10

107

108

109

110

111

112

113

| NT. / EXT. KATE AND BO S OLD FARVHOUSE - DAY

A tired old farnmhouse sits beneath a wide country sky. BO
(31), boots kicked up on the porch rail, nurses a beer. The
di stant RUMBLE of an engine. Bo | ooks up. A beat-up PICKUP
turns onto the dirt drive. Bo doesn't have to see the driver.
BO He's here. Behind the screen door, KATE (38) appears. She
wat ches the truck roll across the yard. LOGAN CRGCSS (44)
clinmbs out. Work boots. Jeans. Wrn shirt. A man who | ooks
like he's spent nost of his life fixing things with his own
two hands. Bo gl ances back at Kate.

BO
You want me to handle it?

Kat e doesn't answer right away. Her eyes stay on Logan.

KATE
No. (beat) Reckon now s as good a tine
as any.

She takes a breath.

KATE ( CONT' D)
Besides... there's sone things a man
needs to hear fromhis sister.

Kat e di sappears inside. Logan reaches the porch. Bo takes a
si p.

LOGAN
Bo.

BO
Logan.

Logan | ooks through the screen door. Then back at Bo.
LOGAN
She's got you sittin' out here
drinkin' in the mddle of the day.
(beat) Whatever she's fixin' to tel
me ain't good, is it?
Bo | ooks at his beer.

BO
Aln't ny place to tell it.

That answer tells Logan enough. He stares at Bo.
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CONTI NUED:

LOGAN
That bad huh?

Bo finally | ooks at him

BO
Just go talk to your sister.

Logan's jaw tightens. He pulls open the screen door.

LOGAN
Hell of a wel come.

The door SLAPS shut behind him The canera STAYS W TH BO.
Quiet. Bo stares out across the yard. Frominsi de—Miffled
voi ces. Kate. Logan. W can't nmake out the words. Bo reaches
into the cool er beside himand pulls out another beer. POP.
He takes a drink. The voices get | ouder.

LOGAN (O S.)
No. No, that ain't what they said.

Kate answers. |Indistinct.

LOGAN (O S.)
| don't give a damm what that paper
says!

Bo closes his eyes. He's heard enough. A chair SCRAPES.

Foot steps. A door opens sonewhere inside. Another SLAMS.
Then—The screen door FLIES OPEN. Logan stornms onto the porch
hol di ng the hand of his ElI GHT- YEAR- OLD DAUGHTER. Hi s face has
changed. Whatever he heard in that house just took sonething
out of him Bo stands.

BO
Logan—
LOGAN
Don't.
Logan keeps novi ng.
BO

| know what you're thinkin'.
Logan stops. Slowly turns.
LOGAN
Do ya?
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CONTI NUED:

Bo doesn't answer. Logan kneels beside his daughter. Hi's

entire denmeanor changes. Gentle now.

LOGAN ( CONT' D)
Hey, baby girl.

She | ooks at him

LOGAN ( CONT' D)
Go on and wait for Daddy in the truck.

She heads toward the truck. Logan watches until she's safely

inside. The smle disappears. He turns back to Bo.

LOGAN
Now say what you got to say.

Bo cones down off the porch

BO
| love that little girl too, Logan.

Logan's expressi on hardens.

BO ( CONT' D)
Don't look at ne like that. |'m not
sayin' |1'm her daddy. (beat) I|'m
sayin' she's famly.

Logan says not hi ng.

BO ( CONT' D)
|"ve had a little nore time than you
to chew on all this.

LOGAN
Good for you.

BO
Danmit, Logan, just hear me out.

Bo reaches into his back pocket. Pulls out a folded piece of

paper .

BO ( CONT' D)
| been lookin' for a way.

LOGAN
A way to what?

Bo | ooks toward the truck. Then back at Logan.
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CONTI NUED:

BO
A way t hrough.

He hol ds out the paper. Logan doesn't take it.

BO ( CONT' D)
Just read the damm thing.

Fi nal | y—Logan snatches it. Unfolds it. Reads.

H s eyes nove

across the page. Then stop. He |l ooks at Bo like he's lost his

m nd.

LOGAN
VWhat the hell is this?

BO
M ght be a way out.

LOGAN
Thi s?

Logan shakes the paper.

LOGAN ( CONT' D)
This is your answer?

BO
| checked into it.

LOGAN
Bo—

BO
| ' m seri ous.

LOGAN
VWl l, that nakes one of us.

Logan shoves the paper agai nst Bo's chest.

LOGAN ( CONT' D)
| ain't got time for fairy tales.

He heads toward the truck.

BO
It ain't a fairy tale.

Logan keeps wal ki ng.
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BO ( CONT' D)
| made calls. | checked the people 145
behind it. It's real.

Logan opens the driver's door.

BO ( CONT' D)
Logan! 146

Logan stops. Bo takes a few steps into the yard.

BO ( CONT' D)
You know another way... (beat) I'mall 147
ears.

Silence. Logan | ooks at him For a second, all the anger
falls away. What's underneath it is worse. Fear. Then it's
gone. Logan clinbs into the truck. ENG NE ROARS. He backs out
hard. As he pulls away—A hand cones out the driver's w ndow.
M ddle finger. Bo alnost smles. Alnost. The truck di sappears
down the dirt road. Kate steps onto the porch. She stands
besi de Bo. They watch the dust settle.

KATE
G ve himsone tine. 148

Bo doesn't take his eyes off the road.
BO
Yeah well. (beat) That's the one thing 149
we ain't got a whole ot of.

Kate | ooks at him Bo | ooks down. The fol ded paper is still
in his hand.

CUT TQO



