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EXT: EIGHWAY: NIGHET {NEAR DAWN)}: 15¢3: 1

Ek cattle truck, running empty, tops a ridge on a lonely
wescern highway.

To the east, the first faint flush of light.

Across the plain, perhaps yet some twenty miles away, a .
sprinkle of lights like fallen stars on the vast dark plain.

The +ruck roars on.
INT: TRUCK CAB: NIGHT: CONTINUQUS: 2

It is lighter now, but the light is high, and the plain still
mainly dark, the lights of Signal, Wyoming vivid, closer now,
perhaps five miles ahead.

Patsy Cline's "WALEKIN' AFTER MIDNIGHT" on the radio. The
TRUCKER, inscrutable, barrels on. <Cabin is hazv with
cigarette smoke.

In prefile, WE SEE the passenger take an ©ld mashed-up
Stetson off the dashboard.

This is ENNIS DEL MAR: not yet twenty, but nonetheless
compelling, not light or friveolous in disposition, appearance
or manner, uncommonly guick reflexes--a high~school drop-out
country boy with no prospects, brought up to hard work and
privation, rough-mannered, rough-spoken, inured to <he stoic
life. Has outgrown his faded denim cowboy shirt, his wrists
stick well out of the sleeves, the buttons gap.

ENNIS
{straightens the creases of the
hat, sets it on his head)
That's Signal, ain't it?
TRUCKER
{no conversationalist)
Was the last time I come this way.
ENNIS looks straight ahead at <he lights.
EXT: MAIN STREET: SIGNAL, WYOMING: DAY (LATER}): 3

Lighter still,

The truck stops with a screech of air brakes in front of a
service station just opening for the day. An OLD MAN is
relling a tractor tire as big as he is into the garage.

ENNIS steps out of the truck, no suitcase, just a grocery
sack stuffed with his only cther shirt and pair of Levi's.

(CONTINUED)



CONTIKUED:

The truck moves again, almost before he hits the ground,
spraying him with dust.

Tall, raw-boned, lanky, possessed of a muscular, supple body
made for the hcrse and for fighting--he stretches, looks at
the OLD MAN, who looks back at him sourly. One of ENNIS'S
boot heels is worn, has to adjust for the turn of the heel as
he walks.

No one in sight on the streets of Signal.

Bfter a moment, carrying his sack, ENNIS walks owver to.the
OLD MAN, who is balancing the tractor tire against a pillar.

ENNIS
‘Scuse me. Mightin' you tell me where
the Farm and Ranch Employment Office is
at?

OLD MAN
{not as sour as he locks,
points}
In that there trailer house. Three
blocks down. You'll see it.

ENNIS nods, tips his hat, starts off.

OLD MRN
Don't let that goddamn Joe Aguirre send
vou up to Brokeback without no thirty-
ought. There's coyotes and coyotes up
there, they'll eat your damn sheep and
your damn jackass, too. With a thirty-
ought, you might hold your own.

ENNIS, surprised by this torrent of words, clears his throat.

ENNIS
Sir?

?he‘OLD MAEN kicks at the tractor tire a time or two, as if
irritated it exists. Looks at ENNIS.

OLD MAN

Where was you raised, bud?
ENNIS

Uh, Sage.
OLD MAN

Why, that ain't hardly in Wyoming, that's
nearly to Utah. You ain't a damn Mcormon,
are you?

{ CCNTINUED)
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CONTINUED: (2}

ENNIS
No, sir. I just never heard a no place
called Brokeback.

The OLD MAN points to a long, barren mountain to the north,
its upper reaches miles away, reaching well above the tree
line.

CLD MAN
Don't you let that damn Joe Aguirre send
you up there with no twenty-two. Coyotes
don't mind a twenty-~two. Make sure he
gives you a thirty-ocught.

Too much talk for ENNIS, who nods his thanks.
Looks up at the mountain as he walks off.
EXT: SIGNAL, WYOMING: TRAILER: DAY:

The sun is full up, though it is still early. A gentle
breeze whistles.

ENNIS sits on the steps of a dingy trailer house, a crooked
sign above the door says FARM AND RANCH EMPLOYMENT AGENCY.
Smokes, waits. Sees an old green pickup with a bad muffler
approaching, and ENNIS becomes aware that the muffler is not
the pickup's only problem. It coughs, sputters, rattles from
several junctures as it pulls into the gravel parking lot of
the AGENCY and dies.

The driver sits a moment in the driver's seat, then gets out
and slams the door of the pickup in disgqust, looks at it much
as the OLD MAN had looked at the tractor tire.

This is JACK TWIST: like ENNIS, a rough country boy with
little education, but somewhat different in appearance and
attitude, a little less stoic, a little more of a dreamer.
More welcoming, appealing, with a quick laugh. Nineteen, not
as tall as ENNIS, more compact and muscular, thick, dark
hair, worn jeans, bullrider's belt buckle, faded shirt,
stubbly beard, straw cowboy hat, boots worn to the quick.

Doesn’'t notice ENNIS--the steps of the trailer house are
still in shade. But when he does, he stiffens a little--
looks at him--looks away.

Then the two ignore one another completely.

EXT: SIGNAL, WYCMING: TRAILER: DAY (LATER) :

Eight a.m. The wind has picked up considerably.

{ CONTINUED}
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JACK attempts to shave using his rearview mirror, a 25-cent
razor and water in a paper cup. Painful work, but keeps at
it, scraping away at his stubble. Pickup radio plays Johnay
Cash's "I WALK THE LINE".

An old white Buick stationwagon races along & stre=t
congested with pickups pulling horse trailers. The
stationwagorn whips into the parking lot, throwing dust over
JACK, who hastily concludes his shaving operation. Tne
stationwagon stops about two feet from the steps of the
trailer office, as ENNIS jumps up to get out of the way.

The driver, JOE AGUIRRE, middle-aged, stocky, no fool, hailr

the color of cigarette ash and parted down the middle, foam

dice hanging from the rearview, gets out. Then reaches back
in for an oversize container of coffee.

JOE glares at ENNIS, then JACK, as he heads for the traller
office doocr.

Neither boy moves.

JOE goes inside. Door slams. ENNIS sticks his big raw hands
in his pockets. JACK considers checking under his hood.

JOE AGUIRRE
(sticks his head out the door)
If you pair a deuces are lookin' for
work, I suggest you get your asses in
here, pronto.

ENNIS picks up his grocery sack of clothes. Lcooks over at
JARCK. Heads 1inside.

JACK follows. The doocr forcefully slams behind them.
INT: TRAILER CFFICE: DAY: CONTINUQUS:

Dusty, choky little trailer office. Venetian blinds hang
askew, the one desk littered with papers, the Bakelite

ashtray filled with butts, only one chair for guests. A pair

of binoculars hangs from a nail in the wall behind AGUIRRE'S
desk.

Helther ENNIS ncr JACK sits. EHNNIS smokes.

In the background, a small, old black-and-white TV plays a
news story about then-President Kennedy.

JOE AGUIRRE, 1in his swivel chair, gives them his point of
view,
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. 6 CONTINUED:

JOE AGUIRRE

Forest Service got designated campsites
on the zllotments. Them camps can be 3,
4 miles from where we pasture the
woollies. Bad predator loss if there's
nobody lookin' after ‘'em at night.

{drags on a cigarette)
What I want

{looks at Ennis)
is a camp tender in the main camp where
the Forest Service says, but the
herder...

(peints at Jack)
«..pitch a pup tent on the Q.T. with the
sheep, and he's goin a sleep there. Eat
supper, breakfast in camp, but sleep with
the sheep, hundred percent, no_fire,
doen't leave no sign. Roll up that tent
every mornin' case Forest Service snoops
around.

ENNIS is balancing a long ash on his cigarette, considers the
ashtray which is overflowing onto JOE'S paperwork, I[inally
. just taps it into his hand.

Phone rings. JOE picks it up. Listens. Frowns.

JOE AGUIRRE

{cont*d)
No. HNo. Not on your fuckin®' life.

(hangs up, resumes)
Got the dogs, your 30/30, sleep there.
Last summer had goddamn near 25% loss.
Don't want that again. You...

(points at Ennis--takes him in)
. -.Fridays noon be down at the bridge
with your grocery list and mules.
Somebody with supplies will be there in a
pickup.

JOE stubs his cigarette in the over-full ashtray, grabs a
cheap round watch on a braided cord from a hox on a high
shelf, winds it, sets it, while JACK and. ENNIS look on.
Tosses it to ENNIS as if he’'s not worth the reach.

JOE AGUIRRE

{cont'd}
Tomorrow mornin' we’ll truck you up to

. the jump-off.

Picks up the phone. Pauses. Looks at them hard.
Awkward: they realize they are dismissed.

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: {2}
Leave.
EMNIS has to stoop to get ocut the door.

EXT: SIGNAL, WYCMING: TRAILER: DAY: CONTINUOUS:

The door to the trailer slams shut behind them. JARCK waiks
down the three steps outside the trailer. ENNIS stops, stands
on the lowest step of the trailer, looks around at the bleak

surroundings. JACK smiles, sticks out his hand.

JACK
Jack Twist.

ENNIS
(shakes hands)
Ennis.
A beat.
JACK
Your folks just stop at Ennis?
ENNIS
{after a moment)
Del Mar.
JACK

Nice to know vou, Ennis Del Mar. Since

wa're gonna be working together, I reckon

it's time we start drinkin' together.

EWNIS looks at the watch AGUIRRE gave him: WE SEE
thirty. EKNIS nods to JACK.

INT: BAR: MORNING:

it's eight

The barroom is large and cavernous. All the chairs are
stacked upside-down on the tables. It‘s empty except for a

BARTENDER anrd WAITRESS, both middle-aged.

The husky BRRTENDER stands behind the bar and stocks bottled
beer into the cooler. The skinny, middle- -aged WAITRESS

Cleans ashtrays in a sink.

ENNIS and JACK enter the dingy bar. Sunlight bursts into the
dimly iit room, startling the BARTENDER and the WAITRESS.

EWNIS and JACK wait a moment for their eyes to adjust to the

darkness,

{ CCNTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

BARTENDER
(annoyed}
%e ain't open ‘til ten.

JACK
{friendly)
Me and my partner here, we got us a
summer's worth a drinkin' to do today.
Reckon we're gonna need that extra hour.

BARTENDER
{repeats)
Told you...w& open at ten.

The WAITREES glares at the BARTEKDER.

WAITRESS )
Aw, lay off ‘'em, Royce. They're just
buttons.
ROYCE shruags.
WAITRESS

{cont ‘d--friendly, too)
You boys have a seat,

JACK and ENNIS take their seats at the bar. ENNIS lights up
a smoke.

The WAYTRESS finishes drying an ashtray on her apron. Places
it in front of ENNIS.

WAITRESS
Now then, what'll you have?

JACK
Bud, please.

ENNIS
Rud.

INT: BAR: DAY (LATER):

ERNIS and JACK still sit at the bar, each nurses a longneck.
ENNIS peels the label from his bottle. A few empties sit in
front of JACK.

JACK
My second year up here. Last year one
storm the lightnin® kilt 42 sheep.
{shakes his head)
Thought I'd asphyxiate from the smell.
We need to take plenty of whiskey, for
{MORE)
{ CONTIMNUED}




CONTINUED:
when the lightnin' starts.
{(drinks)

The WAITRESS arrives. Frowns, looks pointedly at ENNIS'S
bottle, s+till half-full.

WAITRESS
(to ENNIS)
You drinkin®' that beer, or was you
zlannin' a grow flowers in it?

ENNIS looks embarrassed, is about to say something, but JACK
speaks Iirst.

JACK
{to WAITRESS)
Tell you what, ma‘'am, you just Keep
linin® ‘'em up.

WAITRESS smiles. Walks off.

EHNIS
{in a low voice)
I ain't got but a buck and some change.

JACK
You drink up. I'll worry ‘'bout the tab.

JACK and ENHIS chug their beers, slam the botties on the bar.
WAITRESS returns with two opened beers.

WAITRESS
That's more like it.

WAITRESS gives each boy his fresh beer. Gathers the empties,
and leaves.

ENNIS
What was you sayin' ‘bout lightnin'?

JACK

It smoked some sheep. Aguirre got all
over my ass like I was supposed to
control the weather.

{drinks}
Beats workin' for my old man. Can‘t
please my old man, no way. That's why I
took to rodeoin‘®.

{proudly knocks his rodeoc bel:

buckle?)
Ever rodeo?

{ CONTIRUED)




@ .

10

CONTIWUED: {2} ’

ENNIS
{reserved)
Once in a while, when I can afford the
entry fees.

JACK

You from ranching people?
ENNIS

I was.
JACK

Folks run you off?
ENNIS

(stiff)

No. They run themselves off. One curve
in the road in 43 miles, and they miss
it. Killed 'em both.

(drinks)
Eank took the ranch. Brother and sister
raised me, mostly.

JACK
Shit. That's hard.
{yells to waitress)
Two shots of whiskey, right quick.

INT: PICKUP TRUCK: NIGHT: 10
JACK sleeps in his old pickup, slumped against the door.

ENKIS, in the passenger seat, wide awake, smokes, gazes
through the steamed windows into the darkness.

INT: PICKUP TRUCK: MORNING: 11

WE SEE them pull out of Signal in an Agency pickup driven by
a short, silent BASQUE. ENNIS looks hungover, holds his head.
JACK, though, is sharp and alert.

They pass the gas station. ENNIS glimpses the same sour old
man, sitting on the tractor tire.

BASQUE
You bcys need to stick close to them
sheep. Don't let ‘em stray. Joe'll have
your ass, 1f you do.

JACK

Friend, you worry 'bout the drivin'.
We'll worry 'bout the sheep.

{ CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: L.

Trhey drive on in silence.

-
8]

EXT: TRAILHEAD: BROKEBACK MOUNTAIN:

Two shecptrucks and a couple of horsetrailers have gnloadec
at the trailhead to Brokeback Mountain. They are high, but
still in the trees. The bleating of a thousand sheep fills
the air.

The BASQUE is showing ENNIS how to properly pack a mu.e.
Deftly hitches on two packs, as ENNIS watches.

JACK is already norseback.
Several blue heelers circle the shesp.

BASQUE
Only thing, dor't never order soup.
(spits)
Them boxes of soup are hard to pack.

ENNIS
bon't eat soup.

JACK comes riding up with a blue heeler pup tucked inside his
coat.

ENNIS
That horse looks like it's got a low
startle peint. Might throw you and that
pup both.

JACK
{cocky)
I doubt there's a horse in this string
that can throw me. Let's get, ‘less you
vanna stand here and tie knots all day.

EXT: BROKEBACK MOUNTRIN: DAY: i

Exd

The thousand sheep, the dogs, the horses, JACK and ENHNIS and
the pack mules slowly flow out above the tree line, into the
vast flowering meadows of the mountainside.

WE LINGER on this trek for a bit, as the sheep spread out

ontc the expansive treeless plain, nothing in sight but sky
and land, high clouds.

The grass waves in the endless, coursing wind.
EXT: BROKEBACK MOUNTAIN: DAY: SUNSET: 14
From a distance, the sound of sheep.

(CONTINUED}
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CCKTINUED:
JACK tends the fire. Drinks from a whiskey bottls.

ENKI5, thorcugh and relentless about his chores, finishes
setting up the tent.

Sits down next to JACK on the edge of the platform as a vast
sunset turns the sky orange.

Pass a bottle of cheap whiskey back and forth.

JACK

{bitching)
That Joe Aguirre, ‘slesp with the sheep,
no fire'. Shit.

{drinks)
Can‘t wait 'til I got my own sp-ead,
won't have tO put up with his shit no
nore.

ENNIS
I'm savin' for a place myself. Me and
Alma, we'll be gettin' married when I
come down off this mountain.
{drinks}
You goin' up with the sheep?

JACK
Not tonight. Tomorrow. That Joe, he's
got no business havin' us do somethin'
that's against the rules.
EXT: BROKEBACK MOUNTAIN: DAY: EARLY MORNING: 15
JACK saddles up, in a pale world.

The mountain, misted, is the color of smoke, the high, grassy
plain irvisible.

ENNIS cleans the breakfast plates by the fire.

JACX mounts his bay mare. She crow-hops a little; he keeps
her under contrel.

Rides off, ENNIS watching him go.
EXT: BROKEBACK MOUNTAIN: DAY: MONTAGE: 16
A. WE SEE JACK tending the sheep, a blustery day, the wind

combing the grass, drawing from the slit rock a bestial
groan.

B. ENNIS cooking dinner, banded pebbles and crumbs of soil
¢asting pencil-long shadows in the late afternoon light.

{ CONTIRUED
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CCKTINUEL: g

C. ENKIS riding up to the sheep, where JACK sits napping.

D. JACK riding back to camp, dusk--shoots at a coyote,
misses.

E. ENNIS zleaning pots and pans, in a mountain stream.

F. ENNIS and JACK eating around the campfire, the rearing
lodgepole pines below them massed in slabs of somber
malachite.

G. JACK saddling up, leaving camp. Turns back to EWNIGS.

JACK
No more beans.

ENNIS nods.

EXT: BRORKEBACK MOUNTAIN: EWNNIS'S CAMP: DAY: 17
ZNNIS sits on the edge of the platform smoking, looks acrcess
the great gulf of seemingly endless plain and sees JACK, a
small dot moving across a high meadow, as an insect mcves
across a tablecloth.

EXT: BROKEBACK MOUNTAIN: DAY: LATE AFTERNCON: 13

Dusk on the mountain.

JACE rides around the sheep, he and the blue heelers bed them
down.

EXT: BROKXEBACK MOUNTAIN: JACK'S CAMP: NIGET: 19

JACK, in his dark camp, 1lit only by moonlight, sees EKNIS as
night fire, a red spark on the huge black mass of mountain.

EXT: BROKEBACK MOUNTAIN: BRIDGE: NOON: 20
ENNIS finishes packing the two mules.
Steps back, looxs at the mules, and shakes his head.

The BASQUE watches.

BASQUE
Something wrong?

ENNIS

Load seems light. Where's the powdered
milk 'n the spuds?

{ CONTIHUED)
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BASQUE
All we had.

The BASQUE reads through ENNIS'S current list.

BASQUE
{not looking up from the list)
Thought ycu didn't eat soup.

ENNIS
Sick of bezns.

BASQUE
It's way too early in the summer to bs
sick of beans.

ENNIS ignores the2 BASQUE'S comment.
The BASQUE shrugs, g=ts in his truck.
Drives off.

ENNIS mounts his big rangy buckskin, Cigar Butt, and leads
the two mules back up the mountain.

EXT: BROKEBACK MOUNTAIN: DAY:

ENNIS atop Cigar Butt, leads the two mules along the trail.
Brokeback Mountain looms in the distance, an eternal
postcard.

It is clear ENNIS enjoys the ride, the silence of the high
country. Whistles.

Rounds a bend--Cigar Butt balks, spooks, rears up: Startles
a small black bear in the middle of the trail, who, also
scared, promptly runs off into the woods.

ENNIS is thrown, lands hard, rolls on the rocky ground.

Cigar Butt races off the trail, pulliing the two mnles alcng
with him through the trees and the undergrowth, tearing the
supply packs, scattering food everywhere. A bag of flour
breaks, creating a white cloud.

ENNIS sits up. His temple is cut and bleeding profusely,
blocd runs down his cheek.

ENNIS gets up, stiff and angry, following the trail of food--
the broken bag of flour, a carton of smashed eggs--to find
his horse and mules.

21
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EXT: BRORIBACX MCOUNTAIN: CAMP: DUSK: 22
JACFE is back from the flock, hungry, looking for nis mezl.
ENNIS is nowhere to be found. JACK looks in the tent.

Erpty.

JACK
Shit.

o]
L

EXT: BROKEBACK MOUNTAIN: CAMP: NIGHT:

The campfire light flickers on JACK'S face as he finishes cIf
a czan of beans. JACK looks around at the surrounding fcrest.
Knows ENNIS wouldrn't lag...is clearly worried. Takes a swig

out of & whiskey bottle.

Gets up, Daces.
WE HZAR a twig snap: JACK looks up.

WE SZE ENNIS ride into camp atop Cigar Butt, dismount,
somewhat obscured by the darkness.

JACK is more worried than angry, tries to discuise his
concern with indignation.

JACEK
Whare the hell you been? Up with the
sn=2ep all day, I get down here, hungry as
hell ard all I find is beans....

Silent, ENNIS walks towards the tent, fire illuminating nis
face. He sits on a log by the fire. WE SEE th2 cut on his
forehead, gaping now, dried blood covering the whole side of
his Zace.

JACX is startled by the sight of blood all over ENNIS'S
chesk.

JACK
Good God, Ennis...what happened?

ENNIS
{(exhausted)
Come on a bear.
(motions to Cigar Butt)
Horsa spooked. Tocok off, pulled the pack
mules along. Scattersed food everywhere.
{beat)
Bzans 'bout all we got laft,

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:
JACK hands a cantesn tc ENNIS, whco slaps it away.

ENNIS
Whiskey.

JACK picks up the whiskey bottle and hands it to ENNIS.
ENNIS grabs the bettle, takes a swig.

JACK removes the bandanna from around his neck, wads it
takes the whiskey from ENNIS, and pours some into the
bandanna. Raises the bandanna to ENNIS'S forehead.

2 beat.

JACK hesitates...awkward...hands the bandanna to ENNIS.

up.,

ENNIS takes the bandanna and slowly dabs it at the cut or his

own temple. Winces.
JACK winces, too.
JACK
Shit. We're gonna have to do somethin’
'bout this food situation. Maybe I°'11
shoot one a the sheep.
ENNIS
What if Aguirre finds out? We're
supposed a guard the sheep, not eat 'em.
JACK

What's the matter with you? There's a
thousand of ‘em.

EHNIS
I'll stick with beans.

JACK
I won't.

=XT: BROKEBACK MOUNTAIN: MEADOW: DAY:
WE HEAR a rilfle shot: ENNIS lowers the 30/30.

WE SEE a two-point buck, dead on the ground.

24

JACK, smiling, whooping, stands behind him locking in the

direction ENNIS just fired.

JACK
Oooceee! HMeat on the table tonight!

{ CONTIRUED)
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ENNIS
Was gettin' tired a you missin'.

JACK
Llet’'s get a move on., Can’'t let the
Forest Service catch us with nc deer.

EXT: BROKEBACK MOUNTAIN: CAMP: DUSK: 25

JACK and ENNIS sit around the campfire, and eat the verison
in silence.

211 WE HERR 1s their chewing and chomping, and the crackling
of the fire.

EXT: BROKEBACK MOUNTAIN: CAMP: LATE AFTERNCCHN: 26
CACE comes loping in on his bay mare.

Dismounts. Heads for a wet sack hanging off a tent pole,
pulls out a bzer, chugs it, looks irritated.

JACK

{morose)
I'm commutin' four hours a day. Come in
for breakfast, go back to the sheep,
evenin' get 'em badded down, come in for
supper, go back to the sheep, spend half
the night checkin' for damn coyotes.

{gets a second beer, cpens it)
Aguirre got no right a make me do this.

ENNIS is at the fire, dishing up supper.

ENNIS
{hands Jack a plate)
You want a switch? I wouldn't mind
Sleepin’ out there.

JACK
{takes it}
Ain't the point. Point is, we beth ought
@ be in this camp. And that goddamn pup
tent smells like cat piss or worse.

ENNIS
{again)
Wouldn‘t mind bein’ out there.

JACK
{looks at him)
Happy to switch, but give you warnin', I
can‘t cook worth & shit,
{MORE}
{ CONTINUED)
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{pause)
Good with a can opener, though.

EHNIS
(eating)
Can't be no worse than me, then. Sure, I
wouldn't mind a do it.

EXT: BROKEBACEK MOUNTAIN: ENMNIS'S CAMP: NIGHT:

ENNIS packs a few biscuits and & jar of coffee onto his bi

rangy buckskin, Cigar Butt.

Mounts.

N
-

%1

JACK +takes his rifle in its saddle scabbard off his saddle,

and hands it to ENNIS.

JACK
wWon't get much sleep, I'll tell you =hat.

ENNIS, silent, takes it and rides off across the frosty
ground. C

EXT: BROEEBACK MOUNTAEIN: ENNIS'S CAMP: EVENING:

JACK pesls potatoes for dinner.

ENNIS has only his jeans and boocts on, no shirt, befora a

large basin of hot water, shaves.

ENRNIS :
Shot a2 coyota, big son of a bitch, balls
on him size a apples. Looked like he
could eat a camel.

{sloshes his face)
You want somz a this hot water?

JRCK
(grins, shakes his head)
It's all yours.
ENNIS pulls off his boots--no socks.

Pulls cff his jeans--no underwear.

Slops the washcloth under his arms, between his legs.

.
s

o
=1

JACK fixes dinner, glances over at ENNIS now and =hen through

the smoke of a cigarette dangling from his mouth.

Impassive,
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EXT: BROKEBACK MCOUNTAIN: ENNIZ'S CAMP: NIGHT: 2@

29
Al

ENNIS sits, supper finished, his back against a log, boos
sples to the fire, two empty bean cans with spoons in them
nearby, a few leftover fried potatces.

JACK has just taken a piss, is buttoning his jeans, having
trouble with his rodeo belt buckle.

ENNIS finishes rolling a cigarette. Takes a deep swig {rom a
whiskey bottle

JACK sits down next to ENNIS. JACK is still struggling with
his belt buckle. Etands to adjust it.

2 creek gurgles nearby.

ENNIS
Don‘t rodeoc much myself. Only kind a
ridin' interests me lasts longer than
eight seconds. What's a point of ridin'
some piece a Stock for eight seconds?

®

Monev's a good polint.

JACE finally fixes his Pruckle, again sits dewn next to EKNIS
and grabs the whiskey bottle. JACK takes a swig.

ENNIS
(laughs for the first time
since they've met)
True enough, 1f you don't ger stcmped
winnin' it.

JACK
¥y ol' man was a kbullrider, pretty well
known in his day, though he kept his
secrets to himself. Never taught me a
thing. Nevar once come a see me ride.

JACE reaches over for a bean can. 3Begins to scrape the last
beans out of the bottom.

JACK (cont'd;
{2ats)
four brother and sister de righ: by you?

. Throws the empty can on the fire.

{ CONTIHUED)
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Did the best they could after mv folks
was gone, considerin' they didn't leave
us no:thin' but $24 in a cocffee can.

2z beat.
ENNIS'S tongus lcosens suddenly.

ENNIS ({(cont'd)

(cont’d)
Got me a vear a high school before the
transmission went on the pickup. My sis
left, married a roughneck, moved to
Casper. Me and my brother got work on a
ranch up near Worland. He got married
last menth, no room for me. That's how
come me to end up here.

Silence.

JACK looks over at ENNIS, smiles.

. ENNIS (cont'd)
.+.What?

JACK
Friend, that's more words than you've
spoke in ths past two weeks.

ENNIS smiles, for the first time.

ENNIS
Two weeks? Eell, it's the most I've
spoke in a year.
{remembers}
My dad now, he was a fine calf roper.
Didn't rodec much, though. Thought rodeo
cowbtoys was all fuck-ups.

JACK
The hell they are

JACK gets up, does a pretend bull ride around the campfire,
bucking and twisting. Finally throws himself, collapses in a
heap beside ENNIS.

Both are laughing so hard, they are zlmost crving.
. 30 EXT: BROKEBACK MOUNTAIN: HIGHT: 30

. ENIIS rides into the night wind, through the glimmering frost
: back towards the sheep, happy. Thinking he's never had such

{ CONTINUED!}
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a2 good time, feeling like he could paw the white out

mcon.

}

Looks back, sezes the light from the camp whsre JA

v

EXT: BROKEBACK MOUNTAIN: DAY:

WE SEE JACK and ENNIS, the dogs, the sheep moving higher up

the mountain to new pasture. Both horseback. JAaCE

ieading

the pack mules, ENNIS and the blue heelers leading the sheep.

EXT: BROZEBACK MOUNTRIN: DUSK:

WE SEE them pitching a new camp, more primitive this time.

No platform.

JACK and ENNIS are friendlier, more familiar witn each other,

laugh and jcke as they struggle with the tert.

EXT: BRCOKEBACK MOUNTAIN: CAaMP: NIGHT:

The tent is a little lopsided, but finally up. ENNIS is
trying to adjust a tent pole. JACK is sitting by the fire,
playirg a slightly damaged harmonica, squalling the old Tex

Ritter rodec tune, "BAD BRAEMA BULL". 2 whiskey boztle sits

next to nim.

ENNIS
This tent don't look right.

JRCK stops playing, glances over at ENNIS and the tent.

JACK
It ain't goin’' nowhere. Let it be,
{starts up again on the
harmonica)

ENNIS
(amused)
That harmonica don't sound guite right.

JACK
That*s 'cause it got kinda flattsned when
that mare threw me.

ENNIS
I thought you said that mare couldn't
“hrow you.

JACK
Sha got lucky.

|3
5%

e
[} ]
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ENNZS
If I was lucky, that harmo
broke in twa.

oulida

]
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2oth laugh.
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N

EXT: BROKEBACE MOUNTAIN: CAMP: NIGHT (LATER}:

Drunker still, JACK sings a Pentecostal hymn, "WATER-WALNING
JESUS", a sad, dirgelike rendition, causing coyotes tC Y1p 1n
the distance.

CACK
(put in words of final verse)
(pause)
My mama, she believes in the Pentecost.

ENNIS
Exactly what is the Pentecost?
{pause}
My fclks was Methodist.

JACK

Well, the Pentecost...

(realizes he has no clue)
I don't know. I don't know what the
Fentecost is...Mama never explained it.

(pause)
I guess it's when the world ends and
fellas like you and me march off to hell.

ENNIS
Ch uh, speak for yourself. You may bDe a
sinner, but I ain't yet had the
opportunity.
They both laugh heartily, in a great mocd.

EXT: BROREBACK MOUNTAIN: NIGHT (LATER STILL):

L2
Ln

The moon is full up, notched past two in the morning.
ENNIS s dizzy drunk, on all fours, struggles to stand.

ZNNIS
{wzaving)
Too late to go out a them damn sheep.
{pause)
You got a extra blanket, I‘11 roll up out
here and grab forty winks, ride out at
first light.

{ CONTINUED)
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JACE
(doubtful) )
Fraeze yvour ass off when that firs dies

gown. Batter off sleepin’ 1in the tent.
(sz=ands up}

ENNIS
Doub%t I'1l feel nothin'....

But he staggers under the canvas, pulls his boots off, {fals
aslie=p on the ground cloth. 5Snores.

JACK follows, craw.s inside his large pedrcill.
EXT: BROKEBACK MOUNTAIN: CAMP: NIGHT (YET LATER STILL): 26
Coldest pecint of the night.
ENNIS shivers, teeth chatter uncontrollably.
JACK
{irritable, sleep-clogged)

Jesus Christ, guit hammerin' and get over

here. Bedroll's big enough.
ENNIS, too ceold o protest, crawls inside.
INT: BROKEBACK MOUNTAIN: CAMP: TENT: DARX, JUST BREFORE DAWN: 37
Beth are warm inside JACK'S bedroll.

JACK 1s wide awake now. ENNIS, on his back, is half-asleep.

JACK, tentative, takes one of ENNIS'S big hands from cutside
the bedroll and guides it inside, down toward his own groin.

ENNIS, coming full awake, realizes whers his hand is...jerks
it away as if he's touched fire.

AS THE FPOLLOWING ACTION COCCURS, WE PULL AWAY TO THE KIGHT
LANDSCAPE, AWND WE ONWLY HEAR THE SOUKDS--THE BELT BEIKG
UNBUCXLED, RUSTLE OF JEANS, ENNIS SPITTING, SHARP IKTAKES QF
BREATH.. .,

EXNIS ra@ses up, gets to his knees, unbuckles his belt,
shoves his pants down with one hand, uses the cther to haul
JACK up con all fours.

JACK doesn't resist.

ENNIS spits in the palm of his hand, puts it on himself.

{CCHNTIHWUED}
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They go ar it in silence, except for a few sharp intakes cf

breath.

ENRNIS shudders.

Then out, down, AND THE C2MERZ MOVES BACK INSIDE THE TENT,

both fail asleep.
IRT: BROKEBACK MOUNTAIN: CaM¥»: TENT: FULL LIGET:
ENNIS is awake in a red dawn. JACK is sound asleep.

ENNIS has a top-grade headache, crawls out from under the
bedreoll, his pants around his knzes.

Pulls up his pants. Goes outside the tent,
EXT: BROKEEACK MOUHTAIN: CAMP: DAY: MORNING {LATER}):

ENNIS has just mounted Cigar Butt.

Lad

~1

as

JACK, fasteninc buttons, comes cut of the tent just in time.

JBCK
See you for suppar.

ENNIS nods.

Leaves.

EXT: BROFKZBACEKE MCUNTAIN: MEADOW: DAY:

ENNIS is up with the flock, riding Cigar Butt, the bluse

heelers running and yippirg at the sheep. The flock is
grazing.

One dog begins to bark incessantly. EKNIS rides over to see

what the ruckus is about and discovers a shredded sheep,
clearly the victinm of a coyote pack.

A look of ghame washes across ENNIS'S face.
EXT: BROKEBRCK MQUNTAIN: CAMP: DAY:

Clear day. Thougn it‘'s summer, there is a biting little
wind.

JACK, wearing only his boots, is doing laundry. Shivers.

41

Sgquats by the stream, carefully wrings out ENNIS'S only other
shirt, a denim button-up western-style shirt, and hangs it on
a long branch next to their combined wardrobes: three pairs

{ CONTINUED)
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of Levi‘s, twec shirtTs, two bandannas--ns underzarmwentcs
{neither wears socks or underwear).
TNT/EXT: EROKEBACK MOUNTRIHN: CAMP: TENT: NIGHT: 4z

ENNIS and JACK are in the tent together. JaCK 1s 1n the
bedrcll, ENNIS dresses.
ENNIS
g=tting up)
Them coyotes'll feast if I don't hsad or
hack.
ENNIS pulls on his shirt in the small confires of the tent.
Scoots outside, pulls con his boots, ready to head back to the
flezk.
EXT: BROKEBACK: MOUNTAIN: LATE AFTERNOOMN: 13

ENNIS, something eating at his mind, sits atop Cigar Butt and
rides along a ridge.

EXT: BROXEBACK MOUNTAIN: CAMP: DUSK: . 44
The setting sun leaves the sky ablaze in crange and purple.
ENKIS rides into camp.

JACK stands when rhe sees ENNIS.

EKRIS avcids his ayes.

EXT: BROREBALACK MOUNTAIN: CAMP: NIGHT: 45
CACK and ENNIS cutside, between a log and a blazing fire,
hav%ng just finished what they had done the last few nights
inside the tent.

EKNIS leans back against the log.

Far below, WZ SZE the lights of vehicles on a highway miles
away, the care and trucks crawling slowiy acreoss the plain,

JACK sCoots up, ie2ans kack against the log, too. Lights a
cicarstte.

L beat.
ENNIS

(dirscty
One shot thing we gct goin' here.

{ CONTINUED)
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JACE
Cne shot thing.
{ pause) :
Nobody's business but ours.

ENNIS
{fliat)
I'm not no gueer.
JACK
{jumps in too guickly)
Me neither.
ENNIS smoXxes.

Looks up at the stars.

EXT: BROKEBACK MOUNTAIN: DAY: BINOCULAR POV: CONTINUOUS: 16

¥
WE EEE the main camp on Brokeback through a pair of
binoculars.
Fan the camp.
Jorses, dogs, then not guite in focus.

Focus sharpens: TWO MEN pulling off their clothes,
cutting up.

EXT: BROFKEBACK MOUNTAIN: DaY: CONTINUOUS:

WE SEE the binoculars belong to JOE AGUIRRE. He is
horssback.

Looks at his watch.

Raises the binoculars--locks again--lowers them.

laughing,

a7

it is clear from the =xpression on his face, that he doesn't

like what he sees. Doesn’'t like it at all.
ZXT: BROKEBACK MOQUNTAIK: CAME: AFTERNOON:
JACK 1s chopping firewcod.
AGUIRRE conmes riding up.
Fixes JACK with a bold stare.
JOE AGUIRRE
Twist, your Uncle Harold's in the
nospital with pneumonia. Docs don't

expect he*ll make it.
{MORE}
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{pause)
Your ma sent me to tell you. S0 here
arm.

<ACK
Bad news. &in’'t much I can do about it
up hare, I guaess.

JOE AGUIRRE
{hard >ook)
Ain't much vou can do down there neither.
Not unless you can cure pneumonia.

Gilares at JACK. Raises binoculars, looks in the direction of

the meazdow, towards ENNIS. Lowers the binoculars and

another stern look &t JACK.
Turns, rides off.
EXT: BROKEBACX MOUNTAIN: CAMP: NIGHT:

The wind is picking up.

shocts

19

ENNIS and JACK are gathering dishes, blankets, trying to crab

their gear before it blows away.
The sides of the tent begin to buck and pitch.
Then hailstones bagin to pepper down.

JACK
Shit!

They both scramble inside the tent, pull the flap, but the
wind whips it back open. The tent is popping so hard ncw it

seems as if it might blow away.

ENNIS
{ilcoking out)
Them sheep'.l drift if I don't get back
thers tonight.

JACK
{above the wind)
You'll get pitched off your mcunt in a
sterm like this, wish you hadn't tried
it. HNothin’' ycu can ¢o now.

EXT: BROKEBACK MOUNTAIN: DAY:

A grim, grey morning.

ENNIS and JACK, both mounted, the blue heelers a* attention.

Glum, locking &t a huge mass of milling sheep.

{ COUNTINUED)
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Twenty yards away, TWO CHILEAN SHEEPHERDERS are looking just
as glum at the huge mixed herd, gesturing wildly.

ENNIS
What're we gonna do?

JACK wants to impress ENNIS.

JACK
I can handle this.

JACK, puffed up like a2 banty rooster, rides to the CHILEAN
SHEEPHERDERS. ENNIS sits on Cigar Butt and curses under his

breath.
JACK {cont'd}
{bluffing the Chiieans)
Hey there! You boys got your herd all
mixed in with ours. My boss's gonna chew
my ass, and you got some fuckin'
explainin' to doi
CHILEAN SHEEPHERDER
. <Cual es su prolema? iQue” dice?
JACK
{surprised}

English...don‘t one a you talk English?

CHILEAN SHEEPHERDER
iQue "2

The CHILEANS look puzzled: neither speaks English.

JACK is embarrassed, rezlizes his scene of bravado has failed
completely.

JACK
(vells back to ENNIS)
You speak Spanish?

ENNIS
{shakes his head--looks at the
mess of sheep)
...sonofabitch....

JACEK
{(to the CHILERNS)
Tell you what, me and my partner here,
we're gonna go cut out our sheep. That
okay with vou?

{ CONTINUED)
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The CHEILEAN SHEEPHERDSRS look at JACK, then each ozher,
confused.

EXT: BROKEBATE HMOUNTARIN: DAY: 3l
Windy, gritty, cloudy weather.

ENNIS, JACE, tihe blue heelers and the TWC CHEILEANS work in a
confusion of sheep and dust, trying to separate the two herds
that have mixed.

JACK
{hclds a sieep, tries to lcok
at its paint brand, which is
faint at best)
Christ, half the geddamn paint brands are
wore off.

ENNZS
{(trying to edge a pitiful
little grcup of sheep out of
the main hard)
We gotta try, at least we can get the
ccunt right for Rguirre.

JACRK
Fuck Aguirre.

ENNIS
(frustrated, making a point)
Fuck Aguirre? What if we need a work for
him again? We got a stick this out.

JACK doesn't respond. Leans down, examines the paint brand
again.

ENNIS resumes the weary task of separating out the rest of
their herd.

EXT: BROKEBACK MOUNTAIW: DAY: 52

JACK and ENKRIS'S herd of sheep, reconstituted as best they
can, move along the high treeless slope of Brckeback
Mountaln, kept in order and in motion by the dogs.

JA@K, in a better mood now, is doodling on his harmonica.
Tries tc play Hank Williams's “KAW-LIGA."

ENNIG
{tolerant, smiles:
You'll run the sheep off agzin if vyou
don't guist down.

{ CONTINUED)
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JACK xeeps playing.

EXT: BROKEBACK MOUNTAIN: DAY: 53
ENNIS crawls out of the pup tent, shivering.
2 foot of snow covers an extraordinarily beautiful piain.
But the sun is up, gleams brillizntly off the snow, which is
already beginning to melt.
EXT: BROKEBACK MOUNTAIN: MAIN CAMP: DAY: 54
ENNIS lopes into camp on Cigar Butt. There are only a few
rpatches of snow left here and there.
JRCK is busily packing gear.
JACK
Aguirre showed up again. Says my uncle
didn't die after all.
{pause}
Says brircg 'em dowm.
ENNIS
{not sure he's heard right)
Bring ‘em down?
JACK
Says there's another storm comin', movin'
in from the Pacific.
{rvause)
Worse than this one.
ENNIS
Why, it's the middle of August. That
snow barely stuck an hour.
JACK
(grim)
He’'s the boss, Ennis. I ain't.
EHWNIS dismounts.
EXT: BROKEBACK MOUNTAIN: CAMP: MORNING: 53

Their zent is struck, camp gear piled high.
EWNIS and JACK, boots off, pants on and shirts unbuttoned,

are wrestling, two boys at horseplay. ENNIS is only half-
D-aylng, tense. JACK is trying to lighten his mood.
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ENNIS slips, trying to aveid a hold, and JACK acgcidentally
knees him in the nose. Blood pours, getting on bcth of thenm.
ENNIS jumps to his feet. JACK immedistely gets up, tIi23 O
stanch the blocd coming from EWHNIS'S noss with his own shirt
sleave, and ENNIS cold-cocks him in the jaw, cauwusinc JACK t¢C
stagger back ard fall on his ass.

JACK looks up at ENNIS, rubbing his jaw, too stunned to say
anything.

ENNIS looks down at him, wiping his bloody rose on his dernim
sleave, furious and despairing all at once, mere emotien
szirring in him than he knows what to do with.

Turns, picks up his saddle.

EXT: BROXEBACK MOUNTAIN: PLATNS: DAY: 5¢
They train the sheep down the Iong slope, toward the trees
and the waiting trucks.
EHNIS feels like he's 1in a slow-motion, but headlong,
irreversible fall.
The boys ride together, side by side, each toc swollen with
fesling to speak.
EXT: SIGHAL, WYCMING: SHEEP PENS: DAY: 57
JOE AGUIRRE, stern and not pleased, walkxs amid the milling
shesp, looking them over.
Th2 boys warch from the fence.
JOE AGUIRRE
(comes over)
Some a these never went up there with
VOou.
{pause, hard lcok)

The count ain't what I'd hoped for,

neither. You ranch stiffs ain'+t never no

good....
The koys shift uncomfortably. HNo response.
EXT: SIGNAL, WYCMING: STREET: DAY: ' 5E

Relentless wind, hard and cold, snow flurries.
ENNIS and JACK stand awkwardly by JACK'S old green pickup.

JACK has the door cpen, one foot on the running board. Big
brulse coming up on his ‘aw from where ENNIS panched him.
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ENNIS, distracted, rifles through a paper sack with his

zlothes.

ENNIS
{to himself)

...can't believe I laft my damn shirt up

there....

A beat. A dust plume rises and hazes the air with fine grit.

JACE
{squints)
You gonna do this again next summer?

ENNIS
(stops looking through the bag)
Mavbe not.
(pause)
Like I said, Alma and me's gettin’

married in December. Be tryin® to get

scmethin' on a ranch.
(pause)
You?

JACK
I might come back, iZ nothin' better

cemas along. Thought some about going
back up to my daddy‘s place, give him a
hand over the winter, then maybe head out

for Texas in the spring.
{tries for a weak smile)
f the draft don't get me.

The wind tumbles an empty feed bag down the street until it

fetches up under JACK'S truck.

ENNIS
Well, see you around, I guess.

JACK
Right.

They shake hands, hit each other on the shoulder.

JACK gets in his pickup, adjusts the rearview mirror.

Drives away.

ENNIS puts his hands in his pockets, watches him go. Stands

there in the wind; it has begun to spit snow.
is soon out of sighz.

JACK*S pickup

{ CONTINUED)
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He starts across the street toward a bar, but -ust before he
gets to the door, JACK'S leaving prcves toc much: he Ieals
like someone’'s pullirng his guts out, hand over hand, & vard
at a time.

He stumbies into an alley, drops to his knees in the whirling
new snow. Kneels there, silent, as pain, 1onging, lone_iness
overpower him, emotions stronger than he’'s ever felt for
another person consume him: he feels as bad and confusad as
he ever has in his life. Punches the wall, bloodying kcth
his knuckles, his eyes £ill with angry, stinging tears.

A COWBOY passes the alley. Pauses, looks at ENNIS.
ENNIS ¢lares at him.
ENNIS
{grocwls}
What the fuck you lookin' at?
The COWBQY moves an.

INT: WYOMING: CHURCH: DAY: 59

ENNIS and ALlMA--small woman, pretty, sweet-looking, young,
big hair--at the altar. in a little pine box of a church.

A FEW COWBOYS, ENNIS'S RAW-BONED SISTER and BROTHER, ALMA'S
LITTLE PARENTS and IITILE GRANDMOTHER.

ENNIS in & new Lavi's jacket and a bolo tie, nervously
adjusts his collar.

ALMA in a J.C. Penney's wedding dress, happy.
EXT: WYOMING: HIGHWAY: WINTER: DAY: 1964: 60

ENNIS and ALMA are in ENNIS'S truck, spinning donuts in a
parking iot. The truck is sliding this way and that on the
lcy snow. ALMA sgueals in delight; ENNIS whoops it up.

EXNIS'S truck skids into a snowbank. He and ALMA sit in the
front seat laughing. The tinny radio plays Roger Miller's
“DANG MZ.™

ENNIS
I'm goana rave to get cut and push. You
scocot cver and gas it when T say.

BLMR

How ’'tout you stay right there, and I
5coot cver on your lap.

{ COHTTHUED
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AZMA slides over onto ENKIS'S lap, her legs across the seat.
They kiss.
EXT: WYOMING: HIGHWARY: SPRING: DAY:

ERNIS, in a dozer-cap, shovels asphalt behind an asphalt
dumper. Sweat blooms from his T-shirt collar. Sagebrush
tall along the highway, swayinz in the hot wind.

ENNIS'S co-worker, TIMMY, a fat, besp=actacled, annoyingly
loguacious middle-aged man with a bad case of plumber’'s butt,
works alongside him.

Talks incessantly.

TIMMY

My old lady's tryin' zc get me to quit
this job, says I'm gettin’ too old a be
dein® this.

{self-deprecating)
I told her strong backs and weak minds
run in my family. Zidn't think that was
tco funny.

{laucghs)
I tolé her keeps me fit. For huntin',
anyways...

ENNIS shovels.

TIMMY {cont'd}
...47 different species in Wyomin' alcne.
Was tellin' Pat, 'no I ain't gonna =at
them, no way, mushreooms is poison,’ but
he kept at me....

ROAD BOSS approaches.
TIMMY shats up.
RORD BOSS
Pick it up, boys.
{to Timmy)

Del Mar can't work a shovel and listen to

your damn yammerin', tToo.
TIMMY shuts up.

ENNIS, Impassive, spits, wipes the sweat from his brow.

Conzinues to shovel.

o}
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EXT: RIVERTON, WYDMING: DRIVE-~IN: NIGHT: £
WE SEE ENHIS and AIMR et the drive-in. Zating popccrn.
Paul Hewman in “EUD" is on the movie screeén.

ALMA has her head cn ENNIS'S shcoulder. ENNIS has hils arm
around her.

She cuddles in closer. He kisses her.
EXT: SIGNAL, WYDMING: E=RRIY SUMMER: DAY: €3

JACK drives through town in his truck, which rattles and .
sputters louder than ever. Drums his firgers on the ste=ring
vheel 1in time to "FADED LOVE" by Bob Wills anc his Texas
Playboys, which blares from his fuz:zy radio.

Eyes the sidewalks and dilapidated storefronts, as iI looking
for somescne: ENNIS. Kothing, just a SKIKNY KID on a bike
being blown around by the wind, and TWC OLD WOMEN pulling
their grocery car=s.

JACK parks in the dirt lot of the FARM AND RANCH EMPLCYMZNT
TRAILER, dust and fine gravel pelting his truck's windows
like hail.

Stares at the door of the trailer from inside his truck.

'%its z—he truck, stretches. The wind almost blows his hat
cff, but he catches it.

Walks to the trailer, holding his hat on his head, sguinting.
INT: TRAILER HOUSE: SIGMAT, WYOMING: DAY: 64
JOE RGUIFRE, sits with his feet on his desk, fiipping through
a newspaper, chewing orn a tcothpick. A cigarette smolders in
the ashtray.
JACK enters the trailer, the door slams behird him.
AGUIRRE looks up, disgusted and annoyed.
COE AGUIRRE
{centinues reading the
newspaper)
Well, lcook what the wind blew in.
JACK
Howdy, Mr. Aguirre.
{uncomfortable beat)
(MORE}
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Wwonderin® if vou was needin® any help
this summer?

JCGE AGUIRRE
Wastin' vour time here.

JACK
You ain't got nothin‘?

AGUIRRE doesn't leok up.

JACE {(cont'd)
{cont'd)
Nothin' up on ZBrokeback?

JOE AGUIRRE
{(looks vp from the paper)
I ain't got no work for you.

AGUIRRE stares coclly at JACK. No nonsense.

An awkward moment: JACK fingers the brim of the hat in his
hand, looks as if he wants to say something more. Starts for
the door. Pauses, turns back toc AGUIRRE.

JACK
Ennis Del Mar ain't been in, has he?

AGUIRRE glares at him even harder.  The wind hits the trailer
like a load of dirt coming off a dump truck, eases, dies,
~eaves a temporary silence.

JOE AGUIRRE
You boys sure found a way to make the
time pass up there.

JACK gives him a look, then sees the big binoculars hanging
on a nail cn the wall behind AGUIRRE's head.

JOE AGUIREE {cont'd)
Twist, you guys wasn't gettin' paid to
leave the dogs baby-sit the sheep while
you stemmed the rose.
{pause--looks hard at JACK)
Get the hell out of my wrailer.

EXT: SIGNAL, WYOMING: TRAILER: DAY: 63

JACK steps out of the trailer. The door slams shut behind
him.

JACK lcoks out over the harsh landscape, the wind blowing
right through him.
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G2ts in his truck.
Sizs there for 2z momant, taking in the last scenz.

56

Z¥T: DEL MAR RARNCH HOUSE: DAY: 1960o:

Shoz of a litrle line cabin or a vast, high plains ranch.
The little house is so alone it _ooks as if it sits &t the
edge of the world. Windy, bitter cecld.

BIMa, a toddler girl on her hip, waits at the screen doo;. .
Sees ENNIS'S pickup, pulling a hcrse trailer, approach--it 1s
a dot on & long, long road.

ALMA iooks lonely, pretty, though dowdily dressed.

INT: BEDRCOM: DEL MAR RAKCH HOUSE: NIGHT: 67
ENNIS is sitting on the bed, unbuttening his shirt. A

scatter of cheap toys on the floor. From the next room, WE

HERXZR the baby cough and wheeze. Flicker of a Tv frem the
corner of the —com. .

INT: CHILDREN'S BEDROOM: DEL MAR RANCE HOUSE: NIGHT: 68

ENNIS walks over to the bassinet where baby FRANCINE is
whezezirg znd coughing.

He picks up FRANCINZ and cradles her.

Two-year-old ALMA JR. gets out of her little bed and toddles
over to her caddy, hugs his leg as he rccks FRENCINE.

ENNIS
{(to ALMA JR., patting her hair)
You cet back in bed now, darlirn-‘.

ALMA JR. minds her daddy. Waddles back to her bed and crawls
under the covers.

ENNIS puts FRANCINE, who has stopped coughing, back intc her
bassinet and wazlks over to ALMA JR.

ENNIS {cont'd}
You be a good girl for your mama
tomorrow, and I'll take you into town
this weekend and g=t vou a ice cream.

ENNIS kisses her forehead and walks back to his hedroom.
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INT: BEDROOM: DEL MAR RANCK HOUSE: NIGHT: 59

ALMZ, cute and at her most seductive, comes and sits by
ENKIS, wraps her sxinny arms around him.

ALMA
Girls alright?

ENNIS
fnods)
¥rarcinre stopped her coughin'. I told
Alma Jr. we'd go into town this weekend.

ATMA
Enris, can't we move to town?
(pause--studies him)
I'm tired of these lonesome o0lZ ranches,.
I'm scairt for the baby. Scairt to be
this far frem the clinic. What if she
has one a them bad asthma spellis?

ENNIS
(slipping his hand up her
blouse sleeve)
I Juess.

ALMA
You cculd work the road crew again.

ENNIS
We'll have <o talk ‘bout that.

FARE:Y
There's a little apartment for rent in
Riverton. It's cver the laundrymat, so
it's probably cheap. I bet I could fix
it up real nice. Alma Jr.'s two now, she
needs to be in town, close to other kids.

ENNIS touches her breast, then moves his hand downward.
ENNIS
I got ro objecticn, long as it's cheap
and I don’'t hafta do the laundry.

Hugs him hard, as she becomes excited. Begins to squirm
against his hand.

Tnzy kiss.

Th=2n ENNIS rolls her over.

{ CONTINUED)




-~}

3B.

CONTINUED: o5
ALMA
..Ennis....
Her backside is facing =iim.
Does guickly to her what he has done with JACK.
WE SEF her face: she hates =his, but doesn't protest.
EXT: SMALL TOWN ARENA: SUMMER NIGHT: LR
A COWBOY comes flyino off a Brahma bull.
Only when he hits the ground do we realize it's JACK.
Hits hard, turns his ankle.
The bull, angry, slcbbering, is right on top of him.
JACK rolls, can‘t get up--then the RODEO CLOWN comes Jjumgping
in at the last second, distracts the bull, leads him safely
past JACK.
The bull nearly tramples the RODEQ CLOWHN.
IKT: BAR: SUMMER NIGET (LATER): 7l

The RODEO CLOWN, an appealing ycung man with somethiing of the
college athlete about him, has wiped off most of his clown
make-up. Has just ordered a beer.

JACK, across the bar, battered, bedraggled--watches him.

Lz the BRRTENDER is abou:t to bring the CLOWN his beer, JACK
limps over and hands thz BARTENDER some bills.

BART=NDER and CLOWN look surprised.

BARTENZER
What's this for?

JACK
Like to buy Jimbo a beer, that's what.
Best rodeo clown 1 ever worked wich.
{(to the bartender)
Was about to get my oil checked with a
horn dipstick. Would have, hadn’'t been
for Jimbo.

BARTEHDER
Is that right? Okay, then...

{ CONTIKUED)
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JIMBO
{firmly, befcre the money
changes hands)
Ro tharks, cowboy. If I was to let ever
rodeo Land I pulled a bull coff of buy me
lizuor I°'d besn an alcchelic long ago...

JACK stands close to his shoulder.

There is =zomething, a bit of frisson, a vibe, that gives the
CLOWN &n uneasy Zfeeling...although he remains perfectly
friendly...takes his beer, stands up.

JIMBO ({cont'd:}
Pulling bulls off you buckaroos 1is jus:
my Jjob. Save your money for your next
entry fee, cowboy.

JACK
{awkward}
211 right then...thanks anyway.
Watches JIMBGC walk over, s5it down with a tabkle full of calf-
ropers, all of them wearing piggin-strings over their
shoulders like bandocliers.

BARTENDER
{seen it all)
Ever try calf-roping?

JACK
Do I ook like I could afford a fuckin®
ropin' horse? Hell no, I ain‘t never
tried calf-ropin’.

JACK, deflated and embarrassed, looks ovar at JIMBO...S:its
down at the bar. Drinks.

72 EXT+ RIVERTON PARK: FOURTH CF JULY: NIGHT: 72

EXNIS, ALMA, ALMA JR._and FRANCINE. ALMA spreads a blanket
on the ground, preparing to settle her family in to watch the
fireworks.

WE SEE other Riverton citirzens setting up, & few assorted
rowdiss drinking beer, families, couples relaxing near the
DEL MAR FRMILY. Other children with their parents play
nearby.

EHNIS
We shculd move closer.

( CONTINUED)
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ATMA
Let's don't, Francine'll get scared.

A MARCHING BARD strikes up a tinny, slichtly cff-key
rendition of “THE BRTTLE HYMMN OF THE REPUBLIC."

ETMAE JR. crawls onto her daddy's lap.

ENNIS
{settling her down)
Bere we go, darlin-‘.

TWO BIKERS approcach an arez just behind the DEL MAR familv.
Around the same age as ENNIS. BIKZR #1 has a few teeth
missing. BIKER #2 limps, dragging a club-foot. Each carr:es
a half-empty bottle of liguor. Loud, profane, already drunk.
Sit themselves down on the grass behind ENNIS and his family.

BIKER #1
...*hat skanky bitch fucks arcundé on me,
I'm gonna slap her geod.

BIKER #2
. ...wouldr't put up with that shit I was
YOU s s

RLMA shoots ENNIS a nervous lock.

CNNIE takes a deep breath...turns, looks over his shoulder at
the TWO DRUNKS.

ERNIS
{not confrontational}
You boys warra keep it down? I got two
little girls here.

BIKER#1
Fucx you!

Indignant, they glare at ENNIS, as the first of the fireworks
shoccts into the sky, explioding in air in sync with the verse,
"...pbombs bursting in air...", beginning the show.

hTMA
{(grabs ENNIS'S arm}
Let’s move, Ennis.

ENNIS, trying to control his mounting anger, gently sets ALHMA
. JR. ontc the Dlanket and stands up, facing the DRUKKS.

EHNIS
I don't want no trouktle. You need to
shut your slop-bucket mouths!

{ CONTIHUED)
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BIKER #2Z
{stands, too, faces ENNIS)
You oughta listen to your o:i‘ lady, then.
Move somewheres else.

ALMA stands now, FRANCINE on her hip, ALMA JR. clutching her
mother's skirt. Quickly gathers up the blanket.

ATMD
C 'mon, Ennis.

ENKIS looks back at ALMA, then kicks 2IKER #1 right in the
face, bloodying his nose and knocking him out cold.

ATMA and the girls move away in horror, the fireworks and
mugic in the background.

Several of the surrounding families are guickly packing up to
get away from the brawl.

ENNIS
{to the club-~foot)
What about it? Wanna swallow 'bout half
your teeth?

BIKER #2 has his palms raised in froat of him in a
cenciliatory pose.,

BIRKER #2
{polite)
Hox tonight, bud...I'd sure rather not.

Backs away, dragging his unconscious friend along wi+hk him.

ALMA and THE GIRLS stare at ENRIS, stunned and wide-eyed:
they have witnessed a kind of fury in him that they have
never seen before.

ZXT: RODEC ARENA: CHILDRESS, TEXAS: NIGHT:

In the arena WE SEE a YOUNG WOMAN dressed in the flashiest,
nost costly rodeo finery, the most stylish barrel-racing
clothes, on a fine, expensive quarter horse, running the
barrels.

T.ps one...but it doesn't quite fall...she rounds the last
barrel anc whipping the horse as if she's in the homestretch
at the Kentucky Derby, races out of the arena as the
ANNOUNCER says:

ANNOUNCER
Reres she comes, ladies and gentlemen,
look at her fly...Miss Lureen Phillips
{MORE)
{ CONTINUED)
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from richt here in Childress, Texes...0n
boy...and her time 1s..-..

{beat}

...Si¥teen and nine-tenths seconds. Let's
give her a big hand!

The words are drowned out a5 the crowd gives LUREEN a biag
hand.

EXT: BEHIND ARENA: MIGHT: CONTINUOUS: 74

JACK sits on the tailgate of nis old pickup, taping his zight
fand for his upcoming bull-ride. Hears applause.

Leoks arcound, sees the guarter horse and the YOUNG WOMAN come
flying out of the arena, everybody standing way back, giving
her rcom.

Just as she passes JACK, her hat flies off, lands at his
feet.

The hcrse’'s speed carries them zlmost to the street.
JACRK reaches down, picks up the hat.

LUREEN trots back, patting the sweaty horse on the shoulder
to calm him.

JACK hands her hat back to her. Sees a classically prezty
face, though heavy makeup causes her tc appear rather severe.

JACK
Ma'am.

JACK locks up at her--for a mocment, she allows herself o

loock down at him--notices his thick, dark hair, his appealing
face, his sturdy body-~she takes her hat, then passes oOn.

JACK watches her ride back to the arena.

Walks back to his truck.

INT: RCDEC ARENA: CHILDRESS, TEXAS: NIGHT {(LATER): =
JACK, flattered &y the attention ¢Z the rodeo gqueen and

trying to show off, hangs ontec & tough, spinning, bull,
actually makes a fine ride.

Good dismount. Doesn': need the clown this time.

ANNOUNCER
Oh boy...let's see what the judges
say...that =zure lcoked like the winning
ride to me...
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EXT: RCDEC ARENA: CHILDRESS, TEXAS: KIGHT (LATER STILIL}):

ACE

3 s proudly carrying his bull-riding buckle and his gear
o ng

T
21ld pickup.

'L.l
e

o

PHOTOGRAPEER yeils at him.
PHOTOGRATPHER
Jack...Jack...we need to get pictures of
all you winners before anybody lsaves....
77 E¥T: RODEC ARENWA: CHILDRESS, TEXAS: NIGHT (EVEN LATER STILL):77

LUREEN, perfectly coiffed, the only female among a lot of
ragged cowboys, happens to stand next to JACK.

Sidgways loak. Likes hin.

PHOTOGRAPHER
Say cheese.

JACK and LUREEK smile.

. Flash goes off.
LUREEN

Mr. Twist, it was real nice of you to
pick up myv hat.
{smiles at him)

JACK
{geruinaly abashed)
No big deal..it just fell off practically
ic my lap.

LUREEN, direct, smiles again.

wd
o

INT: BAR: NIGHT (YET LATER STILL): 78

LUREEN sits a2t a table, JACK at the bar. Every now and then
Ne g-zances at her. Each time she is loocking right at him.

JACK
{z0 bartender}
You know that girl?

BARTENDER
i sure do. Lureen Phillips. Her dad
. sells farm eguipment. T mean big farm
equlpment. Hundred thousand dollar
. craczers, shit like that.

JACK locks again. LUREEN is still looking at him.

( CONTINUED)Y
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This tims, mpatient, she gets up and comes straight tc him.
LUREEHN
What are you waiting for, cowboy...a
mating <ali?

JRECK flushes.

She leads him onto the dance floor. The jukebox plays Kitty
Wzlls's *IT WASN'T GOD WHO MADE HONKY TONK ANGELS."

INT: DEL MABR APARTHENT: RIVERTON: MORNING:

Drearv little apartment. Peeling wallpaper. Faint sound of
washing machines coming from below.

ATLMA, baby FRANCINE on her hip, coffee cup in the other handgd.
Watches from a window, as ZIKNIS tries to start his pickup.

It coughs, sputters, finally catches. ZALMA sets the coffee
cup down on the window sill--waves-~--but ENNIS doesn't see
her, and drives off, dust swirling on the pavement.

mnother pickup pulls up In front cf the house just after
ENNIS Zeaves. The town grocer, MONROCE, a chubby little man
in a2 grocer's apron and cap, steps out of the truck and
carries three bags of groceries to the front docor.

ALMA opens the door and greets him.
Though shy, he's obviously thrilled to see her.
MONWROE
{blushes}
Mornin', Alma.
{smile)

Where would you like ’em?

ALMZ, though pleased, is surprised by this gestuvre.

ATMA
{points)
Set ‘em there on the table.
{pause)
I told you, Monroe, you don't go:z to do

thnis.

MOKROE steps 1inside and sets the groceries on the cluttared
table.

MONROE
{looks aderingly at ALMA)
I cot a few bags going over to Mrs.
Fry's. 35he busted her hip. You're right
(MORE)
{CONTIMUED)
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on the way.
{smiles}

ALMA likes MONROE'S good nature. Sets FRANCIKE down and ge=s
her purse from the counter. FRANCINE immediatelv toddles out
oI the room.

ETMA
Sure dc appreciate it. what do I owe you?

MONROE pulls the receipt cut of his pocket and looks at it.

MOHROE
Zight dollars and seventeen cents.

ALMA hands a five-dollar bill to MONROE, then scrapes the
bottom ©f her purse for change. She comes up with another
twz dollars in cuarters. Hands them to MONROE.

ALMB
(erbarrassed)
I still cwe ycu a dollar and some change.
{looking around the messy
kitchen)
I swear, I had some change in a cup
scmewheres. ...

MONROE
Don't you worry about it, Aima.

ALMA
{blushes)
Why...thank you, Monrce. 1I°'1l have it
next time, then.

MONROE
{smiles)
Next time, thern.
MONROZ tips his hat to ALMA, walks to the door and exits.

ELMA fcllows him, wavas gocdbye through the screen door.

INT: HCSPITAL: MATERNITY WARD: DAY : B0

LUREEN, triumphant but tired, has just delivered little
BOBEY.

Her MOTHER and her FATEER, L.D. PBILLIPS, and her husband
JACK, stand there by the bed as the nurse brings the IKFAKT.

{ CONTINUED)
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LURESN 'S MOTHER
(ecstatic)
Ch, L.D...] can already see whc he locks
like.

Just as JACK is reaching cut his arms for his son--the nurse
is about to hand little BCBBY to him--old L.D. PHILLIPE makes
a smooth interception, takes the baby right ou: of her hangs.

L.D. PHILLIES
I can see it toco, Mother. He looks
exactly like me....

Tgnores JACK completely. LUREEN gazes adoringly at her
father.

INT: DEL. MAR APLZRTMENT: RIVERTON: EVENING: 1967: g1

ENNIS comes in, dusty, dirty.

TWD LITTLE GIRLS, cne running, cne toddling: ALMA JR., and
little FRANCINE, eager to see their daddy. ALMA 1s at the
stove, has made chicken fried steak. Makes gravy.

ATMA
(stirring)
Ennis, you know somebody name 2 Jack?
From Texas?

ENNIS, about to pick up FRANCINE, stops.

ENKIS
I micht. Why?

ATMA
fgestures toward the kitchen
table)
You got a postcard. It come General
Delivery.

ENNIS steps tc the table, picks it up.

WE SEE & raw-boned hand holding a postcard. WE READ IT:
"Friend this letter is long over due. Hope you get it. Heard
VOUu was 1in Riverton. I'm coming thru on the 24th, thought
I'd stop and buy you a beer. Crop me a line if you can, say

i¥ your there.®

The hand trembies ever so siightly. BALMA, btusy with the
cooking, doesn't notice.

{ COHTIKUED)
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ATMA

is he somebody vou cowboy’'ed with, or

what?
Puts the postcard down, picks up FRANCINE.

ENNIS
Jack rodsos, mostly.
(pause)}

W= was fishing buddies....
His voice trails off.
ALMA JR. clamors for him to look at her coloring book.
PRANCINE gurgles and cocos. ALMA stirs the gravy.
The eifect of the postcard goes unnoticed.
EXT: RIVERTICN: PCST OFFICZ: DAY: B2
ENNIS stands at a counter, has a blank postcard. WE SZE HIM
WRITE: <o
Jack Twist, RFD 2, Childress, Texas, turns it over, writes
"You bexz," signs it ENNIS DEL MAR, and then puts his own
address con the card.
Hands 1t through a postal slot.
INT: DEL MAR APARTMENT: RIVERTON: DAY: 83

ENNIS has taken thes day off.

Paces, wearing his best shirt, white with wide black stripes

Looks in the mirrer.

Looks out the window down at the street, pale with
The girls chase each other throcugh the living room.
ALMA fans herself with a magazine.

ATMA
{hopeful of a social
possibility)
Maybe we could get a baby-sitter, take
your Iriend to the Knife & Fork. It's
too hct to cook anyways.

ENNIS
Jack ain't the restaurant type.
{pause)
we'll more'n likely just go out and get
{MORE)

dust.

{ CONTIKNUED)
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COWNTINUED: R
drunk.
(pause)
If he shows.

INT: DEL MZAR APARTMENT: RIVERTON: LATE AFTERNOON: €2
Several beer cans on the table. Ashtray full.

Thunder growls in the distance.

ENNIS no longer paces, sits at the table, wondering.

WE HEAR the sounds ci a pickugp.

ENNIS jumps up, looks ocut the window: sees the same old

green pickup slowing on the street in front of the

laundromat.

EXT: DEL MAR APARTMENWT: RIVERTOM: LATE AFTERNOON: CCONTIKUOUS:ES
The wind is picking up. Lightning, thunder are closer now.
JACK gets out of his pickup, stiff, his beat-up Resistol

tilted back on his head, holds it steady to kesp it from

blowing off.

INT: OUTSIDE DEL MAR APARTMENT: LANDING: RIVERTON: LATE B6
AFTERNCON: CONTIKUOUS:

ENNIS has stepped out of his apartment, closes the door
behind him, as he sees JACK taking the stairs two at a time.

Seize each other by the shoulders, hug mightily, sgue=zzing
the breath out of each other, saying sonofabitch,
sonofabitch.

Then, as easily as the right key turns the lock tumblercs,
their mouths come tcgether.

INT: DEL MAR APRRTMENT: RIVERTOM: LBTE AFTERNCON: CONTINUOUS:87

The wind from the storm outside blows through the DEL MAR
apartment, pushing the front door open: and ALMA sees
EKNIS'S straining shoulders. #E DO NOT SEE the kiss; WE ONLY
SEE ALMA'S POV, ENNIS'S back, his head tilted sideways and
downward, but it is clear what they are doirg. a

JACK'S hat falls off.

ALMA gquickly and guietly shuts the door. WE SEE ALMA inside
the apartment now, backs away from the front door a step or
two, pale, struggling, trying to take in what she has just
wltnessed.
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B8 INT: OUTSIDE DEL MAR APARTMENT: LANDING: RIVERTON: LATE 86
ARPTERNCON: COKTINUOUS:

ENNI5 and JACK have pulled back from one ancther, when ALMA v
slowly opens the door acain--cnly a few inches this time--and
stands in the narrow light, looking out.

ENNIS turns, sees ALMA peeking out. JACK picks up his hat.

ENNIZ
{glad fcr the dim iight})
Alma, this is Jack Twist. Jack, my wife,
Alma.

ENNZIS, his chest heaving, does not turn away from ALMA, but
can still smell Jack--thz intensely familiar odor of
cigarettes, musky sweat, and a faint sweetness like grass,
and with it the rushing cold of the mountain.

ENNIS (cont'd}
fas if it's a resason)
Alma, Jack and me ain‘t seen each other
in four years.

ALMA, though, has seen what she has seen: understands many
things now, having aged vears in the space of a few moments.

ALMA
{flat)
Sure encugh.

Behind her, lightning lights the window like a white sheet
waving, and baby FRANCINE cries.

JACK
{trembles)
You got a kidz?

ERNNIEZ
Two little girls: alma Jr., and Fraacine.
{pause)
Love them to pieces.

ALMA®S mouth twitches.,
JACK
I got a boy. Eight months old. Tell you
wpat, I married a cute little old Texas
girl down in Chilcdress. Lureen.

EWNIS is =ager to leave,

{ COHTIHUED)
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ENNIS
Jacx and me is dgoin’ out and get a drink.
Might not g2t back tonight, we get tc
drinkin' and talkin'.

ALME
{again)
Sure enough.

Takes a dollar from her pockst.

JACK
Pleased to meet you, ARlma.

ATMA
{in her misery voice}
Ennis...
ENNIS
{aiready heading decwn the
stairs) .
Alma, you want smokes there's some in the
. pocket & my blue shirt in the bedroom.
89 EXT: WOTEL SIESTA: KWIGHT: g9

WE SEE the exterior of a run-down small-town rough-countIy
motel in Riverton.

90 INT: MOTEL SIESTA: RQOM: NIGHT: go

Clethes strewn around the room, a few empty whiskey bottles.
The room blue with cigarette smoke.

ENNIS, shirt off, lezns against the headboard. JACK sits on
the edge of thz ed. Both smoke.

JACK
We got a talk about this. Swear to God I
didn't know we was goln' a get into this
again.

ENNIS gives him a lcok.
JACK {cont'd)

Yeah, I did. Red-lined all the way,
couldn't get here fast enough.

. ENMIS
Four years. I was about to give up on
vou. ['lgured ycu was sore about that
punch.

{ CONTINHUED)
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JACK

Friend, that next sumner I drove back up
to Brokeback, talked to Aguirre 'bout a
job.

{a bsat)
Heard you hadn't been back there, so I
left. Headed down to Texas for rodecin'.
How I met Lureen. Made $3,030 that year
bullridin', fuckin® starved. Drove
grooves across Texas. Half the time
under that cunt truck fixin' it.
Lureen's old man's got some serious
money, farm machinery business.

{pause}
‘Course, he hates my guts, so it's a hard
go now, but one of these days....

EHNIS
army didn't get you?

JACK
Nope, too busted uvp. Rodeo ain't like it
was in my daddy's time. Guys with money
go to college, trzined athaletes now.
I'm gettin' out while I can still walk.

ENNIS takes & hit from his cigaret:ze. Exhales.

A beat.

ENNIS

I been sittin' up here all this time,
tryin' to figure out if I was...? I know
I ain't. I mean, here we both got wives
and kids, right? 1 like doin' it with
women, but Jesus H....ain't nothin®' like
~his. '

{pause)
Hever had no thoughts a doin® it with
another quy.

JA&CK
Me neither.
{pause)
0Old Brokeback got us good. We got to
work out what we're goin' a do now.
Friend, we got us a situation here.

ENNIS looks &t JACK. Stubs out his cigarette.

ENNIS
I doubt there's nothin' we car do.
(pause}
{HORE)
(CONTINUED)
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what I'm savin', I built up a life them
four years. Love my little girls.

JACE
what about Alma?

EMNKIS
Alma? It ain't her fault.
{pause)

what about you? You go: your wife and
baby, that place in Texas...besldes, you
and me can't hardly be decent together,
if what happesned back there...

{jerks Lis head in the

direction of the apartment)
...grabs on us like that. We do that in
tha wrong place, w=‘ll be dead.

Sits up on the edge of the bed. Gets up, goes to the dinagy
littls bureau and gets another package of cigarettes.

ENNIS
(cont‘'d})
No reins on this one, buddy. Scares the

. piss out of me.

A beat...JACEK takes & deep Lreath.

JACK

I'm gettin®' out of rodeo, Ennis. Don't
got the bucks to ride out this slump I'm
in, don’t got the bones, neither.

{earnest)
What if you and me had a lLittle ranch
tcgether, little cow and calf operation,
it‘d ke scme sweet life., Shit, Lureen's
old mar, you bet he'd give me a down
payment i1f I'd get lost. Already more or
less said iz....

ENHIS
(interzupts)
Whoa, whoa, whoa. Ain't coin’' a be that
way.
(a beat)
I'm stuck with what I cot here, caught in
my own loop.

JACK ~00ks stricken.

. ENNIS

Jack, I den't want & be like them gays
you see around...and I don‘t want a be
dead.
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21 FLASHBACK: EXT: SIDE OfF TEEZ ROAD: WYOMING: DAY -

LOW ANGLE - ENNIS'S FATHEER leads ENNIS and K.E., ENNHIS'S .
¢clder brother, <o the edge of an irrigation ditch. Camzra 1§
on their backs and ENNIS'S FATHER's head is out of frame. AS
.WE APPROACH the ditch, WE SEE thz toes of twd boots appear.
Nine~year-old EKNIS and eleven-yzar-old K.E. lock QOwn at
ERRL'S CORPSE. The rest of EARL’'S BODY is out of view.

ENNZS

(V.0.)
There was these two ©1d guys ranched
tcgether down home, Earl and Rich. They
was a Jjoke even though they was pretty
tcugh old kirds. They found Earl dead in
a irrigation ditch. They'd took a tirz
iron to him, spurred him up, drug him
around by his dick till it pulled off....

F.E. hides his face in his father's shirt.

WE SEE the YOUNG ENNIS looking down at the body-~as his eves
. widen, WE SEE the horror wash over his nine-year old face....

a9z CUT BACK TO INT: MOTEL SIESTA: ROOM: NIGHT: CONTINUDUS: 02
Another beat.

JACK
(white)
You seen that?

EWNIS

(flat)
I was what, nine vears o0ld? Dad macde
sure T seen 1t, me and my brother K.E.
Dad laughed about it. Hell, for all I
know, he done the job. If he was alive
and was tc put his head in =hat door
right now, ycu bet he'd go get his tire
iron.

{pause)
Two guys livin’® together? Nc way. We
can get together once in a while way the
hell cut in the back a nowhere...

JACK
{voice shaXeg)
. Once in a while ever' four fuckin® years?

ENNIS
I bzen lockin' at pecple on the street,
This happen a other pecple? What the
{MORE)
CONTINUED)
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hell do they do? I goddamn hate it that
you're goin' a drive away in the mornin’,
and I'm goin' back to my life.
{pause)
nut if you can't fix it, Jack, you got 2
stand 1it.

JACE
I don't give a flyin® fuck about other
pzople. Son of a bizch, Ennis, take a
couple days off. Right now. Throw your
stuff in the back & my truck, let's head
up in the mountains.

ENNIS haesitztes.

JACK
(earnest}
Come on, Ennis, you Jjust shet my airplane
out a the skv. Give me somethin' a go
on. This airn't no little thing that's
happenin® here.

WE HEAR a phone ringing off in another motel room.

as if he were answering it, ENNIS picks up the phone on the
bedside table and dials kis own number.

INT: SCHQQL AUDITORIUM: NIGHT: 1570: 93
ATwna, charmed, and ENNIS, uncomfortable, are at a s;hool
Christmas play. ALMA JR. is an angel in tin foil wings,

singing and darcing on stage.

ALMA looks at ENNIS, elbows him in the ribs. ENNIS Jjumps,
ther sits up straight.

INT: TARM EXPO: TEXAS: DAY: 94

Two dark, dour, over-alled FARMERS are watching JACEK
demonstrate a fancy air-conditionsd tractor.

JACK, whe can drive anything, is doing a fine jeb of putting
the tractor thrcugh its paces.

FARMER #1[
Didn‘t that piss-ant used to rides the
bulls?

FARMER #72
He used o try....
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INT: GROCERY STORE: WYCMING: EARTY EVENING: 45

AIMA, a little clder and a little less skinnmy, though still
just as cute, is clierking at the grocery store. &S she‘r;ngs
up groceries, WE SEE MOWROE, now a manager, wearing & cheap
tie, flirting, smiling &t her. ALMA smiles back.

The custcmer leaves. ALMA and MCNROE are alone. MCNRCE
opens a box ¢f Junier Mints and eats one.

ALMB
What are you smilin' ‘bout?
¥ONROE
{chewing, smiles even wider})
NHothin'.
ALMa

Gotta be somethin'.

HONROE
Sust happy, I guess.

HOKROE tnrows a Junior Mint at Alma.

RATMA
{laughing)
Stop that!

Just then, ENNIS walks into the store. MONROE and ALMA
immediately stop their flirting.

ENKIS walks op to ALMA's counter. MONRDE hurries back to the
offica, afraid of ENNIS.

ENNZIS
{pointing to the cigarettes
berind the counter)
Two packs.

ALMA
{not getting the cigarettes)
Who's watchin’ the girls?

ENNIS
They're outsice in the truck.

ATMA
{darkens)
I coulda brought home your smokes.
'Sides, it's way past their bedtime.

{ CONTINUEZD)
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EHNNIS
{grim}
The guicker you give me the damn smokes,
the guicker they'll be hcme in bed.

EXT: WYOMING RANCE CORRAL: DAY:

ENNIS, still a ranch hand, is dehorning steers on a sgually,
snow-spitting day.

Bloody, grim.

INT: TWIST HOUSE: WEST TEXAS: DAY: 1674:

JACK 1s 1in the bedrcom, cramming clothes intc a duffel bag.
Struggles to get the bag zipped up. Finally gets it.

LUREEN walks into the room, blowing on her nails.

LUREEN
Why car't your buddy come down here to
Texas and fish?

JACK
(in a hurry}
'Cause the Bighorn Mountains ain‘t in
Texas.

LUREEN
(examines her fresh manicure)
Don't seem right you drivin' up thera two
or three times a year, him never comin®
down here,

JECK finds another shirt that he n2eds, looks at the packad,
zipped cuffel bag. Throws the shirt back intc the closet.

JACE
{frustrated:
-..5Cn-cf-a....

LUREEHW
{annoyed)
You're not even listenin'.

JACK
Seen my warm jacket?

LUREEN
(waving her hands, still drying
her nails)

{MORE}
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{ CONTINUED)
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You said you'd help Bobby with his social
studies.

JECK

{finzlly facing her)
I told you, Liresn, he needs help with
tiis reading. Why ain't you called the
school yet? They said they'd set him up
with a special teacher. Look, I got
fourteen highway hcurs ahead of me. I
gotta go.

{loocks around again)
You sure you ain't seen my Jjacket?

LUREEN
{pissed now)
Ho, I haven't seen your goddamn jacket!
INT: DEL MAR RPARTMENT: RIVERTON: NIGHT:
ENNIS puts his coat on, is about to leave on a fishing trip.
ATMA
Monroe says they got a openin' over at
the power company. Maybe you can check
it out when yocu get back.
ENNIS nods, barely acknowledges AIMA'S request.
ALMA JR. and FRANCINE reach up to be kissed good-bve.
ALMAR hugs him; he gives her a brief, one-arm hug.
ENNIS is almost out the door.
AIMA picks up his tackle box.
ALMA
{ knowing)
Hey...forgettin' somethin'z
ENNIS takes the tackle box.
Leavas.
EXT: CAMPSITE: BIG HORN MOUNTRINS: NIGHT:

ENNIS in his pickup truck pulls up to a campsite.

He can see 1in his headl:ghts that Jack has already set up
camp. Toots the horn. Emiles.

JQCK cemes out of the tept, the intense pleasure of being
with ENNIS all over his Face.

9B
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INT: DEL MAR APARTMENT: RIVERTOMN: EVENING: 1GG

=

ENEIS slouches in front of the television set, nursing a
beer, watching David Carradine in KUNG FU.

The girls, ages =ight and ten, play cards on the floor
nearby.

EIMA restiess.
AT.MA
It's Saturday night. Looks like you'd
want to step out once in a while. Have a
little fun.
ENNIS drinks his beer. Dossn't answer.
INT: ENMIS AND ALMA'S BEDROOM: NIGHT: 101
ALMA already in bed, reads a TRUE CONFESSIONS mazazine.
ERNIS is getting undressed. ALMA, a faintly hopeful lcok on
her face, peeks over ths top of the magazine at her husband,
who deesn’'t notice.
ENNIS gets 1into bed.
They begin to make love.
AT.MA
As far behind as we zre on the bills, it
makes me nervous not to take no
precauticns....
ENNIS
{stiffens)
If ycu den't want no more of my kids,
I'11 be happy a leave you alone.
ATMR
(under her breatn)
---1'd have 'em, if you'd support ‘em....
Turns his back to her, faces the wall.

ALMA, a look of despair on her face, reaches up and turns off
the bedside lamp.

IKT: DIVORCE COURT: DAY: 1975: 162

EWHIS and AIMA in a bleak little courtrocm: divorce court.

{CCNTINUED}
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JUDGE
(raises gavel}
Divorce granted.
ALMA looks sad, but determined...cries gquietly.

-ENNIS looks miserable.

[
(]
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102  EXT: WYOMING HIGHWAY: DAY:

JACK'S beat-up truck races across the bleak southern qum;:g
landscape after passing a2 WELCOME TO THE COWBQY STATE sign.
A duast devil travels across the plains, just off of the
highway.

164 CZNT: WYOMING HIGHEWAY: JACK'S TRUCK: DAY: CONTINUCUS: 104

WE SEE JACK Inside, happoy, feeling like he could drive for
days and days without sleeping, sings along with the radic
playing Patsy Cline‘s “CRAZY". A POSTCARD rests on the ‘
dashboard of the truck. JiCK picks it up, looks at it agaain,
WE SEE what it says: "Divorce final. E.". JACK sings alcng

with the music with exaggerated gestures, can't stop
. grinning.
165 EXT: DEL MAR RANCH HOUSE: DAY: CONTINUOUS: 105

ENKIS seats ALMAR JR. and FRANCINE inside his truck. Sauts
the passenger door and walks around to the driver's side,
just as JACK'S truck pulls into his driveway, blocking
ENKIS'S truck.

ENKIS Is surprised, puzzled as to why JACK is there, Lbat is
nonatheless--as always--thrilled to see him.

cACK gets out of the truck. Walks up to ENNIS, they nuag one
another mightily.

ENNIS
{genuinely surprised and happy}
What're you doin' here?

JACK
(excited, holds up the
postcard)
Got your message ‘bout the divorce.

ENWIS considers a moment--still doesn't understand.

. JACK

(insistent, still smiling)
The message said your divorce was final,
sc fere I am.
{MCRE}
{ COKTINVED)
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{smiles}
Had to ask ‘'bout ten different people in
Eiverton whnare ycu was livin'.

ENNIS sees now what has happened: JACK thinks, mistakenly,
that ENNiIS has come around, that this is their chance,
finally, to be together. Smile leaves his face. Rubs his
jaw...takes a deep breath. Uncomfortable.

JAECE looks at ENNIS...and the smile leaves his face, too.
Realizes now that he's made 2 terrible mistake: turns
pale...his body sags under the weight of disappointment.
Aumiliated, then devastated.

Cursess at himself under his breath.

JACK
-..I guess I thought....

ZNHNIS
{pained, but trapped)
Jack, I got the girls this
weekend. ..otherwise you could stay.
[pause}
I'm sure as hell sorry.

JACK nods...tries to retain some dignity, cacght yet again in
a wrenching situation with ENNIS, feels totally pcwerless.

ENNIS
(torn)
Get '‘em once a mcnth., Missed last month
‘cause of the roundup.

EXNIS
(in agony now)
«..Jack....

JACK can barely breathe.
JACK
{tries a weak snile)
.+.I'11 see you first week in June,
then....

-urns away, wanders ktack to his truck, the postcard still in
his hand.

Ge<s in. Drivas cff.

ZNNIS watches him go.
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EXT: TEXAS PLAINS: DAY: 196

WE SEE JACK blazing along in his pickup truck.

Radio plays Merle Eaggard's “MY FRIENDS ARF GONNA BE
STRANGERS".

Begins to cry, hard...but something has turned inside _
him...he looks desoslate but determined: knows where he is
headed.

Pk

EXT: TEXRS/MEXICAN BORDER: JUAREZ: LATE AFTERNOON:
WE SEE a road sign: JUAREZ,

WE SEE JACK in his pickup truck crossing the border into
Mexico.

~}

INT: CANTINA: MEXICAN BORDER TOWN: NIGHT: 108

JACK sits at thes bar, lonely, in a foreign land.
Sips tequila out of a shet glass.
The MEXICAN BARTENDER walks over to JACK.

MEXICAN BARTENDER
Uno mas?

JACK shakes his head, throws a few pesos to the BARTENDER.
Stands and walks to the door.

HEXICAN BARTENDER
Buenos noches, Senor.

JACK waves without looking back.

EXT: MEXICAN BORDER TOWN: NIGHT: STREET: CONTINUQUS: 109

JACK walks out of the cantina and into the sultry Mexican
aight. The stree: swarms with activity.

Wanders the streets, solenn, desperate in his loneliness.
TOURIST FAMILIES and LOCALS intermingle orn the streets and
Sldewalks. B FAMILY poses <or a picture with a DONKEY wearing

a4 sombrero.

A YOUNG COUPLE walks towards JACK. JACK gallantly steps out
of the way, smiles, lets the couple pass. Watches them go.

A MEXICAN GUITARIST sits on the steps of a small shop,
soulfully plucking the guitar.

{ CONTINUED)
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JACK stops next to the MEXICAN GUITARIST, drops some DOSOS
into the man's cup. The GUITARIST smiles at JACK.

A swarm of LITTLEZ BEGGAR CHILDREN hit up JACK for change. He
givas them each a few coins and moves on.

~ACK makes his way through the crowded strests, entering the
seedier part of the town. Soon, every building is & strip
club or a bordsllo, painted silhouettes ol nude women adorn
the brightly 1lit signs. HOOKERS stand in doorways enticing
passersby. The sidewalks are crowded with MILITARY MEN,
VENDORS. Eirens, people velling, HMexican polka music.

A HANDSOME YOUKG MEXICAM, masculine, Cressed for a night‘out,
makes eye contact with JACK~-gives him a knowing, seductive
~ock.

YOUNG HEXICAN
++«SENQOr....

JACK s5tops. Hesitates a moment.

Then nods.

They walk cff together.

INT: PHILLIPS HDUSE: THANXSGIVING: DAY: 110

The PHILLIPS home. Wall-to-wall carpeting, stiff,
uncomiortable furniture. Many photos of LUREEN winning
barrel-racing trophies. One of JACK, the one taken in the
arena the dav they met.

JACK, LUREEN, BOBBY, age eight, LUREEN'S long-suffering
MOTHER and L.D. PHILLIPS, JACK'S prick of a father-in-law,
The table is set for a full Thanksgiving dinner, huge turksy
and all the trimmings. As everyone shuffles intc their
places at the =able, WE HEEZR KEOWRRD COSELL'S VOICE in tre
background coming from the TV, commanting on the game plan of
the Tallas Cowboys.

JACK 15 at the head of the table and has just reached for the
carving tools, when L.D., older but no kinder, takes them
right out of his hands, almost as he did the baby.
L.D. PHILIIZ2S
Whoa, now, Rodec...the stud duck does the
carving around here,

JRCK, having been through this kind of scene many times
before, tries ncnetheless to be gracious.

{ CONTIRNUED)
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JATK
You bet, L.D....Jjust thought I'd save you
the treouble.

[

BOBRY is riveted to the television set.
LUREEN notices.

LUREEN
Bobby, if you don't eat your dinner, I'm
gonna have to turn off that televisicn.

BCBBY
wWhy, Mama? I'm gonna be eatin' this food
for the rext two weeks.

LURZEN flashes a look at JACK, who then gets up from the
table, turns off the television, sits back down.

BOB2Y slumps back in his chair, pouts.

JACK
You hearda your mama. You can eat your
. dinner. Then you can watch the game.

L.D. PHILLIPS sets down the carving tocls. Goes to the TV,
turns it back on.

LUREZN
Daddy!

I.D. PHILLIPS
(picks up the carving tools)
Hell, we dorn't eat with our eyes.
Nothin' wrong with the boy watchin'
Emerica’'s team.
{direct look at Jack)
Boys should watch football,

JACK
{stands up-~berely mairntains
nis composure})
Hot until hz finishes the mezl his mama
spent three hours fixin-'.

Walks to the TV, turns it off. Returns to his seat.

LUREEHN, BOBBY and LUREEN'S MOTHZR are all startled: JRCK has
nevez stood up to L.D. like this before. They watch, silent.

bow L.D. PHILLIPS stands again, goes to the TV again, turns
it back on. Returns to the dinrer table.

{ COKTIKNUED)
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L.D. PAILLIPS
{stares hard at Jack, again)
Eell, it's the fourth guarter, game'll be
over 'fore we're through dinner.

Now JACK flashes a look at LUREEN, who does nothing.

He gets up from the table, grabs his hat and coat from ths
coat rack by the front door.

Leaves,

L.D. PHILLIPS
{_ooks atfter Jack)
Where the hell's ke goin’'?
{Zooks back at his family)
A fine pess, family can’'t even gat
through Thanksgiving dinner....

LUREEN
{acnoyed with her huspand and
her father
Oh, Daddy!

. She gets up from the table, lights a cigarette, plops dcwn 1in
front of the television hersel:z.

L.D. PHILLZIPS
(to his wife)
Boys should watch football--right,
Mother?
{to Lureen)
You want your son to grow up to be a man,
don't you?

LUREEM ignores him, smokes.
Z.D. PHILLIPS
{cont'd, won't leave it alecne)
Don't you?

111 INT: MONROE HOUSZIHOLD: THARKSGIVING NIGHT: DINING ROOM: 111
ENNIS sits next tc FRANCINE. MOMROL sits at the head of the
table. AIMA acress from MOWROE. ALMA JR. sits across Irom
her daddy. The girls are about nine and seven, respectively.
ENNIS dressed in a clean Levi’s jagket and a bolo tie, his
shirt collar threacbare.

. MONRQE, at the head c¢f the table, carves a large turkey.

ALMA is visibly oregnant.

{CONTTHULED)
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EENIS tries to be cheerful for his girls, not wanting to e a
sad daddy.

BLMA JR. '
Daddy, tell about when vou rcde horses in
the rodeo.

ENNIS

Short stcry, heonsy. Only 'bout three
seconds I was on that bronc, an’ the next
thing T knew I was flyin'--conly I wasn't
nc angel like you, and didn't have no
wincs.

{smiles at her)
And that’s the story of my saddle bronc
career.

Eis girls love him, their faces rapt when their daddy speaks.

MONRCE is smug. Despite his urromantic apps=arance, he has
ATLMA.

INT: MONROE HOQUSEHOZD: TEANKESGIVING NIGHT: KITCHEN: 112

ENNIS has gallantly brcught a dinner plate or two into the
kitchen, sets them on the counter.

Leans against the counter. ALMA is scraping food off the
dinner plazes.

ATLHI
(trying to start conversation)
You cught to get married agzin, Znnis.
({pausz)
e and the girls worry ‘'bout you bein-
alone so much.

ENNIS
{f2eling too big for the roocm)
Once burnec....

AT.HA
(sCcraping})
You still go fishin' with Jack Twist?

ZTHNHIS
Some.

ATMA
You know...

{ COHTINUED)
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From her tone, ENNIS knows something is coming.

f
[y ]

IZML (cont'd)

{trembling, but controlled)
...I used zo wonder how come vou never
Erought any trouts home. Always said vou
caught plenty, you know how me and the
girls like fish.

(pause)
S¢ one time I got your creel case open
the night before you went on one a your
little trips--price tag still op it after
five years--and I tied a note on the end
of the lire. It said, 'Hellp, Ennis,
bring some fish home, love, Alma'...

{pause)
--..And then you come back lookin' all
perky and said you'd caught a bunch a
browns and ate them up.

Looks over at ENNIS, a stiff smile on her face.

. Remembar?

ENNIS doesn't answer.

ALMA (cont'd)

ALMA is scraping harder and faster, as iZ she means to take
the pattern oif the plates.

AT.MA
I looked in the case first chance I got
and there was my no:e still tied there.
{looks at him now)
That lire hadn't touched water in its
life.

ALMAR turns on the water in the sink, sluices the plates.

EKNIS
That don't mean nothin'.

ALMA
(tarns on him)
Don't lie, don't try to fool me no more,
Znnis. I know what it means. Jack Twist?
Jack Wasty. VYou and him....

. ENNIS grabs her wrist and twists it.

Tears spring o her eyes, she drops a dish.

{ COHTTUNUEDY
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ENNIS
Shut up. Mind your own business. You
dor.'t know nothin‘ about it.

EDMA
I'm goin' a y21> for Monroe.

ENNIS
You fuckin' go right ahead. Go on and
Iuckin® yell. I'll make him eat the
Zuckin® floor and wvou, tco.

Lets go.
AT.}En
(crying}
Get out, get out, ge:t out!
{betwsen sobs)
You hear me, Ennis Del Mar? Get out!

AIMA is crying hard row, years of pain and anger walling up
and spilling over,

INZ: MONROE HOUSEHOLD: LIVING RODM: THAKNKSGIVING NIGHT: 113
CCNTINUDUS:

ENNIS takes the living room in about two strides, igrering
the startled MONRCE, who is smoking a cheap, after-dinner
cigar.

ENNIS grabs his hat, shoves it cn, when little FRANCINE yells

FRANCINE
Daddy!

ERNIS turns, gives both his girls a big huc and kiss.

Slams out.

EXT: MONROE HOUSZ: THANESGIVING NIGHT: CONTINUDUS:: 114
Snowing. TFRANCINE and ALMA JR., confused, a little frantic
now, wanting it to be all right again, follow their daddy out

onto the front stoop of the little frame house.

FRANCINE AND ALMA JR.
'Bye, Daddy....

Gets to hls old battered pickup--locks back a= his little
girls-~gets in, bales of hay collecting snow in the truck
bed.

Rumbles awayv.
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EXT: DOWNTOWN RIVERTON: BLACK AND BLUE EAGLE BaR: HIGHT: 115

ENNIE parks across =hsz street from the BLACK AND BLUZ EAGLE
BAR.

Ge2ts out and without looking or bothering about the thin
traffic, walks across the street toward the bar.

A pickup with roughnecks in it nas to brake sharply to xesp
from hitting him, so sharply that their dog, an ugly, tough-
locking mongrel is thrown out of the back, nearly run over Dy
treffic coming the other way.

FIRST ROUGHNECK
{driving, size of a bear}
Hey, fuckhead, wazch where the fack
you're gcin’, you nearly got my dawg
kiltt

Without hesitez:tion, ENNIS runs around the pickup, yanxs cpen
the driver door, drags the huge man out in the slushy street,
pummelling him and kicking him.

Knees him in the nuts.

The SECOND ROUGHNWECK, astonished, gets out to help. But
ENNIS and the FIRST ROUGHMECK are rolling around in the
street, hitting and gouging whenever one of them can get a
hand free. Traffic is stopped, including the big-tired
pickup that almost hit the dog.

SECOND ROUCGENECK
(confused;
What the hell's the matter with %hat
cowboy?

ENNIS and the ROUGHNECK roll right under the big-tired pickup
that has stopped, temporarily lost from view.

4 crowd has gathered; some get down to pzer under the truck.
SECOND ROUGHNECK
That cowboy must be loco. Folks don't
usually jump on Hershel like that.
Hershel, he's stout.
INT: ENNIS'S PICKUP TRUCX: NIGHT: 1874: 116

ENNIS, thoroughly battered and bloodied, is driving home
acrces the lonely, empty, snowy plain.

Rolls the window down, spits a mouthful of blood into the
night.
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ExXT: MOUNTAINS: MONTAGE: 127

A. JACK and ENNIS ride through the mountains, like Randolph
Scott and Joel McCrae in RIDE THE HIGH COUNTRY, cnly more
life-worn, more weather-beatszn.

BE. JACX and ENHIS see a deer drink from a stream. IN MemOry
of thelr poached deer, JACK aims an imaginary rifle at che
deer, "fires". ZIZINNIS laughs. The deer runs away.

C. JACK and ENNWI5 on horssback cross a deep river. Tha
crossing is a tremsndous struggle but they make it to the
other side. JACK and ENNIS look back at the river, looks of
relief on both of their faces.

D. JACK and EMNNIS tzke shelter from a hailstorm cvnder & tall
avergreer.

E. JACK and EHNIS pitching a tent, setting up camp.
EXT: MOUNTAINS: NIGHT: >0982: 118

JACE plays harmonica around the campfire. ENNIS drinks frem a
whiskey botzle.

Same poor food, cans with spocns in them, beer bottles,
whiskey bottlss.

ENNIS looks mostly the same, clider, but still skinny. JACK,
the shorter of ths two, has thickened some through the
shoulders,

They aren't fishing. Just sit near one ancther, enjoy the
country, <the night, the fire.

WE SEE JACK in z down jacket. ENMIS in shirtsieeves.

ZACE
Den’t you never wear a coat?

EHMIS
{grin}
When it's cold. Seems like spring tec me.

J&ECK
It may be spring where you're sittin',
but two feet west, it’'s goddamn winter, I
tell ycu.
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EXT: MOUNTLAIKNS: DAY: 11¢

WZ BEE THEM riding tke next morning, atop a ridge--looks as
if the whole of Wvoming is before tham. The sky 15
brilliant, blue, not a cloud to be s=en.

JACK (cont'd)
Sky's so desp, a fella could drown
lookin' up.

A heat.

ENNIS
How's your boy doin'?

JARCE
He's thirteen now. Can't hardly resad. I
told Lureen he must be dyslexic cr
som2thin', but she won't admit to it.
Pretends the kid's okay.
{pause)
Alma lightened up on you yet?

ENKIS
{shakes his head)
- still see my girls once a month. 2lma
Jr., she's sixteen now, a beanpole, real
quiet.

JACK
Like her daddy.

EMNIS
{smiles)
How, Francine, she's the live wire. Alma
Jr.'s the shy one.
ENNIS and JACK continue riding.
ZNT: WOLF EARS BAR: SIGHAL: NIGHT: 126G

The bzr is moderately crowded with COWBOYS and their WOMEN.
ot a wild scene.

A few COUPLES darce on the small floor near the jukebox to
Eagles "ALREADY GONE". The TV above the bar is tuned to
“DIFFERENT STROKES”.

ENNIS sits at a booth bty himself, a few empties in front cf
him.

"ALREADY GONE" ends.

{COKTINUED}
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CONTINJED: 12¢
The waitrass, CASSIE, mid-twerties, _ivelier than ALMA, very
appealing, curvy in jeans and T-shirt, struts past ENNIS'S
booth to the jukebox, a glass of white wine in her hand.

CA3S1Z has her eyes on INNIS, who is oblivicus, looking up at
GARY COLEMAN on the TV.

CRSETIE pops a quarter in the jukebox.

ENNIS gets vp from his booth and starts towards the men's
TOOm.

redbone’'s “COME END GET YOUR LOVE" begins to play on the
jlukebox.

CELSSIE seizes the opporturity, steps in front of ENNIS.

CASSIE
(appealing, direct)
Just finished my shif:t. W&anna dance?

Leoks past CASSIE to the men’'s room door.

ENNIS
{pointing over CASSIE'S
shoulder to the men's room)
Was on my way to the...

CASSIE
(grabs ENNIS‘'S pointing finger)
I'm Cassie...Cassie Certwright.

CASSIE takes a reluctant ENNIS by the finger and leads him to
the little dance floor, setting her wine glass down on the
way .
ENNIS
{(being pulled)
Ennis Del Mar.
CASSIE and ENNIS are the only people on the dance floor.
It is immediately clear that ENNIS cannot cance. =2ut CASSIE
doesn't mind, makes the most of the moment, enjoys herself,
shaking the funk out of ner ass, letting her hair fly.
During the chorus, CASSTE and ENKIS'S eyes meet.

It 1s obvious ENNIS &pp=2als to her.
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INT: WOLF EARS BAR: DARY: SIGKRAL: CONTINUQUS: 121

The dance ends; they return to ENNIS'S booth. He lights 2
cigarette.

CRSSIE sits down across from ENNIS. Drinks her white wins.
The WAITRESS comes over, r=fills her glass from a cheap
bottle with a screw lid. CASSIE meoticons to her to leave the

bottle.

ENNIS
Mo mere dancin' for me.
{a beat)
I hope.
CASSIE

You're safe. My feet hurt.
CASSIE takes her boots off, starts rubbing her fezet.

ENNIS lccks on, amused.

ENNIS
Hard work, is it?

CASSIE
{playful)
Yeah, drupks like you demanding beer
after beer, smoking. Gets tiresome.
{beat}
What do ycu do, Ennis Del Mar?

ENNIS
Well, earlier *oday I was castratin®
calves.

CASSIE wrinkles up her nose, shivers, then thrusts her
stocking feet into EKNIS'S lap.

ENNIS is s<artled.

ENNZIS
What are you doinz
CASSE
{smiles}
Tryin' to get a foot rub, dummy.

ENNIS smiles back.
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INT: TWIST CADILLAC: HIGHWAY: CHILDRESS, TEXAS: NIGET: 122

Colcd night. Panhandle wind blows. JACK and LUREEN 2N thair
Cadillac, hurrying to a big country dance. LUREEN 1s very
North Callas now, fur coat, too much jewelry, too much
makeup, too stiff a hairdo. JACK wears a white St2tsSon.
Botk ars smoking.

See a pickup stopped on the shoulder ahead, hazard lights
flashing JACX slows, pulls even with the pickup--no other
traffic on the lenely rocad.

JACK
Think it's that couple just started
workin® for Roy Tavler.

LUREEN
Roy's new foreman?

JACK
Roll your window down.

As LUREEN rolls down her window, WE SEE EANDARLL MARIONE---all,
sharp-featured, raw-boned; his wife LASHAWN--blond, pret:y,
skinny, manic. They are dressed in party clothes, too, but
not so resplendently as the TWISTS. RANDZLL is fidZling
under the hood with no success,

LASHAWN tip-toes over to them in her high heels.

JACK
Whazt's the problem, Miss?

LASHAWN
(chatty, friendly to a fault)
We got a worn out gpickup, that's the
problem. I told Randall it takes more
than chewing gum and baling wire to kezp
a pickup goin', but he wouldn't listen to
me if he knew he was goin‘' deaf tomorrow.

RANDALL, frustrated, gives up, comes over. Nods hello.
JACK
Howdy, Jack Twist, my wife Zureen. Any
hcpe there, cowboy?
RANDARLL

{stiff)
Het tonight. Guess she's thrown a rod.

(CONTINUED}
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. 122  CONTINUED:
JACK

You two beound for the big party up in
Childress?

They nod.

JACK
Then get in ar ride with us, I'll stop
and get my pickup, tow you home after the
dance. If you can‘t fix it then, by God,
drive off from it--that's my motto.

123 INT: DANCE HALL: CHILDRESS, TEXAS: NIGHT: 123

1z banner over the stage: “BENEFIT FOR THE CHILDRESS COUNTY
CHILDREN'S HOME"--underneath, “CHARLIE DANIELS' BAND".
Charlie Daniels' Band fiddles awav, lots of couples on the
dance floor.

The TWISTS and the MALONES are at a table near the dance
floor. LUREEN is smoking, bored. LASHAWN has on a flashy
cockrail dress, a lot of makeup and jewelry, but much
: pretzier than LUREEN, skinnier, perky, restless, about
. thir<y. Restless, inpatient.

LASHAWN
{chatters like a sguirrel)
Pledged Tri Delt at SMU and I sure never
thought I'd end up in a pokey little
place like Childress, buat then I met
Randall at an Aggie game, and hz was an
animal husbandry major, and so here I am.

LUREEN
{briefly stirs)
Oh, you was Tri Delt? I was Kappa Phi
mysel?f.

LASHAWN

(impatient}
Well, even though we ain‘t guite sorcrity
sisters, we may have to dance with
ourselves, Lureen. Our hushapds a‘n't
the least bit interested in dancin', they
don’t seem to have a smidein of rhythm
between 'em.

LUREEN
It's funny, ain‘t it? Husbands don‘t
never seem to dance with their wives.

{sarcastic}
Why do you think that is, Jack?

{ CORTIKUED)Y
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CONTIRUED:
JaCK wants to have a good time-~doesn’'t take her bait.

JACK
Rin't never give it a thought.
(o Lashawn)
Wanna dance?

They get up, go to the dance floor, bsgin to dance.

LASHAWN
(chatters like a squirrel)
I told Randall we oughta take the car,
but he said nc, the roads 1s too bad...

JACK nods politeiy, but is looking over her shoulder at
LUREEN, and RANCALL. LUREEK snoXxes. RANDAIIL studies JACK
and LASHAWN on the dance floor.

LASHEWN (cont'd)
+..but then his ratty ol' truck died.
*Course he don't naver listen to me....

EXT: DANCE HALL: CHILDRESS, TEXAS: NIGHT (LATER): 124

Cold, frosty. JACK ard RANDALL stand togather outside the
dance hall, waiting for their wives to return from the
ladies’' room. Both smoke.

JACK
Ever notice how a woman'll powder her
nose before a party starts, and then
powder it again when the party's over?
{rause)
ghy powder your nose just to go home to
ed?

RBNDALL

{as 1f the vanity of women is a

tiresome subject)
2on't know,

{snokes)
Even if I wanted to know, couldn't get a
word in with Lashawn long enough tc ask.
Woman talks a blue streak.

JACK
Tively little gal.

A beat.

RANDALL
My boss's got a little cabin down on Lake
Kemp. Got a croppie house...little boat.

{MORE)
{ CONTLIHUED)
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CONTINUZD: -t
Said I can use 1t whenever I want.
{pause}
Think you'd like to go down thers some
weskend? Drink a little whiskey, fish

some. Get away, you know?

Before JACK can respond, the WOMEN come out, hurrying in the
cold, careful not to slip in the icy parking lot, LASHAWN
talking a blue streak, just like RANDALL said.

[
[£S]
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EXT: RIVERTON, WYOMING: DRIVE-IK: NIGHT:

ENNIS and CASSIE sit in ENNIS‘S truck, trying to watch THE
EMPIRE STRIKES BACK.

CASSIE is rapt, eats popcorn, swigs cheap white wine from a
bottle between her knees, despite a violent wind storm that
has come up, blowing trash angd dus:t into the windshield. The
scund from old window-mounted speaker is barely audible over
the windstorm. The wind is blowing dust so high into the air
that the screen is partially obscured.

ENNIS
We oughta gst our money back.

CASSZE
(hits him on the shoulder)
dush up, Ennis, this is important. He's
learnin’ how to be a Jedi knight.

ENNIS tries to step the blowing dust freom entering his truck
cab, =wucks an old flannel shirt in the crack created by the
drive~in movie speaker.

EKNIS
My truck's fillin' with dust.

CASSIE
(rapt)
Shhhh! Turn up the volume.

ENNIS
{(fiddling with the speaker)
Up as high as it'1ll go.

A strong gust of wind carries a big panel cf the screen away,
i2avirng a rectangular hole in Luke Skywalker's face.

Sudderly, ENNIS rolls down his window just enough to unhook
thke speaker and throw it out into the dirt.

He drives off.
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INT: ENNIS'S PICKUP TRUCK: NIGHT: CONTINUOUS: i2e
ENWIS pulls out of the drive-in.

CASSIE, arms crossed, is upset.

ENNIS glances over at CASSIE, who avoids his lcok. Turng her

head and looks out the windcw.

CASSIE
{still looking away from ENNIS}
You hardly sver take me any place nice.

b Deat.

ZNNIS
{shrugs)
Take you everwhere.

CASSIE
Everwhere Ip Riverton. Why can't you
take me to Casper? Could've Seen that
movie indoors in Casper.

ENNIS
{ somewhat incredulcus)
Three hours a drivin' to see spaceships
and robots?

CASS5TE
S50? You drive all over just to gc
buntin' and fishir' with your friends.

ENNIS doesn‘t know what to say. FKeeps driving.

o
[N
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EXT: MOUNTAINS: DAY: MONTAGE: 1981:

Wz SEE ENWIS ard JACX, winding through some grand scenery,
always high up:

A. ENNIS and JRCK riding their hcrses up in the Bigharns. A
bright, beautiful crisp autumn day.

B. ENNIS and JACX swim in a clear, mirror-like mountain pocl.

C. ENNIS and JACX dismounted, standing atop Cloud Peak, the
highest point in the Bighorns.

D. ENNIS snoczes by the campfire. JACK gently shakes him.
They both go in the tent.
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EXT: ENNIS'S LINE CABIN: DAY: 128

ENNIS walts with his bedroll by a small, poor line cabin,
miies from nowhere, much like the one he and aArMa had lived
in when his daughters were yocung.

SEZS5 a pickup coming, dust on the ranch road.

Watches. This time, the pickup that arrives is a fancy new
double-seater with lots of chroms. JACK, older, steps out,
waaring sort cof medish new rodeo duds and a tall wizite
Stetson.

They look at one another a moment, making sure they are still
ENNIS and JACE, making sure it's still there.

Zambrace.
ENNZS )
What'd you do, bud, strike o©il?
JACK
{grins--kas had his teeth
capped)
Better than that. Lureen's old man
dropped dead, she's runnin' the business
now. Sends me to a’l the fairs and stock
shows to sell them big tractors. We got
the latest thing in sgueeze chutes, ought
to see 'em.
{pause}
Easy life now, Ennis.
A beat.
JACEH
{cont 'd)
Come on, throw your stuff in the back.
If we're goin', let's go.
EXT: MOUNWNTAINS: DAY: 129

WE SEE them windinc up a mountainside, patches of snow in ths
shad=.

They mcve vp, up, through some high trees, then descend down
toward a lake,

EXT: MCUNTAINS: LAKE: CAMP: FVENING: 130

They have set up a rough camp, small tent, a welcoming fire.

{ CCHTINUEL)
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JACK walks down to the lake, sguats, dips a little water 1in
nis hands, sips it.

ENNIS
{vells)
Get lepto drinkin' that.
(pause}
Better to have a beer.

JARCK
{comes bacx t& ths fire)
Can do better than beer.
{cracks the seasl on a whiskey
bottle}

Takes a big swallow. DPasses the bottle to ZNNIS.

JACK
That's one a the two things I need right
now.

131 EXT: MOUNTAINS: LAXE: CAMP: NIGHT (LATER): 131
. ERNIS and JACK are sitting around the campfire, close.
ENNIS rolls a joint.

JACK twists the dial on e little radic, but all the radio
gives back is static.

Restless. Pokes at the fire with a stick. Looks up at the
night sky, ciouds churning past the mcen.

JACK
It's gonna snow tonight for sure.
{look)
All this time, and you ain't fcund nobody
else to marry?

ENNIS
(2ights the Zoirnt)
Ain't intersstead.
{pass=es it to JACK)
Beer puttin' the blocks tc a woman over
in Riverton. Waitresses part-time at the
Wolf Ears 3ar.

Now ERNIS gives JACK a look--there is still much uncharted
. territory between them.

EHNIS {cont'd})
{cont 'd)
What about you and Lureen?
{MORE)
{ CONTINUED)
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(sarcastic)
5till lovey dcvey?

JACK

{snarts)
Kot hardly.

{drags on the jeoint)
Hell, me and Lureen was never that way.
She's good at makin' hard deals in the
machinery business, but so far as cur
marriage goss, we could do it cver the
telephone.

{passes it back to Ennis)
I kinda got a thing gein' with a little
gal over in Childress. Ranch hard’'s
wife. Expect to get shot by Lureen or
the husband one, ever' time I slip off to
see her.

ENNIS
{lacghs}
Frobably deserve it.

They both laugh...then the laughter trails off.

A beat.

JACK
(looks at Ennis)
Tell you what...truth is, I miss you so
much sometimes I could whlp babies.

2okes the fire,

Powerful look between them.

EXT: MOUNTAIKS: TRAILHEAD: MORNING:

JACK and ENNIS are loading the herses into a trailer
<0 ENKRIS'S pickup truck,

g0.

132

hitched

Mood between them is tense, as always, when their time
cogether is about to end.

When the gate is shut on the horses,
against his leg a4 time or two...looks at ENNIS,

lighting a cigaretze.

JACK
Guess I'll head on up to Lightnin' flat.
See the folks for a day or two.

JACK pops his glove
who 1s

{ CONTINUED}Y
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ENNZIS
(uncomfortable)
Somethin’ I been meanin' to tell you,
bud. It's likely November before I can
get away again, after we ship stock and
before the winter feedin' starts.

JACK
{stunned)
November? What in hell happened a
August? Christ, Ennis, vou had a fuckin®
week tc say some little word about this.

ENNIS is silent.

JACK
{cont"d)
And why's it we're always in the friggin’
ccld weather? We ought a go south, where
it's warm. We ought a go tc Mexico.

ENNIS
Mexico?
. (tries tc lighter the mood)
Hell...you know me. 'Bout ail the

travelin' I ever done is goin' around the
coffeepct, lookin' for the handle.

An uncomiortable silence.

ENNIS
{cont'd)
Lighten up on me, Jack. We can hunt in
November, kill a nice elk. Try if I can
get Don Wroe's cabin again. We had a
gcod time that year,

2 beat.
JACK starts popping his glove on his leg again.

JACK
(bitter disappointment)
Never enough time, never enougn.
{lcoks at Ennis)
You know, friend, this is a goddamn bitch
of a unsatisfactory situvation. You used
a come away easy. Kow it's like seein'’

. the Pcpe.

EHNIS
Jack, I got a work. Trem =arlier days I
used a quit the iobs. You forget how it
{MCRE )

{ CONTIRNUED)
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is bein’ broke 1l the time. You ever
hear a child suppcort? Let me tell you, I
can’'t guit this cne. A&And I carn't get the
time off.
{rause)
was tough enough gettin' this time. The
trade-off was August.
{pause)
You got a better idea?

JACK
{bitter, accusatory}
I did, once.

ENNIS says nothing. Straightens up slowly, rubs at his
forehead. Wwalks —o the horse xraller, says something that
only the horses can hear. Turns and welks back zo JACK at a
deliberate rvace.

Mexico was TEE place--ENNIS has heard.

ENNIS

You been a Mexico, Jack?

. JACX, brzced fer it al: these vears, and herz it ccmes, late
ard urexpected.

JACK .

Hell ves, I been. What's the fuackin'

problem?
ENNIS

I got a say this to you one time, Jack,
anc¢ T ain't foolin*. What I don't kncw,
all them things I don't know could get
you killed i1f I should come to know thsm.

JACE

Try this one...
{pause)
...and I'1]l say it just one time. 7Tell
vou what, we could a had a good life
together, a fuckin®' real gooad 1ife, had
vs a place of cur own. You wouldn‘t do
i+, Ennis, so what we got now is
Brokeback Mountain. Everything built on
that. 1It’'s all we got, boy, fuckin' all,
so I hope you know that if vou don't
rever know the rest. Count the damn few
times we been together in twenty vears.
. lMeasure the fuckin' short leash ycu keep

me on, then ask me about Mexico and then
tell me you'll kill me for needin’
somethin' I don't hardly never get. You

{MORE )

(CONTINUED)
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got no Iuckin® id=a how bad it 5.
not you. I can't make it on a ccuple of
high-altitude fucks once or twice a
(pauss)
You're too much for me, Ennis, yocu son of
a whoreson bitch.
(paus=)
I wish I kn=w how to guit you.

WE PULL BACK HOW.

Like vast clouds of steam from thermal springs in winter, zhs
years of things unsaid and now unsayvable--admissiors,
declaraticns, shames, guilts, fears--rise arouné them.

ENNIS stands as 1f heartshot, face gray and deep-lined.
Fights a silent battle, grimaces, his eyes screwing shut,
fists clenching, legs caving, he hits the ground on his
knees.

JACK is frightened, thinks meybe it's a heart attack...or
else the overflow of an incendiary rage.

JACK
...Jesus...Ennis?

tarts towards him, but ENNIS jerks away. JACK moves towards
nim again, and this time, EXKNIS doesn't resist, struggles to
nis feet.
And then they hug cne ancther, a fierce, desperacze enbrace--
nanaging to torque thirgs almost to where they had been, for
what they've just said is no news: nothing =nded, nothing
bagun, nothing resolved.

EXTs MOUNTAINS: TRAILHEAD: MORHING: 133

ENNIS starts off in his pickup, pulling the horse trailer
bzhindg.

JACK watches the mar who would be his other kalf go away frcm
him, and as he watches, goes back in reverie to an earlier
time and a profound merory:

CUT TO FLASHBACK: EXT: BROKEBACK MOUNTAIN: CAMPFIRE: NIGHT: 134
CONTTIRUOUS::

JACK, much younger, stands by the campfire.

WE SEE two arms encircie him from behird: it is ENNIS, also
much vounger.

{ CONTIRULD)
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Thay stand that way for a moment, JACK leaning back into
ENNIS. ENNIS'S breath comes slow and quiet, then he starts
to gently rock back and forth a little, litc by the warm Iire
tossing ruddy chunks of light, the shadow of their bcodies a
gingle colurnn against & rock. ENNIS hums guietly.

liothing mars this moment for JACK, even though he knows that
ENNIS do=s not embrace him face to face bscause he does not
want to see or feel that it is JACK he holds--because for
now, they are wrapped in a closeness that satisfies som2
shared and sexless hunger, that is not really sleep but
something else drowsy and tranced--until ENNIS, dredgirg up a
rusty phrase from the childhood time mefore his mother died,
S5&2Vys:

ENNIS
Time to hit the hay, cowbov, I got to go.
{pause)
Come on now, vou're s_.eepin‘’ on your feet
like a horse.

Gives JACK a little shake, a gentle push, and JACK stumbles
ever =0 slightly in the direction of nhis tent. Stops.

Hears EWNIS'S spurs jingle as he mounts his horse.

ENNIS
«..3€2 VOU tomorrow....

& shucddering snort from ENNIS'S horse, the grind of hooZ on
stone, and ZNNIS rides awayv, JACK watching him go.

CUT TO EXT: MOUNTAINS: TRAILHEAD: MORNING: PRESENT: 135
CONTINUOUS:

WZ ARE BACK TO THE PRESENT as JACK, older now, watches the
piCkup truck fade away into the distance, that dozy embrace
solidified in his memory as the single moment of artless,
charmed happiness in their separate and difficult lives.

INT: DENNY'S RESTAURANT: RIVERTCH: NIGHT: 135
EKNIS sits in a booth, ezting a slice of apple pie and
drinking ccffee. An ELDERLY MAN sits at the counter. A
hcavy-set WAITRESS carries a tray of food past ENNIS, ‘and
serves a niddle-aged couple in a booth.

Glen Campbell's "SOUTHERN NIGHTS" plays from the speakers
mounteéd in the ceiling.

Enter CASSIE. She's dressed in tight jeans, her white blouse
untucked on one side. She is slightly dishevelled, has been

{ CONTIRUED)
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crving, her syelinsr trailing down her face. §She sits dcown
ir ENNIS'S booth, across from him.

CASSIE
{louxd whispsr
Where you been?

The restauran:t is dead silent.

CASSILE
(still whispering) )
I said, where you bsen? I ain't sean yon
fer a week. Callecd you up, you said yon
wasn't goin’' out tonight.

ENNIS
{(a 1ittZe defensive)
Denny's ain't goin' ouat. I got hungry,
so I came here to get some pie.
{a bzat)
Car't I eat in peace?

CASSIE
Been drivin' around for hours, lookin'
for your truck.

ENNIS drops his fork. It clanks on the plate. The noise
makes ENNIS self-conscious, looks around.

CASSIE
I drove to your trailer and you wasr‘t
<here,

ENNIS

Didn't know you was my parole officer.

CASSIE
I ain’'t your parole officer. 1I'm your
girlfriend. Why car’'t you treat me like
one?

ENNIS looks at CASSIE.

CASSIE looks hard at his face: hLe‘'s dark, distant,
inaccassible.

CASSIE
T don't get you, Ennis Del Mar.

Knows he's hurting her, but he doesn‘t know what to do about
it. The look on his face changes then, tc a look of stark
loreliness. She realizes, then, that she's not the answer.
ENNIS reaches up “o0 her shoulder.

{ CONTINUED)
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CRSEI1E deflects ENNIS'S hand.

Tears well up in CASSIE'S eyes. She gets up, begins to sob
when she gets to the door.

Leaves,

ENNIS stares out the window at her as she gets in her car,
speeds off.

EXT: RIVERTON: STREET: DAY: 137
ENNIS comes out of the little post office, casually shuffling
through a handful of mail. Stock magazines, & flyer
advertising & big sale at the grocery store.

Is about to open the door to his pickup, when he stops: .
there is a pos:tcard with his own handwriting on it, addressed
to Jack Twist, RFD 2, Childress, Texas.

Across the address, sctamped in red: DECEASED.

EXT: RIVERTCH: PAY TELEPHONE: DAVY: 138
A windy day, dust swirls.

ENNIS is dialing the telephone.

SFLIT SCREEN: ENNIS STANDING OUTSIDE, COVERS ONE EAR/LUREZN 139
TWIST'S SPOTLESS, WELL-APPOINTED KITCHEN IN CHILDRESS, TEXAS:

LUREEN, about forty now, hair stiffly styled and even bigger,
maksupr even thicker, business-like, cold, direct, answers the
telephone.

ENNIS
Ch, hello, this is Ernis Del HMar, I,
uh....

ILURZENR

wWhe? Who 1s this?

ZNNIS
Ennis Del Mar. I'm an cld buddy of
Jack's, I....

LUGREZN
{interrupts, speaks quickly,
allows no interrupticns)
Jack used to m=ntion you. You're the
fishing buddy or the hunting buddy, I
know that., Would have let you know, but
wasn't sure about your name or address.
{ORE)
{ CONTINUED)
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Jack kept his Iriends’' addresses in n1is
head.

L
i)

ZNNIS
Why I was callin', to ses what
happened....

LCREEN

{(level voice)
Oh ye=ah, Jack was pumping up a flat cn
the truck out on a back road when the
tire blew up. The rim slammed into his
face and broke his nose and jaw, knocked
him unconscious on his back. Bv the time
somebody came along, he had drowned in
his own blood. Terrible thing. He was
only thirty-ning years old.

140 EXT: RIVERTON: PAY TELEFHOME: DAY: CONTIKUCUS: 140
WE'VE _eft LUREEN, and the screen holds only EENIS.

ENNIS can‘t answer right away. He wonders, suddenly, if iz
was the tire iron:

. SHARP CUT T0O

141 ENNHIS'S PCV: MIDDLE CF NOWHERE: DUSK: COKTINUOYJS: 141

A FLASH~--JUST A FEW SECCHDS~--ENNIS and WE SEE, in the evening
shadows, a MAN being beaten unmercifully by THREE ASSATLANTS,
one of whom us=2s a tire iron.

SHAREF CUT BACK TQC
142 EXT: RIVERTOM: PAY TELEPSONE: DAY: CONTINUCUS: a2

The huge sadness of the northern plains rolis down upon
ENNIS. He doesn't know which way it was, the tire iron--or a
real accident, blood choking down JACK'S throat and nobody to
turn him over.

The windé drones.

LUREENR
(nct sure he’'s still there)
.. Halle?

EHNKIS
. Jde puried down there?

LUREEHN
We put a stone up. He was cremated, like
he wanted, and half his ashes was
(HORE)
( CONTINUED)
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interred here. The rest I s2nt up te 15
fclks. He use toc say he wanted his ashes
scattered con Brokeback Mountain, but I
didn't know where that was. I thought
Brokeback Mountain was around where he
grew up. But knowlng Jack, it might be
scme pretend place where the bluebirds
sing and there's a whiskay spring.

ENKHIS can hardly speax.

ENNIS
...We herded shsep up on Brokeback one
SUMMET . . « «

LUREEN
Well, Le said it was his favorite place.
I thoucht he meant %o get drunk. He
drank a lot.

ENNIS
His folks still up in Lightnin' Flat?

LUREEN
They'll be there till the day they die.
They couldn't come down for the funeral.
ENNIS
Thanks fcr yvour time, then...I sure am
sorry...we was gocd friends....
LUREEN
Get in touch with his folks. I suppcse

they'd appreciate it if his wishes was
carried cut. About the ashes, I mean.

Although she is polite, her little voice is as cold as ice.
ZNNIS hangs up.
Looks like death.

143  IXWT: MIDDLE OF WOWHERE, WYOMING: PICKUP TRUCK: DAY:
ENNIS is driving, con his way to Lightning Flat.
Smoking. Racio on loud, as if to shove away all thinking.
Johnny Paycheck's “"TAKE THIS JOB AND SHOVE IT" plays.
Suddenly begins to fade in and out. ENNIS fiddles with the

dizl...static...gives up, shuts it off.

Trhe wind blcws, moans.
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EXT: MIDDLE OF NOWHERE, WYOMING: FICKUP TRUCK:
ZONTINUOUS:

WE PULL BACK and s=e the great sweep of the bald, desolate
countryside.

ENNIS passes several abandored ranch houses sitting blank~
eyes, surrounded with weeds. The corral fences have fallern
down.

L 1lone hawk circles.

HHZIS slows down.

o]

INT: OUTSIDE OF LIGHTNING FLAT, WYOMING: PICKUP TRUCK: DAY: 1453
CONTINUOUS:

25 he creeps along in the pickup, ENNIS looks at the
scribzled instructions he has scrawled on a piece of cheap
tablet paper.

Comes to a dented mailbox next to the highway. -

Stops, 1eans out to look. The name has almost worn cff, but
when he looks close, WE SEZ that it says "John C., Twist.”

Turns up what seems like a very long dirt road.

INT: QUTSIDE OF LIGHTNING FLAT, WYOMING: PICEKUP TRUCX: DAY: liG
EXKIS'S POV: CONTINUQOUS:

EXNIS driving up the washboard dirt road, sees, far ahead, a
dot of a house cn the plain.

In the pastures a few scattered cattle-~Black Angus, standing
in the thin grass.

A lone horse stares at the pickup as it passes by.
EXT: TWIST HOMESTEAD: HOUSE: FROKT PCRCH: DAY: CONTINUOUS: 147

k rather stcut woman--probably sixty tc sixiy-five--stands on
the front porch that stretches across the front of a tiny
Lrown stucco house, four rocms, two down, two up: this is
JACK'S childhood home, and this is JACK'S MOTHEX. Shades her
eyes as she sgquints, looking at the pickup truck coming
slowly up her road. Moves down off the porch and into her
yard, gareful in her movements, as if recovering from an
cperation,

ZXT: TWIST HOMESTEAD: HOUSE: DRIVEWAY: DAY: COHTINUOUS: 148
ZNNTS pulls his pickup truck next to the front porch.

{ COHTINRUED)




CONTIRNUED: 148
Stops.

Gets out. Tips his ha:z to JACK'S MOTHER.

INT: TWIST HOMESTEAD: HOUSE: KITCHEEN: DAY: 14c

ENNIS sits at the little kitchen table with JACK'S parents.

Across from him sits CACK'S father, his hends fold=ad on the
plastic tablecioth. The father 1s tough, weatherbesaten,
testy, criticai--makes it clear by his manner that he expects
t¢ be stud duck in the pond.

JACE 'S mother--siient, defeated--stands.
ENNIS can't see JACE in either of them.

JACK'S MOTHER
{a polize shell of a woman)
Want some coffee, don't you? Piece cf
cherry cake?

ENNIS
{stiff but polite}
Thank you, Ma'am. I'll taks a cup a
coffee, but I can't eat no cakes just now.

JOHN TWIST stares at ENNIS with an ancry, knowing expressicn.

ENNIS

{cont’'d)
I feel awful bad about Jack...can't begin
to tell you how bad I fes=l. I knew nim a
iong time.

{pause)
I come by to say that if ycu want me to
take his ashes vr there on Brokeback like
nis wife said he wanted, I'd be proud =zo.

There 1s an uncomfortable silence.
FHWNIS clears his throat, but then says nothing.
JOEN TWIST
Tell you what. I know where Brokeback
Mountain is. He thought he was too
goddamn special to be buried in the
family piot.

JACK'S MOTHER-~never a part of her husband's life--endures
this.

{CONTIWUED}
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JRCE'S MOTEER
Jack used to come homs every year, even
afzer he was married and with a family of
his own.
(pause)
He'd come stay a week or two, help his
daddy on the ranch, fix the gates and mow

and all.
JOHN TWIST
{angrily)
I can't cet no help out here. Jack used a
say, 'Ernnis de: Mar,' he used a say,

'I'm goin' a bring him up here ons a
these days and we’ll lick this damn ranch
into shape.' He had some half-baked
notion the =wo a you was goin' a move up
here, build a cabin, heip run the pizce.
{pauase)
Then this spring he's got another fella's
gcin® a come up here with him and build a
place and help run the ranch, some ranch
neighbor a his from down in Texas. He's
. goin' a split vup with his wife and come
back here.
{sarcastic)
Sc he says. But like most a Jack's
ideas it never come to pass.

WE SEE the color drain from ENNIS'S face, as:

150 FLASHBACK: EXT: SIDE OF TEE ROAD: WYOMING: DAY: WE RETURAN 130

ONCE AGAIN TO EHNIS'S EARLIER FLASHBACK, SCENE BO

LOVW ANGLE - ENNKNIS'S FATHER leads ENNIS and K.E., ENNIS'S
older brother, to the edge of an irrigation ditch. Canera is
on their backs and ENKIS'S FATHER'S head is out of frame. B&s
WE APPROACH the ditch, WE SZE thes toes of twc boots appear.
Nlpe year-cid ENNIS and eleven yezar-old K.E. look down at
what was EARL'S CORPSE in the earliesr flaskback.

WE SEE ENNIS, his little boy's face, fill with horror.

Then, unlike the earlier flashback, WE PAN UP the body in the
ditch.

But the bloodied face is not EARL'S: it is JACK'S.
. 151 INT: TWIST HOMESTEAD: KITCHEN: DAY: 151
WE RETURN TO ENVIS'S face: HE EHOWS and WE KNOW, now, that

it was the tire ircn....

{ COHTINUED)




CONTINUED: 133
2 beat.
JACF 'S MOTHER
I kept his room like it was when he was a
boy. 1 think he appreciated that.
{pause)
You are welcome to go up in his room, if
you want.
ENNIS stands, wanting to be anywhere but here, in this
kitchen, with JOEN TWIST.
ENNIS
I'd like that, Ma'am, thank you.
INT: TWIST HOMEST=AD: BROUSE: TOP OF STAIRS: JACK'S ROCH: 152

DRY: CONTINUOUS:

WE SEE ENNIS at the top of a steep set of narrow stairs,
entering JACK'S room, tinv and hot, afternoon sun pouring
through the west window, hitting the narrow boy's bad against
the wall.

WE CAN HEAR JACK'S MOTHER downstairs running water, filling
the kettle, setting it back on the stove, then hear the
husband's ard wife's mcffled conversation.

A window lcoks dowr on the dirt road stretching scuth...the
cnly road out of this Godforsaken place.

A well-used desk and a wooden chair stand against the other
wall. & small .22 hangs in a2 wooden rack over the bed.

An ancient photograph of a handsome, dark-haired movie star,
Maximilian Schell, is taped to the wall beside the bed,
curled ard yellowed.

ENNIS s2es the closet, walks over to it.

A shallow cavity with a wooden rod braced across it, a faded
cretonne curtain or a string half-cpen, closing the closet
OIf from the rest of the room. In the closet hangs two pairs
of jeans crease-irored and folded neatly over wire hangers.
On the flocr a pair of worn packer boots.

EWNIS looks inside tc the right, and WE SEE that the clioset
makes a tiny jog into the wall--a little hiding place--and
there, stiff with long suspension Zrom a nail, hangs a shirt.

EHNNIS 1lifts it off the nail: it's JACK'S old shirt from

Brokeback davs, dried blood on the sleeve, FHNIS'S own blcod,
Lrorm their last day together on Brokeback, when they ware

{ CORTINUED)
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wrestling and INWIS slipped and JAZX accidentally kneed him
in the nose.

The shirt seems hsavy. Then ENNIS se=s that there is gqothe:
shirt inside it, the sleeves carefully worked down insids
JACE'S shirt slesves: it is ENNIS'S own denim shirt, icet,
e'd thoughz, long ago up on Brokeback Mountain, his dirty )
shirt, the pocket ripped, buttons missing, stolen by JACK arc
hidden here inside JACK'S own shirt, the pair like two skins,
one 1nside the other, twoc in on=a.

ENNIS presses his face into the fabric ard breathes in slowly
througn his mouth, hoping for the faintest smoke ard mountain
sage and salty sweet stink cf JACE.

But there is no real scent, only the memory cof iz, which WE
SEE, <oo--an image of the mountain, superimposed--the )
imaginec power of Brokeback Mountain, of which nothing 1is
left but what he now holds in his trembling hands.

po
€

INT: TWIST HOMESTEAD: HOUSE: KITCHEN: DAY:

ENNIS is back downstairs, his hat in his hand, standing by
ihe screen door.

JACE'S MOTHER is piacing the two shirts in a paper sack for
ERRIS.

JOBN TWIST still sits at the table, stiff and angry as ever.
JOHR TWIST
Tell you what, we got a family plot ang

he's golin' in it.

EWNIS, resigned to this Zact, nods at the old man as if he
undarstands.

<ACK'S MOTHER hands him the sack with the two shir<s.
EXNIS
{to JACK'S mother)
Much otliged, Ma'am.
JARCK 'S MOTHER
{sympathetic)
You come back and see us again.

EBNIS puts his hat on.

Leaves.
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EXT: TWIST HOMESTELD: YARD: DAY: 154

ENNIS looxs back at the hous2, up at the window tc JACE'S .
ROOM. Turns, stands iIn the little yard & momert looxing off,
nothing betweer thz lonely house and the far horizon.

EXT: TWIST HOMESTEAD: DIRT DRIVEWAY: DAY: 155
ENNIS is in his pickup, bumping down the washboard road.

Passes the Twist family piot surrounded by sagging shesp

wire, a tiny fenced sguare on the welling prairie, & few

graves and a few tilted gravestones, bright with plestic
flowers.

The look on his face makes it clear he doesn t want to know
trat JACK is going in there, to be buried forsver on the
grieving plain.

EXT: RIVERTON: QUIK STOP CARWASH: DAY: 156

ENNIS is turning the high-pressure spray hose cn a large pile
of horse blankets. His pickup sits neardy, filthy. He
hasn‘t bothered to wash it.

Finishes, stacks the wet horse blankets in =he back of his
pickup truck.

Looks acress the street at the gas staticn/convenience store,
as he dries his hands on his jeans.

On irpulse, he crosses the street, as disdainful as sver of
traffic. A Suburban has to swerve to avcid histing hir.

INT: GAS STATION/CONVENIENCE STORE: DAY: CONTINUQUS: 157

ENNIS 1is standing at the postcard rack. Turnas it, looking,

not finding what hz wants.

LIKDR HIGGINS, large but appealing, is changing the filter in
the coffee maker.

LINDA HIGGINS
fthrows away the used filter)
Ernis, you ain't no tourist, what are you
lookin' for, rootin' through them
postcards?

ENNIS
Scene a Brckeback Meuntain.

{CONTINUED )}
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LINDA HIGGINS
({puzzled)
Ovar in Tremont Tounty?
ENNIS
N2, north a here.
LINDA ZIGGINS
I Zidn't order nocne a them.
(goes behind her counter)
et ms get the crder list. They got it,
I can get you a hunderd. I got to order
mcre postcards anyway.
ENNTS
One's =nough.
158 EXT: DEL HMAR TRRILER HOUSE: AFTERNOON: 158

The wind, as ever, blows.

ENNIS bolts a new mailbox onto his house just to the right of
the Zrort door. Fulls a set of stick-on numbers from his

. shirt pocket. Peels the Ore off and precisely applies it,
then the Seven: Seventesn. Steps back, admires his work.
Picks up the pliers, walks around the side of the =railer to
the driveway. Undoes a burngee cord on a dirty mezal garbage
can, and throws the remaining numbers into the can. Puts the
1lid back on, fixes the bungee.

Looks up and sees a Chavy Camaro pull into his driveway
behind his truck. Gecrge Strait‘s "ALL MY EX'S LIVE IN
TEXAS” blares from the car stereo.
Engine cuts, music stops.
ALMA JR. steps out of the Camaro and closss the dcor.
ENNIS smiles.
ALMA JR. walks up to her father.

ENKIS

(happy to see his girl)

delle, darlin'....

ALMA JR.
{Just as happy)

. Hey, Daddy....

An awkward EWNIS gives his oldest daugrter a hug. ALMA JR.
retarns her daddy's embrace.

{CONTINUED)Y
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AIMA JR. (cont'd}
Iike the car?

ENNIS
Beaut. Where*'d you get it?

AIMA JR.
It's Rurt's.

ENKIE
{confusead)
Thought ycou was seein® Troy.

ATMA JR.
Troy?
{rolls har eves)
Daddy, that was two years ago.

L beat.

ENNIS
Trey still playin' baseball?

ATMA TR.
Don‘t know what he's doin‘. I'm seein’
XKurt now.

EWNIS
What's this Kur: feila do?

ATMA TR,
wWorks out in the o0il fields.

ZNNIS
(neds)
Roughneck.
{beat}
You're ninetesen, guess you can date who
¥you want. Let's get in out of the wind.

ENNIS opens the door to his trailer and holds it for ALMA JR.
They enter the trailer. The door slams loudly.

INT: DEL MAR TRAILER HOQUSE: AFTERNOON: CONTINUQUS: ) 159
ALMA JR. sits at a small, tottery formica +able.

ZNNIS stands and pours her a cup of coffee from a stained Mr.
Coffee. WE HEAR wind blowing, rattling the trailer house.

{ CCNTINUED)
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AILMA JR. looks around the nearly-empty trailer, an nomage to
plains life minimalism: a TV sits on a plastic milk crate in
frcnt of a batterad recliner, *the only other furniture
besides the chipped formica table, two wobbly chairs, ard a
fridge and tiny stove,

ALMA JR.
{makes her sad)
Caddy, you need more furniture.

ERNIS fits the coffee pot back irto the Mr. Coffee machine.

ENNIS
{looking around the emptv
trailery
If you dorn’t got nothin’, then you don't
ne=d nothin-’.

ENNIS sits down across from her.

ENHIS (cont'd)
. What's the occasion?

ALMA JR. blows or her ccffee, something on her mind.

ALMA JR.
{appreshensive)
¥e and Kurt...we're getting married.

ENNZIS lights his a cigarette. Looks at his oldest daughter.

ZHNIS
How long you known this Kurt fella?

ALMA JR.

{relieved, talks fasrter)
About a year. Wedding'll bs June fifth
at the Methodist Church. fFrancine's
singirg, and Mcnroe's gonna cater the
raception.

{b=sat)
Was hopiro you'd be thezre.

ENNIS
Supposed to be on a roundup over near the
Tetons.
ALMA JR. nods her head. Understands.

EXNIE looks across at his dauchter, sees her disappointment.

CONTINUED)
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ENNIS
{smiles)
3ut I reckon they czan IZind themselves
another cowboy.

EMNIS stands, takes a half-empty bottle of cheap white wine
from the fridge--a legacy of CASSIE. Takas two jelly classes
from the dry rack next to the sInk, unscrews the bottls top,
fills both. Sits.

ENNZS
(raising his glass)
To Alma and Kurt.

.
=.

nLMA JR. laughs, and clinks her glass with her daddy

ENHIS smiles back at his daughter, his face full of regrez,
and Zonging.

160 INT: GAS STATION/CONVEWIENCE STORE: DAY (TWO WEZRS LATER}): 160

ENNIS and LINDA HIGGINS. LINDA tucks the one pestcard inzc a
small envelops.

LINDA HIGGINS
That'li be thirty cents.
{smiles at him, likes him)}
Big investment.
EMXIS lays out a guarter and a nickel.
ILeaves.

161l EXT: TRAILER HOUSE: DAY: 16l

EXKIS pulls his pickup truck in front of his crumpled little
trailer hocuse.

e
(IS ]

162 IWT: TRAILER HOUSE: DAY: CONTINUOUS: 1

EHNIS comes inside, the little sack with the peostcard in his
hangd.

Ee nas hung the two shirts pext to a window on a wire hanger
suspended from a nail, the one tucked inside the other "just
as he hed found them, as they have been for years,

Takas the postcard from its sack,

Uses brass-headed thumbtacks to tack the postcard of
Brokeback Mcuntain on the wall right beside the two shirts.

{ CONT1NUED)




95.

. 152 CONTINUED: .

Steps back.

[498]

i3y

Locks at the ensemble through a few stinging tears.

INNIS
Jacx, ] Swesl....

Ha looks out the window, a= the great bleaknsss of the vast
northern plains....

THE END




