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130 CONTINUED: 130 

JUDY 
I always get the Disco Quiche. 

WAGGENER 
(reading it) 

...'An elegant combination of 
oysters, cinnamon, and fluffy 
egg substitute, baked in a flaky 
rye crust and smothered in 
chocolate wine sauce...For the 
truly uninhibited gourmet'. 

GARDNER 
Well I can't decide between the 
Stud Burger or Rodeo Chicken. 

LORNA 
Oh they're both great! 

A foghorn BLASTS. A VOICE is 'piped aboard' the p.a. system. 

VOICE (o.s.) 
Now hear this! Now hear this! 
All hands to birthday stations! 
Table four, Moon Room! 

LORNA 
(to Phil) 

Surprise! 

A herd of waiters stampedes from the darkness on glowing 
tricycles. SHOUTING and blowing RHINO WHISTLES, they circle 
the table as other leaping, SINGING personalities converge 
on the Birthday Boy with a tiny cake and sparklers. Amid 
shrieks of "Happy Birthday To You," a hooded EXECUTIONER 
dances around the table putting party hats on everyone. 

CUT TO: 

131 EXT. HIGHWAY - NIGHT 131 

The tail lights of Lorna's car whiz toward a distant spray 
of tiny lights--Marfa. . 

132 INT. LORNA'S CAR - NIGHT 132 

Judy leans over the back seat, talking again. 

(CONTINUED) 
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C*^ 132 CONTINUED: 132 

Dorman's still got his party hat on. 

JUDY 
Did ya'll get enough? 

Waggener elbows Phil. 

PHIL 
Yeah, it was great. I've never 
been in a Fellini movie before. 

JUDY 
What would ya'll like to do now 
to celebrate? 

GARDNER 
Are you eighteen? 

LORNA 
I know! Let's shoot fireworks! 

JUDY 
Ooooh! That'd be neat! Would 
ya'll like that? We've got tons 
of bottle rockets left over from 
Christmas! 

WAGGENER 
Well, only if it's neat. 

PHIL 
We just gonna pull off the road? 

Lorna hides a smile. 

LORNA 
No. We'll go to my daddy's place. 

CUT TO: 

133 EXT. MARFA CEMETERY - NIGHT 133 

The boys stand outside the gate, staring at acres of 
tombstones. Lorna unlocks the gate. 

(CONTINUED) 
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133 CONTINUED: 133 

GARDNER 
Just what does yourdaddy do, 
Lorna darlin'? 

LORNA 
He's in the funeral business. 
This is his cemetery. 

She walks right in and so does Judy. The guys don't. 

JUDY 
Come on. You'll get used to it. 

134 LORNA 134 

stands calmly in one of the gardens, waiting. She lights 
a Virginia Slim and looks worldly as Judy divides fire­
works and passes them around. 

WAGGENER 
Can't we just find us a playground 
or something? 

LORNA 
This has been my playground ever 
since I can remember. 

She puts a bottle rocket in her paper-plate-and-drinking-
straw launcher, puts cigarette to fuse, and send it arcing 
into the dark. 

135 CEMETERY 135 

Theres a BANG, a flash, and dozens of eerie, brief shapes. 

136 THE GROUP 136 

LORNA 
See? Lot's of places to hide. 

GARDNER 
I ain't gonna ask what we're hidin' 
from. 

JUDY 
(^ (wiggling) 

Each other! 

(CONTINUED) 
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136 CONTINUED: *136 

Lorna lights starter punks and hands them out. 

LORNA 
It's no fun just shooting rockets 
in the air. We like moving targets. 

Gardner and Waggener exchange glances. 

WAGGENER 
Ain't that just a tad dangerous? 

JUDY 
No! It's neat! 

LORNA 
We'll take sides 

JUDY 
Me and Waggener...and Phil! 

Crinkly eyes at Phil. 

LORNA 
Okay. You guys have the Garden 
of the Good Shepherd and the 
Garden of Bliss. We'll count 
to a hundred while you hide and 
then come after you. No aiming 
for the face and no 

137 DORMAN 137 

reaches over and lights a string of firecrackers hanging out 
of Phil's back pocket. They go off like machine gun fire and 

138 PHIL 13£ 

runs and screams amid the graves. When the last one's POPPED 
he stands smoking in the darkness. 

PHIL 
You asshole! 

139 THE OTHERS 13«. 

GARDNER 
Guess we've s tar t ed . 

(CONTINUED) 
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_ 139 CONTINUED: 139 

He laughs, lights a rocket, aims it at Waggener. 

Running backwards, Waggener can't find the fuse on his Roman 
candle and trips on a tombstone. Gardner's rocket WHIZZES 
past his head. 

140 PANDEMONIUM 140 

Phil chases Dorman with a vengeance and a rocket. The rocket 
FIZZLES out. Cursing, he runs the other way. Dorman blasts 
his butt. More junk zooms from the dark as Judy tries to ward 
Dorman off. 

Waggener sneaks up on Gardner, who's behind a gravestone 
tossing firecrackers. As Waggener lights a Roman candle, 
a statue zaps him with a rocket. It's Lorna. Waggener 
fires wildly, aiming at her giggles. 

Gardner uses a sparkler for a starter and he charges after 
Waggener, shouting and shooting. Waggener trips on something, 
Gardner trips on him, and they both go down in a heap. 

C^ 141 GARDNER, WAGGENER 141 

LAUGHING like hyenas, they gasp in the mud as Lorna runs by. 

LORNA 
Watch out for those new graves. 
They're not packed down yet. 

Gardner rolls over with his sparkler. 

GARDNER 
You stiffs got no manners at all. 

142 GRAVE MARKER 142 

The sparkler illuminates a simple bronze plaque, untouched by 
patina: 

CPL. Charles T. Solomon 
USMC 

Jan. 17, 19-52 - Feb. 23, 1971 
Phu Bai, South Vietnam 

I 143 GARDNER, WAGGENER 14. 

The smiles fade. The sparkler burns out. 

(CONTINUED) 
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143 CONTINUED: 143 

GARDNER 
Sorry, friend. 

Behind them, the 'battle' rages on. They turn and look 
upon the eerie sight. 

144 P.O.V. 144 

Fleeting figures SCREAM, LAUGH maniacally, and fall among 
the tombstones. EXPLOSIONS and MISSILES rip the night. A 
pall of smoke hangs on the field. 

145 WAGGENER 145 

1 shivers...then shakes his head. 

WAGGENER 
I'm not sure I can do it, Gardner. 
I'm not sure I can go. 

A beat. 

(~* GARDNER 
Then don't. 

146 PHIL, JUDY 146 

huddle by an ornamental vase. Covered with mud, ducking 
rockets. Phil strikes wet matches like a sonofabitch. 
Judy has other designs. 

JUDY 
I think I have somethin' in my 
eye. Can you see? 

Phil ignores her. 

JUDY 
(continuing) 

Phillip? It hurts. 

Phil wipes a dirty hand and looks in her eye. Judy puts 
her hands on his skinny .shoulders. 

PHIL 
[~ I can't see anything. It's too 

dark... 

(CONTINUED) 
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146 CONTINUED: 146 

A rocket lands between his legs and he beats at it furiously, 
burning his hand. It EXPLODES, splattering more mud on him. 
Dorman grunts happily o.s. 

JUDY 
Oooo! Let me see! 

Gently she takes Phil's flapping hand and kisses the "hurt." 
Looking up into his eyes, Judy gives him her most innocent, 
vulnerable face. 

JUDY 
I think it's so wonderful, you 
going off to war...I've always 
wanted to wait for somebody... 

Phil melts. As they start to kiss, 

147 A HUGE APPARITION 147 

looms out of the haze behind Judy. 

148 PHIL 148 

gasps and falls backwards, scared witless. Judy whirls. 

JUDY 
Mr. Cantrell! You scared him! 

149 GHOST 149 

A middle-aged man in a nightrobe angrily materializes. 

CANTRELL 
Well he gets off easier than you. 
Where's Lorna? 

Judy points meekly at the heaviest fighting and CANTRELL 
storms off, yelling for his daughter. 

Phil lies on his back, weakly pounding his heart. 

PHIL 
Beat.. .Beat'... 

JUDY 
That's Lorna's daddy. . . 

(MORE) 

(CONTINUED) 
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149 CONTINUED: 149 

JUDY (CONT'D) 
(starts to cry) 

...And we were havin' such a good 
time... 

CUT TO: 

150 EXT. ROADSIDE PARK - NIGHT 150 

It's a crumbling cavalry outpost—adobe walls and picnic 
tables. Utterly exhausted, The Groovers slog to the place. 
Dorman carries Lester across his shoulder. Phil and 
Waggener hold bundles of newspapers. 

PHIL 
...Bimbos. You always find bimbos... 

Coyotes YELP nearby. 

PHIL 
...What's that? 

GARDNER 
Just somethin' lonesome. 

He yanks off his boots with a groan, looks around as more 
coyotes WAIL. 

GARDNER 
...These old walls must get to 'em... 

Using Lester for a pillow and papers for blankets, they try 
to get comfortable. 

GARDNER 
Pass me the classifieds there, 
would ya bud? All that ink's 
bound to be warm. 

PHIL 
This is the worst. This is the 
worst ever... Now if it would 
just rain. 

GARDNER 
No chance. 

He points skyward and rolls over. 
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151 THE SKY 151 

is ablaze with stars as only a desert sky can be. 

152 WAGGENER 152 

A sad smile. He throws back his head and stares. 

WAGGENER 
Lordy. 

The mournful WHINE of a distant truck drifts over the night. 
Waggener raises up on one elbow, looks down across the desert. 

153 P.O.V. 153 

Five miles away the tiny lights of a lone semi rig crawl 
toward the looming silhouettes of the Davis mountains. 

154 WAGGENER 154 

WAGGENER 
You see that star there? Off 
that peak? That was our star— 
—me and Deb...to talk to when 
we were apart. 

GARDNER 
Quit it. 

Another COYOTE. 

A beat. 

WAGGENER 
I wonder if the night's like 
this in 'Nam. 

PHIL 
You'll find out soon enough. 

GARDNER 
Lookin' forward to it, ain't you 
Phillip? 

PHIL 
(sensing an affront) 

What if I am? It's a free 
country. 

(CONTINUED) 
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154 CONTINUED: 154 

GARDNER 
There ' s o ther c o u n t r i e s , you 
know. 

PHIL 
What? 

Gardner looks at Waggener. 

GARDNER 
There's Canada. 

P h i l j e r k s u p r i g h t . 

PHIL 
You' re an a s s . 

155 GARDNER 155 

rolls over. 

GARDNER 
(~* That's a fact, son. It surely 

is. 

DISSOLVE TO: 

156 EXT. RIO GRANDE RIVER - NIGHT 156 

Somewhere, h igh on the b u t t e . 

157 A DESERT OWL 157 

perches over shadows. Over Dom. 

You'd th ink he knows something. 

CUT TO: 

158 EXT. SKY - A FAT MOON - NIGHT 158 

It fills the frame—a spring moon. Orange and dull. Floating 
on mist. 

A silhouette eases across the cratered face...It's a kite. 
^ Dipping and teasing, snapping a long cloth tail. 

(CONTINUED) 
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158 CONTINUED: 158 

TILT DOWN along the string to find Gardner and The Girl With 
Hair Like Honey yanking it to and fro in a field absolutely 
swarming with fireflies. They're naked. 

It's like a scene from "Fantasia." 

Laughing, Gardner hands her the string and bounds off through 
the grass. He looks back once to hold up an assuring hand— 
—'Stay put'—then vanishes over a hill. 

She grins, and waits. And waits. And waits And waits. 

The Girl With Hair Like Honey stands rooted in the moonlight, 
glistening with dew, holding a dancing kite. 

DISSOLVE TO: 

159 EXT. ROADSIDE PARK - CLOSE - GARDNER ASLEEP - NIGHT 159 

He's been dreaming again...PAN TO: 

Dorman asleep. Hands folded on his massive stomach, he looks 
totally content... 

160 EXT. FOREST - DAY (DORMAN'S DREAM) 160 

It's a fairy tale wood. Dorman strolls up a narrow path 
wearing a Pied Piper hat and curly-toed shoes. His walking 
stick is appropriately gnarled. 

He sniffs the air curiously. 

161 P.O.V. 161 

Nothing...Then up ahead, something's moving behind the trees. 

162 DORMAN 162 

starts toward it, and as he does, tiny figures dart through 
the surrounding underbrush, racing ahead of him. 
(Begin: Edvard Grieg's "In The Hall of The Mountain King.") 

Dorman parts some branches—sees dozens of LITTLE MEN 
trundling little wheelbarrows into a steaming cave. Pointy-
eared, white bearded, they drop their loads and flee into the 

^^ hole as other excited gnomes scoot from everywhere, warning 
(*' of Dorman* s approach. 
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163 DORMAN 163 

Stragglers zip between his legs as he approaches the cave 
and stoops by a toppled wheelbarrow, dips a finger in the 
golden goo spilling from it...and tastes. 

He stands, sniffs the steam wisping from the cave, and 
enters. 

164 INT. CAVE 164 

Tiny wall torches light the way into a labyrinth of tunnels 
that twist and weave in a singular direction. Little Men 
run high and low, deeper into the earth, toward the steam 
source. 

Roots hang like ghoulish fingers. Dim lights flicker 
frightening shadows. 

The sight lures Dorman on—slowly at first, then faster and 
faster as the MUSIC builds. 

165 P.O.V. 165 

Moving after the Little Men, plunging headlong down the maze 
of passageways toward a dull red glow. Past tumbled wheel­
barrows. Past more golden goo. 

Suddenly, the passageways converge into one giant tunnel and 
far ahead—at the end of it—the nimble Little Men spill off 
a ledge into some great crimson cavern. 

166 DORMAN 166 

is running, swept along by all that's insatiable. He hurries 
to the ledge...and looks down. 

167 P.O.V. 167 

A lobster the size of a dinosaur steams on a gargoyled oaken 
banquet table. Two hundred Little Men in lobster bibs are 
sitting around it and the huge vat of drawn butter they have 
wheelbarrowed in. 

They're watching Dorman anxiously. 

168 DORMAN 168 

Eyes sparkling, he leaps from the ledge and belly-flops into 
the butter as the MUSIC CLIMAXES. 

DISSOLVE TO: 
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169 EXT. ROADSIDE PARK - CLOSE - DORMAN ASLEEP - NIGHT 169 
• 

He grunts happily and we PAN TO: 

Waggener lying on his back, staring blankly at the stars... 
PAN TO: 

Lester. The Human Pillow looks dead. 

DISSOLVE TO: 

170 LESTER'S DREAM 170 

It's a T.V. test pattern. 

DISSOLVE TO: 

171 LESTER 171 

unconsc ious then PAN TO: 

Phil, tossing and turning, sweating and mumbling. 

SMASH CUT: 

172 PHIL 172 

reaching desperately, distortedly, down toward WIDE ANGLE 
LENS. He's on a rope bridge. Swaying, sweating—barely 
balanced—clutching a strand with his other hand. 

The sky is blank white. 

173 PHIL'S P.O.V. 173 

Dark, swirling water. 

And heads...Bobbing calmly, betraying no concern of danger. 
They're beautiful heads. Important heads. Smiling and 
drifting, laughing at Phil as the gloomy surge forever sucks 
them under. 

PHIL 
(silent) 

Take my hand! Take my hand! 

But no one wants it. They won't reach up. No help wanted. 
No effort understood. 

y^fl^S, 
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174 PHIL 174 

/*"**> can't stand it. Holding the foot rope in one trembling fist, 
' he dangles lower as more heads float close. 

175 A HAND 175 

snatches from the water and GRIPS Phil's leg. It's not a 
drowning hand...It wants him. 

Phil lunges away, Toward the rope. Toward the bridge— 
—Terrified. 

A second hand evilly joins the first, and The Unseen Thing 
begins to claw up Phil's white leg. 

Blank with fear, he looks down and sees... 

176 HIS OWN DEAD FACE 176 

leering, looming, from the murky depths. 

CUT TO: 

177 EXT. ROADSIDE PARK - DAWN 177 

1 The boys asleep in a nest of newspapers. Silence and 
serenity...Phil leaps straight in the air, shaking his leg 
wildly. 

PHIL 
Ahhhnnn! Aaaakk! Snn...Snake! 

The guys (not Lester) blink, see Phil dancing and whirling. 

PHIL 
Snake in my pants! 

They jump up. 

Phil gyrates round the park as they whack at his jeans with 
rolled up newspapers. Gardner tackles him, holds him down. 

GARDNER 
Don't rile him up! what kind is it? 

PHIL 
A rattler! Aaaagh! It's moving! 
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178 PHIL'S PANTS 178 

A lump slithers menacingly past his knee, toward his ankle. 
Waggener grabs a rock. 

PHIL 
I'm dead! I'm dead! 

179 THE LUMP 179 

A small lizard cautiously pokes his head out of Phil's cuff, 
rudely flicks his tongue, and zips across the sand. 

180 THE GROOVERS 180 

WAGGENER 
A lizard? 

Disgusted, they leave Phil lying in the sand. He pulls up 
his pants leg, looking for wounds. 

PHIL 
Well it felt like a snake! 

GARDNER 
'A rattler'. 

PHIL 
I was having a nightmare! 

GARDNER 
Get used to 'em. 

Phil grabs a dirt clod and chunks it at them. 

PHIL 
Piss on you! I hate this place! 

GARDNER 
Then you'll be glad to know we're 
leavin' here lickedty-split. 

PHIL 
(cautious) 

And going home, right? 

Gardner pulls on a boot. 

GARDNER 
Wrong. 

(CONTINUED) 
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180 CONTINUED: 180 

PHIL 
You promised we'd get home by 
tonight! 

GARDNER 
That was yesterday. 

PHIL 
(to Waggener) 

Didn't he promise?!?! 

Preoccupied, confused, sleepless for a second night, 
Waggener's in no mood for this. 

WAGGENER 
Stop screamin1, Phillip. 

PHIL 
DIDN'T HE?!?!? 

WAGGENER 
(icily) 

Of course he did. He always does— 
And you always bitch. 

He walks off beating his muddy boots together. 
Gardner flutters his eyes at Phil. 

PHIL 
Liar. 

GARDNER 
Tell you what, Phillip. We'll be 
Democrats and vote on it... Now, 
everybody that wants to be a 
chancre and go home, raise your 
hand. 

Phil's hand shoot up. 

GARDNER 
(continuing) 

Okay, all neat guys raise theirs... 

He and Dorman raise 'em...Waggener is picking up newspapers. 

(CONTINUED) 
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180 CONTINUED: (2) 180 

(*""' GARDNER 
(to Waggener) 

C'mon son. Let's make it unanimous 
for the neat guys. 

WAGGENER 
Ya'll decide. I don't care. 

A beat. Gardner doesn't press it. 

GARDNER 
We beat ya, Phillip. Two to one. 

PHIL 
He didn't vote! 

GARDNER 
So? 

PHIL 
He might vote with me, you know? 

_ Gardner SNORTS. 

PHIL 
Well he might, and that'd be a tie, 
and tie goes to me, because it's my 
GODDAM CAR!!! 

Gardner's put out. 

GARDNER 
Waggener, let him have it, will ya? 

No response. 

GARDNER 
(continuing) 

C'mon, son; where's that old Groover 
spunk? Just raise your hand -so we 
can get on with 

Waggener whirls. 

WAGGENER 
I SAID I DON'T CARE ANYMORE! 
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181 GARDNER 181 

stares at his glare...turns to Phil, pulling a nickel from 
his pocket. 

GARDNER 
Here's his vote. 

He flips it high. 

PHIL 
Tails! 

It THUNKS in the dirt. Tails up. 

GARDNER 
Two outta three. 

PHIL 
No way, Jose! 

He skips around like a vengeful ninny—Finally, he's won 
one. Gardner keeps looking at Waggener. 

GARDNER 
Okay, Neat Guys want a recount 
on their vote. 

PHIL 
Fine! 

Gardner raises his hand again and prods Dorman, who's making 
newspaper hats for Lester and himself. Dorman raises his 
hand...then Lester's. 

GARDNER 
Three to two! Let's go! 

They hoist Lester by his belt and waddle toward town. Phil 
comes screaming after them. 

PHIL 
No! He doesn't count! You hear 
me? I forbid you to take my car! 

GARDNER 
We'll get you freshened up and 
you'll have a whole new attitude, 
son. 

He glances back, sees Waggener keeping his distance. 

CUT TO: 
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182 EXT. ROBERT AVILA'S GARAGE - THE CADDY - DAY 182 

It has a new front end—plywood, with headlights and other 
features drawn on. Beside it, Gardner is soaking wet. He 
counts out all their silver dollars into Avila's greasy 
hand. 

GARDNER 
Twenty-two, twenty-three, fifty. 
And five more for 'go juice*. 
Much obliged for that body job. 

He SQUISHES past the back of the Caddy where Waggener (who's 
also wet) struggles to screw on the gas cap. 

GARDNER 
(cheerful) 

The other way, bud. Remember, 
it's 'Lefty-loosey, righty-tighty'. 

Waggener doesn't look up. 

183 CAR WASH 183 

Gardner strolls to the beat-up stalls by the pumps. In one 
of them, a drenched Dorman is soaping cemetery mud off Phil 
with a high pressure wash wand. Phil yells like a wet hen. 

GARDNER 
Another hunnerd miles, and we're 
there, boys!...Dom...Ortega's... 
How 'bout some breakfast? 

He holds out a pack of gum. 

PHIL 
(seething) 

You're stealing my car. 

Gardner sighs. He's really getting tired of this. 

GARDNER 
What is your problem?...I mean, 
here we are embarked on what is 
prob'ly the.greatest epic adventure 
of all time and all you can do is— 

PHIL 
Nobody cares about 'epic adventures' 
anymore, Stupid!... 

(MORE) 

(CONTINUED) 
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183 CONTINUED: 183 

PHIL (CONT'D) 
(points at Waggener) 

...Didn't you hear him? 

Of course he did. Gardner looks toward the Caddy and his 
troubled bud. 

GARDNER 
Phillip, we came out here to try 
and forget some things... 

(looks at Phil) 
...So why won't you let us? There's 
nothin' wrong with goin' nowhere... 
It's a privelege of youth. 

PHIL 
Well we're not youths anymore, Peter 
Pan! You can only be eighteen once! 
You're only a virgin once! Then it's 
over!—Like 'The Groovers'! 

He says the word like 'boggers'. 

GARDNER 
I sorta like to think of us as an 
institution, bud. 

PHIL 
OVER! 

184 GARDNER 184 

Something desperate hides in his eyes. 

GARDNER 
Someday, Phillip... 

Unable to finish, he heads for the Caddy, giving Phil the 
last word. Phil likes that. 

The wash cycle ends. Dorman drops the wash wand and walks 
off, leaving Phil with soap all over his head. 

PHIL 
Where you goin'? I'm not rinsed 
off. 

(CONTINUED) 
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184 CONTINUED: 184 

DORMAN 
No more quarters. 

Phil goes berserk. 

CUT TO: 

185 EXT. TWO-LANE - DAY 185 

A mileage marker promises "PRESIDIO - 90." The Caddy ZOOMS 
by. 

186 INT. MOVING CADDY 186 

Waggener's brooding at the countryside. Dorman's reading 
"The Prophet" by Kahlil Gibran. 

Between them, Phil rants at Gardner—his hair now dried in 
> a strange, crusty wavelength. He punctuates each insult 
| with a finger jab, trying to pick a fight. Gardner's 
i strangely subdued. 

1 PHIL 

(*^ ...I think you are trash. Gardner! 
I I think you are slime! Lying, 
• worthless, irresponsible slime! 
I Waddayou think about that, huh?! 
i 

GARDNER 
I think freedom of expression is 
a wonderful thing. 

PHIL 
TURN THIS CAR AROUND NOW!!!!!!! 

,Nope. 

PHIL 
(helplessly livid) 

You bastard! I hate you! Hate you! 
Hate vou! HATE YOU!...You're a bum! 
A bullshit artist! And that's all 
you'll ever.be, 'cause when life gets 
too complicated, you just run away— 
— like this! Well make the most of 
it asshole! This is the last time 
you're pushing me around—Ever! Con 
some other fool into chasing rainbows 
and digging u p — 

(CONTINUED) 
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186 CONTINUED: 186 

/^ Waggener whirls on him. 

WAGGENER 
WILL YOU SHUTTUP???!!! 
God, I'm sick of your mouth! 
Nobody made you come on this trip, 
you pompous little whiner! Just 
like nobody made you room with us 
four years! You wanted to! But 
it's always 'bitch, bitch, bitch' 
about Dom or dinner or whatever 
because that's all you're good at! 
Well I'm sick of hearin' it! You're 
a pain in the ass, Phillip—who 
doesn't like anything! So either 

» kill yourself and do us all a favor, 
or SHUT THE FUCK UP!!!! 

, Ears ring. Waggener yanks back to his window...Dorman 
i turns a page. 

I PHIL 
| Well, I guess I should've expected 
' /"""* as much from a guy who chickened out 
L • of his own wedding. 
I 
i Waggener whirls again, speechless, mortified. 

PHIL 
I That's right, you coward! It wasn't 

the draft! It wasn't her parents! 
You just got scared and ran off—like 
him! And now here you are, pretending 
this crap is still 'fun', afraid to 
admit she was the best thing that ever 
happened to you, because deep down 
inside you know you blew it! 

A beat...Waggener starts swinging. 

WAGGENER 
I had to, you little wimp! Don't call 
me a coward!-

PHIL 
(covering up) 

(**> Coward! 
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187 GARDNER 
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signals Dorman to drive and they change places over the seat 
of the moving Caddy. He pulls Waggener off Phil, gets between 
them—Cold. Certain. A look we've never seen. 

Silence. 

GARDNER 
You win, Phillip. We're goin' home. 

GARDNER 
(continuing) 

...Dom doesn't mean shit now, thanks 
to you. 

PHIL 
He never did. 

Gardner's eyes could cut could steel. 

GARDNER 
Can't wait to see it all end, can 
you Phillip? Us...Dom...Bein' a 
kid. Well you know why?...Jealousy. 
You're eat up with it, Phillip. 
Because we were all so good at bein' 
young...and you never were. 

WAGGENER 
Touche, son. 

GARDNER 
You see, Phillip, you talk tough, 
you act tough, you march a bunch 
of weenies around the intramural 
field, but the fact of the matter 
is son, you're a Rotsee colonel 
because you couldn't be anything 
else... 

188 PHIL 

It hurts. 

188 

GARDNER 
...No fraternities wanted ya, no 
women wanted ya, so finally you 
banded together with other losers 
and created your own little weenie 
world where everybody could be somebody... 

(MORE) 

(CONTINUED1) 
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188 CONTINUED: 188 

GARDNER (CONT'D) 
Even you...And now look at ya... 
anxious to run off and get yourself 
martyred...hopin' somebody'11 love 
you for it...You're pathetic, Phillip, 
and that's the only reason any of us 
ever had anything to do with you. We 
never really liked you, son. We just 
felt sorry for you. 

189 PHIL 189 

Stinging, shaking, he pulls off his glasses with a less than 
steady hand. 

PHIL 
I am not a weenie. 

i Gardner leans right in his face, 
f 
I 

yflP?S 

GARDNER 
Always have been; always will be... 
'til the day you die. 

He lets it burn in good. 

GARDNER 
(continuing) 

...Turn us around, Dorman. We 
gotta get this weenie back on time 
for his stupid, worthless little war. 

190 PHIL 190 

blows up, flailing at them. 

PHIL 
NOW YOU LISTEN TO ME! I'M TIRED OF 
THIS 'ROTSEE' CRAP! NOT EVERYBODY 
HAS A COLLEGE EDUCATION HANDED TO 
THEM, YOU KNOW! THAT UNIFORM IS MY 
TICKET TO SOME KIND OF FUTURE! I'M 
NOT A WEENIE, YOU BASTARDS, AND I'M 
GIVING NOTICE RIGHT NOW—I'LL TAKE 
ON ANYBODY OR ANYTHING, ANYWHERE 
ANYTI --

191 THE GUYS 191 

are thrown to the floorboard as... 



79. 

192 THE CADDY 192 

suddenly comes to a long and SCREECHING halt 

193 BACK SEAT 193 

Dust settles. The Groovers crawl out from under Lester 
to see: 

194 DORMAN 194 

behind the wheel, smiling devilishly at something roadside. 

195 P.O.V. - A WEATHERED SIGN 195 

PECOS PARACHUTE SCHOOL 
Daily Instruction Available 

1% Miles 
Birdroost Airport 

A dirt road creases the mesquite flats behind it. 

196 CADDY 196 

Three faces slowly turn to challenge Phil...It's perfect. 

PUSH IN on 'The Weenie'. He GULPS, tries to sound cool. 

PHIL 
...Okay. 

Dorman hits the gas. 

CUT TO: 

197 EXT. PECOS PARACHUTE SCHOOL - DAY 197 

A dilapidated tin shed in a patch of weeds, "PECOS PARACHUTE 
SCHOOL" on the roof. A torn windsock flutters from a clothes­
line. Chickens peck around an adobe kiln while others roost 
in the fuselage of a Piper Cub which had its wings amputated 
eons ago. Dust and rust. The place is truly awful. 

The Caddy appears, scatters chickens as it halts...The 
Groovers get out, hunting help. Waggener spits. Dorman 
kicks a can. Words flake freely from the shed: 'First Jump 
- $30'.. 

198 PHIL 198 

boldly points them out as Gardner strolls by. Wordless. 

(CONTINUED) 
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198 CONTINUED: 198 

/Ŝ N Firm faced.. .Throwing glares. 

PHIL 
I'd have done it if we had the 
money. 

He gets back in the car like Don Knotts. 

199 TRELIS 199 

An unsmiling former flower child with drooping eyes and 
drooping breasts appears at the door of the shed in an 
'earth' dress. She's got a load of laundry in her arms. 

TRELIS 
You lookin' for something'? 

200 GARDNER 200 

snaps on a smile, dances over to meet her. 

GARDNER 
Yes ma'am! I'd like to speak 

/***̂  with the head jump in' bean! 

She eyes him head to toe, then slouches back into the shed 
and the heavy metal SOUNDS of 1960's acid rock... Gardner 
shoots a cold face at Phil. 

Momentarily, TRUMAN SPARKS appears in the doorway, wearing 
ragged Levis, eating an onion. Stringy blond hair to his 
shoulders. Truman's spent half his life stoned. 

GARDNER 
Ho! Good morning! Good morning]... 

(looks up at the sky) 
...What a day for jumping!...Gardner 
Barnes! 

Gardner sticks out his hand and Truman nods at it amiably, 
then realizes it's supposed to be shaken. 

GARDNER 
And your name, sir? 

TRUMAN 
John, uh...No! Wait! I got mixed 
up with somebody else there for a 
second...Truman Sparks. 

(CONTINUED) 
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200 CONTINUED: 200 

/**>*, Truman laughs spacily. Gardner fakes a smile. 

GARDNER 
Nice to meet ya, Truman. Your wife 
says you're in charge around here. 

TRUMAN 
Oh no, she ain't my wife. Trelis 
is just my old lady, you know? 

GARDNER 
Yeah, well look Truman; you ever 
heard of the Milwaukee Daily Moon? 

TRUMAN 
Huh? 

GARDNER 
These gentlemen and I are on the 
Travel and Entertainment staff of 
that illustrious newspaper and we 
are in the midst of a research tour 
for an upcoming series of articles 
entitled "Vacation Meccas of Texas." 
The Pecos Parachute School is just 
the kind of outstanding recreational 
facility our vacationing readers are 
looking for and our Action/Adventure 
Editor, Mr. Hicks... 

Gardner indicates Phil in the back seat of the Caddy. 
Dorman and Waggener wave for him—two smiling buzzards. 

GARDNER 
(continuing) 

...wants to take your jump course so 
he can accurately depict the delights 
of "Skydiving The Wild West" in his 
column. 

TRUMAN 
Oh wow. Far out. He wants to do it 
today? 

Right now. 
GARDNER 

TRUMAN 
And this is gonna be in the paper? 

(CONTINUED) 
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200 CONTINUED: (2) 200 

Gardner takes him aside. 

GARDNER 
We're talkin' big dollars, Truman. 
Hordes of thrillseeking tourists are 
headed your way...In fact, you think 
any of this land's available for 
resort development? 

TRUMAN 
(hook, line, and sinker) 

Resort? 

Gardner gazes intently across the mesquite flats. 

GARDNER 
Lotta potential...Anyway, since this 
series is gonna be a free godsend 
for the local economy, we were hopin' 
maybe you could reciprocate a little 
on the lesson. 

TRUMAN 
/*"* Huh? Oh yeah! Hey, no problem! 
^ We'll work something out! 

GARDNER 
All right! Let's get to it! 

He hurries to the Caddy, losing his smile on the way. 

GARDNER 
(to Phil) 

Okay, Field Marshall. Let's go. 

Phil doesn't exactly jump at the chance. 

WAGGENER 
(grinning) 

He's scared of heights, remember? 

GARDNER 
Weli, most weenies are. 

PHIL 
Bite me. 

GARDNER 
What is that, Phillip? 

(MORE) 

(CONTINUED) 
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200 CONTINUED: (3) 200 

GARDNER (CONT'D) 
Some sorta homosexual come on? 

Phil leaps through the window at him, swinging, screaming. 
Dorman and Waggener hold him down as Gardner trots back 
to Truman. 

TRUMAN 
Wow, he's purty excited about this, 
isn't he? 

GARDNER 
The man absolutely thrives on danger! 
We just need to counsel with him 
about his editorial approach so why 
don't you go on inside and get things 
strung up? 

Truman takes off. 

201 DORMAN 201 

holds Phil squirming on the ground by the Caddy. He has a 
handful of Waggener's hair as Gardner comes running up. 

GARDNER 
Meaner than a yella yard dog, aren't 
ya, Phillip?...Well prove it. 

Phil lets go of Waggener, looks around at the dismal facility. 

PHIL 
Alright! I will!... But only on 
one condition. 

GARDNER 
Whatever you say, weenie. 

PHIL 
You gotta swear to it!—In case 
I'm not here. 

GARDNER 
Consider it" sworn. 

WAGGENER 
Me too. 

Phil grabs Waggener's shirt and looks him right in the eye. 

(CONTINUED) 
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201 CONTINUED: 201 

PHIL 
If I go through with this, you 
swear you won't dodge the draft. 

Waggener blinks. Gardner doesn't. 

WAGGENER 
I dunno what you're talkin' about. 

PHIL 
YOU SWEAR TO ME YOU'RE NOT SKIPPING 
TO MEXICO!! 

A long silence. 

WAGGENER 
...Okay. 

Phil points at Gardner. 

PHIL 
He never planned to go. He's 
hopeless... But you're not. 

Phil shakes off Dorman's grip, glares at Gardner. 

PHIL 
(continuing) 

I know you better than you think. 

The glib looks fade. Phil marches to the shed door where 
Truman's waiting. 

PHIL 
Let's do it. 

TRUMAN 
Really 'gung-ho', huh? Okay 
Mr. Hicks, come on in, sign the 
release, and we'll go for it! 

PHIL 
Release? 

Phil vainly tries to grab the doorway as Dorman pushes him 
inside. 

TRUMAN 
Yeah, it's a little form I gotta 
getcha to sign. 

(MORE) 

(CONTINUED) 
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201 CONTINUED: (2) 201 

TRUMAN (CONT'D) 
Says you promise not to sue me if 
you get killed. 

PHIL (V.O.) 
What? 

CUT TO: 

202 INT. PARACHUTE SCHOOL - DAY 202 

High on a wall of the shed, Phil kneels in a mock-up of the 
jump door of a Cessna 172, wearing parachutes and harnesses. 
A nylon static line runs from his main chute to the floor 
of the 'plane'. Iron Butterfly's "In-A-Gadda-Da-Vida" 
ECHOES from a nearby tape deck. Truman's instructing. 

TRUMAN 
...Okay man, try it again...I cut 
the engine, the right foot goes 
down on the step, come around with 
the left and reach... No, wait a 
second, wait a second. You screwed 
up again. 

CLAPPING is heard o.s. as Phil crosses his legs and gets the 
static line wrapped around his neck. 

203 DORMAN, WAGGENER, GARDNER 203 

seated on a long parachute folding table. Gardner applauds 
Phil's performance while Dorman doodles on a blackboard, 
drawing graphic scenes of a little stick figure hurtling 
toward the ground with a fouled parachute and cartoon 
baloon scream streaming behind it. 

Waggener fakes along with them. 

GARDNER 
Nice work, son. 

PHIL 
Bite me. 

Truman holds up the static line. 

(CONTINUED) 
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203 CONTINUED: 203 

f* TRUMAN 
Listen, dude. You gotta keep clear 
of this static line or you'll get 
your head tore off when it pulls 
the chute out. Do it again... 

Truman shoves a mattress under the strut as TRELIS wanders 
in with more laundry in b.g. and rummages in a pile of 
chutes, looking for something. She walks over and stands 
directly in front of Truman. 

TRUMAN 
...But this time I want you to jump 
off the strut and arch back onto 
the mattress here, man. 

I 
i Truman throws his head and arms back to demonstrate while 
I Dorman, Waggener, and Gardner begin a catcall for what is 
> obviously their favorite portion of the lesson. 

I DORMAN, WAGGENER, GARDNER 
[ (barking like seals) 

Arch! Arch! Arch! 

Phil throws them a look and Truman smiles agreeably. 

i TRUMAN 
> Yeah, right. A good hard arch 

(sees Trelis) 
1 Huh? 

TRELIS 
My hoovati? 

TRUMAN 
Huh? 

TRELIS 
My hoovati? The shirt I got in 
Sri Lanka? You wore it last. 

TRUMAN 
Hey, I don't know. I'm doin' a 
lesson. 

Put out, Trelis shuffles away and rummages some more. 

(CONTINUED) 
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203 CONTINUED: (2) 203 

( TRUMAN 
Look under the hammock or somethin'... 

(to Phil) 
Sorry, dude. She gets so hyper when 
I wear her clothes, you know? Okay, 
go for it. You're in the door, I cut 
the engine, you put your hands outside 
the door 

"In-A-Gadda-Da-Vida" reaches its funky DRUM SOLO climax 
and Truman gets caught up in the cadence. He suddenly 
clutches his head, screaming ecstatically. 

TRUMAN 
Aaaaaaaagh! Too much! I've heard 
that piece a billion times but it 
still just blows me away! Know 
where I'm comin' from? 

GARDNER 
(nodding appreciatively) 

Sure do, Truman. 

Phil makes pained faces as he struggles to keep his balance 
on the wheel of the mock-up. 

TRUMAN 
...What a rush... Okay Mr. Hicks, 
you're on the wheel. Cool, cool. 
Reach that right hand out on the 
strut, the left hand slides up 
beside it...dangle that foot, 
aaaaaaand arch! 

DORMAN, WAGGENER, GARDNER 
Arch! Arch! Arch! 

Phil uncoils his body and spastically drops OUT OF FRAME. 
Truman looks down in awe. 

TRUMAN 
Wow, man. You missed the mattress. 

CUT TO: 

204 INT. TRAINING SHED - DAY 204 

Phil stands on a chair with a wad of Kleenex stuck up each 
battered nostril. 

(CONTINUED) 
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204 CONTINUED: 204 

f The boys help Truman fasten him into a harness contraption 
hanging from the ceiling. Gardner yanks out the tissues, 
examines them. 

GARDNER 
Stopped bleedin' yet? Yeah! 
Good as new! 

Truman pulls the chair out from under Phil's feet and the 
crotch straps SNAP into place. Phil GASPS. Truman casually 
slides the chair back under him. 

TRUMAN 
You might wanna adjust those straps 
a little...Now the chances of havin' 
a malfunction are about one in a 
thousand, Mr, Hicks. That's one in 
a thousand. So I don't want you 
worryin' about it... 

He walks to a table piled with chutes. 

TRUMAN 
(continuing) 

...'cause I used to rig chutes in 
'Nam man, and I repack these babies 
every week... 

He slaps one. Dust flies. 

TRUMAN 
(continuing) 

...Anyway, just in case somethin' 
was to go wrong with your main 
chute, you got your belly reserve 
there. So you get two shots at 
chat mother, right? 

Truman pulls the chair out again and Phil swings spread-
legged from the risers. 

TRUMAN 
Okay, let's.go through it like I 
showed you...You're out on the wing, 
you're lookin' at me, and I give 

^ you the signal to...GO! 
( (MORE) 

(CONTINUED) 
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204 CONTINUED: (2) 204 

TRUMAN (CONT'D) 
You're archin' like crazy and 
countin'--One thousand one! One 
thousand two!... 

Phil tries to arch and count as The Groovers spur him on 
with "Arch! Arch!" Dorman makes out-of-control-falling-
body sound effects. 

TRUMAN 
...You get to six! You haven't 
felt nothin' come off you back! 
You look over your shoulder! It's 
a streamer! It's a streamer! 
Cutaway! Cutaway! Pull those 
D-rings! Oh God! Oh shit! You're 
gonna burn in! 

> Truman leaps and screams. Unnerved, Phil jerks at buckles, 
i twists in the harness. 
i 

1 TRUMAN 
Tuck and cover! Tuck and cover! 
Hit that reserve! Hit it! 

1 
Phil flips upside down in the harness. Sweat pours off his 

I head. 
> 

TRUMAN 
(quietly) 

You gotta be cool, dude...Now if 
you do that in the real thing, 
you're gonna bounce. 

WAGGENER 
Bounce? 

TRUMAN 
Yeah, when somebody makes The Big 
Drop they don't splatter, they 
bounce—like about ten feet in 
the air. 

Phil turns ashen. 

TRUMAN 
f * ^ Only around here you wouldn't 'cause 

the drop zone just got plowed. 

(CONTINUED) 
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204 CONTINUED: (3) 204 

GARDNER 
So instead of bouncin', it'd be 
kinda like shootin' a BB into 
dog doo? 

205 CAMERA DOLLYS IN ON PHIL'S TRUMAN (V.O.) 205 
Well yeah, I guess so. I 

upside down face and RIPPLE never thought of it like 
DISSOLVES TO: that...You know, I heard 

of one case where the guy 
206 DORMAN, WAGGENER, GARDNER left a crater, like a 206 

meteorite, 
anxiously running across a 
plowed field to find Phil's DORMAN (V.O.) 
skinny white legs sticking up Did he burn as he entered 
from the smoking earth. The huge the atmosphere? 
black jump boots are still on his 
feet, but the force of the head TRUMAN (V.O.) 
down impact has knocked his pants Nah, I don't think so. 
up around his thighs. 

CAMERA DREAM DISSOLVES: 

207 BACK TO PHIL'S FACE 207 

as Gardner marches over beside him. 

/^TSPS. 

GARDNER 
Okay, he's got this down! We 
ready to suit him up? 

CUT TO: 

208 EXT. TRAINING SHED - DAY 208 

Trelis stone grinds flour on a metate beside her kiln as 
The Groovers exit the shed. Phil's wearing a full jump 
rig—boots, main chute, reserve belly chute, and a jump 
harness cinched so tight he waddles. His worried head is 
crammed inside a tiny helmet. Truman flicks on a small 
radio attached to his harness and yells into a walkie-talkie. 

TRUMAN 
Test one! Test two!...You're 
ready, man. I'll talk you down 
on this thing. 

Phil nods feebly, swallows. 

(CONTINUED) 
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208 CONTINUED: 208 

TRUMAN 
Somethin' wrong, dude? Huh? Well 
listen, if it'll help, I'll take a 
chute up and jump first so's you 
can watch how it's done. 

Incredulous stares. Truman grabs his head. 

TRUMAN 
Oh, gahhh! What a space cadet! I 
can't do that! How's the plane 
gonna land? 

Truman giggles goofily. Phil starts to turn around. 

GARDNER 
(stopping him) 

Bad attitude, son. Bad attitude. 

Phil lets himself be led on. 

209 EXT. FIELD - DAY 209 

The group moves through some sage brush... A beat-up high 
wing Cessna appears. 

TRUMAN 
This is it! 

WAGGENER 
What a beaut. 

Rust, dents, and aluminum patchwork. Truman yanks off the 
passenger door. 

TRUMAN 
Don't need this. 

He clambers inside the day-glo postered cabin and throws 
out empty burlap sacks as Waggener curiously sniffs the air. 

WAGGENER 
What's that.smell? 

Truman sweeps out random stalks of marijuana with his feet 
as Dorman picks up one of the sacks. "BOGOTA" is stenciled 
on the burlap. 

(CONTINUED) 
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209 CONTINUED: 209 

(*** TRUMAN 
Just mildew, man. 

CUT TO: 

210 EXT. BIRDROOST AIRPORT - RUNWAY - DAY 210 

The boys and Truman push the Cessna onto a dirt runway. 
Phil follows in a daze. 

WAGGENER 
Truman; I ain't sure, but I think 
I hurt your plane. 

211 TRUMAN 211 

lopes around the Cessna and finds Waggener and Dorman 
staring at a loose piece of wing. 

TRUMAN 
Nah, that thing keeps falling off. 

rf^^N 
He pulls a roll of masking tape from the cockpit. 

TRUMAN 
Been meaning to get it fixed but 
haven't had time, you know? 

Truman secures the wing with tape as Gardner stands Phil 
behind Truman. 

TRUMAN 
(shouting) 

Mr. Hicks? 

Truman turns and sees him. 

TRUMAN 
Oh! There he is! All set? 

Phil stares numbly at the ground. Gardner slaps him on 
the back. 

GARDNER 
Rarin' to go! 

TRUMAN 
Uh, how come you guys ain't writin1 

any of this down? 
(CONTINUED) 
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211 CONTINUED: 211 

( GARDNER 
Ah! Good point! We...left our 
notepads in the car. Be right 
back! 

Gardner races off as Truman climbs in the plane and readies 
it for takeoff. 

Phil stares straight up in the sky with a blank expression. 
Waggener watches, looking guilty, as Dorman grabs Phil by 
the shoulders and gives him a formal kiss on both cheeks. 

Gardner reappears, hands him a pencil and napkin, smiling. 
It's kinda cruel. 

GARDNER 
Take good notes, Phillip. 

The plane engine SPUTTERS to life. 

212 TRUMAN 212 

-^ wearing a funky flying cap, shouts over the noise. 

TRUMAN 
Hop in, dude! 

213 PHIL 213 

follows orders like a zombie, crawling in the aircraft 
and turning to press his face against the tiny window 
behind the door. He's terrified. 

214 PHIL'S P.O.V. 214 

The Groovers watch from the runway. 

GARDNER 
That's one small step for a Groover, 
one giant leap for weeniekind. 

Gardner snaps to attention and salutes as the plane starts 
its takeoff roll. 

y<flurPt\ 

215 INT. PLANE 215 

COUGHING raggedly, the Cessna lifts off as Phil watches 
the ground disappear. He looks down at himself in disbelief. 

CUT TO: 
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216 EXT. TRAINING SHED 216 

Dorman, Waggener, and Gardner pull chairs out of the shed, 
getting comfortable. Everybody has a beer. 

Waggener looks skyward with concern. 

WAGGENER 
I think he's really gonna do it. 

GARDNER 
Quit worryin', son. I had my 
fingers crossed for you. Even 
if he does jump you're free. 

(reaching in ice chest) 
....Ain't this fine? Vicarious 
entertainment, courtesy of Phil 
Hicks, weenie extraordinaire. 

WAGGENER 
That Phil... He's something". 

In b.g. Trelis walks out holding what was a neatly packed 
parachute. She's got the ripcord in one hand and the 
deployed canopy in the other. She's pissed. 

TRELIS 
Hey, which one of you geeks grabbed 
the wrong chute? Who's got my 
laundry? 

Jaws drop. 

CUT TO: 

217 INT. CESSNA 217 

Phil huddles fearfully in the back of the cockput. Truman's 
hair flies in the wind. 

TRUMAN 
I guess you do this kinda stuff 
all the time, huh, bein' an Action/ 
Adventure editor and all? You ever 
spearfish fpr sharks, man? 

PHIL 
Whenever I can. 

(CONTINUED) 
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217 CONTINUED: 217 

(** TRUMAN 
Wow, that'd be a rush. Just you 
and a great white one on one. 

The Cessna SPUTTERS again. Truman stomps on the floor, 
beats the instrument panel. 

CUT TO: 

218 EXT. TRAINING SHED 218 

Trelis shovels a stone-ground loaf from the kiln as the 
boys hover anxiously around her. 

GARDNER 
Whaddayou mean he doesn't have a 
radio in the plane? 

TRELIS 
Never needed one before. 

WAGGENER 
Well that's against the law, 

( ain't it? 

Trelis shrugs, shuffles toward the shed. 

GARDNER 
Hey lady, we gotta stop him! 

TRELIS 
Ah, quit worrying. He's got one 
good chute...and my_ laundry. 

GARDNER 
Yeah, but... 

(turns to Waggener) 
...You think he'll remember any of 
that emergency stuff? 

WAGGENER 
Would you? 

GARDNER 
God Almighty! What have we done! 

^ We gotta do somethin'! We gotta 
( send him a signal! 

(CONTINUED) 
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218 CONTINUED: 

219 

220 

WAGGENER 
How? Smoke signal? 

DORMAN 
Burn his car. 

GARDNER 
No, no. Somethin' else!...I got 
itl We'll spell 'Don't jump' on 
the ground! 

WAGGENER 
With what? 

218 

In b.g., Trelis' clean white laundry flutters on the 
clothesline. 

CUT TO: 

INT. CESSNA 

Truman pulls a joint from his pocket. 

TRUMAN 
Hey, you don't mind if I fire up, 
do you? 

Phil is fixated on the ground below, so Truman puts match 
to dope. 

TRUMAN 
You might try a coupla hits off 
this before you go out the door, 
man. Makes the trip down sorta 
unusual. 

Truman giggles, snorting smoke all over the cockput. 

CUT TO: 

EXT. TRAINING SHED 

Gardner puts the finishing touches on a large "D" in the 
dirt near the shed by lining up someone's underwear. 

WAGGENER (o.s.) 
Quick son! We need ya to be an 
apos trophe! 

(CONTINUED) 

219 

220 
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220 CONTINUED: 220 

Gardner hurries past the "D", an "0", and an "N" to where 
Waggener and Dorman are lying perpendicular to each other, 
trying to form a "T". 

GARDNER 
(frustrated) 

No boys, it's too dark, it's too 
small, and he's not gonna understand 
it. 'Don't what? We need another 
word! 

WAGGENER 
Well we're outta clothes! 

Turning, looking desperately, Gardner spots the metate where 
Trelis has been grinding grain. He races over, stoops, grabs 
a handful of the flour. For a split second he ponders it, 
then slaps the stuff against his knee. There's a puff... 
and his leg turns white. 

GARDNER 
C'mere boys! 

CUT TO: 

221 INT. CESSNA 221 

• Truman takes noisy, sucking hits on his joint as he philos-
» ophizes. 

TRUMAN 
You know, there's not many dudes 
left around who'll go for it. But 
that's what it's all about, ain't 
it? It's like the guy said, 'Better 
to go like this than in some 
senseless tragedy.' Right on, man. 
Better to burn in a two hundred miles 
an hour and have some laughs than to 
eat it in a car accident. I mean, 
what a dumb way to go!...Hey, you 
wanna hear my dream, man? I think 
you'd get into it. See, the one thing 
I'd really like to do before I like 
'join the Cosmos' is to hang glide off 
Mount Everest...naked. How 'bout that. 

^v man ? Wow! 

(CONTINUED) 
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221 CONTINUED: 221 

/**** Phil ignores him, nervously mouthing emergency procedures 
to himself. Truman gets composed and peers out the window. 

TRUMAN 
We're almost there! Drop zone 
dead ahead!... 

(squinting) 
...Hey, those guys wrote you a 
message... 

CUT TO: 

222 EXT. TRAINING SHED 222 

Trelis walks out with an empty laundry basket and stops, 
aghast. CAMERA PULLS BACK to reveal "NO GO" spelled on the 
ground in large white letters. The G" and two "0"s are 
formed by her clean laundry. The three legs of the "N" are 
none other than Dorman, Waggener, and Gardner—clad only in 
underwear and flour, stretching their arms out over their 
heads. 

TRELIS 
Hey man, what a drag! 

She walks toward the letters. 

WAGGENER 
Don't move boys! Plane's comin'! 

TRELIS 
I mean where do you guys get off? 
Biodegradable soap don't come cheap, 
you know? 

Pissed, she picks up the tongue of the "G" (a sheet), and 
coincidentally flips it so it closes the circle and forms 
an "0". The guys don't notice. 

TRELIS 
...Like it's not enough that you 
already botched one load, huh? 
You guys are totally uncool. 

Trelis moves to the "0" beside the former "G" and kicks 
another sheet with such ferocity that it flips into the 
center of the letter and becomes the tongue of an upside 
down "G"—»(9). She sees what they've done with her flour. 

(CONTINUED) 
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222 CONTINUED: 222 

(* TRELIS 
Oh wow! My flour! What a pisser! 

GARDNER 
Ma'am we tried to make the most of 
bein' Caucasian but... 

CAMERA CRANES AROUND to show that the "NO GO," when viewed 
upside down, has now become..."GO ON," 

The Cessna DRONE grows louder. 

CUT TO: 

223 INT. CESSNA 223 

The new message becomes legible to Truman. 

TRUMAN 
'Go...On!' 

(grins) 
Hey, those guys sure don't let off, 
do they? Take a look! 

/?vJWF\ 

He banks the plane sharply and Phil tumbles toward the open 
door, squealing like a stuck pig. He grabs the doorway and 
sees, far below, the command "GO ON." Truman leans out. 

TRUMAN 
He's comin', you guys! He's comin'! 

Laughing hysterically, he slaps Phil on the helmet. 

CUT TO: 

224 EXT. TRAINING SHED 224 

Trelis shuffles over the "GO," collecting her laundry. 

TRELIS 
I don't know what you jerks are on 
but if yon can't handle it, don't 
use it, you. know what I mean? 

225 GARDNER 225 

sees her pulling the "G" apart and jumps to his feet. 
Dorman and Waggener race after him. 

(CONTINUED) 
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225 CONTINUED: 225 

WAGGENER/GARDNER 
Wait! Trelis! Ma'am! 

CUT TO: 

226 TRUMAN'S AERIAL P.O.V. 226 

as the three legs of the "N" separate and scurry toward 
the "G," which appears to be coming apart by itself. 

227 TRUMAN 227 

blinks hard and shakes his head, s t a r ing a t the remnants 
of his j o i n t . 

TRUMAN 
Wow! T h a t ' s enough of t h a t ! 

He f l icks i t away, g igg les , and c l ip s the end of P h i l ' s 
s t a t i c l ine to the floor of the plane. 

TRUMAN 
Get ready, man! 

228 EXT. TRAINING SHED 228 

Half naked, The Groovers approach Trelis, explaining their 
predicament, but she backs away, holding the laundry basket 
in front of her. 

TRELIS 
Keep your distance, Mac. 

WAGGENER 
Ma'am, we gotta have that laundry 
just a few more minutes... 

TRELIS 
Listen, I ain't kinky. I ain't 
into that stuff. 

Suddenly the airplane ENGINE CUTS...and the boys look up 
in expectant horror. 

CUT TO: 

229 INT. CESSNA 229 

Grinning hugely, Truman slaps Phil on the back and urges 
him out the door. 

(CONTINUED) 
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229 CONTINUED: 229 

TRUMAN 
Okay dude! Out you go! Don't 
forget, I wanna see a good hard 
arch! 

Blank, in shock, Phil moves mechanically out the door. The 
slipstream nearly tears his leg off but he can't stop him­
self. Shaking voilently, he crawls out under the wind and 
clutches the strut. It finally hits him. 

PHIL 
WHAT AM I DOING HERE?! 

Truman leans out to shout. 

TRUMAN 
GO! 

Startled, Phil leaps up from his perch but his hands refuse 
to let go of the strut. The fierce wind whips his scrawny 
body to and fro like a flag. 

TRUMAN 
You gotta let go! 

Phil hangs on for dear life. 

TRUMAN 
Hey man, no 'King's X'! I can't 
land with ya like that! 

Truman begins to swerve the plane about. 

TRUMAN 
Sorry dude! 

Finally, a violent jerk breaks Phil's grip. We SEE him 
falling, falling, until the static line goes taut, the 
parachute BURSTS open...and a torrent of laundry erupts 
from his back. His bug eyes fixed on the void below, 
he's ablivious to the malfunction. 

230 COCKPIT . 230 

TRUMAN 
Oh wow! What a bummer! 

f He rolls the plane over like a fighter pilot and goes into 
a pursuit dive. 

CUT TO: 
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231 TRAINING SHED 231 

The boys blanch. 

TRELIS 
A whole wash day shot to hell! 

232 CESSNA 232 

flying straight down, Truman gets on the walkie talkie in 
a calm voice. 

TRUMAN 
Hey Mr. Hicks? Guess what? Now 
don't get upset but there's somethin' 
I gotta tell ya... 

233 STRATOSPHERE 233 

Truman's voice CRACKLES above the wind on the harness radio, 

TRUMAN (filter) 
...Your main chute didn't open, 
man... Mr. Hicks? 

Phil is catatonic. 

234 TRAINING SHED 234 

Gardner peeks through his fingers at Phil's plumet toward 
death. Dorman shakes his head. Waggener pleads to the 
heavens. 

WAGGENER 
Please, sweet Jesus! Make his 
brain work! Hit the reserve, son! 
Hit it! 

Trelis has become mildly curious. 

TRELIS 
This doesn't happen very often, you 
know. 

235 SKY - 235 

Phil falls. 

TRUMAN (filter) 
...Mr. Hicks listen, if you're into 
playin' it close, that's cool, but 
we're talkin' mega malfunction here... 
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236 PHIL'S P.O.V. 236 

( The ground rushes up and f a l l i n g body WHINE begins to r i s e . 

237 CESSNA 237 

The earth rushes at him just as fast, but Truman continues 
instructions in a calm tone. 

TRUMAN 
Can you hear me, Mr. Hicks? Why 
don't you turn your volume up 
j us t a tad... 

238 SKY 238 

TRUMAN (filter) 
...I said, YOUR PARACHUTE DIDN'T 
OPEN, MAN... 

Phil blinks, sees his destination, shrieks. 

TRUMAN (filter) 
Okay dude, no problem. Just 
wanted to keep you posted. Now 

(^ why don't we pull on that reserve 
chute... 

In fast motion, Phil's hand flies up and down his harness, 
clawing for the Magic Ripcord. 

239 PHIL'S P.O.V. 239 

The drop zone, training shed LOOM closer. 

240 TRAINING SHED - HIGH ANGLE 240 

CAMERA CRANES DOWN toward the group. Gardner sinks to his 
knees. Dorman raises his beer can in final tribute. 

WAGGENER 
(body English) 

C'mon! C'mon! C'mon! Hit it! 
HIT IT! 

241 SKY 241 

Phil is a blur of frenzied action. 

i TRUMAN (filter) 
It's on your belly, man. The silver 
handle on your belly... 
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242 PHIL'S HAND 242 

f0** latches onto the ripcord like a vise, pulls it out by the 

roots. 

243 TRAINING SHED - BOY'S P.O.V. 243 

Phil's reserve chute POPS open a hundred feet off the ground. 

244 GARDNER, WAGGENER, DORMAN 244 

explode with relief. 

245 CESSNA 245 
Truman pulls the plane out of its dive at the last moment 
and skims over the drop zone. 

246 TRUMAN 246 

TRUMAN 
All right, dude! Now put those 
legs together and get ready to... 

y£y££>y. 

r 

247 EXT. CORNFIELD 247 

Phil crashes into a sagebrush beside the drop zone. 

TRUMAN (filter) 
...land. 

248 EXT. TRAINING SHED 248 

WHOOPING, leaping, the guys scoop up sheets and swathe them­
selves as they streak across the drop zone. 

249 EXT. SAGEBRUSH - DAY 249 

As Truman lands in b.g., the boys rush to find 

250 PHIL 250 

covered with dirt and brush, staring with glazed eyes. The 
right side of his shirt has been shredded into neat, finger 
sized patterns from where he clawed for the ripcord. 

WAGGENER 
Ya made it, son! Ya made it! 

(CONTINUED) 
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250 CONTINUED: 25< 

GARDNER 
Phillip! Phillip! I didn't mean 
a word of it, bud! God, it's good 
to see ya again! 

Dorman waves his beer under Phil's nose like smelling salts. 

251 TRUMAN 25! 

runs up with a Polaroid camera and a hopeful smile. 

TRUMAN 
How you doin', Mr. Hicks? Nice 
recovery, man. Lemme shake your 
hand. 

Phil's stiff as a corpse. Gardner can't pry the ripcoard 
from his grasp. 

TRUMAN 
Wow, he's got a pretty good grip 
on that, don't he? 

252 PHIL 252 

Gardner snaps his fingers in his face. 

GARDNER 
Wake up, son! It's all over! 
Phillip, forgive us! 

WAGGENER 
We'll never bad mouth ya again, bud! 

253 PHIL'S P.O.V. 253 

as he comes to. Hovering above him, three unearthly figures 
swathed in white robes and heavenly make-up speak in happy 
tones. 

254 PHIL 254 

blinks in disbelief. " 

PHIL 
Angels? 

WAGGENER 
No son, it's us! You're alive! 

(CONTINUED) 
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254 CONTINUED: 254 

GARDNER 
You'll go down in the annals of 
Grooverdom for this one, bud! 

255 THE BOYS 255 

jubilantly scoop Phil up and race toward the Caddy, bearing 
him proudly on their shoulders. 

256 TRUMAN 256 

raises his camera. 

TRUMAN 
Hey, hold it right there! After 
your first jump ya get a free 
picture! 

257 P.O.V. - THROUGH CAMERA 257 

The Groovers pose by a tumbleweed, beaming, WHOOPING, as 
Trelis' laundry showers groundward around them. 

TRUMAN 
I hope you guys ain't too sore about 
this little screw up. 

GARDNER 
Accidents will happen. 

The shutter CLICKS and we FREEZE FRAME on the snap shot. 

TRUMAN (V.O.) 
...I mean, this ain't gonna get me 
any bad press, is it?... 

DISSOLVE TO: 

258 EXT. ROADSIDE RUINS - DAY 258 

CLOSE on the snap shot. 

259 REVERSE - 259 

Phil's entranced by the picture—proud. He's sitting on the 
'hood' of the Caddy. 

(CONTINUED) 
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259 CONTINUED: 259 

Behind him, Gardner pulls the last beer out of the ice chest. 

GARDNER 
You're gonna wear that thing out 
lookin' at it so much. 

PHIL 
Weenies are like that. 

They share a smile, sorry for things that they never should 
have said, and Gardner squeezes Phil's shoulder, like a bud. 

GARDNER 
Thanks for lettin' us finish this 
thing. 

260 WAGGENER 260 

stands staring at the burned out, deserted ruins of "CHATA 
ORTEGA'S BAR & GRILL." It's a lonely place. Dorman picks 
through charred adobe, finding a shovel. 

Gardner comes over, offering Waggener the beer. 

GARDNER 
This is the last one. 

Waggener takes a swig and they stare. 

WAGGENER 
How far's the river? 

Gardner gestures toward the surrounding badlands. 

GARDNER 
'Bout three, four miles that way. 

WAGGENER 
You think he's still there? 

GARDNER 
It don't all change. 

Waggener looks up at the sky, smiling disappointment. 

WAGGENER 
...Remember when you were sixteen, 
seventeen, and lookin' ahead? 

( M 0 R E ) (CONTINUED) 
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260 CONTINUED: 260 

WAGGENER (CONT'D) 
How you knew the next couple of years'd 
be great? You just knew it...Well I 
don't feel that way no more. 

(a beat) 
...I'm not goin' with you, Gardner. 

GARDNER 
I know, bud. 

WAGGENER 
I just...I don't want any more regrets, 

Gardner nods to himself sadly. 

GARDNER 
And if you get back? 

WAGGENER 
(shrugs) 

I'll start over...Find somebody else... 
Do somethin' besides punch holes in 
the planet for Exxon. 

GARDNER 
Like what? 

The idea still sounds funny to Waggener. 

WAGGENER 
Be a forest ranger?...What about you? 

GARDNER 
Well, I never been to Europe. 

WAGGENER 
What about money? 

Gardner looks down at his tux, sporting that smile. 

GARDNER 
I ain't too worried about that. 

Phil walks over, trying one last time. 

PHIL 
You know, you could request a duty 
assignment in Germany. 

(MORE) (CONTINUED) 
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260 CONTINUED: (2) 260 

PHIL (CONT'D) 
We've got lots of bases there...I 
might could help you. 

Gardner sighs. 

GARDNER 
Thank you, bud, but I can't chance 
it. Anyway, you know me—I got to 
roam! Birddog! Cross females and 
fences!... And if you'd all just 
come with me, you'd see Please? 

They just look at him gently, believing it no more. 

Gardner finishes the beer. 

GARDNER 
Well then, let's go dig that rascal up. 

DISSOLVE TO: 

261 EXT. DESERT - AFTERNOON 261 

LONG - A panorama of parched earth. The guys trudge toward 
a looming mesa, shimmering in the heat. 

Dorman carries Lester. Gardner's got the shovel. 

The MUSIC is eerie and cold. 

DISSOLVE TO: 

262 EXT. RIO GRANDE RIVER - DAY 262 

Somewhere, high on the butte. 

263 THE BIG RED BOULDER 263 

is modeled by shafts of Texas sun. 

The faint and fading chisel shows clearly on the rock— 
"DOM" glows...PAN TO: . 

The Groovers standing at a respectful distance, staring 
wonderously at the sight. It's been a tiring climb, and 
it shows. 

(CONTINUED) 
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263 CONTINUED: 263 

They move toward the thorny mound. Gardner raises the shovel. 

DORMAN 
I got some words to say...They're 
not mine. 

He pulls out a sheet of wrinkled paper. 

DORMAN 
(continuing) 

'I have studied many times 
The marble which was chisled 

for me— 
A ship with furled sail at rest 

in a harbor 
In truth it pictures not my 

destination, but my life... 

264 WAGGENER 264 

DORMAN (V.O.) 
'For love was offered me, and I 

shrank from disillusionment; 
Sorrow knocked at my door, but I 

was afraid... 

265 PHIL 265 

266 GARDNER 

DORMAN (V.O.) 
'Ambition called to me, but I 

dreaded the chances, 
Yet all the while I hungered for 

meaning in my life... 

266 

/tfTBflN. 

DORMAN (V.O.) 
'And now I know that we must lift 

the sail 
And catch the winds of destiny 
Wherever they drive the boat. 
To put meaning in one's life may 

end in madness, 
But life without meaning is torture 
Of restlessness and vague desire. 
It is a boat longing for the sea 

and yet afraid.' 
("George Gray" by E.L. Masters) 

(CONTINUED) 
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266 CONTINUED: 266 

f^' Gardner starts to dig. 

It's not too deep—THUD. 

PHIL 
That's it. 

Ever so carefully, Gardner kneels... reaches in the hole... 
brushes the dirt away...and pulls out... 

267 A BOTTLE OF 'DOM PERIGNON' 267 

'67 of course. 

GARDNER 
Hello, bud. 

They just marvel at it a moment, then with a flair, Gardner 
POPS the cork. It all comes gushing out. 

GARDNER 
Here's to us, by God! To us... 

(swings Dom at 
the world) 

...and that, and priveleges of 
youth. Here's to us. To what 
we were... 

PHIL 
And what we'll be. 

GARDNER 
...and what we'll be. 

Four quick sips. A sprinkle on Lester...Gardner hurls the 
half-drinked bottle off the mesa, into the void. 

268 WIDE & LONG 268 

They look like ants. 

GARDNER (V.O.) 
Was it worth it? 

PHIL (V.O.) 
^ It was. 
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269 CLOSE - WAGGENER 

breaks down. 

WAGGENER 
NO IT WASN'T... 

An end, no sleep—the empty moment's all too much. 

WAGGENER 
(continuing) 

...I blew it! I blew it! She loved 
me and I blew it! Maybe it never 
would've worked, but I should've 
tried! At least I should've tried!... 
I blew it!... 

He falls asleep—crying—with Gardner standing over him. 

GARDNER 
The boy's got it bad. 

Gardner moves to the edge of the butte, looks out at the 
distance. The wind blows his hair. It's kinda sad. Kinda 
heroic. Like the MUSIC. 

GARDNER 
Phillip, you ever been in love? 

PHIL 
Me?...I don't know. 

GARDNER 
'Course you know. If you ever 
thought you loved a woman, you 
loved her. That's all love is 
mostly--thoughts. 

PHIL 
You think so? 

GARDNER 
I do. And sometimes thoughts get 
to be things you know'11 never, 
never go away... 

(looks off the butte) 
...They'll change, like most 
everthing I guess... 

270 P.O.V. 270 

The world. 
(CONTINUED) 
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270 CONTINUED: 270 

GARDNER 
...But they'll never go 'way. 

A beat. 

PHIL 
Sounds painful. 

Gardner snaps out of it, sighs. 

GARDNER 
Yeah, but some people like that. 
Help me here... 

He grabs Waggener's feet. 

GARDNER 
This boy's got to get married. 

CUT TO: 

271 EXT. PRESIDIO, TEXAS - PHONE BOOTH - AFTERNOON 271 

Gardner hangs up and steps out. Phil and Dorman are waiting. 

PHIL 
"Yes?" 

GARDNER 
Well of course she said "yes." It 
was me proposin' for him, wasn't it? 

Phil's excited. 

PHIL 
Was she mad? 

GARDNER 
It's okay. I blamed it all on you. 

PHIL 
What? 

GARDNER 
I think she knows better, son. Now 
look, for once in your life, just 
do what I tell ya and we might pull 
this thing off. 

(CONTINUED) 
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271 CONTINUED: 271 

PHIL 
We gonna take him to Houston? 

GARDNER 
No, her f ami ly 'd k i l l him. Bes ides , 
i t ' d be b o r i n g . . . She ' s g o t t a come 
h e r e . 

PHIL 
How? 

Gardner blinks, thinks, steps back in the phone booth. 

GARDNER 
Gimme that dime. There's only one 
human bein' who could do it in time... 

, \ CUT TO: 
V 

272 EXT. HOUSTON FREEWAY - AERIAL SHOT - DAY 272 

Truman's funky plane zooms above the traffic, headed toward 
town. 

273 INT. PLANE 273 

Flying with one hand, Truman reads scribbled directions off 
a piece of cardboard in the other. 

TRUMAN 
(mumbling) 

...Lessee... 1-10 to Loop 610... 
south to... 

274 EXT. PLANE 274 

as it dips for Truman to read a freeway sign... 

275 INT. PLANE 275 

Truman stares at his directions. 

TRUMAN 
...south to Band-Aids ?... 

He pulls back on the stick. 
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276 EXT. PLANE 276 

/f^ Truman does a full loop, zipping under the freeway sign 
once more. It reads: "WESTHEIMER BLVD - 3% MI. — SOUTH 
POST OAK BLVD. - 4 Ml" 

277 INT. PLANE 277 

Truman checks his directions again. 

TRUMAN 
Oh! Westheimer! Wow! 

Giggling, he rips off the edge of the directions/Band-Aids 
box to avoid further confusion. 

278 EXT. POLICE HELICOPTER 278 

as it swoops in beside the plane. Two COPS. Sunglassed. 
Stern-faced. The whole bit. One of them picks up a micro­
phone . 

COPY'S VOICE (p.a.) 
You! 

^ Truman glances over, does a double take, then pretends not 
to see them. 

279 INT. PLANE 279 

TRUMAN 
Oh wow... 

COP (V.O.) 
I'm talkin' to you! Terminate that 
flight path immediately and proceed 
to Hobby Field!...Now! I'm not 
tellin' you twice! 

Looking at the cops out the corner of his eye, Truman starts 
to follow them...then dives toward a four level interchange. 

The Cops swoop after him. They're pissed. 

280 EXT. SKY 280 

Truman beelines for the four-level, aiming right for the 
narrowest possible passage. Cars swarm like beetles on 

/"***• every level. 
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281 INT. HELICOPTER 281 

{^**SN The passenger Cop grips his seat. 

COP 
(to pilot) 

Bob?...Wait Bob...BOB! 

282 EXT. FOUR-LEVEL 282 

Truman ROARS into the labyrinth. 

The helicopter pulls up just short of a pylon, hovering 
crazily. 

283 INT. HELICOPTER 283 

The passenger Cop is GASPING. 

PILOT 
Damn! 

284 EXT. HELICOPTER 284 

It yanks itself up and over the top level in hot pursuit.to: 

285 THE OTHER SIDE 285 

...but Truman's not there. Just suburban prairie. 

286 INT. HELICOPTER 286 

The Cops suspect the worst. 

COP 
Oh my. GOD! !! 

Quickly they descend from level to level, looking for carnage. 

287 P.O.V. 287 

No wreckage. Nothing. 

CUT TO: 

288 EXT. FREEWAY - DAY 288 

^ Right in the middle of traffic, Truman taxis along at a safe 
( and sane 55 mph. 

CUT TO: 
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289 EXT. PRESIDIO TOWN SQUARE - AFTERNOON 289 

/«"v Except for some wrinkled OLD MEN, it's completely empty. 
• Then Gardner and Phil appear, conspicuously carrying a 

card table. 

With great flourish, they set it up, dust it off, and 
as Phil straightens and re-straightens the table, Gardner 
strikes an expectant pose, looks off down the street. He 
checks his wrist as if he had a watch. 

290 OLD MAN #1 290 

squints at them skeptically. 

OLD MAN #1 
What're you doin'? 

GARDNER 
Us? Oh! We're just settin' up 
for a weddin' reception. 

OLD MAN #1 
Here? 

^ GARDNER 
1 Yep. Big one too, Champagne. 

Roast duck. The works. Caterin1 

trucks oughta be here any minute... 
Uh, feel free to stick around. 
There'll be plenty for everybody. 

Phil slaps his forehead. 

PHIL 
Ahh! Napkins! I forgot to order 
napkins! I knew there'd be something! 

Exasperated, Gardner throws up his arms, and waits. 

OLD MAN #1 
Hell, I got napkins. 

GARDNER 
Do you? 

291 INT. DRUGSTORE 291 

f0** Dorman sits by a pay phone, watching the scene in the square. 
As Old Man #1 starts toward home, Dorman takes a dime from a 
stack of them and makes a call. 
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292 EXT. TOWN SQUARE 292 

A pay phone by the square starts to RING. 

Gardner's peering down the street anxiously. Phil's 
straightening the card table. 

The remaining Old Men look at each other—that phone never 
rings. Finally, one of them shuffles over and answers it. 

OLD MAN #2 
(shouting) 

Hello?...Who?...Just a minute... 
(to Gardner) 

You Mr. Barnes? 

Garnder springs toward the phone. 

GARDNER 
Yes I am!... 

(takes receiver) 
Thank you, sir! Say, you be sure 
and bring the missus. Plenty for 
everybody!...Hello?...Yes?..Yes?... 
What?...You've got to be kidding! 
Well, how am I supposed to...? 

He hangs up, waves his arms in despair. 

PHIL 
What is it? 

GARDNER 
No champagne! The truck flipped 
over in Fort Stockton! Broke every 
bottle! 

PHIL 
What'11 we drink? 

Gardner shrugs hopelessly...and waits. 

OLD MAN #2 
Do ya'll drink beer? 

Gardner points a puzzled look at him. 

GARDNER 
Well, yes. On occasion. 

(CONTINUED) 
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292 CONTINUED: 292 

(** OLD MAN #2 
I might could get a coupla cases 
at my brother's store. 

GARDNER 
How 'bout ice? 

CUT TO: 

293 EXT. HOUSTON FREEWAY - DAY 293 

Truman drives down a freeway off-ramp and eases up to the 
stoplight, propellor spinning. 

He checks his directions, then rolls down his window and 
shouts at the GUY staring at him in the next car. 

TRUMAN 
Hey! Which way's River Oaks? 

The guy points. 

TRUMAN 
/^ Thanks a lot. 

He sticks out his arm, signaling a turn, and ROARS through 
the intersection blowing pedestrians everywhere. 

CUT TO: 

294 EXT. PRESIDIO TOWN SQUARE - DAY 294 

Curious faces mill around, watching the boys. 

295 GARDNER 295 

accepts a hugh bowl of potato salad from a nice FAT LADY. 

GARDNER 
You are so kind. Can you believe 
that caterer had twenty pounds of 
potato salad go bad on him? 

FAT LADY 
I'll be. 

/fiK Gardner tastes a fingerful, makes an ecstatic face. 

(CONTINUED) 
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295 CONTINUED: 295 

(^ GARDNER 
Um! Now that's wonderful... 

He makes another LITTLE OLD LADY bearing silverware taste 
some. 

GARDNER 
You know what'd go good with this?... 

LITTLE OLD LADY 
Beans! 

GARDNER 
You read my mind?...Lord, I wish 
we'd ordered beans instead of caviar! 

LITTLE OLD LADY 
I'll go right home and fix a batch. 

GARDNER 
Aw ma'am, you can't 

LITTLE OLD LADY 
/""* No trouble! 

She hurries off. Gardner puts the potato salad on the card 
table beside stacks of napkins, paper plates, and bottles 
of Coke. A trash can full of iced beer sits nearby. 

PHIL 
(loud) 

I hope they're bringing extra tables 
on the truck! 

OLD MAN #1 
There's a whole slew a tables in 
the schoolhouse. 

GARDNER 
Well, I wonder if we might borrow 
a few? Just in case? 

Old Man #1 starts off again. 

/f$$>\ 

OLD MAN #1 
I reckon! My boy's pr inc ipa l ! 

(CONTINUED) 
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295 CONTINUED: 295 

(' A big guy in a blood-smeared butcher's smock walks up to 
Gardner. 

BUTCHER 
You lookin' for me? 

GARDNER 
Ed? The butcher? 

ED nods. Gardner puts a sheepish arm around his shoulders. 

GARDNER 
Ed, this is so embarrassing... 

CUT TO: 

296 EXT. RIVER OAKS MANSION - DAY 296 

Mega wealth. The place looks like a museum. 

A plane ENGINE builds o.s., then Truman casually taxis up 
in front of the house. He HONKS a horn. 

( Across the street, a long black Lincoln pulls over and a 
guy in a $500 suit and a Stetson climbs out to gawk. 

The RICH GUY approaches Truman's window as a small figure 
in b.g. runs out of the mansion lugging a suitcase. 

RICH GUY 
This thang yours? 

Truman REVS his engine. 

TRUMAN 
Yeah. 

The guy pulls out his wallet. 

RICH GUY 
How much yew want for it? 

CUT TO: 

297 EXT. PRESIDIO TOWN SQUARE - A SIDE OF BEEF 297 

/"*•"• barbeques over a fire tended by Old Man ffl ana Old Man #2. 

(CONTINUED) 
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297 CONTINUED: 297 

PULL BACK—People scurry everywhere, carrying covered dishes, 
bottles of drink, etc. toward overflowing tables. 

298 GARDNER 298 

directs traffic, apologizing and thanking people profusely. 

GARDNER 
...never cater another party with 
those people, I'll tell you!... 
You folks are so kind... 

Phil runs over from the pay phone, despairing. 

PHIL 
We lost the band! 

Gardner rolls his eyes skyward, clutches his temples, and 
paces toward a man laying cable across the square. 

GARDNER 
Mayor, I 

MAYOR 
I heard. That's a shame. But you 
know, there's some fellers in town 
here that play a mean 

GARDNER 
Well the hell of it is the band was 
bringing all the decorations too! 
Our tree lights, everything! Sorry 
you hooked up all these extensions 
for nothin'. 

MAYOR 
(looking around) 

Tree lights, huh? 

Seeds planted, Gardner scoots across the street toward a 
tiny bakery. 

299 INT. BAKERY 299 

Behind the display case, a THIN WOMAN cranes her thin neck 
to see the commotion outside. Behind her ANOTHER WOMAN 
rolls dough and stands on tiptoes to see. 

(CONTINUED) 
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299 CONTINUED: 299 

Gardner hurries past the door importantly, 'notices' them, 
backs up to step inside. 

GARDNER 
You ladies come on out here! 
Don't be bashful! Plenty for 
everybody! 

300 THIN WOMAN 300 

Flustered, flattered, she glances at her co-worker, touches 
her bun of hair. 

THIN WOMAN 
Well...thank you! 

Gardner winks, starts back out the door. 

THIN WOMAN 
Uh, can we bring anything? 

301 GARDNER 301 

whirls, heads straight for a tiny bride and groom and the 
wedding cake they're perched on. 

GARDNER 
As a matter of fact... 

CUT TO: 

302 INT. CADDY - AFTERNOON 302 

Waggener is fast asleep in the back seat. Lester's on the 
floor. A door opens quietly. 

303 PHIL 303 

Grinning, excited, he shakes Waggener*s foot. 

PHIL 
Waggener! Wake up! 

Waggener starts, shakes his head. 

WAGGENER 
Uhn? 

(CONTINUED) 
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303 CONTINUED: 303 

( Phil pushes a razor and shave cream at him—and Gardner's 
dry cleaned tux. 

PHIL 
Get handsome 

CUT TO: 

304 EXT. HIGHWAY - GARDNER 304 

stands on the edge of town dressed in second-hand clothes. 
He's smiling sadly at the sky. 

305 P.O.V. 305 

Truman circles for a landing against the most magnificent 
sunset that's ever been seen. 

The plane floats, touches perfectly on the two-lane, CREAKS 
to a stop at an abandoned gas station. 

306 TRUMAN 306 

/"*"N clambers out and hurries around the plane, beaming proudly. 

Gardner shakes his hand. 

GARDNER 
Truman, you're a gentleman and 
a scholar. 

TRUMAN 
Aw, I owed you one, Mr. Barnes!... 
And here she is! 

He steps aside, and The Girl With Hair Like Honey is standing 
there...smiling an old smile. 

307 GARDNER 307 

It hurts to smile back. 

. GARDNER 
Don't I know you? 

S?0?S\ 
A beat. 

THE GIRL 
You used to. 
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308 WAGGENER 308 

/ ^ races around the corner of the gas station, pulling on the 
1 tux jacket with Phil's help. 

He sees The Girl, sees Gardner in a thankful blur, then 
he runs/she runs to lock in a spinning, burning hug. 

Eyes shut. No words. Just spinning. Just burning. 

309 GARDNER 309 

turns away. 

DISSOLVE TO: 

310 EXT. TOWN SQUARE - DUSK 310 

Christmas lights hang in the trees. Here and there—foil 
and glitter. 

311 THE CROWD 311 

parts. Wedding dressed, radiant, The Girl moves toward a 
Gazebo/Bandstand. Somebody gives her a handful of flowers. 

' 312 GAZEBO 312 

Waggener's waiting there. 

By the pale peeling latticework, a JUSTICE OF THE PEACE 
scribbles out a marriage license. Gardner slaps five dollars 
in his hand. 

313 PHIL 313 

twists grass into a ring. Lester blinks, bewildered. 

314 THE GIRL 314 

She's got some glitter in her hair. The light catches it 
just right. 

315 WAGGENER 315 

As Gardner and Phil fall in beside him, he takes her nervous 
hand and leads her up the gazebo steps to the waiting preacher. 

/••* 316 PREACHER 316 

It's Dorman. 

CUT TO: 
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317 EXT. TOWN SQUARE - LATER 317 

The cake is cut. Drinks are drunk. Bread is broken. 
Gardner was right—plenty for everybody. 

There's a band in the gazebo. 

318 DORMAN 318 

stands in a gaggle of little old ladies, sipping a cup of 
tea. Somewhere, he's found a suit. 

A GRANDMOTHER introduces him to her chubby GRANDDAUGHTER. 

GRANDMOTHER #1 
Casey, this is Brother Dorman, the 
pastor who conducted the wedding? 
He just graduated in..,uh... 

GRANDMOTHER #2 
Philosophy. 

GRANDMOTHER #1 
Yes! Philosophy! From University 
of Texas and he'll be entering...uh... 

GRANDMOTHER #2 
Southwest Seminary. 

GRANDMOTHER #1 
Oh yes! Southwest Seminary....uh, 
this fall. Is that right, pastor? 

Dorman nods pleasantly. 

GRANDMOTHER #1 
(twinkling) 

Now you behave Casey, because I 
think we've just about talked him 
into...uh... 

GRANDMOTHER #2 
Staying. 

GRANDMOTHER #1 
Yes! Staying here in Presidio! 
Wouldn't that be grand? 
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319 CASEY 319 

has 4000 zits. 

CASEY 
Yes'm. 

320 PHIL 320 

barges up and pulls Dorman away, making some excuse. 

PHIL 
Are you serious? 

Dorman nods again. 

PHIL 
But...why here? 

DORMAN 
They don't know me here. I can 
be whatever they need. 

CUT TO: 

jm*. 321 GARDNER 321 

stands on the edge of a ring of people, watching, Waggener 
dance his bride toward him. 

They stop. Waggener eyes his bud. 

WAGGENER 
Thanks. 

Gardner shrugs. Can't talk. 

Waggener embraces him, grabs his beer, pushes him toward Her. 

WAGGENER 
Here! Best Man's got to dance too, 
you know! 

With a laugh, he's swallowed in the crowd. 

322 GARDNER, THE GIRL ' 322 

It's an awkward instant. The kind you'd never pass up. 

(^ (CONTINUED) 
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322 CONTINUED: 322 

He takes Her hand, leans toward the band and shouts. 

GARDNER 
How 'bout a fandango? 

She kicks off her shoes. 

The MUSIC'S not classic, but it's hot. 

They look just electric—whirling and turning, cutting 
like two pros, moving as they must have once. 

And suddenly, they're just standing there...close...sweating 
...feeling that pull...as the crowd sways dancing around them. 

Then she takes his face in her hands, kisses it, and goes 
looking for her husband. 

Gardner stands lost in a sea of faces. 

CUT TO: 

323 WAGGENER 323 

happily shaking reception line hands. (He's even got gifts.) 

Beside him, Lester shovels up onion dip, looking around. 

LESTER 
Hey.. .This isn' t Houston!... 
Did I miss somethin'? 

CUT TO: 

324 TRUMAN 324 

sitting on a curb, well away from the revelry, smoking a 
joint. A bottle sits with him. 

He spots Phil wandering aimlessly. 

TRUMAN 
Hey Mr. Hicks! Hou you doin'? 
Siddown here...Wanna hit? 

Pail Valines the dope, but sits, watches the crowd. 

(CONTINUED) 
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324 CONTINUED: 

Phil nods. 

A beat. 

TRUMAN 
Some party, huh? 

PHIL 
That was a nice thing you did 
today, Truman. 

TRUMAN 
Huh? Ah, it was nothin'. 

PHIL 
Can you fly me somewhere tonight? 

TRUMAN 
Sure, man. Where yquNgoin'? 

To war. 

^ Truman looks at him. 

'Nam? 

Yeah. 

Truman looks some more. 

PHIL 

TRUMAN 

PHIL 

TRUMAN 
You doin' a story or what? 

PHIL 
Yeah...a story. 

Truman reaches for his bottle, snorts. 

TRUMAN 
Well save yourself a bad trip, dude. 
I can tell ya stories. 

PHIL 
I gotta see first hand...You can 
tell me when I come back. We'll 
swap. 

129. 
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(CONTINUED) 
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324 CONTINUED: (2) 324 

/i»*\ Truman laughs and laughs in a not-so-funny way. 

PHIL 
What's so funny? 

TRUMAN 
You don't ever come back, man. 

CUT TO: 

325 RICE 325 

flying like hail. 

Waggener and The Girl run a gauntlet of "Goodbyes!" 

326 DORMAN 326 
\ 

\ 
is wiring trash cans and shopping carts to the back of the 
Caddy. Lester helps him, still unsure of things. 

LESTER 
Hey, did I miss somethin'? 

DORMAN 
Not much. 

327 WAGGENER, THE GIRL 327 

swept along, waving at faces, thinking only of each other. 
There's too much to notice. 

Phil intrudes, presses the Caddy keys on them. 

PHIL 
Keep it. 

The Girl kisses him, jumps in the front seat...God, she's 
beautiful. 

WAGGENER 
(craning) 

Where's Gardner? 

They all crane, but just for a second. The moment's rushing on. 

'It's been real You better write Take care and see ya bud.' 
The eys say more 

Then they're gone. 
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327 P.O.V. 327 

^ Shrinking tail lights. Vanishing fins. 

328 THE CROWD 328 

melts.. 

TRUMAN 
Hey Mr. Hicks, we better take off, 
dude. 

PHIL 
Just a minute. 

He waits 'til the Caddy's out of sight. Lester doesn't. 

LESTER 
Well listen, I'm gonna try and 
catch a ride with somebody... 
It's been real. 

He waves, moves off down the road, thumbing, holding a sign 
for potential rides—"ANYWHERE." 

f0*- LESTER 
Call me!...Arthur Anderson in 
Dallas! 

It's really happening. 

329 PHIL 329 

turns to Dorman, looking lost. 

PHIL 
Gardner didn't say goodbye. 

DORMAN 
Neither will I. 

He walks away. Phil watches him go, suddenly torn, suddenly 
old. 

PHIL 
Dorman? 

The Big Guy turns...Phil moves toward him with an anxious 
( * outstretched hand. 

(CONTINUED) 
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329 CONTINUED: 329 

PHIL 
G'bye, friend. 

They shake. 

DORMAN 
Have a nice life. 

CUT TO: 

330 EXT. MESA - A LONE SILHOUETTE (GARDNER) - NIGHT 330 

He crouches against the moon, watching figures disperse in 
the tiny town square. 

He raises a beer in a solitary toast, slings a bundle over 
his shoulder, and ambles downhill...toward the gleaming 
river behind him. 

331 A COYOTE 331 

lopes up to take his place before the moon, and HOWLS. 

FADE OUT: 




