EXT. SMALL FARM NG TOMWN - DAY

A norning fog blows through a field of freshly bl oomed Queen
Anne’s Lace so vivid it looks like it just rained.

THWACK

A breeze pushes the fog around. The fog is too weak to
defend itself. The sun shoots up into a blue, blue sky.

THWACK

The air fills with blue and gold light and the fog ripples
away, like reflections in a pond disturbed by a stone.
THWACK

EXT. SMALL FARMHOUSE - DAY

The sunrise changes the shadows on the side of a plain white
house that you can’t say has seen better days.

THWACK

An axe SLICES through a piece of wood. Morning insects buzz
to life. A rough hand reaches for another piece of wood.

It belongs to TOBIAS FLOOD, twenty seven going on sixty
seven, if his pallor is any indication.

Aver age height, slight franme, though he carries hinself |ike
soneone used to handling a little nore bul k.

He pushes a cigarette fromone side of his nmouth to the
other, intent on the next piece of wood he plans to chop.

A shadow falls on himfrom above. MEDGER, an ancient, well
preserved farmer, stands on the porch in a union suit.

MEDGER
Toby, you know what tinme it is?

TOBI AS
Six thirty, seven

MVEDGER
Quarter to siXx.

Tobi as | ooks back at the sun and nods. He rests the axe on
hi s shoul der.

TOBI AS
Noi se wake you?



MEDGER
It ain't that, exactly.

He nods at the pile of wood. There's nore than enough for a
feww nters worth of fires.

TOBI AS
Ri ght .

Medger exhal es a breath that’s sonewhere between a whistle
and a sigh. He rubs his face with his enornous ol d hands.

MEDGER
Tractor needs tending to. Way over
in the barn. May as well go bang on
that, since you re here.

TOBI AS
Ri ght .

Nei t her men nove. Their faces point at each other but their
eyes don’t neet. Medger’s posture softens.

MEDGER
Look, Tobi as. ..

He tries for eye contact. Tobias | ooks down. They breat he.

MEDGER
I’11 put the coffee on.

Tobi as nods. The axe THWACKS into the chopping bl ock and he
heads for the barn. He noves slow but wi th purpose.

Slippered feet slide across the porch to Medger. LILLIAN,
his ancient and well preserved wfe, hands hima stean ng
mug.

They watch Tobias until he enters the barn. Medger shakes
his head. Lillian takes a sip fromhis nug.

LI LLI AN
You ought to tell him

MEDGER
Not t oday.

LI LLI AN
When, Medger? When he drives up one
day and the new owners are having a
fine old barbecue out back?



MEDGER
Only a couple of weeks left in the
season. |’'Il tell himafter.

LI LLI AN

That woul d be the way, if we could
even afford to pay himfor today.

Medger stares at the barn.

MEDGER
After what happened to his little
girl, I just...l can't. W can

manage, nother. W can manage fi ne.

I NT. FLOOD HOUSE - KI TCHEN - DAY

Sunlight Iinps through a wi ndow above the cluttered sink.
Curtains made fromold sheets blow into the roomon a
br eeze.

A pair of scuffed, worn shoes kicks the leg of the chair
across fromit. A plate RATTLES with each i npact.

EASTER MCAVOY sits alone in the kitchen. Her kicks have a
rhyt hm known only to her.

She’s a cute, mxed race girl of 12, right on the cusp of
adol escence. She’s a normal, healthy |ooking kid.

Except for the faded bruises on her exposed arns, a deeply
hued bl ack eye, and the fact that her jawis wired shut.

Kick. Ratt
Kick. Ratt

The plate in front of her is enpty. Kick.

| e.
| e. Her foot stops m d-sw ng.

She picks up the plate and SHATTERS it on the floor. Her

body stays conpletely still as she stares at the pieces.

SQUEEEEEE. A sound that would be a screamif she could open
her mouth conmes from her throat.

Bed springs CREAK upstairs. Footsteps hit the floor.

EXT. ROAD - NI GHT

The sun fades. A sliver of a noon energes above the trees.
The ream ng daylight alnost hides it fromview

Tobi as gui des a pickup that’s a couple of decades ol der than
he is down an endl ess road. Corn fields creak as they wave.



The worl d goes on forever on either side. The far off |ights
of a small town are the only break in the nonotony.

He cracks open a beer and drinks half of it down in a single
swig. The radio crackles static at him He turns it off.

A half a beer later he pulls up to a cross roads equi pped
with the nost futile stop light in the world.

No cars. None, save his. The light turns red. He pulls to a
stop and opens anot her beer.

The |ight appears intent on staying red for a ridicul ous
anount of tine. He sips. He rubs his face. H's shoul ders
sag.

The light turns green. Tobias stays where he is. The |ight
turns red. He polishes off his beer.

The lights in town brighten as the remaining |ight of day
fades fromthe sky. Tobias | ooks |like he mght fall asleep.

An abrupt noise catches his attention. He | ooks at the side
of the road. A lanme dog drags its hind | egs along the grass.

The light turns red. Tobias steps on the gas.

| NT. FLOOD HOUSE - LI VI NG ROOM - NI GHT

Headl i ghts splash the walls of a run down, kicked in the
ribs scrap of a roomwith a fewnice things in it.

Ad furniture fromback when they used to make it right,
wel | worn but solid. A few pictures in nice frames. An urn

The headlights cone to rest on a well built, well maintained
fireplace. The mantle is full of pictures in cheap franes.

The one with the nost light on it is of a |lovely teenage
black girl, eight nonths pregnant, in a cheerleader outfit.

The rest of her squad surrounds the belly that pokes out of
her uniform Everyone is all high-school-sniles.

Behind them slightly out of focus, is Tobias, sitting on
the bl eachers in a football uniform snoking.

The headl i ghts di sappear. The room settl es.



EXT. FLOOD HOUSE - DRI VEWAY - NI GHT

Tobias sits in the truck, watching his house. It shows on
his face that he knows a strong wind mght blow it down.

A light around back stutters to life.

I NT. FLOOD HOUSE - KI TCHEN - NI GHT

Easter sits in the sanme chair. Her |egs swing back and forth
but don’t connect wth anything.

MAVI S MCAVOY sets the table. M nus the cheerl eader outfit,
she | ooks pretty nmuch the sanme. Leaner, but young & healthy.

A casserole with tin foil over it sits in the mddle of the
tabl e. The front door CREAKS. Easter’s |egs stop sw nging.

Mavis sits and arranges things on the table. She peels back
the tin foil. Half the casserole dish is enpty.

Tobi as enters.

TOBI AS
Evenin’ m ssus.

He pecks Mavis on the cheek. She reaches for his hand but
he’s noved on to Easter. He lifts her face up by the chin.

TOBI AS
Eye | ooks better. Feel ok?

Easter nods enphatically. Mavis spoons out a scoop of
casserole onto two plates. Easter gets a thick green shake.

MAVI S
Can you grab her a straw?

Tobi as opens a drawer filled with... well. Crap. A fewold
cell chargers, enpty SIMcard packets. And a bendy straw.

He plops it into her shake. She noves her head forward.

MAVI S
Ki ddo. Cone on.

Easter stops. Tobias takes a tunbler and a bottle of whiskey
out of a cabinet. He studies the glass carefully as he
pours.

When the whi skey hits the hal fway point he snaps the bottle
away, recaps it, and sits at the table.



He slides the glass to a stain on the wood and centers it.
Mavi s and Easter bow their heads for grace.

Tobias tucks into his nmeal with gusto. Mavis and Easter
whi sper a polite “anmen” and join him

They eat in silence.

EXT. FLOOD HOUSE - FRONT PORCH - N GHT

Tobias sits in the darkest corner of the porch, snoking. A
faint SCRI TCH SCRATCH sounds at regul ar intervals.

Mavi s pushes through the screen door, a bl anket w apped
around her.

She | ooks to the orange gl ow of Tobias’s cigarette.

MAVI S
Hope you’'re enjoying that. Two and
a half nore years then - fft. Done.

TOBI AS
| know it.

He exhal es a healthy lungs worth of snobke. She watches it
make thick shapes and di sappear. SCRI TCH. SCRATCH

MAVI S
G ve ne a drag.

She takes the cigarette out of his nouth and sits on his
knees. He secures the bl anket on her shoul ders.

TOBI AS
You ain't cold?

MAVI S
|”’malright.

She returns the cigarette to his nouth.

MAVI S
You m ght want to have a talk with
The Grl. She smashed a plate this
nor ni ng. Just. Smash. Right on the
gr ound.

TOBI AS
You didn't have a talk with her?



MAVI S
Oh, we had words. It’'s different
when it’s you, is all.

TOBI AS
It’1l keep until tonorrow. |’ m
nmeeting Dale. Saturday, after all.

Mavi s tenses. SCRI TCH. SCRATCH.

MAVI S
So you plan on keeping up
Saturday’s with Dal e? Truly?

TOBI AS
You plan on telling nme who | can
and can’t shoot pool wth?

MAVI S
It ain"t even been two weeks,
Tobi as.

TOBI AS

We been through this. Dale’ s Dale.
Hi s boys his boy.

She hops of f his knee.

MAVI S
And she’ s your daughter.

She wal ks to the door and waits for a nobnent that never
conmes. Tobi as | ooks strai ght ahead. SCRI TCH SCRATCH

The door CREAKS open. Tobi as speaks.

TOBI AS
We ought to pick up nore poison. |
can hear the mice in the damm wal |l s
agai n.

MAVI S
| don’t hear anything.

The door CREAKS cl osed.

| NT. DALE' S HOUSE - FRONT DOOR - N GHT

There’'s a soft KNOCK on a door with a broken screen. HOLLY,
a |l eathery, bronchial m ddle aged wonan peeks out the
wi ndow.



She throws the door open with a sneer. Tobias stands there,
hands thrust way down in his pockets.

HOLLY
Oh, it’s you. He ain't ready yet.

TOBI AS
| don’t m nd waiting.

She forces eye contact. He does his best to avoid it.

HOLLY
VWll conme on in and wait. Screen’s
busted and we got | adybugs.

He steps in. She closes the door and noves into the living
room ainmed directly at her lit cigarette.

HOLLY
Beer ?

TOBI AS
No t hanks.

She drops onto the couch into the cathode glow of an old TV.
The lights are off around her.

Tobi as shuffles his feet at the bottomof the stairs. The
house is bigger than his but nuch, much nessier.

Kids toys litter the floor, the walls are stained a dull,
nicotine yellow A few pictures hang crooked on the wall

He peeks at one of he and Dale, fresh out of high school, at
Dal e’s wedding. Holly lingers in the background.

She | ooks |like an Aunt in a wedding dress. CRACK. Tobi as
| ooks away quickly as Holly gets into another beer.

When his eyes return to the stairs DALE JUNIOR, a predatory
13, stands at the top, wearing pajana bott ons.

There are scratches on his exposed arns and an adults eye-
pat ch over a bandaged eye. He stares down, unnoving.

A slow, thin trickle of blood seeps out the side of the
bandage. Dale Junior lifts the eye patch to wipe it away.

TOBI AS
Holly? Think 1’11 take that beer
after all.



EXT. DALE S HOUSE - BACKYARD - N GHT
CRACK

Tobi as opens a can of beer froma six pack he holds by the
plastic rings. The noon |lights up the backyard.

He stares at an above ground pool with no water in it. Rust
creeps along the side, |like a stain spreadi ng upward.

He polishes off his beer and opens another. DALE nakes an
unholy clatter when he struggles with the sliding door.

DALE
There you are. Jesus, why didn’t
you wait in the house?

Tobi as shrugs. He hands Dal e a beer. The puffy gut and
redness in his cheeks suggest he doesn’t really need it.

DALE
Was it D.J, he cone out of his
roon? | guess that’s the first tine
you' ve seen himsince - with his

eye and all. Shit, we could have
just met in town. | didn't think.
TOBI AS
No trouble.
DALE

Aw shit, Toby, | know, | know. I
want to make it right, is all.

TOBI AS
Dal e.

He gives Dale a stern | ook. Dale wants to keep tal king, but
doesn’t. He | ooks down at the six pack.

DALE
| thought you were neant to be
taking it easy for a spell.

Tobi as forces a grin.
TOBI AS
Shit, Dale. It’s the weekend. This
is taking it easy.

He lifts the beer to his lips.



10.

EXT. SOUTH PAW - MAI N STREET - N GHT

An enpty can CLANGS into the garbage on the side of a broke
down, busted, hard-tines nain street Anerica.

The street runs five blocks |ong. A few businesses hang on
by a thread but the only one open is the local V.F.W

Of in the distance, at the edge of town, two CHURCHES face
one another. One catholic, the other baptist.

Tobi as stares at their | ong shadows while Dale cheers for
hi s beer - can- basket .

DALE
Nailed it.

He nmounts the steps to the squat, w ndow ess V.F. Wbuil di ng
and gl ances at Tobi as.

DALE
You com ng?

Tobi as hol ds up his cigaret
brief burst of VOCES fill

e. Dale shrugs his way inside. A

t
the air when he opens the door.

It di sappears conpletely when the door closes. The street is

conpletely silent. The world is conpletely silent.

Tobi as takes a deep drag. A nuffled SCRAPE gets his
attention. He | ooks across the street.

The |l ane dog fromearlier crawms across a parking lot on its
belly. Its hind legs twitch. It stops to stare at Tobi as.

INT. V.F.W - N GHT

Tobias and Dale sit in a crowded booth in the corner of a
square, boxy room A bar runs the length of one wall. A pool
table sits un-tethered sonewhere in the m ddl e.

The walls are lined with pictures of wonen in the mlitary,
t hough there are only two actual wonmen in the room

SHELLY, the squat-as-a-pile-of-bricks bartender, and RENE
who | ooks like a femal e version of Dale. Clearly his sister.

She’s as gaunt as he is round, her expression as snide as
his is friendly. She props up the end of the bar.

DALE
So Gabe says “You didn't cone here
to hunt.”



11.

A few bearded, | eather skinned, kind of nmessed up | ooking
PALS cackl e around Dal e in the booth.

GABE, a nostly thuggi sh man, m sses a shot at the pool
t abl e.

GABE
Toby.

He and Tobi as exchange pl aces. Tobi as reaches for the cue.
Gabe holds onto it a second |onger than he shoul d.

GABE
How s that hellcat of yours?

Tobi as yanks the cue away and noves to the table. Gabe sits
at the edge of the booth, intent on Tobi as.

GABE
Dal e, when that sister of yours get
back in town? She’s | ooking proper.

He points at her with his beer as Tobias sinks a ball.

DALE
Aw, jeez, man. Don’'t start in on
that shit again. She’'s ny sister.

GABE
What, | wouldn’t nake a dandy
enough brother in law for you?

The Pal s razz Dal e about his sister and the possible rewards
her good | ooks m ght offer them

Dale tries to laugh along until the razzes take a gross
turn.

DALE
Al right. OK Haha. Ease it up
You had your fun.

Gabe chugs his beer.

GABE
Yeah, you're right, you' re right.
We all had our fun back in high
school. One right after the other
on occasi on.

He makes a | ewd gesture. Dale turns bright red. Tobias steps
directly in front of Gabe.



12.

TOBI AS
St and up.

The tabl e quiets down. Gabe keeps his eyes away from Tobi as.

GABE
Take your shot, tough guy. W're
j ust breaking balls.

TOBI AS
Stand. Up.

The Pals | ean away fromthe table. Gabe reluctantly | ooks
up. Their eyes have a full conversation in seconds.

One that Gabe can’t hold up his end of. He | eans back,
munbl es a hal f-assed apol ogy, and notions at the pool table.

GABE
Go on and beat ne al ready.

Tobi as does just that. He sinks two balls off one shot then
gets the eight ball in without nmuch effort.

He turns for the bar. WHAM Rene's fist collides full force
with his face.

RENE
You give that to your girl from ne.
And ny nephew.

A stunned | ook plants itself firmy on his face. She wal ks
out the door w thout noticing.

Dal e shuffl es over and puts his hand on Tobi as’s shoul der.

DALE
Shit, man, I’mreal sorry about
that. She nust be on the rag or
sonmet hing. She don’t even like D.J
t hat nuch.

He forces a laugh. It’s nore awkward than reassuring.

TOBI AS
Your tab good here?

DALE
Sure, | guess.

TOBI AS

Good. Lets get in to sone drinking.



13.

EXT. SOUTH PAW - MAI N STREET - N GHT

Dal e sits on a bench, a slight sway in his posture. H's
droopy eyes watch Tobi as across the street.

Tobi as staggers fromcar to car with a tire iron over his
shoul der. He gets on one knee to | ook under each car.

It takes nore effort than it shoul d.

DALE
(Yells)
Told you. Ain’t no dog, Toby.

The door to the V.F.Wopens and a tall, wiry nman wal ks out.
FATHER OLI VER (50) is dressed in casual priest duds.

Bl ack shirt, collar, jeans, and sneakers. He joins Dale.
Their faces are equally as red, their speech equally
sl urred.

Despite the heavy tongue, Aiver can’'t hide the intelligence
behind his eyes or his voice. He's a thoughtful man.

FATHER OLI VER
What’s he up to over there?

DALE
Looking to kill a dog.

FATHER OLI VER
What’' s he got agai nst dogs?

DALE
Not hing. Putting it out of its
msery | guess. Only there ain’t no
dog. | told him

FATHER OLI VER

“David said to Gad, “I amin deep
di stress. Let us fall into the
hands of the lord, for his nercy is
great; but do not let nme fall into

human hands.”

DALE
That fromthe bible?

FATHER OLI VER
Conme to church tonmorrow and fi nd
out. Hang overs wel cone.



14.

SMASH. Tobi as stands next to his own truck. The passenger
side rearview is cracked, though all the shards are in

pl ace.

He lifts the tire iron up for another sw ng, but thinks
better of it. H's armdrops to his side.

EXT. FLOOD HOUSE - DRI VEWAY - NI GHT

Tobi as steers the truck carefully into his driveway. He
pulls it into his spot at an angl e.

INT. PICK UP - N GHT

He stares at the clock. It reads 12: 30am He opens the door
and noves to get out but his seat-belt pulls him back.

He doesn’t struggle. He just sits there with the door open
and the engine running. H's eyes cl ose.

When they open again the clock reads 3:00am He | ooks
around, confused about where he is.

A SHRI EK sounds from i nsi de.

I NT. FLOOD HOUSE - UPSTAI RS HALL - N GHT

Tobi as bangs on the bathroom door in the dark hall. A
comot i on sounds inside. He bangs harder.

The sounds of heavy breathing follow a SQUEAL. Then not hi ng.
Then sonet hing netal CLANGS on porcel ai n.

Tobi as grabs the handle and pulls with his whol e body. The
door opens fromthe inside. He flies backward into the wall.

Mavi s backs into the hall. Scratches line her arns. A
trickle of blood spills fromher hand with a steady PLIP
PLI P.

Tobi as | ooks over her shoulder into the -

FLOOD HOUSE - UPSTAI RS BATHROOM

- where Easter backs against the far wall. She crouches into
a feral position, a wld |ook in her eyes.

She waves a bl ood stained nail file in front of her. A glass
falls - of its own accord - off the sink and SHATTERS



15.

I NT. FLOOD HOUSE - KI TCHEN - NI GHT

Tobias sits at the kitchen table with Mavis. He cleans a
deep gash on her hand, right where the thunb neets the palm

MAVI S
You’' re crazy drunk.

TOBI AS
|"mfine.

MAVI S
You think I don’t know your shark
eyes?

He presses a bandage on to her wound. She takes it from
there. He studies the scratches on her arns.

TOBI AS
What happened?

Mavi s tapes up the bandage in silence.

TOBI AS

You want | should ask her?
MAVI S

Go ahead. She won't tell you.
TOBI AS

| "mher father. She’'ll dam wel |

answer when | speak to her.

MAVI S
It’s not sonething girls talk to
t hei r daddi es about.

Tobi as | eans back in his chair. Hard.

TOBI AS
Is it - was it about the..

He trails off. Mavis stares himdead in the face.

MAVI S
The attack. You can say it. Them
boys attacked her and she defended
hersel f.

His jaw cl enches. He sits up straight.
TOBI AS

VWll, was that what all this fuss
here was about ?



MAVI S
No. She got her first period.

TOBI AS
Oh. What ? Al ready?

MAVI S
She’ s twel ve, Tobi as.

TOBI AS
Oh.

He | ooks slightly confused.

TOBI AS
And that’s why...?

He | ooks at her bandage.

MAVI S
| only have what | use in the house
and she didn’t want to use one. |
tried to show her how and she j ust
flipped out.

TOBI AS
What can | - what should we do?

She gets to her feet and puts her hand on his shoul der.

MAVI S
|’mtaking her to talk to Father
Aiver tonorrow after church

TOBI AS
That red faced hot-head? He was at
the V longer than | was tonight.

MAVI S
Sonmet hing’ s changed in her. There’'s
somet hi ng gone or sonet hi ng that
wasn't there before. | don’t know
We need help. | know that’s not
your favorite thing in the world,
but there it is.

She npves to the door.

MAVI S
You com ng to bed?

TOBI AS
No.

16.
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MAVI S
Suit yourself.
She turns the |ight out.
MAVI S
Medger called while you were out

getting pickl ed.

Her footsteps trail upstairs. The noon fills the w ndow as
Tobias sits in the dark.

SCRI TCH.
SCRATCH



