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FADE IN

EXT. BLIGHTED SECTION OF CITY - DAY

Along a street of rundown apartment buildings trash clutters the sidewalks. The front stoop of one particularly seedy apartment building is covered with GRAFFITI. 

INT. SEEDY APARTMENT BUILDING – DAY

PEARL GRAY, a DIMINUTIVE WOMAN IN HER THIRTIES scales the last flight of darkened stairs to her apartment door.  She finds the LANDLORD tacking up a `NOTICE OF EVICTION' on it.  




LANDLORD



(coldly)


The building is condemned.  You 


have thirty 
days to vacate.




 

The landlord moves to the neighboring door. Pearl stares blankly at the notice, shoves the key into the lock and opens the door to a sparsely furnished studio apartment.  

INT. APARTMENT – KITCHEN – CONTINUOUS

Pearl takes off her jacket and throws it over the one and only chair at a small table.  She plops down onto the chair and takes a letter from the breast pocket of her PINK UNIFORM. 

INSERT – UNIFORM POCKET

Embroidered over the pocket is `DONUT HEAVEN’. Above that, a brass nametag engraved `PEARL GRAY, Line Manager’ is pinned.

BACK TO SCENE

Pearl unfolds the letter and stares at it.




MAN’S VOICE(VO)

Donut Heaven is modernizing its work

force, and all line workers will be 



(MORE)


  replaced by robotics. Health coverage 

will continue 60 days from today. 

Regretfully, Mr. T.T. Smythe, Manager.

Pearl wads up the bad news and throws it over her shoulder.

She stands, walks to the kitchen window and stares through the grimy cracked window at a brick wall.  

INT. UNEMPLOYMENT OFFICE – DAY - ONE WEEK LATER

Pearl stands in a long line.  A laid-off CO-WORKER from Donut Heaven spots her.





  CO-WORKER

Hey, Pearlie.  I heard you had

it out with the boss.   



  







PEARL GRAY


He’s not my boss anymore.




CO-WORKER


You quit for good?




PEARL


Yup.




CO-WORKER

Didn’t you hear? They might be hiring 

some of us vested workers back 

part-time.  I hate old man Smythe

as much as you, but I need the health

benefits for my kids, and Frank is too 

crippled to go back to the shipyards.



PEARL

What are they paying?



CO-WORKER

Nine fifty an hour.




PEARL

I do better on unemployment.  

Besides, I can make more than twice

that at that new women’s prison.




CO-WORKER

Prison?!  You’re kidding.



PEARL

Do I look like I’m kidding? I figure

I can live cheap for a couple years 

and save up enough to buy a condo

when I come back.  I’m sick of livin’

in rat holes.



CO-WORKER

Where’s this prison?



PEARL

Some town I never heard of

in the desert.  




CO-WORKER


It sounds awful lonely.




PEARL


The less people the better.




CO-WORKER


When’re you leavin’?




PEARL        


As soon as I buy a car.

 


PA SYSTEM(OS)

Pearl Gray, please report 

to window six.  Pearl Gray,

window six please.

Pearl quickly leaves the line without saying good-bye.




CO-WORKER



(waving)


Good luck, Pearlie! Send me a 


post card!

Pearl ignores the send off.

EXT. UPSCALE HORSE RANCH – DAY

Just after dawn, horses graze in a white-railed grassy paddock next to an ELEGANT TWO-STORY VICTORIAN.  The front door screen SQUEAKS open and JORDAN LOCKWOOD, a tall striking woman in her forties, steps out on the porch rubbing her wet hair with a towel.  She gazes at distant foothills.  The screen door SQUEAKS again.


Jordan’s mother, MAUD ELLIS LOCKWOOD, comes out on the porch.







MAUD


Jordie?  You want breakfast out


here?

Jordan continues to gaze into the distance.




JORDAN


No, mother.  




MAUD


Well, don’t dawdle. The eggs 


are getting cold.

Maud retreats back inside the house.  Jordan gives her hair one last going over and turns to go inside.  Suddenly, the horses in the paddock SNORT; she turns around to see them prancing around the perimeter of the paddock.  A CHORUS OF NEIGHING.  Jordan dashes off the porch.




JORDAN


Not again!  

FIVE HORSES graze their way across the lawn toward the paddock fence.  Jordan, twirling the towel, drives them behind the house, down across a creek and back through a gaping hole in a barbed wire fence.  Jordan cuts herself as she tries to mend it. Maud dashes out onto the back porch. 




MAUD


What in the world?!

Jordan sucks her bleeding finger.




JORDAN


Mother, get JOSE’ and CAPP down 


here!

Jordan and the motley herd of five study each other.  They are in such poor condition their ribs show.  One, very lame, has bad cuts on his front legs.




JORDAN



(addressing the lame horse)


You’d be better off dead.

Jordan presses her bleeding finger into the towel.  The two ranch hands run up and go to work mending the fence.




JOSE’

They tore the posts clean out,

boss.  You need razor wire—

that’ll keep ‘em out.



JORDAN

If you were dying of thirst, 

would it keep you out?



CAPP

It’s worth a try, Jordie. 

(pointing to the paddock)

Your mares are so worked up

you’ll be lucky if they don’t

drop their foals today.



JORDAN

If they do, I’ll have DARLENE’S 

head on a pole.(heading back to 

the house) Jose’, forget the fence. 

Drive them into the corral 

and bring the spare water trough

down from the loafing shed.  




JOSE’


Si, Miss Jordan!

Jordan stops short and turns around to face the two ranch hands.




JORDAN

And while you’re at it, feed

some of last year’s grass hay.

No alfalfa, just last year’s

grass, you hear?

Both men nod, then, shake their heads when Jordan’s back is to them.
     

INT. VICTORIAN RANCH HOUSE – LATER

Maud bandages Jordan’s cut hand, while Jordan talks on her cell phone.




JORDAN


This is the end of the line, JOHNNY.

Tell DARLENE I’ll see her in court 

if I lose a foal. 

Jordan is speaking to JOHNNY PRESTON, foreman and trainer at a horse ranch run by DARLENE STOPES. Darlene took it over after her father, a respected horseman, died. Darlene’s ranch and Jordan’s ranch share a boundary.    



JOHNNY PRESTON(VO)

Where are my ponies now?



JORDAN

They’re munching on my hay and 

drinking my water.  



JOHNNY(VO)

I’ll come get ‘em soon as Darlene

gets back from town.  



JORDAN

Don’t bother.  There isn’t a blade

of grass or a drop of water anywhere

on your side of the fence and you know

it.  Maybe if you spent less time at 

`The Tumbleweed’ and more time riding 

fences you’d see how bad things are.  



JOHNNY(VO)

Now see here. Those ponies ate  

plenty hay this morning and they know

where to go for water.  



JORDAN

When’s the last time you checked the 
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  springs in Hawks’ Canyon?  I know for 

a fact they’ve been dry for a week.  



JOHNNY(VO)

Darlene don’t appreciate your ridin’ 

on her side of the fence without 

permission. Hold on…she just pulled up.  

Jordan waits, DRUMMING her fingers on the table and finally, hears the DIAL TONE.  She angrily clicks her phone off.




JORDAN

May as well be talking to a stone! 

That’s good enough, mother.  

Jordan pulls her wounded finger from Maud’s grasp and grabs her car keys.




MAUD


Where do you think you’re going? 




JORDAN


To see a witch about some horses.

EXT. VICTORIAN – DAY- CONTINUOUS

Jordan flies out the door, hops in her truck and tears down the long dusty driveway.  

Maud shakes her head and gives Jordan’s uneaten breakfast to the two border collies parked on the front porch.



INT. PEARL’s MOVING CAR – SAME DAY

Pearl takes in the dramatic HIGH DESERT LANDSCAPE as she drives contentedly along a two-lane highway.  COUNTRY MUSIC plays on the radio.  

INSERT – TEMPERATURE GAGE.

In the red.

BACK TO SCENE

Pearl reduces her speed to a crawl.  She HUMS along with the radio.  A pickup passes her, HONKING.  Suddenly, steam jets 

from the hood.  Pearl pulls over, cuts the engine, pops the hood, and gets out.  She tries to lift the hood, but it’s too hot.




PEARL


Dammit!  

Pearl looks around and spots a sign that reads: `ELLIS 3 MILES.’ She leans against the front fender and is transfixed by a HAWK soaring overhead while the radiator HISSES. 

Pearl’s reverie ends when a SEMI ROARS past swirling dust.  She retreats back in the car and peers into the rearview mirror to get a speck of dirt out of her eye. 

In the mirror she sees a PICKUP pulling up fast on the shoulder.  Pearl quickly rolls up the windows, locks the doors, grips the steering wheel. She jumps when Jordan Lockwood TAPS on the window.




JORDAN


You need some help?

Pearl warily studies Jordan’s face and finally rolls down the window a couple of inches.




PEARL


I’m waiting for the engine to 


cool down.

Jordan boldly walks to the front of the car, puts on her gloves, opens the popped hood, loosens the radiator cap, looks under the front axle and returns.




JORDAN

I hate to tell you this, but 

your coolant is all over the 

ground.  You’re going to need a 

tow.

Pearl gets out and checks for herself.




PEARL


Do you have a phone?

Jordan searches her jacket pockets.




JORDAN

Shoot, I left it at home.  Where 

are you headed?




PEARL

The prison.  I have a job 

interview today.




JORDAN


Hop in.  I’ll give you a lift.  




PEARL

No thanks.  Everything I own

is in this car. 

Pearl reaches in her fanny pack and pulls out a ten dollar bill and offers it to Jordan.




PEARL


I would appreciate it if you 


send a tow out here.

Jordan waves the money away.




JORDAN

Nonsense.  I have plenty of room

in the truck.  We can load your 

stuff in back.

Pearl warily studies Jordan again.




JORDAN

By the way, my name is Jordan 

Lockwood. Ellis is my hometown. 

And you are..?

Pearl limply shakes Jordan’s extended hand.




PEARL


Pearl Gray…from Portland.




JORDAN

Glad to meet you, Pearl Gray 

from Portland. I’m in a hurry, 

so come on, let’s get your things.

Jordan walks to the back of the truck to let down the tailgate. 

INSERT

A sign on the tailgate reads `TRIPLE CREEK WARMBLOODS’ 

BACK TO SCENE

Pearl nervously scans the highway--there’s no traffic.  

Reluctantly, she opens the trunk of her car and extricates a heavy suitcase and a few boxes; Jordan boldly snatches the suitcase and lifts it into the back of the truck. Pearl loads up the boxes, locks her car, climbs in the cab of the truck. Gravel sprays as Jordan GUNS the engine and speeds down the deserted highway.

INT. MOTEL ROOM – ELLIS, OREGON – LATER

Jordan brings the last of Pearl’s belongings into her room.




JORDAN

There you go.  I’ll have AL  

pick up your car.




PEARL


Who’s Al?




JORDAN

My mechanic.  Actually, he’s the 

only mechanic in town and the 

only towing service.  Don’t worry,

he won’t gouge you.  Welcome to 

Ellis.

Jordan dashes out the door and speeds off. Pearl watches her truck tear out of the parking lot and disappear down the highway. 

Pearl checks her watch and searches her fanny pack until she finds a business card. She gets on the phone.   




PEARL

Hello.  I have a job interview 

at three today and my car broke 



(MORE)

down. Can I re-schedule?  Pearl Gray

--that’s right.  I’m staying at…a…

hold on, please...

Pearl darts outside and spots a sign that reads: `ROADWAY INN’ and returns to the phone.




PEARL (CONT’D)

I’m at the Roadway Inn. Room five.

OK, I’ll be ready.  Thanks, bye.

Pearl begins to strip for a shower.

EXT. ROADWAY INN – LATER

A white SUV with `OREGON CORRECTIONS’ stenciled on the doors pulls up.  Pearl, dressed in a pants suit, starts to get in just as a tow truck pulls up. AL, the driver, hops out. There is no car in tow.




AL 


You Pearl Gray? 




PEARL


Where’s my car?




AL


She’s at the garage.  You 


got the keys?

Pearl runs back into the motel room.

INT. MOTEL ROOM – DAY

Pearl frantically searches for and finally finds the keys in her jeans pocket. Dashes back outside.

EXT. MOTEL- DAY

Pearl exchanges her keys for Al’s business card.




AL

You can pick ‘er up tonight.  

I’m just a couple blocks down the 

road.  

Al tips his grimy cap and takes off with a ROAR, trailing a cloud of diesel.  Pearl COUGHING, gets into the white SUV.

INT. PRISON SUV- MOVING – CONTINUOUS

Pearl sits in nervous silence as they pull out onto the highway.  She is startled by a TREMENDOUS THUNDERBOLT.  There’s a sudden downpour. The driver strains to see.




HANSEN 

Oh, by the way, I’m MIKE HANSEN. 

I run the inmate training program.




PEARL


I’m Pearl Gray, glad to meet you.  




HANSEN

It’s intimidating when you see it

for the first time, but our new 

prison is state of the art.  You’re

safer there than in your own home. 

Most of our inmates are eager to learn 

a trade.(chuckling) An honest one, that

is.



PEARL

I’m here for the baking job.



HANSEN

Yes, of course. You’ll be working 

with some of the inmates. The

cream of the crop, I assure you.



PEARL

But I… (recoils from another

THUNDERCLAP)



HANSEN

We have several inmates signed up

for kitchen duty and eager to learn.



PEARL

All I know is baking.



HANSEN

You have much to teach us.  

INT. PRISION SUV- MOVING - LATER

Hansen pulls up to the prison gate with a sign that reads: `MOUNTAINVIEW WOMEN’S CORRECTIONAL FACILITY.’  He shows his ID to the guard and the huge gate GRINDS open.  Pearl warily watches as it shuts with a CLANK behind them. 




HANSEN

Has that sound of finality, 

doesn’t it? Don’t worry, you’ll

get used to it. 

Pearl forces a smile. 


INT. PRISON PERSONNEL OFFICE - DAY

Pearl is fingerprinted and given a cup for a urine sample.  

WAITING ROOM - LATER

Pearl sits on a bench with her hands folded in her lap.  An INMATE mopping the floor catches her eye.  The inmate winks and Pearl looks away.  




SECRETARY


They’re ready for you now, 


Ms. Gray.

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

TWO WOMEN and Mike Hansen are seated across a long metal table.




HANSEN

Have a seat Ms. Gray.  I’d 



(MORE)

like you to meet WARDEN TRASK 

and JACKIE STOPES, our NUTRITIONIST. 

As Pearl pulls a metal chair away from the table, it SQUEAKS
 loudly on the concrete floor. Self-conscious, she sits down, avoiding eye contact. She clears her throat.




PEARL


Glad to meet you.




WARDEN TRASK

Good afternoon, Ms. Gray.  I 

understand you drove all the way 

from Portland.  How was your trip?



PEARL

Great—-except my car broke down. 

Had to have it towed.

Pearl has a frog in her throat. Hansen pours a glass of water and slides it over to her.  Pearl gulps half of it down. Warden Trask studies her, smiling.



TRASK

Sorry to hear that. You realize, 

for all practical purposes,

we’re in the most isolated part 

of the state. Quite a contrast

to city life.



PEARL

That’s why I applied for this job.  



TRASK

Oh?



PEARL

Yes. I want to live where the 

air is clean and all I hear 

is the wind and the birds and...



JACKIE STOPES


(sternly)

Now, Miss Gray, I see from your 

employment history that you are 
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a pastry chef, donuts to be exact. 

Sugar is something we keep at a

minimum here at Mountainview.  How

are your bread-baking skills?



PEARL

It’s been awhile but….  



JACKIE

We emphasize whole grains here. 




PEARL

OK.



JACKIE

A real stretch for a donut-hole

puncher.

The interviewers CHUCKLE.




PEARL

I make multi-grain muffins and I

can follow a recipe as good as the

next person. But, donuts are my

specialty. 



JACKIE

Yes, well…inmates come up 

with donut recipes from time to time, 

but I’ve  been afraid to let them

anywhere near boiling oil.

MORE CHUCKLING. Jackie defers to Hansen, who is not amused.



 
HANSEN

Ms. Gray.  Job training is a 

major part of what we do here 

at Mountainview.  How do you 

feel about working with the 

inmates?

Pearl squirms in her chair, clears her throat, and sips water.




PEARL

Like I said, Mr. Hansen, I’m not a 

really a teacher.  I’m a pretty good 

baker and I don’t mind if co-workers

need help doing this or that.  But if 

you’re looking for a teacher, I’m 

afraid that’s not me.



HANSEN 

Ms. Gray, your honesty is refreshing.

But job training and teaching are two 

different things.  I have here a letter 

of recommendation that says you’ve 

trained a few excellent pastry chefs 

in your day.




PEARL

Like I said, co-workers…when I’m not

too busy.  Baking is all I know and 

that’s what I came here to do—-if you…

(trails off).




TRASK


Do you have any questions for us, 


Ms. Gray?




PEARL


Yes…a…when will I know if I have 


the job?




TRASK

We have a couple other applicants.

Are you prepared to stay

in Ellis for a few days?



PEARL

Sure.

Hansen stands.




HANSEN

Well, Ms. Gray, thank you very

much.  Now, for the grand tour.

Pearl stands.  Stopes and Trask remain seated; they shuffle papers and thank Pearl for her time.  

INT. PRISON KITCHEN – LATER

Pearl inspects the huge ovens.  Several inmates are busy with different kitchen tasks.




PEARL



(to Hansen)

Gas powered?



HANSEN

State of the art, and very accurate.  

They can hold up to fifty loaves 

at a time, at least that’s what 

Jackie Stopes claims.




PEARL

No deep fryers?



HANSEN

Just a small one.  Like Ms. Stopes

said, boiling oil is kind of frowned 

upon in prison kitchens. 



PEARL 

Even for the cream of the crop?




HANSEN


(chuckling)

It’s more of a nutritional issue 

rather than a security concern.  

Pearl watches as an INMATE struggles to knead a huge blob of dough; it sticks to the board. Pearl grabs the flour duster and dusts the blob and board.




PEARL


It’ll go a lot easier.

The inmate thanks Pearl, as the kneading does indeed go much better.




HANSEN

Ms. Gray.  Come with me and 

I’ll show you the recreation

facilities.

INT. PRISON POOL AREA – DAY -LATER

Pearl and Hansen stand on the edge of a steamy Olympic-sized pool.




HANSEN 

If this doesn’t convince you to 

work here, then nothing will.



PEARL

I have the job?



HANSEN

Unofficially, yes, but you 

didn’t hear it from me.  It’s

not easy to find qualified people

who want to live in the middle of

nowhere.

Pearl dips her hand in the pool.




PEARL


I don’t swim.




HANSEN


It’s never too late to learn.

INT. ELLIS OREGON SHERIFF’s OFFICE – SAME DAY

Jordan stands in front of SHERIFF JIM BURNS’ desk, her arms folded.




JORDAN

I’ve got five half-dead nags 

at my place as we speak, Jim. 

Two are stallions, bone thin and

determined to plow through anything

to get to my mares. I’m down to

my last roll of barbed wire.


Darlene never spends a dime on

fencing and you know it.




JIM BURNS 

If they’re on your property, 

she can charge you with horse 

stealing, Jordie.  



JORDAN

That’s ridiculous. Since when is 

it a crime to feed and water dying 

horses?!



JIM

That’s not the point, besides you 

can’t prove they’re dying.  You know 

the horses Darlene takes in are not

always in great shape.  Every 

time I go over there I never find

any evidence of abuse or neglect.  



JORDAN

She’s clever, I’ll give her that, 

but you know as well as I do that 

the springs on her land are all dried


 up this time of year. Have you ever

seen watering troughs on her side of 

the fence?

Jim takes off his hat, wipes his forehead with his kerchief and rubs his thinning crew cut.




JIM


As a matter of fact, I have.




JORDAN


Did they have water in them?

Jim stands, goes to the water cooler and gets a drink.




JIM


Well, why wouldn’t they?




JORDAN


Aha!  So you don’t know for sure.

Let’s go over there right now and 

see for ourselves. I’ll eat my hat

if they have a drop of water in 

them.



JIM

My deputy is sicker than a dog 

with the crud. I can’t go traips-

ing over there on a wild hunch.



JORDAN

And what am I supposed to do in 

the mean time?  



JIM

Tell Johnny to get them the heck 

off your property and fix the fence.

I’ll try to get over and talk to

Darlene this weekend.



JORDAN

I’ll save you the trouble.

Jordan storms out of the sheriff’s office.

EXT. SUNSET RIDGE RANCH – SAME DAY

Johnny Preston unloads a new galvanized horse trough from his beat-up pickup.  Jordan pulls up fast and hops out of her truck.  Johnny, a whiskered weathered cowboy in his fifties, takes off his sweaty hat and wipes his brow with his kerchief.




JOHNNY

Sure is a firecracker, ain’t it, 

Jordie.




JORDAN


I didn’t come here to discuss


the weather. Where’s Darlene?




JOHNNY

In the office. Hey, where’s my 

ponies? They still ain’t come 

down yet.




JORDAN 

Well now, haven’t you heard?  

There’s this new horse rescue 



(MORE)

out at Triple Creek.  They actually

feed and water their horses every 

single day.



JOHNNY

You can’t just up and keep ‘em.  



JORDAN

Well, they just up and walked 

right into my corral and 

decided to stay.  



JOHNNY

As soon as I get this here trough 

set up, I’ll be ridin’ up to take 

‘em off yer hands.



JORDAN

And how many times this year have 

you had to do that, Johnny? If 

I lose a foal, I’ll be forced to…




DARLENE STOPES(OS)

Forced to do what, Jordan?

Jordan reels around to DARLENE STOPES (middle-aged owner of STOPES TRAINING STABLES AND SALES), cigarette in hand, walking towards her.  




JORDAN


File a lawsuit.




DARLENE


(blowing smoke at Jordan)

The last time I checked, horse 

stealing is against the law.



JORDAN

And so is animal neglect.



DARLENE

Do you know how many  

horses were dropped off these

last two months alone?



JORDAN

Your kill buyer friends are

thrilled, I’m sure.





DARLENE

I’m sick of your lip, Jordan. 

You’re getting awful close to

slander.




JORDAN

And court is the last place

you’ll ever want to take me on, 

Darlene.

Darlene inhales and blows more smoke at Jordan





DARLENE

Johnny’s taking my horses from 

your place this evening. I don’t

want any trouble.



JORDAN

You should have thought of that 

before you turned your father’s 

training stables into an equine 

concentration camp. And what’s 

the idea of running stallions with 

mares?   



DARLENE

I can’t help it if folks abandon

their livestock in the dead

of night. People are desperate.

Of course, I don’t expect you to

concern yourself with the hardships

facing common folk.



JORDAN

Common folk? What do you

know about common folk? You’ve never

done an honest day’s work in your life. 

To think this ranch is nothing but a clearing

house for the horse meat business. 

Your father is spinning in his grave.




DARLENE 

Leave my father out of it. And since 

when is it illegal to sell

my livestock to anyone I choose? 

Or slaughter them myself, if I 

want?



JORDAN

I know things are tough, but

I had no idea you’re resorting

to eating horse meat. I would

have given you a free a steer, if

I’d known.
 



DARLENE

Very funny. If you just once came

down from your high horse, you’d 

see that the real world doesn’t 

revolve around you and that precious

string of mares.   





JORDAN

I’m standing eye to eye with you,

Darlene, and what I see is a bald-


 faced liar and a lowdown home-

wrecker!  



DARLENE

I should have guessed what this

is about.  SAM came running

to me because you were too 

busy dancing with horses to 

be any kind of wife.



JORDAN

That’s low, even coming from you.



DARLENE

What’s done is done.  I’m no 

saint and neither are you.

Darlene turns to leave. Jordan dogs her.






JORDAN

I’m closing you down and that’s 

all there is to it.



DARLENE


Over my dead body.

Darlene stops, steps up close to Jordan.



DARLENE (CONT’D)


Face it, Jordon, if you’re 


not careful you’ll end up


a bitter old woman, horse poor 


and all alone. 

Livid, Jordan fights the urge to slap Darlene, and finally

heads back to her truck.  

Darlene smirks and retreats back in the office.  

Jordan sees Johnny filling the new trough.




JORDAN

It’s a little late for that now. 

I wouldn’t be surprised to find 

your horses down when I get 

home.



JOHNNY

If they are, you can blame your-

self for letting them eat too

much lawn.

Jordan steps up to Johnny.




JORDAN

You know, Johnny Preston, you used 

to be a respected horseman, one of the

best, and now look at you.  Nothing 

but a lackey for Darlene Stopes, who 

never in her whole life cared

one iota about anything but the almighty

dollar.  Is it the booze? Or have you

just plain sold your soul to the devil?

Jordan gets back in her truck and tears out of the driveway.  

Johnny reaches inside his jacket, pulls out a flask and takes a drink.

INT. PRISON KITCHEN – DAY- ONE WEEK LATER

Pearl stands at the deep fryer surrounded by INMATES  SAMPLING DONUTS. Jackie Stopes walks up.  The inmates grab a few more donuts and disperse.




JACKIE

Those are beautiful donuts, Pearl,

but I think you know they violate 

dietary guidelines.  Since several

of these women are diabetic, I 

can’t condone it.



PEARL

I thought it was OK as part of their

training. 





JACKIE

You could make a case for that, but

let this be the last time you allow 

sampling of pastry by the general

population, unless you clear it with

me first.  Is that understood?



PEARL

Yes, Miss Stopes.  

Jackie walks over to a rack of fresh-baked bread and slides out a tray.  She selects a loaf, breaks it open, takes a whiff.




JACKIE

Very nice. Now, if I can get you 

to bake a batch of oat and whole 

wheat, we’ll be in business.



PEARL

In business?  



JACKIE

We have a cut-rate supply of surplus

flour from local mills.  We need

to use it up or it’ll get rancid.



PEARL

I checked it yesterday and it’s 

full of bugs and dirt, ma’am. 



JACKIE

You must be mistaken. I inspected

it myself.

Pearl scoops some from a nearby barrel.  Jackie inspects it.

INSERT – FLOUR

Bugs crawling and debris.

BACK TO SCENE




JACKIE (CONT’D)

Must be from the bottom of 

the bin. I’ll let my supplier know. 

In the mean time, sift the debris out.

What’s left of the bugs will die in

the oven, right?

Jackie smiles.  Pearl looks STUNNED.




PEARL

I never used bad flour in my life,

ma’am.  



JACKIE

And the last thing I want is to 

tarnish your reputation.  Just 

remember, this is a prison full

of convicted criminals, not an 

upscale bed and breakfast.  Be-

sides, protein is protein.

Jackie inspects the rest of the baking area; Pearl crosses her arms and frowns.




JACKIE (CONT’D)

Everything looks ship-shape, Pearl. 

Keep up the good work.  Oh, by the 

way, how’s the new apprentice coming

along?



PEARL

Well, to be honest, ma’am, she doesn’t

listen to a word I say.  She keeps 

making the same mistakes over and over

again.  Like I said, I’m no teacher.



JACKIE 


(near Pearl’s ear)

Do you want a little advice? The next

time that inmate screws up, tell her 

it’s learn to bake, or bake in the

sun hacking brush along the highway.

She’ll get the message, I guarantee it.

Jackie leaves.  Pearl shakes her head and listlessly begins to sift the contaminated flour into a huge stainless steel bowl.

INT. MODESTLY FURNISHED RENTAL HOUSE – LATE AFTERNOON

The LANDLADY shows Pearl the screened-in porch, which has a view of a HIGH ROCKY RIDGE.  Horses graze along the other side of the fence that borders the backyard of the rental house.




PEARL


I’ll take it.




LANDLADY

Good. It’ll be grand to have a 

nice young lady for a tenant.  My 

husband and I are getting too old 

to put up with the riff-raff 

looking for housing these days. 

Pearl watches the horses, while the landlady moves to the kitchen and spreads the rental papers out on the kitchen table.




LANDLADY (CONT’D)

Now, if you’ll just sign here. 

I’ll need first and last, plus 

deposit.    

Pearl sits down at the table, signs, makes out a check and 

gives it to the landlady. 




LANDLADY (CONT’D)

Thank you.  I know you’ll like it

here, dear.  And if ever you need 

anything fixed, you be sure to let

my Calvin know.  He’s real handy.



PEARL

OK, thanks.   

The landlady pats Pearl’s hand and stands.




LANDLADY

Now, here’s the keys, dear.  The

small one is for the garage.

And don’t be frightened if you 

hear strange cries at night.  It’s only

coyotes.  You never see ‘em and 

they won’t come near the house.




PEARL


Where do they live?




LANDLADY 


Way up on SUNSET RIDGE.

The landlady moves out to the porch and points to the high ridge.  Pearl follows and gazes into the distance with great interest.

EXT. PEARL’s RENTAL HOUSE –CONTINUOUS

Pearl waves from the front door as the landlady leaves.  

Pearl steps from the porch and wanders out back to the fence.  A thin sway-backed horse walks over to her. Pearl gingerly touches his muzzle.




PEARL

You look like I feel sometimes.  

The horse nibbles at Pearl’s empty hand.  Pearl SIGHS and 

takes in the rugged landscape.  Except for the MOURNFUL CALL 

OF A DOVE, all is quiet until a LOUD EQUINE SNORT breaks Pearl’s reverie. Johnny Preston rides up close to the fence and tips his hat. 




JOHNNY


Howdy ma’am.

Pearl steps abruptly back from the fence.




JOHNNY (CONT’D)

It’s gonna be a ruby red sunset, 

for sure. You the new 

tenant at the Hill place?

Pearl nods.




JOHNNY (CONT’D)

My name’s John Preston. Every-

body calls me Johnny.  Your name?



PEARL 


(coldly)

Pearl. 




JOHNNY

Howdy, Pearl. OOOeee! I’m downright

saddle sore.  

Johnny dismounts with a GRUNT and takes a drink from his flask.  




JOHNNY (CONT’D)

Sure is hot for late September. 

I musta strung a mile of barbed

wire today.  I got more to do 

tomorrow, way up at the top.

Johnny points to Sunset Ridge.




PEARL


There must be a good view from 


up there.




JOHNNY

You betcha.  Some days I can see

clear to the ocean.




PEARL



(smirking)


You don’t say.  




JOHNNY


Better get on with it. Nice 


meetin’ you, Miss…what


was your name again?




PEARL


Pearl.

Johnny tips his hat, with some difficulty climbs back on his horse and heads down the narrow dusty trail that follows the fence line.  The swayback horse and other motley-looking horses follow him, NICKERING, around a bend and out of sight.  

Pearl takes in the SPECTACULAR ORANGES AND REDS REFLECTING OFF THE ROCKY BLUFFS OF SUNSET RIDGE.  DISTANT HOWLING OF COYOTES. 

INT. PEARL’s CAR MOVING – DAY

Groceries are piled in the passenger seat.  Pearl WHISTLES as she drives.  

INSERT – WEATHER-BEATEN SIGN ALONG THE HIGHWAY

`Stopes Horse Training and Sales’

BACK TO SCENE

Pearl slows down and stops at the ranch entrance.  She recognizes Johnny unloading a DAPPLED GRAY HORSE from a rusty trailer.  Johnny spots her and waves her in.  Pearl slowly drives up to the trailer, cuts the engine and gets out.




JOHNNY


Afternoon, Miss Pearl.  Ain’t 


she a beauty?!

Johnny pats the neck of the stout mare.  Pearl walks up to the mare and timidly strokes her muzzle.




PEARL

Is he yours?




JOHNNY

She sure is. Belonged to a friend 

of mine.  He’s real stove up and

can’t hardly ride no more. He 

signed her over last night for

a couple a six packs.



PEARL

What happened to your other horse?



JOHNNY

He’s retired to pasture.  He was

too stiff in the knees for fence-

ridin’ anyway.  GRACIE, here,

she’s gonna last me a long time,

ain’t you girl?

Johnny ruffles her mane.  The mare SNORTS and grazes dusty  weeds.




JOHNNY (CONT’D)

You wanna see how she goes on a 

line?  



PEARL

A line?



JOHNNY

Follow me.

Pearl reluctantly follows Johnny to a rickety corral and peeks through the corral poles. Johnny puts the mare through her paces on a longe line. The mare circles right then left with hardly any coaxing.    




JOHNNY


You wanna try her out?




PEARL


Me?  I’ve never been on a horse 


in my life.




JOHNNY

Well, you don’t know what you’re 

missin’. Come on.  She’s gentle

as a kitten.




PEARL

Some other time.  I have 

groceries in the car.  



JOHNNY

Tell you what, come back on 

Sunday, and I can give you a

free lesson. I’m a pretty good teacher.

Johnny coils up the longe line, swings effortlessly aboard Grace, who is bareback and bitless. He spins her around like a dervish, first one direction and then another.




PEARL


I could never do that, Mr. Preston.




JOHNNY

Sure you could. There ain’t nothin’ to


it—-all you have to do is think about 

where you want to go and she takes

you there.  Like when you learned

to ride a bike, after awhile it becomes

part of you.  You know how to

ride a bike don’t you, Miss Pearl?

Pearl nods.






JOHNNY

Well, then, you can learn to ride

this mare. I guarantee it.



PEARL

We’ll see, Mr. Preston.



JOHNNY

Everybody calls me Johnny.



PEARL

OK.   

Johnny dismounts, leads Grace up to Pearl and tips his hat. 




JOHNNY

Gracie here will be a-waitin’ 

on ya.

Pearl reaches between the corral poles, pats the mare’s muzzle and walks back to her car.  Just as she’s getting in, a pickup barrels up next to her.  Pearl COUGHS from the dust cloud.  Jordan Lockwood hops out.




JORDAN


Hi, Miss Gray.  Excuse my dust.




PEARL


Hi.  




JORDAN


Are you buying a horse?




PEARL

No. Johnny was showing

me that gray horse.

Jordan watches Johnny lead Grace into the barn.




JORDAN



(snidely)



Too good for this place, 


that’s for sure.




PEARL

That’s Johnny’s new working 

horse. His old one was retired.




JORDAN



(muttering)


Right, and I’m the Queen of England.




PEARL


What?




JORDAN

I’m afraid things aren’t always as 

they seem, are they, Miss Gray?



DARLENE(OS)

You can get right back in your

truck, Jordan Lockwood!

Jordan reels around, strides up the office steps and ceremoniously hands a document to Darlene.




JORDAN

Compliments of my attorney.  

Have a nice day.

Jordan hops back in her truck and tears off.  Darlene opens the document and shows it to SAM EARNSHAW (Jordan’s ex-husband and Darlene’s current boyfriend).




DARLENE


That lunatic is suing me.

Sam takes a swig of beer.




SAM


On what grounds?  




DARLENE

One of her precious mares foaled 

early.




SAM


And she’s blaming you?




DARLENE


Me, Johnny--and you.




SAM


Me?!  I had nothing to do with it!




DARLENE


You work for me, don’t you?

Sam crushes the empty beer can, nervously lights a cigarette and looks at Pearl, who immediately looks away and hops in her car.  She turns the key, but nothing happens.




SAM



(pointing)


Who’s that?




DARLENE

She rents the old Hill place on 

Triple Creek Road.  I didn’t catch

her name.  



SAM

What’s she doing here?



DARLENE

How would I know?  Maybe 

she’s got the hots for Johnny.



SAM


(snickering)

A girl like that doesn’t chase

after rodeo clowns twice her age.



DARLENE

(scanning the document)

Ridiculous!  Jordan’s shaking

us down for a half-million.   



SAM

She’s still out of her mind with 

jealousy--plain and simple.




DARLENE

She’s upped the stakes and now

it’s a whole new rodeo.  She 

doesn’t know it, but she’s in

for the ride of her high flying

life.



SAM

I don’t want any part of it, Darlene.   



DARLENE

You always were a gutless wonder.  




SAM


A wonder just the same.

Sam playfully slaps Darlene on the rear.  They both retreat back into the office.  

Pearl, whose car window is open, has heard their conversation.  She pops the hood.  Johnny comes out of the 

barn and peers under the hood.




JOHNNY


Crusty lookin’ battery you got 


there. 




PEARL

I’m ready to trade this piece of 

junk in on one good horse.


Johnny winks and pours water into the battery.




JOHNNY

Well, I got just the right pony, 

if ever you learn to ride.  Now 

get in and crank ‘er up.

Pearl slides in behind the wheel and starts the engine.  Johnny closes the hood and approaches her open window.




PEARL


Thanks.  




JOHNNY

That battery’s shot.  If I was 

you I’d run over to Al’s and get

a new one.



PEARL

This heap is nickel-and-diming me

to death.



JOHNNY

How much did you pay for ‘er?



PEARL

Three thousand.



JOHNNY

I coulda got you two high-stepping

trotters and a gold-plated carriage

for that. 



PEARL


(manages a smile)

You don’t say.      

INSERT

Melting ice cream.

BACK TO SCENE




PEARL


Gotta go.  Thanks again.

Johnny tips his hat. Pearl has difficulty getting her car in gear, but eventually makes a dust cloud out onto the highway.  

Johnny takes out his flask, unscrews the cap, hesitates,  screws it back on, and puts the flask away.

INT. JORDAN’s HOUSE – NIGHT

Jordan and Maud are seated at the dinner table.  Jordan picks at her food.




MAUD


Don’t maul it to death, Jordan. 




JORDAN

What did you put in these sweet

potatoes?  



MAUD

Just a touch of..oh, darn it, 

what’s that called?



JORDAN

Tastes like oregano and you 

know I hate oregano.



MAUD

Of course it’s not oregano.  And 

they’re not sweet potatoes-they’re

yams.  



JORDAN

Yams, sweet potatoes, what’s

the difference? They taste awful.

Jordan drops her fork on her plate.





MAUD

Thyme!  It was thyme, of course, 

it was! The point is, you 

hardly eat enough to keep a bird 

alive. Have some more meatloaf.

Maud lifts the dish of meatloaf, but Jordan waves it away.



JORDAN

I eat when I’m hungry, mother, un-

like some people who spend their 

life in front of the TV with junk

food.



MAUD

Since when is popcorn junk food? 

(SIGHS) You know, Jordie, we never 

sit down and have a conversation 

anymore.  I miss your father’s 

stories. 



JORDAN

The same ones, over and over and

over and...




MAUD

Stop it. I remember a time when you 

were heart-broken if you had to go

to bed without hearing at least one

of your favorites.



JORDAN

I don’t remember that.



MAUD

It seems like yesterday. Oh, how you 

loved to hear the one about the little

lamb lost in a blizzard and the collie 

who nearly froze to death howling and 

howling for help. Oh, what was his name? 

Drat, I can’t remember a dang thing…



JORDAN


Keeper.




MAUD

Yes, dear Keeper! It was your

seventh birthday and Dad snuck that 

sweet little pup in under his jacket

and there it sat waiting on the porch 

when you got home from school. Dad 

said he was a keeper and that’s what

you named him. You were so happy you

cried. 



JORDAN

Whatever happened to that dog, 

anyway?



MAUD

Poor thing got the distemper and 

died before he was a year old.  



JORDAN

I don’t remember that either—

thankfully.  



MAUD

Well, you were so in love with the

pony you got for Christmas, you hardly

noticed poor little Keeper after that.   

Jordan stands and begins to clear the dishes.




MAUD (CONT’D)


I can do that.




JORDAN


Do you want some tea?




MAUD


That would be nice.  Let’s have 


it in the parlor.




JORDAN

Really?  You haven’t stepped foot

in there since Dad…. 
 



MAUD

Well, it’s high time I did.  


Maud gets up from the table and opens oak pocket doors wide.  All the furniture in the parlor is covered with sheets.




MAUD (CONT’D)


(turning to JORDAN)
And I’ll have a piece of that 

chocolate cake you made.




JORDAN



(smiling)


Coming right up.

INT. PARLOR – LATER THAT EVENING 

Maud sits on the sofa crocheting.  Jordan sits on the window seat mending a bridle.




MAUD

It’s awful close in here.  Open

that window, will you, dear? 

Jordan reluctantly puts down the bridle, and, with some difficulty finally gets the window open.  The voile curtains 

undulate on a steady breeze.  Jordan takes in a deep breath.




JORDAN


There’s a storm brewing.




MAUD

Capp says the timber up on the 

east slope is tinder dry.  

A DISTANT RUMBLE.  




JORDAN

Storm’s about five miles off.

(dials her cell) Capp? Keep a close

eye on the timberline tonight. Let me

know if you spot any strikes.

Jordan ends the call. LOUDER RUMBLING.




MAUD

Me and my big mouth.  You’ll 



(MORE)

be up all night fretting

the worst.  We haven’t had a 

strike in fifteen years.



JORDAN

What about the brush fire last

October?



MAUD

That wasn’t anywhere near the

timber. The storms always peter 

out before the tree line.



JORDAN

If that stand of mature pine

goes, we’ll be in the red next year,

mother.  Better safe than sorry.




MAUD

It’s those high-flying horses of 

yours will put us in the poor house. 

Or maybe you’re planning on getting 

into the horse meat business.

Maud CHUCKLES.




JORDAN

That’s not funny, mother.  Besides,

Darlene and Sam have that market 

cornered.



MAUD

Lately, the horses she takes in are bone-

thin. They can’t bring much.



JORDAN

I can’t prove it, but I’m sure Darlene

has been graining some of her 

so-called trainees for slaughter. 



MAUD

Haven’t you got enough to worry about

without taking on the likes of Darlene

Stopes? It’s going to age you overnight,

Jordan.  And then where will you be?



JORDAN

What’s that supposed to mean?



MAUD

Well, honey.  You’re not getting 

any younger and I hate to see you

so upset over a bunch of flea-

bitten animals that are no use to 

anybody.  



JORDAN

No animal deserves to starve to 

death, mother.  



MAUD

Of course not, but this business

with Darlene runs deeper than the

fate of a few hapless horses,

and you know it.



JORDAN

I stopped caring about Sam long ago, 

if that’s what you’re getting at.  

You were right about him. I’ll give

you that.  





MAUD

Sam’s not who I’m worried about.  

It’s just that when a woman your age

loses a baby, it affects her deeper 

than she realizes.  You need to face….




JORDAN


(sharply)

I don’t ask much of you, mother, 

do I? Just once, can’t you leave

well enough alone?

Jordan is about to storm out of the parlor when a BRILLIANT FLASH ELECTRIFIES the room, followed by a DEAFENING THUNDERBOLT.  Maud drops her crochet basket. A GUST of wind blows through the window. The LIGHTS FLICKER and go out.  








MAUD


Lord almighty! That hit the house!

Jordan feels her way out to the kitchen, grabs a flashlight and dashes outside.  

EXT. VICTORIAN – NIGHT- CONTINUOUS

Rain comes down in torrents.  There’s no obvious sign of damage to the house.  Capp and Jose’ run out of the barn.  




CAPP


Jordie!  We got fire in the loft!  




JORDAN

Well, don’t just stand there! Help 

me get the mares out!  Jose’, hook 

up the feeder hose to the main pump! 

INT. BARN – SECONDS LATER - NIGHT

Jordan and Capp make their way through thick smoke.  The horses are NEIGHING and STOMPING in panic.  




JORDAN

Capp! Slide open the doors on the 

south end!  I’ll drive the horses 

out!



CAPP

They’ll get out on the highway!




JORDAN

Dammit, Capp!  Do as I say, or 

we’ll all burn to death!

The big doors CREAK open; Jordan quickly opens each of the six stall doors.  All but one mare bolts for safety.  Jordan finds her cowering in the corner of her stall.  With flames licking the top of the stall, Jordan grabs a rope and beats the mare mercilessly until she finally makes a run for it, nearly trampling Jordan in the process.  Jose’ appears with the hose.




JORDAN (CONT’D)


It’s too late!  Let’s get the hell


out of here!

Jordan and Jose’ make a mad dash out of the barn and find Capp lying on the ground.  




JORDAN (CONT’D)


Capp!  Can you get up?!

Capp tries, but falls back, writhing in pain.




CAPP


Them mares run me down. My ribs,


I can’t breathe…

 Jordan searches for her cell phone but to no avail.  

   




JORDAN

Jose’, run in the house and call 

911!  Hurry!  I’ll stay with him!

Silhouetted by the flaming inferno of the barn, Jordan pulls Capp to a safe distance and warily scans the east slope over which SPARKS ARE FLYING.

EXT. TRIPLE CREEK RANCH – NEXT DAY - DAWN

Jordan is on horseback following fresh tracks along the timber line.  She finds the six mares who’d escaped the barn peacefully grazing in a meadow.  One of the mares is badly cut on her chest.  Jordan dismounts and slowly approaches her with a rope and halter.




JORDAN


Easy, girl.  Let me take a look.

Jordan quickly halters the mare and checks the wounds.  

She delicately removes a couple of large splinters from the mare’s chest.  She leads the mare back to her saddle horse, unties a small sack of grain and feeds a handful to the eager mare.  Jordan climbs aboard her horse and heads back down the trail with the mare in tow.  The rest of the mares follow.

LATER

Johnny Preston is loading the last of Darlene’s horses into  a livestock trailer.  Maud, who’s been supervising, sees Jordan leading the mares toward the paddock.




MAUD


Well, if it ain’t the pied piper 


herself.

Johnny hitches the trailer tail gate shut, dashes over to the paddock gate and opens it. Jordan leads the mares in.  




JOHNNY



(to Jordan)

That chestnut’s gonna need  

stitching. 

Jordan dismounts and ignores Johnny.




JORDAN


Mother.  Call the vet, will you?


My cell’s dead.

Maud runs back inside the house.  Johnny tries to inspect the mare’s wounds.  Jordan pushes him aside.




JORDAN (CONT’D)


If I want your help, I’ll ask for


it.




JOHNNY


The fire ain’t my fault.




JORDAN

If it weren’t for you and that

witch you work for, these mares


would have been out in this paddock

last night, instead of in the barn.

I’ll be lucky if they don’t all

foal early.  



JOHNNY

You shoudda kept my ponies in the

corral.



JORDAN

You got some nerve.  You were supposed 

to pick them up three days ago. Did you

forget, or maybe Darlene figured I

could fatten them up for slaughter.




JOHNNY

I’m up to here (gestures) with 

your bull. My ponies are all loaded up

and out of your hair, so if I was you…




MAUD(OS)

Jordie!  The vet can’t make it until

noon!




JORDAN

Tell him it’s an emergency!



MAUD

I did! But he’s way up in North

Falls!  

Jordan re-checks the mare’s wounds, which are bleeding badly.




JOHNNY


We better get her sewed up, 


and fast.  

Jordan nods.  Johnny runs to his truck. He comes back with a leather pouch slung over his shoulder.  




JOHNNY (CONT’D)

I’ll take her to the arena.  

Get me some boiling hot water.

Johnny leads the mare toward the arena.  




JORDAN


Mother, boil a big kettle! 

Maud retreats back inside the house.  

Jordan kicks through the smoldering rubble of the barn, then, buries her face in her hands, SOBBING. 

Maud comes back out on the porch, sees Jordan crying and immediately goes to her.  Jordan falls into her mother’s arms.




MAUD

You saved the horses, honey.  

The timber’s still standing.

The steers are safe. That’s all 

that matters.



JORDAN

The feed..the tractors, 

everything’s gone.  The mares 

shouldn’t have been in there..

we might have saved the barn, if..



MAUD 

(grabbing Jordan by the shoulders)

Now, you listen to me, girl.  A barn

and feed can be replaced.  What 

you did last night was nothing short

of a miracle.  You saved Capp’s life, 

to boot.



JORDAN

The barn and feed won’t be replaced,

mother.



MAUD

Of course they will.  We have plenty 

insurance.



JORDAN

No, mother, we don’t.  I cancelled

the policy.

Maud breaks her grip and clutches her chest.




MAUD


You what?!




JORDAN


I needed the money for payments.




MAUD


What payments?




JORDAN


For the certified semen from Europe. 


It cost six thousand.




MAUD


Why, I never heard of such nonsense!




JORDAN


I explained it all to you, mother.




MAUD

My memory isn’t so bad I could forget

a fool thing like that.  You did this

on your own just to spite me.  Lord

knows what else you’ve been up to.



JORDAN

I didn’t..I mean, yes, I cancelled the

insurance on my own, but I did tell

you about the six thousand. I swear I 

did, mother! Sale of the foals would

more than make up for it!



MAUD

You tell me where we’re going to get

the money to winter over a hundred head

of range steers.  We’re going to have

to sell them as feeders for a third of what 

we planned. For heaven sakes, Jordie.

Have you completely lost your mind?!

Jose’ runs up to the two women.




JOSE’


Miss Jordan, Johnny need agua


caliente, pronto!

INT. ARENA STABLES – LATER

Jordan emerges from a freshly-bedded stall at one end of the  arena, where the injured mare is munching on hay. Jordan latches the stall door and turns to Johnny.




JORDAN


Stitching looks good.  Thanks.




JOHNNY

She’ll be fine, maybe a little



(MORE)

scar but you won’t see it.  A 

real lady, ain’t she.  What’s her

line? 



JORDAN


Dutch Warmblood.  




JOHNNY

Can’t say I know it.  She’s big 

enough to pull a log skid.



JORDAN

If you go back far enough, you’ll 

find a draft horse in her pedigree.

It takes both balance and muscle

to compete.



JOHNNY

I guess yer right about that. You 

take my Gracie, now, she hauls

this old carcass of mine plus two 

rolls of barbed wire up and down 

gullies like I was nothin’ but an

old tumbleweed stuck to the saddle.



JORDAN

So where are you taking Darlene’s

horses today?



JOHNNY

Back to the ranch. Where do you

think?



JORDAN

And then where?



JOHNNY

Depends on who buys them. 




JORDAN

Oh, come on, Johnny. I bet you can’t

give me the name of one person who’s

actually bought one of her horses

in the past three months?



JOHNNY

Hell, I don’t keep track.  I 

take most to auction and what 

don’t sell I haul back.  



JORDAN

And the minimum bid?



JOHNNY

Depends.



JORDAN

How much?



JOHNNY


(hems and haws)

No less than $200.



JORDAN

Bull.



JOHNNY

You callin’ me a liar?



JORDAN

Answer this. How many horses have 

you actually trained for re-sale

this past year?



JOHNNY

I dunno, maybe a couple three dozen or

so. Darlene takes care of all the

record keeping.  



JORDAN

I bet she does. 



JOHNNY

Now see here, I didn’t sew up your 

mare so’s I…ahh…what’s the use.


Johnny angrily packs up his first aid kit and starts to leave the arena. Jordan dogs him.





JORDAN

So why did you bother to sew up 

my mare?



JOHNNY

Because I know how, and you don’t.

Johnny rushes past Jose’ and the VET just arriving.




JORDAN


She’s in the stall, JAY.

Jay (the vet) enters the stall and examines the mare.




JAY 

Mighty nice stitching.  I’ll give 

her a shot of antibiotic.  She’ll 

be fine.  Sorry about your barn. 

That storm was a dilly. (gives injection)

There, that ought to do it.

Jay steps out of the stall.




JORDAN

We’re lucky the house didn’t burn

down. Thanks for cutting into your

fishing trip, Jay. 




JAY

The fish weren’t biting anyway. Is

there anything else I can do? 

It’s been awhile.



JORDAN

As a matter of fact, there is. 

You can tell me what you know 

about Stopes Training Stables. 




JAY

Not much.  Darlene has a new vet

from down near Five Corners. 

I did hear from a colleague up at

North Falls that some of her horses 

come to auction with abscesses and 

coughs— they hardly ever get bids over $50. 



JORDAN

Write down your colleague’s name, would

you? I’d like to have a talk with him.



JAY

You know, Jordan.  If Darlene 

goes bankrupt, her place’ll sell

to the highest bidder, which, these

days is usually some big developer.

(chuckling)You could be scooping

up golf balls from your paddocks if

you’re not careful.




JORDAN

Over my dead body.    

Jay writes down the name of the North Valley colleague, hands it to Jordan and leaves.  Jordan walks to the other end of  the arena, where Jose’ is mending some railing. 




JORDAN

Did you check on the steers this 

morning?



JOSE’

Si.  Muy muddy, but OK.



JORDAN

Good.  I want you to take the 

truck and follow Johnny.  Make

sure he ends up at Darlene’s.




JOSE’


Sure thing. I visit Capp 


at the hospital tomorrow, si?



JORDAN

You bet—-we’ll both go.  The drive

to North Falls is real picturesque 

this time of year.

INT. PRISON KITCHEN – DAY

Pearl and her APPRENCTICE are kneading globs of bread dough.  The apprentice is listening to music through an ear piece; 

Pearl is staring into space.

PEARL’s DAYDREAM – RIDING THE RANGE

Pearl, in cowgirl garb, rides Grace bareback along a fence line high on a hill.  She stops and takes in a panoramic view of an idyllic green valley and the ocean beyond.    

BACK TO SCENE




APPRENTICE


Miss Gray!  The bread!

SMOKE POURS from the giant oven.  Pearl grabs the handle without a mitt and CRIES OUT.  While Pearl doubles over in pain, the apprentice and OTHER KITCHEN INMATES remove the trays of burnt bread loves.  The kitchen is filled with smoke.  




APPRENTICE (CONT’D)


Somebody open the windows!

Of course, the windows are locked.
The inmates start milling around.  THREE GUARDS come in and unlock the windows.  Jackie Stopes storms up to Pearl.




JACKIE

This is the second time this 

week, Pearl! 


 

Pearl winces, shaking her burnt hand.  Jackie examines it.




JACKIE(CONT’D)


Have NURSE JACOBS take a look at 


that.  




PEARL

There’s something wrong with the

timer bell.  It never went off.



JACKIE

That’s odd.  I heard it half

way down C corridor. We’ll discuss

this later. Get that hand looked at.

INT. NURSE’s OFFICE – LATER

NURSE JACOBS is wrapping Pearl’s right hand in gauze.




JACOBS

OK, that’ll do it. Now, don’t get

this wet.  You’ll have to change

the dressing tomorrow.  



PEARL

It stings like the devil.



JACOBS

It will for a while. Keep it dry and

don’t use it; put plenty salve on

when you change the dressing.



PEARL

Can I go back to the kitchen now?



JACOBS

Of course not, Pearl. A one-handed

baker would be a hazard.  



PEARL

When can I go back?



JACOBS

Not for several days, maybe a week. 

You have a nasty second-degree burn.




PEARL

Oh, man.  I can’t afford to stay 

home that long.  



JACOBS

You have a couple days sick leave 

coming.  I’ll talk to Mike Hansen.

You just concentrate on taking care

of that hand.  




PEARL

Make sure you tell him I need the

hours. I wouldn’t mind working in

the office--anything.

Jacobs gives Pearl a prescription for pain medication.




JACOBS


I’ll let Mike Hansen know. Take two


of these every four
hours. I’ll


get someone in his office to 


drive you home.




PEARL


But what about my car?




JACOBS 


Don’t worry. It’s safer here than 


in your own driveway.  Mike can give 


you a ride out here when you’re able 


to return to work.

Jacobs gets on the phone to Hansen’s office. 

EXT. PEARL’s BACK YARD – THREE DAYS LATER

Pearl is napping in a patio chair with a straw cowboy hat over her face.  Johnny rides Grace along the fence and stops.




JOHNNY


Hey, buckeroo! You playin’ hooky?!

Pearl jolts awake. Her hat is blown by the wind out into the back yard.  Pearl chases it to the fence. With difficulty she extricates it from the barbed wire. 




JOHNNY(CONT’D)


Hey, what happened to your hand?




PEARL


Oven burn.  It’s nothing.




JOHNNY


You off work?




PEARL

I’m going back for sure Monday.  



JOHNNY

How’s yer other hand?



PEARL

Fine. Why?



JOHNNY

Well, I think it’s time for a 

ridin’ lesson, since you got all

this spare time.



PEARL

I can’t. I have to stick by the phone,

in case they find something else for

me to do before Monday.  I need the 

hours.

Johnny pulls out his cell phone.




JOHNNY


You can give ‘em my number.  




PEARL

Thanks, Johnny, but I’m not good 

company today.  

Pearl strokes Grace’s muzzle with her left (good) hand.




JOHNNY


That’s why Mother Nature made the


horse.




PEARL


Huh?




JOHNNY


To help us two-leggeds get 


back up when we get knocked down.




PEARL


I’m not down.




JOHNNY

I reckon you must get lonesome all

alone in your little house.



PEARL

No, I don’t. I like being alone.  



JOHNNY

Well, ain’t that the saddest thing 

I ever heard.  You didn’t buy that

hat just for looks, now did ya?

Pearl starts to put on the hat, holds it instead.




PEARL


No, I suppose not.




JOHNNY

Well, then.  Tell you what.  

Tomorrow morning bright and early, 

you come on over to the ranch and we’ll

have you and Grace cutting cows by noon.  

Johnny spins Grace round and round, dust flies.




   




PEARL


I don’t think so.  Besides, my 


car’s still at the prison.




JOHNNY


I’ll come and get ya. I know


a natural born cowgirl when I 


see one.

Pearl looks down, pushes a dirt clod around with 

her foot.




PEARL


I’ll think about it.




JOHNNY

Well, don’t think too hard. Gracie

will be real down in the mouth if

you don’t come see her.

Pearl looks up at Johnny, who’s grinning from ear to ear.  Pearl reaches out to Grace with her good hand and strokes her forelock.




PEARL

OK, maybe, but only if I don’t get

called to work. 




JOHNNY


Atta girl. 

Johnny rides up to the top of a rise.  Pearl watches him until the top of his hat disappears. She puts her hat on and heads back to the house.  

EXT. PEARL’s HOUSE – TWO MORNINGS LATER

Pearl stands and dreamily sips coffee on the porch.  She is alerted by the CLIP CLOP OF HOOVES.  Johnny, aboard a bay horse, tows Grace up to the porch.  




JOHNNY


Sure a nice mornin’ for a ride, 


ain’t it?!

Pearl sets her coffee on the railing and slowly descends the porch steps.




PEARL


I was thinking about giving you a 


call.




JOHNNY


Well, now you don’t have to. 




PEARL

I can’t go anywhere today.

Johnny dismounts, ties his horse to a clothesline pole and leads Grace up to Pearl. 




JOHNNY

(grabbing the saddle horn). A 

 backyard lesson won’t hurt.  




PEARL


Now?




JOHNNY


Come on. Gracie ain’t got 


all day. Just put yer 


foot up in the stirrup.



Pearl balks. Johnny gently grasps her arm and leads her to the stirrup.




PEARL


Now what?




JOHNNY

Grab the horn with your left hand

there and pull yerself up so’s yer 

standing in the stirrup on one leg.

Pearl looks at Johnny like he’s out of his mind.




JOHNNY


Go on now.  Gracie won’t move.

Pearl slowly puts more weight in the stirrup, thinks better of it, and steps back down.




PEARL


I can’t.




JOHNNY

Try again. Just hold on to the horn

with your left hand there, step up,

swing your right leg over the saddle.

I’ll give you a boost.

Pearl tries and kicks Grace in the flank.  The mare reaches back and nibbles Pearl’s sleeve.  Pearl panics and nearly falls.  Her left foot is momentarily caught in the stirrup.  Johnny catches her.




JOHNNY

Gracie won’t bite, she knows yer

green. Now, try again.

Pearl gingerly puts her left foot in the stirrup again.  Johnny holds her gently around the waist and helps her up.




JOHNNY


That’s it.  Now swing yer leg over.

Pearl succeeds and, gripping the horn with her good hand, sits awkwardly in the saddle.  




JOHNNY (CONT’D)

Well, look at that!  Now, put 

the other foot in the right 

stirrup.

Pearl obeys.  Johnny hands her the reins.




PEARL


What are you doing?




JOHNNY


Hold the reins loose in your


left hand like so.(he demonstrates)


Now, just lean
forward a little.


When you want her to stop say `whoa.’

Pearl leans forward.  Grace immediately walks towards the back fence. Pearl grabs the horn with her wounded hand.




PEARL


Ouch! Stop!




JOHNNY


Say whoa!




PEARL


Whoa!

Grace abruptly stops.  Pearl nearly falls from the saddle.




JOHNNY



(chuckling)


She’s got good breaks, don’t she?




PEARL


Help me off please.  




JOHNNY


Turn her around and bring
her back


to me.  




PEARL


I can’t.




JOHNNY

Sure you can. Gently lay the right

rein against her neck. 

Pearl freezes.  Johnny walks to her and demonstrates.  Pearl finally tries it.  Gracie turns on a dime.  Pearl once more nearly loses her seat.  Grace heads at a fast walk down the driveway.




PEARL


Please stop!




JOHNNY


Tell her whoa!




PEARL


Whoa! Gracie, whoa!

The mare stops with a SNORT.  Pearl barely manages to keep her seat.  Johnny runs up and pats Gracie vigorously on the neck.







JOHNNY


Ain’t she the best dang pony


you ever rode?!




PEARL



(angrily)


Get me down—now!




JOHNNY

Put your weight on the left 

leg and swing your right over,

and step down.

Pearl, without thinking, again grabs the horn with her injured right hand. She winces in pain.  Johnny helps her 

down.  Pearl pushes him away, shaking her stinging hand. The bandage is unraveling.




JOHNNY


Sorry. I never pegged 


you for a quitter.  

Pearl stomps off into the house. 

Johnny lingers a few moments, adjusts the saddle, mounts his horse and starts down the driveway with Grace in tow.  He takes out his flask and unscrews the cap.  

Pearl bounds out onto the porch dressed in a denim jacket, boots, and her new hat. Her bandage is secured. Johnny puts the flask away.




PEARL


OK, let’s get this over with!

Johnny, with a big smile on his face, turns the horses around.  

EXT. JORDAN’s RANCH – LATER SAME DAY

Johnny and Pearl ride on Darlene’s property along the fence line.  They come to a make-shift metal gate. In the distance, cattle are being loaded into a stock trailer next to Jordan’s burnt out barn.  




JOHNNY


Uh-oh.




PEARL


What’s the matter?




JOHNNY


Could be trouble.  Wait here.

Johnny dismounts, hands the reins to a nervous Pearl, and climbs through the gate.  




PEARL


Where are you going?

Johnny puts his finger to his mouth, then, stealthily makes his way across the perfectly manicured lawn to the back of Jordan’s house.  Jordan appears on the veranda and spots him.




JORDAN


Planning a little horse 


stealing, are we?

Johnny jumps up and bumps his head on a low tree branch.




JOHNNY

I thought your steers was getting 

rustled.

Jordan lights up a cigarette.




JORDAN


Right under my nose, I suppose.  




JOHNNY

I thought you was gone.  Selling

range steers this time of year don’t

make no sense.

Jordan takes a drag, cocks her head back and exhales.




JORDAN

It does if all your corn is 

up in smoke.  Not that it’s

any of your concern what I do

with my cattle.  

Grace NEIGHS. Jordan spots Pearl up by the gate.




JORDAN


I never figured you for a 


cradle-robber.  

Johnny shakes his head.




JOHNNY

You always did have a nasty 

streak, woman.



JORDAN

You should be ashamed of yourself 

hitting on an unsuspecting soul 

like her. 




JOHNNY

Aaah, bull pucky!  If you had a 

lick of shame yourself, Miss High and 

Mighty, you wouldn’t be suckin’ 

on that cancer stick.  

Jordan takes another big drag and waves at Pearl, who 

tentatively waves back.




JORDAN

Tell Miss Gray she’s welcome 

to join mother and me for lunch

on the veranda, if she wants.  

Jordan crushes her cigarette on the railing and goes back inside.  Johnny walks back to the gate.




JOHNNY

Seems like you have an invite 

to join the Queen of Sheba for 

tea and cookies.



PEARL

Huh?

Johnny opens the gate, walks through and mounts his horse.




JOHNNY

You go on now. I’ll ride up 

over the ridge and check 

Darlene’s horses.

Pearl looks at him, then at the Victorian house and back again.




PEARL


I’d just as soon ride with you.




JOHNNY

You better rest up before you get 

too saddle sore.  Besides, you ain’t

seen nothin’ until you seen those 

fancy prancers of Jordan’s.  Go on,

now. I got me some rough ridin’ to do. 

I’ll come back for you in a couple hours.


Johnny slaps Grace on the rump and Pearl holds on for dear life as the mare trots through the open gate and down the lane along a white-fenced paddock.  




PEARL


Whoa, Gracie!  Whoa!

The mare comes to a sudden stop, nearly throwing Pearl over 

her head.  

Jordan comes out on the veranda with a tea tray, just in time to see it.  She sets the tray on the glass topped table.




JORDAN


You OK?!

Pearl tries to dismount. Because of her wounded hand, she has difficulty.  




JORDAN


Wait there, Miss Gray.  I’ll come 


down.

Pearl eases Grace over to a stone bench, where she easily dismounts, leaving the reins loose on the ground.  Jordan walks up and takes a hold of the mare before she can graze on the perfect lawn.  Pearl jumps from the bench and winces.




JORDAN (CONT’D)


Saddle sore, huh? 

Pearl takes the reins from Jordan.




PEARL

Hello, Miss Lockwood.  Say, I never

did thank you for helping me out 

on the road that day.  



JORDAN

Don’t mention it.  Anyone would 

have done the same.  Why don’t 

you unsaddle your horse and put

her in the corral.



PEARL

I don’t think I better. I don’t

know the first thing about 

taking a saddle off. 




JORDAN

Come on.  I’ll show you.

Pearl, who is very stiff from her ride, leads Grace and

follows Jordan past the cattle truck to the corral.  Grace NEIGHS at Jordan’s prized mares lined up along the paddock fence.




PEARL


What kind of horses are those?




JORDAN

Dutch Warmbloods.  All but one 

is due to foal next spring. 



PEARL

Foal?



JORDAN

To give birth.  A male foal is

a colt and a female is a filly.



PEARL

Do you ride all of them?




JORDAN

Not as much as I should.  I’m

kind of partial to my gelding. 

After lunch, I’ll introduce you.



PEARL

Grace here is the first horse 

I ever met.  We get along 

just fine, don’t we girl?

Pearl pats Grace on the neck.  Jordan opens the corral gate and Pearl leads the mare in.  Because of Pearl’s hand, Jordan removes the mare’s tack, while Pearl watches.




JORDAN

See?  Nothing to it.  Go get 

a chunk of that alfalfa next to 

the wheelbarrow and throw it to her.  

Grace NICKERS when Pearl throws the hay over the corral fence and goes for the treat with gusto.




JORDAN (CONT’D)


I bet that’s the best she’s had


in a good while.




PEARL


She’s pretty fat, isn’t she?




JORDAN

Grace is an `easy keeper.’  She’d 

hold her own on straw.



PEARL

Johnny takes real good care of her.



JORDAN

Grace is a dead broke stock horse, 

worth her weight in gold. Johnny

isn’t going to let her starve.  

Speaking of which, are you up for

some fried chicken and potato salad?

 


PEARL

That sounds good.  Riding sure

makes me hungry.




JORDAN

I know what you mean.  Mother 

made plenty, so don’t be shy.

The two women walk back toward the house.  Jose’ approaches,  tips his hat to Pearl and turns to Jordan.




JOSE’


All set to go, boss.  





JORDAN

Good.  Do you have the papers?



JOSE’

Si and I get a cashier’s check 

made out to Triple Creek

Ranch, Inc.  



JORDAN

For the exact amount on that bill

of sale I wrote up. Comprende?




JOSE’

Si, si.



JORDAN

I’m counting on you, Jose’.  Have

a safe trip, and come straight home.  



JOSE’

You betcha, boss.  

Jose’ climbs in the truck.  Jordan and Pearl head for the house.  Maud waves from the front porch.




MAUD


Lunch is served, ladies!

EXT. JORDAN’S VERANDA – LATER

Jordan, Pearl, and Maud sit around an elegant glass-top table.  They have just finished lunch.




MAUD


Would you care for some more 


tea, Miss Gray?




PEARL


I better not. I have a bouncy 


ride home.




JORDAN

You’re a real trooper to ride 

so far your first time in the saddle.

Pretty impressive for a greenhorn, 

don’t you agree mother?



MAUD

I should say so.  It must be a 

good five miles one way.  Don’t

you think so, Jordan?




JORDAN

At least.  I’d be glad to run you

home, if you’re not up to the ride 

home.




PEARL

No thanks. I can’t leave Grace.



JORDAN

Johnny could pick her up on his 

way back.



PEARL

I guess he could.

Pearl glances at her watch.




JORDAN


Where did Johnny say he was going?




PEARL

To check on the herd and fix

some fences up at the top.

(points to Sunset Ridge)




MAUD

So, Miss Gray, I hear you moved 

here from Portland.  How do you

like our neck of the woods?



PEARL

It’s real quiet, except for the 

coyotes at night.



JORDAN

Mangy thieves. Early this

morning I spotted three of them

up here on the veranda.



MAUD

Well, they wouldn’t be, if you

fired a couple of rounds over 

their heads once in awhile.




JORDAN

You know gunfire upsets the mares.   




MAUD

Our feeder steers are gone. 

The chickens will be next.



(MORE)

Pretty soon we’ll be down to a diet

of beans and rice.




JORDAN

Would that be so bad?  Animal 

protein is overrated, don’t you

think so, Miss Gray?




PEARL

I tried to be a vegetarian once, 

and I ate so many donuts I gained

fifteen pounds and had to give up

on it.  



MAUD

That proves my point. Man is 

basically a carnivore, don’t you

agree, Miss Gray?

Pearl glances at Jordan and back at Maud, then glances at her watch.




JORDAN

You don’t have to answer that. 

And don’t be surprised if Johnny 

is late.  He’s a lifetime member 

of the sacred order of `Johnny-come-

lately’s.’

Pearl CHUCKLES.  Maud shakes her head and starts to clear the table. Pearl tries to help.




MAUD

No, no. You girls enjoy your visit. 

I’ll bring out some apple pie and

ice cream.

Maud stacks the plates and carries them into the house.  







PEARL


(to Jordan)

Johnny showed up early enough at 

my place this morning.  



JORDAN

Uninvited?



PEARL

I kind of promised to go for a

riding lesson.  I guess he 

wanted to make sure I

didn’t chicken out. 




JORDAN

I see. Can I give you a word of 

advice?



PEARL

What about?



JORDAN

Don’t get me wrong. Johnny’s got a 

heart of gold, but he’s been known to

hit the bottle pretty hard and he

doesn’t always use the best judgment

when it comes to….  



PEARL

I’m glad he came over this morning,

Miss Lockwood.  



JORDAN

Could we drop the formalities? 

Please--call me Jordan.



PEARL

OK.    



JORDAN

Anyway, Pearl.  Liquor can bring 

out the worst in a man.  My ex-

husband is a prime example. I

finally had to kick him out.   



PEARL

I had a neighbor once who got so

drunk one night,he ended up in jail

for beating his wife into a coma.



JORDAN 

(shocked look on her face)

How awful.  What I’m trying to say, 



(MORE)

Pearl, is… hell, I’ll just get to 

the point. Johnny isn’t necessarily

thinking of your best interests.



PEARL

I don’t really care what people think.

And I wasn’t born yesterday, Miss…

Jordan.




JORDAN

No, of course not.  I didn’t mean to 

imply that you were.  I’ve known 

Johnny all my life and ever since he

started working for Darlene Stopes,

well, he’s turned sour.



PEARL

He seems cheerful enough.



JORDAN

Of course he is.  He’s sweet on 

you, Pearl.  

Pearl rolls her eyes, crosses her arms across her chest.




JORDAN

God, I’m so sorry! Here I invite

you to lunch and then embarrass

the hell out of you.  It’s just 

that this thing with Darlene, it’s…



MAUD(OS)


Not worth talking about. 

(loudly sets down the tray)

Pearl, give me your dessert plate.

Pearl eagerly accepts a huge piece of apple pie.  Jordan declines pie and lights up a cigarette.




MAUD


For heaven sakes, Jordie! 


Where’s your manners?

Jordan stands, moves over to the railing and blows smoke rings.  Pearl glances down at her watch.  Maud serves herself a piece of pie and sits down.




PEARL


This is delicious, Mrs…




MAUD

Call me Maud, dear. Say, 

I understand you’re an expert 

dessert chef.




PEARL

I’m a donut-maker by trade, like

my father and my grandfather before

him.



MAUD

I hear through the grapevine that

your sourdough bread is out of 

this world.




PEARL


When I don’t burn it to a crisp.

Pearl holds up her wounded hand.  The bandage is grimy. Maud grimaces.




MAUD

Oh, my. That needs changing.  


(gently taking Pearl’s wounded


hand) Jordie, put out that 


filthy cigarette and get me the


first aid kit.

Jordie takes one last drag, crushes the cigarette and goes into the house.  Pearl glances at her watch again.




MAUD


Johnny had no business bringing 


you way out here on horseback.


Why, your hand is bleeding. It 


must sting like the devil.

Pearl removes her hand from Maud’s grasp.  




PEARL


Not too bad. I hold onto the 


saddle horn too much.   




MAUD

Riding is all in the seat, dear. 



PEARL

Right now, my seat is killing me.  

Pearl squirms in her chair.   




MAUD

You’ll toughen up.  It helps to 

stand up in the stirrups.  



PEARL

I have a lot to learn.



MAUD

Something tells me you’ll be 

riding with the best of ‘em 

in no time. My Jordie lives in 

the saddle.

Jordan comes back out with the first aid kit and sets it on the table. Maud offers her pie again, but she declines. Jordan moves to the veranda railing, her back to Maud and Pearl.     




MAUD (CONT’D)

Jordie eats less than a bird.

One of these days she’ll just 

float away on the breeze, like

a dandelion seed.  

Jordan turns, frowns at Maud.




JORDAN

I’m going out to the arena.  

You’re welcome to join me, 

Pearl.

Jordan descends the steps to the yard, calls her border collies and heads for the arena.  

Pearl presents her wounded hand to Maud who begins to change the soiled bandage.

INT. ARENA – LATER

Pearl finds Jordan grooming her prized show horse, a TALL BIG-BONED BAY. CLASSICAL MUSIC PLAYS THROUGH THE PA SYSTEM. 




PEARL


He’s sure shiny.




JORDAN

He should be, with all the supple-

ments he gets.  He’s no easy keeper.

Jordan unhooks the crossties and leads the gelding back into his stall.  Show ribbons adorn the stall door.  Pearl peers through the thick bars.




PEARL


What’s his name?




JORDAN

His registered name is `Hero’s 

Choice Supreme,’ Hero for short.  



PEARL

Is he a champion?



JORDAN

Not yet, but he has heart,

and that’s what counts.

Jordan fills the hay net with alfalfa and hangs it in Hero’s stall.  




PEARL


Heart?



JORDAN

A horse with heart takes pride in 

whatever he does. Even work horses 

can have heart. Grandpa Ellis had a team 

that could work from sunrise to

sundown in the middle of August with- 

out so much as a drop of water. 



PEARL

Grace has heart.



JORDAN

Yes, I suppose she does.  Too

bad people aren’t more like 

her and Hero. This world would 

be a lot happier place.

Jordan sits down on a bale of straw and starts oiling some tack.  Pearl runs her hand over Hero’s dressage saddle.




PEARL

Maud said you and Hero did real

good at horse shows this year.



JORDAN

Except for a couple of 

inspections, I did OK.



PEARL

What’s an inspection?



JORDAN

Experts come, sometimes from 

Europe, to inspect horses 

for conformation, movement,

that sort of thing.  It’s important

for breeding operations like mine.   




PEARL



(glancing at her watch)


Mmmhmm.  




JORDAN

Johnny should have been here by

now. Does he have his cell with

him?




PEARL

I think so.

Jordan tries to reach him on her cell phone, but there’s no answer.




JORDAN

Let’s give it another half hour. 

If he’s not back, I’ll take a ride

up there myself.  



PEARL

I’ll come along, if that’s all right.



JORDAN

Sure, if your rear end can take

it.

Maud rushes into the stables BREATHLESS.




JORDAN (CONT’D)


Mother! What is it?! 

Jordan makes her sit down on the straw bale.  Maud struggles to catch her breath.




MAUD

There’s a horse at the back gate 

carryin’ on somethin’ awful.



JORDAN

Is he injured?



MAUD

You know I can’t see that far.  

You better see to him, Jordan. 

Jordan runs out of the stables.  Pearl approaches Maud.




PEARL


Are you all right?




MAUD


I’m fine, dear.  You go ahead


and help Jordan.

EXT. LOCKWOOD CORRAL – LATER

Pearl ties Johnny’s horse to the outside of the corral.  The 

saddle is torn to pieces.  Grace NICKERS from inside the 

corral.  Jordan is on her cell phone.  Maud comes out of the arena.




MAUD


What on earth?!




PEARL

He’s got some cuts on his knees, 

but Jordan thinks he’s all right.  



MAUD

What about Johnny?





PEARL

She’s talking with Darlene to 

see if he showed up there.



JORDAN

Both horses are here.  Call Jim. 

We might need Medical Evac.  

Pearl and I are heading out now.

Pearl Gray.  Look, I don’t have 

time to explain.  Be sure to tell

Jim we’re headed up Sunset Ridge.

Jordan slips the cell in her jacket and hands Pearl Grace’s bridle.




JORDAN

Go tack up your mare. I’ll saddle

one of our stock horses.




PEARL


Tack?




JORDAN


Watch me.

Jordan takes the bridle off Johnny’s mount and slowly puts it back on.  Pearl looks over at Maud, who gives her a supportive nod.  

Pearl enters the corral with the bridle.  Grace approaches NICKERING. After a couple of awkward tries, Pearl succeeds and beams at Maud, who gives her the thumbs up.

EXT. FENCE LINE – DARLENE’S RANCH - LATER

On horseback, Jordan is in the lead, towing an extra horse. Pearl brings up the rear on Grace.  Jordan cuts to the right onto a steep rocky trail.




JORDAN


Hold on tight, Pearl!

The horses scramble up to the top of the ridge.  Pearl gazes transfixed at the panoramic view.  Jordan dismounts and looks inside an ABANDONED FIRE-SPOTTER CABIN.  She climbs back in the saddle and eases her horse up next to Grace.




JORDAN (CONT’D)


Nobody’s been in the cabin recently.


See anything?




PEARL


Johnny says you can see the ocean 


from here.




JORDAN


This is no time for daydreaming, 


Pearl.  

Jordan grabs the binoculars, scans eastward. Grace NEIGHS.




PEARL


What is it, girl?

Jordan hands Pearl the binoculars.




JORDAN


Check this out.




PEARL


Horses!  You think Johnny’s with


them?




JORDAN


We can hope.

Jordan heads down a steep brushy trail.  Pearl, careful not to grip the horn with her bad hand, follows. The two riders enter a grove of cottonwoods.  

EXT. WOODS - LATER

Pearl and Jordan dismount near a large mud hole where horses graze nearby.  Jordan scans the grassy edge and spots a 

SHOVEL sticking out of the ground.




JORDAN

Somebody’s been digging out a spring.




PEARL


Johnny had a shovel with him this 


morning.

Jordan walks through the tall grass that surrounds the mud hole, bends down and picks up a FLASK.




JORDAN


It’s Johnny’s. (unscrews the top)


Full to the brim—-that’s odd.   

Pearl walks to the other side of the mud hole. 




PEARL


Jordan!  Come quick!

Jordan rushes to Pearl, who is on her knees.  Johnny is lying face up in shallow water, unconscious.




JORDAN


 (checking for a pulse)

He’s alive.  Help me get him 

out of the water.

They pull Johnny to a dry sandy area in sunlight and cover him with Jordan’s jacket.  He has a gash on his forehead, which Pearl tends with Johnny’s kerchief.  Jordan checks his pulse again. 



JORDAN

I’m sure he’s in shock.  

Jordan gets on her cell.  Pearl puts an ear to his lips and checks his breathing.      




JORDAN 

This is Jordan Lockwood. We need a 

helicopter right away. It’s 

John Preston. He’s alive but un-

conscious. We’re below the ridge



(MORE)

in Hawks Canyon. What? We had to move

him. What were we supposed to do?! 

Let him drown?!  Just get the damn 

helicopter up here!  Wait a second.

Pearl, check his pulse again!




PEARL


It’s awful faint. 




JORDAN

His pulse is weak and irregular. 

Yes, I understand.  Please, please

hurry!

Jordan puts her cell away and moves up close to Johnny, who has the shakes.




PEARL


What now?




JORDAN


I think we need to do CPR, but


I’ve never done it on a human.  




PEARL


I did…once.

Jordan moves out of the way and Pearl awkwardly begins CPR.  After a few tense moments Johnny sputters and coughs, tries to sit up. Pearl restrains him.




PEARL


Take it easy now.




JOHNNY


(barely above a whisper)

I gotta get..my ponies..don’t let

‘em take my ponies...(mumbling).  

Johnny tries to sit up again.   




PEARL

No, you rest now. The horses

are fine.

Johnny lifts his hand. Pearl clasps it.




JOHNNY

Promise me you won’t let 

anything happen to ‘em. 




PEARL


The horses are safe.  I can see


them from here.




JOHNNY


That’s good…mighty good.

Johnny takes a deep breath and winces.




PEARL


Where are you hurt?

Johnny moves his hand to his chest.




JORDAN


I hear the helicopter!

Jordan slogs to the middle of the mud hole and waves both arms.  The copter hovers and sends an EMT down on a long tether; he examines Johnny and signals for a stretcher.  Jordan and the EMT get Johnny safely into the stretcher, which is hoisted up to the copter. 

Pearl rounds up their frightened mounts and returns to see the copter disappear over the ridge.  She finds Jordan sitting under a cottonwood tree holding her face in her hands.




PEARL


Are you OK?

Jordan pulls herself together.  




JORDAN


They lifted my father out of 


this canyon, but he… he died


before they could get him to 


the hospital.




PEARL


Was it a heart attack?




JORDAN

He was shot off his horse by a 

poacher last December, just before

Christmas. Johnny found him, but

it was too late.  

Jordan abruptly stands and mounts her horse.  Pearl climbs up on Grace without a hitch and takes the extra horse in tow.  

Jordan leads the way along a trail through scrub pines. 

The sky is streaked with reds, pinks and oranges of late afternoon.

EXT. LOCKWOOD FRONT PORCH – SAME DAY - DUSK

Maud and Jordan gently rock on the porch swing.  Jordan has just gotten off the phone.  Pearl leans on the railing gazing at the last glow of the day.  




MAUD


Well?




JORDAN


He’s resting comfortably.  




MAUD


Is it his heart?




JORDAN


D.T.’s.

Pearl turns around and looks at Jordan.




MAUD


Well, I’ll be.








JORDAN


It seems Johnny went cold turkey


and had a seizure. We got to him 


just in time.  He could have 


slipped into a coma.



PEARL

What hospital is he in?



JORDAN

County Hospital way up north. 

He’s going to be there a few 

weeks for de-tox.  



PEARL

How far is it from here?



JORDAN

A good four hours.  You’re not 

thinking of driving there tonight.




PEARL

I can’t. My car’s at the prison.



JORDAN

You could borrow Dad’s rig, 

couldn’t she, mother?  



PEARL


(to Maud)

You sure?



JORDAN

Heck, yes.  You never drive it, 

mother.  It just sits in the 

garage gathering dust.



MAUD

It’s low on gas, but 

you’re welcome to it.



PEARL

That’s awful generous, but…



JORDAN

No buts. I know I can trust 

you, Pearl. Johnny would sure…

Jordan is distracted by the SOUND OF A DIESEL PICKUP towing a RUSTY HORSE TRAILER; it parks in front of the house.  Darlene Stopes gets out of the passenger side and walks towards the front porch. Jordan springs to her feet.




DARLENE


Evening, Maud.  Jordan.  

Darlene comes up on the porch. 

Jordan spots Sam in the cab of the truck. He waves at her.




JORDAN

What’s he doing here?



DARLENE

As you can see, we came for

my two horses.

Pearl looks anxiously at Jordan.



JORDAN

The horses have had a hard day.  

Why not let them enjoy a decent

meal and clean water for a change?



DARLENE

I’m in no mood for your lip, 

Jordan. Are you going to load 

them, or should I have Sam do it?



JORDAN

He knows better than to set 

foot on my place.  Your 

chauffeur can just turn your 

rig around and get the hell

off my ranch.  



DARLENE

I’m not leaving without those horses.



PEARL

Grace and the bay belong to Johnny,

and he wants them to stay here until

he gets out of the hospital.



DARLENE

Is that so? Those two old nags were

found wandering along the highway

two weeks ago. Johnny brought 

them in, but they belong to me. 

Now, unless you want me to call

the Sheriff….




JORDAN


Well, ain’t this a hoot!

Jordan walks up real close to Darlene.




JORDAN (CONT’D)

I have your horses and your driver

is in violation of a protection order.

Let’s see. Given Sam’s rap sheet, I

wonder who’s more likely to spend

the night in jail.  Unless I see 

proof of ownership, Grace and the

bay are staying right here.  It’s 

your call, Darlene.

Sam gets out of the truck and approaches.




SAM


Is there a problem?

Jordan glares at Sam.




JORDAN


How dare you show your face 


here.  

Sam smiles and rests one foot on the first porch step.




SAM

Hey, now, Jordie.  Don’t get your

tail in a knot.  Just give the

lady her horses and we’re out of 

here.  Why make a fuss?

Sam lights a cigarette.





JORDAN

Get back in the truck, Sam, or I’ll…  



SAM

You’ll what? Shoot me? 
The two border collies GROWL. Maud slips into the house.




DARLENE

Knock it off, Sam.  Go get 

the halters and lead ropes.  

Sam smirks at Jordan, goes to the truck, gets the tack and starts toward the corral. 




MAUD(OS)

Take another step, Sam Earnshaw, 

and I’ll fill you full of buckshot!

Sam stops in his tracks.  Maud stands at the porch railing with a shotgun cocked and aimed.  Jordan stifles a chuckle, as does Pearl. Darlene retreats to the truck.




MAUD (CONT’D)

You two climb back in that rattle-

trap and get off The Triple Creek 

this instant!  

Sam smirks and casually twirls the lead ropes.




MAUD (CONT’D)

You’re dumb as dirt, but you 

ain’t deaf.  I said, get off my

ranch!  

Sam waves her off, turns, and starts walking toward the corral again.  The shotgun BLASTS.  Sam drops to the ground. 




DARLENE


Oh, my god!  You’ve killed him!

She runs to Sam, who’s spitting dust.  He angrily rejects her attempts to help him up.




MAUD

That was well over your head! 

The next one’ll be right between

your legs!

Pearl and Jordan SNICKER.  At that moment, the CATTLE TRUCK PULLS UP behind Darlene’s rig.  Jose’ jumps out.




JOSE’


Que paso?!  

Jordan rushes out to Jose’.




JORDAN


Our guests were just leaving.  Jose’, 


move the rig. 

Jose’ hands Jordan an envelope and backs the cattle truck out of the way.  Swearing up a storm, Sam gets back in the passenger side of Darlene’s rig and SLAMS the door SEVERAL TIMES until it closes properly.  Darlene opens the driver’s side door and addresses Jordan.




DARLENE

That senile mother of yours is 

certifiable.  I’ll see you in court.




JORDAN


I’m counting the days.

Darlene turns the truck and trailer around.  Tires spin,  leaving a cloud of diesel.  

Maud, cradling the shotgun, sidles up to Pearl, who is still SNICKERING.




MAUD

I’ve had enough excitement for 

one day, how about you, Pearl?



PEARL

For a whole lifetime.



MAUD


(yawning)

It’s past my bedtime.  Jordan,

show Pearl to the guest room.  

Good night, girls.

Maud takes the shotgun and goes in the house.  Jordan comes 

back up on the porch and lights a cigarette.




PEARL

If it’s all the same to you, 

Jordan, I’d like to go home. 



JORDAN

Are you sure?  We have plenty

of room.



PEARL

I’m hoping to get a call back to

work. 




JORDAN

Take Dad’s SUV.  I’ll get

the keys.

Jordan crushes the cigarette and goes in the house.  

Pearl goes to the corral and climbs inside; Grace approaches and NICKERS. Pearl hugs the mare and gazes entranced up into the starry twilight.  Coyotes HOWL.

EXT. DARLENES’S RANCH– EARLY MORNING- TWO DAYS LATER 

Pearl pulls up to the office in the Triple Creek SUV.  She 

spots some men loading horses into a livestock trailer.  Pearl gets out and walks toward them.




DARLENE(OS)


Can I help you?  

Pearl turns around to Darlene standing on the office porch sipping coffee.  Pearl walks over to her.




PEARL


Morning. I need to talk to you.




DARLENE


About what?




PEARL


I want to buy Grace and the bay


horse.




DARLENE


Sorry.  I sold them both this 


morning.

Darlene turns to go inside the office.








PEARL

Wait. Who bought them?  




DARLENE

A dude ranch. (pointing) That’s 

the foremen loading up the bunch

from Hawk’s Canyon.

Pearl watches two men struggling to load very thin horses.




PEARL


Whatever they paid, I’ll pay more.





DARLENE

And where do you propose to keep 

them?  In your back yard?



PEARL

I can board them at Jordan’s.  



DARLENE

I see.  Well, feel free to make

them an offer, but you better hurry,

because they’re headed over to Triple

Creek with a bill of sale, all nice 

and legal.  

Darlene walks back inside the office.  Pearl runs up to the truck, spooking one of the horses being loaded.  One of the men swears and lashes the horse hard several times across the rump with a heavy rope.




MAN I


Mangy sonovabitch!

The other man grabs the horse by the ear, while the other twists his tail and pushes the horse inside.  They both quickly raise the ramp and SLAM it in place. The horses inside NEIGH & KICK THE SIDES OF THE TRAILER.  




MAN II


That’s the last of ‘em.  

Pearl steps up to him.




PEARL

Excuse me.  Miss Stopes says 

you’re headed out to Triple Creek

Ranch to pick up two horses.

The man ogles her.




MAN II


That’s right, miss.  You wanna


ride along?

Both men leer and SNICKER.




PEARL

I want to buy them. How much do

you want for them?




MAN I

Well, now, honey.  I ain’t 

seen ‘em yet.  Depends on how much 

meat they got on their bones.

Man II angrily shoves his buddy aside.




MAN II

What he means, miss, we ain’t 

seen how healthy they are yet.  



PEARL

But Miss Stopes said you already

paid for them.



MAN I

That’s right--we gave her a 

note for bottom dollar.  If we

think they’re worth more, we pay more.

Like my pard here says, we gotta

see ‘em first.



PEARL

How much is bottom dollar?



MAN I

Well, let me see…  

He pulls a paper from his shirt pocket, studies it.  




PEARL

I’ll give you six hundred cash right

now if you write up a bill of sale. 

That way you won’t have to drive 

out to Triple Creek.

The two men excitedly confer and use their calculators like mad.






MAN I


Twenty-five cents more per pound…

Pearl pretends not to hear.

INSERT – PEARL’s RIGHT HAND

She digs her nails into her bandage until it bleeds.

BACK TO SCENE






MAN II


You got yourself a couple old nags, 


lady.




PEARL

I need that bill of sale. 



MAN II (CONT’D)


Sure thing. You got somethin’ to

write on?

Pearl reaches in her jacket, pulls out a small notebook, and tears a sheet from it.




PEARL



(to MAN II)



Write it on this.

MAN II shuffles through papers on a clipboard, finds the 

right page and copies the descriptions of the two horses on the sheet of paper Pearl gave him.
 Both men sign the paper 

and hand it to Pearl, who studies it.   




PEARL (CONT’D)


You forgot to date it.  And the 


gray mare has two black socks 


on her front legs.

MAN II SIGHS IMPATIENTLY, makes the changes and hands the bill of sale back to Pearl, who studies it again.  She nods and hands him $600 cash.  Both men shake hands with Pearl.




MAN I


Nice doin’ business with you, 


ma’am.




PEARL


So where’s your dude ranch?




MAN I

Dude ranch?  Oh yeah. It’s up

in Lester, ma’am. Deep in the 

back country.

INSERT – WRITING ON TRUCK DOOR

It faintly reads `Snake River Stockyards’.
 

BACK TO SCENE



PEARL

What’s the name of your dude ranch?

Maybe I’ll come visit sometime.




MAN II


Well..er..it’s called `Ruby Creek 


Ranch.’




MAN I

Yeah, it sets right on Ruby Creek. 

Five thousand acres of the 

finest grazing land you ever did see.  


Darlene rushes up scowling.




DARLENE


You boys got a problem?




MAN II


Nope, no problem.  We was just 


leaving.  

The two men quickly get in the rig, start the engine and pull out onto the highway.  

INSERT- LICENSE PLATE

Idaho--Pearl studies it.

BACK TO SCENE








DARLENE


So did you strike a deal?




PEARL


I did.




DARLENE


I’m curious.  How much did they 


ding you for?




PEARL


Six-hundred for the pair.

Darlene CACKLES.




DARLENE


Oh, you poor thing!  You were 


robbed! Those horses are pushing 


twenty if they’re a day.




PEARL

Grace is worth her weight in 

gold, Miss Stopes.

Pearl heads back to the SUV, climbs behind the wheel, writes down the license number of the stock trailer from memory and speeds out onto the highway a safe distance behind it.  

INT. PEARL’s CAR MOVING – DAY – 2 HOURS LATER

Pearl exits the highway behind the rig.  She watches it pull into a tree-lined driveway.  Pearl creeps past the driveway.

INSERT – SIGN

`NORTH FALLS STOCK AUCTION’

BACK TO SCENE

Pearl makes a U-turn, pulls into the driveway and parks behind a hedge a short distance from the auction arena, where the two men are talking with a CATTLE TRUCK DRIVER.  

The two men open the back of their trailer and re-load the nervous horses into the unmarked cattle truck.  

Pearl gets out of her car and makes her way along the hedge.  She gets close enough to write down the cattle truck license number and overhear what’s being said.  




CATTLE TRUCK DRIVER

Meat buyers won’t pay squat. 



MAN I

We got overhead, too, pal.  Stopes 

has got more nags comin’ in tomorrow.  

She says the ones today is easy 

keepers in case you want to grain ‘em 

out for slaughter.  Give us twenty-five

and we give you a real good deal next 

week, way below meat market.  


CATTLE TRUCK DRIVER

Twenty a head is all yer gettin’. Take 

it or you can drag those miserable

jugheads off my rig right now! 

Man I grabs the cattle truck driver by the throat.  Man II breaks them up.  




MAN II

Knock it off!  The auction boys are 

comin’ any minute.  We’ll take it.

The cattle truck driver hands the two men cash, gets in his rig and starts to pull out.  Pearl scrambles back to the SUV.  After several frantic attempts, she finally starts it and follows the cattle truck down the highway.  

INT. PEARL’S SUV MOVING – HOUR LATER

Pearl watches the cattle truck pull off onto a deserted dirt road, and, hidden by the cloud of dust, she’s able to follow for a good mile until the truck disappears inside a grove of pine trees.  Pearl pulls to the side, cuts the engine and gets out.

EXT. PINE GROVE – CONTINUOUS

On foot, Pearl cuts through the trees to a clearing where she sees the driver climbing up the slats of the trailer with a rifle in his hand.  

Slipping the barrel of the rifle between the slats, he aims and FIRES.  HORSES SCREAM. He changes positions, continues FIRING around the perimeter of the trailer until the SCREAMING STOPS.

Pearl runs blindly through the trees back to the SUV and throws up.  Badly shaken, she climbs behind the wheel and  makes her escape back out onto the highway.




INT. SHERIFF’s OFFICE – TOWN OF ELLIS – LATER SAME DAY

Pearl flies through the door and paces in front of the sheriff’s desk.  The sheriff finally gets off the phone.




SHERIFF


Can I help you, ma’am?




PEARL



(breathlessly)






He shot all the horses!



SHERIFF

Now, hold on, there.  What horses?



PEARL

All the horses from Darlene’s ranch.  



SHERIFF

Darlene Stopes?! Are you sure? 

Pearl nods and hands the sheriff a piece of paper.




PEARL

It’s the truck plate number.  I


 followed it.  He shot them!


 One by one, he shot them.


Pearl pounds her wounded hand on the desk.




SHERIFF

Hey, take it easy, now. 

Where did this happen?



PEARL

I…I don’t know exactly.  Somewhere

outside of North Falls. 



SHERIFF

On the main highway? (Pearl nods)

Do you remember any signs.



PEARL

No…a…yes.  I remember a…a…Ruby 

something.



SHERIFF

Ruby Springs?




PEARL

Yes!  That’s it!




SHERIFF

You should have come to me before

you followed that rig up there. 

You could have been in danger.




PEARL

Why did he have to shoot them?!

Pearl chokes up.




SHERIFF

Now, now, young lady, don’t

worry, we’ll find him. I’ll 

need your name, phone number and 

address.

Fighting tears, Pearl gives the information.




SHERIFF (CONT’D)

You go on home now and stay put.

We’ll need a statement. And Miss

Gray—-you did right coming

to me.

INT. JORDAN’s HOUSE – NEXT DAY

Jordan sits at a huge desk in the den doing the books.  Her cell phone RINGS.  She finally finds it underneath a pile of bills.




JORDAN

Hey, Jim.  What’s up? (pause)

She is?! She did?! I can’t believe

it! What a hoot! Thanks for letting

me know. Bye.

Jordan leaps to her feet and dances a jig.  Maud peeks around the door way.




MAUD


What in the world?!  

Jordan rushes to her, throws her arms around her.




JORDAN


Darlene’s been arrested!    




MAUD


For what? Husband stealing?




JORDAN


Horse stealing. Hot damn! Her rotten 


business is closed down indefinitely.




MAUD


When’s the hanging?




JORDAN


It’s no joke, mother. Seems 


Darlene’s been sending her sickest




(MORE)



horses to an illegal rendering 


operation up in Ruby Springs.  


Two of the carcasses had brands that


matched those reported stolen months


ago. Five more were mustangs with


recent BLM freeze brands.





MAUD



(shaking her head)


Unbelievable.




JORDAN



Guess who tipped off our


Sheriff?




MAUD

Did that no account deputy 

up in Lester finally do his job?



JORDAN

It was Pearl!  



MAUD

Is that a fact?! (looking reverently 

to the ceiling) And the meek shall

inherit the earth.



JORDAN

I need to drive over to Darlene’s


 and tend to some abandoned strays 


 she took in this morning. 

INT. PRISON OFFICE – LATE AFTERNOON 

Pearl sits squirming in a metal chair across the desk from Jackie Stopes.




JACKIE

Don’t be so modest. Jordan

Lockwood will probably commission

a plaque with your name on it right

next to the bronze statue of old man

Ellis in the city park.  



PEARL

What for?

Jackie steps menacingly from behind her desk up close to Pearl.



JACKIE

My dear Miss Gray. You have 

accomplished in one day what 

the Ellis clan has been trying to 

do for three generations.  You have

brought the Stopes family to the 

brink of ruin.

Pearl is mute and trembling, her eyes big as saucers. 

INSERT – PEARL’S WOUNDED BANDAGED HAND

It’s clenched tight.

BACK TO SCENE

There’s a KNOCK on the office door.  Jackie opens it.




HANSEN


Is Pearl with you?

Jackie steps aside and Hansen enters the office.  




HANSEN (CONT’D)


Good afternoon, Pearl. Ready to


get started? Say, you look like


you just saw a ghost. Are you OK?

Pearl stands—a bit shaky.




PEARL


I’m fine.  




JACKIE

Pearl was just telling me about

a long horseback ride she took

the other day.  Seems she suffered

mild sunstroke.



HANSEN


Is that so?

Pearl shakes her head.




JACKIE


I’m joking. 
It’s nice to
have


you back, Pearl.




HANSEN


Come on, Pearl.  I’ll escort you to


surveillance.




JACKIE

Well, I better get home before my

hubby starves to death.  He’s 

helpless as a baby in the kitchen.

Jackie begins to pack up her briefcase.  Pearl and Hansen leave her office and head down the dimly-lit corridor to surveillance, where Pearl is assigned until her hand heals.


INT. NURSE’s OFFICE – DAY - ONE WEEK LATER 

The nurse unwraps the bandage on Pearl’s hand.




NURSE JACOBS

What have you been doing? Moon-

lighting as a ditch digger?  

The nurse applies some ointment.  Pearl winces.




PEARL


It’s nothing. A little sore is all.


Miss Stopes wanted to make sure


it’s healing OK. 




JACOBS

You have a nasty infection. I’m 

writing a prescription for 

antibiotics.  You can fill it at

our pharmacy.




PEARL


Can I get it filled after work?  


I have a big
batch of bread in


the oven.




JACOBS

I’m afraid you won’t be going

back to the kitchen today.

Pearl abruptly stands, causing the nurse to drop the roll of gauze.




PEARL

But I have to!  I can wear a 

glove over my hand.




JACOBS

Sit down, Pearl.  Let me

finish that dressing.  

Pearl reluctantly sits.




JACOBS

This infection is nothing to fool

around with.  The kitchen is the 

last place you should be.  




PEARL

Then I’ll sweep floors--anything. 



JACOBS

I understand, but the less you use 

that hand the better.  



PEARL

What am I supposed to do for 

money? Time loss is taking 

forever to kick in.




JACOBS

You should have thought of that

before you took up horseback riding. 

After you pick up your prescription,

go home and take it easy.



PEARL

Horseback riding has nothing to do 

with it. And how the hell can I take

it easy when my rent is due next week?!



JACOBS

No need to use that tone with me.

If you had followed my instructions in

the first place, we wouldn’t be having

this little upset, now would we? 




PEARL

I’m sorry. But please, please

you have to release me for work 

today.  I’ll teach. I don’t

have to touch anything.  What 

difference would it make?



JACOBS

For one thing, Trask would have a 

fit, and my job would be on the line.

Secondly…well…I shouldn’t say anything.



PEARL

About what?



JACOBS


(leans in)

A word to the wise, Pearl. 

Stopes thinks you deliberately 

re-injured yourself.



PEARL

That’s a lie!  



JACOBS

I believe you, but rumor has it 

you’re trying for a permanent 

disability claim.




PEARL

Jackie Stopes has it in for me, 

that’s all. I don’t care what 

she thinks!

Pearl rushes out of the office right into the arms of Hansen, struggles free, and darts down the hall. Hansen catches up to her.

INT. PRISON OFFICES HALLWAY – DAY- CONTINUOUS




HANSEN


Hey!  Where’s the fire?! 




PEARL


My apprentice is waiting.

Nurse Jacobs bounds up to Hansen.




JACOBS


Stop her, Mike!

Hansen firmly grabs Pearl’s arm.  Pearl is on the verge of tears. Hansen dismisses Jacobs.




HANSEN


Come on Pearl, sit down. 

They sit down on a hall bench.




HANSEN (CONT’D)


Tell me what’s going on here.

Pearl wipes her tears.




PEARL


She won’t let me return to work.




HANSEN

Look, Pearl. Jacobs is only

doing her job. It’s the law. If 

anything, she’s usually too lenient. 

So if she says you’re not able, 

then I have to believe it.



PEARL

Do you trust me, Mr. Hansen?




HANSEN

Sure I do.



PEARL

I’m being railroaded out of this 

place.



HANSEN

What?



PEARL

Stopes wants me fired. She wants 

me to leave Ellis--for good.

I’m sure of it. 



HANSEN




I heard about the big shake up.

Seems you’ve put yourself right 

in the middle of an ancient feud. 

My advice is to play by prison rules,

take care of that hand and your job

will be waiting when you’re able. 

Heaven knows we need you--the kitchen’s

a disaster when you’re not around.



PEARL

Between that junker car of 

mine and Grace, I have barely 

enough for this month’s rent.  




HANSEN


I didn’t know you had a dependent.




PEARL


Grace is my horse.




HANSEN



(smiling)

I see.  Tell you what.  My reception-

ist is off after noon today.  You want

to try your hand, your good hand, 

answering the phone for the rest

of the day?



PEARL

Sure, anything.




HANSEN

Have nurse Jacobs give you a tight 

sling for your right arm.  That way 

you won’t be tempted to use it.




PEARL


Thank you, Mr. Hansen.

Jackie Stopes walks up, glares at Pearl, who slips into the nurse’s office as Hansen distracts Jackie with prison business.




JACKIE

Never mind that. About Pearl, 

I’m her supervisor, Mike. And I 

don’t appreciate you undermining

my authority. The woman’s a hazard 

and I won’t have her in my kitchen. 

She daydreams, ignores nutrition

guidelines and who knows what else. 



HANSEN

She won’t be anywhere near the 

kitchen for awhile.  And may I 

remind you, Jackie, as director

of training, the buck stops with me. 

Pearl is a damn good worker and a 

wonderful teacher.  We can’t afford 

to lose her. Whatever your sister and 

Jordan Lockwood are bickering about

has no bearing on how I run my 

program. Is that understood?



JACKIE

Now see here!



HANSEN

I’m late for a meeting with the 

Parole Board. Good day.

Hansen leaves.  Jackie stomps back into her office and SLAMS the door shut.

INT. JACKIE STOPES’ OFFICE – CONTINUOUS

Jackie gets on the phone.




JACKIE


Hello, Warden. I need to see 


you right away. It’s a matter


of prison security. 

INT. COUNTY COURTHOUSE – ONE WEEK LATER - DAY 

The DA, Darlene, and her attorney, JOE EARNSHAW (Sam Earnshaw’s brother), sit at a conference table.




DA

Your client faces fifteen counts of

animal cruelty for the Ruby Springs

incident. Add to that, transporting

stolen horses, she’s lucky to 

avoid a jail
term. And the anti-

slaughter crowd outside would have 

her head on a pike. Time is of the

essence, Earnshaw. Take it or leave it. 




EARNSHAW


My client in no way condones 


what happened at Ruby Springs.


And she had no clue that some


of those horses were reported


stolen. I remind you that it 


is not illegal to transport


horses for slaughter.




DA


I have a signed statement from


her ranch foremen that she paid 


close attention to stolen horse


alerts; if a horse came in


that fit the description of 


a stolen animal and that same


animal was in poor condition, 


she often sold it directly to a kill


buyer.  If the stolen animal was in good




(MORE)



condition, well-trained, etc. your


client essentially acted as a fence 


for stolen property. If this thing


goes to trial, Joe….

Earnshaw gestures the TIME-OUT SIGNAL and whispers to Darlene, whose expression changes from defiant to fearful. She nods.




EARNSHAW


OK. We’ll need an escort.

The DA stands and calls in a STATE PATROL OFFICER.  




DA


Sign the necessary papers. 


The officer will escort you 


out the back. There’s an


unmarked van waiting.  


EXT. BACK OF COURTHOUSE – MOMENTS LATER

An angry group of activists JEER as Darlene ducks into the  the van.  As it speeds away, she flips them off through the back window.

INT. COURTHOUSE LOBBY – LATER

Jordan and her attorney, CAL TAYLOR, approach JOE EARNSHAW as he heads for the front entrance.




TAYLOR


Afternoon, Joe.  Got a minute?




EARNSHAW


I have a filing in ten minutes. 

Cal guides Joe over to a bench and they sit down.  Jordan stands nearby, her arms folded, her game face on.




TAYLOR

Look, Joe.  The court date on 

the civil suit is coming up fast.



(MORE)

Considering the guilty plea

Darlene signed this morning, 

there’s a good chance we’ll win.



EARNSHAW

So now you’re a clairvoyant? 

Your lawsuit is frivolous at best. 



JORDAN

There’s nothing frivolous about 

losing a fifty-thousand dollar

stud colt!

Taylor motions to Jordan to go sit down.  She angrily plops down on a bench and folds her arms.




TAYLOR

Darlene and Jackie have been bleeding 

their father’s estate for years. Plus, 

I know for a fact that her operation owes a 

considerable amount in back taxes. This

thing could end up in endless probate. 

And don’t forget. Your brother is implicated.

Earnshaw looks at his watch.



EARNSHAW

So what’s your proposal?  



TAYLOR

I have all the figures if you want

them, but in a nutshell, we’ve found

a way to keep the Stopes sisters from

losing their ranch--but there are 

conditions.



EARNSHAW

What conditions?




TAYLOR

We drop our lawsuit if 

Darlene signs a fifty-year 

renewable lease to a non-profit

foundation for equine welfare.



EARNSHAW


(disdainfully)

What non-profit?



TAYLOR

It’s being organized as we speak, 

with a locally elected board

who honestly gives a damn about 

horses.



EARNSHAW

I’m not promising anything, but 

give me the figures you worked up. 

I’ll go over them and get back to 

you.



TAYLOR

Don’t wait too long, Joe.  After

sitting through the hearing on

the Ruby Springs incident this

morning, Jordan’s in no mood for

games.

They both glance over at Jordan, who gives her ex-brother-in-

law the evil eye.  Earnshaw smiles at Jordan and leaves. Jordan approaches Cal.




JORDAN


What’s he all cheery about?




TAYLOR

Don’t let that smile fool you. 

He can read the handwriting on 

the wall.  Twenty bucks says he’s

on the horn to us inside the hour. 




JORDAN

You’re on.

Jordan and Cal shake on it.

EXT. PEARL’s HOUSE – LATER THAT DAY

Jordan comes to a dusty stop, hops out of the truck and bounds up on the porch.  She KNOCKS.  No answer.  Jordan walks around the back and finds Pearl on the porch curled up 

on one end of the bench swing.




JORDAN

 
Hey, Pearl! I have good news! 


Darlene pled guilty!

Pearl doesn’t respond.



JORDAN (CONT’D)

Three years’ probation and one of

the biggest animal cruelty fines in 

county history. You’re a hero, Pearl!



PEARL

She deserves life without parole.  



JORDAN

I agree, but her sleazy operation 

is shut down for good and that’s

what counts.




PEARL

Is it?  



JORDAN

What’s wrong?



PEARL

I was fired this morning.

Pearl takes a letter from her jeans pocket and gives it to Jordan, who silently reads it.




JORDAN

Security risk?  Says who?




PEARL

What difference does it make?     

Pearl abruptly stands, gazes up at Sunset Ridge.  Jordan moves next to her.




JORDAN

I’m so sorry, Pearl. Don’t worry 

about Grace’s board.  We’ll work

something out.

Pearl faces Jordan.




PEARL

I can’t stay here now! I hate 

it here! I can’t sleep-- 

the nightmares--the screaming, I 

hear it night and day!

Pearl chokes up.  



PEARL (CONT’D)

I did what I did for the horses, 

not so you could settle the score

with Darlene. I’m no hero! I’m a

damned fool! Tell me how I’m going

to say goodbye to the only true 

friend I’ve ever had.   

Jordan puts her arm around Pearl.








JORDAN


I’m sorry.  You’ve had a terrible


shock. Come stay out at the ranch 


tonight. Mother will cook up a nice


dinner—-take your mind off things.





PEARL 

Leave me alone! 

Pearl, in tears, pushes Jordan away and storms inside the house.

INT. JORDAN’S TRUCK MOVING – MOMENTS LATER

Tears roll down her face as she drives out of Pearl’s driveway and out onto the highway.

EXT. SUNSET RIDGE – ONE WEEK LATER - DAY

Jordan rides her prized dressage gelding, Hero, up a steep 

trail along her side of the fence that borders Darlene’s ranch. The mare, Grace, is in tow.  She stops and takes in the view.  There’s HAMMERING in the distance.  Jordan rides 

to a new gate, opens it and rides through.  Grace NEIGHS and Johnny waves from the roof of the old fire-spotter cabin. 




JOHNNY


Afternoon, Jordan!  

Jordan dismounts, ties the horses and walks to the cabin, carrying a basket.




JORDAN

You have no business being up 

there, Johnny Preston! Doctor’s 

orders!



JOHNNY

Bull pucky! Never felt better 

in my life.  Hand me that sack

of nails will ya?

Jordan puts the basket down on a picnic table, grabs the sack of nails, climbs the ladder and hands it to Johnny.




JORDAN

Come down.  I have mother’s 

famous fried chicken.

Johnny hammers a few more nails and comes down.  He drinks from his canteen.




JOHNNY


Whooie!  That sure hits the spot!  

Jordan spreads out a tablecloth and sets out the lunch.




JORDAN


Sit down--eat.  

She grabs a drumstick and bites into it with gusto.




JOHNNY


I want to show you somethin’ 


first.

Jordan, drumstick in hand, follows Johnny to a new pole-fenced paddock with a new loafing shed at one end.




JORDAN


Wow!  You did all this since 


yesterday?




JOHNNY

Me and Capp and Jose’ when you

wasn’t lookin’.



JORDAN

They told me they were in town 

learning to square dance.




JOHNNY


And you fell for that load of 


horse manure?




JORDAN

I’ve been so busy with meetings and 

fund-raising to think twice about

anything else.



JOHNNY

When’s the new boss comin’?



JORDAN

The first of the month.  I 

hear he’s one of those horse 

whisperers.



JOHNNY

Is that a fact?  I’d like to see

him have a conversation with

that loco mustang they brought in 

yesterday. 



JORDAN

You’d be nuts too, if you had to

wear a bucking strap night and day.




JOHNNY

There just don’t seem to be no end

to evil in this world.  



JORDAN

I like to believe that some of it 

ends here. Thanks to the outpouring

of support from folks as far away as

New York City, of all places, this

place is finally going to be what old man 

Stopes spelled out in his will.  

Johnny steps up to Jordan and pats her on the back.




JOHNNY

Your pop would be real proud, the 

way you put your grudge aside

and worked things out with 

Darlene.  I nearly fell over dead

when I heard you nominated her 

for the board.



JORDAN

Poetic justice.  Besides, technically,

she still owns the land, and it’s not 

like we’re bosom buddies.  It’s

part of her community service. 




JOHNNY


I bet she’s fit to be tied.




JORDAN

Believe it or not, Darlene’s 

come up with some good ideas.  

She’s not stupid when it

comes to making money, I’ll give

her that.



JOHNNY

`Cept when it lands her in jail.




JORDAN


(chuckling)

Don’t worry. Her greedy little 

mitts won’t touch the books-- 

or the horses. 

Jordan and Johnny sit down at the picnic table and chow down.

EXT. THE LOCKWOOD HOUSE – NEXT DAY- EARLY MORNING

Pearl gets out of her car. She goes up to the front door and knocks.  Maud opens the door.




MAUD


Good mornin’, Pearl dear!  


Come on in! Have you had break-


fast?


  

PEARL

Yes, thanks, Maud. I’m on my way

to Portland. I got my old job back with

full benefits. Anyway, I just came

to thank you for everything. And

to say good-bye to Grace.



MAUD

You are most welcome, dear.

Jordie’s down in the arena.



PEARL

I’m kinda in a hurry. Tell her

thanks for me, would you please.

Where’s Grace?  



MAUD

It’ll break Jordan’s heart if

you don’t at least say good-bye.  

Maud gives Pearl a big hug. 

Pearl reluctantly heads for the arena.

INT. ARENA – MINUTES LATER 

CLASSICAL GUITAR MUSIC PLAYS.  Pearl makes her way to the arena bleachers and sits down.  

Jordan is putting Hero through his paces.  She spots Pearl as they dance by.  Pearl is transfixed by the ELEGANT DRESSAGE PERFORMANCE.

Jordan cuts the MUSIC with a remote, dismounts and leads Hero over to Pearl.




PEARL


That was something.




JORDAN

Thanks.  He’s getting the hang 

of it.

Jordan pats the huge horse on his sweaty neck.  Pearl climbs through the railing and strokes Hero’s muzzle.




PEARL


I came to say goodbye to Grace


and I guess I should apologize to


you.  




JORDAN


Apologize?!  What for?




PEARL


For blowing up that day. I didn’t


mean all those things I said.




JORDAN

Sure you did, and you had every 

right. 

Pearl follows Jordan as she leads Hero to his stall.




PEARL


Where’s Grace?  I didn’t see her


in the paddock.




JORDAN


She’s up on Sunset Ridge.




PEARL


You gave her back to Darlene?!




JORDAN


Absolutely not.  




PEARL


I don’t understand.




JORDAN


Are you in a big hurry to hit


the road?




PEARL


I just want to get this over 


with, Jordan.




JORDAN

I understand.  But it would 

mean a lot to me if you ride 

with me up on the ridge—just for

old times’ sake.

Pearl SIGHS and looks at her watch.  Jordan smiles sweetly.




JORDAN (CONT’D)

You’ll regret it if you don’t

say your good-byes to Grace.


`




PEARL


OK, but then I have to go.  




JORDAN


Of course.

Jordan hugs Pearl, who stiffens.  




JORDAN

Go get a saddle from the tack 

room. You can ride Jose’s horse. 

You remember him--the bay you rescued.

Pearl nods and withdraws into the tack room.  Jordan breaks into a grin and grooms Hero, HUMMING `You Are My Sunshine.’.  

EXT. SUNSET RIDGE – LATER 

Jordan stops, dismounts Hero, and opens the new gate.  Jordan locks the gate and gets back in the saddle.




JORDAN


You know the way.

Pearl, without holding onto the horn, urges the bay up the steep narrow path to the top of the ridge.  She stops and gazes at the view.  She hears Grace NEIGHING.  

Pearl rides the bay along the new paddock to the front of the

old fire spotter cabin and dismounts.  She wraps her arms around the mare’s neck.  The mare has a BRIGHT PURPLE HALTER on.




PEARL


Hey, what’s this?  Pretty fancy 


for a working girl.

The mare nibble’s Pearl’s hand.  Jordan dismounts Hero and steps up beside Pearl.  




JORDAN


Grace never looked better.




PEARL

If you don’t mind, Jordan, can

I say good-bye in private?




JORDAN

Of course, but there’s something

you absolutely must do first.

Pearl SIGHS.




PEARL


Now? 




JORDAN

It’ll only take a second. 

Jordan motions for Pearl to follow.




PEARL

You know what, Jordan? No. You

can just wait for a change.  




JORDAN

But it’s not for me. I swear.

Pearl turns, hugs Grace tight, kisses her on the muzzle, rushes over to the bay and adeptly mounts up. Jordan lunges and grabs the reins.




PEARL 

Let me go!  You’ll be sorry, if

you don’t!




JORDAN

Dammit, Pearl! Get down from

there! 

Jordan holds fast to the bay’s reins.  Finally, Pearl dismounts, tromps over to the picnic table near the cabin,

plops down and puts her face in her hands.  Jordan ties up the bay and approaches.




JORDAN (CONT’D)

And I thought I was the most pig-

headed woman on the planet.  

Jordan steps inside the cabin door and motions for Pearl to follow.  Pearl gets up from the table and shuffles inside.

INT. CABIN – CONTINUOUS

It’s refurbished, including new appliances, furniture, etc. Pearl takes a quick look around and shrugs. 




PEARL


So?

Jordan points to the mantel, where there’s an ENVELOPE WITH PEARL’S NAME on it propped against a VASE OF ROSES.




JORDAN



Go ahead.  Open it and read it 


to me.

Pearl tears it open, briefly scans it and reads it aloud only after Jordan repeatedly coaxes her.




PEARL


Dear Miss Gray:

The Ellis Equine Rescue Foundation

would like to express our gratitude for

your unselfish devotion to horses 


 by offering you the job of Equine

Manager.

Pearl clears her throat and looks to Jordan.




JORDAN


Keep reading.




PEARL

Duties include fence mending, 

maintenance of water springs and 

keeping watch over the horses.  

 Pearl hesitates.



JORDAN

Go on. There’s more.



PEARL

The job is full-time and pay is 

commensurate with a journeyman 

baker’s rate. 


Pearl is overcome with emotion and can’t go on reading. Jordan gently takes the letter and reads the rest of it aloud. 




JORDAN

The cabin is yours to live in, 

if you so choose.  If you decide

to take the job, and we hope you do,

we would expect you to contribute 

your excellent skills to our quarterly

bake-off and help with the food booth

at the county fair.  Enclosed you’ll

find the six hundred dollars you were 

wrongly charged for your mare and the

bay. You have one week to give us your 

decision.


Yours truly,


Arlen Bell


Director, Ellis Equine Rescue Foundation


Ellis, Oregon

Pearl is unsteady on her feet and sinks down on the couch.  Jordan folds the letter and puts it back in the envelope and hands it to Pearl, who takes the cash out and silently re-reads the letter, while Jordan casually scrutinizes the cabin.  Pearl looks up teary-eyed.




PEARL


You did this for me?




JORDAN

Me and a hundred other do-gooders.

You see, the board of directors

created the position for someone

whose heart is equal to the task. 

And that someone is you. 




PEARL


I don’t know what to say.  




JORDAN


You could say `yes.’




PEARL


This feels like a daydream. 

Jordan looks askance at a set of elk antlers hanging above the fireplace.




JORDAN

You know.  This place sure could

use a woman’s touch, don’t you 

think? 

Jordan inspects the kitchen appliances.  

Pearl stands and places the letter and money on the mantel. She moves to the big new picture window to take in the view.  

Pearl wanders outside and grabs a nearby lead rope and brings Grace out of the paddock.  






JORDAN



(from the doorway)


What are you doing?




PEARL

I thought I’d take a ride down 

to Hawks Canyon.  



JORDAN

What on earth for?



PEARL

You remember that spring Johnny

was digging out next to the mud 

hole?



JORDAN


(smiling)


I do.

Pearl removes the saddle/bridle from the bay and tacks up Grace.  She leads her over to the picnic table and grabs a small shovel leaning there.  She secures it to the back of the saddle and mounts.  




PEARL 

I could use some company, if 

you don’t have anything better 

to do.

Jordan exits the cabin and eagerly climbs aboard Hero.  

Pearl nudges Grace into a lope down a narrow trail through a thin stand of cottonwoods. Jordan and Hero have a tough time keeping up.

The two riders disappear amidst the trees.  The sound of EXUBERANT BANTER and CRACKLING BRANCHES ECHOES fades. 

All is quiet around the cabin, except for the CREAK of the wide open front door swinging in the breeze.









FADE OUT.

