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BLACK

I n bl ack, we hear a chai n-gang chant, many voi ces together,
spaced around the unison strike of picks against rock. A
title burns in:

O nuse!

Sing in nme, and through ne tell the story O that man skilled
in all the ways of contending..

A wanderer, harried for years on end..

On the sound of an inpact we cut to:

A PICK

splitting a rock

As the chant continues, w der angles show the chai n-gang at
wor k. They are black nmen in bleached and faded stri pes,
chai ned together, working under a brutal m dday sun

It is flat delta countryside; the straight-ruled road
stretches to infinity. Mouunted guards with shotguns lazily
patrol the line.

The chai n-gang chant is regular and, it seens, tineless.
W slowy fade out, returning to

BLACK
The | ast of the voices fades.

After a long beat we hear the guitar introduction to Harry
McClintock's ' The Big Rock Candy Muntain.'

A VHEAT FI ELD

A road cuts across the m ddl e background. Noonday sun beats
down.

We hear the distant picks and shovels of nen at work and
see, rising above ground |evel, the occasional upraised pick
and spade heaving dirt. Men are digging a ditch al ongside

t he road.

After a long beat, three nmen pop up in the wheat field in
the mddl e foreground. They wear faded stripes and grey duck-

billed caps. They scurry abreast toward the canera, throw ng
an occasi onal glance back at the ditch-diggers. A clanking
sound acconpanies their run. OQddly, the wheat between them
sweeps down as they run. After a brief sprint they drop back
down into the wheat.
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In the background a man enters frame left, strolling al ong

the road, wearing a khaki uniform and sungl asses, a shotgun
resting against one shoulder. He glances idly down into the
ditch and strolls on out of frame right.

The three nen rise back up fromthe wheat and, clanking,
resunme their sprint.

THREE PAI RS OF EYES

They are topped by three cap bills, and peer out from behind
a blind of greenery. W hear distant whistling.

The nmen are | ooking at a weathered barn. A young boy,

whi stling, is heading down the road that | eads away fromthe
barn, jiggling the traces of the old plough horse that |eads
him He turns a corner and is gone.

BARNYARD

The three clanking nen (we can now see their leg irons) are
awkwar dly chasing a chicken around the yard. The squawki ng
yardbird doesn't need to nove nuch to elude the three bunched
nen.

COUNTRY LANE

It curves in a gentle Sinto the background. It is sun-
dappl ed, pretty.

We hear cl anking footsteps approaching at a trot.

The three nen enter in the foreground and trot on down the
| ane. The leftnost has a flapping chicken tucked under one
arm

AFTERNCON CAMPFI RE

The three nen sit in a side-by-side arc around a dying fire,
one of themcontentedly picking his teeth with a small chicken
bone, another w ping grease off his chin with a sleeve, the
third idly poking at the fire with a spit

Each of them still bound by chains, clinks as he noves.
One of them abruptly cocks his head, |istening.
The others notice his attitude and al so freeze, |i stening.

We hear the distant bayi ng of hounds.
ROLLI NG HI LLS

From high on a ridge we see the three chai ned nmen running
toward us.
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In addition to their clanks we hear a distant chuggi ng sound.
TRACKI NG
Laterally wth the cl anking, running feet.
The chuggi ng sound is very | oud.
RUNNI NG
Next to a freight train. A boxcar door is open.
| NSI DE THE BOXCAR

The | ead convict hooks an el bow in and starts hauling hinself
up, his two clanking friends keeping pace outside.

Si x hobos sit in the boxcar, |ounging against sacks of
O Daniel's Flour. They inpassively watch the convict cl anber
in as his two confederates run to keep up.

The convict hauls hinself to his feet. In spite of his stubble
he has carefully tended hair and a pencil nustache. He is
Everett.

AS HE DUSTS H MSELF OFF:

EVERETT
Say, uh, any a you boys smthies?

The hobos stare.
Everett gives an ingratiating smle as, behind him

convict starts to haul hinself into the boxcar, the
convict still keeping pace outside.

he second
hird

~ ~—+

EVERETT ( CONT' D)
O, if not smthies per se, were you
otherwise trained in the netallurgic
arts before straitened circunstances
forced you into a life of ainmess
wanderin' ?

The convi ct runni ng outside the boxcar door stunbles and

di sappears and the m ddl e convict is yanked out inmediately
after. Everett, just finishing his speech, flips forward in
turn, smashes his chin onto the floor and is sucked out the
open doorway, his clawi ng fingernails |eaving parallel grooves
on the boxcar fl oorboards.

The hobos i npassively watch.
OUTSI DE

The three nen tunble, clanking, down the track enbanknent.



Squush - they cone to a rest in swanpland at the bottom

They shake their heads clear, then rise to their feet in the
muck and watch the train recede.

Its fading clatter |eaves the baying of hounds.

EVERETT
Jesus - can't | count on you people?

The second con is Del mar.

DELMVAR
Sorry, Everett.

Everett | ooks desperately about.

EVERETT
Al right - if we take off through
t hat bayou-

The third con, Pete, bald but also with beard stubble, angrily
cuts in.

PETE
it a mnute! Wo el ected you | eader
this outfit?

EVERETT
Well, Pete, | just figured it should
be the one with capacity for abstract
thought. But if that ain't the

consensus view, hell, let's put her
to a vote
PETE
Suits nme! I"'mvotin' for yours truly!
EVERETT
Wll I'"mvotin' for yours truly too!

Both nmen | ook interrogatively to Del mar.

He | ooks fromPete to Everett, and nods agreeably.

DELMAR
kay - I'mwith you fell as.
Everett makes a sudden hushing gesture and all |isten.

The bayi ng of hounds is |ouder now, but through it we hear a
di stant scrape of netal against netal, |ike the workings of
a rusty punp. The nen turn in unison to | ook up the track.
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A small, distant formis noving slowy up the track toward
t hem

As it draws closer it resolves into a human-propelled flatcar.

An ancient black man rhythmcally punps its | ong seesaw
handl e.

The three convicts | ook out at the swanpl and which begins to
show novenent, the bow ng grass tranpled by nen and dogs.

The flatcar draws even and sl ows.

EVERETT
Mnd if we join you, ol"' tiner?

OLD MAN
Join me, ny sons.

The three nen cl anber aboard and the old man resunes punping.

The three nen exchange gl ances; Del mar waves a cl anki ng hand
before the old man's m |l ky eyes. No reaction.

DEL VAR
You work for the railroad, grandpa?

OLD MAN
| work for no nan.

PETE
Got a nane, do ya?

OLD MAN
| have no nane.

EVERETT
Well, that right there nmay be why
you' ve had difficulty finding gainful
enpl oynent. Ya see, in the mart of
conpetitive comerce, the-

OLD MAN
You seek a great fortune, you three
who are now in chains...

The nmen fall silent.
OLD MAN ( CONT' D)
And you will find a fortune - though
it will not be the fortune you seek..

The three convicts, faces upturned, listen raptly to the
bl i nd prophet.



OLD MAN ( CONT' D)
...But first, first you nust travel
a long and difficult road - a road
fraught with peril, uh-huh, and
pregnant with adventure. You shal
see things wonderful to tell. You
shall see a cow on the roof of a
cot t onhouse, uh-huh, and oh, so nmany
startlenents...

The cl oudy eyes of the old man stare sightlessly down the
track as the seesaw handle rises and falls through frane.

OLD MAN ( CONT' D)
...l cannot say how long this road
shal |l be. But fear not the obstacles
in your path, for Fate has vouchsafed
your reward. And though the road
may w nd, and yea, your hearts grow
weary, still shall ye foller the
way, even unto your sal vation

The old man punps - reek-a reek-a reek-a - as all contenpl ate

hi s words.
LOUD AND SUDDEN:

OLD MAN ( CONT' D)
| ZZAT CLEAR?

The nen start, then nunble polite acknow edgenent.

The railroad tracks wind to the setting sun. Reek-a reek-a
reek-a - the flatcar rolls, in wide shot, toward the gol den
hori zon.

FADE OUT

DAY

A hot dusty road leading up to a | one farnhouse.
The three nmen wal k, cl anki ng and abreast.

DELMAR
How d he know about the treasure?

EVERETT
Don't know, Del mar-though the blind
are reputed to possess sensitivities
conpensatin' for their |ack of sight,
even to the point of devel opi ng para-
normal psychic powers. Now clearly,
seein' the future would fall neatly

( MORE)



EVERETT ( CONT' D)
into that ka-taggery. It's not so
surprising, then, if an organi sm
deprived of earthly vision-

PETE
He said we wouldn't get it! He said
we woul dn't get the treasure we seek

EVERETT GROAN6 TESTY:

EVERETT
Wel |l what does he know - he's an
ignorant old man! Jesus, Pete, |I'm
telling you | buried it nyself, and
if your cousin still runs this-here
horse farm and has a forge and sone
shoein' inpedinents to restore our
liberty of novenent -

Bang! A rifle shot kicks up dust in front of the nen.

CH LD S VA CE
Hold it rah chair!

The front of the farm house shows only a harshly shaded front
porch and a dark screen door.

The screen door swings open and a child energes on to the
porch and steps down into the sunlight, holding a gun al nost
bi gger than he is. The griny-faced boy, about eight years
old, wears tattered overalls.

CH LD
You nmen fromthe bank?

PETE
You Wash's boy?

CH LD
Yassir! And Daddy tolt ne I'mto
shoot whosoever from the bank!

He pokes his rifle at the three nmen, who raise their hands.

DELMAR
Well, we ain't fromno bank, young
feller.

CH LD
Yassir! |I'm al so suppose to shoot

fol ks servin' papers!

DELMAR
Well we ain't got no papers.



CH LD

Yassir! | nicked the census nman!
DELMAR

There's a good boy. Is your daddy

about ?
THE BACK OF THE HOUSE

Wash Hogwal | op, a sour-1ooking bald man, sits near a rusted
bathtub in a yard littered with ancient car parts and farm
i npl enents overgrown with weeds. He is whittling artlessly

at a stick.

He gl ances up as the three convicts clank around the corner,
then returns to his whittling.

WASH
‘Lo, Pete. Hooor yer friends?

EVERETT
Pl eased to make your acquai ntance,
M ster Hogwal | op. M nane's U ysses
Everett MG I 1.

DELMAR
"N I'm Del mar O Donnel |

PETE
How ya been, Wash? Been what, twelve,
thirteen year' n?

Still looking sourly at his whittling:

WASH
You' ve grown chatty.

He tosses the stick aside and sighs.

WASH ( CONT' D)
| expect you'll want them chains
knocked of f.

THE HOGWALLCP KI TCHEN

The four nmen and little boy sit around the kitchen table
eating stew. A Sears Roebuck catal ogue on the boy's chair
brings himto table height. The cons are now rid of their
chains and are dressed in ill-fitting farnmer's wear.

WASH
They forecl osed on Cousin Vester. He
hanged hinself a year cone My.



PETE
And Uncle Ratliff?

WASH
The ant hrax took nost of his cows.

The rest don't mlk, and he | ost a boy to nunps.

PETE
VWhere's Cora, Cousin Wash?

Wash gl ances at the little boy.
WASH

Coul dn't say. Ms. Hogwallop up and
RUNNOEFT.

EVERETT

Mn Must've been | ookin' for answers.
WASH

Possi bly. Good riddance, far as |I'm

concerned. ..
The three nmen slurp their stew.

WASH ( CONT' D)
| do m ss her cookin' though.

DELMAR
This stew s awful good.

VWASH
Thi nk so?

He sniffs dubiously at his spoon.

WASH ( CONT' D)
| slaughtered this horse |ast Tuesday;
"mafraid she's startin' to turn.

LI VI NG ROOM
Later. The four nen sit about
listening to a big box radio.

Wash is whittling once again; Everett dips his conb into a
pomade jar and carefully works on his hair; Pete is digging
around with a toothpick; Delmr dream |y waves one hand in
time to the nusic.

The nusi c ends.
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ANNOUNCER
Well, that's the |ast nunber for
tonight's 'Pass the Biscuits Pappy
O Dani el Flour Hour.' This is Pappy
O Dani el, hopin' you fol ks been
enjoyin' that good ol d-tiney nusic,
and renmenber, when you're fixin' to
fry up sonme flapjacks or bake a ness
a biscuits, use cool clear water and
good pure Pappy O Daniel flour for
that 'Pass the Biscuits, Pappy'
flavor. So tune in next week fol ks,
and till then whyncha turn to your
better half and sing along wth Pappy:

"You are ny sunshine, ny only sunshine...'
Everett clears his throat.

EVERETT
Well, guess I'Il be turning in..

He screws the |lid back on the pomade.

EVERETT ( CONT' D)
Say, Cousin Wash, | guess it'd be
the acne of foolishness to inquire
if you had a hairnet.

WASH
Got a bunch in yon byurra. Ms.
Hogwal | op's, matter of fact.
Hepyaseff; | won't be needin' 'em
THE THREE MEN

Sleeping in a hayloft. Everett wears a hairnet over his
pai nst aki ngly arranged hair.

Pete snores on the inhale. Del mar whistles on the exhal e.
A spotlight plays over the hayloft ceiling and a voi ce boons:

BULLHORN VO CE
Al'l right boys, itsy authorities.

The three nmen rouse thensel ves.
BULLHORN VO CE ( CONT' D)
We got cha surrounded. Just cone on
out grabbin' air!

Everett shrugs his shoul ders and peeks down into the barnyard.
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EVERETT
Damm! We're in a tight spot!

From high we see a foreshortened | awman hol ding a bull horn
surrounded by arnmed deputi es.

Next to the man with the bullhorn, a tin-starred sheriff
wat ches inpassively through mrrored sungl asses, a bl oodhound
drooling at his side.

MAN W TH BULLHORN
And don't try nothin' fancy - your
sitchy-ation is purt nigh hopel ess.

DELMAR
VWhat inna SamHIIl...?

EVERETT
Pete's cousin turned us in for the
bount y!

PETE

The hell you say! Wash is kin!
An unanplified voice echoes up fromthe yard:

VA CE
Sorry Pete! | know we're kin! But
t hey got this Depression on, and |
gotta do fer ne and m ne

Pete screans down fromthe hayport:

PETE
"M GONNA KI LL YOU, JUDAS | SCARI OT
HOGWALLOP! YOU M S' ABLE HOSS- EATI N
SONOFABI TCH!  YOU- RAT- A- TAT- A- TAT-

Everett pulls Pete down as a tomry gun spits lead into the
hayl of t .

EVERETT
Damm! We're in a tight spot!

PETE | S ENRACED:

PETE
Damm his eyes! Pa always said never
trust a Hogwal | op- COVE' N GET US,
COPPERS!

BULLHORN VO CE
So be it! You boys're leavin' us no
choi ce but to snoke you out.
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EVERETT
Ch no! Lord have nercy!

Men approach the barn with torches.

DELMAR

VWhat do we do now, Everett?
EVERETT

Firel | hate firel
PETE

YOU LOUSY TI N-WEARI N MOTHERLESS
BARNBURNI N COCKROACHES-

Everett cuts in, his voice breaking:

EVERETT
NOW HOLD QON, BOYS- Al NTCHA EVER HEARD
OF A NEGOTI ATI ON? MAYBE WE CAN TALK
TH'S THI NG QUT!

DELMAR
Yeah, let's negotiate 'em Everett.
The hayloft is filling with snoke. Flanmes |ick downstairs.
PETE
YOU LOUSY YELLA- BELLI ED LOW DOWN
SKUNKS-
EVERETT

Now hold on, Pete, we gotta speak
wi th one voice here - CAREFUL W TH
THAT FI RE NOW BOYS

Pete grabs a flam ng faggot and hurls it down at the deputized
congr egati on.

It lands harm essly in some scattered straw.

BULLHORN VO CE
You choose it, boys - the prison
farmor the pearly gates!

The straw curls, lights, and the fire scuttles over to a
par ked Bl ack Mari a.

Wth a loud airy WHOOOF! the undercarriage of the police van
pops into flane.

The man with the bull horn sees it.

MAN W TH BULLHORN
Holy Saint Christopher - OUTA THAT
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VEH CLE, CHAMP, SHE' S LICKIN FAR!

Tonmy guns are stored in the back of the van. The drum of
one starts spinning.

FLAMES LI CK UP THE QUTSI DE OF THE VAN AS - CHI NKA- CHI NKA-
Chinka - bullet holes wal k across the body.

MAN W TH BULLHORN
Take cover, boys, THAT AIN T POPCORN

Yel ling nen scurry away.

The vehicle rocks and chatters under the force of the many
tomry guns now firing inside. Tires pop, hiss and settle;
doors pop open; glass shatters.

VA CES
VWho' s that?

An oncom ng car is bouncing crazily across the yard, horn
bl ari ng. Deputies |eap out of its path.

The car shoots past the chattering van which still bucks and
bounces on its shocks, its interior strobing and flashing as
if filled with trapped |i ghtning.

The speeding car heads directly for the flam ng barn door
and crashes through in a shower of sparks.

The car brakes inside the barn and the driver's door flies
open. The little Hogwal |l op boy yells over the roar of the
fl anes:

BOY
Come on, boys! I'mgonna RU NN O F-
T!

Pete, Everett and Delmar pile in.

DELMAR
You should be in bed, little fell a.

The doors slam shut and the boy grinds into gear. He has
wood bl ocks strapped to his feet so that he can reach
accel erator, brake and clutch. He sits on a Sears Roebuck
catal ogue to give hima view over the dash

BOY
You ain't the boss a ne!

The car speeds for the far wall, sheeted in flame, and bursts
t hr ough.
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COUNTRY ROAD - DAY
The little Hogwal | op boy wal ks away in | ong shot down the
m ddl e of the enpty road. His walk is unsteady, the wood
bl ocks still strapped to his feet.

He turns to face us and hollers:

BOY
You candy-butted car-thievin' so's
'n so's! | curse yer nanes!

Pete enters in the foreground and throws a dirt clod at the
boy. It lands shy as Pete yells:

PETE
Go back hone'n m nd yer pa!

We pan Pete over to the shoul der where the car is stopped,
its hood propped open. Everett and Del mar are |ooking at the
engi ne.

PETE ( CONT' D)
VWhat's the damm probl en?

DRYGOODS STORE
The proprietor is a bespectacled
m ddl e-aged man wearing sl eeve garters
and a visor. Behind himare stacked,
anong ot her necessaries, sacks of
O Dani el Flour. He pushes a smal
tin across the counter.

PROPRI ETOR
| can get the part from Bri stol
it'"ll take two weeks. Here's your
pormade.
Everett is stunned.
EVERETT

Two weeks! That don't do me no good!

PROPRI ETOR
Nearest Ford auto nman's Bristol.

Everett picks up the tin.

EVERETT
Hold on there - | don't want this
pormade, | want Dapper Dan.

PROPRI ETOR
| don't carry Dapper Dan. | carry
Fop.
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EVERETT
No! I don't want Fop! Goddamit -
use Dapper Dan!

PROPRI ETOR
Wat ch your | anguage, young fell ow,
this is a public market. Now, if you
want Dapper Dan | can order it for
you, have it in a couple of weeks.

EVERETT
Well, ain't this place a geographical
oddity-two weeks from everywhere!
Forget it! Just the dozen hairnets!

PETE AND DELMAR
On a wooded hillside. They sit at a
twg fire, roasting a small creature
on a spit.

EVERETT (O.S.)
It didn't look |ike a one-horse
t own. . .

He stalks into frame and pl ops disgustedly down by the fire.

EVERETT ( CONT' D)
...but try getting a decent hair
jelly.

DELMAR
Gopher, Everett?

EVERETT
And no transm ssion belt for two
weeks neit her.

PETE
Huh?! They damthat river on the
21st. Today's the 17th!

EVERETT
Don't | know it.

PETE
We got but four days to get to that
treasure! After that, it'll be at

the bottom of a | ake!
He grimy shakes his head.

PETE ( CONT' D)
W ain't gonna nmake it wal kin'.



16.

DEL VAR
Gopher, Everett?

Everett has taken out a can of near-enpty Dapper Dan. He
scrapes the last of it onto his conb and starts conbing his
hai r.

We hear distant singing - one |one tenor voi ce.

EVERETT
Vell, you' re right there, but the
| o' tactician's already got a pl an-

Everett fishes a gold watch fromhis pocket and tosses it to
Pet e.

EVERETT
-for the transportation, that is; |
don't know how |I' m gonna keep ny
coiffure in order.

Pete | ooks at the watch, puzzled.

PETE
How s this a plan? How re we gonna
get a car?

EVERETT
Sell that. | figured it could only
have pai nful associations for \Wsh.

Pete pops the front and reads the inscription.
PETE
To Washi ngt on Bart hol omew Hogwal | op.
fromhis loving Cora. Ay-Mre Fie-
del lis.

EVERETT
It was in his bureau.

He screws the |lid back on the pomade.

Del mar whi stl es appreciatively.

DELMAR
You got light fingers, Everett.
Gopher ?

PETE

You ms'able little sneak thief...

He lurches threateningly to his feet.
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PETE ( CONT' D)
You stole fromny kin!

Everett scranbles up

EVERETT
Who was fixing to betray us!

PETE
You didn't know that at the tinel

EVERETT
So | borrowed it till I did know

PETE
That don't make no sensel!

EVERETT
Pete, it's a fool looks for logic in
t he chanbers of the human heart.
VWhat the hell's that singing?

We can make out the words now, sung by the | one tenor.

VA CE
Ch Brothers, let's go down, conme on
down, don't you wanna go down...

People in white robes are drifting down the hill, through
t he woods behind the canpsite. They join in with the |ead
voi ce:

VA CES
Ch Brothers, let's go down, down to
the river to pray...

Del mar gazes wonderingly at the white-robed figures as he
answers Everett:

DELMAR
Appears to be... sone kinda... con-
Qur-gation. Care for sone gopher?

Everett too watches the white-robed people following in the
wake of the tenor. He answers absently:

EVERETT
No, thank you Delmar - a third of a
gopher would only rouse ny appetite
w t hout beddi n" her back down.

There are nore and nore white robes drifting through the
woods, all of them strangely oblivious to the three nen.
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DEL VAR
You can have the whole thing - nme'n
Pet e al ready had one..

There is an endl ess stream now, drifting through the
foreground, the background, the canpsite itself.

VA CES
Ch, sisters, let's go down, conme on
down, don't you want to go down...

DELMAR
We ran acrost a gopher vill age..

The drifting worshipers wear beatific expressions. One only,
a m ddl e-aged wonan, notices the three convicts around whom
the rest of the flock blindly drifts. She calls to them

WOVAN
Cone with us, brothers! Join us and
be saved!

THE Rl VER

VWhite robes stream down the hill,
out of the woods, and down the

ri verbank. The voices swell in a
great chorus:

VA CES
W went down to the river one day,
St udyi ng about that good ol d way,
And who shall wear that robe and
crown, Oh Lord, show us the way...

We are boom ng down to reveal a mnister in the foreground.

He stands belly-deep in the river, easing a white-robed man
back-down into the water. Behind hima |line of robed singers
| engt hens steadily as people stream out of the woods.

Pete, Delnmar and Everett energe fromthe woods and gaze down
at the river. Wite-robed people continue to drift past them

EVERETT
| guess hard tines flush the chunps.
Everybody's | ookin' for answers, and

THERE' S ALWAYS-
Del mar wades out into the stream cutting in |line.

EVERETT
VWere the hell's he goin'?
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Del mar has reached the m nister and holds his nose as the
m ni ster incantates over himand lowers himinto the water.

PETE
VWll, 1'll be a sonofabitch. Delnmar's
been saved!

EVERETT

Pete, don't be ignorant-
Del mar is slogging back through the water.

DELMAR
Vell that's it boys, | been redeened!

The preacher warshed away all ny sins and transgressions.
It's the straight-and-narrow fromhere on out and heaven
everlasting' s ny reward!

EVERETT
Del mar what the hell are you talking
about? - We got bigger fish to fry-

DELMAR
Preacher said ny sins are warshed
away, including that Piggly Waggly |
knocked over in Yazoo!

EVERETT
| thought you said you were innocent
a those charges.

DELMAR
Wll | was lyin' - and |'mproud to
say that that sin's been warshed
away too! Neither God nor man's got
nothin' on nme now Cone on in, boys,
the water's fine!

LATER
The snol dering twg fire. A bl oodhound
on a leash circles into franme, its
tail fiercely waggi ng.

W follow it as, nose to the ground and strai ning agai nst
its leash, it waddles over to an enpty tin of Dapper Dan
pormade.

A VA CE
Al tight, boys! W got the scent!

A CAR
Everett drives, shaking his head
with a forebearing smle.



Pete, sitting next to him and Del mar,

dri ppi ng wet.

PETE | S SULLEN

He shakes

PETE
The preacher said it absol ved us.
EVERETT
For him not for the law |I'm
surprised at you, Pete. Hell, | gave

you credit for nore brains than
Del mar .

DELMAR
But there were wi tnesses, saw us
r edeened!

EVERETT
That's not the issue, Del nar. Even
if it did put you square with the
Lord, the State of Mssissippi is
nmor e hardnosed.

DELMAR
You should a joined us, Everett. It
couldn't a hurt none.

PETE
Hell, at least it woul da washed away
the stink of that ponade.

EVERETT
Join you two ignorant fools in a
ridicul ous superstition? Thank you
anyway. And | like the snell of ny
hair treatnent - the pl easing odor
is half the point.

hi s head and | aughs.
EVERETT ( CONT' D)

Baptism You two are just dunmber'n a
bag of hammers. Well, | guess you're

MY CROSS TO BEAR-

A thirtyish black man in worn go-to-neetin'
waggling his thunb at the passing car.
battered guitar case as the car pulls over and

on t he shoul der,

grabs his

DELMAR
Pul | over, Everett - let's give that
colored boy a lift.

trots up to the open w ndow.

in back, are both

20.

cl ot hes st ands

He
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Hl TCHHI KER
You fol ks goin' through Ti sham ngo?

Del mar pushes open the back door.

DELMAR
Sure, hop in.

Everett | ooks at the man in the rearview mrror as he pulls
out.

EVERETT
How ya doin', boy? Nane's Everett,
and these two soggy sonsabitches are
Pete and Del mar. Keep your fingers
away from Pete's nmouth-he ain't had
nothin' to eat for the last thirteen
years but prison food, gopher, and a
l[ittle greasy horse.

H TCHHI KER
Thank you fuh the lif', suh. M nanes
Tonmy. Tomy Johnson.

DELMAR | S GENUI NELY FRI ENDLY:

DELMAR
How ya doin', Tomry. | haven't seen
a house in mles. Wiat're you doin
out in the mddle of nowhere?

TOMMWY | S MATTER- OF- FACT:

TOMWY
| had to be at that crossroads | as
m dni ght to sell mah soul to the
devi | .

EVERETT
Vell ain't it a small world,
spiritually speakin'! Pete and Del mar
just been baptized and saved! | guess
|"mthe only one here who remains
unaffili ated!

DELMAR
This ain't no laughin' matter,
Everett.

EVERETT

What' d the devil give you for your
soul, Tomry?
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TOMW
He taught nme to play this guitar
real good.
DELMAR | S HORRI FI ED:
DEL VAR

Oh, son! For that you traded your
everlastin' soul ?!

Tonmy shrugs.
TOMWY
| wudden usin' it.
PETE
| al ways wondered-what's the devi
| ook |1 ke?
EVERETT
Well, of course there's all nanner

of lesser inps'n denons, Pete, but
the Great Satan hisself is red and
scaly with a bifurcated tail and
carries a hayfork.

TOVMMY
Ch no! No suh! He's white-white as
you folks, with mrrors for eyes an'
a big hollow voice an' allus travels
with a nmean ol d hound.

PETE

And he told you to go to Tisham ngo?
TOMWY

No suh, that was nmah idea. | heard

they's a man there pays fol ks noney
to sing into a can. They say he pays
extra effen you play real good.

Everett's eyes narrow as he studies the man in the rearview

EVERETT
How much does he pay?

TI SHAM NGO
The car is pulling into the parking
| ot of a single-story cenent-block
bui l ding with a hundred-foot antenna
and a handpai nted sign:

VEZY
LI STENI NG AIN T NEVER BEEN SO EASY
NCR SO FI NE
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As the nmen get out of the car, Everett snaps his suspenders.

EVERETT
Al'l right boys, just follow ny |ead.

| NSI DE
Everett strides up to a portly m ddl e-
aged man who wears dark gl asses and
hol ds a white cane.

EVERETT
VWho' s the honcho around here?

MAN
| am Hur you?

EVERETT
Well sir, my nane is Jordan Rivers
and these here are the Soggy Bottom
Boys outta Cottonelia M ssissippi-
Songs of Salvation to Sal ve the Soul .
We hear you pay good noney to sing
into a can.

MAN
Vll that all depends. You boys do
Negro songs?

Everett grimaces, thinking.

EVERETT
Sir, we are Negroes. Al except our
a- cunp- uh, conpany-acconpl uh- uh,
the fella that plays the gui-tar.

MAN
Well, | don't record Negro songs.
" m | ookin" for sonme ol'-tiney
material. Wiy, people just can't

get enough of it since we started
broadcastin' the 'Pappy O Dani el

Fl our Hour', so thanks for stoppin
By, but -

EVERETT
Sir, the Soggy Bottom Boys been
steeped in ol'-tinmey material. Heck,
you're silly with it, aintcha boys?

PETE
That's right!

DELMAR
That's right! We ain't really Negroes!
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PETE
Al'l except fer our a-cunp-uh-nust!

THE STUDI O
The three singing convicts forma
sem -circle behind Tormy, who pl ays
his guitar into a can m crophone.
They are perform ng a hot and
har noni zed version of 'Man of Constant
Sorrow .

Wen they finish Everett whoops and sl aps Tommy on the back.

EVERETT
Hot damm, boy, | al nost believe you
did sell your soul to the devil!

MAN
Boys, that was sonme mghty fine
pi ckin' and singin'. You just sign
t hese papers and I'll give you ten
dol I ars api ece.

EVERETT
Okay sir, but Mert and Al oysius'|
have to scratch Xes - only four of
us can wite.

THE LOT
A caravan of two oversize cars i s
pulling into the lot just as Tommy
and the three convicts burst out of
the station door, whooping it up.

A sixty-year-old man in enornous seersucker pants held up by
suspenders and the outward pressure of a bloomng belly is
getting out of the first car. H's face is famliar from
count| ess sacks of Pass the Biscuits Pappy O Daniel Flour

Del mar waves a fistful of noney at him

DEL VAR
Hey mster! | don't nmean to be
tellin" tales out a school, but
there's a man in there hands out ten
dollars to anyone sings into his
can!

PAPPY
|'"'mnot here to make a record, ya
dunb cracker, they broadcast ne out
on the radio.
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A big shanbling man of about thirty has foll owed hi mout of
the car. He has the sloping shoulders, the pasty skin, and
the aim essly bobbing head of an intellectual flyweight.

JUNI OR
That's Governor Menel aus ' Pass the
Bi scuits, Pappy' O Daniel, and he'd
sure 'preciate it if you ate his
farina and voted hima second term

Two ot her nenbers of the retinue, older nmen whose girth rivals
t he governor's, are Eckard and Spivey.

ECKARD
Fi nest governor we've ever had in
M si ppi .

SPI VEY

In any state.

ECKARD
Oh Lord yes, any parish'r precinct;
| was makin' the | arger point.

As Pappy brushes by them Junior wheedl es:

JUNI OR
Ai nt cha gonna press the flesh, Pappy,
do alittle politickin'?

Pappy sl aps at the young man with his hat.

PAPPY
"1l press your flesh, you dimmtted
sonofabitch - you don't tell your
pappy how to cawt the elect 'rate!

Pappy waves his hat at the radio building as singers in faux
hillbilly outfits with various nusical instrunment cases get
out of the second car.

PAPPY ( CONT' D)
W ain't one-at-a-timn' here, we
mass conmuni catin'!

ECKARD
Ch, yes, assa parful new force.

SPI VEY
MM nm

The nen head for the station, with Junior |agging.
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Shake a | eg, Junior! Thank God your
mama died givin' birth-if she'd a
seen ya she'd a died of shane...

A CAVPFI RE
It is night.

26.

Tomry sits in the background, playing and singing a slow
bl ues. The three convicts, hol ding coffee cups,

the fire.

OVER THE DREAMY SONG

DEL VAR
Wiy don't we bed down out here
toni ght ?

PETE
Yeah, it stinks in that ol' barn.

EVERETT
Suits ne...

He stretches out.

EVERETT ( CONT' D)
Pretty soon it'll be nothin' but
feat her beds'n silk sheets.

gaze into

Pete swi shes his coffee as he stares into the bl aze.

PETE
A mllion dollars.

EVERETT
MIl1lion point two.

DELMAR
Fi ve... hunnert... thousand... each.

EVERETT
Four hundred, Del mar.

DELMAR
| zzat right?

EVERETT
VWhat're you gonna do with your share
of the treasure, Pete?

PETE
Go out west sonewhere, open a fine
restaurant. |'m gonna be the nuaider

( MORE)
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PETE ( CONT' D)
dee. Geet all the swells, goto
work ever' day in a bowtie and tuxedo,
an' all the staff'll all say Yassir
and Nawsir and in a Jiffy Pete. ..

He gives his coffee a thoughtful sw sh and murnurs:

PETE ( CONT' D)
An' all nmy neals for free..

EVERETT
What about you, Delmar? Wat're you
gonna do with your share a that dough?

DEL VAR
Visit those forecl osin' sonofaguns
down at the Indianola Savings and
Loan and slap that cash down on the
barrel head and buy back the famly
farm Hell, you ain't no kind of man
if you ain't got |and.

PETE
What about you, Everett? What'd you
have in m nd when you stoled it in
the first place?

EVERETT
Me? Oh, | didn't have no plan. Stil
don't, really.

PETE
Well that hardly sounds |ike you..

A DI STANT VA CE

VA CE
Al right, boys, itsy authorities!

The three nen tense up. Tommy stops singing.

VO CE (CONT' D)
Your sitchy-ation is purt nigh
hopel ess!

Pete shovels dirt onto the fire as Del mar and Everett scranble
to peek over a | ow ridge.

Their point-of-view shows a |one barn with their car parked
to one side. Various police vehicles have pulled up facing
the barn, and arnmed nen, their backs to us, train guns on
it, some taking cover on the near side of their parked cars.
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EVERETT
Damm! They found our car!

The man with the bull horn continues, directing his conments
at the distant barn:

MAN
W ain't got the tinme-and nary
inclination-to gentle you boys no
further!

The three convicts notice the sheriff who once again stands
i npassively next to the man with the bull horn, holding a
| eash agai nst whi ch a bl oodhound strains.

MAN ( CONT' D)
It's either the penal farmor the
fires of damnati on-makes no neverm nd
to ne!

The sheriff makes a signal to a man holding a torch, who
skitters up to the barn and lights it.

DEL VAR
Damm! We gotta skedaddl e!

EVERETT
| left nmy pomade in that car! Maybe
| can creep up!

DELMAR
Don't be a fool, Everett, we gotta R
UNOF-FT, but pronto!

EVERETT
Where's Tomy?

PETE
Already lit out, scared out of his
wits. Let's go!

DAYTI ME ROAD
The three nmen shuffle down the dusty
r oad.

PETE
The hell it ain't square onel An't
no one gonna pick up three filthy
unshaved hitchhi kers, and one of 'em
a knowit-all that can't keep his
trap shut!
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EVERETT
Pete, the personal rancor reflected
inthat remark | don't intend to
dignify with coment, but | would
i1 ke to address your general attitude
of hopel ess negativism Consider the
lilies a the goddamm field, or-hell!-
Take a | ook at Del mar here as your
paradi gm a hope.

DELMVAR
Yeah, | ook at ne.

EVERETT
Now you may call it an unreasoning
optimsm You may call it obtuse.
But the plain fact is we still have...
close to... close to...

He loses his drift as all three nmen turn, reacting to the
sound of an approachi ng speedi ng car.

EVERETT ( CONT' D)
...close to... three days... before
they damthat river...

The car cones into view cornering on two wheels. It crashes
back onto all four and, as it speeds along, dollar bills
snap and flutter out its windows. The car roars up to the
three nen as Del mar waggl es a hopeful thunb. It screeches to
a halt.

The driver, a young man in a sharp suit with a round, babylike
face, |leans over to call through the passenger w ndow.

DRI VER
s this the road to Itta Bena?
PETE
Uh... Itta Bena..
Del mar plucks a fluttering dollar bill out of the air and

| ooks at it wonderingly. He holds it stretched between two
hands, brings the two sides together, then gives it an

appr ai si ng pop.

EVERETT
ltta Bena, now, uh, that would be..

PETE
Isn't it, uh...

Li ke a child gazing at soap bubbl es, Del mar | ooks around at
the wafting currency, and yanks another fluttering bill out
of the air.
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EVERETT
I"'mthinkin' it's uh, you could take
this road to, uh...

There is the sound of a distant siren.

The driver, still patiently |eaning over to hear out the two
brai nw ackers, shoots a quick ook in his rearview mrror
PETE
...Nah, that ain't right... I'm
thinkin" of...
EVERETT

..l believe, unless I'mvery nuch
m st aken - see, we've been away for
several years, uh...

The driver pushes open the passenger door.

DRI VER
Hop on in while you give it a think.

The three nmen clinb in and the car squeal s out.
| NT. CAR

The driver shoots a glance up to the rearview mrror as the
sirens grow |l ouder, then gropes inside his coat.

DRI VER
Any a you boys know your way around
a Wal t her PPK?

DEL VAR
Well now, that's where we cain't
help ya. | don't believe it's in

M ssi ssi ppi .

The man stops withdrawi ng the gun and apprai ses his
passengers. Del mar reacts to the paper currency fluttering
i nside the car:

DELMAR ( CONT' D)
Friend, some of your folding noney
has cone unst owed.

DRI VER
Just stuff it down that sack there.
You boys aren't badnen, | take it?
DELMAR
Well, funny you should ask-1 was
bad, till yesterday, but ne'n Pete

( MORE)
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DELMAR ( CONT' D)
here been saved. My nane's Del mar,
and that there's Everett.

DRI VER
George Nelson. It's a pleasure.

He opens his door and steps onto the running board, giving
Everett a casual

NEL SON
Gab the tiller, wll ya buddy?

Everett slides over, startled. George Nelson, now fully
outside and facing the pursuit vehicles, has one hand cl anped
on the car roof and waves to Delmar with the other.

NELSON ( CONT' D)
Hand up that Thonpson, Jack.

Del mar gropes in the footwell.

DEL VAR
Say, what |line of work are you in,
CGeor ge?

EXT. CAR
Nel son sends a spray of bullets back at the pursuit car.

NEL SON
COME AND GET Mg, COPPERS! YQU
FLATFOOTED LAMEBRAI NED SOFT- ASSED
SONCFABI TCHES! NO ONE CAN CATCH ME!
"M GEORGE NELSON!' |' M Bl GGER THAN
ANY JOHN LAW EVER LI VED! HA- HA- HA- HA-
HA! 1" M TEN- AND- A- HALF FEET TALL AND
AIN T YET FULLY CGROVNED!

Nel son fires wildly as the pursuit cars gain on him returning
fire. He suddenly notices a herd of cattle grazing at the
roadsi de and murnurs:

NELSON
. COWs. . .

He swi ngs the tomry gun over with a whoop.

NELSON ( CONT' D)
| hate cows worse than coppers!

He lets | oose a spray. One of the cows drops and the rest
st anpede toward the road.
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DELMAR
Aww, Ceorge, not the |ivestock.

Energi zed, Nel son resunes bel |l ow ng:

NEL SON
HA- HA! COVE ON YOU M SERABLE SALARI ED
SONSABI TCHES! COVE AND GET ME

I n bovine ignorance of the conventions of high-speed police
pursuit, some of the cows have wandered up onto the road.

The | ead police car broadsi des one. CGeorge Nel son, cackling
wildly, fires into the air as his car recedes.

SMALL TOWN
The car is speeding into town, dodging
and weaving through light traffic as
Ceorge fires into the air - perhaps
a neans of clearing a path, perhaps
an expression of high spirits.

The car screeches to a halt and George hops out, and the
three convicts energe to follow him

NEL SON
COME ON BOYS! WE' RE GO N FOR THE
RECORD- THREE BANKS | N TWO HOURS

Jowl s shaking in a full run, George Nel son bursts through
t he door of the bank, followed by the three nen.

He fires into the ceiling and | eaps up onto a table.

NELSON ( CONT' D)
OKAY FOLKS! HOLD THE APPLAUSE AND

DROP YER DRAVERS - |'M CGEORGE NELSON
AND |'M HERE TO SACK THE CITY A ITTA
BENA!

He | eaps down, fires into the air again, and sweeps a young
woman standing in line into a full V-J dip, kissing her on
the |ips.

Del mar nudges Everett.

DELMAR
He's a live wire though, ain't he?

NEL SON
Thanky dear! Al the noney in the
bag, and you can tell your grandkids
you were done by the best! |'M GEORGE
NELSON AND |'M FEELIN TEN FEET TALL!
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He wi nks at the three nen who obediently wait.

NELSON ( CONT' D)
It's a kick and a quarter, ain't it
boys?

D stant sirens again.

EVERETT
Pardon ne, George, but have you got
a plan for gettin' outa here?

NEL SON
Sure boys, here's niplan!

He whi ps open his suitcoat to reveal a half-dozen sticks of
dynam te.

NELSON ( CONT' D)
They ain't never seen ordnance |ike
this! WELL, THANK YQU, FOLKS, AND
REMEMBER: JESUS SAVES, BUT GEORGE
NELSON W THDRAWS!  HA- HA- HA- HA- HA-
HAI GO FETCH THE AUTO VA TURE, PETE!

He sends a burst into the ceiling, and heads for the door as
customers rmurnur.

VA CE
...1t"s Babyface Nel son..

CGeorge whirls.

NEL SON
WHO SAI D THAT?!

The custoners stare nutely back.

NELSON ( CONT' D)
WHAT | GNORANT LOWDOWN SLANDERI ZI NG
SONOFABI TCH SAI D THAT?! MY NAME IS
GEORGE NELSON, GET ME?!

The custoners shuffle their feet and gl ance unconfortably
about. Del mar |ays a hand on George's shoulder and tries to
steer himtoward the door.

DELMAR
They didn't nmean anything by it,
Ceor ge.

NEL SON

GEORGE NELSON!' NOT BABYFACE! YQU
REMEMBER AND YOU TELL YOUR FRI ENDS
( MORE)
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NELSON ( CONT' D)
|' M GEORGE NELSON, BORN TO RAI SE
HELL!

QUTSI DE THE BANK
The siren grows | ouder as the four nen energe.

EVERETT
You gotta be a little tolerant,
CGeorge; all these poor folk know is
the legend. Hell, they can't be
expected to appreciate the conpl ex

| NDI VI DUAL UNDERNEATH-

NEL SON
Amy, I'mall right-

He shrugs off Everett's hand and lights the fuse on a stick
of dynamte.

NEL SON
This'Il put me right back on top!

The car squeals up and, as sirens approach once again, the
three nen pile in.

NELSON ( CONT' D)
OR-VO R, | TTA BENAl GEORGE NELSON
THANKS YOU FOR YOUR SUPPORT!

As the car peels out - KA-BOOM - the dynamte blows a crater
in the street behind.

CAMPFI RE
It is night.

CGeorge Nel son, now strangely quiet, holds a coffee cup and
stares gloomly into the fire.

After a long beat, Delmar, also staring into the fire, slaps
one knee and ej acul at es:

DELMAR
Damm but that was sone fun though
won it Ceorge?!

Ceorge responds, barely audi ble and w thout brightening:

GEORGE
...yeah. ..
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Everett and Pete exchange significant |ooks. Del mar, however,
is less sensitive to the Babyface's npod.

DELMAR
Al nrost makes nme wish | hadn't been
saved! Jackin' up banks - | can see

how a fella could derive a lot a
pl easure and satisfaction out of it!

GEORGE
...1t"s okay...

DELMAR
Whoa doggi es!

At length George swi shes the coffee around his cup, shrugs,
tosses the coffee and ri ses.

GEORGE
\Vell, I'"'mtakin' off.

He digs into a pocket and tosses his car keys to a dunbfounded
Del mar .

GEORGE ( CONT' D)
You boys can have the autonobile.

d assy-eyed, he continues to dig in his pockets and lets his
nmoney fall to the ground.

GEORCGE ( CONT' D)
"N mght as well take my share a the
riches.

DELMAR
What the - where you goin', Ceorge?

George has turned woodenly and wal ks away, | eaving the
canpfire's flickering circle of light.

GEORGE
.1 dunno... who cares...

Del mar stares at Everett, who | ooks appraisingly at George's
retreating back. Pete scranbles to pick up the | oose noney.

DELMAR
Now wuddya suppose is eatin' George?
EVERETT
Well ya know, Delmar, they say that
with a thrill-seekin' personality,

what goes up nmust conme down. Top of
the world one m nute, haunted by
( MORE)
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EVERETT ( CONT' D)
megrins the next. Yep, it's |like our
friend George is a alley cat and his
own dam hunors're swi ngin' him by
the tail. But don't worry, Del mar;
he'll be back on top again. | don't
think we've heard the | ast of George
Nel son.

Del mar, gazing out at the blackness that has cl osed over
George Nel son, hasn't really been listening. He turns sadly
back.

DELMAR
Damm! 1 |iked Ceorge.

A FI ELD
A pl oughing farner has paused to
| ook for the source of distant string-
band nmusic, growi ng closer. There is
al so an approaching anplified voice:

VA CE
Don't be saps for Pappy; vote for
St okes and responsi bl e gunm nt!

A stakebed truck approaches al ong the road bordering the
field. It is festooned with Stokes banners show ng the
candi dat e hol ding high a broom Pickers performin the bed
of the truck, along with a dancer doing a two-step as he
pushes a broom A mdget in overalls waves his arns, as if
conducting the nusic.

VO CE ( CONT' D)
He's against the Innarests and for
the little man!

This, the driver's voice, is anplified through a flared
speaker mounted on the roof of the cab. As the oncom ng truck
draws near, the m dget bellows out at the farmer, who has
renmoved his hat to scratch his forehead.

M DGET
Greetings, brother! Vote for Stokes!

THE VO CE TAI LS AVWAY:

M DGET ( CONT' D)
Clean gummnt is yours for the askin'!

Qur pan with the passing truck conmes to rest on the WEZY
radi o bui | di ng.
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| NSI DE
We are pulling back froma cl ose
shot of the portly blind man.

MAN
Hang on! Lemme slap up a wre.

He turns away to load a recording as he talks into a
m cr ophone.

MAN ( CONT' D)
Fol ks, here's ny cousin Ezzard's
ni ece Eudora from out G eenwood doin
alittle nunber with her cousin Tom
Tom which | predict you' re just gonna
enj oy thoroughly.

He switches off the m crophone as the song, a duet of 'I'l|
Fly Away', scratchily issues froma nonitor. He turns his
attention back to a well-dressed man sitting nearby.

MAN
Now what can | do you for, Mster
French?

FRENCH
How can | lay hold a the Soggy Bottom
Boys?

MAN
Soggy Bottom Boys - | don't precisely

recoll ect, uh -

FRENCH
They cut a record in here, few days
ago, old-tinmey harnmony thing with a
gui tar Accunp-accunp- uh-

MAN
Oh | remenber 'em colored fellas
bel i eve, swell bunch a boys, sung
into yon can and skedaddl ed.

FRENCH
VWll that record has just gone through
t he goddamm roof! They're playin' it
as far away as Mobile! The whol e
damm state's goin' ape!

MAN
It was a powerful air.

FRENCH
Hot damm, we gotta find those boys!
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Sign '"emto a big fat contract! Hell's bells, M. Lunn, if
we don't the goddamm conpetition will!

MAN
Ch nercy, yes. You gotta beat that
conpetition.

"I"I'l Fly Anay' m xes up to play full over the follow ng.
MONTAGE
- The three nen wal k down a flat delta road, the sun

shi nmering off the rough pavenent. Their bank |oot, w apped
in a bandanna, is knotted to the end of a stick slung over
Del mar' s shoul der.

- Adifferent road under a threatening sky. The three nen

stand in the mddle distance, waiting. In the foreground two
little black boys are wal ki ng honme, each carrying a bl ock of
ice. A horse-drawn cart runbles in fromoffscreen and Everett
waggl es his thunb. Thunder runbles.

- Aspinning 78 on a green felt turntable. The crude bl ack

| abel identifies it as 'Man of Constant Sorrow by the Soggy
Bot t om Boys.

- A high shot |ooking down through the rain past the dripping
eave of a barn, under which Everett, Pete and Del mar have
taken cover. The three hold their coats pinched shut at the
neck as they look forlornly up at the weather.

- The three nen walk along a red dirt road el evated through
a bayou.

- The three nen sit around a canpfire. Everett sits on a
stunp, expressively telling a ghost story as Pete and Del mar
gaze at himfrom bel ow, w de-eyed and rapt.

- The three nen wal k past a cotton field dotted wth burst
pods.

- AWolwrth's interior. A sad-faced wonan in a calico dress
ADDRESSES THE CLERK

SAD- FACED WOMVAN
Do you have the Soggy Bottom Boys
perform ng ' Man of Constant Sorrow ?

CLERK
No, ma'am we had a new shipnent in
yesterday but we just can't keep it
on the shel ves.
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The sad-faced woman is crestfall en.

SAD- FACED WOVAN
Ch, nmercy. Then - just the purple
toilet water.

- The three nen wal k down a road excavated through banks of
clay, fromwhich gnarled tree roots protrude.

- Apierests on a windowsill, steamwafting fromit. A hand
enters frombelow the sill outside and di sappears with the
pie. A nonent |later we see Everett's and Pete's backs as

t hey scanper away across the yard. A short beat, and then
Del mar peeks over the sill. He ducks back down and then his
hand reaches up to leave a dollar bill. Mnents |ater we see
hi m scanpering away after Pete and Everett.

- Anot her canpfire. The three nen sit around it |aughing as
they enjoy the pie, each with a slab on a plate inprovised

of old newspaper. Everett finishes his piece, licks his thunb
and tosses the newspaper onto the fire.

W junmp in to ook at the soil ed newspaper as flanme begins

to curl its edge. A story is headlined ' TVA Finalizing Plans
for Flooding of Arktabutta Valley'. The flame curls the page
away, briefly revealing the page beneath - with a story
headl i ned ' Soggy Bottom Boys a Sensation - But Who Are They?' -
before it too is consuned.

- Alittle general store. W are very high, |ooking down at
a foreshortened Everett, Pete, Del mar and store clerk, who
is welding a long tel escoping pole that stretches toward
us. Everett is pointing up, directing the man with the pole.

He noves it tentatively to and fro until, at a certain point,
Everett nods vigorously.

REVERSE SHOAS THE END OF THE POLE - A LONG STOCK- Pl NCHER -

as it closes over a tin of Dapper Dan pomade, resting on a
hi gh shel f.

The exterior of the store shows it to be on a corner of a
little crossroads town. The three nen are energing fromthe
store just as a car pulls up to one of the two bubbl e-topped
gas punps out front. A fancyman in a boater hat gets out of
the car and heads for the store, passing the three; Everett
gl ances at himand, as the man di sappears inside, he dives
into his car, waving for Del mar and Pete to follow Del mar
initially reluctant, is hauled into the car by Pete, and the
men take off.

- The spinning 78 recording, as the song enters its |ast
ver se.



40.
- A spinning car wheel.

- A panoram c boomup as the car toodl es away, down a road
that wi nds through scrub grass toward a di stant sunset.

THE CAR

The three nen are driving through the heat of the day. Everett
drives; Pete is slouched in the front passenger seat; Del mar,
in back, picks out '"I'lIl Fly Away' on a banjo.

Pete listens to sonething, squints, tilts his head.

PETE
... Shut up, Del mar.

Del mar and Everett exchange gl ances; Everett shrugs and Del mar
desi st s.

We can faintly hear a high, unearthly singing. Barely human,
the sound seens to agitate Pete. He | ooks desperately out
t he wi ndow.

Hi s hi ngi ng point-of-view shows, down the declivity fromthe
road and half hidden by trees, three wonen washi ng cl ot hes
in the river.

Pete's reaction is enornous. He jans a fist into his nouth,
eyes wi dening. He yanks the fist out and screans:

PETE ( CONT' D)
PULL OVER

Everett, startl ed, does so.
EXT.

Before the car has even cone to a stop Pete's door flies
open and he is stunbling down the bank to the river.

Everett and Delmar follow nore casually, Everett chuckling.

EVERETT
| guess o' Pete's got the itch.

AT THE RI VER

The unearthly singing, full volune here, comes fromthe three
wonen, beautiful but marked by an otherworldly |angor as

t hey dunk clothes in the stream and beat them agai nst rocks.
Pete is all awkward smles and deep, burning eyes:

PETE
Howdy do, | adies. Nane of Pete!
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Strangely, the three | aundresses do not answer, though they

do smle at himas they continue to sing.

Pete tries again as he reaches into their |aundry basket:

PETE ( CONT' D)
Maybe | could help you with the, uh-

He realizes he is holding | adies' undergarnents.

PETE
Ahem 1|, uh..

He drops them back in the basket.
PETE ( CONT' D)

| don't believe |'ve, uh, heard that
song before..

Everett and Del mar have arrived; Everett is |loud and jovial:

EVERETT
Ai nt cha gonna i nnerduce us, Pete?

Pete's eyes stay glued on the wonen as he hisses out of the

corner of his nouth:

PETE
Don't know their nanes. | seen 'em
first!

Everett |aughs lightly.

EVERETT
Ladi es, you'll have to pardon ny
friend here; Pete is dirt-ignorant
and unschool ed in the social arts.
My nanme on the other hand is U ysses
Everett MG Il and you | adies are
about the three prettiest water lilies
it's ever been ny privilege to admre.

None of the wonen respond but, as all continue to sing,
brings a jug marked with three Xes to Everett.

EVERETT ( CONT' D)
Why, thank you dear, that's very,
uh. ..

He takes a sw g.
EVERETTE

Mn Corn |icker, | guess, uh, the
preferred | ocal uh...

one
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He passes the jug to Pete as the woman runs her fingers
t hrough his hair.

The ot her two wonen are approaching to |likew se tousle Pete
and Del mar.

Del mar's woman caresses his face and, by squeezing his cheeks,
snmushes his nouth into a pucker

DELMAR
Pl eased to neet you, nma'am

The singing continues. The stream gurgles. Sonewhere, in the
di stance, flies lazily buzz.

PETE
Dam!

FADE QUT

FADE I N

CLOSE ON DELMAR

We are very tight. Delmar's eyes are closed. W hear |oud
snoring. At length his eyelids flutter open, but the snoring
conti nues.

Del mar groggily props hinself on one el bow.

It is late afternoon. He is still on the riverbank. Everett
snores near by.

The | adi es are gone. The hanper of |aundry is gone. Pete is
gone.

After |ooking blearily about for a nonent, Delnmar starts and
staggers to his feet.

DELMAR
Holy Saint Christopher!

He toes Everett urgently in the ribs.

EVERETT
Wauhh. . .

DELMAR
Oh sweet Lord, Everett, |ooka this!

Pete's clothes are laid out on the ground, not in a heap,
but m m cking the human shape, as if he had been sinply
vaporized fron within them
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Everett rouses hinself and | ooks at the clothes: He scans
the opposite river bank.

EVERETT
PETE! Where the heck are ya! W ain't
got tinme for your shenani gans!

Del mar stares horrified at the pile of clothes: a spot in
the mddle of the shirt is rising and falling, rising and
falling.

DELMAR
Sweet Jesus, Everett! They left his
heart!

Everett joins Delmar to | ook. The rhythmc rising and falling
now travels up the shirt. A large yellow toad sticks its
head out from under the collar.

Del mar keens. Everett is bew | dered.

EVERETT
VWhat on earth is goin' on here! Wat's
got into you, Del mar!

DELMAR
Cai ntcha see it Everett! Them si gh-
reens did this to Pete! They | oved
himup an' turned himinto a horney-
t oad!

The toad hops down the river bank.

DELMAR
Pet el Cone back

He slides down the bank after the toad, Everett watching in
perturbation.

The toad plops into the river and Delmar dives in after him

He energes a nonent |later with the toad wiggling in his
hand.

DELMAR ( CONT' D)
Don't worry, Pete! It's ne, Del mar!

Oh Everett! What're we gonna do?!
DRI VI NG
We hear soft whinpering as Everett
drives, sneaking worried gl ances
over at the passenger seat.

Del mar has the toad in his lap. He whinpers as he pets it.
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EVERETT HESI TANTLY OFFERS:

EVERETT
...l'"mnot sure that's Pete.

DELMAR
Course it's Pete! Look at 'im

The frog croaks.

DELMAR ( CONT' D)
We gotta find sonme kinda w zard can
change 'i m back

A beat. Del mar continues to whinper.
Everett squints and shakes his head.

EVERETT
...l"mjust not sure that's Pete.

FI NE RESTAURANT

The tables are formally laid with Iinen. Del mar and Everett
sit at a table, a shoebox between them deep in conversation.

EVERETT
You can't display a toad in a fine
restaurant |ike this! Wy, the good
fol ks here'd go right off their feed!

DELMAR
| just don't think it's right, keepin
hi m under waps |i ke we's ashaned of
hi m

EVERETT
Well if that is Pete | am ashamed of
him The way | see it he got what
he deserved - fornicating with sone
whore a Babyl on. These things-

He points a knife at the shoebox.

EVERETT
-don't happen for no reason, Del mar.
Qoviously it's sonme kind of judgnent
on Pete's character

ANOTHER PATRON

We are | ooking over the shoul der of a broad-shoul dered man
in a creamcolored suit and a shirt with powder-blue collar.
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He is digging into a huge plateful of steak and eggs. Sensing
sonet hi ng, he | ooks up, cocks his head, and then slowy turns
to | ook back.

He thus reveals a creamcol ored eyepatch w th powder- bl ue
trim his good eye is looking intently off - at Everett and
Del mar, who continue arguing, out of earshot.

BACK TO EVERETT AND DELMAR
Still heatedly discussing.

DELMAR
The two of us was fixing to fornicate!

The waitress has just arrived for their order. Everett gives
her an ingratiating | augh:

EVERETT
Heh- heh. You'll have to excuse ny
rusticated friend here, unaccustoned
as he is to city manners.

He ostentatiously fans sonme of his noney.

EVERETT ( CONT' D)
Well manzel | guess we'll have a
coupl e a steaks and sone grati nated
pot at oes and wash it down with your
finest bubbly w ne-

Bl G MAN
Wat chi ng Everett fan his noney. The
bi g man stops chewi ng and slowy
raises his napkin to his lips to
give them a dainty pat.

BACK TO EVERETT AND DELMAR
As Everett closes his nenu.

EVERETT
...And | don't suppose the chef'd
have any nits or grubs in the pantry,
or - naw, never mnd, just bring ne
a couple leafs a raw cabbage.

VWAl TRESS
Yes sir.

The big nman appears as she | eaves.



Bl G MAN
Don't believe |I've seen you boys
around here before! Allow ne
t'innerduce nyself: nanme of Daniel
Teague, known in these precincts as
Bi g Dan Teague or, to those who're
pressed for tine, Big Dan toot court.

EVERETT
How d'you do, Big Dan. |I'm U ysses
Everett McGIIl; this is ny associate
Del mar O Donnell. | sense that,

like me, you are endowed with the
gi ft of gab.

Bi g Dan chuckles as he draws up a chair.

Bl G DAN
| flatter nyself that such is the
case; innmy line of work it's plunb
necessary. The one thing you don't
want is air in the conversation.

EVERETT
Once again we find ourselves in
agreenent. \at kind of work do you
do, Big Dan?

Bl G DAN
Sales, M. McGIIl, sales! And what
do | sell? The Truth! Ever' blessed
word of it, from Genesee on down to
Revel ations! That's right, the word
of God, which let ne add there is
damm good noney in during these days
of woe and want! Fol ks're | ookin
for answers and Bi g Dan Teague sells
the only book that's got 'em What
do you do - you and your tongue-tied
friend?

DELMVAR
Uh, we uh-

EVERETT
We're adventurers, sir, currently
pursuin' a certain opportunity but
open to others as well.

Bl G DAN
| like your style, young man, so |'m
gonna propose you a proposition. You
cover ny check so | don't have to

( MORE)

46.
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Bl G DAN ( CONT' D)
run back up to nmy room have your
wai tress wap your dinner picnic-
style, and we'll retire to nore
private environs where | will explain
to you how vast anounts of noney can
be made in the service of God Am ghty.

Everett rises and digs in his pocket.

EVERETT
Well, why not. If nothing else |
coul d use sone civilized conversation

As the three nen start to nove off, Big Dan gives Delmar a
tilt of the head and a crinkling smle.

Bl G DAN
Don't forget your shoebox, friend.

We hear bellow ng issuing froma curtained private dining-
room

| NSI DE THE PRI VATE ROOM

Pappy O Daniel sits snoking a cigar, nursing a glass of
whi skey, and soliciting the counsel of his overweight retinue.

PAPPY
Langui shi ng! Goddamm canpaign is
| angui shing! W need a shot inna
arm Hear ne, boys? Inna goddamm
ARM Election held tonorra, that
sonof abitch Stokes would win it in a
wal k!

JUNI OR
VWll he's the reform candi date, Daddy.

Pappy narrows his eyes at him wondering what he's getting
at .

PAPPY
... Yeah?

JUNI OR
Wel |l people like that reform Maybe
we shoul d get us sone.

Pappy whi ps off his hat and slaps at Junior with it.

PAPPY
"1l reformyou, you soft-headed
sonof abi tch! How we gonna run reform
when we're the damm i ncunbent!
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He gl ares around the table.

PAPPY ( CONT' D)
Zat the best idea any you boys can
come up with? REEfornf! Wepin' Jesus
on the cross! Eckard, you may as
well start draftin' my concession
speech right now.

Eckard grunts as he starts to rise.

ECKARD
Ckay, Pappy.

Pappy whi ps him back down with his hat.

PAPPY
|"mjust makin' a point, you stupid
sonof abi tch

ECKARD
Ckay, Pappy.

As he settles back Eckard | ooks around the table and hel pful ly
rel ays:

ECKARD ( CONT' D)
Pappy just makin' a point here, boys.

A MEADOW

The car boosted fromthe general store has been pulled off
the road and parked a few yards into a field littered with
bl uebonnets and ri nmed wi th noss-dri ppi ng oak.

Everett, Delmar and Big Dan sit on a bl anket around a |arge
picnic hanper. Big Dan is just sucking the |ast piece of
chi cken off a bone.

He tosses the bone over his shoul der, bel ches, and sighs.

Bl G DAN
Thankee boys for throwin' in that
fricasee. I'ma man a large appetite

and even with |unch under ny belt |
was feeling a mte peckish.

EVERETT
Qur pl easure, Big Dan.

Bl G DAN
And thank you as well for that
conversational hiatus; | generally

refrain fromspeech while engaged in
( MORE)
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Bl G DAN ( CONT' D)
gustation. There are those who attenpt
both at the sane tinme but | find it
course and vul gar. Now where were
we?

DEL VAR
Makin' noney in the Lord' s service.

Bl G DAN
You don't say nuch friend, but when
you do it's to the point and | salute
you for it.

Del mar is pleased and enbarrassed.

DELMAR
Oh, it weren't nothin', |-

Bl G DAN
Yes, Bible sales. The trade is not a
conplicated one; there're but two
things to learn. One bein'" where to
find your whol esaler - word of Cod
in bulk as it were. Two bein' howto
reckani ze your custoner - who're you
dealin'" with? - an exercise in
psychol ogy so to speak.

He rises to his feet and tosses down his napkin.

Bl G DAN ( CONT' D)
And it is that which | propose to
give you a lesson in right now

He reaches up and with one hand easily rips a stout linb off
atree. He casually strips its tw gs.

EVERETT
| like to think that I'ma pretty
astute observer of the human scene.

Bl G DAN
No doubt, brother - | figured as
much back there in the restaurant.
That's why | invited you out here
for this advanced tutorial.

H's club is ready. He swi ngs at Del mar who staggers back
with a grunt.

Everett wears a puzzled smle.

EVERETT
... What's goin'" on, Big Dan?
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Del mar, though stunned, is faster to size things up. He
charges Big Dan and waps his arns around him

Del mar roars.
Big Dan rears back and whacks at his head.
Everett is still puzzled, but willing to be instructed:

EVERETT ( CONT' D)
Big Dan, what're you doin'?

Bi g Dan wal ks awkwardly over to Everett with Del mar stil
attached to himlike a hunting dog | ocked on to a bear. Big
Dan takes a break from whacking at Delmar to deliver a bl ow
to Everett.

The bl ow catches Everett on the chin and sends himreeling.

Bl G DAN
It's all about noney, boys! Atsy
answer! Dough re m!

Bi g Dan bear hugs Del mar and tosses himaway. He whacks
Everett into a sem -consci ous heap and then paws through his
pocket s.

Bl G DAN ( CONT' D)
Do unto others before they do unto
you!

He pulls out their wad of cash.

Bl G DAN ( CONT' D)
"1l just take your show cards..

He wal ks over to Del mar who is on the ground nopani ng, and
ki cks hi m several tines.

Bl G DAN ( CONT' D)
...and whatever you got in the hole.

He takes Del mar's shoebox and flips off the top.
Inside is a bed of strawwith the toad resting on it.

Bl G DAN ( CONT' D)
VWhat the. ..

He pokes around the straw with his finger; nothing el se
i nsi de.

Bl G DAN ( CONT' D)
It's nothin' but a damm toad!
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Del mar, noani ng, | ooks blearily up through swollen eyes.
Big Dan has the toad in his enornous fist.
Del mar noans t hrough cracked and bl oody |i ps:

DELMAR
No... you don't understand..

Bl G DAN
Don't you boys know t hese things
give ya warts?

He squeezes the frog, crushing it, and tosses it away agai nst
a tree.

DELMAR
Oh Lord... Pete..

Big Dan is over at the car, cranking it up.

Bl G DAN
End of | esson.

He clinbs in.
Bl G DAN ( CONT' D)
So |l ong, boys! Hee-hee! See ya in
t he funny papers!
The car bel ches and pops and toodl es off down the road.

Del mar staggers to his feet and stunbles over to the carcass
of the frog, weeping.

DELMAR
Pete... Pete... Pete...

FADE OUT
PAN DOWN FROM BLACK TO BRING IN A TORCH

Flickering in the night. W hear the runmble of distant thunder
as the continued pan down brings the torch's bearer into
frame - a man with the slavering grin of the dimwtted

sadi st. He watches as we hear:

VA CE
VWere are they?!

There is the sound of a | ash and a scream
VO CE ( CONT' D)

Tal k, you unreconstructed whelp of a
whore! Where they headed?
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Anot her | ash brings another scream

The screans come fromPete. His arns, stretched high over
his head, are tied to a tree linb. H's interrogator welds a
bul | whi p.

| NTERROGATOR
Your screams ain't gonna save your
flesh! Only your tongue is, boy!

Anot her | ash, another scream

| NTERROGATOR ( CONT' D)
Wher e t hey headed!

A third man wal ks into the torchlight, a hound drooling at
his heels. He is Cooley, the sheriff wth mrrored sungl asses
whom we renmenber from previous barn confrontations.

COOLEY
Lump. 1.0

The two nen acknow edge by backi ng away from Pete.

We hear a pat... pat... and then the accelerating pitter-
patter of arriving rain.

Cool ey | ooks up.

COOLEY
Sweet sumer rain. Like God's own
ner cy.

He | ooks back down at Pete.

COOLEY (CONT' D)
Your two friends have abandoned you,
Pete. They don't seemto care 'bout
your hi de.

He shrugs, | ooks off.

COOLEY ( CONT' D)
. kay.

Looking up, into black: a rope is tossed up - it recedes out
of the torchlight into black night - and then drops back
down into the light, a noose bouncing at its end.

COOLEY (CONT' D)
Stairway to heaven, Pete.

The two henchnen fit the noose over Pete's neck. Cooley |icks
his lips. H's dog sl obbers.
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COCLEY (CONT' D)
We shall all neet, by and by.

PETE
Goddammi t!

Cool ey holds up one hand. The two nen pause in fitting the
noose.

PETE IS SOBBI NG

PETE ( CONT' D)
Godf er gi nme!

Thunder crashes.
BACK OF A HAYTRUCK

Everett and Del mar sit disconsolately on a haybal e as the
st akebed truck bounces along a rough country road. They are
both ill-kenpt and heavily bruised.

Though still an undammabl e river of verbiage, Everett now
seens to be tal king out of weary habit, not conviction:

EVERETT
Bel i eve me, Del mar, he woul d' ve want ed
us to press on. Pete, rest his soul,
was one sour-assed sonofabitch and
not given to acts of pointless
sentinmentality.

Del mar doggedl y shakes his head.

DELMAR
It just don't seemright, diggin up
that treasure w thout him

We distantly hear picks ringing and nmal e chanting. Hollow
eyed, Everett tries to convince hinself as nuch as Del mar:

EVERETT
Maybe it's for the best that Pete
was squushed. Wiy, he was barely a
sentient bein'. Now, soon as we clean
ourselves up, get a little snell’' um
in our hair, we're just gonna feel a
hunnert per cent better about
our sel ves and about. ..

His voice trails away as he | ooks out at the road.
They are passing a |line of chained nmen in prison stripes and

duck-bill ed caps w el di ng pi ckaxes and shovels at the side
of the road. Guards bearing shotguns anble back and forth.
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As he stares at the line of nen Everett tries to pick up his
t hr ead:

EVERETT ( CONT' D)
...and about... life in general..

The prisoners | ook |ike phantons in the heat and dust.

EVERETT ( CONT' D)
Jesus. W nust be near Parchman Farm

The nmen, giving throat to a dol orous chai n-gang chant, do
not | ook up at the passing haytruck.

EVERETT | S HAUNTED

EVERETT ( CONT' D)
Sorry sonsabitches... Seens |like a
year ago we bust off the farm..

The last man in line swings his pick and, as he grows smaller,
| ooks up. Everett stares.

It is Pete.

Lone and lorn, he returns Everett's slack-jawed stare until
heat ripples and the truck's dusty wake di ssolve himaway.

Everett blinks.

EVERETT ( CONT' D)
Pet e have a brother?

DELMAR
Not that |'m awar e.

Everett shakes his head as if to clear it.

EVERETT
Heat nust be gettin' to ne.

The truck rattl es on.
TOMN SQUARE

| thaca, M ssissippi. On a bunting-covered stage a pencil -
necked man with round rim ess gl asses addresses a crowd of
rustics.

The pencil-neck is identified on posters as 'Homer Stokes,
Friend of the Little Man', and, in life as in the pictures,
he shakes a broom over his head. A mdget in overalls stands
next to him
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STCKES
And | say to you that the great state
a M ssissippi cannot afford four
nore years a Pappy O Daniel - four
nore years a cronyism nepotism
rascalismand service to the
| nnarests! The choice, she's a clear
"un: Pappy O Daniel, slave a the
| nnarests; Honmer Stokes, servant a
the little man! Ain't that right,
little fella?

The m dget enthusiastically seconds:

M DGET
He ain't lyin'!

STOKES
When the litle man says junp, Honer
St okes says how high? And, |adies'n
jettynens, the little man has
adnoni shed nme to grasp the broom a -
ere-Form and sweep this state cl ean!

The m dget waves his little mdget broomin tine wwth Stoke's
waves.

STOKES
It's gonna be back to the flour mll,
Pappy! The Innarests can take care a
t heysel ves! Cone Tuesday, we gonna
sweep the rascals out! C ean gumm nt -
yours for the askin'!

He beans am d cheers and then, as three girls in gi ngham
frocks run out to join him

STCKES
An' now - the little Warvey gal s!
What cha got for us, darlin's?
The ol dest girl is about ten.

LI TTLE G RL
"In the H ghways'!

STOKES
That's fi ne.

The haytruck has pulled into the square and Everett and Del mar
are clinbing out.

Everett stares at the stage.
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EVERETT
Wharvey gal s?! Did he just say the
littl e Wharvey gal s?

Del mar shrugs. For sone reason, Everett is enraged:

EVERETT ( CONT' D)
Goddamit al I'!

Onstage, the three girls are singing in untrained but
ent husi asti ¢ harnony:

G RLS
In the highways, In the hedges..

Everett stonps toward the stage, fighting his way through
the crowd. Puzzl ed, Del mar foll ows.

DELMAR
You know them gals, Everett?

Everett reaches the stage and clinbs up into the wi ngs just
as the song ends. The m dget starts buck-dancing to a fiddle
tune as the three little girls, filing off, notice Everett.

YOUNCGEST
Daddy!
M DDLE
He ain't our daddy!
EVERETT
Hell | ain't! Whatsis 'Wharvey' gals? -
Your nanme's McG | I!
YOUNCGEST
No sir! Not since you got hit by a
train!
EVERETT
What're you tal kin' about - | wasn't
hit by a train!
M DDLE
Mama said you was hit by a train
YOUNCGEST
Bl ooey!
OLDEST
Not hin' left!
M DDLE

Just a grease spot on the L&N
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Dammit, | never been hit by any train!
OLDEST
At's right! So Mama's got us back to
VWhar vey!
M DDLE
That's a nmai den nane.
YOUNGEST
You got a nmai den nane, Daddy?
EVERETT
No, Daddy ain't got a nmaiden nane;
ya see -
M DDLE
That's your m sfortune!
YOUNGEST
At's right! And now Mama's got a new
beau!
OLDEST
He's a suitor!
EVERETT
Yeah, | know 'bout that.
M DDLE

Mama says he's bona fi de!

TH' 'S WORRI ES EVERETT:

EVERETT
Hnm He give her a ring?

YOUNCGEST
Yassir, big' un!

M DDLE
Cotta gem

OLDEST

Mama checked it!

YOUNGEST
It's bona fi de!

M DDLE
He's a suitor!

EVERETT
Hn What's his nane?
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M DDLE
Vernon T. Waldrip.

YOUNGEST
Uncl e Ver non.

OLDEST
Till tonmorrow.

YOUNGEST
Then he's gonna be Daddy!

EVERETT
|"'mthe only damm daddy you got! |'m
the dam paterfam i as!

OLDEST
Yeah, but you ain't bona fide!

EVERETT
Hm Were's your mam?

announci ng fromthe stage:

STCKES
And now let's fetch back the Warvey
gals to sing "I'll Fly Awnay'.

call over their shoulders as they run back onstage:

M DDLE
She's at the five and di nme.

YOUNCGEST
Buyi n' ni ppl es!

WOOLWORTH S
The faces of a six-year-old girl and
her four-year-old sister |ight up.

G RLS
Daddy!

Next to themis a two-year-old girl with a string w apped
around her waist. The other end of the string is held by a
woman in her thirties with a haggard, careworn face. The
woman al so hol ds a babe-in-arns.

Everett,

entering, goggles at the infant.

EVERETT
VWho the hell is that?!

WOVAN
Starla Wharvey.
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EVERETT
Starla MG |l you nean! How cone you
never told me about her?

SI X- YEAR- OLD
' Cause you was hit by a train.

EVERETT
And that's another thing - why're
you tellin" our gals | was hit by a
train!

WOVAN
Lotta respectabl e peopl e been hit by
trains. Judge Hobby over in Cookeville
was hit by a train. \Wat was |
supposed to tell "em- that you was
sent to the penal farmand | divorced
you from shane?

EVERETT
Well - | take your point. But it
| eaves ne in a dammed awkward position
Vi s-a-vis my progeny.

A man in a straw boater joins them

BOATER
"Lo Penny... This gentleman bothering
you?

EVERETT
You Wal dri p?

BOATER

That's right.
Everett sniffs and, catching a scent, squints.

Wal drip's hair, protruding fromunder his boater, is plastered
agai nst his scal p.

EVERETT
... Have you been using ny hair
treat ment ?

WALDRI P
Your hair treatnent?!

Everett covers his anger with an exaggerated politeness.

EVERETT
S cuse ne...

He draws Penny asi de.
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EVERETT ( CONT' D)
Vll, | got news for you case you
hadn't noticed - | wasn't hit by a
train. And |'ve traveled many a weary
mle to be back with ny wife and six
daught er s.

SI X- YEAR- OLD
Seven, Daddy!

PENNY
That ain't your daddy, Alvinelle.

Your daddy was hit by a train.

EVERETT
Now Penny, stop that!

PENNY
No - you stop it! Vernon here's got
a job. Vernon's got prospects. He's
bona fide! Wat're you?

EVERETT
"1l tell you what | am- I'mthe
paterfam lias! You can't marry himn
PENNY
| can and I amand | wll - tonorrow

| gotta think about the little Wharvey
gal s! They look to ne for answers!
Vernon can s'port 'em and buy 'em

| essons on the clarinet! The only

good thing you ever did for the gals
was get his by that train!

EVERETT
...Wuy you... lyin,... unconstant...
succubus!

WALDRI P
You can't swear at ny fiancee!

EVERETT
Oh yeah? Well you can't marry ny
w fe!
Wth this he takes a wild swing which Wal drip easily el udes.
VWl drip adapts a Marquess of Queensbury stance and prances
about, delivering stinging punches to the nose of a stunned
and outcl assed Everett.

A crowd is gathering and voi ces nurnur:
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VWho is that man?

PENNY
He's not ny husband. Just a drifter,
| guess... Just some no-account
drifter...

EXT. WOOLWORTH S

Its glass doors swi ng open and Everett is hurled out and
bel l yflops into the dust of the street.

BRAVWNY MANAGER
... And stay out of Wolworth's!

MOVI E THEATER
Romantic nusic tinnily plays as Del mar
and Everett watch, Everett sl unped
down and angrily hissing:

EVERETT
Deceitful! Two-faced! She-Wnan!
Never trust a fenale, Delmar! Remenber
that one sinple precept and your
time with me will not have been il
spent !

DELMAR
Ckay, Everett.

EVERETT
Ht by a train! Truth nmeans nothin'
to Woman, Delmar. Triunph a the
subj ective! You ever been with a

woman?

DELMAR
Well, uh, I - | gotta get the famly
farm back before | can start thinkin
about that.

EVERETT

Well that's right! If then! Believe
me, Delmar, Woman is the nost fiendish
instrunment of torture ever devised

to bedevil the days a man!

DELMAR
Everett, | never figured you for a
paterfam i as.

EVERETT
Ch- ho-ho yes, |'ve spread ny seed.
( MORE)
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EVERETT ( CONT' D)
And you see what it, uh... what it's
earned ne... Now what in the..

The screen is flickering dowmn to black as the nmusic slows to
sl udge and stops.

The theater is dark and quiet.

Everett and Del mar, and the rest of the sparse audience,
| ook restively about.

A man carrying a shotgun enters the auditorium

He wal ks hal fway down the aisle and stops several rows behind
Del mar and Everett. He scans the theater, then brings a
whistle to his |ips.

At his whistle the back doors burst open and a |ine of chained
men trot in at double-tinme. Wth much clanking they file

into one row and then, that row filled, the one behind it.
They remain silently on their feet.

The first guard and two others who escorted in the convicts
scan the theater. The first guard again blows his whistle.

The two rows of chained nen sit.
AFTER ANOTHER SI LENCE

FI RST GUARD
... Okay boys! Enjoy yer pickcha show

One nore whistle cues the novie to grind back up to speed.

A hi ssing whisper from behind draws Everett and Del mar's
attention:

VA CE
Do not seek the treasure! It's a
bushwhack!

Everett and Del mar turn and stare, saucer-eyed. In the mddle
of the frontnost row of convicts sits Pete - bald, haunted
Pet e.

After a long, disbelieving stare:

DELMAR
... Pete?
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PETE VWH SPERS AGAI N, URCENTLY:

PETE
They're fixin' a anbush! Do not seek
the treasure!

Everett, jaw hangi ng open, can only stare, as if at a ghost.
Del mar stares also, but finally brings out another:

DELMAR
... Pete?

PETE
Do not seek the treasurel

Everett's face remains frozen in horrified disbelief, but
Del mar finally accepts Pete's corporeal reality.

DEL VAR
W t hought you was a toad!

Pete squints and cocks his head as if to say, Wat was that?

Del mar repeats the whisper slowy and with exaggerated nouth
novenent s:

DELMAR ( CONT' D)
We thought... you was... a toad!

Pete shakes his head - didn't catch it - and repeats, also
overarticul ati ng:

PETE
Do not... seek... the treasurel

A GUARD MURMURS:
GUARD

Qui et there. Watcha pi ckcha.

VERANDA
Pappy O Daniel sits on the veranda
of the Governor's Mansion, snoking a
cigar and sipping froma gl ass of
bourbon as the eveni ng sun goes down.

PAPPY
| signed that bill! | signed a dozen
a those aggi-culture bills! Everyone
knows I'ma friend a the fahnuh!
What do | gotta do, start diddlin'
l'ivestock?!
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JUNI OR
We cain't do that, Daddy, we m ght
of fend our constichency.

PAPPY
We ain't got a constichency! Stokes
got a consti chency!

ECKARD
Them straw polls is ugly.

SPI VEY
Stokes is pullin' ah pants down.

ECKARD
Gonna pluck us off the tit.

SPI VEY
Pappy gonna be sittin' there pants
down and Stokes at the table soppin'
up the gravy.

ECKARD
Latch right on to that tit.
SPI VEY
Wpin' little circles with his bread.
ECKARD
Sucki n' away.
SPI VEY
Well, it's a well-run canpaign

m dget' n broom n what not .

ECKARD
Devil his due.

SPI VEY
Hel | uva awgazati on.

JUNI OR
Say, | gotten idee.

ECKARD
VWhat sat, Junior?

JUNI OR
We could hire us alittle fella even
smal l er' n St okes's.

Pappy whips at himw th his hat.
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PAPPY
Y' i gnorant sl ope-shoul dered sack a
guts! Wiy we'd | ook |ike a buncha
sat chel - ass Johnni e- Conme- Latel i es
braggin' on our own mdget! Don't
matter how stunpy! And that's the
goddamm problemright there - people
think this Stokes got fresh ideas,
he's oh coorant and we the past.

ECKARD
Probl em a p' seption.
SPI VEY
Ass right.
ECKARD
Reason why he's pullin' ah pants
down.
SPI VEY

Gonna paddle ah little bee-hind.

ECKARD
Ain't gonna paddle it; he's gonna
kick it real hard.

Wth his nouth formng an O around his dropping cigar, Pappy
| ooks sadly fromone to the other, like a spectator at a
particularly boring tennis match.

SPI VEY
No, | believe he's a-gonna paddl e
it.

ECKARD
Well now, | don't believe assa
property scription.

SPI VEY
Vell, that's how | characterize it.
ECKARD
Vell, | believe it's mawa ki ckin
si chati on.
SPI VEY
Pullin" ah pants down...
ECKARD
Wpin' little circles with his

br ead. ..
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A NOGCSE
In slow notion it is dropping..
droppi ng... dropping through the
ni ght. We hear distant thunder and
the howl of a hound.

The sounds recede, and the bl ack background dissolves into a
pan down froma raftered ceiling as the noose fades away.

The conti nued pan down shows that we are in a barracks-Iike
cabin. It is night. Convicts are ranged in bunk-beds. Their
snores stand out against the chirp of crickets.

In the upper berth of the foreground bed is Pete. Hi s hands
are cl asped behind his head. A manacle and chain |inks one
wist to arail that serves as headboard.

He stares up, haunted, at the phantom noose.

PETE
| could not gaze upon that far
shore. ..

He reacts quizically to a whispered:

VA CE
Pet e!

A nmonment | ater Everett rises over the lip of his bed. H's
face is blacked and he sways as if standing on a boat.

EVERETT
Hold still.

He is raising a large, |ong-arned, short-nosed pincering
tool. He | ocks the nose onto Pete's chain and | evers the
arms. As his hand chinks free, Pete does not react to his
newfound | i berty.

We hear an agoni zed voice fromoff as Everett continues to
sway':

DELMAR
...Cain"t stand nuch | onger.

Pete's eyes burn into Everett's.

PETE

It was a nonent a weakness!
EVERETT

Quitcha babblin' Pete - tine to

skedaddl e.
THE THREE MEN
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We track with themas they wal k through the noonlit woods.

Del mar's and Everett's faces are thoroughly bl acked; Pete is
just finishing blacking his, and he hands the shoe polish
back to Everett.

PETE
They lured ne out for a bathe, then
t hey dunked ne'n trussed nme up like
a hog and turned nme in for the bounty.

EVERETT
| shoul da guessed it - typical womanly
behavi or. Just lucky we left before
they canme for us.

DEL VAR
We didn't abandon you, Pete, we just
t hought you was a toad.

PETE
No, they never did turn ne into a
t oad.

DELMAR

VWl |l that was our m stake then. And
then we was beat up by a bible

sal esman and bani shed from
Wolworth's. | don't knowif it's
the one branch or all of '"em

PETE
Wll | - 1 ain't had it easy either,
boys. Unh, frankly, I - well | spilled
my guts about the treasure.

DELMAR
Huh?!

PETE

Awful sorry | betrayed you fellas;
must be ny Hogwal | op bl ood.

EVERETT
Aw, that's all right, Pete.

Pete is shaking his head, m serable.

PETE
It's awful white of ya to take it
like that, Everett. | feel wetched,

spoilin' yer play for a mllion
dollars'n point two. It's been eatin
at ny guts.
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EVERETT
Aw, that's all right.

Pete starts weeping.

PETE
You boys're true friends!

He hugs a stunned Del nar.

PETE ( CONT' D)
You' re m boon conpani ons!

He hugs Everett, who | ooks profoundly unconfortable.

EVERETT
Pete, uh, | don't want ya to beat
yoursel f up about this thing...

PETE
| cain't help it, but that's a
wonderful thing to say!

EVERETT
Well, but Pete...

He clears his throat.

EVERETT ( CONT' D)
Uh, the fact of the matter is - well,
damit, there ain't no treasure!

Now it is Pete's turn to be stunned. He and Del nar stare at
Everett.

EVERETT ( CONT' D)
Fact of the matter - there never
was!

PETE
But... but...
DELMAR

So - where's all the noney from your
ar nor ed-car job?

EVERETT
Never knocked over any ar nored-
car. | was sent up for practicing

|l aw wi t hout a |icense.

PETE
But . ..
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EVERETT
Dammit, | just hadda bust out! M
wfe wote ne she was gettin' married!
| gotta stop it!

Pete stares vacantly off.

PETE
...No treasure... | had two weeks
|l eft on ny sentence..

EVERETT
| couldn't wait two weeks! She's
gettin' married tonorral

PETE
...Wth ny added tinme for the escape,
| don't get out now 'til 1987..
"1l be eighty-four years old.

Del mar, not angry hinself, is trying to work it out.

DEL VAR
Huh. | guess they'll tack on fifty
years for ne too.

EVERETT
Boys, we was chai ned toget her.
hadda tell ya sonethin'. Bustin' out
al one was not a option!

PETE
...E ghty-four years old.

Del mar bri ght ens.

DELMAR
"1l only be eighty-two.

Pete | unges at Everett.

PETE
YOU RU NED MY LI FE

He tackles himand, with his hands w apped round Everett's
throat, the two roll over.

EVERETT
(strangl ed)
Pete... | do apol ogi ze.

PETE
Ei ghty-four years old! 1'lIl be gunmn
pab-you- | um
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They have rolled through sone brush and their bodies are now
hal fway into a clearing. They abruptly stop.

Pete, lying on top of Everett, |ooks up, startled by |oud
chanting. Everett, lying on his back, tries to see as well,
his eyes rolling back in his head.

Their point-of-view shows a great open field where nmen in
bedsheets parade in formation before a huge fiery cross.

Pete and Everett hastily crabwal k back into the bushes and
t hen push through with Del mar.

The ranks of hooded nen, chanting in a high hillbilly wail,
intersect and shuffle Iike a marching band at halftinme. At

I ength they stop in perfect formation, still chanting, to
face the Inperial Wzard, who stands in front of the burning
cross dressed in a red satin robe and hood trimed with gol d.

An aisle |leads through the mddle of the formation to the
burni ng cross, before which a gibbet has been erected. The
backnost row has stopped, facing away, only a few yards from
t he bushes that hide Del mar, Pete and Everett.

As the chanting continues, two Klansnen | ead a bl ack man,
whom t hey grasp by either arm up the aisle toward the gibbet.

BLACK MAN
| ain't never harned any you
gent | enen!
EVERETT H SSES:
EVERETT
It's Tommy! They got Tommy!
DELMAR

Ch ny CGod!
It is indeed Tommy Johnson.

TOMW
| ain't never harned nobody!

Pete is staring aghast at the nakeshift gi bbet.

PETE
The noose. Sweet Jesus! W gotta
save 'im

A broad-shoul dered man in the m ddle of the ranks of Kl ansnen,
sensing sonething, slowy turns to | ook back over his

shoul der. He thus reveals that his hood has only one eye-

hol e.
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He slowy draws off his hood. It is, of course, Big Dan
Teague. Hi s one good eye | ooks about; his other eye, now
reveal ed, is hideously clouded and stares up and off in fixed
si ght | essness.

Everett, still crouched behind the bushes, notices sonet hing.
He hi sses and points.

EVERETT
The col or guard.

Of to one side is a robed and hooded t hree-man col or guard
di spl aying a Confederate fl ag.

In front of the crowd the Inperial Wzard rai ses one satin-
draped arm and the chanting stops.

W ZARD
Brot hers! W are foregathered here
to preserve our hallowed culture'n
heritage! Fromintrusions, inclusions
and dilutions! O culluh! O creed!
O our ol'-time religion!

Over in the bushes Everett, Delmar and Pete are straightening
up and adjusting their appropriated robes and hoods, having
di sposed of the col or guard.

W ZARD ( CONT' D)
W aimto pull evil up by the root!
Before it chokes out the flower of
our culture'n heritage! And our wonen!
Let's not forget those ladies, y'all,
| ookin'" to us for p'tection! From
dar ki es! From Jews! From Papi st s!
And fromall those smart-ass folk
say we cone descended fromthe
nmonkeys! That's not ny culture'n
heritage!

A roar fromthe crowd.

W ZARD ( CONT' D)
| zzat your culture'n heritage?

Anot her roar.

W ZARD ( CONT' D)
And so... we gonna hang us a neegra!

A huge roar - and now the ranks resune their chanting.

The color guard hustles up the aisle to draw up behind the
two nen | eading Tormy to the gi bbet. Everett hisses:
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EVERETT
Hey Tomy! It's us!

Behi nd Everett in the deep background sonmeone energes from
the ranks into the mddle aisle. He approaches with a strong,
purposeful stride - Big Dan Teague, bareheaded, hol ding his
hood under his arm

EVERETT H SSES AGAI N:

EVERETT ( CONT' D)
Hey Tommy!

Tonmmy | ooks back over his shoul der.

TOMW
... Huh?

Everett is oblivious to the big man approachi ng from behi nd.

EVERETT
It's us! We cone to rescue yal

TOVMY
That's m ghty kind of ya boys, but |
don't think nothin's gonna save ne

now - the devil's cone to coll ect
hi s due!

PETE
Tonmy, you don't wanna get hanged!

TOMMWY
Naw | don't guess | do, but that's
the way it seens to be workin' out.

EVERETT
Listen to me, Tomry, | got a plan -

Whoosh - arriving Big Dan whi ps the hood from Everett's head.
Everett is exposed - in bl ackface.
The chanting abruptly stops. The crowd is stunned.

Big Dan whi ps off the other two hoods - Del mar and Pete, in
bl ackf ace.

FROM THE CROWD:

VA CE
The color guard is col ored!

Bi g Dan roars.
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The crowd roars.
EVERETT SCREAMS:

EVERETT
Run, boys!

Pandenoni um breaks out, and the Inperial Wzard takes off
his red satin hood for a better view

He is the reform candi date Honmer Stokes. Next to him his
m dget also pulls of his m dget hood.

St okes i s peeved.

STOKES
Who nade them the col or guard?

Everett, Pete, Tommy and Del mar, bearing the Confederate
flag, are retreating across the neutral ground separating
the nob of Klansnmen fromthe burning cross. The nob pursues
in full cry.
When the intruders reach the foot of the cross, Del mar turns.
He javelins the flagpole up and out toward the pursuing crowd.
Honer Stokes is nortified.
STOKES ( CONT' D)

Damm! Can't let that flag touch the

gr ound!
The crowd gasps and watches, heads tilted back, in silence.
The only sound is the fluttering flag.

Homer Stokes' eyes rise, hesitate and start to fall as the
flag reaches its zenith and starts to descend.

We boom down with the hurtling flag toward a sea of upturned
white hoods. Dead in the mddle is bareheaded Dan Teague.

H's arnms are tensed out at his sides |ike a waiting kick-off
returner. He squints up with his one good eye, judging

di stance and trajectory.

From sonewhere we hear a loud BO NK, as of a wire popping.
The flag flutters.

The crowd is silent.

Big Dan sets and...
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VWHAP! He snaps his hands up and toget her.

He has caught the flagpole. The flag has not touched the
gr ound.

The crowd cheers.

Bi g Dan | ooks around, beam ng acknow edgenent of the cheers.
From sonmewher e, anot her BO NK

As Big Dan's | ook reaches front again, his smle fades.

H s eye tracks up - up- CREEEEEEK! The fiery cross is tw sting
and starting to fall.

At the foot of the cross Everett snaps its last guy wire
with his pincers - BONK - and the four nmen sprint off.

VWHOOOOSH - As the crowd scatters, the cross descends toward
Bi g Dan, frozen, | ooking up.

It crashes in a shower of sparks and enbers that obliterates
Bi g Dan Teague.

A PACKARD

It is pulling up in front of a town hall fromwhich party
sounds filter out.

Pappy O Daniel energes fromthe car with his retinue - Eckard,
Spi vey and Juni or.

PAPPY
"' msayin' we har this man away.

ECKARD
Assa good idea, Pappy.

SPI VEY
Hel | uva i dea.

ECKARD
Cain't beat 'em join 'em

SPI VEY
Have himjoin us, run our canpaign
'stead a that pencil-neck's.

ECKARD
Enticements a power, wealth, settera

SPI VEY
No one says no to Pappy O Dani el
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ECKARD
Ch gracious no. Not with his
bl andi shnent s.

SPI VEY
Powas p' suasi on.
PAPPY
What's his nane agai n?
ECKARD
Canpai gn manager ? Wl dri p.
SPI VEY
Ver non Wl dri p.
ECKARD
Vernon T. Waldrip.
PAPPY
Hm .. H's folks fromout Tuscarora?
SPI VEY
Tuscarora? Mght be. | b'lieve they
is.
ECKARD

Not a doubt in my m nd.
PAPPY | S DI SGUSTED:

PAPPY

You don't know where his goddam
fol ks from you speakin' outcha
asshol e.

ECKARD
Well now Pappy | wouldn't put it
that strong...

As the three nmen nmake their way up the steps, Eckard' s voice
i s fading:

ECKARD ( CONT' D)
...but p'haps yaw right...

In wi de shot, they disappear into the building.

A reverse shows the wi de shot to have been the point-of-view
of Everett, Pete, Delmar and Tommy, who peek out fromthe
mouth of an alley. Everett hisses his intelligence:

EVERETT
Well, it's ainvitation-only affair;
we'll have to sneak in through the
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SERVI CE ENTRANCE-

PETE
VWait a mnute - who el ected you | eader
a this outfit? Since we been follow n'
your | ead we got nothin' but trouble!
| gotten this close to bein' strung
up, n'consuned in a fire, 'n whi pped
no end, 'n sunstroked, 'n soggied -

DEL VAR
"N turned into a frog -

EVERETT
He was never turned into a frog!

DELMAR SULKS:

DEL VAR
Al nost | oved up though.

Everett i s stunned.

EVERETT
So you're against nme now, too!... Is
that howit is, boys?

Silence. No one wants to neet Everett's eye. He is saddened.

EVERETT ( CONT' D)
The whole world and God Al m ghty. ..
and now you. Well, naybe |I deserve
this. Boys, I... | know I've nade
sonme tactical m stakes. But if you'l
just stick with ne; | need your help.
And |'ve got a plan. Believe ne,
boys, we can fix this thing! | can
get ny wife back! W can get outta
her e!

Headl i ghts play; the nen suck back into the alley as a car
passes by.

The car tools up to the banquet hall and Homer Stokes energes
with his mdget. The m dget tosses his balled-up white hood
into the car and both nen shrug into their suitcoats.

STCKES | S ANGRY
STCKES
... goddamm di sgrace. Made a travesty
of the entire evenin'..

They too start up the stairs. Stokes's pace is brisk and the
m dget hops awkwardly to keep up.
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STOKES ( CONT' D)
...what | wouldn't give to get ny
hands on those agitators. Whoever
heard a such behavior. Even anong
cul luds. O nulattos, maybe - |
suspect sone m scegenation in their

heritage... how el se you goin' explain
it - usin" the Confed'it flag as a
mssile...

BANQUET HALL KI TCHEN

Everett, Pete, Delmar and Tommy are entering through the
back door. The bl ackface has been scrubbed off but all four
now wear |ong gray beards as disqguise, clunsily affixed with
spirit gum Each is carrying a mnusical-instrunent case.

They el bow past the bustling kitchen hel p.

EVERETT
Scuse ne... scuse ne... we're the
next act...

DELMAR

Everett, ny beard itches.

PETE
This is crazy. No one's ever gonna
believe we're a real band.

EVERETT
No, this is gonna work! | just gotta
get close enough to talk to her.

Takin' off with us is got a lot nore future in it than
marryi ng a guy named Waldrip. |'m goddamm bona fide. |'ve
got the answers!

HEAD TABLE
Qut in the banquet hall Penny and
Wal drip sit side-by-side at the head
tabl e, surrounded by the Warvey
gals. Penny and Waldrip are facing
the hall with their backs to the
stage as the four bearded band nenbers -
Everett, Pete, Delnmar and Tomy -
take their places.

Pappy O Dani el stands by Waldrip's chair with an arm draped
over his shoulder, leaning in to murnur confidentially.

Wal drip sits stiffly erect as he listens, frowing at a spot
i n space.
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SUDDENLY WALDRI P ERUPTS:

WALDRI P
Well that's a inproper suggestion!

| can't switch sides in the mddle of a canpaign! Especially
to work for a man who | acks noral fi brel

PAPPY
Moral fibre?!

He waves hi s cane, outraged.

PAPPY ( CONT' D)
You pasty-faced sonofabitch, |
i nvented noral fibre!

Up on the stage, the band has | aunched into a song.

PAPPY ( CONT' D)
Pappy O Dani el was displayin
rectitude and hi gh-m ndedness when
t hat pencil-neck you work for was
still messin' his drawers!

A HI SSED VO CE:

VA CE
Psst! Penny! Hey! Up here!

As the two nen continue to exchange sharp words, penny turns
her head to | ook steeply up over her shoul der.

Everett is up onstage just behind her. As the rest of the
band continues to play, he is parting his beard to hiss down
at her:

EVERETT
Penny! It's nel

D smayed, she shakes her head and tries to unobtrusively
wave himaway. He is undeterred:

EVERETT ( CONT' D)
No, Penny, listen! W're leavin' the
state! Pusuin' opportunities in
anot her venue! | got big plans! Not
m nstrel sy; this-here's just a dodge -
' m gonna be a dentist! | know a guy
who'll print me up a license! | wanna
be what you want nme to be, honey! |
want you and the gals to come with
ne!
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She shakes her head vigorously and | ooks down at her plate
as Everett continues pleading to her back:

EVERETT
They're ny daughters, Penny! |I'mthe
king a this goddamm castl e!

St okes has anbled up to the head table.

STOKES
VWhat're you doin' here, Pappy? I
guess soneone let on there was free
I i quor, heh-heh.

PAPPY
Yeah, you'll be laughin' out the
ot her side your face cone Novenber.
ECKARD
Pappy O Dani el be | aughing' then
SPI VEY
Not out the other side his face,
t hough.
ECKARD

Ch no, no, just the reg'la side -
This byplay is interrupted by a roar fromthe crowd.
The band has | aunched into ' Man of Constant Sorrow ,
precipitating the huge reaction. Everett, still trying to
get Penny's attention, |ooks up, stunned at the ovation.
CRY FROM THE CROWD:

VA CE
Hot damm! |tsa Soggy Bottom Boys!

Everett and the boys, still singing, exchange benused | ooks.
A shrug, and they lean into the song with a wll.

Everett perfornms an inpronptu buck-and-w ng, bringing the
crowd to new heights of hysteria.

PAPPY

Hol y-noly. These boys're a hit!
JUNI OR

But Pappy, they's inter-grated.
PAPPY

Well | guess folks don't mnd they's

i nt egr at ed.
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Stokes is also staring at the band, frowning. He nmurnurs to
hi nmsel f:

STOKES
Wait a mnute. ..

Everett catches Stokes' |ook. The two nen | ook at each other,
aghast .

St okes raises his voice accusingly:

STOKES ( CONT' D)
...you's mscegenated! Al you boys!
M scegenat ed!

Everett raises the volunme of his singing. Stokes cries out:

STOKES ( CONT' D)
Get nme a m ke- a- phone!

A mke is thrust into his hand and he bellows into it,
overwhel m ng the nusic, which the boys eventually abandon.

St okes continues bellowng into the silence:

STOKES ( CONT' D)
These boys is not white! These boys
is not white! Hell, they ain't even
ol'"-tinmey! | happen to know, | adies'n
gentlenmen, this band a m screants
here, this very evening, they
interfered wwth a | ynch nob i nna
performance of its duties!

The crowd stares at him stone-faced. Stokes plows on:

STCKES ( CONT' D)
It's true! | b'long to a certain
society, | don't believe | gotta
mention its nane, heh-heh..

Nobody joins in the | augh; Stokes slowy strangles on it.

STCKES ( CONT' D)
... Ahem And these boys here tranpled
all over our venerated observances
an' rich'ls! Now this-here music is
over! | aimto -

Boos start up anong the crowd.
STOKES

aimto hand these boys over to -
listen to ne, folks!
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The boos are growing in volume. There are cries of 'Mre
musi c!' and even one ' Shut up, pencil-neck!

STOKES
Listen to nme! These boys desecrated
a fiery cross!

More boos. VWl drip approaches and nudges the m crophone away
to murnmur confidentially in Stokes' ear. Stokes excitedly
retrieves the mke and struggles to be heard:

STCKES ( CONT' D)
And they convicts! Fugitives, folks,
escaped off the farni

This cuts no ice; the boos have becone overwhel m ng.

STOKES ( CONT' D)
Fol ks, these boys gotta be remanded
the "thorities! Crimnals! And |
happen to have it fromthe highest
authority that that Neegra sold his
soul to the devil

He is hit by a tomato.

The boos are deafening; the Soggy Bottom Boys, sensing
opportunity, launch back into the interrupted verse of 'Mn
of Constant Sorrow . The boos becone w |l d cheers.

Stokes is being pelted by foodstuffs. Shielding hinself with
one arm he bellows into the m ke:

STOKES ( CONT' D)
VWit a mnute! Wait a mnute! |Is you
is or is you ain't ny constichency?

| NT. RUSTI C CABI N

Far up sone sleepy holler. An old man in overalls and his

wi fe sit hunched before a crystal set, listening to the tinny
voi ce. They | ook at each other wordl essly, | ook back at the
crystal set.

BACK TO BANQUET HALL

Stokes is al nbst drowned out by the nusic as his m dget | ooks
appr ehensi vel y on.

STOKES
s you is or is you ain't -

A di sgruntl ed audi ence nenber yanks out the m crophone pl ug;
St okes continues to nmouth the inaudi bl e words.
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Pappy is considering the crowd.

PAPPY
Goddam! Qppi tunity knocks!

He starts clanbering up onto the stage.

Two nen advance through the clappi ng audi ence hol di ng hi gh
either end of an eight-foot rail. \Wen they reach Stokes,
ot her audi ence nenbers help load himonto the rail.

Onst age, Pappy claps along with the audi ence.

As they play, the band nenbers fearfully eye Pappy, who
advances on them

Pappy joyfully shakes his fat ass in tine to the nusic and
does a little two-step. The audi ence roars. The band rel axes,
performng with even nore gusto.

Stokes is being through the crowmd on the rail, jeered at and
pelted with conestibles until he bangs out the exit.

As the songs rolls into its big finish the audi ence roars
approval, and Pappy elbows in to the m crophone, beam ng.

PAPPY ( CONT' D)
That's fine, that's finel..

He drops one arm around Everett, the other around Del mar.

PAPPY ( CONT' D)
...Ladies'n gentl enmens here and
listenin' at honme, the great state
of M ssissippi (Pappy O Dani el
Gov' nor) thanks the Soggy Bottom
Boys for that won-a-ful perfornmance!

Cheers.

PAPPY ( CONT' D)
Now it looks like the only man in
our great state who ain't a nusic
| uvva, is ny esteened opponent in
the upcom n', Honmer Stokes -

Boos.

PAPPY
Yeah, well, they ain't no accountin
f'taste. It sounded t'nme |ike he
har bored sone kind a hateful grudge
agai nst the Soggy Bottom Boys on
account a their rough' n rowdy past.
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Boos.
PAPPY ( CONT' D)
Sounds |i ke Honer Stokes is the kinda
fella gonna cast the first stone!
Boos.

PAPPY ( CONT' D)
Vell I"'mwith you folks. I'"ma f'give
and f'get Christian. And | say, well,
if their ranbunctiousness and
m sdeneanorin' is behind "em- It
is, ain't it, boys?

Everett hesitates, not sure where this is going.

EVERETT
Sure i s, Governor

PAPPY
Wiy then | say, by the par vested in
me, these boys is hereby pardoned!

Loud cheers prod Pappy to another |evel of inspiration:
PAPPY ( CONT' D)
And furthernore, in the second Pappy
O Dani el adm nistration, why, these
boys - is gonna be ny brain trust!
Raucous cheers.

The band beans, but Delmar | eans into Everett, worri ed:

DELMAR

What sat nean exactly, Everett?
EVERETT

Well, you' n ne'n Pete'n Tommy are

gonna be the power behind the throne
So to speak.

DELMAR
Oh, okay.

PAPPY
So now, w thout further ado, and by
way of endorsin' ny candi dacy, the
Soggy Bottom Boys is gonna | ead us
all in a chorus of 'You Are My
Sunshine' - ain't ya, boys?

He gives Everett a nmeaningful | ook, which Everett holds for
a considering beat.
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EVERETT
...CQGovernor - that's one of our
favoritesl!

Pappy returns a consi dered appraisal:

PAPPY
Son, you gonna go far.

The song begi ns.

LATER
The steps of the neeting hall. People
stream out of the concert into the
war m sumrer ni ght.

Everett, now relieved of his beard, is wal king down the steps
wi th Penny.

EVERETT
| guess Vernon T. WAldrip is gonna
be goin' on relief. Maybe 1'I| be

able to throwa little patronage his
way, get the man a job diggin' ditches
or rounding up stray dogs.

DELMAR

Is the marriage off then, Mz \Warvey?
PENNY

MG IIl. No, the marriage'll take

pl ace as pl anned.

EVERETT
Just alittle change of cast. Me and
the little | ady are gonna pick up
the pieces'n retie the knot,
m xaphorically speakin'. You boys're
invited, of course. Hell, you're
best nen! Already got the rings.

He raises Penny's left hand with his own to display their
weddi ng bands - but Penny's finger is bare.

EVERETT ( CONT' D)
Where's your ring, honey?

PENNY
| ain'"t worn it since our divorce
cane through. It nust still be in
the rolltop in the old cabin. Never
t hought 1'd need it; Vernon bought
one encrusted with jewels.
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EVERETT
Hell, nows the tine to buy it off
hi m cheap

PENNY

W ain't gettin' married with his
ring! You said you d changed!

EVERETT
Aw, honey, our ring is just a old
pewt er thing -

PENNY
Ain't gonna be no weddin'.
EVERETT
It's just a synbol, honey -
PENNY
No weddin'.
DELMAR
We'll go fetch it with ya, Everett.
EVERETT
Honey, it's just - Shutup, Del mar -
it's just -
PENNY
| have spoken ny piece and counted
to three.
She wal ks of f.
EVERETT

Ch, goddammit! She counted to three!
Sonof abi tch! You know how far that
cabin is?!

Hi s attention, and everyone else's, is drawn by a procession
on the street below. A crowd carrying torches jogs behind a
man in clanking leg irons and wist manacles who is being
escorted by four policenen trotting alongside, their

ni ghtsticks held across their chests in riot-ready formation.

Everett and the rest of the Soggy Bottom Boys descend the
| ast couple of steps to neet the oncom ng crimnal. Del mar
cries out:

DELMAR
Ceor ge!

It is indeed George Nelson, grinning and gane despite his
heavy restraints.
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GEORGE
Lo, boys! Well, these little nen
finally caught up with the crimna
a the century! Looks like the chair
for George Nel son. Yup! Gonna
electrify nmel |1'mgonna go off |ike
a Roman candl e! Twenty thousand
volts chasin' the rabbit through
yours truly! Gonna shoot sparks out
the top of ny head and Iightning
frommny fingertips!

As he passes he turns to call back over his shoul der:

GEORGE ( CONT' D)
Yessir! Gonna suck all the power
right outa the state! Goddamm, boys,
l"mon top of the world! |I'M GEORGE
NELSON AND |'M FEELIN TEN FEET TALL!

Del mar, smling, shakes his head as he wat ches hi m go.

DELMAR
Looks i ke George is right back on
top again.

BLACK

In the black we hear snuffling,
grow ng | ouder, closer, slobberier.

A crack of light. W are inside a cupboard. Its door is being
nosed open by an eagerly sniffing snout.

As the door swings wide the inside of the cupboard is washed
with light. It contains, next to a tangled bunch of hairnets,
several neatly stacked tins of Dapper Dan ponade.

Pl NEY WOODS
Everett, Pete, Delnmar and Tomy are
wal ki ng t hrough the woods.

EVERETT
Vell, at |east you boys'|ll get to
see the old manse - the honme where
spent so many happy days in the bosom
of ny famly - a refugium if you
will - with a mghty oak tree out
front and a happy little tire sw ng..

They energe into a clearing. The cabin stands before them
It is indeed a peaceful -1 ooking haven with a m ghty oak tree

in front. There is, however, no tire swing; instead, three
nooses hang from one stout |inb.
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DELMAR
VWere's the happy little tire sw ng?

Two shot gun-w el di ng goons fall in behind the four nmen and
push them forward.

Moving forward reveals, next to the oak tree, three fresh-
dug graves. Standing at the far |lip of each grave is a rough
pi ne coffin.

The sheriff with mrrored sungl asses, Cooley, steps off the
porch, the drooling hound at his heels.

COOLEY
End of the road, boys. It's had its
twsts and turns -

EVERETT
VWai t am nute -

COCLEY
- but now it deposits you here.

The goons are shoving themtoward the tree. Three

gravedi ggers, having just finished their work, enmerge from
the three graves. They are shirtless black nen with bandannas
round their necks.

EVERETT
VWai t am nute -

COOLEY
You have eluded fate - and el uded ne -
for the last tine. Tie their hands,

boys.

EVERETT
You can't do this -

COOLEY
Didn't know you'd be bringin' a
friend. Well, he'll have to wait
his turn -

EVERETT

Hang on there -

COCLEY
- and share one of your graves.

EVERETT
You can't do this - we just been
pardoned! By the Governer hinsel f!
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DELMAR
It went out over the radiol

COOLEY
s that right?

The | eering goons, who have been lashing the nmen's wists
behi nd their backs, pause, their sadismstym ed. They | ook
to Cool ey for guidance.

So too does the drooling hound.
Si | ence.
FI NALLY:

COOLEY ( CONT' D)
... Too bad we don't have a radio.

The goons recover their leering grins and resune their happy
t ask.

The gravedi ggers stand next to the graves, leaning on their
shovel s. They begin to sing a slow and dirgelike 'You' ve Cot
to Wal k That Lonesone Valley'. Sweat glistens on them and
trickles down their faces like tears.

PETE
God have Mercy!

TOMW
It ain't fittin'!

EVERETT
It ain't the | aw

COOLEY
The law. Well the law is a hunman
institution.

Cool ey gives the faintest smle.

COOLEY (CONT' D)
Per haps you should take a nonment for
your prayers.

PETE
Ch ny God! Everett!

DELMAR
|"msorry we got you into this, Tommy.

PETE
Good Lord, what do we do?
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Pete is in tears. Tomy is terrified. Del mar bows his head
to silently pray.

Everett bows his head as well. He nmurnurs:
EVERETT
Ch Lord, please | ook down and
recogni ze us poor sinners... please
Lord. ..

The singing of the gravedi ggers begins a nournful swell.

EVERETT ( CONT' D)
.l just want to see ny daughters
again. Oh Lord, |'ve been separated
frommy famly for so long...

The mournful ly building song i s now supported by a bass nore
pal pabl e than audi ble - the song, it seens, rising out of
the earth itself.

EVERETT ( CONT' D)

...l know I've been guilty of pride
and sharp dealing. I"msorry that |
turned ny back on you, Lord. Pl ease
forgive ne, and help us, Lord, and I
swear |'Il mend ny ways... For the
sake of ny famly... For Tommy's
sake, and Delmar's, and Pete's..

The runbl e is building.
EVERETT ( CONT' D)
...Let nme see ny daughters again.
Pl ease, Lord, help us... Please help
us. ..
The runbl e erupts into a deafening roar.

A wall of water is crashing through the holl ow

It engulfs everything and everybody. The cabin itself is
ri pped away; the Soggy Bottom Boys are knocked off their
feet and all is noise and confusion.

UNDERWATER

A silent world. Everett tumbles in the current in natural
sl ow noti on.

Suspended around him are scores of tins of Dapper Dan ponade.

O her objects spin slowy by; franmed sepia-tinted famly
portraits, tree linbs, a fishing pole, an outhouse door, a
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frying pan, a noose, an old banjo, the wild-eyed frantically
paddl i ng bl oodhound, a tire with a rope tied around it.

FURTHER DOWNHI LL

The churning torrent opens into a low and to becone a newy
created river, fast-noving but no | onger violent.

After a beat of hold on the rippling waters, the surface is
broken by the up-bob of a pine coffin.

The coffin floats downstream for a beat and then Everett
pops out of the water next to it, gasping for air, shaking
his head clear of water, and noving his shoulders to finish
freeing hinself fromthe rope round his wi sts.

Pet e and Del mar energe nearby, gasping for air.
The nmen hang onto the coffin, which bears them downstream
Dazed, they | ook around.

The inundated valley shows only the occasional roof- or
treetop poking out of the newly fornmed river. Al is quiet
except for the gurgle of water.

DELMAR
A mraclel It was a mracl e!

EVERETT
Aw, don't be ignorant, Delmar. |
told you they was gonna flood this
val | ey.

DELMAR
That ain't it!

PETE
W prayed to God and he pitied us!

EVERETT
It just never fails; once again you
two hayseeds are showi n' how nuch
you want for innalect. There's a
perfectly scientific explanation for
what just happened -

PETE
That ain't the tune you were singin
back there at the gall ows!

EVERETT
Wel | any human being will cast about
in a nonent of stress. No, the fact
( MORE)
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EVERETT ( CONT' D)
is, they're flooding this valley so
t hey can hydro-electric up the whole
durned state..

EVERETT WAXES SMUG

EVERETT ( CONT' D)
Yessir, the South is gonna change.
Everyt hing's gonna be put on
electricity and run on a payin' basis.
Qut with the old spiritual munbo-
junbo, the superstitions and the
backward ways. We're gonna see a
brave new world where they run
everyone a wre and hook us all up
to a grid. Yessir, a veritable age
of reason - |ike the one they had in
France - and not a nonent too soon..

His voice trails off as he notices sonething.

A cottonhouse in the mddle of the river is subnmerged to its
eaves. A cow has taken refuge on its roof. It stands staring
at Everett, who returns the stare.

He shakes off the vision and clears his throat.

EVERETT
Not a noment too soon. Say, there's

Tonmy!

Tomry has indeed just surfaced downstream clinging to a
hal f - subrmer ged piece of furniture.

EVERETT ( CONT' D)
VWhat you ridin' there, Tomy?

The furniture beneath himbegins to rotate in the current
and, to keep his head above water, Tommy clinbs in place
like a hanster on a wheel. As the chest exposes its ribbed
upper hal f:

TOVMW
Rol | t op desk..

STREET
Everett and Penny walk armin arm
t he seven Wharvey gal s behind. The
girls sing 'Angel Band' as the grown-
ups tal k.

EVERETT
All's well that ends well, as the
poet says.
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PENNY
That's right, honey.

EVERETT
But | don't mnd telling you, I'm
awful pl eased ny adventuring days is

at an end...
He funbles in his pocket.

EVERETT ( CONT' D)
... Time for this old boy to enjoy
sone repose.

PENNY
That's good, honey.

EVERETT
And you were right about that ring.
Any ot her weddi n' band woul d not do.
But this-here was foreordai ned, honey;
fate was a-smlin'" on nme, and ya
have to have confidence -

He is slipping it onto her hand.

PENNY
That's not ny ring.
EVERETT
- in the gods - Huh?
PENNY
That's not ny ring.
EVERETT
Not your. ..
PENNY
That's one of Aunt Hurlene's.
EVERETT
You said it was in the rolltop desk
PENNY
| said | thought it was in the rolltop
desk.
EVERETT
You said -
PENNY

O, it mght a been under the
mattress.
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EVERETT
You -
PENNY
O inny chiffonier. I don't know.

Everett shakes hi s head.

EVERETT
Well, I'"'msorry honey -

PENNY
Well, we need that ring.

EVERETT
Wel |l now honey, that ring is at the
bottom of a pretty durned big | ake.

PENNY
Uh- huh.

EVERETT
A 9, 000- hectacre | ake, honey.

PENNY
| don't care if it's ninety thousand.

EVERETT
Yes, but honey -

PENNY
That wasn't ny doing..

| ndi gnati on qui ckens her pace. Everett keeps up, and the two
are pulling forward out of frane.

EVERETT
Cour se not, honey, but...

We are now on the Wharvey gals who follow in a ragged bunch
still singing. From sonewhere distant, through the song, we
can just hear a rhythmc clack of netal on netal.

The second-to-last girl is the oldest; she holds a piece of
string along which we travel, still listening to Penny and
Everett, off:

PENNY
| counted to three, honey.

EVERETT
Wel |l sure, honey, but...

We reach the end of the piece of string; it is wapped around
the wai st of the toddler, who lingers in frane. She gazes
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down a quiet street at the edge of town that ends in an open
field.

EVERETT ( CONT' D)

...finding one little ring in the
m ddl e of all that water...

Hi s voice, and that of the singing girls, recedes.
EVERETT ( CONT' D)
...that is one hell of a heroic
t ask. ..

The string is given a tug and the little girl waddl es out of
frame.

Atrain track is thus revealed in the distance. The rhythmc
clack is fromthe hand-punped fl atcar.

The blind seer punps the car along the distant track, singing
har nony under the Warvey gals' recedi ng voi ces.

THE END
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