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EXT. TAFT COUNTY - DAY

Vel cone to TAFT COUNTY. A rural paradise. And by “paradise” |
nean “dirt”, and a lot of it. The smartest man in town noved
to HOUSTON to assi stant-nmanage an Arby’s six nonths ago...
The year is 2005.

EXT. THE BUTZ' S HOUSE - N GHT

Qur story begins in a small, trashy house that stands al
alone on a barren stretch of land. Qut front sits a few
junked cars and tires for sale for a dollar or two, cash.
Seens |ike sonmething straight out of a David Al len Coe
bal | ed.

I NT. THE BUTZ' S HOUSE - N GHT

The place is a dunp. A worman’s touch obvi ously waved “see you
in hell” a long tine ago.

THURMAN BUTZ, 15, sits at the kitchen table. He's physically
imature. Weak. Quietly painting a picture of HS CAR with
acrylic paints.

Pan across the table where he sits. Beautiful draw ngs strewn
across the tabletop -- THURMAN SHOA5 PROM SE AS AN ARTI ST.

H s scruffy, big-boned father, R CK BUTZ, 44, is plopped on
t he couch. Watching an old TV show. Eating an old TV dinner.
That sits atop an old TV tray.

Rl CK was probably the captain of his high school football
team judging by the class of ‘73 letterman's jacket still
hanging on the wall. Hs intimdating build is a far cry from
hi s puny, soft-spoken son’s.

Suddenl y, unbeknownst to his father, THURMAN spills red
acrylic paint all over the table. It drips onto the floor:
SI LENT PANI C

THURNVAN
(To hinsel f)
Oh no.



THURMAN begi ns cl eaning up the ness stealthily -- so as not
to bring it to his father’s attention.

R CK
(Fromthe living room
THURMANI Grab me anot her beer.

THURMAN nervously grabs a beer fromthe cooler and places it
on the TV tray.

He returns to the red nmess. No matter how nmuch he blots,
wi pes and diverts, the ness only seens to multiply.

On his hands and knees now. He scrubs wildly. H s eyes neet
RICK S | arge, farm beaten cowboy boots.

RI CK (CONT’ D)
GOD DAM T, THURVAN' | told you
not to buy those fuckin faggoty
paints in the first place!

THURNVAN
|’msorry! It was an accident! [|’'m
SO sorry!

R CK

Onhhhh. You're sorry huh? | don’t
think you' re sorry, boy. Not yet!

THURNVAN
|"mso sorry, | swear. |I'Il clean
it up. Please!

The pal mof RICK S |arge hand bl ankets the | eft side of
THURVAN S face when he SLAPS his son dizzy.

R CK ( CONT’ D)
Just because you' re sorry does that
nmean |’ m supposed to feel sorry for
you? Way do you fuck around with
this shit anyway?

THURVAN
I Iike--



Rl CK
Answer ne boy!

THURNVAN
(Timd)
| like to draw

A tear wells up and THURVAN can’'t help but to let out a
sni vel .

Rl CK grabs THURMAN by the nouth and stands hi m up.

RI CK (CONT' D)
What the fuck was that? SPEAK UP
SON!

THURVAN

(Wth conviction)
| SAID I WANT TO BE A FUCKI NG
ARTI ST!

Rl CK
Ch yea?!

RICK grabs a hand full of THURVMAN S artwork and begi ns
ripping it to shreds.

THURNVAN
No! No! Pl ease st op!

THURMAN tries to intervene but RICK slaps himagain, |ess
hard this tinme but degradi ng. THURMAN submts.

RICK tosses the shreds in the fireplace in a fit of anger and
then cal ns. ..

R CK ( CONT’ D)
Amw. Horse-pile! Wiat the fuck are
you waiting on, son?! PICK TH S
SHT UP!

THURMAN begi ns cleaning the top of the table. R CK grabs him
by the hair and slans his head on the linoleumfloor into the
red paint.



R CK
What ‘er you? Retarded? The fl oor
first, noron. It’s seepin toward
ny Persi an.

It’s not a Persian -- THURMAN diverts it away fromthe rug
anyway.

RICK, not quite satisfied, grabs THURVAN by the hair and
slans his son’s head against the wall behind him slightly
cracki ng the drywall .

R CK ( CONT’ D)
(Qut of insults)
Need | speak anot her word?

RICK lets go and begins his exit. As he wal ks out he | ooks
down at his own two hands which are now COVERED I N RED PAI NT.
He nakes two fists and exits.

THURVAN is left alone in the dimy it kitchen. The bl ood-red
paint on his face is a perfect canouflage for his freshly-
bl ed gashes.

He cl eans.

FADE TO BLACK.

I NT. THURVAN S BEDROOM - THE NEXT MORN NG

THURMAN s al arm sounds, 7:00 AM He readies hinself for
school conpleting his outfit with dark sungl asses to concea
a fresh bl ack eye.

I NT. LIVING ROOM - DAY
RICK sits at the table with his construction hat on.
As THURVAN wal ks out the front door:
R CK
(Quilty)

Hey.
( MORE)



RI CK (cont'd)
M ckey, Bill, and D no are comn
over after work. Maybe, we’'ll tip a
f ew back toget her huh? Just the
five of us.

RICK S attenpt at maki ng amends is answered only by the back
of THURMAN S head and a qui ck sufficing response.

THURMAN
Sur e.
EXT. SIDE CF THE ROAD - DAY

THURMAN is nmet by his best friend PENNY-SUE GAVI N, 16.
Bl onde, white-trashily sexy.

PENNY- SUE
Mor ni ng Thur man.

THURMAN
Hey Penny.

PENNY- SUE

Ch geeze not again! Lenme see.
She | ooks under THURMAN S gl asses.

THURVAN
It's alright.

PENNY- SUE
No, Thurman it’s not alright.
Every two weeks you’ ve got anot her
one of those and every two weeks
you say the sane thing. This has
got to stop!

THURNVAN
Relax. 1'Il be out of this town
soon anyway.

PENNY- SUE
You’' ve been saying that since the

fifth grade.
( MORE)



PENNY- SUE (cont' d)
Wien are you gonna | earn? You’' ve
got to stick up for yourself? You
get wal ked all over at hone, you
get wal ked on all over at work.
Wien are you gonna | earn, Thurnan?

THURNVAN
Vell | guess I...

PENNY- SUE
By the way, why’s your car parked
in the garage? You never park it in
t he gar age.

A BLACK 1975 CHEVY SEVILLE. ..

THURNVAN
Dad |ost his ride in a gane of Razz
so he’s borrow n m ne.

PENNY- SUE

Borrowing it? But that’s your car.
THURNVAN

I know.
PENNY- SUE

| mean it’s not |ike your car I|ike
you would say nmy car is ny car --
because though |I drive it, everyone
knows the pinks are in ny nonis
nanme. That literally is your car
Your nomgave it to YQU before she
left. She didn't leave it for that
fuckin” scunbag.

THURNVAN
(Rhetorical)
Yea wel I, what’ er you gonna do?

He's gotta get to-n-from know what
| nmean?
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