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“MILK AND REDEMPTION”
FADE IN
THE SCREEN IS BLACK

The screech of burning rubber pierces the air, followed by a rasping of metal and the sudden impact of a crash.  Now all is silent.

DISSOLVE TO:
EXT   RURAL LANDSCAPE – DAY

A narrow country road winds its way through the lay of the land.  At the approach of a sharp turn a road sign proudly proclaims: 
“Welcome to Harper’s Grove – Dairy capital of the world”  
A milkmaid is pictured on the sign, conveying the local traditions of the region.  
A long set of tire marks lead from the middle of the road towards an OVERTURNED POLICE TRANSPORT VEHICLE lying crumpled in a ditch next to the sign.  Smoke billows from its underbelly as the wheels spin in the afternoon sun.
The back door jostles open as a shackled man (FUGITIVE) crawls himself out from the wreckage.  He collapses onto the pavement.  

He forces himself back to his feet, wincing as a jab of pain stings him.  
Faint moans echo from somewhere within the vehicle.  He staggers over to the front cockpit and crouches down as he peers into the open driver-side window.
Two officers are seated up front.  One appears incoherent while the other moans in agony.  A trickle of blood is visible at the corner of his mouth.  

OFFICER

H-help m-me...

FUGITIVE

Where are the keys?

OFFICER

P-please.

FUGITIVE

The keys first, then you get help.

The officer lapses in and out of consciousness.

FUGITIVE

Huh?  Where is it?  Tell me!
OFFICER

P-pocket.

The fugitive reaches in and fishes through the officer’s pocket.  He removes a set of keys on a ring.  Quickly he unshackles his bindings and then tosses the officer back the keys.
FUGITIVE
Sorry old friend but I’ve got to save myself... Hang tough.  Help will be here shortly.
OFFICER

P-please don’t leave me...

The fugitive glances out at the surrounding countryside.  Off in the far distance is a farmhouse.  He staggers off the road and hurries his way through the pasture.
EXT   CREEKSIDE – DAY

Vegetation and growth sprout up along the creek bank.

A pair of bare feet dangle lazily in the sun.

Further up to reveal a GIRL sitting atop the protruding limb of an ancient Oak tree.  
She’s attired a simple black dress, not unlike that of the milkmaid pictured on the sign.  She could be only 13 or so with her round, prepubescent face.  Her eyes however convey a certain ageless wisdom, a harden resilience forged from years of pain and struggle.
She sits contemplatively at her perch, feeling the sun against her face.  From somewhere in the far distance, a police siren becomes audible.
EXT   COUNTRYSIDE – DAY

Heavy boots pound the hard-packed earth.  A constable and several of his men race through the pasture, carrying shotguns and rifles.  One man leads a group of hunting dogs, tugging at their leashes.  They bark loudly as they follow the scent.

EXT   COUNTRYSIDE – DAY

The fugitive steals down an embankment, exhausted, desperate.  The sound of barking dogs echoes close behind.  

He loses his footing and tumbles several times before rolling to a stop at the muddy edge of a stream.

He lifts his face off the ground to behold a heavenly visage:

It’s the girl, in all her angelic beauty looking down upon him.

The man is instantly transformed by this sight.  He reaches out to her, desperate, pleading.

EXT   CREEKSIDE – DAY

The cavalry of officers charge down the embankment, hot on the trail.  They splash through the creek bank and then come to a halt.

VARIOUS OFFICERS

- Which way did he go?

- They’ve lost the scent.

- Spread out.  He can’t be far.

Carefully they disperse and move on.

Directly up above...

The fugitive and the girl cling to a weakened limb of the old Oak tree.  His grip is tenuous.  Suddenly the limb begins to creak.
He clings with trembling hands.  Just then another creak.  The girl shoots him a determined glare.

CONSTABLE

(Directing)

You – stay along the creek bank.  The rest of you follow behind.
They continue on.  The girl and fugitive wait an anxious moment.  Finally they look to one another and then heave a collective sigh.
She climbs down from the tree and offers him a hand as he fumbles his way to the ground, collapsing.

GIRL

Hurry mister.

She struggles to lift him back to his feet.

FUGITIVE

Who are you?  Are you an angel?

GIRL

No, but I can offer you salvation if you’ll follow me.

She takes him by the arm as she guides him along.
EXT   FARMHOUSE – DAY

A large, nondescript frame house sits perched in the middle of a field.  Out back is an ancient barn, looking as if a stiff breeze would knock it over.

She escorts the fugitive up to the front porch.  He’s about ready to collapse.

FUGITIVE

Wait.

She sets him down on the step.

GIRL
We should go inside.  It’s not safe here.

FUGITIVE

Just give me a minute... Tell me – what’s your name?  Please, I want to know.

GIRL

It’s Hanna.

FUGITIVE

Hanna?  That’s a beautiful name.  You’re my guardian angel - did you know that?

HANNA

I’m not your guardian angel.

FUGITIVE

You could be.  Don’t ruin this moment for me.

(Looks around)

Where are we?

HANNA

This is where I live.  We should go inside.

She lifts him to his feet as they make their way inside.

INT   FARMHOUSE – DAY

She leads him across the hardwood floor towards a narrow flight of steps.  With his one arm wrapped over her shoulder she guides him up the staircase, one tiny step at a time.

He stumbles on a step.

HANNA

Careful.

He catches himself and grabs onto the banister rail, leaving behind a small handprint of blood.  They continue to the top of the steps.

INT   FARMHOUSE – BEDROOM – DAY

She leads him over to a four-post bed that he instantly collapses into.

She steps back a respectful distance now and waits, staring down at the floor.  He glances about his surroundings.

FUGITIVE

Where is everyone?

HANNA

They’re all working in the pasture.  They should be back soon.

FUGITIVE

Why did you help me back there?

HANNA

Because you needed my help.  It was god’s will that I should find you. 
The fugitive is eyeing her peculiarly now.

HANNA

What?

FUGITIVE

Nothing.  It’s just the way you speak.  I remember when little girls were little girls.

HANNA

I’m not a little girl.

FUGITIVE

No, of course you’re not.  No disrespect intended... I guess I’ve been on my own for too long.  A man tends to lose his perspective on the world after a while.
Now Hanna is the one eyeing him peculiarly.
HANNA

Why were those men after you?

FUGITIVE

(Careful, deliberate)

Because I did some really bad things and they wanted to lock me up so I wouldn’t do those things to anybody no more.

HANNA

What things were they?

FUGITIVE

Really bad things.  Things that if I told you, you wouldn’t want to come within a hundred yards of me.  In fact, you’d turn and run from me this very instant.  And then you’d keep on running and never look back.
A strange authority has now taken hold of the fugitive.  Hanna finds herself drawn in...and then the pounding of a shut door snaps her attention.
The fugitive looks to Hanna, gauging her reaction.

HANNA

They’re back.

INT   FARMHOUSE – FOYER – DAY

Led by a tall patriarch-like figure, a clan of farm dwellers enters single-file into the building.  There’s the FATHER, his WIFE, DAUGHTER and two SONS.  All are dressed in the similar dark clothing reminiscent of their ancient traditions.  
FATHER
That was a good day of work out there.
He places his hat on a rack and then heads over to the staircase.  He pauses on a step as he glances down, feeling the sticky red substance between his fingers.  

WIFE

What is it?

His attention is now drawn towards the top of the steps.

INT   FARMHOUSE – BEDROOM – DAY

The fugitive lies motionless in bed as Hanna steps out into the hallway.  Footsteps can be heard ascending the staircase.
FATHER (O.S.)

Hanna – are you okay?  What happened?
HANNA (O.S.)

It’s alright father...

They speak now in hushed tones.  The fugitive leans forward and listens in.  

He eyes a letter-opener on the bedside table next to him.  Carefully he reaches for it and then quickly conceals the weapon in his palm as the father enters the room.

The father stands stoically before him as the two silently acknowledge one another.

FATHER
Are you hurt?
FUGITIVE

I’ll live.

FATHER

My daughter told me what happened back there.  It is good that you found your way to us... Do you have a name?

FUGITIVE

Yes...but you can call me ‘Bob’.

The others remain huddled out in the hallway, stealing peeks inside.

FUGITIVE

Are you going to turn me in?

The father holds a contemplative look creased across his face.  The fugitive matches his gaze as the letter-opener twitches nervously in his hand.
FATHER

No.  I won’t send you back out there.  You are a product of your environment.  Society has corrupted you.  Redemption can only be found here with us...if you are willing?
FUGITIVE

(Expression easing)

Well, that’s nice of you and all but I’m pretty sure my soul is beyond salvaging.

FATHER

Whatever you have done, it’s nothing that you can’t be forgiven for... As I see it, you have two choices – you can fend for yourself out there...or find salvation here with us.
The fugitive holds his cards as he ponders on this for a brief moment.
FUGITIVE

Alright.  Fine.  I just hope you like a challenge.
FATHER

Good.  Nothing is beyond the reach of god.  In time you will come to believe as I do... Now – won’t you join us for dinner?  We shall have a feast.

INT   FARMHOUSE – DINING ROOM – DAY

The fugitive is seated with the entire clan at the table.  A lavish feast has been prepared with a stuffed turkey proudly displayed in the center of the table.  
FATHER
There’s nothing like a feast after a hard days work.
FUGITIVE

Sure is... So what sort of farm is this?  I know we’re in dairy country.  Strange though - I didn’t see any cows out there.

Furtive looks are exchanged throughout the table.

FATHER

We work in the barn.  That’s where our operation is stationed.

FUGITIVE

(Nods)

Ahh.  Gotcha.

FATHER

As you can see, god always provides for us.  Nothing goes to waste out here.  We make use of all that he has to offer.  
FUGITIVE

Well, I’ll drink to that.
FATHER

Yes.  We shall all drink to that.

He nods to his wife.  She obediently gets up from her seat and disappears into the kitchen, returning moments later with a glass jar of milk in her hands.

FUGITIVE

You haven’t got anything stronger than that, do you?

FATHER

We don’t drink alcohol.

HANNA
(Proudly, but with a hint of sorrow)

I milked it myself.  I was in the barn all morning and afternoon.
FUGITIVE

Oh?  Well, in that case... What the hell – milk it is.

The wife proceeds to fill everyone’s glass with the milk.

FATHER
To our guest.  May you find your way onto the path of righteousness once again.
They all clank their glasses.  As the others down their milk, the fugitive carefully draws the glass up to his lips.  He swallows a generous mouthful and then instantly makes a sour face.  
WIFE

Is something the matter?  Are you not enjoying your milk?

FUGITIVE

No.  It’s just... I don’t know.  It’s curdled, I think.

FATHER

Tastes fine to me.

He glances about the table.  The others all concur.  The fugitive, meanwhile, struggles to hold up appearances.

FUGITIVE

It’s probably just me.  I haven’t had milk in a while.  It must be a bit of a shock to ol’ system.

FATHER

You should have it more often.  Milk is nourishing for the body.  It’s natures’ drink.

FUGITIVE

I should... I will. 
Suddenly he begins to heave; something isn’t sitting right.

WIFE

Are you sure you’re alright?

FUGITIVE

Excuse me.

He gets up from his seat and rushes out the door.

EXT   FARMHOUSE – DAY

The fugitive stumbles his way outside and keels over as he vomits into a rosebush.
FUGITIVE

Ah, god... Blah.
He begins to wander away from the farmhouse as he gets some air, still hacking.

FUGITIVE

Damn hillbillies.  I’d be better off in prison than this place.

He finds his way alongside the barn and leans up against its foundation.  Just then a rat squeals past him as it scurries out from a narrow crevasse.  
He jumps back and then finds himself staring towards the entranceway of the old building.  Slowly his curiosity begins to take hold.
INT   BARN – DAY

The fugitive steps inside, squinting against the dark.  Another rat scurries past his feet.  He holds still now and listens.  Vaguely discernable scratching sounds emanate from within the various stalls.  

He moves in closer.  Milking buckets and stools are positioned at the foot of each stall.  Further within, wire cages, piles of them, lie stacked atop one another.  
FUGITIVE

What the...

Suddenly a recollection of voices flood through his mind:
FATHER (V.O.)
As you can see, god always provides for us.  Nothing goes to waste out here.  We make use of all that he has to offer.
HANNA (V.O.)

But I milked it myself.  I spent all morning and afternoon in the barn.

He begins to convulse and heave, the awful realization coming to light.  
WIFE (V.O.)
What’s the matter?  Are you not enjoying your milk?

Beady, pulsing eyes glare from within their cages.  Long, pointed tails thrash against the steel mesh.  Rats – hundreds of them, mire locked inside.

He stumbles back, reeling.

EXT   COUNTRY ROAD – DAY

An officer stands out front of a parked cruiser, manning his post.  He speaks into a handheld walky-talky. 
OFFICER
All clear here as well – over.

He yawns, performs a stretch and then gazes out into the countryside.  Suddenly his attention is jarred:
The fugitive stands in plain sight at the opposite edge of the road.  He remains motionless, staring out towards the farmhouse in the middle of the pasture.  

The officer instantly withdraws his weapon on him.

OFFICER

Alright – don’t move!

He approaches him carefully.  The fugitive still hasn’t moved.  He appears to be muttering incoherently.
OFFICER

Hands where I can see them.

FUGITIVE

They’re crazy, I tell you. Take me away.  I don’t belong out here.
The officer grabs an arm and cuffs the fugitive’s hands behind his back.  He leads him away to his awaiting police cruiser.
FUGITIVE

Lock me away.  I don’t care.

OFFICER

Don’t worry – we’ve got a nice eight by twelve cell all ready and waiting just for you.

FUGITIVE

That’s good.  Anywhere but here... They don’t serve milk in jail, do they?
FADE OUT
THE END
