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Uhtil every drop of blood drawn with the lash
shall be paid by another drawn with the sword....

.e... . Abraham Lincoln




EXT: COUNTRY ROAD: NIGHT - (1)
A TITLE appears over black:
OUTSIDE PHILADELPHTA, MISSISSIPPI.

The title fades.
As a car's headlights sweep across dense woods.

on this moonless night, a Ford Stat:n.owagm n'akes a turn on a two-lane country
road.

The wagon travels unnaturally slowly.

At the vwheel, a frightened kid in his early 20's: SC!MER\IER
- He looks into the rear view mirror.

Not twelve inches off his back bumper is another car, nmning no lights at all.
‘Schwerner slows down even further

He lowers the window, andwavestothecarbehmdh:mtogoaheadandpass

The car stays behind him. 7

The kid in the f_ront seat next to Schwerner, GOODMAN, asks quietly,

GOODMAN
what do we do? '

Schwerner grimaces, but doesn't answer. | .
Instead, he hits the gas, and the stationwagon accelerates with a rush.
Behind him, the other car accelerates, too.

A wild chase exsues, both vehicles h:.ttmg over a hmd::ed miles an hour on
these backwoods roads :

In fact, we get the feeling that there a couple of additional cars racmg
along, as well. . .

But none of those vehicles run any lights, either, so it's hard to tell.

Schwerner just concentrates on his driving, as he muscles the wagcn through
the tums, t.hrwn‘ng up dirt behind him.

Fmally,hegetsaleadonthecarbe}mxdhun

At which point, all its lights fmlly come on, :.nclud.mq a rotat.mg red roof
light. _

{(cont)
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EXT: COLNTRY ROAD: NIGHT (cont) (2)

Schwerner slo&s down again, puzzled 'but_relieved.

SCHWERNER
Jesus. Iﬂmﬂc:.ts;ustanotherccp.'mankgod

Bes:.de him, Goodman s:.ghs audibly.
He tums to lock out the back window at the Fa: stopping beﬁ:i.nd them,

In the back seat of the wagen, the othar passenger is JAMES CHANEY, a 20 year
old black man.

Unlike his two friends, he doesn't lock relieved at all.
He remains instead'tight-li;ped and wary.

Also unlike his friends, his accent is deep south.

Mr. Schwerner, I wouldn't. be speakin' o God about

this. Even He's scared of the cops around here.
Schwerner turns to grin at him. o
Chaney stares straight ahead, into the night, e:épressimless.
As .seve;gl bright flashlights CLICK on, fram either side of the wagon.
They illuminate the faces of the two white kids in the front seat.
Then, for a mxh longer time, they linger on the black kid, Chaney.
A heavily accented voice cames through the window.

VOICE
Ya'll we.re speedin’ pretty good, back there

Scmernertumstonaexm:tthemdaw,hutcanseenathmgpastthehghts.

S'JMEFNER ]
Gimme a break, man.,Ycu had us scared to death.

: / VOICE '
Don't you call me 'man!, jew boy

Schwerner's face drains of any expression. He asks,

SCHWERNER
No, sir. What should I call you?

Fram outside the car, no one answers.

 (cant)
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EXT: COUNTRY ROAD: NIGHT (cont) - (3)
Chaney continues to stare straight ahead.

‘Another voice says,

' ANOTHER VOICE
Just don't call_him Chief.

SEVERAL MEN CHUCKLE. ,
Goodman tums, to peer into the 'flashlight.s.

A WHITE-SHEETED FACE suddenly appears in the open window, not six inches from his.

FACE
Boo. '

He starts so violently, that all the men around the car laugh.
Even Scwherner can't help but grin.

- He puts a hand on Goodman's am.

SCHWERNER
Take it easy. We'll be alright.

A hand appears behind Schwerner's head.
Holding & Magmum, -~—-- -~ —
It GOES CFF, ard the back of Schwemer's had is blown away.
'IHE SCREEN GOES TO ELACK.
A TITLE APPEARS.
JWNE 21, 1964.

In the darkness, under the title, YET ANOTHER VOICE.

THIRD VOICE
ihoa, shit. We into it, now.

The LOUD REPORTS OF FOUR MORE SHOTS.
| CUT T0:
INT: CFFICE BUTLDING: MORNING

A rumpled bear of a man in his 50's, RUPERT ANDERSON, trots through the lohby
of an office building in Washington, D.C. _

(cont)



INT: OFFICE BUILDING: MORNING (cant) | (3a)
C) - ANDERSON
Bold that, will you, Freddy?

He reaches an elevator that's already cromded, but being held for him, all
the same.

He steps sideways into it, nodding and grinning to the DOZEN MEN inside.

' . -ANDERSCN
Hey, Preddy Tom. How are y'all today?

He stuffs his shirttails into his pants as he speaks, but he still manages
to look sloppy. .

Everyone grins at this huge man with his big smile.

PASSENGERS
Hey, Rupert. What's doing?

r ANDERSON
Well, I got a big appointment upstairs ttus moming.
With the Director himself.

Several of the passengers nod, inpressed.

With his grin, and his .cracke.r accent, Anderson is somecne they all like,

Allbutmmm; the natty young man in the back of the elevator.

His shoes are shined. The brass hardware on his briefcése gleams.

He doesn't smile.

(cant)




INT: OFFICB BUILDING: MORNING (ccnt)
When mpe.rt ANderson glances back at him, his own grin fades.
He ncds de.fera'xtz.ally to the tall young man,

ANDERSON
Mr. ward. ’

ward nods curtly.

Mr. Anderson.
The elevator doors close.
CUT TO:
INT: ELEVATOR: MORNING : |
~_When they open again, several men get off the elevator.

ANDERSCIN
Take it easy, gentlemen.

PASSENGERS
Take it easy, Rupert. Good luck upst:a.:.rs.

The doors close.
- CUT T0:
INT: ELEVATOR: MORNING
They copen again, and two more men exit.
This time, Anderson only nods goodee._
He locks a little uncomfortable this time, as the doors close.
INT: ELEVATOR: MORNING
‘And open again. |
 Two more men exit, leaving cnly Anderson and Ward on the elevator.
Ward glances at Anderson, and sa.ghs

Anderson starts rubbing his shoe against his pantsleg, try:.ng to clean it
. up a little, as the doors close aga:m.

CUT TO:

(4)



INT: ELEVA!OR' MORNING ’ | (5) |

—~ The doors open, and Anderson steps as:.de to let Ward out, first.

Then he follows the younger man to the huge caken doors at the end of the
hall.

He shakes his head, all the way.

CUT TO:

m-mms'xmr:mom

Ablackgovermmtsedanpullstoahaltmadustystreetmphuadelma,
Miss, : '{

Ward,inthepassmgerseat,,mllsdmhiswmdw' ",tospeaktomGLDMAN
in coveralls, sitting on a porch.
» VBFD
Excuse me, s:.r.Canyoud::ectnetoﬁaeshenff'
office?

The old man grimaces at Ward, at his accent and his suit and his car.

Then he nods toward a low white building at the end of the street.
Then he looks back at Ward, and spits in the street.-
Thank you.
Cur TO:
INT: SHERIFF'S OFFICE: AFTERNOON

WhenWardandAndersmcmethroughthescmmdoor, the'n-mE:E:DEPUI'IEs:.ns:.de
abmptlystop laughing. _

At the front desk, a huge man, DEPUTY CECIL PRICE, stares atthesetwonm:.n
’thea.rdaﬂ:sultsasttmghtheywerefmldaxs _ -

Anderson sniles, and leans dcwn towards him to murmr,
' - Atmzmm |
Tell the sheriff a Mr. Ward is here to see h.m, would : |
~ you, san?
Price gnnaces, and leans away fram Andersan, as though he smelled fumny.
Anderson's face hardens.

PRICE
If you a couple more reporters, you better move an out
of here.

(cont)
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INT: SHERIFF'S OFFICE: AFTERNOON (cont) » (6)
Anderson shakes lus head.

, PRICE
what's your business, then?

ANDERSCN
Just tell him Mr., Ward wants to talk to him, alright’

Price retumns his even stare, then finally stands and moves through a door
beside the desk.

Ward locks around, and walks over to sit down on a bench against the wall.
A mament later, Anderson joins him.
Price cames back into the room, closing the door behind him.

PRICE
He'll be out when he has the time.

_ WARD
Thank you.

Andarsm just stares at Price, evenly.
CUT TO:
INT: SHERIFF'S CFFICE: AFTERNOON

Ward and Anderson remain 'seated,. now with dark circles of pérspiration under
the arms of their suit jackets.

The door beside the desk remains closed.

'Ihecnlydlfferememﬁxerodnlsﬂxatﬂmerearenmseveralmsmthe
doorway, silently watching the strangers.

Anderson pulls out a handkerchief and wipes his face.
Price hides a grin. | | | ’ |

| CuT TO:
INT SHERIFF'S OFFICE: EARLY EVENING

thereareal:OZBdL&AISmthemnw;ﬂmtl'm, mdacm:plemre standing
outs:.de the screen door.

Which opens, to admit a YOUNG PHOTOGRAPHER, in sl'u.rtsleem, w:.th a boyish,
open face.

(cont)



, INT: SHERIFF'S CFFICE: EARLY EVENING (cont) N
Y Price colors when he sees the photographer.

v
_ PRICE
what the hell you doin' here?

The photographer shrugs.
I don't know. Nothin'.
He leans back against the wall though, clearly intending to stay.
Anderson fina]_.ly turns to Ward, to say quietly,
- ANDERSON
We been here an hour and a half, Mr. Ward Youwant
to go in and talktoﬂmenan’Oryouma Justs:.t
here on display? ‘
“Ward rubs his chin, and locks around the room.
WARD ‘
Well, you've worked in this area, before. What do you
_ think? Can we just barge in?
Anderson looks at him for a long second. Then he says,

ANDERSON . »
Lemme just take care of the arrnagements, okay?

WARD
Go ahead.

Anderson stands, and stretches. |
He tums and locks at the p}ntogn#xer;'who gms, winding film in his camera.
Ande.rsm nods to him, then ‘I:ums

And in two sw:.ft steps, reaches the shenff's door, and kicks it in, with a |
resounding CRAC!K

He shouts thmugh the opening.

ANDERSON
Get the hell out here, you backwoods sh:.tass'

Allﬂueedeputlesgodommthezrlmeesbemndtheud&sks,gmsdmm.

Outside t.he screen door, several of the lccals sudﬂenly have pz.stols or
shotquns in their hands, as well. ,

(ccnt)



INT: SHERIFF'S (FFICE: EARLY EVENING (cant) (8)

O Anderscn hears all this iron being drawn, and ignores it, glaring throughi:
R the doorway. :

The phtographer stands open mouthed, and starts to grin.
Ward remains seated, with his hands folded in his lap.
SHERTFF LAWRENCE A. RAINEY cames ocut of his office, red in the fabe.

RAINEY
Who in the hell do you think you are, boy?

Anderson reaches inside his jacket, and every qun in the roam gets coc:ked ‘
He pulls out his leather I.D. case. '
F.B.I.
" All the guns CLICK again, as their hammers are eased down. .
well, shit.
Anderson gestures to Ward, who remains seated.

ANDERSON
Special Agent Alan Ward. Sheriff Lawrence A. Rainey.

Ward still doesn't stand.

_ . WARD
Good afternoon, Sheriff. I want you to know I

appreciate your cooperation. Thanks.

, RAINEY
What?
'Ward then tums to ook coldly at Anderscn.

First thing you're to do, Mr. Anderson, is to find
sanene in town who can repair that door. And I mean,
immediately.
Anderson looks back at him, equally cold. But he nods.
Finally, Ward rises f:un'his chair.
Sheriff, would you mind clearing off these two desks

for us? Just for the day. By tamorrow, we should be a
‘little more established in town. _

_(cont)



INT: SHERIFF'S OFFICE: EARLY EVENING (cant) (9)

The sheriff reddens, but then tumms to Price.

RAINEY
Do it.

The lccals watch fram the doorway , eves wide.

The photographer looks from Anderson to Ward, unable to decide whose behaviour
was more remarkable.

Finally, he SNAPS a black and white photograph that includes both of them.
TTTLES '

Begin over the photograph, and continue over a montage other elegant, bla._k and

wh.1.te news photographs fram the pericd.

Starting with an image of Sheriff Rainey and Deputy Pr:.ce, waa:cmg the:u:
Adentical rolled-brim hats and polished six-quns.

and continuing with images of the entire backwoods cammmity of Nashaba Comty,

‘Mississippi, in 1964..
Remote, insular, poor, suspicious of modernity.

white men beside their pickup trucks, with Confederate flags across the back
windows.

A dirt poor farmer and his son, stan'd.ing,bythe sideofthemad, under a
defaced poster announcing the "Freedam ams\er" Negro Voter Registration Drive.

Black famers working a field with primitive equipment.
A black woman in tears as her son boards a bus, wearing a Marine uniform.
A crcwd of smiling wh:x.te faces outside a ’clapboard,chu:ch.

A dozen dull-faced Klansmen passing a bottle of bourbon around a roaring
fire, late at night. , ,

Several men at a bar, caught in silent, tocrt:hless laughter, as Chubby Chacker
does the Twist on tv behind them,

Ove.r this Jmage, the MAIN TITLE.
. MISSISSIPPI: BURNDG

FADE OUT:
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EXT: MOTEL: SUNRISE

Anderson and Ward and FOUR NEW MEN stand inthepé.r)dng lot of a motel.
ward refers to a file on the hood of his car as he speaks.
WARD
They were picked up for speeding, and then released
shortly after midnight, ac:corﬂ.mg to the Sheriff's
office. They were headed west..
Anderson coughs. Ward peers at him, then continues.

WARD .
There's cne road,but then two turn-offs. So we'll
work in three teams of two. House to house inter-
viewing. I want everyone in the area spoken to.
You mderstand’

The four new agents nod.
"Ward tums to Andersan again.
Do you have reascn to doubt the information the
Sheriff's people have provided, Mr. Anderson?
Anderson grins, and shrugs.
Ward tums to the four young field men.
WARD
My assistant was a sheriff in the state of Mississippi,
himself, before he joined the Bureau. Perhaps that ex- -

perience has left him suspicious of southern law
enforcement methods, in general.

Wa.rdtumsbacktoAndersai.

WARD
Is that it? g

anderson's easy grin fades. He shakes his head.
ANDERSON '
No, sir. :
ward nods. |

_ , WARD
Then let's get started.

- CUT TO:.




N EXT: COUNTRY ROAD: MORNING | S
(D Anderson sits in the passenger sea_t' of another gc\ie::mﬁmt sedan, grinning.
His driver, FIELD AGENT BIRD, is just as natty as Alan Ward.
Dark suit, striped tie, gold pin in his collar, and a little suede notebook
on the front seat beside him. -
Anderson can't get over it.
ANDERSON
- Where you boys learn to dress like that?
Bird locks over at Anderson's rumpled figure, and grins. : ;
. BIRD |
» Prep school, sir. And you?
Anderson c:hi.nkles.
‘Then he looks up the road, and his grin fades.
ANDERSON
Pull over.
. There's a FARMR an a tractor in the field up ahead.
This should be the guy from the vellow house.
| BIFD
;tsabouttmewefomdsarebodytotalkto.
Both agents get cut of the black sedan.
The farmer spots them, and stops his tractor in the field about 200 yards away.
He climbs down from it, andwa].ksaway, mtoﬂ‘mewoodsthatbegmatﬂue edge
of the field. |
Ande.rsmanda.i.rdseéhimdisappear, and they stop.
BIRD
What the hell was that about?
~ ANDERSCN
Let's try one more stop, alright?
He turns to walk back to the car.
Bird hesitates, then follows him.
(o | cur T0:



EXT: FARMHOUSE: MORNING ’ (12)

The black sedan pulls to a halt outside another farmhouse, and the two men
get out.

a BIRD
Hello, there. Anybody home?

" No one answers. |
They walk up onto the porch and peer through the screen door.

BIRD
Good morning. Anybody hane?

ll?anghﬂmescmmdoor, ﬂmeycanseeﬂmatsanecnesleftﬂmekltchmma
urry ,

There's a meal half prepared on the table; raw eggs in a glass bowl, an cnion
half diced.

ANDERSON
Darm.

-Anderson walks rlght into the k;'a:hen, 1ett.mg the screen door SLAM behind him. -
The sound makes Bird start. ' '

BIRD
Hey, you can't do that! What are you doing?

Anderson walks over to the stove, and turns off the flame under some butter
that's already started to sroke

Heglancesbackath;syomgpartnermtheothersxdeofmescreen,tha'l
walkspasthmw:.thmtanswe.n.ng

. o CUT TO:
'n'u.s time Andersan dnves, very fast

Bn.rdhangs anto. the dashboard with cne hand, while t.tymg to make notes in
his suede notebook with the other.

He locks up abruptly when they pass a fanﬂmse.

BIRD
where the hell are we going? Sir?
ANDERSON

Visit a couple old friends of mine. Better than wasting
- our tute where we ain't welcame. Am I right?

(cont)
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EXT: COUNTRY ROAD: MORNING (cant) (13)

| BIRD
Hall, what about the rest of the pecple we're

supposed to try and interview?

Andersan turns to look at him.

ANDERSN
Just put a bookmark in there where we left off, ockay?

CUT TO:
INT: MOTEL ROOM: NIGHT '
The six agents. sit in Ward's motel roam.

Ward is angry, staring at Bird, who loocks back at him with the placid eyes
of samecne who's had a few drinks.

- WARD :
Do you want to tell me what possessed you to abandon
your duties this moming, Mr. Bird?
Bird glances over at Anderson.

- WARD
Be woni't help you.

Bird locks away then, and unfocusses his eyes a little.

BIRD .
Our original plan wasn't panning out, sir.
: WARD
Wasn't panning out? After two hours, you decided that
the plan wasn't panning out?
Bird swallows.
Suddenly, ane of the OTHER AGENTS stands, locking out the window.

' - CARLISLE
" what the hell is that?

They all stand, and move to the windows.

Then reach for their weapons, under their suit jackets, and head towards
the door.

As the PHONE RINGS.
Only Anderson noves m that direction, as though he'd been waiting for it.

(cont)



INT: MOTEL ROOM: NIGHT (cont) | (14)
But first he grabs Bird by the shoulder, stopping him in the doorway.

ANDERSON
That was a good answer.

j . BIRD
Thank you, sir. ‘

Bird then races out after the others.
Anderson picks up the phone.

ANDERSON
Rello?...This is me. Whatta you got?

He edges around to gaze out the motel room window as he listens.
He watches the HUGE CROSS BURNING ON THE MOTEL LAWN. _
'and the figures of the other F.B.I. agents, racing arownd in the glow.
He sighs, 'and shakes his head

CuT TO:
EXT: MOTEL: NIGHT

Anderson walks slowly oat into the m.ght, squmtmg against the glow of the
flm. :

WhenhespotsWardtmttingby,hereé:hawtbog:abhisam.

ANDERSON
Rey, boss. C'm'ere for a second.

' WARD ‘
let go of my arm, Mr. Anderson. .

..
P S

-

Anderson CHUCKLES, andwalksWani whethe.rornot, t.oa svpctd::ectlym
front of the burn.mg cross. ,

Hestopss:thattheir_backsaretoit,andtheirhuge shadows dance on the
facades of the hames across the street.

Ward sees Andersaon's delight in this effect, and finally jerks his arm away.

: WARD
What the hell kind of game are you playing, now?

Anderscon doesn't even lock at him. He just says quietly,

(cont)




EXT: MOTEL: NIGHT (cont) | | (15)

ANDERS(N
I just got a call from an old pal I had a drink with
toady. The Superintendent of a Choctaw Reservation
near here. He sympathized with our problem.

Anderson grins.

WARD
so?

ANDERSON
Sc he told his pecple to -keep a eye out, and cne old
trapper just came in to say he found a burned-out
Ford wagon way back in the swamp. The Bogue Chitto.
Ward stares at him.

WARD
Then let's go.

Anderson takes his arm again. From a distance, it looks like a friendly gesture.
 ANDERSON
Nah, there's pecple watching us right now. See how we
liked their little show. Inalu.n:orso,wecanqoaut
‘the back. Do our business in private. Okay with you" _ \‘
ward sniffs. This is ha.'r:d for him.

WARD
Yes.

He holsters his\pistol, and waves his men in fram the street. '

WARD |

Came on back, gentlemen. merewmtbeanyﬂungmrﬂm ;
finding, out there. . ‘
|

\

CUT TO:
EXT: SWAMP: MIDNIGHT

AN OLD INDIAN moves through the swamp in the dark, stepping deftly from
tree trunk to tree trunk.

Behind him, the six F. B I. men follow alcng, torches wavmg crazily as they
struggle through the muck.

Andersm looks back at Ward and Bird, up to the knees of their elegant suits
in swamp water, and he grins.

~ (cont)



EXT: SWAMP: MIDNIGHT (cont) (16)

‘ ' INDIAN
O See? I tole him.

Anderson hears this, and splashes ahead.

- He t.rams a flashlight an the burmed out hulk of a station wagon, up to its
doorposts in brackish water.

The metal of the roof is pure white, and crazed wildly fram what must have been
an extremely hot fire.

The old indian stands back cn a log, and shakes his head.
vhrdsplasheanhtuptothewaqm,chestdeepmthewater,andshmesa

light inside.
’ WARD
Sonofabitch.
ANDERSQN
WARD
Y&h. :

- Carlisle lmkers down in the water by the license plate: MISS. H 25503.

CARLISLE
This is it.

Ward barks back at his men.

WARD :
You three! Start walking the area, in widening circles
fram the car. Shoulder to shoulder. I'mgamafmdthese
goddam bodies if it kills me. Bird!

, BIRD
Take a car, and oo on back to that farmhouse a % mile

back. Ask to use their phone., I want 50 men here by
sm=-up. You understand? _

. : BIRD
Yes, sir,

He starts splashing away. Anderson vcalls quietly after him.

(cont)
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EXT: SWAMP: MIDNIGHT (cont) o 1n

ANDERSON
Ask nice. Then show 'em your gun.

Bird grins.

Suddenly, there's a big SPLASH near Ward.

The old indian has just leapt into the water, machete flashing.

He comes up holding a water mocassin by the tail. It's head's gone.
Ward looks back at him and nods.

. WARD
Thank you.

CUT TO:

. EXT: SWAMP: MORNING

FIFTY NEW AGENTS now move through the swamp, slm:ldartoslmlder,acamning
every square foot of terrain.

The entire area is roped off, all the way back to the dirt road.
Anderson makes his way back there, clothes covered with mud.
¥hen he gets within sight of the road, Carlisle calls out to him.

. ’ CARLISLE
Sir? Mr. Anderson?

ANDERSON
Yeah? _

Hewalkswertwardsﬁme:ope,andseesimrediatelyvﬂntﬂzeprd:lanis.

m:eyandmceamﬂmere,mthemddleofammmwmm
PRESS.

They're cbviocusly angry.

ANDERSON
, Can I help you gentlemen?
Rainey seethes. |
RAINEY

What the hell's goin' on, here? I had to hear about
this from ny wife's brother, happens to live up here.

(cont)
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EXT: SWMP: MORNING (cont)
Anderscn smiles a tired smile, and lifts the rope.
: ANDERSCN
A Hell, Sheriff. If you'd'a known where it was, would
you have rung me at my motel, first thing?
Rainey peers at Anderscn. Price colors.

PRICE
What the hell's that supposed to mean?

Ward walks up behind them, also looking exhausted.
WARD

Glad you're here, gentlemen. Came cn, and let me show

you what we've got.

The Sheriff finally tums to ncd at Ward.
Alright. And the Mayor wants me to tell you you're
invted to dinner up at old man Ramsay's, tonight.
You and your man, here.

Anderson CHICKLES at the éhmght.

Ward silences him with a 160!(.

WARD
Well, that's just fine. Now, let's get to it.

Anderson raises a hand.

ANDERSON
Mr. Ward, would you like a photographer back there
with you, now? Get a picture of the group of you,
finding the car? _

‘Ward }looks at the sheriff, then nods.

why not? We'll take oneman back there with us.

c:wd

(18)

 Anderson nods, and waves to the boyish photographer to came ahead through the

He hurries under the rope, and winks at Andersm, then follows the group of

lawmen into the swamp.

. Anderson watches them go, with a smile.

Then he tums to Carlisle.



EXT: SWAMP: MORNING (cont) , - Q9)

ANDERSON
You gotta know how to stroke these folks, sametimes.
You know?
Carlisle grins.
CARLISLE

Yes, sir.
CUT T0:
INT: DINING ROQM: NIGHT
A formal dinner for twelve, and the atmosphere is already strained.

AVMNKIIDOLDMNsnsattmheadofﬂ)etable,mthmmYORtom left,
mdAlanvhxdtohJ.snght.

At the other axiofthetable sitsSAMBGVERS, a sharp fea*l:.:.rednanwith
penetrating eyes.

He speaks with the declamatory cadence of a Baptist minister.

. BOWERS
I for ane believe that the events that are unfolding
here in Mississippi this sumer may well determine
the fate of ‘Christian civilization for centuries to
cane, ‘
He peers down the table at the two FBI men.
Ward looks Off into theflistance
Anderson watches as ATTRACTIVE BLACK-HAIRED WOMAN across the table.
who discreetly waves over a BLACK MAID, andwh:.@ers into her ear.
ﬁenaid_ﬂmnwesammdﬂmetablemrdsm.
X . . o
The question remains, ga':tlanen, are the enemies of
Christ...?

He stops peaking, while the black maid leans in front of him, to pour coffee.
He nods, Thanks, then continues.
BOWERS

Are the enemies of Christ enta.tled to the armed
protection of...?

(ccrli_:)
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INT: DINING ROOM: NIGHT (cant) _ (20)

MAID
Sugar, Mr. Bowers?

Bowers locks at her with practiced tolerance, and nods.
She sets the sugar beside his cup, ‘and moves away.
- Are the enemies of Christ entitled to the ammed
protection of Christian law enforcement officers?
Bowers sits back in his chair, with a bemsed expression.

'mderscn watches as the attracuve waman glances at the black maid wn:h the
subtlest of sniles.

The maid's face is a mask, but her eyes twinkle.

The attractive waman then looks d;rect.ly at Anderson, kncmng that he's
witnessed this by-play.

Bme:sham'tbeenawamofanyofit.

BOWERS
Mr. Ward, may I enquire what your own rel:.g:.m:s
affiliation might be?

Ward sighs, and shakes his head.

) WARD
Well, I believe that joy is the surest sign of the
presence of God. In the same way, hatred is the
surest sign of the presence of the devil.

He locks at Bowers for the first time.
And Mr. Bowers, you've been dressing up your hatred
in such pieties all evening that I should think that - :
anycne with any real religious feeling at all would be

Bowers bamused lock fadés. He starts to’color )

There follows a long e'xough pause that most of the wmm at the table lock down
at their hands, embarassed

The attractive waman locks at her hands as well, follcwmg fon'n, but she does
somordertom.deagrin .

. WARD -
And I'm an Episcopalian, for what it's worth.

' (cont)
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INT: DINING ROOM: NIGHT (cont)

Ward folds his napkin, neatly, and tosses it onto his plate.

‘Bowers shifts his weight, as if he might stand.

The old man at the head of the table nods to the mayor.
Who stands himself.
_ MAYOR

Perhaps we should take this opportunity to adjourn
to the library, where we can indulge ourselves in
Mr. Ramsay's fine cigars and liquor. Shall we?

The wamen all rise, immediately.

Ward remains seated, looking evenly at Bowers.

Rupert Anderson shrugs, impressed. He says, under his breath.

ANDERSON
well, dam. Wasn't that a truckload.

He stands, as well.

INT: LIBRARY: NIGHT

- Wward stands alone, in one cormer o_f the rocm.

Bowers stands at the other, surrounded by half a dozen guests.
Nearby, Andersen takes a cigar out of his mouth, and nods.

. ANDERSON
-Mr. Mayor. Gentlemen.

'Ihemyormvesxpr&sidehj;h,wiﬂunaineymdpriceinﬁm.
| o  MAYOR o
Mr. Anderson. May I say that I surely hope that with
your southern background, our local concemns will make
msexsetoyouﬂxmﬂmeysemto,toymwperior.
Anderson shrugs. |

Well, I think he's crazy, too. If that's what you mean.

The mayor smiles.

CUT T0:

(cont)

(21)




INT: LIBRARY: NIGHT (cont) | (22)

| (’) Perhaps you can help him to understand that our

B pecple dan't take kindly to ocutside interference.
They look upon the college students who've des~-
cended upon us this summer to encourage negro
voter registration as a substantial threat to their
way of lifife. _ )

Anderson waves off this concermn.

ANDERSON
Don't you worry, Mr. Mayor. I'm not here to change
the world.

MAYOR

Well, that's reassuring.

RAINEY
Bere, here.

Even Deputy Price smiles at this.

ANDERSON
I'm just here to catch same killers.

He takes a sip of his brandy, and smiles.
| ANDERSON
By the way, gentlemen, I wonder if any of you know
anything about Ku Klux Klan activity in this area?
What had been smiles on the faces before him are now only masks.

MAYOR
What makes you ask that?

| ANDERSON

Oh, we had a little display at our motel the other
night. Not that it amounted to muxch. _

' The mayor now looks at Andersan very coolly.
Bm. Perhaps you should take this kind of thing
seriously, Mr. Anderson. As a sign of the strength
of the feelings we've been discussing.

Deputy Price nods.

: . PRICE |

Maybe you should take it like a warming.




INT: LIBRARY: NIGHT (cont) o (23)
(D Anderson's easy smile fades. |

ANDERSCN
And how should I take this little get-together?

PRICE
Take it any way you like.

The mayor looks from Anderson to Price, and once again intervenes.
MAYOR

Dccuseus,Mr. Andersan. Butmrl'zostseanstorequlre
our attentiane.

He bows slightly, and moves off towards the old man, Ramsay.
The sheriff and deputy move off after him. |
Anderscn watches them go, then downs the rest of his brandy.

When he lowers his glass, he finds himself looking right into the eyes of
the attractive waman.

She says quietly,

You asked after the Klan, Mr. Andersan. Aren't you
aware that our fellow dinner guest, Mr. Bowers, is
the Imperial Wizard of the United Klans of America?

Anderson's surprised expression makes the attractive woman squint, amused.
WOMAN

Pe.rhaps the FBI is not as efficient an orgamzaucn
as I've been given to understand.

| Anderson blushes slightly.

ANDERSON
Ikncwwhohe:.s, M'am, Iwasmlymrpnsedtohear
scamecne at a party like this say so out loud...Remind

me not to be surprised by anything you say or do, in
the future. »
Nwthemnblushes, in her tum.
And for a moment, they have nothjng to say to each other.
Finally, Ande.rsm gathers himself to ask,
e May I asks what is your own reascn for bemg here,
= this evening? ,

(cont)



INT: LIBRARY: NIGHT (cont) - (24)
She smiles. |
WOMAN
You mean, what pa:ra:m.l:.tary crganization am I
affiliated with?
Andersan smiles, as well.

WOMAN
I'm here with Deputy Price.

His smile fades.

A friend of yours?
WOMAN
No. My hushand.

She looks at Anderson so directly, now, trying to resd his reacticon, that
he's :rmmta:c:.ly nonplussed.

He loocks at the floor.

MRS. PRICE
Tell me Mr. Anderson, are you a fan of english trifle?

Before he looks up again, though, she's gone, off towards the dessert table

- in the far end of the rocm.

CuT TO:

. EXT: SWAMP: MIINIGHT

S:DRBSQFMENsea:daﬂxebog,mmgh;p—vaders and carrying torches.

The young photographer wades ﬂ'm:ugh the mxk with t.hem occas:.mally hghung
up t’ne dexse vegetat:.m with his flash. _

Mdersmstopsbyatreetostretchhlsneck, st:.llweamghista.efrunﬂle
dinner party.

Ward appears beside him, 1oo)n.ng equally exhausted.

ANDERSON
Maybe you should get same sleep, boss. This is gonna
be a war, you know.

Ward shakes his head.

(ccnt)




- EXT: SWAMP: MIDNIGHT (cont) (25)
e W
N No. They'll have to join us in the 20th century
scmetime. I'm sure they understand that.
Anderson grins, and shakes his head. |

ANDERSON
well...I'd say it's gonna be a war.

EXT: CHURCH: NIGHT
@2 the dead of night, the white shape of a backwoods church loams.
The United Negro Church of Philadelphia, Miss. |
In the calm scene, suddenly the SOUND OF SCAMPERING FEET.
. An EXPLOSTON rips the church apart. ’

_ CUOT TO:
EXT: ANOTHER CHURCH: NIGHT
The Meridian Baptist Church EXPLODES, as well.
In the aftemmath, we hear SEVERAL CARS START, and RACE AWRY.

_ CuT TO:
EXT: ANOTHER CHURCH: NIGHT
A car slows in front of a.nothe.r low church building.

Amleansouttlxebackmndm,mdﬁuwsmtamlotwcocktmlﬂatmrsts
on a windowsill.

. Flames start licking up the walls.
| CUT TO:
EXT: ANOTHER CHURCH: NIGHT
Three cars converge cn another church.
Caught in their headlights, a BLACK CARETAKER locks up and freezes.
SEVERAL MEN Grag him into the dariness, and beat him up.

While ANOTHER pours gasoline down the center aisle of the bu.:.ldmg, and
tosss a match to :Lt. :

CU'I"IO;



EXT: ANOTHER CHURCH: NIGHT | (26 and 27)

A car pulls away fram yet another church.
' silence. | |
The car returns. There's DRUNKEN LAUGHTER from inside it.
A MAN gets out, cuppihg a lit match :i.n. his hands.
He nms to a corner of the building, then races back to the car.
The car spin; its wheels, hurrying away.
Then this church EXPLODES, too.
| FADE OUT:
EXT: m: NIGHT
' A government sedan stops at the motel in Philadelhia, Miss.
“Ward and Anderson get out, and stretch.
Bird cames through the front doors to greet them.

BIFD
Welcame back, gentlemen. How was Washington?

Is everybody ready for us?

Bird's grin fades.,

BIRD
Yes, sir. There's cne problem, though.

A movement behind Bird's shoulder attracts Ward's eye.
A PALE LITTLE MAN in a rcbe moves into the doorway of the motel.

(cont) |




EXT: MOTEL: MIDNIGHT (cant)
His anxious wife stands behind him.

WARD
what is it?

BIFD
memmerofthemtel,sn.r Hesayswehavetobe
out by moming. .

Bird glances back at the qouple, as well.

BIRD
Apparmtly, we're bad for business.,

.Andersmgrms_

o WARD
Buy it from him,
BIRD
Pardon?
WARD

Buy the nntel, Mr. Bird.
Bird nods, and starts backing away, thex stops.

BIRD
Yes, sir. How high can I go?

Ward shrugs.
: WARD
whatever it takes.

’ WARD
And do it somewhere else. I don't want to talk to
’hjln-

Bird trots over towards the couple.

Ward and Anderson wait a fawmmts, then startwalhngtowards the enpty
doorway.

CUT TO:

(28)




INT: MOTEL DINING ROOM: NIGHT : (29)

In the motel's open dmmgmcm. mrethanaHmDREDAMSsztmthﬂmr
notebooks open.

Ward addresses them, standing next to a chalkboard, an which are two words:
| MISSISSIPPI: BURNING.
WARD
Gentlemen, as ycu've probably heard, I require
written reports, in duplicate, of every interview,
and every encounter. Every night, at the agents
meeting. ,
An UNHAPPY MURMUR moves through the roam.
ward waits for it to subside, then refers to the chalkboard.

WARD
The name of the file refers to the first of the
church burnings in the area, which predated the
disappearances by same weeks, and first attracted
the Director's attention to the area.

Again, Ward pauses, as his men make notes.
You all heard him on the radio this aftemomn. You're
all aware of the media attention our presence here is
attracting...May I remind you, finally that every agent
in this room will be expected to uphold the standards
of professionalism, and integrity, of which the Director

~ has became justly proud...Now, let's do it.
The agents r.i.ée, en masse.
Anderscn stands by the door, mummiring as they pass,

Remamber now, no smoking in bed.

The agents grin.
He winks his goodnights.
CUT TO:
EXT: MOTEL: DAWN .
A’fleet of black sedans moves mﬁ, one after the oﬂxef, into the countryside.
QNE AGENT directs traffic out of the parking lot.

(cont)
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EXT: MOTEL: DAWN (cont)

The bay:.sh photograpl'ﬂrclmbs a tree to record the image of this imposing
flotilla. ,

Then he clambers down again, to join Anderson and Bird at their car.

CUT TO:
EXT: FARMHOUSE: DAY
Bird ttries to keep his foot in a fammhous e door.
The WMAN cn the other side of it succeeds in shutting him out.

*  He tu.ms, shaking his head.

Andersan and the boyish photognpher lean against the car in the yard,
grinning up at him,

He finally nods.

, BIRD
Ckay. I admit it. I'm just as bad at it as you are..

EXT: ROADSIDE: AFTERNOON _
The black sedan pulls over to the side of the road in a cloud of dust.

anderson gets out' of the car.

(30)

He walks over to a wooden fence, to admire same striking wildflowers in the

comer of a cultivated field.
Bird and the photographer get out of the car, puzzled.
* BIRD
what's going on?
. ANDERSON
Nothing. , ;

Then Bird notices a BARREL-CHESTED BLACK FARMER and his 14 YEAR CLD SON,

walking through the field towards thanm.

BIRD
- ch.

Bird camences to admire the wildflowers, too.

(cont)



EXT: ROADSIDE: AFTERNON (cont) (31)
Suddenly uncamfortable, the photographer starts shooting pictures of the buds.
The black man arrives with his son, grinning widely.
’ BLAXCK MAN
Y'all bein' coo', over here, admirin' the Trumpet-

Pitchers. Like me and Mark ain't seen you camin',

two counties away.
Bird squints, not understanding what was said.
Anderson shrugs.

ANDERSON
Hell, nobody wants to talk to us. We'reredmedto
_ act:.n_' wily. o
The black man chuckles.
| ELACK MAN

I'm Terry Williams. This.is my son, Mark.

Anderson nods.

ANDERS(N
Agent B:er Timmy Akins. I'm Rupert Anderson.

The scon stares at the motographers camera.

MARK
Y'all wanna ta.ke my picture?

. 'The photographer grins, andmds

He moves around for a while, trying to get theka.dandtheflmsand
thesmlmedup. '

He.f:._nally takes a ;_tntograph, and everyme grins.
Then, at the sound of a CAR, they all tumn.
A beat-up Ford, a quéte‘r mile down the road, slows to a stop, u-tums, and

Taces away. -

Andersm tums back towatch the famer's reac‘:.xm.
Mr. Williams' l:.ps cane back fram his teeth. He spztsmthe:‘oad
Then he looks mtoAnderscnseyes, andsays eva'xly,
MR, WILLIAMS
Reasmnobodylltalktoyw;sﬂweyrescaredwhat
they say might get back to the law. _

(cant)




EXT: ROADSIDE: AFTERNCON (cont) | (32)
A\ Bird squints ance again. |

_ BIRD
what does that mean" We are the law.

- MR. WILLIAMS
Not around here, you ain't.

Andersan nods, his expression now serious.
He continues to stare evenly at Mr. Williams for a long second. Then he asks,

ANDERSON
" How come you're not afraid?

Mf. Williams returns his steady gaze.

. MR, WILLIAMS
How came you ain't?

"AMdersmﬂdnks"abmttlntasepmd, then grins.

'INT: MOTEL ROOM: Ni@-ﬂ‘
Andersan sits on a motel bed, lodcing through a black loose-leaf binder.

He's in a room with over a hundred identical binders, all labelled: MISSISSIPPI:
BURNING.

He closes the e he's got, and replacé it on the shelf.
He pulls cut another cne. This one's subtitled:

Local Authorities,
Philadelph.ia & Meridian.

He thumbs through the pages, stoppmgataplmtographofnameytoreadthe
biographical information below it.

He stops at another of Deputy Price, and does the same.

He thurbs through a fe&mte pages, then stops.

He folds out a yellowed newspaper photo, from the Meridian Sentinel.

A photograph of a local wedding, on the lawn ofabeauta.fulwh.:.teln:se.

In the middle of the photo, Deputy Price, mh;smlfom, and his wife, in
an ant:.que lace dress.




INT: MOTEL ROOM: NIGHT (cont) ' | O (33)
On the deputy's side of the pl'xotograph, all the USHERS are huge young men,

Anderson chews his lip, then pulls cut a notebook, and coples down eac:h of
their names, from the list below “he photo.

Then he stops and stares at Mrs. Price for a while.

CUT TO:
EXT: COUNTRY ROAD: NOON
tnce again, mdersch drives.

His hell-bent style ke@s both Bird and the ﬁ\otognpher hanging onto the )
door handles, for safety. | : )

Above the roar, Bird shouts, | a

' BIRD ‘
I thought you said it was time for lunch.
Yeah, maybe we should drop in on our friends here,
first,

He spins the wheel, and they slide into a dirt driveway, lead:mgtoawell-
kept little fa.mﬂ'xouse, just off the road

They pull up, and start to get out of the car.
When a pail hits the side of the vehicle with a BANG!

In an instant, both agents are out of the car, crouching, with their quns
drawn.

Frunthepomh,AmmmNglaresatthan ﬂmbackstlmghthescrem
door, let:tung it SLAM behind her. '

o . BIRD _ ' | :
What was that about?

Anderson str::aghtms, and holsters his weapm.
Mr. Williams comes out the door.’

WILLIAM
I apologize for my wife. She dm' like you bays.

The reascn :.s immediately clear .
As W:.ll;ans' s steps through the door, to take up a position behind his dad.

(cont)




EXT: COUNTRY ROAD: NOON (ccrit) | (34)

' - His left eye's campletely closed. His lips are puffy and dlscolored His cheeks
( J are one big bruise,

Bird grimaces. We hear the photographer's SHARP INTAKE OF BREATH.

ANDERSON
How'd it happen?

| WILLIAMS
They bl:.nds:.ded him last night. Walkin' hame from his
girl's house...One of his girls', anyway.
He tums to smile sadly at his son.
Mark starts to smile, then winces, and puts a hand over his mouth.

ANDERSON
Maybe we shouldn't came around.

Williams locks at Andersan, then tums back to his son again.

WILLIAMS
Well?

Mark looks at the agents for a secand, then says,

MARK
~ . Noffin' feef...

He stops, and covers his mouth with his hand, ance again.
N ' Then he leans forwargd, towluspu into his dad's ear.
Mr. Williams nods. |
WILLIAMS '

He says the only cne he's scared of is Mam. So;.fIcan

keep her out of rl:., we ckay.
Andersm lcoks ‘at Mark, and nods. |
The kid grins successfully. That is, his lips don't move, but his eyes shine.
The young photographer smiles at him. |

PHOTOGRAPHER
You want a picture to ranstbe.r:.tty"
'Ihe kid shrugs.
. , PHOTOGRAPHER
T You'll never loook like this, agzin. -

(cont)
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EXT: COUNTRY ROAD: NOON (cont) , (35)
Mark finally nods, his hand firmly over his mouth, preventihg that smile.

"Iheptntognﬁzerwa]ks’himcvertoanearby tree.

Mr. Williams watches, then turns to Anderson..
WILLIAMS
Maybe I'll ask around @ little for you boys, ammgst
my kind...Y'all dn't speak nigger so good, I notice.
Andersan shrugs and indicates Bird, with a glance.

ANDERSON
He does, but I don't.

Anderson looks up at him, deadpan.

Mr. Williams looks over at Bird, in his blue blazer and bow tie, and LAUGHS OUT LOUD.
- Anderscn says quietly, |

ANDERSON
Well, maybe we got same homework to do on our end, too.

cuTr _'10:
INT: MOTEL CORRIDOR: NIGHT |
Andersan hurries to keep up with Ward's rapid strides.
ANDERSON

D;dyculmcwﬂmat&nenff Rainey's had occasion to
shoot two negroes dead, in his law enforcement career?

Yes, I read that, too.

Arise"?
Ward grins.
WARD
That's impressive.
 ANDERSON

Can I check them out?

WARD
Them? ’

| (cont)
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INT: MOTEL CORRIDOR: NIGHT (cont) (36)

: ANDERSON
Him and Price, the deputy.

ward sighs.
When we have samething to connect them to the case.
For the time being, let's just stick to the program,
alright, Mr. Anderson?

Ward tums abruptly through the wide double-doors to the dining roam, where the
agents await the nightly meeting.

andersan stops by the door. .
mmhe,too,mlksinhdﬂiemn.
CUT T0:

" EXT: MIEI. NIGHT

The agents disperse after the meeting.

aAnderson paces on the porch of the main building, smwoking a cigarette, as
VARIOUS YOUNGER AGENTS pass him, murmmuring their GOCDNIGHTS.

When he's finally alcne, he stubs out his czgarette, and walks down the stq:s
into the parking lot.

coT T0:
EXT: WOODED ROAD: NIGHT

Anderson sits alane, in his car, staring at the beautiful white house fram the
newspaper photograph.

It's set back in the woods, away from the road.

"Ihere'are' pillars all along the front. - ' : "

The windows are lit, but the house is quiet, and there's no car in the drive.
Anderson gets out of the _qovenmmt s_edan, and closes the door gently.

" He walks up the gravel drivem'bo the door, and KNOCKS.

_ CUT T0:
INT: MRS. PRICE'S HOME: NIGHT |

In a beauu.fully appomted 11v:.ngroan, Anderson balances a cup of tea on his
knee,

(cont)




MRS. PRICE'S HOME: NIGHT (cont) (37)

INT:
'/j : Ms. Price smooths her dress with her hands, and looks expectantly at Andersan.
Anderson smiles gently at her.
MRS. PRICE
Is there anything in particular that you wish to ask
me about?
- ANDERSON

Yeah, I suppose there is.
She gazes evenly at him. |

Be looks around the room, atthedel:.catefum:.ture, at the china in the
china closet, at the doilies everywhere.

Then back at Mrs. Price, and at the lace at the wrists of her dress.

.ANDERSQI
'misisyt_: ur home, isn't it?

MRS. PRICE
Of course. :

She's a little bit flustered by the question.

~ Ber agitation makes Andersan become even more calm, as if you could make a
perscn settle down by example,
ANDERSON
I mean, wasn't it yours before you got married? aAnd
then your husband moved in?

Mrs. Price understands what he's asking, and blushes faintly.

- MRS. PRICE
i+ I'm sorry. Yes. It was. I...Things looked differently,
then. :
ANDERSQN

Is that right?
Mrs, Price looks at him, for a moment, trying to decide samething.
Then she says, more easily,
At that time, I believed Mr. Price would use his law
enforcement career to take us away fram this place,
eventually.

Aderson nods.

| (cont)
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INT: MRS. PRICE'S HOME: NIGHT (cant)

MRS. PRICE
As you used yours.

I'm not sure I got anywhere much better.

_ MRS. PRICE
I am. :

Anders locks at her evenly, then nods.

ANDERSON
Well...It's a beautiful hame, anyway.

‘MRS. PRICE
Yau're very kind.

Anderson glances around at the furnishings, once again.

- He smiles when he sees an antique Victrola, behind the couch.

: ANDERSCON
Can it handle the Beatles?

Mrs. Price smiles, and cocks her head.

MRS. PRICE
I'm afraid I wouldn't know.

Andersan looks at the floor, and nods.

Then he sets his teacup aside, and stands.

: : ANDERSCIN
Well, I have to be going.

Mrs. Price stands, as well, thoroughly puzzled.
At the door, she asks, lightly, a

MRS, PRICE _
Tell me, Mr. Anderson. Are all your official visits
this gracious? :
He smiles.
ANDERSON

No, m'am. It's strictly the company.

_Mrs. Price smiles,

| MRS. PRICE

(cont)

(38)
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INT: MRS. PRICE'S HOME: NIGHT (cant) | o (39)
Anderson 'tums away , into the night. |

. MRS, PRICE
Was this an official ‘visit?

He tums back.

. 2ANDERSON
I don't know, exactly. Would you mind if it wasn't?

Mrs. Price smiles briefly.

_ MRS. PRICE
Well. I dn't know, exactly, either.
Anderson nods.
| ANDERSQN
Fair enough.
éae gazes at him.
. MRS. PRICE

My husband sperds most of his free time at the Longhomn.
It's a bar in Meridian. He and his friends like it there.

Andersen nods, looking faintly troubled.

ANDERSON
Thank you. Good night.

'He turns, to walk slowly towards his car.

. | CUT TO:
EXT: COUNTRY ROAD: DAY
once again, Anderscn drives. Bird and the photgrapher hang on for all they're
Bird shakes his head.

BIFD
Another stop we're not to include in the report?

Andersen turns to smile broadly at him.

ANDERSON
Have I ever steered you wrong?

{cont)




EXT: COUNTRY ROAD: DAY (cont)

BIRD
Just watch the road...Sir.

Andersen laughs.

QT TO:

EXT: ROADHOUSE: DAY

They get ocut of the car in front of a ramshackle wooden building with a
sign above the door; THE LONGHORN,

Andersan nods to the photographer.

ANDERSON
Maybe you should wait sut here.

The photographer nods, unhappy.

-Bird murmrs, under his breath,

: BIRD
That's reassuring.

He follows Andersm into the bar, unbottoning his blazer as he valks,

Cur TO:

INT: THE LONGHORN: DAY

The entire rocm goes SILINT when the two FBI men walk in the door.
Andersan nads to Bird, who remains by the door.

Andersan sits down at a booth, across from Deputy Price.

Price nods; an expressicnless greet:'.ﬁg. |

Everycne in the place watches their table.

Andersaon kniles, gently.

ANDERSCN
I quess I'm in Klan country, huh?

Price doesn't say anything.

ANDERSON
And this is where you hang out.

Anderson shakes his head.,

(cont)

(40)
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INT: THE LONGHORN: DAY (comt) - (41)

ANDERSON
'Ihat s so sad, Cecil.

Price grins at the use of his first name.

PRICE
Dmtmtternmhmtyouguess ne way or the
other, does it? Rupert? .

He signals to the BARTENEDER to bring Anderscn a beer.

At which point, theoﬂmerpat:msmbacktoﬂm.rdnnks and their quiet
conversations.

Price waits until the bartender's génet:o say,
|  PRICE
Nobody around here's garma talk to you. Not the way
things are. So a guess is just a guess.
He smiles, again. Anderson shrugs.

ANDERSON
You're right about that.

Andersan glances arowund the room.

It's full of fammers and mechanics, in their work clothes; big men with tired
faces.

Then, from the bar, scameone makes a remark loud enough for all to hear.
DRINKER
Any Federal Policeman came cn my property, I'd shoot
him dead, and plead self-defense. You think any jury
in Mississippi would convict me?
Anderson looks at Price, eyes twinkling.

ANDERSON
Now we're talkin'.,

He gets up, and walks over to stand near the drinker at the bar.
who tums to look defiantly at ANderson, then tums back to his drink.

In that moment, Anderson rer:ogm.z&hmasmeofﬂ'xeushersfmthep!nto
of the wedding.

ANDERSON
Jimmy Bailey, where is your property, exactly?

(cent)
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INT: THE LONGHORN: DAY (cant) (42)
By the door, Bird's hand rests lightly an his belt buckle.
Bailey doesn't tum to look at Anderson, this time.

Anderscon looks back at Price, and shrugs; a broad enough gesture that everyone

in the room sees it.
Then Bailey matters,

' " BATLEY
You better watch your step in here, big man.

Anderson darkens.

He grabs Bailey by the scruff of the neck, and whips him across the roam.
Flat onto his back on Price's table. |

The roam is absolutely silent again.

"Bird has his qun out, held lightly, down by his thigh.

Anderson leans down to whisper, just loud encugh for Bailey and Price to hear,
ANDERSON
Don't you mistake me for same other body, now.
Samebody you can bullshit a little, and he's gomna
fade away.
He tums fram the wide-eyed Bailey, to meet Price's steady gaze.
Then he straightens, and loses his ferocious aspect in an instant.
He pulls out a five dollar bill, and drops it on the table.
He says aut loud,
Thanks for the beer. And thanks for telling me his name,
Deputy. I appreciate it.

He winks at Price, then locks around the roam at all the hard faces looking
back at him.

ANDERSON
Great bar. '

He walks to the door, and nods to Bird.

ANDERSON
Put that dingus away, will you?

He preceeds Bird outside.

CUT TO:




INT: DINING ROOM: NIGHT (43)
/D Anderson follows Bird into the agents meeting that night.
L

He stops at the door, when he sees that Ward is glaring at him.

WARD
Do you have any idea how mxh trouble you've caused?

Anderson looks. around.
Nomeelseinthemnmeetshisgaze. :

ANDERSON
Sir?

WARD .
Sam Bowers has been on the local radio station all
aftermnocn, talking about the brutality and the
intimidation tactics, of the FBI. I've received
calls fram the Mayor, fram the Lieutenant Govemor,
&ﬁ fm mmm' DQC.' tﬁﬂy...m can YQJ tEll
us how it comes to pass that you r bar visits don't
appear in your daily reports?

mdersm doesn't say a word.

He just looks evenly back at his boss.

Ward finally shakes his head.

| WARD
As of now, when you go out on assignment, I'll be
going with you. Mr. Bird, you'll be doing some filing,
- here in the‘ motel.
Ward tums to face therestofﬂmeagmts.

WARD
let's get on with our regular business.

- cur T0:
INT: APPLIANCE STORE: MORNING

Mdersmmtsbymedoor,asm:ﬁtalkstoammm,mﬂzeback
of the store.

Near the door, a 12 YEAR QLD in an apron eyes Andersocn, suspiciously.

Anderson scratches his neck, in such a way that his jacket falls open,
briefly revealing his pistol. '

(cont)
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INT: APPLIANCE STORE: MORNING (cont) ' (44)

The kid's mouth falls open.
Anderson grins. |
Fram the back of the store, the shopkeeper raises his voice.
_ SHOPKEEPER
Hell, no! And Idmthavetohaveymmhere,
either!
The shopkeeper turns to an OLDER WOMAN, who's waiting to be served.

: SHOPKEEPER
Excuse my french, Mrs. Tobin.

Then he turns to Ward again.

SHOPKEEPER .
Ncw,ymcanjustbemyourvay, scn.

HeshoosWardtma:dsmedooroftheslwp.

Anderson makes an effort to look dismayed.

vhen they get outside, the shopkeeper continues to follow them, several
steps down the sidewalk.

SHOPKEEPER
You heard what I said!

, abruptly, he lowers his voice.
SHOPKEEPER
If I were you all, I'd start with the dam sheriff's
office, and leave the good people of this cammunity
alae! '

He shakes his head, and goes back into his store.

Anderson lodlcs away down the road, as ﬂu:gh this hadn't made an impression. |

Ward watches him, nodding.

WARD
. Alright. You don't have to gloat.

Anderson raises his hands .

ANDERSON
D:.dn't say a word. Sir.

CU'I"IO
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INT: COURTHOUSE: DAY ' - (45)

In an interrogation room in the localcam:se,mdsztsbehmda lcng
table.

Anderscn stands behind him, against the wall.

A STENOGRAPHER sits beside him.

Across the table sits Deputy Price, with TWO MEN IN SUTTS..
Ward indicates one, with a nod.

WARD
wWho's this?

PRICE
My lawyer. Drew Connaught.

The stenographer types rapidly.

’ _ ‘WARD
' And this?
PRICE
My other lawyer. Tyrone Alden.
.
N Ymsureyouneedbothofttm"nu.smjustaprelﬁmnazy
interview.

Price grins easily.

PRICE
Better safe than sorry, though, huh?
Ward shrugs.
| WARD

You want to run through again exactly where you were, and
what you did, in the hours after you released the three -
young men?

PRICE
Sure.

CuT T0:
INT/EXT: OOURTHOUSE: DAY ‘
Anderscn looks out the window of the interrogation roam.
He wa‘oches Price wa’k down the courthouse steps with his two lawye.rs

e : . : ‘Cmt)
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M/m COURTHOUSE: DAY (cont) A (46)

A crowd of his CRINIES fram the Longhorn, including Jmmy Ba.xley, await him
beside his patrol car.

They mill around ,asking him rapid questimns, and slappmg him an the back.
Still seated at the long table, Ward sighs.
WARD
His alibi is solid, Mr. Andersmn.
Anderson nods. | “

Outside, Price opens ‘his patrol car door, and leans in to talk to sametne
in the passenger seat.

WARD
Of course, he did bring the two lawyers with him. In a
better world, you could indict him just for that.

-Outside, Price striaghtens, to shake same hands, and wave sane goodbyes.
‘Behind him, in the car, his wife's face appears.

She squints up at the courthouse windows.
Anderscn steps back into the room, and says,

"~ ANDERSON
Almost f:Lfty minutes of it h:.nges on his wife.
Ward nads.
‘ WARD
You noticed. -

mmdexsm:ewrnstothevdndw,intimetoseeﬂlepatmla;rpﬂlingmy.'

" WARD :
We'll cross-check everything, but...

He shakes his hea.d

WARD
' The chances of fuﬂingawmanw:.thgutsmatmm
llke msl..

He closes the file before him, and stands.

' WARD
Let's go retrace his steps, again.

CU'I"IO:
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INT: MRS. PRICE'S HOME: LATE AFTERNOON
ward sits an the couch this time, facing Mrs. Price.
Anderson leans in the doorway to the hall.
MRS. PRICE
Yes, that's precisely correct. He was here for just
under an hour. . ' '
ward ncods.
WARD '
You happened to notice the time when he came in, and
then again when he left?
Mrs. Price locks down at the floor,

MRS. PRICE
I watch the clock, Mr. Ward, Wives do, sametimes.

- when she looks up again, she looks directly at Anderson.
In her eyes, same kind of a plea.
Andersaon smiles gently at her.

WARD
Offhand, do you know the time right now?

Mrs. Price turns, and meets Ward's direct gaze with her own.

MRS. PRICE
No.

Ward nodé, again.
CUT TO:
EXT: OOUNTRY ROAD: DUSK ‘
The black goverrment sedan travels slowly dum a t;ee—lined road.
Then, it pulls over to the side, and stops.
At the wheel, Ward unfolds a map of the area, shaking his head.

WARD
She's a cold fish, isn't she?

(47)

Apde.rsm torns to look at him, but he's studying the'nap, and doesn't notice.’

_» ANDERSON
You sure you don't want me to drive?

 {cont)



EXT: QOUNTRY ROAD: DUSK (cont) ‘ (48)
- No, thanks. I've heard a lot about your driving.
‘He finally. pulls out into the road again, and drives slowly away.
. CUT TO:
INT: MRS. PRICE'S HOME: NIGHT |
~ Mrs. Price opens the door.

To find Anderson, standing with a bunch of the yellow flowers fram the side
of the road, in his hand. ‘

She suddenly camences to giggle..
Anderson colors.

- MRS. PRICE |
Gh, I'm sorry. I'm so glad you came by, but...

With ane hand, she takes the flowers, and with the other, Anderson's hand.

She leads him :.nto the k:.‘achm, where she finds a vase, and then into the
living roamr.

P

S MRS, PRICE
Do you know what kind of flowers they are, Mr. Anderson?

ANDERSON
Samecne told me they were Trumpet-Pitcher plants.

MRS. PRICE
Ys, that's quite right.

She sets the vase down on the piano, thexstepsbacktoadm:i.reit.

: MRS. pntcz
And they're very 1avely.

Then she turns to Anderson, wnable tosuppresshergnnawlmger
MRS. PRICE

Butﬂ)eyrecanuvom:s, Mr. Anderson. 'me:Lrstr:Jung
color is the bait, luring insects to their deaths.

anderson shaks his head, and grins.

' . ANDERSON
Maybe I could've picked a more appropriate gift, huh?

{cont)
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INT: MRS. PRICE'S HOME: NIGHT (cont) _ (49)

Mrs. Price shakes her head.

MRS. PRICE
On the ccnt.ra.ry, Mr. Anderson.

She still can't stop smxl:mg at him.
MRS. PRICE

The only question is, which cne of us is the beautiful

flower?
Her eyes twinkle.
- CUT TO:
EXT: GARDEN: NIGHT '
In a meticulously maintained garden,Anderscn and Mrs. Price walk, side by side.

MRS. PRICE
Do you have any interest in ga.rdaung, Mr. Andersmn?

' ANDERSON
I used to weed for my grandmother, when I was a kid.

Mrs. Price smiles.

MRS, PRICE
" I'm sure she loved to watch you.

. Andersan shrugs.

ANDERSON
I just remember being amazed at how tenacious weeds are.

Mrs. Price nods.
MRS. PRICE: '
and how del:.cate whatever you're trying to grow is. Yes.
It's the gardener's lament.
She reaches over to take his hand again.

' MRS. PRICE
Let me show you samething.

She 1eadsh:.maromdacomerm thegardm, into an area enclosed by ivied
trellises.

On the ground, lit by hanging lamps, is a labyrinth, grown out of miniature
shrubs, o _ ' . ’

(cont)




EXT: GAFDEN: NIGHT (cont) | ' ~ (50)

It turns elaborately upmn itself, hut, all the same, you can see right to the
center of it, as it's only 18 inches high.

It makes Anderson grin, and nod.

It's fantastic. It's great.

' Mrs. Price glows; this delicate little lady, standing with this big bear of
8 man.

r

‘Wayd shakes his head.

Then, abruptly, her grin fades, and she looks suddenly desolate.
MRS. PRICE
HBaving you here makes me feel that I've made a terrible |
mess of my life. '
Andersaon looks at her, and sighs.

ANDERSCN
mdstandmgnacttoywnakesnefeel like Ion Chaney.

Mrs. Price laughs out loud.

ACUI' T0:
INT: MEETING ROOM: EARLY MORNING
ward stands at the head of the roam, looking out over the assambled agents.

1s there anything else?

Andersan raiss'his hand.’

Mr. Andersm?

' " ANDERSON
Yes, sir. A confidential source tells me we should talk
to a negro called Toby Walker. I don't know what abaut.
And I don't have his address. Yet.

- :
l

Ward meds, gazing at Anderson with lowered lids.

» WARD
A confidential source?

ANDERSCON
. Yes, SiI.

, (ccnt.)



'INT: MEETING ROOM: EARLY MORNING (cont) | | (51)

/f\ There follows a2 long pause, dur:.ng which most of the agents busily drink theJ.r
N morming coffee. _ '

A couple of seats away fram Anderson, Bird looks at the floor, and gnns
de‘ TO:
EXT: SHACK: AFTERNOON |
WazdandAnde.rsm standintheovergrmnya.:dofannﬂamvmden shack.
On the porch is a young negro TOBY WALKER, with a sour expression on his face.
His hau"s cmked He wears a bnght red shirt, and tight Jeems He coo'
WALKER

They 'rrested me cause they said samebody done heard
me braggin' on havin' a date with a white girl.

WARD
Rainey and Price arrested you?

WALKER
Sure as hell.

WARD

And they held you in the jail till after midnight?

' WALKER
Yup. Then they let me go, and I walk ocut, and a car pulls
up, andeman say, "Get in". And there's four of 'em, so...
They drive me aroun' a long time, then they take me back -
in the woods, and they get me on my knees, and they tell
me they're gonna cut mah thing off, and then they hold a
- gun to mah head, and they say, "This is it, nigger.™ And
then they fire. But they don't shoot me, you know? I don't

knqw-why.
And they let you go at dawn.
WALKER

I had to walk more'n fi'teen miles hame.

And you're sure Rainey and Price saw the car pick you up?

' ’ WALKER
shit. They stood in the doorway and waved.

Ward nods, and tums to Anderson.

(cont)
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EXT: SHACK: AFTERNOON (cont)
- WARD
Okay. We can assume that's how it went in our case.
That just leaves proving it.
He turns back to Walker,

Mr. Walker, wo.ild you recognize the four men who -

kidnapped you? -
WALKER
Yup.
o
Will you testify against them?
WALKER

I already tole you, man. No way.

Walker shakes his head.

WALKER ,
Y'all wanna take on those ol' boys, y'all do it an
y'own.

INT: COURTHOUSE: DAY
Ward sits at the long table &gai.n, Clearly angry.
Andersan leans against the wall.
Across the table, Price confers in whispers with his two attomeys.
He finally straightens, and says out loud to Ward.
| PRICE

I don't have to say nothin' more. Y'all want to

indict me, youkrmwhe.retofmdne.
He stands.
His lawyers stand behind him.

He glares at Anderson for a moment, then leaves.

When the door closes behind them, Ward SLAMS his hand down on the table.

coTr TO:

(52)




EXT: (IIJ'RI!'!GJSE. ' : (53)

AMH&C!‘REPORIERScawe.rgesmPncewhm he cames through the courthouse
doors.

They SHOUT questions at him, all at once; their northern accents ringing out
in the quiet aftecnom

REPORTERS
Are you about to be indicted? Is there evidence
acainst the sheriff's office? Are you prepared
to ~cooperate in the investi.gatim"

He waves them off, shaking his head, and wades through the little crowd, down
the steps towards his friends, and his car.

Down below, Jim!ysailey, andSEVERALO'IHEIG, grimace at this display.
They start up the steps to meet the slow-moving group around Price.

v&xmﬂmeyamgphotographersesthsnmng,hehasﬂmeprmeofmmdto
. step off to the side,

Within seconds, a flurry of p:shing and shoving.
The locals knock down several of the reporters, and run off the rest.
The young puotograpﬁer snaps pictures of the fist-fighting, from a distance.

Just as quickly as it had started, it's over. The reporters are halfiay down
the block.

Jimmy Bailey shouts,

BATLEY
Go on back where you came fram, and leave us alone.

He wipes a trail of bleod off his chin.

The y@g photographer glances up at Anderson's face in the courthouse window.
CUT TO:

INT: COURTHOUSE: DAY

Ward and Andersan wal.k quickly through the wide corridors.

'memyortumsacomer, and stops nghtmfrmtof tbem, redmtheface.

 MAYOR '
Mr. Ward, I've cane tO0 register yet another camplaint.

'(cc.mt)
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INT: COURTHOUSE: DAY (ccnt_)
o what?
. MAYOR
I resent youvﬁublic pursuit of my police officers.
You've made every effort to implicate them in these
disappearances, and yet they're not charged with...

What do you know about it?

'Iﬁe mayor stops, surprised by ward's vehemence.
WARD
What do you know about their late night calls to their -
friends in the Klan?
The mayor's écpmsicn hardens.,
. WARD
Or do they call you, too, when they catch a negro they
want to harass? Or a jew they want to kill?

MAYOR
I don't have to stand for this.

Then don't came bothering me, anymore.

The mayocr takes a step backward.
' Ward walks past him, with Anderscn a step behind.

- ~ MAYOR
I know my rights.

QT TO:
EXT: TOWN STREET: DAY -
Ward and Anderson walk up to their black sedan.
Ward gets in the driver's side, and SLAMS the door.
Andersaon waits until they're underwmy to ask, |

ANDERSON
Did you have to _turrbl_e Walker to him?

WARD
Came aga.i.n?

(caont)

(54)




EXT: TOWN STREET: DAY (cont) (55)

Did you have to make it so clear to the n'ayor that
you knew about Toby Walker?

Ward looks up,and exhales heav:.ly.

' ANDERSON
You went all the way through the interrogations without....

WARD
I know what I did, goddammit.

Anderson stops talking.
Ward grimaces.

fmwm |
We know how itfwent. We know who was probably involved.
Nawallwened;ssanecnetogomthereco:ﬂmﬂu

o scme facts.
He turns to Anderson.
WARD *
wWho'd you get the tip from? :
- Anderson locks at him.

WARD
Who told you about Toby Walker?
ANDERSCN
Can't say.
Ward glares at him.
You're wanung through this, Mr. Anderson.
I'm being careful.
: WARD ,
You're going to protect these people?
* ANDERSON
Same. _
Ward grinds his testh, then mutters,
| WARD

You're another racist, yourself,

(cont)
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| . And he gets out of the car.

EXT: TOWN STREET: DAY (cont) : (56)
Anderson looks ahead through the windshield, eyelids at half mast.
ward slows to stcp at the one traffic signal in the town.
Anderson nads, and ﬁ:.ms to him.
» ANDERSON
And you're a dam fool, Mr. Ward. ereafool
for bringing an ammy down here instead of a squad.

And a fool for not knowing when to talk and when
to shut up.

»'me two men stare at each other,

Until Anderscn says,

I'l]l walk from here.

Cur 10:
EXT: MOTEL: NIGHT
Anderson sits on the motel steps with the young photographer.

They both smoke cigarettes, as the agents pass them by, saying their
goocdnights. '

When the last of them are cut of sight, Anderson stands.

ANDERSON
I gotta go. Take it easy.

Can I came with you?

Anderscn shakes his head. .

Then he wlks over to‘h.is car, and drives cut of the lot.

The photographer lights another cigarette, and watches him go.
A few seconds later, Ward comes through the motel doors.

The photographer watches him get into an identical car, and drive off after
Andersm. : .

- ' - ct:rm:



'EXT: MRS. PRICE'S HOME: NIGHT (57)

Ward waits in his car, parked fifty yards behind Andersan's.

He stares through the woods at the white house, glowing in the mocnlicht.
He gets out of hi.s car, and silently closes the door. -

He walks thmugh the woods to the side of the house.

He steps up to a lighted window.

Inside, in the living roam, Andersm stands in the middle of the floor,
shaking back and forth.

He's teaching Mrs. Price to do the Twist.

For a big man, he's extremely graceful.

Mrs. Price giggles at him, all the same, imitating him fram a few feet away,
trying to get it n.ght.

They're having a wonderful time.

Just audible through the window is a scratchy recordmg cf SHE LOVES YOU,
by the Beatles,

Ward turns away fram the window, and presses his temples with his hands.

He looks miserable, cut there in the dark.

Without looking back, he turns to walk through the woods again, to his car.
' CuT TO:

A car slows at the head of the drive leading to the Williams farmhouse. )

At the wheel, a FAT MAN IN COVERALLS.

memnmtﬁhﬁncmldmiybelﬂsm.

The fat man's eyelids drrop. |

He shakes himself awake, and pulls a shotgun up OFf the seat beside him.

A EIAST RINGS OUT, through the quiet countryside.

The car races away.

Through the shattered front windows of the Williams hcm:, you can see a hght
go on, inside.

CUT TO:
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D{T mmsszm JUST BEFORE DAWN

At'mbyihlke.rsshackbackmthewoods,anoldpmk—-upttwkstopsmthe

road.

A BEARDED MAN stands up in the truck bed,

He lobs a brown paper package onto the porch of the shack..

The pick-up roars away.

Nothing happens.

Riding down the dirt road on 2 bicycle, a NINE YEAR QLD BLACK KID stops.
He looks at the package with a puzzled expression, then calls out,

ELACK KID :
Did samecne throw samethin' an your porch?

‘The package suddenly starts to SMKE.
The kid gets on his bicycle, and takes off.

The package bursts into flame.

Within seconds, the whole porch is burning.
'Ibby?hlkc.rnméaromdthesideof the house in his red underwear.
He watches the flames, and shakes his heﬁd.

_ WALKER
Son a bitch.

CUT TO:

INT: BEDROOM: JUST BEFORE DAWN

-A PHONE RINGS.
THE WOMAN sieeping with Agent Bird grabs it on its first ring, and whispers,

MRS, BIFD
Yeas, this is Mrs, Bird. Dmtymlcmmtt:m
it is?

She listens for a few moments.

' MRS. BIRD
Who is this?

She listens again, and her expression hardens,

(cmﬁ) '



INT: BEDROQM: JUST BEFORE DAWN (cant) ' (59).
MRS, BIRD
Dmt,t.lmﬂctlunkyoucanscamne, you foul-
mouthed cretin. I hope you rot in hell.

She hangs up the phone, thm leaves the receiver off the hook, and puts her
pillow over it.

She lies back down, and just gets her head onto a corner of her husband's
pillow.

EXT: WILLIAMS HOME: JUST BEFORE DAWN

Mr. Williams, in his pyjamas, cautiously opens his front door.

He walks out onto the porch, and sits down in a rocking chair.,

He lays a shotgun across his lap, and leans back, trying to get camfortable.
| CUT T0:

EXT: TRACT HOUSE: JUST BEFORE DAWN

0n the lawn of a recently built hame, identical to the cnes on either side
of it, a CROSS BURNS.

On the porch, Agent Carlisle and his wife watch it bum.
Carlisle wears the same robe as his w:l.fe, enly he's got his shoulder holster

- ¢! oatside it.

Mrs. Carlisle wrinkles her nose at the smell of the fire.

You want coffee, honey? We might as well stay up.

Chrla.sle locks up at the reddau.ng sky, and ncds.

CARLISLE
Yeah. 'manks

CUT TO:
EXT: WALKER'S SHACK: JUST BEFORE DAAN |
The front half of the shack is now no more than clmrred wood.
SEVERAL ELACK MEN stand around, holding empty pa.lls.

Wa.lke.r moves through the smoldering remains of his home, stuffmg vhatever
looks salvageable into a duffel bag. _

(cont)



‘He finds Bird staring right at him.

EXT: WALKER'S SH'ACK JUST BEFORE DAWN (cmt) (60)
He shoulders the ba.g, and moves past the otl'xer men without saying a word.
He gets out onto the dirt road, and starts walking.

- INT: MEETING: NIGHT

Bird sits in his chair, lookmg at his notebook, and speaking loud enough
for everyone to hear,

BIRD
'Ihe caller said, "The next FBI man who drives into
Malton will get his head blown off.” Or wordsto that
effect...Malton is a little crossroads town I'd been
in, that afternoon. o)

He looks up from his notebook at Ward.

WARD
Is she alright?

' Bird nods.

WARD
Well, if you or anyone else wants to make arrangements
t0 send your wives back hame, let me know now.

No cne says a word.

Anything else? .
Aéain, no cne speaks.,
Anderson, standing by the door, looks out over the agents.

He sighs, and then asks Ward,

ANDERSON .
Sir, I think the men would like to know if there isn't
anything more...if there isn't a more visible response
| we might make to this kind of provocation?
Ward looks at him.

The silence in the room deepens.

‘Ward tums to his men.-

(cont)




INT: MEETING: NIGHT (cont) _ (61)
WARD .
Consider it an indication that we're getting same-
where, gentlemen...We'll procesd as we have,
He closes his black lodse-lqnf binder.
WARD
Only we'll work harder. We'll interview everyone
again, if we have to...That's all.
The agents stand.
|  QUT T0:
EXT: TOAN STREET: MORNING

Cnas;destreetmtam, Wardandmdersmwalkbackm:dsmcar
without speaking.

-Up ahead, agrmxpcrfW-IITEms scatter when they see the two agents caming.
Ward sighs, and shakes his head. '
When he reacehs for the car door, Anderson suddenly stops him.

ANDERSON
One secand.

He looks around, then breaks a branch off a nearby tree.

" He slowly opens the door of the black sedan, and shakes the branch under the
seat.

 He stands up and waits.
A thin black snake slithers out of the car, into the gutter, and dcm a drain.
Ward nods, and slides in behind the wheel,
' He waits for Anderson to get in on the passmger side, before he asks,
mm
Any stopsyoucanttmﬂcoftomkeﬂmtmghtbe
more fruitful than this?
Anderson turns to gaze at him, then finally nods.
- ANDERSON
Yeah, there is. I got a call this mnu.ng that m:l.ght
be samething. )

{(cent)
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EXT: TOAN STREET: MORNING (cont)
Ward nods, and puts the car into gear.

WARD
You want to di:ect m_e_?

EXT: WILLIAMS FARMHOUSE: MORNING

of their car.

mrdandmderscn pulltoahalt:.nﬂueyardof the Williams home, mﬂgeftmt'

Mr. Williams comes through the front door, grinning at Anderson.

WILLIAMS
Y'all got yourself a new sidekick, huh?

Anderson smiles.
ANDERSON
Mr: Williams, this is my boss, Special Agmt Alan Ward.
Mr, Williams shakes his head, and sticks out his hand.

_ _ WILLIAMS
Sorry. We more important than I thought.
Ward ‘shakes his hand.
_ WARD
Good mormning.
ANDERSON
wWhat do you have’ for me?

WILLIAMS '
Ain't me, 'allwanttotalktony s, m::k, about it.
He done all ﬂ'xemk

Anderson nods.
He's a goad kid.

, ' WILLIAMS
Gx' be a fine man.

ANDERSON
Where's he at?

WILLIAMS :
out playmg or something. He seen your car. He'll be
along.

CUT TO:

(cont)

(62)
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EXT: WILLIAMS FARMHOUSE: MORNING (cont) - . (63)
Within a few seconds, Mark appears, walking around the side of the house.
His face looks much better, although one evelid still droops a little.

Walking along with him, making a game out of keeping up with the bigger kid's

steps, is the nine year old who'd witnessed the Walker banbing.
CUT TO:
EXT: WILIAMS FARVHOUSE: LATE AFTERNOCN

That aftemocn, there are a DOZEN AGENTS around the perimeter of the Williams
They watch the road, and the woods, with their guns drawn.
Near the house, Wazdhmdsadi:&ypieceofpapertoanagmtnmmdm'lm.
There's a license plate number scrawled on it.

I want this license plate number checked against every

single name that appears da anywhere in our files. You

understand? I want to know who owns that pick-up truck.

Today.
Walton nods, and reaches into his car for the radio microphane.

WALTON
We'll have to re-assign some men, sir. There's over a
hundred volumes in the file,

vWhatever it takes.

Wardﬁmstohndersm,mﬁmﬂcshﬁnmstapsfmhﬂmqﬂmrmm.

I just want ‘to...Thank you, Mr. An .

Anderson shrugs it off. Ward shakes his head.

: WARD
No. It was your connection.

But they're your files.

Ward nods, and very nearly grins.
Anderscn leads him back towards the porch.

(cant)
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EXT: WILLIAMS FARMHOUSE: 1ATE AFTERNOON (cont) (64)
He smiles at Mark, who's sitting on a bench with the nine year old.

ANDERSON
Have you decided?

Mark tums to the younger kid.

MARK
'Member what I axed you?
The kid naods.
You gonna get ‘em? Or you gonna let ‘em go?

- BLACK KID
I'm gonna get ‘em. :

Mark tums back to nod at Andersm.

Yeah, he'll testify.
CUT TO:

" INT: COURTROOM: DAY |
.THE RUSTLING of many peopie standing, all at once.

AsJUSI’ICEBIAN’IQ\Tmlks in, eyemgthepackalcmrtmanandgalluyw:.ﬂaa

‘ scowl.

When he sits, everyone sits,
He calls out,

JUSTICE BLAM\'N
'Ihe defmdants will rise.: .

mmmdoso, atthede.fensebunh

'n'xebea.rdeﬂnanvmo'dﬂmthebarb, SATCH SELMON, andhisthreepartners,
m!mm,mﬂmommm :

The Judge peers at them,

And at their:awesane amy of weapons, neatly tagged and. chsplayed an the
ev:.dence table; rifles, hanguns, autumt:.c weapons, grenades, and dynamite.

Then he g].ancm at Toby Walker, sitting at the prosecutor's table, and behmd
him at Wa.rd and Anderson, in the first TOoW.

(cmt)
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INT: COURTROOM: DAY (cont)

'He scans the gallery, filled with WORKING MEN in t-shirts, and coveralls.

He scowls at everymne in the room.
Until, f:.nally, the place is absolutely silent.
Then he starts to speak.

‘ JUSTICE BIAN'ION
In this comtry, a man's hane is his castle. ‘mat'

cne of the principles by which this camumity survives.
You men have done viclence to that principle. You men
have let this camunity down. But I want you to under-
stand that the Court appreciates the fact that what you
have done, and the crimes which you have comitted, have
been, to some extent at least, bx:wghtabwtbywts:.de
influences...

‘ _ JUSTICE ELANTON
There have been cutsiders came into your cammmity, and
they have been umwelcame, and their presence here has been
unnecessary, and they have been, insofar as same of them
are concerned, at least, people of low morality, and un-
hygienic, and their presence here has provoked a lotof
people...

The murmairing grows.

- There are now whispered conversations aidible all over the Press section.

Ward starts to rub his temples with his fingertips.

The judge ‘BANGS his gavel several times, then continues.

JUSTICE ELANTON :
A&memtmﬂusmﬂs-mﬂmtcmgm,nmﬂ "
you- that the crimes to which you men have pled Guilty
were to same extent provoked by these outside infliuences,
So with all this, I am going to make your punishment
light. I am going to sentence you each to five years
imprisonment. And for the following reascns, I am going
to suspend these sentences...

Before he can say ancther word, the ent:.re press section rises from its
seats as one, and bolts for the back dcors and the telqim;s.

'Ihecourtroan:.smmuproar

'Eve:ycne in the gallery stands and CHEERS.

The four defendants SHCXJT_and clap each other on the back.

(cont)

(65)
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~ Anruptly, he leaves the rocm.

INT: COURTFOOM: DAY (ceont) : : (65)
The judgé. shakes his head, and methodically POUNDS his gavel. |
Toby Walker tumns arond to glare at Alan Ward.

» WALKER
Now, can I go?

Andersan taans away, and spots the young photographer, comcra-legs , still
seated in the now empty press section. '

With hand signals, he indigates that somemne tock his camera at the door.

Anderson nods, sympathetically. |

The judge still PONDS his gavel,"shwing no signs of tiring.
cmfett:.ramsdammAlanmrd, trmumbymemﬂwgallery,

i:p above.

CUT TO:

vardstarﬂsalmemthemddleofhlshotelrom,w:.thh:.shandsmhls
pockets.

He watches a smkyblack and white tv, asamrnmssmmmspeaks
fram the Capitol steps in Washington.

Mississippi justice is a disgrace to this nation.
Such a decision sinply gives a license to lawlessness
and violence. ‘

A NEWSCASTER follows the taped interview.
| NEWSCASTER

Reaction to the verdict has been esiiiiip strong, in
other parts of the country; fram an all-night, candle-
1lit vigil at St. Patrick's Cathedral in New York City,
to an explosion of racial violence in the Watts neigh-
borhood of 1os Angeles.

ward no longer watches the tv.

Instead, he locks out the window into the darkness.

CUT TO:




EXT: MOTEL: NIGHT

He steps fram the shadows of the parking lot to intercept Andersan.

 Anderson stops, and looks écpecta.ntly at him,

W;u:d shrugs.
. , WARD
Good evening.
Good evening. »
WARD

Did you hears Bowers on the radio? The Klan's going to
hold a publ:.c rally to celebrate the verdict.

Andersm s:.ghs

ANDERSON
m .

Ward nods, and locks Off into the distance.
‘WARD
I got a telegram from Washington. The President wants
to send in the 82nd Airborne. To "reétore order".
ANDERSCN
You're kidding. .
ward locks at him. He's not k:.ddmg
WARD
APparently 71% of the American people think it's a
good idea...I'm supposed to send him my assessment
of the prospect.s of an occupat.'n.m, tuught. :
Anderscn BARKS a lawgh; one syllable. A harsh sound.
Ward nods.

WARD
SRR Do you know hov to spell
ﬂut’Imghtbeabletousetlmtmmyamwe.r
' He smiles. Anderson chuckles.

Then Ward looks away agam, mtar:.ly dsolate.

(cont)
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EXT: MOTEL: NIGHT (cont) “ (sa')

If we could just find the dam bodies.

Andersaon nods, and looks away as well.
ANDERSON
Yeah...Listen, I gotta go meet somebody for a drink,
s0...Good night.
Ward nods.

WARD
Good night. |

He watches Anderson get in his car and drive off.

Then he walks back into the motel.

CUT TO:

EXT: WILLIAMS HOME: NIGHT

late that night, sevmlcarscoastmastopinfrmtofﬂteWillimfamhouSe.
For a while, they wait in silence. |
Then their passmgers get out, sy shouldering rifles and shotguns.

'mefatnnnmccveralls,andthebaudedm. Satch, both step to the front
of the group. .

Jinmy Bailey joins them, hiding the flame of a lighter with one hand.
They heave sticks of dynamite onto the porch. '
The rest of them FIRE SEVERAL SHOTS each.

Then they all pile pile back into their cars.
The front of the Williams hame explodes.
The cars take off.

_ CuT TO:
INT: WILLIAMS HOME: NIGHT | |
In'a bedrocm, Mr. Williams has a hand en his scn's shoulder.

He speaks in a fierce whisper. You can see the white all the way around his
eyes, _

(c_:cnt)f
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INT: WILLIAMS HOME: NIGHT (cont)
You take Mom out the back way, y'hear? Get the hell”
back in the woods and stay there. I'll cover you.
Mark nods, ivide-eyai. '
His father steps carefully back into the already-burning living roam.
He shoulders his own shotgun, and then SHOUTS at the top of his lungs.

Cane on in here and get me, you cowerin' dogs!

‘HemﬁlsmmGLNatﬁuemdwmlmggme.

He reloads, and camences to SHOUT again.
_ WILLIAMS
Cane on! You ain't gonna nun me!

‘He FIRES AGAIN, standi.ng'jn thg nﬁ.ddle of the hmung room.

CUT TO:

EXT: WILLIAMS HOME: MORNING

.Once again, there are FBI AGENTS all ove.rthegruxﬂs
. This time, though, the famhouse is just smoking ruins.

Ward and Anderscn stand under a tree with Mark Williams, who's wasermg a
dark suit.

- WARD
You sure you wen't let us relocate you? We'll find
you a place somewhere else. Maybe in the midwest?
Mark wrinkles his nose.
MARK

The midwest...No. My mom wants to stay, so...She in
charge.

He smiles, . -

Anderson nods,

. ‘ ANDERSON
I'm sorry, Mark. -
Mark shakes his head.

(cont)
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EXT: WILLIAMS HOME: MORNING (cont) ' _ (700

_ MARK
. He was a fighter. Scmetime, you lose.
He shrugs.

Don't mean you can quit.

He locks out into the field at his mom, 4who's standing alone.

I gotta go stay with Mom, okay?

He walks away, '
Ward watches him go, then turns to Anderson, and nods.

WARD
It's time., Right?

FMdarsm locks at him, then stuftshlsgazetoﬂme kid andh:.snm, mtmthe

blackened field.

ANDERSON
How do you mean?

- WARD
We have to know everything Mrs. Price knows. Before
anybody else gets killed.
Anderson turns to gaze evenly at Ward again.
Then he ‘sha.k&s his head. Then he stops.

. ANDERS(N
Yeah. It's time,

S  cur.T0:
EXT: FIELD: NIGHT
The Ku Klux Klan's public rally locks more h.ke a conty fair than anything
else, ’

More than TWO THOUSAND PIOFLE stroll around, buying fried food and corn
wru.skey at makeshift booths.

- WOMEN push baby carriages. MEN carry LITTLE KIDS on their shoulders.

GROUPS CF COUNTRY GUITAR PICKERS stand around playing together.

(cq'tt)




EXT: FIELD: NIGHT (cont) ‘ | (71)
The whole scene's lit by torchlight, though.

Andevexydozmyu'dorsostarﬂsammAW!mm,w:.ththeredcmss

. of the Klan stencilled on it, and a bax labelled CONTRIBUTIONS by his side.

Fran the far end of the field, Sam Bowers' stentorian vo:.ce rings out over
the P.A. system.

BOWERS

- These northern students, and their athe:.st-camm;.st
bosses. . .who came into cur canmmmnity this sumer, with
the wish to destroy it...this week have taken a terrible
blow...This week, their cause has been crippled...This
week, all these Federal Policemen you see out here taking
nurbers., . ,This week, they have seen that they are powerless
against us...if we stand together..

Ammwmznsﬁfmﬂucmustaﬁngwﬂmspeech.

While, in the impromtu parking lots surrounding the field, WO HUNDRE) FBI
AGENTS more slowly around, taking license plate nmbers

‘Alan Ward stands amongst them, arms folded.v
 He watches the HALF DOZEN KLANSMEN, robed, but hoodless, who stand watching

him.
Bowers continues,

BOWERS
This week, in the courts of Mississippi, they have been
reminded...that they cannot by force make our cammmity
into a replica of their camumities...In which negroes
riot, unrestrained, and unpunished...As they do this summer,
in the streets of Harlem, and in the streets of watts, and
inthestreetsoankland, and in the streets of Chicago...

'Ii'lEAPPIAIJSEHJ]IDSCDCEAGAJN

At the edge of the crcwd of listeners, mpe_rl: Anderson stands.

He gazes at the speakers platform, where the guests of honor sit on folding
chairs beh.md Bowers,

The four men accusedmthe%lkerhmbmg, aHALFDOZDJOmERS, and Cecil
Price. _

Anderson locks around ance more, then turns away.

He walks back towards the parking lots, and the fleet of black gcve.rxmt
sedans, _

CcuT To:




INT: MRS. PRICE'S HOME: NIGHT i (72)
In Mrs. Price's living roam, the sudden silence is striking.

-Andersaon sits on the couch, with his elbows on his knees, and his hat in his
hand. : : .

Mrs. Price sits close beside him, eyes downcast.

ANDERSON
- Things have changed.
MRS. PRICE
I can see that. : :
ANDERSON

I can't came around anymore,
She looks at the side of his face.
ANDERSON :
They know I talk to you. They know you tell me
things, If I keep on... _
MRS. PRICE
I'm not so afraid as you might think.

ANDERSON
I am, though. I'm afraid.

Mrs. Price nods., Her eyes srﬂdenly\mistm;

She leans towards him, putting her face in the hollow of his neck.
He tumns, to take her in his amms.

Over her shoulder, we can see his eyes, also wet.

His lips move, silently, as she begins to caress him.

It's odd to ﬂ»é.ee ‘him handling her so gently.

Heseersbigmwgh.tocrushhet:‘nhisam, but he touches her as thoush
she were a doll.

She whispers to him,

: MRS. PRICE
Ccme upstairs with me...Just this once...Please,




~

INT: BEDROOM: NIGHT

Mrs. Price lies in the bed, alone, holding her ams across her breasts.

Her black hair is spread ocut along the pillw;’.

- The badclothes are all over the floor.

She watches Anderson dress, in the half-light.
He puts on his shirt, and his tie, without ever loocking at her.
When he slides his shoulder holster over cne amm, she says quietly,

MRS. PRICE
Myhusbanddrcvemeofthethreecarsﬂntmght.

Anderson stops.
She winces, having heard herself say it.
MRS. PRICE
I could never testify to that. You'll have to pmve
it otherwise,
Anderson sits down at the foot of the bed.
His shoulders slump. He seems suddmly drained.

» MRS. PRICE
Icantellyoumehardﬂmmg though. The bodies are
buried an Owen Burrage's farm, Under a dam he was building
at the time,

Anderson turns to her,
He makes as if to speak.
She holds up a hand, and smiles.

Shhh. Just go.

He nods.

‘Then he stands up, and puts on his jacket.

CUT TO:

(73)




EXT: BURRAGE FARM: DAWN . | | (74)
THE ROAR OF TWO TRANSPORT HELICOPTERS is overwhelming. |

‘They hover in tandem; suspended beneath thsn cn heavy steel cables is a
huge earth-moving machine.

They set it down gently on the grass-covered top of an earthen dam, where
TWO SCORE FBI MEN are waiting. _

They're all axmmed with shovels and spades.

In the meadow below the dam, and along the stream above it, AWIHERME:ORE
agmts, these men amed with autamatic weapcns

Off to the edge of the meadow, leaning agminst his car, alone, is Andersen. ‘ i

He watclhs the young photographer, who's taking pictures of the airborme
arrival.

then the heavy cables are f:'nally worked free of the earth-mover, the choppers
spull away abruptly. -

They stop over the meadow, and hover in the air.

From the top of the dam, Ward waves to them: Thanks.

Within seconds, they're gone,
cuTr T0:
EXT: FARM GATES: NOON _ }
A black government sedan pulls to a halt, inside the front gates of the famm.
Alan Warﬂ gets out. '
Immadiately, SEVERAL DOZEN VOICES SHOUT quetims at him,
RE'EORJ.'.ERS
- Is it true that you've found the bodies? Who gave you
the information? Is there a Mister X?

Ward holds up his hands, and the crowd of reporters being held cutside the gates
by FOUR ARMED AGENTS ﬁnal_ly‘ quiets down.
| WARD |
This is a crim¢scene, gentlanm When we get what we
came for, you'll be allowed in. )

The SH(IJ'I'JNG starts again, instantly,
Ward gets back into his car,A and drives back through the meadow.



. EXT: BURRAGE FARM: IATE AFTERNOON ) _ (75)

Bythemdoftheday, a v-shaped slashmtheredclayof the dam steams
in the Mississippi sun.

It's like an open wound in the earth; twenty feet Qdeep.
The agents are in the pit, digging by hand.

Bird works in the middle of the group, still wearing his shirt and tie
under his coveralls, although he's campletely scaked with sweat.

He shouts,

BIFD
Stop! Stop!

He scrambles on his knees in the bright red clay.

The rest of the agents move towards the spot where he's work:.ng

He digs with a hand trowel, and uncovers, bit by bit, a rotting humn amm.
He works feve.fishly, with a terrible grimace on his face.

Aftar a few seconds, theagmtswho'dmuptornvm:cverhimhavetostep
back a few feet. ,

Bird keeps working, although he's starting to make scme STRANGE GROANING NOISES.

2Anderson finally steps up, and lifts Bird to his feet by his collar, and taku
him off to the edge of the crowd, where he immediately starts to vamit.

Ward points to two other agents. -

Wet your handkerchiefs, and tie them over your faces.

The two agents do so, ﬂimhmkerdammtheclaytomccvermreof the
body. . R
As Bird continues to wretch. . '

cuT 70:
INT: MOTEL ROOM: NIGHT |
. Ward's rocm is campletely filled with happy agents, A
They each hold little plastic cups full of dmpagne, and watch the tv news.
Wa:dstandsmthecomer, mthephme, w;ﬂzahandcverha.soﬂnerear

(ccnt)




INT: MOTEL ROOM: NIGHT (cont)

A o WARD

Say again?
Fram the tv set, we can hear Lyndon Jamnson's voice:

PRESIDENT JCHNSON
...And I'd like to take this opportunity to perscnally
- congratulate Director Hoover, on the courage, and per-
» severance, against mighty odds, of the men of the FBI...

A ROAR goes up m the rocm, as the agmts all congratulate each other.
Ward grabs Carlisle's arm. |

Carlisle takes cne look at him, and his celehratory grin fades,

WARD
Take f:.veot.hernm, and meet me in the parking lot.
Nw!

CARLISLE
Yes, sir.

COT TO:
i INT: HOSPTTAL CORRIDOR: NIGHT
Ward barks orders to the half dozen men.
' WARD
You two take the front door. If anybody locks funny
to you, break him down, then ask. You two, on ejther

s;de of this floor. Carln.sle, you're in the room with
. Bird!
| BIFD
WaRD
ereh;sfr;md Gofmdhm, and bring him here. Don't
tell him why. If he tries to go anywhere else...

Bird waits for him to go on.

WARD
....Just get him here, You understand?

, BIRD
. YGS, Sir.

)
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INT: HOSPTTAL ROOM: NIGHT ’ - o
Ward sits with his elbows on his knees, rubbing his temples.
He locks up at the hospital bed where Mrs. Price lies unconscious.

* What he can see of her face is black and blue.

There are tubes in her nose, a cast cn cne am, and a steel clamp around her
neck that holds her jaw still.

On Ward's cheeks, there are tears.

He catches Carlisle staring at them, and says sharply,

, VARD
Get out of here. '
CARLISLE
Yes, sir.
- He moves to the door.
CARLISLE

I'1]l be right outside.
Ward nods, and wipes his face with the back of his hand.
Carlisle opens the door to the hall, and almost bumps into Anderson.

who locks at Mrs. Price for a few seccr:ds, then tums on his heel, andwa.l.ks'
away. :

CARLISLE

Mr. War_d? Sir? :

Carlisle's tone makes Ward hop cut of his chair.

| QT 0
INT: CORRIDOR: NIGHT A
Anderson walks quickly down the hospital corrider towards the elevators.
Ward trots after.him. | |

Stop, Mr. Anderson.
ANDERSON
Go to hell. ,
WARD

I'm £elling you to stop, and I mean it.

{cont)




- INT: CORRIDOR: NIGHT (cant) . (78)

'~ He grabs Anderson's arm with ane hand.
Anderson shakes him off, and keeps walking.
Ward takes out his gun, and cocks it.

WARD
Stop.

Anderson stops, and tumms.

HelooksWa.rdupanddam, this natty young man with a qun, held down by his
thigh.

: WARD
We're not killers. We're not thugs. That's the
difference between them and us.
Anderson nods.

"mataksmstepstmardsmrd,andmmmagamstﬂmewall, holding
him by the collar.

He ignores Ward's gun, which is jammed two inches into the skin of his neck.

ANDERSON
That's the difference between them and you.

At either end of the hall, the agents cock their weapans and wait.
- Bird stands stock still, 30 feet frum to two men.
Ward stares at his assistant.

WARD
Yourenotanymrelﬂ:ethenﬂun:[am.

Anderson gnmaces.

’ ANDERSON
Beuweeuthanarﬂme:.s samething you'll never under-
stand
WAFRD

I understand more than...
Anderson interrupts him, hiss:i.ng,‘
’ ANDERSON
Well, it's my time, now. I got a couple of th:l.ngs I
have to do, now. You understand that?

(cont)




INT: CORRIDOR: NIGHT (cont)

Q) I understand that you're about to make a stupid
mistake,

Anderson colors deeply.

' WARD
By going after ane 25 cent asshole for one beating.
| ANDERSON
Shut up.
WARD

Instead of going after the whole system for mmch
greater  brutality. You're gonna blow it all when
you could bring it all down.

ANDERSON
Shut up!

WARD
This is history, you jackass! It's more mportant than
you're little affair!
Andersan SMACKS him, backhand, across the face.
"__ Ward sta.fes at.him. '

WARD
let me go, Mr. Anderson. Now.

Anderscn unhands him, and steps back a couple of feet.
Ward lowers his qun to his thigh, again.

Then he hauls off, and SMACKS Anderson back.

‘Then he adjusts his collar, and straightens his jacket. S

: WARD
We'll go after them, together.
You wouldn't know how.

WARD
I learn fast. :
ANDERSON

And you don't have the guts.
Ward shakes his head, slowly.

(79)
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INT: CORRIDOR: NIGHT (cont)

- WARRD ‘
I not only have the guts. I have the power.
He taps himself on the chest.

WAFRD '
Did you hear what I said? I have the power.

Anderson snarls again.

ANDERSON

What the fuck does that mean?
- It means I can do whatever I have to do. No questions
asked. The gloves are off, you understand? As long as

it's part of a successful resolution to the case...
Whatever it takes. '

-Anderson peers at him. His face gradually relaxes.

ANDERSON
who's authority? '

Ward looks him in the eye, but doesn't say a word.

Anderson finally nods.

He tums to Bird, and raises a hand: meaning, Relax. It's over.
Bird nods. Anderson tums back to Ward. |

Who'll be in charge?

_ WARD
Us. Together. We'll work it ocut as we go alang. Alright?

Anderson thinks about that for a long second. Then he nods.
And turns away, walking towards the elevators again.

“Ward catches up, to fall into step beside him,

They walk into an elevator together, and the door closes behind them. |
CUT TO:

©0)



EXT: CEMETARY: DAY | C (81)

' &’\ SEVERAL HUNDRED ELACKS attend the funeral of James Chaney. | |
| |

2 BLACK PRIEST eulogizes him, over a Puble Adress system.

BLACK PRIEST
James Chaney was a special young man.

Most of the crowd respands out loud.

CROWD
Amen.
ELACK PRIEST
He was a christ-like young man. He was an example
| to us all. ,
CROWD |

' Yes, he was. - | .1

-In a losse ring around the crowd of blacks, dmerearealnnstmcs'asm
- WHITE MEN.

Photographers, and reporters, and television craws.

‘And surrounding them, uniformed State Troopers, and several hmdred FBI agents,
( in dark suits.

Their eyes cmstant.ly move, scanning the perimeters of the cavetary,

Many of them take notice, as yet ancther black government car eases toa
stop in the dirt road that bisects the cemetary.

TWO MORE AGENTS get ocut, carrying cve.nught bags.

- They seem sl:.ghtly older than the other agents, and the.u: faces slightly
harder :

»'mey look like dangarmsmen L:Lkepros |
'Iheywa]kovertotakeupaposztxmatﬂmeedgeofﬂtecrwd
‘Another car stops behind theirs, and TWO MORE, like than, get out.
'Ihmanothe.rcar, and TWO MORE.

BLACK PRIEST ,
His was a christian example to all who st.mggle for
‘Justice.
amen,

o

(cont)
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EXT: CBMETARY: DAY (cont) (82)
Ande.rson walks by the new agents, nodding to them.

They follow him out into the middle of the dirt rcad.

ward walks over to join Andersmn.

: WARD
Who are they?

They're with me.

Ward looks them over, and finally ncds.

WARD
Okay.

Fram the aigeofthecrcud the young ;i:ctogra@erwatchsth:.shtﬂe group,
as Anderson introduces each of the six men to Ward.

" Nearby, Bird watches the little gmup, as well; his gaze never wa.ndenng

' BLACK PRIBI‘
James Chaney struggled for Jusuce without violence.

CROWD
Amen.

Anderson finally noi:icgs Bird, staring at him.
Anderson looks away, and sighs.
Then he locks back at Bird, and jerks his head: Get over here.
Bird joins them, immediately.
Anderson speaks softly to the new men.
, ANDEGCN
‘First th.mg is to let them know we're here. and...
that the rules have changed.
The oldest of the new agents, KING, asks with a gentle smile.

' - KING
What are the rules, Rupert?
Anderson shrugs. |
ANDERSON
Same old rules. -Like they were when you joined the
Bureau, Bobby. Back in the twenties.

(cont)




EXT CROSSROADS: AFTERNOON

EXT: CEMETARY: DAY (cont) (83)

King chuckles. The others grin.
Anderson'spcts the young photographer walking towards them.
He shakes his head.

‘The Qesture is powerful enough that the photographer stops in his tracks,

and turns abruptly to face the black priest again.

, BLACK PRIEST
James Chaney dies for what he believed in. But he never
raised his hand against against a fellow man.

' CROWD
That's right.

_ BLACK PRIEST
Be felt the lash, but he did not reach for the sword.

- When the young photographer finally dares turn to lock again, the 1it£le

group is already breaking up.
He watches, chagrined, as they move 6ff tma.rds the.i_r cars.

Then he spots samething in the other half of the cemetary, beyond the dirt
road. -

A MIDDLE AGED BLACK LADY crying over a coffin draped in an American flag.
TWO BLACK MARINES stand at attention as it's lowered into the ground.

The photographer takes a picturé of this tiny funeral, dwarfed as it is
by Chaney's.

As the blacks in the crowd around him begin singing WE SHALL OVEROOME..
QT 10:

Three goverament... sedans stop in a tiny crossrdads town, back in the woods.
Anderson turns, in the passenger seat of the first one. '

ANDERSCH
This it?

" In the back, Bird ncods.

He and Anderson and Ward get out, to stand in the road.

(cont)
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EXT: CROSSROADS: AFTERNOON (cont) | | (84)
The new agents get out of the two cars behind them.
They all face a little wooden tavern.

Wward calls out,

WARD
My men tell me there's sameone in this town who's
threatened to shoot the next FBI man to set foot here.
One by one, a series of DULL WHITE FACES appear in the windows of the tavern.
No one says a word. They just stare at the nine men in the road.

_ WAFRD
Is that right? Or not?

Still, not a sound.
Ward finally looks at Anderson, and shrugs.
Anderson asks cuietly,

ANDERSON
Mind if I txy?

WARD
Go ahead. This is probably your department.

Anderson walks aromnd to the tnumk of the car, and pops it open.
He comes up with a submachine gun, and cocks it.

All ﬂxe faces in the windows vanish, |

The sz.x new agents shoulder machine guns, as well.
mmthqmwrmsm’wmmmmms

They keep firing until cne of the corners of the wooden roof actua.lly starts
m ag. . .

'n'xa\ﬂieylcwerthei:weapms; and Anderson nods to Ward.

ANDERSON
“‘That's all. :

Ward nods.

Ande.rsmmtsh:.smadnmegmbackmthetmnk,andstartstogetbackm
thecar,thaxdstopshm.

(cont)



EXT: CROSSROADS: AFTERNOON (cont) | (85)

WARD
. Anderson, perhaps you should drive.

‘Andersan ncds.

ANDERSON
" Yes, sir.

_ CUT T0:
EXT: FARHOUSE: DN‘N
Andersan leans m his horn, ocutside a ramsha;:kle wooden fanmhouse.
Jimmy Bailey cames through the screendoor in his underwear, holding a shotgun.
memmlnmstepmyfmeaduoﬂxer, glmappearmgmthe:l.rharﬂs
Bailey doesn't say a word.

He just holds his shotoun steady, pointed samewhere between the two of them.

Anderson taunts him, quietly. .

ANDERSON \
'mis:zsywrprope.rty isn't it, Jimmy Bailey? .

Bailey looks at him.
His WIFE appears behind the screen door, eyes heavy with sleep.
She mmti:.rs, | | o |
' MRS. BATLEY
Plug the smofabztch, honey.
Bailey glgnc_:s at her.
The ra.xss his shotgun at Anderson.
Ward barks, |
| WARD
Shoot him and I'll blow your fucking head off.
Bailey looks from Anderson to Wa:d, moving only his eyes.
He ”fiﬁally emits a GROWL, and lowers the shcrtgm '
His wife shakes her head, and moves away fram the door, back into the house.

- {cont)



EXT: FARMHOUSE: DAWN (cont) | (86)
' /D Andei:sm walks slowly up ontd the porch,

Then, with surprising quickness, he grabs the barrel of Bailey's shotgun, and
jams it up under Bailey's chin. '

Bailey makes a sound like GARGLING.

ANDERSON
You're the ane I'm coming after, Jimmy.

Bailey winces.

, BATLEY
What? Why me?

ANDERSQN

Cause you're a coward.
He leans back, releasing the pressure on Bailey's windpipe.
Bailey doubles over, coughing.

ANDERSON
And cause I know you were there, that night.

Bailey stops coughing, and stares up at Anderson.

Who's been telling you that shit?
ANDERSON

You have. :
BATLEY

What? .

Anderscn_thrmsthesho@mintothéya;d,ar;dwalksbacktohiscar.

What the fuck're you talking about, man?

Anderson ignores him, and starts the car.
He nods to Ward, who's still got Bailey covered.

ANDERSON
Well, you're gettin' the hang of this, right away.

: WARD
Thank you.

(cc’nt)



EXT: FARMOUSE: DAWN (cont) R ‘ (87)
Anderson puts the black sedan into reverse, and SQUEALS away.

h

hos

2ANDERSON
"I'll blow your fucking head off.” I bet they
didn't teach you that up in HRarvard, did they?

Ward grins.

ANDERSCON ‘
He's the one we're gonna get a confession f£ram.

Ward nods, watching the house recede in the dawn light.

: WARD ’
Just tell me what you need me to do.

INT: MOTEL: MORNING °
!Wa:d faces a press canference, rubbing his tired eyes.
THe roam is absolutely overflowing with photographers and reporters.
Bright tv lights shine in Ward's face.
- WARD :
Well, let's just say that since the discovery of the
bodies, more and more pecple are cooperating.
The newsmen all SHOUT at eonce.

Does that mean you have a Klan informant?

REPORTER 2
Is it thesmemsterxmotcldywwheretnfmd
the bodies?

 REPORTER 3
Is it true that he was paid 30 thousand dollars?
Ward frowns.
Do you have a Klan informant?
Gentlemen, I'm not going to speak to you anymore, if
you insist on jeopardizing my investigation by printing
rumors and speculation. Good day.

(cont)
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INT: MOTEL: MORNING (cont) | o (88)
He leaves the podium, and shouldefs his way through the crowd.

The room BUZZES. _
Anderson opens the door for Ward, and shakes his head, very sympathetic.

He murmurs,

ANDERSON

. You play these gquys like a guitar.

: Wazd ncds
Subtly, though. See? Subtlety is the key.
~ ANDERSON

Subtlety, huh? .

WARD

 Yesh, like deftness, or craftiness, or...
ANDERSON
I know what the goddamn word means.
CUT T0:
EXT: FAR&-HISE NIGHT
‘mhat night, a black government car waits, empty, by the side of the road.
Right in front of Bailey's rgmshackle home, | |
An old Chevy cames by, and slows down dramatically.
The mean-faced DRIVER stares at the car. |
With its D.C. plates, and its whip anta-ma, it couldn't be more cbvious.
He finally mutters,
Son of a dam bitch.
And he races away into the night. |
Bailey cames out onto h:.sporch, and yells at the car,
| BATLEY
‘:I[Dgc.:wmatyouretrymgtodo Itam'tgmma

(cont)



. m:" FARMHOUSE: NIGHT (cont) (89)
() Behind him, on the other side of the screen door, his wife adds,

MRS. BATLEY
You think they re that stupid?

In the car, Bird lies camfortably on the front seat.
He nods, and chuckles quietly.

EXT: COUNTRY ROAD: DAY
'mogovmmmtcarsracealmgacumtrymadattopspeed

In the lead car, Waxdholdsmtotheduhm.ﬂxmehand andasksAndersm,

' ' WARD
What do we expect to find at this quarry?
ANDERSCN
I have no idea. Anonymous caller wanted to speak to
me, personally, though.
He turns to grin at Ward.

ANDERSON
I'm gettin' famous.

'Ihere are TWO CRACKS of qunfire, and the m.ndsh:.eld of their car explodes.
'Ihey swerve off the road, into a dnx:h
'Iheca.rbel'x.ind them screeches to a halt on the other side of the road.
The CRACKS of two more rifle shots.
Ward gets out of the car, nose bleeding, his gun in his hand.
He sees TWO MEN IN OVERALLS, running away, in the field by the road.
He raises his qun into the air, and SHOUTS, |
WARD
Halt!
He FIRES a warming shot.

At the same time that Anderson, King, and another of the new agents, FIRE
as well

(cont)



EXT: COUNTRY ROAD: DAY (cont)
The two men go down in the tall grass like rag dolls.

King and the other agent start walkmg into the field, towards the boch&s,
guns held out before them.

Anderson gets up off cne knee, and holsters his pistol.
Ward looks at him, and shakes his head.

. WARD
I guess that's what we were supposed to find, huh?

Anderson nods. Then he tumns to Ward, and grins.

ANDERSON
Sorry about your nose.

Ward touches his face, gingerly.

.His nose is already starting to swell. It's cbviously broken.

He shrugs.
WARD : _
I always heard that people who spend a lot of time
together start looking more and more alike.
They hear ANOTHER SHOT from the field.

They turn to see the two agents standing together, quns pointed down into
the grass.

King waves: It's ockay.
Andersan looks back at Ward, his face set.

ANDERSCN .
It's time to £ind out exactly who did vﬂ\at, that night.

‘Ward clears h:.s throat.
WARD _
Haven't we been trying, all along?
Anderscn shakes his head. ‘
_ ANDERSON
Not hardly. ’
' CuT TO:
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-EXT: CAR: NIGHT {9)
.I.ate that evening, Ward and Anderson sit in their car.

A SWARTHY MAN in a trenchcoat sits in the back seat..
They watch the Ramsay hame, where they'd gone to the dinner party.

- WARD
. Where's his wife, tonight?

Anderson sighs.
' ANDERSON
Hospital. Just for cbservation. She had a minor car
wreck this afternoon. ,
Ward nods, and touches the bandages cn his face.

The mayor cames through the door of the Ramsay hame, smiling and nodding.

. Anderson starts the car.

INT: MAYOR'S HOME: NIGHT

When thenayorwalks in his own front door, he finds the three men walking
“in with him.

They close the door quickly behind them, and move to lcwer the blin_ds.

MAYOR
What in the hell...? You all can't come in here.

Anderson puts a finger to his lips.

' MAYOR
chan'tcmemtoananshme,arﬂuytomtmudate
him like this.

wérd ncds, and says quietly,

WARD
For what it's worth, I agree with you campletely.

The mayor grimaces, and turmns to Anderson.

- MAYCR :
What in the hell does he mean by that?

Anderson gn'méc&s.
(Cont)



INT: MAYOR'S HOME: NIGHT (cont) (92)
ANDM
Let's cut the crap, allright? This quy's gota question
he wants to ask you.
The swarthy man takes the mayor's amm in a powerful grip.
He leads the mayor away, towards the dining roam. |
The mayor can't help but go along.
He says, though, over his shoulder.

: MAYOR
I'm gonna tell everybody about this.

Anderson shakes his head.

ANDERSON
You won't want to.

CUT TO:
INT: MAYOR'S KITCHEN: NIGHT
Ward and Anderson sit at the kitchen table, speaking in undertones.

WARD
Where'd you get this gorilla?

ANDERSON
Mario? He's not a gorilla.

Ward sighs.
WARD
Well, he's not exactly verbal, is he?
- ANDERSQN
Oh. He's just self-conscious about his accent. Emat'

~ all..I flew him up from Florida. His family owes me a
. favor. From another case I did, once.

wWard rblls his eyes.

WARD
ImsonyIasked. Idmtwanttohxwanymre,
- alright?

There's a CRASH fran the next roam. ,.
Ward stands, a hand on his qun, and moves to the door.

(cont)




INT: MAYOR'S HOME: NIGHT (cont) | | | (93)

Don't bother yourself. It's nothing.

Ward glances at him, but pushes the door to the d:uunq roam slzghtly ‘open,
all the same.

Inside, it appears that the antique dJ.m.ng chair the mayor had been sitting
in has g1ven way. .

Both its hind legs are broken.

In the otherwise elegant room, the mayor lies on his back, with his knees
in the air.

Tears roll down his d\eecs
Mario has cne foot on his chest, and a sawed-off shotgun in his mouth.
‘Mario speaks softly, in a beautiful italian accent. |

-

' ' MARIO
There is(a) no shame in loving life. There is(a)
no shame in wishing to survive...Give(a) me the
names.

EXT: OPENFIH..D NIG-IT

anderson walks Mario to a small private plane, idling in an open field.

As_somasbhrio gets in, it takes off.

Andersan walks back to Ward, with a crumpled piece of paper in his hand.

: ANDERSON

Three cars. Four men in each car. Pr:.cef;redthe o
slugs in Schwerner and Goodman. Ba.:.leyfmedthe ' K
two in Chaney. _

Ward sighs.
ANDERSON
Balley s been heard around town to say, "mey cnly
left me a nigger, but at least I shot me a nigger."”
‘Ward locks at the paper, and shakes his head.

You're sure the mayor won't talk about this?

(émt)
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- EXT: OPEN FIELD: NIGHT (cont’

They'd kill him. He knows that.
Anderson offers the piece of paper to Ward.
Ward shies away fram touching it.

WARD
What are you going to do with it?

aAnderson frowns at his cbvious distaste.
ANDERSON

I'll try to be as subtle as I can.

Ward smiles weakly.

Yeah.

~ Anderson looks off into the open field.

ANDERSCN
Maybe you should get some sleep.

Ward looks off, too, and nods.

EXT: SHACK: NIGHT

- (94)

QUT T0:

Arranfrunthephotographofpncesweddmg BO McHALE, walksuptoﬂxedoor

of his backwoods hame.

Mofﬂieneaagaatsappmachhimfmeiﬂmermdcfhispom.
They each take an amm. |

Let's go for a ride, Bo.

Bo locks them over, then SHOUTS,

BO
Annie!

One agents clamps a hand over his mouth.
AGENT

shh! Ywdmtwanthertoseeymhkeﬂus.

'n'xeyhaull'umbackmtothewocds




EXT: ANOTHER SHACK: NIGHT o | (95)

At another backwoods shack, a BLACK HAIRED MAN parks his old Ford, and
gets out.

From the darkness, a VOICE: asks,

VOICE
S'noky You got a light?

He CHUCKLES. |
The man takes off, an foot.
On the dirt road in front of his house, he's tackled around the knees.
His face SLAMS into the dirt, and he MOANS softly.

| QUT TO:
EXT: CAR: NIGHT

One of the BOMBERS of the Williams hame s:.ts' in the back seat of a gwe.rmmt
car.

Two of the new agents side on either side of him.

Bird drives, slowly, along a deserted road.

AGENT 2
You den't see what I'm saying, you durb shit.

AGENT 3
He's saying we already know you drove cne of the cars,
asshole. He just wants to give you a chance to admit
it. That's all.

, BOMBER
Go chase yourself.

~ The agént shakes his head.

He raps the man in the stamach, with a black rubber sap.
The mén doubles over, GROANING. |
The agent locks at his back, and raps h.un again, in the kidneys.
| | CUT TO:
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INT: RADIO STATION: AFTERNOON | (96)
In a cne-roam local radio station, Same Bowers speaks into a microphane.

BOWERS
There is no doubt in my mind that this comumnity
is swarming with a large nuwber of arrogant and
violent men in the FBI service. I am well aware
of the power and brutality of these men, and I
am afriad of them...

He pauses, as Ward and Anderson have just walked into the control rocm, on
the other side of the plexiglass divider. _

The ENGINEER stands, to talk to them.
Bowers goes On.
BOWERS

But I will not remain silent, and see our own American
institution of equal just under law destroyed, with-
cut exposing those who work against it, regardless of
their position... .

He stcps,again. and frowns.

The red light aboves his head has just gmne out.

BOWERS
What in Tom Hill is goin' on, Bddie?

The engineer holds up his hands, and shrugs.

Ward holds a blue legal document up against the plauglass, for Bowers to
examine.

CuUT TO:
INT: MOTEL: AFTERNOON

- Ward once again faca the press.

the,ﬂ:ereareevaxmrerepoztersandphtograﬁxersmtherm
There are tv lights, and several camera crews.

And in a row of chairs behind Ward, a HALF DOZEN DIGNITARIES, smiling for
pictures as he speaks. \

. WARD :
There has been same sporadic viclence, yes. The White
mightsandthet.mitedxlans of America seem to be in-
volved in a struggle over strategy, at this point. Ap-
parently, they're aware that things are staru.ng to
unravel.,

(cont)



INT: MOTEL: AFTERNOON (cont) | (97)

" When he pauses, a SCORE OF REPORTERS BARK QUESTIONS.

The one nost clearly audible is,
 REPORTER
Your undercover people haven't been fanning the
- flames, have they?
In the mament of silence that follows, Ward stares at the reporter.

' WARD
The Bureau doesn't work that way.

The other reporters BARK QUESTIONS again.

REPORTER 2
Can we expect a major develomment, soon?

REPORTER 3
When will you start making arrests?
The roam qtuets, again.
wWard touches his nose, wh:n.ch is still discolored, but no lcnger bandaged.

. WARD
Within the next 24 hours.

The FOOM ERUPTS.

Half the reporters SHOUT additional questions, while the rest struggle towards
the makeshift bank of phones in the back of the room.

They very nearly run over Deptrty Price, who's standing there.
He grimaces, and struggles notto.be.sweptalmg in the rush.

. | | CUT TO:
EXT: MAYOR'S mm

AHAIFDUZB@GOVMCARSareparkedatoddanglsmﬂmednveaxﬁm
the yard of the mayor's hame.

A SCORE OF ARMED AGENTS keep the press behind barricades.

INT: MAYOR'S HQME: AFTERNOON | |
In the basement, another SCORE OF AGENTS stand around, talking softly.

(cont)




INT: MAYOR'S HOME: AFTERNOON (cant) _ ’ (98)

. Ward and Anderscon supervise, as two of them cut down the mayor's body.

He's apparently hanged himself, with a tie, from a water pipe in his basement.
They lay the bloated body down on a stretcher, and cover it with a sheet,

Several others start carrying the stretcher towards the basement stairs, but
get bogged down in the crowded rocm.

Ward finally SNARLS,

WARD
Get out of the way, for Christ's sake! What the hell

are all you pecple doing down here, anyway?

The roam goes silent.

Then the agents start to rearrange themselves, and the stretcher starts moving,

‘arderson looks at the floor.

‘ CUT TO:
EXT: QOUNTRY ROAD: EVENING

The brothers fram the Walker bawbing drive slowly down a country road, at
sunset.

Between them, on the front seat of their huge Oldsmcbile, sits Jirmy Bailey.

‘Jojo Kite, at the wheel, shakes his head.

. Joro
Man, they been poumdin' on everybody, Jimmy.'Cept
you. You understand? People are gettin' nervous.

Shit, it's a set-up, Jojo. It's abvious.

Jajo
Yeah, it's dbviocus, alright. To me. But I'm your
friend, see? Same pecple are gettin' nervous. That's
all I'm sayin'.

He looks meaningfully at Bailey.

His brother, Buddy, nods fram the far side of the car.

: BUDDY
Yeah. See?

(cont)



EXT: COUNTRY ROAD: EVENING (cont)

Bailey sighs.
. BATLEY
Okay. What do you want me to do?
Jajo
Nothin' at all. Jusf; watch who you talk to, and such.
_ BUDDY

And what you say.

| JOJOo

And what you say. Okay?
Bailey nods. |
You know I will.

- Jojo nods, as well, and pulls over at the head of the drive in fmntof

Bailey's ramshackle hame.
Buddy moves to let Bailey out of the car, then gets back in.
Bailey leans in the window. |
BATLEY
I ain't sayin' nothin' to ncbody. I.ongaswestlck
by each other, they can't touch us.

'JOJO - -
That's the ticket. | -

He wheels the big car into the driveway, to turn around.
He stops. |
Parked beside Bailey's house is a brand new, jet-blar.:k GTO.

w;ﬂic!mwheels andaracmgstnpe,arﬁasupercharge.rpdungup
throughthehocd

Bailey sees the look on Jojo's face, and asks,

BATLEY
What?

" Then he turns around, and goes pale.

I never seen it before in my life. I swear to God.

{cant)
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EXT: CONTRY ROAD: EVENING (cont)
Jojo glances dc:rm at the license plate.

It reads: JIMY 1.

JQJO
Yeah.

He backs his car out of the drive, and races away.
| CUT TO:
EXT: ROADSIDE: NIGHT
on a hill overlooking Bailey's house, Bird stands in the woods.
He wears a flannel jacket, and dungarees.
He looks through binoculars, and shakes his head.

BIRD
Scan of a bitch.

ANDERSON
What is it?

BIFRD

Price just walked into Bailey's back dcor. I den't
think he knocked. |

Anderson nods. He's also dressed in country clothes.
Ward sits in one car, behind a wooden out-building.
He's the only one still wearing a suit.

' WARD
Let's move., -

. ANDERSON
Not yet.

WARD
Pardon?

ANDERSON

_ When we hear samethirg.
Ward tightens.
WARD

Like what? a:nshois?

(cont)
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EXT: ROADSIDE: NIGHT (cont) | (101)
m Andersan shrugs.

_ ANDERSON
whatever. »

ward looks away, into the night, then back at Anderson's profile.
WARD

Let's go, gentlamen. I'm not going to sit here while
samebody else gets killed.

Arderson turms to look at him,

From down below, TWO GUNSHOTS.

You can see their effect on Ward's face.

Then, A DISTANT SCREECH OF TIRES.

r BIRD
Bailey just tock off in the GTO.

Another SCRERCH of tires.

B - BIRD
L Price tock off after him.

Anderson's already at the wheel of the cother car, with the radio mic in his
hand. '

ANDERSON
Move it!

EXT: COUNTRY ROAD: NIGHT »
ona um—lahe country road, Price chases Ba}ii}ey’, flat cut. - " o ‘
In his gatrol car, he can just barely keq: the GTO in sight. '

He m:scls the car around the turns, at speed, and scowls.

_ PRICE
- I'm gonna kick your country ass.

Price keeps his foot on the flcor;
Then he glances in his rear-view mirror, and blanches.

Three black government sedans are caming up behind him, fast.

(cont)



EXT: GZ(NI'RY ROAD: NIGHT (cont) ) (102)

His first instinct is to slow down, puzzled.
And two of the black cars pass him, as though he were standing still.
The third one RAMS his back bumper fram behind.

PRICE
Holy shit!

He mashes the accelerator, again.

But the black car behind him easily p.llls alu'ngside, and SMASHES into his
patrol car from there. ' ‘

The patrol car starts fish-tailing wildly.
Price fights to control the wheel.

‘The sedan's behind him again, and SMASHES his bumper ance more.
'He stands on his brakes. |

The sedan stays within six inches of his back bumper until he's pulled off
the road, and stopped. :

when Anderson and Bird jump out of either door, shotguns levelled.
Price doesn't move a muscle.
Anderson snarls at him,

ANDERSON
Get out of the car!

Price slowly shakes his head.

. » PRICE
vhy? You arrestin' me?

Andersmmshesathjm,hitﬁ:xg'himihﬂxesideofﬂaeheadwithhisgm- ‘
barrel.

Hard enough to make Price swomn for a secord.

' : ENDERSCN
Get out of the car!

Price tries the left side door, but it won't open, so he has to slide over
and walk around the vehicle.

(cant)




EXT: COUNTRY ROAD: NIGHT (cont)

ANDERSON
Hands on the hood! Feet spread!

Price assumes the position. His ear's started to bleed, heavily.

Amderson SMACKS the barrel of his_shotgxm down on Price's left hand.

ANDERSON
Wider!

Price goes down on cne knee, then stands again.
His hand is broken.
He says through clenched teeth,

PRICE
If you didn't have that damn shotgum...

- Anderson tosses it to Bird, who catches it in the air.

ANDERSON
Lock 'em in the trunk.
Bird walks away to do so.

ANDERSON
And stay back there.

Bird remins behind the bashed up government sedan.

" Anderson says to Price,

. ANDERSCN
Turn arownd. '

Price tums.

, ANDERSON
- You still got one good hand. And your qun.

Price watches him, then glances at Bird.

ANDERSON
He'll stay ocut of it. Won't you, Bird?

_ : BIFD
Yes, sir. Till you're done.

Anderson Inods.

{cont)
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EXT: COUNTRY ROAD: NIGHT (cont) | (104)

ANDERSON
Make your move.

frice watches him for a long second.
Anderson mummurs,
| ANDERSON
For your wife, man. Come on.
Price's lips came back from his teeth.
He still doesn't move.
meofﬂxeoﬂxergovenme:tsedansmammﬂﬂwetum, upahead

It's bashed up in just the same way as Anderson's; front grille, and nght
front quarter.

It eases to a halt in the road, and Ward leans out the window.

He locks over this odd situation: Bird standing behind the sedan, and Price
and Anderson facing each other in the middle of the road.

He says qu:.etly:

WARD
Bailey's confessed. He's named everybody...He's
finally realized it's the safest way to go.
No one answers him. No cne moves.

Price ani Anderson Just stand there, staring at each other.
Ward sighs. '
You have ocne minute, Mr. Anderson, till our support
perscnell arrive. With the press.
He puts the sedan into reverse, and backs away.
Price calls out, | |
_ PRICE -
Stick around! .
Ward stops, ad sticks his head out the window, again.

. WARD
Can't.

(ccnt)‘
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EXT: COUNTRTY ROAD: NIGHT (cont)
He nods at Andersan.

: WARD
He and I have an arrangement.

He starts away, again.
Price shouts,
PRICE
Stay right there! I wanna be arrested! OEflcz.ally'
This mtherfucker is crazy! _
Ward stops his car again, andlodcsatthes;deorfmﬂersmsface.
Then he glances at Price, ‘ard nods, with a sad snile.

. WARD :
All in all, though, I'm glad he's_m my side.

.Hep.ltsﬂ\esedmmreverseaga:i.n.

Anderson finally speaks, quietly.

ANDERSON
It's alnght. Fuck it.

Ward stops again.

WARD
Pardon?

Anderson shakes his head, and says to Price.

ANDERSON
You're J.rrelevant, now. You re a fucking cartoon
character.
‘Price stares at him.
ANDERSON
So am I.
Anderson turns to Ward.
ANDERSON
I'm done.
WARD

You sure?

(cont)
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EXT: COUNTRY RORD: NIGHT (cont) | | (106)

(m‘ Anderson nods.

ANDERSON
Yes, sir.

ward calls, without moving from his car.
WARD .
You can came and join us again, Mr. Bird. Take the
deupty's quns fram him, would you?

' 'BIRD
Yes, sir. '

when he passes Andersan, he pats him an the shoulder, and mmmrs,'

' BIRD
Way to go, sir.

Then he puts the cuffs on Price.
As the ROAR OF A HELICOPTER GROWS.

Within seconds, there are two choppers overhead, huge searchlights shining
down on the scene in the road.

L A nunber of other goverrment sedans screech to a halt within yards of Anderson.
He still doesn't move, as now dozens of agaﬂ:s scurry about, around him.
Nor does Ward. —

He just sits in his car, and watches the side of Anderson's face
- He finally says,
ED

We'vegotmmrearmts tomake, Mr. Anderson.

Care to come along?
Anderson nods.

cur 'ID.

EXT: SHACK: NIGHT |
The arréts are staged as major press events.

Outs:.de Bo McHale's shack are scores of agents, holding back even rore
- reporters and photographers.

(cant)




EXT: SHACK: NIGHT (cont) o » (107)

When they lead Bo out to a government sedan, flashbulbs POP, and tv cameras
HUM. :

The young photographer takes his picture; hunched over, hands cuffed behind
him and held high, stumbling through the crowd. '

-0ver tms still, a TITLE:

Tried and convicted in Federal Court
For Conspiracy to Violate Civil Rights
Sentenced to three years in prison.
CUT TO:
EXT: FARMHOUSE: NIGHT |
The next two they get are the Kite brothers.

The press contingent is just as large.

"Their hame is lit like a movie set when they're led out, under arrest.

The young photographer takes a shot of them, as well.

Tried and convicted for Conspiracy
Sentenced to five years in prison. 1

CUT TO:
EXT: SHACK: NIGHT
t;Iext, the bearded man.
Tried and convicted for Conspiracy
Sentenced to three years in prison.
CUT TO:
EXT: FARMHOUSE: NIGHT
and the black haired man.
Tried and convicted for Conspiracy
Sentenced to two years in prison,
cuor T0:

EXT: SHERIFF'S OFFICE: NIGHT

They lead Rainey out in front of an even larger crowd of . press and lockers-
m.

- (cont)
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EXT: SHERIFF'S OFFICE: NIGHT (cont) ‘ (108)

The young photographer catches him, snarling at the camera.

Tried and convicted for Conspiracy
Sentenced to seven years in prison.

CUT TO:
EXT: COURTHOUSE: NIGHT

They bring Price and Bailey in to the courthouse through what has swollen
to a uge crowd.

mestatetroopershavetohelpthangetﬂmghtothecwrﬂouseéteps.
The plbtog'ra;he.r photographs Pr.i.cé, spitting wc:ds at Bailey.

Tried and convicted far Conspiracy and Murder
Sentenced tO ten years in prison.

-Fram another Federal sedan, ane more figure is led through the crowd.

It's Bowers, who tries in vain to hide his face from the camera.

Tried and convicted for Conspiracy
Sentenced to ten years in prison.

Fainlly, anothercarnwes slowly through the crowd, and stops.
Ward and Anderson make their way through the crowd to the courthouse steps.

_ When they break free from the crowd and into the glow of the tv lights, the
young photographer puts his camera down by his hip.

He starts to applaud them,
mmmmmﬂmec:wdjoinhjm.
'meﬂxerestofﬂaembersofﬁmepress, andevmape.rce'xtageofthe

‘State. Troopers.

Byﬂmemmﬁmﬂmﬂersmdzsappearthmghﬂtecom-ﬂwusedoors, the
vhole crowd is CLAPPING. -

FADE OUT:
EXT: HOSPITAL: MORNING

On a bright, sunny moming, Anderson waits by a new black sedan, in front
of the hospital. :

Mrs. Price is wheeled down the walk by a HEAVY SET NURSE.

(cont)




EXT: HOSPITAL: MORNING (cont) , - (109)
Mrs. Price grins a tight-lipped grin at Anderson.

_ NURSE
She's ambarassed about the wheel chair, Mr. Andersom.

Andersan opens the car door.

ANDERSON
Thanks, Mary. I'll take it fram here.

The nurse grins. |
Andersn hops around to the driver's side, and slides in beside Mrs. Price.

ANDERSON
Where to?

Mrs. Price smiles weakly at the question, and says,

MRS. PRICE
Hm.

wWhen she speaks, we can tell that her jaw's still wired shut.

i

MRS. PRICE'S HOME: MORNING ’ |
They pull up to her white house, and stop. 1
The door's off the hinges. The windows are all broken.
Anderscn reaches for Mrs. Price's amn.
Wait. , '
But she's already mt of the car, and going up the gravel walk.
CUT TO:
INT MRS. PRICE'S HOME: MORNING |
Anderson cames through the front door, and stops.
 In the living roan, not a singlé piece of furniture remins intact.
Every piece of china is smashed.
The victrola is in pieces.

(cont)



INT MRS. PRICE'S HOME: MORNING (ccnt)
'mecouc:hcush.lmshavebeentomup, and the feather's are everywhere.
Anderson moves to the kitchen, which is also a wreck.

He trots w the stairs.

In the bedroom doorway, he stops again.

The bedding's torm up.

The pictures are all down off the walls, and smashed.

On the wall, in animal's blood, is scrawled; NIGGER LOVER.
Hewalksave.rtogomurs Pnce, who stares out the back window.

She smiles. ‘

~ MRS. PRICE
They didn't touch the garden.

Anderson gazes down at the flowers, at the miniature labymﬁx
He munmurs., |
ANDERSON
Came with me, Julia. Cane to Washington. I'll quit.
We'll start again...Please.
she shakes her head, and smiles at him.
MRS, PRICE
Don't quit...And thanks ever so mxch for asking me.
But no. '

S‘xeturnsbackmtotheroan,tostartp:.d:mgupﬂxep:.ec&sofabrdcm
picture frame.

Ande.rsm watches he.r work for a while.
Then heualks out, and down the stairs, and into the sunshme agam

CUT TO:
EXT: MOTEL: MORNING
In front of the motel, a caravan of black sedans prepares to move out.
Agents mill around, with their baggage, and their wives.
Ward leans against the lead car, asAndersmwalkSuptohim.

(cont)

(110)
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EXT" MOTEL: MORNING (cont) (111)

VARD
She gamna be alright?
ANDERSON
Sure.’
Ward ncods.
WARD
Good. You want to drive?
He grins.
ANDERSON
No, thanks. 'n'xeywotﬂ.dn'tbeabletckeepupwith
ml

He very nearly grins as well.
» Ward nods, and gets into the car.

when Anderson slides in beside him, hewavsahandoutthew:i.ndav, and starts
the car.

The caravan moves out.
| CuUT TO:
EXT: COUNTRY ROAD: MORNING |
Dozens of black cars move rapidly down a country road. -

mexogh\eyreachasmeﬁuglmy, andst.reammtotheazt:r:ancemp, cne after
the er,




