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FADE IN:
EXT. A SMALL QUIET SOUTHERN TOWN - ESTABLISHING - NIGHT
On the SCREEN appears:

STAR CITY, ARKANSAS
SATURDAY NIGHT

COT TO:

EXT. A PRETTY WHITE FRAME HOUSE

The screen door opens, and out onto the front porch walks A BIG,
HANDSOME MAN wearing a flannel shirt, blue jeans, and a baseball
cap. The man walks out to the edge of the porch, looks out at

the soft spring night. It's still and dark. A few crickets CHIRP.
The man takes a sip of his beer. He seems restless. He looks

up at the glittering starry sky--sighs.

. DISSOLVE TO:
EXT. A GLITTERING SEA OF LIGHTS -~ ESTABLISHING - NIGHT
On the SCREEN appears:

LOS ANGELES
CUT TO:

EXT. A MIDDLE-CLASS NEIGHBORHOOD
The CAMERA's on a sidewalk, shooting.up, so all we see is the
disheveledhead of a palm tree and a couple of smog-dim stars. And

then suddenly filling the FRAME is a BEAUTIFUL YOUNG BLACK WOMAN.
As she pauses for a moment, looking at something we cannot see,

- our TITLE appears:

HURRICANE

Another ANGLE shows us the young woman continuing up the sidewalk
to the front door of a nice brick home. We hear MUSIC playing
inside. As our CREDIT SEQUENCE continues, the woman RINGS the
doorbell. After a moment:

FEMALE VOICE
Who is it?

. WOMAN
Fantasia.. ’

The door opens a few inches, revealing a stretched latch chain and
the peering face of another young black woman: her name is JACKIE.



JACKIE
(surprised and pleased)
Hay, girl!
Jackie unhooks the chain, opens the door, and hugs Fantasia.

FANTASIA
Hey, Jackie, what's shakin'?

Fantasia enters, and Jackie closes the door behind them.

. INT. LIVING ROOM OF HOUSE

Two young black men, BOBBY and DARREN, are sitting on a sofa.

JACKIE
(as she locks the door)
"Bobby, look who's back from the dead!

FANTASIA
Hey, Bobby.

BOBBY
(arising and hugging
Fantasia)
Fantasia, how you been?

FANTASIA
Fine.

BOBBY
(very seriously)
So where's Ray?

FANTASIA
I don't see Ray anymore.

BOBBY
That's good.

JACKIE :
That's real good. You know you're
. always welcome here.

A third young black woman named DANIELLE has just emerged from

the kitchen carrying a cake blazing with candles, which she
sets down on a coffee table.

JACKIE (Cont'd)
You got here just in time, girl.
Bobby's just about to blow out the
candles on his birthday cake.

FANTASIA
Bobby, it's your birthday? How
old are you, 607



- BOBBY
That's your IQ, girl.

) , JACKIE
(indicating the
other couple) :
Fantasia, this is Darren and Danielle.

FANTASIA
Hello-- '
(with sudden exasperation)
Oh shit--I left my purse in the car
and the door unlccked. I'1l be
right back.

BOBBY N
Hurry, girl, I gotta blow these
candles out pretty soon or I'll
have to add another one.

FANTASIA
(laughing)
N ' 0.K., old man.
Fantasia exits--Jackie locks the door behind her.

DANIELLE
She's nice.

CUT TO:
EXT. THE PORCH OF THE HOUSE IN ARKANSAS - NIGHT

The screen door opens, and a PETITE PRETTY BRUNETTE looks out
at the restless man at the edge of the porch.

WOMAN
Dale, what are you doin' out here,
I thought you were watchin' HUNTER.

DALE
(without turning around)
I just got tired of it.
CUT TO:
.INT. HOUSE IN L.A.
The doorbell RINGS, and Jackie goes to the door.

JACKIE
Fantasia?

Q::ﬁ FANTASIA'S VOICE
Yeah.
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Jackie unlocks the door and opens it.

JACKIE
(as Fantasia comes in)
We gotta cheer up Bobby 'cause--

But Fantasia's not alone--rushing in behind her come two young
men: a flashily dressed, high-strung white guy named RAY, tattoos
on his arms, an earring in one ear, longish curly hair receding

in the front, and PLUTO, tall, black, broad-shouldered, narrow-
hipped, heavily muscled, his eyes behind his glasses absolutely
cold. Both men have pistols. Ray shoves Jackie away from the
door into the middle of the room.

RAY
(with a bit of a
Southern twang)
All right, motherfuckers! Just lay
down on the floor and be quiet!

There's panic and terror among the 4 birthday partiers as they
begin to lie on their stomachs on the floor.

BOBBY
What the fuck's going on, man?

JACKIE
Fantasia?

FANTASIA
(soothingly)
Jackie, just be quiet, honey, and
everything will be all right.

Pluto sees Bobby shoot a 1look at a near-by desk drawer. Pluto
moves to the drawer, opens it, and pulls out a revolver.

BOBBY
Man, what the hell is thi---7

Ray kicks Bobby viciously in the teeth.

RAY
I told you to keep quiet, you
motherfucker!

. Pluto has drawn several lengths of cord from a pocket, and now,

like a rodeo cowboy trussing up a steer, he quickly and expertly
ties their hands behind their backs.

Ray kneels down in front of Jackie, and l1lifts her head up by
the hair.

RAY (Cont'qd)
Where does Marco live?




JACKIE
I don't know, Ray.

Ray slaps her hard.

RAY ,
Where does Marco live, goddamn it?
JACKIE

(beginning to cry)
Ray, I swear I don't know.

RAY
Then how do you get your shit?
I guess it just flies over here.
Where does Marco live, bitch?

Ray slaps her again. Fantasia grabs his arm.

FANTASIA
Ray, you don't have to hit her
like that.
(to Jackie)
Honey, please, just tell him and

"everything will be 0.K.

Danielle has begun to SOB and WHIMPER too.

DARREN
Danielle and me don't know nothin'
about this, why don't you let us go?

Pluto buries his foot in Darren's ribs.

JACKIE
If we told anybody where Marco
lived he'd kill us.

RAY
What the fuck do you think we're
gonna do? .

Ray slaps her again and again and again.

RAY (Cont'd)

' Goddamn it, you're gonna tell me

or I'1l slap your motherfuckin'
head off!

~ BOBBY
Jackie don't know where Marco stays,
I deal with him, she don't. 1I'll tell
you, man. You just leave her alone.




(03]

Pluto immediately hauls Bobby to his feet.

RAY
(looking pileased)
We're goin' on a little trip over
to Marco's, man.
{to Pluto)
Catch you shortly, bubba.

Pluto nods. After a quick peek out the curtains, Ray pushes
Bobby ahead of him toward the door, with Fantasia accompanying.
.At the door Fantasia hesitates, and looks back at 'the bleeding,
hysterically weeping Jackie.

FANTASIA
I'm sorry, honey. Just be cool
and you'll be all right. '

Now Ray and Fantasia and Bobby exit. Pluto looks down at the
3 helpless people on the floor.

PLUTO
(softly)
Lie here like babies.

Now Pluto moves to the table where the candles are still burning
on the cake. They are now just nubs in pools of pale blue wax.

He blows them out.
CUT TO:

EXT. PORCH OF THE HOUSE IN ARKANSAS - NIGHT

Dale Dixon has been jbined by the pretty brunette, his wife,
Cheryl Ann.

DALE '
Damn--I wish I had a cigarette.

CHERYL ANN
Dale, now you know if you have one
you'll start right back into smokin'
again.

DALE
(irritably)
I d@idn't say I was gonna have one,
I'd just like to, that's all.
(pause)
You put Bonnie to bed?

CHERYL ANN
Yeah.
(pause)
Think I'm goin' to bed myself.
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As Cheryl Ann turns and heads back inside, Dale realizes she's
a bit miffed at him.

DALE
(more warmly)
Cheryl Ann?
, (she stops at the door)
I'll be in soon--0.K.?

CHERYL ANN
(with a forgiving smile)
0.K.

CUT TO:

- EXT. MARCO'S HOUSE - NIGHT

OPEN CLOSE ON A FINGER RINGING THE DOCRBELL. Another ANGLE
shows us Bobby. After a moment: '

MARCO'S VOICE
Who is it?

BOBBY
It's Bobby, Marco.

MARCO'S VOICE
Is it puddin' yet?

BOBBY .
It's thick enough for me.

MARCO'S VOICE
Who wants some?

BOBBY
Fred Boy -and Daddy Gene.

As there's the SOUND OF A DOOR BEING UNLOCKED, the CAMERA PULLS
BACK to show Ray and Fantasia standing, guns in hand, on opposite
sides of the door. Now we see Marco, who has a big, smiling face.

MARCO
(expansively)
My man!

" INT. LIVING ROOM OF MARCO'S HOUSE - A FEW MINUTES LATER

L}
CLOSE-UP OF A MASS OF DARK, TANGLED FILAMENTS~-now the orange
flame of a cigarette lighter moves INTO FRAME, and the flame suddenly
leaps into the filaments with a crackling sound, the filaments
smoking_and shriveling. We hear MUFFLED SOUNDS of terror.

Another ANGLE shows us A BLACK WOMAN bound hand and foot, gagged,
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sitting on the floor propped up against the wall--beside her is
sitting Bobby, similarly bound and gagged. Ray, squatting
beside the woman, jerks the lighter away from the woman's hair
just in time to prevent a conflagration, and then looks up at

‘Marco, who is standing with his hands tied behind his back,

and Fantasia's gun pointed at hin.

RAY
You see what I got in mind, man?

MARCO
(in a panic)

Hey, man, I got anything you want.
Nobody has to get hurt. I got 200
bucks in that wallet on the table.
Take it, man. I got a little
crack and some toot in the right-hand
kitchen cabinet.

RAY
200, you bullshittin' motherfucker!
I know you, man. You get up and piss
on 200 every morning, you lyin'
motherfucker.

Ray flicks the lighter and applies it to the woman's hair again,
but this time he doesn't pull it away, the flames climb up the
side of the woman's thrashing head, her mute eyes are wild with
terror and pain.

FANTASIA
(looking on in horror)
Ray, put it out!

MARCO
Stop it, man! Put it out! I'1l1l
show you where the shit is! Put
it out!

Ray picks up a can of Coke, and begins to pour it over the
woman's flaming hair--there's a HISSING SOUND; and steam begins
to mingle with the smoke.

INT. BEDROOM IN THE HOUSE - A MINUTE OR TWO LATER

A dresser has been pushed away from the wall. A small section
of the wall has been removed, to reveal a dark open space. Ray
is kneeling in front of that space, and from it is pulling out
clear plastic bags of white drugs, green cash. o
RAY
(in ecstasy)
Aw, man. . .



INT. BOBBY AND JACKIE'S HOUSE - THE LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

OPEN CLOSE ON BOBBY'S BIRTHDAY CAKE, which now is about a third
gone, and which is being sliced into again by a knife.

Another ANGLE shows us Plutc, sitting on the couch eating the

cake and reading the message in a birthday card. The television's
on. Jackie and Darren and Danielle are still lying on their
stomachs on the flocor, but Pluto has bound them more securely. .
They are gagged and "hog-tied"--their legs bent behind their

backs and tied to their wrists. It is not a natural position

. for a human being to be in.

The phone RINGS. Pluto moves to it, picks it up. He doesn't
say hello--just listens--then:

PLUTO
(simply)
0.K.

-He replaces the phone--looks at the 3 helpless people, as he

cleans the blade of his knife with a finger and then licks his
finger clean of the crumbs and icing. Then he walks into the
bedroom.

INT. BEDROOM

Pluto walks to the bed. There are several pillows on it. He
picks up 3 of the pillows, strips off the cases.

INT. LIVING ROOM

Holding the 3 pillow cases, Pluto re-enters. He walks toward
the TV. The 3 terrified people on the floor crane their necks
trying to follow him, wondering what he's doing.

Pluto turns up the TV.

Pluto moves to the 3 people. He quickly pulls one of the pillow
cases down over the head and upper body of Jackie, maneuvering
her easily with his powerful arms. Then he moves to Darren,
Darren shooting Danielle a last wild glance before the pillow
case covers him. And finally Pluto slides the pillow case

down over Danielle.

Pluto is now kneeling in front of Danielle. He takes his knife
back out of his pocket, and pops open the blade.

CLOSE-UP OF PLUTO'S FACE as he begins to stab Danielle. We .
hear DANIELLE'S MUFFLED MOANS AND SQUEALS--each time the knife
strikes home, Pluto emits a short violent breath--at the fourth
or fifth breath, blood suddenly spatters his glasses.
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INT. MARCO'S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Ray is deeply involved in ingesting a white line of cocaine on
the glass-topped coffee table. Suddenly there's a CRASHING SOUND--
Ray looks toward the source of the noise.

Bobby and Marco and the woman with the burned hair are 51tt1ng
propped up against the wall, bound and gagged, transparent
plastic bags over their heads and taped tightly around their necks.
The first desperate gasps must have removed all the oxygen from
the bags, which are collapsed against their twisted features.

. Their eyes, in their final seconds of consciousness, are terrible

to see. In his death agony Marco has kicked over a small table
covered with framed photographs and bric-a-brac.

ANGLE ON FANTASIA, in a doorway, watching them with sickened
disbelief.

FANTASIA
Ray, vyou said there wasn't gonna
be no killin'!

Ignoring Fantasia, Ray picks up one of the pictures that has
fallen to the floor--it's a family portrait--Marco and his wife
and a boy of about 6.

RAY
(agitated)
They got a kid. Hey, where's your
fuckin' kid?

The suffocating parents don't reply.

RAY (Cont'd)
Fantasia, look around for that kid.
We can't leave no motherfuckin' kid
here.

FANTASIA
I already been all over thehouse, Ray.

RAY
Well, look around some more, maybe
he's hidin' someplace.

Ray now returns his attention to the iovely white lines on the

- coffee table.

INT. THE BATHROOM

Fantasia comes in, turns on the light. She pulls back the
shower curtains. Nobody's there.



— \)
S

INT. A BEDROOM

Fantasia enters. She looks around. There's evidence that a
boy has been here: a baseball glove, a toy truck.

Fantasia kneels and looks under the bed: a toy robot, star
of a Saturday morning cartoon show, stares back at her.

Now she looks toward the closed closet door. It's obvious that
she's just had a sudden feeling about that closet--we, the
audience, have a feeling about that closet.

Fantasia approaches it slowly, almost as though she is moving
underwater.

There is the beautiful scene in THE YEARLING when the concealing
forest greenery is parted by the little boy, to reveal the tiny
hiding orphaned fawn. This moment, as Fantasia opens the door
of the closet, is similar, except it is one of horror instead of
beauty, as Fantasia now looks into the eyes of the wide-eyed and
shaking CHILD. '

CUT TO:

EXT. PORCH OF THE HOUSE IN ARKANSAS - NIGHT

Dale Dixon is now sitting on the front steps. The street in front

of him is empty and dark and silent. We can tell he would still
like to have tmat cigarette.

Now he hears, from inside the house, the sound of a very young
girl WHIMPERING AND CRYING.

CHILD'S VOQICE
Mommy? Mommy?

Dale watches as a light goes on in a window, and now he hears
his wife:

CHERYL ANN'S VOICE
Hush now, Bonnie, Mommy's here--you
were just havin' a dream, honey--
a bad dream--

On Dale's faintly troubled face, we

FADE OUT
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FADE IN:
EXT. MARCO'S NEIGHBORHOOD - SUNRISE

OPEN ON THE SUN rising above somz palm trees and house tops--
and then slowly PAN to Marco's house.

TITLE: SUNDAY MORNING

The house is now the center of a hive of activity: there are

. police cars crowding the street, the SQUAWK AND CRACKLE of

police radios, LOTS OF COPS both blue-suited and in plain clothes,
and curious and frightened NEIGHBORS gawking from behind
restraining lines.

INT. MARCO'S HOUSE - THE LIVING ROOM

OPEN ON TWO COPS: DUDLEY "DUD" COLE AND JOHN McFEELY. They're
homicide detectives from the L.A.P.D. elite Downtown Division.
The men are contrasting physical and character types. McFeely
is small and black and good-natured and extroverted. Cole is
tall, a bit cerebral and inward-turned, with glints of both
irony and sadness in his cool eyes. They do have in common,
tiiough, a shared reality: each in his half or two-thirds of

a lifetime has seen more of the dark side of the world than most
people would see in 50 lifetimes.

They are intently watching something--and now a new ANGLE shows

" us what: the CORONER'S INVESTIGATOR examining the bodies of

Marco and his wife and Bobby. He's removed the wallet from
Bobby's back pocket, and has opened it to reveal a large amount
of cash. He counts it out. :

' CORONER'S INVESTIGATOR
157 dollars.

DUD
Takes out the small-time robbery
motive. Has he got a driver's
license? :

The coroner's investigator finds Bobby's license, hands it to
Dud.
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DUD (Cont'd) 12
(looking at the license,
and then at the body)

~ John, meet Robert Post.

McFEELY
How do you do, Robert?

EXT. COLE AND McFEELY'S CAR MOVING DOWN A NEARLY DESERTED L.A.
RESIDENTIAL STREET - EARLY MORNING -

McFEELY (V.0.)
You think it might be Hollywood?

INT. THE CAR
Dud Cole is behind the wheel.

DUD
What?

McFEELY
Star City. The kid says he heard
them talking about going to '"Star
City," so maybe that's just slang
for Hollywoed.

DUD
They call Hollywood that? '"Star City"?
McFEELY
I think I've heard it called that,
yeah.
DUD
We' 11 call the Hollywood watch
commander.

(looking at the houses
. they're passing)
Was it 33207

McFEELY
(checking Bobby's
. driver's license)
Yeah.

DUD
That's it.

Dud Cole eases the car over to the curb, and stops. On the
other side of the street and a couple of houses down is Bobby
and Jackie's house. Dud and McFeely look at it. It, along
with every other house on this early Sunday morning, looks
quiet and peaceful--but we also notice that all the windows

are filled with light.
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McFEELY
It's pretty early for all the lights
to be on.

DUD

Isn't the front doocr cracked?

And now we can see that the front door seems to be open a
couple of inches. .

McFEELY
I'll take the back.

EXT. THE STREET AND THE HOUSE

Dud and McFeely get out of the car. They're experienced cops

who have worked together for a long time, so no talk is necessary.
McFeely goes down the driveway and around the back, while

Dud goes up the front steps.

Now Dud notices some splotches on the steps--he knows well the
sight of fresh blood--and only now does he slip his hand
inside his coat and unholster his .38.

He pauses in front of the door--he-.stares at that 2-inch
opening--he listens--then he puts 1 knuckle against the door,
and gently pushes it open.

INT. THE HOUSE

ANGLE ON DUD COLE, as he enters, cautiously. And now, as he
looks to his right, the CAMERA SWIFTLY PULLS BACK to disclose
the whole of the slaughterhouse of the living room, the

encrimsoned pillow cases, the 3 hog-tied former human beings.

Even for one who has dealt often in death, the sight of it is
ever-fresh. Dud Cole stares for a moment, and then:

DUD
(calling)
McFeely!

INT. ROBBERY-HOMICIDE SQUAD ROOM AT L.A.P.D. HEADQUARTERS -
THAT NIGHT

OPEN ON THE GLOWING GREEN SCREEN OF A COMPUTER TERMINAL-- the
name RAY MALCOM is being typed in, and then immediately Ray's
sordid criminal past of assaults and robberies and auto
thefts and drug offenses appears line by line.

VOICE
So how'd you get the I.D.?
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1
DUD'S VOICE b

Neighborhood snoop across the street
was looking out her window, recognized
Ray's car parked out front, and then
after a while she saw a big black

guy wearing glasses come out of the
house, get in Ray's car, and leave.

Another ANGLE shows us Dud Cole at the éomputer, with his
- LIEUTENANT looking over his shoulder.

DUD (Cont'd)
She didn't know Ray's last name,
but thought he lived a few blocks
away on Rutherford, so we knocked
on doors till we found somebody that
knew Ray, and knew trs last name.
McFeely's down in R and I right

now pulling his pazcieage.

LIEUTENANT
And the guy with glasses?

DUD
They call him "Pluto'-- he's
evidently been hanging out with
Ray for the last few weeks--may

be from out of town.

LIEUTENANT
"Pluto”? You mean like Mickey
Mouse's dog?

- DUD
Yeah--and like the Roman god of
the Underworld.

. LIEUTENANT
And the girl?

DUD
All we know about her is her name's
Fantasia and she's good looking and
kind of comes and goes but when she's
in town she stays with Ray.

An excited McFeely bustles in with a folder-full of photocopied'

materials.

McFEELY
You're not gonna believe this. The
kid heard 'em saying they were headed.
for "Star City,' so we thought Star
City might be Hollywood, right?



DUD
Right.

McCFEELY

(pulling out a form

from the folder)
Look at this robbery arrest from
'79. It says in case of emergency
to notify "Jeremiah Malcom," his
uncle. Now look where Jeremiah
Malcom lives.

Dud -and the lieutenant see the city and state printed by the
uncle's name, and a look of surprise and satisfaction appears
on both their faces.

McFEELY (Cont'd)
(triumphantly)
It's not Hollywood those bastards
are going to.

DUD
(softly)
It's Star City fucking Arkansas. . .

EXT. A CAR TRAVELING FAST ON INTERSTATE 10 ACROSS THE GREAT
AMERICAN DESERT - NIGHT

TITLE: SOMEWHERE IN ARIZONA
And we hear a cool-sounding DEEJAY:

- DEEJAY (V.0.)
You're listening to K double-0 L,
Phoenix. I'm Uncle Mike, and right
now we're gonna take you back to
1973 with the Main Ingredient and
"Everybody Plays the Fool." '

INT. THE CAR

ANGLE ON RAY behind the wheel, looking like he's on top of the
world. He reaches for the radio and changes it to a country and-
western station. "01d Flame"™ by Alabama is PLAYING. Ray begins
to SING. along.

RAY
"There's an old flame burnin' in your eyes
(looking to his right)
That tears can't drown and makeup can't disguise."

ANGLE ON FANTASIA. She's curled up, asleep, on the passenger side.
She looks remarkably beautiful, peaceful, and sweet.
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ANGLE ON PLUTO in the back seat. He is looking at Ray. We get
the feeling that Ray's singing is getting on Pluto's nerves, if

he does indeed have nerves to be gotten upon. But now, as the
CAMERA PUSHES IN on Pluto, he shifts his gaze straight ahead.
There is something sphinx-like and awful in his blank bespectacled
look as he stares at the freeway rushing out of the night to

meet them. ' .

EXT. PARKER CENTER (THE L.A.P.D. HEADQUARTERS DOWNTOWN) -
ESTABLISHING - DAY

TITLE: L.A.
' MONDAY MORNING

VOICE
Gentlemen, the fact that we have
6 bodies is nothing--

. INT. PARKER CENTER - OFFICE OF THE CHIEF

Around a conference table are sitting Dud Cole and John
McFeely, their lieutenant and CAPTAIN, the PRESS RELATIONS
OFFICER, the ASSISTANT CHIEF, and CHIEF BRAD JENKINS, a small.
man with a thin, intense face.

CHIEF JENKINS (Cont'd)
The fact that 3 of them were discovered
next door to the Mayor's sister--

ASSISTANT CHIEF
(finishing the thought)
She gets upset when a dog howls.

PRESS RELATIONS OFFICER
Speaking of howls, the press is in
full cry. What can we give  'em?

4 CHIEF JENKINS
Dud?

: DUD

Let's give them our suspect's name,
"Ray Malcom"--decriptions of the

other 2 suspects--say that 3 of the
victims were stabbed to death, but
don't give up the over-kill of over
50 wounds each, the pillow cases, or
the hog-tying. For the other 3 victims,
just say there were strangled--don't

‘ give up the plastic bags. As for
the kid, just say there was 1 survivor.
Period. He's under enough pressure
as it is. We don't need to talk
about how we I.D.'d Ray. 1I'd like
to get out we believe they've fled
' (MORE)
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DUD (Cont'd)
the state. It just may get us
some national ccverage, and make
it hard on them to travel.
(pause)
One more thing.

. PRESS RELATIONS OFFICER
What's that?

DUD
Play it up that these assholes are
as violent as we've ever seen.

CHIEF JENKINS _
What about this Star City thing,
Dud?

_ LIEUTENANT
You think it'd be a wild goose
chase if you went back there?

DUD
I put in a call to the Star City
P.D. last night. They said they'd
never heard of Ray, but the guy
I talked to said he did think he'd
heard of the uncle, and he was
gonna check him out. I'm waiting
for his call-back..

PRESS RELATIONS OFFICER
(looking at his notes)
Dud--they really as '"violent as
you've ever seen"?

: DUD '
Dave,. it scares.me that these people
are out there loose in the country,
and I want everybody else to be
scared too. The first smagll-town
sheriff that stops them because they've
got a tail light out--

McFEELY
They're gonna have to have a special
election to £ill the wvacancy real quick.

The PHONE HAS RUNG, and the assistant chief has quletly answered
Now he turns to Dud.

e

ASSISTANT CHIEF
Dud?
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DUD
(taking the phone)
Cole here. Put him through.
(after a moment)
Hello, Sgt. Dixon, this is Dud
C~--right, I--I'm fine, how are
yot, I--yes, I--

Dud, holding the receiver away from.his ear a little, is
evidently being overwhelmed by a torrent of loud talk.

. CHIEF JENKINS
Dud, why don't you put him on the
box so we can all hear him?

DUD
H--hold on a minute, Sergeant.
(putting his hand
over the phone)
Chief, we may not want to do that.

, CHIEF JENKINS
Of course we do. Now what did
you say his name was?

DUD
Sgt. Dale Dixon. But he may be a little
overpowering on the box, Chief.

CHIEF JENKINS
(his patience wearing thin)
I appreciate your concern.

And now Chief Jenkins nods towards the box. Dud, with a you-
asked-for-it raise of the eyebrows, pushes a button.

DUD
Sgt. Dixon, I've put you on the
speaker phone so everyone can hear
you. I've got Chief Jenkins here.

And now a hearty Southern VOICE booms out of the box. We've
heard it before. It belongs to the bored, restless man on the
porch--but now the restlessness and boredom have been replaced
with pure excitement.

DIXON'S VOICE
Chief Jenkins? Los Angeles Chief of
Police Jenkins? ©No shit? How are
you, Chief Jenkins, it's a hell of
a pleasure to mest you.

CHIEF JENKINS
It's nice to meet you, Sergeant.
Now what we'd like to know is--
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Chief Jenkins is a bit taken aback.

DIXON'S VOICE

I feel 1like I've known you half of my life.
If I had a nickel for every time I've seen
you in the papers and on TV I'd be one rich

son of a bitch.

is beginning to exchange looks.

CHIEF JENKINS -
I m—-flattered Sergeant. Now about
the uncle of Ray Mal--

DIXON'S VOICE ‘
I guess they keep you pretty busy
out there, don't they?

CHIEF JENKINS
Well, yes, I suppose that--

DIXON'S VOICE
I bet they do. It's Just like this
case we 're all workin' on now. See,
you've got 6 people dead out there
at the same time. Now we don't get
much of that here in Star City.
Generally just 1 or 2 every few months.
Colored boys generally. Just like out
there. Every other Saturday night one
of 'em sticks another one over a
goddamn card game or some shit.

Everybody looks at McFeely.

Chief Jenkins looks to Dud for help, but Dud is suddenly

CHIEF JENKINS
(hurriedly)
That's interesting, Sergeant, but--

DIXON'S VOICE
Craps sometimes.

engrossed in a hang nail.

CHIEF JENKINS
Sgt. Dixon, I think we should really
discuss the--

DIXON'S VOICE
Now you were wantin' to know about
this boy's uncle. Boys, I think we
hit the jackpot. I just got back
from the old man's house, and let me
tell ya, it's the damnedest hide-out
(MORE)

Everyone around the table
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DIXON'S VOICE (Cont'd)
I've ever seen in my life. It's out
in the woods about 6 and three quarter
miles northeast of town. There's old
loggin' roads goin' off every which
way and they all connect up to the
highways out there. The woods around
there are thick as hell: and you
couldn’'t find a goddamn soul in there
if you didn't already know where to
look and you boy's bein' from the
city and all you'd be lost in 16
minutes, you'd starve to death and
I'd be investigatin' you boys'
goddamn skeletons. But I'm going
out there with you so you don't
have to worry. These folks you're
lookin' for are gonna end up out
there, I guarantee it. Chief,
you can bet your ass on it. 1I'd
get Dud Cole on the next airplane
outa there.

CHIEF JENKINS
(interested)
So you really think this is a
promising avenue of investigation?

DIXON'S VOICE
You're goddamn right it's a promisin'
avenue. Looks like Al Capone invented
the fuckin' place. I shit you
not! Matter of fact I'll just go
out there now and wait there for
you. You never know. They might
show up before you can get there.

DUD
(hastily)
No, don't do that, Dale. We'll be
back in touch. Don't do anything
yet. Wait for us to contact you.

DIXON'S VOICE
I'll be ready at the drop of a hat.

CHIEF JENKINS
Well, Sgt. Dixon, we'd like to thank
you for--

DIXON'S VOICE
It's my job, Chief. Oh, and boys?
We're gonna get these sons of bitches!
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There's an abrupt CLICK, and then the loud BUZZ of a dial
tone as the cops around the table stare at each other with
a sort of stunned wonder.

EXT. THE LITTLE ROCK AIRPORT - NIGHT

The loud BUZZ of the phone dissolves ifito the ROAR of a Jetllner
coming in for a landing, and this TITLE appears: :

LITTLE ROCK, ARKANSAS
MONDAY NIGHT

INT. AIRPORT TERMINAL

Dud Cole and John McFeely, looking pretty beat--they ve
probably only had a couple of hours sleep since Saturday night--
lug luggage through the terminal. Dud glances at his watch.

McFEELY
'So what time is it?

DUD
Nearly 2.

McFEELY |
So how far's this Star City place

anyway?

DUD
John, we've got miles to go before
we sleep.

McFEELY
Spare me the fucking poetry, OK?

Dud looks faintly amused at McFeely's crankiness as they walk
on through the nearly deserted terminal.

CUT TO:
A BLACK AND WHITE IMAGE OF RAYMOND BURR AS PERRY MASON making
a sobbing woman confess on the stand that she killed her
husband. PULL BACK TO SHOW we're in:
INT. A MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT
There are 2 double beds. On one of them is Ray, eating out
of a big bucket of Kentucky Fried Chicken. On the other is
Pluto,, staring at the TV.

TITLE: DEMMING, NEW MEXICO
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Ray “osses a piece of chicken over to Pluto.

RAY
Here, bubba.

After a moment, Pluto picks it up, looks at it, then tosseé it
back to Ray. '

PLUTO
(in his characteristic
monotone)
I don't eat that shit. 1It's nasty.
Don't you read the papers?

RAY
Man, it ain‘'t nothin' but chicken.
Ain't nothin' wrong with chicken.

The bathroom door opens, and Fantasia comes out in a swirl of
steam. She's wearing nothing but a towel. She looks about
as good as a woman can look.

RAY (Cont'd)
You want some of this, baby?

FANTASIA \
I want some of this, baby.

She goes to the small table between the beds, where several lines \
of cocaine are already cut and waiting, shining white in the

lamplight. She takes a rolled-up bill--a $100 bill--and begins

to ingest the white lines. Ray is looking on approvingly. ,

RAY :
Now aren't you glad you come along
for the ride?

FANTASIA
Except you sald there wasn't gonna
be no killin', Ray.

RAY
Well, I lied. And now you're in it
as much as Pluto and me. If we burn,
you burn, baby--don't you forget that.

Fantasia qoesn't look as though she will. Ray looks with satisfaction

at the cocaine.

RAY (Cont'd)
Yeah, we got enough of this shit to
last us through 1995.



PLUTO
We got enough to last us till we
get to Houston.

RAY '
We ain't sellin' all 3 keys, bubba.

PLUTO
We're selling it in Houston. Billy's
the only person I know with enough
money to take it off our hands. It's
stupid riding up and down the road
with it.

RAY
What are you afraid's gonna happen,
man, we gonna get in trouble?

Ray grins and winks at Fantasia.
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RAY (Cont'd)
Be51des, man, I was plannin' on
sellin' some to them country
sons. of bitches' im-Arkansas.

PLUTO
This Arkansas shit makes me nervous.

RAY
We'll be in and out. We ain't
buildin’' a goddamn house or nothin'.

FANTASIA
It won't be a problem, Pluto.
What are you worried about?

: PLUTO"
My ass.

FANTASIA .
I don't get you, baby. Why don't
you ever loosen up and have fun?
Don't you ever get high? I see
you do as much of this toot as me
and Ray put together and you never
seem high. I don’'t even know why
you do it if it don't make you
feel good. Don't you want to
feel good?

PLUTO
What do you want me to do, dance?

RAY
Man, this is the biggest thing
that's ever happened to us, and -
yoque justilayin! ovér there-like

some big ol' brown turd. Fuck you.

Pluto can move astonishingly quick for a man his size. In a
twinkling Ray's arm is twisted behind his back and his face
is being pressed into the bucket of fried chicken.

PLUTO
(quietly, calmly, coldly)
Don't talk to me that way. We're
going to Houston and sell this
(MORE)
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PLUTO (Cont’d)
shit. The money we have won't
last forever. Then I'm going to
go to Chicago and get lost. I
don't give a fuck what you do but
if you're smart you'll go too. I
don't want to hear any more bullshit
out of your or her.

Now Pluto abruptiy releases Ray, goes back to his bed, lies
down, and resumes staring at the TV. Ray is gasping and cough-
ing and wiping the chicken grease off his face with the bedspread.

RAY
(indignant, but not
too Lndlgnant)
I don't Iike bein' touched, man.
If you got somethlng to say, just
say it. Don't be touchin' me
and shit, all right?

Fantasia, meanwhile, still kneeling in the lamplight before her
cocaine god, has been watching the scene with a sort of detached
serenxty, as something that has nothing to do with her.

FANTASIA

(to Ray)
He's right, baby. We have to sell
the stuff in Houston. Think of
all that money. And Pluto knows
people in Chicago, and we can live
off that money in Chicago for a
long time. We'll buy all the toot
we want when we get there and
we're safe. Pluto's gonna take
care of us in Chicago.

As Fantasia has talked, the CAMERA HAS BEEN PUSHING IN on her

face, which is filled with all the innocent yearning of
Dorothy longing to go behind the rainbow.

FANTASIA (Cont d)
(softly)
We'll be safe.

DISSQOLVE TO:

EXT. A CAR MOVING DOWN A 2-LANE BLACKTOP ROAD IN A GREEN
LOVELY LAND - SUNRISE

TITLE: - - NEAR STAR CITY, ARKANSAS

TUESDAY MORNING
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INT. CAR

Behind the wheel of the rental car is John McFeely--Dud Cole
is on the passenger side. The beginning of a new day and the
freshness of a new place seem to have restored the cops'
flagging energy.

DUD )
Man, this is really beautiful.

McFEELY
Sure is greener than hell.

DUD ‘
This is my first time in Arkansas.

McFEELY
This is my first time in the South.

DUD
Peace and quiet.

They pass a road sign that says: "STAR CITY: 3 MILES.”

McFEELY
Three miles! Shit, I can't wait to
get to that motel. Feels like I
haven't slept in a week.

DUD
You know, John, I'm a country boy.

McFEELY
I thought you were borm in L.A.

DUD
Unh unh. Malibu.

Suddenly, the silence of the morning is shattered by a loud
HONKING. McFeely looks in his rearview mirror and Dud twists
and looks through the back window.

A car is right on their bumper, horn BLARING and headlights
flashing, -

McFEELY

What the fuck--?
DUD

I think he wants us to pull over.
McFEELY

(speeding up)
Hell no--I saw EASY RIDER.
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The car, continuing to HONK and flash its lights, speeds up
too. When it tries to pull into the passing lane, McFeely
swerves, cutting it off.

McFEELY (Cont'd)
You ain't gettin' over there!
Goddamn it, Dud, our guns are
in our suitcases in the fucking trunk!

DUD )
John, I think you're overreacting.

McFEELY
Overreacting, hell--I saw DELIVERANCE.

Now the pursuing car deftly fakes McFeely out, pretending to
try to pass again on the left, and then with a sudden burst of
speed swerving right onto the shoulder and drawing up alongside
the cops' car.

DUD'S POV: A BASEBALL CAP AND A GRINNING HANDSOME FACE in the -
windowv of the bouncing car just a few feet to his right. And
now Dale Dixon holds up a gleaming golden badge.

DALE
{shouting)
Howdy!

DUD
John, pull over. He's a cop.

EXT. THE ROAD

McFeely slows and pulls over on the side of the road. The other
car stops ahead of them, and out of the car pops Dixon, wearing
his usual uniform of blue jeans and a flannel shirt. He strides
quickly back to the cops' car, bends down, and sticks his big
hand through the window.

INT. THE CAR

DALE
Dale Dixon!

McFEELY
: (shaking the hand)
John McFeely.

DALE
(sticking his hand
across McFeely
to Dud)
Dale Dixon!
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DUD
- (shaking the hand)
Dud Cole.

DALE

Well, Dud Cole in the flesh, I
feel like we're old buddies already.
Welcome to Star City, boys. We
got a full day ahead of us so if
you boys'll just follow me I'm gonna
provide escort to the Day's Inn, you
can unpack your bags and then I'1ll
take y'all to get some breakfast at
the Shack . at exactly

(checking his watch)
O whatever fuckin' hundred hours
it'1l1l be in 30 minutes.

Now Dale strides purposefully back to his car, but just as
he opens the door he stops and looks back: .

DALE (Cont'd)
- (calling) _
Don't worry, boys! We'll get
these sons of bitches!

Dud and McFeely exchange a look. Dale gets in his car, slams
the door, and then takes off with a great SCREECHING of tires
down the road. )

DUD
After him, McFeely.

McFeely grimly guns the accelerator.
EXT. THE ROAD

The cops' car takes off with a SCREECH of its own, trying to
catch up with Dale Dixon, who is already a good 100 yards
down the road.

INT. THE SHACK- RESTAURANT - MORNING

OPEN ON A MIDDLE-AGED WAITRESS carrying 3 steaming plates filled
with food across the cafe. The tables are filled with mostly
FARMERS AND BLUE-COLLAR TYPES getting ready for a hard day's
work. The waitress sets the plates down at a booth where

Dud, McFeely, and Dale Dixon are. sitting. Dale's police radio
is sitting on the table, emitting from time to time SQUAWKY
UNINTELLIGIBLE BURSTS of police chatter.

DALE
You boys are in for a treat now.
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Dale grabs a whole buscuit and stuffs it into his mouth.

DALE (Cont'd)
Fern, brings us an extra biscuit
or 2, will ya?

FERN
Sure thing, Hurricane.

DALE
The Shack has the best biscuits
in the whole goddamn state.

DUD ‘
Excuse me, but--did she just call
you '""Hurricane'?

~ DALE
Some people call me that, I never
have figured out why.

Dud and McFeely are digging in hungrily but they're no match
for Dale--henceforth to be known as "Hurricane"--who is
eating bacon and eggs and biscuits and hashed browns and
gulping coffee like it's some sort of contest.

HURRICANE (Cont'd)

Anyway, like I was tellin' you
boys, as soon as I saw you boys
drive by I knew you must be the
boys from California. Cops look
the same everywhere, I guess--

(as Fern returns with

more biscuits)
Thanks, Fern, how's Walter?

FERN '
Had his gallbladder takened out
yesterday.

| HURRICANE
(slurping coffee--not
. really paying attention)
Good for him. Anyway, like I was
tellin' you boys--

McFEELY
(eating a biscuit)
My god this is good! This is my
kind of food. 1Is it like this
everywhere in the South?



HURRICANE
Hell no, just in Arkansas.
(shouting across
the room)
Fern, we're gonna be needin' some
more biscuits over here in a--
Charlie! .

A short 50-ish balding MAN with a bit of a paunch and a
dapper little moustache has entered the cafe, and now comes

to their booth.

HURRICANE (Cont'd)
Here's my partner, Charlie Griffith.
Charlie, this is Dud Cole.

CHARLIE
(shaking hands with
Dud--in a twangy
Northern accent)
How are you, Dud?

DUD
Charlie, it's a pleasure.

HURRICANE
And this is Dan MacIntosh.

CHARLIE
(shaking hands)
Nice to meet you, Dan.

McFEELY
Actually, the name's John--John
McFeely.

HURRICANE

Yeah, right, McFeely. All those
goddamn Mac names sound alike to
me. Charlie, you had your breakfast yet?

CHARLIE ~
Yes, Jocelyn fixed me a very nice--

HURRICANE

Charlie's just been down here a
couple of years. He's a goddamn
Yankee from Detroit.

(slapping Charlie

on the back)
Ain't ya, Charlie? But he's a
good ol' boy.

Hurricane, wiping up some residual grease with a biscuit, has
already literally cleaned his plate, and now he takes a figal
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gulp of coffee and a swipe at his mouth with a napkin and
grabs his radio and stands up. :

HURRICANE (Cont'd)
Well you boys about ready?

Dud and McFeely lock at each other--they've hardly had time
to make a dent in their wonderful focod.

DUD
Actually, we're not quite--

But Hurricane is already striding past the cash register toward
the exit.

HURRICANE
(slapping down
a bill)
Keep the change, Fernl

FERN
There ain't no change, Hurricane.
It's a 12 dollar check and you
just give me a 10.

HURRICANE
I'1l catch ya next time, Fern.
(as he exits--over
his shoulder)
You boys comin'?, we hadn't got
all goddamn day.

Dud is eating a piece of bacon and McFeely is stuffing a couple
of spare biscuits intec his pockets as they and Charlie hurry
to catch up.

CHARLIE
(sympathetically,
as they exit)
I haven't had a full meal since
I've known this son of a gun.

EXT. A QUIET COUNTRY LANE OUTSIDE STAR CITY - MORNING

The lane is deserted. Birds are singing, the wind is rustling
through the tender green leaves of the mild Southern spring.

Suddenly, Hurricane's car comes tearing around a curve. It
ROARS down the lane toward the CAMERA, accelerating, and then
disappears beneath the CAMERA, leaving the lane empty again.

‘INT. HURRICANE'S CAR

Dud and McFeely are in the back. Theyseem to be actually
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pressed back into the seat a bit, like astronauts experiencing
G-forces. Charlie Griffith is in the front passenger seat,
smoking a pipe and staring straight ahead. Hurricane, at the
wheel, is one of those people that have to look you right in
the eye when they're talking to you. He is controlling the
car with a couple of fingers of his left hand, his right arm
is resting along the seat back, and his head is craned around,
with only an occasional glance at the rdad, as he looks

from Dud to McFeely. -

HURRICANE
. . .And if we got time while
you boys are here I'll take you
up to Stuttgart. That's the
duck capital of the world. Not
just the United States--

_ CHARLIE
(his voice flat
and tense) :
- Hurricane, watch the road.

HURRICANE
--The whole goddamn world. Another
thing y'all might not know is that
Arkansas raises more chickens than
anyplace in the world. Not just
the United States--

CHARLIE
Hurricane, watch the road.

HURRICANE
--The whole goddamn world.

EXT. A VALLEY AMONG SOME HILLS OUTSIDE STAR CITY - MORNING

OPEN WITH A LONG SHOT OF A RAMSHACKLE WOODEN HOUSE with a
rusting tin roof, and a few white chickens pecking in the
dust around it.

HURRICANE (0.S.)
See what I mean? Perfect hide-out.

And now the CAMERA BEGINS TO PULL BACK, to show we're looking
at the house in the valley from a tree-covered ridge and

- the POV of Hurricane and Charlie and Dud and McFeely. The

L.A. cops, in their well-tailored suits, present an incongruous
appearance in this rustic setting.

HURRICANE (Cont'd)
" We'll be waitin' in the weeds up
here, and when the bad folks show
up, we'll put the stopper in the

(MORE)
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HURRICANE (Cont'd)
bottle like
(snapping his fingers)
that. They'll be sorry they ever
heard of Star City, Arkansas.

DUD ,
What do you think, John?

McFEELY

"It does look like a good place

to lie low.

HURRICANE

(encouraged by McFeely's

comment)
This'll be the easiest job you
boys ever worked. My chief told
me to give y'all 1007 cooperation,
so me and my boys'll be out here
around the clock watchin' this
place and you boys can just stay
in town and drink beer and eat
biscuits and chase chicks.

DUD
Sounds great, Dale--but we'll help
out on the surveillance.

HURRICANE
Don't you trust us to do it right?

DUD
Of course we do, it's just--

McFEELY
I gotta take a leak.
(moving toward
some trees)
Are there snakes around here?

'HURRICANE

- Sure, but the only ones that are

poison are rattlesnakes, copperheads,
and water moccasins.

McFEELY
Great.

CHARLIE
There's the old man.

32
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In the clearing in the little valley below, an extremely OLD
WHITE MAN has come out onto the little porch of the house, and
/ﬁﬂ is slowly sweeping it with a broom.

- DUD
(to Hurricane)
Do you know the uncle personally?

HURRICANE
I know just about everybody around
here personally. But you know I
been checkin' around, and nobody
seems to know this Ray Malcom
fella. If he ever did live here,
he must've moved away a long
time ago.

McFEELY (0.S.)
(excitedly)
Hey Dud--come here!

While a curious Dud and Charlie go see what McFeely wants,
Hurricane, lost in thought, continues to stare down at Jeremiah
Malcom. :

ANGLE ON McFEELY among the trees, staring upwards. Dud and
Charlie come into view.

(:7 DUD

(punnily)
What's "up"?

McFEELY
(pointing up
into a tree)
What the hell is that?

They all look up and see, looking down at them, an extraordinarily
ugly animal with a naked head and dumb eyes.

CUT TO:

ANGLE ON THE RIDGE OVERLOOKING THE VALLEY, and Dud and
McFeely and Charlie coming back.

McFEELY .
Possum, huh? Sure was ugly.

CHARLIE
Some of the people around here eat 'em.

o MCFEELY
3 (looking disgusted)
e ' My god--
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DUD
Where's Dale?

Hurricane's nowhere in sight.

CHARLIE
(puzzled)
I don't know.

McFEELY
(in a moment)
Holy shit--

Dud looks at his partner, then follows his line of sight down
the ridge to the clearing. Hurricane has just reached the edge
of the clearing, and is now beginning to walk across it in

his long strides toward the little house and Jeremiah Malcom.

DUD
(dismayed)
What the hell's he doing?

EXT. THE HOUSE

The old man is standing on his porch, throwing chicken feed to
his excitedly CLUCKING chickens, as Hurricane walks up.

HURRICANE
How you doin'?

Jeremiah looks up at Hurricane with obviously age-dimmed éyes.

JEREMIAH
(in a deep, resonant
voice)
Huh?

HURRICANE
Doin' all right today?

\ JEREMIAH
Huh?

HURRICANE
(practically shouting)
I said are you doin' all right

today?
: "JEREMIAH
Yup. Doin' all right today.
HURRICANE

Do you remember me?
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JEREMIAH
It getstoo hot to be out here up
faroundznoon time, 12 o'clock.

HURRICANE
Do you have a telephone?
| JEREMIAH
Huh?
HURRICANE
Do you have a telephone?
JEREMIAH
Tell who what?
HURRICANE
(shouting)
Telephone!
JEREMIAH

I ain't got no telephone. You have
to go up at the gas station on
the highway.

Hurricane is beginning to look very frustrated.

_ HURRICANE
Heard from your nephew lately?

, JEREMIAH
Huh?

HURRICANE
Ray Malcom! Have you heard from
Ray Malcom?

JEREMIAH
Yeah, I heard of Ray Malcom. That's
my brothersboy. I reckon I heard
of my own kin.

HURRICANE
‘Do you know where he is? Has he
talked to you lately?

JEREMIAH
Huh?

: HURRICANE
When was the last time you talked
to him?

36
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JEREMIAH
Talk to who?
HURRICANE
Ray Malcom.
. JEREMIAH
Ray Malcom's my nephew.” My brother's
boy.
HURRICANE

I know that, goddamn it!

JEREMIAH
I have to feed these chickens before
it gets too damn hot. It gets hot
as hell round noontime.

Hurricane, his face red with frustration and the exertion of
shouting, suddenly turns and begins to storm back across the
clearing toward the wooded ridge.

HURRICANE
I hope you and those chickens
have a goddamn heat stroke!

INT. RAY'S CAR, MOVING DOWN A FREEWAY - DAY

CLOSE ON PLUTCO in the back seat, face half hidden behind
U.S.A. TODAY. '

TITLE: o NEAR SMITH, NEW MEXICO

We hear MUSIC on the car radio, but we hear no conversation.
We sense the ennui of long-distance travel. Pluto browsingly
turns the pages of the paper. ' :

But now suddenly it's obvious that something in the newspaper
has caught Pluto's attention. The CAMERA BEGINS TO SLOWLY
PUSH IN on Pluto's face. Now his eyes lift from the paper,
look into the front seat. Pluto folds the paper carefully

so that whatever he's been looking at is prominent--then he
holds the paper toward the front.

RAY (0.S.)
(casually)
What's this, bubba?

And ther, as we HOLD on. Pluto's face:
RAY (0.S.)

(in surprise and outrage)
Muh-ther-fucker!
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EXT. A USED CAR LOT -~ DAY

ANGLE ON BLUE AND YELLOW AND GREEN AND RED PLASTIC PENNANTS
fluttering in the wind against an impossibly blue sky.

ANGLE ON HANDS rapidly counting a great number of $100 bills.
ANGLE ON RAY AND THE CAR SALESMAN, standing beside a car.

CAR SALESMAN
(happy to have made
such a quick sale)
She's all yours.

And the car salesman SMACKS the hood of the car with his palm.
INT. THE CAR MOVING DOWN THE FREEWAY - DAY

We hear the SMACK of the back of Ray's hand as it catches
Fantasia in the cheek. Fantasia CRIES OUT and cowers on the
passenger side as far away from Ray as she can get.

RAY
That fuckin' kid, goddamn it! Why
didn't you tell me about the fuckin'
kid?

FANTASIA
I swear to God, Ray, I didn't see
any kid! I didn't see any kid!

ANGLE ON THE NEWSPAPER lying on the seat between them. 1It's
still folded open to the article Pluto found so interesting.
The headline reads: "Suspect Sought In Murder Of 6 In L.A."
There's also a photograph of a familiar face, 'and under the
photograph this caption: "Mass Murder Suspect Ray Malcolm."

RAY
They know me now! You understand that,
goddamn it? They know my name, they
know my face, probably how lon 1ong
my dick is--

Pluto sits in the back seat, watching Ray and Fantasia with
no expression.

FANTASIA
I didn't see any kid, Ray, he
musta been h1d1ng real good.

' RAY
(raising his
hand again)

Quit lyin' to me!
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FANTASIA
(hysterically)
. Don't hit me no more! Pluto, don't
7 let him hit me no more! We're gonna

N be OK, baby. We got rid of your
car, they're not gonna find us.

. RAY .
Maybe they ain't gonna f€ing you!

FANTASIA
They're not gonna find us. We're
gonna be OK--we're gonna be OK--
we're gonna be OK--

INT. STAR CITY CITY HALL AND POLICE DEPARTMENT - DAY

Hurricane, Dud, and McFeely are lined up shoulder to shoulder
staring into the CAMERA.

CHARLIE (0.S.)
OK, everybody--say ''sooie."

Everybody smiles and says ''sooie,' and then there's the flash
of a flashbulb. Now Hurricane rushes toward Charlie and gets
the camera from him.

HURRICANE
Now let's get you in hear, Charlie,
(seeing a young police
officer named JIMMY CROWNOVER
walking by)
hell, let's get us all in here, Jimmy,
come over here and take our picture.

a

JIMMY
I'm in a hurry, Hurricane--

HURRICANE

(thrusting the camera

into his hands)
It'1ll just take a minute,

(lining up with the other

three)
now let's get this one with our guns
out. Wait a minute! Just be drawin’
our guns! Jimmy, you snap it just
as we get 'em clear of the holster.

Dud and McFeely exchange a look.

DUD
I'm not sure John and I shouid be--

e
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HURRICANE
(not hearing a word)
OK, Jimmy, I'm countin' three. Then
you snap. Get your hands on your
guns, boys.

Very reluctantly, Dud and McFeely join Hurricane and Charlie
in putting their hands inside their coats on their guns.

HURRICANE (Cont'd)
All right, one. Two. Three!

They all draw. It looks like the Untouchables have just arrived.
Jimmy snaps the picture and for just a split second we have a
FREEZE FRAME.

HURRICANE (Cont'd)
(as they put their guns away)
That was good, Jimmy, _
(looking toward an ELDERLY
LADY sitting behind a
typewriter)
now let's get Miz Parmer in here--

JIMMY
Hurricane, I'm in a hurry! Miz Sellers
just called. Peevey Nottingham's been
sellin' her kid bootleg beer again and
she's mad as hell.

HURRICANE
(importantly)
Hold on, Jimmy, I better handle this myself.
(to Dud and McFeely and Charlie)
Boys, let's go, we got a case.

CHARLIE _
Dale, we already got a case.

HURRICANE :
Hell, Charlie, we got Newtonr keepin'
surveillance on the old man's house, -
he'll let us know if the bad folks
show up--

Dud and McFeely look veryhdubious.

DUD
Actually, John and I were planning on
going over to the motel and getting
a little shut-eye.

McFEELY
Yeah, we're--
(feigning a yawn)
really sleepy.
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EXT. A STREET IN FRONT OF AN ELEMENTARY SCHOOL PLAYGROUND - DAY

Standing near their parked cars, the towering Hurricane has his
arm around the diminutive McFeely's shoulders, talking to him
confidentially, as Dud and Charlie look on.

HURRICANE
Now, MacIntosh, this is gonna be a
sting operation. We want to catch
Peevey in the actual act of selling.
He knows me and Charlie, and Dud doesn't
" look like the sort to be buying liquor
at the bootlegger's.

McFEELY
I do?

HURRICANE
Well, you're--younger.

McFEELY
Won't he be suspicious, I mean,
a stranger?

HURRICANE
Just tell him you're a colored traveling
salesman. Peevey ain't the smartest.

McFEELY _
I.s this Peevey dangerous?

HURRICANE
Oh, Peevey's cut up a few fellers,
but he's not too bad, he's a littile
shit like you.’

McFeely doesn't look too reassured. The elementary school's on
the edge of town, and now Hurricane points to a dirt road leading
back into some woods.

HURRICANE (Cont'd)
See this road? Just drive down that \
to the first fork and take the right .
one. Peevey's place is the last house !
on the right at the dead end. You
can't miss it, there'll be 10 or 12
old redbone hounds in the yard.

McFEELY
Dogs?

HURRICANE - o
Don't worry, they won't bite unless you're
nervous. They sense nervousness. Just don't

(MORE)



HURRICANE (Cont’'d)
be nervous. Now, we'll be sneakin'
up through the woods there. When you
make the buy, there we'll be. Dud,
Charlie? Let's go.

Hurricane and Charlie get into Hurricane's car. As McFeely
moves to the rental car, he motions for Dud.

McFEELY | . _
Dud, this is crazy! Can't you talk
to him?

DUD

John, we'll need his cooperation later
on, so--let's just go with this. Besides--
this oughta be a snap for somebody who
“worked vice in Hollywood for two years.

And Dud gives McFeely an encouraging clap on the back.
DISSOLVE TO:
EXT. A RAMSHACKLE HOUSE IN THE WOODS - A FEW MINUTES LATER

McFeely drives up, gets out of the car. He surveys the yard.

At least the dogs aren't around. He crosses the yard and starts
up the steps. Suddenly it sounds like World War III has broken
out. A whole fleet of redbone hounds comes charging around the
corner of the house. The BARKING is deafening. The lead dog

is the biggest. He goes straight for McFeely. McFeely runs up
the steps and starts to bang on the door. The lead dog has

his teeth in McFeely's pants leg and is shaking his huge head
violently from side to side. :

The door opens, and a tiny balding man with a cataract in one
eye is standing there with a pine-knot stick in his hand.
PEEVEY NOTTINGHAM reaches past McFeely and whacks the big
hound on the back.

PEEVEY .
Bocephus! Get down goddamn it! Go on!

Bocephus lets go of McFeely's pants leg and drops back a pace
or two and falls into formation with the others. They all sit
on their haunches and pant and stare at McFeely. Peevey is
staring at McFeely in much the same way as the dogs.

PEEVEY (Cont'd)
What do you want?

McFEELY
You think they're~-0K now?



a

PEEVEY
As long as you don't move and you
ain't the law they'll leave you
alone if I tell 'em to.

McFeely is sweating and his pants are torn and he is the law.

McFEELY
(clearing his throat)
I was passing through town and I
heard I could buy some liquor
from you.

PEEVEY
(suspiciously)
Who told you that?

McFEELY
Some guys at the drugstore in town.
. PEEVEY |
What was their names?
McFEELY
Uh, Bob. Bob and Tom.
- PEEVEY
Was they white or colored?
McFEELY
One white, one colored.
PEEVEY
Which one was colored?
McFEELY
Bob.
. PEEVEY

I ain't never heard of no calored
fella named Bob.

McFEELY
I think that was his nickname. Tom
called him Bob, but the lady at the
counter called him--Luther.

PEEVEY
0ld man Luther Lambert?

McFEELY
Yeah, I think so.



Peevey Nottingham regardsMcFeely cannily with his one good eye
and his one blank white one--then:

PEEVEY
Come on in then.

Casting a relieved glance at the pantlng fleet of hounds,
McFeely enters.

EXT. THE WOODS

Hurricane, Charlie, and Dud--with Hurricane leading the way

naturally--are circling through the woods, trying to be as quiet
as they can. Briars are clawing and clutching at Dud's citified
clothes. '

INT. PEEVEY'S HOUSE

Peevey is looking at McFeely, suspicion still obviously nagging
at him.

McFEELY
Nice place.

PEEVEY
Why are you passing through town in
a suit like that and why don't you just
drive to the county line on your way
through and get liquor? The next
county's wet.

McFEELY
I'm staying overnight here. You see,
I'm a colored travelllng--
(hearing what he's saying)
I'm a traveling salesman.

PEEVEY
What do you sell?

McFEELY -
Uhm--suits, Like this one I'm wearing.
(holding the coat open
for inspection)
A very nice Ralph Laurens.

PEEVEY
I don't need no suit.
McFEELY
Well--could I buy some liquor?
(sincerely)

I really need a drink.
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PEEVEY
Weill--I guess it's all right. What
do you want?

McFEELY
Oh, how about--a nice bottle of burgandy?

. PEEVEY
I don't know what that is. I got beer
and whiskey. 1It'll cost you double the
liquor store price. Schlitz, Bud, Pabst,
and 0ld Crow and 01d Granddad, take it
or leave it.

McFEELY
I'1ll have a six pack of Schlitz and
a bottle of 01d Crow.

PEEVEY
I'1l be right back.

Peevey exits into a back room, then returns a moment later with
the booze, which he sets down on a table. -

PEEVEY (Cont'd)
That'll be 7 dollars for the beer and
12 dollars for the whiskey.

Peevey's back is to a curtainless window in the side of the housé,
and now McFeely's eyes widen a little as he sees Hurricané's big
head rising into view like the Great Pumpkin.

PEEVEY (Cont'd)
Well--you buyin' or ain't ya?

Hurricane makes a '"'go ahead" motion with his hands and then
pantomimes counting out money. McFeely takes out his billifold,
counts Peevey out some bills. Hurricane's face disappears from
the window and there is a SOUND LIKE THUNDER on the porch and
Peevey looks startled and then the locked front door is kicked
open by Hurricane and Hurricane storms in with Charlle and Dud

bringing up the rear.

HURRICANE
All right, Peevey, on the floor!
You're under arrest!

Peevey reaches in his pants and pulls out a pistol. Like lightning
Dud and McFeely have their guns drawn and, holding them with

both hands, pointed at Peevey. Hurricane unconcernedly walks

over to Peevey and simply takes his gun away.

HURRICANE _
Give me that goddamn gun, Peevey. You
know you're not gonna shoot me. You

(MORE)
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HURRICANE (Cont'd)
been sellln "whiskey to teenagers
again. I' m gonna lock you up this time.

PEEVEY
(as Hurricane handcuffs him)
Hurricane, you son of a bitch, how did
you get up here without Bocephus and
the boys barkin' at ya?-

HURRICANE
_ Hell, Peevey, you know I never come
up here without a little meat in
my pocket.

Chariie, smiling slightly, is taking out his pipe and lighting
it, as Dud and McFeely look at each other and slowly put their
guns away.

EXT. A REST STOP ON A HIGHWAY - AFTERNOON
TITLE: SOMEWHERE IN WEST TEXAS

Ray comes out of the men's room. He sees Fantasia sitting at
a picnic table. She is sniffling back tears.

He walks over to her, starts to put his hand on her shoulder, but
seeing him out of the corner of her eye, she recoils from him
in fear.

RAY
Aw, baby, I wasn't gonna hit ya.

Now he sits down beside her and puts his arms around her and kisses
her, and, giving a sort of sob, she hugs and kisses him back,
starved for Ray, feverish for him.

ANGLE ON PLUTO, coming out of the men's room. He sees Ray and
Fantasia. On his face appears a faint look of scorn. ,

EXT. BACK YARD OF HURRICANE'S HOUSE - VERY LATE AFTERNOON

The house is small and white and pretty. The back yard is spacious
and green. The sinking sun sends shafts of golden light through
the trees. Hurricane, a big apron tied around his waist, is
standing at a barbecue grill flipping hamburgers and chicken.

Dud and McFeely and Charlie are hanging around a picnic table
drinking beer. Two women--Hurricane's wife CHERYL ANN, cute and
petite,, and Charlie's wife JOCELYN, a tall willowy Southern
belle--move between back door and plcnlc table, toting out various
kinds of victuals. Playing with a cat is an absolutely glowingly
beautiful 4-year-old blonde named BONNIE.

DISSOLVE TO:
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THE PICNIC TABLE, a little later. The feast is in fuli swing.

McFEELY :
Y I just can't get over this food. This
N is the best food in the worild.

DUD
Isn't it?

CHERYL ANN
Well, we have to have good food around
‘here to keep Dale on an even keel.
He gets real grumpy when he doesn't
eat well.

Bonnie is sitting in her father's lap'eating off his plate. Her
mouth is smeared with barbecue sauce. McFeely catches her eye
and winks at her. She winks back.

McFEELY
Thank god Bonnie looks 1like her mMother
and not you, Hurricane.

HURRICANE
(good-naturedly)
That's for damn sure, MacIntosh.

Jocelyn is starting to shiver a little and rubs her arms.

= JOCELYN
Charlie, honey, go get my jacket
from the car, will you?

CHARLIE
Honey, why don't you just lean up
against me? I'll keep you warm.

JOCELYN
I want my jacket, Charlie.

Charlie nods, gets up, and goes for her jacket. Hurricane leans
over to Dud--in a low voice:

HURRICANE
I've never seen anybody as henpecked as
Charlie. Jocelyn leadshim around like

a puppy.
: JOCELYN
Hurricane, did I hear my name down there?
HURRICANE
PRt No, Jocelyn. Just men talk. I gotta
— _ tell you boys, I was just damn impressed
o (MORE)
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HURRICANE (Cont'd)
with the way y'all operated today on
the sting. You boys had those guns
out before you could say Tom Thumb.
Cheryl Ann, you should've seen it.
Little Johnny MacIntosh there just
flat hoodwinked Peevey Nottingham.

McFEELY
I really didn't do anything, Hurricane.
You're the one who-- :

HURRICANE
Modest too. I figured you would be. I
tell you what, between me and you boys
and Charlie, I know 2 niggers and a white trash

headed this way that are in for a rude awakenin'.:

There is a sort of silent gasp from the entire table. Horrified,

Cheryl Ann kicks Hurricane under the table hard in the shin.

HURRICANE (Cont'd)
Goddamn, Cheryl Ann, what the hell
is wrong with you, you nearly broke
my gosh durn leg.

- Cheryl Ann makes a élight motion of her:head toward McFeely.
‘Suddenly Hurricane realizes what he's just said, and his face

colors.

HURRICANE (Cont'd)

(trying to cover up)
Yup--that white trash and those--Nigroes--
- are sure gonna be surprised. '

(turning his attention to -
Bonnie, who's a mess)
Bonnie, let's try to get some of this
food in your stomach.

McFeely looks more amused than offended.
McFEELY
(to Dud, in a low voice)
You gotta watch those Nigroes.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. KITCHEN OF HURRICANE'S HOUSE - DUSK

Dud comes in off the back porch. Cheryl Ann is tending to 
something in the oven.
DUD
Cheryl Ann, I just wanted to thank you
again for supper. It was great.

a a - = = e = e s o Mo,
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CHERYL ANN
You and John aren't leaving, are you?
I'm baking some cookies. Dale loves
cookies.

DUD
We'll stay for the cookles

CHERYL ANN

(hesitantly)
Dud, I--I want to apoiogize about Dale's
comment before. I bet John feels terrible.
Dale didn't mean anything by 1t. He just
grew up talklng that way. It's just habit.
Dale doesn't have a mean or ungenerous
bone in his body.

DUD
Hey, I understand, and I know John does
too. We both think your husband's quite

a guy.

CHERYL ANN
(with a relieved smile)
He really likes you and John. I
can tell. You know, I've never seen
Dale this excited before. This is
about the biggest thing that's ever
happened to him--this case, I mean.

- DUD
It's a big case.

- CHERYL ANN
You think these people are really
coming to Star City?

DUD
(fervently)
I sure hope so.
| CHERYL ANN
They're pretty dangerous, aren't they?
DUD
(softly)
Yes.
CHERYL ANN
(hesitantly)

Dud, would you--kind. of keep an eye on Da1e7
I know how he is and--well, I just don't
want him getting in over his head.
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DUD 45E )
I'1l keep an eye on hin. )

Cheryl Ann smiles her appreciation.
EXT. THE BACK PORCH

Dud comes out the door. Hurricane, Charlie, and McFeely are
standing along the edge of the porch, digesting their barbecue,
gazing contentedly out into the green twilight. Dud joins them. - |
DUD
(to Hurricane)
This is really a nice place you have.

HURRICANE
Yeah. Good house. Good yard. Good
‘wife. Good kid. I consider myself '
a lucky man.

McFEELY :
Hurricane, where's your bathroom? -

HURRICANE
What do you need to do, pee?

~ McFEELY
Yeah. o
' HURRICANE o
Hell, pee off the porch here, I do.
(unzipping)

Matter of fact, I'll join you.

McFEELY
(looking toward the house)
But what about the-- :

HURRICANE
(already in full stream)
They're busy. They're not comin’ out here.

McFeely looks at Dud, who gives a when-in-Rome-do-as-the-Romans-
do shrug. McFeely unzips, joins Hurricane. The smoke from -
Charlie's pipe drifts out into the green dream of the evening.
Suddenly, from the doorway:

CHERYL ANN
Who all wants cookies?

The startled McFeely tries desperately to stop peeing and almost
gives himself a sex change operation zipping his pants back up.
Dud and Charlie are laughing at him.

HURRICANE .
We all do. We'll be in there in
a minute.
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Cheryl Ann disappears from the doorway. Hurricane, finishing up,
repacking his gear, gazes thoughtfully out into his big back yard.

HURRICANE (Cont'd)
Yeah, I'm one lucky man all right. 1It's
like a couple of weeks ago. I went over
to Oaklawn Park in Hot Sptings, 1'll have
to take you boys over there one day, it's
one of the nicest race tracks in the
country. Anyway, I bet on a 30 to 1
shot. Horse called Color Me Bad. Son
of a bitch came in! Won by 3 lengths.
I like to have shit a brick sideways.
Anyhow, that's the way things go for
me. Never hardly lose a coin toss.
My mama used to tell me I was born
under a lucky star.



46

And now Hurricane looks into the deepehing darkness of the
sky and notices low in it the evening star. ’

HURRICANE (Cont'd)
(dramatically pointing)
And there it is by god! My star!

The CAMERA PUSHES over Hurricane's ~ shoulder in and in
and in on the star, shining pure and clear and serene, and then
we: ' _

DISSOLVE TO:

ANOTHER POINT OF LIGHT, and then we PULL BACK TO SHOW the
point of light is moistly glistening in:

FANTASIA'S EYE.
INT. A CONVENIENCE STORE - NIGHT

Fantasia is standing in front of the magazine rack looking
at a SOAP OPERA DIGEST.

TITLE: ODESSA, TEXAS
TUESDAY NIGHT

Fantasia looks over at Ray, who is standing at the front -counter
holding a 6-pack of beer and putting a frozen burrito in the
microwave.

FANTASIA
(holding up
the magazine) -
Look! Erica's on the cover.

Ray gives a '"so what?" nod. Fantasia takes the magazine and
1 or 2 others, and moves to a display stand of road maps.

FANTASIA (Cont'd)
Ray, should we get a map of
Houston? They've got all
kinds of maps.

CASHIER
(bored)
Y'all going to Houston? Wish I was.
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RAY
We don't need a - map, baby. Don't
you want somethin' to.eat?

INT. CAR PARKED OUT FRONT OF THE CONVENIENCE STORE

Pluto is sitting in the back seat. Now'a car pulls up next
to him. Pluto looks at it. It's a Texas State Police car,
its tall aerial rocking back and forth. As a STATE TROOPER
gets out, Pluto looks straight ahead. His face twitches .
very slightly.

INT. THE STORE
The trooper enters.

TROOPER
How are you, Tracy?

The CASHIER, a cute young woman, smiles at the trooper.

CASHIER
Good, Bill. How are you?

TROOPER
(heading for the
coffee pot)
Lonely, just like you. You
know we have the 2 loneliest
jobs in town.

The trooper, as he takes a drink of his coffee, givés Ray the

once-over--just the routine eyeballing a cop gives any stranger

in his territory. At the best of times Ray is not what you
would call stable, and now he looks as though he's about to
shatter into a billion bits.

INT. THE CAR
Pluto observes the scene inside the store.

 PLUTO
Be cool.

INT. THE STORE

But Ray doesn't look cool at all. Fantasia has moved over
to "him, hoping to head off any uncool action. The microwave
makes a PINGING RING. _ :

. FANTASIA
(with a smile)
Your burrito's ready, honey.
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| RAY
(in a whisper)
He's watchin' me--he knows who
I am--

FANTASIA
(in a whisper)
No he doesn't--

CASHIER
Bill, you going to the rodeo?

The trooper looks away from Ray. He leans easily on the
counter. He likes the cute cashier.

TROOPER
You bet. You?

Fantasia, to her horror, sees Ray slipping his gun out of
the waistband of his pants.

CASHIER
Sure I am. I'm in it.

Fantasia grabs Ray's hand.

FANTASIA
(in a frantic whisper)

No, Ray--

TROOPER
Yeah?

CASHIER
I'm barrel racing this year.

TROQPER

Is that right?
INT. THE CAR

Pluto tensely watches the struggle between Ray and Fantasia
taking place beyond the unknowing cop.

INT. THE STORE
Fantasia gets Ray to put the gun back in his pants.

TROOPER -
You'll never get me up on a horse.

FANTASIA
(in a normal voice)
Mm, that smells good, honey,
you gonna share it with me?
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She is half pulling Ray and his beer and his burrito toward
the cashier's counter. Now they put their goods down in
front of the cashier.

CASHIER
That be all for you?
' FANTASIA
That's all.

TROOPER

(good naturedly)
Now you're not gonna drink that
beer and drive, are ya?

FANTASIA
(with earnest sweetness)
Oh, no sir, we'd never do that,
this is for later--

TROOPER
Just kidding.

CASHIER
Seven ninety-five.

Ray gives the girl a 20.

CASHIER (Cont'd)
(giving Ray
his change)
Y'all have a nice night.

FANTASIA
(including the trooper
in her smile)
Y'all too.

Fantasia and Ray exit. The trooﬁer thoughtfully watches
them walk out to the car where Pluto is waiting.

CASHIER
She's too young for you, Bill.

TROOPER
(returning his attention
to the young cashier)
I like 'em young.

INT. RAY'S CAR, MOVING DOWN THE FREEWAY WEST OF ODESSA -
A LITTLE LATER - NIGHT

Ray is looking in his rearview mirror.




Fantasia starts

RAY
Shit! That trooper's right behind
us, man.

to look around.

_ PLUTO ‘
Don't look back--be cool.

FANTASIA
What do we do if he pulls us over?

RAY
(accelerating)
He ain't gonna pull us over.

PLUTO
Slow down, Ray. Don't panic.

RAY
That motherfucker recognized me,
man--he knows who I am--

PLUTO

If he'd recognized you, he would have

arrested you in the store. All he's

doing is looking us over--a white
boy and a "nigger" girl in Texas,
that's all it is. Right now he's
running a check on our plates--

FANTASIA
(happily) -
But we got rid of Ray's car so
we're OK, right?
(to Ray)
We're OK, baby.

INT. TROOPER'S CAR

The trooper is watching Ray and Pluto and Fantasia.

business-like female VOICE comes from the radio.

RADIO
542.

TROOPER
542, go ahead.

RADIO _
On your out of state plate, New

Now a

Mexico license number NE245, apparently

the vehicle is recently purchased.
There are no wants and there's no
current registration available.




-

51

TROOPER
10-4,
(after a thoughtful

pause)

Would you check the teletype
board for the last couple of
days? Seems like I recall a
teletype out of California where
a male and female_black and a male
white were wanted for some murders.

RADIO
542, stand by.

INT. RAY'S CAR

Ray has slowed down to 45.

PLUTO
Speed up, man, you'll make
him suspicious.

RAY
(mutteringly as he
angrily accelerates)
"Slow down,'" ''speed up,'" make
up your fuckin' mind--

~ INT. TROOPER'S CAR '

The trooper, looking a bit impatient, picks up his radio.

TROOPER
542.
RADIO
542, Go ahead.
_ TROOPER
Have you found that teletype yet?
RADIO

Still looking, 542.

The trooper shakes his head, looking frustrated. After
thinking a moment: '

TROOPER

542. I'm gonna go ahead and
pull 'em over.

INT. RAY'S CAR

Ray and Fantasia look dismayed as the trooper's colored lights
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come on behind them.

RAY
Fuck!

. FANTASIA
What are we gonna do?

PLUTO
Pull over.

RAY
(as he pulls off the
rocad-~-touching his
gun) _
I'm gonna blow his fuckin' head off--

PLUTO
We're. gonna be cocl. We're gonna
play it by ear. We're not gonna
kill him unless we have to. We're
not gonna be stupid.

EXT. THE FREEWAY

Both cars are stopped now. The trooper has the car and its
occupants illuminated by his spotlight. He gets out of his car.

INT. TROOPER'S CAR

RADIO
542.

EXT. THE FREEWAY

But a big diesel truck THUNDERS past at that moment, and the
trooper, as he walks away, doesn't hear the transmission.

INT. TROOPER'S CAR

RADIO
(a bit louder)
542--come in.

EXT. THE FREEWAY

But ‘as chance or some dark destiny would have it, another

big truck comes THUNDERING past, again obliterating the
sound of the radio. And now the trooper is out of earshot.

INT. RAY'S CAR

The trooper surprises the occupants by going not to Ray's,
but to Fantasia's, side of the car. He shines his flashlight

. _ - - - - — PE— - -~




into the car, filling in the stark shadows made by the
spotlight--he shines it in the back on Pluto and the
floorboard and the seat, ,and in the front on the seat and

the floorboard and on Ray and on Fantasia, paying extra
attention to the position of everybody's hands. Now he taps
on the window with his flashlight, and Fantasia rolls it down.

FANTASIA
(with a smile)
Oh it's you again, hello!

INT. TROOPER'S CAR

The disembodied female VOICE on the radic now sounds definitely
worried.

RADIO
542, 542, Come in. I've found
the teletype. Repeat. Have found
the teletype. We have a named
suspect.

EXT. THE FREEWAY

CLOSE-UP OF RAY'S DRIVER'S LICENSE, which the trooper is shining
his flashlight on. Now the car registration is illuminated.

The trooper looks across Fantasia at Ray.

TROOPER .
You've got a New Mexico plate and
registration, and a California
license.

FANTASIA

(very relaxed)
We had California plates, but our
stupid car blew up in New Mexico,
and we had to get a new car.

(with good-natured

reproach) _
I told you it would never make
it, Ray-- :

(turning back to -

the trooper)
But he wouldn't listen. I just
hope this one makes it.

TROOPER
Makes it to where?

FANTASIA
Philadelphia. My mother lives

there, 8he;§03§?n kinda sick

-_— e aa am - A e -— - — .-




54

FANTASIA (Contc'd)
lately, and Ray's my boyfriend, so
he got stuck with the job of taking
me there. Richard's our friend,
he's just along for the ride. We'
weren't speeding or anything,
were we? .

Fantasia's easy charm has made a good impression on the trooper.

TROOPER
No ma'am.

RAY
So what the fuck you stop us
for, man?

Ray has just proceeded to make a bad impression on the trooper.

TROOPER
I want you to get out of the car,
1l at a time. You first, ma'am.

Ray and Pluto exchange a worried look. Fantasia starts to
open her door, but suddenly Ray opens his door and gets out.
The trooper has his gun out in a twinkling and points it
over the top of the car at Ray.

TROOPER
Get your hands up!

RAY
Hey, caim dovwn,. .= you told me
to get out, you said "you
first, man'--

The car is a 2-door, and now Pluto comes out of the back seat.
The trooper feels the situation getting out of control, and
he grabs Pluto roughly by the collar.

PLUTO
What are you doing, man? You
said 1 at a time--

The trooper has his gun trained on Ray, using Pluto as a
sort of shield.

: TROOPER
(to Ray)
Step on over to this side of
the car! Keep your hands up
where I can see 'em!

- —— i am - — - ——— - PO
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Ray, his hands up, comes on around the car.

RAY
Man, what/s "’ the matter
with you, you told us to get out--

FANTASIA
(acting frightened)
Ray, do what the man says!

TROOPER
(his hands full--a quick
glance over his shoulder)
You just stay right there-- '
(to Ray)
Put your hands on the car--spread
'em out--now spread out your legs.
(giving Pluto a
little shove)
OK, seme thing--now spread your
legs--

The trooper has Ray and Pluto in control now. He begins to
turn his head toward Fantasia.

TROOPER (Cont'd)
OK, ma'am, now-- '

The last sight the trooper sees on this earth, out of the
corner of his eye, is Fantasia, who is a lot closer than he
expected, who is standing in fact right behind him with a
gun. She fires a bullet into his ear.

Fantasia stares down at the body of the trooper with a look
of numb horror. - :

RAY
(exhilarated)
All right, baby--all right--

Now Ray grabs Fantasia's arm, and.the two of them apnd Pluto get
back into their car. They take off down the freeway, leaving
the trooper lying on the roadside in a growing pool of blood.

Suddenly the fleéing car veers over the median strip, makes
a fishtailing U-turn, and then heads back the same way it
came. We hear very faintly from inside the trooper's car:
"542, come inl!"
DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. THE CAR MOVING DOWN THE FREEWAY - A FEW MINUTES LATER
THAT NIGHT : | : '
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INT. THE CAR

RAY
Man, this is crazy, goin' back
into town?

PLUTO

_ (calmly) _
This car's been I.D.’'d. We'll
leave it on a side street with
the keys in it and the plates off--
it'll be stolen before the cops
find it.

(checklng his watch)
It's not 8 o 'clock yet. We'll
go to a used-car lot and buy
another car. Then we'll go
on our merry little way.

FANTASIA
But Pluto, the cops are gonna be

comin' this way--

And then down the freeway they see bright rotating lights
coming towards them, a whole line of lights, and then a
series of police cars whip past, 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, . .

They all look back at the cop cars receding into the night.

PLUTO
That's the idea.

EXT. STAR CITY - ESTABLISHING - DAWN

" The sun is still just a pale promise on the eastern horizon.

On the tall steel structure of a gun-gray water tower is-
painted: STAR CITY. This TITLE appears:

' EARLY WEDNESDAY MORNING

And then as the CAMERA DRIFTS OVER the still- sleepzng town,
we hear a sudden sharp KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK.

INT. MOTEL ROOM

ANGLE ON THE DOOR as it is opened by a groggy Dud, clad only
in boxer shorts.

Over Dud's shoulder we see Hurricane's big grlnnlng face.

HURRICANE
(thrusting a styrofoam
cup and a white paper
bag at Dud)
Coffee and biscuits!
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EXT. THE MOTEL - A FEW MINUTES LATER
Dud, now fully dressed, and Hurricane come out.

DUD
(still sleepy)
You do realize it's 5:30 in
the morning.

HURRICANE
(completely serious)
Is it that late?

They're heading for Hurricane's car, but Dud is obviously
remembering the wild rides of yesterday.

DUD
Uh, Hurricane--why don' t we take
my car? The rental won't be as
obvious as yours.

INT. DUD'S CAR MOVING DOWN A STAR CITY RESIDENTIAL STEET -
A FEW MINUTES LATER

Dud, at the wheel, already seems to be having second thoughts
about his desire to drive, because Hurricane, though in the
front seat, is proving to be the ultimate back-seat driver.

HURRICANE
Stop sign! OK, go ahead. There's
~Jack Rynder's dog, look out! OK,
speed up. Stop sign! :

EXT. THE RIDGE OVERLOOKING JEREMIAH MALCOM'S PLACE - EARLY
MORNING

Hurricane, Dud, and a young Star City cop named PAUL are
looking down into the valley at the rusty-roofed house.

~ PAUL
It's been quiet as a Sunday morning.

. HURRICANE
Danmn!
(counting off the
- days on his fingers)
Sunday,'Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday--
they've had plenty of time to get
here, Dud. What if they don't

show up?

DUD
Then I guess we 11 be heading back
to L.A.




HURRICANE.
Damn! I want those folks so bad
I can taste it. Hey, Paul, we
got us an I.D. on that other colored
boy. The one they call Pluto.

PAUL
Yeah?

HURRICANE
They called Dud from L.A. last night.

DUD '
His real name's Lane Martin. Qut
of Chicago originally. Quite a
rap sheet, a lot of violence,
including manslaughter.

HURRICANE
You know that son of a bitch has an
I.Q. of 150? That's more than you
and me put together, Paul. And
you know how they got the I.D. on
him? Fingerprint on a goddamn
blzthday card! It was so faint you
wouldn't have known it was there,
that's what Dud said, but their lab
boys used Super Glue and laser
beams and I don't know what all
else to bring it out and then
they popped that sucker into their
computer and 3 seconds later ocut
popped the name Lane Martin! State
of the art, by god! The day we
get a computer in Star City's
the day it'll snow on the 4th
of July. There he is feedin'
his goddamn chickens again.

Everyone loocks down the hill at the old man who has come
out on his front porch and is scattering feed.

PAUL ‘
So I hear the gal's quite a looker.

HURRICANE
Fantasia? They say she's a colored
version of Marilyn Monroe, that's
all. You know if you ask me I
don't know why a beautiful woman
ever turns to . a life of crime.
All they gotta do is put their
hand on their hip and flutter
their eyelashes at ya and they can
get any goddamn thing they want
anyhow. Isn't that right, Dud?

P



PAUL
Why do they call you "Dud" anyway? !
. Down here a dud's a firecracker :

( or a bomb or somethin’' that don't
e go off. So why do they call
you that? .

DUD
(a bit stiffly)
Because I don't like people
calling me "Dudley."

; ' HURRICANE : |
‘ (walking off)

| Dudley, got somethin' 1 want to

| show ya.

EXT. A POND IN THE WOODS - MORNING !

OPEN ON A DRAB-COLORED DUCK, WITH 3 DUCKLINGS in single file
behind her, moving across the pond. .

|
s | | . HURRICANE (0.S.) o |
; Ran across 'em Monday mornin' when )
I was pokin' around out here.
Thought you bein’' a2 city boy and
all you might enjoy seein' some
real live wild ducks.

G

ANGLE ON HURRICANE AND DUD, standing on the bank of the pond, |
g watching the ducks. Wisps of mist are floating across the }
1 serene water, in which are mirrored tall green trees. 1It's

an idyllicly beautiful setting.

» DUD ‘
r (sincerely) _ '
- I wish I had my camera. My kids N
would love this.

' ' ' HURRICANE

. "~ (looking a bit
troubled)

Dud--about yesterday.

DUD
What about it?

~ HURRICANE . :
When I dropped Charlie off last |
night, he told me you were pissed

off at me for goin' down and

talkin' to the old man.



DUD
(uncomfortable)
I wasn't "pissed of" exactly--

HURRICANE
If I fucked things up, Just

tell me--man to man.

DUD
I don't think anything was '"fucked
up.'" We might have decided to
talk to the o0ld man anyway. It's
just that we should've talked it
over first--formed a game plan.

HURRICANE
We' 11 do that next time,. form a
goddamn game plan!
(in an uncertain voice):

I just don't want you thinkin' we're-- .

incompetent, down here in Star City.

DUD
(touched by Hurricane's
vulnerability)
Dale, if every cop in the country
had half the energy and dedication
that you have, this country
wouldn't have a crime problem.

HURRICANE
(relieved, pleased)
No shit?
DuUD
No shit.
~ HURRICANE

Well, since that's how you look
at it, I got something else on
my mind. Now if I'm full of shit
you just tell me, all right?

DUD
All right.

HURRICANE
Well--I've been thinkin' about
movin' out to L.A. and joinin' up.

DUD
Joining up with--what?

————— - —— e — _ - =~ -
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HURRICANE
Los Angeles Police Department! I'm
tired of all this small town shit--
bootleggers and stopsign-runners.
I want to take a shot at the big
time. I think you and me and
MacIntosh'd make a hell: of a team.
So--what do you think? ,

Dud is quietly flabbergasted by Hurricane's proposal.

DUD
(carefully)
That's-~-quite an idea--

HURRICANE
Yeah, I thought so my-- Uh oh.

Dud follows Hurricane's gaze out across the pond.

ANGLE ON THE MOTHER DUCK AND HER LITTLE DUCKS, still unconcernedly
cruising. But now we see behind the ducks some 10 or 12 feet
a sinuous weaving line, a small malignant-looking head. -

DUD
(in vague horror)
God--

Dud looks back at Hurricane--Hurricane is reaching inside
his flannel shirt.

Dud looks back out across the pond. The last duckling in
the line is still blissfully ignorant of the elongated death
that has it in its sights, and is now only a couple of

feet behind it. ‘

Dud looks back at Hurricane. Hurricane is aiming his pistol
carefully. He FIRES. The report of the pistol ECHOES across
the pond and around the woods. An explosion of water and
scales replaces the snake's head. The duck and ducklings now
skitter in terror across the water toward the nearest bank.

Dud looks back at Hurricane, extremely impressed by the shot.

DUD
Wow=-

VOICE
{yelling)
Hurricane, you all right?

Hurricane and Dud turn around, see a Smokey-hatted Arkansas
STATE TROOPER making his way down the hill to the pool.

—— A e, c— - — _ - - - ——
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HURRICANE
(yelling)
Blowed the head off a cottonmouth!

TROOPER
Paul told me you were down here.

. HURRICANE .
Dud this is Larry Gulledge, he's
our local Smokey. Larry, this is
Dud Cole. The Dud Cole.

TROOPER
(shaking hands)
How are you, Dud?

DUD
Fine, how are you?

TROOPER

(handing Hurricane

a teletype)
Last night some folks . killed
a Texas state trooper in Odessa.
Says here they got reason to
believe they're headed for Houston,
but seems to me they might fit
the description of the ones you boys
are after.

HURRICANE
Look at this, Dud.

TROOPER
They got a photograph too.

DUD _
How'd they manage that?

TROOPER -
Just before the folks shot the
trooper, they were in a 7- 11 market,
-and you know how those stop'n'robs
have those cameras.

HURRICANE

Get that picture for us, Larry.
DUD

It'd be a big help.
LARRY

Well--it might take some doin'--

—— . - _— e
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HURRICANE
Get on your Texas brethern's ass,
boy, we ‘want it before sundown.

And now Hurricane, with a big grin, claps Dud on the back, as
though their team has just scored a touchdown.

' HURRICANE (Cont'd)
Texas, Dud! Looks like they're
headed our way!

EXT. A CAR MOVING DOWN A TEXAS HIGHWAY - DAY

The car--our fugitives' third--is the oldest and least
attractive of the bunch.

TITLE: SOMEWHERE IN TEXAS
WEDNESDAY AFTERNOON

INT. THE CAR

Ray and Pluto are looking straight ahead at the road, while .
Fantasia is looking through the glossy pages of the movie
magazine she bought in the 7-11.

FANTASIA
(in her own world)
I'm gonna be a movie star some day.

INT. THE SHACK RESTAURANT - LATE AFTERNOON

The Shack's almost empty of customers, except for Dud and
McFeely, who are sitting in a booth drinking coffee.

McFEELY
I wonder if our people killed
that state trooper.

DUD
We'll know pretty soon.

. McFEELY
Those bastards. It's what we've
been afraid of all along.

Fern, the waitress, comes up with a coffee pot.

FERN
More cqffee?

DUD
Please. Thanks.
" (to McFeely)

How's the hangover?
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McFEELY
Better. You know that damn
N Hurricane drank as much beer
) as I did, but he didn't even
el show it. Those good ol' boys

can put it away.

Speaking of the devil, in the background, through the window.
we can see Hurricane's car pull up in the parking lot, and
Hurricane get out--Dud and McFeely don't notice him.

DUD -
Yeah, ol' Hurricane's definitel
a force of nature.

McFEELY
Wish I'd seen him off that snake.

DUD
It was some shot.

: McFEELY
You know, I like ol' Hurricane.

DUD
Tremendous fella.-

. Hurricane enters, toting his police radio. The booth Dud and
Nl McFeely are sitting at is just around the corner from the
S entrance and the cashier's station, and thus Dud and McFeely
don't see Hurricane come in. As he passes the cashier's
station, Hurricane looks into the glass case which is filled
with candy bars. Fern being now nowhere in sight, Hurricane
goes behind the counter and helps himself to a candy bar.

DUD :

You know what he told me this morning?
' McFEELY

What?
DUD

He said he was thinking about
moving out to L.A. and joining
the police department.

McFEELY
(with a disbelieving
guffaw)
You're kidding.

ANGLE ON ﬁURRICANE, behind the counter unwrapping his candy
bar, and now suddenly hearing himself being discussed.
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DUD
Honest to God. He said he thought
you and I and he'd make a hell of

& a team.
| McFEELY
_ (laughing louder)
Oh shit-- .
DUD
(imitating Hurricane's
voice)

Said he's ready to take a cracﬁ
at the big time!

McFEELY
(laughing still
louder)
Jesus--so what did you say?

DUD
I told him I thought it was an
interesting idea.

McFEELY :
That's got to be the funniest
thing I ever heard.

™ - ANGLE ON HURRICANE'S FACE, all the color draining out of it.
N ' '

McFEELY (Cont'd)
Think about ol' Hurricane roaming
around Parker Center in that
baseball cap.

DUD
(imitating Hurricane
again)
"You can bet your ass on that,
Chief!"

McFEELY
(brushing tears of
laughter away from
his eyes) :
Man, a yokel like that wouldn't
last 10 minutes in---

 FERN (0.S.)
Hurricane, what are you doin'
back there? _

Fern has come out.of'the back room. Dud and McFeely stare
at each other.
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FERN (Cont'd)
Only employees is supposed to
be back there.

HURRICANE
(coming out from
behind the counter)
-1 was just gettin' me a candy
bar, Fern.

FERN
You gonna pay fer it fer a charige?

HURRICANE
(getting some change
out of his pocket)
Sure, Fern.

And now Hurricane walks on around to. Dud and McFeely's booth.
It's a moment of agonizing discomfort for everybody.

HURRICANE (Cont'd)
(dispiritedly, but
without rancor)

Hi, boys. Saw your car parked
out front.

Dud and McFeely look as though if they had the power to change
into a liquid and dribble through the cracks in the floor,
they would immediately do so. After a long pause:

DUD
Dale, we, uh--

HURRICANE
Dud--I want to apologize for
runnin' off at the mouth like I
did this mornin'. I guess I kind
of put you on the spot.

McFEELY B
Listen, Dale, we didnft mean that--

Hurricane's police radio lets loose a few SQUAWKS.

HURRICANE
That's me.
(clicking on) _
Yeah, this is 210, what is it?

RADIO

Jimmy Crownover just got back
from Little Rock with that picture--

B - e, MSem. . - - —_— e e = e
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But Hurricane is already charging toward the door.

EXT. STAR CITY CITY HALL AND POLICE DEPARTMENT - ESTABLISHING -
LATE AFTERNOOCN

INT. CITY HALL AND POLICE DEPARTMENT

Hurricane and Dud and McFeely are walking rapidly down a corridor
and then turn into the police squad room.

HURRICANE
Where's Jimmy?
(spotting him)
Jimmy, you got it?

JIMMY CROWNOVER has a manila envelope in his hand.

JIMMY
It was there on that puddle jumper
just like Larry said it'd be--

Hurricane snatches the envelope from Jimmy, takes out a glossy
blown-up picture. Ray and Fantasia, as they stand in the '
7-11 in front of the counter near the now-dead trooper, are
clearly identifiable.

JIMMY (Cont'd)
(looking over
Hurricane's shoulder)
Is it them? :

DUD
That's Ray Malcom, all right.

McFEELY
And that's gotta be our mystery
girl, Fantasia.

ANGLE ON HURRICANE'S FACE, as he stares at Fantasia. Hurricane
looks stunned. ' ' '

HURRICANE
(his voice slow
and flat)
Her name's not Fantasia.

‘Everyone looks at Hurricane curiously.

HURRICANE (Cont'd)
It's Lila. Lila Davis