balls.
Men chalk their cues and circle the table.

ROCK pl ays overhead. It's a dingy space, wood beans and | ow
ceiling, a watering hole for the town's working cl ass.

ANGLE ON:
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The BARTENDER (50s, salty) pours two shots of well whiskey
for Liz, who turns to Nick

LI Z
What are you havi ng?

Nick smles, thinking it's a joke. But Liz isn't smling.

NI CK
h. Un | guess I'll do the sanme?

The bartender lines up two nore glasses, fills themwth a
| ong upended pour. Liz tosses down two twenty-dollar bills.

LI Z
Keep the change.

The bartender nods, takes the noney, and Liz drains the
first shot. Nick shoots one hinself, grimaces, GAGS.

NI CK
God DAMN.

Li z sips the second shot, staring into space, thinking
per haps of Jean's words. Her head hung | ow.

NI CK (cont' d)
Are you gonna tell ne what happened?

Beat. He touches her shoulder, turns her slowy toward him

NI CK (cont' d)
Hey. You can talk to ne.

She | ooks at him Wanting to tell him everything.

HANK JR (O S.)
El i zabet h Thorn?

Hank Jr strolls up with Rob and two nen, BUD and REESE
(20s). Al four are welders by trade, drinkers by hobby.

HANK JR
Seen you nore in the last three days
than I have in the |ast three years.

LI Z
Just trying to mnd nmy own business.

HANK JR
Me and the boys got a wager goin'. A
round of drinks on nme says you got
the prettiest smle they ever seen.



She just stares at the four nen.

HANK JR (cont' d)
Aren't you gonna smle for us?

LI Z
Aren't you gonna say sonething funny?

Ni ck grunts with anusenent.

HANK JR
| didn't get your nane.

NI CK
| didn't give it.

HANK JR
Tell me sonething, stranger. A man
offers to buy a lady a drink it's
customary to accept, don't you agree?

NI CK
You'd have to ask the | ady.

LI Z
We were just |eaving.

HANK JR
You were just being uppity. Not that
it's a surprise to anybody here.

LI Z
Keep it up, Hank...

She shoots the rest of her whi skey, buzzed. Arrogant:

LI Z (cont'd)
...but all the resentnent in the
world won't bring your daddy back.

Hank Jr pales. The other boys stop grinning.

HANK JR
You never gave a shit about this
town. So | don't suppose this town
woul d give a shit about you, or your
sister, if sonething were to happen.

Liz's hands curl into fists, an al nbst discerni ble GROAL
roiling up fromher throat. And N ck stands beside her.
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That's when Harnon and Tish wal k in. Wien Hank Jr sees the
police uniforms he shoots Nick and Liz one |ast glare, and
t hen wal ks out with his crew

LI Z
(chal I engi ng Hank Jr)
Yeah, wal k away.

NI CK
You're better than that.

LI Z
Mot her fuckers--

NI CK
Li z.

Nick is leading her to a dimcorner, pulls her into a sl ow
dance to distract her as The Jesus And Mary Chain's, Just
Li ke Honey pl ays over head.

LI Z
Just because the steel plant shut
down and half these asshol es are on
unenpl oynment or working at Wl - Mart
or drinking here doesn't nean they're
t he only ones hurting--

He ki sses her. Suddenly and inevitably. And she goes still,
her anger evaporating in an instant.

NI CK
Careful . Your body's a hand grenade.
Peopl e could get hurt.

She stares at him softening. Does he truly understand her?

LI Z
You stole that.

NI CK
What ?

LI Z
That 1i ne.

NI CK

| mght've read it sonewhere--

LI Z
Courtney Love wote that.
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NI CK
(re: her neck)
How d you get these scars?

LI Z
Now you' re changi ng the subject.

NI CK
So let's change the subject.

She kisses himthis tine, as they slowy pirouette in their
own cocoon of light. The juke box MJSI C serenadi ng them

And as they conplete another revolution, N ck | ooks past
her, across the bar, to the man walking in. It's Hashke.

LI Z
You okay?

Ni ck has stopped noving. Lights fading back up. The MJUSIC A
TINNY ECHO fromthe jukebox now. H's world falling apart.

NI CK
Time for you to go.

Wien she sees that he's | ooking past her she turns to see
Hashke at the bar - staring back at them now.

LI Z
Is that who you're running fronf

NI CK
"Il nmeet you at the house.

LI Z
You' re not wal ki ng back- -

NI CK
Go. Now.

The urgency in his voice. She nods, wal king away, passing
Hashke, who is heading over with two bottles of beer.

He sits across from Nick, slides a bottle over.
HASHKE
Ni ce jacket.
EXT. THE HARE & THE HOUND TAVERN - MOVMENTS LATER

The noon is nearly full. Liz makes it a few paces out the
door. Then she noves to the wi ndow, |ooking in at N ck.
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She shuts her eyes, tilts her head, her ears sharpening to
poi nts as she focuses in on their conversation..

NICK (O S.)
How d you find ne?

...N ck and Hashke's voi ces LOUDER now, i npossibly CLEAR

I NT. THE HARE & THE HOUND TAVERN - CONTI NUOUS
Hashke crosses an ankl e over his knee, casual.

HASHKE
I've been to every chop shop from
here to Kansas City. Then | net that
old man who runs the hardware store.
Turns out he runs his nouth too, so

here | am
NI CK

I thought Indians couldn't drink.
HASHKE

| thought dead nen couldn't talk.
NI CK

Kill me, you'll never find the cash.
HASHKE

["1l find your girlfriend.

NI CK
She's not involved in this.

HASHKE
Unl ess you're staying with her. Wich
means that's where the cash is.
Beat .

NI CK
Money's yours. Just | eave her al one.
EXT. THE HARE & THE HOUND TAVERN - CONTI NUOUS

Li z opens her eyes when she hears this. Seeing Nick in this
new | i ght.
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HASHKE
You really have no idea what you're
dealing wth.

NI CK
" mgiving you the noney.

HASHKE
Gavin Granger has a reputation to
uphold. I"mnot just paid to get his
noney back. |I'mpaid to get you.

Beat. Nick | ooks |Iike he's gonna be sick.

HASHKE (cont' d)
Now. You can either take a stand
outside, or you can try to run.

NI CK
What's your name?

HASHKE
That doesn't matter.

NI CK
Then tell ne.

Harmon and Tish are putting lids on their Styrofoamto-go
coffee cups - Tish can see N ck and Hashke tal ki ng.

HASHKE
Bill Hashke.

NI CK
VWhat kind of nane is that?

HASHKE
A Navaj o nane.

NI CK
| meant Bill?

HASHKE
That's a white skin nane.

NI CK
And you work for a white skin.

HASHKE
You're stalling.

50.
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NI CK
Your people used to believe in powers
bi gger than noney.

HASHKE

Fuck do you know about ny peopl e?
NI CK

| don't. I'mjust saying--
HASHKE

The power of noons and aninmals are no

mat ch agai nst the engi ne of Anmerica.

Thi s engine runs on noney. This is

what you and | have chosen. And in

this Anerica | get to be the cowboy.

And you're the Indian, dooned to die.
Beat .

NI CK
I'"l'l be outside.

Ni ck stands, heads for the door, his bottle of beer in hand.

EXT. THE HARE & THE HOUND TAVERN - NI GHT
He steps outside. Liz is no where to be seen.

Ni ck taps the beer bottle against the building facade,
breaki ng away the base plate, beer gushing like an artery.

He holds a serrated weapon now

He drifts into the open, alone on the deserted street. Storm
cl ouds gather on the horizon, where flickering forks of

i ghtening portend doom N ck waits here, his final stand.
ANGLE ON:

Adj acent to the tavern is an alley.

It recedes back toward a term nus of darkness, far away,
where a sliver of light appears. A door opening:

Hashke steps outside fromthe back of the bar.

He strolls down the alley, pulling the sem -auto pistol from
his belt and threading a sound suppressor onto the barrel.

He arrives at the nmouth of the alley, can see Nick in the
parking lot, his back to the alley way.
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Sonme bar patrons are stepping outside, talking in whiskey-
soaked tones and lighting up cigarettes.

From t he shadows Hashke raises the gun on Nick.

That's when a fiqgure drops fromthe roof of the building,
| andi ng soundl essly behi nd Hashke.

The CLAMOR OF A DOG rises up from behind an adjacent fence,
a fierce snarling at sonething it senses to be dangerous.

Hashke turns to see the figure standi ng behind him

It's Liz. Her hair blowi ng across her face. Her eyes are
gl ow ng yell ow. Coarse fur on her palns as the claws extend
fromher fingertips. The gleam of incisors in her nouth.

The long, low GROA roiling up fromher throat.

The CLAMORI NG of the dog nearby is hysterical now Frenzied.

Hashke nods, acknow edging this final truth - the real and
deadly power of npbons and animals. Then he rai ses the gun.

And Liz surges toward himw th inpossible speed.
ANGLE BACK TGO

Ni ck turns, distracted by the CLAMORI NG of the dog. He
approaches the alley, brandishing the broken bottle.

Peering in...sees the shape back there, on the ground.

He steps into the dark, breathing hard, edging closer until
finally he comes up on Hashke's body crunpl ed on the ground.

Of Nick's reaction - horrified.

TISH (0. S.)
Excuse ne?

He | ooks up at Tish, standing in the light of an open door
that leads into the alley fromthe bar.

Ni ck drops the broken beer bottle, turns, and runs. Rain
fall starting now, dappling everything.

TI SH
Hey!

As Tish flips on her FLASHLI GHT and hurries over. Sl ow ng
when she sees Hashke's body. The sl ashed up torso.
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The head nearly severed at the neck.

Hal f the face and scal p chewed away.

I NT. THORN HOUSE - BATHROOM - NI GHT

Li z RETCHES over the toilet, her hair wet and a towel
wr apped about her chest froma recent shower.

GAGE NG she reaches into her throat, starts pulling out a
tangl e of dark hair. Keeps pulling the |long strands, her
lips quivering, until it finally cones free:

Hashke's bl ack hair, attached to a piece of scalp.

She RETCHES once nore, and an ear plops into the toilet.

She FLUSHES everything. Then she noves to the sink, opens
the mrrored cabinet, grabs a bottle of Aspirin.

Her nostrils flaring.

LI Z
Are you okay?

She cl oses the cabinet, revealing N ck standing behind her.
He's soaked through fromthe rain, clearly shaken up.

NI CK
I ran the whol e way back

She turns as he stunbles into the bathroom H's voice a
wi nded whi sper as he clings to her.

LI Z

What happened?
NI CK

| don't know, I...just don't know.
JEAN (O S.)

Excuse ne?
They both junp. Jean is standing in the doorway now.

JEAN
What' s goi ng on?

LI Z NI CK
Not hi ng. Not hi ng.
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JEAN
Then why are the police here?

I NT. LIVING ROOM - N GHT

Li z opens the front door, wearing a bathrobe. Tish and
Harnmon are waiting there, hands resting on their gun belts,
the rain falling steadily behind them now.

HARMON
Evening, mss Thorn. | hope we didn't
get you at a bad tine.

LI Z
It's | ate.

HARMON
You mind if we conme in?

She steps aside and they step in, shaking off the rain. Jean
stokes the fire. Nick is nowhere to be seen.

HARMON (cont' d)
Jean.

Jean nods. Then Harnon | ooks Liz up and down.

HARMON (cont' d)
You two al one?

The sisters both nod.

HARMON (cont' d)
Wio was that fella you were tal king
wi th tonight?

LI Z
You nean Hank Jr?

HARMON
I nean the guy you were dancing wth.

Jean glances at Liz. But Liz won't neet her eyes.
LI Z
Nick. I don't know his |last nanme. |
met him a coupl e days ago.

HARMON
Pretty fast work.

Beat. Tish takes a | ess judgnental tone:
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TI SH
How d you neet him Liz?
LI Z
Hi tching. Just outside of town.
TI SH
Can you put us in contact with hin®
LI Z
| don't have a nunmber. | don't know

where he's staying. He was passing
t hrough, he probably already left.

JEAN
What' s going on here?

TI SH
A man was killed tonight. And we
t hi nk Ni ck may be invol ved.

JEAN
Killed how?

TI SH
The details aren't pertinent--

HARMON
He was chewed up, just |ike Hank.

Jean pales. Tish takes a breath, annoyed wi th Harnon.

Tl SH
Look, when this story breaks it'll
make a | ot of folks here real antsy.
It would help if we had a w tness.

LI Z
You mean a scapegoat .

HARMON
A scapegoat inplies soneone else is
responsi bl e, mss Thorn. Perhaps
you'd |i ke to specul ate?

LI Z
He didn't do it.

JEAN
Li z.

Liz wal ks it back:
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LI Z
It just doesn't make any sense.

HARMON
Vel |, honey, that's why we need to
talk to him

LI Z
If I knew anything I'd tell you.

HARMON
Ri ght. Thanks for your tine.

He heads out the door. Tish turns to follow, when she sees
the dining roomtable fromthe corner of her eye.

Sees the three place settings. She |ooks at Liz and Jean.

TI SH
I know what it's |ike, when people
assunme the worst about you. But | can
hel p you. If you'll let ne.

JEAN
We'll keep it in mnd, Tish. Thanks.

Beat. Tish | eaves, and Liz shuts the door.

Jean noves to a sideboard and pours herself a nmezcal, shoots

it down in one pull. Calmng her nerves. When she sees Liz
still shaken up she pours her a glass, hands it to her.
JEAN (cont' d)
It's still two days before the noon.
LI Z

| know, Jean

JEAN
Then how is this possible?

LI Z
| don't know, Jean

Beat .

JEAN
Are you able to control it?

Li z crushes the glass in her fist, w thout thinking.

Bl ood drips steadily to the floor. Jean runs to the kitchen
as Liz cups her hand, her face nore weary than pai ned.
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Jean returns with a towel and gauze. She sits Liz down and
commences to clean and wrap the wound.

LI Z
It was an accident. A m stake.

JEAN
| understand. You're scared. Wth
control cones accountability--

LI Z
| said it was a m st ake.

Liz jerks her hand away, finishes the wap herself.

LI Z (cont'd)
It won't happen again.

Li z wal ks away, wi th Jean watchi ng her go.

INT. LIZ'S ROOM - MOMENTS LATER
The door opens, and Liz peeks in.

LI Z
Ni ck?

But the roomis enpty. She noves on.

EXT. HALLWAY - CONTI NUOUS

Li z checks the bathroom N ck isn't there either. Then she
checks Jean's room Still no sign of him

Then she gl ances to the door at the end of the hall.

Her face ashen just to | ook upon it.

She makes a sl ow approach, her hand reaching for the door
knob. Lingering here, hesitant. Finally she opens it.

| NT. PARENT' S BEDROOM - NI GHT

Light spilling in fromthe hallway as Liz stands there, a
| one sil houette in the door way.

She tries the light but it doesn't work. She steps in now,
searching the darkness. Mponlight reveals a crucifix on the
wal | . A bare mattress, no bl ankets or pillows.
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A dresser: nother's perfunme bottles, and father's watch. The
time has stopped. Everything covered in a veneer of dust.

It's a crime scene perfectly intact.

Li z exhal es, her breath in a cloud before her. She sees the
open wi ndow, snow flakes swirling in.

She heads over, sees the drifts of white snow accunul ati ng
on the window sill and the base boards.

She reaches out to close the w ndow, pauses, seeing the
smal | bl oody hand print on the pane of glass. Her eyes shift
to the snow yard beyond. There's a small figure out there.

It's a AQRL (9) in long underwear, huddling in the snow,
arnms around her knees. Her back to the house. Shivering.

The tiny fingertips dripping red into the snow.

And the girl stops shivering. Deathly still now. She turns
her head, |ooking right at Liz wwth those yell ow eyes, the
danp hair and pale face. Her nouth and chin dripping red.

And Liz jerks the wi ndow shut, revealing the reflection in
the glass: two people on the bed behind her.

She turns around, sees her parents: FATHER spl ayed agai nst
the wall: the calm lifeless eyes. H's throat gaping open.

Her MOTHER, half way off the bed, her torso clawed into
ri bbons, the innards roiling between her fingers.

TEENAGE JEAN
Liz?

A TEENACGE JEAN stands in the doorway, wearing her glasses
and breathing hard, terrified, indicting Liz wth her eyes.

NICK (O S.)
Liz?

Li z snaps out of it. Nick sits on the floor near the wall.

LI Z
They' re gone.

The way she says it. He rises to his feet, staring at her.

NI CK
Are you okay?
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LI Z
Yeah.

NI CK
Is this your parents' roonf

LI Z
It was.

The haunted | ook in her eyes. She hurries past him out of
the room He steps forward, staring at the w ndow.

There's no snow. And no girl. Just the rain falling steadily
beyond. But that faded, bloody hand print is on the glass.

I NT. LIZ"S BEDROOM - NI GHT

Li z hunches before her patio doors, hands around her knees,
head bowed - like that girl in the snow. Tears in her eyes.

Candl es flicker on her vanity.
She goes still. Turns her head to | ook at the door way.

Where Nick is watching her. He steps in, |ooking over the
rock posters, and the scattering of stuffed animals.

The photos along her mrror, the places she yearns to see.

She stands up and w pes her face dry. He takes her bandaged
hand in his.

NI CK
Does it hurt?

LI Z
Yeah.

They coul d be tal king about everything.

NI CK
"Il find somewhere else to sleep

LI Z
Yeah.

She noves past him to the door..

NI CK
["1Il just get ny things--

...and she shuts the door, locks it. Looks back at him
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Hi s breathing quickening. A GROAX roiling up from her
throat. She wal ks toward him

And he advances to neet her, kissing now, their bodies
pressed together, tugging at clothes as they stunble to the
bed, entwi ned as they fall out of franme...

...only her bandaged hand clinging to the wall. Then she
rel eases, the hand di sappearing bel ow.

Leaving a faded, bloody hand print.

I NT. KITCHEN - DAY

The news plays fromanother tiny TV, this one propped up on
t he kitchen counter.

NEWS ANCHOR
Police are warning that a nurderer is
still at |arge.

Jean and Liz and Nick are finishing up lunch, as natural as
if they were a famly now. Faces solem as they cl ean up.

NEWS ANCHOR
And according to the Aconite nedica
exam ner the victims wounds bare a
grisly resenbl ance to those inflicted
on | ocal man, Hank Lenore, who was
attacked and killed just four weeks
earlier.

There's what | ooks |i ke a nugshot photo of Bill Hashke on
the TV screen. A photo of Hank Lenore appears beside it.

Of Liz, staring at the TV.

I NT. TRUCK - AFTERNOON

The MJSI C fading now, as they drive into town. Jean at the
wheel, Liz in the mddle and Nick at the passenger w ndow.

Ni ck and Liz are hol di ng hands.

EXT. HARDWARE STORE - ACONI TE - AFTERNOON

Jean pulls up, parks. From here the entrance to the hardware
store can be seen down the bl ock, across the street.
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I NT. TRUCK - CONTI NUCUS

Ni ck takes a breath, glances at them Nods. Then he slips
out of the truck and heads toward the store.

JEAN
How s your hand?

Liz holds it out. The cut is nearly heal ed now Jean nods,
knowi ngly, and then retrieves a cigarette for herself.

LI Z
Sorry if we kept you awake.

Jean just |ooks at her, smling. Is she really sorry? And
Liz just smles back, shrugs. Jean can't help a short LAUGH.

JEAN
G ad one of us is getting sone.

She hands the battered pack over to Liz, who lights up too.

| NT. HARDWARE STORE - AFTERNOON
Ni ck steps inside.

Sees the TV nounted in the corner of the store. The news
still playing. The i mages of Hashke and Hank still there.

And Wllard staring at him that desk fan blowing his hair
up off his head.

NI CK
Vel | ?

Beat. WIllard takes a breath and anbles to the back.

Ni ck gl ances out the w ndow.

At the enpty parking |ot.

Wllard returns with a box. Nick pulls out the notorcycle
battery, inspects it. Then he slides it back into the box.
Grabs three Squirts froma cooler, sets themon the counter.

NI CK (cont' d)
The sodas, too.

He tosses down sone bills as Wllard bags it all up.

W LLARD
Did you kill that Indian?
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NI CK
(respectful)
He wasn't an Indian. He was a Navaj o.
WIllard stares at him
Then a car door SLAMS. N ck gl ances out the w ndow

Four men in cheap suits are spilling out of an Escal ade.
Gavin Granger is anong them wearing a scarf and sock cap.

Ni ck is backing away, into the interior of the store, with
t he bag of nmerchandi se under his arm and panic in his eyes.

NI CK (cont' d)
|'"'mnot here.

W LLARD
VWhat ?

NI CK
Don't tell themI'mhere. If they
find me then they' re gonna kill you,

t oo, because nmen |like this don't
| eave Wi tnesses. Do you understand?

W LLARD
Men |i ke who?

Wl lard glances toward the door as it opens, the nen
stepping inside. Granger enters |last, closing the door
behind him Wen WIlard gl ances back, N ck is gone.

GRANGER
Good nor ni ng.

W LLARD
Noon.

GRANGER

VWhat's that?

W LLARD
l...l said it's noon

GRANGER
There's what |'ve been mssing: the
dry candor of small town Anmeri ca.

One of the nen draws the blinds over the wi ndow. Another nman
flips the Open sign around to C osed.
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GRANCER (cont' d)
I"m 1l ooking for a young man.

ANGLE ON:

Ni ck hunches down, back against the shelves of the |ast
ai sle. Not daring to breathe.

GRANGER (O . S.)
He cane through here a few days ago,
ordered a notorcycle battery.

ANGLE BACK TO

W LLARD
You' Il have to be nore specific.

GRANGER
I"mconfused. My Indian said he
talked to you

W LLARD
You nean, the Navaj o.

Beat. Granger reaches out and plucks Wllard s toupee right
off his head, |ooks it over wth disdain.

GRANGER
Are we playing ganes?

W LLARD
No sir.

Granger drops the toupee and places his hand atop the old
man's freckl ed head, tapping his fingers on the skull.

GRANGER
You have information in here. How
get to it is up to you

Wl lard blanches with fear. He raises a hand, pointing
toward the back of the store, toward where Nick is hiding.

G anger nods to his nen. They draw their guns, fanning out,
advanci ng down the aisles. Ganger anong them

They converge on the | ast aisle.
But Nick isn't there. The rear exit door is ajar.

Granger hurries through it.
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EXT. HARDWARE STORE - CONTI NUOUS

And into the back. Blinking into the cold sun, |ooking up at
the tall fence, crowned with razor wire

Ni ck's | eather jacket flapping up there, stuck on the barbs
where he used it to hop over.

EXT. STREET - AFTERNOON

Nick is running up fromthe back of the store with his bag,
climbs into the truck as Jean FIRES up the engine.

LI Z
Where's your jacket?

NI CK
| outgrewit. Let's go.

And Jean drives them away.

I NT. HARDWARE STORE - AFTERNOON

Granger strolls back in. H's nmen exchange | ooks as he grabs
a crow bar froma rack, and wal ks toward W I ard.

W LLARD
| swear it, he was just here.

GRANGER
| believe you.

And Granger hits WIllard across the face with the crow bar,
splattering blood across the swinsuit cal endar on the wall.

WIllard crunples to the floor behind the counter.

And Granger sw ngs again and again, repeatedly bringing the
crow bar down on the unseen victim the dull THWAPS becom ng
increasingly VET in sound. Finally he stops, breathing hard.
He drops the crow bar.

He wal ks out from behind the counter and toward the door,

one of his nen handi ng hi ma handkerchief with which he
Wi pes the blood fromhis face.
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EXT. H GAWAY - LATE AFTERNOON

Jean CRACKS a bottle of Squirt fromthe driver's seat, takes
a long pull. Watching Liz and Nick through the side mrror.

The truck is parked on the edge of the road. The surroundi ng
trees indicate that they' re just outside of town.

Liz slides the plank of wood fromthe bed of the truck to
make a ranp, once nore. Nick lifts the tarp off the hidden
not orcycle, upends it, and wheels it down to the road.

Liz slides the plank into the truck and shuts the tail gate.

Ni ck wenches the battery fromthe conpartnent, the inside
of it bubbling with battery acid, |ike an open wound.

He pours the soda in, to neutralize the acid, then w pes it
clean with a rag. Then he fits the new battery into place.

When he's finished, he glances at Liz.

And she lingers near the truck, staring back at him alert,
anxi ous, neither one of themready to part ways.

LI Z
I guess this is goodbye?

NI CK
If we're sayi ng goodbye we can do
better than this.

She considers this. Then she wal ks over to Jean.

LI Z
I"mthinking Nick gives ne a ride
hone.

JEAN

I"'mthinking it's not a good idea.

LI Z
I"mthinking I'"mnot really asking.

Jean stares at her, her voice tender:

JEAN
You know this has to end.

LI Z
I know.
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Beat. Jean nods, and FIRES up the engine. She puts a hand
out, waving to Nick. And Nick waves back, in farewell.

And Jean drives away, |eaving themin her wake.

Wnd blowng Liz's hair into her face as she stares at N ck,
uncertain, but smling. And Nick, smling back at her.

EXT. ACONI TE - TRAILER PARK - LATE AFTERNOON
The Escal ade pulls up in front of Ruby's trailer.

Her sons step into the doorway. Hank Jr holds a rifle in one
hand, barrel pointed down. Rob stands just behind him
hol ding a big hound by the collar as it sniffs the air.

Granger and his nmen slip out of the car.

GRANGER
Does Ruby Lenore |live here?

HANK JR
Who' s aski ng?

GRANGER
You greet everyone with a rifle?

HANK JR
If that car and those nen are any
i ndi cation you're not everyone.

GRANGER
| prefer to speak wth her directly.

HANK JR
| don't give two shits what you
prefer, mster. You can talk to ne--

RUBY (O.S.)
Quit making a spectacle.

Hank Jr defers as Ruby appears at the door, steps outside.
She | ooks Granger and his nmen over, uninpressed.

Then she gl ances back at her sons, standing in the doorway.
RUBY
You wanna heat the whol e dam
nei ghbor hood?

Rob steps inside with the hound, and Hank Jr steps out to
stand by his nother, shutting the door behind him
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RUBY (cont' d)
Who are you?

GRANGER
Gavin G anger.

RUBY
Well, an awfully dark cloud has
settled over this town, Mster
Granger, and it's got all of us on
edge. So you'll have to forgive ny
sons for their |ack of manners.

GRANGER
Under st andabl e.

RUBY
Now. What the hell do you want?

GRANGER
One of ny nen was killed here
yesterday. According to the news he
di ed the sanme way as your husband.

RUBY
The I ndi an, you nean.

GRANGER
That's right. Perhaps you coul d shed
some light on this situation.

RUBY
| doubt it. Doesn't fit the pattern.

GRANGER
What pattern?

RUBY
Runor has it it's a wolf. Livestock
have been attacked in the area, too.

She lights up a cigarette, holding herself against the cold.

RUBY (cont' d)
Al'l of it near where Hank was kil l ed.
This one property, outside of town.

GRANGER
Bill died outside a bar. In town.

RUBY
See, it doesn't fit the pattern.
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GRANGER
Who owns this property?

RUBY
A cagey girl, pretty but able. And
her ol der sister, who raised her.
Nei t her of them cone into town nuch

GRANGER
You don't know if she was in town
yest erday, by any chance, do you?

HANK JR
Matter of fact she was. Me and Rob
run into her at the bar. Sluttin' it
up with some asshole fromoutta town.

GRANGER
Was this outta town asshole wearing a
| eat her jacket by any chance?

HANK JR
Matter of fact, he was.

Granger smles.
GRANGER
Where does this girl live, exactly?
EXT. GAS STATI ON - EVEN NG

The notorcycle materializes fromthe rural road. Nick is
driving and Liz sits behind him holding on tight.

They pull into the gas station and clinb off the bike. N ck
unfastens the gas cap, gestures for Liz to hold the nozzle.

NI CK
Her e.

She takes it and he heads inside, pulling cash as he goes.

Wiile she fills up the bike her eyes drift up. To the day
noon, near full, materializing against the dying |ight.

She begins to HUM a song, a few bars, then blinks. She turns
and Nick is standing there, listening to her.

NI CK (cont' d)
What do you see?
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LI Z
Jeanni e used to say, it's all because
of the noon. The tides. The seasons.
The m grations of aninmals.

The nozzle CLICKS, full. Liz puts it away and fastens the
gas cap on as she talks, as natural as if it were her bike.

LI Z (cont'd)
If I could I'd tear it right out of
t he sky.
He stares at her, this enigm

LI Z (cont'd)
Anyway. We shoul d get back

He hands her the helnmet. The | ook of puzzl ement on her face.
NI CK
It's sinple, here. Your throttle and
brake. And here's your clutch, just
like driving a truck. Only nore fun.

LI Z
| don't know

She | ooks over the bike.

NI CK
Hey. You got this.

He believes in her. And for once she believes in herself.

EXT. ACONI TE ROAD - N GHT
The notorcycle glides down the ribbon of highway.

Qui ck silver under noon light, racing past the dark autumm
trees. Liz steering, and N ck hol ding her from behind.

LI Z
Do you trust ne?

NI CK
Yeah.

She flips the head |ight off.

The dark trees cone into relief around them unfettered by
the glare of light, illumnnated only by the noon.
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And her eyes gl owi ng yell ow behind the visor of the hel net,
t hough Nick can't see it. Hi s hands tighten around her.

They break fromthe dark of the woods, gliding nowinto the
shimrering silver of the plains. The noon nearly full above.

And the notorcycle below, at one with the darkness.

EXT. THORN HOUSE - N GAT
The ENG NE fades back up, grow ng | ouder.

The bi ke pulls up fromthe highway, onto the edge of the
Thorn property. Liz cuts the engine, renoves her hel net.

Both of them are breathing hard, still rushing.

NI CK
You're wild.

He's |l eaning toward her...

LI Z
You have no idea.

And he kisses her, like it's the last kiss they'll ever
have. Then he jerks away. Touches his lip, bleeding.

The | ook of confusion on his face. The fear on hers...

...she's staring past himas G anger's Escal ade swi ngs off
t he highway. Parks. Fixing Nick and Liz in the headlights.

NI CK
Run.

LI Z
No.

She stands beside him unafraid.

The nmen step out with punp shot guns. Granger steps to the
fore, sizing up the young coupl e.

Everyone expelling clouds of breath into the chilly air.

Granger steps forward, plucks the gym bag off the bike,
unzips it and | ooks inside.

At the stacks of cash bundl ed wi thin.
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He hands the gym bag off to one of his nmen, who tosses it
into the back seat of the car.

GRANGER
Tell me one thing. How in the hell
did you get the better of ny Indian?

NI CK
I didn't.

Granger stares at him sensing the fear. Shaking his head
because he can't fathom how Nick ever got this far.

GRANGER
You know what? | believe you.

Then Granger raises the shotgun and FlI RES--

--as Liz yanks Nick aside, bird shot slapping his shoul der
as he tunbles away, narrowy avoiding a direct hit.

Granger punps the shotgun, the nmen all surging forward with
their rifles, scanning for a target in the dark.

WHAM Granger tunbl es backward, throwng his armup in
defense with Liz on top of him

Her face sharp with canine features: whiskers, pointed ears,
flared nostrils, eyes burning yellow And those teeth, as
she bites through Granger's upheld forearmw th a WET SNAP.
He SCREAMNS.

Of Nick, blinking froma ditch. Staring, in shock.

Rifle butts are raining down atop Liz. She pivots, sw ping
with her claws to shred an offender's knee caps, crippling
hi m before swping again to rip his |ower jaw clean away.
As Granger craw s toward the Escal ade.

BOOM BOOM

The second man firing at Liz, just as she bolts clear--

--the errant bird shot scattering into the third man's face,
mangl i ng eyes, nose, and nouth into hanburger.

Granger pulls hinself into the Escal ade, funbles with keys.

And Liz lands on the hood, driving her armthrough the w nd
shield as Granger ducks to avoid the claws.
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BOOM BOOM
The bird shot knocking Liz off the hood of the car.
Granger puts the car in reverse, kicking up gravel.

The second man rel oads the shotgun, punps, ains as Liz |eaps
up and over him taking his head clean away fromhis torso.

She lands on all fours, holding the head in her claws, the
spi nal colum dangling, as G anger speeds away.

The headl ess body crunpling to the ground.

Liz pivoting on hind | egs, then. Looking right at N ck.

And he rises to his feet, staring at her: the bl ood-streaked
fur along her thighs and el bows, an inperious mane around
her neck, nonstrous and el egant, wolf-1like and human.

He panics, sprinting up the driveway, toward the house.

And Liz drops to all fours to sprint after him

Nick is closing in on the porch, wld-eyed, toward Jean, who
is stepping out the door. That pistol at her side.

And Liz is closing the distance with |long strides, ten yards
behind Nick now. ..five...two...

JEAN
Get down!

Ni ck drops as Jean raises the pistol
POP.

Liz is hit, tunbling, crashing, skidding to a stop at Nick's
feet. Afeathered tranquilizer dart |odged in her clavicle.

Ni ck crawl s backward up the porch steps, his eyes stuck on
her inert form She convulses and curls into a fetal ball.

The claws retracting.
The wi sps of nmoonlit fur fading before his eyes.

The fangs in her bl oody nouth receding. Her breathing heavy,
| abored, as if waking froma nightnmare.

JEAN (cont' d)
Hey!
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Ni ck snaps out of it, |ooks at Jean.

JEAN (cont' d)
Are you gonna sit there, or are you
gonna hel p nme get her inside?

Ni ck nods, clearly still in shock. He tries to stand, then
sways, clutching his bl ood-soaked shoul der.

JEAN (cont' d)
Guess that's a no.

As Ni ck col |l apses, unconsci ous.

I NT. ACONI TE HOSPI TAL - RECOVERY ROOM - MORNI NG
Gavi n Granger opens his eyes.

He's laid up in a hospital bed, shirtless, his arm w apped
i n bl oody gauze, and el evated by w res.

He blinks through a fog of pain nedication.

TI SH
Thirsty?

She sits in the chair at the foot of the bed.
Granger opens his nouth to speak, coughs.

Tish brings over a bottle of water, unscrews the cap and
hands it to G anger, who uses his good hand to drink deeply.

GRANGER
Where's ny car?

TI SH
| mpound.

He's | ooking around the room spots his clothes and the gym
bag full of noney on a side table.

TI SH (cont' d)
Sone teenagers found you passed out
behind the wheel a half mle outside
of town.

G anger watches Tish's |ips nove. The vein pulsing in her
neck in tine with her heart beat. He can hear the BEATI NG

TI SH (cont' d)
M ster G anger?
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| don't feel right.

Tl SH
I imagine not. That bite on your arm
there shattered your ulna and radi us,
clean through. It takes a helluva set
of jaws to do that.

Granger is sweating now, feverish as hell.

He stares at

Granger just

GRANGER
You woul dn't believe it.

TI SH
There's a boat |oad of things |I'm not
inclined to believe, but that doesn't
mean they can't happen.

GRANGER
I"mlosing ny damm m nd.

TI SH
What were you doing out there?

GRANGER
He stole from ne.

TI SH
A young man? Torn-up | eather jacket?

her, soberi ng.

TI SH (cont' d)
We found that sanme jacket outside a
hardware store. It seens he beat the
clerk to death with a crowbar.

GRANGER
I's that right.

TI SH
He's al so a suspect in the killing of
an Indian fella naned Bill Hashke.

Turns out m ster Hashke was enpl oyed
by Pandora's Gentleman's C ub.
believe that's your establishnent.

stares at her.

TI SH (cont' d)
What ever vendetta you have with this
guy he's under our jurisdiction now.
( MORE)
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TI SH (cont' d)
So if you saw himlast night | need
to know. So | can bring in Liz and
anyone el se who m ght be hel ping him

Granger considers this. Then thinks better of it.

GRANGER
Truth is...l don't renenber.

Tl SH
If you're lying that's obstruction of
justice, and you will be prosecuted.

GRANGER
You wanna dress up |like a policeman
why don't you do it in the club
where you can nmake sone real noney?

She just stares at him

GRANCER (cont' d)
| can fetch a high dollar for that
cat between your |egs, you' re not too
old yet. Gve it sonme thought.

She steps toward himw th her police baton, runs it over his
crotch, his face hardening. It's the only thing that has.

Tl SH
Knew it. Al bluster and no bang.
GRANGER
(breat hing rapid)
Fuck you.
Tl SH

H ghly unlikely.

But his breathing doesn't abate, nouth opening and cl osi ng,
his eyes red-rimed as the fever takes full hold of him

TI SH (cont' d)
G anger ?

He doubl es over, coughing blood and bile into his own | ap.

Ti sh | eaps back, covering her face.

TI SH (cont' d)
Jesus. .. nurse!

Granger releases a low, wet GROAL fromhis throat.
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GRANGER
Sonet hing's not right.

Tish exits into the hall.

TISH (O S.)
Nur se?

Granger |urches sideways, half toppling out of the bed and
 anding on his feet. He uses his shirt fromthe table to
wap his armin a ranmshackle sling against his chest.

Then he noves to the door, peers into the hall.

Sees: Tish several yards away, bringing a nurse back, along
with two nore POLI CEMEN

Granger slings his coat over his shoulders, and grabs the
gym bag full of cash, and then pushes the w ndow open.

It's a two-story drop to the pavenent bel ow.

There's a gutter pipe running vertically down the side of
t he building, however. It's his only chance.

He takes a breath and slides out the wi ndow, |egs first.
Fromthis sitting position he | eans toward the gutter pipe.

Reachi ng. .

TISH (O S.) (cont'd)
Stop right there!

...and he slips, falls, dropping straight down.

EXT. ACONI TE HOSPI TAL - CONTI NUQUS
SMACK, he lands flat on his feet, crouching with the inpact.

He rises slowy to a standing position, amazed that the fal
has had little effect on him He | ooks up.

Tish is at the wi ndow, staring dowmn at him Anmazed, too.

Then Granger is running, disappearing out of sight.

I NT. THORN HOUSE - LIZ' S BEDROOM - DAY

Ni ck wakes up. He's shirtless, his shoul der wapped in
gauze. He tries to sit up, GASPS fromthe pain of it.
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He recovers, forces hinself up. Swings his | egs over the
edge of the bed. Drinks the water that's been left for him

Hi s eyes linger on the side table: disinfectant, bl oody
forceps, a half dozen shot gun pellets in an ashtray.

He massages his shoul der. Then he rises to his feet.

EXT. THORN HOUSE - BACK PCRCH - DAY

Ni ck steps out the sliding door onto the back porch, one of
Li z' s bl ankets wrapped about him

NI CK
Liz?

Not hing. Hi s eyes settle on the stormcellar: The wood doors

have been re-patched, unevenly, with corrugated netal.

I NT. CELLAR - MOMENTS LATER

The door opens, and N ck stands there | ooking down. He steps
barefoot into the darkness. Scanning the concrete room

Sees the plate bolted to the wall. The coil of steel cable
is fixed to it.

He picks up the iron collar, fixed to the end of the cable.
It's heavy in his hand. That m ght be rust on it. O bl ood.

JEAN (O S.)
Get outta there.

Ni ck whirls around, sees Jean at the top of the stairs.

EXT. THORN HOUSE - DAY
He enmerges fromthe cellar, following her to the front yard.

JEAN
You have to go.

NI CK
VWhat is she?

JEAN
| said, it's tine to go.

NI CK
You shot her w th sonething.



He stares at

Jean settles onto the porch steps.

JEAN
Silver nitrate.

her. The pieces falling into place.

NI CK
And she changes on the full noon?

JEAN
She used to. Then you showed up. Now
who knows what she's capabl e of ?

a shawl , around her shoul ders.

NI CK
Maybe she's changi ng.

JEAN
You saw the graves. Nothing's gonna
change t hat.

Beat. He sits beside her, staring out at the corn.

JEAN (cont' d)
I remenber when they first brought
her home. This stray. She drew these
pi ctures, went through a whol e box of
nmy Crayons. Wl ves and bears and wild
t hi ngs, marching over waterfalls and
nount ai ns. She made the sounds of the
animal s as she drew them Like a girl
remenberi ng sonething she'd | ost.

A beat, as runination turns to resentnent.

JEAN (cont' d)
But a girl is supposed to grow up.
Shed of f that wi | dness and play by
the rules, and m nd her obligations.

NI CK
Li ke you do?

JEAN
Li ke every woman does.

NI CK
Jean, if you feel this way about her
t hen why do you even stick around?

JEAN
Because. She's all | have |eft.

She hol ds a bl anket,
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EXT. ACONI TE TRAI LER PARK - LENORE HOUSE - DAY
A KNOCK at the door.
And the hound inside i s BARKI NG

Anot her KNOCK, and the door opens, Ruby peering out. Rob
behi nd her, restraining the frenzied dog.

Gavin Granger stands outside in his bloody hospital gown.

RUBY
Jesus, did you | ose a bet?

GRANGER
You were right.

RUBY
(over her shoul der)
Get that damm dog in the other room

Rob retreats with the dog.

RUBY (cont' d)
Ri ght about what ?

GRANGER
It's a wlf. Mre than that.

She's staring at his arm the bl ood-stained bandage. H s
gown, filthy at the bottom hem and his nuddy bare feet.

GRANCER (cont' d)
If you wanna get even then now s the
time, before the police get involved.

She | ooks past him for any neighbors that m ght see.
RUBY
Get in here. And wi pe your feet.
I NT. RUBY'S TRAI LER - CONTI NUOUS

G anger wipes his feet on the door mat, then steps past her,
into the trailer as she | ocks the door behind him

RUBY
"Il get you some fresh clothes.
Bat hroom s t hat way.

He heads to the bat hroom
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Ruby gl ances toward the door, behind which the dog is stil
BARKI NG. Then she | ooks toward the bat hroom

Sees Granger watching her, just before he shuts the door.

O f Ruby, bothered by the barking dog.

I NT. LENORE HOUSE - BATHROOM - DAY
G anger turns the shower on. Steamis billow ng out.

He stands at the bathroom sink, |ooking at the drawn face in
the mrror: eyes blood shot, the surroundi ng skin jaundi ced.

He holds up his wounded arm flexing the fingers of this
hand. Flexing the nuscles in the forearm

Making a fist without effort.

Then he unwraps the bandages, letting themfall to the
floor, until he's staring at scarred skin. Nearly heal ed.

He pinches the stitching that remai ns enbedded, and pulls
out the long, black strand. Drops it into the toilet.

Then he | ooks at hinself once nore. Confused. Horrified.

EXT. GRAVEYARD - DAY

Liz is filling in the last of three fresh, nounded graves.
She wears a heavy coat over her pajanas, and rain boots.

LI Z
That jacket | ooks good on you.

Nick arrives at the edge of the clearing, showered, boots
on, wearing a weathered Carhartt jacket now.

NI CK
I know.

He shoots her a half smle, and she smles faintly back.
NI CK (cont' d)
If Jean's giving nme your dad's
clothes, I knowit's tine to | eave.
Liz's smle fades then.

LI Z
How s your arnf



NI CK
It could be worse, if not for you.

LI Z
You' re wel cone.

NI CK
Are those Granger's nen?

LI Z
VWhat's left of 'em

Hi s eyes linger on the fresh graves.

He consi ders

LI Z (cont'd)
We don't have to talk about this |ike
the norning after a drunk fuck.

NI CK
| don't usually talk about it the
nmorning after. | usually just |eave.
LI Z

Right. The only thing nmen are better
at than comn' is goin'.

NI CK
Dam. |s that your |ine?

LI Z
Depends. Is it true?
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that, circling the fresh graves now Curious:

NI CK
What's it like, Liz?

LI Z
Before? | don't know. Before it was
like, 1'd change and | ose al
control. I was a storm 1'd hardly

remenber anything the next day,
except for the fear. And the hunger.

NI CK
Bef ore what ?

LI Z
Before I net you. Now |I'm not afraid.
I"mnot hungry. I'mon a notorcycle,

| eadi ng the storm whatever way | want
it to go. I'mlearning to control it.
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She knows thi
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NI CK
You tried to kill me last night.

LI Z
You tried to run.

NI CK
We coul d run, together.
LI Z
We coul d stay here, together.
NI CK
If Ganger's alive he'll be back.
LI Z

Where would we even go?

NI CK
| dunno. Don't you wonder where you
cone fron? Who your real famly is--

LI Z
I will not |eave ny sister.

NI CK
Even if she could forgive you for
what you are, she'll never forgive

you for what you've done.

s to be true. Still:

LI Z
| like you, Nick. | like that you're
still standing here, in spite of what
you've seen. | like that you're the

only guy with a notorcycle |I ever net
who knows he's not a bad ass.

NI CK
Hey.

LI Z
And if you gave ne a chance 1'd | ove
you. To within an inch of your life.

Of Nick, aroused, threatened, utterly taken by her.

LI Z (cont'd)
But I'mnot running away.
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NI CK
So stay here? Let her |ock you up for
the rest of your life?

LI Z
If that's what she needs.

He's shaki ng his head, stunned:

NI CK
| don't understand you.

LI Z
If you ever |ove soneone, you wll.

Beat. He turns and wal ks away.

Of Liz, watching himgo. Her heart breaking.

I NT. LENORE HOUSE - DAY
The steady BARKING of the hound behind the bedroom door.

Ruby is swaddl ed in snoke as she puffs a Pall Mall fromthe
recliner, watching G anger with steady eyes.

RUBY
Those cl ot hes work for you?

GRANGER
Sure, as long as | don't concern
nyself with confort or style.

Hi s voice sardonic as he sits in the old recliner, dwarfed
in Hank Sr's shirt and jeans, staring at the wall:

At the half dozen or so taxiderny deer heads up there.

HANK JR
You better eat up, mster G anger.
Get your strength.

Rob and Hank Jr eat froma bucket of KFC at the coffee table
while cleaning their rifles. Ganger grabs a bony chicken
thigh and takes a bite, chewing up bone and skin and all.

RUBY
How is it you got away?

GRANGER
My nmen shot her, gave ne tinme to get
to the car--
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HANK JR
They shot her?

GRANGER
Bird shot. Hardly sl owed her down.

Ruby is staring at Granger as he swal |l ows the thigh bone.
Then he chews into another, his teeth CRUNCH NG savagely.

HANK JR
Well, we're using slugs here, so that
shoul d sl ow her down for good.

GRANGER
You really have no idea what you're
dealing wth.

Ruby and Hank Jr exchange | ooks.

RUBY
We still got that bullet press?
HANK JR

Yeah. Dad kept it in storage.

She stubs the cigarette, lifts herself up, tal king over her
shoul der as she di sappears into the kitchen.

RUBY (O.S.)
VWhat about the bullet nolds?

HANK JR
They're with the press. There's brass
casings, too, along with prinmers.

ROB
Where you goin', nonf?

Rob swigs froma quart of mlk to swallow the food, a mlk
nmust ache on his upper |ip now. G anger stares at him

ROB (cont' d)
Mama?

That's when Ruby cones back, carrying two boxes, sets them
on the coffee table. She opens themto reveal a set of
silverware in the larger box, and jewelry in the other.

ROB (cont' d)
What are you doing with grandma's
good silver?
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RUBY
Wul d you shut up and wi pe your face?

Rob recoils, wpes the mlk fromhis upper lip.

As Ruby pulls her wedding ring off, pops the tiny di anond
out, and holds up the silver band to the |ight.

RUBY (cont' d)
We're gonna need all the silver we
can get.

Granger | ooks on, his face franed in the circle.

EXT. THORN HOUSE - FRONT PORCH - AFTERNOON

Li z stands at the porch, arnms crossed, and shivering when
the notorcycle ENG NE cuts the air.

Ni ck, on his bike, is cruising down the drive way. He turns
onto the main road, and speeds away W t hout | ooki ng back.

Jean steps up behind her, waps a bl anket about her
shoul ders, warm ng her. Trying to console her.

JEAN
"' mthinking maybe we get rid of this
pl ace. Start over, sonmewhere new.
Li z wat ches the plune of dust Nick has left in his wake.

LI Z
I"'mthinking it's too late for that.

Li z heads inside, |eaving Jean al one on the porch.

EXT. RUBY'S TRAI LER - AFTERNOON
A plank of wood has been |laid across two saw horses.

Rob works an acetyl ene torch against a kitchen |adle,
nelting the silver trinkets in this crude crucible.

Nei ghbors | ook on fromtheir porches, snoking cigarettes.
LATER:
Rob is pouring nelted silver into the bullet nolds.

LATER:
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Using snelting tongs, Rob subnmerges the fresh nolds into the
rain barrel. A pall of steam H SSES, plum ng out.

LATER:

Ruby pops a fresh round fromthe bullet press, adds it to a
row of a dozen other .22 caliber silver bullets.

I NT. THORN HOUSE - HALLWAY - LATE AFTERNOON

The famliar ritual. Liz marching down the hallway as she
lights a cigarette. Steeling herself for another noon.

EXT. CELLAR - LATE AFTERNOON

Liz finishes snoking the cigarette, flicks it away.

Wth Jean's help they pull the bolts fromthe cellar doors,
and lift them open on heavy hinges.

I NT. CELLAR - MOVENTS LATER

Liz kneels in the shaft of daylight that's shining in.

Jean fixes the collar on her neck, pauses. Sonething
hesitating in her gesture. It's qguilt.

Liz just stares up at her, nods. Do it.

And Jean takes a breath, |ocks the collar with the padl ock.
That's when Liz hands her the battered cigarette pack.

A gesture of truce, if there ever was. Jean nods and | eaves.

And nonents |ater the cellar doors are closing, darkness
falling swftly over Liz as one door SLAMS shut.

She's reaching for the claw marks in the fl oor--

--then the other door SLAMS, everything going bl ack.

EXT. THE HARE & THE HOUND TAVERN - LATE AFTERNOON
The parking lot is full of trucks, or old beaters.
The police cruiser pulls in, fromthe road. Parks.

HANK JR ( PRE- LAP)
The world is a violent place.
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I NT. THE HARE & THE HOUND TAVERN - CONTI NUOUS

G anger sits at the end of the bar, slightly renoved from
the two dozen nmen who are listening to Hank Jr. There's no
musi c. Hardly anyone drinking. This is a business neeting.

HANK JR
And that violence has taken a shape.
And it |ives anong us.

REESE
You saw this thing?

ROB
My dad saw it, just before it tore
himto pieces.

HANK JR
So did that Indian fellah, right
outside this bar. And WIllard too.
They caved in his skull to keep him
fromtelling what he saw

REESE
| dunno, Junior. You can't hang al
these killings on sone folk tale.

GRUMBLES of skepticismroil up fromthe crowd. No one takes
much notice as Tish and Harnon step in from outside.

HANK JR
Every tale has sone truth to it.

BUD
Al'l you' re doing is scaring people.

GRANGER
You' re not scared enough.

Granger steps up fromthe shadows. Feverish, pale and
sweating, and his eyes - this is a man who's seen sone shit.

GRANCER (cont' d)
You' ve been stunbling through a
broken town so long you can't afford
to think about the wolf that's out
there. Eager for you to fall down.

He | ooks out over the small crowd, speaking to their fears.
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GRANCER (cont' d)
But she is there. And she's hungry.
She set herself apart to hide that
hunger. A hunger that three of ny
men, with shot guns, couldn't stop.

The solemm faces stare back at him

GRANCER (cont' d)
But she's not as hungry as you all.

He brings up the old gym bag, opens it up, begins |aying out
t he stacks of cash along the bar. You could hear a pin drop.

GRANCER (cont' d)
I need nen who can shoot. Toni ght.
Once you' ve killed the beast, and her
kin, you can divide this anong you.

The men are exchangi ng | ooks now. Tish steps forward to
i ntervene but Harnon grabs her, warning her against it.

HANK JR
We got nortgages. Famlies. Rents
wai ti ng on paychecks that ain't
comn'. W can only pray so much

REESE
If she is what you say she is, Hank,
then...l nmean how do we even kill it?
HANK JR

Now we' re asking the right questions.
Hank Jr lays three boxes of .22 cartridges on the bar.

HANK JR (cont' d)
I know nost of you got a rifle or
pistol that'll hold a .22 cartridge.

BUD
For shit sake, a .22 is a bee sting
on a bear's ass.

HANK JR
It's not about the size, Bud, you
shoul d know that better than anyone.

G unbl es of laughter, the nmen thaw ng. Getting on board.
HANK JR (cont' d)

These are made of silver. W cast 'em
just earlier today.
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Hank Jr opens a box, holds one up to the light. The nen
surge around him to get a look at the shiny silver bullet.

GRANGER
Al'l you gotta do is wing her, and |et
chem stry do the rest.

The men are exchangi ng | ooks now. At the noney and the
bull ets, and at each other. The tide turning.

TI SH
Thi s has gone far enough--

HARMON
Ti sh.

He tries to shush her but everyone is staring at them now

HARMON (cont' d)
(addressing the crowd)
| mean, uh, this has gone far enough.
We're getting to the bottom of things
here, fellas, but there's a process,
and that process needs tine to work.

GRANGER
It's been a nonth since Hank Lenore
was killed, and nore killed since.

TI SH
There's no evidence that these
murders are even rel at ed.

GRANGER
That's the best you can do?

Tl SH
If you want justice, Mster G anger,
then give a statenent. Press charges.

GRANGER
While this thing nmakes a run for it?
O kills another innocent person?

More noddi ng and MJURMURS of approval .

HARMON
Now hol d on, you're specul ating--

HANK JR
W' ve held on | ong enough.
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Hank Jr starts distributing the cartridges as the nen reach
out, pushing and shoving to be part of the action.

Ti sh noves along the wall, making a circle toward G anger.

HANK JR (cont' d)
(rote)
These nen are in fear of their lives,
and they have a right to self-defense
if the law has failed to arbitrate--

HARMON
You better arbitrate that |ine of
bul I shit dribbling out of your nouth.

HANK JR
And you better step aside, so we can
do the job that you failed to do.

The men are spilling toward the door now and out into the
fading light. Hank Jr and Reese and Bud anong them

At the bar, Granger finishes returning the cash to the bag
for safe keeping. Then he turns for the door.

But Tish steps in front of him
TI SH
You' re under arrest for inciting a
riot, and conspiracy to nurder.

GRANGER
Ever hear of the First Anendnent ?

He shoves past her, and she draws her pistol and swings it
across the back of his head, knocking himclear down.

TI SH
Ever hear of the Second?

Har non and the remai ni ng bar patrons are staring, inpressed.

EXT. THE HARE & THE HOUND TAVERN - DUSK

Ti sh and Harnon step out, pushing G anger ahead of themin
hand cuffs. He's GROANI NG barely conscious enough to wal k.

The last of the trucks are peeling away down the road.

HARMON
We need to wait for back up.
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TI SH
Call it in fromthe car. W gotta get
ahead of this thing.

Ti sh pushi ng on, taking control now Harnmon ushers G anger
into the back of the cruiser

Re-1 ocking G anger's hand cuffs to a bar in the back seat.

Harnmon is noving around to the driver's side:

TI SH (cont ' d)
["mdriving.

HARMON
I"'mthe senior officer.

TI SH
Doesn't nean | can't drive.

She stornms past him plucking the keys fromhimand sliding
behi nd the wheel. He stands there, flabbergasted.

TI SH (cont ' d)
Shit or get off the pot, Harnon.

He clinbs into the passenger seat as she FIRES up the car.

Fromthe entrance to the bar, Rob is watching themall go.

EXT. H GHWAY REST STOP - DUSK
Ei ght een wheel ers WHI NE on the hi ghway near by.

Nick exits a restroom heading back toward his bike, his
hel met under his arm He | ooks bothered. Distracted.

Then he notices an old MAN (60s) wal king past him to the
car where a WOVAN (60s) pours over a road map. He hands her
a Squirt, and hovers over the map al ongsi de her.

She's concentrating and he | eans into her ear, whispers
sonmet hing. She smles. A secret, or a vow.

Ni ck gl ances back then. Toward the town he's just left.

EXT. THORN PROPERTY - EVEN NG

A half dozen trucks materialize fromthe blood red hori zon
Sweepi ng past the corn field.



92.

Hank Jr | eans from a passenger w ndow, the breeze washi ng
over him alive with purpose.

The trucks close in on the Thorn house, |oom ng beyond, a
ri bbon of snoke curling up fromthe chi mey.
I NT. THORN HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - EVEN NG

And Jean finishes adding a log to the fire, stands up when
she hears the DRONE OF ENG NES. She | ooks out the w ndow.

She can see the trucks, parking along the main road.

She brings up the battered pack of cigarettes. There's one
left. She lights up, a woman faci ng her execution.

The full noon visible against the dying |ight.

I NT. STORM CELLAR - | NTERCUT

Moon |ight shines through the riven stormcellar doors,
illumnating Liz, chained up. She reaches out...

...lays her hand into the claw marks, illumnated in the

nmoon light. And hair sprouts fromthe knuckles, the fingers
wi deni ng, and the |long curved claws grow ng out.

I NT. LIVING ROOM - | NTERCUT

Jean grabs a break-action double barrel shotgun from atop
t he book case, drops the hinge and slides two cartridges
into the breech. Then she SNAPS it hone.

EXT. THORN PROPERTY - EVEN NG

The nmen pile out of their trucks, bearing gas |anterns and
cocking their rifles. Mddern day pitchforks and torches.

They gat her around Hank Jr as he addresses themall:

HANK JR
We'll head up the main drive.

He gl ances at Bud and Reese, who nod, anxious to see bl ood.

HANK JR (cont' d)
Rest of you fan out. Chances are we
flush "eminto the corn. Holler when
you nmake a Kkill.
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Nods all around. Then Hank Jr starts wal king up the
driveway, the two nen beside him also carrying rifles, a
thin ground fog roiling about their | egs as they advance.

The remai ni ng men di sappear one by one into the corn field.

EXT. ACONI TE ROAD - EVEN NG
The police cruiser tears down the road, lights flashing.
HARMON (O S.)

Got a 10-46 at the Thorn Property,
requesti ng backup ASAP.

I NT. POLI CE CRU SER - CONTI NUOUS

In the back seat, Ganger's head is bowed, GROANING | ow in
pain as he rouses. Tish drives as Harnon works the radio:

Tl SH
Tell me sonething, Ganger...

DI SPATCH (V. Q.)
10-4. Sending three units. Stand by.

TI SH
...how do you drop froma two-story
wi ndow and | and on your feet?
Granger's groaning dissolves into a long, | ow GROA...
The police officers glance into the rear view mrror:
Granger's head is bowed, his body swayi ng back and forth.

TI SH (cont' d)
G anger ?

He jerks suddenly at the handcuffs that bind himto the bar
in the back seat, startling them both.

Oncomi ng headl i ghts sweep across the wi ndshield, a car
WHOOSHI NG past in the other lane. It's unsettling.

Harnmon turns in his seat to | ooks at their captive head on.
He can see the full noon rising through the back w ndow.

HARMON
M ster G anger?

G anger goes still. Stops breathing.
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He | ooks up as another sweep of oncom ng headlights reveal
him- eyes yellow, grinning, a nouth full of jagged teeth.

Then the headlights pass, envel opi ng G anger in darkness.

HARMON (cont' d)
What the fuck--

Granger |unges, grabbing Harnon's face in his jaws and
pul l'ing back with enough power to drag the ol der man right
over the seat, arnms thrashing and nuffl ed SCREAM NG -

TI SH
Har non!

Har non ki cks blindly, hysterically, splintering the w nd
shield, kicking Tish in the face as she jerks the wheel.

Into another pair of oncom ng headlights.

A truck's horn BLARI NG

EXT. THORN HOUSE - NI GHT
FLASH goes a match, as Hank Jr lights a cigarette.

He snokes, standing a few yards fromLiz' s porch, alongside
his boys. Their rifles resting in the crooks of their arns.

HANK JR
Li z Thorn!

The door opens, and Jean steps outside, snoking down what's
left of the cigarette. The nmen in the yard staring.

JEAN
She left already. Wth that boy.
They're | ong gone, now.

HANK JR
Is that right?
JEAN
That's right.
HANK JR
And where did they go?
JEAN
If I knew that, well, it'd be none of

your damm busi ness.
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She flicks the cigarette away.
HANK JR
I won't believe after all you been
t hrough, Jean, you'd just |let her go.

JEAN
I wouldn't have believed it either.

I NT. STORM CELLAR - | NTERCUT

Li z' s hul king shape in the near dark, panting, then going

still. Listening, as Jean's words drift to her ears:
JEAN (O S.)
But it would have been selfish to
make her stay. | can see that now.

EXT. THORN HOUSE - CONTI NUOUS

She steps to the edge of the porch to be sure she's heard by
the men. And by her sister:

JEAN
| needed to let her go. So she could
have sone kinda |life. For both of us.
| just hope, one day, she can forgive
me for taking this long to see it.

The men exchange | ooks. Jean concl udes, defiant once nore:

JEAN (cont' d)
Now. Before |I call the police I'm
gonna politely suggest that you
gentl emen, please, get the fuck off

of ny property.
Hank Jr drops the cigarette, steps on it to put it out.

HANK JR
Not '"til we've had a | ook around.

Beat. Jean steps back inside, SLAMM NG t he door behind her.
Hank Jr gl ances at Reese, nods to him

Reese scurries over to the tall stack of wood al ong side the
house. When he hops up onto it, it shudders under his

wei ght, coll apses just as he grabs a hold of the eaves.

Hank Jr COCKS his rifle.
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Reese hoists hinmself up, scranmbling to the chimey. He whips
his jacket off, drapes it over the top, blocking the snoke.

[ NT. THORN HOUSE - CONTI NUOUS

The fireplace fl anes shudder, then go still. Snoke pooling.
Jean has the shotgun in the crook of one arm filling her
pockets with extra shells froman old box. That's when she
noti ces the snoke, bloom ng out into the living room

Wien she sees what's happening she hurries into the kitchen,
t he sound of the FAUCET, then reappears with a gl ass.

She pours water over the flames, creating a plume of snoke
as she extinguishes the fire for good.

Then she noves across the living roomto the front w ndow,
pulls a curtain back and opens it, waving the snoke out.
EXT. THORN HOUSE - CONTI NUOUS

Hank Jr brings up the .22 rifle, and FlI RES.

| NT. THORN HOUSE - CONTI NUOUS
Jean snaps back, falling across the fl oor.
One |l ens of her gl asses shattered where the bull et passed

t hrough her eye. Blood is trickling dowmn her face and
pool i ng about her head. The other eye staring, lifeless.

I NT. STORM CELLAR - | NTERCUT

The wol f shape jerks at the collar, frantic, PANTING
fighting against the cable. But it holds. Unbreakabl e.
EXT. THORN HOUSE - CONTI NUOUS

Bud stares, a bit rattled. Wasn't quite ready to go this
far. On the roof Reese is nore excited:

REESE
Did you get her?

Hank Jr cocks the rifle, ejecting the spent brass casing and
chanbering the next round.
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HANK JR
One down, two to go.
I NT. / EXT. POLI CE CRU SER - ACONI TE ROAD - NI GHT
The steady TICKING of the busted radiator.
That thin veil of fog creeping along the ground.

Tish lies on the pavenent here, am d broken gl ass. Blood on
her face, splayed partially outside the driver's side door.

Her eyes flicker open.

She | ooks back, seeing in her upside down perspective the
truck they hit. It blocks the road, turned at an angl e.

The DRI VER | eans fromhis door, held in place by the seat
belt. His face covered in blood. Hand dangling, lifeless.

A LONVGROMN gets Tish's attention, and she | ooks back toward
the car she's still buckled up partially inside of.

She sees the contorted formof Harnon's body inside. It's
twi t chi ng.

Her eyes focus.

She realizes that Harnmon is tw tching because sonething is
chewi ng on him Now she can hear the soft TEARI NG of neat.

She reaches for her gun, unfastens the safety catch.
The CHEW NG st ops.

Yel | ow eyes peer at her now fromthe darkest recesses of the
wr ecked car.

And she stares back
Then those eyes surge toward her.

She JERKS as jaws grabs her leg, pulling her in, and she's
SCREAM NG i n pain, holding onto the door to resist.

She gets the pistol free - BANG BANG BANG - firing into the
interior of the car. G anger CGROANS and she pulls | oose.

She' s scranbling backward out onto the pavenent.

She rises unsteadily to her feet, ainms again - BANG BANG ..
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But Granger only ROARS. Bucking violently now against his
confinement. The whol e car rocking back and forth.

Tish lowers the gun, realizing she's unable to kill him

She backs away, turns and linps off toward the edge of the
corn field nearby, soon disappearing anong the stalks.

On the moonlit horizon, far beyond, is the Thorn house.

I NT. THORN HOUSE - N GHT

Hank Jr and Bud step inside, handkerchi efs wapped about
their faces to rebate the snoke. Only their eyes visible.

Hank Jr wal ks right past Jean's corpse. But Bud |ingers,
staring, rattled by the body.

HANK JR
Hey?

Bud | ooks up.
HANK JR (cont' d)
"Il be out back. Check the other
roons. Shoot anything that noves.

Bud nods as Hank Jr retreats down the hall.

INT. LIZ'S ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

The door swi ngs inward and Bud sweeps in, the rifle up. He
scans the room Nothing. He |lowers the gun, staring.

At the the curtain over the sliding glass doors. It's
roiling inward on a breeze.

He wal ks over, brushes the curtain aside and sees that the
sliding glass door is cracked. Open.

I NT. LIVING ROOM - CONTI NUOUS

A pair of boots step into the room near Jean's body.

--it's Nick, kneeling down to | ook at Jean. H's face sol em.

He scoops her up in his arns, and |lays her reverently on the
couch. Sitting beside her for a beat to take this in.
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He takes a breath, lets it go. He grabs the tranquilizer
pistol from her pocket and the key from her neckl ace.

EXT. THORN HOUSE - YARD - N GHT

Hank Jr kicks in the barn door, |ooking around, gun up. He
concludes it's enpty, and turns back to the yard, his eyes
zeroing in on sonething. He heads that way.

Past the notorcycle parked nearby.

Until he's standing, at l|ast, over the stormcellar doors -
a muf fl ed GROALI NG and MEWLI NG echoi ng from w t hin.

He pulls open one door, aimng into the dark, and takes
careful steps as he descends.

I NT. STORM CELLAR - CONTI NUCUS

He brings the rifle up as he gets to the mddle of the
stairwell. Were he stops, crouching. Looking down.

Lowering the handkerchi ef around his face to reveal his
nmouth ajar, his eyes staring. Mon |ight stream ng past him
toillumnate the thing on the | eash that we cannot see.

It's GRONLI NG The sound of the CABLE as it thrashes now.

Hank Jr is shaking his head in grimdisbelief. Then he
raises the rifle, taking aim

NICK (O S.)
Hey.

He whi ps around as Nick grabs the rifle barrel, kicking him
in the chest, knocking himdown the steps, to the floor.

Hank Jr rights hinself, draws his pistol, ainms at N ck--
--as Liz lunges to the end of the | eash, hooking himwth
her claws, pulling himinto the dark, his SCREAM CUT SHORT
by the WET RI PPI NG of flesh and cartil age.

Nick lowers hinmself to the floor, breathing hard, terrified.
Li z lunges toward himas he stunbl es back, one hand out.

NI CK
LI Z!

And she stops, straining against the taut, steel cable.
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The crinmson face inches fromhis outstretched pal m
The air of her powerful |ungs blow ng his hair back.
A low GROAL, as she sniffs his hand. Recogni zing him.

He reaches for the iron collar, the key in hand, and Liz
jerks at the chain, anxious to be free. Hungry for it.

Nick recoils, wi pes the sweat off his palnms. He clutches the
col lar and padl ock in one quick notion, sliding in the key.

CLI CK.
The collar falls away. She stands to her full height now

NI CK (cont' d)
Hey...you got this.

Beat. She blinks, hearing him

Then she bolts forward and he junps asi de as she bounds up
the stairs and di sappears into the night.

Of Nick, watching her go, his eyes wide with wonder.

EXT. THORN HOUSE - CONTI NUOUS

And she's boundi ng across the yard as Bud energes fromthe
house, staring in shock before raising his rifle, funbling
with the safety as she closes in. Swiping with her claws.
An arc of bl ood across the side of the house.

And she leaps to the hood of the truck, and fromthere to
the roof, PANTING up the slope, to the chi mey.

Grabbing a hold of the brickwork, her claws | eaving grooves
as she spins herself around, to the apex of the house.

HOALING into the night - alife time of pent-up fury
unl eashed upon the darkness at | ast.

ANGLE ON:

The faces of nen in the corn field, frozen. Horrified.
ANGLE ON:

Ti sh, hunbled too, to hear a HOAL so ani mal and yet hunman.

ANGLE BACK TO
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The roof top.

From here Liz sees the corn field stretching away, and the
line of lanmp lights where the huntsnen are advanci ng.

She lets out with a hungry GROAL and | eaps to the yard
bel ow, boundi ng toward them

REVEAL: Reese, lying flat against the opposite slope of the
roof, terrified out of his fucking m nd.

He stands up, panting, and raises his rifle, aimng at Liz
fromthis vantage point. She's alnost to the corn--

BANG

--and Reese pitches sideways, tunbling down the roof, and
careeni ng over the edge.

ANGLE ON:

The yard, where Nick stands with Hank Jr's rifle, ejecting
t he spent brass. He | ooks over just in tine--

ANGLE ON:

--to see Liz disappear into the the corn field.

I NT. CORN FI ELD - CONTI NUQUS
And Liz is running now at full speed under the noonlight.

Her strides long, fluid, liberated as she revels in her
power. Her feet and hands barely touching the ground.

Zeroing in on a pocket of lanp |ight.

Cutting down a row of corn, as two nmen materialize in the
dark. Their rifles up as they turn too |ate.

Her claws fl ash.
Bl ood spattering the corn stalks.

The gas lanp falling to the ground, shattering, going dark.

ANGLE ON:

That bird's eye view of the field - GUN SHOTS and SCREAVS
erupting as the line of lanp lights extinguish one by one.
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EXT. ACONI TE ROAD - N GHT
Red bl ue police lights shinrer off the bits of broken gl ass.
Three police cars cruise up and stop, several yards fromthe

weck: Tish's car, and the truck it hit, are blocking the
road. The dead DRI VER hangi ng outside his truck door.

COP 1 steps out of his vehicle, staring at the damage.

H's partner, COP 2, runs to the overturned police vehicle,
checking for survivors. He swallows, staring, horrified.

CoP 1
Is it Harnon?

Cop 2 nods, grimy. The cops exchange | ooks. Then:

COP 1 (cont'd)
And Ti sh?

Cop 2 has his flashlight out now, shakes his head.

Cop 1 | ooks out over the corn field now, the tall stalks
swaying in the night wind. Something om nous about it.

COP 1 (cont'd)

Al right boys, set a winch, and let's
haul this shit outta the way.

Of Cop 2's face as nore GUNSHOTS erupt fromthe corn field.

EXT. CORN FI ELD - N GHT

Tish is running as fast as she can go on her bad | eg. She
| ooks back once, down the corridor of crooked stal ks, then
turns to keep running--

THUMP

--she runs into a MAN (40s) fromthe nob. He turns, aimng
his gun at her, ready to shoot.

TI SH
Whoa!

When he hears her voice he | owers the gun, recognizing her.

MAN
You could get hurt out here--
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WHAM - a freight train of fur and cl aws ROARS past her,
taking the man right off his feet.

And Tish is running again, the other way.

TI SH
Oh god oh god oh god...

More SCREAM NG behi nd her, followed by a STACCATO OF GUN
FIRE. Several corn stalks splitting with bullets as she..
EXT. THORN HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

...emerges fromthe corn field.

And Nick stands in the yard, raises the rifle when he sees
her, and she rai ses her gun too.

TI SH
You?

NI CK
Me?

TI SH

What the fuck is going on?

NI CK
What do you nean?

Tl SH
I mean what the fuck is going on?!

She's hobbling toward him her gun ainmed at him

NI CK
l...l don't know where to start.

TI SH
Granger. He just...then he just...
t hen he wasn't human.

That's when Granger lurches fromthe corn field, streaked in
bl ood, a broken handcuff at either wist.

Unlike Liz, he's a mutant of wolf and man, nore snout than
face, ill-proportioned, grotesquely ursine. An abom nation.

He lets out a | ow GROA.

Of Tish, Fuck this, and she makes a run for the truck.
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Ni ck stares at Granger, shocked.
G anger |lopes toward him and Nick raises the rifle, FIRES--
--as Granger bolts clear, into the corn field--

-- BANG BANG CLICK as Nick conmes up enpty on the rifle,
throws it down, and draws the tranquilizer pistol.

Scanning the dark. It's eerily SILENT.
Anot her HOAL shatters the night. Now Nick is running too.

I NT. TRUCK - NI GHT

Ti sh hunches in the passenger seat, exam ning her bl oody
ankl e: Two half npon-shaped marks where G anger bit her.

Nick leaps into the driver's side, SLAMS the door. Locks it
as Tish pulls her pant | eg down to hide the wound from him

He checks the visor for keys.

Tl SH
No one ever puts their keys there--

G anger LANDS on the hood of the car, a piece of the

dar kness cone alive, and PUNCHES the w nd shield, spider
webbi ng the glass as Tish scranbles to re-load her pistol.
VHAM

G anger hits the w ndshield again, glass exploding inward.
They both flinch as G anger reaches in--

--and Liz slans into him taking himclear off the hood of
the truck, grappling and SNARLING i nto the noonlit yard.

NI CK
Go!

Ti sh opens the passenger side, and N ck slides after her.

EXT. YARD - CONTI NUOUS

They drop out of the truck, staying low, as the battle rages
on the opposite side. Hurrying to the rear of the truck--

--WHAM as it shudders from an inpact, w ndows shattering.
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They crouch near the tail lights, peeking into the yard.

Granger tunbles into view, as if thrown. He rights hinself,
sniffs the air, clocks Nick and Tish. Surges toward them

And Liz slides into view, between G anger and them

TI SH
Liz?

Li z stands before them protective. Then G anger | unges,
slamm ng into Liz, driving her back as Nick grabs Tish's
hand, and they're running across the yard, to the porch.
A fierce YELP, and N ck gl ances back

Sees Granger sprinting toward the house.

He ains the tranquilizer pistol and Fl RES--

--as Ganger feints to one side, revealing LI Z sprinting up
behind himas the dart hits her. She tunbles, skids away.

NI CK
Shit! Cover ne.

Tish rai ses her service pistol and fires--

BANG BANG BANG

--driving GRANGER back, SNARLING recoiling at the sting of
| ead as Nick sprints into the yard, to Liz's side, scoops
her up with one arm and carry/drags her back to the porch.
As Tish continues BANG BANG CLI CK - out of ammp now.

And Granger snorts, circling around for a final approach,
sprinting toward the house as Tish | eaps inside--

I NT. THORN HOUSE - CONTI NUOUS

--and SLAMS the door, sliding the three bolts into place.
VHAM

As Granger rams into it, the whole franme shuddering.

Ni ck | eaps forward and, with Tish's help, pulls a book shelf
down sideways to bl ock the door--

--WHAM again, and a bolt tears away fromthe jam
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Liz sits up, human now, groggy, covered in blood, her
clothes torn. Waking froma dream into a nightmare.

Tish stares at Liz, incredul ous.
VHAM
Anot her bolt cones | oose, the wood splintering.

And Liz clocks the doubl e-barrel shotgun on the ground,
grabs it, checks to be sure it's | oaded.

VWHAM

The door splintering inward conpletely now with the book
shel f slowy GRINDI NG out of the way, G anger advanci ng.

LI Z
Get behi nd ne.

Ni ck and Tish step behind Liz as she rises to her feet, ains
t he shotgun and fires both barrels--

BOOM BOOM

--and Granger ROARS, fur bursting, but it doesn't stop him
as he lurches into the room rising to his full height.

And Li z brandi shes the shotgun like a club now.

And Tish tosses N ck her pepper spray. Of his | ook: what
the fuck! but it's all he has, so he ains it at G anger.

And Ti sh brandi shes her police baton.

And the ook on all their faces is pure desperation. Pure
defiance. Together, a pack, making its final stand.

As Granger ROARS, and |unges toward them
BANG

He stunbl es.

St ops.

Turns, revealing the bullet hole in his back, the coarse fur
reverting to human flesh

Beyond the doorway, the Buick is parked in the yard. Ruby
Lenore stands at the driver-side door, rifle in hand.

She COCKS the .22, ejecting the spent brass, ains again.
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Granger staggers toward her. ..

EXT. THORN HOUSE - CONTI NUOUS
...across the porch, and she's marching toward hi mtoo.
BANG

She hits himin the leg and it gives out and still he cones,
draggi ng the hindquarter through a trail of Dbl ood.

BANG

Hi s other | eg goes out and he drops to his fore paws,
PANTI NG and GROMALI NG, draggi ng hinself forward.

BANG
She hits himin the chest, and he finally coll apses.

He's spitting up blood, the fur on his face receding as he
reverts to human form Staring up at the noon

Then Ruby stands over him her face eclipsing that noon.

The face of Gavin G anger energes, his |ips opening and
closing as he drowns in blood. And Ruby wat ches himdie.

Rob stands at the Buick's passenger-side door, holding up
his i Phone, filmng the whole thing, his nmouth ajar.

Tish and Nick step onto the porch, staring at G anger.

RUBY
Where's ny boy?

Ti sh gl ances at N ck. He shakes his head.

Ruby absorbs that like a blowto the heart, and turns to the
corn field. Her eyes a thousand m | es away.

Fromthe main road the three police cars are arriving,
maki ng their way down the driveway now.
I NT. / EXT. THORN HOUSE - NI GHT

The strobing of police lights play off the inside of the
house as the cops show up.
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Li z kneels at the couch, holding Jean in her arnms, rocking
back and forth, both of themtiny in the mddle of this
vast, ruined space. The world nercifully quiet at |ast.

FADE TO:

I NT. THORN HOUSE - JEAN S ROOM - MORNI NG

Liz sits on Jean's bed. A silent goodbye. She | ooks as beat
up on the outside as she feels inside.

She stares at the opposite wall, solem, tears in her eyes.

It's a wall we haven't seen. Sone papers are taped up there,
the only decorations in the room They're Crayon draw ngs:

Wl d things marching over waterfalls and nountains. Liz's
five-year-old signature in the faded corner of each draw ng.

EXT. GRAVEYARD - DAY

Liz takes a swg off the bottle of Jean's nezcal. There's a
third nound of rocks, beside her parents'.

LI Z
Goddamm t, Jeannie. | mss you.
(beat)
I wasn't a good person, | know. But
with you | was still a person.

Liz caps the bottle and | eaves it by Jean's grave.

LI Z (cont'd)
Thank you for showi ng ne how to | ove.

She gl ances at Ni ck, who stands at the edge of the clearing
besi de Tish. The man she's cone to | ove.

Li z drapes the neckl ace and key over Jean's grave. Then she
wal ks away. At the edge of the clearing she hands Tish a

pl astic baggie, folded up. W cannot see what's inside.
Tish tucks it into her pocket.

LI Z (cont'd)
Thanks. For everything.

Ti sh nods. Then N ck takes Liz's hand, and they wal k away
together. Of Tish, watching them go.
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EXT. ACONI TE STEEL PLANT - DAY

A fire burns.

A shal |l ow construction site dunpster re-purposed as a pyre.
It sits just outside the threshold of the old steel plant,
the intricate scaffolding, derricks, and snelting apparatus
wi ndi ng away col ossal and silent in the darkened background.

Dozens of people gathered around the pyre, including Tish.
They're all silent, bearing witness to G anger's crenmation:

A charred frame enveloped in fire, with a broken handcuff
gl eam ng around either wrist.

Ti sh blinks, her nostrils flaring.

Tl SH
Ruby.

Ruby Lenore steps up beside her, their silhouettes against
t he unholy bl aze of the pyre.

RUBY
How s the | eg?

Tl SH
11 1ive.

RUBY

You heal fast.

Tl SH
| am sorry about your son

RUBY
| wonder.

Ti sh | ooks at her, unsure what she neans.

RUBY (cont' d)
| just can't believe that G anger's
responsi ble for all that's happened.

TI SH
There's a boat |oad of things |I'm not
inclined to believe, Ruby, but that
doesn't nean they can't happen.

Ti sh takes Ruby's hand and drops the plastic baggie into it,
that she got fromLiz. Ruby opens it up.
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TI SH (cont' d)
G anger left the hospital in a hurry.
Anong his things we found that.

It's her husband's weddi ng band.

Ruby gives her a long | ook. She nods, accepting that - she
needs to. Then she wal ks away.

Of Tish, her eyes yellowwith the reflection of the fire.

EXT. H GHWAY REST STOP - DUSK

Liz energes fromthe restroom wal king back toward the
parking | ot. She glances over, stops.

Sees two young G RLS play-running after each other, their
parents | ooking on froma picnic table nearby.

Ni ck is wal king up, hands her a Squirt.

NI CK
You okay?

LI Z
I want to find out where | cane from
WIl you help nme?

Nick smles, nods. H's all in. MJSIC fades in..

EXT. H GAWAY - DUSK

...swelling in gritty, driving triunph as the notorcycle
speeds down the highway, into the reddeni ng west.

Nick sitting behind, holding Liz with his good arm as she
steers. In charge of their destiny now.

- FADE OUT





