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BLACK.

DR, ALLEN
(vo)
Eli sha - what do you see?

An inmage begins to FADE into focus in soft black and white. A
YOUNG M XED G RL, around 9. Waring ear-muffs, in an OPEN

FI ELD. Behind her - a black MOTHER and a white FATHER watch
her cautiously, the MOTHER hol di ng a baby on her knee.

The YOUNG G RL rai ses a BULKY REVOLVER into FRAMVE, aimng it
DEAD CENTER at us. Dad raises his hands in anticipation, fear

ELI SHA
(vo)
Good nenori es.

She narrows her eyes and FIRES, rapidly. Her parents,
OVERJOYED, go in and out of frame, retrieving the TARGET
SHEET. They HUG her, KISS her head, then LEAVE FRAME -

| eavi ng her alone. W PULL OQUT SLOMLY.

DR. ALLEN
(vo)
VWhat cones next ?

She's entirely ALONE in the field. The CONTRAST of the inmage
begins to heighten -

ELI SHA
(vo)
Everyt hi ng el se.

BLACK

Soft, sad guitar strings fade in. Over this, occasional
fl ashes. Match cuts. "D sease" by The New Year. TI TLES.

A YOUNG G RL, face sneared in blood and nud, neck wrapped in
bandages, sits in the back of a police car. Her eyes | ook out
a thousand yards.

The sane YOUNG G RL sits in a folding chair in the rain.
Everyone around her is dressed in black. It's a funeral. Next
to her is a BLOND- HAl RED YOUNG BOY, about 5 or 6. The sane
stare.

The GQRL simlarly dressed sitting in a courtroom Sane
stare. Across the room a BALD, BEARDED MAN i n orange togs
stares at her with hate.

The GQRL sits in an enpty room . .the sane stare. Then, she
| ooks of f at something and cocks her head. Snmiles.



VA CE
(soft, a whisper)
We never left you. We're still here.

We pull out into the DOORWAY, where two ADULTS watch her
anxi ously, as she has a full conversation with the air.

The G RL sits outside a PSYCH ATRIC OFFI CE. | nside, the same
two ADULTS talk to a PSYCH ATRI ST as he expl ai ns different
nmedi cati ons, and nout hs the words "schi zophrenia."

The ADULTS rush through the hallway - there's SCREAM NG They
t hrow open the bedroom door and find the G RL on the floor,
shrieking. Her wists are bl eeding. There's a broken gl ass
besi de her. The LITTLE BOY is holding her tight while she
convul ses, trying to COVFORT HER

A RL
Stop it! Just |eave ne al one!

The two ADULTS grapple with her, take the shards out of her
hand. . . .nove the BOY away.

G RL (CONT' D)
They won't stop.

The GQRL in a MDDLE SCHOOL PRI NCI PAL'S OFFI CE. She's dressed
in dark clothes, and there's bl ood on her nose. The sane two
ADULTS, listen wearily as the PRI NCI PAL tal ks. She has the
sanme t housand-yard stare.

PRI NCI PAL
She attacked anot her student with a
pen. The girl needs stitches. W can't
allow her to stay here. |I'msorry.

In the back of a CAR, the G RL | ooks back at the LI TTLE BOY -
now also a little older, as he cries and waves and the car
pulls off. The ADULT COUPLE stares on fromtheir driveway as
they recede fromview.

The G RL, now in her md-teens, in a PSYCH ATRI C HOSPI TAL, in
white togs, talking to SPECI ALI STS. Going to the nedication
wi ndow. Attendi ng group therapy.

In her roomat night, while her roommte sleeps, the GRL
gets up. Having a conversation with no one.

The G RL, still in hospital togs, runs down a H GHWAY
barefoot. Stops at a gas-station payphone.
G RL
Franky? Hey, it's Lisha. I'l|l be hone
soon. . .but don't say a word, okay?

"1l bring you sonething.

She | ooks up, out of frame. Her eyes wi den. Red and bl ue
lights fall over her. She drops the phone and runs.



Back in the hospital, the GRL sits drugged in her roomin a
straight-jacket, eyes glazed over.

CUT TO

In a FOSTER HOVE, the girl gets used to her new room soci al
wor ker behi nd her.

She talks to the COUNSELCOR - a big, friendly bespectacled
bl ack MAN

In her room the G RL holds her head and rocks rhythmcally
in the corner, pill bottles scattered around her.

CUT TO
The COUNSELOR and the G RL in his
office. There are fresh tears in her
eyes, and bandages on her wist. He
hol ds her hand.

COUNSELOR
What do you renenber?

She LOCKS UP at him hal f-accusingly, half-inploringly - as if
to say "they're always here."

G RL
Everyt hing. Al ways.

CUT TO

The BROTHER arrives at her ROOM now significantly ol der.
Opens the door.

The GQRL is flagellating harder in the corner of the room
Then starts slapping herself violently. The BROTHER RUSHES t o
her.

He sits with her in his arns, the two of thema lunp on the
floor, blankets around them singing and whispering in her
ear. She stares off with the sanme | ook.

The sounds of heavy breathing. Running, through grass.
Traffic, getting closer.

TI TLE
PART ONE

Fades.

DR, ALLEN
(v.0)
What do you see, Elisha?

TI TLE
"l amunder nodi sgui se. "

I NT. THERAPI ST' S OFFI CE - THE SETTLEMENT HOME - LATER



W PUSH IN from behind a SHAPE in the foreground. It's dark -
the lights are off and the roomis illum nated only by
ELECTRI C CANDLES on the desk and floor. On the other side of
t he room huddl ed cl ose together are ELI SHA and DR ALLEN

ELI SHA JOHNSON | S ABOUT 29 - STRONG ARMS5, BUT LANKY. THE G RL
FROM EARLI ER, NOW COLDER. HER HAIR | S A CLOSE- KEPT AFRO.
DRESSED BUSI NESS CASUAL. SHE' S WEARI NG A VEI GHT THERAPY
JACKET AND HER HEAD | S ON HER CHEST, EYES FLUTTERI NG

DR. ALLEN is 50. The COUNSELOR, now ol der. Just a big,
friendly bear of a THERAPIST. He's drifting a |ighter back
and forth in front of her.

DR ALLEN
Br eat he. Breat he.

ELI SHA
|"'min the . . .dark, but | can see.
. faces.

DR. ALLEN

What do they |look like?

ELI SHA
They're scared - white, |ike ghosts.
.three of them

DR ALLEN
Study them Wsat do they | ook |ike?

El i sha shakes her head. No-go.

DR ALLEN ( CONT' D)
What do you hear?

ELI SHA
My nmomma, ' 'm poppa.
DR, ALLEN
What do they say?
ELI SHA
They tell nme. . .they're sorry,
they're here with me. . .that it'll be

okay. . .but it won't. . .it won't.

Her FACE, already dimin the dark, is falling further into
t he shadow -

DR, ALLEN
Ellie, focus. What el se do you hear?

ELI SHA
(qui et, meek)



Foot st eps. Above. Boom boom . .boom

(beat)
He' s com ng back

She starts SHAKI NG VI CLENTLY.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
He al ways. . .cones back.

DR. ALLEN
Ellie, it's okay. He's not here. He's
not here - count with ne, okay? Focus.
Ready? One.

Raggedly, she counts with him Stuttering, but com ng up out
of the FUGUE

ELI SHA
Thr ee.

Her eyes open fully. There are tears on her cheeks. Dr. Allen
pulls the JACKET tighter round her.

DR. ALLEN
How do you feel ?

She shrugs | aconically.

ELI SHA
l'm alive.

DR. ALLEN
Good.

He gets up. W HOLD on ELISHA's face, a 1000 yard stare as
the light grows over it. Now reveal ed, we see how small the
office is - but, honey. Covered in souvenirs from hone, and
pictures on the wall of Doc Allen with various KIDS. Elisha's
eyes focus on one of the pictures - her, about ten years
previ ous, hugging Doc Allen and smling wdely.

DR. ALLEN ( CONT' D)

(0s)
Thirsty?

ELI SHA
Yes, pl ease.

Allen returns with his shoes off, sits down. Throws her a
TRUMOO pl ayfully. She takes a | ong sw g.

DR ALLEN

(playfully)
Shit girl, you thirsty, wassup?

ELI SHA
| hate you.



DR ALLEN
So, how s your brother doing?

ELI SHA
Franky's doing really good. W're al
so proud of him

A look fromAl |l en, unnoti ced.
ELI SHA ( CONT' D)

He's got this internship com ng up at
a dress-nmaki ng conpany. He's really

excited. | hope he gets it.
(to herself)
| know he'll get it.
DR. ALLEN
He's cone a | ong way since ironing
themuh. . .themstencils on your

j acket, you renmenber that?
She | aughs, nods.

ELI SHA
| don't know how he does it. Dude
wor ks 12 hour days at Neman al r eady.
He's a machi ne.

DR, ALLEN
He's a go-getter. Speaking of, how s
wor k for you?

ELI SHA
It's. . .it's okay. | don't think the
managers |ike ne very much
DR. ALLEN
Why ?
ELI SHA
They think 1'ma weirdo. |I'm already

t he ol dest one there.

DR ALLEN
You're 27. You say that when you're
40. Way do you think they think you're
wei rd?

ELI SHA
(reluctant)
They caught nme talking to nom the
ot her day.

DR ALLEN
What happened?

ELI SHA
| was in the back, getting the popcorn



bags off the top shelf when nom just
cane in. Doesn't. . .you know, doesn't
give a shit whatr |I'm doing. She just
conmes in and starts asking ne about,
you know, what am | doing here? Wiy am
| still here?

DR ALLEN
You try to ignore her?

ELI SHA

| did, but she - you can't ignore nom
| can't even get a word in edgew se
with her, it's just (sigh) So, I'm
trying to talk to her and Lauren cones
around the corner. She | ooks at ne,
doesn't say anything and it's just. .
.the ook on her face, | couldn't tel
if it was pity, or disgust or what.

DR ALLEN
What' d you do?

ELI SHA
| kept talking to nom W got into
this whol e thing about why wasn't |
married yet and she woul d just not
shut the fuck up -

DR ALLEN
How | ong were you gone?

ELI SHA
Thirty m nutes?

DR. ALLEN

(reiterating)
You were gone thirty m nutes. Look,
you al ready know what |'mfinna say,
but I'mfinna say it anyway - you were
gone during a shift for half hour, you
just lost track of tinme? That fish is
four days old. I'm not buying.

(beat)
You keeping up with your nedication?

ELI SHA
Yeabh.

DR, ALLEN
When' d you take it last?

ELI SHA
Last night. Before bed.

DR ALLEN



Did you?
| nperceptibly, Dr. Allen peers over his bifocals at her.
A SKEPTI CAL ANGLE on ELI SHA

Over the top of Dr. Allen's file on her. W can make out the
wor ds "severe schi zophrenia," "dissociation,"”
“hal | uci nations. "

DR. ALLEN ( CONT' D)
Are you seeing thenf?

ELI SHA

No. Not for a long tine, now.
DR ALLEN

That' s good.

There's a change in the air. Elisha's clearly avoidant. She
pul Il s her sleeves down.

DR. ALLEN ( CONT' D)
You know | notice when you do that,
right?

ELI SHA
| don't want to talk about these right
n -

HARDCUT TO

Alittle later (two mnutes). They're both | aughing, md-
conversation. A confortable nmonent. Mod whiplash is jarring.

DR. ALLEN
You renenber when you and those two
other girls snuck out to that rave,
t hat one night? You got all dressed
up, you got out there - how | ong was
it before you realized you didn't have
a ride home? | get a call fromyou at
12: 00 -

A KNOCK at the door.

DR. ALLEN ( CONT' D)
Cccupado!

It opens anyway. A younger FOSTER G RL, about 12 or 13,
stands there in her pajama bottons and a hoodie -

DR. ALLEN ( CONT' D)
Grl, wait your turn! Come on, now
Rul es!



FOSTER G RL
La' Shelle's being a bitch and won't -
who' s she?

DR. ALLEN
Ad friend of mne. Elisha, this is
Ber ni ce.

ELI SHA
H Bernice, |'mElisha. Wat hallway
you in?

BERNI CE

|"mupstairs, in hallway 4.

ELI SHA
Real | y? | used to be right across.

DR ALLEN
(si deways | ook)
Her and themgirls are just rowdy
hool i gans - |ike you used to be.

BERNI CE
You in the TLP?

ELI SHA
Naw. |'ve been gone a long tinme now.

CUT TO
| NT/ EXT. THE SETTLEMENT HOMVE - DAY

El i sha cl oses the door behind her with a WAVE to Allen as
Bernice sits. She wal ks down the HALLWAY toward the front
doors in the foyer - past rows of posters, glass franed
AWARDS and PI CTURES. Tattered decorations still pinned froma
cel ebration the | ast week.

A GAGGALE of G RLS of various ages swarm around her, chatting
and | aughi ng

As she exits and heads into the PARKING LOTI, she's ENGULFED
for a nonent by the sudden bright Iight from outside.

Leani ng agai nst the driver-side door of his FANCY RED CAR
wat chi ng Eli sha approach froma distance, is a tall, skinny
m xed guy about 23-24 years old. This is FRANKY, her brother
- boyish and flagrently flanboyant in his style, but the
illusion is broken every so often by a streak of bitterness.
He notions to her.

As she nears the CAR she sees - across the way, on the other
side of the street, there's a WELL-DRESSED MAN tal king to
four or five AQRLS. Cbviously flirty. They're young, and
eating it up.

FRANKY



10.

How d it go?

Elisha's still |ooking at the Man. He turns. Waves at her,
sm | es.

She doesn't return the gesture.

ELI SHA
Let's go.

| NT. RESTAURANT - AFTERNOON

Franky and Elisha sit across fromeach other. Elisha' s plate
| ooks unt ouched.

FRANKY
You not hungry?

ELI SHA
Can't decide yet. These neds I'mon -
hunger suppressants.

FRANKY
Fair. Least you're pooping |ess.
(she laughs; he sighs)
How re nom and dad?

ELI SHA
You know - | was talking to themthe
other day and . . .1 don't think they
i ke where |'m working now.

FRANKY
They don't?

ELI SHA
Mnmm They keep saying | can do
better. They're not wrong.
(beat)
| think I disappointed them

FRANKY
Elisha - hey, listen. Shut up. Wy
woul d they ever be di sappointed in
you?

El i sha | ooks away (there are so many reasons), subtly pulls
her sl eeves up. Franky notices, but doesn't say anything.

FRANKY ( CONT' D)
Wonder what they think about ne.

ELI SHA
They're so proud of you, Franky. W
all are. How s school ?

FRANKY
School's school, you know. Still



11.

haven't picked a mjor yet.

ELI SHA
| thought you were in it town it for
architecture. How nuch | onger you got?

FRANKY
Too many. Not enough. You still
t hi nki ng about goi ng back next
senester?

ELI SHA
.maybe. | don't know.

She doesn't want to tal k about this. Sonething's on her mnd.

FRANKY
You managi ng everything alright? Your
noney okay? Meds?

ELI SHA
Just picked themup earlier today.

There's a pause. Her eyes are starting to gl aze.

FRANKY
You' re gonna take themon tine this
time, right?
(beat)
Hey. Heeey. What's going on? Is it
getting bad again?

ELI SHA
Alittle. | had to. . .had to take
time off work, for a few days.

Agai n, the avoidant off-look to the side. The tug on the
sl eeves.

FRANKY
Dude, wait. You were al one? Wy - why
didn't you call nme? | woul d' ve been
ri ght over!

FRANKY ( CONT' D)
Listen to me - listen. You can't be
al one during that stuff. You know t hat

ELI SHA
| know.
FRANKY
You're ny sister. | love you, and |

don't wanna have to cone over there
again and hide all the knives and
razors because -



12.

ELI SHA
(emphatical ly)
| know.
(beat; softer)
| love you too.

Franky rai ses his hand.

FRANKY
You ready?
ELI SHA
Hey, can | ask you a favor?
FRANKY
(dubi ously)
What's up?
ELI SHA
| uh. .1 need to borrow sonme noney.
It's nmy electric bill. I'"msorry, you
know | hate asking, but -
FRANKY
But .
ELI SHA
Look, | had to take off, you know -
FRANKY
How nuch you need?
ELI SHA
$130. 00? |Is that okay?
FRANKY
Yyyeah. Yeah, | gotcha -
ELI SHA
"1l give it back to you, | prom se.

Add it to the | edger.
He smiles. The SERVER brings the Tl CKETBOOK over.

FRANKY
Hang on, man. | got it here.

He slides his CARD into the book before ELI SHA can grab at
it.
ELI SHA
You didn't have to - thanks, Franky.

FRANKY
You don't have to say thanks, Ellie.



13.

ELI SHA
| do. Now I do. When | grow up, | want
to be ny brother's big sister.

He puts his hand over hers. Smles warny.
| NT. FRANKY'S CAR - QUTSI DE ELI SHA' S APARTMENT - EVEN NG

Franky's DRIVING Elisha snokes a cigarette in the passenger
seat, wi ndow cracked. Franky turns in through the GATE, takes
his first left - this isn't the best apartnent conplex by a
dam sight. We'll just say 'rundown' doesn't cover them and

| eave it at that.

He pulls into an OPEN SPOT, next to a beat-up old green
Pl NTO

FRANKY
Want nme to cone up for a mnute?
ELI SHA
Naw, that's okay. |'ve got sone stuff
| have to do.
FRANKY
Heard that.

She unbuckl es, collects herself and then reaches over to give
hi m a hug.

FRANKY ( CONT' D)
Text me | ater, okay?

She nods, gets out. Franky watches her go, heading toward the
nearest building and up the staircase. H s expression dips.
He exhal es.

FRANKY ( CONT' D)
Jesus Chri st.

| NT. ELI SHA' S APARTMENT - EVEN NG

El i sha drops her bag on the couch and heads quick for the
BATHROOM I n the sharp foreground, a FRAMED PI CTURE - Elisha,
her parents and little Franky on nom s knee. Elisha's hol ding
a REVOLVER and a TROPHY. Both parents | ook very proud.

The light conmes on. The sounds of the bath faucet running.

| NT. ELI SHA' S BATHROOM - AFTERNOON

Li ght shines out fromthe open bathroom Silence, for a
nmoment. Then, a whisper. Inperceptible, alnpbst. And anot her.

Suddenly, there's nusic playing |oudly, something upbeat and
poppy and nostly bl and and forgettable.

ELI SHA stands in front of the mirror, now dressed down -
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14.

taking off her makeup. The nmusic is com ng from her phone
sitting on a roll of toilet paper on the sink.

SHE opens the nedicine cabinet - and we see a row of PILL
BOTTLES. Hal i doperol, Lithium Risperidone, C ozapi ne and
nore. Big dosages. Medication for depression, bipolar,

Di ssociative Identity Di sorder and hall uci nati ons
respectively. It's a lot to swallow Literally.

But Elisha is a pro. She takes one each, swallows themall in
one GULP, followed swiftly by a cupped handful of water.

She smles for a nonent but it doesn't reach her eyes. W see
reflected in the MRROR, in the other room . .an after-burn
of a FACE, snarling and angry, floating on the air.

VWHI SPERS
|s that your true face?

Her smile falls. She | eaves, but for a split second, it's as
if she's |ooking at us. (A note on these WH SPERS here, such
as they are - though they're dialogue, they' re presented nore
i ke diagetic environment sounds, WEAVING in and out of

di al ogue and whatever else is going on. They're always com ng
froma different DORECTION, in the mx - and in her head.)

| NT. ELI SHA' S BEDROOM BATHROOM - A LI TTLE LATER

In the tub, Elisha stares straight ahead, |ooking at the wall -
panel opposite. Nodding her head in response to sone
i nvi si bl e conversation.

She | ooks down at her wist, razor in the other hand. It's
bl eedi ng. She nakes another mark - then the razor sinks bel ow
t he frame.

She holds it on a nutilated piece of skin just over her
PELVIS - scarred over but we can still see the remants of
sonething. A MARK. A distorted 'M. She nakes a thin CUT.

There's a thin, alnost nute | evel of whispering on the
soundtrack, and it grows | ouder.

We HOLD on her face as she keeps going. Determ ned. In pain.

VWH SPERS
It doesn't matter how deep you cut,
Ellie. We're not going to stop.
(beat)
You're not allowed to die yet.

W PAN AVAY. To the BATHROOM M RROR
| NT. THERAPI ST' S OFFI CE - THE SETTLEMENT HOVE - N GHT
It's late. Dr. Allen is sitting at his desk, pouring over a

MESS of papers and manila fol ders, |aptop open beside him
Over his shoul der, we see: typed MANUSCRI PT (with prospective
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book TITLE), and PHOTGS of ELI SHA at various ages. ARREST
RECORDS. A nugshot. Session notes. Certain words stand out -
"violent," "high-risk," "anti-social personality?" He RUBS
his eyes, and holds up a tape recorder. Throughout this
expository but clinical and occasionally offhand feeling
nmonol ogue, he gets up and wal ks around the office -

DR. ALLEN

Her hal | uci nati ons have becone worse.
She's deviating from her nedication
routi ne again. And she's starting to
lie nore often. Or, she's trying to.
I n our session today, she denonstrated
what |'ve. . .been anticipating. She's
| osi ng del i neation between her
obj ective and subjective reality.
She's aware her parents have been dead
for fifteen years in the abstract,
concrete sense. But, having a 30
m nute conversation with them doesn't
alarmher at all.

(beat; he considers)
She doesn't seemto renmenber nost of
what. . .happened to her outside of
the bare facts, and believe you ne
|"ve tried everything fol ks, but the
enotional resonances, the anger.
They' ve been her biggest notivators in
life for I don't know how | ong. Her
hal | uci nati ons are a nore benign form
of externalization of that anger, and
shanme. But the other kind. . .the
tendency toward viol ence, they cone
hand in hand. There's a strong,
regressive correl ati on between t hem
that she's unaware of, a result of
certain disassociative tendencies
i nherent in her (he searches for a
phrase) nental conposition.

He stops at the door of the office, where on the back are
PHOTCS of his favorite FOSTER KIDS. And, at eye level - a
YOUNG ELI SHA, teenaged. Four or five photos. Smling and
HAPPY. He takes the picture down, puts on his glasses and
| ooks at it nore closely.

DR. ALLEN ( CONT' D)
I"'mworried for ny friend. What if she
never cones back?

| NT. ELI SHA' S BEDROOM BATHROOM - NI GHT

Elisha lies in bed. Her shirt is hiked up just enough that we
can see the nmakeshift tape-bandagi ng she's put over the
pel vis scar.

W HOLD ON HER FACE, and we hear: Voices. Wi spers. Bangi ng.
The PATTER of feet. Her face begins to tw st.

11
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13

16.

MAN
(v.0)
Jesus Christ. They're here. They're
out si de.
A CH LD is crying.
G RL
(v.o)
Mom what's happeni ng?
WOVAN
(v.o0)
Run and hi de, quick! Take your
br ot her .
Every so often, we'll get a FLASH - a blink of an inmage of

what she's dream ng, but nothing CONCRETE. Abstract inages of
a BLACK WOVAN turning to us, face frozen in tinme. A WH TE MAN
in undershirt |oading a REVOLVER A door blowing off its

hi nges. Just the quickest of blips. There's a di stant DRUM
BEAT. A SHRILL WH STLE. Then SCREAM NG. It CUTS off suddenly.

VA CE
(v.o0)
Get her feet.
(beat; unconfortably close)
Don't struggle. Don't nove.

She's screamng; a blip of a MAN s angry FACE above us -

but THE BLIP gets stuck, |like a needle on a track.
.Elisha's nmouth is a frozen in a GAPI NG CHASM of prinal fear

MATCH CUT TO
| NT. ELI SHA' S BEDROOM BATHROOM - EARLY MORNI NG 12
Elisha in the sane position, awake and still screamng - it
takes a nonent but slowy, she realizes she's awake. The
sunlight through the w ndows.

She gives a small yelp and col |l apses. Puts her hands to her
head. Quiet sobs. WII| this ever stop for her?

W can only just nmake out - in the door-way, the hazy after-
burn of the FACE, already gone.
ELI SHA
"' msorry.
| NT/ EXT. DR ALLEN S CAR (MOVING - THE SETTLEMENT HOME - 13

EARLY MORNI NG

. . .as he PULLS into the SETTLEMENT HOVE parking lot. He
gets out, slinging his bag over his shoulder. H's PHONE
ri ngs.
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15

17.

DR. ALLEN
Hel | 0?
(beat)
Speaki ng.

Chatter on the other end. I|ndistinct.

DR ALLEN ( CONT' D)
Ch ny CGod.

EXT. THE DOVAI N - EARLY MORNI NG

Franky wal ks down the Main Street, wearing his fancy
sungl asses. Hi s phone rings.

FRANKY
Yel | o.
(beat)
Hey, Dr. Allen. How s it going?

Franky listens. Human traffic pul ses around him Hi s face
falls severely.

FRANKY ( CONT' D)
Have you tal ked to her yet?

| NT. THERAPI ST' S OFFI CE - THE SETTLEMENT HOVE - MORNI NG

Dr. Allen sits down in his chair. Across fromhim Elisha
sits. There's no confort here. He's unsure how to proceed.

He pulls out a pack of cigarettes fromhis desk, and |ights
one.

ELI SHA
| didn't know you snoked.

DR. ALLEN
| don't.

He stands up, pacing over to the his FILING CABI NET.

DR. ALLEN ( CONT' D)
| want you to know, before we get
started. . .you're in a safe place.
Not hi ng can happen to you here. Do you
under st and?

ELI SHA
(dubi ous)
Yeah, | know t hat.

DR ALLEN
" myour friend, and I am on your
si de.

Her smle falters a little

14

15



18.

ELI SHA
Dr. Allen, what's going on? Tell ne.
"1l be okay.

He turns, slowy com ng back round, resting his arns on the
back of his chair.

DR ALLEN
Billy Marqs has been rel eased.

There's a strong silence, sudden. Elisha' s smle disappears
conpletely. A FLICKER of sonething.

DR. ALLEN ( CONT' D)
He got parole, on good behavi or,
rel eased into famlial custody as of
two ni ghts ago.

A flicker - an INSERT. The MAN S FACE from t he COURT- ROOM
And, again. Like a HEARTBEAT.

Dr. Allen sits down quickly, reaches over and grabs her
hands. Elisha is beginning to hyperventilate. This could get

ugly.

DR ALLEN ( CONT' D)

It's okay. It's okay. Look at ne.
You' re safe. Breathe.

(beat)
There's an automatic restraining order
in place, to prevent himfrom com ng
within five mles of you or your
br ot her .

ELI SHA
| . . .don't understand. This nman, he
killed our parents. He.

Her eyes GLAZE. A FLICKER - BLACK. The SUGGESTI ON of a FACE.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
He.

Again - BLACK. As Allen talks, nmore FLICKERS - the MAN s face
- tiny HANDS reaching up into dark - an OLDER WOVAN, face in
ANGUI SH, m d-sentence trying to hold a door closed -

DR. ALLEN
| know. |I'msorry, there wasn't
anything | could do. | nean that,
sincerely. | only found out this

norni ng. You've got to know, if there
was anything | coul d ve said.

(beat)
He's out. That's all there is. I'mso,
so sorry. If you see him | don't care
where he is. . .if he tries to

approach you or talk to you in any
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way, call the police. R ght then and
there. W'll get himright back in the
hol e they kept himin.

El i sha's gaze has remamined fixed this entire tine.

DR. ALLEN ( CONT' D)
(voice fading in and out)
. .and no matter what, do not go
Iooklng for him Do not search him
out. That will not go in your favor.

VHI SPERS
(various, different speeds)
He's com ng for you. He cane back for
you.

Si | ence, again.

ELI SHA
(quietly; desparation)
Wiy isn't he dead?

DR. ALLEN
That's not sonething | can answer.
(beat; he |leans forward)
Can | let you - if | let you wal k out
of here, are you going to be okay?

He's staring right at her. At us.

| NT. THE SETTLEMENT HOVE - CONTI NUOUS

El i sha stands outside Dr. Allen's door |ooking like the

wi nd's been knocked out of her. She runs her hand through her
hair. . .and starts wal ki ng.

Wth every click of her shoes, the WH SPERS grow | ouder,
reverberating off the walls.

VH SPERS
He's back. He's comng. Coming to kill
you. . .back into the dark. He's
around the corner. You knew he'd cone

back.

A SHADOW ar ound the corner. Her pace quickens. Eyes w den.
Foster girls and adults seemto pop out of nowhere, | ooking
warily at her (features slightly BENT, a hallucination). Her
own face starts to change, expression deepeni ng, becom ng
HARSH and ugly. Whispers building ontop of each other, becone
a CASCADE

I NT. ELISHA' S CAR - CONTI NUOUS

. . .that MERGE into ELISHA, SCREAM NG and CRYI NG angrily,
one long, protracted "no," a BANSHEE WAI L of PAIN

16
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| NT. NEMAN MARCUS - AFTERNOON 18
ON FRANKY, suited and | ooki ng dapper behind a register.

ASSQOCI ATE
(0s)
Frank - your sister's outside!

FRANKY
Oh, shit.

He turns to the ASSCCI ATE next to him

FRANKY ( CONT' D)
'l be back.

EXT. THE DOVAI N - PARKI NG LOT - AFTERNOON 19

El i sha and Franky, on the upper |evel of the parking garage.
On the HOOD of his car.

FRANKY
| just can't believe we're finding out
about this now, y'know?
(beat)
Maybe we coul d' ve done sonet hi ng.

She nods absent-m ndedly. Her cigarette is burned down al nost
to the filter, unsnoked.

FRANKY ( CONT' D)
It's - it's gonna be alright, dude.
Hey.
(of f | ook)
Hey. Listen. It's gonna be alright.
We're never gonna see him Ever. The
i kelihood of that is so

infinitesimally small that. . .and if
we do, there's the restraining order.
Get ne?

FRANKY ( CONT' D)
(beat)
That goes both ways.
(beat; off cigarette)
You wanna ash that.

She's shivering. He puts her arm around her.

ELI SHA
(to herself, a whisper)
Franky.
FRANKY
What ?

Quiet for a nonent.
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ELI SHA

(1 ncoherent)
Sonething's comng for us. . .1 feel
it. It's him | dreaned it. And now
he's out. That's not a coi nci dence.

FRANKY
El i sha, cone on -

ELI SHA
| T"S NOT!

(beat)
|"'msorry. Look - Franky, listen to
me. |'ve been having the dream again.
.the one | used to have. And | can't

get away. | never get away. | never
get away. | never -

Elisha's staring straight ahead so she doesn't see, but the

| ook on Franky's face is one of mngled concern, exasperation
and conplete frustration. He's heard all this before, nore

t han once. He knows what cones next.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
And then this, and now he's out, but |
dreaned it first and -
(beat; looks himin the face)
Sonething terrible is going to happen.

FRANKY

(initially perturbed, then

consol i ng)
Trust your brother, okay? |I'm not
gonna | et anything happen to us. If he
tries anything, he'll be back in jail
i ke that.

(snaps fingers)
| prom se you

FRANKY ( CONT' D)
(beat)
| gotta get back in. I"Il call you
when | get off. You go hone, you
rel ax, you watch a novie, snoke sone
good, and that's it.

(beat)
That's it, understand? If | cone over
and have to watch you all night, |I'm

gonna be pissed. You gotta maintain.
We'll figure this out.

CUT TO
The sane shot as before, with Dr.
Al'l en. Looking her, and us, right in
the face. He's hol ding her gingerly by
t he shoul ders.

FRANKY
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Are you gonna be. . .okay tonight?
A BEAT too |ong.
I NT. ELISHA'S CAR - MOVI NG - N GHT

El i sha drives, eyes still WDE and NERVOUS. Pop rnusic turned
up LOUD. Her hands grip the wheel TIGHT, but still shaking.
(at the side of the road we see a TALL MOHAWKED WOVAN dr essed
in black, staring at us.)

She stops, comng to a RED LI GHT, and down at her wi sts.
Qutside the wi ndow, there's a BUS STOP. Peopl e waiting,
m | ling around.

As their BUS pulls up, Elisha | ooks at them

One of them clad in ripped jeans and a deni mjacket, |ooks
back. He has a rough-hewn, scarred-up face. H s eye catches
hers for a second.

This is BILLY MARQ@S. Everything slows down and goes dead
silent. The nusic is gone. There's only the sound of Elisha's
caught breath shuddering slowy out of her nouth

She squints, bends her neck to get a closer |ook. As she
leans into the light an IMACE flits over his face for a split
second - a SKULL.

Around Elisha, the background seens to recede, lights
becom ng a blur of color. W're getting dangerously close to
her. Billy doesn't break his stare as he gets onto the bus,
even cocks his head unnaturally as if to ask "is that who |
think it is?"

WHI SPERS
(indistinct all throughout, then
right up front)
Run.

She HI TS THE GAS and shoots through the red light. A few cars
SWERVE to avoid collision -

EXT. BRAKER LANE - CONTI NUOUS

She drives, boom ng down the road, swerving |anes. Through
the wi ndshield, she's having a full-ass breakdown, gri pping
the steering wheel, beating it.

| NT. ELISHA'S CAR (MOVI NG - CONTI NUQUS

ELI SHA
No. Nononono.

VWHI SPERS
He's cone for you. He's been waiting
for you. All this tinme. He's found
you. . .you can't escape.

20
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She veers dangerously close to the curb. The car scrapes
| oudly as she nmounts it on the passenger side. Elisha doesn't
notice, and veers off back onto the road, suddenly.

In the light fromthe street-lanps, a strange mrage passes
over her face. A SKULL. A CH LD S FACE.

Through the flashes of light a glinpse in the rearview.
BILLY'S FACE. Just a nonment and it's gone.

The whi spers are getting | ouder. Building and buil ding, and

behind themall, the SHRILL, blood-curdling scream . .| ouder
t han ever.
EXT. BRAKER LANE - CONTI NUOUS 23

The car zoonms down an enpty street.
| NT. ELISHA'S CAR (MOVI NG - CONTI NUOUS 24

She munbl es to herself incoherently.

ELI SHA
Al nost hone. Al nost there, al npst
there. . .alnost there. . .hone.
RADI O

(podcast voice)
: .and in Austin Texas, Elisha
Johnson, 26, was found dead in her
apart nent because she COULDN T SHOOT
WHEN SHE SHOULD VE -

And then, in a flash! - through the shadows a pair of HANDS
reach out fromthe backseat, wap around her neck, her nouth.
.and inpossibly, another pair of HANDS

She tries to steer wwth one hand through the fingers over her
face, tries to breathe -

EXT. APARTMENT COWMPLEX - PARKI NG LOT - N GHT 25

Headl i ghts breach the lines of the gate. It opens, but not
fast enough - Elisha's car clips it com ng through, knocking
it off its hinges.

She careens through the open parking lot, comng to a
haphazard stop across two parking spots.

The driver's door opens, and Elisha collapses onto the
concrete scream ng, scooting back on her ass away fromthe
car. Delirious. Tripping over herself.

The CAR is enpty. She STARES in abject horror, and sadness.

She gets up, starts wal king drunkenly up the sidewal k to her
door. Breathing ragged.
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There's a famliar-1ooking YOUNG BOY sitting on the stairs,
his eyes and nouth wide in shell-shock, a TOAEL around his
shoul ders. He doesn't notice Elisha as she passes. Strange
red and blue lights pass over him and only him

I NT. ELI SHA' S APARTMENT - CONTI NUOUS

Eli sha steps in. The place is shrouded in dark, save for the
TV, frozen on a Netflix news show. A SURPRI SED WH SPER runs
t hrough t he apartnent -

VWH SPERS
He's here/don't | ook/get out/etc

She turns on the light, |ooking around for the source of the
WHI SPERS - there's the barest suggestion of young FACES,
fading into nothing. The whol e environnent seenms to PULSE.

VWHI SPERS ( CONT' D)
Don't | ook/ please run/in the dark.
./'he's waiting/etc.

Behi nd her - BILLY. The nusic G.ANCES. She turns - he's gone.

She cocks her head at the cracked BEDROOM DOOR. Sonet hi ng
strange about it. . .suddenly, a YOUNG G RL runs past her
towards it, in absolute terror. Tine slows down to a 25th of
speed.

EL' S MOM
(0s)
Run and hide, Ellie. Get your brother.
It's alright -

Elisha turns - sees a WOMAN in her 30s at the front door (a
different front door), a | ook of shock on her face as the

door is KICKED | NMVARDS. Her face EXPLODES - she falls in slow

nmoti on, an expressionistic Nosferatu-esque SHADOW ent eri ng
t he door. Elisha SCREAMS.

TV
Ellie, | taught you better'n that.
Don't you know enough to run?

She turns - BILLY. Angry. Terrifying. The SHADOWN He grabs
for her, she falls back. He's gone. The LI GHTI NG has changed
- all islit in a garish purple neon hue.

Eli sha turns. The MAN on TV continues spilling angry bile

("wasting all this tinme" we can make out crystal-clear). H's
features begin to CHANGE. . .degrade.

ELI SHA
(weakl y)
Daddy?

VHI SPERS
Run/ he' scomef oryou/ellie

26
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A HAND grabs her by the hair, begins to drag her toward the
bedr oom door - then, gone. Heartbeats on the soundtrack.

She begins to crawl toward the bedroom - opens the door to: A
GRAND GUI GNOL. Not her bedroom The bedroom of ol der, nore
confortabl e people, but DESTROYED - bl ood everywhere. A
struggle. A MAN on the bed, his face gone . .the YOUNG G RL
is hiding beneath the bed, covered in bl ood, shaking -

hol ding a REVOLVER, terrified. She catches Elisha' s eyes for
a |long beat.

ELI SHA
Shoot him Wy didn't you, you
coul d' ve.

Elisha crawls toward her. The G RL is shivering. She reaches
out her hand -

VWHI SPERS
Don't | ook x3/run/whydi dn'tyoushoot hi m

The whol e room suddenly vibrates with that | ast accusation -
and the facel ess body on the BED begins to MOUTH it in tinme
with the WH SPERS

Behi nd her BILLY, intine with the heartbeat, flashes in and
out of existence as he GRABS the child fromthe other side
and pulls her out from beneath the bed.

ELI SHA
SHOOT HI M

: .then suddenly. . .he's |ooking at ELI SHA, who is still
besi de t he doorway.

A FLASH - he's on her. Then, gone. She recoils into the

hal I way wall - hyperventilating, gasping for air - he's back,
and gone. . .then he's down the hall, his face floating on
hazy air.

| NT. ELI SHA" S BEDROOM BATHROOM - CONTI NUOUS

She crawl s into the BATHROOM closing the door and | ocking it
painfully - flailing, clawing at her throat. Desperately
trying to breathe, but can't. There's a distant THUDDI NG
getting closer. . .BOOM BOOM

Scream ng, sonewhere distant behind it all.

She RIPS her clothes off, turns the shower faucet on and gets
in, collapsing into a fetal position as the BOOM NG gr ows
| ouder still. . . She reaches for a RAZOR

El i sha crouches in the shower. Holding the razor to her
wist, pulling it across. Shaking. The blood flows into the
water, flows into the drain. Eyes wi de. The voices are
DEAFENI NG There's a BANG NG outside in the hall. She's
breat hing hard. . .hyperventilating.

27
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The VWH SPERS BUI LD, cutting each other off, building on each
ot her .

ELI SHA
Shut up! Shut up and | eave ne al one!
(beat; weakly)
| just want to die.

VWH SPERS

You're not allowed to die yet. W
won't et you. Don't you understand by
now?

(beat; nore defined)
The man who did this to you (to us) is
free.

(beat)
Don't hurt yourself anynore. Hurt him

They get | ouder and | ouder, repeating thenselves - a drum
beat begi ns underneath them She's shaking so hard it's
al nost a sei zure.

The voices reach a crescendo. . .Elisha crouches fetally,
bl ood dripping fromher wists into the water, hands pressed
hard into her ears, nails digging into the skin. . .eyes

tw sted shut.

WH SPERS ( CONT' D)

W' ve al ways been there. . .waiting
for you. . .to take off the nmask
(beat)

Show us your face, Ellie.
| NT. PRINCI PAL' S OFFI CE ( FLASHBACK)
The sanme set-up as in our opening nontage, except -

PRI NCI PAL
She st abbed anot her student with a
pen. The boy needs stitches. W can't
allow her to stay here. I'msorry.

AUNT
The boy tried to corner her in a
bat hroom she was def endi ng hersel f!

PRI NCI PAL
She stabbed himfour tinmes. H's
parents are well-connected, and they
want acti on.

On young Elisha, sitting there. Quiet. W see there are
PCLI CE OFFI CERS behind them in the room

| NT. HOSPI TAL ( FLASHBACK)

Dm Franky sits in a CHAIR by the w ndow. Unnovi ng, staring
at - ELISHA, in the hospital bed. Eyes closed. Alittle

28
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younger. Face bruised. Her eyes open - Franky STARTS.

FRANKY
El i sha?
ELI SHA
Franky. . .(sobbing). . .Franky. I'm
SO sorry.
CUT TO
Elisha, in the bathtub. The BANG NG
ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
(vo)
| don't remenber anything. Did | hurt
someone?
| NT. HOSPI TAL ( FLASHBACK)
Franky nods.
FRANKY
He was trying to hurt you.
ELI SHA
VWhat did | do?
Franky | ooks away.
FRANKY
(quietly)
It's gonna be alright.
CUT TO
Elisha, in the bathtub. The BANG NG
LOUDER, now.
| NT. THERAPI ST' S OFFI CE ( FLASHBACK)

Sudden quiet. Allen stares down at 16 years young ELI SHA,
across the desk, holding her hand. The sane shot fromthe
openi ng.

DR ALLEN
(softly)
| don't think our repression

therapy's doing the trick. These nightnmares you' re having are
menori es. What do you renenber?

SUDDENLY, A SERI ES OF | MAGES

A SCREAM NG KALEI DOSCOPE of col or and inagery, interweaving,
- rhythmc, intercutting. Young Elisha, screamng in the
dark. An ol der Elisha being restrained by orderlies. A Young
Elisha firing a gun, flanked by her parents, in a
conpetition. An older Elisha alone, firing against a

di | api dat ed bui | di ng.
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Pills. The draw ngs. Young Elisha, covered in nud and bl ood,
runni ng through a dark field. Oder Elisha in hospital gown,
runni ng down a highway. Billy's face. The drawings. Billy's
face. The GUN. BOOM

W settle on sixteen years young Elisha. Tears.

ELI SHA 16 YRS
Everyt hi ng. Al ways.

DR. ALLEN
You're not gonna like this, but I
thi nk we need to up your dosage on -

ELI SHA 16 YRS
(she wi pes her tears away)
No. | want to renenber.

CUT TO
There is deafening silence.

VWH SPERS
(quietly, in bg)
The face beneath the mask. . .is that
your true face?

Al'l at once the DRUMS return, unbearably LOUD. Elisha opens
her eyes. She gets out.

She stands in front of the mrror, chest heaving. She SCREAMS
and PUNCHES I T, shattering it into a mllion pieces. After a
second, again. Again and again. Pieces clatter into the sink.
She | ooks at her hand. SHOCKED. Sonething's different in her
eyes.

What follows is suddenly fragnented, like the mrror -
jarring, intrusive CUTS.

El i sha OPENS t he MEDI Cl NE CABI NET, grabbing her pill bottles
by the handful, pouring the contents into the sink. They RACE
around the bow Iike ML cars.

She's not done. She bends down, to the cabi net under the sink
- quickly, frantically sifts thruit. Until she pulls out a
CLIPPER KIT, a big plastic black case. Sets it on the COUNTER
besi de her.

CUT TO

El i sha, CLIPPERS in hand. She FLIPS THEM ON. Makes a
tentative first pass over the right side of her head. Locks
of her hair fall to the wet tile. She does it again, cleaning
it up. And over the left side, now

As she makes PROGRESS, we MOVE from her to the nyriad
reflections in the BROKEN GLASS.

CUT TO
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She's finished, now From behind, we watch her as she | ooks
at herself, but we can't see her face. She passes her

bl eedi ng WRI ST over her face, and starts to snear. Daubing
over her eyes. W MOVE OVER her shoul der as she WORKS.
Slowy, to reveal what she's done.

A WAR- MASK from her own bl ood, dripping down her cheeks.
Arching up at the eyes. The expression on her face is of a
deep question finally answered, a release. It's orgasnic.
She's found purpose. She's ALIVE.

CUT TO BLACK.
I NT. U-STORE FACILITY - MORN NG

Concrete floors, orange sliding netal doors stretching off in
all directions. The overall inpression is grinmy. Quiet.

Eerie. W PUSH DOMN t he hal | ways, achi eving one OPEN DOCR in
particul ar - boxes and m scel | aneous things are noved agai nst
the wal |l opposite.

We see: Elisha rearrangi ng boxes, sorting through the
detritus of another life. There are very strong nmenories
her e.

She's found what she's | ooking for. A SMALL METAL CASE. She
opens it up. An older Smth and Wesson REVOLVER, big and
bul ky.

She smles and picks it up. Opens up the chanmber. It's enpty.
She spins it like a kid a fewtines, and puts it back in the
case.

Looki ng around, she sees a SHEEN BLACK case, covered in two
pl asti c-w apped AMERI CAN FLAGS. She pulls it out awkwardly.
It's heavy.

She places both in the hallway.
CUT TO

She's holding a POLICE UNNFORM in a plastic bag to her chest,
snelling it with a faint smle. No telling for how | ong. She
carefully noves it aside.

Bel ow t hem she finds a PHOTO ALBUM She begins flipping
through it slowy. Alittle boy (Franky). A young girl,
smling bright as the sun, holding a REVOLVER that's way too
big for her (Elisha).

For a noment, we see: her current self reflected in the
| am nate. A sad smle. She flips again - revealing a picture
of a couple in their md-thirties, in police uniforns.
Chil dren between them Mm and Dad.
CUT TO

She slides the DOCR back down - but, stops. Holds it. A faint



33

34

30.

expression crosses her face, |like seeing an old friend again.
Then she closes it with a | oud CLANG
| NT. ELI SHA' S APARTMENT - NI GHT 33

Elisha sits in the mddle of the |living room cleaning out
t he REVOLVER. The pl ace | ooks |ike a tornado ran through it.
Her | aptop is open beside her.

On the | aptop screen, there's Google. She types in "Billy
Margs." Hundreds of results. She clicks on an article dated
2002, fromthe Austin Statesman. Headline reads:
"Pflugerville Multiple Hom cide Leaves Two Orphaned." A
picture of Elisha as a young girl and Franky, thousand-yard
stare in black and white.

She scrolls down. A section of text reads: "The nane of the
assail ant or assailants have not been rel eased yet."

Anot her article. Further devel opnents. Headline reads:
"Arrest Made in Johnson Homi cide." She scrolls through, till
she lights on a nane: "WIIiam Hei ghbart Margs."

LATER.

She's on FACEBOOK. In the search bar, she types BILLY MARQS s
name. Specifies within 100 mles of Austin, TX

Not hi ng conmes up. She specifies again, "WII Marqgs." Nothing.
she scratches her chin. She tries again, "WIIiam Hei ghbart
Margs. "

His profile comes up, no picture. She clicks.

It's enpty. Hs header picture is of a FARMwi th HORSES in
t he background. Elisha's eyes narrow. He has fifteen or
twenty friends.

She cracks her neck.
CUT TO
EXT. ABANDONED BUI LDI NG - LATE MORNI NG 34

The air is cold, it hangs. In front of us, hidden partially
by weeds and indistinct rusting hulks, is a big old FACTORY
bui | di ng. Long di sused.

A MAN (Elisha's POPS) and a fam liar-I|ooking YOUNG G RL
(Elisha 8 YRS) are standing in front of us - the Father is
wearing ear-nuffs and standi ng aki nbo, hol ding a police-issue
revolver out in front of him He talks lowto the Grl.

FATHER
Li ke this, see? Watch

He ainms the revol ver and FIRES OFF several shots in quick
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succession - the little Grl is beam ng.

FATHER ( CONT' D)
Pretty cool, Ellie - right?

She nods, beam ng. Father gives the GUNto her, carefully -
just as Elisha's CAR pulls up behind (through) them and they
begin to fade. After-inmages. Ghosts. Little nore than a w sp
on the air, the LITTLE GRL raises the gun at us (al nost a
mrror imge of the FIRST SHOI) as -

ELI SHA wal ks into frane, |ooking at the after-inmages of the
two floating on the air beside her. She holds up the revol ver
and |oads it. Exam nes the chanber.

Her phone buzzes. The screen reads "New Message from bro-
bro." She clicks the screen off.

She | ooks around. Conpletely desolate. There's the sound of
heavy masonry sonewhere falling. She | ooks toward the sound,

to see: the MAN and the YOUNG G RL, clanbering over fallen
debris, walking into the BU LDING The LITTLE G RL | ooks back
at her -

El i sha hustles toward the buil ding.
| NT. ABANDONED BUI LDI NG - LATER

A conplete ness. AOd filing cabinets, office chairs. Spider
webs for days. Hazy, cloudy sunlight filters in fromthe
br oken wi ndows.

El i sha steps cautiously over various debris, through what
clearly used to be a honel ess outpost. Up ahead up her - the
Man and the Grl. She FOLLOAS. They're tal king.

FATHER
It's cold as shit outside. Zp up.

LITTLE G RL
You think she renmenbers yet?

FATHER
She renmenbers. Maybe not all the way,
but she renenbers
He stops. Turns back toward Eli sha.

FATHER ( CONT' D)
Don't you, Ellie?

She's about to respond, but we see - she's all alone.
CUT TO

SHE puts her headphones in, and cues sonmething up - a
countdown starts. Then, three sharp DI NGS! She FIRES! The
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bul l et TAKES A CHUNK out of the wall. The shot ECHOES in the

enpty building. The KICKBACK is ENORMOUS. She breathes in the
gunsnoke - it's exhilerating. She hasn't done this in a |ong

tinme.

The LITTLE G RL is beside her. She takes the headphones off.

LI TTLE G RL
See, | told daddy you didn't forget.
It hasn't been that |ong.

She turns to the little girl -

LI TTLE G RL (CONT' D)
(leans in conspiratorially)
Brace yourself. Renenber, feet w de
apart. They count off for that.

She ains again, bracing with the other hand. Feet braced w de
apart in the ground. Her posture becones nore professional.

A d habit. The GUN-BELL again (but again, headphones are
still off). DING BANG She fires!

LI TTLE G RL (CONT' D)
Yusss! See, you never needed all those
pills. Al that therapy. Al they did
was make you forget. Wat you could
never forget. Not really.
(beat; slight distortion)
This is the only nedication we need.

We see Elisha nouthing the words to herself, and she is

al one. She pops out the chanber, seeing how many bullets are
| eft - then back at the box of bullets, sitting on a broken
desk behi nd her.

Pops the chanber back in. A ns. DI NG

LATER.

The sky is darkening, and the building is becom ng nuch
darker. A line of old bottles, their |abels either discarded
or nolted off, sits on a netal desk in a line.

Dl NG

I n qui ck succession - POP! One of them expl odes. And BANG
The next one shatters. Another SHOT - but, this one m sses.
Echos.

Eli sha stands with the gun in front of her, headphones in.
She's in THE ZONE

BLAM A direct hit.
| NT. ELI SHA' S APARTMENT - AFTERNOON

Elisha sits naked in the ruins of the living room |aptop in
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front of her.

She's on the SEX COFFENDER REG STRY. She searches for Billy
Marqgs. Hi s page cones up. Mugshot. Public details. No current
addr ess.

El i sha thinks.

She opens up a previous tab. A NEWS REPORT. The AUSTI N
STATESMEN. The byline - Stephen Shelly. She clicks another -
anot her report. Same byline. And anot her. Same guy.

She CLICKS his nane. His Witer Profile, a brief biography.
The nost recent story is fromsix years ago - "TEN YEARS ON -
MURDERER BI LLY MARQ | N REHABI LI TATI ON. "

I NT. SHELLY'S HOUSE - DAY

Smal |, crowded and obsessive. Boxes piled on boxes - but for
all that, cozy. Filled with cigarette snmoke hanging |ike
cl ouds.

Whi stling, singing floating fromthe PATIQO . .through the
open door we see, sitting on the | edge, SHELLY. Snoke floats
up beside him H's phone rings. Tentatively, he ANSVWERS I|T.

SHELLY
Hel | 0?

ELI SHA
(0s)
St ephen Shel | y?

SHELLY
Speaki ng.

ELI SHA
Do you have tine?

SHELLY
It depends. Can | ask who's calling?

ELI SHA
|"d like to tal k about Billy Marqgs.
And t he Johnsons -

Qui ckly, he HANGS UP. The PHONE RI NGS again, after a beat. He
deci des - answers it.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
Don't worry.

SHELLY
How did you get this nunber?

ELI SHA
I[t's |isted.
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Shel |y | ooks behind him around.

He swal | ows.

Eli sha's

SHELLY
Who is this?
ELI SHA
A friend. | prom se.
SHELLY
Do | get a nane?
ELI SHA
. not yet.
SHELLY

What do you want to know?

ELI SHA
Billy Margqs was rel eased four days
ago.
(beat)
| want to know where to find him

SHELLY
|'d heard. | can't help you with that

ELI SHA
You' ve been witing about himfor
al nost twenty years but you can't tel
me where he is? Friend of yours?

SHELLY
No, but it's . . .conplicated. H's
famly is wly.

ELI SHA
Hs famly?

SHELLY
| don't know how nuch to tell you
‘cause | don't know who you are - but
"1l tell you this. | used to work
with APD, following their trail. | got
real, real deep, until - The Johnsons?
They were ny. . .ny friends.

head tw tches, she cl oses her eyes.

SHELLY ( CONT' D)
It's just a web of brothels and bars
and massage parlors, all unnmarked, al
around the city. The girls, some of
them are young - real young. Fornmer
fosters.
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The gears begin to turn in Elisha s head.

SHELLY ( CONT' D)
Fam |y owned operation, wth noney
behind it that comes from nowhere. You
can't pin anything on these people.
The m nute there was a whi sper of one
of themgetting stung, they' d close up
shop and di sappear for nonths. W
figured they had peopl e inside APD,
but - you know, couldn't prove that
either. Mysterious nunber of things
went m ssing when we needed them and
t hen -

ELI SHA
- and then. R ght.

SHELLY
| don't know where they are now. But
if you can find one of the brothels,
you'll be halfway to him Any thoughts
t here?

ELI SHA
| have an i dea.

CUT TO
EXT. ELEMENTARY SCHOOL - PLAYGROUND - NI GHT 38

Enpty and dark, bordered by broken down houses on all sides.
A nunber of girls of various ages are sitting on the JUNGLE
GYM talking to two or three OLDER GUYS. One of themis
trading a bottle of VODKA back and forth. Small talk.
Propositioning. They're well -1 earned.

One of the G RLS | ooks up. Comng through the field is
ELI SHA.

OLDER GUY
Fuck is this? Your madam or sonethi ng?

The G rl SHOVES hi m

G RL
W ain't got no fucking pinp, asshole.
You want this pussy or not?
(beat)
Hey! Who're you?

Elisha stops in the mddle of them PULLS OQUT the REVOLVER
Everyone freezes. She points it at the GUYS

ELI SHA
Go.

OLDER GUY
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Dude, fuck this.
They scar per.

ARL 2
Dude, what the fuck? That was |ike
ei ghty bucks right there, man!

ELI SHA
| have some questions. Answer them
and I'Il give you triple that.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
(beat)
G rls been hooking out here since
was your age. | ain't gonna try to
stop you or anything, noney's noney.
Y all Settlenment?

G RL
Fuck that place.

ELI SHA
Yeah, 'cause you're doing real well
ri ght now.
(beat)
Y all heard of the Marqgs? They're
| ooking for girls.

G RL
You a cop or sonething?

She | aughs. Points at the vodka.

ELI SHA
No.
She takes a | ooooong swg. The G RL pulls out a cigarette,
tries to light it - it's out. Elisha lights it for her.
G RL

Yeah, one of them s always out here,
or up by the Hone, |ooking for new
girls. Creepy asshole in a suit. Real
"free candy" type shit.

(beat)
Sai d he could hook us up with work at
a spa, doing nassage work.

A flicker of recognition in Elisha s eyes.

ELI SHA
He say where?

A RL
You | ooki ng for work?

ELI SHA
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(pul'l s out her phone)
Wrk for hinf | hear they're
danger ous.

G RL
Anynore than out here?

ELI SHA
Yeah. A |l ot nore.

I NT. ELI SHA' S APARTMENT 39

Elisha sits on the floor, a TRACPHONE box di scarded besi de
her. She plays with the new device in her hand.

ON ELI SHA' S PHONE

As the KIK |ogo glows for a mnute, and then goes to the chat
screen.

| NT. WAREHOUSE - DAY 40
ELI SHA ai ns the REVOLVER at the single BOTTLE set up a very,

very long way away. She FIRES. M sses. Shakes it off. Ains
again - FIRES. M sses, but closer.

ELI SHA
(to herself; punctuation after
each shot)
.just like riding a bicycle.
(beat)

You coul d shoot better than this at
ten. Come on now.

She STEADI ES her breathing, closes her eyes. DI NG

She opens her eyes. BILLY is standing behind the BOITLE
Suddenly, she AIMS AGAI N nore aggressively, instinctively and
we WRACK UP to her as with a YELL she FIRES! The bottle
SHATTERS

El i sha | ooks down at the gun - astonished. Then, back up at
us, with a DEVIQUS SM LE -

EL- P/ WHORES: THEMOVI E
L-L-Let's warmit up! Ready?

HARDCUT TO BLACK
Music in: El-P's MEANSTREACK (in 3 Parts)
I NT. ELI SHA' S APARTMENT ( MONTAGE) 41

W MOVE IN fromthe dark living room to ELISHA in her
bedroom on the floor, back to us.
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BLACK

TI TLE
(huge, engulfing the screen)

THE WOLF.
| NT. WAREHOUSE - DAY ( MONTAGE)

El i sha sets up nore TARCETS. Now she's nore prepped. The
TARGETS are bull s-eye sheets.

| NT. ELI SHA' S APARTMENT ( MONTAGE)

Cl oser and closer to Elisha, we see she's | ooking at her
phone and LAPTOP. Not ebook beside her.

| NT. WAREHOUSE - DAY ( MONTAGE)

El i sha readi es herself. W see the TARGETS are wi dely spaced
apart.

| NT. ELI SHA' S APARTMENT ( MONTAGE)
.as she | ooks back at us, face shrouded i n shadow.
| NT. WAREHOUSE - DAY ( MONTAGE)

El i sha doi ng PUSH UPS, SIT-UPS. The two CROSSFADE over each
ot her .

| NT. ELI SHA' S APARTMENT - DAY ( MONTAGE)

El i sha stares down at the PHONE. Behi nd her, a GROUP Kl K
OPENS UP. DETAILS. Convo in veil ed code.

DETAIL - scrolling through CONVO. Videos. Money offers.

She wites this down - presses BACK, and retries her search,
nore specifically.

| NT. WAREHOUSE - DAY ( MONTACE)
El i sha FI RES on one TARGET - BOOM - then WH PS AROUND and

SHOOTS at another - BOOM - and another! She rel oads, quick
like a PRO John Wck style - and again with the OTHER HAND.

Direct hits on every one. The last one - a bullet, alone on a

post. DI NG

| NT. ELI SHA' S APARTMENT - NI GHT ( MONTAGE)

Elisha in the LIVING ROOM - notepad beside her full of
scribbles. W see the MESSAGE THREAD, on RUBMAPS - "Marq Bar
- New Location?" A series of messages float by as she
scrolls. "Under New Managenent." "Prem unms went up."

| NT. MASSAGE PARLOR ( MONTAGE)

Dank and gross. Elisha enters, wearing a thick black
PETTI COAT and gl asses. A YOUNG LATINA G RL exits one of the
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roons.

Her Iip is busted, and her black eye is covered in thick
makeup that doesn't hide it, even in the dark. Elisha nods
toward the back room

CUT TO
In the back room the Grl starts to
undress - Elisha stops her.

ELI SHA
That's not what | want.

The girl is confused. Elisha holds up several bills.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
| want an address.

| NT. WAREHOUSE - NI GHT ( MONTAGE)

TI TLE
Novenber .

We're | ooki ng down a weat herworn wood wall - Elisha POPS | NTO
FRAVE, punches the wall tw ce POP-POP, then back down. Then
agai n, POP-PCP, and back down. Her eyes are obsessive, w de.
Not bl i nki ng.

| NT. MASSAGE PARLOR ( MONTAGE)
Later. Elisha holds the girl's face.

ELI SHA
They do this to you?

BRI EF SERI ES OF SHOTS, | NTERCUTTI NG RHYTHM CALLY

- Elisha, practicing ricochet shots and whi p-action, pulling
from behind, SHOOT. - Fromthe side, SHOOT. Bullets are

whi zzing by us. She's nore than good. She's inmmacul ate.
Shooting is her neditation, and she's an adept.

Qut of the m ni-nontage-nontage, Elisha pops up once nore -
POP POP POP -

I NT. ELISHA'S CAR - N GHT ( MONTAGE)

As she PULLS UP in a DARK PARKI NG LOT. W can see her hands
on the steering wheel are bandaged and bl eedi ng. She's
staring at.

EXT. THE BROTHEL - N GHT ( MONTAGE)

El i sha in SWEATER and HOODI E wal ks across the street fromthe
BROTHEL, a nondescript little warehouse, wal king the | ength
of it - takes a quick picture.

ANOTHER ANGLE - closer. OQther side of the building. She takes
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a Pl CTURE

ANOTHER ANGLE - in the alley. She takes a PI CTURE

I NT. ELI SHA' S APARTMENT ( MONTAGE)

I n her BEDROOM Elisha pins the PICTURES to a CORKBOARD, next
to. . .makeshift, ink-drawn blueprints. Certain parts of the
PHOTCS are circled, drawn lines correlating their part on the
bl ueprint. Wndows. Doors. She studies.

EXT. WAREHOUSE - DAY ( MONTACE)

.As she PULLS A TIRE on a rope. Getting easier. Running with
it.

| NT. WAREHOUSE - NI GHT ( MONTACE)
Mor e burpee bareknuckl ed shadow boxi ng.
| NT. ELI SHA' S APARTMENT ( MONTAGE)

Elisha sits in the mddle of the living room cutting her
hand. . .eyes w de open. Testing herself.

EXT. WAREHOUSE - N GHT ( MONTAGE)

Revol ver target practice, in the DARK. RI COCHET SHOTS. As she
FINI SHES, feeling very satisfied with herself, she spins the
gun.

| NT. ELI SHA' S APARTMENT ( MONTAGE)
She SQUEEZES her cut hand shut. Lips tightening. Suddenly -
EXT. WAREHOUSE - DAY ( MONTAGE)

BANG A SHOT hits the WALL of the WAREHOUSE. ELI SHA gri maces
and WRACKS anot her SHOT - of an ol der M21 SNI PER RI FLE, spray-
pai nted bl ack. Handl e TAPED UP. Then, BOOM The W NDOW
SHATTERS. She smiles that devious smle, and | owers the GUN

END MONTAGE

W see just what the last two nonths of training have done
for her. She's wearing a BLACK MUSCLE SHI RT, and she's toned.
Si newy. Not out-of-this-world, but. . .HARDER The i npression
is hel ped by the w de-eyed, SING.E-M NDED STARE and t he now
styl ed and mani cured MOHAVK

Her cell - phone rings.

TI TLE
Decenber.

It's FRANKY. She denies the call and puts it back in her
pocket before raising the RIFLE AGAI N
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I NT. ELISHA'S CAR - N GHT 61

She parks in the lot of a CLOSED GAS STATI ON. She | ooks down
in her lap at the REVOLVER

She cl oses the chanber and steals herself.
EXT. THE BROTHEL - NI GHT 62

A run-down section of town not too far off the highway.
Massage parlors, pawn shops and ol d abandoned bri ckst ones

| oom up besi de overgrown vacant |lots and ol d apart nent
bui | dings, their neon |ights bouncing back off rainy streets.
Honel ess peopl e do their unendi ng shuffle.

ELI SHA wal ks down the sidewal k, across the street fromthe
ALLEY between two of the BRI CKSTONE LOTS, hands in her hoody.
She's bringing the ends of a bandana together, around her
neck.

A CAR PULLS OQUT out of the alley, swerving past ELISHA, who

| ooks at it briefly as it passes, settling at the red |ight
little ways in front of her - out of focus until she LOOKS UP
again. Wait a second.

She noves closer to the car, slowy.

In the passenger-side MRROR we see BILLY'S FACE in
conversation. Elisha noves her hand beneath her sweatshirt.
Billy's gaze SNAPS onto her. At us.

Then just as quickly, the LI GHT TURNS GREEN, and the CAR
SPEEDS OFF down the road, disappears.

She | ooks after it as it zoons down the bend, and then back
at the ALLEYWAY. The street is basically deserted.

She crosses it.
CUT TO
EXT. THE BROTHEL - THE BACK - NI GHT 63

A | owkey back alley - | NDUSTRI AL size DUVPSTER/ COVPACTOR,
rainslick concrete. Dirty ORANCE FLOURESCENT overhead lights
illumnate a BURLY GUY in a LEATHER JACKET snoking a
cigarette, just outside a PROPPED OPEN METAL DOOR. There's
the heavy NO SE of air-conditioners, and electric hum al nost
anbi ent under all this.

There's a NOSE in the ALLEY. A BANG NG on the dunpster. He
notices - but, shrugs it off. Two nore BANGS, nore |ike
THWAKS.

Okay, that's curious. He takes another puff off his
cigarette, wanders further into the DARK of the alley - out
of the LI GHT.



64

42.

He conmes around the other side of the DUWSTER - sees NO ONE
As he turns to go - ELISHA rounds the corner. A single SHOT!
H s knee goes. He FALLS, giving out a MAN-SHRI EK of pain -
nmuf fl ed by the anbi ent noi se.

El i sha qui ckly descends from above himinto a crouch,
COVERI NG H'S MOUTH ti ght as he SCREAMS | N PAIN, PUSHI NG hi s
head ROUGH into the ground. She has a bandana over her face.
H s eyes are fluttering.

ELI SHA
Look at ne.

She slaps himHARD. Starts searching his pockets, and pulls
out. . .a POLICE BADGE? And a VHITE ID CARD with a
nonogranmed 'M synbol in the top right corner. She stuffs
t hese in her pocket.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
You're a cop
(beat)
Look at me. Don't be a pussy. Focus.
| "' m gonna take ny hand away. |f you
scream |'ll shoot you again. What's
your boss's nane?

BURLY
.Aw, god. . .Brian. . .it's Brian.

We PAN AVAY toward the back door, the ambient noise thrumm ng

ELI SHA
Yeah? He here tonight?

I NT. THE BROTHEL - THE BACK - NI GHT

As she PULLS the back door open and slips inside, head down.
She stops the BACKDOOR banging on the rock holding it open -
grabs the rock, let's it close quietly. KA-CHUNK. Her HOOD
hangs over her face.

The back of this restaurant, in contrast to nmost, is DIMY
LIT. Red and green, and WET. Fl ourescents at a | ow ebb,
reflected in the many, many puddl es on the floor. She notices
somet hi ng and ducks around a CORNER. Red lights on the
ceiling. CAMERAS at every angle.

At the end of the CORRIDOR, there's a GUARD sitting in a
CHAIR, gun in his lap. Supply closet door behind him He

| ooks up at ELI SHA approachi ng FAST out of the DARK - She
CLOCKS HMwith the rock. Again. He gets up. A CLOSE

CONFI NED STRUGGLE. He drops his gun. She HEARS SOVETHI NG -
pushes himinto the supply closet, just as -

Three GQUYS wal k back, tal king SHOP. They don't notice the
guard's gun on the fl oor.
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I NT. THE BROTHEL - SUPPLY CLOSET 65

The GUARD falls. ELISHA stops himcollapsing, is on top of
him behind him Trying to keep himfrom noving. Choking him
He passes out.

She | eans over quietly, LOOKING QUT a crack in the door at
the three GUYS. Further down the hall. They didn't noti ce.

The GUARD s foot nudges a BOX on the shelf. It begins to
fall, but - Elisha stops it! The effort is aching.

She wat ches, as - SLOAY, the THREE GUYS head out. Door
cl oses behind them

She lets the box FALL.
| NT. BROTHEL - THE BACK - NI GHT 66

She stops - on a WALL- MOUNT spanni ng the |l ength of the WALL
are. . .ANKLE MONI TORS, behind a | ocked gl ass case, red
| ights beeping in the dark.

A noi se. Conversation. She HI DES behind a STOCK SHELF as -
fromanother CORRIDOR - a |ine of four WOVEN energe, LED by a
GOCD A" BOY in front. They wal k |ike they're drugged, and
slunp against the wall. She can't hear what he's saying too
wel |, but she SEES:

They're all weari ng ANKLE- MONI TORS
The GOOD CL' BOY takes out a SYRINGE, holds it up to them

GooD AL' BOY
I f you want it, you gotta work for it.

They GO QUT the SW NG DOORS. She foll ows, stopping to | ook
out the little PLEXI GLASS W NDOW before exiting into -

I NT. THE BROTHEL - VIP - N GHT 67

We're hit by imediate dark, and quiet. The self-sanme red and
green LED lights, revealing a SHADOAY and SMALL MAI N ROOM
Gaudy, gross - like a STRIP CLUB in a bad section of town on
a bad weekday. Metal tables. Patrons are all nen. They | ook
at her as she passes. The WOMVEN have fanned out to their
sections, into the nothing.

ELI SHA SCANS THE ROOM head slung low. In the shadows.

There's a sound - she LOOKS UP as one of the SU TS drags one
of the WOMEN AWAY, down anot her CORRI DOR OPPCSI TE.

On either end of the room an ATTENDANT stands by the door -
Nondescri pt, but lowkey hillbilly. A GUN. Behind one, a worn
and ripped "Make Anerica Great Again" banner-size poster.

Behi nd THE BAR, Elisha sees: a real GENERAL MANAGER type of
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guy, BRIAN, well-dressed but a little too young for it. He's
talking to a GUARD, joking with him The Guard hands him a
WAD of CASH. In front of himis a SKINAND- BONES WOVAN
dressed in stained sweat-pants and tee, eyes tear-stained,
trying to steady herself on the counter. She's barefoot, but
wears the same blinking ankl e bracel et.

El i sha wal ks, in a roundabout way, toward the BAR Anot her
GUARD | ooks after her - noves to follow

El i sha suddenly ducks into another side-door, into -

| NT. THE BAR - THE BACK - CONTI NUOUS 68
What clearly used to be a KITCHEN LINE, converted for storage

and passage sone years since. No one's eating here - not

food, at least. It's small and incredibly cranped and ill-1lit

and the floor is still WET. The type of place the Health

| nspector woul d have a panic attack over. Elisha flits around

t he corner -

Just as - the GUARD cones inside the door. There's anot her
GUARD at the end of the LINE

GUARD
Eyes on.

The 2ND GUARD gets up to follow
CUT TO

She SLIDES behind a tall stand of boxes JUST as the TWO
GUARDS cone around. She waits.

They get closer. C oser -
| NT. THE BROTHEL - VIP - N GHT 69

Behi nd the bar - a HEAVY, nustachioed man signals to BRI AN

HEAVY
Yo, Brian. Hey - Big Momma's on line 2
for you.

BRI AN

(pi nches forehead)
They just left. Dam if that woman's
not a m cronmanager.

The gaunt woman pleads with himas he turns to | eave -
I NT. BAR - THE BACK - NI GHT 70

BRI AN cones t hrough the swi nging doors. The G RL and HEAVY
foll owi ng behind him -

BRI AN
Fuck that worman, man. How you gonna
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let me run this place, and then tel
me |'mdoing a shitty job? Fuckin'.

(beat; off guards)
Hey, what are you two doing here? I'm
not paying y'all to suck each others
di cks - get back out there.

GUARD
Sorry, boss - look, there's mght be a
situation.

BRI AN

So, deal with it. Wiat do you nean, a
situation?

GUARD
Soneone here who shoul dn't be.

As they're tal king - the WOVAN nunbl es sonmething to himwe
can't hear.

BRI AN
Shut up.
(to Heavy)
Ckay, look. You deal with this. I'm
headi ng back to the office.

HEAVY
You don't think maybe this m ght be
nor e i nportant?

BRI AN

No, | actually don't. There's ten very
big men in here - what's nore
inportant, |'ve gotta go |let ny dear
aunt know sone things about sone
t hi ngs.

(beat; to woman)
You want it? Work for it.

He heads down a CORRI DOR. The Wonman foll ows. As she | eaves,
her shirt rises and Elisha sees - THE BRAND. The sane brand.

HEAVY
| can't stand that guy. Ckay, let's
round 'em up

They head out into the main room Elisha waits a BEAT, then
foll ows down the sanme corridor Brian went. Her eyes | ocked on
t he brand.

CUT TO

As she wal ks - quickly, it becones apparent this place goes
on forever. It's like a MAZE. She follows Brian and the wonan
at a di stance.
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They round a corner. She jogs to keep up, but -

They' re gone. What faces her nowis the residential part, so
to speak, of the brothel. This is where the BUSINESS is done.
| f possible, even dirtier and dingier. The tile has

di sappeared, |eaving only fl oorboard.

On either end, there are what |look like tiny roonms separated
by threadbare SHEETS. Grls in lingerie, t-shirts and bad
makeup sit in the doorways and against the walls, sone of
them pretty YOUNG | ooking up at her, snoking cigarettes -

El i sha kneels down to one of them The young HOOKER from
earlier. Elisha gives her a light slap on the side of the
face.

ELI SHA
| told you these people were
danger ous.

G RL
Couldn't. . .helpit.

The G RL nods out for a second. Elisha Pl NCHES her cheek

ELI SHA
VWhere's his office?

The G RL wanly points toward the back. Elisha | ooks at her.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
Your stomach.

Di saffectedly, she pulls her shirt up. . .revealing the
BRAND. The M This one's rmuch nore recent. Barely heal ed.

A realization formng now. Anger. R sing. The QRLS are all
| ooki ng.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
Wi t .

She | ooks back - cocks her gun. There's the ANCGER, white-hot.
She heads into the dark.

| NT. BRIAN' S OFFI CE -

Shitty, but in slick albeit cheap style. A "casting couch." A
desk. Lurid lighting. A shitty painting on the wall. The
tastes of a douchebag PORN DI RECTOR, quite honestly.

There's a bank of conputer nonitors, old and new, one of
which is active, showi ng security canmera footage. BRIAN isn't
payi ng attention. He probably doesn't ever.

The Wbman is sitting on the couch, with heavy drug shivers -
Brian is behind the desk prepping a syringe. He's on the
phone.
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BRI AN
Listen, listen - no, Big Monmma. You
need to trust ne, and - no one's
stealing, we're just running | ow. Yes,
| know for a fact. There's sixty girls
here, Big Momma, and -

A knock.

BRI AN ( CONT' D)
(frustrated)
What ? What do you want ?

No response. The knock again. Brian puts his finger to the
Woman.

He goes to the door - which | ooks HEAVY, and padded on the
inside - and opens it, JUST AS. it FLIES OPEN, WAPPING HM IN
THE NOSE. He FALLS BACKWARD. She's on him- points the gun
dead-center at his face.

ELI SHA
(to Wman; seething, barely
cont ai ned)
What's the qui ckest way out from here?

OTHER d RL
Back straight down the other way.

ELI SHA
Run. d ose the door.

BRI AN
(hol di ng his nose)
You broke ny fucking nose!

ELI SHA
Get on the floor. On your knees.

He does, staring daggers at her through bl oody fingers. The
VO CE on the phone keeps chattering. She grabs the syringe
fromthe floor.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
VWhat is this?

BRI AN
Hor se. Pure horse.

She puts it on his neck.

BRI AN ( CONT' D)
(slurred)
No. No no no, not that. Wat do you
.what do you want? Money?

ELI SHA
I"m | ooking for Billy, Brian.



BRI AN
Cuz? What you want with hinf

ELI SHA
Were is he?

BRI AN
At The Farm

ELI SHA
Wth Big Momma, right? And the rest of
the Fam ly.

(beat)

VWhere's the Farnf

BRI AN
W're a | ot bigger than you think. You
don't know what you're doing.
(beat)
W're. . .we're everywhere. China,
Mexi co. Russi a.

ELI SHA
VWherever the ice is thin.
(beat)
VWhere is the Farnf

BRI AN
You're on canera. They'll figure out
who you are.

ELI SHA
| want themto. Let nme see that phone,
Bri an.

She throws the syringe at the other side of the room

48.

It

breaks. Just as he starts up - she PISTOL VH PS H M as hard

as she can wth the REVOLVER, and takes the phone. He's done.

The other end of the line is still chattering.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
(this is a big nonment for her)

Hel | 0?
Bl G MOVWA
(os)
Who is this?
ELI SHA

You're the head of this operation?
Si | ence.
ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
(os; very deadpan)
|"mcomng to kill you

She listens to the LOUD response chatter for a second,

and
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hangs up.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
You' re gonna stay away fromthe girls
at the Settlement Hone, and the TLP.
You under st and?

He starts LAUGHI NG through all the blood. She YELLS, sudden
ANGER, and SLAMS her BOOT into his balls. Steps down HARD
Really DIGA NG IN. A CRUNCH. He COUGHS, SCREAM NG

She goes to the DESK, riffling through the drawers. She cocks
the revolver, and holds it on himwhile she | ooks. Pulls
sonet hing out. And another. A folder. Stock reports.

Profiles. Remmants of the business of human chattel.

Brian reaches for sonething - a drawer, as subtly as he can.
There's a GUN i nsi de.

She's got sonething. AN INVOCE, in weird CODE. An ADDRESS.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
"Hone OFfice, Bastrop County Road
121." Is this it? R ght here?

He | ooks. Nods. He's got the gun in his hand -

BRI AN
(weak)
Y-y-yeah. . .
(suddenl y)

Rl GHT HERE!
He FI RES! Twi ce! She ducks - RETURNS
FIRE! Direct hit, to the STOVACH It's
all very quick. Staccato. He CRUVPLES.
FALLS. Shrieking in pain.

The nood recedes. She wal ks over to him calmy. He YELLS,
tries to crawl away. She follows behind him SHOOTS H Min
t he BACK. She takes his GUN fromthe floor, and shoots him
again. And AGAIN. She's laughing wldly. He stops noving.

The | aughter dies on her lips, replaced by a terror-nmask. She
points the gun right at the back of his head. FIRES. Hi s
crani um expl odes. And once AGAIN

CUT TO
The CEI LI NG as she SHOOTS AGAIN. SILENCE. A beat. Then, she
RI SES. Her bandana is covered in blood. Her eyes are cl osed.
She breathes in. Opens her eyes.

The SOUNDTRACK GLANCES at us. Repeatedly. Harshly. She
SM LES. W can tell. Then, she GETS an i dea.

CUT TO

She opens up the desk drawers, finding a BOX of |atex gl oves.
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She snaps them on and turns around, |ooking at Brian.
CUT TO

BRI AN'S BODY, all ripped up and full of holes, flops into the
chair behind his desk. H's FACE, thankfully out of focus, is

just GONE. Elisha wi pes her brow. She |ooks up at the BARE

DI NGY WALL behind the desk . . .and then di ps her hand
cautiously into the MESS where BRI AN s head used to be.

From behi nd, we see her begin to nake a |ine.
CUT TO

Fi ni shed, she pulls off the gloves, stuffs themin her
pocket, and turns to | eave.

She stops by the door and | ooks back at her handi worKk,
whatever it is, for a second. Then at the FIRE ALARM She
waits a BEAT and pulls it.

| NT. BROTHEL - THE BACK - NI GHT
El i sha wal ks out of the office.

As if on cue, THE SPRINKLERS switch on. All the GRLS are
com ng out of their roons, confused. And their JOHNS.

She rounds a corner. The GUARDS see her, at the other end -
covered in bl ood.

HEAVY
kay, don't nove. Everyone - stop!

She ducks inside one of the bunker-roons, waiting in the
surge for just the right nonment. The G RL stares at her. She
stares right back

VWHI SPERS
(0s)
The door is open.
ELI SHA
The door is open. Do you understand?

Run.
The GUARDS pass, fanning through the crowd.

El i sha BOOKS I T, running through the A RLS toward the other
end. The back beconmes a MAZE of sickly green and red hal |l ways
criss-crossing dizzily. . .finally, the door at the other
end. One of the GUARDS spots her -

GUARD
Hey! There she is!

They FIRE! It DINGS off the wall (inportant to note: we can't
keep track of where all the bullets hit, and you'll see why).
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She returns FIRE TWCE, and H TS one of themin the CHEST and
another in the HEAD. She SM LES. SUDDENLY - BLAM

She SCREAMS. She's been HT. In the arm A FLESH WOUND, but
she's BLEEDI NG She turns, SHOOTS HMIN THE HEAD.

Anyone el se around? She assesses for a beat, then -
CUT TO
| NT. BROTHEL - CONTI NUOUS 73
. . .as she nmakes a wild break for the FRONT DOOR, rushing
t hrough the front of HOUSE. GUARDS are foll ow ng behind her,
in the dark. Brothel patrons are STARTLED. There's YELLI NG
CHAGCS al | around.
The BULKY DOORMAN hol ds up a HAND to stop her - and SHE BLOWAS
his HAND of f, continues through into the FOYER, a tiny
sectioned off room before -
EXT. BROTHEL - EARLY MORNI NG 74

- bursting out of the FRONT DOOR, stunbling into a RUN. Two
BEATS. THE GUARDS exit behind her.

| NT. BRIAN S OFFI CE - 75
STAFF- MEMBERS BUST OPEN t he DOOR, sone with GUNS DRAWN.

Then they STOP in HORROR. Aghast. Jaws DROP.

On the opposite wall, behind Brian's nmutilated CORPSE, is

scrawmed in still-dripping blood: "I HAVEN T FORGOTTEN
MOTHERFUCKERS" .
EXT. BROTHEL - EARLY MORNI NG 76

Elisha runs for dear |life, as fast as she can. Laughing.

Crying. Gasping for air. The GUARDS FOLLOW far behind her.

SHOTS whi z by. She crests the alley. . .and crosses the EMPTY
ROAD.
| NT. ELISHA'S CAR - PREDAWN 77

Eli sha skids to a stop, gets into her car and DUCKS out of
sight, waiting. Waiting. . .as, far away across the road, the
GUARDS RUSH QUT into the street, and rush in either

di rection. She expl odes, POUNDI NG the ceiling. She's

SCREAM NG again, but it's not anger this tine. It's PURE JOY.
She DID IT.

The car pulls out and drives away, sun rising in the
di st ance.
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| NT. GAS STATI ON BATHROOM - MORNI NG 78

Dingy, dirty. Elisha | ooks at herself in the greasy mrror,
shirt off, the rest of her outerwear slung over the sink in a
heap - okay, so she didn't make it out totally unscathed.
There's bl oody GRAZE- MARKS, on her shoul der and the side of
her stomach - three in nunber. The one on her SHOULDER | ooks
rather UGY, a little nore than a mnor FLESH WOUND. All told
t hough, she's got sone pretty good | uck

She touches one, curiously. It STINGS. Beside her on the sink
is a bottle of | SOPROPYL, a ripped-open bag of cotton swabs
and sone nedi cal gauze - all the cheap kind you could pick up
at 7-11.

A COTTON BALL is drenched in | SOPROPYL, becom ng nmush. She
applies it to one of the GRAZES - and her eyes go WDE, a
teeny-tiny GASP of pain escaping. She GRIPS the SINK -

| NT. FRANKY'S APARTMENT - MORNI NG 79

Tiny, but neat. Snooth. Franky sits at his tiny dining table,
hol ds his phone up to his ear.

FRANKY
Come on, pick up. This tinme, pick up
EXT. GAS STATI ON - MORNI NG 80
ELI SHA

Mbooot her f uuuuuckeeer .

El i sha sits beside her car, clutching her sides - trying to
breat he through the i mmense PAIN. Bullet grazes fucking hurt.
Especially if you try to dress them yourself.

Her phone buzzes. She | ooks down. Picks it up.
BEG N | NTERCUTTI NG ELI SHA/ FRANKY

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
Hey, buddy.

FRANKY
El i sha, nice of you to pick up the
fucki ng phone.

ELI SHA
Sorry, |'ve been busy.

FRANKY
Look, you can't- don't cut off radio
contact like that, man. It nmakes ne
Worry.
(beat)
Were have you been? Your job's been
calling me day and night.
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ELI SHA
Still, huh? It's been a m nute.

FRANKY
D d sonet hi ng happen? Are you alright?

El i sha wi nces.
ELI SHA
Gonna be honest, |'ve been a whol e | ot
better.

Franky cocks his head.

FRANKY
You sound different.

ELI SHA
| am

FRANKY
What do you. . .what do you nean?

(beat; pensieve)

AmIl . . .aml talking to Elisha, or
sonmeone el se?

ELI SHA
It's me, but - everything's a | ot
clearer, now 1|. . . can hear nyself
think. | forgot what | sounded I|i ke,
in my head.

Franky proceeds uncertainly.

FRANKY
Where are you, right now?

ELI SHA
Cal |l you back. Love you.

She hangs up. Franky throws his phone across the table.
G oans. He stares out, folding his hands in front of his
face, in deep thought.

END | NTERCUT

The pain is somewhat nanageabl e now. She takes a breath and
HEAVES hersel f up.

I NT. ELISHA'S CAR - MORNI NG 81

She | ooks at her phone, at Google Maps. She's follow ng
County Line 121. She hits Street View It takes a mnute to
| oad.

Slowy, we see an imge fromthe top down of sone w de, green
acreage. Undulating fields and forests reach up to a G ANT,
Pl XELLATED SQUARE. "I nmage Unavail able."



82

54.

SHELLY
(VO
Hel | 0?

ELI SHA
(vo)
| know where they are.

SHELLY
(vo)
Who?

EXT. 6TH STREET - CONTI NUQUS

The busy main street. Like Mardi Gras every weekend. Gari sh,
colorful faces, costunmes and |lights | oom ng out of the dark.
ELI SHA noves down a nearly enpty ALLEY, com ng into the
THRONG. SHE wal ks through it slowy, a drawn and norose face
in a sea of glowng smles. The image is slow, nightmarish
Predatory. A wolf among sheep. Over this:

ELI SHA
(vo)
The Famly. Al of them 1'm gonna
have sonething for you, real soon
SHELLY
(vo)
Do you even know what you're | ooking
for?
ELI SHA
(vo)

You sai d you needed proof. First-hand.
"' mgonna get it for you.

SHELLY
(vo)
Wy ?
(beat; no response)
Just. . .be careful, okay? You don't
know t hese peopl e.

ELI SHA
(vo)
Yes | do.
SHELLY
(vo)
How?
A beat .
ELI SHA
(vo)

Stay by the phone tonorrow night.

Cick. Silence, for a nonent. Then:
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EXT. ABANDONED BUI LDI NG - DAY 83

El i sha shoots, headphones on. W push in on her. Still, pose
perfect. Draw, rel oad, shoot. And again. She's getting

FASTER.

VWH SPERS
(VO
You know what cones next?

| NT. ELI SHA' S APARTMENT - BEDROOM 84
El i sha cl eans and | oads the REVOLVER PUSH | N

ELI SHA
Yes.

VWHI SPERS
(VO father)
It's time to go back, now
(VO not her)
Are you afraid?

ELI SHA
No.

VWHI SPERS
(VO not her; dying away)
That's nmy girl. .

CUT TO

El i sha packs a duffel bag full of equipnment. Knives, guns. A
smal | CAMERA with a | ong ZOOM LENS.

EXT. BASTROP - FREEWAY - NOON 85

Rolling fields and hills. The road curves wldly. Rain beats
down harder now. Elisha's car drives thru, swerving and
cutting through the sparse traffic. Engine growing |oudly.

| NT. THERAPI ST' S OFFI CE - WAI TI NG ROOM 86

Dr. Allen and Franky, at the door. He puts his hand on
Frank' s back. Conforting.

DR. ALLEN

| wouldn't offer sonething like this,
usual ly, but - after we get all this
sorted out, I'd Iike you to cone back
and see ne - for you, Franky. [f you
need to talk sonme things out.

(beat; right in Franky's eyes,

under st andi ng)
| know it's hard. But we're all she's
got. And we're in her corner together.
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FRANKY
Thanks, Doc. I'll call you if she pops

up.
He exits.
| NT. THERAPI ST' S OFFI CE - ELEVATOR
Franky waits for the el evator doors to open. Steps in.

Just as the door closes, he lets | oose a stream of
PROFANI TI ES, and bangs on the walls.

EXT. PARKING LOT - CONTI NUOUS

Franky wal king to his car, with a | ook of pure so-done-wth-
this on his face, puts a cigarette in his nouth. Pulls out
his lighter. Flicks it once, twce -

EXT. ROUTE 121 - DAY

- three tines, as Elisha lights her cigarette, standing by
the side of her car. Taking a |ong, satisfying drag. She
wal ks toward a LONG CONCRETE PARTI TI ON, covered here and
there with graffiti. Puts her hand on it.

The word "FORG VE" is scrawed on it in big, bold letters.

She turns and stares down the | ong, ranbling COUNTRY ROAD
goi ng down a hill

| NT. ELISHA'S CAR (MOVI NG - LATER
El i sha drives through fields and fields of nothing but

overgrown wheat and sparse trees. The occasional wndm || and
power | i nes.

She stops the car. A BIG HOUSE, in the distance. A FARM The
pi cture of Anmerican Gothic.

EXT. THE FARM - DAY

Elisha's car pulls up on the opposite side of the road from
us, w ndow down. Her face is hidden in shadow, but she's

| ooking at - the giant cast-iron fence, with the traditional
Texas star inset. And behind it -

THE FARM The MAIN HOUSE is set far back fromthe road by
it's owmn path. A former PLANTATION, worn down by the years.
It's currently undergoing renovation, and there's scaffol ding
intermttently around it's two-story structure. Al around it
are CHRI STMAS LI GHTS that | ook |like a bad joke in the dry
Texas winter. There are various pieces of farm equipnent,
tractors and backhoes, scattered around the estate, but -

i ke the House - they appear to have fallen into disrepair.
Behi nd t he House, equi pnent and chem cal sheds, and the

encr oachi ng FOREST.

87

88

89

90

91



92

93

94

57.

Down the path, and in the nmassively overgrown fields, are
SECURI TY CAMERAS.

A COUNTRY-BOY type, all flannel and jeans tucked into his
boots behind sungl asses that were never in style, is walking
al ong the gate, sees the strange car across the road, and

st ops.

COUNTRY- BOY
(1 oud)
Can | help you?

No response.

COUNTRY- BOY ( CONT' D)
(1 ouder)
This is private property. Can | help
you?

Not hi ng. Elisha just stares back, face obscured by shadow and
gl asses, expressionless. The BOY, a |little spooked, reaches
behind himand pulls out a WALKI E-TALKIE - as he does, we see
that there's a GUN holstered to his waist. He speaks into the
wal ki e. There are other nen comng, fromthe direction of the
HOUSE

Elisha pulls a U and goes back the way she cane. The BOY
wat ches her go.

FADE TO
| NT. ELISHA'S CAR (MOVING - LATER 92

El i sha drives back down the same road, the House dwindling in
t he di stance. She spots sonething out of the corner of her
eye - an old FMroad, intersecting into the field. Overgrown,
nostly forgotten. She makes a WLD TURN for it. W can see
that it leads to -

EXT. ROUTE 121 - FOREST - DAY 93
Elisha gets out. In front of her is the FOREST - RAMBLI NG
OVERGROMWN, and DANGEROUS. Fallen trunks and branbl es

everywhere, so thick you can barely see ten feet in. You can

just feel your skin starting to itch.

She goes round to the trunk and pops it open, pulling out the
RI FLE CASE, slinging it over her shoul der.

Stepping carefully down off the road. . .she enters.
EXT. ROUTE 121 - FOREST - LATER/ ELSEVWHERE 94

El i sha clears a rough way through brush and branble, then
stops just short of the sunlight - her eyes show curiosity.

She SEES just a few neters away a Bl G METAL STORAGE CONTAI NER



95

58.

- rusty and corroded, nature growing up to reclaimit.

Wi spers in the air, when - the LITTLE GRL (Elisha as a

CHI LD) runs past, barefoot and bl oody. Miuddy, everywhere. She
stops, |eaning against the Container for a second to catch
her breath - then runs past Elisha, who watches her

di sappear.

FROM | NSI DE THE CONTAI NER

The bi g door opens, with sonme resistance. Just enough for
Elisha to poke her way in. But, it's too dark to see

anyt hing. She pulls out her phone, turns on the FLASHLI GHT,
illumnating - at the other end, a bank of conputer MODENMS
and SERVER SET- UPS, two COWPUTERS and a single swvel chair.
There's a rat's nest of cables and cords crisscrossing the
floor of the container, amd discarded beer cans. The lights
blink in the dark. She takes out the CAMERA. Raises it to her
face. Cick. FLASH

El i sha pulls her head back out into the light of day - and

| ooks up into the trees, seeing the BLINKING RED LI GHT of a
SECURI TY CAMERA. And another, a little ways off. She SW NGS
QUI CKLY around the other side of the container, out of sight.

She thinks - and then turns, going to the back of the
container. Looking at the ground. There, in the dirt, CABLES.
She follows themw th her eye, and the path they cut through
the trees. Begins to wal k along beside it.

EXT. ROUTE 121 - FOREST - LATER/ ELSEVWHERE

Further in. Still follow ng the cables. Now, though - far
off, visible through the trees, is the back of The Farm and
t he wor k SHEDS.

She kneels down, pulls out a pair of small binoculars - and
| ooks: a TALL CHAI NLI NK and BARBED W RE fence surrounds the
property, a small GATE set into it. Curiously, in the mddle
of her field of vision, there's a wwndmll right in the

m ddl e of the big back of the estate. Following up it, we
find - a SKINNY M DDLE- AGED MAN, back to us, sitting on a
bird s nest platform Another corn-fed boy mlls around the
back yard, smoking a cigarette.

Putting the binoculars back in her pocket, she clanbers up
and finds purchase on a higher angle. Looks again - now we
see how BIGthe estate is, and that the SHEDS are arranged in
sonething |ike a crescent, and all of various shapes, sizes
and materials. The Christnmas tree lights are strung between
them along with other cables, all going back to the main
house.

LI TTLE A RL
You renenber what's down there?

She puts the binoculars down. SHAKES I T OFF.
LI TTLE G RL (CONT' D)
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Don't you?

ELI SHA
Yes.

Dotting the yard are nore SECURI TY CAMERAS, and BULKY MEN
with GUNS at every avail able space. It's a BUSY YARD

There's the distant sound of a truck approaching, and from
her angle Elisha can see just a glinpse of the front, as a
new CHEVY stops and BILLY gets out, along with another nman
bear ded, bigger and nmuch ol der and fierce-looking. H's
FATHER BI G POPPA.

Elisha's heart STOPS. She |ets the binoculars fall from her
eyes. She crouches down and begins to hyperventilate. There
are TEARS welling up in her eyes, and she has to bite her
fist to not cry out. We can't tell if it's frompanic or joy.

There he is. She's FOUND H M

She rai ses the binoculars again, and finds himhugging a
severe-| ooki ng CLDER WOMAN, his MOTHER, BI G MOMVA, and
getting slapped on the back of the head by a skinny, WEASELLY
| ooki ng man, his BROTHER, DAVID, before entering the house,
out of sight.

EXT. ROUTE 121 - FOREST - LATER/ ELSEVWHERE 96

Now even closer. It is late afternoon, verging on early
twilight. Elisha wal ks with her hood up al ong the bare edge
of the trees, snoking a cigarette, alnost skirting the Iength
of the fence, on top of which are nore SECURI TY CAMERAS.
There's a noi se, nearby.

She dives behind a tree and peers slightly out, just as - a
BOHUNK exi sts the GATE in the fence, locking it tight behind
him He's holding a BINDER and a SI X- PACK. Poki ng out of the
back of his pants is a GLOCK. He's WHI STLING gaily to hinself
as he turns and makes his way DOWN THE PATH, follow ng the
CABLES. PUSH IN on Elisha. She | ooks back at the gate, and
MAKES a NOTE of this. A PLAN is form ng.

CUT TO
LATER SAME. 97
ANGLE ON
A surreal sight. BIG MOWA, in BLACK MOURNI NG DRESS, fl anked
by one of the guards hol ding a HOG SNARE, chatting with him
and pushing a giant netal cart full of stacks and stacks of
TV DI NNERS, and jugs of water.
She steps into one of the SHEDS, and out of sight. Elisha

waits a nonment, and then darts to another spot - closer to
t he dogs. Sonet hi ng about them rmakes her pause.
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The BONE they're chewing on. It |ooks |ike a human bone, a
small human - a realization is dawing on Elisha just as: the
DOGS noti ce her.

Their heads rear up, and they begin to BARK, junping at the
fence but their | eashes keep them back. Elisha backs off
deeper into the trees, out of sight. They keep barKking.

Big Momma and the Guard exit. . .FROM TWO SHEDS OVER,
curiously. How does that work?

She and the Guard | eave the food tray for a nonent and head
over to the dogs, trying to cal mthem down, but they won't be
ar sed.

Big Momma | ooks up, into the trees. Staring hard. Her eyes
are |like iron.

ON ELI SHA
Wat ching fromthe dark
EXT. ELI SHA' S APARTMENT - DAY

Franky stands outside, knocking on Elisha's door. He waits.
No response. Knocks again, harder.

FRANKY
El i sha! Conme on, open up!
He | ooks along the left of the doorframe for a bell, finds
none. For a second, he's no longer frustrated - just
conf used.

FRANKY ( CONT' D)
(to hinself)
Peopl e don't have doorbells anynore?

After a nmonment, he knocks again. Louder. Like a COP.

FRANKY ( CONT' D)
ELI SHAI OPEN THE DOOR

He sighs, and sits down on the STAIRS. Rubs his hand through
his hair.

FRANKY ( CONT' D)
What the hell are you doi ng?

He | ooks out, over the guard-rail of the staircase. It lines
up directly with Elisha's back-patio. The sliding door is
unl ocked.

THE BACK PATI O

As Franky drops down fromthe side-railing. He catches his
breath for a nmonment and then peers inside the SLID NG DOOR
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Hi s eyes widen, and he shoots the door back quickly, stepping
i nside -

I NT. ELI SHA' S APARTMENT - CONTI NUOUS

- of the mess of Elisha's apartnment in the cold |ight of
afternoon. Everything destroyed. It |ooks Iike a bonb went
off in here (didn't it?).

FRANKY
El i sha?

He steps over broken glass and | ooks around. Elisha stares
back at himin the pictures on the wall, so happy and proud
in her shooting contest outfit. Just a little girl.

FRANKY ( CONT' D)
El i sha! You here?

Franky enters the hallway, heading cautiously for the bedroom
door. He |l ooks at the trail of blood along the wall as he
goes. BATHROOM

As he steps in and flips the [ight switch. Nothing happens.
He | ooks up. The bul bs are shattered in their sockets. Turns

on the light and sees the pile of hair, standing water and
brown stains on the floor beneath the sink.

He steps backward and his foot sinks an inch into the carpet.
It's sopping wet.

BEDRCOM

The walls are covered in holes. On the wall facing us
directly, the pushpin board with the blueprints and photos of
t he BROTHEL.

He heads back out and stops, |ooking into the dark bathroom
He | ooks up into the mrror, seeing his reflection in the
cracked, spidered surface, broken into a mllion pieces.

CUT TO
Franky sits down on the couch in the
l[iving room Puts his head in his
hands, slowy. Sobbing quietly.

FRANKY
(to hinmself, quiet)
|"mso fucking tired. . .of this

bul | shit.

He sighs, shoul ders sagging - turns, sees the LAPTOP. He
pulls it over onto his lap and opens it up. The screen cones
on, illumnating his face in the gloony dark. On the screen
he's on GOOGLE. He opens up a secondary tab, Google Maps.
Then Recent | ocations.
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He starts | aughi ng.
EXT. ROUTE 121 - FOREST - N GHT

Elisha's eyes open. A distant sound. Scream ng, yelling. She
| ooks down to see, pulls out her binoculars. After a nonment,
she drops those - and instead brings out the CAVERA, presses
RECORD and holds it up.

I N THE FARM (| NTERCUT between Canera Vi ewfi nder and Objective
Vi ewpoi nt)

A WOMAN, running for dear life. Silhouetted in the glare of a
gi ant SPOTLI GHT, FI GURES running after her. She cones into
FOCUS as she HI TS the FENCE. Trying for the gate. Face

bl oody, sweaty. Terrified. The GATE WON T OPEN, no matter how
hard she tries at it. It's LOCKED TIGHT. This is an act of
sheer desperati on.

The WOVAN | ooks behi nd her, then begins CLI MBI NG THE FENCE
What el se can she do? More YELLING now even nore urgent.
El i sha noves the SCOPE to reveal Big Poppa, Billy and severa
bi gger guys in FLANNELS with GUNS out running after her, the
SECURI TY TEAM (all those good ol' boys with guns we've been
seeing) in front with DOGS.

Bi g Poppa watches fromthe back porch. Mtions Billy forward,
gives hima GUN. Qur view noves back to the WOVAN, she's
close to the top of the fence now.

A nmonment of struggle on Elisha's face. Wth the branches
around her, it |ooks alnost |ike she's being held back.

BILLY in with the rest of the SEC TEAM now, trying to reach
t he WOMAN on the fence, but she's just too high. The DOGS are
junping for her legs - she's alnost there. . .then -

BLAM A CRACK SHOT. Ellie's mouth hangs in brief shock. She
rai ses the scope back again, just as -

THE WOVAN falls back to the ground, head gone. The DOGS go
for her, but the SEC TEAM pul | s them back. Elisha roves the
SCOPE upward, toward the ROOF of the BI G HOUSE behi nd t hem
all. She SEES the barest suggestion of the SNNIPER S FORM hi s
cigarette enber.

Down to Bi g Poppa again on the porch, and Big Momma besi de
him who gives hima frustrated thunbs up

White noise begins to filter in, obscuring the sounds of
their voices. Big Poppa SLAPS Billy hard, YANKS the GUN out
of his hands. W can't hear what he's saying, but he gestures
to the WOVMAN and to the YARD. W can make out hi m nout hi ng

t he words, "bury her."

EXT. ROUTE 121 - THE FOREST - CONTI NUOUS

El i sha has opened up the rifle case, and is loading it,
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strapping it and making sure everything's in tip-top. W
PUSH | N.

VWHI SPERS
Elisha - are you ready?

She raises the RIFLE into franme, alnost as an answer. Then
gets up, swings it round her back, and starts wal king -
toward the glowing Christnmas-tree |ights of the FARM at

ni ght.

| NT. FRANKY'S CAR (MOVI NG - NI GHT 102
Franky, jammed up in traffic.

FRANKY
Cone on. Cone on

He | ooks at the GPS display in his dashboard. A route to
Granger. Then, back at the traffic.

It starts to nove. He makes a break for the nearest SERVI CE
EXIT, and floors it.

EXT. THE COVPLEX - N GHT 103

The same BOHUNK from before wal ks back toward the gate,
whi st | i ng.

ON ELI SHA

Behind a tree, nask on, only her eyes highlighted, as she
LI STENS.

ANGLE ON

The Bohunk, as he unlocks the gate. He drops his keys; grunts
as he down to pick themup - as he stands, we see: ELISHA
behind him He turns, sensing soneone - but too |ate! She
CLASPS her hand over his nouth and starts STABBI NG

VI Cl QUSLY. FEROCCI QUSLY. He stunbles to the ground, and she
goes with him- losing blood quick, he tries to craw awat,
but it's a struggle - WAIT! What's that in his hand? It's a
RADIO He SHRIEKS into it -

BOHUNK
(coughi ng up bl ood)
She's here! She's here! At the gate -

BLAM She SHOOTS H Mt hrough the head. G abs the keys.
Scranbles OS. Al at once, the SEARCHLI GHT swi ngs around the
YARD toward the gate - revealing it to be hanging open.
ANGLE ON

El i sha, just behind one of the SHEDS. Her face belies her
t hought process: "That wasn't part of the plan. Now what ?"
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I NT. THE COWPLEX - BI G HOUSE - NI GHT 104
UPPER HALLWAY

As Bi g Poppa and Big Momma energe, wal ki ng purposefully.
Poppa speaks into a wal kie. W FOLLOWNthem down the stairs.

Bl G POPPA

This is it. Any sight of her?
RADI O

No vi sual .
Bl G POPPA

Keep sweepi ng.

Bl G MOVWA
VWho is this woman?

Bl G POPPA
We're gonna find out. She's either
sui cidal or she's gonna wi sh she was.

LI VI NG ROOM

The two cone into the big, oaken LIVING ROOM W see, in the
chairs and couches, the FAMLY, hunkered down.

Bl G MOMVA
Waitam nute. Billy.
(beat)

Were's Billy?

I NSERT CUT - Billy is staring intensely at the nessy,
makeshi ft GRAVE he dug for the G RL.

Bl G MOMVA ( CONT' D)
(to Big Poppa)
He's still out there!

Bl G POPPA
That goddamm retard, | -

Bl G MOWWA
He's your son, you fucking asshol e!

He puts his hand on her cheek.

Bl G POPPA
He'll be fine.

DAVI D
"1l go get 'em Pal

Bl G POPPA
Keep your ass right there, son.
(into radio)
Eyes on for Billy. Get himto the
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house, qui ck.
105 EXT. THE COWPLEX - NI GHT 105

ANGLE ON
El i sha, nmoving from SHADOWto SHADOW from shed to machinery
as the SEC TEAM ROVES out in the background, under glare of
t he SEARCHLI GHT.
Suddenly - she STOPS. COLD. She sees, far-off: the forlorn
figure of Billy, still at the hole. Her expression changes.
She becones TRANSFI XED
POV SHOT
An EXTREMELY SHALLOW depth of field, centered on Billy.
She wal ks CS.
ANGLE ON
The SNIPER in the bird's nest. He tightens his grip.

SNI PER
Eyes on Billy.

SNI PER- SCOPE POV

On Billy, from above. He TRACKS BACK to reveal Elisha,
wal king out into plain view, as if in a daze.

SNI PER ( CONT' D)
Visual on the girl. She's going for
him Wat the hell's she doi ng?

ELI SHA' S POV

As she gets closer to Billy, the depth of field around him
begi nning to VI BRATE -

| NSERT CUT - The SN PER

Bl G POPPA
(on RADI O
Shoot her, goddanmit!

Back to Eli sha.

ELI SHA
Billy.

He turns, and we see his FACE is on FIRE, pulsing hideously
with a SKULL visible underneath. Elisha raises the REVOLVER,
when - BLAM She's taken off her feet. BILLY RUNS. W PAN
OVER to see - Elisha, gasping for air on the ground. She
TEARS AVWAY at her coat, revealing a BULLETPROOF VEST!
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| NT. THE COVPLEX - BI G HOUSE - NI GHT 106
SNI PER
(on RADI O

She' s down!

Big Momma smiles, breathes a sigh of relief. David CLAPS his
hands.

DAVI D
That was qui ck.

Bi g Poppa has an "I Told You So" | ook on his face. A BEAT.

SNI PER
(on RADI O
Wait. She's gone!

Hi s face drops.
EXT. THE COMPLEX - N GHT 107
ANGLE ON BI LLY
Running for dear life!
CUT TO

Elisha tries to catch her breath in the shadows of one of the
SHEDS, hobbling slowy after BILLY; she turns a CORNER, just
as TWD SEC- TEAMS cone around, flashlights and guns drawn.

SEC 1
She went this way!

She checks the REVOLVER CHAMBER and smi | es deviously.

CUT TO
As one of the SECs crosses into view -
his head is BLOMN OFF

The 2nd, a YOUNGER MAN, stunbles backward, covered in blood -
El i sha POPS OQUT around the corner. He FIRES, M SSES! She H TS
H M IN THE NECK! BLOOD SPURTS! Then - Booml In the eye. She
wal ks over to the body, and retrieves the buzzing WALKI E
TALKI E. She LISTENS intently, and UNSLINGS the RI FLE

SNI PER
(on RADI O
She' s down behind the 2nd SHED

Bl G POPPA
(on RADI O
Any sign of Billy?

SNl PER
(on RADI O
He ran i nto one of

em | can't -
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She RUNS out of frame, and we VWH P PAN to foll ow her around
t he CORNER -

ANGLE ON SNI PER

Bl G POPPA
(on RADI O
You | ost hi nf?

SNI PER- SCOPE POV

As he roans the YARD, we see the roving SEC-TEAMS with the
DOGS in tow closing in on Elisha, except. . .wait, where is
she? W TRACK OVER the yard, until - in the corner of another
SHED: There she is, aimng right at us with the R FLE! BLAM

The searchli ght SHATTERS

| NT. THE COVMPLEX - BI G HOUSE - NI GHT
Big Momma wat ches as the LI GHT goes out.
EXT. THE COMPLEX - N GHT

The grounds are now lit only by the lights of the house, and
the RED and GREEN Christmas lights strung up everywhere.
El i sha noves out into view, RACKS UP another SHOT. THROUGH
HER POV, we see her trying to achieve the SNIPER S HEAD -

SUDDENLY - a METAL NOOCSE slips around her neck! Tight! She's
dragged back into the DARK!

It's one of the SECS, using a PIG CATCHER. She PUSHES BACK at
him- a STRUGGLE! He RAMS her into the WNDOW of the SHED;, it
SHATTERS. Her RIFLE goes flying. She GRABS HOLD of the netal
pole, trying to tug it away. . .to no avail

PI G SEC
| got you, bitch -

- wait, what's this? Elisha's FORCING H M BACK into the wall
of the building opposite. Holding himthere, with gritted
teeth. The HANDLE of the CATCHER is pressed into his neck,
now, and she's got all her weight on it! He reaches for the
gun in his pants. . .but, he didn't count on the REVOLVER
BLAM To the kneecap! He relents, CRYING OQUT! She SHOOTS hi m
in the head - but, too late! From across the way, six others
are already on the nove! She YANKS the catcher from around
her neck, as SHOTS zip by her fromthe encroachi ng FORCES -
she DUCKS QUT, HITS ONE! But, it's too many!

Bullets tear at the wall beside her - she |ooks at the SHED S
shattered wi ndow wi th apprehension for just a beat before

HO STI NG HERSELF UP OVER t he broken gl ass.

| NT. THE COWPLEX - THI RD SHED - CONTI NUOUS

She COLLAPSES to the floor, and scranbl es behind a SHELF of
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farm equi pnent and supplies. W see the ROVING LI GHTS of the
SEC TEAM pl aying over the shed. . .she stays still. A BEAT.
TWO BEATS. Three, even. They nove on. The radi o BUZZES. She
turns it down, holds it up to her ear.

RADI O
She's gone! We think she got into SHED
4, but no visual.

Bl G POPPA
(on RADI O
She's still inside. | promse. Get the

keys.

Fuck. She gets up, | ooking quickly around - then spots, in
the floor - a big METAL TRAP-DOOR, covered by BULK. W PUSH
INon it.

LI TTLE G RL
You renenber what's down there?

She | ooks al nost sick at the prospect but - not much choice.
She noves the BULK and HEAVES at the trap-door. After sone
effort, it GQVES, revealing - a corrugated iron stairway,

| eadi ng into an ABYSS. She | ooks, CONSI DERI NG

Then, SOUNDS from outside, growi ng closer. She di sappears
into the HOLE, shutting the door behind her.

I NT. THE COWPLEX - THI RD SHED - LOWAER LEVEL - CONTI NUQUS

As she nears the landing. . .she stops, breath caught in her
t hr oat .

In front of her about ten young girls, pale and nmal nouri shed,
all raise their heads wanly. In the dark, their faces | oom
out |ike ghosts.

They're chained to bare mattresses piled ontop of each other
on the floor, separated by thin, ripped curtains. Some not
even that - one raven-haired girl is chained to a radi ator.
Al of themare in various states of undress, and their

bodi es are nostly a m xture of old bruises, whel ps and what
| ook |i ke needl e marKks.

One of themrai ses a hand.

ELI SHA
(whi spering)
Wait. Don't nove.

She raises the CAMERA to her face. Focusing. She CLI CKS,
illumnating the ROOMfor a hal f-second. Then, again. The
G RLS faces stand out ghoulishly.

She wal ks forward, into the mass. Their hands reachi ng out
for her, ineffectually.
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When they speak, it conmes out slurred and broken.

G RL
Wo're. . .who're you?
GRL 2
Do you have any food?
GRL 5
You snell |ike outside.
She | ooks away, toward the wall beside her. . .her eyes

squi nt. She sees sonet hi ng.

A place in the wall where the rotted paint is peeled away
slightly. Just a small, dark spot. And, there - five thin
mar ks wi th anot her sl ashed di agonally through them

She traces it with her finger. Begins peeling nore of the
paint off the wall. More nmarks are reveal ed.

| NSERT CUT - the LITTLE GQRL's finger-nail, etching the marks
in the wall, finger bleeding. Her face a thousand yard stare
t hat we recogni ze.

The sane one on Elisha's face now. She realizes. Puts her
hand to her MOUTH. This coul d be overwhel m ng.

YVETTE
Are you okay?

Eli sha turns. A young M DDLE EASTERN G RL is at her side.

ELI SHA
(her nood softens; puts on a big
girl face for the kid)
"Il be okay. Thank you for asking.
What' s your nane?

YVETTE
" m Yvette.

ELI SHA
How | ong have you been here?

YVETTE
| don't know. | can't remenber since
when.

ELI SHA
| used to live here, too. Along tine
ago.
(beat)
Your parents probably m ss you, very
nmuch.

YVETTE
| hope so.



112

113

70.

ELI SHA
They do.
(beat)
| s there anot her way out of here?

YVETTE
Only the way the old woman goes. W
conme in through there.

She PONTS to - a rusted | RON DOOR, set into the wall. No
| ock. Elisha gets up.

YVETTE ( CONT' D)
Are you goi ng?

El i sha | ooks back at her.

ELI SHA
"1l be back. | prom se.
(beat)
It's gonna be okay.

She STICKS HER TONGUE out at the little girl.

YVETTE
(as she | eaves)
No it won't.

I NT. THE COWPLEX - TUNNELS - NI GHT 112

A makeshift pathway snakes through, lit only by WORKLI GHTS at
intermttent points. She wal ks uncertainly along, holding the
rifle out in front of her - listening. The BUZZ of the radio
fills the silence. Elisha RAI SES the CAMERA, takes a

PI CTURE. A FLASH.
A SOUND up ahead. A VO CE, begging for answers. It's BILLY.

Bl LLY
(os)
Don't nmake ne ask tw ce. Pl ease.

She GRIPS the gun tighter, followit as it grows | ouder.

BI LLY ( CONT' D)
(os)

| know you know who |'mtal ki ng about

I NT. THE COWPLEX - FI FTH SHED - CONTI NUOUS 113

BILLY is standing in the mddle of a ROOM full of teenaged
4G RLS.

TEENAGE G RL
Were's ny sister? What happened to
her ?
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BI LLY
I'"'m- I'"msorry, she -

TEENAGE G RL
(breaki ng up)
Did you kill her?

Al eyes turn fromBilly. A METAL GROAN

He turns. Seeing Elisha. A ghostly white face with her rifle
poi nted straight at his head, energing fromthe door in the
wal | .

She steps forward, breathing hard. A beat. After all this
tine.

ELI SHA

(quietly)
Do you renenber ne?

From her perspective, we see - BILLY as she renenbers him
dermoni ¢ WNGS spring fromhis back. A CROMN of FIRE. A
GHOSTLY FACE, wavering on the air. . .a second. Then, all at
once - it dissipates.

Li ke a massi ve EXPLOSI ON she LUNGES at him screamng like a
BANSHEE FROM HELL. Eyes MAD with FIRE. Sl ashing, tearing -
cutting his face. He clutches at his eyes, stunbles. H s GUN
falls, GO NG OFF against the wall. Blood everywhere.

The G RLS all scream She doesn't stop.

He swings at her, wildly - msses, and she knocks hi m back.
He falls, two girls nove quickly out of the way, and she

cl anbers on top of him pulling the REVOLVER out in one fel
swoop, pushing it hard into his forehead.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
Look at me, before I kill you. Look at
nmy face.
(beat)
What do you see?

There's a beat.

BI LLY
PA, HELP! SHE'S HERE! HELP ME PLEASE!
SHED 5! SHED 5!

He screams. Loud. A SCARED, confused YELP. She stares down at
him breathing like an ox. . .then | ooks down at the radio,
red light STILL ON.

RADI O
Heard it. Shed 5.

She wenches himup off the ground. Getting behind him her
arm around his neck, gun to his tenple.
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Al ready, there's the sound of feet pounding the grass.
EXT. THE COVPLEX - CONTI NUOUS 114
ANGLE ON

The Sni per, grunting as he SCREWS I N another |ightbulb into
t he SEARCH- LI GHT.

Elisha and Billy step out onto the threshold of the shed.
She's got Billy in a chokehold, gun to his tenple. Suddenly,
BLI NDI NG LI GHT. They squint. Her eyes adjust, and narrow.

Froma H GH ANGLE, reveal: THE FAMLY, wal king in a straight
I ine across the grounds, backlit by the SPOTLI GHT. Sl ow,
assured. Their SHADOAS stretch |ong over the grass. W CRANE
DOM slowy - coming in ever-closer on the two in front. BIG
POPPA and BI G MOWA, their faces | MPASSI VE. The rest are

ar med.

El i sha COCKS t he REVOLVER Her eyes DART from one Famly
menber to the next. A BEAD of sweat rolls down Billy's cheek.

The TEN of themcone to a STOP in a line - all in silhouette.
Wnd ruffles everyone's clothes. BIG MOWA adj usts her coat.
The DOGS GROWL.

The TENSION is razor-sharp. Elisha GRASPS Billy tighter, and
pushes the GUN into his head for EMPHASIS. She's |ike a
cornered ani nmal

BI LLY
Pa, help ne - she's gonna. . .she's
gonna kill me.

FATHER

Shut up, boy. Goddamm, tonight just
keeps getting better.

(beat)
What d'you want with Billy, girl?

Elisha remains silent. The wi nd rustles.
ELI SHA

| " ve been | ooking for hima long tine.
He took sonething from ne.

FATHER
Sorry, little sister. That's just not
gonna happen. Not on ny farm

BI LLY
Pa.

FATHER
Billy.

(beat)

Look here bitch, let me nake this
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clear. You're not leaving this place.
(beat)
You conme onto ny farm W deal with
trespassers in our own way here.
You've killed. . .a whole lot of ny
famly tonight.
(beat; real, real angry)
You' re about to see sonme puni shnent.

El i sha doesn't nove an inch. Her nostrils flare. Billy yel ps.

Bl LLY
Pa, she's -

Bl G POPPA
Shut. Up. You little nongol oid.

Big Momma steps forward.

Bl G MOWWA
Look at you. "lIs this Big Momma? |'m
comng to kill you."
(beat)

Who do you think you are?

ELI SHA
You nust be Bi g Monma.
(beat; right at her)
Ni ght's not over yet.

Big Momma' s face drops.

Bl G MOMVA
(cold as ice)
Let go ny son

ELI SHA
No.

Bl G MOVIVA
Do you know who we are? W're bad -

ELI SHA
| know exactly who you are.

Bl G MOWA
Not yet you don't.

Bi g Poppa makes a notion toward David, who noves forward -

Suddenly, the DI NG of the GUN BELL - in one novenent Elisha
SHOOTS in a WDE ARC - hitting three GUARDS. And Bl G POPPA.

H s eyes go wide. BIG MOWA reacts, as he FALLS AGAI NST HER
It's slownotion. BIG POPPA hits the ground, DEAD;, half his
head gone. Billy SCREAMS; Bi g Momma GAPES. A TABLEAUX. The

OTHERS approach fast, drawing their guns - and SUDDENLY, we
see what all that practice was for.
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She PUSHES Billy out in front of her, and PULLS out the
REVOLVER - SHOOTS FOUR OF THEM RHYTHM C, RELOADS and SHOOTS
THREE MORE before JUWPI NG i nto the gunsnoke and confusion -

- PULLING Billy back by his shirt collar to the ground,
SLIDING in the DUST.

ELI SHA
Don't struggle. Don't nove.
(beat)
The back gate. Co.

She PUSHES hi m al ong quick - the nmen who renmai n standi ng TAKE
AlM and SHOOT - but BIG MOWA | eaps out front, pulling down
their gun-barrels wth abandon.

Bl G MOVVA
Stop shooting! Stop! She's got Billy!
You're gonna hit him

El i sha stops - turns. Looks Big Morma in the eyes, in
particul ar.

ELI SHA
Don't foll ow ne.

Big Momma FALLS to her knees.

Elisha and Billy hit the doubl e-layer FENCE she cane through
As she PUSHES hi m through, A FLARE LI GHTS UP THE SKY in RED

Bl G MOWWA
No, we'll | ose her.
(beat; to David)
David. . .your brother. The Cousins.
DAVI D

They're already on the way, nomma.
EXT. ROUTE 121 - THE FOREST - CONTI NUCUS

. . .ELISHA, running. She THROAS BILLY against a TREE, GUN to
hi s head.

ELI SHA
Knees. Now.

Cop procedure. He turns around.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
Hands on your hand. Do it.

He's noving too slow She kicks his | egs out.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
| said KNEES!

She PULLS QUT two zip-ties, and zips his hands together.
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ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
Get up. If you run, 1'Il kill you.
(beat)
What's the fastest way out of here?

Bl LLY
FUCK. YQU!

She CRACKS HI M on the back of the head with the REVOLVER He
TURNS, as she raises the GUN again, puts his hand in front of
his face.

ELI SHA

CUT TO
I NT. FRANKY'S CAR (MOVING) - NI GHT 116
Franky, | ooking desperate. Driving down ROUTE 121. Checking
t he PHONE on the dash. In the FAR DI STANCE - THE FARM now
all LIT UP
CUT TO
I NT. ELISHA'S CAR - N GHT 117

- as Elisha PUSHES BILLY into the backseat, and he col | apses.
She GETS IN, quick.

CUT TO
EXT. ROUTE 121 - THE FOREST - CONTI NUQUS 118
She PULLS A W LD BURNQOUT, getting out of DODGE.
I NT. ELISHA'S CAR (MOVI NG - CONTI NUOUS 119

Billy's thrown against the back wi ndow. Upfront, Elisha is
sweat i ng, breathing heavy. Pressing the GAS.

BILLY
Just. . .just can you tell me who you
are?

ELI SHA
Shut up.

| NSERT CUT - The ROAD, barring down on US.

| NT. FRANKY'S CAR (MOVING) - NI GHT 120
Franky, standing on the side of the road from The Farm

| ooking at his PHONE. This is definitely IT. But - inside the
gate, a FRENZY of activity. Men with GUNS.

He hears the ROAR of a distant ENG NE - turns, seeing a |one
pair of headlights HAULI NG ASS, far off.
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FRANKY
Shit.
He HOPS BACK IN, hurriedly.
| NT. ELISHA'S CAR (MOVI NG - CONTI NUOUS 121

In the BACKSEAT, Billy strains against his ties, face
CONTORTI NG,

WAAAAAY up the road, there are CGROUPS of HEADLI GHTS.
BILLY gets his arns under his |egs. ELISHA doesn't notice -

- and SUDDENLY, his zip-tied arnms are AROUND HER NECK. TI GHT.
He' s SCREAM NG

Bl LLY
YOU SHOULD VE PUT ME I N THE GODDAMN
TRUNK!

She reaches up to get himoff, PUNCHES HHMin the side of the
head - but, the CAR VEERS WLDLY -

EXT. ROUTE 121 - CONTI NUQUS 122

- right into a DITCH at the side of the road. FAR OFF, the
headl i ghts are getting cl oser.

| NT. ELISHA'S CAR - CONTI NUOUS 123
In the backseat, BILLY's on his side. Breathing heavy. He

starts KICKING at the door. At the WNDOW ELISHA's in the

front seat. Not noving.

The W NDOW BREAKS. SHATTERS. He starts SCOOTI NG on his ASS
toward it, LEGS OUT FI RST -

EXT. ROUTE 121 - CONTI NUQUS 124
.as he SH MM ES QUT, FALLI NG FACE-FI RST onto the grass.
I NT. ELISHA'S CAR - CONTI NUQUS 125

El i sha wakes up. There's blood on her face. Looks out the
W NDOW BILLY's running -

VWH SPERS
(echoey, first)
Kill him
(distinct, upfront)
Kill him

She CGRABS the RIFLE on the seat beside her, and gets out.
EXT. ROUTE 121 - CONTI NUOUS 126

She checks the RIFLE, naking sure it's | oaded. Billy's nade
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it toward the other side of the road, and the FlIELDS, but
he's making good tine at all. He's HOBBLED. But then, so is
she. Her wal k now has a distict H TCH.

The music becones distorted - repetitive, nelting with THE

VWHI SPERS urgi ng her on in BLOODLUST. The Fal con Project's
"Meditations 3: The Secret Life of Plants.” This is her
clinmax.

W PULL QUT to Elisha, walking toward the lip of the FIELD.
St eady, |ike a METRONOVE. Met hodi cal .

She STOPS, raises the RIFLE. Billy is LI MPING through the
tall grass. She SHOOTS - and m sses. He DI VERTS his path,
goi ng the ot her way.

She begins to walk into the field, down the hill, keeping
aim SHOOTS AGAIN - and he changes direction once nore. She's
LEADI NG him Crack shot. Playing with him

She takes a SHOT - HHTS HMIN THE SHOULDER! He SCREAMS, and
falls.

ELI SHA
St op.

He tries to scranble up, but to no avail - she KICKS himin
the stomach, and he falls onto his back. She's ON TOP of him

He THROWS DUST IN HER FACE, tries to grab the gun, to westle
her down, anything - it doesn't work. To be fair, it's ALMOST
a real struggle. Until she STICKS A FINGER in his BULLET
HOLE, and wiggles it around. He SCREAVS like a little girl.

They're both BLEEDI NG DI RTY. SWEATY. She | ooks |i ke a DEMON.

Elisha raises the RIFLE. Pointing it at his FACE. He squeezes
his eyes SHUT, turns away -

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
Look at me, Billy. Open your eyes and
LOOK AT ME!

BI LLY
Wiy are you doing this? | don't even
know who you are!

ELI SHA
You want to knowwho | an? I'll tell
you who | am Billy.

Just as she cocks the RIFLE - headlights illum nate the road.
A CAR PULLS UP.

FRANKY
(o0s)

ELI SHA!
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BI LLY
El i sha?

CUT TO

FRANKY, running around his car, toward the field. He stops,
| ooki ng at the headlights. There's a RED AND BLUE tinge to
them The SCENE from his perspective.

FRANKY
ELI SHA, STOP!

Slowy, she cranes her head to | ook at him Eyes wde, |ike
sonet hi ng out of a shock-horror film

FRANKY ( CONT' D)
Jesus Christ, Elisha - what are you

doi ng?
(beat)
Put the. . .put the gun down.
ELI SHA
| can't.
FRANKY

Yes you can. Yes you can. It's okay.
He i nches closer, his hand toward the rifle.

FRANKY ( CONT' D)
VWho is that?

BI LLY
Elisha? It's. . .it's you

She puts her gloved hand over his nouth. Stunbles to make
wor ds, but then -

ELI SHA
It's him Franky. It's Billy. Billy
Mar gs.
(beat)
| caught him

A brief WASH of enpbtions conmes over Franky's face. He and
Billy | ook at each other. He starts | aughing.

FRANKY
Well, goddamm. Cops are com ng. Let's
get himin the trunk.

ELI SHA
VWhat ?

FRANKY
Come on!

CUT TO
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Franky's TRUNK swings up - it's
basically enpty. Elisha points the
RI FLE at BILLY, npotions to the trunk

ELI SHA
GQuess you were right. Get in.

He does, slowy.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
Franky, go quick - my gl ovebox.
Chl or of orm

Franky | ooks at her.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
Do it!

It's real ticking clock action, right now - he RUNS across

the road, to her car. Opens the door, undoes the G.OVEBOX.
Finds the BOTTLE. Retrieves it.

Meanwhile - Billy's kneeling in the trunk.

BI LLY
Elisha. Elisha, wait. Wait wait wait -
listen to ne, please -

Franky returns.

ELI SHA
Got a rag? Sonet hi ng?

Carefully, Franky retrieves an old SH RT fromthe trunk.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
Pour it on. Not too nuch. Put it on
his face.

Bl LLY
Wait, don't -

She levels the rifle at himas Franky hurriedly does so,
spilling chloroform Then, awkwardly - he shoves the SH RT
over Billy's nmouth. He struggles at first.

Elisha COCKS the rifle. Points it at his head.

ELI SHA
Breathe it in. Breathe deep.

Under duress, he DCES.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
Agai n.

He does. She hasn't blinked, this entire sequence.
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ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
Agai n.

He slunps, eyes fluttering. Breathing raspy. She waits a
beat, making sure.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
Let's go.

SLAM She SHUTS the trunk. W HOLD ON IT.

FRANKY
(0s)
Get in the back
CUT TO
LOW ANGLE ON - FRANKY'S car, pulling back onto the road
I NT. FRANKY' S CAR (MOVING) - N GHT 127
SI RENS NOW
FRANKY
GCet down |l ow. Low as you can.
She wedges herself onto the floorboards - just as: a LINE OF

PCLI CE CARS, LIGHTS FLASHI NG ZOOVS PAST in the opposite
di rection.

Franky's grasp on the wheel is tenuous. Sweaty. But he keeps
an even pace. He BOUNCES his hand agai nst the w ndow to
silent nusic.

Elisha listens to the sirens pass, cradling her REVOLVER,
rifle between her | egs.

Franky EXHALES.
ELI SHA
There'll be nore. Don't stop driving
until you see the ow buil ding.

He nods. The look in his eyes says that none of this went how
he thought it would. He | ooks shocked. At hinself.

EXT. ROUTE 121 - NI GHT 128

The POLI CE CARS, surrounding ELI SHA' s WRECKED PI NTO. O ficers
are MOVI NG over and around it.

ON A HEAVY SET, BALD OFFI CER Puffing on a cigarette.
As he observes the TIRE TRACKS. The TWD TRAI LS of BLOOD. He
GRUNTS. We don't know it yet, but this is THE RI FLEMAN. He
turns to the OFFI CER next to him Points to the Pinto.

Rl FLEMAN
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Htch it up. W'll tow it back up to
The Farm

He follows the trail of BLOOD back out of the grass - to the
poi nt where it STOPS. He | ooks up, out into the dark.

Rl FLEMAN ( CONT' D)
Now where'd you run off to?

129 INT. FRANKY'S CAR (MOVING - N GHT 129

Closer nowto civilization. Elisha CLAMBERS up front.

ELI SHA
Franky. . .1 would' ve died just then.
Thank you.
He smles, but says nothing. Hs eyes are still fixed on the

r oad.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
| didn't want you to get invol ved.

FRANKY
(a bit sarcastically)
| didn't want to either

ELI SHA
Way' re you hel pi ng ne?

He's quiet, for a second. He | ooks at her.

FRANKY
They were ny parents too.
(beat)
You think you're the only one who -
(he loses it)
Were. . .where are we goi ng now?

ELI SHA
| know a pl ace.

FRANKY
What was your plan?

ELI SHA
To kill him After a while.

There's a beat.
FRANKY
Tell me everything. Maybe we can think
of somet hing better

130 EXT. THE COWPLEX - NI GHT 130
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A SLOW PAN DOMN - as the POLI CE CARS and GUARD VANS file in

t hrough the gate, |ugging behind themon a towtruck ELISHA S
WRECKED CAR. W END on Big Momma's sad, broken face, stil
nmour ni ng over Big Poppa, cradling his bl oody body.

An COFFI CER approaches. Hi s SHADOWfalling over her. He KNEELS
DOMWN. The RI FLEMAN.

Rl FLEMAN
" mso sorry, Mnmme.

She nods, tear-streaked. Looks at him fiery intensity
t hrough grief. She GRIPS his SHOULDER

Bl G MOMVA
| want her.

Rl FLEVAN
"1l get her.

He HUGS HER. Then, | ooking off-screen.

Rl FLEMAN ( CONT' D)
Davi d.

The BROTHER

Rl FLEMAN ( CONT' D)
" mgunna talk to David for a mnute,
Momma. |11 be back

He gets up. Catches up to DAVID. Eventually the two of them
fall into step - old buddies. Rifleman puts his arm around
David. They start talking.

DAVI D
It's pretty bad.
Rl FLEVAN
Ayup.
DAVI D
Probably gonna get worse.
Rl FLEVAN
Ayup. She ain't done yet. Not by a
dam si ght.

HOLD on the TABLEAUX of the FARMin chaos, and these two nen,
and the GRI EVI NG MATRI ARCH.

CUT TO BLACK

Silent at first, then noise |like we're under water. Energing
out of the VOD -

TI TLES
Part Three:
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It fades.

TI TLE
(S)he \ar.

|t fades.

Gradual ly, details begin to RESOLVE into focus - a HEAVY
BLACK SHAPE in front of us -

ELI SHA
(crystal clear)
Wake up.

We GET SMACKED. ELISHA is | ooking us dead in the eyes, her
expression conpletely neutral. W're in -

I NT. WAREHOUSE - BACK ROOM - MORNI NG

Cold light filters in through broken wi ndows. ELISHA is
crouched in her heavy coat, gun dangling between her | egs.
front of her is BILLY, Iying against an old RAD ATOR. He
LUNGES at her - but, he can't REACH He's CHAINED TIGHT to
the radiator wth just enough give for necessary novenent.

She CGETS UP, busying herself with sonething we can't quite
see at the other end of the room

BI LLY
What is this?!
(beat)
Hey! What in the fuck is this?!
(beat; off blood on his hands)
. . .I"mbleeding. I"'mdizzy, |I'm
real fuzzy, just -

ELI SHA
Your head'|ll clear up in a second.
BI LLY
(beat)
Look, let me go. | can get you noney,
| can -
(beat)

Look at me! Just - just |ook at me.
TALK TO ME! Pl ease.

She turns, silhouetted in SHADOW save for her eyes. There's
sonet hi ng behi nd her back -

ELI SHA
What's ny nane, Billy?

He's silent.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
SAY | T!

131
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BILLY
Eli sha. You're the Johnson girl.

ELI SHA

That's right. We're all al one now,
Billy. This is just like you used to
tell me. Down there in the dark. You
r emenber ?

(beat)
There's no one el se here but you and
ne.

She approaches, LOOM NG OVER H M - A MJRNAU- esque SHADOW
slowy grow ng over all.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
How does it feel to be powerl ess,
Billy? Does it feel famliar?

Billy I ooks at her with PRIMAL FEAR wit |arge on his face.
She RAI SES what | ooks like a big stick -

EXT. WAREHOUSE - DAY 132

Crisp. There's a thin layer of snow on the ground - it never
| asts. The sun is rising, over the trees. Nature sounds and
traffic. Franky's car PULLS UP

After a noment, he steps into view. Bags under his eyes. He
slings a travel bag over his shoul der, and wal ks toward the
WAREHOUSE

I NT. WAREHOUSE - DAY 133

The travel bag FLOPS onto a discarded, ripped up plastic
TABLE am d the weckage. FRANKY fishes into his pockets and
pul s out a pack of Cl GARETTES - |lights one and takes a deep
deep drag. There's the distant sound of YELLING scream ng
com ng from sonewhere DEEPER IN. He | ooks OFF in it's
direction -

| NT. WAREHOUSE - BACK ROOM - DAY 134

Bl LLY sags. BEATEN. Hyperventilating. Blood drips fromhis
lip onto the floorboards. W can't see what all she's done to
him vyet.

She's clearly enjoying the experience (shades of Tom Noonan
i n Manhunter, here). Franky enters, behind her. She turns.

ELI SHA
(nonchal ant)
Oh, hey.
He NODS.
FRANKY

| brought food, and -
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Billy RAISES his HEAD

FRANKY ( CONT' D)
Jesus Chri st.

BILLY's face is FUCKED RIGHT THE HELL UP. His right EYE is
SVELLI NG SHUT - |ips PUFFI NG Bl ood EVERYWHERE

Franky ducks under her arm and grabs the SWTCH out of her
hand, pushes her back.

FRANKY ( CONT' D)
It' time to stop

ELI SHA
Not yet it's not.

FRANKY
For right now, just - cone on, |
br ought food.

A beat of tension. She relents. Her eyes CLEAR She NODS

ELI SHA
"1l be back, Billy.

Billy's head has fallen back onto his chest. Al we can hear
is the broken rasp of his breathing.

EXT. THE FARM - DAY

The snow is already nelting fast as the sun rises higher. On
the PATIOQ sitting in an ol d-fashioned PORCH SWNG is BIG
MOMMA, sandw ched i nbetween two FAM LY nenbers- big, brawny
good ol' boys. Al three are dressed in fine nourning
clothes. Her head is resting on one's shoul der.

The one on the right stands up, as - in the driveway, through
t he GATE, FIVE POLI CE CARS cone through in rough procession

FAM LY 1
That's them Mnmma.

The one she's sl eeping on NUDGES her, and she WAKES.

Bl G MOMVA
Ah, I"'msorry. | was dream ng of ny -
go get the girl ready, son

He gets up and goes off, as she comes down the front steps.
The PCOLICE CARS pull to a stop around her, stirring up the
SNOW She | ooks very small next to them

From the nearest one, the DRIVER gets out. It's the RI FLEVMAN
fromlast night, in day-clothes. He's got a pair of those
dorky, pointy sungl asses you see every hillbilly and fly-
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fisher wear, and a COAMBOY HAT. Conservati ve boots.
He TIPS it to BIG MOMVA, a true Southern gentl eman.

Rl FLEMAN
Momma.

He HUGS her. For just a second, she SAGS, burying her head in
his shoul der - is she sobbing? W can see, on closer

i nspection, there are little rebel flags on the side of his
gl asses. Behind him the others are getting out.

Bl G MOMVA
We're ready for you inside.

I NT. THE FARM - CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY 136

A TABLEAUX in the best Kurosawa tradition - rough-| ooking
good ol" boys and well-nmannered crew cuts gathered around a
LONG new | ooki ng CONFERENCE TABLE. In the mddle are several
pitchers of water. Perhaps a SNACK TRAY, and a container for
sonme (very cheap) beer. In the CENTER is Bl G MOMVA.

Currently, soneone is going around passing out MANI LA
FOLDERS. BIG MOWHA is no stranger to these types of

gat herings, but she's barely holding it together right now.
Every word trenbles with power and sadness.

Bl G MOVWA
This is what we know about her. I1t'l]
surprise you, | promse. Qpen up

Read.

They do. Over their shoulders, we see - pictures of ELI SHA
MEDI CAL HI STORY. Crimnal history.

Bl G MOMVA ( CONT' D)
That's Elisha Johnson. Renenber her?
Three nights ago, she killed Big Poppa
and ten others. Two weeks before that,
she took out Brian at the place off I-
35. Shot himin the back of the head.
We | ost product because of her that

ni ght.
SHERI FF

Is this. . .that Elisha Johnson?
Bl G MOVWA

Yes it is. David and Shanelle
Johnson's girl. The one who escaped.
The one who put Billy away.

(partly shock)
| don't know how she found us, but she
di d.

(back to business)
Here's the particulars. If you | ook at
what's in front of you, you'll see
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she's . . .not a well person. In and
out of foster honmes, juvenile hal
tw ce. Stabbed a kid with an ice-pick
when she was 15. Killed a man in
coll ege. Ruled justifiable.

(beat)
Here's the problem though - nomyand
daddy were gun nuts, of the |iberal
kind. They trained her up real well.
She was a chanpi onshi p shar p-shoot er
fromage eight to twelve. Apparently,
she kept in practice. You were there
| ast night, David. Wat was she |ike?

David | ooks up, surprised to be acknow edged. At recalling,
he | ooks si ck.

DAVI D
. Everyone's dead. She killed
everyone. Like it wasn't not hing.

Bl G MOMVA

Like it wasn't nothing. That's right.

(beat; reliving it)
Last night, after she. . .after she
nmur dered ny husband, and our famly,
she - she took Billy. But fortunately,
she nust not be too smart. Dunb bitch
| eft her car behind. And her in
gl ovebox - guess what we found?
Li cense plate. W know where she
lives. Were she works.

(beat)
You all know what to do. | want her
here, alive. Forty-eight hours or

| ess.

A qui et beat. BIG MOWA | ooks out at the roomthen suddenly
st ands up.

Bl G MOMVA ( CONT' D)
And | want her to suffer. Do you
under stand ne? (beat; quiet) DO YOU
UNDERSTAND ME?!

She accentuates each now by hitting the table with her
finger.

ALL
(mur mer)
Yes, Big Momma. No doubt, bitch is
dead, etc.
Bl G MOMVA

John Jay will coordinate the
operation, once we're back in town.

Ri f | eman acknow edges.
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Rl FLEVAN
Sorry, nmom We?

Bl G MOVIVA
O course. This cunt. . .belongs to
ne.

Rl FLEVAN

Under st ood.

She settles with a FLOP back into her chair, snooths back her
frizzy hair.

Bl G MOMVA
| f you're successful in aiding in her
capture, each of you will receive.

Of her look, they all turn - |ooking at the other side of
the room we haven't seen, where: a YOUNG G RL, about el even
or twelve, sits in a wheelchair. Hooked up to an IV.

Br eat hi ng heavy, basically unconsci ous. DROOLI NG

Bl G MOMVA ( CONT' D)
One of ours. At any Tanner stage. Free
installment. My gift.

They're all basically licking their chops, |ooking at the
girl.

Bl G MOMVA ( CONT' D)
You all know where to start. Let's go.
She rises, as do they all.

EXT. THE FARM - DAY 137

RI FLEMAN stands by the front door, as David exits. They cone
down off the veranda, toward the CARS. Everyone's | oading up
- the FARMBOYS into their TRUCKS, the POLICE into their

Crui sers.

RI FLEMAN
Riding with ne?
DAVI D
You know it.
Rl FLEVAN
Just like old tines.
DAVI D
Dam strai ght.
Rl FLEMAN
Say, | don't know if your nmomma com n'
with is such a good idea. | nean, it's
her operation and all, but if this

| ady' s as dangerous as y'all say,
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maybe you m ght wanna -

They stop, just outside R fleman's police car.
| ooking at BIG MOMVA, as a police officer holds the passenger

door on his cruiser open for her.

DAVI D
Awh, you know Moma. You can't stop
her for nothin'.

Rl FLEVAN
Not wong there. | suspect her and

this girl have that in comon.

David | ooks at him

DAVI D

She killed ny pa, JJ.

They get in the car.

I NT. RIFLEMAN S CRUI SER - CONTI NUOUS

Rl FLEMAN

| didn't nean anything by it. Besides,
as | recall you weren't too fond of
the old man, anyhow.

DAVI D

| wasn't. But he was still ny pa.

Rl FLEMAN

El i sha Johnson, huh? Ever thought
you' d see her again?

DAVI D

Ch, sure. Just not so soon. |If she

hadn't found us, we'd have found her.
(beat)

Now you got ne anxious. Get a detai

around nmom at all tinmes. This girl

can shoot.

Yeah?

Qut the w ndow,

Rl FLEMAN

the cars are driving through the gate.

Ri fl eman puts the car into gear.

Rl FLEMAN ( CONT' D)

Better than ne?

DAVI D

Tough to say.

Rl FLEMAN

Ha! No one's better than ne, David.

Bot h of them
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He turns to the road. Then points his finger at David,

| ooki ng at him

Rl FLEMAN ( CONT' D)
No. One.

139 EXT. WAREHOUSE - DAY

FRANKY
Listen, if you fuck himup too nuch
we' ve got not hi ng.

ELI SHA
He can take it. | did.
(beat)

You got everything? The nenory cards,
t he canera

FRANKY
Yeah. Any word from your journalist
friend?

ELI SHA
Not yet. Look, you know this better
way of yours - you know when it's
done, I'mstill going to kill him
don't you?

FRANKY
They' re gonna put you away. Or worse,
if what you're saying is true.

ELI SHA
They' re gonna do that anyway.

FRANKY
Then what ? Wthout you and what you' ve
seen, all this is for nothing.
(beat - off the look in her eye)
Elisha - how | ong have you been off
your - ?

ELI SHA
Don't ask ne that. Don't.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
(beat)
You renenber this place, right? | nean
you were only a baby, so maybe not.
Mom and dad used to take nme here to
shoot. Right over there, |ook -

90.

not

She PO NTS OFF to where her makeshift shooting range is set

upa

now covered in snow.

FRANKY
El i sha.
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She | ooks at him dead in the eye.

ELI SHA
| don't need them anynore.
She wal ks of f. The | ook on Franky's face reads: "oh,
it."
FRANKY
Hey! Hey, wait a second, goddammt!
Turn around. I'mfinna take you to

task, right fast.
She turns.

FRANKY ( CONT' D)

(progressively angrier)
How you gonna barely talk to nme, |eave
me in the dark for basically two
nmont hs, and then | find out you're
runni ng around playing Ms. 45 and you
expect nme to not think you're doing
t he sane shit you used to do?

(beat)
You know what that did to nme? | just
get these cryptic texts and that weird-
ass phone call two weeks ago and now |
find out you killed Iike what.
. el even peopl e?

ELI SHA
At | east.

FRANKY
(of f-guard, but back on it quick)
So, fuck you for that. Yeah? Fuck you.
You even think what this shit's gonna
do to our famly?

ELI SHA
We don't have a famly, Franky. Ain't
none of themtalked to us in years,
you know that. They don't know why you
stick around ne.

FRANKY

‘cause you're ny sister! Sane reason
"' m here right now.

(beat)
How coul d you even ask that? I'mfinna
go to jail wth yo' ass if we don't
pull this off and you ain't even asked
me how the fuck I'mdealing with that
shit -

ELI SHA
That's why | didn't call you. That's
the end, here. That's how it is.

fuck

91.
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(beat)
Franky. | see things. . .differently
now. They've been hel ping nme, you
know?

(she taps her head)
And, | realized sonething. |I've al ways

asked too nuch of you. You' d be better

of f without ne. You al ways woul d' ve.
(beat)

| ain't got nothing else but this. I

never did. That's why nothing el se

ever. . .ever worked out.
(beat; off his I ook)
|"mokay with that. But, | ain't okay

with you throw ng everything away.
got this. Wat you need'a do is get
out of town.

Franky's about to cry, if he isn't already. Feels good to be
acknow edged li ke that. But, he bucks up and brushes it off.
He grabs her by the neck - they TOUCH FOREHEADS

FRANKY
Never. Listen - ask yourself. Wat's
nmore inportant: himor those girls up
at the Farn? R ght?

(beat)

You know the answer. If you kill him

that's it.
ELI SHA

Think you can get himto tal k?
FRANKY

Shit, better 'n you can, probably.
ELI SHA

If you can, let's do this. |I've got

everything |I've collected on their
place in the city at mne. After, we
go and pick that up, and get this off

to Shelly.
FRANKY
Then?
ELI SHA
Then we'l |l see.
CUTr 1O
| NT. WAREHOUSE - BACK ROOM - DAY 140

Wthout a word, the two of them conme back in - Franky's
hol ding a TRIPOD and a backpack. Soundl essly, he starts
setting themup. Elisha stands at the back of the room in
shadow. Billy STIRS.
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Franky clicks the SMALL DIG@ CAM in place on top of the
TRI POD.

FRANKY
Billy?

He goes over, kneels down in front of Billy.

FRANKY ( CONT' D)
You thirsty? You want sonme water?

Billy nods. Franky slides hima jug. He takes a | ong DREG
FRANKY ( CONT' D)
We need you to talk, Franky. Tell us
everything. About your Fam |ly. About
the way they do business.
Billy SPITS bl ood on the ground.

BI LLY
| can't see straight.

FRANKY
Her e.

Franky pulls a rag from sonewhere, dabs the blood out of his
eyes.

FRANKY ( CONT' D)
Better?

He nods, carefully.

BILLY
Listen. You. . .you don't hafta
threaten ne. O cajole ne.
(beat)

| hate ny famly. | hate everything
about ny famly.
(beat; he | ooks at Elisha)
| don't really like you either. . .but
| understand why you're doing this.
(to Franky)
You got a cigarette?

Franky pulls one out. Gves it to him and lights it. Billy's
post ure becones sonewhat nore refined.

BI LLY (CONT' D)

I f you would've just let ne talk for a
second. . .

(beat)
|"msorry for what | did to both of
you. Especially you.

(beat)
| had a ot of tine in prison to cone
to terms with what | am A lot of tine



to read | didn't get before.

(beat)
| took your parents away. | did
terrible things to you. Al 'cause ny
parents asked ne to. And then they.
.sold me up the river, there. They
never did |like me nuch anyway. They
figured nme for stupid. So, | did it
for nothing.

(beat)
| slit my wists a fewtinmes. | was
sel f-aware enough to realize |I could
make there be one | ess nonster in the
wor | d.

He hol ds his WRI STS up.

BILLY ( CONT' D)
Didn't work, though. Jesus had a

different plan for ne, | guess.
FRANKY
(dubi ous; | ooks back at Elisha)
Jesus?
BI LLY

Yeah. Christ. Qur Lord and Savi or.
Maybe this is it.

BI LLY ( CONT' D)

(of f his |ook)
| amgoing to hell, don't you worry.
Better hell than back with them

(beat)
‘course, nmaybe that's the pills
talking. 1"'mon a lot of pills now
That probably hel ps.

(beat; off both of themn
|'ve been trying to figure out what |
could do, who | could talk to, since |
got out that could do sonething. But,
t hey' re everywhere.

ELI SHA
No they're not.

She steps out of the shadows.

BI LLY
El i sha Johnson. Ellie. | renenber you
| still have the scar you gave ne.

He PULLS his shirt up, revealing a deep GOUGE, heal ed by
tinme.

ELI SHA
Li kew se.

94.
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SUDDENLY, he GRABS her hand. Puts it to his broken, bl eeding
face. She REARS back

BI LLY
|"msorry. I'mso sorry.
(beat)
Can you ever forgive nme?

El i sha and Franky | ook at each other, unsure of what to do.

| NT. SHELLY' S HOUSE - DAY 141
ON SHELLY

He's on his COWUTER, typing away when. . .his phone buzzes.

He opens. It's a text, reading: "I need a |ist of questions

for Billy Margs."” He thinks for a noment. Then: "Now. "
| NT. WAREHOUSE - BACK ROOM - DAY 142
ON THE CAMERA LENS

.as it springs to life. It's only a small digicam

ELI SHA
(0s)
Anl in frame?
FRANKY
No. Ckay, go.

Franky steps out from behind. PULL QUT TO reveal : Eli sha,
standing over Billy in a folding chair. W see the SHOT in
the CAMERA, franed only to catch himfromthe waist-up in a
ti ght MEDI UM SHOT.

ELI SHA
State your nane, for the canera.
BI LLY
(at the canera)
Billy Marqgs.
ELI SHA

Are you being held against your will?
He | ooks at her. She | ooks at Franky.

Bl LLY
No.

ELI SHA
Are you being coerced?

Bl LLY
No.

ELI SHA
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| have a series of questions, Billy.
l"d |ike you to answer themfor us, to
t he best of your ability.

He nods. She's reading off her phone.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
Say yes.

Bl LLY
Yes.

ELI SHA
Perfect. Question one -

FADE TO
LATER. SAME.

Franky's sitting cross-1legged in the back, now.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
And when your Father asked you to kill
the little girl, what did you say?

He | ooks down. He | ooks spent.

BILLY
.1 said yes. | had to.

ELI SHA
Where does your Family get girls fronf

BI LLY
Everywhere. China. Russia. Mexico.
Foster care is a big one. Especially
here in Texas.

This hits her. Her eye twtches.

ELI SHA
Who do you supply the girls to?

BI LLY

Everyone with noney. Denocrats.
Republicans. It don't matter who.
Politicians. Celebrities. Cops. Big
busi ness. Preachers. It's all about
noney.

(beat)
Denocrats are just quieter about it.
Republicans can't stop fromfalling
ass- backwards into the Iinelight.

ELI SHA
Can you give us a |list of names?
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BILLY
| can. | can get you pictures, if you
want 'em
CUT TO
EVEN LATER. SAME.
ELI SHA

That's very good, Billy.
He si ghs.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
One last round, and that's it. Then
you' re done.
(beat)
What can you tell us about the nurder
of the Johnsons?

She puts her phone away, stares at him Circles hima little.
Franky perks up a little, now tense. This could go badly.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
About Elisha Johnson, the twelve year
old girl you abducted.

He gul ps.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
Don't | eave anything out.

He takes a deep breath.

BILLY
Davi d and Shanel | e Johnson were police
officers, with APD. They were
detectives. Back then, our operation
was a lot smaller - we were just
begi nni ng to expand. They had a
journalist friend, real nad dog type
of guy, and they caught on that we had
peopl e inside the force. And, we
caught on to them W tried bribing
them we tried threats. Nothing
wor ked. They were good people. And
they just kept getting closer.

Franky is listening intently. Elisha is trying to maintain
her conposure.

ELI SHA
The ni ght of the abduction. Take us
t here.

BI LLY

Poppa told ne and David where they
lived. Told us to go out there, break
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in. Put the fear of god into them
David and nme, we got real hopped up on
coke and vodka beforehand. This wasn't
the first job like this daddy'd given
us, and we never did it straight.
(beat)
At around 9PM we cane up to the
house. W knocked on the door.
Shanel | e answered. She knew who we
were and called for David - that's her
husband David - and ny David, he just.
. he shot her.

ON ELI SHA. Taking this all in. Behind her. . .MOM and DAD
Wat chi ng.
ELI SHA
.and then?
BI LLY

W went in, and that kind of changed
t he course of the whole evening. He
told me to grab y - grab the daughter,
and the brother. He went off.
.shoved M. Johnson into the bedroom
and shot himin the chest. There was
so nmuch bl ood.

(beat)
| found the little girl beneath the
bed, pointing a gun at ne. She fought.
She fought hard. But, | took her. |
chl or of ormed her.

Elisha's lipis trenbling. Billy is alnost crying. The Ghosts
wat ch i nperi ously.

ELI SHA
(al rost a sob)
.and then?

BI LLY

We put her in the trunk of the car,
and sped off after we cleaned up the
apartnent. We never did find the
brother. W didn't know what to do
with her, so we took her back to the
Farm Monma gave her to ne to. . .to
t ake care of.

ELI SHA
(angry tears)
How did you. . .how did you take care
of her?

BI LLY
| was only neant to soften her up,
that's all. That's all. Then we were
gonna ship her off. O ("I"'msorry"
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tone) kill her.

ELI SHA
No. That's not | mean, Billy. Wat did
you do to her?

Sil ence. Franky stands up - | ooking just as worn out as
either of them

Suddenly, all in unison - Elisha, and Mom and Dad, and the
LITTLE G RL, all standing BEH ND HER -

ELI SHA/ GHOSTS
TELL THE TRUTH

Franky rushes to the canera. Cicks it off. Billy BREAKS
DOMN. We're watching ELI SHA, going in and out of subjective
and objective perspective - at the height of her anger, face
streaked with tears.

ELI SHA/ GHOSTS ( CONT' D)

TELL THEM WHAT YOU DID TO ME!

(beat)
TELL THEM HOW YOU RAPED ME!

( BEAT)
TELL THEM HOW YOU BEAT ME

( BEAT)
TELL THEM HOW YOU USED TO BEAT ME SO
BAD |I'D PI'SS MYSELF. HOW MANY TI MES
YOU MADE ME BLEED. | N THE DARK! YQU
SONOFABI TCH!

( BEAT; now just Elisha)
TELL THEM HOW YOQU TRI ED TO KI LL ME!

(beat)
It didn't work, did it? |I'M NOT DEAD
YET, MOTHERFUCKER! AM |?

The air falls out of the room Billy | ooks at her,
i mpl oringly.

BILLY
l"msorry. | couldn't. . .I couldn't
help it. You - you know what that's
i ke, don't you?

Very bad choi ce of words. She WHI PS AROCUND, revol ver in hand
- pointed at him It trenbles. Franky RUSHES OVER, trying to
block it fromview, to grab it away fromher. Billy notices.

Franky LOOKS at her.

FRANKY

(i npl oring)
No.

ELI SHA
(to Billy)
| should kill you.
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BI LLY
(nods, sadly)
You shoul d.

She drops the gun, drops to the floor, taking Franky with
her. Spent. She PUTS HER HEAD into his SHOULDER, sobbi ng
quietly. Billy watches for a BEAT -

BI LLY ( CONT' D)
Look at ne.

She | ooks up at him

BI LLY ( CONT' D)

(barely words)
| want to help. Let me help. Please.
Let nme do sonething good. Anyt hing.
Anyt hi ng anyt hi ng. Pl ease.

(beat; clearer)
| did those things to you. | did.
was - | ama big, stupid dog, and they
let me off the leash. That's all they
ever wanted fromme. They used ne to
do. . .terrible things. Things there
aren't no taking back. Things | didn't
have no conception of, until they |et
me go to prison. For seventeen years.

Until | was away fromthem

(beat)
But | can do one good thing for you.
If you'll let ne.

She gives the gun to Franky. Wpes her face.

ELI SHA
Franky. Keep goi ng.

PUSH I N on her face as Franky presses record again, as -

CUT TO
LATER. SAME.
Sanme. Franky presses 'stop’ on the CAMERA

FRANKY
W' re good.

ELI SHA
Okay, pack it up. Let's go.

BILLY
Were're you goi ng?

She doesn't say anyt hi ng.

FRANKY
We'll be back
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As they turn to | eave -

BI LLY
Wait. Can you - can you | eave the
[ight on, at least? | can't handle the
dar k.

El i sha | ooks at him

ELI SHA
Nei t her could I.

. . .and CLICKS IT OFF. SLAMS the door shut. He | ooks out a
t housand yards, in the dark. Before - FRANKY enters, |ooks at
him Turns the LIGHT back on. Kicks the water jug over.

FRANKY
I f you need it.
He exits.
| NT. FRANKY'S CAR (MOVING - N GHT 143

As he DRIVES, he | ooks at her. She stares straight out the
w ndow. He puts his hand over hers.

EXT. APARTMENT COMPLEX - PARKI NG LOT - DAY 144

As they PULL IN, we see. . .two POLI CE CARS, parked out
front. Franky PARKS. Three POLI CE OFFI CERS wal k up the stairs
to her place.

FRANKY
Chhh, shit. Now what ?
(beat)
El i sha! Now what ?

ELI SHA
Pul | ar ound.

She CGETS QUT, sliding the REVOLVER into its hol ster.

EXT. ELI SHA' S APARTMENT - CONTI NUOUS 145
. . .as she cautiously clinbs the stairs, heading toward her

front door. No officers. But the door is open. They're

inside. That's definitely not |egal.

Li ke Franky, she instead hops over onto the bal cony. Mist run
in the famly. They got mad junps, these two.

She waits. Slides the door open carefully. Steps in. She
hears them nmurnering through the apartnent.

They're in the back room right where she needs to be. She
wal ks toward the BEDROOM DOOR, ducks into the BATHROOM
Li st eni ng.
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ON HER EYES, in the half-light. Indistinct chatter, at first.
But -

OFFI CER
(0s)
Big Momma says alive. Hear ne?
OFFI CER 2
(0s)
Bullet in the kneecaps won't kill her.
OFFI CER 3
(0s)
Jesus, look at this. It's a serial
killer wall.

Oh.
| NT. ELI SHA" S BEDROOM BATHROOM - CONTI NUOUS

As the THREE OFFI CERS ransack the room turning everything
over - the door opens. Like LIGHTENI NG before they can reach
for their guns even - HEADSHOTS, BOOM BOOM She takes out two
of them M sses the THIRD. He gets off a SHOT - it hits the
wal | .

He RUNS. She FOLLOMS

| NT/ EXT. ELI SHA' S APARTMENT - CONTI NUQUS

. . .as he triple-steps it down the stairs, but: TOO LATE.

ELI SHA SHOOTS HHMin the HEAD. Tricky shot fromup high, too.
He FALLS down the stairs. She stares at himlike an ant for a
nmoment, a contenptuous smle flitting over her face, and GOES
BACK | NSI DE

| NT. ELI SHA" S APARTMENT - CONTI NUOUS

She sits pulls out a duffle bag from sonewhere secret. Opens
it. Checks. Menory cards. Photos. Notes. Whatever she m ght

need. She sits down next to her laptop on the couch - it
hasn't noved in all this tine. Pulls her phone out. Text to
Franky: "It's safe to cone in. Bring the canmera. Don't be
shocked. "

| NSERT - Franky, com ng around the foot of the stairs.

They' re soaked in blood. He YELPS, puts his hand over his
mout h, absolutely REVOLTED. At the bottom the body of the
3rd OFFI CER hangs over the step, blood pouring out of what
used to be his head - his radio CHATTERI NG Franky STEPS over
it, making DI SGQUSTED human noi ses all the way up.

He enters. Quickly RECOLS at the sight - of the bodies.
FRANKY

Jesus Christ. . .you just killed.
. Elisha, these are policenen

146

147

148



149

103.

ELI SHA
The canera.
(beat; nonotone)
They're Big Momma's. They woul d' ve
killed us.

He throws it to her. She opens the | aptop. Busies herself
wi th menmory cards and what not.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
(rmonot one; di spassi onat el y)
Don't go in the bedroom
(beat)
Flip on the TV

Uncertainly, he does. Flips around absent-m ndedly, in a
daze. DETAIL SHOTS of Elisha, uploading files to DROPBOX. A
LOT. LOT. LOT of files. Aton. She took a |lot of notes and
pictures - nore than we saw.

Franky stops scrolling.

FRANKY
El i sha.

ELI SHA
Al nbst done.

FRANKY
Elisha. . .look

KXAN. News REPORT. A newscaster, reading a story on ASSAULT

ON MARQS FARM LEAVES TEN DEAD. Elisha edges closer to the TV.

Listening. We'll inprov it alittle, but there are distinct
details WRONG Just as we hear:

NEWSCASTER
Police are | ooking for Elisha Johnson,
29 years old of Austin TX, whose been
identified as a prinme suspect. She is
consi dered arned and extremnely
dangerous. |If anyone has any -

He CLICKS I T OFF.

FRANKY
We need to go. Now.

EXT. ELI SHA' S APARTMENT - CONTI NUOUS

As they BOOK I T down the stairs. Neighbor's doors are

starting to open, a CROAD begi nning to DRAW Gunshots and cop

cars together tend to do that.

ELI SHA
Don't stop. Get to the car. Co.

149
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CUT TO
I NT. FRANKY' S CAR (MOVING) - CONTI NUOUS 150

FRANKY
What ' s happeni ng? How d this happen so
soon?

ELI SHA
You heard Billy. The cops are in on
it. I overheard themin the apartnent.
(beat)
They're all over it.

FRANKY
Jesus jesus jesus. . .oh god. Wat do
we do. Fuck you killed a police
officer. . .oh ny god.

She HOLDS UP t he duffel bag.

ELI SHA
W still have to send the hard-copy.

EXT. POST OFFI CE - DAY 151

.as FRANKY's CAR stops next to a MAILBOX. A hand extends,
pushi ng through several manilla envel opes. DETAIL of one: the
address is to Stephen Shelly. A BEAT. Then a MEDI UM BOX.
CHUNK. The CAR speeds off. PULL BACK to reveal a MOTORCYCLE
COP, watching. He picks up his RADI O

| NT/ EXT. FRANKY' S CAR (MOVI NG - CONTI NUQUS 152

As they DRIVE. . .suddenly, a DING Then another. Elisha
| ooks behind, just as - the back PASSENGER W NDOW SHATTERS
FRANKY SCREANMS!

A POLICE CAR. Pulling up fast.

ELI SHA
Don't | ose control. Drive. Fast.

The ENG NE REVWS as he presses on the GAS. But the CRU SER
KEEPS PACE. Another SHOT! BLAM It takes out the passenger
mrror.

As they pull up right beside, we see - it's David driving,
Rl FLEMAN | eani ng out of the passenger w ndow, over the hood.
In uniform Taking shots with his Rl FLE

JUST AS he ains again, right at the Franky's passenger w ndow
- Elisha returns fire, THROUGH the glass. Hits himin the
SHOULDER. He STUMBLES, rearranges hinself - gets back in the
car.

FRANKY
Wiy aren't they putting their lights
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on?!

ELI SHA
It ain't |like that.

Tensi on.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
Ht him

FRANKY
VWhat ?!

ELI SHA
HT HM FRANKY!

He NUDGES t he CRU SER, which VEERS WLDLY in traffic - around
a line of cars.

But, just as quick - they' re back. Elisha sees an
opportunity.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
Break when | tell you

They're comng up on a red light - RIFLEMAN s out the w ndow
agai n, ai m ng.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
Now!

SKRRRRRRT! Just short of the Iight. The CRU SER bursts
t hrough, SWERVES. RI FLEMAN hol ding on for dear life. Elisha
LEANS QUT the wi ndow. Wi ti ng.

A CROND is gathering. Cars are stopped. She waits. Then.

.the RIFLEMAN POPS UP. They BOTH FIRE. She hits himin the
CHEST first, sending his SHOT skyward. Then she RELOADS QUI CK
- POPS OQUT the two-facing tires.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
Go! !

Franky BOOKS IT through the intersection, just as - quite a
few other police and an EMI arrive, lost in the throng.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
Side streets. Get us back to the
war ehouse.

FRANKY
Way t here?

I NT. RIFLEMAN S CRUI SER - CONTI NUOUS

David fusses over RIFLEMAN, who's trying to catch his breath
Hs SHHRT is ripped - revealing a TH CK KEVLAR VEST.

153
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He SM LES, warily.

Rl FLEMAN
| Iike her.

154 EXT. WAREHOUSE - EVEN NG 154

Franky's car parks haphazardly. They RUSH I NSI DE. . . but
FRANKY stops. And just starts YELLI NG Pounding the CAR

It's hal fway between panic attack and exhileration. Elisha's
phone is RI NG NG

ELI SHA
Franky, you okay? | can't tell if
you're freaking out or excited or -

She puts her hands on his shoulders to steady him He just
l aughs. This isn't a happy |augh, though. It's verging on
hysterical panic.

FRANKY
W're going to die. W're going to
fucking die.

(beat; suddenly angry)
| al ways knew you'd be the one to get
us killed.

He MARCHES off. Elisha | ooks stunned. That one hurt.

155 I NT. WAREHOUSE. EVEN NG 155
Her phone is still ringing. They're wal king toward the back
room

FRANKY
VWhat do we do with hinf
ELI SHA
Move hi m
FRANKY
\Wher e?
ELI SHA
| don't know, | just -

She can't help it. She answers her phone.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
Hel | 0?

DR. ALLEN
(0s)
El i sha? What is going on? You're on
the news - did you.

ELI SHA
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| had to. Don't believe anything you
hear on the news, Doc.

DR, ALLEN
What do you nean? Are you. . .are you
saf e?

CUT TO
| NT. THERAPI ST' S OFFI CE - EVEN NG 156

W see - Dr. Allen at his desk, phone in hand. H's other is
bei ng HELD DOMN by DAVID. W PULL BACK to establish: the
entire tiny roomis filled wwth PCOLICE OFFI CERS. And in front
of him . .BI G MOWA

They're TRACING the call. An OFFI CER gives her the thunbs-up
fromthe other side of the room

ELI SHA
(0s)
|"msafe, Doc. Don't talk to any
police. Don't talk to anyone, okay?

DR. ALLEN
El i sha.

Big Momma takes the phone gingerly away from hi m

Bl G MOVVA
Hel | o, Ms. Johnson.
CUT TO
| NT. WAREHOUSE. EVENI NG 157

Elisha's eyes w den

ELI SHA
.you | et him go.

Bl G MOWVA
(0s)
He's fine. You didn't really think we
woul dn't find you, did you?
(beat; barely a whisper)
You got away once. Once is all you

get .
ELI SHA
You're tracing this call, aren't you?
FRANKY
(other side of the room
What ?
Bl G MOMVA

(os; chuckl es)
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The word is traced, sweetheart.
El i sha nods. Single-m ndedness restored.

ELI SHA
You want nme? Cone get ne.
(beat)
HEAR ME, you old bitch?! You
MOTHERFUCKERS WANT WAR?

(beat)
Conme get it.
cick.
FRANKY
What just happened?
ELI SHA
They've got Dr. Allen. They're com ng.
| NT. THERAPI ST' S OFFI CE - CONTI NUOUS 158

Bl G MOMVA
Perfect. Let's go.

They all begin to file out.

Bl G MOMVA ( CONT' D)
H m t oo.

David and Rifl eman heave up a protesting Dr. Allen -

| NT/ EXT. THE SETTLEMENT HOMVE - CONTI NUOUS 159
.as the FOSTER KIDS | ook on.

| NT. WAREHOUSE. EVENI NG 160

Elisha |lays out the rifle and revol ver, and amunition. Loads
up, hyper-focused - avoiding |ooking at Franky, who flits
frantically around her.

FRANKY
Eli sha, we've gotta get the fuck out
of here, what are you doi ng?!

ELI SHA
(definite)
No - you have to get the fuck out of
here. Take himtoo, if you want to.

FRANKY
What are you -
ELI SHA
Al this tine - |'ve spent 17 years

waiting for him Every nonment of every
day. Thinking of what 1'd do if |
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found him How I'd hurt him How |'d
kill him It's all that kept ne going.
And all this tine. . .he was just a
si ck, sad man doi ng what he thought
hi s parents want ed.

(beat)
It was them this whole tine. It was
her. Who did this to us. It was al ways
her. And up until a few weeks ago, |
didn't even know she exi st ed.

(beat)
And now I'mgoing to kill her, Franky.
At least that. Get out.

(she grabs his shoul der)
"' msorry, Franky. For everything. |'m
sorry about ne.

A beat. Franky honestly considers. He LOOKS BACK toward the
door for just a nonent. Then, he takes a deep breath.

FRANKY
If | wanted to | eave | woul d' ve done
that shit years ago.

He grabs the REVOLVER

FRANKY ( CONT' D)
I"'mw th you. Just |ike always.

She SM LES. The two of them share a brief, go-for-broke,
atavi stic noment .

ELI SHA
Put that down before you hurt
your sel f.
(beat)

There's chem cals here. Find sonething
we can use.

FRANKY
Li ke what ?

ELI SHA
Rubbi ng al cohol . Gasol i ne.
(off his | ook)
Fire.

He turns to go.

FRANKY
How do you know how to do all this
stuff?

ELI SHA

| " ve been good at one thing ny whole
life, Franky - fucking shit up.
Warrenty pl us.

(beat)
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Meet nme on the roof in five m nutes.

| NT. WAREHOUSE - BACK ROOM - EVEN NG 161
Billy, listening. Franky steps in, and past him
BILLY

Hey! What's happeni ng?! Hey!
| NT. WAREHOUSE - EVEN BACKER ROOM - EVENI NG 162

A di sused, probably unhealthy to be in, chem cal supply
closet - Franky riffles around. Alot of it's old. Unusable.

EXT. WAREHOUSE - THE ROCF - EVEN NG 163

El i sha cl anbers up onto the broken ROOF, rifle slung over her
back. Goes to the edge. Cicadas sing. She starts to HUM as
she works. Searching for the best VANTAGE PO NT.

ELI SHA
It's al nost over.

Just as - down the disused ROAD, through the trees:
HEADLI GHTS crawl . Anot her. And another. Eventually, ten or
twel ve pairs.

They COVE DOWN THE LANE, fanning out. It's an array of
vehicles, all blinking red and bl ue.

Behi nd her - Franky pops up-top, lugging plastic chem cal
bottl es. Breathing heavy.

FRANKY
This is all | could find.
She nods, serenely.
ELI SHA

M x them Use your best judgnent.
They' re here.

FRANKY
Al ready?

She steps to the edge - WATCHI NG a pair of officers set up a
barri cade. They begin to file out of their CARS, VANS and one
SWAT VEHI CLE. GUNS AKI MBO. Shouting to each other.

A HOSTAGE NEGOTI ATOR sets up out-front. Elisha pivots behind
a DI SUSED CH MNEY. Crouches.

ELI SHA
(whi spers)
Stay away fromthe edges. Are you

ready?

He | ooks at her. DOANN BELOW all the PCLICE are ready.
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Rl FLEMAN steps out front, holds up the BULLHORN. He sm | es.

Rl FLEMAN
(into bull horn)
We don't want to hurt you, Ms.
Johnson. Let the hostage go, cone out
unarnmed and no one gets hurt.

Wnd blows. Silence.

Rl FLEMAN ( CONT' D)
(into bullhorn)
You only get one warning. |'m not
feeling too friendly.

Once again, no response. |INSERT CUT: Elisha, waiting.
Bl G MOMVA steps up, takes the bl owhorn

Bl G MOWWA
(into bull horn)
Ms. Johnson.

CUT TO
THE ROOF
On El i sha.

Bl G MOMVA ( CONT' D)
| want nmy son. You've taken ny
husband. My nephews. G ve ne back ny
boy.
(beat)
O | will kill you. And your brother.

She gets up, steps out INTO THE LI GHT. The clatter of guns
cocki ng.

DOWN BELOW

Ri fl eman unslings his gun. Takes AIM David does |ikew se.
El i sha takes aimat the crowd. Big Monma hol ds them at bay.

ELI SHA

Most of you probably don't know why
you' re here. That woman who's speaki ng
for you - she's a sex trafficker. She
sells wonen and children into bondage.
She killed nmy parents. They were
police officers too.

(beat)
| was one of her victins. But |
escaped.

(beat)
Ddn't 1?

Big Momma stares her right back in the eye. Raises the
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bul | hor n.

Bl G MOVIVA
Yes, you did.

A few of the OFFICERS in the CROAD suddenly | ook uncertain.
Big Momma SNAPS her fingers. Wthout a THOUGHT - ten of the
of ficers start SHOOTI NG In seconds, various OFFI CERS | ay
scattered on the ground. Qthers scranble to take up the

i nportant posts.

Bl G MOMVA ( CONT' D)
(into bull horn; deadpan)
How coul d you.

She turns to the crowmd. DAVID, RIFLEMAN and ten or twelve
ot hers throughout the THRONG are pointing their guns back at
the other officers.

Bl G MOMVA ( CONT' D)
Listen to nme. You all have two choices
- either help ne apprehend this
nmur derer and be rewarded handsonely,
or die. That is all.
(beat; to Rifl eman)
Take her.

Wt hout WARNI NG they BREAK through the BARRI CADE. Elisha
STARTS SHOOTI NG - they RETURN FI RE, and she RUNS FOR COVER on
t he roof. MASONRY goes flying.

THROUGH HI' S SI GHTS

Ri fl eman watches her, lining up a SHOT. BOOM He mi sses. Only
just. Elisha screeches to her knees.

Rl FLEMAN
Danmi t .

He racks up again, and LEAVES his POST.
EXT. WAREHOUSE - THE ROOF - EVEN NG 164

As ELI SHA DODGES and RETURNS FI RE - a BATTERI NG RAM knocks
down the flinsy front door.

I NT. WAREHOUSE - NI GHT 165

RI FLEMAN | eads the charge, up front. Directs his MEN
OFFI CERS fan out everywhere

Rl FLEMAN
You take that side. You, over there.
Up the stairs. Be careful, she's
qui ck.

David's not far behind. He cocks a shiny GLOCK 19.
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ELSEVWHERE - WAREHOUSE - CONTI NUOUS

Franky and Elisha nove together, through the dark. She's
hol ding the revolver, rifle slung over her back. The sounds
of the POLICE below filter through |oose floorboards. She

| ooks down - they're visible through the cracks.

I NT. WAREHOUSE - BACK ROOM - NI GHT

As the OFFI CERS BREACH. Light SHINES on Billy's face. They
RUSH | N.

| NT. WAREHOUSE - NI GHT

ELI SHA and Franky turn at the SOUND of men com ng up the
STAIRS - SHOUTI NG and SHADOWS. A | ot of them SWAT and
PCLI CE. The two of them scanper toward a DARK ALCOVE.

ELI SHA
Alright, mx. Hurry. Cover your face.

Franky GETS TO IT, m xing the chem cal s.

CUT TO

Rifl eman and David com ng up the stairs, behind the SWAT and
Pol i ce.

CUT TO

ON FRANKY

Lighting the rags he's stuck into two of the bottles. He nods

to her.

He DUCKS QUT and LOBS them at the OFFI CERS. They EXPLODE, in
hazy flame. And the OTHER. POOM But, it's not enough to
deter them They start SHOOTI NG - he scranbles out of the
way .

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
Hi de.

She MOVES forward, RETURNI NG FI RE - DODGA NG and WEAVI NG
behi nd OLD POSTS and DESKS. But, suddenly - BOOM A CHUNK of
wal | is taken out, beside her head. She LOOKS - it's the

Rl FLEMAN, striding forward confidently.

Rl FLEMAN
(to David)
Fi nd t he ot her one!

David and the SWAT/ Police follow suit, swarm ng other the
rest.

ON FRANKY

Who tries to stay as still as possible, in his dark hiding
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spot (shades of 'M here), as lights nove over him Eyes are
wi de. He's frantic.

Back in the SKIRMSH, in progress - Elisha switches to the
Rl FLE, taking a SHOT at the RIFLEMAN, who quickly returns
FIRE. This isn't choreographed, but they' re both expert
shoot er s.

They both duck out of sight.

ELISHA listens. Rifleman rel oads. He wi pes the sweat off his
face, and pops his neck. CGets up.

ON FRANKY

.as the POLICE and SWAT get closer. His face twitches. He
spies a spot right across the room Can he nmake it?

He makes a break for it -

DAVI D
There he i s!

- and they're on him Viciously. They TACKLE himto the
ground. He STRUGG.ES. @Guns trained. Flashlights on his head.
He YELLS, SCREAMS. They ZIPTIE his wists.

DAVI D ( CONT' D)
Get up, you sonofabitch -

ON RI FLEMAN

Wal king slowy through the DARK, rifle in hand, turning to
acknow edge Davi d.

DAVI D ( CONT' D)
He' s down!

Silently. He observes his surroundings.

Rl FLEMAN
Your brother's out of the gane, girl!
Cone on out, now. Play nice.

ON ELI SHA
Hi di ng crouched behi nd a DESK
WAt chi ng hi m get cl oser.

Rl FLEMAN
Listen, hell - | ain't got no hard
feelings toward you. You' ve been
through a lot. I1'd do the sane thing.
" mjust a gun. Like you.

. . .she POPS QUT. They both SHOOT al nbst at once. He m sses
one, but GETS HER in the leg, just below the TH GH She GETS
H Min the LEG and VEST. She SCREAMS, COLLAPSES agai nst the
DESK. He CRUMBLES.
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ELI SHA
I"'mnot |ike you.
Rl FLEVAN
HERE!
The SWAT and Police are on the way, like nothing - she tries
to turn, to HOBBLE away, but. . .she FALLS. They surround

her. Her REVOLVER cl atters away.

DAVI D
Don't move! Do not novel!l

DAVI D wal ks over as they busy thenselves with her, ZIPTYI NG
her wists. She watches.

DAVI D ( CONT' D)
Special care with this one, y'all.
She's the priority.

He turns to Rifleman, who's clutching his |eg.

Rl FLEVAN
Bitch got ne in the |eg.
DAVI D
Medi c!
Rl FLEVAN

l"'mfine, just help nme up, you nag -
He puts his arm around R FLEMAN, and HEAVES H M UP. The
Rl FLEMAN SCREANMS.

DAVI D
Yeah, okay - tough guy.

EXT. WAREHOUSE - NI GHT 168

Big Momma i nspects Billy, in the back of a POLI CE CRU SER
Mot hering over him He |ooks on, with a thousand yard stare.
Past her.

DAVI D
(0s)

Monmma!
She picks up her WALKI E

Bl G MOMVA
Go.

DAVI D
We' ve got her. Bringing her down now.

Bl G MOWA
That's ny boy.
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I NT. WAREHOUSE - CONTI NUQUS 169

. . .as the whole of themwalk toward the stairs. Elisha and
Franky wal k side-by-side, David and Rifleman in front. The
SWAT and Police start to file down. Elisha | ooks at Franky.

DAVI D
(off Rifleman)
Get hi m down to nedical .

The SWAT and POLICE take himwith. He | ooks worse for wear.

DAVI D ( CONT' D)
(back to her)
Wiere's all your fight, girl?

He gets cl ose.

DAVI D ( CONT' D)
Tel | ne.

He SLAPS HER

DAVI D ( CONT' D)
Where's all your fight now?

He SLAPS HER again. Satisfied, he comes around the side of
her .

DAVI D ( CONT' D)
Play it cool -

Al in one weird, fluid novenent: Elisha sidesteps, cranes
her head forward, LATCH NG onto David's EAR with her teeth -
he screans, tries to pull away, tries to get his GUN UP. And,
all at once, his EAR gives.

He STUMBLES BACK a little, clutching the side of his head -
the POLI CE and SWAT turn, reacting - and ELI SHA steps
forward, SPITTING out his ear, HEADBUTTING H M as hard as she
can, giving a PUNK- ROCK WARRI OR YELL and KI CKS H M down t he
stairs.

She turns to Franky, bottom half of her face covered in
bl ood. An ani mal .

ELI SHA
Cone on. The back door.

It takes hima second to reboot. He's in shock.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
Now. Run!

CUT TO

The TWD of them hands still tied behind their backs, MAKING
A WLD BREAK for it, back the other way - toward a cracked,
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br oken door.

FRANKY
: .how did you get out of this
bef ore?

ELI SHA
| had to die.

CUT TO
As they descend the rough iron stairs, out the side door.
EXT. WAREHOUSE - NI GHT

.and the two of themconme face to face with Big Mnmma
wai ting outside, with about five or six officers. She's
LI VI D.

The two of them begin to back up - and the way back is
suddenly bl ocked by three SWAT.

Bl G MOMVA
No nore runni ng. Take her.

The officers nove forward and the BEATDOMWN begins - the type
you see police give out on the news. It's quick, brutal and
ugly. Enbarassing. Both of themget brutalized to shit.

Bl G MOMVA ( CONT' D)
Don't nove.

(beat)
No guns, y'all. Not yet.

One of them PI STOL WHI PS her. FREEZE- FRAME as bl ood shoots
out of her nouth, and she falls hard in the nuddy puddle on
t he ground.

They kick her, and she recoils. Franky watches.

Bl G MOVMA ( CONT' D)
St op.

Her vision is bleary. Can't see straight. Just shapes, noving
in the rain. D senbodi ed voices. A strange, hazy cacophony.
Her face is a bruised ness. Blood's com ng out her nose and

mout h.

Bl G MOMVA ( CONT' D)
Bring the Doctor.

CUT TO
As DR ALLEN i s HUSTLED OVER, by OFFI CERS.
Bl G MOWMA ( CONT' D)

170
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On his knees. Look at her, Doctor.
(beat)
Look at your little nonster.

DR. ALLEN
(terrified)
Oh, god. God, please. . .don't kil
me. . .don't.
Bl G MOMVA

Shut up.

He | ooks at Elisha. The expression on his face is too
heart breaki ng to descri be.

ELI SHA
Doc.

Bl G MOWWA
| wasn't gonna do this, at first. Then
you bit nmy son's ear off and pushed
hi m down a flight of stairs.
(beat)
So, this is your fault.

ELI SHA
Doc!

BIG MOMWA pulls out a SMALL PI STCL from behi nd her back, and
- all at once, SHOOTS DR ALLEN in the head. He falls to the
ground, FACE hal f-gone. Hair still snoking.

FRANKY
No. . .no no no.
El i sha SCREAMS, crying. She finally just. . .COLLAPSES to the
gr ound.
Bl G MOMVA

Shut her up. Let's get going.
A BLACK CLOTH falls over us and we're in darkness.

Bl G MOWA ( CONT' D)
(whi sper, in our ear)
We're not done yet.

BLACK
The whi spers fade in and out. . .but one thing becones clear.
VWHI SPERS
It's okay, Ellie. W' ve been here
bef ore.

Through the thick texture of a burlap sack, we see |egs
moving. . .then, it's yanked off to reveal.
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171 EXT. THE COWMPLEX - BACK FI ELDS - N GHT 171

El i sha's beaten, bloody face. Breathing hard. Looking around.

Bl G MOMVA
(0s)
Wel cone hone, girl.

El i sha | ooks up, and her face hardens. Big MOWA stands in
front of her. We're in the mddle of a big, w de open FlIELD
BIG MOMVA stands on the |ip of a giant HOLE

ELI SHA
Were's ny brother?

Behi nd ELI SHA, we can see - four or five trucks, parked

TAlI LGATE style. In the back of one, R fleman and David, the
side of his face bandaged up tight, snoking cigarettes and
dri nki ng Busch. He | ooks drugged.

Bl G MOMVA
Your brother's up at the house. W're
seeing to him Don't you worry. I'ma
Doctor. I'Il fix himup real good.
Better 'n your therapist, anyhow.
(beat)

You killed ny husband, woman. My
nephews. You destroyed ny famly. You
ki dnapped nmy son. And for what?
Revenge? Because we had to cap your
nosy-ass parents who couldn't mnd
t hey own busi ness?

(beat)
"Cause Billy diddled you? You ain't
the first, or the |ast.

(beat)
Me and himwere married for thirty-
seven years. Started a business
t oget her. What you know about a thing
i ke that?

(beat)
Al'l you are is cattle that got an
extended |ifespan.

ELI SHA
You're a pack of nonsters. . .all ny
life, I thought . . .your son was the

worst. Then | net you.

Bl G MOMVA

You don't know anything. You're a
child. You think any of the product we
keep here has a future? Did you?

(beat)
We | ooked for you, for a long tine,
after you got Billy put away. They hid
you wel | .

(beat)
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Al for nothin', though. Here you are
agai n.

El i sha doesn't respond. Only stares, with pure hate.
Bl G MOMVA ( CONT' D)

You are going to die here, you
understand? |"'mgoing to bury you in

that hole and the world' |l be shut '"a

you. Then |I'm gonna bury ny famly.
(beat)

"' m not gonna shoot you. We did that

al ready.

She KICKS Elisha in the |l eg she was shot in. Elisha SCREAMS
from the pain.

Bl G MOMMA ( CONT' D)

Hurts, doesn't it. I'll be hurting for
a long tine.

(beat)
Down there in that hole, you'll have

about five hours of oxygen. Five hours
to think. Until you know, really and
truly, who put you where you are.

ELI SHA
Get on with it.

Bl G MOMVA

You' re not gonna beg, are you? Didn't
t hi nk you woul d.

(beat)
| won't nmke you. I'Ill give you that
nmuch.

(beat)
Put her in the hole.

ARMS pick her up roughly from behind. She stares daggers at
Big Momma, the entire tine.

She FALLS FORWARD, | anding on a rough pi newood SURFACE. A
SHADOW falls over her. Big Mnma.

Bl G MOMVA ( CONT' D)
It'll be over soon.

ELI SHA
It's already over. You just don't know
it yet.

Bl G MOVIVA
That's the spirit.

Big Momma SPI TS on her.

Bl G MOMNVA ( CONT' D)
Goddamm you to hell
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(behi nd her)
Box her up. Fill it in. Make it tight.

Silence for a mnute. Then - a great PLYWOOD BQOARD tips over
the side of the hole, slowy. Just bfore it falls toward us,
we see - BILLY, against the cloudy, darkening sky. Rain is
com ng. They exchange a | ook, and he reaches into his pocket
for sonething we don't see. Sonething CLATTERS into the box.
Then, her face becones conpletely obscured.

Billy pats the HOLE down, and stands. Wpes his brow Rain
cl ouds are fast approaching. Cold Decenber rain. He puts the
SHOVEL over his shoul der, and begi ns wal ki ng back toward the
trucks. Big Momma greets him gives hima HUG

Bl G MOWWA ( CONT' D)
It's over, sweetheart.

CUT TO

In WDE, the enpty field. The TRUCKS drive away, back toward
t he house. The RAIN begins to fall, softly.

BLACK

TI TLE
PART FOUR

|t fades.

TI TLE ( CONT' D)
"Shake Sone Action."

I NT. SHELLY' S HOUSE - NI GHT

Shelly, at his conputer. Staring slack-jawed at his screen.
Hi s hands are steepled over his nouth. DETAIL SHOT - the
files. The EVI DENCE, on Dropbox. He's reading one piece in
particular, a text docunent that begins: "My name is Elisha
Johnson. "

I NT. THE COMPLEX - BI G HOUSE - BI G MOMVA' S ROOM - NI GHT

Big Momma sits on her bed, |ooking at a photo of Big Poppa
and her together. She's CRYI NG

I NT. THE COMPLEX - BI G HOUSE - N GHT

Revel ry. Debauchery. Of-duty police officers and good ol
Fam |y boys drink, yell and make nerry with three or four
G RLS, who're just conpletely out-of-it. It's a PARTY.
David and Rifleman sit in the corner, conversing.

Billy gets up off the COUCH, through the revel nent, and noves
of f down the HALLWAY, toward -

I NT. THE COWPLEX - Bl G HOUSE - LAB - N GHT
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ON FRANKY

Who opens his eyes, blearily. He | ooks around. He's in a
makeshi ft HOSPI TAL ROOM Lit only by the glare of COVUTER
SCREENS. To his right - another BED. A YOUNG G RL hooked up
to two |V drips, nouth hangi ng open.

He noves his hand - CLINK. He's manacled to the railing of
t he HOSPI TAL BED

CUT TO
BLACK
VWHI SPERS
(right next to us, in the dark)

W're here, Ellie. . .we've always
been here. Renenber. Don't be afraid.

In the dark, there's just the barest suggestion of form -
Elisha's face. |Is she SOBBI NG?

LI TTLE G RL
You renenber. Just like last tine.
ELI SHA
| renmenber.
A glinpse of light. . .floating through burl ap.
EXT. THE COVWPLEX - BACK FI ELDS - NI GHT 176

The hole is conpletely filled in, in front of us. W're
nmoving towards it, glacially slowy.

BLACK

What follows is an intentionally confusing, abstract series
of linking I NTERCUTS, past and future, weaving in and out of
each other. O Elisha's first escape, and of her present
reality, in one continuous novenent.

The suggestion of novenent. . .arms, the rustling of dirt.
Again, the flash of light, and we're in.

.side of a big burlap sack. Sw nging. HANDS reach out,
tied together, pressing the fabric.

EXT. THE COWLEX - BACK FI ELDS - ( FLASHBACK) 177

. . .as two MEN, whose faces we can't see, carry the SACK
bet ween the two of them

They lower it into the ground.

CUT TO
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I nside the bag, the hands go up frantically, pressing against
the fabric. A glinpse of a silhouette on the lip of the hole
- BILLY.

| NT. COFFIN -
In the dark, as Elisha funbles with. . .a small pocket-knife.
BLACK

As the little hands SNAP, cut with a tiny RAZOR Coughi ng.
The sound of ri pping.

I NT. COFFIN -

A dab of orange light - Elisha, holding a Bic. Placing her
hand directly above her, onto the top of the BOX. Listening.
The sound of heavy rain.

She begins to dig out the nails on either side of her with
the knife, chip by chip. Painfully, she RIPS them out of the
VEET WOOD.

.as the hands dig up, through WET MJD. . sluicing down on
top of us. C awi ng upward.

El i sha presses hard. Slowy, the pinewbod boxtop begins to
give. . .water and nud begins FLUSH NG i nto t he box.

EXT. THE COVWPLEX - BACK FI ELDS - ( FLASHBACK)
The hole. A wet, slushy ness. It begins to cave in.
CUT TO

. . .as Elisha PUSHES wth all she's got. A SILHOUETTE j ust
barely illum nated by the lightening, rain and the sky. Her
face is a mask of determ nation. And nothing el se.

CUT TO

The HANDS and ARMS pull thensel ves up the side of the nuddy
trench. Sli pping.

CUT TO

And as suddenly, YOUNG ELI SHA BURSTS out of the ground.
Scream ng. Ri pped clothes. WIld-eyed. A DEMON. Ri ghting
hersel f. :

. . .as ELISHA rights herself, GASPING for all the air,

pul ling herself achingly slowy out of the ground. . . . .

. YOUNG ELI SHA starts RUNNI NG as fast as she can. Through the
fields, toward the trees and the distant |ights of the

HI GHWAY.

. . .Elisha STRUGGAES to her feet, covered conpletely in
bl ood and rmud. A fucked-up native of HELL. Bl eeding from her
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bul | et-hol e wounds. There's nothing in her now but an unholy
WLL. She's BREATH NG HARDER THAN EVER, | ooking toward the
[ights of the COVPLEX

. YOUNG ELI SHA runs through the TREES, the lights blurring
in front of her.

: .as ELI SHA urges herself forward, LIMPING Al nost
falling. Every so often illum nated by |ightening. Her face
is wide-eyed, teeth bared.

. . .and Young ELI SHA breaks the |line of TREES, sliding down
a SLOPE and CLAMBERI NG QUI CKLY up the side of the road.

. ELI SHA conti nues LI MPI NG FORWARD, toward the COMPLEX

.. . YOUNG ELI SHA stunbles out into the mddle of the

H GHWAY, on-com ng TRAFFI C. Cars honk. Headlights illum nate
her bl oody APPARI TI ON. She SCREAMS, A PRI MAL SCREAM and
falls. . .cars stop around her.

END | NTERCUTTI NG

. . .as ELISHA cones to rest against an QAK TREE, catching
her breath. She DOUBLES OVER in pain, squeezing her ribs.
Falls to her knees against the tree-trunk. Shivering.

She THROAS UP a bl ack, vi scuous CHUNKY bile - MJD. A | ot of
it. Spits alittle nore out.

LI TTLE G RL
It's al nbst over.

ELI SHA
Al npst .

LI TTLE G RL

Now go get our brother.
She | ooks up at the COVPLEX
| NT. THE COVMPLEX - BI G HOUSE - LAB - N GHT 181
Franky searches for sonething, anything. The door OPENS -

it's Billy. Wthout a word, he noves toward the bed, and
busi es hinself with the HANDCUFFS.

FRANKY
What are you doi ng?

BI LLY
What | can.

FRANKY
Wy ?

BI LLY

| told you. I want to help.
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(beat)
You were nice to ne. Ddn't have a
reason to be.

He | ooks at Franky.
| NT. THE COMPLEX - THI RD SHED - CONTI NUOUS

In the lower |levels, the YOUNG A RLS | ook up wanly at the
HATCH DOOR, as shadows play over it.

It begins to OPEN. Sone of the G RLS react, drawi ng back in
apprehension - then, they see who it is: Elisha, |ooking Iike
a scraggly, wet cat.

She STRUGGLES with it for a nonent, and then sets it down on
the floor silently. Coming to the threshold of the STAI RNAY
she PADS down silently and sits on the bottom STAIR trying
not to give out fromexhaustion. It doesn't work - she SLIPS
on her shot leg and falls on her ass, down on the stairs with
a | oud CLANG

The G RLS begin to whisper and crawl toward her. She puts her
finger to her |ips.

One famliar looking GRL puts her hand on Elisha's knee. Her
face is bruised. It's YVETTE. Elisha SM LES.

ELI SHA
Toldja |I'd conme back
(beat; off Grl's face)

You okay?
YVETTE
| bit one of them They hit ne.
ELI SHA
That was brave. Listen to ne - | need
your help. Can you do sonething for

nme?
Yvette nods.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)

In just alittle bit, all this will be
over. | need you all to be ready,
okay? Can you do that for nme?

YVETTE
VWhat are you gonna do?

ELI SHA
You'll see.

183 EXT. THE COWMPLEX - NI GHT

El i sha steps out onto the grass from SHED FI VE, STUFFI NG a
farm ng SCYTHE into her pants - the BIG HOUSE in front of
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her, covered in neon lights. The YARD is deserted. The party,
after all, is inside. She begins linping toward the house.
The wi nd kicks up swirls of dust around her.

I NT. THE COMPLEX - BI G HOUSE - CONTI NUOUS
Revelry still in progress. David and Rifl eman.

Rl FLEMAN
Can you hear?

DAVI D
Can you wal k?

Rl FLEMAN
Sorry, | couldn't (cups his left ear)
- could you speak up?

DAVI D
Fuck you.

The LI GHTS SHUT OFF. Darkness.

GOOD AL' BOY
VWhat the fuck?

Ri fl eman | ooks up.

Rl FLEVAN
(to Davi d)

Cet ready.
| NT. THE COWPLEX - BI G HOUSE - LAB - N GHT
Franky and Billy, in the dark.

BI LLY
C nmon. |'mgonna get you out the -

FRANKY
Wai t .

EXT. THE COVPLEX - BI G HOUSE - CONTI NUQUS

Eli sha stands in front of the FUSEBOX, catching her breath
Then, slowy - she noves around the corner of the HOUSE, and
cones to stand in front of the graffiti hands, wavering
slightly. The stormroils around her. She | ooks up at the

H GHEST W NDOW A Bi g Monma- esque sil houette is clearly

vi sible behind the fluttering curtain.

ELI SHA
You hear ne, Big Monma?
(beat)

| want ny brother! And |I'm gonna kil
everyone in this house until | find
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hi m
| NT. THE COVWPLEX - BI G HOUSE - BI G MOWA' S ROOM - 187

Big Momma sits on the bed listening. She's SHOOK. This woman
just won't die.

I NT. THE COWPLEX - BI G HOUSE - CONTI NUQUS 188
I N THE HALLWAY

Franky and Billy. Franky's holding a nedical SAW He SM LES.
She canme for him

DOMNSTAI RS

The MEN watch Elisha clinb up the PORCH steps, thunk thunk

t hunk on the wood, reach the front door and. . .NOTH NG
except the sound of the storm Rifleman's in front, finger to
his lips. They cautiously advance on the door, David warily

i n back.

EXT. THE COWLEX - BI G HOUSE - CONTI NUOUS 189
Elisha, on the porch - listening to the door.
VWH SPERS
Eli sha -
(beat)

Are you ready?
| NT. THE COMPLEX - Bl G HOUSE - 190
Ri fl eman reaches for the doorknob, turns it. . .and suddenly

it FLIES BACK hitting himHARD in the face and Eli sha noves
into the fray. It's ON

What follows is quick and bl oody, hardscrabble brutal and
rel entl essly STACCATO. Unchoreographed. She's outsized
out nunber ed and out gunned and bl eeding all over but they
can't stop her. She's the Underdog. She's a DEMON.

The MEN advance on her at once, aggressive yelling and
shouts, sw nging and grabbing, guns firing WLDLY. Most of
themm ss - she's too close, noving i nbetween them She

attacks with the scythe, ripping and cutting. . .she catches
the 1st's leg, using himas | everage to push the other TWO
back and swipes HARD at it. . .and pulls upward. He FALLS,

scream ng. H s foot stays. Now she has his GUN

Elisha is onto the Next man - pulling his rifle barrel to the
side and | MPALING himin the chest with the scythe, and

Rl PPI NG DOANWARD. He SHRI EKS for a nonent before bl ood
bubbl es up out of his nmouth. . .we hear sonething WET spill
out of his stomach.

One of the Oficers fires three SHOIS frantically off into
the dark, illumnating Elisha in action
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Anot her SHOT rips out fromDavid, hitting her in the | eg. She
stunbles and returns fire. . . hitting three MEN. One in the
face, nessily.

Anot her SHOT just above her head. She ducks around the corner
of the hallway. BOOM - another shot takes out a CHUNK of
wal | . Silence. The R fleman. He's noving up THE STAI RS.

She grabs a piece of fallen masonry and tosses it out into
t he LI VING ROOM Anot her TWO SHOTS from t he KI TCHEN

She DARTS quickly out into the open, SHOOTI NG DAVID TWCE. He
goes DOWN. She HOBBLES into the KITCHEN toward him She grabs
THE REVOLVER out of his hand.

ELI SHA
This is m ne.

They STRUGGLE for a minute and she PO NTS the REVOLVER up
into his chin, closing the chanber. BOOM He's done.

Elisha reels and turns - a bloody nmess in the kitchen |ight.
Val king |ike a zonbie toward the stairs

We PAN OVER as she wal ks up, revealing: in a roomjust off
the THRESHOLD, a GOOD OL' BOY is waiting, rifle in hand.

He gets ready. . .just as ELISHA is about to cross the
threshold. As he gets up she RAISES the revol ver and SHOOTS
t hrough the wall w thout a second thought. The wall bl asts
apart and his head EXPLODES.

She WAITS a nonent, resting her head agai nst the WALL -
trying to catch her breath. Anything at all. Then, she rounds
t he CORNER -

- FACE TO FACE with RI FLEMAN, who PI CKS HER UP by the NECK
and SLAMS her into the opposite wall. She REARS UP and uses
her weight to PUSH H M OFF HER

Just as quick, his RIFLE'S QUT - poi nted DEAD- CENTER at her
FACE. What happens next is .2 seconds - a shoot out a foot
apart. He SHOOTS HER TW CE, mi sses once and gets her in the
SHOULDER, and she BLASTS H' S HEAD OFF. Fastest gun in the
west, over here.

She TURNS toward the bedroom off down the wall. As she
heaves herself off the wall, she SLIPS on her OAN BLQOCD.
Ri ghts hersel f.

Gunting all the tinme, WLLING herself forward, in | MVENSE
PAI'N, she WALKS.

| NT. THE COWPLEX - BI G HOUSE - BI G MOMVA' S ROOM -

The bed is enpty. BI G MOWA stands, waiting with small PISTOL
in hand. It's trenbling. She w pes her hand on her dress.
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The DOOR BLOWS OPEN. ELI SHA.

ELI SHA
Were's - ny - broth --

Big Momma FIRES TWCE. Hits ELISHA right in the stomach
That's the gane. Elisha SCREAMS |ike nothing we've heard
before. . .and FALLS to her knees, clutching her stomach.

BI G MOMVA gi ves a big, excited WHOOP.

Bl G MOMVA
Ha! FUCK YOU

She just keeps laughing - right up until Elisha inpossibly
STRUGGLES to her feet, and raises the REVOLVER . .but, nope.
It CLATTERS to the floor. So does she.

Big Momma KICKS IT toward the door, in a manic tizzy. She
KI CKS ELI SHA in the STOVACH. And AGAI N

She | eans down, real close.

Bl G MOMVA ( CONT' D)
You're about to die just |ike your
parents did, you understand? Then |I'm
gonna have you st uffed.

ON THE DOOR

As two pairs of feet approach. ONE OF THEM pi cks up the
REVOLVER

Big Momma checks the PISTOL to nake sure it's LOADED and ai ns
it domn at Elisha. . .then, two SHOTS. She's BLOMN S| DEWAYS

She steadies herself on the bed. Her STOVACH and CHEST are
bl oody. She | ooks up.

Franky and Billy stand in the doorway. The revolver SMXES in
Billy's trenbling hand.

Bl G MOWMA ( CONT' D)
Billy?

She FALLS to the floor, right next to Elisha. Billy drops the
gun and goes to her. She's in terrible, ugly pain.

BILLY
You need to get her to a hospital. Can
you wal k?

She NODS. Franky hel ps her up, and slings her over his

shoul der. W can see now - she is a fucking MESS. Bl ood seeps
out of her stomach. Too nmuch. It's spreading all over, onto
the floor. Dripping off her boots. She can only barely wal k.
Her | egs don't worKk.
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ELI SHA
(to Billy)
What about. . .you?

BI LLY
' m not goi ng anywhere.

The two of them stare at each other. Sonething vital is
exchanged. |Is that a nod? Hard to tell.

Then, her strength gives. She COUGHS up bl ood. Her and Franky
hustl e out of the room

Big Momma CLUTCHES at Billy's shirt, her light rapidly
fading. Her head falls into his |ap.

Bl G MOVVA
Billy. . .how could you -
BI LLY
Shhhh. Be qui et now, nonma. Just be
gui et .
(beat)
Shhhh.

He pets her hair softly. She D ES.
| NT. THE COVPLEX - BI G HOUSE - CONTI NUOUS 192

Franky and Elisha, stunmbling down the stairs.

FRANKY
Car ef ul .
ELI SHA
(losing it)
The. . .the girls, Franky. W gotta .
.gotta get -
I NT. THE COVPLEX - FI RST SHED - CONTI NUOUS 193

FOOTSTEPS ABOVE US, on the wood. The G RLS watch. The DOOR
swi ngs open, light falling on their gaunt faces.

Franky stands there.

FRANKY
They're all dead. The door. . . is not
a wal |l anynore.

EXT. THE COVWPLEX - PREDAWN 194

M st is beginning to settle. Linping. The G RLS are energing
fromthe SHEDS, slowy. Anong them YVETTE

Elisha is | eaning agai nst one of the PI CKUP TRUCKS,
corpselike in the nmorning sun. As the Grls get closer, they
GASP silently at the sight of her.
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She stunbl es, grabs Yvette's shoul ders.

YVETTE
Are you.

ELI SHA
Stay away from . . the main roads.
The police around here aren't
friendly.

(beat)

Renenber. . .what | told you. Dall as.
Anyway you can. Look for Stephen
Shelly. He'll. . .he'll help you.

Yvette nods.

Elisha |linps back toward the TRUCK as Franky gets in,
sl unpi ng agai nst the door. She turns. Looking at the girls.
At Yvette.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
I'"'m . .sorry. For everything that's
happened to y'all. Everything that's
goi ng to happen. There are wonderful
surprises comng. For all of us. |
prom se you

Elisha GETS I N

YVETTE
Th-t hank you.

She turns and | ooks back at themfor a nmonment, and then |inps
out of sight.

Yvette turns and enters the crowd, selecting a key to try -
I NT. TRUCK - 195

El i sha sl unps agai nst the wi ndow, blood snearing on the

gl ass, as FRANKY get in and closes the door. He starts the
truck after stealing a glance at his sister. She doesn't | ook
good.

Qutside the window, all the GRLS fromevery SHED, are
begi nning to conme out. Yvette stands on the threshold of one.
She WAVES.

The TRUCK pul l's away.

EXT. THE COVPLEX - BI G HOUSE - CONTI NUOUS 196
The TRUCK pulls out through the front gate as the G RLS wat ch

for a nonent. Then, alnobst as a collective, they turn and

start to walk toward THE BI G HOUSE. In the predawn light, it

| ooks ghostly.

I NT. TRUCK (MOVI NG) - 197
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Elisha is wavering in and out of consciousness. Franky is
talking to her, but it's all MJSH Her breath is raspy, the
sound of exsangui nati on.

FRANKY
Stay awake. Cone on, keep your eyes
open!

VWH SPERS

(V.G clear and distinct)
Don't be afraid. It's okay, now. W're
so proud of you, Ellie.

Elisha's eyes flutter open. And she sees: in the rearview
mrror - her Momand Dad. And the Little Grl. They're
smling at her.

Down the road, the broken down WALL.

ELI SHA
Stop. . .stop the car, Franky.

FRANKY
VWhat ?

She reaches over and PULLS THE WHEEL toward t he shoul der of
t he road.

EXT. COUNTY RD - DAWN

El i sha STUMBLES out onto the road. It's al nost inpossible for
her to wal k on her own, but she manages anyway - HUNCHED
OVER, inch by inch. Her clothes are now conpletely slick with
bl ood, fromthe two prom nent BULLET- HOLES.

FRANKY
El i sha, what are you doi ng?!

She | ooks back at Franky. He follows. She's wal ki ng toward
THE WALL, gasping for all the air she can get. A GOUT OF
BLOOD escapes her |ips and she sinks down against it, |eaving
a bloody trail.

Franky sits down beside her, uncertain but frantic. She's
practically convul sing now, color and life |eaving her by the
second, what little there was. She grips at himtightly,
enphatically. |npulsively.

FRANKY ( CONT' D)
(trying to be gentle)
Eli sha, we need to get you to a -

ELI SHA
S-s-shut up. It's. . .it's over now

She takes his arm and places it around her, and holds him
tight. This imge | ooks very FAM LI AR She notions weakly to
him and he | owers an ear -
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It's inperceptible, unknowabl e what she whi spers. Wl l,
al nost. She says:

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
.now we're both free.

He | ooks at her, his eyes red.

ELI SHA ( CONT' D)
(struggling, every word)
Leave ne here; don't be connected to
this. Call and tell them where to find
nme.
(beat)
| |l ove you.

Tears are running hard down Franky's cheeks.

FRANKY
| love you too, big sister.

A SMLE lights up her face through the pain |like we've never
seen; genui ne. Happy. lInnocent. She's waited a long tine to
hear that, and just that; and it nmeans to her nore than
everything in the world.

Then she's GONE. The |ight goes, and she heaves her death
sigh. Her head sinks |opsidedly onto her chest. Her eyes stay
open.

Franky HUGS HER Tl GHTER, and we PULL BACK on that famliar
image. . .as he holds his sister to confort her, one | ast
time.

I NT. TRUCK - LATER
ON ELI SHA' S BODY

Against the wall. Still dead. Nature sounds are filling in
now. Cicadas chirp in the early rural norning, net by birds.

PULL BACK to reveal - Franky, staring at her. A beat goes by.
By the change in light, we can tell: he's been staring a | ong
time.

Then he turns his head; turns the key. Puts the car in drive.
Clears his tear-stained face, and he DRI VES.

I NT. THE BI G HOUSE - DAWN

The G RLS, of all ages and sizes, clanber anong the dead
bodi es and ransack the house.

We FOLLOW YVETTE as she clinbs the staircase, all the chaos
happening in the b.g., below her, and onto the threshold. She
steps over a body in the hallway, and goes down it to find,

t hrough the open bedroom door:
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BILLY. His dead nother's head in his |lap. He | ooks at her,
destroyed. She returns his | ook. ALIVE
I NT. TRUCK ( MOVI NG -

We PUSH IN from outside the windshield, to see: Franky, his

face sneared with tears and shock. Through it all, sonething
creeps in.
A Smle. Amllion enotions, thrown into stark relief -

EXT. COUNTY RD - DAWN

As the TRUCK shoots down the road, becom ng a blip, becom ng
not hi ng, as Franky races toward whatever his future is, now

W PAN UP slowy, into the predawn sky, lights of cell towers
blinking in the distance. Above us, the SKY is dark at the
center, alnost mdnight black. But, the darkness is
shri nki ng.
Little by little, as time passes - MORN NG cones.

FADE TO BLACK

THE END.
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