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FADE | N:
EXTREMELY TlI GHT ON ELECTRONI C GUTS

of a video canera. The screwdriver blade of a Swiss Arny
kni fe ENTERS FRAME, nethodically tightening a row of
SCrews.

PULL BACK to reveal

EXT. BOVBARDED NEI GHBORHOOD ( WAR- TORN COUNTRY) - DAY

On the backsl ope of a nound of rubble, a three-man TV
crew (field producer, reporter, and canmeraman, al
wearing flak jackets) waits while the canmeraman, JEFFREY
TAYLOR, works to repair his mal functioning m nicam

Thr oughout this sequence, ROD, the reporter, types on a
| apt op conputer, oblivious to what is happeni ng around
hi m

HOMRD, the field producer, lies on his stomach, peering
cautiously over the crest of the rubble through
bi nocul ars.

Beyond himwe see an enpty street. It is lined with
bui |l di ngs bl asted by shells: a sawtooth wall in the

f.g., aruined high-rise at the end of the street,
bill boards in an unrecogni zabl e forei gn | anguage.

HOMARD
How about it, Jeff?

Jeff finishes his repair job, snaps the m nicam cl osed.

JEFF
Done.

Jeff slips the knife back in his pocket, scranbles over
the | oose bricks and stones to a position next to Howard.
EXT. SAWOOTH WALL - DAY

A frightened woman | urks nervously in the shelter of the
wall. She is young, in her early twenties, with shining
dark hair down to her shoulders. She's carrying an

arm oad of books.

EXT. MOUND OF RUBBLE - DAY

Jeff focuses the m ni cam



M NI CAM POV
FRAMED in the viewfinder we see the frightened wonman.

HOWMRD (Q. S.)
Ni ce | egs.

Jeff ignores Howard, PANS the m nicam DOM the street.
In the viewfinder we see the flash of sun on netal

EXT. RU NED H GH RI SE - DAY

A row of blasted windows. |[|In one of the w ndows, a
sni per crouches. Sunlight glitters on his rifle barrel.

EXT. MOUND OF RUBBLE

JEFF
(matter-of -fact)

Sni per.

HOWARD
\Wher e?

JEFF
H gh-rise. Top floor. Wndow in
t he m ddl e.

HOWARD

(1 ooki ng through

hi s bi nocul ars)
Stay on him Stay on him Now go
back to the woman. Now

Jeff swings the mnicamand --

EXT. SAWOOTH WALL - M NI CAM POV

-- the image blurs, then holds steady on the frightened
woman. Nervously, she peeks around the corner.

HOWMRD (Q. S.)
Back to the sniper

EXT. MOUND OF RUBBLE

HOMARD
Stay tight on the sniper.
Jesus -- look at hinl He's about

f ourt een! Don't | ose thisl!

Jeff kneels on the ridge, mnicamon his shoul der.



EXT. RU NED H G+ RI SE - POV THROUGH VI EWFI NDER

Jeff’s mnicam ZOOMS IN ON the sniper. The sniper sees
t he woman peeking and gets his rifle in firing position.

JEFF
He sees her.
EXT. MOUND OF RUBBLE
HOWARD
Stay on her. |If she runs, w den

and try to get her and sniper in
t he sane frane.

Jeff turns his head away fromthe canera and stares at
Howar d.

JEFF
| said he sees her.

HOMRD
| heard you. Stay on her.

Jeff looks to Rod for support but he's busy typing,
obl i vi ous.

Jeff hesitates, then lifts the mnicamto his eye again.

EXT. RU NED H G+ RI SE

The sniper, taking aim

EXT. SAWOOTH WALL
The frightened woman deci des to make a dash for it. She
t akes of f her high-heel ed shoes, inhales deeply,
gat hering herself to run
EXT. MOUND OF RUBBLE
Jeff watches through his viewinder
JEFF
(under his breath)

No... no...

EXT. STREET

The frightened woman bolts, sprinting barefoot across the
cobbl estones, skirt lifted, slender |egs flashing.



EXT. MOUND OF RUBBLE
Jeff junps to his feet, waves the mnicam shouting:
JEFF
Sni per! Sniper! Sni--
STREET

The woman | ooks up in Jeff’s direction, confused,
breaking stride --

We hear a burst of automatic gunfire --

RU NED HI G+ RI SE
In the wi ndow, the w nking nuzzle-flash of the sniper’s
AK-47.
STREET
The woman’s body jolts fromthe inpact of the bullets.
The books go flying fromher hand. She spins to the
pavenent, her hair billow ng.
JEFF
just stands there, a shattered expression. The canera
hangs at his side. He stares at the dead woman as a pool
of dark bl ood expands around her body.

CUT TO
EXT. LOGAN | NTERNATI ONAL Al RPORT (BOSTON) - RUNWAY -
NI GHT

A 747 touches down on the tarnac.

CUT TO

EXT. | NTERNATI ONAL TERM NAL - NI GHT

A | at e-nodel Jeep Cherokee is parked at the arrival curb.
AMY TAYLOR, Jeff’s wife, peers out from behind the wheel,
scanni ng the crowd.

HER POV

Jeff, carrying a single bag slung over his shoul der,
energes fromthe term nal



BACK TO SCENE

Any gets out of the car, grinning. Jeff sees her and
hurries over. He drops his bag and they fall into each
other’s arns, kissing hungrily. These are two people
passionately in |love with each other.

AWY
God, | m ssed you.

JEFF
Me too.

AWY

Let’s get out of here. \Were's
your equipnment? Don't tell ne you
checked it?

JEFF
(hol ds up his bag)
This is it.

AMY
No canera?

Jeff shakes his head no.

AW
No not hi ng?

Agai n Jeff shakes his head. Ay arches an eyebrow.

AMY
Ah ha.

CUT TO

I NT. JEFF AND AMY’ S APARTMENT - NI GHT

A nodest apartnment in the Back Bay nei ghborhood. Not
much furniture, but lots of books and CDO's. On the
wal I s, bl ow ups of arty photographs -- Any in nodeling
poses, plus many bl ack-and-white scenery stills.

Jeff’s bag is unopened on the floor. W see two nearly
full wine glasses on a table. The CAMERA TRACKS DOMWN a
hal | way TO t he open bedroom door

| NT. BEDROOM - NI GHT

More framed phot ographs.

Ary lies in bed, curled up against a pillow. The sheets

are tangled in post-coital disarray, the only sign of
di sorder in this neatly arranged room



CLOSER

Any stirs, reaching her hand out toward the other side of
the bed, which is enpty. She opens her eyes, surprised
to find hersel f al one.

AMY
Jeff?

No reply.

Sonet hi ng catches her attention fromacross the room
She rises, pulls a | oose robe around herself and pads
over to a closed door. She knocks softly.

AMY
Can | cone in?

JEFF (O S.)
Sur e.

| NT. DARKROOM - NI GHT

A wal k-in cl oset has been converted into a snal

phot ographi ¢ darkroom Moist 8 X 10 prints hang froma
clothesline, bathed in a warmred glow. The inages are
noody bl ack and white | andscapes.

Jeff stands over the developer, timng a print. Any
enters through a thick black curtain behind him He
doesn’ t | ook up.

AWY
Coul dn’ t sl eep?

Jeff shakes his head. Any |ooks over his shoul der at a
| andscape phot ograph in the devel oping tray.

AW
| renmenber when you took that. W
had fun on that trip, didn't we?

Jeff nods. Any looks at him After a beat:

AMY
You want to tal k about it?

JEFF
There’s nothing to tal k about.

AMY
C non, Jeff.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED:
JEFF
| told you. | quit. Walked out.
end of story.
AWY
That’'s it?
Jeff nods.
AWY

What ever happened back there
wasn’'t your responsibility. You
can’t keep beating yourself up
over it.

He says not hi ng.

AW
What do you think? You could have
stopped that girl fromgetting
killed?

JEFF
You don’'t understand..

He stops, lifts his eyes.

JEFF
It was different this tine.

He breaks off and pushes through the curtain. She
wat ches hi m go.

CUT TO

I NT. LI'VING ROOM - KI TCHEN AREA - NI GHT

Jeff pours hinself a glass of mlk. Any enters, stands
on the other side of the counter. Jeff doesn’t neet her
eyes. After a beat:

JEFF
| tal ked to Reynol ds.
(a beat)
He thinks | could still get the

job at the San Di ego station.

AW
Oh, Jeff, you didn't...

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED:

She | ooks

She | ooks

JEFF
Think of it. Low pressure, a
st eady paycheck. So | shoot city
council neetings -- how bad could
it be?

at him concer ned.

AWY
Is that what you really want -- or
are you just running away?

JEFF
Who's running? |It’s good noney,
full benefits. I'mtired of
freelance. W could finally put
some noney in the bank.

AW
You know I "Il never stand in your
way. But you’ ve worked so hard.
Are you sure you want to throw it

away ?

JEFF
Throw what away? Don’t you get
it? | don't do anything. | sit,
| watch, | film-- 1 let it
happen.

AW

You' re supposed to let it happen.
It’s your | ob.

JEFF
No, Any. [|t’s ny excuse.

at him not understanding. He hesitates.

JEFF
That girl... it’s like | was
paral yzed. | wanted to do
sonething, but | didn’t. | just
stood there and wat ched her get

killed.

He | ooks at her, enotional.

JEFF
Pl ease, babe, | need this. Say
yes and we’'l|l take as |long as you
want -- drive cross-country and

make a vacation out of it. Wat
do you say?

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED:

Any | ooks at him considering. W hear a faint RUSH OF
WND. Then it gets LOUDER .. LOUDER. .. and --

CUT TO

EXT. CREDI T MONTAGE - VARI QUS LOCATI ONS - LOW ANGLE -
DAY AND NI GHT

The metallic grill of the Cherokee expl odes | NTO FRAME as
t he car whooshes over us, hurtling down the Massachusetts
Tur npi ke.

In a SERIES OF SHOTS, with CREDI TS OVER, we see | andmar ks
formthe cross-country trip: a Pennsylvania Dutch
farmhouse, a snoke-spewing factory in Ohio, the

M ssi ssi ppi River, Kansas wheat fields, Loveland Pass and
the Continental Divide.

DI SSCLVE TO

EXT. OPEN DESERT - DAY

The m ddl e of nowhere. Sand, weeds and sagebrush. A
two-1 ane highway stretches to the horizon like a ribbon
of asphalt.

The Cherokee cruises along the road. |Its Massachusetts
pl ates seem out of place in this stark |andscape.

There are no ot her vehicl es.

MOVI NG CLOSER, we see that Jeff is driving. Any is sound
asleep in the reclined passenger seat.

I n back, |uggage, noving boxes, camera cases.

| NT. JEEP CHERCKEE - DAY

The AIR CONDI TI ONI NG WHI SPERS. On the console are two
enpty Styrofoam McDonal d’s coffee cups and a state-of -
the-art Ni kon Caner a.

Jeff stretches in the driver’s seat. He forces his eyes
open, fighting sleep. He reaches for the coffee cup..
it’s enpty. He glances into the back of the Jeep. There
is a thernos of coffee on the back seat.

Keepi ng one hand on the wheel, he reaches for the thernos
and funbles it to the floor. He strains to reach it. He
doesn’t notice..



10.
EXT. H GHVWAY - 200 YARDS AHEAD
A sl ow novi ng Dodge Ram pi ckup truck is approaching the
hi ghway along a small road that cuts across the desert
fl oor.
The pickup, equi pped with oversized tires, roll bar, and
a CB whi p antenna, bounces over the uneven terrain and
turns onto the highway, stopping just before entering
Jeff’s |ane.
| NT. CHEROKEE - DAY
Jeff glances up just in tinme to see the Ramlurch into

the road in front of him Jeff drops the thernos and
spins the wheel!

Any’s eyes fly open --

EXT. H GHWAY - DAY

The Cherokee goes into a wld |ooping skid. The Ram
jerks to a halt as the Cherokee whi ps past, averting a
col lision by inches.

| NT. CHERCKEE - DAY

Jeff expels a breath. Any turns to see the pickup
stopped in the road. She |ooks at him concerned.

AW
Jesus, Jeff...
JEFF
Sorry. | took ny eyes off the
r oad.
AW
(seei ng thernos
on floor)
Maybe it’s tine we took a break,
you know?

Jeff nods, looks in the rearview mrror.

H S POV - PI CKUP

halted in the mddle of the road. Inside, dimy-visible
through tinted wi ndows, are two figures in cowboy hats.

The driver |eans out the wi ndow and gives Jeff the
finger.



11.
BACK TO JEFF

angry at hinself. He |ooks over at Any.

JEFF
"1l pull over next chance we get.
(a beat)
Sorry. ..
He glances in the rearview again, still a bit shaken.

CUT TO

EXT. GAS STATION - DAY

A smal|l desert gas station/mni-mart just off the

hi ghway. A sign over the building: "Last Gas For 30
Mles." The Cherokee is parked at the punps, hood
rai sed.

Jeff comes out of the mni-mart, carrying a plastic quart
of oil. He unscrews the cap and starts to fill the
crankcase, careful not to spill on the new engine. In
the b.g., Any is visible inside the store, browsing a
magazi ne rack

| NT. CONVENI ENCE MART - SAME Tl ME

Any thunmbs through a cheap tourist guide, The Desert
Sout hwest. A TRUCK DRI VER st ands near by, perusing the
magazi nes. He glances in Any’'s direction, notices what
she’ s readi ng.

TRUCKER
On vacation?

Any | ooks up at him He’s 50ish, plain-Iooking,
riendly, wearing a "U S. A " |ogo basebal |l cap.

AWY
Sort of. W' re noving, actually.

TRUCKER
VWher eabout s?

Any hesitates. She's not used to talking with strangers,
but the guy seens harm ess enough.

AMY
California. W thought we'd take
t he scenic route.

( CONTI NUED)



12.
CONTI NUED:

TRUCKER
Huh. In that case, you oughta try
the Pass Road, 'bout thirty mles
west. Real pretty, makes a | oop
t hrough the hills, then hooks back
up with the highway.

Any smles politely, noves toward the cash register

AW
Thanks. 1’1l mention it to ny
husband.

The Trucker tips his cap.

TRUCKER
Okay, then. Good luck. Enjoy the
rest of your trip.

EXT. GAS STATION - DAY

As Jeff continues pouring the oil, he doesn’'t notice the
nmud- st reaked Dodge Ram pickup pulling up to the punps
behind him The driver, EARL, clinbs out. The other man
remains in the cab with the snoked wi ndows rolled up

Earl is a beefy man about Jeff’s age. He wears a sweat-
stai ned Western hat, cowboy boots and a T-shirt with the
sl eeves cut out to display his tattooed biceps. He
saunters over to the Cherokee, stands there a beat,

| ooki ng over Jeff’s shoul der.

Jeff senses sonething behind him turns. H's eyes w den
as he sees Earl, recognizes the pickup as the one he
nearly hit a few mnutes before. Earl stares at him
unsm | i ng.

EARL
(flatly)
Ni ce car.
Jeff is in an awkward position. He's got a half-ful
upsi de-down bottle of oil in his hands. |If he lifts it
now, he'll spill on the engine. He turns his gaze back

to the engine, decides to keep pouring.

JEFF
Thanks.

Earl steps around to the open passenger w ndow, peers in.
Jeff watches him wary.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED:

The oil bottle enpties out.

13.

EARL
Air, C.D., leather -- | guess you
sprung for the whol e nine yards.
JEFF
| guess.
EARL

Then again, out here, what you
really need’s a C. B. radio.

JEFF
I's that right?

Rel i eved, Jeff pulls it away

and screws back on the crankcase cap. He shuts the hood
with a thunk and noves around to the side of the car to
remove the gas nozzle fromthe tank. Earl blocks his

pat h.

Jeff says

EARL
"Course, if you use a C.B., you
gotta have a handl e.

nothing. This is not a friendly conversation.

EARL
How about Shit-for-Brai ns?
(beat)
You damm near killed us back
t here, boy.

JEFF
Look, I'msorry, | didn't see you.
You pulled out in front of ne.

EARL
The hell | did. | saw what
happened.

Looki ng past Earl, Jeff sees Any cone out of the mni-

mart with

a bag of groceries. He speaks carefully,

anxi ous to avoid a confrontation.

JEFF
How about if we just forget it,
okay? |'msorry it happened.
don’t want any trouble.
EARL
(snorting)
Yeah. | bet you don’t.

( CONTI NUED)



14.
CONTI NUED:

Earl glares at Jeff before turning away. He passes Any,
gi ves her a broad smle.

EARL
Howdy, ma’am Caught this fell ow
tryin' to steal your Cherokee.

Any takes in the situation. She nods politely. Ear
continues into the mni-mart. She approaches Jeff,
puzzl ed.

AMY
VWhat was that about?

JEFF
Not hing. @Quy in the truck.
Thinks | tried to hit him

Jeff gl ances apprehensively at the man in the pickup, who
has not noved during the scene. He |ooks back at the
mni-mart.

JEFF
C nmon, let’s go.

AMY
You want me to drive?

JEFF
Later. Just get in.

AW
| s sonet hi ng wong?

JEFF
No, let’s just go.

Jeff clinbs in behind the wheel. Any glances at himand
gets in the car. Jeff keys the IGNITION and pul | s away.
| NT. CHEROKEE - DRI VI NG - DAY

As Jeff steers back onto the highway, he glances in the
rear-view mrror, sees --

M RROR POV

Earl com ng out of the mni-mart, staring after the
di sappeari ng Jeep.

( CONTI NUED)



15.
CONTI NUED:

Jeff shifts in his seat, relieved to be getting away from
there. Any watches the speedoneter as it clinbs to 75,
t hen 80, then 85.

AW
This isn’t the Gand Prix, you
know.

Jeff releases his foot fromthe accelerator. The needle
si nks back down to 65.

She gives hima long contenpl ative | ook.

AW
What ' s bot hering you?

JEFF
| told you. Nothing.
(pause)
The guy was an asshol e.

Keeping an eye on the rear-view mrror, Jeff nods toward
the grocery bag, trying to change the subject.

JEFF
VWhat ' d you get?

Any pulls out an assortnent of candy bars and junk food.

AW
Junk food fiesta. Sno Balls, Yoo
Hoo, Mbon pies... can you believe
they still make this stuff?

JEFF

You kidding. 1t’s probably
gour met cui si ne around here.

CUT TO

EXT. DESERT H GHWAY - AERI AL - DAY

Far bel ow us, the Cherokee traces the enpty hi ghway.
There are no buil dings, no houses, no other vehicles.

DI SSCLVE TO

| NT. CHERCKEE - DRI VI NG - FEW M NUTES LATER

Jeff drives in silence. Any stares out the w ndow,
bored. Looking for a distraction, she picks up a
cel | ophane package of doughnuts and peruses the | abel.

( CONTI NUED)



16.

CONTI NUED
AW
(trying to brighten
t he nood)
This is crazy. Look at this.
Says if you win this mail-in

contest, you can choose either
ni nety thousand dollars or ninety
t housand doughnut s.

She gives hima playful glance.
AW
What woul d you do with ninety
t housand doughnut s?

Jeff shrugs, disinterested.

JEFF
| dunno... Sell "emfor thirty
cents each and pay off this car.
AW
Very funny.
(beat)

Al right, what about ninety
t housand dol Il ars? Wat would you
do with that?

Jeff stares out the w ndow. He's not into this.

JEFF
| don’t know. Look, Any, |I'm
not --

Suddenly his eyes drop to the consol e between them --
JEFF

Sonof abitch!! M canera! He
stole ny canera!

AW
(startl ed)
Who?

JEFF
The redneck at the gas station!
He lifted it right under ny nose!
My brand new Ni kon
(pounds wheel
in frustration)
Goddanmi t .

AW
Shoul d we go back?

( CONTI NUED)



17.
CONTI NUED:
JEFF
What’'s the use. He’'s probably
hal fway to Bunbl efuck now, the
bast ar d.

AWY
Look, maybe if we call the cops --

Jeff is about to reply when suddenly the car bucks.

JEFF
VWhat the hell?

The car gives another jolt.

AWY
What ' d you do?
JEFF
Not hing. | --
A warning light flashes on the instrunent panel. The
brakes and steering | ose power. The engine quits cold.
JEFF
Hang on -- | can’'t steer!

The CAR bucks and SCREECHES. After a few H CCUPS, it
jerks to a halt, just beyond a crest in the road.

For a nmonment, they sit there dazed, staring ahead at the
enpty road. Then Any notices an object on the floor --
the Ni kon. She picks it up.

AW
(deadpan)
Found your canera.

He rolls his eyes. He yanks the hood rel ease and gets
out .

EXT. H GHWAY - DAY

St eam pours from under the hood of the Cherokee. Any
gets out and | ooks around at the scorched wastel and.

Jeff goes to the front of the car, gropes under the hood
for the release latch. He yanks his hand away, burned by
t he hot netal .

JEFF
Oow

( CONTI NUED)



18.
CONTI NUED:

AW
Are you okay?

JEFF
|"m fine.

Any noves to Jeff to exami ne the burn. She reaches out.

JEFF
(annoyed)
| said I'"mfine, okay?

Jeff lifts the hood, exam nes the engine. He tugs on a
cabl e, checks the battery connection and radi ator.

He goes to the passenger’s side and takes a hand-held
cel lul ar phone fromthe glove box. He dials zero and
hits "send." The PHONE BEEPS.

AWY
Qut of range?

Jeff grunts, tosses the phone on the seat. It bounces
and lands on the floor. Any watches as he returns to the
engi ne and begi ns unscrew ng the radi ator cap.

AW
What’'s going on, Jeff?

JEFF
What's it look Iike? 1'mtrying
to fix the car.

AMY
Not the car.

JEFF
VWhat ?

AMY

What's going on with you?
Jeff busies hinself with the engine, not answering.

AW
It’s been a nonth since you got
back. You can’t keep shutting ne
out like this.

Jeff says not hi ng.

AW
Jeff, I"'mtalking to you.

( CONTI NUED)



19.

CONTI NUED
JEFF
(flaring)
Look, | really don’t want to go
into this right now. |'m changing

j obs, our finances are fucked, and
we’'re stuck in the mddle of
nowhere. So could we nmaybe j ust
fix the --

He stops in md-sentence. There is a RUMBLE in the
di stance. They | ook down the road.

JEFF
Christ, not these guys...
JEFF S POV - DODGE RAM PI CKUP
approaching fast on the road. As it streaks past, Ear
yells and | aunches a beer bottle fromthe wi ndow. The
BOTTLE SHATTERS on the asphal t.
BACK TO JEFF

wat chi ng the Ram speed away.

JEFF
Asshol e. .
AW
(1 ooki ng down
t he road)
Jeff --
A quarter-mle away, the pickup is slowing. It pulls a
U-turn and stops, facing the Cherokee. It just sits
there, ENG NE | DLI NG
JEFF

VWhat the hell?

AW
What ' s he doi ng?

JEFF
| don’t know.

Jeff watches the pickup, frowning. Then, fromthe
opposite direction, they hear a LOWRUMBLE. They turn
and stare at --



20.
MASSI VE TRACTOR- TRAI LER
com ng over a crest in the road.

It’s a huge ei ghteen-wheeler. A white 1988 Peterbilt.
It grinds into | ow gear and sl ows, BRAKES CREAKI NG
The TRUCK conmes to a halt with a H SS of conpressed air

DO HI GHWAY

the PI CKUP STARTS UP again. It pulls another U-turn and
drives away, nelting into the desert.

AW
breat hes a sigh of relief.

The driver disnmounts fromthe cab, |eaving the ENG NE

| DLING. W recognize himas the Trucker in the mni-
mart. He renoves his cap, revealing a shock of
prematurely white hair. He is well-shaven, his clothes
i mmacul ate. His name is Red.

RED ( TRUCKER)
You folks all right?

JEFF
Yeah. Qur car broke down.

RED
(chuckl i ng)
| figured that nuch. You want a
hand pushing it off the road?

JEFF
Thanks, |'d appreciate it. Any,
you want to steer?

Any gets behind the wheel and puts the shift in neutral.
Jeff and Red push the car to the shoulder. As they push,
Jeff glances at the CB antenna on Red' s cab.

JEFF
Thi nk you could radio a tow truck
for us?

RED
| sure would if | could, mster,
but my CB. blew a fuse this
norning. |I'mwaiting till | hit
the truck stop on 1-40 to get it
fixed.

( CONTI NUED)



21.

CONTI NUED:
JEFF
How far is that?
RED
About 60 m | es.
JEFF

(di sappoi nt ed)

Red wal ks around to the front of the car and peers down
at the exposed engi ne.

RED
|"d offer to take a | ook, but it’'s
hard to say with these new
engines. Used to be, you could
give "ema kick and a holler and
they'd start right up. Nowit’s
all conputers and chips.

JEFF
[t’s a new car.

RED
That could be the problem You
been running it pretty fast?

Any gives Jeff a reprimanding look. |It’s subtle, but Red
noti ces.

RED
Tell you what. |If you want a
ride, there’s a little diner up
the road. Belle's. They got a
pay phone. You could call a tow
truck fromthere

Jeff considers this, glances back to where the Dodge Ram
was | ast seen.

JEFF
Nice of you to offer. But we’ ve
got a lot of stuff in the car. |
think we’re better off waiting for
a cop to cone al ong.

Any rolls her eyes. Red sees the look, trying not to
smle. He glances up at a small plane flying overhead.

( CONTI NUED)



22.
CONTI NUED

RED
(casual l y)
Suit yourself. Not many cops on
this road, that’s why the truckers
use it. Maybe you' Il get |ucky.

(tipping his cap)

Good | uck.
He turns and heads back toward his truck. Any |ooks at
Jeff. She waits till the trucker is out of earshot.
AMY

Are you nuts?

JEFF
We don’t know this guy.

AW
He's offering to help. It could
be hours before anyone el se cones
along. It’s 100 degrees. You
really want to be stuck out here?

JEFF
Any, |’'ve got ny equipnent in the
car. Al our stuff. Wat if
t hose guys cone back and we’'re not

her e?
(turns away,
quietly to
hi nsel f)

Jesus... don't be stupid..

Any hears this. She’'s had enough. Flares.

AWY
Stupid is sitting out here waiting
for a cop when we already have a
ride.

In the b.g., the TRUCK i s THROITLI NG UP. Then, nmad and
carel ess:

AW
Stupid was letting you talk me
into | eavi ng Boston.

She turns away. The truck starts to pull out. She bites
her lip, thinking, then steps into the road and flags the
truck down. Red brakes.

AMY

Excuse ne? Do you think you could
drop ne at that diner?

( CONTI NUED)
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RED
(surprised)
Sure thing. How about you,
mster? | could take you both
j ust as easy.

AW
That’ s okay. My husband wants to
stay with the car. 1’1l just get

my purse.

She goes to the passenger side of the Jeep for her purse.
Jeff follows, |owering his voice.

JEFF

What do you think you re doing?
AW

" mgoing to the diner. |’ m going

to call a towtruck. Then I'm
going to order an iced tea and
wait. Good-bye, Jeff.

JEFF
(firm
You're not riding with that guy.
End of story.

AW
You wanted to be alone. Well..
you' re alone. Wy don’t you take
the tine to get your head
t oget her ?

She wal ks to the truck. Jeff stands there. She clinbs
into the cab. Red noves sone papers out of the way.

RED
Wat ch your step, na’am

She pulls the door shut. The TRUCK THROTTLES UP and
pulls away. Jeff watches the truck dwindle in the

di stance, flashers blinking. After a beat, the flashers
cease.

SLOW DI SSOLVE TGO

EXT. ROADSI DE - TVENTY M NUTES LATER

Beneath a bl azing sun, Jeff paces restlessly in front of
t he Cherokee, checking his watch, w ping beads of sweat
fromhis face. He |ooks down the highway.

( CONTI NUED)
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Nothing in sight. Extrenely bored, he wanders over to
t he rai sed hood and studi es the engi ne again.

After a few nonents, sonething catches his eye. Curious,
he kneel s down and peers under the chassis. He frowns.

JEFF S POV - LOCSE W RE

dangl i ng under the engine.

BACK TO JEFF

JEFF
Oh for Christ’s sake..

He pulls his Swiss Arny knife fromhis pocket and slides
under the car. Wrking with the screwdriver blade of the
knife, he reconnects the plug to its socket. In the
process, his hands and shirt become stained with grease.

Jeff slides out fromunder the car, brushes hinself off
and gets behind the wheel. He tosses the Swiss Arny
knife on the center console and keys the ignition. The
ENG NE ROARS to life.

CUT TO
EXT. DESERT ROAD - M NUTES LATER
The Cher okee speeds down the enpty hi ghway.
| NT. CHEROKEE - SAME Tl ME
Jeff drives, a determ ned expression.
EXT. DESERT H GHWAY - DAY
The Jeep bl ows past.
DI SSOLVE TGO

EXT. BELLE' S DI NER - DAY

A weat her-beaten structure with a gravel parking lot. A
peeling sign on the roof: "Belle's: Beer & Food."
There is a phone boot h out si de.

The Cherokee pulls in and parks. Jeff CH RPS the ALARM
heads for the entrance.
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I NT. BELLE' S - DAY

Dark and dingy. Formca tables, a bar. Chunky custoners
in K-Mart clothes sit at the bar, nursing beers and
wat ching a football gane on a big MJTED TV.

Jeff enters and all conversation stops. The other
patrons turn and stare. After a nonent, they return to
t heir beers.

Jeff glances around. No sign of Any. No sign of Red.

A bor ed- | ooki ng BARTENDER st ands behi nd the counter,
preparing a sandwi ch. Behind him a blackboard nenu.
Jeff approaches.

JEFF
Excuse ne.

The Bartender |ooks up, a cutting knife in his hand.

JEFF
| was supposed to neet ny wife
her e.

The Bartender shrugs, gives hima |ook: Yeah, so?

JEFF
Dark hair, slender, about five-
five. Waring a pale blue
Benetton shirt.

BARTENDER
A pal e bl ue what?

JEFF
Benetton shirt.

The Bartender plops the sandwich on a plate, tears off an
order slip.

BARTENDER
Hank! Your order’s ready.
(to Jeff)

| been busy. They conme and go.

JEFF
It woul d’ve been within the | ast
hal f hour. She m ght’ ve been with
a trucker?

BARTENDER
A trucker.

( CONTI NUED)
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JEFF
GQuy with a baseball cap. Driving
an ei ght een wheel er.

The Bartender thinks a nonent, shakes his head.

BARTENDER
Don't ring a bell.

JEFF
You sure?

The Bartender | eans over the counter, calls out:

BARTENDER
Hey! Man here’s | ooking for his
wi fe, dark hair, button-on shirt,
travelin® with a guy in a basebal
cap. Anybody see 'enf

Jeff |l ooks up and down the counter. Blank faces, a few
di sinterested shrugs, a few headshakes no.

A dishevel ed female barfly, FLO, grins up at him

FLO
Looks |Ii ke she got away from ya,
cowboy.

A few of the regulars chuckle at this. Jeff ignores
them turns back to the Bartender.

JEFF
Coul d she have left a nessage with
anot her one of your enpl oyees?

BARTENDER
Don't see how |I'mthe only one
who wor ks here.

Jeff scratches his head. This doesn’t make any sense.

JEFF
| don’t understand. Ils there
anot her Belle's Diner?

BARTENDER
(chuckl es)
No siree. Definitely not.

Jeff clenches his jaw, takes another |ook around. An
el derly couple sit at a rear table, watching him They
whi sper to each ot her.

( CONTI NUED)
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JEFF
(under his breath)
Shit.

He turns and goes outside..

EXT. BELLE S - DAY
Jeff squints in the bright sunlight.

Maybe he got this place confused with a different diner.
He peers up at the sign. It says "Belle’s,” all right.

He wal ks to the phone booth, |ooks inside. The phone
book is m ssing.

He picks up the receiver, listens for the dial tone..
Phone wor ks okay. He hangs up.

He stands there for a nonent, scanning the horizon in al
directions. There is nothing el se out here, nowhere el se
she coul d have gone.

Jeff marches back into the diner..

| NT. DI NER - DAY

Jeff goes to the Bartender.

JEFF
Excuse ne, how far is the next
t own?
BARTENDER
About twenty m |l es.
JEFF
Look, if ny wife cones in -- her
nanme is Any -- tell her | was

here. Tell her to stay put till |
get back, not to nove. Wuld you
do that, please?

BARTENDER
(shrugs, bored)
kay.

Jeff regards the Bartender skeptically. He takes one
| ast | ook around, then heads out.
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EXT. BELLE S - DAY
Jeff marches briskly to his car and opens the door,
forgetting to deactivate the alarm The SI REN WAI LS.
Jeff funbles for the renote and shuts if OFF
H GH ANGLE - MOMENTS LATER

The Cherokee pulls out of the parking |ot, kicking up
gravel .

CUT TO

| NT. CHERCKEE - DAY

The stereo is off, the windows rolled up. Jeff drives,
his jaw set tightly.

The speedoneter reads 88 nph.
DI SSOLVE TGO

EXT. DESERT H GHWAY - M NUTES LATER

The Cherokee crests a rise..

| NT. CHERCKEE - DAY

and then across the desert plain, traveling on
anot her road, he sees it...

PETERBI LT
The 18-wheel er that picked up Any. Cruising |eisurely.

Jeff presses the accelerator..

EXT. FORK I N ROAD - DAY

The Cherokee turns sharply onto the other road.

EXT. DESERT H GHWAY - AERI AL VI EW - DAY

The Cher okee speeds down the road, gaining on the
Peterbilt. It comes up behind.
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Jeff HONKS his HORN, flashes his lights.

JEFF
C nmon, you fat-ass. Pull over.

Ei ther the driver doesn’'t notice, or he’ s ignoring Jeff,
but the truck does not sl ow down.

Jeff shifts into the oncom ng | ane and pul | s al ongsi de
the cab. He HONKS again and waves, gesturing for the
truck to pull over. But the Peterbilt maintains its
speed.

Jeff cranes his neck to get a glinpse of the driver..

POV SHOT

It’s Red, alright. But he’'s wearing a different cap.
FROM this ANGLE, we can’'t see into the passenger side of
t he cab.

Red peers down at Jeff, puzzled. Jeff shouts at him
waves:

JEFF
Pul | over! Pul |l over!

Red suddenly notices sonething ahead in the road, BLARES
hi s HORN

Jeff | ooks up, sees --

An RV canper approaching in the oncom ng | ane!

H GHVWAY

Jeff swerves onto the far shoul der as the RV whooshes
past in the opposite direction, HORN BLARI NG
CHEROKEE

Jeff is rattled, catching his breath. He sw ngs back
onto the road.

H GHVWAY

Jeff slips in ahead of the Peterbilt, then starts weaving
and braking, forcing the truck to sl ow

( CONTI NUED)
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Both vehicles pull to the side of the road and st op.
Jeff | eaps out of the Cherokee and runs over as Red
clinbs dowmn fromthe enpty cab.

(NOTE: Throughout this scene, various cars and trucks
pass in either direction.)

RED
Jesus, pal, what the hell you
doi ng?

JEFF

| was signaling you to stop.
Didn't you see ne?

RED
No.

Jeff reacts. How thick can this guy be?

JEFF
VWere’'s ny w fe?
RED
Huh?
JEFF
M wife. Where is she?

Red gives hima puzzl ed | ook.

RED
How shoul d I know where your wfe
i s?

JEFF

| checked at the diner. No one
saw her there.

RED
Mster, | don’t know what you're
tal ki ng about.

Jeff stares -- is this guy nuts?

JEFF
You gave her a ride. You were
supposed to drop her at Belle's
di ner.

Red searches his nmenory, trying to be as hel pful as
possi bl e. He shakes his head.

( CONTI NUED)
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RED
Nope. Sorry.

JEFF
How can you not remenber? It was
just half an hour ago, for
chri ssakes!

Red gives hima peculiar |ook.

RED
M ster, | never seen you before in
ny life.
Suddenly, there is a | oud SQUAWK frominside the cab --

the CB RADI O
CB VO CE (V. 0.)

(filtered)
Breaker, breaker -- Iron Man, you
copy?
JEFF
(reacts)

Your radio works --
(1 ocks eyes with Red)
What the hell are you doing -- ?
Jeff freaks out, circling the truck, calling |oudly:

JEFF
Any? Any?!  You in there?

Red shrinks back, unnerved.

RED
Look, mster, | don't know what
you want, but --

JEFF

| want nmy fucking wife, is what |
want! What have you done to her?!

Red’ s eyes dart to sonething in the distance. Jeff
catches this, turns...

SHERI FF* S PATROL CAR

Cruising toward them

Jeff runs into the mddle of the road and waves
frantically. The patrol car switches on its flash bar
and speeds up, pulling to a stop behind the Peterbilt.

( CONTI NUED)
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SHERI FF BOYD, 50i sh, clinbs out, sizing up the situation
Jeff runs over

JEFF
Oficer, | need your help!

SHERI FF BOYD
What ' s your problenf

JEFF
| don’t know, this guy has ny
wi fe!

SHERI FF BOYD
Cal mdown, sir. Tell me what’s
goi ng on.

Jeff catches his breath

JEFF
| don’t know what the hell’s going
on. Last tinme | saw her she was
with this guy in his truck. Now
he’ s saying he’s never seen her!

RED
Oficer, he's crazy -- | don't
know what he’ s tal ki ng about.

JEFF
Don't lie, you son of a bitch

The Sheriff unsnaps the safety strap on his hol ster..
just a precaution.

SHERI FF BOYD

Al right -- everybody just calm
down.
(to Jeff)
Sir, you want to tell ne what
happened?
JEFF

Qur car broke down. This guy
stopped to help us, said he'd
drive ny wife to a pay phone. But
she never showed up

SHERI FF BOYD
(turning to Red)
Sir?

( CONTI NUED)
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RED
| don’'t know, officer. [|'m
driving along, suddenly this fella
runs ne off the road and starts
hol l eri ng about his wife. |
swear, | never seen the guy
bef or e.

SHERI FF BOYD
And you didn’t give his wife a

ride?

RED
No, sir.

JEFF
He' s |ying!

The Sheriff takes a long | ook at both of them unsure
what to think. He turns back to Red.

SHERI FF BOYD
Sir, all right with you if |
search your truck?

RED

Hel | yes, officer. Go right
ahead. Nane’'s Red, by the way.
Red Barr.

(pulls out his

wal | et)
My permts are all current. You
can check 'em out.

SHERI FF BOYD
That won’t be necessary yet. Just
stand back behind the line. Both
of you.

As Red closes his wallet, several credit cards fall to
the ground. He bends to scoop themup. Jeff eyes this
suspi ci ousl y.

The Sheriff clinbs up into the truck.

| NT. PETERBI LT CAB - DAY
The Sheriff pokes his head inside, |ooks around.

Pretty nuch what you' d expect in a |long-haul big rig:

a CBradio, a plastic Jesus, a map of the U S. taped to
the ceiling with hundreds of magic marker X s show ng
where the truck has been.

( CONTI NUED)
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The Sheriff |looks into the sleeping area behind. A
bl anket is folded over a foammattress. A stained pillow
rests on top.

EXT. PETERBILT - DAY

Jeff and Red keep a careful eye on each other as the
Sheriff clinbs down fromthe cab, w ping his hands.

SHERI FF BOYD
(to both of them
Al'l right, let’s see your |icense
and registration.

Jeff and Red fish into their wallets and hand over
|.D.”s. The Sheriff exam nes them conparing faces to
pictures and witing down nanes.

SHERI FF BOYD
What are you hauling today, M.

Barr?

RED
Not hi ng, enpty load. |’ m heading
to Fresno for a pick up -- bal

beari ngs or sonething.

SHERI FF BOYD

(eyeing him
Long way to go enpty.

RED
Tell me about it. Too nuch
conpetition nowadays. One horse
guys like ne gotta drive halfway
"cross the country just to get a
payi n’ | ob.

JEFF
(to Sheriff,
i mpati ent)
Are we gonna keep | ooking or what?

The Sheriff hands back the |.D.’s.

SHERI FF BOYD
Yes, we are.

(to Red)
Sir, I’mgonna have to see
everyt hi ng.
RED

No problem | understand.
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EXT. REAR OF PETERBI LT - DAY

Jeff and the Sheriff observe as Red unl atches two heavy
padl ocks. Gunting, he raises the slatted METAL DOOR
It retracts along the ceiling with a noisy RATTLE.

| NSI DE

The cavernous interior is nostly enpty, except for a few
randomy strewn cardboard boxes, too small to contain a
per son.

SHERI FF BOYD
(re: boxes)
Those yours?

RED
Yeah. Personal stuff. d othes
and whatnot. You want to take a
| ook?

The Sheriff considers it, shakes his head.
SHERI FF BOYD

No. | think we're pretty nuch
done here. You're free to go.

JEFF
(reacts)
VWhoa, whoa -- wait a sec. That's

it? You re not going to question
hi m anynor e?

SHERI FF BOYD
Sir, | searched the truck
There’s no evidence of suspicious
activity, no sign of struggle.

Red has been | ooking on. He chinmes in, trying to be
hel pful :

RED
Look, | don’t nean to butt in, but
maybe you got ny truck confused
w th someone el se’s.

JEFF
(lunges)
Go to hell, you sonofabitch --
The Sheriff grabs Jeff, holds hi mback.

( CONTI NUED)
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SHERI FF BOYD
Hey! Hey! You want to get
arrested? Now the man has a
point. This is a plain-Iooking,
John Doe truck. Maybe you did get
t hem m xed up

Jeff stares at the Sheriff a beat, then bolts suddenly
for the front of the truck. He yanks open the door and
| eaps up into the cab.

SHERI FF BOYD
Hey!

The Sheriff jogs after him Red walks to the cab,
unconcer ned.

| NT. PETERBI LT CAB - DAY

Jeff searches the cab for signs of Army. He tosses aside
a jacket, rifles papers on the floor. There is nothing.

EXT. CAB - DAY

Sheriff Boyd | ooks up sternly as Jeff continues searching
the cab. Red watches calnly.

SHERI FF BOYD
M. Taylor, either you cone down
fromthere or 1’mgoing to have to
arrest you.

Jeff gives up reluctantly. He |ooks |ame and desperate
and he knows it. He steps down fromthe cab, gritting
his teeth.

JEFF
It was him It was this truck.

SHERI FF BOYD
Uh- huh, | can see that. Did you
get a license plate?

Jeff stares at him knows where this is going.

JEFF
No.

SHERI FF BOYD
What about the information on the
door panel. You recall any of
t hat ?

( CONTI NUED)
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JEFF
| wasn’t paying attention.

The Sheriff studies hima beat, nods.

SHERI FF BOYD
M. Taylor, did you by any chance
have a beef with your wfe today?

JEFF
What does that have to do with
anyt hi ng?

SHERI FF BOYD
Well, for starters, maybe she left
you.

JEFF
| don’t believe this...

SHERI FF BOYD
|’ve seen it a hundred tines.
Lovers, married couples, gay guys.
You put two people in a car |ong
enough, they’'Il go at it. Hell,
|’ ve even seen nen dunp their
wonen on the side of the road, and
Vi ce versa

Jeff stares at the cop. Enphatic:

JEFF
My wife did not |eave ne.
RED
(cuts in)
Oficer, I"'msorry, 1’d like to

stay and help, but | really got to
make it to Fresno...

SHERI FF BOYD
| understand. Go ahead, sir.
appreci ate your cooperation.

JEFF
This is insane. You' re just going
to |l et himgo?

SHERI FF BOYD
|"ve got his information. |If we
need to find himlater, we’'ll know
where to | ook.

( CONTI NUED)
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RED
Much obl i ged.
(to Jeff)
Good luck findin your wfe,
mster. No hard feelings.

Red clinbs into the cab. Jeff watches hel pl essly,

resigned to the fact there’ s nothing nore he can do.
Sheriff goes to the cruiser and speaks on the radio.
the truck drives off, Jeff goes over to the cruiser.

SHERI FF BOYD
Sir, | believe you that your wfe
is mssing. Maybe you got
confused about what truck she got
into, maybe you had a fight -- you
don't have to tell nme. The point
isl’mtrying to help.

He hands Jeff a card with an address printed on it.

SHERI FF BOYD
The town of Brackett’'s 31 mles
that way. M deputy’s nanme is Len
Carver. He's a good man. He’'l
hel p you fill out the necessary
forms if you want to report your
wi fe m ssing.

38.

The
As

Jeff clenches his jaw as the words sink in. The Sheriff

softens, his tone synpathetic.

SHERI FF BOYD
| f you want ny opinion, your wife
is probably around here. Lost or
pl enty pissed off and giving you a
scare. Either way, she'll turn

up.

As Jeff stares at the Sheriff, the police RAD O SQUAVKS

DI SPATCHER (V. O.)
(filtered)
Sheriff, this is dispatch. Ms.
G lbert’s | ocked out of her
trailer again. Can you respond?

SHERI FF BOYD
(into mke)
10-4, dispatch. Tell her I'’mon
my way.

He racks the m ke.

( CONTI NUED)
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JEFF
| want your nanme and badge nunber

The Sheriff |ooks up at Jeff, sighs.
SHERI FF BOYD

Sheriff Arthur Boyd. 226-93.
This really isn't necessary --

JEFF
Don't tell nme what’' s necessary,
goddamit. |’mnoting the exact
time of this conversation. 10:52

A M

SHERI FF BOYD
(exhal i ng)
Suit yourself, M. Taylor.

The Sheriff shifts into gear and drives away. Jeff is
| eft standing on the side of the road, desert in al
di recti ons.

CUT TO

| NT. POLI CE STATI ON - DAY

A wall is covered with m ssing persons’ notices.

Phot ographs of nmen, wonmen and children stare back at us.
Nanes and dates are printed across the bottom of the
noti ces.

PULL BACK to reveal Jeff staring at the gallery of faces.
It’s a creepy feeling. Several yards away, DEPUTY LEN
CARVER, a young puffy-faced | awran, sits at a desk
filling out a form Jeff |ooks shaken.

DEPUTY CARVER
Is this a recent picture?

Jeff glances over. Deputy Carver is holding up a wallet-
si zed phot ograph of Any.

JEFF
Two nont hs ol d.

DEPUTY CARVER
She still wear her hair like that?

JEFF
Yes.

( CONTI NUED)
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The Deputy resunes filling out the form He clicks his
t ongue synpat hetically.

DEPUTY CARVER
We'll certainly do our best, M.
Taylor. There's over a hundred
t housand people go missing in this
country every year. Runaways,
deadbeat dads, dropouts, folks
hiding fromthe .R S. -- al
vani shing wi thout a trace.

Jeff stares at the faces.

DEPUTY CARVER
Now |’ m not saying she’s one of
them | sure hope not. But
unl ess there’s a ransom denmand or
evi dence of forced abducti on,

believe nme, the F.B.1. won’'t even
| ook at your case till it’s been
24 hours.

Deputy Carver finishes the paperwork and staples the
photograph to the form He |ooks up at Jeff.

DEPUTY CARVER
Neverthel ess, we'll sure keep our
eyes peeled. How s that sound?
Jeff clenches his jaw

CUT TO

EXT. ROOF OF BELLE' S DI NER - DAY

Fromthis high vantage point, we see Jeff’s car

appr oachi ng.

EXT. PARKI NG LOT - DAY

The Cherokee pulls up to the side of the building. Jeff
gets out and wal ks inside.

| NT. BELLE S DI NER - DAY

Jeff enters, |looks around. |It’s the sane scene as

before: sanme Bartender, a slightly different cast of
characters.

No sign of Any.
( CONTI NUED)
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Jeff advances to the Bartender, who stands at a sink
ri nsing beer nugs.

JEFF
Did she cone in?

BARTENDER
(1 ooks up, uninterested)
Didn't see her.

JEFF
You didn't see her, or she didn't
cone in?

BARTENDER

Buddy, | told you the last tine.
" m busy. Maybe she cane in,
maybe she didn’t. Al | know is,
| didn’t see her.

Jeff | ooks around, not particularly trusting the
Bartender’s skills of observation. He grinds his jaw.

The ot her custoners at the bar have been watching al
this. One of them an older grizzled BARFLY, |ooks up at
Jeff.

BARFLY
(confidentially)
None of my business, mster. But
if I was you I’'d take a |l ook in
the | adi es room

The Barfly gives Jeff a wink and turns back to his beer.
Sni ckers from sone of his bar mates, who avert their eyes
when Jeff glances at them Jeff knows this is al nost
certainly a put-on, but he can’'t take a chance.

While the Barflies watch, poker-faced, Jeff wal ks to the
door of the |ladies room hesitates, then knocks. His
knock is answered by a wordl ess sound, HALF- GROAN, HALF-
GASP

JEFF
Ay ?

Silence. Jeff tries the door. 1It’s locked. He rattles
it. Another GROAN. Jeff puts his shoul der against the
door, heaves inward. The door sw ngs open, revealing --
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Fl o, bent over the toilet, vomting. She whirls around,
a strand of spittle dangling fromher |ip.

FLO
Hey -- what the hell you doi ng?!

Jeff backs away, yanks the door shut. The barflies
chuckl e anong t hensel ves.

Jeff strides angrily for the exit. He stops at the door,
t akes one | ast | ook around. No one seens to be paying
hi m nuch attention. He turns to |eave...

: but sonmething stops him He can’t put his finger on
it. There' s sonmething wong here...

He stares at the other custoners. Wy do they avoid eye
contact? Are they hiding sonething?

He scrutinizes nore closely...

There is the gruff trucker, sitting at a nearby table
shoveling food in his nmouth. He's been averting his gaze
ever since Jeff wal ked in.

And then there’'s the traveling sal esman. Overwei ght,
sweaty. Popping vitamins along with his coffee.

O what about the shirtless biker, reading a com c book
at the bar? Probably an ex-con.

While Jeff is running these suspicions through his mnd,
a trucker approaches the counter to place an order. The
Bartender jots it down on a pad, then tears off the
carbon slip. He places one copy above the grill and
another in a pile by the cash register.

Jeff stares, an idea formng..

He approaches the bar.

JEFF
| want to see your order slips.
BARTENDER
What ?
JEFF
You wite down the nanes. | want
to see them
BARTENDER
What are you, nuts? | don’t have

to show you jack shit.

( CONTI NUED)
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Jeff leans in his face.
JEFF
If ny wife came in here, then her
name’s in that pile.
The Bartender stiffens, stares himstraight in the eye:

BARTENDER
You calling nme a liar?

A tense beat.
Possessed by a sudden inpul se, Jeff makes a grab for the

recei pts. Before he can reach them the Bartender’s hand
cl anps onto his.

BARTENDER
M ster, 1’ve had just about enough
of you.

JEFF

Let nme see the fucking slips.
In one swft notion, Jeff overpowers the man and extracts
the receipts. He starts going through them fast,
| ooki ng at names. TULLY, MARK, FLO, ANDY and..

Jeff raises his eyes to face the unpl easant end of a
Smth & Wesson revol ver

BARTENDER
Now, m ster, you re going to have
to | eave.
Jeff takes a step back. Everyone in the diner is
staring. He stunbles backwards, heads for the exit.
EXT. BELLE S DI NER - DAY

Jeff exits, breathing hard, and runs to the phone boot h.

PHONE BOOTH
is occupied by a YOUNG MAN wi th an awkward oversi zed
frame, ill-fitting clothes. Jeff raps on the gl ass
anxi ously.
JEFF
Pl ease, | need the phone -- | have

to call the police!

( CONTI NUED)
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The Man | ooks up, dull and gl assy-eyed. His sluggish
denmeanor suggests nental retardation. He hangs up and
sl ow y opens the door.

SLUGE SH MAN
(draw s)
My nanme’s Billy. You the feller
| ookin” for his wfe?

JEFF
How d you know? Did you see her?

The Sl uggi sh Man hesitates. There’'s sonething hol di ng
hi m back. Jeff senses this.

JEFF
Pl ease, if you know sonet hi ng,
anything, tell ne.

BILLY (SLUGE SH MAN)
(a beat)
| seen her... maybe.

JEFF
VWhat ?  When?

Billy is about to answer. 1In b.g., the Bartender sticks
his head out of the diner. Billy backs away, spooked.

BI LLY
Oh man. Never shoul da opened ny
damm nmouth. Now | 'mgonna git it.

Billy breaks into a loping run through the parking |ot.
Jeff hurries after himand catches up, cornering Billy
between two cars, trying to calmhim

JEFF
No one’s going to hurt you, Billy.
Just tell nme what you saw.

Billy gl ances around nervously, swallow ng.

BILLY
She cane in on a truck. A big
whi te one.

JEFF
Yes. ..

BILLY
Then she... she got in another
truck.

( CONTI NUED)
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JEFF
Anot her truck? Wth who?

BI LLY
Dunno. Sonme nen. Bad nen. They
say |’ma dummy, but | aint. |
see t hings.

Jeff reels, struggles to stay focused.

JEFF
Do you know where they went?

BI LLY
Uh- huh. Route seven. Up by the
river.

JEFF

Were by the river?

BI LLY
Dunno. They don't tell ne that
ki nd of stuff.

JEFF
VWho doesn’'t? The bartender? The
men in the truck?

Billy' s expression darkens. He starts backing away.

BI LLY
| ain't talking to you no nore.
JEFF
Billy, I need you to cone to the
police. If you tell them what you
saw, they' ||l be able to help ne.
Billy |aughs.
BI LLY

Man, you’'re the dummy.
Jeff | ooks at him confused.
Bl LLY

Don't you git it? The police is
the ones in on it!

Billy turns and runs back into the diner.
si ckened reaction, we --

ON Jeff’'s

CUT TO

45.



46.
| NT. CHERCKEE - DAY

Jeff drives flat-out, his face grim The speedoneter
reads 100 nph.

Keeping his eye on the road, he thunbs through the pages
of a pocket address book. He picks up the handhel d
cel |l ul ar phone and di al s.

JEFF
C non... work, goddammt...

The "NO SERVI CE" | NDI CATOR BEEPS.
JEFF
Fuck.
EXT. CROSSROADS - DAY

The highway intersects Route 7. The Cherokee slows just
enough to take the corner w thout tipping over.

It flies past a sign: "Route 7 - North."
CUT TO

EXT. ROUTE 7 - DAY
The road ascends into the rocky hills above the desert

plain. The route is narrow and wi ndy, forcing Jeff to
reduce hi s speed.

| NT. CHERCKEE - DAY

Jeff drives, desperately searching for any sign of a
truck. There are no other vehicles on the road.

He keeps pressing the "REDI AL" button. The "NO SERVI CE"
| NDI CATOR BEEPS over and over.

EXT. MOUNTAINS - DAY

The road curves through a tunnel, then clinbs higher,
past sharp cliffs and drop-offs. Jeff follows the signs
for "Route 7."

| NT. CHEROKEE - DAY

Sonet hi ng catches Jeff’s eye on the cell phone. For the
first tinme, the "SERVICE" indicator blinks green. Jeff

i mredi ately grabs the phone again and presses "REDI AL."

( CONTI NUED)
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There is a burst of STATIC, then we hear a SCRATCHY
RING NG The call is going through.

JEFF
(thank God)
Yes.

He waits for an answer.

JEFF
Hell o, Steve? 1t’'s Jeff Taylor...
Listen, I -- don’t put nme on hold!
| need a favor... |’ve gotta talk
to that friend of yours at the
F.B.1... No, it’s about Any, she’'s
m ssing --

There is a burst of STATIC. The reception is very poor.

JEFF
| said Any’'s been --
More STATIC.
JEFF
Fuck!

Jeff holds the phone tight to his ear.

JEFF
Yes, I'mstill here. No -- don't
call back -- Steve?! Steve?!

The SIGNAL CUTS OFF. Jeff slans the phone against the
dash, furious.

JEFF
Goddanmi t !

He punches redial, gets the "NO SERVI CE" BEEPI NG then

gl ances up, sees a --

CHAI NLI NK FENCE

covered with high-visibility markers stretched across the
road. The sign: "ROAD CLOSED. "

BACK TO JEFF

He mashes the brakes. The CHEROKEE SKIDS to a halt just
short of the fence. Jeff stares at it.

( CONTI NUED)
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JEFF
sShi t!

He grinds his teeth. Beyond the padl ocked gate, the
hi ghway continues as an unpaved dirt road.

He deliberates, then throws the Cherokee in reverse and
does a three-point turn so he’s facing back in the
opposite direction.

He | ooks up, sees --

DCODCGE RAM PI CKUP TRUCK

has been hiding in the bushes off the road. It lurches
forward and stops in the mddle of the road, blocking
Jeff’s escape. Jeff’s eyes widen in fear as he

recogni zes the vehicle and its driver: Earl.

Earl gets out of the cab wwth a hunting rifle. He raises
it to his shoul der.

EARL
(calling out)

Qut of the car! Put your hands
where | can see ’eni

JEFF
swears, pani cking.

EARL
| said get out, danmit! Now

Jeff stares into the rifle, deliberating. H's hand noves
to the gearshift.

He jerks it into reverse and floors the gas!

CHEROKEE

peels out in reverse, snaking wildly side to side, aimng
for the chainlink fence.

It BURSTS the FENCE! Poles and chain nesh go flying!

JEFF

cranks the wheel and brakes hard. The rear end of the
Cher okee swings wide to the edge of the road.

He throws the shift into drive and punches the throttle.
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EARL

junps in the Ram and takes off in pursuit.

JEFF
GUNS the ENG NE. The Cherokee bounces wildly on the

rutted, stormdamaged road. He yanks the four-wheel -
drive |ever.

DI RT RCAD

The huge pickup streaks after the Cherokee, its 7.5-LITER
V10 ROARI NG, oversized tires devouring the terrain

JEFF

GUNS the ENA NE on the washboard road surface, the
vi bration nearly shaking the suspension apart while --

RAM

keeps pace in the dust fromits wake. |Inside the cab,
Earl can be seen speaking on a CB transmtter.

JEFF

throws the Cherokee into a sharp turn in the road. As
the car rounds the bend, he | ooks up, reacting, as --

| DLED BULLDCOZER

bl ocks the road at a construction site. Mre unattended
eart hnovi ng equi prent fills the road beyond.

JEFF

brakes wildly. To his right, a cliff goes straight up;
on the left, a guardrail protects a steep ravine.

He cuts the wheel left, CRASHES through the GUARDRAIL and
pl unges into the ravine!
CHEROKEE

bounces wldly as it hurtles down the slope, CRASH NG
t hrough sagebrush and manzanit a.
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JEFF

clings to the wheel, tossed about violently, as suitcases
and packi ng boxes go everywhere.

The Cherokee hits a bunp on the steep sl ope and CRASHES
t hrough the upper branches of a willow grove.

As the | eaves part, we see... a river

CHEROKEE

| ands on the passenger side with a SPLASH and cones to
rest hal f-submerged in the RUSH NG WATER

EARL

jerks the Ramto a halt, |leaps out and runs to the edge
of the road to | ook down on the Cherokee in the river.

EARL
Sonof abi t ch. ..

He grabs the rifle and begins making his way down the

sl ope.

| NSI DE CHEROKEE

The world is sideways. Water rushes into the car. Jeff
is strapped into the driver’s seat by the seatbelt. The
Al RBAG DEFLATES with a HI SS.

Jeff grimaces in pain. He |ooks around, blinking. The
river is flowng right through the Cherokee!

Luggage, styrof oam hanburger clanshells and enpty Coke
cans bob on the surface of the water.

Jeff funbles with the seatbelt release. The belt cones
free and he drops suddenly into the water on the
passenger si de.

He gets to his feet, reaches overhead to unlatch the
driver’s side door and pushes it open.

He hoists hinself through the door.

Rl VERBANK

Earl sees Jeff energing fromthe hal f-submerged Cherokee,
| evel s the RIFLE and FI RES!
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JEFF
ducks back inside the Cherokee, freaking.
The passenger side is on the river-bottomand if he tries
ggcgft out through the driver’s side, he's a sitting

Jeff swears and | ooks around, seeing a netal canera case
underwater in the back seat.

He grabs the case and swings it at the windshield. The
first three bl ows bounce off harnl essly.

Then the W NDSHI ELD SHATTERS with a CRASH

He takes a deep breath, subnerges and sw ns underwat er
t hrough the broken w ndshi el d.

ON BANK

Earl stiffens as he sees novenent in the water. Several
items of debris fromthe car are floating on the current.

EARL
Fuck!

He begi ns novi ng downstream al ong the bank, eyeing the
river.

UNDERWATER

Jeff breaststrokes for all he’s worth. Sand swirls in
the swift current. He pushes away froma boulder in his
pat h.

He swins until his lungs are bursting, then surfaces for
air.

ON BANK

Earl sees Jeff break the surface. He ains the Rl FLE and
FI RES! A BULLET SMACKS t he WATER near Jeff’s head.

Then Jeff is under again.

EARL
Goddammi t . ..
UNDERWATER
Jeff struggles to stay in control. The current is

turning swifter. H s shoulder glances painfully off a
boul der.
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ON BANK
Earl works his way through the brush at the river’s edge.
H s foot |ands between two rocks. He pulls it out,
sweari ng.
BEH ND ROCK
Jeff surfaces and gulps in air, staying out of sight of
Earl on the bank. Then he is down agai n.

ON BANK

Earl works his way along the shore. Up ahead, the river
runs over rapids before passing around a bend.

Earl hears an ENG NE and turns. A huge noving van has
arrived on the dirt road overl ooking the ravine.

He shouts to the DRI VER, pointing downriver.

EARL
He's getting away!

The Driver shouts sonething inaudible. Earl runs al ong
t he bank, ducki ng under | ow hangi ng branches.

| N RAPI DS

Jeff is carried over the rocks by the fast-noving
current. He slans into a boulder, letting out a cry and
swal | owi ng a nout hful of water.

A downed tree hangs over the river. Jeff grabs
desperately and takes hold of a branch. He's got it!

Hangi ng on to the branch, he notices a famliar object
floating past in the water: the "90,000 Donuts" pack.

Jeff tries to haul hinself fromthe river. The BRANCH
bends under his weight. Then it conmes free with a CRACK

Jeff is carried downstream on the rushing water

ON BANK

Earl works his way along the shore. The unseen Driver of
t he van shouts to himfrom upriver

DRI VER OF VAN (O S.)
VWere is he?

( CONTI NUED)
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EARL
He's in the water! | just saw
hi m
BELOW RAPI DS

The river has turned sl ow again.

Jeff fights to his feet in the shallows and staggers to
t he bank. He drops to his knees, retching.

Clutching his ribs, he raises his head and | ooks upriver.
For the nmonment, there is no sign of Earl. But he could
appear anyti ne.

Jeff gets to his feet, wincing. He |ooks up at the rocky
canyon wall bordering the river. [It’'s steep but

scal abl e.

He begi ns cli nbi ng.

DI SSCLVE TO

EXT. ROCK OUTCROPPI NG - M NUTES LATER

Jeff has clinbed to higher ground. He lies flat on his
belly and peers THROUGH a gap in the rocks at the river
val | ey bel ow.

JEFF S POV - RIVER

The men have given up their pursuit.

The nmoving van, a junbo three-axle GVC, has turned around
and backed up to the edge of the ravine.

A stocky man, AL (whom we recogni ze as Earl’s passenger
at the mnimart), operates a gas-powered winch in the
cargo door of the van.

A_cable runs fromthe wi nch down to the Cherokee in the
river.

St andi ng knee-deep in the current, Earl signals to A
while the winch slowy tugs the Cherokee onto its wheels,
t hen backwards out of the river.
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BACK TO JEFF

wat ching in amazenent. He can hear only snatches of
t heir conversation

AL
can’t believe you | et himget
awnay. . .
EARL
You try chasing... through this
shit...
AL

Fuck... this is what happens when
you get one w thout the other..

Jeff can’t believe it. The Cherokee is being pulled
backwards up the sl ope toward the road.

He belly-crawls back fromthe outcropping, gets to his
feet and clinbs higher.

CUT TO

EXT. ANOTHER PART OF CLIFF - LATER

Jeff has noved to higher ground. He crouches behind a
stand of manzanita and | ooks down at the activity bel ow
JEFF' S POV - ROAD

The Cherokee is now back on the road.

OQperating the winch with precision efficiency, Earl and
Al drag the Cherokee up a ranp into the rear of the
novi ng van.

Once the vehicle is aboard, they stow the ranp and cl ose
t he van doors.

BACK TO JEFF

wat ching in amazenent, straining to hear what Earl and Al
are saying. Behind Jeff, a PEBBLE SKI TTERS on the rock.

He turns, reacts.

It’s Billy -- the halfwit fromthe diner! Welding a
shotgun |i ke a club, he swings the butt at Jeff’'s skull!

Jeff drops to the ground, unconscious.

CUT TO BLACK.
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FADE | N:
| NT. CAR TRUNK - DAY
There is a CREAK as the TRUNK opens. Jeff lies inside,
dazed and disoriented, blinking into the sun. Hi s eyes

won't focus. Earl and Billy stand over the trunk in
sil houette. He can hear their voices:

EARL
He com ng around?
BI LLY
Should be... | clocked himpretty

good. ..
A gun barrel jabs Jeff in the ribs.

Bl LLY
Ri se and shi ne, dad.

Jeff blinks. A face slowy conmes INTO FOCUS. Is it
really Billy? The halfwit fromthe diner? Only he isn't
a halfwit anynore.

BILLY
C non, shake a |eg.

Jeff looks at Billy. Nothing nakes sense anynore. But
one thing is clear: Billy s nental retardation was al
an act .

JEFF
(weak)
VWhere is she?

BI LLY
G ve us sonme answers and you m ght
find out. According to her,
you' ve got a pretty good pile of
ready cash sitting in the bank.
I's that true?

JEFF
There's sone... yeah..

BI LLY
Uh- huh... well, ’sone’ doesn’t cut
it. Your wife gave us a dollar
figure. | want the sane exact

fromyou.

( CONTI NUED)
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JEFF
(com ng around;
stal l'ing)
| don't -- there's different
accounts... the bal ance
fluctuates...
Bl LLY
Fluctuates, ny ass. |f a hotshot

like you ain’t tracking his bottom
line, it’d be the first tinme in
hi story.
(turning)
What do you think, Earl?

EARL
We been fucked with, is what |
think. Little slut lied to us.
Put "emon the spot, they' Il say
anything to stay alive.

Billy nods, disappointed.

BI LLY
Yeah, | suppose. Too bad.
(peers down at Jeff)
Guess you’'re not the donut nagnate

after all.
(to Earl)
Waste of tinme. Plug him
Earl raises a pistol. Jeff’s eyes flash.
JEFF

(blurting out)
Ni nety thousand.

Earl stops, glances at Billy. They both eye Jeff
careful ly.

BI LLY
Say agai n.
JEFF
(emphati c)

Ni nety thousand dol | ars.

A faint smle plays on Billy's lips. He slanms the trunk.

I NT. CAR TRUNK - DAY

It’s nearly pitch black. A beam of sunlight shines
through a rusted hole. It illum nates Jeff’'s eyes.

( CONTI NUED)
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The car shifts into gear and sets off across the desert.
Jeff grunts as the car bounces on the uneven terrain.

He braces against the confines of the trunk. The ENG NE
NO SE is deafening. The car hits a depression and
jounces wldly. Jeff is thrown about violently.

CUT TO

EXT. MESA OVERLOXX - DAY

There is a CREAK and the TRUNK opens. Jeff squints into
the sun. Earl and Billy stand over the trunk.

EARL
Get out. Don’t try anything
st upi d.

Jeff gets out, grimacing. H s clothes are stained with
grease and tire grine. He sets his feet unsteadily on
t he ground, |ooks around. W see that he has been
confined in the trunk of a Pontiac Firebird.

The Firebird and Dodge Ram are parked on a bluff. Red
stands on the highest point, peering through binocul ars
at the desert below. He glances at Jeff.

RED
You're a tough man to get a hold
of, Jeffrey.
Jeff stares, a mx of enotions -- anger, fear, confusion.
JEFF

(barely able to
control hinself)
What do you want ?

RED
It’s not me we’'re tal king about.
Question is what you want.

Jeff looks at himwth | oathing.

RED

See, |’ve got sonething you m ght
want to buy. Can’t show you the
mer chandi se right now, but | can
describe it for you. About five-
five, hundred and fifteen pounds.
|’d say three, maybe four of that
is tits. Black curly hair
upstairs and down. Interested?

( CONTI NUED)
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Jeff’ s anger bubbl es over..

JEFF
You sonofabitch --

He advances toward Red. Billy and Earl grab himfrom
behind and tackle himto the ground. Billy drives a fist
into his kidney. Jeff gasps in pain.

Red nods i npassively.

RED
Bring himup here.

Earl and Billy hoist Jeff to his feet and propel himup
t he mound cl oser to Red.

From here, Jeff can see a small desert town spread out
bel ow, as well as the highway |eading through it. Red
gest ures.

RED
Wel cone to Brackett, Jeff. |If
ever there was a two-bit shithole
in the mddl e of nowhere, this is
it. One gas station, a half-dozen
stores and a V.F.W hall.

(poi nting)

See that buil ding?

Jeff follows his gaze.

RED
That' s t he bank. Br ackett
Commerce Bank. You with ne?

Jeff nods tightly.

RED
Then here’s the drill. You're
gonna walk in there and tell the
manager you want an express wire
in the amount of $90, 000 from your
account in Boston. Got your
wal | et ?

Jeff nods.

RED
You ask for the noney in cash.

Smal | bills.
( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)
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RED ( CONT' D)

Today’ s payday at the copper m ne,
so don’t take any horsecock about
how t hey haven't got it. |If the
manager gives you a hard tine,
that’s your problem It’s your

wi fe who's counting on you.

JEFF

How do | know she's still alive?

Billy slugs himin the gut again. Jeff doubles over.

Shut up.

Bl LLY

RED

She’ s tucked away sonepl ace safe.
You get her back as soon as we get

t he noney.

Jeff conpresses his

Sinpl e as that.
l'ips.
RED

Now a smart guy like you, you're
al ready thinking about calling the
cops, right?

Jeff says not hi ng.

Red rai ses a hand-held CB to his

mouth. He keys the transmtter.

RED

(into mke)
Iron Man to Bl acktop, let’s open

t he gate.
(fi
Copy that,

AL (V.Q)
| tered)
| ron Man.

Red turns back to Jeff.

Li ke | sai

RED
d, Jeff, if you want to

call the cops, there’'s nothing I
can do. Hell, with the fire

you' ve got

in your eyes right now,

| figure you're fixing on calling

the F.B.|

, CI.A -- even the

82nd Ai rborne.

Jeff stares back

( CONTI NUED)
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RED
Problemis, you can see this town
for mles around. So ask
yoursel f: How s the | aw gonna get
here? They gonna fly in? Drive
in? Either way, we'll see 'em
So let me be very clear: if we see
one unmar ked car, one plane, one
human bei ng who even snells like a
cop -- this deal is dead.

He tosses Jeff the binocul ars.

RED
Now t ake a | ook at the building
with the flagpole.

Jeff hesitates, then raises the binocul ars.

THROUGH BI NOCULARS

The | MACE SHI FTS, then STEADI ES and FOCUSES ON a snal
building with a police cruiser out front and a barely
| egi ble sign: "BRACKETT SHERIFF." [It’s the police
station where Jeff filed the m ssing persons’ form
earlier.

RED (Q. S.)
There’s exactly two cops in this
town. One of thenis inside
pul ling ass duty; the other’s on
patrol in the foothills. Now a
m nute ago one of ny nmen called in
a non-injury accident on the I-40

connect or.
Deputy Carver cones out of the building gul ping down a
sandwi ch. He gets in the cruiser and pulls away, |ights
fl ashi ng.
RED (Q S.)

It’Il take that good ol’ boy 20
mnutes to get to the connector,
another 10 to see there’s no

acci dent, and another 20 or so to
tool his way back. 50 mnutes al
in.

The cruiser pulls away down the hi ghway.
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JEFF

| owers the binocul ars and | ooks at Red.

RED
That’ s your deadline. |If for any
reason one of those cops pulls
into town before I"’mlooking at a
bag of noney, your wife is dead,
you' re shit out of luck and we’'re
gone for good.

He smles at Jeff.

RED

See, that’s why there’s no risk to
us in this thing. You do the
| egwork. W sit back, we watch
we listen to our scanners, we
nmonitor you every step of the way.
| f at any noment we don’t |ike
sonmet hing, we split. Period.

(beat)
Hel luva | ot safer than sticking up
7-11s, wouldn’t you say?

They | ock eyes. Red tosses Jeff a Wndbreaker.

RED
Put this on. You can’t go into
t he bank Iike that.

Jeff puts on the jacket. It covers his filthy shirt.
Red checks his watch

RED
How about it, Jeff? Tinme to get
t he show on the road?

ON Jeff’s expression...

CUT TO

EXT. BOTTOM OF MESA - DAY

Jeff stunbles and nearly falls as he descends the | oose
rock at the foot of the mesa. He |ooks up at the ridge,
but Red and his crew have pulled back out of view Jeff
starts across an open field toward the town, first

j oggi ng, then running.
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EXT. STREET - DAY

Jeff hurries toward the bank. He | ooks back at the nesa
again. The gang has di sappear ed.

Up ahead, a nud-streaked pickup cruises the nmain street.
Jeff eyes it warily. 1Is it one of theirs? The truck
pul | s around a corner.

| NT. BANK - DAY

Jeff pushes through the main doors. It’'s a typical snal
town operation. A guard stands near the entrance.
Several custoners wait in line for the woman teller.

Jeff | ooks at the slownoving |line and swears softly. He
doesn’t have tinme to wait. He glances around, sees an

ol der man sitting at a desk in the rear of the bank, the
nanmepl ate on the desk identifying himas Roger Cal houn.
Jef f approaches.

JEFF
| need to see the manager. | need
a wre transfer fromny bank in

Bost on.

CALHOUN | ooks up from his paperwork, hesitates at Jeff’s
appear ance.

CALHOUN
Yes... sir. |1’mthe nmanager.
Wul d you like to have a seat?

Jeff remains standing. He eyes the other custoners
nervously.

CALHOUN
Sir?

JEFF

(turning; preoccupied)

What ?

CALHOUN
| said you can have a seat if you
want .

JEFF
Ri ght .

He takes a seat across the desk fromthe manager, reaches
into his wallet and brings out several forns of
identification.

( CONTI NUED)
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JEFF
Here’'s ny driver’s license, credit
card if you need it, ny account
nunber in Boston... How long is
this going to take?

Cal houn | ooks at himcuriously.

CALHOUN
Are you all right?

JEFF
(qui ckly)
Yes, I'mfine. Look, that account
only has $5,000 in it. How nuch
can you advance ne on ny credit
card?

CALHOUN
Excuse ne?

JEFF
(i npatient)
My credit card. 1’ve got a $6, 000
limt. Can you advance ne the
whol e $6, 000?

Cal houn | ooks nystifi ed.

CALHOUN
No, | can’t. For non-custoners
the limt is $500 a day. Sir, are
you sure you're all right?

JEFF
Yes, I'mfine. Just... transfer
t he noney, okay?

Cal houn rai ses an eyebrow and begins filling out the
transfer form Jeff eyes him decides he has to risk it.
He | eans toward the desk.

JEFF
Look, I'"mgoing to tell you
sonet hi ng. \What ever happens, | ust
keep filling out that form okay?
CALHOUN
(1 ooki ng up;
baf f | ed)
Sir?
JEFF

There are people watching --

( CONTI NUED)
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CONBOY (O S.)
Excuse ne, you the manager?

Jeff turns. A GUY wearing cowboy boots and a feed cap
stands behi nd him

CALHOUN
Yes, | am

CONBOY
Lady over there said to see you
about a car | oan.

CALHOUN
(i ndicating
wai ting area)
Certainly, sir. Wuld you like to
have a seat?

The guy takes a seat ten feet away. Jeff |ooks at him
paranoid. Their eyes neet. Jeff |ooks away quickly.

CALHOUN
(turning back
to Jeff)
You were saying, M. Taylor?

JEFF
Just... transfer the noney.

CUT TO

| NT. BANK REST ROOM - DAY
Jeff enters and | ocks the door.

He startles at his reflection in the mirror. He is
sunburned, dirty, |acerated.

He opens a cabinet and rifles through the supplies,
| ooking for anything that could be used as a weapon. He
tosses aside detergents and air fresheners.

He picks up the toilet plunger, pulls the wooden rod from
t he rubber base. He swings it into his palma few tines,
testing it as a club. It’s too bulky. He won't be able

to conceal it.

He checks his watch. Tinme is running out. He takes one
| ast | ook around the bathroom then exits.



65.
| NT. BANK - DAY

Jeff conmes out of the rest room The manager is behind
the teller’s counter. The cowboy is gone. In his place
sits a m ddl e-aged blue collar worker. He |ooks at Jeff.

Jeff takes a seat, glances at Cal houn’s enpty desk.
There is a letter opener on the desk, several paper bands
for w apping currency.

Positioning his body so no one can see, Jeff takes the
letter opener and slips it into his sleeve. He scoops up
a handful of currency wappers.

Jeff goes to the teller’s wi ndow, scribbles sonething on
the back of a deposit slip and hands it to the teller.

JEFF
Wul d you tell the manager | want
the noney in these denom nati ons?

The teller | ooks at himoddly.
CUT TO

EXT. STREET - DAY

Jeff comes out of the bank with a manila envel ope,

gl ancing up and down the street. There’'s no sign of the
men. He squints toward the nmesa. No sign of themthere
ei t her.

He stands there. What’'s he supposed to do now? He
checks his watch, growi ng anxious. Finally he is about
to jog back in the direction he cane, when... a PHONE
RI NGS5

Jeff turns. There's a pay PHONE down the street. It
RI NGS again. He approaches quickly, lifts the receiver.
JEFF
| m here.
RED (V. Q.)
(filtered)
No shit. | can SEE that. How

much you got?

Jeff | ooks up and down the street, trying to figure out
where they' re watching from He |ooks toward the bank,
gl i npses the manager peering through the w ndow.

JEFF
The whole thing. N nety thousand.

( CONTI NUED)
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RED (V. Q.)
(filtered)
Good. Turn left and start wal ki ng
toward the main road. Get in the
first car that stops.

JEFF
When do | see ny w fe?

RED (V. Q.)
(filtered)
When | say so. Now wal k.

The LINE CLICKS. Jeff hangs up and starts wal ki ng.
CUT TO

| NT. BANK - DAY
Cal houn speaks on the phone.

CALHOUN

Marie, this is Roger Cal houn down
at the bank. |Is the Sheriff
t here?

(a beat)
Well, maybe it’s nothing, but you
mght tell himwe just had a
fellowin here acting kind of
strange. ..

CUT TO

EXT. H GHWAY - QUTSKI RTS OF TOMN - DAY

Jeff wal ks al ong the road, carrying the envel ope.
Various cars pass in either direction, but none sl ow
down.

Jeff stiffens as an 18-wheel er approaches. But the TRUCK
THUNDERS past, blowing a cloud of dust and sand in his
face.

Jeff continues wal ki ng, anxi ously checking over his
shoul der every few nmonents. Hi s eyes narrow

The Dodge Ram pickup is cruising toward him It slows,
then brakes to a halt. The passenger door opens. Ear
sits behind the wheel, aimng an automatic pistol.

EARL
Toss the envel ope on the seat.

( CONTI NUED)
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Jeff stands firm

JEFF
No. First you tell ne where she
is.

EARL

Wong, asshole. First you give ne
t he noney, then you find out.

Unl ess you want nme to shoot you
dead right here on the highway.

Jeff | ooks around, wonders if Earl would risk shooting
himin view of passing traffic.

Jeff hesitates, then tosses the envel ope on the seat.

Earl opens it, reaches in and pulls out several packets
of currency. They are wapped with paper bands and
appear to be stacks of fifties and hundreds. He replaces
t hem and gestures at Jeff with the gun.

EARL
Now |ift your shirt and jacket and
turn around.

Jeff conplies. Earl sees that he isn’'t carrying a gun
He beckons Jeff toward the truck with the autonmatic.

EARL
Turn around, hands behind your
back, and step toward the truck.

Jeff takes two backwards steps toward the passenger side
door. Earl grabs his arnms, yanks roughly and waps them
wi th several |ayers of duct tape.

EARL
Now get up in the truck, knees on
the floor. Do it now

Jeff struggles into an awkward kneeling position on the
floor, facing the rear of the pickup, his belly pressed
agai nst the seat.

Earl reaches over and pulls the door shut. He throws the
truck in gear and starts driving. Jeff grimaces, |ooking
up at him

JEFF
| gave you the noney. Now |et her

go.
( CONTI NUED)
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EARL
"Let her go.” Do I look like I
have her?
JEFF
VWhat the hell --

Earl backhands Jeff agai nst the passenger door. There is
a RING NG sound and Earl pulls a CELL PHONE from hi s
pocket. He presses a button and raises it to his face.

EARL
(on phone)
It’s done. [|’'m heading in.
(a beat;
i stening)
CGot cha.

He ends the call and tosses the cell phone on the dash.

EARL
You gotta be the dunbest
not herfuck yet. You think we
pi cked you out of the blue? New
car, Massachusetts plates --
probably be days before anyone
m sses you. Hell, you shoul da got
t he bunper sticker that goes with
it: 'R ch Asshol es Looking for
Tr oubl e!

He tucks the pistol in his belt. Jeff |ooks at him
seet hi ng.

Jeff tries to squirmfree. Earl sees it and belts him
across the tenple. Jeff slams into the passenger door,
W nci ng.

EARL
|"d have |l oved to see the | ook on
your face when that car seized up
(m m cki ng pani cked
driver)
Hel p, help, | ain’t got no power!

Earl |aughs. Jeff has cone to rest with his back agai nst
the door. By contorting his arns, he is able to draw the
| etter opener from his pocket.

He mani pul ates the |etter opener into position and begins
cutting the duct tape that binds his wi sts.

( CONTI NUED)
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Steering with one hand, Earl reaches into the envel ope,
pulls out a packet of bills and waves it in Jeff’s face.
Jeff saws faster at the duct tape.

EARL
You know what |’ m gonna do first
wi th your noney, boy? Well, do
you?

Jeff glares at him

EARL
(fluttering bills
under hi s nose)
"1l give you a hint. Only one
thing snells better than noney.
You wanta guess what ?

Earl | aughs obscenely. He riffles the bills under his
nose again, then stops abruptly, frowning. He |ooks down
at the bills.

EARL
VWhat the hell?

Earl stares at the bills. Jeff works feverishly behind
his back. Earl pulls out another packet, then another,
examning the bills.

EARL
These are... it’s nothing but
singles...
(erupting)

You lvin' sonof abitch!

There is a RIPPING SOUND. Jeff wests his hands free and
| unges across the cab. He plants the letter opener in
Earl’s shoul der!

EARL
Aaagghh!
EXT. MOUNTAI N ROAD - DAY
The pickup veers across the center line on the narrow
mountain road. It swerves back, over-correcting wldly,
and drifts for the opposite shoul der.

| NT. PICKUP - DAY

Jeff seizes the pistol fromEarl’s wai stband. Ear
flails and knocks the pistol fromhis grasp.

( CONTI NUED)
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The pistol flies onto the fl oor.
Earl uncorks a vicious backhand. Jeff’s head snaps
si deways. He grabs Earl by the armand tw sts sharply.
Earl how s!
EXT. MOUNTAI N ROAD - DAY
The pickup careens back and forth across the treacherous
r oadway.
| NT. PI CKUP - DAY
Jeff gropes on the floor. His hand cl oses around the
pistol and he swngs it at Earl -- crack! Earl’s nose
erupts! Jeff reaches across and jans his foot on the
br ake.
EXT. MOUNTAI N ROAD - DAY
The PI CKUP SCREECHES and cones to a halt straddling the
r oad.
| NT. PI CKUP - DAY
Jeff swings the pistol into Earl’s face -- crack! Ear
tries to fend off the blows. Jeff creanms himagain --
crack!
| NT. TOW TRUCK - DAY
A TOWTRUCK DRI VER traveling in the opposite direction
pulls to a stop. He gawks at the two nmen struggling in
t he pi ckup.
| NT. PI CKUP - DAY

Jeff ainms the pistol at point blank range. Earl is a
bl oody weck. His head lolls groggily.

JEFF
Were is she, goddanmt? \What'd
you do with her?

Earl sneers. Jeff is about to slug himagain when he
notices the two truck parked across the road, the driver
staring out.

( CONTI NUED)
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Jeff swears and westles Earl into the passenger seat.

He seizes the roll of duct tape and binds Earl’s wists,
t hen passes the tape under his legs so Earl is
effectively hog-tied.

He then slanms Earl back in the seat, circles his neck
twice with tape and waps the free end around the base of
t he passenger side headrest. Earl begins to gasp for
air.

The Tow Truck Driver gets out and approaches.

TOW TRUCK DRI VER
Hey! You there!

Jeff gets behind the wheel and throws the pickup into
gear .

EXT. MOUNTAI N ROAD - DAY

The Two Truck Driver |eaps out of the way as the pickup
surges forward, tires snoking. He stares open-nout hed
after the departing vehicle.

| NT. PI CKUP - DAY

Jeff drives, one hand on the wheel, the other brandi shing
the pistol at Earl.

JEFF
VWhere i s she?!

EARL
(barely able
to breathe)
Fuck you!

Jeff swings the pistol. There is a crack of exploding
teeth! Earl’s nouth erupts with frothy bl ood!

JEFF
You like that? How about this?

Jeff hits the brakes. Earl is thrown forward, letting
out a strangled cry as the duct tape chokes off his
wi ndpi pe.

JEFF
Four wheel anti-|ock brakes, you
sonof abitch! You want to try 'em
agai n?

( CONTI NUED)
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He hits the brakes again, harder. Earl’s tongue
protrudes fromhis lips, choking. H's face is red.

JEFF
How about an energency stop? You
want to try that, Earl? Were is
she?

EARL
| don’t know

JEFF
Fuck you, you don’t!

He sl anms the brakes again. Earl’'s eyes bul ge
sickeningly. He is being choked to death.

EARL
St op!

JEFF
| s that what you want? You really
want nme to stop? ' Cause | bet
this baby stops on a dine!

CUT TO

| NT. POLI CE CRU SER - DAY

Traveling in the opposite direction, Sheriff Boyd is
returning toward town. As he rounds a bend in the road,
he sees --

EXT. MOUNTAI N ROAD - DAY

The Ramdriving erratically and weaving back and forth
across the road.

| NT. POLI CE CRU SER - DAY

The sheriff reacts.

SHERI FF BOYD
VWhat the hell?

EXT. H GHWAY - DAY
As the Ram passes, Sheriff Boyd throws the cruiser into a

SCREECHI NG 180-degree turn. He flicks on the SIREN and
takes off in pursuit.
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| NT. DODGE RAM - DAY

Jeff glances in the rearview mrror. The cruiser is on
their tail, SIREN WAILING |ights flashing. He swears
and punps the brakes in a series of rapid bursts.

JEFF
End of the line, Earl! How about
it? You gonna tell ne?

EARL
She’s with Billy.

JEFF
Yeah? Where's that?

EARL
| don’t know! Driving around!

Jeff hits the brakes again.

I NT. CRU SER - DAY

Sheriff Boyd jerks the wheel to avoid a collision with
the pickup as it slows and accelerates in rapid spurts.

SHERI FF BOYD
(on radio)
Repeat, | amin pursuit of a Dodge
Ram pi ckup. Request back-up
repeat, request back-up!

EXT. H GHWAY - DAY

The cruiser pulls up al ongside the pickup..

| NT. CRU SER - DAY
Boyd reacts in amazenent to what he sees --

SHERI FF BOYD
Jesus Christ --
(on radio)
D spatch! Suspect identified as
one Jeffrey Tayl or, repeat,
Jeffrey Tayl or!

Boyd taps his brakes, falling back behind the pickup.

| NT. PI CKUP - DAY
Jeff is wld-eyed.
( CONTI NUED)
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JEFF
Where were you taking the noney?

EARL
(losing it)
To the truck stop..

JEFF
VWher e?

EARL
Mai n hi ghway... Texaco..

Jeff has the informati on he needs. He sl ans on the
br akes!

I NT. CRU SER - DAY

Sheriff Boyd swerves to avoid a crash as the RAM
SCREECHES to a halt in front of him

EXT. H GHWAY - DAY

The cruiser skids to a stop. Jeff leaps fromthe pickup
with the pistol in his hand. He rushes toward the
cruiser. Sheriff Boyd hops out, levels his service
revol ver.

JEFF
| know where she is! MW wfe!

SHERI FF BOYD

(ignoring him
Drop the gun!

Jeff pitches the gun away and it skitters down an
enbanknment. He raises his hands.

JEFF
You don’'t understand! She's been
ki dnapped!

SHERI FF BOYD
| understand plenty. Now get down
on the ground or 1’1l shoot!

He neans it.
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| NT. PI CKUP - DAY

Earl struggles for breath. The duct tape is still tight
around his neck. He strains against the tape binding his
li nmbs.

He glances in the side viewmrror to see the Sheriff
ordering Jeff down on the ground.

By wiggling and contorting his wists, Earl is able to
tear one hand free. Then he pulls away the rest of the
duct tape from his knees.

The tape is still wapped tightly around his neck,
pinning himto the backrest. Earl claws at the tape, but
it wn't cone free. Finally, with both hands, he reaches
behi nd his head and yanks the read rest fromthe seat.

He reaches into his boot for sonething..

EXT. H GHWAY - DAY

Jeff is spread-eagled on the ground. Sheriff Boyd calls
out to Earl in the cab. He keeps his gun |evel ed.

SHERI FF BOYD
You there -- in the pickup! You
all right? Can you get out?

EARL
Yeah! Just don’t shoot ne,
officer! He' s crazy, | tell you!

SHERI FF BOYD
Well, get out dammt!

JEFF
Oficer, please. You gotta listen
to ne --

SHERI FF BOYD
(gl ances down

at Jeff)
Shut up.
(to Earl)
C nmon out, sir. |It's safe --

Earl sets one foot on the road. The headrest dangl es
agai nst his back, still taped to his neck. Suddenly Ear
whirls, holding a .22 snub-nose REVOLVER and FI RES!

The sheriff stunbles away, blood spurting fromhis
shoul der, the gun flying from his hand.

Jeff looks up in horror as the sheriff falls.

( CONTI NUED)
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Earl cones around the pickup after Jeff, raising the gun
to fire. Jeff scranbles to his feet and di ves down the
enbanknent .

Earl runs to the edge of the enbanknent. Down bel ow,
Jeff is reaching for the automatic pistol the sheriff
ordered himto drop.

He finds it... too late..

Earl is aimng at point-blank range fromthe top of the
enbanknment. He is already squeezing the trigger when..

BLAM Earl’s chest erupts outward as a bull et passes
t hrough his body from behi nd!

Earl staggers and flops down the enbanknent. He cones to
rest near Jeff, blood gurgling froma nmassive chest
wound.

Jeff clinbs the enbanknent. The sheriff is Ilying on the
road, critically injured, gun |lying nearby and stil
snoking fromthe shot that killed Earl

The sheriff is struggling to speak into a renote
transmtter strapped to his uniform

SHERI FF BOYD
(weak)
Shots fired... Oficer down...
Suspect. ..

DI SPATCHER (V. O.)
Help is on the way, Sheriff. Just
hang on. | have units and an
anbul ance en route.

Jeff bends over the Sheriff and exam nes his wound with a
grimace. He is verging on unconsciousness. Jeff

del i berates, torn. There is nothing he can do here.
Maki ng up his mnd, Jeff runs to the pickup. The hand-
hel d cel lular phone has spilled into the road. He scoops
it up, junps behind the wheel and LAYS RUBBER

CUT TO

EXT. BLUFF - DAY

Jeff stands on a ridge overl ooking a Texaco truck stop.
Behind him the Dodge Ram pickup lies hidden in a growh
of scrub oak and tunbl eweeds.

Jeff | ooks overwhel ned by what he sees spread out bel ow
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JEFF' S POV - TEXACO TRUCK STCP

It’s a giant truck stop. There are hundreds of big rigs
parked in rows |like silvery sardines.

A sign towers over the main building: "D ESEL $.99 GAL."

BACK TO JEFF

He | ooks shaken. How will he ever find Red here? It
seens i npossi bl e.

He descends the bluff to the truck stop.

EXT. TRUCK STOP - DAY

Jeff skids on his heels down the |oose hillside and
reaches the edge of the parking lot. There are trucks
everywhere. Diesel MOTORS RUMBLE. Exhaust fills the
air.

He reaches the end of a row of big rigs, starts searching
t he grounds for the markings of Red s 18-wheel er.

It’s nowhere in sight.

A high-pitched FEM NI NE SQUEAL from an adjacent truck’s
sl eepi ng conpartment startles Jeff.

TRUCKER (Q. S.)
(rmuf fl ed)
C nmon, baby, give it up

The woman J GAES, O S. Jeff ignores it, scanning the
truck stop. He stiffens.

A police car is arriving at the truck stop.

Staying out of sight, Jeff passes quickly to the rear of
a tractor trailer

EXT. TRUCK WASH - DAY

Jeff peers out from behind a parked m ni-van as trucks
energe wet and dripping froman i mense truck wash.

Across the way, trucks are filling up on diesel at the
gas islands. Jeff’'s eyes narrow. |Is that Red' s
Peterbilt anong then?

He qui ckens his pace, then falls back, slunping. The
rig' s black driver is getting in the cab. Jeff glances
to the side, frowns.

( CONTI NUED)
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An ol der vacationing couple is eyeing Jeff warily.

Jeff | ooks down, cops to it instantly. H's clothes are
ri pped, caked with blood. He ducks between two parked
cars, using a side-viewmrror as he hastily w pes bl ood
off his face. He checks to be sure no one is watching.

Sonet hi ng catches his eye.

EXT. BLUFF - JEFF' S POV

A highway patrol car with flashing lights is parked near
the place where Jeff ditched the pickup. Beside it, a
state trooper surveys the truck stop wi th binocul ars.

EXT. TRUCK WASH - DAY

Jeff’'s jaw tightens. He glances toward the road, sees
two nore highway patrol cars cruising the perineter of
the truck stop

Swearing, Jeff turns on his heels and wal ks away in the
opposite direction, shielding his face.

EXT. TRUCK STOP PARKI NG LOT - DAY

Jeff energes from between two vehicles, glancing over his
shoul der nervously. He keeps his head down, noving fast.

He scans the truck stop in all directions. The patrol
car is still parked on the ridge, the patrol man peering
t hrough bi nocul ars.

Jeff quickens his pace al ongside the truck stop buil ding,
passi ng a row of pay phones. He | ooks up, stops dead.

Red is tal king on a pay phone six feet away.

Jeff stares. Red is facing away, unaware of his
presence. Jeff darts into an adjacent pay phone.

He shields his face with the receiver and |i stens.

RED

(on phone)
| don’t know, dammit, he was
supposed to be here a half hour
ago. There's reports on the
police band about a cop down and
this place is crawiing with
uni forms. ..

( CONTI NUED)
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Red waits, |istens.

RED
Look, I’mgetting out of here.
Stay off the airwaves. Bring the
girl and nmeet ne at the barn..
You got that?

He hangs up. Jeff presses the phone against his face and
turns away.

When he | ooks up, Red is wal king toward his Peterbilt
truck, parked in a row of big rigs. Jeff starts to
follow, then freezes.

Several cops are fanning out on foot, questioning
everyone they encounter.

Jeff sees Red getting into his truck. The ENG NE KI CKS
OVER.  The BRAKES HI SS and the truck begins pulling out.

Jeff whips around. The ol der vacationing couple are
talking to a cop fifty yards away. The husband points
toward the pay phones.

Jeff makes a sudden deci si on, doubl es back behind a
rolling farm truck.

coP

t hanks the couple, calls out sonething to his fellow
of ficers.

JEFF

runs alongside the farmtruck, using it as a shield. He
overtakes the truck, cuts across its path. The farner
BLARES hi s HORN

Jeff glances left. Red s tractor trailer is traveling
across the crowded parking area, slowy gaining speed.
Jeff sprints in front of a noving car.

The driver jerks to a halt and HONKS, catching the
attention of a nearby cop. Jeff quickly turns away,
avoi di ng being seen.

Red’ s 18-wheeler turns toward the access road. Jeff
| ooks around, panicked. WMre cops are spreading out on
foot. They' Il notice himany second.

( CONTI NUED)
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Jeff crouches | ow and scurries underneath a sl ow novi ng
postal truck. The truck speeds up, nearly crushing him
under the rear wheel assenbly.

Jeff rolls out of the path of the giant wheels, gets to
his feet on the other side and finds hinself...

in the path of another huge truck!
A cop is standing only 20 feet away! Jeff goes
underneath another trailer, crawing between the noving
wheels. He springs to his feet.
Red's Peterbilt is pulling away!

Jeff runs for all he’s worth. His arns and | egs punp
furiously. He runs abreast of the truck..

and seizes the spare tire nount!

EXT. | NTERSTATE - UNDER TRUCK - DAY

Jeff hangs on for dear life. Hi s |egs drag over the
asphalt. He lets out a cry of pain.

The truck is joining the highway, accelerating.

Gimacing, Jeff swings his | egs over the universal joint
as the roadway races past below. The huge TIRES are a
HOWLI NG bl ur.

Suddenly his grip falters on the grease. H s back
scrapes the rushing asphalt. Jeff gasps, nmakes a grab
and holds firm

As he hangs on, a station wagon overtakes the Peterbilt
in the passing lane. A three-year-old boy sits in the
rear conpartnent, staring out at Jeff, a puzzled
expression on his face.

Jeff stares back. It's an odd nonent between the two.
The station wagon continues forward and EXI TS FRAME.
EXT. | NTERSTATE - DAY

The PETERBI LT THUNDERS over a patch of highway that is
bei ng graded for paving.
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The tires kick up a hail stormof |oose gravel and dirt,
pelting Jeff all over his body.

He realizes he can't stay where he is. Gunting with
effort, he works his way hand over hand al ong the
undersi de rigging toward the cab.

He seizes the trailer hitch and hoists hinself up.

EXT. BETWEEN CAB AND TRAI LER - DAY

Standi ng on the coupler, Jeff clutches his ribs and
catches his breath. He's in pain. The road whi ps by
bel ow his feet.

The truck hits an uneven stretch of road and bounces
violently. Jeff grabs the coiled brake |line for support.

The truck is doing 70 nph, exhaust racketing.

Jeff pulls the cell phone from his pocket and dials 911
He holds it tightly to his ear, shouting above the w nd.

JEFF
(on phone)
Hel | 0? Can you hear ne? This is
Jeff Taylor. | need to talk to

t he deputy.
He strains to hear the reply.
JEFF
The nanme is Jeffrey Taylor. |
just witnessed your sheriff being
shot. Now put soneone on,
goddamm t!

He waits.

| NT. TRUCK CAB - DAY

Red glances in the side mrror at the road behind him as
he drives, unaware of Jeff’s presence.

EXT. TRUCK COUPLER - DAY

Jeff clutches the cell phone to his ear, waiting. He
reacts suddenly as the call is put through.

JEFF
Hel | 0?

| NTERCUT W TH
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Deputy Carver speaks on a phone extension while the
DI SPATCHER sits near by.

DEPUTY CARVER
It’s no good. He's not talking.
You better nobilize your boys.

The troopers stare back. They look Iike they have a
score to settle.

CUT TO

EXT. RED S PETERBI LT - DAY

The truck streaks along the interstate. Sitting on the
coupler, Jeff is a picture of despair.

DI SSCLVE TO

EXT. RED S PETERBI LT - DUSK

Hours | ater.

The truck races toward the bloated | owering sun, with no
sign of slowing down. Jeff lies curled under the

wi ndfoil on the roof of the cab. He hugs hinself,
shivering in the cold draft.

DI SSCLVE TO

EXT. RED S PETERBI LT - N GHT

The TRACTOR TRAI LER RUMBLES in | ow gear along a sparsely
popul ated two-1ane road. A nei ghborhood DOG YAPS.

EXT. ROOF OF TRUCK CAB - NI GHT

From hi s hiding place under the wndfoil, Jeff peers out
into the darkness, unable to figure out where he is.

He catches his balance as the truck turns a corner and
slows, driving past a tract of undevel oped | and, before
turning into the driveway of a..

EXT. RESIDENTI AL LOT - N GHT

and braking to a halt under the broad overhangi ng eave of
an old dil api dated barn.

( CONTI NUED)
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Behind the two-story farm house, a rusted Vol kswagen bus
and satellite dish hunker in the weeds. A newer car, a
1981 Cadillac Deville, is parked to the side.

Red kills the engine and clinbs out of the cab. As he
wal ks toward the house, a screen DOOR SLAPS. DEKE, 9,
squirts across the lawn in his pajanas.

DEKE
Daddy, you’'re hone!

Red scoops hi m up.

RED
Hey, Deke, you m ss ne?

ARLEEN, 35, cones out of the house in a bathrobe.

ARLEEN
Deke, get back to bed! | said
now
(to Red)
Warren? | thought you were com ng

back next week.

She cones out into the yard.

EXT. TRUCK CAB - NI GHT

Jeff flattens against the sleeper. He can see Red
greeting his wife, their words carrying faintly across
the lawn. Jeff is baffled by this donestic scene.

EXT. YARD - NI GHT

Arl een reacts with disappointnment to sonething Red’'s told
her.

ARLEEN
but it’s four in the norning.
Wiy can’t Al and Billy cone sone
ot her tinme?

RED
(reasoning)
| told you, we’ve got sone stuff
to take care of. Won't be nore
than a couple of hours -- |
prom se

Red turns to his son, extends a key.

( CONTI NUED)
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RED
Say, Deke, how ' bout opening up
the barn for your daddy?

Deke takes the key and sprints for the barn while Red
returns to the cab, passing within several feet of Jeff’s
hi di ng pl ace.

He reaches into the cab, brings out a duffel bag and
unzips it. Jeff keeps his breathing shallow squeezes
agai nst the wi ndfoil.

RED
Deke, ¢’ nmon over here, | got
sonmet hing for you

Deke runs up, breathless. Red holds two hands behind his
back. Red and Deke are just six feet from Jeff.

RED
G@uess whi ch hand.

DEKE
(pointing to
ri ght hand)
Thi s one.

Red opens his right hand. Enpty.

RED
Nope. Try again.
DEKE
(pointing to left)
Thi s hand.

Red opens his left. Enpty.

RED
Nope.
DEKE
(he’ s been
tricked)
Dad
RED
(1 aughi ng)
kay, okay, I'll give it to you.

He opens his hand, revealing Jeff’'s Swiss Arny knife.

DEKE
Cool !
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Deke takes the knife and runs off. Red goes to the rear
of the trailer, unlocks it and raises the slatted door.

He hops up inside. H's FOOTSTEPS ECHO i n the netal
trailer. W hear him SH FTI NG BOXES.
EXT. BARN - NI GHT

Jeff seizes his chance. He crawl s out from under the
wi ndf oil and hoists hinself onto the overhangi ng eave.

The STRUCTURE CREAKS under his weight.

| NSI DE TRAI LER
Red sticks his head out of the trailer, puzzled.
RED

Deke? Deke, you back there?
EXT. ROOF OF BARN - N GHT
Jeff crouches in the shadows. He can see Red poking his
head out fromthe trailer, peering up at the roof.
| NSI DE TRAI LER
Red shrugs, lets it go. He resunmes unl oadi ng boxes,
tosses down a full set of Louis Vuitton |luggage. He |ugs
the itenms into the barn.
EXT. ROOF OF BARN - N GHT
Jeff goes to a second-story wi ndow. A board has been
nailed over the window He pulls it away, steps into..
| NT. BARN HAYLOFT - NI GHT

and | ooks around, anmazed. Everywhere around himthere
are stol en goods.

Mat chi ng | uggage sets... a rack of wonen’s coats... a
table piled with caneras... a crate filled with car
phones. ..

A stack of windshields... two sets of golf clubs... three
child safety seats... a ten-speed bicycle..
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Several dozen "COMVERCI AL VEHI CLE" |icense plates are
scattered about -- Arkansas, Oregon, Texas, |lowa, South
Dakot a. . .

As Jeff stares, reeling, there is a RUMBLE outsi de.

EXT. BARN - NI GHT

Red | ooks up fromtoting a box of car stereos and snarled
wiring as the noving van and Pontiac Firebird arrive at

t he barn.

He beckons for the vehicles to pull forward into..

I NT. BARN - NI GHT

Al dismounts fromthe noving truck. Billy clinbs out of
the Firebird. They are travel-sore, stretching. Red
shuts the door behind them

AL
Man, if | never see another couple
from Massachusetts it’'ll be too
soon.

RED

Tell me about it. You get any
word on Earl ?

BI LLY
(shakes head)
There's reports of an accident up
Five Mle, but that's about it.

Red grunts, unlatches the door to the noving van, |owers
a ranp. The three nen begin unl oadi ng boxes.
| NT. BARN HAYLOFT - NI GHT

Jeff lies on his belly peering through a knothol e.

JEFF' S POV THROUGH KNOTHOLE

The nmen unl oad Jeff and Amy’ s bel ongi ngs -- | uggage,
phot ogr aphy equi prent, m scellaneous itens. Inside the
novi ng van, the battered Jeep Cherokee is visible,
partially covered with a tarp.
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BI LLY
| told you we shoul da gotten rid
of "emlike that couple up in
Utah. Nice and cl ean.

RED
So it got a little fucked up -- so
what? We stay out of the area for
a while, things will cool off.

There is a HAMVERI NG noi se, O S. Red | ooks over,
irritated.

RED
Danmit, A, what the hell you
doi ng?

Al sits at a workbench hammering precious stones out of
Any's jewelry. He | ooks over at Red.

AL
Figured 1'd get started on the
jewelry.

RED

Fuck that, you can work on it

later. Help us with the girl.
| NT. BARN HAYLOFT - N GHT
Jeff breathes in sharply, presses his eye against the
knot hol e.
| NT. BARN GROUND FLOOR - NI GHT
Red unl atches a hidden conpartnment under the chassis of
the noving truck. He and Billy slide out a |ong netal

box, simlar to a drawer in a norgue.

They lift the netal lid, revealing --

CANVAS SACK

The sack is stained and ripped. Red pokes at it. The
sack doesn’t nove. Red shrugs.

RED
Must’' ve died fromthe exhaust.
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| NT. BARN HAYLOFT KNOTHOLE - NI GHT
Jeff stares, paralyzed, his universe exploded. Misture
forms in his eyes.
| NT. BARN GROUND FLOOR - NI GHT

Billy and Al reach into the conpartnent, start to lift
out the sack.

RED
[l get sonme plastic. W’Il bury
her before it gets light out.

Suddenly the sack drives its legs into Al’'s belly.

AL
(startl ed)
Aagh!
Al falls backward, drops the sack on the floor. It tears

open revealing Any -- gagged with duct tape, her wists
and ankl es taped. She squirnms and kicks wldly, her
screans nuffl ed.

| NT. BARN HAYLOFT KNOTHOLE - NI GHT

W see Jeff’s eye in the knothole. 1It’s all we need to
see to gauge the effect on himof seeing Amry alive.

| NT. BARN GROUND FLOOR - NI GHT

Al gets to his feet, furious.

AL
Goddamm. Scared ne half to death.

BI LLY
(chuckl es)
Got cha good, huh, Al ? Qughta be
nore careful next tine.

AL
Shut up.
(glaring at Any)
Lemme do her, Red. 1’1l cut her

head of f right now.
ARLEEN (O S.)
(rmuf fl ed)
Warren? You in there?
Red reacts.
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RED
Shit, it’s my wife. Help nme get
her in the freezer.
(calling out)
Just a second, Arleen.

Red wal ks to a corner, noves aside a section of false
flooring. He pulls up a hidden trap door, revealing a
root cellar.

AW

squirms on the hay-strewn floor. Her clothes are ripped,
face bruised. She |ooks up, reacting: Jeff’'s eye is
visible in the knothol e.

Their gaze neets... and holds...

RED

returns and takes Anmy by the legs. A and Billy lift her
by the arnms. As they carry her to the root cellar, Red
peers into her terrified face.

RED
Don't worry, honey. It’s not as
bad as it sounds. It’ll take you

about 10 minutes to suck the air
out. Probably won’'t even feel it.

Any reacts, withing even nore violently, but she’s no
match for the three nen

BARN HAYLOFT

Jeff watches hel plessly as...

BARN GROUND FLOOR

The men di sappear with Any into the cellar. W hear a
METALLI C THUD, then a few nonments |later, the nmen reappear
wi thout her. Red closes the trap door, secures it with a
heavy padl ock, then slides the panel of false flooring
over it.

RED
C non, let’s go.

They turn, walk toward the door. Red opens it. Arleen
is standing there. Al and Billy greet her politely:
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AL BILLY
Howdy, Arl een. Hey, M ssus C
ARLEEN
Well finally. Are you comng to
breakfast? 1’ve been calling you.
RED

Sure thing, honey.

The barn goes dark as the nmen | eave. The barn door rolls
shut. A LOCK CLI CKS.

| NT. BARN HAYLOFT - NI GHT

Jeff quickly clinbs down a |adder in the pitch darkness.
He crosses the room bunping into a workbench. He
swears, nmakes his way toward the...

| NT. REAR OF BARN - NI GHT

Jeff drops to his hands and knees, feeling for the
padl ocked trap door. He finds it, speaks in an urgent
whi sper.

JEFF
Anmy? Any, can you hear ne?

No reply. Jeff cups his hands, presses his nmouth to the
floor.

JEFF
(1 ouder)

Ay ?
Still no reply.

Jeff swears, glances around the dark room There is a
t ool bench across the room

JEFF
Hang on, baby. They’'re in the
house; | can't use the |ights.

| m gonna get you out.

He goes to the tool bench, funmbling in the darkness. He
knocks over a cardboard box -- a pile of car keys spill
across the table. H's hands run over an assortnent of
tools. He |locates a hammer, takes it.

Returning to the trap door, Jeff inserts the clawin the
padl ock and tries to pry it open. The lock won’t give.
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He strains, using all his strength. Suddenly the handle
snaps! Jeff flies backwards.

JEFF
Fuck!

He gets up, goes to the tool bench. His hands feel over
and reject an assortnment of small tools. He finds a
crowbar, returns to the trap door and inserts it into the
shackle, twisting with all his mght. After several
failed attenpts, he swears.

JEFF
It’s not working. |[If | make any
nore noi se, they' |l hear.

Jeff mulls his options. He sets his jaw, exhales.

JEFF
" mgoing to get you out of there,
Any.

He swal | ows, enotional, clearly torn.

JEFF

| love you.
(under his breath)

Pl ease, God, let her still be
alive.

| NT. BARN - MOVI NG VAN CAB - NI GHT

Jeff opens the door. A weak done light flickers on. He
climbs up into the cab and tries turning on the CB radi o,
but no luck -- the keys are gone.

He opens the glove conpartnment. There are maps, trip

| ogs, truck stop receipts. He rifles through them

qui ckly.

Jeff frowns, gets on the floor of the cab and gropes
under the driver’'s seat. H's eyes register a discovery.

He brings out a big black sem -automatic pistol.

Jeff studies the base of the grip, clearly unfamliar
with guns. He funbles with the clip, ejects it. The
clipis full of bullets.

He snaps the clip back in place.
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JEFF
(under his breath)
Fuck you, asshol e.

CUT TO

EXT. BARN - NI GHT

Jeff clinbs out of the wi ndow onto the broad overhangi ng
eave. He steps to the edge of the roof and | owers
hi msel f onto the Peterbilt cab, then drops to the ground.

He | ooks around. Red’s is the only house visible. A
light flickers in the trees a mle away. It could be
anyt hi ng.

Jeff npbves toward the house.

EXT. RED S HOUSE - BACK PORCH - NI GHT

Jeff holds the gun ready as he eases open the screen
door. The DOOR CREAKS on its hinges. Jeff steps into..

I NT. RED S HOUSE - REAR ENTRYWAY - N GHT

Jeff lets the door close silently. There are VO CES
comng froma distant room He passes a washi ng nachi ne,
a hanper full of dirty clothes, and noves silently

down. ..

HALLWAY

toward the voices. VIDEO GAME sound effects emanate from
a roomoff the hall. Jeff flattens against the wall,
peers into the living room

Seated on the floor with his back to Jeff, Deke is

pl aying Nintendo on a w de-screen television. Various
itens are scattered about: stereo speakers, a jukebox, a
brand new Nordic Track. There is a rifle rack across the
room

St eppi ng past the doorway, Jeff continues down the hal
toward. . .
INT. RED' S KI TCHEN - NI GHT

Red is in the mddle of telling a story. Arleen, Billy
and Al sit around the table.
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The plates are cleared away. They are drinking beer.

RED
So there | am it’s a howing
snow storm |’ve got 2000 |ive
chi ckens that are supposed to be
in Denver days ago, and this cop
is busting ny balls because |
haven’t got chains. ..

Arl een and the nen | augh heartily.

RED
So what happens but this big old
rooster, damm thing nust’ve
wei ghed ten pounds, he reaches out
toward that highway patrol man..

Al gl ances toward the door, stops laughing. Billy and
Arleen follow his gaze, go silent.

RED
... just reaches out with his
beak, see, and...

Red notices his audience is no | onger paying attention.
He turns in his chair, sees --

REVERSE ANGLE - JEFF

Standing in the doorway. A mng the pistol. His clothes
caked with blood and dirt. He sways slightly.

Nobody el se noves.

JEFF
G ve ne the key.

RED
(pl acating)
Now hold on, mister. | don't know
who you are or what you want --

JEFF
G ve ne the fucking key!

There is sil ence.

RED
(a beat)
M ster --
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JEFF
Don’t mster ne, you sonofabitch
M wife is locked in a hole in
vour fucking barn! You don't give
me the key, 'l blow your fucking
head of f!

Arl een glances at Red, frightened.

ARLEEN
(cl uel ess)
Warren? What's goi ng on?
RED
| don’t know, honey. Just stay
calm - -
JEFF
(to Arleen)

Your husband’s a ki dnapper and a

nmurderer is what’s going on! Did

you know that about hin? Huh?
(gestures)

Ever wonder where all this stuff

conmes fronf?

Arleen | ooks up at Jeff, scared. She starts to open her
nout h, when --

DEKE (O. S.)
Stick "emup

Jeff turns. N ne-year-old Deke is aimng a rifle at Jeff
fromthe hallway. The rifle |ooks enornous in his hands.
The boy’s |ip quivers.

The roomis silent. No one noves. Jeff keeps the pistol
aimed at Red. He swallows, speaks slowy:

JEFF
You don't want to do that, Kkid.
Just put the gun down.

RED
(firm
Don't listen to him Deke. Keep
the gun on him

JEFF
Put the gqun down.
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DEKE
(voi ce quaveri ng)
My daddy keeps his rifle | oaded
all the tine. He showed ne in
case | needed to protect Mommy
when he’ s away.

JEFF
| understand that, Deke. |’ m not
gonna hurt Mmmy. But if you pul
that trigger, there’s a chance
11 still kill your father.

RED
He’s lying, Deke. He can't get
me. Just pull the trigger.

JEFF
No, Deke, don’t listen to him
He' s wrong.

RED
Plug him boy! Do what | tel
you!

Deke | ooks at his father, fights back tears. His finger
tightens on the trigger.

RED

That’s right, boy. Do it. Don’t
worry about nme.

Deke whi npers, squeezes the trigger..

JEFF
Deke, no -- !

Suddenly, Billy bolts fromthe table. The RI FLE FI RES!
The recoil knocks Deke off his feet. The bullet rips
into Al’s shoul der!

AL
Omwv -- goddanmmt, vyou little shit!

Red is out of his chair. Jeff dives first and sei zes the
rifle. He whirls, ainms the pistol at Red.

JEFF
Don’t fucki ng nove!

Everyone freezes.
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Jeff sidesteps to the window. Billy is running across
the yard. 1|s he headed for the barn? Jeff swears, turns
back.

JEFF

Deke? Deke? GCet on your feet!
Deke rises, tears stream ng down his face.

JEFF
It’s okay, kid. Go over there,
stand next to your nother. Hurry

up.

Deke obeys. dutching his shoul der wound, Al glares at
the child as he passes.

Jeff deliberates. Where the hell was Billy going? He
gnaws his |ip, decides.

JEFF
kay. .. on your feet. Now,

ever ybody!

Red, Arleen and Al get to their feet. Deke stays at his
nother’s side. Jeff ains the pistol at Red, holds the
rifle wwth his other hand.

JEFF
Let’s go. CQut.

He herds themto the door. Arleen |ooks to Red
nervously.

RED
Do |like he says, Arleen. He's
crazy.

CUT TO

EXT. BARN - NI GHT

Jeff trains the pistol as his captives stand at the
entrance to the barn. He glances around, keeping an eye
out for Billy.

JEFF
(to Red)
kay. Reach into your pocket and
hand the key to your wife.

RED
This ain’t gonna work, boy.
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JEFF
(janms pistol
at him
Do it.

Red fishes a key ring out of his pocket and extends it to
Arl een. She just stands there.

RED
It’s okay, Arleen. Take it.

She takes the keys.

JEFF
(i ndicating
barn door)

Okay, now unlock it.
Arleen inserts a key, opens the padl ock.

JEFF
Good. Now give ne the keys.
(turning to Deke)
Deke, push the door open.

Qui ckly.

Deke | ooks at his father. Red nods. Deke goes to the
door, begins wheeling it open.

JEFF
That’ s enough, Deke.
(gesturing them
inside with gun)
Let’s go. Mve it.

Jeff herds all four into --

| NT. BARN - NI GHT

Jeff leads the group through the barn at gun-point.

He gl ances right and left, wired. The rifle is strapped
to his back. He keeps the handgun ready. He peers under
the tractor-trailer, looking for any sign of Billy.

They reach the trap door. Jeff circles it, constantly
keepi ng an eye on Red and Al. He hands the keys to Deke.

JEFF
Deke, | need you to open this.
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Deke | ooks at his father. He kneels, unlocks the padl ock
and heaves open the trap door, revealing a narrow
staircase slanting into the cellar.

Deke | ooks down into the darkness and swal | ows.

JEFF
It’s okay, Deke. There's a
freezer down there with a worman in
it. | need you to let her out.

Deke descends the steps, frightened.

DEKE (O.S.)
(voi ce quaveri ng)
| can’t see.

Jeff jabs the pistol at Red: Tell himwhere the |ight
is.

RED
(a beat, to Deke)
The switch is on the right.

There’'s a CLICK and the |light goes on in the cellar.
Deke lets out a yip of fear.

DEKE (O. S.)
Dad. . .

RED
It’s all right, son. Just ignore
that stuff.

Jeff crouches to peer into the cellar.

JEFF' S POV - CELLAR
Roots and m | dew hang in strings fromthe ceiling. The

light is a bare bulb. There are several distressingly-
shaped garbage bags agai nst the wall.

BACK TO JEFF
H s gaze shifts back to Red.
JEFF
(to Deke)

Deke! You at the freezer?

DEKE (O. S.)
Yeah.
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JEFF
kay. You’'re al nost done. Just
open it up, let the woman out.

We hear a FREEZER BEI NG OPENED

DEKE
She’s all tied up with tape.

JEFF
You got that Swi ss Arny knife your
dad gave you?

DEKE (O S.)
Uh- huh.

JEFF
Good man. Use that. Make sure
you don’t hurt her.

They wait tensely while Deke works downstairs.

JEFF
(to Red)
You better pray she’s all right.
DEKE (O. S.)
| got her --
AW (O S.)
Jeff112?
JEFF
Amy! !
AW (O S.)

| " m al nost freell

JEFF
Ay, cone up here!

Any clinbs the stairs quickly. Scraps of duct tape cling
to her wists. She throws her arm around Jeff.

AWY
They were going to kill ne.

JEFF
| know, baby. 1It’s okay. They
can’t hurt you now.

Wil e Any enbraces him Jeff keeps the gun on Red and the
others. He gestures toward the cellar.
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JEFF
(to Red, Arleen, and Al)
kay. Everybody in the cellar.

Nobody noves.

JEFF
Do it!

Arl een and Al descend the steps. Red follows, then
stops, hal fway down.

RED
Renmenber this nonent, pretty boy.
' Cause what ever happens, no matter
how far you run, I wll hunt you
down and kill you like a dog.

Jeff stares back. A beat, then:

JEFF
Go to hell.

He boots Red in the chest, sending himbackward down the
steps. He slans the trap door shut and | ocks the
padl ock.

He | ooks around, sees a massive tool chest. He tips it
onto the trap door -- crash!

Then he takes Any’s hand, still keeping an eye out for
Billy.

JEFF
Let’s get out of here.

They run fromthe barn.

EXT. BARN - DAWN

The first rays of sunlight are beginning to poke over the
hori zon.

Jeff wheels the barn door shut and locks it. He sees Any
runni ng toward Red’ s house.

JEFF
Any, no! It’s not safe --

AW
(turning)
But there’s a phone inside. W
have to call the police.
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JEFF
One of themis still |loose. C non
-- this way!
It’s too nmuch to explain. Jeff grabs her arm As they

take off running toward the light flickering in the
di st ance.

REVEAL BI LLY
lurking in the shadows at the corner of the barn,
wat chi ng.

EXT. FIELD - LONG SHOT - DAWN

Jeff and Any are tiny figures sprinting across the flat
terrain, illumnated by the red glow of a rising sun

CUT TO

EXT. TRAILER HOVE - DAWN (M NUTES LATER)
The nmorning sky is lighter now

A rickety trailer surrounded by a chicken coop, junked
appliances and a clothesline. There's an old utility

pi ckup truck parked in front. Jeff and Any arrive out of
breath. Jeff pounds on the door.

JEFF
Hel | 0? Hello? Anybody hone?

There’s no answer. Jeff puts his shoulder to the door
and rans it open. The flinmsy door gives way easily.

| NT. TRAILER - DAWN

Jeff enters. The place is ranshackle -- torn vinyl
furniture, enpty beer bottles scattered about. A
tattered flag hangs on the wall. There’ s no one around.

JEFF
(shouti ng)
Hel | 0? Anyone hone?

Any follows himinside, |ooks around. Jeff crosses the
room snatches up a phone and dials 911.

JEFF
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Wiile he waits for an answer, Any leans the rifle against
the wall. She notices a set of car keys hanging by the
door .
JEFF
(re: keys)
Take it. W may need to get out
of here --
(into phone,
suddenl y)
Hello! This is Jeff Taylor. |I'm
reporting an energency... | don’t
know t he address, the house
belongs to a Red Barr -- | nean,

Warren sonething... No, | don’t
know hi s nane!

AW
(suddenly hearing
sonet hi ng)
Jeff --

A DEEP RUMBLE is approaching, CGETTING LOUDER by the
second. . .

JEFF
No -- he kidnapped ny wife, he’'s
| ocked in a barn... Jeffrey
Taylor. |If you contact the police
in --

Any pulls a curtain aside, reacts to what she sees --
AWY
(pani cked)
Jeff!
Suddenly, the ROAR i s DEAFEN NG - -
The PETERBI LT EXPLODES t hrough the wall of the trailer
hone!

JEFF AND AMY

di ve out of the way.

I NT. RED S PETERBI LT - DAY

I nside the truck cab, we catch a glinpse of Red behind
t he wheel, shouting sonething inaudi ble. Fragnments of
debris cling to the grille.



103.
| NT. TRAI LER HOVE - DAY
The rickety structure spins 360 degrees!

Jeff goes flying. A TELEVI SION sonersaults across the
room and EXPLODES. Any slans into a wall.

The speeding Peterbilt shears away a section of the
trailer hone with a horrible Rl PPING sound!

The trailer honme is suddenly open to the sky.

| NT. TRUCK CAB - DAY

Red puts the truck into a hard turn, circling for another
run at the devastated trailer

| NT. TRAI LER HOVE - DAY

Jeff struggles to his knees.

JEFF
Ay ?!

Any is crawling over the debris. Jeff pulls her to her
feet. He grabs the rifle and car keys.

JEFF
C non!

They stagger through the gaping hole in the trailer.

| NT. TRUCK CAB - DAY

Red sees Any and Jeff flee the trailer and head for the
utility pickup. He throws the Peterbilt into a turn.
YARD

Any and Jeff run for the Ford F100 utility truck -- an
agi ng bl ue-coll ar workhorse equi pped with side-nounted
t ool boxes and a | unber rack bearing a | adder.

I N FORD

Jeff keys the ignition. The ENG NE SPUTTERS. Any whi ps
around to see the Peterbilt bearing down fromthe side.

AW
Jeff, go! Co!
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Jeff turns the key. The ENG NE CATCHES! He throws the
Ford in gear and floors the gas.

The Ford shoots out of the Peterbilt’s path!

H GHVWAY

The FORD PEELS QUT of the driveway and joins the road,
spewi ng exhaust. It’s an old vehicle that doesn’t
maneuver wel |l .

| N FORD

Jeff mashes the gas pedal. The ENG NE STRAI NS,
BACKFI RI NG.  Any | ooks back, sees the Peterbilt joining
t he road.

AWY
Can't this thing go any faster?!

A SHOTGUN BLAST SHATTERS t he passenger W NDOW  Any
screans as gl ass showers the cab. Jeff swerves wldly.

JEFF
VWhat the fuck?!

He swivels his head right, sees --

FI REBI RD

ki cking up a cloud of dust as it pulls alongside the Ford
on the right-hand shoul der.

The driver, Billy, is levelling a shotgun through the
wi ndow.
JEFF
cranks the wheel .
JEFF

Get down!
| N FI REBI RD
Billy triggers a BLAST!
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AW
yel ps as the passenger-si de M RROR DI SI NTEGRATES! She
whi ps around, sees --
CADI LLAC DEVI LLE
pulling even with themon Jeff’'s side. The drive, A
| eers as he spins the wheel and creases the Ford --
CRUNCH
JEFF

rai ses the Pl STOL and Fl RES!

H GHVWAY

The Ford is sandw ched between the Cadillac and Firebird
as they race down the highway with the Peterbilt in the
rear.

JEFF

lets out a cry as they caromoff the Cadillac. Bl ood
flows in a trickle down his neck. Amy sees it,

pani cki ng.

AMY
Jef f!

JEFF
It’s glass! Use the rifle!

Any raises the rifle, thrusts the barrel awkwardly out
the window and ains at Billy. She FIRES wildly -- BANG

Bl LLY

grins as the SHOT WHI STLES past harm essly. He rel oads
the SHOTGUN, snaps it shut and RETURNS FI RE -- BLAM

H GHWAY

The BLAST hits the Ford's side-nmounted tool box. The door
flies open. Tools scatter on the road!
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Bl LLY

veers away, swearing, as hammers and chi sels and power
tools hit the asphalt and bounce up into his path.

The front end of the extension | adder cones free fromthe
| unber rack and hinges into his path, SMASHI NG t he
W NDSHI ELD

Bl LLY
Sonof abi tch

Billy swears and jerks the wheel, steering away. He
gl ances up suddenly, sees Jeff aimng the pistol.

The PI STOL FI RES!

Billy slams backward agai nst the headrest, hit in the
face. There's blood everywhere. The car careens toward
t he shoul der.

H GHVWAY

The Firebird hits a nound of earth, flies through the air
and |l ands with a CRASH

| N PETERBI LT

Red sees the crash, scowing. He presses the gas and
pulls closer, taking Billy' s place al ongside the Ford.

| N FORD

Any sees the Peterbilt advancing. VWhipping her head to
t he ot her side, she sees Al raising a pistol.

AMY
Look out!

Al jacks the trigger -- BLAM BLAM

ON PETERBI LT

a STRAY BULLET SLICES the hydraulic brake line running to
the trailer. The HOSE H SSES and whi ps through the air!

| N PETERBI LT

Red swears and lets the truck fall back, swearing. Up
ahead is a long, curving downgrade. He taps the brakes.
There is a jolt as the trailer bunps the tractor.

( CONTI NUED)
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RED
Sonof abi tch --

He realizes: The trailer’s got no brakes.

H GHWAY

The Peterbilt descends the grade, letting out a RAPI D

FI RE BLAT of BACKFIRES. |It’s gaining speed, bearing down
on the Ford.

I N FORD

Any turns in the seat, terrified. The truck |oons
closer. Jeff keeps the gas pedal on the fl oor.

JEFF
Hang on!

They are flying into a hairy curve.

| N PETERBI LT

Red struggles to stay in control. Every time he applies
t he brakes, the unchecked trailer jars the cab forward.

The Peterbilt races into the curve.

Red has no choice. He has to punp the brakes and ri sk
jackknifing or the truck will fly off the road

al t oget her.

He hits the brakes!

H GHWAY

The huge TRUCK SCREECHES on the asphalt, tires snoking,
cab and trailer folding at right angles!

Then, unexpectedly, the trailer disconnects fromthe cab!

I N CADI LLAC

Fl anking the Peterbilt, A glances to the side and sees
the trailer cone untethered fromthe cab.

Now the trailer is an unguided m ssile, weaving drunkenly
back and forth across the bl ackt op.

Al tries to swerve away. The trailer streaks toward him
Al SLAMS on the BRAKES, screani ng!
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H GHVWAY
The trailer piles into the Cadillac. There is a huge
| MPACT as trailer and Cadillac are reduced to scrap
net al !

And just as this is happening...

PETERBI LT

blasts into the rear of the Ford, jarring it forward with
a CRUNCH of METAL and taillights!

JEFF

sl ans agai nst the wheel. Ay is thrown against the
dashboard. The Ford is being propelled downhill by the
Peterbilt.

H GHVWAY

The two vehicles are now | ocked together, gaining speed
as they hurtle down the grade.

JEFF

jans the pistol through the rear pass-through wi ndow and
FIRES at Red in the truck. BULLETS PING off the grille.

The GUN CLI CKS enpty.

| N PETERBI LT

Red hits the brakes, but it’s no use. The bunpers are
nmeshed. The two vehicles plunge downhill, skidding

si deways.

Up ahead, a concrete bridge spans a deep gorge.

H GHWAY

The Peterbilt and Ford fly onto the bridge. The big
truck glances off a railing. The vehicles suddenly cone
unl ocked.

The FORD plows into the concrete railing with a CRASH
The PETERBILT creans it from behind and carons away,

SKI DDI NG the | ength of the bridge before SMACKI NG t he
opposite railing!
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| NSI DE ROAD
Jeff grimaces. In front of them the concrete railing
has broken away. Debris falls 300 feet to the bottom of
the gorge. The Ford s right front tire hangs in the air.

Jeff | ooks at Any. She |ooks wildly adrenal ated, eyes
wi de.

JEFF
You all right?

Any | ooks back at him She expels a |ong breath and
nods.

Jeff forces his upper body through the driver’s w ndow
and | ooks over the Ford’ s roof at the Peterbilt.

JEFF S POV - PETERBILT

It’s facing them 50 yards away on the bridge. The
engine is dead. STEAM HI SSES from the crunpl ed radi ator.
One tire i s shredded.

There is blood on the broken w ndshi el d.

BACK TO JEFF

sitting in the driver’s window. He squints toward the
truck, searching for any sign of Red. There is none.

AW (O S.)
Jeff...

JEFF
Yeah?

AW (O S.)
Jeff... | can’t get out...

Jeff drops back into the cab. The dashboard is crushed
against Amy’s legs. She tries to wiggle free.

JEFF
What is it?
AW
(wriggling)
lt’s just... | can't get out...
JEFF

What do you nmean?

( CONTI NUED)
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AMY
| nean | can’'t get out!

Jeff blinks. He clinbs out of the Ford, runs around to
Any’ s side and yanks the door. It cones open with a
CREAK of METAL.

Behind Jeff on the bridge, a MOTOR KI CKS OVER  He
whirls.

JEFF' S POV - PETERBILT

EXHAUST BELCHES fromthe snokestacks. Red is behind the
wheel. His face is covered with blood. He stares
hateful ly.

Wth a RASP of GEARS, the Peterbilt |urches forward.

BACK TO JEFF

He pushes agai nst the dashboard with |ife-or-death
ur gency.

JEFF
C non, Any, push!

Any struggles and struggles to free her | egs.

JEFF
Push, goddanmi t!

Any gl ances toward the Peterbilt, terrified.

PETERBI LT

creeps toward the Ford. The truck’s grille is smashed.
One wheel RI M SCRAPES the asphalt. It gains speed.

I N FORD

Jeff crawls over Any and tries pushing with his | egs.
She wi nces as the netal cuts into her skin. Jeff
strains.

AMY
Jeffi (turning, reacting)
ef f!
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PETERBI LT
ranms the rear of the FORD -- CRASH It jars the pickup
farther through broken concrete guardrail.
I N FORD
Jeff and Any are thrown forward by the inpact. The
Peterbilt’s ENG NE ROARS. It’s pushing them over the
edge!
| N PETERBI LT
Red’ s eyes burn as he presses the accel erator and forces
t he pickup farther through the broken railing.
FORD
| urches through the widening gap in the railing.

Concrete sails into the canyon. The front tires hang
over the void.

| N FORD
Jeff strains against the dashboard. It won't give. He
whi ps around, swearing, and |eaps fromthe Ford.
AW
(pani cked)

Jeff?

ON BRI DGE

Jeff runs to the Peterbilt and junps on the driver’s side
runni ng board, grasping the door handl e.

Red heaves the door open suddenly. It strikes Jeff’s
head with a crack! He falls backward to the ground.

| N PETERBI LT

Red presses the gas, yelling over the ENG NE ROAR  The
railing is giving way. He sees Jeff struggling to his
feet.

RED
You think you can cone into ny
life and fuck with me? Nobody
fucks with ne!

( CONTI NUED)
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He | ooks down. Jeff is no |longer visible. Red frowns.

Suddenly the passenger side door flies open and Jeff
surges into the cab, landing on Red, clawing at his eyes!

They grapple in the cab. Red swings an elbowinto Jeff’s
face -- crack. Jeff drives a fist to his jaw

The steering wheel drifts counter-clockw se as the truck
i nches forward, ranmm ng the Ford closer to the precipice.

Red gets his hands around Jeff’s neck as the steering
wheel continues to nove counter-cl ockw se..

ON BRI DGE

The truck is no longer hitting the Ford squarely.

I nstead, the Peterbilt’s right front tire is riding up
and over the cargo bed, crushing the left side of the
Ford under its massive weight.

| N PETERBI LT

Red has both hands around Jeff’s w ndpi pe. He glances up
for a second, reacts, but it’'s too late.

ON BRI DGE

The Peterbilt is surging up the driver’s side of the
Ford, using the pickup like a ranp!

| N FORD

Any screans as the left side of the cab is flattened
under the Peterbilt’s weight!

ON BRI DGE

For an instant, the Peterbilt’s front tires seemto hang
inthe air... then the truck is falling!

| N PETERBI LT

Red and Jeff are thrown forward in the cab, stil
flailing at each other, as the truck plunges nose-first
into the gorge.

Then it jerks to a halt in md-air!
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ON BRI DGE
The left rear set of wheels on the trailer is snagged on
the thick rebar reinforcenment in the crunbl ed concrete
railing.

The Peterbilt is dangling nose-down fromthe bridge!

| N PETERBI LT

Jeff slans into the windshield. Red lands on top of him
Loose objects fromthe cab rain against the w ndshield.

They grapple. Red grabs Jeff’s armand tw sts sharply,
forcing it at an inpossible angle. Their faces are
i nches apart.

RED
You think vou can fuck with ne?!

He headbutts Jeff viciously -- crack! Blood erupts from
Jeff’'s nose and nobuth. Red is about to deliver another
bl ow when. .

: the windshield falls away! The |oose itens in the
cab plummet 300 feet to the canyon floor bel ow

Jeff drops through the windshield opening. He clings to
t he center support colum. His |egs dangle over the
hood.

Red slips through the opening, his hand | ocking on the
steering wheel at the last instant.

The wi ndshield sails away into the gorge.

ON BRI DGE

The iron REBAR GROANS. It’s beginning to give way under
the weight of the truck. The truck slips slightly.

ON PETERBI LT

Jeff feels the truck shifting. He grabs the w ndshield
w per blade with his free hand. The bl ade snaps away.

Red is clinging to the steering wheel. He flails at Jeff
with his feet, swearing. Jeff is barely out of reach

Jeff looks to the side. There is a grabhandle on the
corner of the cab. He reaches with his free hand and
sei zes the handl e.
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ON BRI DGE
The REBAR GROANS. The truck is wedged agai nst the Ford.
As the truck slips, it forces the Ford closer to the
edge.
ON PETERBI LT
Jeff clings to the handle. He reaches for the passenger
si de door handle, working his way up toward the bridge.

REBAR

gi ves away once nore and --

JEFF

scal es the cab, finding nore handholds. He clinbs past
t he passenger door.

Behind him Red is working his way higher in the sane
manner. He grabs Jeff’'s foot, trying to pull himoff the
cab.
Jeff kicks free and clinbs past the sleeping conpartnent.
Red grabs the door handle. Jeff boots the door rel ease
but t on.
The passenger door flies open!
Red falls away as the door opens. He's clinging to the
open passenger door, suspended over the gorge.
| N FORD
Any breathes in sharply, feeling the Ford nove closer to
the edge. She struggles to free her legs fromthe
dashboar d.
AW

Oh God... Jeff...

JEFF

clinbs higher. The Peterbilt slips again. Below, Red
| oses his grip and al nost falls.

Jeff hauls hinself onto the bridge with a final gasp of
exertion. He runs to the passenger side of the Ford.

( CONTI NUED)
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The Ford teeters precariously. Any nove could send it
over the edge. Jeff can only extend his hand to Any over
t he voi d.
JEFF
C non, Any, it’'s all you now...
you can do it...

Wth a huge effort, Any frees herself fromthe dashboard
and reaches for Jeff’s outstretched hand just as --

PETERBI LT

cones free fromthe rebar

AMY
takes hold of Jeff’'s hand.

PETERBI LT

plumets into the canyon!

RED

screans!

PETERBI LT
seens to fall forever... before |landing with a huge
EXPLOSI ON!
ON BRI DGE
Jeff and Any fall backward on the road. Down bel ow

secondary EXPLOSI ONS rock the canyon. Jeff takes Any in
his arnmns.

AWY
Don't let nme go, Jeff...
JEFF
| won’t, baby... |I won't ever |et

you go. ..

He | ooks into her eyes. Their lips neet in a kiss and
V\e__

DI SSCLVE TO
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EXT. RED S HOUSE - DAY

Police cars and official vehicles are parked outside the
house. RADI OS CHATTER. Yellow crinme tape hol ds back
onl ookers and news reporters.

Cops and evi dence technicians work the scene. A
crimnalist photographs stolen property as it’'s carried
out of the barn.

A pl aincl ot hes FBI AGENT cl oses a cel |l phone and wal ks
over to where Jeff and Any are sitting at a picnic table.
They are battered and bandaged.

JEFF
How s the sheriff?

FBI AGENT
Qut of surgery. It |ooks like
he’s gonna nmake it. As for the
wi fe and kid, she’s not talking,
he’ s being turned over to
Protective Services.

Jeff nods soberly.

FBlI AGENT
W' ve got |.D. on the dead
suspects. Turns out they were all
i censed truckers. One of 'em had
a rap for check kiting. O herw se
t hey coul d’ ve been nodel citizens.

JEFF
VWhat about the | eader?

FBI AGENT
Sanme thing. H s real nane’s
Warren Cl aney. Three speeding

tickets in five years -- apart
fromthat, he’'s clean as a
whi st | e.

Any wat ches as cops stack wi ndshi el ds outside the barn.

AW
(dazed)
How could they do it? How could
they treat it like a... business?

FBI AGENT
(shaki ng his head)
| don’t know. |’ve been doing
this 15 years, |’ve never seen
anything like it.
( MORE)

( CONTI NUED)
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CONTI NUED:

FBI AGENT ( CONT’ D)
It was sinple, efficient and
organi zed. They stayed on the
nove, spread it over a dozen
states. As long as no w tnesses
survived, it’s an untraceabl e
crine.

(1 ooking at them

You were just a couple of the
| ucky ones.

Up ahead, a television news helicopter is |anding on the
road. A caneraman, reporter and producer hurry over.

Jeff watches the news crew, a benused expression. It
seens like a mllion years ago..

The FBI Agent shakes his head, disdainful.

FBI
(re: nedia)
Crmon -- let’s get you fol ks out
of here before things really get

hairy.

He escorts themto a waiting sedan. As they clinb in,
Jeff | ooks back over his shoul der, surveying the scene
one |ast tine.

He gets in and the car pulls away just as the frenzied
news crew arrives, mkes and caneras at the ready,
runni ng al ongsi de the departing sedan, shouting

guesti ons.

Through the rear wi ndow, we see Jeff putting his arm
around Any, pulling her close as we hear:

AWY
Prom se me one thing..

JEFF
Name it.

AWY

Next tinme... we fly.

EXT. HOUSE - AERI AL - DAY

Over this last line, the sedan drives away, and we CLIMB
H GHER and H GHER AWAY FROM the bristling crinme scene
until the ranch house is just one in a town of nodest
houses and the pink desert floor spreads out endlessly in
every direction.
FADE QUT.
THE END





