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"THE SCENIC ROUTE"
Author's Note: The formatting of this screenplay has been modified to make it easier to read on small handheld devices. (No elements are indented, and dialog is on the same line with character names, as is done with stage plays.)
FADE IN:
INT. LIVING ROOM -- DAY
Urban, working class house. Worn, battered furniture. A mix of brand new and tacky knick-knacks and stacks of electronics reflect the hard-living and light-fingered nature of the inhabitants.
A lean, angry man in his thirties, LUTHER'S DAD, sits on the couch in his undershirt, a TV remote in his hand. He glares up at SOL'S MOTHER a sweet, neat suburban housewife, about the same age.
SOL'S MOTHER:I hate to say this, I really do, but your son is just...he's just no good.
LUTHER'S DAD: You got that right. (He gets up, throws down the remote.) Luther!
SOL'S MOTHER: I just don't want him around my son. He's a bad influence.
LUTHER'S DAD: Luther! Come 'ere!
He spots the boy next to the door. YOUNG LUTHER, eight-years-old, and has both hands in a purse on the side table. The purse matches Sol's Mom's coat. Luther freezes. His dad heads toward him, unbuckling his belt.
Luther pulls out a fistful of money and dashes away. His father gives chase. Down the hall, through the kitchen. Luther evades, dodges under the table, over a chair, and out and up the stairs. Never once does he let go or even adjust his grip on that fistful of money.
INT. UPSTAIRS -- DAY
At the top of the stairs, Luther dashes through a door. Sound of the lock clicking. His father shoves a chair under the knob.
LUTHER'S DAD: When I let you out of there, you're gonna hurt!
INT. BATHROOM -- DAY
Luther doesn't look worried. He goes straight to the narrow window, and pushes it open. The screen is loose from its frame and he tugs it away with one hand. He keeps a tight grip on the money with the other.
EXT. HOUSE -- DAY
Luther climbs out the small upstairs window onto a sloping roof. Scoots carefully down the slope, and takes hold of a trellis with his free hand to swing down. Still holding the money the entire time.
He jumps to the ground and trots over to a car in the driveway. YOUNG SOL , another boy of about eight, sits in the back, waiting for his mother.
Luther knocks on the window. Sol edges over and opens the door.
YOUNG LUTHER: Your ma said I was no good.
YOUNG SOL: I know.
YOUNG LUTHER: Your ma shouldn't say that. My ma would never say that about you.
YOUNG SOL: Your mom's a stripper.
YOUNG LUTHER: So your ma should be better than mine, but she's not.
YOUNG SOL: Hey!
Sol gets out. Luther holds up the money. Sol hesitates, but then Luther's dad comes charging out of the house.
LUTHER'S DAD: You no good little punk!
Luther takes off running down the street. Sol looks undecided. His mother comes out of the house.
YOUNG LUTHER: Come on!
Sol turns and runs after Luther.
EXT. BANK -- DAY
TITLE: TWENTY-FIVE YEARS LATER
A boring, flat bank building in a boring flat Midwestern town. Very little activity or traffic.
In the distance, SIRENS. A slick silver Cadillac peels into view and pulls up in front of the bank. Two men jump out, dressed in long black trench coats and cool shades.
LUTHER CZMCK (pronounced JIM-check) is in the lead, 30s, handsome and perhaps too smooth for his own good. SOL GILHOOLY follows, same age, quiet and eager to please.
They pull bandannas over their faces and run into the bank, and moments later the come back out, guns and a garbage bag of money in hand. An alarm sounds as they jump into the Caddy and speed away.
INT. CADILLAC -- DAY
Sol drives. Luther looks at his watch. Both are excited.
LUTHER: That's three banks in...thirty-nine minutes!
Sol hoots in triumph. Luther looks back.
LUTHER: That should put all the cops on this side of town. Now we've got a train to catch.
SOL: What if it's late?
LUTHER: It's never late, Sol. I've been timing it every day for two weeks.
SOL: What if it's early?
LUTHER: Then we're shit out of luck.
He grins. Sol looks nervous.
BANK
Two police cars tear around the corner, sirens wailing. A man stands outside the bank, shouting and pointing after Luther and Sol. One police car pulls up to the man, while the other pursues.
CADILLAC
Swerves around a corner and heads out of town. In the distance a long freight train comes along at an angle to the road.
LUTHER: There she is. Right on time.
SOL: It IS early.
LUTHER: Plenty of time. Just punch it.
A police car skids into view behind them. Sol punches it just as a second car joins the pursuit from a cross street, nearly cutting them off.
The Caddy slides onto a road parallel to the tracks. The train is chugging along, but the Caddy is ahead. Sol punches it again.
The first police car gains on them and the train, now about even with the engine.
Ahead is a cross street, with cars stopped at the crossing. Sol keeps up the speed. The occupants of the stopped cars look frightened. Sol skids, and swerves across the tracks at an angle, just ahead of the train.
Police cars skid to a stop. One cop talks into his radio, another gets out and tries to direct the stopped traffic back so they can continue the chase to the next crossing, but it's too late.
INT. CADILLAC -- DAY
LUTHER: Yes! I am a genius.
SOL: Oh, man that was close.
LUTHER: It was perfect. Shit, we're good. It'll be twenty minutes before that train clears town, and nothing but flat crossings for a hundred miles.
He reaches into the back seat and pulls up a duffel bag. He begins to stuff handfuls of money from the garbage bag into it.
SOL: Oh shit.
Luther looks up. In the distance ahead, flashing lights.
LUTHER: Keep cool
SOL: What'll we do?
LUTHER: Keel cool!
The police car approaches. A state trooper. It flashes past at a high rate of speed, never slowing. Both Sol and Luther let out a sigh of relief.
LUTHER: I bet they got the call to help out in Gaylord. They'll be sitting on this side of the tracks waiting for the train to clear.
He laughs and stuffs the rest of the money into the duffel bag. He turns around to put it in the back seat and sees the trooper come to a stop.
LUTHER: Shit! He's turning around.
Sol floors it. There is some traffic ahead on the two lane surface road. They weave in and out. The trooper races after. Lights flash, wild siren.
LUTHER: Shit. We need another fucking train.
SOL: It's okay. I got it.
An eighteen wheeler rolls along ahead of them. Luther grins. Sol pulls out to pass, but stays alongside, half watching the trooper catch up.
LUTHER: No, punch it.
SOL: I want to surprise him.
LUTHER: You'll surprise him. Pull ahead.
The Caddy pulls ahead and slides into the lane in front of the semi. Traffic passes the other way. The trooper pulls out to pass the truck. Luther points out a crossroad ahead.
LUTHER: There.
Sol brakes suddenly and shoots around the corner. The eighteen wheeler brakes, starts skidding, sends the trooper's car into a spin into the ditch.
Luther turns to watch the truck skid around. He lets out a whoop.
LUTHER: You can drive, man.
SOL: You can plan. Where we headed now?
LUTHER: Keep going. We'll cut back and cross our path. Head for the Interstate that way.
EXT. BACK ROAD -- DAY
The Caddy flies along a narrow and poorly maintained road. Cows and farms on either side, overgrown ditches.
They pull up and over a hill. The road dips in a steep grade that ends at a cross road with a deep ditch on the other side. The sign opposite them -- plain yellow, with arrows pointing in each direction -- is bent. A set of worn tracks shows others have overshot the turn and gone in the ditch.
The Caddy pulls to a stop.
SOL: Which way?
LUTHER: Right.
Luther points left. The Caddy turns left.
DITCH
Behind the battered yellow sign is another sign, flattened into the ditch. It's green, and says "Interstate, 6 mi." and an arrow points right.
EXT. ROAD SOMEWHERE ELSE -- EVENING
Dusk begins to close in on the narrow dirt road. Trees and brush, fewer farms. No farms. They bump along the road. It's getting very dark.
LUTHER: Where the hell are we?
SOL: I don't know.
Luther sighs. A deer runs across their path. Sol slams on the brakes.
SOL: Jesus.
Three more deer run past.
LUTHER: Let's get the hell out of here.
SOL: Where?
LUTHER: I don't care. They say a deer jumps through your windshield, it'll kick you to death. Pulverize you so not even your dentist can identify you.
SOL: Oh, man.
LUTHER: I mean, you remember that clip they used to show on Letterman all the time? The deer attacks a guy?
Another deer stumbles across the road ahead, turns in their direction.
LUTHER: Go! Go!
Sol kicks the car into reverse and they peel backward, weaving on the narrow road. No place to turn around. The trees and brush flash by, black and red in the tail lights.
LUTHER: Wait! Stop! Stop!
They stop. Sol looks at Luther.
LUTHER: They're probably back that way too.
SOL: Oh, man.
LUTHER: I mean, they're not creeping up on us or anything, they're just there. It's the woods, you know?
SOL: I saw that Letterman clip. It kicked the shit out of that guy.
Luther pauses, peers out through the windshield. Sees only murk. Sits up, a little more confident.
LUTHER: But just because the guy was making fun of him. Pointing arrows at him. You'd kick him too.
SOL: What if it thinks we're invading it's territory?
LUTHER: It's not going to attack a car. We just don't want to hit one. We go slow, we'll be okay.
Sol turns to look behind and sends the car careening backwards just as fast as before.
LUTHER: What the hell you doing?
SOL: If we hit it going backwards, it'll just kick around in the back seat.
LUTHER: Oh! Yeah.
The Caddy weaves backwards, kicking up gravel.
LUTHER: There's a road!
They skid to a stop. Just ahead a blacktop road empties onto the dirt road they're on. The Caddy moves forward, cautiously, until it's on the pavement, and then they burn rubber out of there.
EXT. ROAD -- NIGHT
The Caddy cruises along a blacktop road. Luther is now driving. Sol is asleep. Ahead are the lights of a convenience store with gas station.
LUTHER: Thank god.
EXT. STORE -- NIGHT
The Caddy pulls up to the pump in front of the store. Luther gets out. Starts pumping gas. Sol pulls himself out and stretches.
SOL: What time is it?
LUTHER: Four thirty.
SOL: Man. We've got to ditch this car at the chop shop and get a clean one.
LUTHER: It'll be better getting there at night.
INT. STORE -- NIGHT
The CASHIER, an elderly Asian woman, sits behind the cash register, her chin resting on one hand as though she's falling asleep. Sol enters, yawning, and heads straight for the twinkie rack.
Luther heads for the cashier. She points at the amount on display on the cash register.
LUTHER: Can you tell us how to get back to the interstate?
The cashier nods politely, and points again to the cash register.
LUTHER: You don't speak English.
The cashier nods again.
LUTHER: Interstate.
He draws lines on the counter to illustrate. She looks blankly.
CASHIER: In state?
LUTHER: In-ter-state. Can you tell me where...? Shit. Do you have maps?
She points at the amount on the cash register and smiles.
Sol finds a rack of maps nearby. There are lots of them, and they cover every state from Colorado to Pennsylvania.
SOL: What state are we in?
LUTHER: I don't know. We were driving all night. We could be anywhere.
Sol picks up a collection of maps and brings them to the counter with an armload of snack foods. The cashier looks enlightened and reaches for the maps to ring them up. Luther takes them back.
LUTHER: No, we just want to know where we are. Are we still in Illinois? Illinois?
He holds up the Illinois map. She smiles and nods, and speaks carefully making sure she pronounces the L's.
CASHIER: So. Illinois.
She snatches the map away and rings it up, sets it aside and reaches for the Sol's snacks.
LUTHER: Good. Where in Illinois?
He picks up the map and points to the picture of Illinois on the cover. She nods, forces a smile, keeps ringing up snacks.
CASHIER: Illinois.
LUTHER: Where in Illinois?
She ignores him. Sol picks up another map.
SOL: What about Kentucky?
CASHIER: So. Kentucky.
She snatches that map away and rings it up too.
SOL: She doesn't know what you're asking.
LUTHER: Christ. Where are we! Illinois? Indiana? Iowa?
She reaches for the rest of the maps, Luther slams his hand down over them.
LUTHER: Where is this store? This store HERE. What's the address?
The cashier backs off, looks cautious. Sol looks at the maps again.
SOL: Tennessee, maybe?
The cashier sidles closer to Sol and looks at the maps. She takes the Tennessee map and rings it up. Luther glares at her.
LUTHER: What are you doing working here when you don't speak English?
SOL: Don't be mean to her.
Luther gathers himself up.
LUTHER: I'm not. I won't.
He forces a smile and holds out his hands in a calming gesture. The cashier relaxes and points at the amount on the cash register again. Luther pulls out a fistful of bills from his pocket, and sorts out several twenties.
LUTHER: See? I'm not mean to her -- keep the change -- just because she only speaks Chinese....
SOL: I think it's Japanese.
LUTHER: Japanese people don't work in convenience stores. They're rich. They make cars and TVs and stuff.
SOL: She keeps saying 'so' and I think that's 'yes' in Japanese.
LUTHER: Maybe she's just not impressed with us. (turns to cashier) Right?
CASHIER: So.
She hands him his change. He tries to push it back. She won't take it. He leans in.
LUTHER: Look, you shouldn't work this shift alone. Not if you don't speak English. You could get robbed and you wouldn't even know what the robber was telling you. And then you'd get shot.
He points his finger like a gun to illustrate, but she reaches under the counter and pulls out a shotgun. He backs off quickly.
LUTHER: Okay. Fine.
She pushes his change at him. Luther backs off another step, washing his hands of it, turns to go. Sol picks up the bag of maps and goodies.
SOL: He's really tired. He's been up all night.
LUTHER: She doesn't speak English.
They leave the change. She watches them go, puts away the gun, pockets the change.
INT. CADILLAC -- DAWN
Sol drives. Luther sulks and eats cheese puffs. He doesn't seem to like them.
LUTHER: You know, I bet she does speak English. I bet she was jerking my chain.
SOL: Say, Luther? Did we cross any rivers while I was asleep? I mean big ones?
Luther is silent for a long time.
LUTHER: Maybe.
SOL: You'd have noticed if we crossed the Mississippi.
LUTHER: Yeah. Sure. I think.
SOL: I mean, it's really big.
LUTHER: We did cross a pretty big one.
SOL: But I'm sure only main roads go across the Mississippi. And we haven't found the main road yet, so...
LUTHER: So we couldn't have crossed the Mississippi.
SOL: Right.
EXT. CADILLAC -- MORNING
The Caddy speeds along a country road as the sun rises. Mists dissipate. Woods and brush, fields, cows, but few visible farms.
A rustic building with a dirt parking lot appears ahead. A sign says "Food, drinks, gas." The Caddy pulls in.
EXT. SALOON -- DAY
The building is ramshackle, with false rustic decor. Wagon wheels, barn siding. Deer antlers.
To one side is a small garage, where CHUCK, a twenty-something muscle-bound brute, changes a tire on a battered old Cutlass. Nearby BRENDA smokes and waits for her car. She's nearing fifty, but still has her looks, legs, and especially her generous figure, which she shows off in a trashy tight blouse and short skirt.
She watches the Caddy pull up in front of the saloon, looks interested. Luther gets out, and she looks more interested. Luther smiles and admires her in return. Sol locks the duffel bag in the trunk.
SOL: We're almost out of gas.
LUTHER: Yeah?
SOL: Luther.
Luther finally turns away from Brenda.
LUTHER: What?
SOL: We're almost out of gas.
LUTHER: Good. They got gas here.
He turns back toward the garage and Brenda, but Chuck is now talking to her. Sol and Luther head into the saloon.
INT. SALOON -- DAY
The place is even more rustic, and dirtier, inside than out. At a table near the door to the kitchen HACKER and WALLY sit. Hacker is fifty and unkempt. Wally is nearly identical to Chuck. Hacker stirs himself as Luther and Sol approach the bar.
LUTHER: Coffee. Strong. Black. Lots.
SOL: Me too.
Hacker moves slowly back into the kitchen, and returns with a tin coffee pot. He pulls out some surprisingly delicate, non-matching cups from under the bar.
LUTHER: You got food?
HACKER: Kitchen ain't open yet.
Luther pulls a crumpled wad of bills from his pocket, sorts out two twenties and flattens them on the counter. He shoves the rest back into his pocket.
LUTHER: See these? They're yours. I just want coffee, breakfast, and directions to the Interstate.
SOL: And gas.
LUTHER: Right, and gas.
He fishes out more money and drops it on the counter. He pins it there with a finger before Hacker can take it.
LUTHER: Food?
HACKER: I think I can find some ham and eggs.
LUTHER: Great! Six eggs. Scrambled. Beat 'em up frothy and cook 'em in big fluffy chunks. Don't pulverize them into egg oatmeal, okay? I hate that.
Hacker snatches away the money.
HACKER: Sure. What about you?
SOL: Got any Cheetos?
HACKER: No.
SOL: Eggs, then. Same as him. Only if you got cheese, I want cheese on them.
Hacker sends Wally to get the breakfast. Luther turns to Sol.
LUTHER: What do you want Cheetos for? That's all we ate all night.
SOL: That's all YOU ate all night. I didn't get any.
LUTHER: Sorry.
Brenda enters, followed by Chuck. Hacker stirs himself to meet her at the end of the counter. Chuck leans on the counter next to Brenda.
Hacker scribbles on an order pad. He tears off a sheet and hands it to Brenda, smiling.
BRENDA: Forty bucks for changing a damn tire?
CHUCK: It was a lot of work.
She sees his smarmy look and then looks at Hacker who has the same look.
BRENDA: Shit.
HACKER: Well, if you don't have it, maybe we can work out a trade.
BRENDA: Oh, a trade.
HACKER: I bet you're a talented lady. Real experienced. Blow job for a blown tire.
BRENDA: He didn't even fix the tire. He just changed it.
Chuck dangles her keys, pulls them back, smiles. She opens her purse and counts the money out. Hacker takes it and Chuck drops the keys on the counter in disgust. Brenda pulls out a pack of cigarettes, looks inside, crumples the pack.
BRENDA: Gimme some cigarettes too.
HACKER: That'll be another ten.
She looks up, he grins.
HACKER: Offer of trade is still open.
She snatches her keys away, closes her purse and stalks out. Luther watches her go. Hacker grins and ambles over to Luther and Sol.
HACKER: A working girl that won't work is no good to anybody.
Luther pats at his pockets.
LUTHER: You got some smokes?
HACKER: Sure.
He tosses a pack on the counter. Luther picks them up and heads for the door.
HACKER: You can smoke 'em in here. This ain't no sissy city bar.
LUTHER: I like it outside.
Sol follows.
SOL: You don't smoke.
LUTHER: Not cigarettes.
EXT. SALOON -- DAY
Brenda slows as she walks past the Caddy, then heads for the Cutlass, which is now parked at the end of the lot next to a pickup truck. Sighs. Throws her purse in the back seat.
She sees Luther headed her way. Looks him over. Leans back against her car to wait. He stops and holds up the pack of cigarettes.
LUTHER: My ma taught me you should never leave a lady stranded without her smokes.
He drops the pack on the hood and pushes it toward her. She looks at him with a little suspicion, but likes what she sees, so she smiles and picks up the cigarettes.
BRENDA: You're a smooth one. Good looking too.
He shifts a little closer.
LUTHER: You know that's funny. Because when it comes to looking, I can't seem to find what I'm looking for lately.
BRENDA: What are you looking for?
He looks her over.
LUTHER: I can't remember.
SOL: We're looking for the Interstate. Can you tell us how to get there?
Brenda doesn't look away from Luther.
BRENDA: I'll do more than that. I'll show you where it is.
LUTHER: I'd love to look at anything you'd care to show me.
BRENDA: I'll be happy to take you as far as you want to go.
SOL: We just need to find the freeway.
They ignore him. He looks uncomfortable. Luther shifts around, closer. She shifts closer too.
BRENDA: I am sick of places like this. I'm sick of pigs who don't know how to treat a lady. I'm sick of this car. I'm sick of everything.
LUTHER: If you're sick, we better play doctor.
MOMENTS LATER
Sol sits by himself in the shade outside the saloon. He avoids looking at the Cutlass, which is slightly rocking. He sighs, gets up. Heads into the saloon.
INT. SALOON -- DAY
Sol enters the empty room, and hears voices in the back. He creeps forward, listens.
HACKER: ...I heard it on the radio. Three banks in one day. They've got to have thousands in that car.
CHUCK: Do we kill 'em or just beat the crap out of 'em?
HACKER: Kill 'em! Shit, nobody's gonna miss them. Why give 'em a chance to come back at us?
WALLY: Can we beat the crap out of 'em and then kill 'em?
Sol retreats rapidly and quietly.
EXT. SALOON -- DAY
Sol looks from the Cutlass to the Caddy. He runs for the trunk of the Caddy and opens it. The Hackers step out and see him. Wally raises a shotgun, but Hacker knocks it away.
HACKER: Don't hit the Caddy.
Sol pulls out the duffel bag full of money, and backs away, leaving the keys in the trunk. Chuck steps around with a baseball bat, cutting him off from the Cutlass. Sol turns and runs flat out for the woods at the end of the parking lot. Hacker directs his sons to head to either side of the lot to cut him off.
Sol darts out of sight, then cuts back under the cover of brush. He rolls under the old pickup truck next to the Cutlass. He waits.
The Hackers thrash about in the brush and trees. Sol crawls over to the Cutlass, and pulls open the driver side door, and shoves the money in. He climbs in after.
INT. CUTLASS -- DAY
Sol avoids looking in the back seat, where lovemaking is still going on. He reaches his hand back.
SOL: Keys! Now!
BRENDA: Wha...?
SOL: They're after us! Gotta move!
Brenda hands up her purse. Lovemaking continues. Sol digs, finds the keys, and starts the car as Chuck leaps out of the brush. Sol slams the car into reverse. Chuck barely misses the windshield with his bat.
PARKING LOT
The Cutlass squeals backward in an arc, and peels out onto the road. The Hackers run out after it. Wally takes aim with the shotgun.
CUTLASS
The shot rattles over the back windshield, too far to shatter it, but enough to pock and crack it. The lovemaking in the back has now stopped.
LUTHER: Jesus, what...?
He pops up and looks.
LUTHER: Holy shit!
SOL: They want the money. They figured it out. They're gonna kill us.
Brenda sits up, adjusts her bra, and looks at the back windshield.
BRENDA: Oh, damn!
SOL: Sorry.
BRENDA: Not you, hon. The Caddy.
PARKING LOT
The Hackers pile into the Caddy, and head out in pursuit.
CUTLASS
LUTHER: How'd they find out?
SOL: They heard about the robbery on the radio.
Luther leans over the seat to see that the money is safe.
LUTHER: We should have got rid of that damn car sooner.
BRENDA: You fellows are the ones that pulled those robberies in Gaylord?
Luther sits back and looks at her uncertainly. She sits forward.
BRENDA: How much you get?
LUTHER: Almost three hundred thousand, we think. We haven't had a chance to count it yet.
BRENDA: Well, bless your heart!
LUTHER: Sorry to drag you into this getaway thing.
BRENDA: I was planning on hitching along with you, but I was hoping to ditch this car and take a ride in your Caddy.
LUTHER: We couldn't keep it anyway. It's hot.
She looks back. The Caddy is gaining rapidly.
BRENDA: This car's a piece of shit. Hot or not, they're going to catch us.
SOL: The Caddy's almost out of gas.
LUTHER: Hey, that's right!
BRENDA: Well it better run out soon.
Sol brakes and makes a turn. The Caddy overshoots a little, but careens around and makes the turn. Now the Caddy is right on their tail. Sol tries to floor it, but the Cutlass only starts to shake.
Bam! The Caddy bumps them. Sol steers, keeps control.
CADILLAC
Chuck is driving. Hacker is in the back seat. He whacks Chuck across the back of the head.
HACKER: Don't mess up the Caddy.
CHUCK: We're almost out of gas.
HACKER: Pull up beside 'em. Force 'em over.
CUTLASS
Sol weaves, but the Caddy puts on a burst of speed and manages to cut in beside them. Brenda checks the pockets of Luther's trench coat.
BRENDA: Where's your holdup guns?
LUTHER: In the Caddy.
They see Wally roll down the window and raise a pistol. He takes aim at Sol.
BRENDA: Shit!
LUTHER: Sol!
Sol slams on the brakes, throwing everyone wildly forward. The Caddy shoots past, and skids out of control. Sol slaps the Cutlass into reverse and peels backward down the road. He stops at a dirt crossroad, and heads down it. The Caddy gets straightened out and comes after them.
BRENDA: You sure this is a good idea?
SOL: Stop and go is better to run them out of gas, right?
BRENDA: Good for busting the suspension on this old rust bucket.
Sol swings off the road onto a track. He bursts through a rickety gate, and into a close-grazed sheep pasture.
EXT. SHEEP PASTURE -- DAY
The Cutlass bounces straight across the pasture at a moderate pace, scattering sheep. The Caddy reaches the broken gate and spits gravel to turn into the pasture. It bounces across the field. Both cars circle and bounce. The Hackers try to shoot, but ineffectively.
CUTLASS
Jouncing, bouncing. Brenda struggles with a small suitcase, while Luther holds onto the door and watches the Caddy.
LUTHER: This is making me sick.
SOL: Where'd they go?
LUTHER: There!
Sol steers madly. Brenda pulls out a pair of cheap pink panties, and drops the suitcase to the floor. She grabs her purse and hands it to Luther.
BRENDA: Find my lighter.
LUTHER: You want to smoke?
BRENDA: Fuck the smokes. This car is going to break down before they run out of gas.
She launches herself half into the front seat and pulls open the glove compartment. She pulls out a liquor bottle. Looks. It's about half full. She flails to get herself into the back seat again. Luther grabs her around the thighs and pulls her back. She unscrews the cap on the bottle and talks to Sol.
BRENDA: Okay, boy, next time they shoot, come to a stop and slump over the wheel like you're dead. But be ready to go.
She pokes the panties halfway into the bottle, hands it to Luther, and starts pulling off her blouse.
LUTHER: What are you going to do?
BRENDA: I'm gonna surrender.
LUTHER: They'll shoot you.
BRENDA: Not until they've had a grab at these.
She indicates her breasts, now covered only in a lacy bra. She takes the bottle from Luther.
BRENDA: Got the lighter?
PASTURE
The cars bounce and circle. The Hackers shoot. The Cutlass bounces and skids to a halt, with Sol slumped at the wheel. Brenda rolls down a window, and climbs half out. She waves her shirt like a surrender flag, screaming.
BRENDA: Help! Help! Get me away from these guys!
The Caddy swings around and pulls up next to her. Wally leans out and grins.
WALLY: Well, look at you!
BRENDA: I'm so glad to see you boys.
CUTLASS
Luther lights the panty/wick on the bottle. Brenda pulls back in as if she's going to open the door, but then flings the bottle through the window into the front seat of the Caddy.
Alcohol and flames spill out across Chuck and Wally. They try to beat the flames away. Hacker struggles to raise his shotgun.
Sol hits the accelerator, and the Cutlass jounces away.
PASTURE
The Hackers spill out of the Caddy. Wally and Chuck slap themselves to be sure the fire is out. Smoke rolls out of the Caddy. Chuck starts beating that fire out with his shirt, while Wally and Hacker shoot at the Cutlass.
The Cutlass bounces away at a moderate speed.
CUTLASS
Sol drives slowly through the shattered gate. Brenda puts her blouse back on, as Luther watches in admiration.
SOL: Which way?
BRENDA: Left.
Sol turns right, but Brenda doesn't notice, because she's busy buttoning.
LUTHER: Where did you learn that?
BRENDA: In the French Resistance.
LUTHER: How old are you?
BRENDA: It was a club I used to work in. I'm Brenda, by the way.
LUTHER: I'm Luther Czmck. That's Sol Gilhooly.
BRENDA: Nice to meet you boys.
LUTHER: Damn nice to meet you.
The Cutlass rolls on, kicking up dust and gravel.
EXT. COUNTRY STORE -- DAY
The Cutlass pulls up to the single pump of a neat, clean, quaint little store and gas station. All pile out, stretching. They head inside. Luther slows and looks at the Cutlass' license plate as he passes.
INT. COUNTRY STORE -- DAY
Clean, well-stocked, crowded shelves. A WOMAN, 40's, in a loose, home-knit sweater, leans on the counter. Luther pauses and looks seriously at her.
LUTHER: Do you speak English?
WOMAN: Of course I do.
Luther pumps his fist triumphantly.
LUTHER: Yes!
SOL: Do you know the way to the Interstate?
WOMAN: Well, sure.
LUTHER: Do you have food? I mean real food, not just cheese curls and candy bars?
WOMAN: All kinds.
She gestures toward the back of the store. An aisle of staples, and a refrigerator case full of milk and juice and beer and convenience foods.
BRENDA: Do you have a little girl's room?
WOMAN: Around the back.
She pulls a key on a long wooden stick out from under the counter and hands it to Brenda. Luther heads for the refrigerator case at the back and begins stocking up on ready made sandwiches and a carton of milk. Sol picks up bags of chips and cheese curls.
As Luther makes his way back to the front, he stops at the small shelf of office supplies. He picks up a roll of masking tape and some permanent markers.
EXT. COUNTRY STORE -- DAY
Sol stands by the road with the woman. He listens closely as she gives long and complicated directions which involve much pointing. Luther and Brenda sit on the hood of the car, eating sandwiches and talking.
LUTHER: ...And we zipped across just ahead of the train. It was beautiful. Long long train, nothing but level crossings. Not a chance in hell anybody could follow.
BRENDA: You know they've got radios in those police cars. They could have called somebody on the other side of the tracks.
LUTHER: They did. That's how we got lost. We had to evade a state trooper.
Brenda laughs and shakes her head.
BRENDA: You're new at this, aren't you?
LUTHER: Hell no! I've been doing this all my life.
She looks doubtful.
LUTHER: My pop owns a chop shop.
BRENDA: Pop Czmck's Chop Shop. Try saying that three times fast.
LUTHER: I was raised stealing cars and shit. But we mostly hold up convenience stores, liquor stores. And we're good at it. One time we held up fourteen stores in one night.
BRENDA: You like those multiple robberies.
LUTHER: Work fast, big bucks.
BRENDA: How much you get that time?
LUTHER: Four hundred and sixty-three dollars.
BRENDA: Oh, yeah, big bucks.
LUTHER: That's why we're robbing banks now. And anyway, we've never been caught, so it's all gravy.
BRENDA: All that and never been caught? Bullshit.
LUTHER: No, ask Sol. Oh, shit, that reminds me.
He picks up the markers and tape and takes them to the back of the car. Brenda follows, curious. Luther squats down, and pulls out a pocket knife. He carefully trims and applies tape to the license plate.
LUTHER: Just in case those guys from the saloon decide to call the cops.
He starts blacking over the tape with a marker.
BRENDA: Why the tape? Why not just mark on the plate?
LUTHER: The marker won't cover the reflective stuff. And with tape we can change it back.
BRENDA: The things you learn on the back roads of America.
She bends down to watch him work. He pauses to admire her cleavage, then finishes up. Luther gets up and dusts himself off, just as Sol and the Woman end their discussion. Sol returns to the car.
LUTHER: Got it?
SOL: It's a little twisty, but she gave me really good directions. Piece of cake.
EXT. RIVER -- DAY
The Cutlass is parked at a stop sign. The road here ends at a crossroad and river. Luther, Sol and Brenda stand beside the river, staring across.
SOL: She said we should cross the river.
BRENDA: Maybe she meant swim.
LUTHER: We're on the wrong road is all. We're still going in the right direction.
BRENDA: How do you figure that?
LUTHER: We're supposed to cross the river, and there's the river. We've just got to go along and find a bridge.
SOL: Okay. Which way?
LUTHER: Left.
He points right. Sol nods and heads back to the car.
BRENDA: Oh my god. I don't believe this.
LUTHER: What?
BRENDA: What way did you just point?
Luther points again.
BRENDA: No, say it. Which direction, right or left?
Luther can see what's coming. He drops his arm.
LUTHER: They're just words.
BRENDA: I can see how you boys got lost. You can't tell right from left.
LUTHER: I pointed.
BRENDA (to Sol): And neither can you.
Sol shrugs.
SOL: That's how we hooked up. Skipping special ed together.
BRENDA: You're dyslexic, right? Can you read?
LUTHER: Of course I can. I'm not stupid.
BRENDA: I didn't say you were. But if you were skipping class....
LUTHER: I can read just fine. I can't write so good, and I get a little confused on left and right. That's all.
She nods and starts to reply, but he interrupts.
LUTHER: They're just words. People get all hung up on left and right but you know, you turn around and left isn't left anymore. All of a sudden, it's right. That's stupid. There's that way and that way. If I say "left" and point right... (he points left) ...Sol knows what I mean.
SOL: Yeah. That way.
He points the same way. Brenda sighs and shakes her head.
BRENDA: There are tricks you can use to remember.
LUTHER: It's not memory. It's a different way of seeing things.
BRENDA: If you hold up your left hand, your finger and thumb make an L for left. See?
She holds up her hand to illustrate. Luther holds up his right in mirror image.
LUTHER: So does your right hand. The L just points the other way.
SOL: We learned that one when we were five.
LUTHER: If either of us really have to figure it out, we just gotta stop and think for a minute. A left turn goes across traffic. Right turn on red.
He points, and for the first time his gestures match the direction he's talking about.
BRENDA: Sorry, boys.
LUTHER: No problem. I mean, we're lost. Right and left are just meaningless concepts.
SOL: Constructs.
LUTHER: Right, constructs. Like right and wrong. We're outlaws, and we're lost, so we don't care what right is. It's all arbitration.
BRENDA: Arbitrary.
LUTHER: That too.
They all head back toward the car. Luther pauses before they get in.
LUTHER: That was a joke.
BRENDA: I know.
LUTHER: I'm not dumb. They gave us a test in juvenile hall once, and it showed I wasn't dumb. Sol's even smarter than me.
BRENDA: I thought you'd never been caught.
LUTHER: As a kid, yeah, but not as an adult. Which proves I learn pretty good, doesn't it.
They get in the car, guys in the front, Brenda in the back, Sol driving.
INT. CUTLASS -- DAY
Brenda digs in her purse for a pen.
BRENDA: Look, fellas, I've got nothing but admiration for you. Three banks, a big take. Dumb guys don't normally pull off a job like that.
SOL: No, we don't.
LUTHER: No, they don't.
BRENDA: But....
She fixes them both with a look, and pulls herself up to lean over the seat. She takes hold of Luther's left hand and writes a big L on it.
BRENDA: We are lost, and you can't just count on each other for a sense of direction. Other hand.
Luther hesitates, then holds out his hand.
BRENDA: You have to understand the directions other people tell you or we're never going to get anywhere.
She draws an R on his right hand, and then turns to Sol.
BRENDA: You too.
Sol looks at Luther, who shrugs. Sol lets her write on his hands.
LUTHER: You said 'we.' That mean you're going to stick around?
BRENDA: Hell yes.
She finishes writing, and caps the pen. Luther glances from her to Sol.
LUTHER: What do you think?
SOL: It's her car. And it was her panties.
LUTHER: So we give her a share?
SOL: Yeah.
BRENDA: I'm in the gang?
LUTHER: Yeah.
BRENDA: Hell, I never had a hundred thousand before.
Sol starts the car as she gives Luther a deep kiss.
LUTHER: Might not be that much.
BRENDA: I never had ten thousand.
She kisses him again, deeper, her body dipping awkwardly into the front seat. She elbows Sol as he drives.
SOL: Hey!
Brenda takes hold of the front of Luther's shirt and pulls herself back, pulling him along.
BRENDA: Come on back here, boy. We've got some business to finish.
She hauls on the shirt, and Luther climbs over to join her.
SOL: Watch it! Aw, geeze....
The Cutlass pulls off, and turns right.
EXT. SHEEP PASTURE -- DAY
The Caddy is now on the road just outside the gate, beside the pick up truck from the Saloon. Hacker and Wally stand nearby. Chuck has a large can of gas which he pours into the tank of the Caddy. Wally and Chuck have bandages on their arms.
WALLY: We could just call the cops and turn them in for the reward.
HACKER: For a pissing little ten percent? No. We're going for the whole thing.
CHUCK: I want that bitch.
Wally looks at his bandage.
WALLY: Yeah. I want her too.
EXT. ROAD -- DAY
The Cutlass is stopped beside a farmer who points back in the direction they came from. The Cutlass turns around.
SAME ROAD ELSEWHERE
The Cutlass is stopped beside a couple of kids on a horse. They point back the other way. The kids ride off.
INSIDE
LUTHER: Everybody says something different!
SOL: I think people in the country give you directions even if they don't know the way.
Brenda sighs.
BRENDA: So do we go with the little kids on the horse, who have no reason to know where the Interstate is? Or do we go with the old guy who didn't seem to know what an Interstate was?
SOL: Kids.
LUTHER: Yeah, kids.
The Cutlass turns around again.
ROAD ELSEWHERE
Sol drives. Luther slumps against the passenger door, bored. Brenda leans up from the back seat and points ahead.
BRENDA: Hitcher!
A teen-age girl HITCHHIKER walks along the road. She's dressed in low-rent out-of-fashion rebellion: dark jeans, heavy metal t-shirt, black eye-makeup. She turns as the car approaches and sticks out a thumb. They pull over next to her. Luther leans out.
LUTHER: Hey, we'll take you anywhere you want. You just show us the way to the Interstate first.
HITCHHIKER: You're lost?
LUTHER: Yeah.
She smiles and gets in next to Brenda in the back. She glances around, calculates.
HITCHHIKER: You're on the wrong road for the Interstate. Turn on that gravel road just up there. That'll get us to the main road.
BRENDA: Where you headed?
HITCHHIKER: To see my boyfriend. He lives real close to where you're going. It's a bitch trying to get over to see him.
LUTHER: Jesus, you've got to hitch just to see your boyfriend?
HITCHHIKER: Living in the country sucks.
EXT. DIRT ROAD -- DAY
They grind down the gravel road. Ahead is a narrower turn off, not a road, barely a track.
HITCHHIKER: Turn down there.
Sol breaks, starts to turn.
LUTHER: Stop, no!
Sol stops. Luther turns around, he and Brenda exchange suspicious glances. The girl points.
HITCHHIKER: That's the way to the Interstate.
Luther shifts all the way around to glare at her.
LUTHER: Bullshit. It's the way to your fuckin' boyfriend and his fucking Satanic cult who're going to rob us and sacrifice us to the Slacker gods.
HITCHHIKER: Man, are you freaky.
She reaches for the door handle, but Luther quick hits the lock. She glances from him to Brenda, looks more sullen than scared.
HITCHHIKER: I just wanted a ride, okay?
LUTHER: Which way to the fuckin' Interstate?
She points back the way they came, while she secretly slips a hand into her purse.
HITCHHIKER: Turn left.
LUTHER: Is that my left or your....
She pulls out a nail file and stabs at his hand. He yanks his hand away with a yell. She quick swipes the file at Brenda to keep her back as she unlocks the door, and jumps out.
The Hitchhiker runs down the track into the woods. Luther examines his hand.
SOL: You okay?
LUTHER: Just a nick.
He sticks his knuckle in his mouth.
SOL: What if it had, like, mad cow disease on it?
LUTHER: Then I'm fucked.
BRENDA: We should have offered her money.
LUTHER: I was thinking the same thing.
SOL: Should we follow her?
BRENDA: And have her tell the boyfriend we're trying to kidnap her? They call the cops.... No. I say we go back and head the way those kids said. Luther nods, Sol shrugs. Sol turns the Cutlass around.
LUTHER: She's right, though, the country does suck.
EXT. ROAD -- DAY
A tractor pulls along the road, driven by HANK CHUMWORT, a mean old cuss in his sixties, with dyed black hair and thick glasses.
The Cutlass crawls along beside the tractor. Luther leans out the window.
LUTHER: Hey! Hey! Do you know how to get to the Interstate?
Chumwort ignores him. Brenda leans out the back window.
BRENDA: Can you tell us where the nearest gas station is?
Chumwort keeps driving. Luther pulls back into the car and reappears with a fist full of money. Chumwort brings his tractor to a stop. He reaches over and takes the money from Luther's hand, looks at it, pockets it.
CHUMWORT: Where you want to go?
LUTHER: The Interstate.
CHUMWORT: Can't get there from here.
Luther pulls himself up and half out the window to grab at Chumwort, who easily leans out of reach.
CHUMWORT: You've got to go down to Plunketville first. From there you can go around and cut over.
Luther settles back into the car.
LUTHER: Fine, good. Thanks.
Sol leans to speak.
SOL: They got food in Plunketville? Gas?
CHUMWORT: You need gas?
SOL: Yeah.
CHUMWORT: They'll be closed in Plunketville by the time you get there.
Chumwort starts up his tractor, and starts down the road again.
LUTHER: Hey! Hey, where is Plunketville?
Chumwort keeps going, but he waves an arm for them to follow. The Cutlass follows.
EXT. CHUMWORT FARM -- DAY
Large farm house, lots of rustic out buildings. This is an old-time working farm. Nothing modern. Looks like something out of the Depression.
Chumwort rattles up the long long driveway, the Cutlass bumps along behind. The tractor comes to a halt.
CHUMWORT: Lucy! We got company.
Luther, Sol and Brenda get out of the car. The door to the farmhouse slams open and LUCY CHUMWORT stumbles out, breathless, eager. She's around twenty, beautiful, dressed in a plain house dress and apron.
LUCY: Who?
CHUMWORT: These folks are lost. We're going to put them up and send them on their way in the morning.
LUCY: They're staying for supper?
CHUMWORT: Yep.
LUCY: Oh! Oh! I'll put on some more string beans. I'll make some cole slaw.
She turns and rushes back into the house.
BRENDA: Lovely daughter you have.
CHUMWORT: She's my wife.
LUTHER: Lovely wife.
Luther glances at Sol, who is gazing after the now vanished Lucy. Luther grins, elbows Brenda. Then he steps over to Chumwort and extends a hand.
LUTHER: I'm Luther Czmck. This, uh, is my wife, Brenda. And my brother Sol.
CHUMWORT: Hank Chumwort.
Chumwort doesn't shake his hand, starts up the tractor, shouts over the noise.
CHUMWORT: You owe me sixty dollars.
LUTHER: What?
CHUMWORT: Sixty dollars. Room and board, and a map. Gas is extra if you want it.
LUTHER: That include what I already gave you?
CHUMWORT: Nope.
Chumwort drives the tractor off toward a barn.
INT. CHUMWORT DINING ROOM -- EVENING
Plain farmhouse dining room. Luther, Sol and Brenda sit with Chumwort. Lucy sets a bowl of potatoes on the table, glances at her guests and heads back into the kitchen. Sol keeps glancing covertly at Lucy.
Chumwort serves himself potatoes and passes the bowl. He remains silent, doesn't look at or acknowledge the others. Concentrates on his food.
BRENDA: So, Mr. Chumwort, have you lived here long?
CHUMWORT: Yep.
LUTHER: I guess it's pretty nice out here in the country.
CHUMWORT: Yep.
Lucy returns with a bowl of biscuits.
LUTHER: Quiet and all that.
CHUMWORT: Not too many people yammering. Usually.
Lucy makes a face behind Chumwort's back. Sol smiles at her. Chumwort looks narrowly at him.
SOL: I bet it's always easy to park.
CHUMWORT: If you want conversation, you'll have to pay extra.
Chumwort chews his food. Lucy looks disappointed. Luther pulls a crumpled ten from his pocket and drops it on the table. Chumwort picks it up, tucks it into the bib pocket of his overalls, and keeps chewing. Doesn't speak.
Lucy glances at him, at the guests, and sits down across from Sol.
LUCY: I guess it's easy to find a place to park, but the ground is all uneven so you can get stuck.
SOL: So you need four-wheel drive.
LUCY: Yeah, exactly. Or even a tractor.
She's out of things to say. All are silent for a moment.
LUTHER: Weather. Farmers like to talk about weather, right? It's been pretty nice lately....
CHUMWORT: Too dry.
BRENDA: I think you should get your ten dollars back.
CHUMWORT: No refunds.
LUTHER: It's only money.
He pulls out another crumpled bill and tosses it across the table at Chumwort. It lands on his plate. Chumwort looks up slowly.
CHUMWORT: You think you're a big shot?
LUTHER: For all you know I am.
CHUMWORT: Driving a beat up old car? Lost?
LUTHER: We're scouting locations for a movie. About the country. It was going to be a positive picture of wholesome living, but after meeting you, I'm changing it. I think I'm going to call it, "Living in the country sucks."
Lucy covers her mouth and restrains a giggle.
CHUMWORT: Good. Maybe it will keep people away.
He picks up the bill, wipes it, flattens it, tucks it in his bib pocket and continues eating. Luther looks at Brenda, who restrains a smile of her own.
BRENDA: No refunds.
Luther glances at Sol and sees him smiling at Lucy. Lucy smiles back.
LUTHER: I guess I got my money's worth.
LATER
Plates are empty. No conversation. Lucy begins to clear the table. Sol jumps up and helps.
LUCY: That's okay. I can do it.
CHUMWORT: Let him help. Earn his keep.
LUTHER: Hey, we're paying for his keep.
Lucy and Sol head into the kitchen with the dishes.
INT. CHUMWORT KITCHEN -- NIGHT
Large farm kitchen--a working kitchen. Work table, shelves of home-canned goods. Large steel sink. Cabinets. Sol and Lucy bring in dishes and put them down on counters near the sink.
SOL: Looks like we should be paying you for all this.
LUCY: Well, paying him is paying me.
She dumps dishes into the sink and wipes her hands.
LUCY: I don't get a chance to spend it anyway.
SOL: Oh, that's too bad. It's the best part of money.
LUCY: Tell me about it.
SOL: Yeah.
LUCY: No, I mean tell me about it. I swear, I never get a chance to shop. I don't know what it's like to spend money.
She smiles, they laugh. She reaches for a heavy platter. He reaches to take it for her. She sees the letters Brenda wrote on his hands.
LUCY: What's that on your hands?
Sol pulls back, wanting to hide his hands, but then straightens, perhaps imitating Luther's swagger.
SOL: Oh, we were thinking of getting tattoos, like guys in the joint? You know, LOVE and HATE, only ours would say LOVE and REVENGE.
He punches left then right in illustration.
LUCY: What you got to get revenge for?
SOL (shrugs): What do you got?
Lucy grins and then looks more serious and bites her lip.
LUCY: Maybe a whole lot.
SOL: Yeah?
She pauses and then bustles forward.
LUCY: That's real sloppy writing on your hand there. You need somebody with artistic skills if you're trying out for a tattoo.
She takes hold of his right hand and spits on her towel and starts to scrub the R off. Sol looks alarmed and pulls back.
SOL: No! Wait, I need that.
LUCY: I'll put it back.
She smiles up at him, and he smiles back, suddenly shy, but more relaxed. She scrubs his hand vigorously, and then reaches over to pull open a drawer, and pulls out a felt tip marker.
She has to snuggle up with her back against him to get he right angle to draw a fancy but clear R with slow, artistic strokes.
Sol watches her draw, his face easing closer and closer to her hair. By the time she's done, he's not watching, but discretely nuzzling, sniffing her hair.
Then they hear the door. Both leap. Lucy drops the pen. Sol steps back, looks casual. She pretends to be looking for the pen.
Chumwort steps in. He looks suspicious.
LUCY: I'm so clumsy. Where IS that pen?
SOL: My girlfriend's always dropping things.
LUCY: Girlfriend?
SOL: Yeah, the one we were just talking about. The one I'm going to marry.
Pause. She realizes he's making it up for Chumwort.
LUCY: Oh. Oh. Your fiancé. For a second I thought you were saying you have a girlfriend on the side, which wouldn't be right.
SOL: It certainly wouldn't. Just one girl for me.
He turns and smiles at Chumwort. Chumwort doesn't smile. Lucy straightens up, and shows Chumwort the pen.
LUCY: I was just going to draw them a map.
CHUMWORT: No you weren't.
LUCY: I was!
CHUMWORT: They'll get a map in the morning, when they pay for it.
LUCY: Oh.
Lucy goes back to the sink. Chumwort looks at Sol with suspicion. Sol fidgets, looks out the window.
SOL: It's getting dark. I guess I'd better.... Where are we sleeping?
CHUMWORT: In the cabin. Out back.
Sol nods, glances at Lucy. She gives him a covert smile and nod, and he heads out the door.
CHUMWORT: Don't trust them. They're crooks.
LUCY: You think they're on the run, like outlaws?
Chumwort snorts derision.
CHUMWORT: Nothing fancy. Just crooks. You watch; they'll try to sneak out on us without paying.
INT. CABIN -- NIGHT
Very dark. The door opens. A little outdoor ambient light shows Luther, Brenda and Sol in silhouette as they enter.
SOL: Where's the light switch?
Brenda flicks her cigarette lighter and holds it up. The cabin is very rustic. Exposed beams, log walls. All three look around. No light switch. An old hurricane lamp hangs on the wall near a bed. The bed takes up most of the room, and is covered with a tattered quilt. Sol drops the duffel bag on the bed, raising a puff of dust.
LUTHER: I say we burn the place down. That'd be warm and bright.
SOL: Me too.
Brenda lights the lamp. It flickers and smokes. Luther pulls back the quilt. There's something spidery and crackly underneath. They all leap back.
LUTHER: What the hell is that?
BRENDA: It's okay. It's just herbs. Lavender.
LUTHER: They grow plants in their beds?
BRENDA: It keeps the bedbugs away or something.
She starts sweeping the crackling leaves and twigs from the bed. Sol hangs back, looks from her to Luther. Brenda notices.
BRENDA: There's room for three.
Sol shakes his head.
SOL: I don't want to sleep in there. I don't want to sleep with bugs.
LUTHER: They got plants to keep the bugs away. Where you gonna sleep? Or do you mean us?
Sol shrugs, looks uncomfortable.
LUTHER: We're not going to keep you awake. It's cold. We're tired.
SOL: You know what? It's okay. I'm not tired yet. I've been in the car all day. I want to stretch my legs, and, you know.
He backs off and then scurries out the door.
BRENDA: And you know what?
LUTHER: And you know the joke the about the farmer's daughter.
BRENDA: Wife.
LUTHER: He's kind of shy around girls. Somebody out of reach is safer.
BRENDA: It's kind of sweet, though.
EXT. CHUMWORT FARM -- NIGHT
It's dark. Sol strolls, stumbles over farm equipment and uneven ground, circles closer to the farm house. He watches two windows glowing at the back, upstairs. Raised voices sound briefly from the house, then go quiet.
Sol stops by the woodpile, watches the windows. One light goes out. Sol wanders closer to the other window, the one that's still lit, and watches it for a moment. Then he sighs and sits on a log by the woodpile.
He leans against the pile, wraps his arms around himself to snuggle in, begins to doze.
LATER
Sol dozes, starts at the sound of a window opening. He stands and looks up at the window. The one with the light is still burning.
Lucy leans out the other window. She waves.
Sol moves closer. She puts a finger to her lips, and tosses a bundle to him. Then she swings a leg over the sill.
SOL: What are you doing?
LUCY: Shhh. Catch me.
He shakes his head, looks at the other window. She swings the rest of the way out, and lowers herself. Sol shuffles helplessly as she launches herself away from the wall, and falls backwards into the air.
He gets under her, arms out, and she flattens him. Sol groans.
LUCY: Are you okay?
He gasps for air, the wind knocked out of him.
SOL: I think so.
His arms are still around her. He realizes it, shifts his position, but doesn't let go.
SOL: You okay?
She shifts and sits up.
LUCY: You guys are outlaws, aren't you. You're on the run from the law.
SOL: We just got lost. We're not really....
LUCY: Did you kill somebody?
SOL: No! We never...we don't...we're just....
LUCY: What did you do?
Sol hesitates, glances toward the cabin. Then he looks back at her. Her face is very close to his. Excited, eager.
SOL: Well, we...okay, we robbed a bank.
Lucy gasps, thrilled.
LUCY: Oh my god. You're bank robbers.
SOL: Yeah, uh, actually, it was three banks. In one day.
LUCY: And you haven't killed anybody yet?
SOL: No. Absolutely not. We don't usually even load....
LUCY: So your hands are still clean.
She takes his hand, caresses it.
SOL: Sure, we don't hurt people. We're just....
LUCY: Society will make killers out of you. You can't avoid it.
SOL: I think we can.
LUCY: What will you do if somebody shoots at you?
SOL: We duck.
LUCY: And what if the cops catch up with you?
SOL: We run away.
LUCY: But if they catch you.
SOL: Then we go to jail.
LUCY: You're so noble.
SOL: You think? I mean, yeah, sure. But we don't get caught. We're really good at getting away. Luther's the getaway king.
LUCY: Can you help me get away? I really need your help. I'm no good at all at getting away. When I tried to run away from home, I wound up married to Hank.
INT. CABIN -- NIGHT
Sol and Lucy stand over the bed. Sol shakes Luther gently.
SOL: We gotta go.
Luther sits up bolt upright. Kicks at the blanket to get loose. Brenda wakes up.
LUTHER: Shit! The old guy called the cops?
SOL: No, no. Nothing like that. We just got to help Lucy make a getaway.
Luther pauses, calms down, wakes up. Brenda sits up.
LUTHER: Don't give me a heart attack like that.
SOL: Sorry.
LUTHER: What's she got to get away from?
SOL: Her husband.
LUTHER: He beat her or something?
Sol looks at Lucy who shakes her head.
SOL: No, he just bores her to death.
Lucy nods vigorously. Luther rubs his head.
LUTHER: I guess I can see that.
He gets out of bed, shakes out his trench coat. Brenda looks at him in surprise.
BRENDA: You're going with that?
LUTHER: Sure, why not? Sol comes through for me, I come through for him.
BRENDA: But...can't this wait until morning? After breakfast?
LUCY: No, I couldn't. I can't get back in the house without waking him up.
SOL: He locked her in. Like in a tower.
LUCY: He's irrational. He thought I might sneak out and run away with Sol.
BRENDA: Honey, I hate to tell you this, but you did sneak out and you are running away with Sol.
SOL: Exactly! He's gonna be pissed.
LUCY: I can't face him.
She wrings her hands.
LUTHER: You don't have to. It's nothing. We just got to sneak out. We do it all the time.
SOL: I told you. He's the getaway guy.
Luther stands up straight, grins. They all look at Brenda. She shrugs, throws back the blanket. Looks for her shoes.
BRENDA: You can't lock a girl up.
LUTHER: That's right. As long as she knows the way to the Interstate, what difference does it make?
He hefts the bag of money and looks at Lucy, sees the look on her face. She looks doubtful.
LUTHER: You DO know the way to the Interstate? Tell me know you know the way.
LUCY: I think so.
Luther groans, puts down the bag.
LUCY: It's a long way and you can't get there from here and I've never been there before and....
BRENDA: Honey, can you get us to that town, Plunketville?
LUCY: Sure. That's easy.
BRENDA: It's a farm town. They'll be open early. We'll get some coffee and sinkers and a map when we get there.
LUCY: The feed store opens at five.
LUTHER: Good. They got donuts?
LUCY: Yeah. Homemade ones.
LUTHER: Great! So how jealous is your guy? He got a gun?
Lucy nods.
LUTHER: Then we do this quiet.
EXT. CHUMWORT FARM -- NIGHT
Luther, Sol and Brenda push the Cutlass silently past the house. Lucy sits in the driver's seat and steers. They push down the long country driveway. The slope helps.
They stop at the end. Lucy scoots over to make room for Sol to drive as they all hop into the car. The car starts, and jumps, rolls forward, and then chokes to a stop.
Luther leaps out and paces off a few steps to fume. Brenda gets out.
LUTHER: How the fuck did we run out of gas? There was some gas left, wasn't there? Or am I wrong?
BRENDA: It's an old car. The gauge probably broke.
Luther turns away and fumes at the trees. Sol gets out, walks around to join the conference. Lucy leans out the window.
LUCY: What are we going to do?
BRENDA: I don't see much we can do.
Luther turns around and comes back to the car. He leans in to talk to Lucy.
LUTHER: He was going to sell us gas. Where would he get it?
LUCY: He's got a pump by the tractor shed.
MOMENTS LATER
They push the car backwards up the slope. This time Lucy is pushing as well. They struggle, push, slip. They crest the slope.
Lucy points toward a shed. Luther reaches in the driver window and steers. The car turns toward the shed as they continue to push. It's easier now.
EXT. PUMP SHED -- NIGHT
The ground slopes down ever so slightly to a weathered shed, the size of a small garage. Nearby is an old-fashioned manual gas pump, with a hand pump and a globe top.
They push the car over a last bump, ease up, but the car continues on, slowly, steadily.
BRENDA: It's heading for the pump!
LUTHER: Shit!
Sol makes a mad grab for the hood, the bumper. His hands slip. The car gains speed down the slope, but still very slow. Lucy flinches back. Luther runs for the driver door.
BRENDA: Get back!
LUTHER: The money's in there.
He reaches in the driver window and steers. The car veers away from the pump, but the front end swings around toward it. He steers the other way. The car swings away, toward Luther. He stumbles back as the car barely clears the pump. It keeps rolling toward the shed.
Luther scrambles to grab the window frame, braces his feet, hauls with all his might. It slows, it bumps, it kisses the wall of the shed. The shed shudders, groans, then begins to make loud cracking sounds. The wall shifts and gives way. Slowly.
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