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FADE | N:
EXT. WORK SITE -- DAY

A DEER stands watching KURT, early 20s, dig in the smal

yard of a ranshackl e house surrounded by woods. Kurt toils
in the late norning sun just beyond the protection of a shade
tree. He is knee-deep in a narrow trench about 15 feet | ong,
his skin red from heat and exertion.

The deer bolts as PETE S oversized pick-up tears into the
yard. Pete nmakes an aggressive turn by Kurt's small Toyota
and reverses to the edge of the trench, shoving the giant
Anerican flag on his tailgate right up there. Printed bel ow
the flag is a phone nunber and the nessage, "Repairs That
Rock!"

Two rough-and-tunbl e carpenters spill fromthe cab. Sporting
a buzz cut and Y-Back suspenders, Pete is sonewhat shorter
and thicker than his wiry partner, LEROY. Both are m d-30s
and speak fluent Redneck.

PETE
Goddamm, Kurt. And | thought it
would be a mracle if you finished
by supperti ne.

THWACK!  Kurt digs, ignoring the nen. Pete noves directly
into the shade with a grocery bag | abel ed, "FRANK S PLACE."
Extracting a diet soda, he pops the tab and stands marveling
at Kurt's progress.

LEROY
Move your ass, Pete. |If this keeps
t he basenent dry toni ght we can
reframe that stairwell.

Leroy unlatches the tailgate. The bed holds a | oad of gravel,
sone irrigation tubing, and a crossover tool box.

PETE
| don't need to play in the nud.
That's why | hired him
(points at Kurt)
Besides, I'mfixing to rip out that
fuse box.

Leroy glares at Pete while renoving his shirt, revealing
several prison tattoos including a sloppy word, "BEER " on
his shoulder. Leroy lights a cigarette, plucks a shovel
fromthe grass, and begins scooping gravel into the trench.

PETE ( CONT' D)
Take a break, Kurt. Drink sone wat er
before you pass out. That rem nds
ne. ..



Pete rustles a bottle of iced tea fromthe grocery bag.
Leroy pauses, noting Kurt's agitation.

LEROY
Al right there, bub?
PETE
(to Kurt)
Frank sent you a present. dd fart
was still rattled from choking on
hi s donut yesterday.
(to Leroy)
Hell, | nearly busted a gut nyself:
Kurt all bug-eyed, squealing, "Hold
on Frank! [|'m gonna' give you

Heimlich!"

Pete feigns panic and pantom nes the nmaneuver.

Still

Kurt freezes nonentarily at the sound of her nanme. THWACK

no response from Kurt.

LEROY
Ain't funny.

PETE
Sure it is. W the hell chokes on
a donut? Lonesone codger just wanted
a hug.

PETE ( CONT' D)
What's up his ass?

LEROY
Got ne. | know he can hear us: ain't
wear i ng his headphones.

PETE
Honestly, Kurt, | want to know what

RACHEL put in your oatneal this
nmorning to make you dig so fast?

He stabs the ground wi th enhanced anger.

Pete sips his beverage, eyeing Kurt.

PETE ( CONT' D)
VWho' d she fuck?

LEROY
Leave the man al one and get to work
you pri ck.

PETE
| amworking: |'mthe supervisor.
Isn't Rachel the lunch waitress today?
( MORE)

Pete drops the tea in the dirt.



Kurt wheel

Pete storns off toward the woods to relieve hinself,

PETE ( CONT' D)
Just think, Leroy, if we convince
her to cheat every night we could
have this shit-hole rebuilt by Friday.

s about.
KURT
It's not fucking funny, Pete!
PETE
Right, |1'man asshole. Who's the
st ud?
LEROY
(to Kurt)

Let's whack himin the skull and
bury himin this nice trench

KURT
He's the new liquor rep for the
tavern. | want to hurt that sneaky
bast ar d.
LEROY
So stonp his ass.
PETE
He doesn't want to go to jail, Leroy.
KURT
| don't know what to do. She swore
it was a m stake and she still wants
to be with ne.

(pause)
| don't even |look at other girls.

PETE
There's your problem Dunp her or
keep enjoying the pussy, but don't
say you | ove her.

KURT
Everything is about pussy wth you,
Pet e.

LEROY
Now t hat he ain't getting any.

PETE
Goddamm!  Lighten the fuck up you
t wo.

over his shoul der.

hol I eri ng



PETE ( CONT' D)
Christ, kid! You' ve got your whole
life ahead of you. Wen | was your
age | was banging a different girl
every weekend.

LEROY
Al nost won hinself a trophy.

Kurt sits on the edge of the trench, defeated. Leroy passes
himthe iced tea and begi ns spreadi ng gravel along the bottom

KURT
| feel like there's a hole in ny
st omach.

Leroy gives Kurt an enpathetic | ook.

LEROY
Sonetinmes |life serves you up a shit
sandw ch.

KURT

Thanks Leroy. That hel ps.

Pete can be seen from behind, doing his business. Determning
that he is out of earshot, Leroy indicates the "BEER' tattoo
on his shoul der.

LEROY
Had this one done in prison. W
wer e engaged, too.

Leroy lights a cigarette. Kurt regards the tattoo, unanused.

KURT
Beer? Everything is a fucking joke
with you guys. | knew | should have
kept ny nmouth shut.

LEROY
Used to say, "BECA." | thought of

her every day for two years inside.
Three nonths fromrel ease | found
out she was fucking ny buddy. |

| ai d awake each night, imagining
them Made ne so sick sonetines..

Kurt makes eye contact with Leroy. Unconfortable with the
connection, Leroy continues shoveling and speaki ng away from
Kurt.

LEROY ( CONT' D)
| wanted to hurt himbad. But | was
flat broke when | got out. He had
my old job waiting for ne.



Kurt gl ances suspiciously at Pete, who is zipping his fly.

KURT
Jesus, Leroy, how could you go back
to that job?

LEROY

Ever fill out an application?
KURT

O course.
LEROY

Then you know about the part asking
if you're a convicted felon.

KURT
Shit, man, | wasn't thinking--

Leroy nocks the interview he never attenpted:

LEROY
Look sir, them assault and battery
charges were bogus. That teenager
put in a coma was a neth-head. He
and his buddies tried to rob ne. |
said, "please stop," but they didn't
listen...

(bserving Pete's return, Leroy trails off. He resunes

spreadi ng gravel in silence.

Pete opens his truck and rummages under the seat.

PETE
Here, this will make you feel better.

KURT
(studi es the gun)
| only want to teach hima | esson.

LEROY
What are you gonna' teach a guy who
fucks another guy's girl?

KURT
That there are consequences.

LEROY
Consequences for everyt hing.

PETE
Wiy are we even tal king about this
asshole? The man did you a favor if

you ask ne.
( MORE)

5.

Ener gi ng
with a gun, he offers the weapon to Kurt, handle first.



PETE ( CONT' D)
You found out what Rachel's |ike
before you got married and had ki ds.

KURT
| don't even know what he | ooks Ii ke.
| just want to--

LEROY

Make sure he's out of the picture.
KURT

All I knowis he drives a purple

convertible. Rachel said he gave
her a ride before a lunch shift | ast
week.

Pete raises a finger, intent on seizing the obvious joke.
Leroy accidentally heads himoff, however, scoffing at the
idea of a grown man in a purple convertible.

LEROY
Sounds |ike a goddam fairy. You
sure that's hin? You wash di shes
there every night--ain't never net
this asshol e?

KURT
He al ways cones before | unch.

PETE
Early riser, huh?

Kurt's attention remains on the gun. Unaccustoned to
di spensi ng sound advice before his nightly six-pack, Pete
decides to give it a shot.

PETE ( CONT' D)
Look, here's what you do--

CUT TO
EXT. FRANK' S PLA -- DAY
The three nen stand beside Kurt's Toyota in the parking | ot
of Frank's general store. Gas punps and garden supplies
adorn the lot. The "Friendly Tavern" is closely situated
across the road.

Leroy gl ances about in confusion at being jerked into Pete's
hypot heti cal situation.

Beauti ful Rachel, 20s, can be partially seen as she enters
the tavern.



PETE
Drop Rachel off for the breakfast
shift tonorrow, then wait 'til her

new friend shows up. She'll think
you're neeting us for coffee and
donut s.

(jerks a thunb at
Frank's Pl ace)

Kurt noves to the edge of the road and scans the enpty
stretch. Pete gestures irritably at the tavern's | arge
W ndows.

PETE ( CONT' D)
Not where everyone can see you, dunb-
shit. Wit in your rice cooker.
(i ndi cates Toyot a)

Leroy noves with curiosity toward Frank's Place as Kurt ains
for his car.

PETE ( CONT' D)
Now where the hell are you going
Leroy?

LEROY
Thought 1'd say hello to Frank. \Who
knows when this sumbitch is gonna
show.

Kurt stops, awaiting Pete's response.
PETE

This here's a hypothetical situation,
nmoron. You can't go in there.

LEROY
Wl | goddamm, why'd you drag ne
al ong? | was worKking--

Leroy suddenly vani shes. That settled, Pete fixes on a point
in the distance where a slick, purple convertible creeps
into view

PETE
Here he cones. Wit 'til he parks,
then say, "Hey, aren't you friends
wi th Rachel ?" Wen he says, "Yeah,
real good friends," you say, "I'm
her boyfriend."

Pl aci ng his hands on his hips, Pete positions his jacket to
reveal his weapon.



PETE ( CONT' D)
Make sure he sees the .45 in your
hol ster, then just drive away.
(pauses, chuckl es)
Now wat ch this.

Apparently driving itself, the convertible zoonms into ful
view wth a captive, glaring Leroy behind the wheel. The
car stops before Pete and Kurt.

PETE ( CONT' D)
Ni ce wheel s, sugar plum

Leroy glares and gl ares..

CUT BACK TO
EXT. WORK SI TE -- DAY
The nmen remain in their previous positions.

LEROY
That's a dunb-ass plan, Pete. Nothing
beats a good ol d-fashi oned nonkey
stonp if you ask ne.

PETE
You're m ssing the point, Leroy.
There's no direct threat this way,
not hi ng reportable. You want Kurt
in prison?

Mesnerized by the gun, Kurt's expression begins to reveal a
dark fantasy.

LEROY
The man's already | ocked up if you
ask ne.

Pete scoffs in surprise.

LEROY ( CONT' D)
What's so goddamm funny about that?

PETE
Not hing. | just never heard you
make a netaphor, Leroy.

LEROY
Met aphor? You think |I don't know
what that neans?
(to Kurt)
Before | boned Pete's sister
"met aphor" a drink.

PETE
Real funny, smart-ass.



LEROY
But not as funny as our pal Frank
choki ng on a donut, right?

PETE
Let's quit jawjackin' and get this
j ob done.
LEROY
| swear |'m about to kill you.
KURT
(st ands)
Can | borrow your hol ster, too?
Silence. It takes Pete a nonent to register the question.
PETE
Borrow ny--shit no! Get your own
equi pnent .
KURT
Then why the hell did you hand ne
your gun?
CUT TO

EXT. WORK SITE -- DAY

D scarded soda cans are positioned on a pile of construction
debris near the woods for target practice. Standing between
the two vehicles, Pete loads a clip and takes aimwhile the
ot hers wat ch.

PETE
Thi s al ways makes ne feel better
after a shitty day. Hold her with
two hands, |ike so.

Pete grips the gun in his right hand and cups his left
underneath for support.

KURT
| know how to hold a gun, Pete.

Pete regards Kurt as he would an interrupting child, then
hands hi m t he weapon.

PETE
Al right hotshot.

BLAM BLAM BLAM  Kurt fires intensely with one hand, enptying
the clip and knocki ng down nost of the cans. Leroy snickers.

PETE ( CONT' D)
Feel s good, right?



10.

KURT
Yeah, |l et ne do anot her.

LEROY
Uh-uh, ny turn.

Kurt begins to pass the gun to Leroy, but Pete's words nake
hi m hesi t at e.

PETE

Al right, enough jerking off. Let's
get back to work.

Leroy gives Pete a |long, cold | ook.
LEROY
Let the man do another. | think it
was hel pi ng.
Leroy takes a few backward steps toward Pete's truck.

LEROY ( CONT' D)
Besi des, | got sonething better.

KURT
You have a gun in there, too?

Leroy opens the crossover box and produces a tomahawk.

LEROY
| like to get up close and personal.

Leroy steps toward them quickly, w elding the tomahawk. He
appears to be rushing Pete. Pete junps back.

THUNK! Leroy inpressively |odges the tomahawk into the board
supporting the cans.

KURT
Ch shit!

LEROY
Beats a pea-shooter any day for stress
relief.

PETE

What the fuck was that, Leroy?

LEROY
You didn't want to share your toy,
so | got m ne.

Kurt approaches the target while the nen argue. Their voices
becone nore inflamed and gradually unintelligible.



11.

PETE
| told you not to take your bullshit
out on me. |I'myour friend.

LEROY

Yeah, well you got a funny way of
showi ng it sonetines.

PETE
You get all fired up and who knows
what conmes next...

Kurt reaches the target and secures the gun in his waistband.
Di sl odgi ng the tomahawk, he slices his hand.

Kurt noves tranceli ke back toward the nmen and his car,

bl eedi ng on the tomahawk. Hi s expression reveals an even
darker fantasy as the argunment cul m nates between Pete and
Leroy.

LEROY
| reckon you thought bringing ne a
carton of cigarettes every other
mont h woul d make up for it!

PETE
No one bl anmes her for choosing a man
with nore to offer than two years in
state correctional

Leroy lunges for Pete and the nmen crash to the ground in a
tangl e of blows and expletives, deaf to the sound of Kurt's
engi ne REWI NG as he PEELS away.

I NT. KURT'S CAR -- DAY

Kurt blasts down a narrow country road, punching his horn
and scream ng. HEAVY METAL BLARES. The bl oodst ai ned t omahawk
rests on the passenger seat. Kurt glowers at the weapon.

Fast approaching a vintage hearse, Kurt veers in tine to
avoid collision. Farther ahead a FARMER slowy hauls an

enor nous | oad of garbage, consumng the road with his tractor.
Kurt barely passes without slipping off the thin shoul der.

Renmenbering the gun in his waistband, Kurt noves it to the
passenger seat beside the tomahawk. H s expression grows
nore determ ned as he floors the gas pedal.

Frank's Pl ace appears and Kurt steers into the lot. Frank's
si gn advertises ammunition anong such necessities as food
and beer. The purple convertible can be seen across the
street. Kurt eyes the gun, the convertible, and Frank's
advertisenment for ammunition.



12.
I NT. FRANK'S PLACE -- DAY

Frank sits alone behind the register, a kindly old man with
sailor tattoos on his forearnms. He slices a waternelon.
The storefront contains a few tables and chairs. Rows of
general goods lead to the rear.

Kurt enters with venom and fi xates on the display rack ful
of ammunition behind Frank. Intent on his waternelon, Frank
does not imedi ately register Kurt's agitation.

FRANK
Hey Kurt. | was hoping you'd..
(sees Kurt's wound)

Frank drops what he is doing and noves around the counter,
pl aci ng a concerned hand on Kurt's shoul der.

Kurt shoves Frank's hand away. Too hard! Frank stunbles and
collides with the counter. H s startled YELP summons Kurt
back to reality.

Frank steadies hinself and reaches out again. Ashaned, Kurt
hangs hi s head.

FRANK ( CONT' D)
(w de- eyed)
Easy now. Wat the hell were you
boys doi ng out there?

KURT
l"msorry... if I hurt you.

FRANK
Let's get you fixed up, son.

CUT TO
I NT. FRANK'S PLACE -- DAY

Havi ng cl eaned and dressed his wound, Frank and Kurt wal k
fromthe rear of the store past aisles of hunting and fishing
equi pnent, auto supplies, and food. Calner now, Kurt soaks
up Frank's advi ce.

FRANK
| f you think you can sal vage the
trust, why not? G ve her another
chance. Everyone nmakes m st akes.

A wel |l -dressed YOUNG MAN waits at the register; Frank diverges
to ring himup for sone condons and cigarettes.

Kurt noves to the large front wi ndow and gazes at the purple
convertible across the street. He waits for the custoner to
| eave, then turns back to Frank.



13.

KURT
Thank you, Frank. You're a good
friend. |1'mgonna" head over there
now -j ust say hell o.
FRANK
Hold up a mnute. | was hoping you'd
stop by today. Certainly not |ike
this.
(pi cks up wat ernel on)
Gew this waternel on nyself--like to
see what you think
Frank noves to one of the storefront tables. Kurt glances
at the tavern again, sighing deeply. He sits wth his back

to the wi ndow as Frank serves hima slice.
Kurt takes a bite. A little smle appears.

KURT
That's really good.

Frank shares the smle and nods. Kurt unconsciously eats
faster, his body desperate for fluids. Frank hands hi m one
slice after another as they continue talking.

KURT ( CONT' D)
| thought Pete and Leroy were best
friends.

FRANK
More |i ke brothers.
(sml es)
| ' ve known those two knuckl eheads
since they were five or six--

KURT
Maybe I'mtoo serious. O | just
don't understand peopl e.

FRANK
How s t hat?

KURT
If they were really best friends,
how coul d Pete sleep with Leroy's
fiancee?

FRANK
Wo told you that?
(t hi nks)
| reckon a nman can get |onely around
here--and Pete is a mte thick. But
| don't believe he ever slept with
his own sister.



14.
EXT. COUNTRY ROAD -- DAY

Pete's truck is sandwi ched in a colum of backed-up traffic.
The sl ow tractor now prevents anyone from passing. The hearse
crawl s behind the tractor, followed by Pete and Leroy.

FRANK (V. O.)
It's been just as hard for Pete,
stuck in the mddle. Leroy's anger
gets the best of himsonetines, but
he knows Pete was | oyal.

Cl ose on the passenger door: a magnetic sign reads, "LP

Renodel ing." The conpany logo is a cartoon record. "Repairs
That Rock!"
FRANK (V. Q.) (CONT' D)
Hell, Pete left a successful
partnership to start a new one from
scratch with Leroy. | reckon he's

about as |l oyal as they cone.
| NT. PETE' S TRUCK -- DAY
Pete and Leroy are battered fromtheir braw .

Through the front windshield: a coffin can be seen inside
the hearse. The farner's nound of garbage | oons ahead.

Pete lays on his HORN for a | ong, inappropriate nonment.
Sil ence, then:

PETE
Whi ch one of them boys do you reckon
is hauling nore trash, Leroy?
Leroy begins to chuckle, then bursts out |aughing.

LEROY
Now t hat's funny.

Pete beans with bl oody teeth.

| NT. FRANK' S PLA -- DAY
FRANK
Those boys nean well, Kurt. But

t hey never left this Podunk town.
Makes it hard to grow up soneti nes,
when your worl d doesn't change.

Frank regards Kurt as though he expects nmore fromhim Kurt
eyes the sailor tattoos on Frank's arns.

Behi nd hi mthrough the wi ndow. the purple convertible
gone. The tractor crawls into viewwth its gigantic
of trash.

is
| oad



15.

The hearse creeps by next. Pete tailgates so intensely he
m ght as well be pushing.

EXT. FRANK'S PLACE -- DAY

Pete pulls into the I ot and parks beside Kurt's car. i nbing
out, he spies the gun and tomahawk through Kurt's w ndow and
gestures for Leroy. The nen hastily retrieve their weapons.

They turn to discover Frank staring them down fromhis front
door .

PETE
Unh... hey Frank. Everything alright?

FRANK
Get in here you sons-of-bitches.

Frank' s reproof has visible effect. The nmen hang their heads
and shuffle forward obediently, the bloody tomahawk dangli ng
fromLeroy's hand, the pistol from Pete's.

FRANK ( CONT' D)
G ve ne those!

Frank snatches the weapons and follows theminto his store.

FADE QOUT:
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