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·1 . -

"THE YOUNG ONErr 

FADE IN: 

SHORE OF AN ISLAND OFF THE U. S. GULF COAST -
AFTERNOON 

Traver becomes visible, through a gap in the 
shore-growth; he rows a small plywood rowboat 
on the stern oi which is a silent five horse­
power outboard. 

2,- He glances wearily, apprehensively, over his 
shoulder towards land -- and again bends to 
his oars. 

lHfOfHER j~NG LE - ©tAYER IN RmrBOAif' -

3.- The bow of the boat hits mud and stops. Traver 
climbs out of the boat into ankle-deep water and 
grabs the bow and begins to haul it ashore. 

4- He wears a worn blue work-shirt, worn blue-jeans, 
a cap; under the cap is visible a handkerchief 
stained with dried blood. He is exhausted and 
now, pausing for breath as he turns and sees 
something OFF, a look of anger and irritation 
comes to his face: 

S ·-
TRAVER'S ANGLE - A SIGN 

Hammered into the mud of the bank it reads: 

PRIVATE GAME PRESERVE 

Trespass ers on this island 

will be prosecuted to the 

full ex ten t of the law. 

'i.Iffill.T 1> DlGI.E- - TRAVER 

(- He tugs the boat violently off on another angle 
and finishes drawing it ashore in the matted 
undergrowth of the island shore. 



2. 

7· - IvIED. SHOT - TRAVER 

"3 .-

He reaches to the starn seat of the boat and 
retrieves a battered clarinet case; tucking 
thisinto his lap he finally collapses on the 
bank{ shivers violently (from. cold, lack of 
food) and rests his head in his hands. 

CAMERA MOVES IN SLIGHTLY. Traver hears in 
memory the bark of dogs and faint SOUNDS of 
voices; he puts his hands over his ears and 
tries t o block them out. CAIvIERA Iv'IOVES IN 
FASTER: 

EXT. SECTION OF A FOREST - TRAVER - NIGHT 

Sounds of dogs and men's voices is loud and 
immediate, thecrash of their passage through 
the underbrush. "Which way'd that black bastard 
go?" "Look at the dogs! rJatch your dogs! They 
got the scent!" "Follow'em. That's it ll • 

"Keep going!lI 

~ , - The dogs' baying increases and sound of voices 
is nearby as Traver bursts into sight. He has 
been whipped by branches, his head bleeds from 
a cut and the blood waahes down his cheek. He 
is breathless, gaspingo He is dressed in a cheap 
tux coat, bow-tie and white shirt. All he carries 
is the cIarinet case o For a bIessed moment he 
Ieans against a tree, as the hunt swirls close, 
and regains his breathe 

EXT o AN ORCHARfr - ~Rf.VER - N~ 

10.- Sounds of the hunt are now fainter as Traver 
walks from BEHIND CM.1ERA, Iays the cIarinet case 
in the crotch of a tree and, eyes aIways alert, 
watchful, rips off the tux coat, the tie, the 
shirt and pulls on the worn bIue work-shirt. 

11. -
EXT. SWAMP BANK - TRAVER - NIGHT 

He creeps into foreground, surveys the four or 
five boats pulled up on the bank; only one has 
a motor and this he takes, pushes it down to 
the water and jumps in and pushes off OUT OF 
SHOT. 



CAMERA HOLDS~ sound of the motor choking and 
then starting and then roaring to life and 
turning away. 

13. -

Sound of motor fades away; water laps Quietly 
against the other boats, sends them bobbing up 
and down, up and down o 

Sound of gently lapping water and then -- sound 
of a loud shot .. 

CLOSE UP - MILLER - DAY 

J. 

The island gamekeeper, he aims and fires a second 
shot. 

12·-
ORIGINAL ANGLE - TRAVER ON ISLAND 

He takes hands from his ears, sound of shot still 
echoing. He gets slowly to his feet and turns to 
creep forward and look about. 

CUT TO~ 

-15 -
MILLER 

Lowers his rifle and walks forward to retrieve 
his game; over his shoulder is slung a heavy 
trap for sorne largish animal. 

-Iv -
TRAVER 

He draws back into underbrush, crouches Quietly. 

h, - MED o SHOT - MILLER 

He walks to foreground, .picks up a rabbit which 
still kicks with life. He holds it by the hind 
legs and dispatches it with a cutting blow from 
the side .of his palm to the back of its neck. 

At sorne sud den sound he looks up and off~ 

11,- MILLER I S ANGLE - A Y!ILD PIG 

It charges through the undergrowth -- followed 
by another. 



4. 

'1'8 ,- ORIGINAL ANGLE - f.'I ILLER 

He makes no move to aim his gun but throws it 
over his shoulder, and starts forward, CAMERA 
PANS DITH HIM and we see him start to mount a 
trail whioh leads upwards away from the shore. 

E*T o ISLAND CLE~i\JUWG-- I'/HLLER 

'n .- He ~, seleots a spot vvhere there are a few 
shrubs and prepares to seoure and set the heavy 

20 .-

trap slung on his shoulder . e ví Tú ', 
EVALYN'S CABIN - CLOSE SHOT KEROSENE LAEP -EXT. 

DAY 

Evalyn removes the ohimney, unsorews the wiok­
adjuster and fills base with kerosene. Evalyn is 
blonde, thirteen, unkempt. She wears a boy's 
T-shirt and sneakers. She has been orying. 

She sorews the top on the lamp , plaoes the ohimney, 
and oarries the lamp from the vrorkbenoh. 

21 .- NEr! ANGLE - EX.'Jh. WfAL1N' S CAiHr+ 

It is the smaller of the two oabins in view, the 
larger, whioh is I':IilleT's, stands about a hundred 
feet away. Evalyn enters the door of her oabin. 

Miller oomes into sight in b.g., and moves toward 
his oabin. 

?z.- IvIED. SHOT - EXT. IULLER' S CABIN 

2~ . -

Miller approaohes, pushes door open with his foot 
and enters. 

INT o rIIILLER' S CABIN 

as Uiller enters and, from long habit, lays hiS 
gun on t~o wooden pegs to one side of the door. 

Against one wall of this oabin is a threequarters­
size bed whioh is unmade ; several strings of well­
used deooys hang from the wall, along the top of 
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the wall is a shelf with canned-goods and a box 
of tools, boxes of shotgun shells and arnmunition, 
etc. Apart from a few dog-eared comics, magazines 
of the FIELD AND STREAM variety, the only book 
visible is a well-used Bible which rests on the 
second shelf of an apple-box improvised as a bed­
tableo The light, at night, is furnished by a 
Coleman gasoline lamp which hangs aboye the crude 
kitchen tableo A well-used banjo hangs on one 
wall. 

2~ . - Miller turns from placing his gun and is about to 
throw the rabbit to the kitchen table when he 
sees that the breakfast dishes have not yet been 
cleared. He curses Quietly to himself, kicks the 
kitchen chair aside and crosses to the improvised 
dry-sink and drainboard. He throws the rabbit to 
the drainboard and holds his hand aboye the wood­
burning stove, he presses his hands on the black 
greasy top and, as it is clearly cold, turns 
angrily and crosses to the cabin door. 

l~-,-

EXT. MILLER'S CABIN - MILLER 

As he leans in doorway and shouts off in irritation: 

MILLER 
Evvie! ••• Evvie! 

There is no answer and, muttering something to 
himself he strides off toward the other cabin. 

EXT .-E1f-k HN"' S CABIl'T - -HTfiL-Eft-

2.{' .- .a:-e 1\.e approaches, pushes open the door: 

2'1-·-

MILLER 
Evvie! ••. Get cracking. The breakfast 
dishes ain't even washed. 

INT. EV ALYN 'S CAB IN .- I·ULLER AT DO ORV! AY 

MILLER (cont'd : ) 
Vhat you been doing all day anyways .•• ? 

His voice trails away at what he sees inside. 



6. 

MILL~R'5 POIN'í' OF Vff*f - Hiff'. CABIM 

Evalyn kneels beside one of two single beds and 
has been staring at the sixty-five to seventy­
year-old man who lies dead there, his arm-and 
body twisted in sorne last arrested action. He 
has several days' growth of beard, wears patched 
pants, an open shirt. 

EVALYN 
Gramps is dead. 

22?,-Miller is affected for a moment, moves forward, 
looks. 

I'iIILLER 
Yeah? •. Finally went, eh. Poor old 
Pee-Vlee. 

(she rubs her hand over 
her eyes) 

Uell, look -- it comes -to everyone 
sooner or latero Sure. To me. 
To you. 

(takes her by the arm brusquely) 
Now stop the bawling. Get on over 
to my cabin and make me a woód fire. 
Stovers cold as a dog's nose. 

She rises and shuffles slowly out of the cabin. 
Miller picks up the half-emptied bottle of cheap 
whisky that sits on the shelf beside the bed, 
examines the empty, finger-printed jelly glass, 
looks at the dead man and shakes his head. 

zq.- He adjusts the dead man' s limbs in a more 
composed position, covers the face with the 
sheet, goes to the door and look.s back a momento 
Finally he shake~ h~s head again, grunts to 
himself, and goes. 

30 . -
EXT i SEOEE OF ISLAND - TRAVER 

Traver s~uats on a rocky outcropping, the crude 
weapon he has made by binding his pocket-knife to 
a heavy stick is poised above the surface of the 



water, tracking something beneath the water. 

He stabs the weapon down fasto 

7. 

34.- He draws the knife from the water, a live crab 
impaled on the blade. 

3~,- He pul ls the crab from the knife, l ays the weapon 
across his knees and chews and sucks ravenously 
at the meato Sorne sound makes him start, look 
behind and up: 

'33 -. TRAVER'S ANGLE - A LARGE BIRD 

It has left a dead tree and flies, now silent, 
through the quiet airo 

3~. - ANOTHER ANGLE - TRAVER 

He finishes the crab, drops its shell on top of a 
small pile of similar leavings and creeps back 
through undergrowth to where his boat lies, upside 
down, camouflaged with swamp grass. Miserably, 
with one more look to make sure he is not observed, 
he edges under the boat and, lying on his back, 
tries to make himself comfortable. 

He shivers uncontrollably. 
35'·-INT. MILLER'S CABIN - PAPER AND PITCH PINE IN GRATE 

Evalyn's hand brings a match to the paper and flames 
spring up with a crackle. She turns from the stove 
and gathers the dirty dishes from the table, places 
them in a chipped enamel dish-pan. 

3'-Miller sits on the chair, He removes his boots 
and pulls off his sweat-stiff socks. 

MILLER 
Here. Wash these while you're at it. 

She sets clean knives and forks on table, climbs 
on chair to grope for a can of hominy grits. 



M1LLER 
Tomorrow's Monday. Right? 

(turns; sQuints at calendar 
on wall; she reaohes preoari­
ously for oan) 

Right. Jaokson'll be by with the 
launoh. 1'11 send you into town 
with him. Thing to do is --

(the oan orashes to table and 
spills his drink) 

-- now look what you done! 

8. 

31.-He is on his feet dashing whisky off his pants, 
flioking whisky from his fingers; he gives her a 
whaok aoross the skull with his half-olenohed hand 
as she gets down frorn ohair. 

M1LLER 
Knuoklehead! 

3g,- Tears oloud her eyes as she retrieves the oan, rubs 
her head, moves to drainboard. 

Miller sUbsides, pours himself another drink. 

M1LLER 
(sits) 

Now, where was 1? Oh, yeso 
(sips drink) 

Thing to do is let the folks at the ohuroh 
know about you. Sure. You go see them -­
they'll straighten you away. 

(lights his pipe, oonsiders 
her through its smoke) 

Huh. A brat like you -- never been to 
sohool. Can't read. Caft't write. Grown 
up like a damn swamp rato 

(lifts glass, thinks for 
a rnoment of the dead man) 

He sure sopped this up. Yeah. 
(drinks) 

Old Pee-Wee! Many's the time 1 told him 
how 1 felt about the way he was bringing 
you up, that he should send you to school 
in town. He always said next week, next 
week. 

( laughs) 
Well, tornorrow's next week. 

" 



59·-

9 . 

She goes outside, hardlY having heard him, carrying 
the pan of dishes and his socks. He takes another 
drink. 

He crosses, holds the rabbit up by its hind feet 
and makes the first long cut down its stomach, 
preparatory to removing its entrails. 

EXT. MILLER 'S CABIN - EVENING 

Evalyn rubs socks energetically. She dumps out 
soapy water and puts in fresh water from a tap 
that climbs up side of building. 

She starts to rinse the socks. 

~o , -

41.-

INT. I.ULLER' S CABIN 

Miller hangs up the gutted, gleaming body of the 
skinned' rabbit; talcge angth9r drj ~ and stoops to 
put wood onthe fire. . 

There is no wood left in the box. He shakes his 
head, long-suffering at Evalyn's sloppiness, and 
turns and goes outside. 

EXT. MILLER'S CABIN 

Miller removes his pipe, stretches his back muscles, 
luxuriating in the sensation of relaxation, the ,drink. 

HILLER 
Your fire's about to die. Needs fuel. 

He moves past Evalyn who squeezes water from the 
socks; leans doy,¡n over one of half-a-dozen chicken 
nests nailed to the side of the cabin. 

'MILLER (con'd.) 
As for me, I ' got my mouth all set for a 
plate of ham, eggs and grits. 

<12 .- CLOSER SHOT - NILLER 

He bends over the nests, and takes one egg from one 
nest, three from another~ 



MILLER 
(fondling them) 

Nice, fresh white eggs. 

10. 

He slams the nests shut and straightens up to stare 
off, smoke rising from his pipe, eyes suddenly 
contemplative: 

~3.-ANGLE WIDENS TO 1NCLUDE Evalyn. 

y<¡. -

She stands on tip-toes to hang his socks on the 
lineo Her thin T-shirt, now drawn tight across her 
front, reveals two sharp-tipped buds of breasts~ 
Miller , in b.g., takes his pipe from his mouth. 

M1LLER 
Pee-~ee'd only held on a little 
longer he'd have seen you a woman, 
Evvie. 

(approaches, inspects her) 
Yes, sir~ A real woman. 

Evalyn has paid no attention to him and turns to lean 
over pile of fresh-cut wood and begins to heap sorne 
in her arme 

M1LLER 
(gallant) 

Here. Yóu take the eggs -- 1'11 tote 
the wood. 

But she ignores him, still angry, and moves toward 
cabin. 

Miller watches her, appreciating her movement, as she 
does so; watches her enter cabin, then follows. 

1NT. M1LLER'S CAB1N, EVEN1NG 

Evalyn crosses and puts wood in the stove while T:liller 
places eggs on drainboard and pumps and lights the 
Coleman lampo During this operation he keeps his eyes 
on her, ~e!lupts hia sta ~bag G~ly ~9 ~ each abaentlr 
d9WR and tab-e a drj nk of lfLh.i.s-lQr. 
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MILLER 
How old you, anyways? 

EVALYN 
Used to knovv. Tha t VIaS \vhen Ma was 
alive. Before Gramps brought me out here. 

She puts frying pan on stove, spoons tinned butter 
into pan .. 

4S ·- Miller adjusts lamp's volume, moves up and down 
thoughtfully, finally half-sits on edge of tablee 

MILLER 
Here. Come here. 

(obediently, she turns from 
frying-pan, crosses) 

Tell the age of a horse by its teeth. 
y ou knovv tha t? 

(she shakes her head; he 
nods, latrghing) 

Yeah~ But with a hog or woman what 
counts is weight. 

Dith an assumed detached, scientific interest, he 
holds up her arm and palpates it; here, there. 

MILLER 
You're fleshed out, at thatp 

(looks down at her legs, lifts 
the hem of her skirt) 

Let's have your leg .. 

She lifts it, automatically obedient, glances touard 
melting butter as he feels her calf, her knee, the 
thigh .. 

~b- She pulls her skirt a bit higher to accommodate him. 
He glances at her quickly to see if there is any 
deliberateness in the acto There is noto She, too, is 
curious to know how old she is; then something more 
important catches her attention. She looks off to 
where the butter sizzles loudly in the pan. 

EVALYN 
(alarmed) 

Ittll burn! 
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Miller drops her leg but holds her skirt, looks at 
her t wo legs as they stand straight and olose t og e ther. 

She pulls away and salvages the butter; ~e aga1~ 
J;..e.a c he 1; f Gl? ];;¡j S !~ J?ink. 

Y7.-He paoes up and down ·a.í'ter- th@ dr i-nk, wrestling wi th 
his own desire. 

MILLER 
(almost to himself) 

Ain't healthy for a kid to pass a night 
alone with a dead persono 

( turns) 
You'd better sleep here tonight. 

(starts for door) 
l' 11 go get your ·oot. 

He pauses, or osses, takes her ohin in his hands and 
examines her faoe. 

MILLER 
(disgusted) 

And ·wash yóur faoe and hands. Your k ne e s, 
too. Yeah.And brush your hair. 

(grunts, lets go of her ohin) 
Way Pé e- Wee let you run around's a orying 
shame. 

He ta-1feS dI'UIR: , starts for door. 

EVALYN 
Your dinner -- ? 

MILLER 
(hoarsely) 

Go do what 1 saya 
(nods outside) 

Go on. 

She plaoes the pan to one side and he, oonfused, ~effleo 
~ek tó table aftd peura anet~~±nk -- and watohes 
her go. 
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<¡g .- Suddenly, he notices tha t the skinned rabbi t, red and 
raw, drips blood onto magazines below where it is hung. 

He takes a big plate and, crossing, places it so as to 
catch the dripping bloodo 

49 -EXT. l'HLLER' S CABIN - EV ALYN 

She finishes washing her face, dries it, her hands and 
knees, picks up her comb and runs it through her hair. 
But the comb is old, broken, gap-toothed; it leaves 
her hair in widely-separated swatches, better·ordered 
but still far from being combedo 

She examines her reflection in the scrap of mirror that 
Miller uses to shave in, shrugs, puts comb back where 
she got it and goes inside. 

:)0 ,-
INT. IVIILLER' S CABIN - MILLER, EVA LYN 

as Eva1yn enters, conscious of her appearance. Mil1er 
glances at her, grunts, indicates chair~ 

MILLER 
Sit down. Here. 

(she crosses and sits as 
he takes his own comb from 
toilet artic1es) 

You look better, 1'11 say that. Thing 
is you just don't know how. 

(slaps dandruff out of his 
comb on his pants, starts 
to comb her hair) 

Yout11 have to 1earn. Take a bath every 
dayo Out here itts okay to go around a1l 
ratty and rump1ed. In town those kids'll 
make fun of you. Know what 1 mean? 

(finishes combing her hair, 
secures it behind her head 
with an e1astic band) 

There! Now look at yourself. Go on! 

51- He steps back, not without a certain pride in her 
appearance and she, slow1y, crosses and 100ks at 
herself in the mirror. 

For the first time she sees herse1f, hair combed and 
neat, face shining -- beginning to bud out. 

52-He crosses behind her, smooths her hair, leans down 
and kisses her on the neck. She reacts in sudden 
bewilderment, almost paralyzed as she stares at him. 



MILLER 
(laughing) 

What's wrong? Tickle? 

lJ-A. 

Still laughing he stoops, sweeps her up in his arms 
and starts to carry her toward bed. 

55-B*S? rnLLElt'S CABIN - THROUGH WINDOW 

lVIiller ' enters FRAME, Evalyn in his arms, looking down 
at her, laughing, reassuring her. 

He moves away from window towards his bed and CABERA 
FANS TO HOLD on where shaft of light comes from the 
half-open door. 

IV e hear Miller's laughter, his voice~ IiNothing to be 
afraid of." And then his exclamation as she jumps up, 
evades him. 

She runs out of cabin and turns ~Q closes door, 
b"r'ea thIñg hard. --

HfT o J.1ILLBR I S CAB!N 

Sy~He lookstoward door, keeping his eyes off, steps to 
table, finishes drink at a gulp and strides to door, 
pulls it open and goes outside after her ~ 

5S .­

I1ULLER 
Evvie! Evvie! 

FULL SHOT - EVALYN'S CABIN FoGo, MILLER'S BoG. 

Evalyn moves quickly into her cabin, closes the door 
at her back as Miller is seen coming from his cabin 
behind her. 

He moves easily up to her cabin, pushes door open: 56,-
MILLER'S ANGLE - EVALYN 

She stands at table, just "lighting the lamp, looks off 
at Miller, shrinking back. 

S7,- EVALYN' S ANGLE - MILLER 

He stands on the threshold, staring at her; suddenly 
laughs~ 

MILLER 
vVant to keep the old man company tonight, 
eh? VI ell -- tha t' s all righ t wi th me o 

See you in the morning. 

He pushes away and leaves the doorway empty. 
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Si - EVALYN 

She finishes lighting the lamp, replaces chimney, 
adjusts wick, and becomes conscious of her under-shirt, 
which, during her encounter with lliller has broken a 
strap which hangs down on her shoulder. 

59- Irritably, she Crosses to mirror and pins this back in 
place, catohes sight of herself in the mirror, and, 
angrily, rumples up her freshly-combed hair, rips off 
the elastio band and throws it aside. 

'O~Then her eyes catoh the "body of her grandfather off 
and she picks up"mirror, orosses slowly, and sets it 
down at his head. 

She orouches down and, for a moment, regards his 
oovered face with fear and fascination. Over Shot 
we hear the sound of Miller's banjo as his fingers 
strike the opening ohords of "My Love is Like a Rose". 
The sound of his playing and singing is a usual one to 
Evalyn and she pays it no attention but leans forward 
and gently lifts the sheet from the dead man's face. 

6/,- She regards this for several seconds, eyes v/ide and 
interested, then, just as gently she replaoes the sheet 
and rises, remembers that she has be en placing boots 
sn Pee-Wee's feet and orosses to foot of bed where she 
leans over to make laces tight. Miller's Voice is 
heard O.S. singing the words of the old song but she 
pays no attention until, straightening up, moving to 
window, some distant aroma strikes her nostrils. 

She sniffs it hungrily~ 
b( -

INT. MILLER'S CABIN - FRYING SLICE OF HAM. 

ANGLE WIDENS TO REVEAL Miller, seated on the table, 
strumming, singing, as his dinner cooks. 

&.5 -
EXT. EVALYN'S DOOR - EVALYN 

As she comes to door, smells eostatically, is tempted 
but, with an angry expréssion turns back into oabin 
and orosses to breadbox. CAMERA ENTERING as she finds 
several" slioes of bread, takes all but one, takes a 
jar of honey and crosses to tableo 

She scrapes bottom of honey-jar to cover one slioe of 
bread and sinks into straight-backed chair, eyes off 
on her grandfather. As Millér's Voioe continues O.S., 
she eats slowly, with relisha 

DISSOLVE TO: 
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64. EXT. TRES PALOS. DAY. 

65. 

FULL SHOT 

Jackson's boat, powered by an ancient fifty-horse 
Johnson outboard motor (with remote control), lays at 
the wharf; Jackson has just hoisted a carton packed 
with supplies to the wharf: now gets out of the boat, 
and picks the carton up. 

CUT TO: 

MEDIUM SHOT - TRAVER 
Half hidden in the undergrowth, his back to CAMERA, we 
see Traver, who, a good distance away, keeps a watchful 
frightened eye on Jackson's landing. 

66. FULL SHOT JACKSON 

He lifts carton to shoulder and proceeds away from 
wharf, We see that hanging to his belt at back, 
customary part of his dress, is a sheath-knife. 

67. MEDIUM SHOT - TRAVER 

Facing CM,iERA now. As he realizes tha t Jackson is 
walking towards him, he leaves his observation post. 
Creeping through the bushes, he is soon lost to sight. 

68. MEDIUH SHOT 

Almost crawling, he arrives at the place where he has 
hidden his boato Alongside is tne primitive weapon 
with which we have seen him spearing crabs. Instincti­
vely, he takes it in his right hand. He listens warily 
for the approach of the boatman. He hears nothing. 
Reassured, he lays the weapon beside him. His head is 
still bandaged. He feels the wound and tears the 
bandage off. The dry blood, sticking to his hair, has 
formed a protective scab. Traver throws down the 
bandage and, sQuatting, rests his arms on his knees. 
His head on his arms, he assumes a pensive, absent airo 

69. EXT. REVOLCADERO. DAY. 

Jackson is seen approaching, begins to climb the slope 
between the beach and the wooded hillside. 

CUT TO: 
\ 

'\ 



7ó ,-

15. 

EX'±'. A 8I.IAIJIJ V!HARF A-1' 3HilltE ~ 

kson's boat, powered by an ancient fifty-horse 
John outboard motor (with remote control) at 
the whar, ackson has just hoisted a c packed 
with supplies o the wharf; now ge out of the boat, 
picks the carton and star the wharf. 

EXT. A PATH 

He pafrses and proceeds away 
from rf. We see that, hanging to belt at back, 

omary part of his dress, is . a sheath-kn 

EXT. SECTI ON OF ISLAND - IvIILLER - DAY 

He is finishing the digging of a grave. He heaves the 
last few shovels of dirt to the pile beside the hole, 
throws up the shovel and jumps out himself. 

He brushes off the dirt that clings to his trousers 
and shirt and, with a look of satisfaction at his 
handiwork, starts off down toward the cabin. 

f 1-- EXT. MILLER' S CABIN - JACKSON 

He comes into clearing, stops, yells: 

JACKSON 
Hap! Oh, Hap! 

(yells off to 
other cabin) 

Pee-Viee! Hey there, Pee-rJee! 

He waits for an answer, but receives none and proceeds 
to rus tic table where he sets carton down and, taking 
out a soiled handkerchief to wipe his face, crosses to 
cabin door and looks inside; he sees no one is there 
and, wiping his face, looks off: 

JACKSON 
Hi there, kid. 

'lf¿'- HIS ANGLE - EVALYN 

She has come from her cabin; she wears a soiled gingham 
dress, unfastened boy's boots, and is just putting on 
an ancient overcoat, a little too small for her. 



JACKSON'S VOICE (o.so) 
Where's Mr. Uiller? 

Evalyn gestures up and offo 

l3.- 0RIGINAL ANGLE - JACKSON 

16. 

He nods, grunts and takes a seat at the rustic table as 
Miller appears around corner of cabin. 

JACKSON 
Oh, Hi. Just asking for you. 

MILLER 
How about a drink? 

JACKSON 
Nothing hard. But I'd sure appreciate a 
dope -- you got one ain't being used. 

Miller nods and goes into cabin from where his voice 
comes o.s.: 

MILLER 
What's new from the mainland? 

JACKSON 
Mr. Hargreave wants you to come back 
to town with me is all. 

f4 .- Miller appears at doorway, two coca-colas in his hand. 

MILLER 
Y~ah? 

JACKSON 
Had a meeting of the club board other night. 
Finally decided to build the clubhouse out 
here. 

(Miller removes coke top with 
eye-teeth, his eyes widening: 
'don't say?') 

" 



JACKSON (cont'd) 
Goin' to start next month. Surveyors 
and architect (archeetect) coming first. 

(receives coke) 
Thanks. They got me contracted to bring 
'em out, keep the carpenters and all 
supplied when they start ••.••• Hell, you 
know sorne nigger carne close te beating 
me out of the contract? Yeah. Claims 
hels got a boat with twin thirty-fives. 
Said he'd'do it cheaper. Hell, 1 told 
Hargreave, you give me the job ann 1 1 11 
get me twin fifties and, you know, can't 
depend on no nigger~ So we shook on it. 

(lifts coke) 
Luck. 

fS.-Miller responds wi th a líft of his bottle; they both 
drinko 

JACKSON 
(sighs) 

1 needed that. 

lVIILLER 
Me, too. 

(sets down bottle, starts 
to unbutton shirt) 

Finally going to bUild, eh? Beeñ talking 
about it since before 1 got here. Well, 
that'll be nice, real nice. Going to 
build me a room. Butane. Hot running 
water~ Be like living in a hotel. 

(goes into'cabin) 
Visit me next year, Promise you sorne 
hunting and a hot bath. 

~,- Jackson grunts, finished his coke, head thrown back, 
adamns apple bobbing. 

MILLER'S VOICE (o.s.) 
Old Pee-Dee finally kicked off. 

JACKSON 
Noticed he wasn't around. 

(belches) 
Vlha t got him? 



~}~Miller emerges buttoning clean shirt, a new 
windbreaker on his arm, town cáp on his head. 
He makes a gesture of drinking. 

l\7IILLER 
White mule. Age, too. He was over 
sixty-five, pushing seventy. You'll 
have to help me with the burial. 

(drops windbreaker on table, 
hurriedly stuffs shirt in 
pants) 

Mr. Hargreave says come to town 1 got 
to 'come to town'. Ve ain't got 
much time. Come on. 

He grabs windbreaker, starts to put it on as Jackson 
rises and follows. 

DISSOLVE TO: 

EXT. EVALYN'S CABIN 

Evalyn comes outside, a string-bag with all her 
possessions in her hand; she watches them approach 
and go inside. 

A muffled sound of voices from inside and in a moment 
Miller backs out. He holds tight to one end of the 
stained and tattered piece of canvas that he has used 
to devise a combination shroud and coffin. 

Grunting with effort, Jackson brings the other end : 

JACKSON 
No mother. No father. What're you 
going to do with the kid here? 

MILLER 
Figure thatts up to Mr. Hargreave. Going 
to put it to him today. 

JACKSON 
(pauses, takes another 
grip) 

Never knew alcohol weighed so heavy. 
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They move away from the oabin and up toward where 
the grave has oeen dug, bending under their load. 
Evalyn follows. 

EXT. ISLAND PATH 

Traver emerges from the shelter of Sorne shrubbery, 
holding the knife stiok in his hand. He looks up 
and down the path and starts aoross, as he enters 
shrubbery on othet side there is a sudden oliok and 
jerk at his stiok. He looks down; startled. 

<?D CLOSE SHOT - A SMALL TRAP 

Anohored to a stake it has been sprung by the stiok 
whioh it has failed to oatoh. 

~l,- TRAVER 

Looks around, nervous: 

He starts off. 
32. -

TRAVER (to himSelf) 
Manl Real friendly folk. Real friendly. 

EXT. THE GRAVE - DIRT FALLS ON CANVAS 

ANGLE DIDENS TO INCLUDE Miller, shovelling dirt into 
the hole, Evalyn and Jaokson standing to one side, 
watching. Both men have their hats on and both are 
sweating from the olimb up the hi1l. 

Eva1yn steps forward and taps Miller on the forearm; 
he 100ks dovn at her and sees that she proffers a 
battered-looking Bib1e. 

MILLER 
(gui1tily) 

Oh, yeah. 

He takes the Bib1e, removes his hat and tucks the 
shove1's hand1e under his armo 
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i?3~CLOSE UP - MILLER 

He thumbs through Bible awkwardly; coughs, embarrassed. 

i<.¡ , - CLOSE UP - EVALYN 

She watches, expectant. 

-gs ·-FULL SHOT - GROUP 

MILLER 
Look, -- this here's the Bible. It 
doesn't have the burial service. 
You understand? 

(she makes no response) 
1'11 tell the coroner, see? He'll 
get a preacher out here and do the 
whole thing proper. Okay? 

(he hands her back the Bible) 
Okay? 

Finally, she nods, accepts the Bible. 

Miller sighs, exchanges a look with Jackson, puts back 
his hat (as does Jackson) and throws on the last of 
the dirt. 

Then he and Jackson move around, stamping down the 
earth and finally, everything to their satisfaction, 
stand back, Miller wiping his face with his handker-
chief. 

Jackson nudges Miller to look down at Evalyn. 

-&6 - THEIR ANGLE - EVALYN 

She is on her hands and knees and is carefully putting 
in place at head of grave the half-empty bottle of 
whisky from which her grandfather took his last swallow. 

MILL1'R'S VOICE (o.s.) 
What's that for? 

..g f .- THREE SHOT - THE GROUP 

Evalyn doesn't even look up as she answers: 



EVALYN 
He likes ita 

21. 

lVII LL ER 
None of that. Go on, take it out. Got 
to learn to respect the dead. Besides-­

Ca glance at Jackson) 
--it's a waste of bad whisky. 

They both grin and Evalyn, who has received his order 
with interested eyes, removes the bottle, pats dirt 
back in the holeo 

Miller hikes shovel over his shoulder: 

MILLER 
Chumoring 

Next vveek l' 11 
and put it up. 
name, anyways? 

EVALYN 

her) 
make a marker, real pretty, 

Y!hat vms Pee-Y/ ee' s full 

Clinton Ignatius Stroud. 

MILLER 
Clinton Ignatius? Okay. 

Cturns to start off) 
Next week. 

Evalyn pauses for a moment to regard the grave, then 
starts after him. 

--68 -THREE SHOT MOVING CANIERA 

Miller and Jackson stride down the trail; Evalyn runs 
to keep at Miller's elbow. Finally, he becomes aware 
of her. Looks at her a couple of times, at the string 
bago 

MILLER 
Dhat you sticking so close for? How come 
you're all dressed up? Got that bag? 

EVALYN 
1 got to go back to town with lir. Jackson. 
You said. 

MILLER 
You got no place to stay in town. 

EVALYN 
You said yesterday 1 was going. 

MILLER 
(irascible) 

So? Now 1 say you aren't. 



EVALYN 
Vlhy not? 

MILLER 

22. 

Because I say so. Now stop bothering me. 

Y9- He continues down path with Jackson; she stops, hurls 
bag furiously to one side. 

JACKSON 
(glances back) 

How come you treat her that way? 

MILLER (sore) 
Look, do 1 have to give written 
explanations for everything? I've 
changed my mind. That's all. 

They walk on in silence. 

90'- EVALYN AND GRAVE 

91- -

She walks back to grave, looks down at it, angrily kioks 
at the fresh dirt, turns and picks up the bag, the 
bottle, and starts off. 

EXT. LONG SHOT - THE TV!O CABINS 

Evalyn's cabin is closer, the door swinging open; 
Miller slams shut the door of his cabin and moves away 
after Jackson toward wharf and boato 

As they both disappear from sight Traver's head and 
shoulders appear in f.g., partially concealed by 
bushes. 

q2 - CLOSE SHOT - TRAVER 

As he surveys the tranquil scene. 

Q3,- TRAVER I S ANGLE - THE TVJO CABINS 

Both doors wide open; chickens pecking in the yard. 
Traver moves quietly, quickly INTO SHOT; CA~ffiRA FANS 
SLIGHTLY as he moves to quick shelter behind Evalyn's 
cabin; he holds in his hand the crude weapon he has 
made with his pocket-knife. 
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q~ , -CLOSER SHOT - CABlN & TRAVER 

Slowly, back against the cabin, Traver edges to open 
window; Quietly (as taught to G.l.'s) he slowly moves 
his head till he can see inside. 

He surveys cabin thoroughly and then moves around to 
front; again surveys yard; takes two long steps and is 
inside. 

qS .-
INT. EVALYN'S CABIN - TRAVER 

He sees the table is empty, runs to shelf, grabs bread­
box, finds a dried crust v'lhich he gnaws ravenously as 
he searches frantically along shelves -- finds honey­
jar, pulls it down, finds it is scraped empty. He 
throws it aside angrily -- looks under bed -- in 

qb~ 

closet. 

EXT. TRAIL NEAR CABIN - EVALYN 

She walks down from the burial place aboye; she swings 
the bottle over and over to the full ' extent of her arm 
then, seeing a rook nearby she stops, swings bottle 
once more and lets it go. It crashes against the rock. 

Bf9:1-¡- EV1\:LYN'S CABffi~ 

hears the sound and freezes. Then, frantic, h~ 
tur and plunges out the door, acrosS the clearin 
to disa ar into the undergrowth. 

For a moment is empty. 

Evalyn comes into doo y; unbuttons nd takes off her 
overcoat. Humming to he cks up a large 
jar, a basket, a bee-smoker ace veil ; and starts 
to leave. 

Her foot kicks the hone ' -jar that 
floor. She picks 
replaces it on sh 

EXT. WHARF 

ver threw on the 
it, 

The mo or-boat turns, moves away fr om the wharf; 
Mille and Jackson talk in t he cockpit. 
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10~ -
EXT. A BEE-HIVE 

ANGLE ViIDENS TO REVEAL tha t i t is one of half-a-doz en 
which stand in the sunshine before a grove of tr ees. 
SOUND: hum of bees as they come and go. 

Evalyn walks INTO SHOT, adjusts her face veil, testing 
the smoker. 

4oS~ She goes about the business of smoking the bees, 
removing the top of the hive, taking out a comb heavy 
with honey, placing it in the jaro 

10G .-The bees hum and fly about her face and arms but she 
pays them no he ed • 

.-fOt.- Several bees crawl drugged across the back of her 
hands. She brushes them away, affectionately : 

EVALYN 
(smiles as one persists) 

Dopies! 

She replaces top on hive and goes on to next hive. 

10g, - MED. SHOT - LAST HIVE 

Evalyn places the t op on the hive; no sound is heard 
but the steady humming of the creatures inside. 

She picks up her' j :<.r, n ow filled wi th comb, and turns 

away. 

~o~ ,- CAMERA MOVES IN ON HIVZ ENTRANCE as the bees c ome a r..G. 

11 0,-
go. 

EXT. AN ISLAND IJ'RAIL - EVALYN 

She comes dovm trail TOWARD CAMERA carrying the j ar 
and bee eQuipment. Shc i s car efr ee and hummi ng t o 
herself, stop~ing to examine t he honey in j ar, holdinS 
it up to the light s o that t he sun shines t hr ough it; 
satisfied with he r mor ning ' s work. 

Suddenly she stops , l ooks down a t path • 

. :SVA~ ' S-A.-N~ ' FOOT"PR I NTS ON PATH 

~cat a cr oa s pa~ond disappear i~ 

" 
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111, CLOSE SHOT 

112. 

Trayer's b100d-stained handkerchief. Eya1yn's hand 
picks it up. CAI.ffiRA fo11ows hand ti11 gir1's face is 
framed. ' She 100ks puzz1ec1 at kerchief. Thinking for 
a moment, she starts wa1king whi1e examining kerchief 
which is of fine si1k. DOLLY with her as she passes 
among treeso She stops again and 1ays down the objects 
she had been carrying. Again looking at the handker­
chief, she strokes the si1k, surprised at its softness. 
A hand, fo11owed by an arm comes out from behind one 
of the trees and is c1apped firm1y oyer her mouth. 

TRAVER 
Don' t ye11! 

( lo o ks d own a t he r 
start1ed eyes) 

No ye11ing or 1'11 cut out your heart 
and feed it to the fishes. 

(he relaxes his grip a bit) 
Okay? 

(she stares up at him, nods; 
and he, slowly, relaxes his 
hand from her mouth) 

No need to be scared. Like, 1 mean, 1 
ain't bad. 1 won't hurt you none. Get it? 

(she nods, staring with wide, 
interested eyes) 

Guess you're thinking how come he's 
here on this here is1and? Wel1, 1 was 
out fishing an' 1ike, 1 run out of gas. 
Look at hereo 

He holds out his hands. 

CLOSE SHOT - HER JINGLE - HANDS 

Stripped of skin, raw and blistered. 

TRAVER'S V01CE (o. s.) 
Man, 1 had to row here. 
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113'- ORIGINAL ANGLE - THE TVfO 

Traver 100ks at his hands, surprised himse1f. 

TRAVER 
(surprised himse1f) 

Long time since 1 saw 'em 1ike that. 
Chopping cotton. 

( quick1y) 
Your mammy and pappy 1ive here? 

EVALYN 
They're dead. 

TRAVER 
V/ho e1se is here then? 1 mean, who 
takes care of this here hunting pre­
serve, private, keep off? 

EVALYN 
Gramps and Mi11er. No, Gramps is dead. 
Just Hi11er. 

TRAVER 
Where' s he a t? 

EVALYN 
He went to town. 

TRAVER 
Just you then? 

EVALYN 
Just me. 

11 y - Traver, for the first time, re1axes a 1i tt1e. 

TRAVER 
Look, chi1d, 1'm so hungty 
the tai1 of a dead skunk. 
anything 1 cou1d put in an 

1 cou1d ea t 
You got 
empty stomach? 

She glances down at jar of honey, then at him, shakes 
her head. 

TRAVER 
Give me that honey. 

EVALYN 
N o • 1 t I S Hr. f':I i 11 e r I s • 
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She steps back, determined. 

TRAVER 
Give it to me, child. 

H_- -He reaches for the jar but she turns away and he ends 
up with a handful of her dress -- but this, of a sudden, 
interests him. 

TRAVER 
~hat's this here! 

EVALYN 
Nothing. It's mine I 

He pulls "an apple from her poc~et and, not waiting for 
anything, begins to devour it, core and all. 

EVALYN (furious) 
Thief! 

She starts away. 

11 b - He looks after her, chewing, 

TRAVER 
(starts after her) 

Now look here, girl - don't go getting 
amad on. 

(she continues away) 
Come back here. 

(reaches into his pocket, 
. pulls out a coin) 

Here. H€re's a dime for you. 

111~She pauses, looks back at him. 

EVi!.LYN 
Don't want anything from you. 

~1~- He reaches out and places it on a log beside the path; 
it shines brightly in the sun. 

119,- Slowly tempted, Evalyn comes back, picks it up, drops 
it in her pocket. 

TRAVER 
That wasn't abad price for an old apple 
now, was it? 

She looks at him but says nothing; she turns and walks 
up the path. 

He, chewing up last of apple, follows her. 

DISSOLVE TO: 
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INT. MILLER'S CABIN - PLATE OF HAM AND EGGS 

Traver' s hand rubs a piece of bread around in the las -~ 
of i t and, as CAlvIERA PULLS BACK, washes i t down wi th 
the last big swallow from a cup of coffee • 

. '21,~ Evalyn sits across from him, entranced V'Tith his 
appetite. He wipes his mouth with the back of his 
hand. 

TRAVER 
(pats his stomach) 

Ahhh! Now -- only one thing missing. 

She looks at him a moment, then rises, gets a crude 
ash-tray on which is one of v.Iiller' s half-smoked 
cigars. 

J2Z.- Traver smiles at her as he takes it. 

TRAVER 
Girl, you can read rny rnind. 

He picks it up,blows it free of ash, and leans back 
to light it but, at this rnoment, hears sorne sound from 
outside and springs to his feet, strides to door-and 
peeks out. 

~ 2.3.-- TRAVER' S ANGLE - A RACCOON 

It scurries from woodpile into the bushes. 

~ ¿ lJ - NEY! ANG LE - TRAVER & EVALYN 

Traver relaxes. 

TRAVER 
Just an old daddy coon. 

Smiles, lights another match and puffs on cigar. 

TRAVER 
Jumpy, you know. This Hiller man he 
might not like for me to be here eating 
his food, smoking his cigar. 

He sits and leans back again. 



TRAVER (con' t.) 
( curious) 

1 don't frighten you none. How come? 

EVALYN 

29. 

You're just like Jeb. He helped Gramps 
here before Miller carne. 

(smiles, for the first 
time happily) 

He made me windmills. They worked. 

· TRAVER 
Windmills, huh? Well, 1 don't dig that 
kind of gismo but 1 can tell you, girl, 
you just look like the angel of merey to 
old Traver 

(puffs) 
The bright golden angel of merey. Yes, sir. 

12.5·- Evalyn mouths the words to herself: "angel of merey", 
trying them out. 

i2,- He gets up and steps to door again and glances quickly 
about. 

EVALYN 
1 told you; there's no one here. 

TRAVER 
You told me all right -- but can't never 
tell when someone's going to ~ here. 

EVALYN 
Duck season there's members. They put 
tents down · on the flato 

(remlniscently) 
They tip good. Óne, a lawyer, give me fiv e 
dollars to buy me a dress. 

TRAVER 
(mock surprise) 

Five bucks! Man! 

EVALYN 
He shot his limit tcro days in a row. He 
give Gramps ten. 
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TRAVER 
Ten! Hey now, hold up there. You're 
spinning me one. 

EVALYN 
No. l gave it to Gramps tó buy me a 
chrome pistol. Twenty-two. He carne 
home drunk. Said he couldn't find it. 

121·- Traver watches her a moment, compassionately, then 
lets his eyes stray speculatively about the cabin; 
suddenly gets to his feet. 

TRAVER 
But l got to get my tail off this island. 
l mean like five minutes ago. Where's this 
Miller man keep his gas? 

( at her look) 
Gasoline, girl. For my motor. 

She points OFF. He looks where she indicates: 

J¿g.- THElR ANGLE - GASOLlNE CAN 

A five-gallon can, it stands under a shelf. 

EVALYN'S VOlCE (o~s.) 
He uses it to fill his lampo 

12(1,- EVALYN AND TRAVER 

He crosses, lifts it, swishes it to find out it is 
almost full; then he reaches up and takes several 
cans of sardines, a car t on of crackers. 

EVALYN 
(ris i ng) 

Ylhat you t a.king? 

óJRAVER 
Getting me to ea t, girl. 

EVA LYlJ 
lt's Mr. Miller's. You got no right. 

TRAVER 
He won't even miss 'eme 
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He crosses, takes ancient shotgun down from its pegs, 
takes shell from nearby box, loads the gun, hefts it, 
smiles. 

TRAVER 
Long time since l had one of these. 
Used to go hunting possum. 

EVALYN 
You leave it be. 

TRAVER 
lId like too But l canlt. Just plain 
canlt. Anyone comes after me '-- l got 
to have this to fight 'em off. 

He reaches up for handful of shells and pours them 
into his pocket. 

'7i th sudd en de termina ti on Eva lyn jumps f orvrard and tr ies 
to wrest the shotgun from him. 

EVALYN 
Give it to me! Give it to me! 

Just as determinedly, Traver pulls it, inexorably, 
beyond her reach. 

Suddenly, the gun goes off. Dazed, they both look off: 

1':)0,~ THElR ANGLE - THE SKlNNED RABBlT 

lt sways from the impact of the charge; one shattered 
leg hangs loose. 

TRAVER'S VOleE (o.s.) 
Man! 

13/- TRAVER & EVALYN 

TRAVER 
ge got ourselves a rabbit. 

(amused) 
Thatls real togetherness. 

He pushes her firmly away from gun. She stands, 
stares at him. 
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EVALYN 
(scornfully) 

Angel of merey! 

TRAVER ' 
You are, honey. You are, 

(shudders) 
If you knew the trouble I've seen these 
last days. You'd know 1 meant it when 
1 called you that. 

EVALYN 
You still got no right to steal. Mr. 
Miller he's going to be real mad at youl 

1~2 - This causes Traver to pause; he lookp down a t the 
shotgun, at the gasoline can in his hand. 

TRAVER 
That's right. He will, won't he. 

(comes to a decision, sets 
down can, and reaches into 
his pocket) 

Tell you what. This here gun is old, 
like 1 mean, real old. 1 could buy me 
a good one for twenty-five dollars -­
but seein' as it's you --

(he grins) 
-- 1'm going to give you this twenty. 
That should cover'the gas and the rest 
of the truck,·too. 

(quickly, an after thought) 
Ain't got a revolver has he? 
That'd be even better. 

EVALYN 
No. shotgun and rifle's all. 

Evalyn picks up the twenty-dollar bill and turns it 
over, examines it with wide-eyed interest. 

TRAVER 
Okay, then? 

EVALYN 
Okay. 

He goes out the door, smiling back at her, leaves. 

1NT. M1LLER'S CABIN - EVALYN 

13~ -Eyes still on the bill snp. turns slowly back inside, 
crosses to the drainboard and reluctantly'places , the 
bill under the big box of kitchen matches. 
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EXT. SHORE OF ISLAND - TRáVER & BOAT 

He finishes filling the outboard from the can of 
gasoline, screws on the top of the motor and places can 
in bottom of boat o 

He crosses back to the bow and, with one hand, begins 
to rock the boat back across the mud and grass to 
deeper water; the cans in his shirt front bother him 
and he removes them, tosses them into bottom of boat o 
with carton of crackers. He then tosses the shotgun, 
barrel first, into bottom of boato 

There is a shattering explosion as the shotgun goes off. 

EXT. EVALYN'S CABIN - EVALYN 

She has paused in midst of washing dishes outside 
cabin; she runs forward, cups her hands and shouts off 
angrily: 

EVALYN 
No huntinG allowed! 

She waits for a reply, but gets none. 

EXT. SHORE OF ISLAND _. TRAVER 

He stares at bottom of boato 

(5'{- - TRAVER' S ANGLE - BOAT BOTTOM 

Water gushes through a large, ragged hole on the 
plywood. 

ts'l? ,- TRA VER 

Almost amused. 

TRAVER 
Traver, if you aren't God's own fool. 
Yes, sir, God's Own fool! 

He bends down and starts to haul the boat laboriously 
hack to dry landa 
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13q ·- ANOTHER ANGLE - TRAVER AND BOAT 

1~()·-

Disgusted, he drops boat back to the shore, thinks a 
moment, then picks up the shotgun, reloads it, and 
starts off in long impatient strides. 

EXT. EVALYN' S CABIN - A CRUDE OUTDOOR ,sHO\"!ER 

Evalyn stands, half-covered by the wooden partition 
which half-encloses the shower; water pours down from 
the rusty showerhead. 

Her hair is tied behind her head, she soaps herself, 
rinses herself. 

TRAVER'S VOICE (o.s.) 
Hey, you, child. 

She stops, looking off: 

1 ~ 1 - EVALYN'S ANGLE - TRAVER 

He comes around corner of cabin. 

TRAVER 
This man -- he got any boats on his 
island? 

CAMERA PANS Y.'ITH HUI as he encounters her; she shuts 
off the shower, so she can hear. 

TRAVER 
Boats? You got any on the island? 

EVALYN 
In the swamp is all. 

TRAVER 
Any way to get from there to the ocean? 

EVALYN 
Nope. 

She turns the show er on again; he leans, disconsolate, 
against the cabin. 
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TRAVER 
(shouting) 

Then l got to borrow me a hammer, sorne 
nails, taro You got that around here, 
ain' t you? 

Evalyn finishes rinsing herself, turns off shower. 

EVALYN 
l thought you'd gone. 

She takés a towel from the nail where it hangs, dries 
herself. 

TRAVER 
So did l. But l ain't. 

(pleading) 
Come on, child, does you want to help me 
leave this island or no? All l need's 
that boat-mending junk. 

She steps out of the shower, the towel wrapped around 
her, and stands looking at him. 

He takes in her appearance at a glance. 

EVALYN 
Wha t you need? 

TRAVER 
A harnrnero 

She nods and walks past him, turning . into cabin. 

He follows. 

lNT. EVALYN'S CABlN 

Evalyn takes a rusted harnmer from a rough workbench. 

EVALYN 
Wha t else? 

TRAVER 
-(takes harnrner from he~) 

Nails. 
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She walks into F.G. and reaches up to get a can of 
nails from the shelf; her breasts press against the 
wet towel q He eyes her from across the room. 

TRAVER 
And tar or pitch, or whatever they call 
it. 

• '5·- NEVI ANGLE - EVALYN F. G., TRAVER B. G. 

She climbs onto chair to reach down the tin of tar 
with its brush stuck inside. 

Traver sweats slightly now and looks about for sorne 
covering for her. 

TRAVER 
You gót no show to walk around like that, 
child. Don't you know nothing? Yóu going 
to catch yourself a cold or somp'n. 

He snatches up her threadbare topcoat and drapes it 
over her shoulders. 

EVALYN 
1t' s not coJ_d. 

TRAVER 
You keep it on anyways. 1t might ~ 
cold. 

(takes nails, hammer and tar 
and backs towa~d door) 

1'11 be gone by sunup. So long. 

Bye. 

EVALYN 
(shrugs) 

He backs out, reaches back, closes door. 

NEV! ANGLE - EVALYN 

She shrugs, impatiently removes coat, drops it on bed 
and begins to dry her hair. 

D1SSOLVE TO : 
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PANORAIIIA SHOT - ISLAl'TD - NIGHT 

Water shines with reflection from the moon; dead branches 
stick up straight and stark. CAr.IERA HOLDS on Traver ' who 
has finished nailing patch to the bottom of his boat, 
looks at the tar yet to be applied, collapses beside the 
boat in weariness. 

He sighs, exhausted, looks off at the clarinet case 
which is close, reaches it over and, from sorne hidden 
recess takes a cigarette, rather longer, cruder of 
manufacture than mosto He stares at it a moment and 
then, decisive, taps it on his thumbnail, puts it to 
his lips and inhales its familiar smoke, sucking it 
deep into his lungs, half-closing his eyes as he does 
so, and, anticipating its effect, relaxes against the 
boa t. 

As CAMERA tIOVES CLOSER and as he takes a second drag ~ 

~ \/6 -

CUT TO~ 

INT. EVALYN'S CABIN - NIGHT 

CAMERA ADVANCES SLOVíLY toward her bed where she lies, 
arms limp, head pillowed in sleep. 

As CAMERA HOLDS there comes the faint sound of sorne 
musical instrument -- a high, promising yet plaintive 
sound that makes Evalyn's eyes flicker open. 

She listens, eyes open, for a momento And then, slowly, 
sits up. 

The sound is clearer now, brought on by sorne change of 
wind and she throws back her covers, crosses to the 
door which she opens. 

Bith the opening of the door the sound becomes even 
louder and Evalyn, curiosity awakened, reaches for a 
ragged shawl across a chair, puts it over her shoulders 
and starts out. 

EXT. CABIN - EVALYN 

as she comes outside there is a slow scraping noise 
from nearby and she looks off. 

il(f HER ANGLE - A SNAKE 

It eases away through dried leaves that have been 
blown against the cabin. 
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f~g - EVALYN 

q -

She takes a heavy stick (probably her grandfather's) 
that leans nearby, cocks her head to listen to the 
distant music, and so armed against snakes and small 
beasts, starts .off. 

MEDo SHOT - AT BOAT - TRAVER 

His case lies open nearby, his eyes are closed as his 
head is bent forward in deep concentration. The music 
flo'iIS smoothly, sorne broken rhythm of his own, and his 
hands move lightly on the keys. 

1.50.- EXTo A GROVE OF TREES - EVALYN 

She comes down the path to the trees and stops against 
a giant trunk to look off and down, the music clearer 
now; she starts off again. 

15 I - HIGH ANGLE - TRAVER B. G o &, BOAT 

Evalyn comes into foreground, looks down, curiously 
at the musician and at the instrumento 

lS2 ~ CLOSE SHOT - EVALYN 

As she listens, entranced, and starts forward. 

153,- TRAVER &, EVALYN 

He continues to play, oblivious to the fact that she 
approacheso 

She stands a moment, looks closer at the clarinet and 
then, satisfied just to hear the music, sits on a 
boulder nearby and listens -- beginning to sway slightly, 
even as Traver does, and to smileo 

Suddenly, the music comes to a halt and Traver takes 
the reed from his lips. 

He still doesn't see Evalyn. He licks his lips, 
preparatory to playing again : 

EVALYN 
How come you're playing? 

He turns, surprised and yet, not surprised either. 

TRAVER 
Hey, girl. Where you come from? 1 mean, 
you gave me goose pimples! 



EVALYN 
(indicates instrument) 

V!ha t is tha t anyways? 

J7-B. X 

15\- He looks down at the clarinet, turning it in his 
fingers, admiring its qualities -- maybe remembering, 
too, its defects. 

TRAVER 
Tha t, honey? 1ifhy tha t' s called a clarine t. 

(mockingly; a chuckle) 
These here Southern rednecks they call it 
'clareenef'. Wise guys, trying "to be hip, 
they call it a "licorice stick ll • 

~~- He smiles up at her wondering face and, suddenly, 
becomes aware of his situation, and of her presence. 

TRAVER 
You got to get, child. 1 mean, like, that 
Mr. Miller lives here he won't like it one 
bit does he find out you were here with 
me. 

(winks) 
You know -- so dark and all. 

EVALYN 
Play me sorne more. 

TRAVER 
( grins) 

Tell you -- you start back -- and 1'11 
play for you. How's that? 

(as she starts to demur) 
You don't go -- 1 won't play -- not a 
lick. 

EVALYN (rises) 
So l' 11 go.. 

TRAVER 
Be seeing you and, 1'11 be gone, come 
sunup. Wish me luck. 

EVALYN 
Luck. 

(forcefully) 
Now play. 

She starts off and he, half in compliment and half in 
mockery puts the clarinet to his lips and beginS to 
playa version, his own, of "The Hedding March". 
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156. HIS ANGLE - EVALYN 

She stops at top of path, looks back, listening, a 
smile on her face. Starts off again. 

157. TRAVER 

As, eyes off, watching her, he continues to play. 

DISSOLVE TO : 

158, EXT. ACANTILADO. SUNRISE. (Pick up) 

The sun shows its edge aboye the horizon. Sounds Jf 
sea birds. 

CUT TO: 

159. EXT. TRES PALOS. DAY. 

Traver climbs out from under his boat where he has 
slept; he checks the bottom which has been sealed 
with tar; nails and hammer lie nearby; Traver slaps 
another couple of swipes of tar around the edges of 
the wooden patch, turns the boat over and begins to 
push it toward the wqter. 

160. He gets the boat to the water and pushes it out in the 
shallows and looks down. 

161. TRil.VER'S ANGLE - BOAT BOTTOM 

Y,'ater seeps in here and there around the patch, enough 
to cause him concern. 

162. lVTEDIUI\1 SHOT TRAVER o 

Traver freezes because there comes the steady pulse 
of an approaching motor boato He crouches down and 
crawls for ward. 
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163. TRAVER'S ANGLE - JACKSON'S BO AT 

It passes, wi th TIiller and Jackson in cockpi t, tOYTards 
the distant wharf. 

164. MEDIUM SHOT TRAVER 

165. 

1 66. 

He draws back, _allows the sea-grasses to come together 
in front of his face - turns and crawls back to his 
boa t. 

MILLER AND J ACKSON (El embarcadero) 

Miller waves goodbye to Jackson and, a carton of sup­
plies and packages under his arm, a paper bag in his 
hand, starts up tovmrd the cabins. 

FULL SHOT 

The boat tur ns t o head back to rnainland. 

167. EXT. REVOLCADERO. DAY. 

Miller walks up touards hill top where cabins are. 

DISSOLVE TO : 

168. EXT. CLEARING. DAY. 

Miller is walking along path and is lost among trees. 

CUT TO: 

169. EXT. OAXTEPEC. DAY. 

Evalyn is sweeping small clearing outside Millerls 
cabin. Suddenly she etops, listening to someone's 
approaching steps. She sees Miller drawing near. 

MILLER 
I spoke to Ur. Hargreave about you. He's 
going to give the preacher over at the 
church a call today. Seems the county 
don't have any provision for kids over 
twelve. 



EVALYN 
(casually) 

There was aman here. 
gave him something to 

Nice, too. 1 
eat. 

She picks up carton and takes it inside; Biller 
follows. 

170. INT. MILLER'S CABIN. DAY. 

Miller takes a coke from the .case inside the door and 
he offers bottle to Evalyn. 

MILLER 
What was he doing here? Couldn't he 
read the signs? 

EVALYN 
He ran out of gas. 

Yeah? 

Hey! 

MILLER 

(his eyes stray to place 
where gasoline can is 
kept) 

(crosses, looks) 
He took my gas. V/hy didn' t you stop him? 

She looks at him, shrugs. 

MILLER 
He take anything else? 

She shakes her head. 

HILLER 
(eyes up) 

Hell he didn't! Took the old shotgun, 
too. 

(Cluickly) 
Uhen did he leave? 

EVALYN 
Last night. He said. 

HILLER 
Vlhere' d you see him? 
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EVALYN (waves) 
Down there, By the slough. 

Miller grunts, G-ewIlS h-rS- cioID:f. Has an afterthought: 

MILLER 
White or colored? 

EVALYN 
Like old Jeb. 

Grimly, Miller takes down his rifle, expertly, slips 
in a cliP. 

EVALYN 
He ain't here. He'll be gone by now! 

Miller grabs match~box from drainboard, revealing 
twenty-dollar bill. 

{ 11- CLOSE SHOT - EVALYN 

She stares down at the bill. 

MILLER'S VOICE (o.s.) 

If he ain't - he soon will be. Long gone! 

-1 1-2 ~ ORIGINAL ANGLE - EVALYN, MILLER 

Failing to see the bill, Miller takes handful of wooden -
matches, tosses box back to drainboard and, purposefully, 
leaves. Evalyn watches him go -- then her hand reaches 
for the bill; she looks at it, thoughtfully, then takes 
a safety-pin from her slip and pins bill inside her 
dress. Cví Jo. 

PATH - ANGLE UP 

Miller stri down TOYJARDS CAMERA, pauses, 
about him care and starts forward. 

He is about to 
up: 
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173. EXT. HILLSIDE SEA. DAY. 

Miller walks down arnong trees towards sea, visible in 
background. He glances right and left without stopping 
rifle at tue ready, to be used irnrnediately should the 
need arise. 

174. EXT. TRES PALOS. DAY. 

SHORE 

Traver 1s bailing the little water left on the bottorn 
of his boato His movements are hurried, nervous. He 
is using an ernpty can, one he took frorn the cabin. He 
finishes bailing, and CAMERA DOLLIES YiITH HIM as he 
walks hurriedly to sorne bushes nearby where he has 
hidden the rest of his property. He takes the motor 
and the oars and walks back to the shore. 

CUT TO: 

175. EXT. REVOLCADERO. DAY. 

Miller is walking Quickly down the"path leading to the 
shore; looks searchingly at bushes, walks towards 
CA1ffiRA and goes off frame. 

176. EXT. TRES PALOS. DAY. 

As Traver places motor on stern of boat he hears noise 
of Miller's approaching steps. He comes forward, 
peers around a tree, sees him. 

177. Miller approaches, rifle at the ready. 
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1 r<i - ORIGINAL ANGLE - TRAVER 

He grabs shotgun, turns and runs. 

f:t9.-~ A SWAMP 

It is flat, extensive; Traver runs in, looks over his 
shoulder and starts out only to disoover that the 
surfaoe whioh looks safe enough is treaoherous. He 
begins to sink. 

He turns, baoks out, and moves off to the left. 

EX~. SEit SHORE - MILLBR 

110- He walks forward, looks down at Traver's boato It rests 
in a few inohes of water. 

Miller oontemplates it ' a rnoment, looks off toward 
island where, no doubt, Traver has fled. 

Quickly, expertly, he .. :tHt-B·e-l'·~~bQard, hoists it 
from the stern and puts oars under sarne armo He is 
about to leave when he gets an idea. 

He turns and, holding his rifle almost idly in his right 
arm, soatters six shots into the boat's bottom. 

I'i? 1 ,- MED. SHOT - BOTTOM OF BOAT 

1 ~z..-

The bullets are soft-nosed and they have shattered the 
wood around the holes alrnost irreparably; muddy water 
begins to ooze up, covering the whole bottom. 

. s motor 
arm, but now, 
and ?ar~.s-Íí e, 
st~orwardo 

lightly in' , oars under his 
. ~lloVl tree, he props motor 

__ -......-.;o::..:f=-- his rifle, and 

EXT. MANGROVE SWAMP 

CAMERA PANS ACROSS water, the tranquil tangle of trees, 
HOLDS on Traver who has oome to top of the bank and who 
now scrambles down to step into one of the two heavy 
boats there and push off, sitting in the stern and 
paddling with a orude paddle. 

N3 :-
He glanoes behind hirn for sorne 
none, and continues paddling. 

EXT. THE SY!AMP 

sign of pursuit, sees 

\)\)5u\v. 

Com~s ' Lo che same-pJ:a-c-e-a~e..en, glances 
a.b.o.l.l-t-, tal' t s off-J...e.f..t, in... s ame ~B{} t i-ofl. --lf'I a v e-r -t ook..--
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184. LONG SHOT 

Traver paddles on as the boat advances along one of the 
waterways, turning to the right. 

185. FULL SHOT 

Biller appears; walks in long strides closer and stops 
at top of bank. He notes the missing boat and turns 
off to where, shielded by the roots of a mangrove is a 
similar boat to the one Traver took, but this one 
equipped with a motor. 

186. MI LLER AND BOAT 

He jumps in, pushes off and turns to start motor. 

187. ANOTHER ANGLE - BOAT & MILLER 

As the motor catches and he spins it in its own length, 
sits amidships, reaching back to steer. 

188. CLOSE UP - MILLER 

As he scrutinizes the water ahead, the passing banks. 

189. MILLER'S ANGLE - (Pick up) 

CAHERA PASSES SLOV!LY the vmll of woven branches and 
roots that rise from the water to the leafy tops aboye. 

190. LTED. SHOT - MILLER & BOAT 

As he passes and swings aV/ay from CABERA, negotiating 
a bend in the waterway. 

191. lffiD. SHOT - TRAVER 

He paddles inexpert1y, but fast, and now, far behind 
he hears a sound. 

He pauses in his padd1ing. The on1y sound is the 
passage of his boat through the water, drops of water 
fal1ing from the tip of his paddle and -- the approach­
ing sound of the motor in Mil1er's boato 

He resumes his padd1ing with renewed force. 

192 • . MILLER AND HIS BOAT 

His eyes are straight ahead, searching with the . 
expertness of a hunter for some sign of movement. 

193, HILLER' S ANGLE - 'NATER\"!AY (Pick up) 

CADERA MOVES SLOY.'J.JY FOR ... .rARD accompanied by sound of 
motor. 
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GbO&E SROT IvIILLE1t'" 

Ho heal's ¡¡¡ame SQUOO and carns Iris head purposofully. 

~ SHOT A'!' BANK 

S-eme na ter Croa tare slips f:r om a lag and s1a-ps th.e.. 
~ 

~qy.- MED. SHOT - MILLER 

~elaxes. ~, Suddenly, he looks forward, oyos 
sQuinting. 

,1'1$·- e /' i ~ "\ 
~ _ TRAVER tll \\1\\ LLER.. (J le.. \...f S no\ J 

He paddlos frantically, trying to round a point. He 
looks behind. 

Satisfied, triumphant, he keeps going a moment or two, 
then reaches baok, turns his motor to low speod and 
sights his rifle oxpertly. 

He sQueezos off the round. 

-MIé) JINGLE - ·9?RAVBR--

Travor's boat pitohos as Traver plungos ovorboard on 
opposito sido from Miller. 

1 9b '- TRAVER IN V!ATER 

Shotgun hold high he oomos to surfaoe, then, Quiet, 
eyes behind, he swims with one hand to the bank. 

4<11 ,- FULL SHOT - MILLER &. BOAT 

Ho flips the motor to top speed and, rifle held ready, 
oyes off, surges forward. 
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J q~ - ANOTHER ANGLE - MILLER & HIS BOAT 

CAMERA PANS SLIGHTLY \',TITH HIM: as he rounds point and 
comes abreast of Traver's boato 

He circles it, then moves alongside. 

~qq - CLOSER SHOT - MILLER & TWO BOATS 

Miller grabs Traver's boat, takes its painter expertly 
in his hand, looks off toward shore, from right to 
left. 

200,- MILLER' S ANGLE - .TlIE SHORE 

Quiet; flickering with light reflected from the water, 
sound of a bird. No moreo 

201,- MILLER 

As he'secures the painter, lets his eyes sweep the 
shore, he sees suddenly, floating on the water something 
that interests him. . 

20Z.-CLOSE SHOT - HIS ANGLE - TRAVER' S CAP 

White and black hounds tooth sharp check. It is 
waterlogged and about to sink. 

203- MILLER 

He allows a grin to crease his lips; takes a cigarette, 
lights it, flicks the match away, satisfied. 

20y.- FULL SHOT - MILLER & BOATS 

As he guides his own boat back, towing the empty 
behind him. 

205 - CLOSE SHOT - TRAVER 

He lies full length in underbrush, shotgun at hand, 
still breathing hard; he sees Miller leave, hears 
sound of engine fading, gratefully lets his head fall 
forward on his wet, muddy armo 

DISSOLVE TO: 

INT. MILLER'S CABIN - NIGHT 

Miller smokes pipe, works en steel trap; Evalyn 
finishes putting away the freshly-washed dishes frem 
dinner. 



M1LLER 
(oontentedly~ pushes 

oup forward) 
Another oup of java. 

46. >< 

Evalyn, wiping her hands, picks up pot and pours ooffe.e 
into his oup, eyes him, interested. 

EVALYN 
Did you find him? 

M1LLER 
The nigger? Look, forget about him. 

He takes a drink of ooffee, rises, pulls a package from 
the carton he brought from boato 

M1LLER 
Have a look at what 1 bought you. 

He unwraps package and allows a bright washdress to 
unfold. 

M1LLER 
How about that, eh? 

(gives it to her, 
pats her on shoulder) 

Go ahead. Try her on. Let's ha ve a look. 

He watches her as she rises, tries the dress on her 
front for length, starts for door. 

!J1LLER 
Change here. Go on. 1'm old enough 
to be your daddy, any\'lays. Besides­

(watches her) 
-- 1'11 keep my baok turned. 

He swings the v/hisky demijohn down from the shelf and 
pours himself a drink, studiously keeping his baok 
turned, but aware that behind him, faoe to a oorner, 
she is changing. 

He drinks and as he does his eyes oatch her refleotion 
in a pieoe of mirror. 
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201 .- HIS ANGLE - MIRROR - EVALYN REFLECTED 

Her shoulders are bare, she has slipped her old dress 
off. 

208 '- MILLER 

By an effort of will he looks away from mirror, his 
hand trembles slightly as he relights his pipe, 
looking down: 

MILLER 
Something you got to learn, Evvie --
not áll men are like your Gramps, you 
know. Not every man's like old Hap here, 
either. 

(his eyes go to the mirror, 
then, by effort, away) 

No. 1 mean -- you got to learn to be 
careful of yourself over in town there. 
y ou knovl tha t? 

EVALYN 
qh-huh. 

MILLER 
( worried; finishes .QriE:k e 0do-t:e... 

and pours another) 
You don't even know ~hat I'm talking about. 
Do you now? 

EVALYN 
No. 

Miller glances again at the mirror and now whirls 
angrily. 

MILLER 
1 mean you can't go around half-naked 
like you do here. You got to be careful. 
Wa toh yoursel f. All the time! 

20q.- She still has her back to him though she now wears 
the new dress and she turns, tying the sash at her 
back and looking at him to see his reaotion. 

MILLER 
Hey, that looks good. Real good. 
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EVALYN 
It's nice. 

She crosses to finish with dishes but he stops her, 
holding her arm, turning her around se he can see the 
dress. 

MILLER 
Little snugger here maybe, huh? 

He reties the belt, drawing it in slightly; her hair 
is close to his nostrils and he scents it. 

MILLER 
Uashed your hair today, didn't you? 

(she nods; his hands are 
on her shoulders) 

Thought so ••. There, see --
(turns her around) 

--you can't let anyone touch you 
like that. See what 1 mean? 

(she shakes her head 
and now genuinely provoked 
he gestures wildly with 
his hands) 

There'll be men in town who'll take 
one look at you and then -- look out •. 
1 mean, to them, ~ou're just country 
stuff. 

(looks down at her) 
Bet you don't even know what abra is? 

EVALYN 
Bra? 

MILLER 
Yeah. You know -­

(gestures) 
__ a thing women wear to keep their 
breasts ttpo p C2k 

She has turned away again to go to dishes and he 
gestures around her front from behind. 

MILLER 
Here -- like this --
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He slowly gives in to the temptation and allows his 
hands to touoh her 

MILLER 
Here. 

She looks down ooolly, ouriously. 

MILLER (softer) 
You don't know anything at all, do you? 

He draws her oloser so that his hands are pressed tight 
against her front and his nostrils are buried in her hair. 

MILLER ­
Nothing at all. 

EVALYN 
Let go. 

'2 ~ () ,- She draws away and he hold s her hands, si ts in chair. 

MILIER 
Here, sit down. Now listen, in town, 
you mustn't ever let any~ody touch you 
like that, you understand? 

She sits on edge of table in front of him. 

MILLER 
There's other things, too. 

(puts his hand on her knee) 
Like this. Mustn't let 'em do that • 

. EVALYN 
They won't anyways. 

MILLER 
They won't! That's all you know. 

(he rises, kisses her on oheek) ' 
That's all right. Get me? And that. 

(kisses her on forehead) 
This too. 

(kisses her on ' other oheek) 
But not here, Evvie. 

(kisses her on shoulder) 
Or here either. 

He succumbs completely and kisses her on lips and then 
holds her tight against him until when he lets her go 
the breath is out of her and she stands looking up at 
him, half-puzzled. 



M1LLER, breathing hard, stares down at her; then his 
eye catches something beyond he~ shou1der: 

2H.- M1LLER' S ANGLE - EVALYN I S OLD DRESS 

1t lies rumpled on a chair; visible, still pinned to 
inside of hem, is the twenty dollar bill. 

212.- M1LLER &. EVALYN 

He pushes her aside and grabs up dress, rips bi11 from 
where it is pinned. 

M1LLER 
What's this? Where'd you get it? 
Who gave it to you, eh? 

(comprehension) 
That nigger? ~ give it to you? 

Eva1yn nods. 

M1LLER 
(suspicion) 

How come he gave it? How come? 
(Qeginning to rage) 

Vlhat you give him that he gives you this? 
(she stares back, 
silent) 

Tell me! 

She is still silent and he hits her across the face. 

M1LLER 
Tel1 me the truth! 

(steps forward, she 
retreats) 

l' 11 give you until tomorrow - , if you 
don't te11 me then, 1'11 

(throws her dress to 
bed) 

-go to bed. 
( turns) 

Go to bed, 1 said. 

She backs up to door and leaves. 

He looks down at bi l1, crumples it up furiously atJ.li 
tkruws 1t Lo vv'Oodbox. 
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1 13 .-
LONG SHOT - THE TYi O CAB1NS 

_ Evalyn runs from lliller's cabin to her own, slams the 
door at her back. 

211.[.- 1NT. M1LLER' S CAB1N - IULLER 

He sits, picks up the trap he was working on and, 
savagely, springs it shut. 

A sound from behind and: 

TRAVER'S VOICE (o.s.) 
On your feet! On your feet! 

Miller freez es , ANGLE DIDENS TO lNCLUDE Traver standing 
at the door, the shotgun levelled at Miller's back. 

TRAVER 
(harshly) 

U~! QE! Hands on your head! 

Miller rises slowly, arms lifting to put hands on his 
head. 

TRAVER 
Faster! Faster, damn you. Or 1'11 shoot. 

M1LLER 
Nigger kill a white mano That'd fix 
you up good. 

Traver reaches up, lifts rifle from pegs. 

TRAVER 
Damn near killed me this afternoon • 
Didn' t you? 

M1LLER 
You're a thief. That's my job. 

He sees that Traver takes rifle and sways dangerously. 

TRAVER 
Get backo Or 1'11 shoot sure'as hell. 

(sets rifle outside door, 
eyes on l:Iiller) 

And 1 ain't no thief. Twenty 1 left, for 
this trashy old shotgun and sorne gas. 
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2·1S.- Miller reacts to this; notes, over his shoulder tha t 
rifle is gone .. 

MILLER 
\"!hat you take the rifle for? 

TRAVER 
l' 11 leave i t on the shore. \ihe re my 
boat is. You know -- where you stole these--

(picks up motor and oars 
easily, keeps oars under arm, 
motor swinging easily from 
hand) 

No\'! you stay froze -- dig? 'Cause 1 
just ~ay stand right outside this here 
door and the first thing opens it 
boom. -

He steps Cluietly backwards - then, staying on the 
inside __ closes door with a slam at his back. ---

2~6 - Miller whirls on the balls of his feet, finds himself 
facing the muzzle of the shotgun. 

TRAVER 
Ever see a man hit by a shotgun? 

(Miller nods, for the 
first time sweating 
wi th fright) 

It leaves a big old hole you could put a 
watermelon in. You like watermelon, man? 

(Nliller shakes his head) 

TRAVER 
So next time 1 say stay put -- just 
you stay. 

(gestures with shotgun) 
Now turn around like you was. 1 carne 
here peaceful and 1 want to leave 
peaceful. 1 don't want to kill 
nobody. 

MILLER 
Figure on leaving in that boat of yours? 

TRAVER 
1 do. 
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Miller's eye-brows go upo Traver, he figures, has a 
surprise in store for him, when he puts the boat in 
the water. 

MILLER 
Okay. So go --

There is silence and, bit by bit, lowering his hands, 
he realizes that Traver has gone. Slowly he turns, 
then crosses and locks the door. 

FADE OUT: 

FADE IN: 
EXTo Tr:O CABINS - EVALYN - DAY 

2 j t-.-
Evalyn, wearing flopping boy's boots, unlaced, a ragged 
shift, crosses yard toward Miller's cabin. 

l18.-
INT. MILLER I S CABIN - I!IILLER 

He finishes filling with powder and screwing in the 
fuse of a hand grenade; a GI colored machine-gun 
,mmunition box stands on table nearby. 

He hears sounds of approaching footsteps and hurriedly 
tightens fuse on grenade, pushes it into his pocket as 
Evalyn enters, searohes for her dress and begins to 
slip it on: 

MILLER 
Evvie? 

(she pulls dress over her 
head, looks at him) 

It's important that you tell me the 
truth, see? Important for him that is. 
Why'd he give you that twenty? 

She looks at him, buttons dress, shrugs. 

EVALYN 
For the shotgun. Sorne gas. 

Miller sighs, relaxes. 

Okay. 

Here. 

I:1ILLER 
I believe you. 

(starts for woodbox, remembers, 
straightens up and pulls crumpled 
bill from breastpooket) 

(she s tares, unoomprehendingly) 
It's for you. That's what you get for 
telling the truth. 

Unbelievingly, she takes it, and, bright eyes on him, 
takes a safety-pin and starts to pin it inside her 
dress. 
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M1LLER 
Now, is old Hap your friend or ain't he? 

She nods and, still pinning money to her dress, goes out. 

Slowly, taking his eyes from her retreating form, he 
takes grenade from pocket, replaces it in box and 
secures topo 

D1SS0LVE TO~ 

'2 ~ ~ ,/ EXT. SHORE TRA VER 

He works with great concentration on his boat, which 
is bottom up on the beach. He has cut one of the 
seats into several patches with the saw and these he 
is now nailing, one after the other, over the shattered 
holes that Miller left. 

The rifle and shotgun lean close at hand, the motor in 
b.g. 

At sound of approaching footsteps he grabs the rifle 
and whirls. 

Evalyn comes into view, waves, smiles, and climbs 
down to shore • 

..ffi['r o SIte-RE _ .. 9?RAVER & EV L\ T,YN.... 

2Z0, ~raver sighs, wipes sweat from his forehead and lays 
the rifle to one side; he goes back to his work. 

EVALYN 
He didn't say so, but 1 thought, 
maybe he shot you. 

Traver looks at her, grunts. 

TRAVER 
Shot my boa t. 

EVJ1LYN 
You were lucky. 

TRAVER 
(scornful) 

Child, the man cuts me got to be hipo 
Like, well, no square like that ever 
going to do it. 

EVALYN 
Anyways., you're alive. l'm happy. 
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He looks at her, curious. 

TRAVER 
How comé -- like, you don't even 
know me. 

EVALYN 
(smiles up at him) 

Know you well enough. 

He smiles, touched, pats her on the head. 

TRAVER 
Child, 1 do believe you dig ita 

EVALYN (puzzled) 
nhat's it? 

Traver smiles mysteriously, goes back to work. 

TRAVER 
r!hy that's thélt big, fat, invisible, 
just-around-the corner something that 
everyone's always chasing and looking 
for, and crying for that, well, that 
you got no other name for so you say 
ita 

(points) 
Hand me that there chunk of wood. 

She picks up the patch of plywood and he applies it to 
boat, starts to nail. 

2.ZI.- r.1ED. SHOT - FARTHER UP BANK - MILLER 

He comes quietly into foreground, looks down. 

22(- HIS ANGLE - TRAVER & EVALYN 

They talk and work; Evalyn holds one end of patch as 
Traver nails it home. 

223-MILLER 

He starts forrlard, easily, hands in pocket. 



22.'i.- TRAVER & EVALYN 

EVALYN 
estill puzzled) 

And diE- nhat's that? 

TRAVER 

56 

Why that's to get with it. To swing. 

He follows her eyes which have turned to where Miller 
appears in background. 

Traver grabs the rifle and holds it at his hipo 

Z2'5.- MILLER 

TRAVER 
Get back, mano 

e gestures) 
Do like 1 sayo 

Smiles coolly. 

MILLER 
But suppose 1 like it here. 

Judging each stép, measuring it against Traver's mood, 
he walks closer. 

226;- TRAVER 

Holds gun to his shoulder, takes careful aim. 

2C1-.-TVIO SHOT - TRAVER FoG., MILLER BoGo 

Miller reaches his objective, a grassy hillock, and 
taking his time, sits. 

Traver slowly lowers the rifle • 

. TRAVER 
Don't come no closer. Hear? 

Miller pulls out a pack of cigarettes; Traver, keeping 
an eye on him, continues work. 
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MILLER 
(eyes amused, imperious tone) 

Evvie! You come away from th~re. 
Come over here. 

22.~;-Evalyn turns to obey, then thinks better of i t, turns 
back to the boato 

MILLER 
Evvie. 

(icily) 
You don't want trouble. You come here. 

Obediently, with a glance at Traver, she leaves; sits 
a good distance from Miller. 

MILLER 
(conversationally) 

You know when 1 was a baby 1 was kind of 
puny; needed special feedin'. 1 got my 
milk from an old black Mammy. 

TRAVER 
(flat) 

No kidding. So did 1. 

IvIILLER 
My Pa used to run a store near that big 
old cotton gin that Colonel Mercer owned 
outside of town o 

(contempla tes cigarette) 
We sold snuff-and-fatback, credit mostly, 
to niggers worked around there. Till we 
went broke that is. 

TRAVER 
A real old southern family. 

MILLER 
1 seen a Iot of niggers, might say 
some were my friends. But 1 never 
yet seen one as fresh as you. 

TRAVER 
Man tries to kilI me. 
motor. Busts my boat 
I'm fresh. 
- (to EvaIyn) 
Vhat kind of man could 
no kind of roan at all. 
white-trash. 

Man steals my 
-- and he say s 

tha t be? Vlhy, 
That's just 
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~Z~-Miller is on his feet and Traver has the rifle levelled. 

MILLER 
Don't call me that. 

TRAVER 
(faint smile) 

How come, man -- you thiru{ you're 
'passing' • 

MILLER 
Don't never use it -- don't matter you 
do have a gun. 

TRAVER 
Then don't ever use that other word on me. 

MILLER 
'Nigger'? 0hy that don't mean nothing 
down here. Up north, maybe. 

TRAVER 
Down here, too. You just like to let 
on it don't. 

e30~iller sits, slowly. 

MILLER 
You know -- you sure are fresh. 

(flicks stone with 
thumb. To Evalyn:) 

But 1 don't mind. Long as he ain't too 
fresh __ why you can count on him. He's 
got spirit. He turns out the work, a fresh 
nigger does, and --

There is the sound of a shot and a tin v¡hich lies on 
grass beside him jumps into the airo 

ANGLE WIDENS TO INCLUDE Traver who stands, rifle at 
shoulder. 

TRAVER 
You used that word again. Up where 1 live, 
in the army, it don't go. 

(deliberately) 
White-trash! 

(Miller starts to rise) 
Now don't press me. 

Miller relaxes. 
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MILLER 
Where was you in the army? 

TRAVER 
(replaces rifle) 

Italy. -

~31,- Miller reac ts. 

MII,LER 
1 was in the Fifth. 
Red Beacho Salerno, 
whole tour. 

Third Division. 
Naples •.••. The 

59. 

TRAVER 
1 went that way. Forty-fifth. Supply. 

MILLER 
Vle were combato 

TRAVER 
1 suppose we weren'tl Man -- you know 
tha t c oun try -- tha t wea ther • And vrhen 
a l l the mules was shot why we carried 
the 2mmo up on our backs. 

23,¿~ Hiller regards Traver skeptically. 

MILLER 
Packboards. 1 remember. Yeah. One 
night, we'd been out of ammunition, food, 
all day -- no way to get back, either -­
this little scrawny guy, just about 
frying-size, comes shagging up through ­
the rain, a hundred pounds of supplies, 
ammo, mortar shells. Had a bullet in his 
lung. Died in my lapo 

(takes a last drag) 
But he was a poor white, out of South 
Carolina. He wasn't no --

(sees that Traver has 
stiffened, reaches for 
the rifle) 

--he wasn't no colored -person. 
(flicks cigarette, rises) 

Evvie. Letls go. 

He pats Evalyn's head as, reluctantly, she moves on 
ahead of him, pauses, looks back, amused. 
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2~3~ H1S ANGLE - TRAVER 

The oigarette has fallen, two thirds smoked, almost at 
his feet. He watohes it hungrily -- then glanoes at 
Miller. 

Z3lf,- TRAVER' S ANGLE - M1LLER 

Watohes, expectante 

235- TRAVER & C1GARETTE 

TRAVER 
You nigger-lipped it. 

Deliberately, lets go a blob of spit. 1t hits the 
cigarette neatly. 

23b:- M1LLER Ai'm EVALYN 

Miller regards Traver, fór the first time, with the 
faintest show of respect~ 

M1LLER 
And that rifle, when you go -- leave it 
where it's dry. 

He moves away after Evalyn. 

23f.-TRAVER 

Looks after him, goes back to his work on the boat, 
applies the last of the six outside patches, oarefully 
holds and nails it. 

Z38~ M1LLER AND EVALYN 

Miller stops on path, Evalyn at his shoulder, looks 
back: 

~ULLER 
(grudgingly) 

1'11 say one thing -- that nigger sure 
puts out the work. 

Evalyn glances up at him sharply; he turns and leads 
way up the path. 
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EXT. CLEARING - CLOSE SHOT - VfOODBLOCK & AXE 

ANGLE \HDENS TO INCLUDE Miller chopping wo od; he 
completes a blow, straightens up, looks off, surprised 
as ANGLE INCLUDES Traver who stands at edge of clearing, 
shotgun on one shoulder~ rifle on the other, his 
personal things bundled in a . cloth held in his left 
hand. 

MILLER (chuckles scornful1y) 
1 knew ita You work from 'ki'n to kain' t' 
you won' t repa'ir that lÍull today. 

TRAVER ' 
She's repaired. Needs soaking is all. 
Tomortow she'll be tight as a warden's 
mouth. 

(starts forward, pauses) 
Do you touch that boat again -­

(gestures wi th ri,fle 
significantly). 

and 1'11 f~nd you ~- wherever you hid. 

MILLER 
1 can't shoót no more holes in it, that's 
for cer.tain. 

TRAVER 
Could sure as hell kick those patches off. 

MILLER 
Stop putting mean ideas in my head. 

TRAVER 
(shakes his head, pityingly) 

Man, you got to be lifted to be mean, 

He starts off again to vJater trough, near which Evalyn 
hangs up clothes to dry. 

MILLER 
Hey. Vvait up. 

(Traver turns, Miller 
fills pipe) 

Less'n a week there'll be a boat by from 
the mainland. Comes every seven days. 
They'd give you a lift back to town -­
meanwhile, why my handyman just died -­
you could help around here. 

(lights pipe) 
Need stove wood for winter. Plenty of 
it. Twenty-five a week, minus five for 
board and room. What do you say? 
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TRAVER 
1 got friends. They'll be wondering 
where 1'm ato 1 got to cut out of 
here. Soon as 1 can. 

(nods, starts off, 
pauses) 

Sure could use sorne of that 'board' though. 

M1LLER 
(cool) 

No work, no food q 

(scornful) 
Less you want to steal it, that is. 

Traver looks at him, bitter with himself that he made 
the plea; his lips start to form sorne answer, then he 
turns and strides to the water tapo 

Miller shoots an amused glance at Evalyn, shrugs, 
indicating, 'you see, it's hopeless'; drives axe into 
block, starts for Evalyn's cabin. 

el.¡/,~ CLOSE SHOT - EVALYN - MOV1NG CAMERA 

She looks after Traver and then, CAMERA MOV1NG y"1TH HER, 
crosses to where he stands at tap, careful to keep the 
trough between himself and Uiller, he ducks his head 
under the oooling flow of the water, allows it to 
triokle down his face, sucking part of the flow into 
his moutho 

M1LLER 
(to Evalyn, as he passes) 

Looks like we got oompany. Better 
do you sleep in my cabin tonight. 

EVALYN (to Traver) 
Whyn't you do what Mr. Miller says? 
Take the job? 

TRAVER 
Whip a dog hatd enough, he don't come 
when you callo 

(grins) 
Same goes for 'oats'. 

He starts to fill bottle. 
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EVALYN 
How come you two can't be friends. 

TRAVER 
Ask him. 

Evalyn glances at Miller who enters her cabin, b.g., -
looks back to Traver. 

EVALYN 
He says ask you. 

2- YZ.~ Traver puts bottle to lips and takes first luxurious 
swallow. 

TRAVER 
1 got this~ right? 

(taps rifle; she nods) 
But, 1 don't much want to use it on him. 
He knows that. Did he have l! :why, one 
bad step and -- like yesterday, PAM! 

(elegant gesture) 
You boy, just brush that black trash 
under the mat! 

(refills bottle) 
Easy for him to kilI me. Hard for me 
to kilI him. So, he still got the power. 
Offers me his hand! Expects me to kiss 
ito Yassuh! Nossuh! 

(taps rifle) 
1 like it better this way. Yeah. Might 
say it made us almost equal. 

He leaves; Evalyns stands, looks after him, then moves 
to Miller's cabin. 

2V'3.-- EXT. EV'ALYN ~&.A::BIN - M1LLER 

He backs out the door, heaving Evalyn's folded cot 
after him. ANGLE 1NCLUDES TRAVER who approaches, 
rifle under his arm~ 

M1LLER 
(mock civility) 

You ain't goin' to get all ruffled up an' 
hurt inside because l'm moving the kid's 
bed? 1 mean, you don't think it's 
discrimination not to let her sleep in 
here? 

TRAVER 
(his southern colonel aocent) 

Not at all. Not at all, suh. Just you 
treát these cabins like they was your 
own. Be my guest. 
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Evalyn arrives from other cabin, relieves Lliller of 
sheets and bedding. 

MlLLER 
Thanks. 

He moves off as Evalyn turns and, hand held behind her, 
slips Traver two oranges, moves off. 

Traver grins, delighted, after her, bites -into orange 
as if it were an apple, chewing it slowly, cloéing his 
eyes as he savors the bitter sting of the peel. 

DlSSOLVE TO: 

244. lNT. MlLLER'S CABlN. NlGHT. CLOSE SHOT - A BANJO 

Miller's hand comes lNTO FRAME to take it down as ANGLE 
WlDENS TO REVEAL Evalyn; she finishes making her bed, 
Miller tuning up the banjo. 

MlLLER 
Going to give that old boy out there a 
little serenade. Something to make him 
feel at home. 

Idly tuning, he crosses to door. 

245. EXT. MlLLER'S CABlN - MlLLER - NlGHT 

He leans against outside of doorframe, lets his eyes 
go off, amused, to where Traver sits leaning -back 
against front of his cabin, rifle across lapo 

Miller strums a chord or tuo and then lifts his head 
and sings as he accompanies himself. He sings with a 
broad southern Negro dialecto 

246. TRAVER 

MlLLER 
Gone aré the days when my heart was young 
and gayo 

Looks off, irritated. 

MlLLER'S VOlCE (o.s.) 
Gone are my -friends from the cotton 
fields away. 

Evalyn with a shawl over her nightgown, corneé to 
doorway and looks out, from Niller to Traver. 
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MILLER'S VOICE 
Gone from this earth 1 knoTI -- 1 hear 
their gentle voioes oalling, Old Blaok 
Joe. 

He winks at Evalyn, strums a ohord or two. 

TRAVER 
Nervous, irritable, he is on his feet, rifle in hands, 
sound of strumming banjo o.s. 

He turns and moves inside oabin. 

INT. EVALYN'S CABIN 

Traver pulls olarinet oase from his bundle, takes 
matohes from shelf, goes outside. 

MILLER'S VOICE (o.s.) 
I 'm ooming, I'm ooming, for my head is 
bending low --

MED. SHOT - EVALYN &, MILLER 

Evalyn lo oks off to Traver as Miller strums, repeats: 

MILLER 
Yes sir I'm ooming, for my head is 
bending low --

Evalyn starts, interested, OUT OF SHOT. 

MEDo SHOT - TRAVER 

He has taken from the false bottom of the olarinet case 
one of his homemade oigarettes, this he puts to his 
lips, snaps a matoh on his fingernail and lights. 

MILLER'S VOICE (o.s.) 
1 hear those gantle voioes oalling, Old 
Blaok Joe. --

Traver suoks in the smoke of the cigarette and inhales 
it with ravenous pleasure. 

As he lets the smoke out he hears Evalyn approaohing 
and looks up. 
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67. ?\ 

TRAVER 
Thinking of it, child. Thinking of it. 
1 hear gooney-bird music like that -

(nods off at Miller) 
--1 get the urge to blow. 

He smiles, lets smoke out slowly and, keeping cigarette 
between lips, opens and begins to assemble the clarinet. 

MEDo SHOT - _M1LLER 

So taken up with his own mastery of the banjo he has 
failed to even notice Evalyn's departure. He thrums 
out his idea of a jazz version of the song, singing 
rapidly~ 

M1LLER 
1'm coming) 1'm coming, for my head is 
bending 10woo ..• 1 hear those gentle voices 
calling, Old Black Joe. 

MEDo SHOT - TRAVER AND EVALYN 

Evalyn holds the clarinet while Traver, now brighter, 
eyes sparkling, watches, drags smoke and holds, and 
drags again. 

EVALYN 
You must have played a loto 

TRAVER 
Not enough. Not near enough. But sorne. 

EVALYN 
Go aheado For me. 

He sucks in the last of the cigarette, holds it, looks 
unhappily at the burning stub and flicks it away -­
then, slowly, and with a workman's respect for the 
tools oi his trade, he takes the clarinete 

He wets the reed . with expert tongue, puts the clarinet 
to his lips and begins to blow. 

MEDo SHOT - M1LLER 

Still chording he hears the notes of thc clarinet and 
looks off. 
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The piece starts on a high, whinnying, scornful run, 
that takes him by surprise. 

He stops playing. 

EVALYN & TRAVER 

Traver,eyes'closed, head back, gets with the music as, 
brilliantly, he begins to state and then adorn his 
basic theme. 

Evalyn watches, wide-eyed. 

MED. SHOT - MILLER 

He drops the banjo to a chair, takes out his pipe and 
with irritated fingers, tries to fill it. Traver' s 
music, o.s. mocks him lightly, then, it seems -- with 
a driving attack that makes Hiller actually start 
it scorns him. 

~ffiDo SHOT - TRAVER & EVALYN 

Traver's'sits, the instrument held so lightly it seems 
a caress, yet at the same time, with so firm a grip 
it would seem nothing could dislodge it. 

Evalyn has begun, unconsciously, to clap her hands to 
the rhythm that Traver blows. 

Now the music sinks, takes on a softer, almost 
sentimental mood. 

MED. SHOT - MILLER 

He stuffs pipe in his pocket, cups his hands and yells: 

MILLER 
Evvie! 

HIS ANGLE - EVALYN & TRAVER 

She turns and looks off at Miller. 

MILLER 

He gestures irritably that she come. 

EVALYN & TRAVER 

Reluctantly, she moves away. Traver, still with eyes 
closed, doesn't even notice. 
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He continues to play, softly, caressingly. 

EXT. NIILLER'S CABIN - MILLER éL EVALYN 

She Gomes up to him and he, with eyes off on Traver, 
indicates with a nod that she get inside to bed. 

She goes inside and he, after a moment, follows, 
purposefully. 

MED. SHOT - TRAVER 

Head back, clarinet pointed high, he plays. 

EXT. MILLER' S CABIN - IvIILLER 

He comes outside, checks on the grenade which he holds 
in his hand, pulls the pin, holds the safety handle 
tight and, CAMERA PRECEDING HD.1 walks across yard 
toward Traver, finally stops. 

MILLER 
Hey you -- boyo Watch this! 

TRAVER 

Clarinet at mouth, rifle across lap, looks off. The 
clarinet is silente 

IULLER 

He takes a couple of steps forward and, with arm 
straight, heaves something out into the night q 

EFFECT SHOT 

Silence -- black night -- roar that deafens and a 
flash that blinds. 

TRAVER 

He rises from chair, clarinet in one hand, rifle in the 
other. 

MILLER 

TRAVER 
(mock alarm) 

Man! Sorne cat just fell in the druml 

Turns, srniles affably: 
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M1LLER 
See how 1 oould have minoed you up, 
did 1 want to? Now why don't you 
hand me over those rifles and get you 
a good night's sleep? 

(gently) 
1 got two more souvenirs from 1taly -­

(pats·other pooket) 
--right here. 

He is greeted by a high, oaokling, derisive blast from 
the olarinet. 

M1LLER 
( s ore) 

Okay. 1'11 give you five minutes. 

He orosses baok to his own oabin, keeping his eye off 
on Traver CAMERA 1NCLUD1NG Evalyn who stands in doorway, 
wide-eyed, looking out. 

M1LLER 
(sharply) 

Get baok inside. Go to sleep. 

He pushes her inside and baoks quiokly to oorner of 
cabin where he oan still keep his eyes off on the 
faintly-seen Traver. 

M1LLER'S ANGLE - TRAVER 

On his feet, stretohing, yawning; he turns and goes 
inside oabin, olosing dooro 

M1LLER 

He squints off, waiting. There oomes the sound of 
Traver's olarinet, improvising faintly inside the far 
oabin. 

CAMERA PRECEDES H1IiI as, slowly, he starts fornard 
aoross the yard, interested in something he thinks he 
sees outside the other oabin. 

Finally, he stops; ANGLE 1NCLUDES THE CAB1N DOOR which 
is olosed, the ohair whioh now stands straight and, on 
its seat, the rifle, the shotgun and shells, butts 
toward Miller's hands. 

He smiles, relieved, triumphant, leans down to pie k 
them up. 
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MILLER 
Convinced you, eh? Okay. Tomorrow, 
early, to Vlork. 

A faint whistle on 'his lips he rnoves away, a glance 
back at the silent cabina 

INT. EVALYN'S CABIN - TRAVER 

He lies on the cot, the clarinet at his lips, and 
.goofs' a faint, soft rnelody. 

INT. fnLL-r:R' S CABIN - MILLER 

He has checked rifle and placed it on its accustorned 
pegs, the shotgun, beneath it; he now puts grenade 
back in its arnrnunition box and swings down dernijohn 
to tableo 

He pours hi'mself a drink, glances off toward Evalyn~ 

EVALYN FoG. "- MILLER BoGo 

Reí.' eye-'lld-s 'quiver in feigned sleep; in b.g. Hiller 
smiles .,'¡i113,lks quietly to get ma tches, strikes one, and 
puts it to pipeo 

Fuffing, he pours another drink, sits at table and 
selects a cornie frorn pile of rnagazires. 

CLOSE SHOT - MILLER 

He puffs pipe, sips drink, becornes interested in eornie. 

EVALYN F o G o - I·.'lILLER B o G. 

S'he allows her eyes to open, thinks of the rnan behind 
her, clases thern purposefully. 

MILLER 

He finishes drink, closes cornic and again his eyes go 
to Evalyn in bed. 

He finishes drink, rises, takes off jacket, rnoving on 
tip-toes; goes to door and locks it, turns back, looks 
off at Evalyn, crosses still on tip-toGs, lays jacket 
on bed. 

He rnoves to side of Evalyn 's bed, looks down. 
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275. EVALYN &. MlLLER 

He kneels at her back, she feels his eyes on her back 
and opens eyes (unseen by him) -- his face is close 
to the back of her neck q 

MlLLER 
(gently) 

Evvie? Evvie? Don't be frightened. 

276. LARGE CLOSE UP - CAHERA DOWN ON EVALYN 

O.S. ~ 

MlLLER'S VOlCE 
Evvie? 

She turns, her éyes wide, to stare up as Miller's head 
fills the FRAME. 

FADE lN ~ 

277. EXT. MlLLER'S CABlN - DAY 

CLOSE SHOT 

FADE OUT ~ 

The saw works methodically on the wood which is held 
firm in a criss-cross saw-horse; ANGLE VlDENS TO REVEAL 
Traver sawing wood, a considerable pile of fresh-cut 
wood lies piled around his feet. 

He saws through the block, kicks it to ground and 
stoops to place another in the saw-horse, as he 
straightens up the door ' behind him opens and Evalyn 
appears -- Half-dressed, dishevelled, frowning, 
seemingly angry. 

TRAVER 
( cheerily') 

Hi ya, child? 

She doesn't answer, nor does she even look at him, 
but turns and walks up path away from cabin. 

Traver looks after her, puzzled. 
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TRAVER 
Eval yn! (calls) Hey there, Evalyn! 

Miller appears at cabin door, tucking shirt into pants; 
looks at Traver, disapproving: 

M1LLER 
Hhat you hollerng foro She any of your 
business? 

Traver doesn't answer and Uiller reaches his rifle down 
from inside, steps outside. 

M1LLER 
And when you finish the wood you can rake 
this mess up in the yard. 

TRAVER 
(his southern colonel accent) 

1f 1 got time, boss-man. Soon as that 
boat's swelled tight 1 cut out. 

H1LLER 
(irritated) 

Go, then~ As far as 1' m concerned -- the 
sooner, the better. 

He turns and strides up trail after Evalyn; Traver puts 
saw to wood and sterts to work. 

€.7-'i' .. - EXT. 1SLAND PATH - f.IILLER 

He comes up the path, looks to one side and the other 
for Evalyn, stops in foreground beside a sturdy, thick­
branched tree, cups his hands and calls irritably: 

M1LLER 
Evalyn! Evalyn! -''Ihere you a t? 

There is no answer and, CALIBRA PRECED1NG HUI, he moves 
forward, angrily looking for sorne sign of the girl. 

Now, as he halts once more, looks from side to side of 
the path, we see Evalyn behind him, seated in the 
crotch of the tree. 

M1LLER 
Evvie! Oh, Evvie! 
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2"1'[.- MED. CLOSE SHOT - EVALYN IN TREE 

She stares down at him, hunehed baek against the tree 
trunk, frightened. 

MILLER'S VOICE (o.s.) 
Vfhere are you, Evvie? Evvie! 

Evalyn nervously twists a small driéd twig in her hand 
whieh, suddenly, breaks with a snap. 

~~(),"-' EVALYN'S ANGLE - taLLER 

He turns at sound and looks up: 

LIILLER 
\"!hat you doing up there? 

-Z1i.-CLOSE SHOT - EVALYN 

She looks dovrn at him, eyes filled with raneor, makes 
no answer, no sign of response. 

HILLER ' S VO IC E (o. s • ) 
Get down from there. I got something 
to say to you. 

2~2:-i',IED. FULL SHOT - EVALYN AED LlILLER 

He erosses to tree, grabs first her ankle, then her 
wrist, and pulls har down from tree. 

MILLER 
Get down. Come on. Get down. 

She serambles baek from where she falls, turns, rises 
and lunges off up the path. 

2"C?3.-NE\'! ANGLE - MILLER, EVALYN 

He eatehes her, turns her by the shoulders. 

MILLER 
(breathing hard) 

Now listen, you. Stay put. Hear me. 

He leads her wi th firm hand to vrhere a large log rests 
beside the path, CAHERA PRECEDIliTG HUI, seats her 
foreefully, slovrly si ts himself. 
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MILLER 
You're not a kid anymore. You're a woman. 
And 1 want to buy you something nice. When 
we get you into town why we'll get you all 
dolled up -- SOIS you'll really shine when 
you go to that sChool, or whatever it is. 

(glances at her) 
How's that sound? 

(only her eyes widen 
slightly with interest; 
he laughs) 

Buy you a decent bag for your things. A 
valise. One of those that look like leather 
at the drugstore. 

(her interest is awakened) 
Sure. And sorne shoes -- shoes with those 
new pointy toes. 

. (glances at her casually) 
Okay, Evvie? Now what do you think of 
old Hap? Not so bad, is he? 

(she makes no response) 
Or is there something else you'd like, too? 

EVALYN 
The pistola 

(as he looks at her, 
uncertain as to "'1ha t 
she means) 

Chrome. That Gramps was going to buy me. 

MILLER 
The little twenty-two at the hardware? 
Sure. Okay. That' s a deal. 

(sees her eyeing his own 
rifle) 

Want to go hunting? 
(still fearful, she 

nods; he teases her) 
Ah, but a kid like you, can't handle a 
rifle yet. 

She holds out her hands for the rifle, he gives it to 
her ana she ' expertly yanks the breech-bolt, inspects 
the loading, slams it shut, puts rifle to her shoulder, 
sights. 

l'.1ILLER 
(amused) 

Okay. So we'll go hunting. rfhereabouts? 



76. 

She is on her feet~ 

EVALYN 
(the guide) 

Therels a possum 1 been watching almost 
a week. 

She turns and starts off but he calls her back, SQuats 
down so that his face is level with hers: 

NILLER 
One thing, Evvie. What 1 said. How 1 
acted. Don't tell 'em in town. Okay? 

(grabs her arm) 
Okay? 

(CALIERA BEGINS TO l.:IOVE IN) 
No matter vvhat Questions they ask, you 
don't know anything. Not a thing. Don't 
answer. Because Evvie, if you do, why 
11m just liable to take that rifle, put 
it here --

(touches her temple) 
--and pull the trigger? Hear me? 
Novr hear me? 

Her eyes are wide, as, slowly, she nods. 

DISSOLVE TO: 
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EXT. A SEASCAPE - NIGHT 

Waves kicked up by a hard wind. 

DISSOLVE TO : 

EXT. A GROVE OF TREES - NIGHT 

The wind agitates them; rain beats down hard. 

INT. IHLLER'S CABIN - EVALYN, TRAVER, HILLER - NIGHT 

Evalyn has just pulled a sizzling roasting pan from 
the oven, its browned contents she now places on top 
of the stove and tests to see if they are done. Sound 
of rain in b.g. 

Traver glances up from comic book he has béen glancing 
through to pan; Miller, seated at table, b.g., smokes 
pipe, looks up from refurbishing with new paint several 
decoy ducks. 

MILLER 
(takes pipe from mouth) 

That rabbit cooked yet? 

EVALYN 
It's done now. 

CLOSE SHOT - EVALYN 

As she starts to serve the rabbit into plates. Her 
face is illuminated by a flash of lightning. 

EXT. SKY - EFFECT SHOT 

A streak of lightning darts across sky. 

EXT. A GROVE OF TREES 

Rain dashes against them, bending their tops toward 
the ground . Sound of thunder. 

INT. ~.IILLER 'S CABIN - EVALYN 

She turns from stove, places two plates on table, turns 
back and gets one to put on table as ANGLE r.'IDENS TO 
INCLUDE Traver who is on his feet; he relieves her of 
the plate and is about to sit do~n when tiiller catches 
his eye, signals (vii th eye movement) 'over there I • 
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Traver, plate in hand, straightens up and starts off. 

EVALYN 
You don't want to eat with us? 

Traver glances fram her to I.Iiller who, stolidly, his 
work pushed aside, starts to eat. 

TRAVER 
Man, you ain't raised this southern 
child right. 

}HLLER 
Nobody raised her. 

TRAVER 
(to Evalyn) 

Thanks anyvlay. 

He crosses to edge of bed and sits. 

Zqf .- MED. SHOT - EVALYN, ~ULLER F. G., TRAVER B. G. 

Evalyn sits, watching Traver curiously. 

EVALYIJ 
(to Miller) 

How come he won't eat with us? 

lliller continues to eat, doesn't bother to answer. 

Traver, seated on edge of bed, plate on lap, looks up, 
face blando 

TRAVER 
1 got the message. That's northern style. 
Everything's smooth on the front, see --
no signs that say 'white only', real polite. 
But then the owner looks up from his greasy 
old counter and --

(imi ta tes I:Iiller' s eye signal) 
you been de~rived of your rights. You 
just been hung~ lynchea:-

(quietly) 
And everyone's been a gentleman, and you, you 
ain't felt a thing. Least--

(indicates his neck) 
not here! 

He picks up his knife and fork and preparre to eat. 



LULLER 
(who has ignored this) 

Did Jeb eat with you? 

EVALYN 
(shrugs) 

Don't remember. 

MILLER 
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Ii 1 know Pee-Uee he didn' t. Pee-V/ee 
was touchier on that than me. 

EVALYN 
HOIN come not? 

MILLER 
C olored. 

EVALYN 
Don't you ever eat with colored? 

MILLER 
(shrugs) 

When 1 went to collect a bill, maybe. 
They'd invite me to their tableo Something 
like that. 

EVALYN 
You never invited them back? 

MILLER 
Never. 

Curious, Evalyn leans back so she can get a better look 
at Traver. 

292- HER ANGLE - TRAVER 

He eats with relish, picks up rabbit bone, cleans it. 

2CJ ~ . -ORIGINAL ANGLE - EVALYN & II'IlLLER 



EVALYN 
(still puzzled) 

Eats the same as you. 
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Miller makes no answer and Evalyn, still bewildered, 
begins to cut her food up. 

DISSOLVE TO: 

Z9l.f_- INT. HILLER' S CABIN - NIGHT 

CLOSE SHOT - DEMIJOHN OF VHISKY 

r':Iiller' s hand seizes itas ANGLE FIDEN3 TO INCLUDE 
Traver, Uiller and Evalyn. Traver sits on a kitchen 
chair, back· of cnair in front of him; Evalyn sits on 
edge of bed, b.g. sewing buttons on a shirt of Uiller's; 
Miller sits as before, feet up on table, refills his 
glass and shoves "demijohn to Traver who pours sorne in 
a preserve gláss. Helps himself to cigarette from 
pack on tableó Soúnd of rain continues, rain streams 
across window, b.g. 

MILLER 
Those Italian women. There was a dish! 

(looks at Traver, knowingly) 
Guess you colored boys thought so, too, eh? 

Traver drops pack, lights up. 

TRAVER 
Vhat you mean by that? 

l\iILLER 
Man was telling me, not so long ago, lot 
oi trouble with you black boys over there. 

(lights pipe) 
Assaul t. Rape. 

TRAVER 
tCourse none of you white boys ever tried 
i t? 

(puffs cigarette) 
Yes, sir. Funny, how clean living all you 
cats were -- just us got into trouble. 
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MILLER 
This guy said they strung up over a 
hundred of you on that charge. 

TRAVER 
Yeah? 

(exhales) 
But did one of you get caught out at 
first why they'd swear the chick was 
~rofessional. Yeah. And she'd better 
watch herself or she'd get time in the 
jailhouse. 

MILLER 
(shrugs) 

Just what this guy said is all. 

TRAVER 
Man, it gave us a kick, the way those 
Germans worried about a IIsecond front ll

• 

( laughs) 
We hád ours going against us all the 
time. Built-in. Do-it-yourself. Yeah. 
The Germans and our own M.P.'s. 

(bitterly) 
Even colored boys, give 'em a white 
hat, arm-band, leggings -- and they'd 
use that club on us like any other 
"snowhite". 

(crushes cigarette) 
Sometimes we really had to think which 
way to point that gun. 

There is silence, broken by Evalyn. 

EVALYN 
(to Traver) 

Go get your licorice stick. 

TRAVER 
(chuckles) 

You mean the clarinet? 

EVALYN 
Yeso 1 like to hear it. 
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Traver glances at IJiller ",rhose face has clouded, who 
drinks, irritably. 

TRAVER 
Don't you know, child -- dad, here -- he 
don't like it. 

(rises, winks) 
But nothing like educating 'em -- yes, sir, 
bring the peasants music. Expose them to 
culture. 

Laughing, he goes to door, glances out, sees that it 
is raining, picks up piece of paper to cover his head 
and runs outside . 

Evalyn crosses, putting needle absently in her dress, 
drops shirt on Miller ' s lapo 

EVALYN 
All fixed. 

In spite of his irritation at her re~uest to Traver, he 
can't help picking it up, checking the buttons, nodding 
approval o 

Z.q~· ~ INT. EVALYN'S CABIN - TRAVER 

He rises from bed from under which he has taken the 
clarinet case, comes to door and starts out, only to 
pull back, looking off, startled: 

Z9b .--- TRAVER' S ANGLE - AT GROVE OF TREES - JACICSON &, REV. 
FLEET\'!OOD 

Jackson leads the vray through swelling rain from vrharf; 
he 1s dressed in uarm oil-skins, fisherman's waterproof 
hat, carr1es a large electric lantern; Reverend 
Fleetwood, a tall, youngish man, wears a wet black 
fedora, a businessman's raincoat, rubbers, and carries 
an umbrella and, in the other hand, a black briefcase 
in which are the appurtenances of his office. 

They have both had a wet, windy five or six hours; the 
trees behind them glisten and ~rithe with rain. 

JACKSON 
(pauses, waits for Fleetwood to catch . 

up with him, points off, shouts:) 
That's it, reverendo Just about made it --
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Fleetwóod takes off hat, beats rain from it, nods and 
follows. 

Zr7 ·- I NT o EVALYN'S CABIN - TRAVER 

He draws back tight int o the shadows. Sound of voices 
o.s . . 

2H'8 .- EXT o L'lILLER' S CABIN - J ACKSON &, FLEET\'JOOD 

The door is open as they come up to it and Jackson 
pushes it open, lets the minister enter first. 

Sound of their voices as they entero 

-EXT. EVAMN I S CABHf-' 

291 ·- Traver looles out, ,va téhes them enter far cabin; sound 
of door s l amming'shut.· He continues to stand, rain 
pouring down, watching, calculating. 

300:-I NTo I'nLLER'S CABIN - REVEREND FLEETY',lOOD 

He takes off his soaking raincoat, dries his hands on 
a towel that Jackson hands him as ANGLE ,:rIDENS TO 
I NC LUDE the others. 

FLEE~100D (briskly) 
Lu cky to bé here, 1 can tell you. Five 
hours l a te. Took us three just to cross the 
bar. Right, Jackson? 

(Jackson nOds) 
To o rough to come in and too rough to 
stay out. 

(wipes neck of rain, 
face) 

Preserve me at all cost from nature in 
her adverse moods. 

30J''''];valyn occupies herself hanging up the wet clothing; 
Miller, alarm and surprise still on his face, watches, 
speechless. 

JACKSON (to LIiller) 
Sure could use a shot. You got one? 

Miller, keeping his eyes on Fleetwood, reaches 
demijohn down, puahes it to Jackson who offers it to 
Fleetwood. 



FLEETVJOOD 
(shakes his head) 
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Hot coffee -- if there is any? 

Miller indicates to Evalyn that she provide this and 
she puts pot over hot part of stove, sets out cup and 
saucer and sugar. 

M1LLER (to Jackson) 
How come you folks ended up here? Get 
blown off course? 

FLEETV.JO OD (la ughs) 
Not at all, Mr. LIiller. This was our 
destination. 

(sits, eases out of rubbers) 
Mr. Hargreave called me. Naturally 1 
was affected -- at Mr. Stroud's passing 
that is; his'wife was a member of our 
congregation, before rny time of course. 

Caccepts cup of coffee 
from Evalyn, smiles) 

And this, 1 imagine -- is the child? 
(at Miller's blank look) 

Mr. Stroud's grandaughter? 

M1LLER 
That's right. 

FLEETWOOD 
(shakes hands) 

Glad to meet you, Evalyn. 
going to be good friends. 
Mr. Jackson tells me is it 
never even been baptized? 

502,- Evalyn stares, puzzled, looks to Miller. 

M1LLER 

1 know we're 
Tell me, what 
true -- you've 

Right. 
to it. 

Pee-Wee just never got around 

Fleetwood nods, understanding. 

FLEET\iOOD 
The ladies' auxiliary has already arranged 
for a place where you can stay, until 
final ~lans can be made. 

lsips coffee; to Niller) 
1'11 take her back to town with me 
tomorroVl. 

M1LLER 
(involuntarily) 

No you won't. 

Fleetwood looks up at him, curious. 



FLEETWOOD 
And why not? 
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303-Miller, surprised by his own reflex, quickly organizes 
his reason. He glances at Evalyn, speaks with emphasis 
that is for her ears~ 

M1LLER 
Not before 1 give her the little 
shopping tour 1 promised, that is. 
A promise is a promise. 1 make a 
habit never to break one. 

Deliberately controlling himself, hand trembling, he 
lights up his pipe. 

FLEETV!OOD (laughs) 
She won't be put behind bars, Mr. Miller. 
1'm sure your treat can be arranged. 

MILLER 
(again with emphasis 
for Evalyn) 

Just so long as she understands 1'm 
going to get her all the things 1 said. 

(to Jackson, sits, 
eyes off on Evalyn) 

VJhat's new from town? 

JACKSON 
Nothing. Liké the man says, everything 
happens today, 1 already heard on the 
radio last night. So it's dull as hell. 

(quickly) 
Excuse me, Reverend. 

(Fleetwood makes a gesture; 
Jackson drinks) 

Aw, yes, day before yesterday, day 1 
brought you back -- no, day before that, 
over in the south side of Hammersville, 
nigger raped a white woman. They phoned 
our sheriff, last night. 

(laughs) 
He cussed 'em out for not phoning sooner. 
Heck, he says, that coon's hitched a 
freight north by this time. Ain't 
nothing 1 can do to help you ~ 

He drinks again. 



MILLER 
Day before you took me to town? 

JACKSON 
Yeah, in Hammersville. One of those 
fresn niggers, come down south here 
playing with a little old six-bit 
orchestra. 

(grunts) 
Excuse me. You don't call 'em that 
no more. No. That's my daughter 
talking, see -- 'combo'. She says. 
"Pa, it ain't orchestra it's combo ll

• 

30y·- r.Uller is on his feet. 

MILLER 
Hhy, that black 

(to Jackson! 
he i s here f 

V/ha t? 

JACKSON 
(electrified) 

MILLER 
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Right here! In the other cabin! 
(furious; snatches 

sb.otgun, rifle) 
How do you like that! Fooled me clean. 
Even hired him as handyman. 

(hands Jackson shotgun) 
Take that. 

Jackson, delighted, hands shaking ~ith excitement, takes 
the shotgun, fills his pockets with shells. 

LTACKSON 
You promised me a bit of hunting out here-­
but never this good! 

I:IILLER 
(at door, to Evalyn, 
Fleetwood) 

You two sit tight. 

He's out the door, Jackson hard on his heels. 
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Fleetwood, ' disturbed, rises, follous as if to protest 
but it is too late. 

EXT. EVALYN'S CABIN - MILLER , JACKSON 

3'Q5';-They slon their run to a walk, Biller edges up to one 
side of the door, Jackson to the window . 

Miller, with a nod of warning to Jackson, kicks in the 
door uith his foot and enters. 

30G':-I NT. EVALYN 'S CABIN - IULLER 

He swings rifle around empty room as Ja~kson enters; 
crosses, looks under bed, in closet. 

I'fIILLER 
Hust have seen you coming. 

He puts rifle under arm, goes to door, cups his hands 
and calls: 

MILLER 
Traver! Oh, Traver! 

(no answer, angrily he 
drops hands -- then, spins) 

Your boat! 

JACKSON 
(a ' sly grin) 

No chanceo 1 got these! 
(holds up ignition 
keys. Quickly:) 

Any other \"lay to leave? 

Miller shake s his head. 

HILLER 
His boat is all . 

(nods off) 
And here's his oars and motor. 

He crosses, picks up motor, places oars under arm, 
gives one last disappointed look around empty cabin 
and goes out door . 

JO~- INT. I.IILLER' S CABIN - FLEET\"fOOD, EVALYN 

Fleetwood peers out window, shading eyes, to observe 
the b/o men; Evalyn stands, concerned, on chair at his 
side. 
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FLEETvrOOD 
Rere they come§ 
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Re turns from window, opens door as Jackson and lliller 
entero 

JACKSON 
(walks to demijohn) 

Flew the coop. 

MILLER 
(kicksdoor behind him; sets 
motor, oars doun) 

No use looking tonight. De' ll go out 
first thing in the morning. 

FLEETWOOD 
(mildly) 

Row are you so sure it's the same man? 

MILLER 
(hot) 

Rets a musician. Jazz. Hell, 1 knew 
there wás something funny about him. 
Felt it. 

(slams rifle onto its · pegs) 
Eating right here. Tonight. Drinking! 
Buddyiñg-up! Thatts something 1 won't 
forget. Dhat a sucker he must figure 
me foro 

FLEETrlOOD 
V! ell, perhaps it' s fortunate v/e have all 
night to sleep on it. 

(changes subject) 
Tell me, Mr. lliller, ho~ do you plan to 
bed down your unexpected guests? 

MILLER 
rrhat? Oh -- yeah. rle ll, Jackson and me 
in my bed 1 figured. Evalyn in hers here. 
And you, reverend, well, over in the 
other cabin. Rowts that? 

FLEETY.'OOD 
Excellent. 
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JACKSON 
That the bed the nigger used? 

(Miller nods) 
Better have the kid put on clean blankets. 
1t'll be kinda furury. 

306 ,- Miller' s eyes go quickly from Evalyn to the minister. 

M1LLER 
Good idea. 

(reaches to shelf 
for clean blankets, 
hands them to Evalyn) 

1'11 go with her. 

He picks up electric lamp from table, opens door and 
allows Evalyn to precede him, closes door. 

FLEETV!OOD 
(rises for raincoat, 
umbrella) 

Tomorrow, Mr. Jackson, early as possible, 
we'll have to head back. 

Jackson regards him over rim of glass, cynically polite. 

JACKSON 
Oh sure thing, reverendo Of course. 
Of course. 

3m ·-1NT. EVALYN'S CAB1N - EVALYN, M1LLER 

Evalyn crosses to lamp in f.g., starts to light it; 
Miller looks through window to make sure the minister 
is not coming yet. 

Evvie! 
M1LLER 

(crosses, whispers 
urgently) 

1f he asks you anything about me, 
don't answer. 1s that clear? 

EVALYN 
About you? Vlhat' s he gonna ask? 

M1LLER 
Last night. You and me. Not a word. 
Look, 1'11 explain --
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3/0- Sound of footsteps and door opens as Fleetwood enters, 
raincoat over his head. 

MILLER 
(covering, all smiles) 

Every~ing's okay, reverendo Evvie'll 
change blankets for you. Anything else 
you need, just tell her. 

(puts electric lamp 
on table) . 

Leave this for when you come back, Evvie. 

FLEETvrOOD 
Thank you, Mr. Miller, thank you. 

Miller, at doór, catches Evalyn's eye, indicates 
, don t t speak' o 

She catches his signal. Looks at him flatly. 

He leaves. 

MILLER 
See yóu in the morning. Hurry it up, 
Evvieo Don't want to keep the reverend 
up al1 night. 

'3H- NEW ANGLE - EVALYN, FLEETWOOD 

She rips off old blankets, prepares to put on new, but 
Fleetwood catches her, turns from hanging up rain-coat c 

FLEETvWOD 
How many nights did this -- this man 
sleep hereo 

EVALYN 
One night. 

FLEETrfOOD 
Here, we'll turn the mattress. 

He croases and between them they turn mattress to 
reverse side. 

FLEETYlOOD 
You know, Evvie, 1 think you have the 
wrong idea of this place you're going. 
It won't be ati orphan asylum. It'll be 
a foster home. 

(feeIs mattress to make 
sure it's not damp) 
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FLEETrJOOD (con't.) 
TheJ 5 11 treat you there like one of their 
own. Dress you. School you. Put you to 
bBd at night. Tuck you in. 

EVALYN 
(unfolding blanket) 

I'd rather they left me alone. 

FLEETr.rOOD 
(compassionately) 

You don' t even knovr vvhat it' s like to have 
parents. Do you? 

EVALYN 
Can 1 have my own bed? 

FLEETWOOD 
Of course. 

EVALYN 
My own room, too? 

FLEETrrOOD 
(laughs) 

That 1 doubt. There'll be other children 
there, you know . 1 imagine all children 
shar e ro O:ílS • 

EVAIJYN 
But I'm not a child. 

FLEET'.-JOOD 
(looks at her, smiles) 

You most certainly are. 

EVALYN 
(vehemently) 

1 am not~ i':Ir. Eiller said yesterday 
1 wasn't. 

FLEETr!OOD 
And pray, how not? 
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EVALYN 
Ask him. · He told me not to tell anyone 
anything. 

She continues tucking in blankets; Fleetwood turns and 
looks at her, puzzled. 

INT. rULLER'S CAB1N - ~.IILLER, JACKSON 

Jackson kicks off his pants and now in long, none too 
clean underwear, hops into bed, lies on his back, 
smoking, talking; Miller undresses more slowly, eyes 
off on the cloor: 

JACKSON 
(gleefully) 

--way the sheriff told us it 'Nas funny as 
hell. Seem3 the guys over at Hammersville, 
soon's they heard about this rape, and that 
the guy played the clarinet, took off scat 
for this here cabaret where the guy'd been 
playin~ 

(Miller gets into bed) 
Vell, there was four, five other colored 
boys there a-playing away but all these 
Hammersville guys knew they was looking 
for a clarinet player ---

The door opens and Evalyn enters; Miller props himself 
up on an elbow, interrupts Jackson. 

MILLER 
V!hat took you so long? Y!hat did he 
say to you? 

EVALYN 
(shrugs, gets out of 
dress) 

Told me about this home 1'm going too 
About school. 

MILLER 
That' s all? 

EVALYN 
That's all. 
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She turns out lamp, gets into bed. 

Jaokson exhales a plume of tobaooo smoke, passes the 
butt to Miller who absently orushes it out in ash-tray. 

JACKSON 
(giggling) 

"This a olareenet?" yells old Charlie 
Johanson, and pioks up a shiny old horno 
IlHell, no, 11 says one of these smart oolored 
boys. "Thatls a saxe"." ¡'Looks like a 
olareenet to me," says Charlie, and whammo 
right over the nigger's head. 

Chuokling, repeating to himself IIIs this a olareenet" 
he turns on his side and prepares for sleep. 

Miller puts his hands behind his head, stares at oeiling. 

EXT. THE WHARF - CONTROL PANEL - JACKSON' S BOAT 

ANGLE WIDENS as Traver's hand tries starter button, moves 
to ignition switoh, feels for key, finds none. ANGLE 
NOW INCLUDES Traver who stares about, frustrated, moyas 
to stern and examines motor and then, angrily turns, 
leaps to dook and moves Quiokly to the shore. 

He disappears in sorne underbrush which oloses at his baok. 

EXT. P ATH UPV!ARDS - TRA VER 

He mounts rapidly TOYlARD CAMERA, pauses, looks behind 
him to all sides, moves off path to right. 

EXT. GROVE OF TREES - TRAVER 

He enters, movreslowly now, looks through the moisture­
dripping grove for sorne shelter. CALiERA PANS with him 
to include a large hollow oole of a tree; he pauses, 
beginning to grow frightened at some fantasy that rushes 
in on his oonsoiousness and then, suddenly he leans for 
support against the tree and holds his head in his hands 
as, Over Shot, we hear the ~ clamor 2! dogs and ~ 
as when we first saw him: Voioes: "Whioh way'd that 
black bastard go?" IILook at the dogsl" "Watoh your dogS!1I 
etc. eto. 

At the height of this sound Traver, hands to his ears, 
terrified eyes staring behind him, retraats into the 
hollow of the tree, crouches down for shelt er. 

As CAMERA APPROACHES he manages to take his hands from 
his ears, the sounds, slowly, in reoeding eoho, fade 
away. 
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He sits, lowering his hands to grip his knees, shivering, 
chattering with the cold and damp. 

DISSOLVE TO~ 

INT. MILLER'S CABIN - NIGHT 

Miller glances at Jackson who, face to the wall, snores 
loudly; folds back the covers gently, gets from bed 
and crosses to kneel beside Evalyn. 

CAMERA · PRECEDES HIM TO INCLUDE Evalyn; he shakes her 
softly, keeps his hand poised to clap it over her 
mouth if she should make a sound. 

HILLER 
Evvie? 

(her eyes open, 
regard him) 

Evvie, did the ~'eacher ask any Questions 
about me? 

(slowly, she shakes 
her head) 

Nothing? 

EVALYN 
Nothing. 

--

Miller sighs in relief, but returns again to the subject. 

MILLER 
But if he had -- what would you have 
answered? 

EVALYN 
1 wouldn't have. 

MILLER 
(gratefully) 

Good girl. 
(his hand starts to caress 
her head, he turns quickly as 
there is sorne interruption in 
Jackson's snoring; it continues, 
thunderous, as before; he turns 
and continues caressing her head) 

You are a good girl, Evvie. A very good 
girl. 
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As he continues stroking her hair. 

FADE OUT: 

FADE IN: 

31 q- SEASCAPE - DAWN 

The sun's upper edge is seen on horizon; its rays shoot 
up into the scattered clouds. 

320 ·- INT. EVALYN' S CABIN - DAWN 

The preacher, dressed in pants, shirt, socks and shoes 
is finishing his Swedish exercises: touches left foot 
with right hand, touches right foot with left hand. 
He straightens up, breathes deeply and begins to button 
his shirt, crossing to mirror on wall • 

.321 .- As he ties his tie, gi ves i tone last decisi ve yank 
there comes, loudly Over Shot: 

EVALYN'S VOICE: 
Reverend! Reverend! They're going 
to kill him! 

He is at door, pulling it open. 

32Z~ EXT. CABIN - FLEETWOOD, EVALYN 

as she runs up. 

FLRETWOOD 
Who, child? What are you talking 
about? 

EVALYN 
Mr. Miller! Jackson. There. 

She points off: 

32 3~MILLER AND JACKSON, GABIN B-~ 

They walk purposefully away from coffee-pot and cups 
on rustic table, guns under their arms. 
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MILLER 
We'll start at the south end of the 
island and work north. 

FLEETV!OOD' S VOICE 
(o.s.) 

Mr. Miller! 

They stop, turno 

32 V· - ANOTHER ANG LE - MILLER, J ACKSON 

They turn, look off, as Fleetwood comes INTO SHOT~ 
he is abrupt, armed with his suspicion of Miller. 

He starts off: 

FLEETWOOD 
What are you going to do? 

JACKSON 
Hunt down this nigger, Bhat else? 

FLEETWOOD 
This is nothing that can be judged out 
of hand. It rnust be decided justly. 

JACKSON 
You keep your nose out of this, reverendo 

FLEETV!OOD 
No. Wait. 

(seizes Jackson's arrn) 
Vihy are you armed? 

Jackson looks at Miller, as if to say Ifwhat a question lf
• 

MILLER 
In case he attacks uso 

FLEETUOOD 
(decisi ve) 

It's far better for Jackson and rnyself 
to return to the rnainland with the 
child here. ~ e can report the rnatter 
to the police. 
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MILLER 
On this island that's me, reverendo 

32:S'- He produces a deputy' s Dadge; displays it on his palmo 

:FLEETY!OOD 
Mr. Jackson, 1 order you to take me 
back to the mainland. 

MILLER (coolly) 
1 need him to help me . 

Fleetwood looks from one to the other; Jackson grins, 
provocatively. 

FLEET"JOOD 
1 hope you think well before you start 
out like this. Hunting aman down. 

J ACKSON 
Be're losing time. 

They start off~ 
FLEETV!OOD (after them) 

Remember - l et he who is without sin 
cast the first stone! 

~Z.~:-MILLER & JACKSON 

Miller halts viol ently, turns to stare back. 

MILLER (puzzled) 
':Iha t was tha t? 

JACKSON 
(shrugs impatient) 

Dho can tell -- what words a guy like 
that " 11 spiel . 

Miller glancing back, they start off. 

321,-REVEREND & EVALYN 

Looking after them. 

EVALYN 
(innocently) 

\'fhy? Do they want to throw stones? 
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Reverend looks down at her, pats her on the head, takes 
her hand. 

FLEETViOOD (gently) 
Evalyn, don't you want to show me where 
your grandfather is buried? 

She nods, turns, but looks after Miller and Jackson as 
she leaves. 

3Z"b .- EXT. ISUI-m - DAY 

Traver, moving cautiously, comes through a grove of 
saplings, looks behind, starts forward, stops and looks 
down and off~ 

g2~.'- TRAVER' S ANGLE - HILLER & JACKSON 

Guns in hand they move, single file, down a trail that 
leads into a cluster of mangroves • 

. 3 ~O: TRA VER 

TRAVER (to himself) 
Those old boys ain't hunting duok. 
No, sir. 

He watohes them; withdraws slowly. 

~~. GRO~OF SAPLINGS TRkVER.-

He moves Quickly off in opposite direction. 

INT. A GROVE OF TREES - MOV1NG CAl/IERA 

'331, ..... CAIVIERA PANS ACROSS the screen of leaves, branches that 
hide the white trunks of the trees. CAMERA HOLDS on 
Miller and Jackson as they stand at edge of grove, 
Miller holding a branch to one side to peer beyond. 

M1LLER 
(indicates) 

You go that way 1'11 head there. 

Jackson nods; fingers trigger purposefully. 

JACKSON 
Do you see that dinge -- let him have it. 
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M1LLER 
No sir. This is one fresh nigger 
1 want alive. 

Jaekson looks after his friend with a faint smile. 

JACKSON 
Not me. 1 shoot. 

He turns and starts off. 

352.~~.mD. SHOT - J ACKSO N 

As he moves slowly through the trees, searehing • 

.3 3'~.""f./IED. SHOT - M1LLER 

As he walks, looks. 

33Y- H1GH LONG SHOT - EXT. THE GRAVE - EVALYN AND REVEREND 
FLEETY/oOD 

He stands at the head of the grave, his hat rests on 
his open briefease, foreground; Evalyn stands opposite 
him, trying to be impressed with the words but 
impatient, restless. CAMERA APPROACHES and we do not 
hear his first words~ 

FLEETWOOD 
--and awake up after th~ likeness; through 
thy merey, who livest with the Father and 
the Holy Ghost, one God, world without 
end --- Amen. 

He allows his head to be bowed, silenee to reign, for 
a momento 

FLEETWOOD 
The main thing to remember, Evalyn, is 
that your grandfather is better off in 
heaven. 

(puts on hat; smiles at her 
affeetionately) 

And now, Evalyn, 11m going to make you a 
gift of the most valuable single thing you 
ever had in your life? 

EVALYN 
(interested) 

Wha tI s tha t? 

33S.~ He takes her by the hand and starts off: 

FLEETHOOD 
A key of gold. Beyond priee. A gift you 
will treasure all your life. There is 
nothing like it in worth -- in this world 
or the one to follow. 
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Evalyn's eyes are wide as she listens to him: 

DlSSOLVE TO: 

FULL SHOT - BANK OF A RIVER 

Fleetwood leads Evalyn down to the sandy edge, carefully 
places his briefcase on a rock, tightens his belt and 
adjusts his coat, his tie, before he takes her hand. 

EVALYN (puzzled) 
Where are we going? 

FLEETWOOD 
That gift 1 promised you. 

Benignly he leads her forward into the water. At first 
she is hesitant but when she sees that he proceeds with 
complete confidence so does she. 

MEDo SHOT - FLEE~~OOD, EVALYN 

The water reaches aboye his belt; he stops, seeing that 
the water reaches almost to Evalyn's chest. He takes 
her hand: 

FLEETVifOOD 
Now have no fear. 

(he raises his eyes to heaven) 
(Ritual words of total immersion baptism) 

Evalyn watches, wide-eyed, he then gently puts his hands 
behind her head and just as gently forces it forward. 

Her head goes under. 

NEW ANGLE - EVALYN 
as her head comes up; fear, surprise in her eyes as she 
wipes the water frantically away, splutters water from 
her mouth. 

FLEETWOOD'S VOlCE (o.s.) 
(Ritual words of end of ceremony) 

DlSSOLVE TO: 

MED. SHOT - BEACH, FLEETWOOD AND EVALYN 

Fleetwo od has remav ed his · shoo s t o empty water from them 
and now puts them back on. Evalyn squeezes water from 
socks and dress: 

EV AI,YN 
Now do 1 get the key of gold? 
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FLEETWOOD 
(amused, smiles) 

You have it, child. The baptismo That is 
your key of golde That opens to you the 
whole wórld of heaven. Heaven and its 
wonders., 

(at her disapPointment) 
Why? Can you think of any other gift 
that has more value? 

EVALYN 
Yeso That chrome twenty-two pistol 
Mr. Miller promised me. 

She continues sQueezing her dress. 

CUT TO: 

EXT. ISLAND - WAIST-HIGH SCRUBS _. TRAVER - MOVING 
CAMERA 

He moves up the slope of the land, pausing to look 
behind, and closely on all sides. 

CAMERA PRECEDES HIM as, without caution for anything . 
close to · hand, he proceeds to push through the scrubs. 
Abruptly, there is the sound of snarling, barking, 
close at hand -- Traver steps aSide, startled. 

CLOSE SHOT - TRAVER'S RIGHT FOOT 

It sets· off a heavy trap. (NOTE: this is the trap we 
saw Miller set the first time we saw him; it is . 
anchored by chain and an iron peg driven in ground). 

There is a metallic clash. 
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CLOSE SHOT - TRAVER 

Agonized, groaning, he falls. 

MED. SHOT - TRAVER 

Behind him, caught in a nearby trap, is a dog coyote; 
it pulls and wrenches at its trapped hindleg to get 
at Traver. 

Traver pulls back from this hazard; sits up, examines 
his foot with eyes that flutter, on the point of 
closing in a faint. 

The trap holds his foot securely. He tries to pull it 
open but has no leverage and only increases the agony 
of the steel teeth in his flesh. 

He tries to prize the jaws apart again again, weakens 
now, and his hands relax and he falls back in a faint. 

CA1ffiRA MOVES UF to coyote which snarls, and drags at 
its anchored trap, to get at him. 

EXT. GROVE OF TREES - JACKSON - MOVlNG CA~ffiRA 

Shotgun held at the ready ahead of him he moves, 
CAMERA DOLLYlNG WlTH HlM through the trees and low­
hanging branches of the large trees. He stops to 
stare off, raises the shotgun: 

JACKSON'S ANGLE - BRANCHES 

They move with suspicious movement. 

JACKSON 

He fires. 

MED. SHOT - MlLLER 

He looks off, rifle in his hands, as shots pepper 
leaves ahead of him: 

MlLLER 
(yells; furious) 

Watch yourself! 

JACKSON'S VOlCE (o.s.) 
Hap' l t 's you' 
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MILLER 

Yeso - No thanks to you •••• Now move ahead. 
Slow. Caref:ul. 

He starts forward. 

EXT. HILL OVERLOOKING GROVE OF TREES - FLEETWOOD, 
EVALYN F.G. 

Fleetwoód looks off, distuvrbed, angry. Evalyn is 
alarmed. 

EVALYN (listening) 
I don't hear any more shots. They must 
have killed him. 

FROM IN FRONT - FLEE~VOOD, EVALYN 

FLEETWOOD 
(almost to himself) 

To see men, hunting man, and with such 
delight. 

Chis eyes drop to Evalyn, 
his jaw sets, he reaches 
for his watch) 

I had a christening this afternoon, 
too. -My wife will be half-dead with 
worry ·, thinking I' m drowned. But of 
course such gentle matters don't count 
with Mr. Jackson down there, or Mr. 
Miller. 

(takes her hand) 
We'll wait for the mighty hunters at 
the cabin, Evalyn. But wait --

Clooks down) 
--last night, what you said, about no 
longer being a child) I couldn't sleep. 
Come, we'll walk -- but as we do, I 
want you to explain that to me. All 
of it. 

He turns·, and wi th Evalyn a t his side, walks AWAY FROM 
CALffiRA, looking down at her, waiting for her to speak. 

She stoops, picks up a formidable thick branch which 
she finds beside the path, swings it angrily at the 
weeds. 



FLEETV!OOD' S VOlCE 
(faint) 

Come, child, teIl me •••••• 

MED. SHOT - TRAVER 

104. x... 

He regains consciousness, sits up, and tries once more 
to free himself. 

Behind him the coyote snarls and yaps. 

He strains at the jaws of the trap; they begin to open, 
they are too much for him and snap back. He puts his 
hands behind him, supports himself in this haIf-swoon, 
sweat running from his face, eye half-closed, tongue 
clenched between teeth. 

EXT. TRAlL - FLEETWOOD AND EVALYN 

The minister graveIy Ieads the way down trail, EvaIyn 
waIks at his side; she has answered his question. 

FLEETWOOD 
l see. l understand everything now. 

SuddenIy, there is the sound of the coyote's snarIing 
bark; they both stop, turn and listen. There is 
siIence and then, the sound of Iow groaning. 

EvaIyn leads the way from the traiI, pIunging into the 
scrub and forcing herself forward. 

EXT. SCRUB - EVALYN F. G., FLEETWOOD B. G. - MOVlNG CAMERA 

CAMERA PRECEDES Evalyn, STOPS with her, REVEALlNG Traver; 
haIf-sitting, foot caught in the trap; the coyote nearby. 

NEW ANGLE - THE THREE. 

FIeetwood takes in Traver's situation in a moment, 
kneels and examines the trap. 

TRAVER (writhing) 
HeIp me. Get me out of here. 

FLEETVlOOD (angry) 
Hold stiIl. Hold stiIl. l can't do a 
thing. 

Evalyn, behind him, turns and moves toward coyote, 
lifts stick and brings it down hard; there is sound 
of a yelp of pain. 

FLEETWOOD 
Stop tha t ! You, child. 

EvaIyn has raised stick to strike again. 
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EVALYN 
Mr. rüll er always do es. They kilI 
the game -- chickens. 

FLEETY.'OOD 
Poor beast. It's wounded. Leave 
i t be now. 

(sharply) 
Do as 1 sayo 

105. 

Reluctant, she lets stick fall, looking back at the 
trapped animal, as Fleetwood returns his attentions to 
feeling the effects of the trap on Traver's lego 

TRAVER 
It's broken. 

FLEETnOOD 
De'll soofi see. I'm going to try and 
remove ita 

He bends forward, exerts with all the force of arms and 
shoulders; . Traver strains back to withstand the pain. 

TRAVER 
1 didn't do what they say, reverendo 1 
didn't do ita Can you hear? 

FLEETnOOD (calmly) 
l'd take this trap off, even if you hado 

Trap comes apart --

FIJEET\lOOD 
No. Not broken . The pants saved you. 

TRAVER 
Ohhhh. That dog all but got me, too. 

He leans forward as the minister drops trap to one sidc 
and pulls up trouser lego 

CLOSE SHOT - TRAVER'S LEG 

Just aboye the ankle the trap has bitten deep, on both 
sides, into flesh and muscle. 

FLEETWOOD'S VOICE (o.s.) 
The bone looks whole. Muscle -- tendon, 
no more. 
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3S+'-TRE THREE - TRAVER, FLEETWOOD, EVALYN 

Traver stares down at his injured lego 

TRAVER 
Manl That bit deepl 

Fleetwood gets to his feet. 

FLEETVVOOD 
Now, let's see if you can walk. 

He puts his arm under Traver's and lifts; Traver pushes 
up with free hand and, manages to stumble to his feet 
but, as he puts his injured foot to ground he winces, 
grimaces. 

TRAVER 
Looks like 1 earned that Purple Heart 
after all. 

FLEETvroOD 
Now -- letts see how that leg works. 

Evalyn gets on Traver's other side so he can rest his 
weight on her shoulder and, so supported, he starts to 
move off. 

EVALYN 
(genuinely concerned) 

And the coyote? 

FLEETWOOD 
(pauses) 

Better to kill it. But 1 have nothing 
to ao that with. 

(décisive) 
Leave it. Better to leave it as it is. 

Evalyn gives him a disgusted look. 

CAMERA HOLDS as the three move off slowly, painfully, 
through the scrub. 

3S&~LOSE SHOT - COYOTE 

Snarling, pulling at its trap. 

DISSOLVE TO: 
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3S9- INT. EVALYN'S CABIN - CLOSE SHOT - TRAVER'S LEG 

Fleetwood finishes bandaging i t vvi th torn pieces of 
shirt as ANGLE rfIDENS TO INCLUDE Trayer, stretched out 
on the bed, weight rested on his elbows; Fleetwood 
kneeling at his leg, Eyalyn standing by with extra 
pieces of the crude bandage ready for the preacher's 
hand. 

He takes the last piece fram her and begins to apply 
i t: 

TRAVER 
1 told you, reyerend, 1 didn't do this 
thing like they sayo 1 didn't. 

FLEETWOOD 
Unfortunately, they claim you did. 

TRAVER · . 
Claim! Chaim! .• Reyerend -- listen -­

(Fleetwood continues 
bandaging)" 

-- 1 was boxed in. There was this white 
woman -- kept coming to the ¡'Hot Note!! -­
that's where we were blowing, and, well, 
she had dough -- she "asks me to come aroun ·~ 
her place next day to talk business. Look , 
Reverend, you belieye me? 

FLEETVVOOD 
There's nothing to disbelieye, so faro 

(becomes aware of Eyalyn, 
behind him, her growing 
interest -- holds up hand for 
Traver to wait) 

Go outside, child. And let me know when 
you see them coming. 

360.~Reluctant, but obedient, she goes outside. 

TRAVER 
She said she was thinking of having some 
folks in and she wanted me to bring the 
orchestra oyer and playa few sets -- you 
know -- for dancing? 

(Fleetwood nods) 



, 

/ 

l07-A. 

TRAVER (cont'd.) 
So, next evening, late afternoon it was, 
1 went to this address -- she let me in" 
herself. Was She ever lushed! Looping . 
Really looping. Tells me to go intó he r 
living room and pour myself a drink. \!Ve l!. 
1 did -- to be sociable -- and then she 
calls me -- so, 1 looks around -- 1 mean , 
1 been out of the south for sorne years, 
see? But she called again and says shc 
wants to speak to me, and 1 went down 
this hall -- hadn't even had a drink, 
Reverend, now believe me -- she calls 
again and 1 went to this here door and 
it was open! But look, it was the 
bedroom -- "and, get this, she was lying 
on the bed. You believe me, Reverend? 
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TRAVER 
She takes a drink from this high-ball, 
or whatever it was and says, come on in, 
fellow -- and she pats the bed -- sit 
here, she says. Now listen -- IIm no 
saint, and was she a chick, you know -­
well, cantt say what would have happened. 
But, man, she was ill, she was like 
puckered all overo Anyways, I says Mrs. 
Brownell -- that was her name --

FLEETY!OOD 
Brownell, you say? Mrs. Brownell~ 

TRAVER 
Right. Mrs. Brownell, I says, you better 
come around to the cabaret tonight and we 
can talk business there, okay? 

(Fleetwood nods) 
But now, she pats the bed again. Come on 
over, she says -- thists the place to 
settle our business, and then she comes 
over and kind of grabs me and begins to 
pull me over and, well, honest she stank 
of whisky an' cigarettes an' I just 
pushed her awayo "N o, ma ram, 11 I says. 
IIThanks. 1I 

He stops, breathing hard at the memory. 

FLEETYJOOD 
And then? 

TRAVER 
She just sat on that bed and looked at 
me, eyes all little and narrow -- then 
she runs to the door, locks it and begins 
to holler like it was her last breath. 
Rape! Rape! Help! Aúd I -- man, that 
door was really locked. The window had 
bars, that Spanish kind, you know -- well, 
I wrestled the key away from her, her 
screaming all the time, opened that door 
and cut out of there -- by then neighbors 
was running and one yelled as he saw me 
and, well ~- I been running, it seems, 
ever since. 

He leans back, exhausted by his recital, stares at 
Fleetwood, hopefully. 



TRAVER 
Reverend? You believe me? 1 mean, 
I'm innocent. 
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Fleetwood looks at him thoughtfully for a momento 

FLEETVJOOD 
1 have knowledge of Urs. Brownell. Yeso 
1 am inclin~ d to believe you are. 

(finishes bandage with a knot) 
In fact, lid feel'obliged to áppear as 
a witness f07 you, at a trial. 

TR;VER 
Triall Reve~end, they ain't going to 
wait for no trial. Not now they ain't. 

F:LEET\'JOOD 
1 have sorne influ8nce in town. 1'11 use 
it as best 1 can. 

He makes Traver comfortaole, consults watch and moves 
out of cabin . 

S'S·-EXT. CABIN - EVALYN, l"LEETY!OOD 

Evalyn stands staring down tov¡ard the distant mangroves; 
Fleetwood appears at her side, consults watcho 

FLEETYfOOD 
See them yet? 

E1ALYN 
No. 

r J,)~ETVíOOD 
It's too lat9 to leave tonight. Thatis 
settled. 

Evalyn looks behind h~m, points : 

EVALYN 
Look! 

~ 6 b,.-I.rHEIR ANGLE - TRAVER 

Using a stick to support him, he tries to hobble away 
frorn the cabin. 

FLEETVi OOD'S VOICE (o.s.) 
Hey there! You! 
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Traver redoubles his effort -- the minister runs INTO 
SHOT. ' 

3(;7.-CLOSER SHOT - TRAVER &, FIJEETI'fOOD 

Fleetwood grabs his arillo 

TRAVER 
(tries to shake him off) 

Leave me be. They'll kill me. 

FLEETV.;oOD 
They won't. 1 take that responsibility. 

(takes his arm) 
Here. Stay. 1'11 protect you. Come. 
Come back -- you should be lying down --

He half-leads, half-forces Traver back into cabin. 

~6t·- MED. SHOT - EVALYN 

3he turns from watching Fleetwood and Traver, looks off 
with quick interest; starts forward. 

'S69.-HER ANGLE - ~ilILLER & JACKSON 

They enter clearing from direction of woods, weary, 
dirty, guns held across their arms 

Evalyn runs up to them~ 

EVALYN 
Traver's here. Inside the cabin. 
He's hurto 

MILLER 
Here? The bastard! 
---- (to Jackson, disgusted) 
And we, shagged over hell's half acre! 

He starts off rapidly for cabin; Jackson follows; Evalyn 
looks after them, follows. 

0/0. ~INTo EVALYN' S CABHJ - FLEETnOOD AND TRAVER 

Fleetwood turns from making him lie down in bed as 
Miller bursts inside, Jackson on his heels. 

MILLER 
Here he is! 

Fleetwood interposes himself between them and Traver; 
Traver is up on his elbows. 
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FLEET'ifOOD 
Leave him alone. Might wel1 be he's innocent. 

JACKSON 
Innocent! 

(pushes Fleetwood to 
one side; stands over 
Traver) 

You claim to be innocent? 

TRAVER 
Yeso 

Jackson grabs him and pulls him to his feet. 

JACKSON 
She swears you raped her. 

(sticks his face close to 
Traver's) 

You mean, boy, a white woman would lie 

TRAVER 
Yeso 

81-1.-.. Jackson brings nlS hand up in a cruel cross blow to 
Traver's mouth. 

JACKSON 
Tell me, Hap, ever remember a nigger who 
pleaded guiltyl 

Holding Traver by one wrist he reaches down sorne cor~0 
that hang from a peg on the wall, forces Traver's arm 
up behind his back and pushes him forward. 

JACICSON 
"Let I s go o 

Miller catches Traver's other arm and between them thEy 
push and hustle him froro cabin. 

Fleetwood tries to stop them but Miller pushes him to 
one side. 

MILLER 
One side, reverend! 

3iZr EXT. CABIN - GROUP 

Evalyn jumps back as the two men wrestle Traver through 
the door, and, hardly letting his feet touch the ground: 
lead him towards Hil1er's cabin. 
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JACKSON 
Over there. Your cabin! 

Hardly letting Traver's feet touch the ground they 
carry and drag him across the yard. 

Reverend Fleetwood runs after them to catch up. 

FLEET~"¡OOD 

What do you intend? 

JACKSON 
Tie him up. Take him to town when it's light. 

They have reached the post outside Miller's cabin and 
begin to tie him, hands behind him. Fleetwood grabs 
Miller's arm, turns him around. 

FLEETWOOD 
Why canit you lock him in one of the cabins?" 
He can't even sit here. 

Anger in the minister's eyes, manner, cowes Miller, he 
turns Traver' s arms in front; pushes him dov'In to sill 
of porch. 

JACKSON 
. Claughs) 

Don't you know, Hap, nigger's favorite 
position, sitting. 

But Miller is regarding the minister, curious, concerned. 
CAI\'IERA NIOVES IN CLOSE ON CORDS as they are bound wi th . 
vicious yanks and savage pulls tight on Traver's wrist s . 

DISSOLVE TO~ 

INT. I':IILLER' S CABIN - NIGHT - FLEETY100D, MILLER, 
EVALYN & JACKSON 

Fleetwood sits at table in shirt sleeves, the book of 
Common Prayer open before him; Evalyn listens, chin on 
hands, a faraway look in ' her eyes; Miller listens with 
close attention; Jackson, openly bored, finishes of 
shot glass of whisky, rises, yawns, turns to door as 
the minister continues: 

FLEETVlOOD 
Ca challenging look at Miller) 

--and aboye all, keep in our minds a lively 
remembrance of that great day, in which we 
must give a strict account of our thoughts, 
words and actions; and according to the works 
in the body, be eternally rewarded or punished-
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In bogo Jackson has opened door and looks outside. 

31tt."'EXT. MIJJLER' S CABIN - TRAVER 

He sits slumped against the post; he opens his eyes at 
light from door, and looks up. 

Sound of the minister' s voice is audible from inside 
cabin. 

'3f.-S .-MED o SHOT - JACKSON 

Stares down at Traver with a mixture of pleasure and 
triumph, moves forward, CAMERA PANNING Y!ITH HIM as he 
bends down and checks the tieso 

JACKSON 
' Ca chuckle) 

Tight. Tight enough to hold any coon 
alive. 

Che stares at Traver, 
Traver returns the look) 

Well, say something. Say something fresh. 

TRAVER 
Clevelly) 

Easy enough to cut aman -- when you got 
him hog-tied. 

3iG~Jackson starts away and then, effected by the remark, 
comes back and squats down. 

JACKSON 
You intimating I'm a coward, 'cause 1 
got you tied up here. That ain't it. 
Believe meo Don't believe me. Makes 
no difference. 1 seen my death half-a­
dozen times. Never yet been scared. 
Don't know what it is to be scared. 

Csmokes) 
That's the truth. See, it's like do 
you have a ' posBum ~ a 'gator, why you 
tie him up. A lot of soft-hearted 
people try to make out a nigger's a 
mano 

(another drag) 
1 just don't believe you are. God left 
something out of you. Soul or something. 
Was you"a man I'd be "mad at you. But 
1 ain't. Not really. Trying to prove 
he's aman -- that's what gets a nigger 
into trouble. Hell -- 1'm sorry for you. 
Yes, sir. And that's the truth. Thirsty? 
Want sorne water? 
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J1+-Traver turns his head away; Jackson shrugs, flicks 
cigarette away, rises and moves off back to cabin, 
CAMERA PANNlNG as he goes inside and Evalyn comes to 
door, passing him, to lQ.ok over a t Traver. 

Fleetwood's Voice still audible. 

31(i:-TRAVER 

He looks off at Evalyn, eyes alight with hopeo 

31q.- EVALYN 

TRAVER 
Evalyn? Evvie? 

She looks off at him. 

TRAVER'S VOlCE Ca whisper) 
Come here. Come here, child. 

Slovvly, closing d oor after her, she advances; ANGLE 
lNCLUDlNG TRAVER. 
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TR11.VER 
Want you to do me a favor. Bring me 
a knife, Evvie. A sharp cutting knife. 

Evalyn looks down at him, glances at cabin: 

EVALYN 
They'd hit me. 

TRAVER 
Wait till they're asleep. 

She shakes her head; afraid. 

TR11.VER 
In your cabin. Under my bed. 
old stick -- my knife. Throw 
away. Bring me that knife. 

Tied to an 
that stick 

Evalyn looks at catin, then back at Traver 

EVALYN Ca whisper) 
Under the bed? 

He nods, eyes wide, excited. 

TR11.VER 
That's right. 

She turns and moves quietly from the cabin toward her 
OWll. 

INT. MILLER'S C11.BIN - FLEETUOOD, BILLER, J11.CKSON 

The minister has closed the book and is putting on his 
coat; Jackson sits in a chair, tilted back, lliller 
cleans his nails, aware of the minister's pent-up anger ~ 

MILLER 
Cigarette, reverend? 

FIJEETvmOD 
No. 1 don't smoke. 

MILLER 
Cup of coffee then? 

Cstarts to rise) 
Only take a minute. 
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FLEETY100D 
No. Nor coffee. 

MILLER 
Isn't there anything 1 can give you? 

FLEETUOOD 
Yeso A few minutes of your time. 1 
want a private word with you. 
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He indicates the other cabin, crosses to piek up his 
hat and briefcase. 
EXT. MILLER'S CABIN - TRAVER, EVALYN 

As she plaees knife in his hand; it is the fish-knife 
we have séen before; it's six ineh b1ade now tight in 
its c1asp. 

TRAVER 
Chi1d. Chi1d. 

(he grabs her hands, 
kisses them) 

You're the ange1 of mercy. That's no 1ie. 

She pu11s back her hands; backs toward cabin and goes 
inside. She is met at door by F1eetwood, on his way 
out. 

He pats her on the head, turns to cross over to Traver ~ 
ANGLE INCLUDES Traver who, head down, doesn't even 
100k up. 

FLEET\"!OOD 
You thirsty? Need anything? 

TRAVER 
(not 100king up) 

Nothing. 

The minister 100ks at him compassionate1y, turns, 
encounters Mi11er at door, he indicates that they talle 
in his cabin and Mi11er ' c10ses door at his back, 
throws a 100k at Traver, and fo110ws. 

MED. CLOSE SHOT - TRAVER 

He 1ifts his head to 100k after them, opens his ' hand 
slight1y to reassure himse1f of the knife ' there, rests 
his head on his hands, eyes open, waiting, thinking .. 
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1NT. EVALYN'S CAB1N - FLEETWOOD, M1LLER 

F1eetwood adjusts flame in the kerosene lampo Hiller 
stands inside door. 

FLEETVlOOD 
1 have an unpleasant duty to perform and 
1 feel that you should know of it. 

MILLER 
\'!hat is that? 

FLEETWOOD 
(turns) 

1 hold the gravest SUsplclons that you 
have abused the innocence of this child. 

M1LLER 
(growing angry) 

Thougfit you~ere a preaclrey, ~ot a c~p 
a-sking quesLions uf a kl:íi. You're the one 
who's lIabused her innocence". 

FLEETWOOD 
Your manner tends to confirm my SUsplclons. 
1f true, you're guilty of an abominable 
crime, Miller, certainly before Jesus 
Christ - the violation of an innocent 
is an unforgiveable acto 

MILLER 
(hotly) 

She's not a child -- she's a woman 

FLEETWOOD 
Then you accept the accusation? 

M1LLER 
No, sir. 1 do noto V'/hy should 1? 

FLEETY/OOD 
The child told me. 1 know. You're lying. 

M1LLER 
(furious) 

A11 righto 1 admit it. And what? 
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FLEETYfOOD 
You're an adult,. She's a ohild. The law 
is explicito 1'11 have to report you to 
the authorities. 

M1LLER 
(b,rutally) 

Hell, she's a wild thing. And things that 
are wild -- it's the way of life. Even 
y"ou can see that. You oan' t leave aman 
o~~pea up here on this stinking island. 
Why look -- it almost ~ to happen. 
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FLEETWOOD 
I oannot make myself a party to your orime. 

MILLER 
Look. A thing like this -- reporting it, 
it'll mean my jobo 

(desperate) 
I built myself up from nothing. From 
sharecropper. Poor white. I am somebody. 
I have a good name in town. 

FLEET\'JO OD 
It was you who risked it. This is a 
ohild. She has been injured. 

MILLER 
Aren't preaohers supposed to have a 
little oharity? Meroy? 

FLEET'i,jOOD 
Toward the helpless, the weak, yeso 

(ooldly angry) 
There are always exouses, always extenuating 
oiroumstanoes, Mr. Miller, and 1'm tired 
of them. He's siok. He's poor. His 
parents beat him when he was young. His 
parents didn't beat him when he was young. 
I've heara-that kind of oant uséd to 
exouse the most scabrous orimes. Well, 
I won't aooept it. It is an old-fashionéd 
belief I know but I believe in sin. Yeso 
And expiation. There must be guilt, and 
expiation, or the sin will be readily 
oommitted again. 

He orosses to his bed and begins to turn back the 
oovers. 

387~Miller pauses at door, would make one last plea, but 
sees that it is hopeless and turns and goes out. 
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,%'~ ,~ EXT. EVALYN I S CABIN 

as Miller exits, starts for his own cabin, Fleetwood 
in b.g. unbuttoning his shirt comes to half-open door , 
looks after Uiller, slams door shut. 

3icl.- EXT. MILLER' S CAB IN - TRAVER F. G., r-ULLER B o G • 

As he slams door shut behind him. Traver, slowly lift s 
his head, looks from one cabin to the other and then, 
as CAMERA nOVES IN ON HIM struggles to open knife, 
begins to cut at the cords that bind his wrists. 

DISSOLVE TO: 

~ ~ O:-EXT. MILLER I S CABIN - DAY 

r,/IED. SHOT - EEPTY DOOR\"iA y 

Over shot we hear ~ 

JACKSON'S VOICE (angry) 
Mill er ! Ha.e ! Come here! 

Miller comes out of cabin, belting his pants, pauses 
and crosses as CAHERA PANS TO INCLUDE Jackson ,;vho has 
picked up the severed cords from dust, gestures with 
them, raging. 

J ACKS ON 
Look here! They been cut! It's that 
damn preache~. That's Viho! 

(turns, yells) 
Preacher! You come a-running. Come 
right her e no'!! 

c3'H '- Reverend Fleetwood comes from trough where he has been 
vvashing. 

FLEETy'TO OD 
Yes? Vha t is it? 

JACKSON 
You know right well what it is. It's 
this here. 

(holds cords under his nose) 
You damn well cut him loose! 

Fleetwood pushes hand and cords to one side. 

FLEET\"lOOD 
It wasn't l. 
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He turns, surveys Miller, his eyes find Evalyn who h p, 

just come from cabin. 

3q2~ She averts her head from his gaze. 

JASKSON 
You! 

He advances, white with rage, swings a blow that 
knocks her to the dust. 

M1LLER 
(involuntar ily) 

Damn yOUo Keep your hands off ----

He spins Jackson by the shoulder and hits him in the 
mouth. 

3q~ .- Jackson staggers ba ck, hand going to his mouth from 
which blood creeps. 

JACKSON 
(bewildered) 

NOVl vlhat W3.S that for? 

Miller feels his fist, looks from Jackson to Evalyn 
whom Fleetwood helps to her feet; he can't supply the 
answer himself. 

FJJEET"TOOD 
You hurt ~ &~ fenseless child, Mr . Jackson. 
There's ilO excuse for that. 

But Fleetwood's eyes, as he says this, are on Miller. 

JACKSON 
She had it coming. 

39Vr Picks up shotgun, checks it, turns away. 

JACKSON 
He's got ~o be close because of that leg 
of his ~- and this time 1 won't take any 
chances. 1'11 shoot on sight. 

MILLER 
1'11 go with you. 
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H~ goes into cabin for rifle. 

Fleetwood shouts after Jackson : 

FLEETY!OOD 
Jack son! I.1r. Jackson! 1 order you 
to take me to town. 

Jackson "continues, unhearing, away; Eva13rn, still 
tearful, walks off toward tool-shed and disappears. 

J95. NE\'! ANGLE 

Fleetwood turns to put his hand on I.Iiller' s armo 

FLE E TriO OD 
Mr. Miller -- this colored man is innocent. 

IULLER 
How do you know? 

FLEETVí OOD 
1 knoyr the Yvhite woman who accuses him. 
Know her well. The poor creature once 
carne to me for help. 1 couldn't give it. 
Since her husband died -- she drinks~ 
Two years ago she accused a white man of 
this same acto 

JACKSON 
(in distance) 

Miller! Come on. 

M1LLER 
(shouts) 

Go on ahead. 1'11 catch up with you 
(turns to Fleetwood) 

Look, what would happen if 1 was to 
marry Evalyn? 

FLEETWOOD 
(after a moment) 

That would be nothing 1 could prevent, 
Mr. I.I iller. 

H1LLER 
Would you still report me? 

FLEETHOOD 
1 would have to seek advice on that 
from my superiors i~ the churoh. 

'MILLER 
~h:en 1 "b.ave íiI chance2 
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FLEETY!OOD 
l'd say yeso You have. 

Miller's shoulders sag in relief, he wipes his face, 
picks up rifle and turns to start off. 

Fleetwood puts his hand on his armo 

FLEETV!OOD 
Suppose he were guilty, this colored -man, 
your killing him would be bad enough. 
But innocent! And of all people to hunt 
him - yourself! 

Miller stops as though he had been hit bodily; his eyes 
meet Fleetwood's, he turns and sits slowly. 

Fleetwood watches him a moment, then turns and moves offo 

EVALYN & JACKSON 

She catches up with him, tugs at his armo 

JACKSON 
(furiously) 

Sure l heard the preachero And 
hell with him. Now go on backo 

1 say to 
Go on! 

He pushes her away and she stops, watohes him go and 
moves back up path toward cabin. 

MEDo SHOT - MILLER 

He has pulled a pipe from his mouth, put it to his 
mouth, puffs at it as he thinks; now, with sudden wild 
decision he rises, grabs his rifle and starts off. 

EXT. ISLAND PATH - JACKSON 

He comes into foreground, stops; looks carefully to 
right and left, proceeds on way, the shotgun held 
ready. 
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39 ~ .~EXTo GROVE OF DEAD TREES - JACKSON 

He MOVES lNTO SHOT, searching, CAHERA DOLLlES AHEAD of 
hirn, as he rnoves rnethodica11y, searching behind every 
trunk and bush. 

Over Shot comes: 

MlLLER' S VOlCE 
Jackson! Yay, Jackson! 

He stops, turns and looks off, cups his hands, ye1ls. 

YOO . ..-HlS ANGLE PATH - SHOOTlNG UP - MlLLER 

He searches for sorne sign of Jackson. 

JACKSON'S VOlCE (oos.) 
Here! This way! 

Mi1ler sees hirn, starts off on the run, rifle in hand. 

YOl-1\1EDo SHOT - JACKSON 

He rnoves back as IUl1er runs lNTO SHOT~ 

MlJ-iLER 
(bréath1ess) 

Leave offo 

JACKSON 
Leave off? Bhat you talking? 

MlLLER 
(stubborn) . 

l said leave off. And hand over that shotgun , 

JACKSON 
(s tepE; back) 

Hell l will. 
(puzzled) 

You gone crazy? The heat got you? 

MlLLER 
(hand out) 

Let's have that gun 
(leve1s rifle at 
Jackson's chest) 

Now. 
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Slo"wly, openly contemptuous, Jackson passes over the 
shotgun. 

MILLER 
(gestures with rifle) 

Now get on back to your boato 

He starts off. 

JACKSON 
(yells aftér him) 

But I'll be back. Yeah. With the sheriff. 
With a posse. We'll see who's boss out 
here then. 

(cups his hands) 
Cotton-pickin' nigger-lover! 

~D2 '~ MED. SHOT - J ACKSON 

He looks after his departing friend's back, his own 
hands on his hips 'how do you like that?'; shakes his 
head, draws out a pack of cigarettes, collapses on 
large rock, scratches match and lights up. 

He takes first drag, shakeshis head again, still 
unable to fathom it, fuming. 

~03,'- EXT. ~ULLER' S CABIN - FLEETyrOOD 

He stands at the rustic table, packing his briefcase, 
trying to get his wrapped-up galoshes to fit inside: 

EVALYN'S VOICE (o. s.) 
Reverend! Reverend! 

He turns and she runs up to him, excitedly, pointing 
off, takes his hand, pulls. 

EVALYN 
Come. Over here, Reverend. Quick. 

Smiling, he allo~s himself to be dragged along. 

FLEETYiOOD 
V!ha t is i t? 

EVALYN 
Traver. Tha t' s wha t. He was here. All 
night. 
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~~.~NGLE NOV INCLUDES TOOL-SHED beside cabin; she pu11s 
the door wide as Traver, b1inking in the bright 1ight, 
trying to smi1e, pu11s himse1f awkwardly outside: 

TRAVER 
Just run out of gas. 

(indica tes leg) 
Last night ' I couldn't even touch it to 
the ground. Figured least l'd sleep warm. 

(tests le g) 
Does fee1 a bit better this morning though. 

FLEETHOOD 
Catch onto my arm here. 

Traver does and he helps him back across to rustic 
table and benches. 

TRAVER 
If only lid had a stick. But, 1ike, it 
ain't easy when you can't perambulate. 

He eases himself to edge of table, stiffens, looking 
off in sudden fear. 

TRAVER 
fm o cking-l-y-j 

Oh, oh -- here comes the boss-man! 

Q05 '-- NEF ANGLE - EXT. CABIN - MILLER 

He walks up to group at table, shotgun and rifle in 
hands, CAl/IERA PANNING \",'ITH HUI. 

EVALYN 
(to Miller, explains) 

He was in the tool-shed. 

Miller has been regarding Traver, a conflict going on 
in his mind, now he resolves it : 

MIIJLER 
That boat of yours tight by now? 

TRAVER ' 
Kiók it. Vhip it. Do what you want with 
it. 

(indica tes leg) 
1'm frozen. Immobile. 1 crapped out. 



Miller eyes him a moment, steps inside cábin and, as 
othemwatch, comes out with pair of oars. 

M1LLER 
Try walking with these. 

Traver, puzzled by this change in Miller, gingerly 
takes oars, fits them under his arm-pits, like crutches~ 
takes a few steps forward. 

TRAVER 
Yeah. Sure. 

( be'.'lildered) 
1 donlt dig you, daddy. What riff you on? 

Huh? 
round 
going 

M1I.,LER 
Oho A lot of things have 
hereo Just take it easy. 
to help you. 

Can 
(indicates crutches) 

you bet to the boat then? 

h.appened 
11m 

TRAVER 
Can 1? I:m with it. 11m swinging. 

MILLER 
So go ahead -- make time. 1 111 be right 
along with the motor. 

TRAVER 
Manl 1'11 be there like -­

( grins) 
--five minutes agoo 

He s tar ts off, s tops, s:1.ile s a t Evalyn, half waves. 

TRAVER 
Thanks. You, too, reverendo 

He is off, making slow but consistent progress acros~ 
the clearing. 

NEVl ANGLE - GROUP 

As Miller turns to face Fleetwood, Evalyn. 

r/IILLER 
Reverend, 1'11 come into town, take her 
out shoPVing like 1 promised. Will you 
hold off that report till then? 

Fleetwood looks at Evalyn, at Miller. 
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FLEETVVOOD 
1 think that might be arranged. Yeso 
Why not? 

(gently; a glance at Evalyn) 
After all, it is not for us to decide, 
Mr. Miller. 

MILLER 
Right. It'll be up to her. 

(softly) 
But 1 think 1 can sell her on it. 

Y08,'Fleetwood turns, gives Evalyn his hand and starts 
away. 

Evalyn looks back at Miller, pulls her hand free, comes 
back, tries to speak but can't. 

~09.'--Miller reaches out his hand, caresses her cheek. She 
suffers it for a second, then pulls away, turns and 
rejoins Fleetwood on the path. 

MILLER 
~Bye, Evvie. See you Saturday! 

She turns and waves her hand. 



126. 

He watohes them as they disappea~ from view; turns baok 
into oabin, oomes out with motor, rifle, sets off 
toward Traver's boato 

lf10.-EXT. ISLAND PATH - TRAVER -

He moves along on his improvised orutohes, swinging 
along path toward his boato 

There is the sound of a yell, he tu~ns: 

(¡/t ,-- HIS ANGLE - JACKSON 

He runs towards him: 

Y12 :- LONG SHOT - JACKSON & TRAVER 

Jaokson runs up to him, oiroles him, talking fast, then 
duoks in fast-and pushes him. Traver falls baokwards 
to the ground. 

Y13.- MED. SHOT - TRAVER F.G. - JACKSON BoG. 

Jaokson spits the oigarette from between his lips. 

JACKSON 
(triumphant) 

Thought you'd made it! Eh? Figured you'd 
get away! 

( His hand goes behind his baok and oomes out with his 
sheath-knife in it. 

41~;- Traver fumbles for his ovm knife, but Jaokson moves in, 
oiroling to find the best vantage point for attaok. 

V1~- Traver shifts, frantioally, on his baok, keeping 
Jaokson always in view. 

Jaokson moves deliberately, wiokedly, sees his opening 
and moves forward Quiokly. 

~1k~LOSE SHOT - TRAVER 

He swings oar. 

4ft - ORIGINAL ANGLE - TRAVER & JACKSON 

The oar'sweeps Jaokson feet from under him and he falls 
heavily. 
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o/n--CLOSE SHOT - HlS HEAD 

lt strikes a rock. 

{¡H~ CLOSE SHOT - HlS KNlFE 

lt f1ies to rest in roots of scrub. 

~ 7'0 --~.mD • S HOT - TRAVER 

Knife open in his hand he 1unges forward, drags himse1f 
to a sitting position on Jackson's chest. 

Smi1ing in savage anticipation he puts the b1ade of his 
knife to the man's throat. 

(¡Zi, CLOSE SHOT - KNlFE AGAlNST SKlN 

The knife makes a pressure line against the skin -­
and stops. 

<¡ lZ:- TRA VER 

The savagery drains from his face -- he regards the 
knife, the throat -- he closes his eyes, opens them, 
starts to press the knife home -- but again, jails. 

é¡'23:-CLOSE SHOT - JACKSON THROAT & KNlFE 

Slow1y, the knife is withdrawn~ 

Jackson's eyes flicker open, he looks up, sees Traver 
seated on his chest; his eyes blaze hatred. 

12 y - TRAVER & JACKSON 

Jackson struggles but Traver's knees hold his arms 
tight: 

JACKSON 
Go ahead, KilI me. Let me have it. 
KilI me. Go ahead. 

(spits violently) 
Dirty nigger! 

TRAVER 
(contemptuous) 

White trash. Did l kilI you l'd 
never get away with ita 

(spits back) 
That's the on1y reason l don't. 
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He reaches out, picks up Jackson knife and puts it'in 
his pocket and then, keeping his own knife pointed, 
ready, reaches for his two oars. 

t¡zS- LOVI ANGLE - TRAVER 

He gets to his feet slowly, carefully, eyes on Jackson, 
then turns on the two oars and startsoff awkwardly. 

He moves through the scrub, pauses, looks back, turns 
and keeps going. 

é¡g6 ;- MED. SHOT - A URGE ROCK 

Jackson's white hand comes in deliberately, picks it up. 

t¡'ll,- NlED. SHOT -- TRAVER 

He MOVES AYlAY FROM CAMERA, concentrated on his progress, 
step by step he moves along. 

Some sudden sound makes him stop, turn, his face ---­
looking up, grimaces and he starts to raise his hand 
to shield himself but the rock crashes into his temple. 

He starts to fallo 

l¡ 28rEXT. TRAVER' S BOAT -- MILLER 

He strides up to it hurriedly, sets down motor, pulls 
boat from water by gunwale and carefully begins to 
empty it of water. 

?Z,/ ,--- EX,;!? TltB- V+H::&-RF - FLEETrf OOD & EVALYN - JACKSON'S BOAT 

They put their various personal belongings beneath the 
seats in the cockpit. 

The minister consults his watch, looks up at sound of 
feet. 

/.¡:3 O,...., HIS ANGLE - JACKSON 

He casts off bow-lone, nimbly moves to stern line, 
casts that off, too. 

FLEETWOOD 
"ie thought we'd lost you. 

Jackson makes no answer, jumps i nt o boat, puts key in 
ignition. 
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(¡3: t .'"MED. SHOT - FLEETvrO OD & EVALYN, J ACKSON - BOAT 

The motors catch and it backs up; stops, goes forward, 
swinging away from the wharf. 

L¡ 3 2.--W.lT. BEAC.H - rULLER 

He has finished screwing on the motor; the boat floats 
lightly on the water; he swings the gasoline can to'its 
place, surveys his work and turns, to step to shore, 
impatiently looking. 

Hiller cups his hand s: 

MILLEc"\ 
Traver! Oh, Traver! 

hl.fD. ~H'Of 
t¡~3;- MEB~.\8H~ - IN SCRUB - TRAVER 

On his back, arm thrown back, the oars on either side of 
him; blood stains the whole front of his white shirt, 
trickles thinly from his mouth. 

Flies buzz about him. 

MILLER'S VOICE (o.s.) 
Traver! Everything's ready! She's all 
set to go. Come on there, you travelling 
man! 

Y3Y, ..... LONG SHOT - HILLER el BOAT 

He stands, hands cupr ed, impatient, yelling, small on 
the shore: 

MILLER 
Traver! Oh, Traver! 

He continues to call : 

THE END. 

FADE OUT: 
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