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1.	PAST: BLACK SCREENÑthe sound of a flowing river segues into music-dissolves into a pre-teen WANDA and her year-younger sister, ZORANA, who are perched on different sides of a creek, each holding the edge of a makeshift raft where FRED sits. WANDA and ZORANA try to climb in but the raft gets away from them and FRED floats downstream reaching out to the girls.  WANDA and ZORANA run after the raft trying to catch up with it.  They pass the raft and ZORANA jumps into the creek. Then, while ZORANA slows the raft, WANDA reaches out and pulls FRED onto her side of the creek, giving him a hug while ZORANA remains in the water, holding onto the raft. WANDA and FRED wave to ZORANA and walk up the hill away from the creek, with ZORANA catching up with them. WANDA lets out a loud whistle and a horse gallops out of the trees and up to her.  WANDA climbs up on the horse and helps ZORANA up. She motions for FRED to get onÑbut he looks fearful and and shakes his head. WANDA and ZORANA laugh as they ride the horse up the hill with FRED, having dropped his fishing pole and gear, running behind them. As the horse picks up speed and distances WANDA and ZORANA from FRED, he runs with a swift, natural stride.



Cut to:				

					

3. PRESENTÑWANDA's narration begins-she is in her 40's, stands behind an open car trunk-door, holding and looking down at photos of her, ZORANA and FREDÑand her narration continues. WANDA then walks away from her car and into her house, returning with an elk rack, and she puts it into the trunk. The elk rack sticks out of the half-opened trunk and she barely secures it with some rope-then she gets up and walks into her house.



				WANDA'S NARRATION



		The three of us-it's always been the three of us.

		We shared everything in the beginning, tough I

		always knew I would end up with Fred-in my

		bed, in my plans, at my beckoning. I am such a

		bitch-so selfish, so spoiled to get my way-but I

		do love Fred. I've always loved Fred. It's just 

		that I am a workaholic for personal and, very 

		importantly, financial success. Of course I do

		want the fame and recognition to come with the

		money. I've always strived for and needed some 

		kind of perfection, while being in the good favor

		of the community. I like being a big fish in a 

		small stream, why the hell not.

		 

Cut to: 



7. High school graduation in the Rockies and WANDA, ZORANA and FRED hug each other with their caps and gowns on-holding their diplomas.



Cut to:



8. PRESENT-Wanda narrates into a recorder while she looks through other photos of her, FRED and ZORANA, including images of a running FRED crossing the finish line at the Olympic trials; of herself running and talking to the other runners around her; and of ZORANA sitting on the side of the road, wearing her running clothes, and drawing on the back of a poster of the race. WANDA pushes off with her legs and rolls her chair back across the floor.



				WANDA'S NARRATION



		But I never wanted to hurt Fred, or my sweet sister 		Zorana. Yes, I do mean sweet, and gentle, and caring,

		and so damned artistic, and I am jealous about that.

		But not really because we're opposites that 

		somehow could always survive as loving 

		sisters at a midway point of our daily lives.

		Actually, we both love Fred. It's just that I 

		could satisfy more of his needsÑhis amazing 

		computer talents, his love of running, wine, fishingÑ

		his easy going demeaner and easily satisfied urges.

		He trustingly lets me run our life together. It's

		not that Zorana can't satisfy FredÑI know she

		couldÑbut her unending drive as both an artist

		and one hell of a great single mother would make 

		Fred have to fend more for himself. With me, I do 

		the fending for the two of us and he happily goes

		about being Òjust one of the people.Ó



Cut to:



9. PASTÑLate college days-apartment building, FRED, carrying a fishing pole, lure box, and a back-pack, fidgets in his pockets with his right hand, finally pulling out a set of keys.  He unlocks a door, and, as he walks in, WANDA, also in her twenties, cuts him off, closing the door behind her as she steps out in the hallway with him.



					WANDA 



		I'm having a meeting, Fred!



					FRED



		Of course, but this is my apartment, too. You're not

		the only one in graduate school. I've got all this new 

		computer stuff to learn, and . . . what meeting is it today?



					WANDA



		Just calm down, Fred, and keep running, and 

		studying the rocks . . . 



					FRED



		It's called geology!



					WANDA



		Fine, geology, and keep with that new computer stuff 

		because it could be the way of the future, our future. 

		Just like my "Formulating Future Business" group 

		(points inside apartment to group of people);

		and my "Environmental Attention" group; and our 

		"Native American Preservation" plan-our promise

		we made as kids. These projects are helping lay the 

		foundation for our future! Please give me ninety 

		minutes more, okay?



					FRED



		Can I at least put my fishing gear away?



					WANDA



		Sure!

			

WANDA grabs the pole, tackle box and back-pack from FRED.



					Wanda



		Now get outta here-you've got the Olympic trials 

		coming up for godsake. The Olympics! Once in a 

		lifetime stuff! A major	key to our future success. 

		And what the hell are  you doing fishing? You need 

		to be running! Go. Go.



WANDA kisses him and slips back into the apartment, closing the door behind her. FRED walks back down the hallway.

		

Cut to:



10. FRED running. He glides through the Berkeley streets, past the college campus, and down a long block. He stops running  and walks into an art studio and works his way around unfinished sculptures and canvases.  He moves up to ZORANA painting the silhouette of a naked woman behind a sheet. FRED stares at the wonderful outline of the model behind the sheet, finally pulling his eyes away and looking at ZORANA. 			



					FRED



		Hey!



					ZORANA

 

		Hey.					



					FRED 

		(Points to model while looking at Zorana) NICE!



					ZORANA



		(Points to her painting while looking at Fred)  Nice!

		(talks to model while still looking at Fred) You can 

		go if you'd like to, Bernadette!





BERNADETTE walks around the screen, going from silhouette to real flesh, her naked body a beautifully staggering sight, which freezes the wide-eyed FRED in his tracks.



					BERNADETTE



		Sure. Thanks, Zorana.





BERNADETTE walks into another room and FRED turns to

ZORANA, their eyes meet first, and their stare holds.





					FRED



		You do nice work!



Their eyes hold transfixed on each other.



					ZORANA



		So what gives?



					FRED

	

	 	Your sister gives.



					ZORANA 

	 	Fred!



					FRED 

		I don't know . . . I love and trust Wanda, but

		I'm never in control.



					ZORANA 

		Fred, she had me under her spell since birth, but I 

		finally broke away. You're a great runner, but you're 

		never going to be able to run away from Wanda.



					FRED



		You know, Zorana, maybe I love you.



					ZORANA



		I thought you loved Wanda!



					FRED



	 	Of course I love her . . . but I love . . .



					ZORANA 



		Fred, you once said you loved us both, but Wanda 

		claimed you and I warned you. You've got this well-

		organized life ahead of you. With Wanda, you get a

 		lot of security. If that's what you want, then go and live 

		it. Do what you want! Art is my life, my world, and 

		believe it or not I love it. I'm my own person and no

		one, not even Wanda, can take that away from me.



					FRED 

		You're right, it's my decision to make. But I do 

		love you!



					ZORANA



		:And I love you too, goddam it, but for now our lives 

		are on different courses. (Pause) So let's just have sex

		and move on with our lives. (Smiling) You do want to,

		don't you? Just this once?



FRED stands frozen, his jaw dropping from the shock of her statement.



					FRED



		I'm, uh, confused, uh-of course I want to-make love

		to you-just this once (he says with a quiver in his voice).



FRED is embraced by ZORANA and they fall onto the modeling area of the studio, behind the sheet where the naked Bernadette posed, and they make love.



Cut to:



11. Church front five years later. WANDA and FRED, wearing their wedding clothes, wave to the people in attendance.  They then hug ZORANA and her young daughter Mia, who are standing in front of all the people. 



					WANDA



		I love you sis, and I love my favorite niece. We'll 

		see you soon.



					ZORANA



		Have a great honeymoon, and take care of Fred, 

		he needs you!



					MIA



		You are pretty auntie Wanda!



					WANDA



		(Whispering to Zorana) By the way, where's Brian?



					ZORANA



		Oh, that's over. Just as well. (Hugs Mia closer) We've

		got ourselves.



WANDA gives both MIA and ZORANA another big hug. Then she climbs into a limo with FRED, and they shut the door, driving off with some of WANDA'S wedding dress hanging out of the car and waving in the wind.



Cut to:	



12. PRESENT-Wanda continues narrating into the recorder while she puts the photos, along with a letter and some documents, into a thick folder, and she pulls a wad of money out of her purse and puts it all in a box and places it on the table in front of her. She then takes the jewelry off her body, except for her wedding ring, which she begins to take off, but quickly pushes back down onto her finger. She puts the jewelry into the already addressed box that she temporarily seals and licks and sticks a sheet of stamps on it. With her legs, WANDA pushes off from the desk and rolls across the room in the desk chair again.



				WANDA'S NARRATION



		The always smiling Mayor Fred. On the surface

		a politician, inside a loner who was safe with

		himself-and me. But I blew it Mayor Fred.

		I've really gotten myself in whole lot of shit. It's

		ambition and greedÑtwo wiley addictions that

		took control of me and distorted my true vision,

		and no one was to get hurt. But I made some bad 

		personell decisions, and one thing led to another,

		and . . . well, I've got to get away for a while and

		see if some things work themselves out. I know

		I'm doing the right thing and I hope Fred knows 

		I'm trying to do the right thing. But before I deal

		with others I need to deal with myself. I'll always

		love Fred and I am sorry I never pursued the

		other options for pregnancyÑFred said he didn't

		care that we never had a child but I bet deep 

		down he wishes we would've had a baby. I 

		guess taking care of Fred while living my way

		satisfied my maternal instincts. It's just that

		I have to be in chargeÑI must always be in charge.



Cut to:

			

13. PASTÑDaytime: Colorado Rockies.  An American flag waves in the wind atop a pole in front of an old mining complex, where FRED and WANDA hug each other, while their project partner CRANE, an aggressive and successful real estate agent, stands a few yards away, pulling the strings on his bow taut and slinging an arrow through the breeze and dead-center into a hay bale perched against a rock a 50 yards away. There's construction going on at the mining site. A couple of bulldozers work an area where a reservoir is being constructed. WANDA joins CRANE in a walk down one side of the reservoir, while FRED remains behind, looking out over the construction, then running off around it.



Cut to:



14. Bedroom, low lights.  FRED is sitting up in bed naked except for a sheet-and his eyes follow a pacing WANDA, who's naked except for an oversized bathrobe, and showing the effects of some wine consumption.



					WANDA



		I told you, Fred, an organized 10-year plan with

		thorough research, and now we've made our first 

		big land purchaseÑwith my ambition and drive, 

		Crane's shrewd knowledge of land-laws, our solid

		financial backing, and your computer and scientific

		genius, and your Olympic appearance-whether you 

		won a medal or not, it was enough celebrity status

		to help spark some important fund-raising. And, hey,

		we got you elected mayor, what could be better, I told 

		you that with a strong backbone and creative mind,

		boom, we've got it allÑproperty, prestige, some money

		and soon, the first mountain preservation-recreation-

		resort-park in the Rockies, or for that matter, in the 

		western United States. I'm getting hot just thinking 

		about that.



WANDA slips out of her bathrobe and slides her naked body up to FRED.

				

					WANDA

		We've been prospectors.  We've got our own piece of 

		Americana here! What else would anyone want!

		(She strokes his hair, face and chest with her hand) 

		Why the down lookÑthis should be an up-time, if

		you know what I mean!



WANDA uses her hand to initiate lovemaking, with FRED responding, until he suddenly pauses.



					FRED

 

		I've been wondering about this project and 

		where we stand when it comes to the 

		environmental questionsÑthe impact on the 

		people, our neighbors. Is this development 

		right? This big preservation and recreation 

		area? Remember, I am the mayor.



					WANDA



		Yes, your mayorship, its right, what's wrong with it? 

		We'll have environmental controls. Sooner or later,

		somebody's going to develop, and at least we're offering 

		something that the people can use, enjoy and benefit 

		from. They're getting fair money, plus an interest in it, 

		It's not a rip-off. Now let's get down to some action here.



She hugs FRED in a motherly fashion, then she gets seductive, and within moments they're making love. 

					

Cut to:



15. PRESENT. FRED walks down the street of the Rocky Mountain town where he is greeted by the townsfolk, who happily call out to him with salutations, using the title Mayor FredÑsome of them pausing to stop for a moment as they expound on some piece of news or information. FRED has time for everybody. As he reaches the edge of the main street, he walks into a gas station that sells fishing equipment, bait and tackle, with ROY, a short semi-round man whose smile seems to be stuck to his face. ROY hands a container of nightcrawlers to FRED, who opens it up and digs around in the mud with his finger until lightly picking up a lively nightcrawler and holding it up while eyeing it. FRED, smiling, purchases his fishing supplies and heads out of the gas station, stopping to say hello to a couple of elderly men who yell out the name MAYOR FRED, and then walking off lost in some deep thought.



Cut to:



16. MIA, driven by the music, is absorbed in a modern dance performance that is viewed from the audience by ZORANA, FRED and WANDA who intently watch-transfixed on the dancing MIA. FRED whispers to ZORANA.



					FRED



		Mia is so talented-wow- your daughter is 

		so wonderful Zorana. Wanda and me are so

		caught up in our lives. I mean we're family,

		we're Mia's uncle and auntÑwe should've 

		been around more-we should've seen her

		dance more.



					ZORANA



		Well, you're seeing her now. She is wonderful,

		isn't she!



As ZORANA and FRED smile at each other and turn their full focus back on MIA, WANDAÑher full attention on MIA-has tears rolling over her cheeks as she sits quietly.



Cut to:	



FRED and WANDA driving at night.



					WANDA



		Do you regret that we didn't have kids?



FRED pauses a moment while he formulates an answer.



					FRED



		I don't regret it because it was both our

		choice not to have children. Why, do you

		have some regret?



					WANDA



		No, not regret. But I have to admit that 

		sometimes I look at my sister and envy 

		her for being a mother. Then, again, I 

		refocus and remember everything we've

		accomplished, which might not have

		happened if we had kids. (Tears start 

		rolling down Wanda's face again). 



Cut to:



17. WANDA rolls up some legal land documents as CRANE fires off another arrow, holding the bow in the shooting position as a few townsfolk watch with an awestruck look. WANDA passes out hugs and shakes hands with some townsfolk, including Native Americans, after closing another land deal.



					WANDA



		A community of people can be business partners, 

		and you can't get any more stable than that,  

		especially high up here in nature's wonderland-

		in God's country! I know we can work with this 

		delicate balance of land preservation and a casino.

		This is the land and longtime home of our Native 			American neighbors, and they need the economic

		support that a Casino would give them. You can't 

		stop the growing flow of people traveling through

		our county, so why not let them pay for some fun 

		and excitement. There used to be mines all around

		here, which have turned out to be environmentally  

		destructive to our land, water and communities-a

		casino is like a mine, a successful mine, but without

		so many negative effects. It's financially and 				environmentally the right thing to do.



WANDA receives applause, and more handshakes and hugs, and when everybody has walked off, she walks up to CRANE-changing her smile into a scowl.



					WANDA



		What's with the shooting the arrow!



					CRANE



		(Sarcastically) It was for our Indian neighbors.

		You still amaze meÑyou had them sucking all 

		that shit in again.



					WANDA



		What amazes me is how I'm still hooked with

		you and your selfish, hostile, prejudices, and 

		wreckless ways. 



		  			CRANE



		It's money, connections, fearÑand legal business

		that has you, (sarcastically again) Mayor Fred,

		and me linked up nice and tight.



					WANDA



		You keep Fred out of this (glaring at him)-

		I mean itÑyou better always keep Fred out

		of this. It's me and you.



					

WANDA walks away as CRANE laughs, and then follows her down the mountainside. When they get to their vehicles parked next to the highway marked by a US 50 sign, they are approached by two men, one white, who remains quiet, and one black, whose name is MR. HEPP. They start to talk, and start to walk slowly up a snowy hill, with MR. HEPP handing a legal paper to WANDA.



					WANDA



		(Sarcastically) Mr. Hepp, what a . . . pleasure. 

		Have you cooked something up against me yet? 



					MR. HEPP



		Well, I must say, Wanda, things are brewing 

		just fine!



					WANDA



		Such confidence.



					MR. HEPP



		You bet, this is the real thing. Something about

		environmental and real estate abuses. You've 

		got legal problems, possible criminal problems, 

		and that includes your buddy Crane, and maybe 

		your husband, Mayor Fred?



					WANDA



		You've got nothing of any substance on us, 

		especially Fred, which you already know. 

		So don't fucking threaten me! 



					MR. HEPP



		Oh, I wouldn't dare threaten you, Wanda. 

		No fucking way.





CRANE clutches his bow, runs his fingertip over the point of one arrow, and stares at MR. HEPP.



					MR. HEPP



		(Looking at Crane) Are you finally going to say 				something? (Pause) Oh, I guess you never do 

		the talking!



					WANDA



	 	We're out of here, but I don't scare easy.



					MR. HEPP



		Neither do I (He turns his head and glares at CRANE.)

					

The two parties separate and go different directions.



Cut to:

							

18. Wanda continues to talk into the recorder as drives her car down the dirt road with the trunk propped open and the elk rack sticking up.  



				WANDA'S NARRATION



		I don't really plan on being away too long. Just

		long enough for my recovery plan to take effect.

		Somehow, I'll always be with Fred and I'll always

		be close to my little sister. The three of us have a

		bondÑwe'll always have a bond.



WANDA turns off the recorder and pulls over to the side of the road, where she proceeds to take the tape out of the recorder and drops it into the addressed and stamped box-securily sealing it. A mail vehicle pulls up to the row of mailboxes where WANDA is parked and she hands the box to the mailman, then drives off. The beauty and solitude pass by WANDA as she drives the car off the dirt road and onto a highway, passing by a US 50 road sign, a closed-down mining site, a shutdown motel and cafe, and an empty ski and summer lodge.



Cut to:



19. FRED walks up to his vehicle, puts his fishing equipement into it, changes into his running clothes, and takes off, gliding over a path that winds its way around the lake, and parallels the river away from the lake.



Cut to:



19a. MIA does some dancing warm-up exercises while ZORANA paints in front of a large window which reveals a glimpse of Lake Tahoe in the background.



Cut to:



20. WANDA intensely drives her car, giving way to tears which stream down her face.  Her eyes glaze over, almost mesmerized by something beyond her.  She reaches down and comes up with a cola can. Still spacing out she holds the can and, with her free hand, pops open the cola can. The contents spray out all over her. WANDA lets go of the steering wheel for just a moment.



				



Cut to:



21. FRED runs up a little gorge and then down to a river pool, where he stands at its edge and stares into the silent and still mirror-like water. He picks up a rock and throws into the pool, with the glass-like water suddenly turning into slow-motioned ripples that dissolve into Highway US 50, winding its way through a steep canyon during midday.

					

Cut to:



22. In slow motion, WANDA'S car slides off the side of the highway, hitting a boulder and snapping open the trunk door with the elk rack bouncing out of the car and onto the highway's side. She smacks her head on the ceiling of the car and with eyes wide she gasps as her car catapults off the highway and over the clift.



Cut to:

			

23. Daytime, high in the Colorado Rockies. Puffy cumulus clouds hang in the sky as FRED and ZORANA walk away from a funeral gathering. FRED, looking strained and tired, listens to ZORANA.



					ZORANA 



		We cared about each other, loved each other, 

		but never really clicked. You know, I would

		like the band Cream and Wanda would 

		like The Carpenters . . . It was like that with 

		most things.





FRED stops walking when ZORANA stops.





					FRED 



		I liked Cream, too-but, well, I ended up sharing 

		the same lifestyle with Wanda, the same likes, 

		dislikes . . . I depended on her. She was always 

		the leader, since we were all young.  



					ZORANA 



		Your turn has come to take the lead, Fred!



					FRED 



		Who the hell am I going to lead!  Even though

		I was the mayor, I wasn't much of a leaderÑ

		Wanda was the leader. I don't even know what 

		happened to our life. When when she lost the 

		baby, well, that got her. She blamed her running

		too much. She was never used to losing, and that

		was the ultimate loss. But she's been doing real

		well the past two years. I mean, stressed from work,  		but everything seemed normal. Suddenly, without 

		mentioning anything being wrong, or any hint of a 

		problem, boom-Wanda packs up and off she goes. 



					ZORANA 



		She always had that secret world of hers,

		where she formulated the ideas, laid out 

		her plans-but I think the pain of losing your 

		child finally got to her. 



					FRED



		But Wanda was always in control . . . and I 

		would just . . .



					ZORANA



		Run, or go fishing!



FRED stares at ZORANA and then stares out in space.



					FRED 



		You are right! She ran the show.  She took good care of 

		me, and I was like her personal computer.



					ZORANA



		Everybody was somebody for Wanda to

		control-but she must have finally lost control.

		

					FRED 



		Wanda always seemed to know what to do, 

		and always got what she wanted.

					

ZORANA hugs the shivering FRED and then pulls back, staring him in the eyes.

		

					ZORANA 



		She took care of us all at times. But now, you've

		got to take control of yourself . . . Do what 

		you have to do, but do it for yourself, Fred! 

		Wanda's not in control any more!



					FRED 



		I wonder?



					ZORANA



		Why don't we go for a run, like we used to do.



					FRED

		

		You mean nowhere, but somewhere-down 50!

		

					ZORANA



		Yeah, Wanda used to say that, and then she would 

		take off (hesitating)-I think it was hard for her to be 

		around me after I had my Mia. She usually just chatted

		with Brian when she came over and then left early.	

		When he took off, she didn't come around as much.

		Of course, she was married and busy then.



FRED and ZORANA run through the Rockies like they used to. Later they find one of their favorite spots of their childhood, down near the stream. FRED and ZORANA'S eyes meet. They fall into each other's arms and kiss passionately. Then they slowly pull apart and face each other while holding hands.



					FRED 



		We could make love . . . we did once!



					ZORANA



		And it was so special that I want to

		keep it that way . . . I do love you Fred,  

		I always have and it won't end. But we

		are the closest of friends-we have such 

		a special link-I've always felt it. 



					FRED 



		So have I..



					ZORANA 



		Then let's keep it that way-you once said

		you would always be there for me, and you

		should know I'll always be there for you.



They look at each other, and they both smile.

	

					FRED



		You know, Zorana, I was wondering why Mia

		didn't come with you . . . how old is she now?



					ZORANA



		Twenty one-and don't worry, you'll be seeing 

		Mia in your not-too-distant future!



Cut to:

					

24. An open-field airstrip, where ZORANA and FRED both look up at the sky for a moment, then at each other. She is greeted by two men wearing cowboy hats, who escort her onto a plane, which flies off, leaving FRED standing on the open plain alone.



Cut to:



25. Inside the living room of FRED'S house, pre-sunset light. FRED, wearing fishing clothes a pair of cowboy boots, walks to the middle of the living room floor and stops.  He bends down at the knees and places a long wooden box down on the hardwood floor with a thud echoing through the room, and hundreds of earwigs come running out from the crevices of the box and scatter in all directions.  FRED stands straight up and starts stomping his boots on the earwigs in a vengeful, almost dance-like motion, cursing at the smashed earwigs as if they were human. FRED moves back over to the wooden box and flips open the top of it, revealing  a trophy-like sledgehammer. He picks it up, slowly stands up, pausing for a reflective moment . . . then swings his arms and smashes the sledgehammer through the television set.  FRED proceeds to smash everything in the house, putting the finishing touches to the toilet bowl with one mighty swing and the toilet water running over his boots.  FRED perks up when he hears an amplified voice.		



					LOUDSPEAKER 



		Please stop whatever is going on in there and vacate 

		the premises. As of 5 o'clock Mountain Time, this house 

		and property are no longer in your possession.



					FRED 



		(Yelling)  You'll get it but it ain't worth shit!



FRED pauses, waiting for a response.

								 

					LOUDSPEAKER 



		Sixty seconds or we're on you good!



FRED turns toward the sound of the loudspeaker and then looks around at his damaged home. He puts the sledgehammer back into the wooden box. Gathering up the box, two bags and his fishing pole, he puts an envelope of money into a pocket and walks out the door.



Cut to:



26. Front of FRED'S house with the sun close to setting. FRED walks out of the house and  the sheriffs converge on him, followed on their heels by the media. FRED'S bags, fishing pole and box are taken and he is searched for weapons. FRED is taken away in a flood of media and sheriffs.



					SHERIFF 



		You have the right . . .



					FRED 



		Why am I under arrest?



					SHERIFF



		 Destruction of property, resisting arrest . . .



					FRED 



		It was still my property legally at the time 

		of the mishap and I came out of the house 

		with my stuff, no resistance!



					REPORTER 



		Did you rip off the people of this area of 

		their land and futures?			





					FRED 



		(Drops head)  I didn't think so . . . I just 

		don't  know.



					REPORTER 



		And what about the natural environment of 

		the area. What are and were your thoughts 

		on that?



FRED can't find the words, he can't speak, he's dazed and confused by this tornado of trouble that is blowing through his life. The sheriffs handcuff and escort FRED away, helping him into a van, which drives off-fading into the horizon as the sun sets.



Cut to:



27. The open country as dusk shadows the sky. The van bounces over the rough ground moving up to a county line sign where it stops right on the boundary line. The back doors swing open and FRED is heaved out of the van, bouncing in a cloud of dust onto the high desert plain, followed by his bags, the fishing pole, and his wooden box as the back doors close, and the van speeds off. Dazed and disoriented, a staggering FRED manages to get to his feet.  He looks out on the distant lonely plain and gets a strange expression on his face.  Off in the distant northeast is the faint image of a semi-truck and trailer heading his way.  Frozen in his tracks, FRED acts as if he's in a bad dream, but the roar of the reality hits him as the semi-truck and trailer closes in, leaving a trail of thick dust behind it.  FRED stumbles off to the side of the truck's path, pulling and tugging his bags, pole and the box with him. The truck jake-brakes past FRED, stopping thirty yards beyond him. A big, burly truck driver pops out of the cab and approaches FRED. The truck is covered in blinking lights like a Christmas tree.



Cut to:



28. The truck's cab with the panel lights shining in the night. The truck driver raps to a beaten down, incoherent FRED, who sits slumped down in the seat.  



					TRUCK DRIVER 



		I love this highway . . . off the road,

		on the road . . . it don't matter.  No one hassles 

		you, though you look hassled!  But I don't butt 

		in.  I mind my own business and drive on . . .



The truck driver's words fade as FRED stares out of the window and observes vague objects and shadows whizzing by his half-shut eyes.  Only parts of what the driver was saying were understandable to FRED as the music fills the cab and escorts FRED out of consciousness.



Cut to:



29. In a clinic with low lights, FRED lies still on a table, his eyes closed, with bandages around his face and arms. A dog comes up to the table 

and, leaning up, licks FRED'S face.  Twitching his face FRED opens his eyes and, upon seeing the dog, rolls away and falls off the table.  The thud of his fall starts a chorus of animal noises that surround FRED as he lies on the floor. Looking around FRED realizes he is in a veterinary clinic and then suddenly turns his head toward a human voice among the medical equipment and animal noises.



					VET 



		Are you OK?



FRED looks over at the veterinarian who had slipped into the room. She makes a garbled throat sound  and the animal noises turn into light whining and then into loud breathing. 



					FRED



		(Woozy) What the hell is happening?



					VET



		A truck driver brought you here. You 

		were a bit messed up, but I tended to the 

		wounds . . . a little cleaning,  a little stitching . . .



					FRED 



		(Shocked) Stitching!



					VET	



		(Assuredly) Only six!



					FRED 



		You're supposed to work on animals,

		not people!



FRED shakes his head while perching himself on the edge of the table. He looks over to the side of the room where he spots his bags, fishing pole and bag, then starts nervously looking around.



					VET 



		I bet you are looking for this?



The VET holds out FRED'S wallet, which is jammed with money.  

	

					FRED



		 (Rattled) Where the hell is my fishing pole?



The VET looks around her desk and, reaching down, takes the pole off a chair and hands it to FRED, along with the envelope of money.



					FRED 



		(Relaxes, sighs) Thanks! Hey, how much do 

		I owe you for . . . all this.



					VET 



		Well, the truck driver took ten bucks 

		for gas or whatever and . . . 



FRED hands the VET a hundred-dollar bill and she hesitates, acting like it's maybe too much, but finally tucks it away in her pocket as she nods her approval.



					FRED 



		I'm going to need some transportation,

		of any kind!



Cut to:



30. An old barn with low lights and full of animals. FRED follows the VET into the barn where different animals are scattered around.  The VET leads FRED to a stall where she proudly points to the transportation she has available. FRED looks into the stall and finds himself staring at a horse.  He turns to the VET and, looking pale, jumps off the ground when the horse gives out a friendly snort.



					FRED 



		(nervously) I don't like horses!



					VET 



		How can you not like a horse?



					FRED



		We're uncomfortable with each other!

		I just don't care for horses.  It has to have 

		wheels or I walk.



Cut to:

			

31. Highway 50 and the open country.  FRED is walking west along US 50 carrying his bags, fishing pole and wooden box.  FRED drops one of his bags and kicks it before bending over to pick it up.  He walks by a US 50 sign and sees a town in the horizon.



Cut to:



32. The US 50 side of Lake Tahoe, where MIA, in her 20s, does dance warm-ups-stretching her muscular legs while the TV set can be seen in between the stretches of her body. ZORANA carries one of her paintings across the room, stopping at a table where she places it in a traveling wood case.  At the other end of the table sits a TV set next to a bust of a woman's head with flowing chiseled hair. The face is that of Wanda, who seems to be watching the TV, which is showing a news broadcast. A story comes on showing FRED coming out of his cabin confronted by sheriffs and the media.  ZORANA catches sight of the news piece focusing in on a frazzled FRED, and she suddenly freezes in shock, barely able to turn her head and look at MIA. But ZORANA finally does meet eyes with MIA, who is frozen in her movements. They both stare in disbelief at the TV-their eyes remain mesmerized on the TV screen-watching poor FRED being ridden out of town.



					BROADCAST VOICE 



		Yesterday's eviction by the Brent County Sheriff's 				Department was the closing page in the ill-fated 

		Echo Pass Project, which had brought hopeful 

		mining work to an area of economic need, only 

		to have it turned into broken promises and more 

		land waste.



					MIA



		Uncle Fred looks like he's in some deep shit?



					ZORANA



		Real deep (sounding concerned).



					MIA



		What is he going to do? Where is he going to go?



					ZORANA



		I don't know.



					MIA



		Can't he come here and stay with you?



					ZORANA



		Sure, but he's going to have to call me first.



					MIA



		Even though I don't see uncle Fred that much,

		especially since I moved to Berkeley-I feel 

		close to him-a special connection. He always 

		was my favorite uncle.



					ZORANA



		You're only uncle (pauses).



MIA is smiling and looking at ZORANA, but not getting a further response as the TV shot of FRED changes to another story and ZORANA shuts off the TV.



					MIA



		You know what I mean, don't you mom-I mean

		you've told me before about how you had a 

		connection with Uncle Fred.



					ZORANA



		I know we grew up together-aunt Wanda, uncle 

		Fred and I became good friends-we ALL connected, 

		and my sister and Fred REALLY connected. That's it-

		Wanda, despite her troubles, always kept a good 

		relationship with me-we loved each other.



					MIA



		Didn't you love Uncle Fred?



					ZORANA



		(Hesitant) Yes, but it was as close, close friends.



					MIA



		Well, I could easily see how Aunt Wanda dominated,

		and Uncle Fred accommodated her. But he would

		look over at you when she was distracted

		-and you would just stare back at him-and

		your eyes would be so connected. I think that

		you loved him a little more than a good friend,

		and that you were attracted to him. I've never 

		really connected with anyone yet. With Josh, there 

		was some attraction-but anyway, well, OK, I'm just

		curious, but did you ever get it on with Uncle Fred?

		

					ZORANA



		(Calmly) We knew we couldn't live with each other. 

		He was infatuated with Wanda, and in love with 

		me-but I was so	compelled and driven by my art,

		he was more clinical, more conservative in his life 

		style, which was not really his, it was Wanda's.



					MIA



		What about having sex?

		

					ZORANA



		(Hesitates ) . . . OK, we did once-I told him

		before we did it that it could only be one time-

		that it had to be just one special time, and that's what 

		it was-a once in a lifetime experience.



					MIA



		Was it before or after he married Aunt Wanda?



					ZORANA



		Years before he became Uncle Fred.



					MIA



		But mom, if you loved him, then how could you

		not want to be with him again. You probably 

		yearned for each other for years after that.



					ZORANA



		(Revealing passionately) Because Wanda loved 

		him too, and he did love her. I've had a couple 

		of decent men in my life-but like you, we just 

		didn't connect. Yes, there is something between 

		us, and its more than he even realizes, because 

		I could never tell him, like I've  never been able 

		to tell you, until now (pauses, takes breath). . . You,

		my lovely, wonderful Mia-you are our connection. 

		I didn't even think about getting pregnant at the time. 

		It just happened, and I guess it was meant to happen. 

		I knew after we made love that I was going to have 

		his child (she starts crying)-his beautiful daughter . . . 



MIA is frozen in time-she just stares, stunned, into ZORANA'S eyes as her eyes well up with tears, which spill over onto her cheeks and down her face. 



					MIA



		(Shocked and angry) What? Mom, what are

		you talking about. Fred can't be my father.

		This is ridiculous-Brian was my father, and

		he split. He left both of us. This can't be right.



					ZORANA



		It's the truth honey. I'm so sorry.



					MIA



		You tell me this now? I'm 21 years old. What

		about me? God, I'm gonna be sick. He's my 

		uncle. Uncle Fred. He's not my father. He didn't 

		raise me. You did-alone. I can't believe this . . . 

		does he know?



					ZORANA



		No-after that one time I moved away, and-

		I'm going to tell him soon.



					MIA



		(Calming down) Yeah, but not soon enough. 

		I can't believe this . . . All these years . . .



					ZORANA



		Can you forgive me?



					MIA



		What, for not telling me-for not telling

		him right away and maybe the two of you

		stay together and I grow up with a mother

		and a father. And I don't hate my so-called

		father Brian-and who really is Brian? I 

		don't want to know-I don't care anymore. 

		Can I forgive you . . . (Looks at Zorana who is

		crying and Mia starts to cry) for being such

		an loving, enriching mother who has given me

		the guidance and the freedom to become who

		I am. Oh, mom!



MIA and ZORANA collapse into a hug.

		

Cut to:



33. Into a low-lit saloon with a good crowd, FRED drags his bags, fishing pole and wooden box up to a side table, placing his fishing pole on the table and falling back into a chair while looking around for a cocktail waitress. Finding no one to serve him, he gets to his feet and walks up to the bartender to order.



					FRED 



		Two beers, please.



The bartender looks past FRED to see if anyone is with him.



					BARTENDER 



		Bottle, can or draft?



FRED looks back at his table and then back at the bartender.

			

					FRED 



		Two drafts . . . Please!



FRED finishes off one beer as he walks to his table.  He sits down and pushes the empty mug to the middle of the table and then begins on the full mug.  A bearded, muscle-bound man approaches FRED and looks down at him as FRED peers up from his beer. The man picks up FRED'S fishing pole and, in a reflex action, FRED reaches up and snatches it back, placing it on his bags under the table.



					MUSCLE-MAN 



		Just saw you on the tube . . . 



					FRED 



		Excuse me?



					MUSCLE-MAN 



		You heard me, pal . . . Echo Pass!



					FRED 



		That is old news!



					MUSCLE-MAN 



		And it is bad news, which we don't need in 

		this county.



					FRED 



		I got screwed, bub . . . they took my property . . . 



					MUSCLE-MAN 



		Bullshit your property, it wasn't your property 

		in the first place.



FRED looks up at the muscle-man, who is practically drooling down on him.  As he pauses, another man approaches them.



					FRED 



		Oh great, a mob!



The second man surprises FRED by talking toward the muscle-man.



					SECOND MAN 



		Why don't you lay off the guy, he is just 

		having a beer.



					MUSCLE-MAN 



				He doesn't deserve a beer.



The mood in the saloon changes as the two men start brawling and everyone starts taking sides.  Some fights break out and FRED huddles behind the table in a corner.  When the fights intensify, FRED stands up, and before he knows it, he has taken the sledgehammer out of the wooden box and he slams it down onto the table, smashing it with an echoing thud-and silencing the fights and noise.  Suddenly, a sheriff walks into the saloon.  He eyes the crowd, and then rests his stare on FRED, who is standing next to the smashed table holding the sledgehammer.



					SHERIFF 



		Let's everybody just start relaxing.



As the crowd disperses, the sheriff walks up to FRED and calmly takes the sledgehammer from him, momentarily dropping it from its weight. FRED hands the wooden box to the sheriff, who nods and puts the sledgehammer back in it. Then the sheriff approaches the bartender and talks to him. FRED watches as the sheriff walks over to the two men who started the brawl and then turns around and heads toward FRED.  



					SHERIFF 



		I think it would be a good idea for you

		to head on down the road, mister-and I

		think you should leave the hammer here!



					FRED 



		I would like to oblige you, sir, but I have

		 no wheels.



					SHERIFF



		Are you a vagrant?



					FRED 



		I'm just a fisherman . . . and I do have money!



FRED follows the sheriff as they walk up to the bartender.	



					SHERIFF 



		How much would that table be?



					BARTENDER 



		Fifty bucks would cover it.



					SHERIFF 



		What about the other damage!



FRED looks at the sheriff and then back at the bartender. He pulls out a hundred-dollar bill, hands it over to the bartender and starts to walk away.				

					SHERIFF 



		Where are you going without wheels?



					FRED 



		Looks like I'm walking!



Cut to:



34. Another barn with light slicing in through wall cracks. FRED follows the sheriff and the bartender across the barn. He hands money to the bartender.



					FRED 



		 Better not be a horse!



Cut to:



35. Bursting out of the barn comes FRED, driving a motorcycle

packed down with his bags and the fishing pole.  FRED seems

out of control and he swerves left and then right, finally

getting composed and guiding the bike down the road.

He drives onto the highway and passes a US 50 sign. FRED drives the motorcycle down the highway, the only vehicle in sight.  FRED'S eyes open wide as he swerves around a dead animal lying on the highway, almost hitting one carcass and another one after that. FRED slows down working his bike through the gauntlet of dead road-meat. Finally seeing a clear road again, FRED turns on the speed, yelling into the wind that blows in his face, his fishing pole bending back in the wind.  



					FRED 



		Where the hell am I going!



Suddenly, a chilling shiver overtakes FRED'S body as a voice, WANDA'S voice, is heard over his right shoulder. 

	

					WANDA'S VOICE 



		It's me, Fred . . . I am the one fucking you up.  

		Sorry that I blew it bad and checked out, leaving 

		you with the shit, but . . .





FRED tries looking over his shoulder and almost loses control of the motorcycle.	





					WANDA'S VOICE 



		Hey, lover boy, I'm already dead so you'd 

		better start watching out for yourself!





FRED looks into the rear-view mirror and sees the smiling face of WANDA, her hair blowing in the wind.  FRED'S eyes widen as he glances forward to the road ahead and then back, picking up WANDA'S image.  He looks back to the road, but when he looks back into the rear-view mirror, WANDA is gone.  He tries to look over his shoulder as he slows down the motorcycle, shakes his head and body and puts on a pair of cracked sunglasses, leaning forward to cut the wind.  FRED picks up a speck in his rear-view mirror which is getting bigger.  It closes in on FRED so quickly that he can't quite make it out when suddenly, like a shock wave, a sportscar zooms by him,

blasting his ears and making him almost lose control of the motorcycle.  As the sportscar fades into the west ahead of FRED he makes a gesture toward it.  As FRED speeds up again another sportscar comes out of nowhere in hot pursuit of the first sportscar.  FRED eyes the sportscars that quickly disappear in front of him, and then he stalls momentarily before looking back into his rear-view mirror, which shows a clear view and no vehicles.  FRED suddenly loses control of the motorcycle, as he and his motorcycle shoot off the highway next to a US 50 sign and over some sand dunes.

Music abruptly stops.



Cut to:



36. On the side of Highway 50, FRED lies next to his smashed motorcycle, moving around to loosen his body.  Climbing to his feet he shakes his head and realizes that he hears music.  Moving in the direction of the music, he finds himself staring across Highway 50 at a woman and her daughters stranded with a flat tire.  The woman looks at FRED, who stares back, catching sight of the music source, one of the daughters with a stereo boom box on top of the car hood.  As FRED begins to cross the highway, the woman screams and hurries her daughters back into the car-locking all the doors. The oldest daughter jumps back out of the car, throwing the mother into hysterics, and grabs the boom box, getting back into the car just as FRED arrives.  He taps on the driver's side window and the mother lets out a muffled scream, kicking FRED back onto his heels.  As they all nervously shake and cry inside the locked car, FRED goes to the back of the car, getting what he needs to fix the tire.  He walks back to the front flat tire and jacks up the car, getting another round of screams from inside the car.



					FRED 



			No screaming!  Cut the fu . . . Shit, they

			can't hear me . . . god-damned . . .





FRED finishes fixing the tire and stands back up next to the window of the mother. Along with her daughters, she is now calm and quiet.   He carries the jack and tools under one elbow while pushing the flat tire toward the back of the car, calling out loudly as he moves away from the mother.



					FRED 



		You're welcome, mam!



FRED puts the jack, tools and flat tire into the trunk of her car, closing the trunk door.  Suddenly the car starts up and the woman guns it, blasting down the highway and leaving FRED alone and bewildered.  He looks over to the side of the road and stares at a couch left behind by the frantic woman. 



Cut to:



37. Over a dry lake-bed, the sun sets in silence. FRED lies on the couch with the broken motorcycle at his feet and the bags and fishing pole near his head.  All alone, camped in the crater-like dried lake, an exhausted FRED shrinks onto the couch as he feels the loneliness.  He looks up at the sky which has lost the sun into its dusk-gray hue. FRED lightly closes his eyes to the natural sounds of the area. FRED opens his eyes and lies quietly, listening to the silence. Settling back comfortably on the couch, FRED'S eyes close. He sleeps on the dried lake-bed.



Cut to:



38. On the dry lake-bed, FRED sleeps in the still of the morning when the rear-view mirror of the broken motorcycle next to the couch suddenly is smashed.  The loud shattering of glass throws FRED back into the conscious world and off the couch.  FRED looks up from the ground and finds himself staring at a golf ball.  Beyond in the shining sun FRED spots a large object walking his way.  He makes out a human of big proportions holding a golf club. FRED climbs back onto the couch as the stranger arrives.



					PREACHER MAN 



		Funny who you meet in God's back yard!



					FRED



		Hope God doesn't mind me sleeping here.



					PREACHER MAN 



		(Smiling) Very good! Would you like to hit a few?



					FRED



		No, not golf. Hell, what time is it?



					PREACHER MAN 



		Time doesn't matter, but "hell," now that is one 

		heavy subject.





					FRED



		It will have to wait a minute!





FRED gets up and walks away from the couch and over to where some waist-high sagebrush is, and begins to urinate. 



					PREACHER



		So what about hell?



FRED has a deep and distant look on his face as he finishes urinating, and then replies to the PREACHER MAN as he walks out of the sagebrush.





					FRED



		Tell me about it, pal, I've been spending a 

		lot of time around it lately.



					PREACHER MAN 



		Well my good man, I've dipped my toe in 

		the place and I now seek a piece of the 

		other place.



					FRED 



		Who the . . . hell are you!



					PREACHER MAN 



		I'm just a preacher man looking for a place 

		to preach. I need fresh ears and minds, I 

		need a congregation.  Able souls like yours!



					FRED 



		The only thing this soul needs is a ride!



					PREACHER MAN 



		Where are you headed?



					FRED 



		I'm heading to . . . where this highway ends. 

		For the immediate moment I'll take a ride . . . 

		anywhere!



					PREACHER MAN 



		Yes, a ride.  But first, let's each hit a bucket 

		of golf balls!





An uncomfortable FRED watches the PREACHER MAN reach into  back of his truck and take out a golf bag while FRED looks on in some disbelief.  The PREACHER MAN gestures to FRED to join him.



Cut to:



39. Riding in the pickup truck, FRED stares out the window as the PREACHER MAN talks on.



					PREACHER MAN 



		Though I was wrongly judged, I believe in 

		the new beginning.



FRED is engulfed by the lonely roadside that trails US 50. The PREACHER MAN'S voice is barely comprehensible as FRED fades out into sleep. Suddenly FRED is dreaming of being tied to the front of a big semi-truck barreling down the highway which is marked US 50. The middle white lines of the highway pass underneath him as he hurtles forward. Far off in the horizon a shape takes form, getting larger as he gets closer.  Then a full shot of a horse galloping down US 50 reveals a naked woman riding bareback, like Lady Godiva.  The woman turns around and it is WANDA, smiling and beckoning to the camera to join her. The camera reveals FRED sitting naked behind WANDA, holding her as both cruise down US 50. They pass the NATIVE AMERICAN and both wave at him. In a flash FRED is sucked back to the front of the semi-truck,  WANDA and the horse are gone, and from FRED'S P.O.V. he's heading for a head-on collision with another truck. A shadow of FRED reveals a hand being placed on his shoulder. FRED wakes up with the PREACHER MAN shaking him on the shoulder.

Music suddenly stops.



					PREACHER MAN 



		Well, my son, I must admit you are not the

		first person to sleep through one of my 

		sermons, and I hope you won't be the last.



					FRED 



		Sorry. I'm burned from this last month.



					PREACHER MAN 



		Why don't you jump in the back bed of the 

		truck and sleep on your couch.



Cut to:



40. The PREACHER MAN drives into a small town and pulls over to the side of US 50, which goes through the middle of the town. FRED remains asleep, so the PREACHER MAN leaves the pickup motor running as he runs into a cafe.  As FRED sleeps, a cat leaps into the cab of the pickup with a dog right behind her. They land on the gear shift and the weight puts it into gear. The truck screeches off, sending FRED, with the couch still under him,  off the back of the pickup bed and onto downtown US 50.  The pickup smashes into a pole as FRED remains on the couch in the middle of the highway, center of town, where some dogs leap onto the couch and lick him.



Cut to:



41. Outside of the Cafe, FRED pushes the couch up against the its doors, and, carrying his bags, box and fishing pole, he enters the cafe.



42. Inside the cafe, FRED sits at a table and orders from an impatient, bitchy waitress who grabs the menu out of FRED'S hands and walks off.  FRED stares at her with disgust, shaking his head as he walks over to the phone area. FRED feeds quarters into two machines, one a pay phone and the other a lone slot machine.  Fred pulls the arm of the slot and, as he waits on the phone, suddenly the slot machine lights up and he makes a connection on the phone as a handful of coins drop.



					FRED 



		Zorana . . . it's me!



Cut to:



43. Inside ZORANA'S art studio, which is filled with light, ZORANA holds the phone in one hand as she continues forming and shaping the backside of a male body out of clay with her other hand.

				



					ZORANA 



		Fred, where the hell have you been . . . 

		saw you on the tube and what . . . is . . . 

		happening with you! . . . Fred, where . . .

		are you?



Cut to:



44. Inside the cafe where FRED holds the phone down and leans over, looking out a window.



					FRED 



		The Fifty-Haven cafe, motel . . . I don't know 

		what town, or even what state-its on US 50.



Cut to:



45. Inside ZORANA'S art-studio, she continues to work the clay, switching hands to hold the phone. 





					ZORANA 



		Fred, are you all right?



					FRED



		I just needed to hear your voice.



					ZORANA 



		It's nice to hear your voice, too, but are 

		you all right?



					FRED 



		If losing your home, getting thrown out

		of a moving vehicle, and being stitched

		up by a veterinarian is all right-then 

		yes, I'm fine.



					ZORANA 



		Why don't you meet me somewhere, OK-

		at the Nowhere Hot Springs. Do you

		remember where that's at, don't you?



					FRED



		I don't even know where I'm at now!



					ZORANA



		You don't sound all right! (Pause) The Nowhere

		Hot Springs, remember-Nevada. They're just

		50 yards off the highway. I'll meet you there, 

		what, late tomorrow afternoon or early evening. 

		Can you get there?



					FRED



		(Pausing) Get there-Nevada? (looks around)

		Sure, I can get there, just wait if I'm a little late.

		(Reflecting) Zorana, how's Mia?



					ZORANA

		She's beautiful, and wonderful, and she's

		also concerned about you.



					FRED



		(Touched) You know, I think about her a lot

		more than you think. There sure is a lot of 

		you in her, Zorana. See you soon (hangs up

		the phone).



ZORANA remains alone on the phone. 



Cut to:

								

46. Inside the cafe FRED retrieves coins from the slot machine and walks back to his table, where his food sits together on a big plate.  Caught in his own reflection on ZORANA, FRED is outraged at the sight of the glob of so-called food on an oval plate in front of a window through which Highway US 50 stretches into nowhere.



					FRED 



		Couldn't you see I wasn't here . . . so 

		you could keep the food warm . . . and 

		give me what I ordered?



					WAITRESS 



		You a wise-ass, that is what you ordered! 

		(Puts her finger in it) And it's warm.





FRED looks down at the plate on the table and, shaking his head, he hands the waitress a ten-dollar bill and then flips the plate over, dropping the food onto the table.  He then calmly walks out of the cafe with no reactions from anybody. The waitress scoops the food back onto the plate.  FRED walks outside the cafe, the door closing behind him and his equipment.  He lets out a scream.



Cut to:



47. In his motel room, FRED watches the TV while sitting on the bed.  He searches through his bags and finds a bottle of brandy.  After getting a plastic glass from the bedroom, he pours some brandy into it. Instead of taking a sip he puts it down and, grabbing an ice bucket, walks out the door.



Cut to:



48. In the motel hallway where the vending and ice machines are, the door of the ice machine is opened by FRED, who fills up a small bucket with ice.  He catches sight of something to his side and, looking over, he sees a woman wearing tight pants and an open shirt, illuminated by the last sun-rays of the day.



					WOMAN 



		(Laughing) Have to cool down.





FRED looks at her with a confused expression on his face as she smiles and starts putting quarters into the vending machines. She piles up candy bars and sodas into her hands and arms and walks out of the hallway toward the back of the motel.  FRED follows her as she goes about twenty yards and into a neat set of connected trailers with the sign THE FIFTY HAVEN in front of them. The door opens and a naked man with long, rock-styled hair waits and helps her into the room.  His bare-butt shakes as he kicks the door closed behind him.



Cut to:



49. Inside the saloon where FRED was in the middle of the bar brawl. CRANE, wearing ski sunglasses, swings around on a bar-chair as the bartender watches him.  He stands, and, carrying a beer, walks up to a window that looks out on Highway 50 stretching into the far horizon, as the last sun-ray of the day reflects off his ski sunglasses and disperses into the dusk.  He lifts his beer and silently raises a toast toward US 50 and the horizon beyond.  He walks back to the bar, takes a big gulp and smashes the beer-mug on the bar. The bartender looks at CRANE with a pissed-off stare, but CRANE'S intensity makes him cautious and he freezes.  CRANE walks out of the saloon muttering.

	

					CRANE 



		Thanks for the . . . info.  

			

Cut to:

					

50. Inside a cafe, FRED sits at the counter next to a young Russian man. Both men look wasted, sucking on coffee cups as the waitress arrives with their breakfast platters.  She serves the RUSSIAN first with a touch of service and then looks down at FRED, remembering that he had flipped his plate of food on her the evening before.  They both look at each other and, in an instant as FRED is about to reach out, she dumps over the plate in front of FRED and the RUSSIAN, turning and walking away.  The RUSSIAN looks stunned as FRED casually "swallows his pride" and starts picking through the food lying on the counter with his fork.



					RUSSIAN 



		I've never seen that custom yet!



					FRED 



		That is a new one to me!  So what were 

		you saying?



					RUSSIAN 



		The band is named "The Scream." I said I 

		was going to America and work and live 

		rock and roll . . . and now I do.





The RUSSIAN starts eating, and FRED eats through the pile of food in front of him on the counter.  



					FRED 



		So, you are in a rock band!



					RUSSIAN 



		 No, I am not in The Scream. But I 

		am their number-one roadie! Since I 

		arrived in America, I say. "Rock and 

		roll now" . . . then I find work in New York 

		club . . . three months, then one night I find 

		diamond earring, it belongs to The Scream 

		who are happy. They like me, I start to help 

		them and boom . . . I'm on tour with them.



					FRED 



		Nice story, I like it . . . it sounds . . . Americana 

		. . . Where is your band heading?



					RUSSIAN 



		California!............Where do you head?



					FRED 



		I am heading west, too.



					RUSSIAN 



		Do you need a ride?





FRED and the RUSSIAN look at each other as they wipe off their mouths.



Cut to:

	

51. Highway US 50 extends out-into the desolate scenery, where it disappears in the far horizon, and in the distance, The Scream's van glides down the lonely highway.



Cut to:



52. Inside The Scream's van with shaded windows, FRED finds himself traveling with the band, the RUSSIAN, and two roadies. There are four members in the band who sit back quietly, almost meditating or more like wasted from a rough night.  Nobody is speaking and FRED squirms around in his corner of the van.  One of the band members drags himself to the middle of the van.



					BAND-MEMBER 1 



		Did everybody party enough last night?

	

Everyone quietly laughs as the low-energy mood prevails. FRED looks around before making eye contact with the one who talked.



					BAND-MEMBER 1 



		Where did you come from?



FRED looks around waiting for someone to speak.



					FRED 



		You said I could have a ride!



					BAND-MEMBER 1 



		When?



					RUSSIAN 



		Back at the Fifty Haven.



					BAND-MEMBER 2 



		And where are you going?



					FRED 



		Nowhere Hot Springs!





Band-Member 2 approaches FRED, puts his face directly into and on FRED'S face.



					BAND-MEMBER 2 



		Why?



FRED pulls his face back and answers.



					FRED 



		I'm meeting someone there.



As Band-Member 2 moves away, the Band-Member 4 is recognized by FRED as the one who was in the brothel room behind the motel, awaiting the woman who talked with FRED at the vending machines. FRED watches him as he says nothing at all and just drifts on and off, finally reaching over and flipping a switch that instantly fills the van with solid hard-rock music. Sitting back down he drifts off with the other band-members, kicking back, while FRED feels pinned to the wall of the van by the loud drive of the music.  He looks over at the RUSSIAN, who is into the music heavily and can just smile at FRED. FRED has to yell out when he talks.



					FRED 



		Do you have cotton?



The RUSSIAN looks at FRED in a confused manner.



					RUSSIAN 



		Cotton!



					FRED 



		Isn't this too loud?



					RUSSIAN 



		No way.



					FRED 



		I'm not into going deaf.



					RUSSIAN 



		Then don't . . .



FRED looks at the RUSSIAN and how much he is into the music. As he looks around the van, his eyes freeze on the fourth band-member who is flipping FRED off with both hands as he screams out the beginning of a song while everyone in the van takes their cue and starts sticking their middle fingers up into the air, keeping beat with the blasting music and laughing.  FRED sits back and watches everyone flipping off in his direction.  FRED finally stands up and using both hands starts flipping off everybody. He then guides his two middle fingers toward his head, finding their way into his ears, cutting down the loud music and making a big sigh of relief.  The band members look at each other, then over at the RUSSIAN, and then back at FRED. They all start slapping hands, moving toward FRED, where they descend on him with hand-slaps and hugs.



Cut to:



54. The same bar where FRED and CRANE were-where the bartender is getting questioned by MR. HEPP, who looks out of place in the rustic bar.

										

					BARTENDER 



		What is this, I mean you're the third guy 

		to come in here in the last three days, and 

		everybody's been acting crazy, which 

		also includes having my place busted up.



					MR. HEPP 



		Are they both headed west?



					BARTENDER 



		Best as I can tell!



MR. HEPP positions his face square in front of the bartender's face, revealing a chilling stare.



				MR. HEPP 



		Tell all! 



					BARTENDER	



		There's not much to tell.



					MR. HEPP 



		I don't dig dirt, you know what I mean? 

		And all I've seen for the past days is plenty 

		of dirt. I'm not happy, so just tell me.



Cut to: 

			

55. Highway US 50, where the van drives off onto a side road. The van stops and everybody piles out into the open air. FRED walks off on his own, shaking his head from the loud pounding of the music.  He walks over a sand-mound and finds himself looking out on furniture arranged in a home formation except for no doors and windows, no walls or roof, no house. FRED approaches the striking scene when he stops with the sound of a voice.



					RUTH'S VOICE 



		Can I do something for you?



FRED looks over near a sand-bank where he views RUTH sitting in a long patio chair.



					FRED 



		Sorry, I was . . . 



					RUTH 



		Looks like it.



RUTH gets up and walks toward FRED who stands still.  She motions toward her furniture.



					RUTH 



		Let us go into the living room.



FRED follows her motion and sits down in what would be the living room.  RUTH sits down across from FRED and they both look at each other with a pause in their conversation.	



					FRED 



		Well, this is strange!



					RUTH 



		No . . . this is my home!



					FRED 



		How long has this been your home?



					RUTH 



		Oh . . . a couple of days.



					FRED 



		Still seems strange.



					RUTH 



		Hey the whole ordeal has been strange,

		and screwed.  Lucky the weather has been 

		decent or (refers to furniture with hands) . . .



					FRED

	

		What  happened?



					RUTH



		To sum it, up I hired an independent mover 

		with his own truck who seemed quite nice, 

		smart and efficient. Well, his truck is packed 

		tight, I'm riding down US 50 with him in the 

		cab of the truck when he suddenly slams on 

		the brakes.  I ask what's wrong and he gives

		 me a creepy stare, pulls off the highway and 

		drives to this spot.  I ask what's wrong again,

		and he whispers, this is the end of the line.  

		I think that I'm caught in this 

		with some crazed guy who is going to hurt me and . . . 

		while feeling quite sick with fright, I'm ready to 

		bolt out of the truck, the guy gets out of the truck, 

		and precedes to unload all of my belongings into 

		one careful pile, and off he goes

		

FRED listens intently, looking as confused as RUTH still does.



					FRED 



		Hasn't anybody come by and found you here?



					RUTH 



		They say US 50 is the loneliest highway

		in America. Well, they are right.  Of course, it 

		doesn't help being set way off the highway like 

		this.



					FRED 



		Why didn't you walk to the highway, flag 

		somebody down?



					RUTH 



		At first I was in shock from how fast it

		all happened.   I didn't want to leave my 

		stuff out here and go flag down another 

		strange situation. Taking advantage of 

		decent weather I set up house, flitting 

 		about like an interior decorator, (she 

		stands and moves about motioning her 

		moves) except it would be an exterior 

		decorator.  (She sits back down.)  Whatever,

		time doesn't really exist for me at the 

		moment. But the weather changes? 



					FRED 



		Well, I'll try to help you but, hell, I don't

		even know where I am going!



					RUTH 



		Do you want to go nowhere together?



RUTH smiles as FRED laughs.  He can't stop laughing and RUTH turns her smile into a laugh.



					RUTH 

		Are you all right?





FRED manages to contain his uncontrollable laughter.



					FRED 



		I guess it is the irony of your statement!

			

					RUTH 



		Well, thank you anyway, because I needed 

		a good laugh.



					FRED 



		Me, too.  



They both settle down with their laughing, and with traces of composure they look at each other.



					RUTH 



		Where are you headed to . . . ?



					FRED 



		Fred!



					RUTH 



		I'm Ruth........nice to have some company.



As FRED and RUTH talk and laugh, their sounds echoing into the emptiness, the Russian and a couple of band members roam over the sand mound and descend upon RUTH'S homestead.



					BAND-MEMBER 3 



		Playing house!



					RUSSIAN 



		They are ready to go, Fred! . . .



Cut to:



56. FRED gathers his belongings as the band and the RUSSIAN get into the van and head west on Highway 50.  



					BAND-MEMBER 1 



		We'll get you some help, pal! See you some

		 time tomorrow. 



					FRED 



		She has a lot of furniture, remember!



					BAND-MEMBER 1 



		Relax.........nothing to fear, we're cool, we'll 

		be back.



The van drives off as FRED carries his bags and fishing pole back to RUTH and her furnished camp.



Cut to:



57. Dusk arrives and FRED and RUTH sit at a table and eat bread, cheese and salami-and drink wine.

				

					RUTH 



		I've been living on this stuff for two

		days.  That psycho who dumped me here 

		left me a wheel of cheese, a salami and two 

		loaves of bread. He said we'd have a picnic 

		on the way . . . (looking around her) . . . I 

		guess he meant it.



					FRED 



		That mover didn't leave you this good 

		wine, too?



					RUTH 



		I had the wine.  Actually the wine is from 

		my ex's collection that I took with me when 

		I left.



					FRED 



		Not an amiable split?



					RUTH 



		No way . . . we both saw it coming, 

		but I wouldn't accept it until . . . well, 

		not until I got out here. The first day I 

		arranged the furniture, went to bed alone, 

		which was common toward the end of our 

		relationship, and cried till I was dehydrated.  

		Lucky that sick mover left me some jugs of 

		water. When I stopped crying and throwing 

		some tantrums, I opened the most expensive 

		bottle of wine from my ex's good collection, 

		which he gave me as some sort of kind gesture.  

		Well, I drank the bottle, passed out in the bedroom 

		(she gestures toward her bed where FRED gazes) 

		and woke up the next day feeling purged of a life 

		I was going nowhere with.  Sorry, I'm babbling on

		but . . . well, you're the first person I've got to talk 

		to since I split.  Did not want to talk to the person 

		who dropped me off here, of course, so.......thanks 

		for listening, Fred. Have more wine and let me listen 

		to you for a bit.				



					FRED 



		First, I need to use the bathroom!



					RUTH 



		 (Looking out on the open range which 

		is getting dark)  If you need paper, there it 

		is, and go out and pick a bush.



FRED lets out a laugh from the response to his request.  He walks off into some bushes as RUTH gets up and lights two kerosene lamps. She places one of them by a mirror that hangs from one of her standing lamps, checking herself out and brushing her hair. A wind with a chill in it blows through and RUTH finds herself shivering when she is suddenly startled by FRED who returns and stands right behind her.



					RUTH



		For a moment I thought I was alone again.



					FRED



		Sorry if I scared you.  You are shivering!



FRED finds himself putting his arms around RUTH and hugging her. She is responsive and hugs back, feeling warm and secure. They slowly break apart and sit down in chairs that are close together and facing each other.

	

					RUTH



		I'm glad you found me, Fred.



					FRED



		I think you would have been found eventually!



					RUTH



		Maybe, but I'm glad you found me. I feel 

		comfortable around you. Hell, I was worried 	

		about WHO would come by. Unfortunately,

		you just can't trust many people nowadays.



					FRED



		I've been finding that out more and 

		more lately. But, why do you trust me? I 

		mean, we just met. How do you 

		know I'm not dangerous, though I'm not. 



RUTH can't help but laugh at FRED'S sincere reassurance.



					FRED



		I like hearing you laugh.



They both are now sitting on the edges of their chairs.



					RUTH



		I guess it's obvious. Actually, Andy and I used 

		to laugh a lot in the beginning. But after trying for 

		a baby for four years, I needed to start living again, 

		and we unfortunately had fallen apart, and . . . and I

		like laughing again so I'm going to stop talking about 

		the fucking past. Anyway, what about you, Fred? I 

		mean, what brings you out here?



					FRED



		Oh, it's a long story! Anyway, that's the fucking past, 			remember?



					RUTH



		Yes, but I got to vent some stuff, so it's your turn. 

		As you can see, I'm not going anywhere, so tell me, 

		unless you'd rather not.



					FRED 



		No, I mean yes, I would rather tell 

		you, because I guess I need to tell someone.

		

					RUTH 



		So, what was her name?



FRED pauses for just a second, and they both smile.



					FRED 



		Her name is Wanda. She recently was killed

		in a car crash. Actually, she drove her car off 

		a mountain road. She was fearless. In fact, she 

		probably managed to land and park that car.

					

					RUTH 



		Sorry, Fred!



					FRED 



		Yeah, I know, it's cool. We tried for a family too,

		but we lost our only baby. It was devastating, 

		as you know, but Wanda, the consummate all-

		business woman, forged on. Then, suddenly, 

		something snapped in her, I guess. I'll never 

		know, exactly.



RUTH leans forward in her chair and FRED also leans forward, and they both lean into a kiss, falling off the chairs and onto their knees. But their lips never lose contact, and they embrace while they remain on their knees, their passion heating up under a clear, starry night on the open plains.



Cut to:



58. FRED and RUTH lay on their backs in the bed, looking up at the bright and pristine night. 



					RUTH 



		Well, I'm happy and relaxed. I've been 

		wallowing away in my self-pity, stuck 

		out here with all this furniture, no place

		to put it. And then suddenly here you are, 

		dealing with some of the same shit I'm 

		dealing with.



FRED, nodding, rolls onto RUTH.



Cut to:

					

59. The Fifty Haven "brothel" section-morning and the door of a trailer opens. The woman who encountered FRED at the ice machine escorts CRANE out.  He intensely stares out toward the west-and HEPP focuses on CRANE through his binoculars. As CRANE heads for his vehicle, HEPP goes to loosen his tie and finds a scorpion crawling on it. He jerks suddenly and the scorpion is hurled aside. HEPP speaks out loud to himself.



					HEPP 



		What the hell am I doing out here? . . . 

		Screw this assignment, man. I mean, it's all

		dirt and dust, scorpions and bullshit . . . 

		not messing around. This asshole had better

		find that other asshole soon!



Cut to:



60. RUTH gets up out of her outdoor bed, pulling on a casual dress, and walking through the maze of furniture.



					RUTH 



		Let me get us some breakfast.

			

					FRED 



		Are we going to have salami, cheese, or bread?



					RUTH 



		I'll spare you, Fred. I do have something else 

		for us.



RUTH comes back to the bed and hands FRED some bar-shaped items.  



					RUTH 



		(Smiling) Energy bars!  Not that you need them.



					FRED 



		(Smiling) Actually, I do need them, or one for 

		now, because I need to take a good, long run.



					 RUTH 



		How long?



					Fred



		Oh, it's more like time instead of distance.    



FRED is suddenly off and running into the open space along side of US 50.



Cut to:



61. RUTH'S furniture layout as she and FRED sit at a table playing backgammon, the sun beating down at the noon hour.  As they play and poke and kiss, the sound of a far-off engine starts getting louder and they both look off into the distance.  With a cloud of dust heading their way, FRED and RUTH stand up and keep their eyes glued on a big hay truck quivering in the sun's heat that reflects off the road.  The truck slows down and coasts to a stop next to FRED and RUTH.  Out of the truck cab jumps the Russian, who is smiling.



					RUSSIAN 



		I'm here to load up!





FRED and RUTH warmly greet the Russian.



Cut to:



62. ZORANA'S art studio, where she walks over to her director's chair, which sits across from a painting of WANDA. ZORANA opens the envelope with her name written across the top and a "FROM WANDA" written on the side.  She looks at some photos of WANDA and FRED with other mining associates, then takes out a letter she carefully unfolds and starts to read. She looks up at her painting of WANDA and finds her eyes glued on the image of her sister.  



Cut to:



63. Highway US 50 at Nowhere Hot Springs, where the van, silhouetted against the barren mountains, arrives with the hay-truck right behind it. FRED, RUTH, the band and the RUSSIAN climb out of the vehicles.  They walk up to the springs area where some small buildings stand. You can see for miles and miles beyond the parched hot springs as US 50 lines the vast landscape. RUTH walks toward a couple of outhouses, and FRED approaches the hot springs area.



Cut to:



64. Looking down, FRED finds himself staring at ZORANA, who rises from the water with a giant smile on her face. With FRED'S eyes popping out, ZORANA picks up a spring-dress with a painting on it and slips it on over her wet body.  She hugs FRED, who hugs her back, and they both walk outside past the band and the RUSSIAN. MIA enters, and FRED goes to hug her.



					FRED



		Hi, it's been a while.



MIA pulls back and looks at him intensely, then looks at ZORANA-then turns and walks away.



Cut to:



65. FRED and ZORANA walk out of the springs area come upon RUTH, and nothing is said until RUTH breaks the silence.



					RUTH 



		Zorana, I presume! . . . Nice to see you in person.



ZORANA smiles and shakes RUTH'S hand, as FRED finally introduces them.



					FRED 



		Zorana, this is Ruth. We met out on 50 and . . .



					RUTH 



		Hey Fred, why don't Zorana and I have a word alone.



					FRED 



		Well, I . . .



ZORANA and RUTH walk off ahead of FRED, who tries to blend in with the scenery. RUTH'S voice trails off. After they talk, ZORANA walks back to FRED.



					ZORANA



		I like her (motioning to Ruth)-she's . . . magnetic.



					FRED



		I know it's a little soon, after Wanda, I mean, but . . .



					ZORANA



		It's OK, Fred. You don't have to explain . . .



					FRED



		I just wasn't sure if you thought . . . that you

		and I . . . oh, I don't know.



					ZORANA



		Fred, I love you with all my heart, bujt that was

		the last thing on my mind. I'm sorry, it's just that

		yoy're preactically my brother. You're my best

		friend. And wed're not two crazy kids anymore.



					FRED



		(Teasing) Speak for yourself!



					ZORANA



		Fred, seriously, I have something important to tell 

		you . . . well, best to come right out and tell you 

		that you are Mia's father.



FRED is frozen, he can't move, and just stares straight ahead.



					ZORANA



		Fred, are you OK? I mean, I'm sorry to tell you 

		like this, but with everything that's happened, 

		I felt I finally needed to tell Mia and you.



					FRED



		Mia is my daughter-all these years . . . 



					ZORANA



		I'm so sorry I kept this secret, but . . .

		she loves you very much.



					FRED



		What, as uncle Fred?



					ZORANA



		This was very hard on her. But she has always

		loved you. You've been the nearest thing to a

		father figure she's ever had. I just couldn't tell 

		in the beginning. You and Wanda were too into

		your life together. When I got pregnant, you 

		didn't even ask about who was the father.



					FRED



		Because I didn't want to know. In fact, I used 

		to dream that I was her dad.



					ZORANA



		Well, you are!



Cut to:



66. FRED walks up to MIA, and they look into each other's eyes, and they keep looking at each other for a long, silent, suspended period of time. Finally, FRED breaks the silence.



					FRED



		So, you're my daughter?



					MIA



		I guess so.



					FRED



		Well, I just want to say . . . 



					MIA



		Look, I'm an adult. Those fathering days 

		are long past, and I don't want anything 

		from you. I just want you to be Uncle Fred.



					FRED



		Well, I can see that. I understand. I just

		think that this is important.



					MIA



		What is?



					FRED



		Well, we can't just pretend it's nothing.



					MIA



		Well, it's not a big deal. It's just DNA.



					FRED



		(A bit angered) No, it's not. It's something 

		more.  I . . . I've never had a daughter.



					MIA



		Well, I've never had a father. And I've done 

		just fine.



					FRED



		Listen, I understand that you're angry. But

		I have always loved you. I've watched you 

		grow and we've had a lot of fun together. 

		Haven't we?



					MIA



		Yeah.



					FRED



		Well, I guess we should just take it from there. OK?



					MIA



		(Pause) OK.



					FRED



		I'm here for you, Mia.



FRED looks intensely at MIA-he looks deeply into her eyes, and she returns the deep look, as he slowly reaches out and lays one hand on one of her shoulders, and then places his other hand on her other shoulder. MIA then puts her arms out, and tries to reach his shoulders, but they're not long enough. So she gently squeezes his forearms with her hands.



Cut to:



67. A car swiftly moves west on US 50. Through the window CRANE looks hard and intense as his body language is directed toward the gas pedal that he holds down as he zooms by.



Cut to:



68. Nowhere Hot Springs where a bright moon lights up RUTH, who 

walks with FRED.



					RUTH 



		I want to spend more time with you, no 

		doubt.  But your objective was to be with 

		Zorana, and now Mia, and maybe you should!



					FRED 



		I definitely needed to touch base with Zorana, 

		and Mia being my daughter (voice trails) . . . 

		But I want to spend more time with you, too. 

		Anyway, where are you going to go?



RUTH hugs FRED tightly.



					RUTH 



		I've got a place to go for now, but I would 

		rather stick with you!



FRED and RUTH hold their embrace.



Cut to:



69. At the hot springs, the band members and the RUSSIAN set up a generator. "The Scream" starts playing, and everybody at the hot springs has a party, with MIA and the RUSSIAN getting closer together-getting friendly, with FRED looking on with an upset look on his face. ZORANA comes up to him.



					FRED



		Does she have a lot of boyfriends?



					ZORANA



		Not really, she flirts a lot though. I wouldn't

		worry about it.



					FRED



		Hey, since I'm her father, I've got a lot of

		lost time to make up for.



					ZORANA



		Just relax, be who you've always been, 

		because that is who she loves-we love.

		She can take care of herself.



FRED shakes his head and agrees with ZORANA, but when he looks back at MIA and the RUSSIAN, they're dancing close together, touching their bodies a times, and giving each other flitting kisses. As FRED grimaces, RUTH walks by ZORANA, smiling at  her, and then walking up to FRED-putting her arm around him and slowly walking out of his stare.



Cut to:

					

70. Highway 50 as ZORANA drives FRED in her little car, with the RUSSIAN driving RUTH and MIA, who's sitting next to him, in the hay-truck loaded with her furniture, followed by "The Scream". It is early morning and the vehicles wind west on US 50.  



Cut to:





71. Nowhere Hot Springs, where MR. HEPP cautiously walks around the springs in silence, with a faint haze of steam rising from the water. He walks to a corner of the structure, stepping around springs and, looking out, catches sight of the corner of a car. As he turns to walk out of the structure, his eyes suddenly open wide as the picture blurs and the sound of water splashing echoes through the steam.



Cut to:



72. CRANE drives off in his car and past where MR. HEPP'S car is parked, with arrows sticking out of flat tires. 



Cut to:

			

73. Highway 50 as the caravan of vehicles moves west. Suddenly, accelerating past the caravan, comes a car driven by CRANE.



Cut to:

 	

74. CRANE looks out the window of his car at the vehicles and people he is passing.  Finally he starts passing FRED'S vehicle, where ZORANA drives as FRED sits in the passenger side.  On seeing FRED, CRANE looks surprised and steps on the gas.



Cut to:



75. In ZORANA'S car, FRED tries to look at the passing car but can't see past the sun's glare.  



Cut to:



76. CRANE'S car puts distance between himself and FRED.  



Cut to:



78.  ZORANA leads the caravan off Highway 50 and travels up a long road winding through some small mountains.



Cut to:



79. Side of the Highway US 50 where CRANE has pulled off and waits, somewhat hidden, for FRED to pass him again. He stares in his rear-view mirror.



Cut to:



80. Abandoned work area where the vehicles are parked and ZORANA, FRED, RUTH, MIA, the RUSSIAN and the SCREAM as they walk toward a high, mounded area and ascend it.



					FRED 



		What are we doing here?



					ZORANA



		I've got something to show you. An instant 

		can alter a life . . . look over the top.



FRED peers over the top of the mounded area and into a giant pit that descends far into the earth.  FRED puts his arm around RUTH as he gazes into the endless pit, and with the SCREAM behind him, he finds himself and Ruth following ZORANA, MIA and the RUSSIAN down the runway. FRED stares ahead at his daughter MIA and the RUSSIAN, holding hands, smiling and bumping their bodies together-they had developed a friendly relationship in so quick a time that FRED is caught off balance, especially now that he knows he's her father.



					FRED 



		Is this government property?



					ZORANA 



		It's the political system bore-holing Nevada 

		. . . tearing holes in its body.



					FRED



		Is this about Echo Pass? We weren't exactly

		doing this.



					ZORANA



		 I don't know, Fred, I don't know where 

		Wanda was going? But it doesn't seem to 

		be where YOU are coming from, or where 

		you are going.  You can-well we can, start

		with the purging of guilt, of fear, of loss, 

		and (quieter) of lies.



					FRED



		I see what you mean. But I really wouldn't

		know where to start.



ZORANA screams out a wild howl and then listens to the echo fading into the depths. One by one, then all together, everyone howls, then listen to the echo-the last person to scream is FRED.



Cut to:



81. ZORANA again leads the caravan with the Russian sitting next to her now and FRED driving RUTH in the hay-truck.  Suddenly CRANE'S car passes them again, going east as they go west.  The caravan gets far out in front, as CRANE pulls over to the side and does a U-turn again in pursuit of FRED.



Cut to:

					

82. The caravan enters Carson City, past the Highway 50 Motel and coming to a stop at a red light at a cross highway.  The light turns green and the caravan moves left remaining on US 50 and passing by the Nevada State Capitol building.  They start to ascend the Carson Grade, driving up the winding steep grade, from dry, low-shrubby desert-mountain sides to a wooded mountain crest. Over the summit they descend, spilling down the Sierra Mountain side toward Lake Tahoe.  Through some mountain tunnels they glide, finding themselves nearing the state line.



Cut to:



83. Highway US 50 at the state line, with gambling casinos on both sides.  The caravan stops at a red light and every open casino door pours out the sounds of people loudly throwing money around. Suddenly, up on one of the casino's marquee is the name "The Scream." 



					BANDMEMBER 3



		Hey here's our stop! 



					FRED



		(Yelling out of his car) You never said this is

		where you're playing.



					BANDMEMBER 1



		Hey, you never asked.



Cut to:



84. Stateline casino as "The Scream" blasts out a song, with FRED sitting in between ZORANA and MIA, with RUTH sitting next to ZORANA, and they watch the band perform, as MIA fires glances and stares in the RUSSIAN'S  direction as he stands offstage, but in sight of her.



Cut to:



85. ZORANA'S cabin and art studio next to Lake Tahoe, where the caravan starts to break up. They all unload RUTH'S belongings from the hay-truck and into a garage next to ZORANA'S studio. After everybody hugs and says their good-byes, the band, the RUSSIAN and MIA depart.



					FRED



		Hey, our daughter and the roadie are awfully

		friendly, I mean . . . 



					ZORANA



		Well, she is (her voice fades out) twenty . . .



ZORANA puts her arm around FRED, as does RUTH.



Cut to:



86. ZORANA'S art studio where she sits with FRED and RUTH. ZORANA looks at a stack of mail and finds a letter from WANDA adressed to her and FRED. She shows it to FRED who opens it, but then hands it back to ZORANA. 



					FRED



		She put your address on it so you read it.



ZORANA reads the letter to herself and then speaks.



					ZORANA



 		Wanda set this job up for you! In the 

		Silicon ValleyÑcalling it the computer 

		mecca that's perfect for you. She says

		she always loved youÑand she always

		loved meÑand there's some important

		unfinished business that needs taking

		care of. But some of the business involves

		delicate matters that could be traced to

		me, so she sent it to the only other place

		where we can get to it and do what we

		feel is right. But she doesn't say where

		she sent it.



Suddenly they both stare at each other and before they can say a word, RUTH speaks.



					RUTH



		Wanda sent it to Mia.



					ZORANA



		Wanda knew something was going to 

		happen. But how could she get my MIA

		involved in something that sounds like

		it could be dangerous.



					FRED



		We need to call her.

				

ZORANA tries to call Mia's cell phone, but it's not working.					

					ZORANA



		We've got to drive to Berkeley now. 



					FRED



		Okay. You're right. Your daughter-

		our daughter! Let's get going.



Cut to:



					

87. Two front doors of ZORANA'S vehicle open up. FRED jumps behind the steering wheel, RUTH sits next to him.  As ZORANA gets into the back seat, CRANE appears, shoving ZORANA into the back seat and following her into the car. He puts a headlock on ZORANA as FRED leans over the seat. RUTH is aghast.



					CRANE



		Stay put and drive, Fred, or I'll snap her 

		pretty neck............and you know I can do it.



					FRED 



		Crane? You son-of-a-bitch!

																CRANE 



		All I want are the documents.



					FRED 



		What are you talking about?



					CRANE 



		Start driving, stay near the lake!



ZORANA sits still with a killer lock on her as CRANE fidgets around next to her.



					FRED



		What's with you, CRANE?



					CRANE 



		What's with me?  What's with me? 

		What the hell is with you?  You and 

		wonderful Wanda, that bitch, ball-

		buster. Shit, you were such a wimp to her.



					ZORANA 



		You are talking about my dead sister!



					CRANE 



		That make you psycho too . . .  Are you like her?



					ZORANA 



		Not quite!



					CRANE 



		You're lucky!  



					FRED 



		I don't know what you want, but let the 

		women get out of the car!



					CRANE 



		You don't even know a fucking thing, about 

		Wanda, your land, your job, or your god-

		damned life. She was one shrewd character, 

		cool and cunning and we, along with some others   

		you have no idea about, had some incredible plans 

		until that bitch started really feeling sorry for all  

		those suckers who sold their land to us, thinking  

		they're partnersÑreally caring about the Indians-

		and the fucking environment. And Wanda, after 

		all those years, protecting you, keeping you in the 

		dark, masterfully playing out our money game. 

		Snap! She starts feeling guilty, starts bailing out of 

		our business dealings, somehow managing to rip me

 		off-taking important legal documents which contains		the rights to most of my land ownings and money.			Well, she's dead and I need those documents or my 

		life is worth shit. I own those documents now!



FRED drives the car down a dirt road at the edge of a slope above the lake as CRANE holds his headlock on Zorana, and RUTH remains motionless next to FRED. The car hits a giant pothole bouncing everyone into the air with CRANE'S headlock pressuring ZORANA'S face.  CRANE relaxes for a moment and ZORANA grabs his hand and puts a big bite on it, causing him to lose his hold on her and freeing her to move across the seat. Suddenly RUTH, who had been frozen in fear, leaps into the back seat, and, with ZORANA, starts beating on CRANE. FRED yells out to ZORANA and RUTH.



					FRED 



		Get out . . . 



ZORANA and RUTH grab the door handles and flinging open the car doors, they leap out. FRED reaches over the seat and grabs CRANE, who in turn jerks FRED into the back seat The car hits another pothole and heads over the ledge and into the lake. 



Cut to: 



88. The lake where the car went over the ledge. ZORANA and RUTH look down off the ledge and view FRED and CRANE struggling as the car sinks in the lake.  They start to run down the hill to the lake as the car disappears under the water.



Cut to:



89. Inside the car-underwater as it fills up with water. CRANE and FRED struggle in the back seat as the water overtakes them rapidly.  CRANE starts putting a hold on FRED but is in need of air and pushes FRED aside, now swimming through an open window. FRED swims after him, grabbing CRANE'S leg and while holding him rolls up the window hard onto his foot.  CRANE struggles but can't get his foot out as he runs out of air. FRED finds that he is trapped, too, and, rolling down the other window, attempts to escape as he too runs out of air. Suddenly he finds himself face-to-face in the clear water with MR. HEPP, who looks over at CRANE trying to free himself. MR. HEPP looks back at FRED, and helps him slip out of the window, then assists in his glide  to the surface. Once FRED breaks free of the cold water, MR. HEPP quickly dives back into the water in an attempt to save CRANE, but, when he swims up to him, finds he is too late. CRANE floats dead in the water, still dangling from the car as his foot remains caught in the window. Music suddenly stops.



Cut to:

					

90. The lakes edge where ZORANA, RUTH and a shivering FRED stand motionless as MR. HEPP walks out of the water and approaches them. He suddenly stops and looks back at the lake, and so do FRED, RUTH and ZORANA, who wait nervously on the edge of the lake. The water just touches their feet as there are no bubbles surfacing any more, and FRED, RUTH and ZORANA look at each other, then at MR. HEPP.



Cut to:



91.  FRED, RUTH and ZORANA, still in their same positions, with a tow truck pulling the car up to where the roof alone shows out of the water.  Sheriffs scour the area, walking around with MR. HEPP, who looks serious and acts professional.



					MR. HEPP 



		This is definitely end of the line for Crane, 

		but it doesn't have to be for you three!



					FRED 



		I can't believe what he said about Wanda, 

		my........(cut off)



					MR. HEPP 



		I know who she is, who all of you are, I guess, 

		and, shit, I know too goddamned much. The 

		book's out on Crane for good, and Wanda, but 

		what are you going to do with all that you were 

		left by her?



					FRED 



		All of what? I got the house, some

		savings accounts, life insurance-but

		I never got any of the business stuff-

		I wasn't involved in that. I can't even

		believe she's gone. I keep seeing her 

		face . . . Look, I was mayorÑI don't

		know anything about her and Crane's

		business ventures. I just don't have

`		what's you're looking for. I guess I was

		in the dark, and, wellÑhey, I'm sorry but

		I just don't have what you're looking for.

		I don't even have my house or much left

		in savings and I never thought of, let alone

		checked into, the life insurance because . . .



					MR. HEPP



		Don't jive me, Fred! Didn't she leave you 

		anything else?	

				

					FRED



		No, I'm not jiving you.



					MR. HEPP 



		Then what about the sweet sister?





MR. HEPP looks over at ZORANA.





					MR. HEPP 



		What did your sis leave you?



					ZORANA 



		If she left us something we never got it!



					MR. HEPP



		Wait a minute, I didn't go through all the hell 

		of tracking all of you down that lonely piece of 

		shit road called US 50; getting my head smacked, 

		you know what I mean, and dumped, and soaked, 

		and finding my car with four flats, you know what 

		I mean! You, Fred, have been left a lot, and it's not 

		my place to say it, but, legally and illegally, Wanda 

		somehow screwed over CraneÑa smart, shrewd and

		sinister man-who had a law degree to go with his 

		real estate license, and cared for no one's interests

		but his. He thought he could let Wanda do all the

		work and then at the perfect time turn around and 

		rip her off and leave her dry while taking possession

		of all the real estate and all the cashÑbut Wanda was

		one, intelligent and ambitious woman. Crane mostly,  		Wanda too, altered environmental impact reports and 		worked out an ingenious system. She believed she 

		could make money by taking land away from the			people while helping them out at the same time. Crane

		saw the perfect opportunity to steal her blind and

		leave the town and most likely the state. Well, the game 		got bigger than she expected. I was to bring Crane in, 		alive, before he gobbled up the gains and covered up his 		trail. He was one ruthless guy, suspected of killing 			Wanda, though there's no real proof. But now they're 		both dead, and nobody knows where the so-called 			substantial fortune is-that's right-somehow she left you 		a sizable fortune of land and money-a fortune from the 		misfortunes of the people of Echo Pass. If you discover

		something-whatever-here's where you can reach me.

			

MR. HEPP hands FRED his card and walks off.

			 

Cut to:



92. ZORANA'S art studio-everyone is sitting, exhausted.



					ZORANA 



		OK. I finally contacted Mia and (interupted

		by Fred) . . . 



					FRED 



		Is she still what the Russian?



					ZORANA 



		His name is (trying to think of his name. . . 

		I donÕt even know his name! The main thing

		is that everything is fine. I asked her about 

		the box from WandaÑshe has it and is not

		going to touch it until we get there. 



					FRED 



		GoodÑsheÕll be fine, I mean thereÕs no more

		Crane. So letÕs get a good nightÕs sleep and 

		take check out the box tomorrow. (He picks

		up a photo.)



ZORANA looks at the photo FRED holds out.



					FRED 



		There is Crane, next to Wanda. I wonder 

		if he killed her?



					RUTH



		It's time to get back with the living! Crane 

		wanted some documents bad enough to kill 

		for them, so they definitely hold some value. 

			

				

Cut to:



93. FRED is running through treesÑdressed in his Olympic running gear, and when he comes to a stop to take a breath, an arrow sinks into the tree next to him. He looks way off in the distance and can't help but see CRANE, again raising his powerful bow, ready to unleash another arrow in FRED'S direction. FRED takes off running at full speed, dashing through trees, while dodging rock, wood and water obstacles. Another of CRANE'S arrows sticks into a tree just ahead of FRED, who can hear CRANE calling out.



					CRANE



		This is the kind of game I like-I've always 

		had your name on one of my arrows.



FRED picks up speed, and as he looks back, an arrow is ready to make contact with him. 



Cut to:



94. Inside a bedroom, where FRED bursts out of his sleep and nightmare, sitting up in bed with a sweat on his brow-letting out one quick, shrilling scream, and looking like he wants to scream more. But RUTH, laying next to him, calms him down.



					RUTH 



		It's just a bad dream.



					FRED



		No shit-are you sure it was a dream (he 

		looks around).



					RUTH



		It was a dream. Come here.



RUTH takes FRED in her arms and they settle back onto the bed.



Cut to:



95. US 50 going west over Echo Summit and leaving the Tahoe area. FRED drives a van with ZORANA in the back seat and RUTH next to him in the front. On the backside of the summit FRED pulls over to the side of the silver fork of the American River.



Cut to:



96. Highway 50 winds it way out of the Sierras. The van ascends a foothill pass having just left the Sierra Nevada with Highway 50 spreading out as it unwinds. ZORANA, RUTH and FRED look out the windows as they pass over a last foothill and look at the highway descending into the hazy Great Valley. They pass through the wide-spread Sacramento area, past the downtown and capital area to where US 50 joins Interstate 80 west.  They pass the fruit trees that line the highway with a train passing over the flooded rice fields. They move west through the hot, hazy valley as an upbeat musical piece fills the air. Urbanization sets in as they pass over the Carquinez Bridge and continuous little cities along the highway and oil refineries lining the North Bay. They pass the racetrack, with the horses thundering around the back stretch, and they enter the city of Berkeley. After a short distance, they arrive at MIA's flat.





xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx

		



Cut to:



97. The San Francisco Bay, next to the highway at sunset-the "people's sculptures" of the Emeryville mud-flats strike interesting alignments with the great open bay. The Golden Gate Bridge rises in the far background on the exact opposite side of the bay, and FRED strikes a sculpture-like pose as he casts into the bay with his fishing pole. The sun sets beyond the mouth of the San Francisco Bay, spraying its last rays off the Golden Gate Bridge.



Cut to:



98. A computer firm with the name "Future View." FRED enters the computer office accompanied by music only. He approaches the secretary sitting behind a desk and is directed toward a chair where FRED walks to and sits down. As soon as he is seated he is summoned by the secretary and gets up quickly, moving toward the room at the end of the secretary's pointing finger. He moves through the door and is greeted with a handshake by a wide-smiling, man who stands up from sitting behind his desk, where two official-looking women sit, staring at him.  FRED stops just short of the desk where the man is standing.



					MAN 



		You have been expected . . . a week ago . . . 

		but let us say how sorry we are about Wanda.  

		We offer our sorrows and respect of, and for, 

		Wanda's knowledge and fortitude.  We welcome 

		you, Fred, to our Future-View team. We know 

		you will give us that effort and expertise you 

		possess as a Olympic-level athlete, and a leader 

		in both the public and political arenas that you've 

		been involved in as a well-liked, well-respected 

		mayor!



					FRED

		

		Yeah! Well-liked . . . well-respected . . . EX-

		Olympic-level mayor-who was run out of town 

		because he-because I, was NOT a leader. I also lost 

		my home, and the only life I had known.



FRED turns still, and quickly slides into a trance-staring strangely at the professing man, then glancing over at the robot-like executive women at the end of the desk-no one is moving-they're frozen for a long moment.



					MAN 



		Well, Fred, I truly am sorry about Wanda.

		She was a business firestorm who had her

		goals, and unfortunately she was caught 

		stretching the rules-rules that are always

		being stretched. You know that Fred? You  

		have to know, I mean, Wanda was a player,

		a very good one. But she made a couple of

		bad plays-we all do, and we just hope that 

		they don't end up losing the game, which can 

		also caused Forced Premature Retirement (FDR). 

		Bottom line is it's who you know, and you better

		 know the right people. And you better watch 

		your back. (Pausing) But that's all in the past, and 

		we're offering you a future- a whole new life, no 

		strings attached. Just be the major team player

		we know you can be, and you will rise to the 

		top again.



FRED shakes off the trance of the man's corporate bullshit and answers back.



					FRED 



		Because Wanda set this up for me I decided

		to hear you out-but guess what? No thanks.

		Like so many others, you're full of shit. All

		you do is preach team play, and promise a 

		bright and profitable future which turns out 

		to be lucrative for the one's at the top, like

		yourself. Us middle men just keep spinning

		our wheels in one place while you make your

		gains off the losses of the everyday person.

		I've got more important things to do, like 

		distancing myself far from you and your

		cronies.



FRED turns and takes a step toward the door, suddenly stopping. He walks over to the snotty-exec women speaks in their direction.



					FRED



		Hey, ladies . . . don't subjugate yourself to

		somebody like this guy. Believe me, have

		some pride-be your persons- control your 

		own lives . . . (breaking into a big smile), and, 

		that's it . . . that's all . . . thank you . . . 



FRED turns back and heads out the door. He seems both relieved and confident, stopping at the secretary's desk. 



					FRED



		And that goes for you, too!



Cut to:



99. Int. of MIA'S flat in Berkeley, in a reflection of the dancing mirrors with poles attached, MIA, FRED, ZORANA and RUTH are gathered tightly around a table with a box on it. They all look down at the box with a curious nervousness-the name on the box is the name "MIA" and her address, with no return address. MIA slowly opens the box, pulls out some crumbled newspaper used for package padding, and suddenly is looking down at a photo of FRED sitting on a chair, holding a young MIA, with WANDA and ZORANA standing on both sides of him. This was the box that WANDA had mailed off before her accident, and MIA pulls a large envelope with FRED'S name on it out of the box, and looking up into his eyes, hands it to him.



					MIA



		Here . . . this looks like it's for you!



FRED takes the big envelope, and while MIA keeps taking photos and memorabilia out of the box, he opens the envelope and pulls out a handful of official documents.



					EVERYONE BUT MIA



		(Excitedly) The documents!





The documents included some land grants, pending land sales, and copies of environmental impact reports that had been altered by CRANE. And there's also three letters for FRED, ZORANA and MIA from WANDA, which FRED reads outloud.



					FRED



		My wonderful Fred-whatever happens to

		me, remember, I love you, and I'll always

		love you. I'm sorry for all the shit that's 

		coming down, and I'm deeply sorry if you're

		being hurt by any of it-but I blew it for ever

		getting involved with Crane. So here are all 

		the important documents, papers-everything

		you need to bury him. Please give it all back 

		to the community-to the original owners, and

		especially the Native Americans. Throw a flower

		into our reservoir, like we used to do in the

		beginning. I'll be back to face my consequences 

  		pretty soon. I just need a little time to clean out

		my mind, clear my soul, and energize my spirit.

		I don't know where I'm going-but wherever it is,

		don't worry. I can take care of myself.



A tearful RUTH hugs a tearful FRED from behind, as ZORANA and MIA, also overcome with tears, read their letters from WANDA-the tears continue as music replaces the words and the camera angle moves into a view from the top looking down. Everyone gathers into a group hug-and moves in a flow with the music, which segues into classical music. 



Cut to:



100. A theater where FRED, ZORANA, RUTH and a smiling RUSSIAN watch MIA dance in a production-her graceful moves captivating them as her vision, intertwined with the music, stirs their feelings. After the production, MIA gets a hug from RUTH-a longer hug plus a kiss from her mother ZORANA, and then she is approached by a proud and glowing FRED, who kisses her lightly on the lips, then he kisses her forhead, and they tightly hug.



					FRED



		You're beautiful-I'm so proud. of you.

		. . . you all . . . you've saved my life.



Breaking out of their hug, MIA holds FRED'S hands at arms length, and responds.



					MIA



		And so has aunt Wanda. Now I think you  

		complete her life by following her wishes.



					ZORANA



		Our Mia is right, Fred-you need to do what's right!



					RUTH



		Yes Fred, do what's right!



From behind, the RUSSIAN is suddenly next to FRED, who's suddenly startled by the touch of the RUSSIAN'S  hand on his shoulder.



					RUSSIAN



		Fred-do what's right my friend!



The RUSSIAN gives FRED a hug, and then he hugs ZORANA, and then he moves off to the side with MIA-his eyes transfixed by her beauty as they both hug each other tightly-and then kiss passionately. FRED  watches the kiss, his eyes opened wide-and then ZORANA moves up and puts her arm around FRED-and they both stare at their daughter.



					ZORANA



		It's all right FRED, you'll get use to it-your

		daughter will be fine-she knows what she's

		doing.





Cut to:



101. A BART train-car during the daytime. FRED sits between ZORANA and RUTH as the skyline of the East Bay passes behind them and they sit, all in a contemplative state. FRED looks at ZORANA and grabs her hand.  He then looks to his other side and smiles at RUTH, taking hold of her hand.



Cut to:



102. The BART train passes over the suburbs and through Oakland, stopping to pick up passengers, then beginning again, shooting into the trans-bay tube that passes under the bay.



Cut to:



103. Inside the BART car which is well lit and hums with motion, FRED, RUTH and ZORANA sit among a group of people talking, reading, staring out of windows into the black of the tube as the sound of movement echoes in their coach.  Running lights and flashes of artificial light pass by the windows as a large, staggering man comes into the coach from the back part of the train and starts hassling some people.  He is distraught, drunk, loud, with a violent nature, subjecting anyone in his path to havoc.  He starts confronting an elderly man sitting next to the door.  FRED whispers, more in ZORANA'S direction.  



104. The thug seems ready to bust loose with rage. FRED slowly gets to his feet and stands looking at the man, who glares back. He eases himself away from the clinging RUTH and ZORANA, heading off the enraged man in the middle of the aisle. FRED'S confrontation with the man begins by not causing more anger through an aggressive nature.  Using a more  Zen-like approach, without fear or words, he turns the violence and menace around on the man. To the surprise of FRED and all those in the car the raging man suddenly calms,  followed by the man weeping.  FRED gets him to sit down and helps to comfort him, joined by ZORANA and RUTH, who look stunned as the other people in the coach remain frozen by the incident.  The coach goes black in a  stage-like manner.



Cut to:



105. Inside a six-passenger plane with the hum of the high-cranking engine. FRED, ZORANA, MIA and RUTH huddle together inside the snug cockpit. Looking out the window, they seem close enough to touch the Rocky Mountains as they start to descend.



106. The Colorado Rockies where FRED, ZORANA and WANDA grew up, and near the Native American reservation, where the casino was suppose to be. FRED, ZORANA, MIA and RUTH are gathered with the townspeople. In the back of the congregation of townsfolk is MR. HEPP, who smiles as FRED signs over all the legal papers, including bank notes, land grants, environmental impact reports, some money-and virtually gives back all that he had unknowingly helped WANDA and CRANE take-stunning all of FRED'S former neighbors, who reach out to touch him as he moves away from being the center of attention. 

 

					A VOICE 



		Hey, welcome home Mayor Fred!



ZORANA, RUTH and MIA look over at a smiling, and touched, FRED.

				

					ZORANA 



		You've returned! You took some action, which is more 

		than I can say about a lot of other people.



					RUTH 



		You've said that you don't know if you'll ever 

		find peace? Well, this is a damned good start!



					MIA



		Hey Uncle . . . hey dad-I'm proud of you.



FRED, ZORANA, MIA and RUTH move together into a four-way hug.



Cut to:



107. FRED runs down the side of highway, passing a US 50 sign, and as a train rolls past FRED, leaving him behind, the credits appear and follow the train which is parallel to the highway.



THE END



					







  




