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INT. BART’S BILLIARDS BAR - NIGHT

The type of place people go to die a slow, drunk death. 
Grimy. A number of BROKEN MEN sit around the bar. Locals who 
know nothing else. 

BLAISE CAROTHERS (18) uncomfortable on the barstool doing his 
best to blend in. A half-drunk beer in his hand. 

He’s an awkward, insecure kid who wants to find a simple 
answer to happiness. Messy blonde skater hair, dirty clothes. 

A man next to him DARNELL MAREN (50s) plump, but happy-go-
lucky, carries on a conversation with Blaise. Life’s been 
hard but he fights on. 

DARNELL
So I drive around the state for em, 
makin’ sure people’s happy. 

BLAISE
Are they?... Usually happy?

DARNELL
Yeah, course. S’good fertilizer. 
Hell of a lot cheaper than some a 
the other ones you find around 
here. 

Blaise nods, turns back to his beer. 

A few seats down, the boisterous ART WATNEY (25) motions 
wildly as he speaks. His loud voice now the only sound 
besides the CLACK of billiard balls.

Art’s a lanky vagabond. Hair greasy and long. Facial hair 
unkempt. His clothes have seen better days. A thick Southwest 
accent

ART
The broad’s husband has his gun 
trained on his wife’s lover and I’m 
stuck in the middle. I drop to the 
ground waiting for shit to hit the 
fan when the woman drops next to 
me. Cool as a cucumber, she turns 
and says, “What’s your name again? 
I think I’m gonna have some extra 
space in my heart after today.”

With a noncommittal grunt, the PATRON acknowledges he was 
spoken to and focuses on his drink. Art throws a bored hand 
at the man.



A no-nonsense BARTENDER points at Blaise for an order. 

BLAISE
Lone Star... Please.

Art sizes up Blaise. Stares at his profile until finally 
Blaise looks his way.

ART
You look a little outta place here 
kid.

BLAISE
Just trying to have a drink. 

ART
And drinkin’ you are. Just makin’ 
sure you ain’t out past curfew.

No response.

ART (CONT’D)
Church is around the corner. Maybe 
you should search for answers there 
instead of in a bottle young buck.

BLAISE
I don’t need answers.

Art slides the few seats over.

ART
You sayin’ you’re not a God fearin’ 
man? Shit’ll earn you a few good 
licks from the right person.

BLAISE
No, I...

ART
You got all the answers then?

Nothing but a blank stare.

ART (CONT’D)
How about this... if you’ve got all 
the answers and you’re a proper God 
fearin’ Christian. I’ve got a 
question for you.

With no direct refusal, Art carries on.
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ART (CONT’D)
Who would you say cut Samson’s hair 
in the good book?

Blaise takes a quick look at Darnell who watches him closely.

BLAISE
Delilah.

ART
Oh, kid. It was good drinkin’ with 
you.

Art slides back down to his original seat. Shakes his head. 
Leaves Blaise confused, even a little angry.

DARNELL
He’s right. Delilah.

ART
Okay.

(to Bartender)
I’ve got his next one.

BLAISE
Whatever asshole. I didn’t ask to 
be bothered.

ART
Kid’s got a mouth on him. Look, 
it’s okay to be wrong every once in 
a while. Learn that early in life.

BLAISE
Stop calling me kid, you don’t know 
me.

ART
I’ll call you what I want. Kid.

Blaise turns back to his bottle. Not in the mood. The more he 
thinks about it, the less he can sit still. Blaise bursts...

BLAISE
If I’m so wrong, who the fuck did 
it?

ART
You know what, you’re probably 
right. I feel bad ruinin’ your 
night now. What do you say we put a 
little wager on it. Just enough to 
cover your drinks. I mean, it’s a 
surefire win for you anyway.
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Blaise recoils slightly. Any time money is on the line, the 
doubt creeps in.

BLAISE
I’m good.

ART
The balls on this kid! Even your 
pal here say’s so. You, across the 
bar. Who cut Samson’s hair?

A DOWN-AND-OUT looks up and confidently responds.

DOWN-AND-OUT
Delilah, you arrogant prick.

ART
(to Blaise)

See.

DOWN-AND-OUT
Stop pickin’ on him, I’ll put ten 
on that.

ART
We’ve got a taker. 

(to the Bar)
Who else wants in. I’ll match and 
if I lose you all are drinkin’ on 
me. 

Darnell watches the whole bar skeptically.

DOWN-AND-OUT
Ay, Jacki, come here.

JACKI, a large biker, and two of the other POOL PLAYERS 
stumble over.

DOWN-AND-OUT (CONT’D)
Throw in on this. Who cut Samson’s 
hair?

Jacki defers to a buddy.

BUDDY
Delilah.

DOWN-AND-OUT
That’s right, throw in.

Money lands on the bar. The Down-And-Out’s money joins the 
pot. The Bartender stays seated.
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ART
All up to you now Kid. Be the hero, 
let these men drink on me.

DARNELL
(to Blaise)

You ain’t gotta play with this 
fool, you know. He’s just tryin’ to 
rile you up over nothin’.

Blaise looks around at the greedy eyes of the other patrons. 
Darnell puts a hand on the bar to signal Blaise to stop. It 
doesn’t work. Blaise takes out his wallet. Art is ecstatic.

ART
There we go. What have we got? 

(to Bartender)
Please tell me someone’s got a 
bible.

A final ten joins the pile. The Bartender walks over with a 
bible and counts the stack of money.

BARTENDER
Forty.

ART
That’s a good haul. I like this 
bar. Good people here.

Art matches, it’s everything he’s got. The Bartender smooths 
out the crumpled bills. Satisfied with the amount. Art opens 
the bible. Scans through pages.

ART (CONT’D)
Shit, where’s this happen?

A few chuckles from the gallery.

DOWN-AND-OUT
Book of Judges.

ART
Right.

Art murmurs as he scans for the exact passage.

ART (CONT’D)
Rulers... Philistines... Silver... 
Here we go.

(tempered)
After putting him to sleep on her 
lap...
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He looks over the patrons like an expectant teacher.

ART (CONT’D)
She called for someone to shave off 
the seven braids of his hair.

DOWN-AND-OUT
God damn it.

JACKI
(to Down-And-Out)

You got next round, dipshit.

Down-And-Out drops his head. He can’t believe it.

ART
(to Down-And-Out)

A shot for you sir for bein’ such a 
good sport. Maybe Y’all should go 
back to Sunday school.

Finally, Art turns to a mad-as-hell, Blaise.

BLAISE
That was bullshit.

ART
Like I said, learn to be wrong kid. 
It’ll get you far in life.

BLAISE
Fuckin’ scum.

Art starts to react, but a hand grabs his wrist. Startled, 
Art turns. The Bartender has his hand, he slaps the winnings 
in with a scowl and lets go. 

With the money in tow, Art scoots out, past the prying eyes. 

Blaise drops a five on the bar, Darnell puts a hand on it. 

DARNELL
It’s on me. You got scammed. 

Darnell pulls a few small bills out of his wallet. Hands them 
to Blaise with his own five. 

DARNELL (CONT’D)
You need it more than I do. 

Blaise takes it with a silent nod, guilt creeps over his 
face. The Bartender takes the money from the bar, his eyes on 
Blaise. 
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BARTNEDER
I’d reconsider.

He motions Blaise in close. Whispers...

BATENDER
You pull a stunt like that again 
anywhere in this town and I’ll 
know. Next time, I won’t hesitate. 

A CLANK as a pistol lands on the bar under the Bartender’s 
hand. 

DARNELL
Christ, Man. Put that shit away. He 
got played just like the rest of 
us.

The Bartender backs off. 

DARNELL (CONT’D)
(to Blaise)

You best get. 

Pure terror in Blaise’s eyes. Darnell looks deep into them, 
now considering if he’s got things mixed up. Before he can 
decide Blaise bops out of there as fast as he can. 

EXT. BART’S BILLIARD BAR - SAME TIME

Across the street, Art watches Blaise leave, tearing down the 
street. Art pockets his haul. Starts after him. 

EXT. STREET - SAME TIME

Blaise looks around, but misses Art who approaches fast from 
the shadows. Blaise’s hands pump into a fist. Art is only 
steps away now.

Blaise looks the other way and Art steps to him. When his 
hand lands on Blaise’s shoulder, Blaise yelps, turns and 
swings. Art dodges it, grabs Blaise into a headlock 

After a few seconds, Art releases, ruffles Blaise’s hair. 
Blaise is still on high alert. 

ART
Damn, I scare ya?

BLAISE
He pulled a fucking gun on me. The 
bartender, he knew.  
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Art looks back, a questioning look. 

ART
He didn’t know shit. 

BLAISE
I thought he was gonna shoot me.

ART
But he didn’t. 

(levels with Blaise)
Hey, you did good. Now put it out  
a your mind. You’re safe with me. 

Art smacks Blaise’s shoulder and pulls him forward.

ART (CONT’D)
Now let’s get back ‘fore one a them 
fuckers comes out.

They continue walking toward the flashing red neon sign of 
The Victoria Inn.

INT. VICTORIA INN ROOM - NIGHT

The boys lie on their separate beds. Blaise has circles under 
his eyes, looks exhausted. Blaise digs through the bills in 
his pocket. When he get’s to the door...

ART
Just get some sleep while you can, 
Kid. You look like shit.

BLAISE
I need a bag of chips or something. 
We’ve barely eaten today.

His hand on the broken doorknob. The door bursts open bashing 
Blaise in the face. A FURIOUS OWNER yells at the startled 
boys.

FURIOUS OWNER
What the fuck is this? Hey, you 
little fucks owe me for the room 
and the lock you broke.

BLAISE
Ow, shit.

Blaise can’t get his bearings. Art is in full defense mode. 
He grabs his backpack. Stands right in front of the owner, 
knife at his side.
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ART
Don’t make this get ugly.

FURIOUS OWNER
Pay me right now. Two hundred for 
the room and lock.

Art looks around him, the door handle hanging askew, kicked 
in. The Owner steps closer.

ART
Go.

Blaise bolts for the door, blood spilling from his nose, just 
escapes the owner’s grasp. With him distracted, Art shoulders 
the Owner to the ground and pushes Blaise down the hallway.

The Owner tries to pursue, but Art and Blaise are down the 
steps, sprinting across the driveway.

EXT. HIGHWAY 59, TEXAS - NIGHT

The darkness is pervasive. Desert all around them. A place 
void of hope. Gassed, panting, they come to a stop, far 
enough away at this point. 

The pain surges in Blaise’s nose. He falls to the ground.

BLAISE
It’s fucking broken. Damn it this 
hurts. 

ART
Hey, hey. Stop. Sit up. 

Blaise struggles into a sitting position. Back against a 
large rock. 

ART (CONT’D)
This ain’t gonna feel good. 

As Art steps over Blaise, he squirms, freaks out. 

BLAISE
No, no, get the hell away from me. 

ART
Stop fucking moving!

Art grabs Blaise’s face. The pain bringing tears to Blaise’s 
eye. Art clamps down on the broken nose. 
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ART (CONT’D)
One...

With a sickening crunch, the nose pops back into place. 
Blaise passes out. 

EXT. PASTOR WILLIAM PALMER’S HOUSE - NIGHT

A bouquet of flowers in hand. PASTOR WILLIAM PALMER (40s) 
looks at the door, biting back his nerves. 

William is a slight man with short, wispy blonde hair. His 
clerical collar is open, shirt unbuttoned. His kind eyes 
captivating, His presence is warming... but not right now.

He walks in...

INT. PASTOR WILLIAM PALMER’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Eyes on the prize, he tosses his keys on the table and walks 
to the stairs. One after the other until he spies the door at 
the end of the hall. It’s closed.

His eyes squint in question just a bit. Steps toward the 
door, maybe we hear a moan. He opens the door. LISA PALMER 
(40s) sits in a chair, no pants, vibrator in hand. 

Lisa knows exactly what she wants in life, though lately 
things have taken a turn. She’s strong willed to the point of 
being stubborn when it’s something she believes in. 

She looks up, mortified.

LISA
Fuck, William!

He closes the door, back to it. Stands there his face small 
in agony of the situation. 

WILLIAM
Sorry... I.

LISA
What are you doing home? I thought 
you we’re working late?

WILLIAM
I was. I thought I’d... surprise 
you or something. 

Awkward silence. 
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WILLIAM (CONT’D)
Maybe I could join you, or...

The vibrator cuts off. The silence says it all.
WILLIAM (CONT’D)

You’re right, bad idea.
LISA

I just... 

WILLIAM
I’ll meet you downstairs. Sorry 
again. 

He walks off, head bowed. Flowers forgotten by his side.

INT. PASTOR WILLIAM PALMER’S HOUSE - BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Lisa drops her head on the back of the chair. She tosses the 
vibrator on the bed. The pink toy in stark contrast to the 
pristine white duvet. 

EXT. HIGHWAY 59, TEXAS - DAY

Looking, better, but still worse for wear, they trudge down 
the road. Sun bakes their necks. Blaise’s eyes bloodshot, 
dried blood still on the swollen skin.

Under the dark tan, Art’s body is decorated with sun scars. A 
faded tattoo creeps down his left tricep. 

ART
(counting money)

Sixty seven. Plus whatever the good 
man gave you. 

Blaise slows, doesn’t want to put it in Art’s outstretched 
hand. 

ART (CONT’D)
Everything’s shared between us, you 
know the rules.

A few bills add to the pile.

ART (CONT’D)
That makes eighty five.

BLAISE
How far can that get us?

ART
We’ll see what the next town’s got.
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Blaise looks around. He tries to control the pain, his shaky 
nerves. There’s only desert ahead of them.

ART (CONT’D)
And get someone to look at that 
nose. Shit, that looks rough. 

BLAISE
Yeah. Delilah scam again?

ART
You like that one did ya? No, gotta 
switch it up. You’d be surprised 
how word travels.

BLAISE
If we don’t find another town?

ART
Critters haven’t bothered you yet 
have they?

This does nothing to quell Blaise’s fears.

ART (CONT’D)
I told you this wasn’t pussy and 
gold every night.

BLAISE
(defensive)

I know.

In the distance, a car. Art sidesteps along the shoulder. 
Thumb out. The car screams by. He falls back to Blaise. As if 
hearing Art’s thoughts...

BLAISE (CONT’D)
I can handle it.

ART
I know you can, kid.

EXT. HIGHWAY 59, TEXAS - REST STOP - DAY

Under an awning to protect them from the sun. Art uses his 
shirt as a pillow. Blaise, face clean, dumps chip crumbs into 
his hands. Downs them. Looks longingly at the vending 
machines.

He closes his eyes, bobs before he shoots back awake. A van 
pulls in. Two overweight CHILDREN and their matching PARENTS 
exit. The young ones are menaces. Screaming and obnoxious.
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CHILD #1
I just want a coke. Come onnn.

MOM
No. You don’t need any more sugar.

CHILD #1
This is bullshit.

The Mother grabs the Child’s face.

MOM
Don’t make me wash that mouth out 
again.

She SMACKS his bottom before she waddles off. The Child’s 
tears come in full force.

CHILD #2
Dad. Please.

DAD
(indifferent)

You heard your mother.

CHILD #2
This is stupid.

CHILD #1
Pleaseeee. Come onnnn.

CHILD #2
You guys suck.

The Dad can’t handle it. He pulls out his wallet. Hands it to 
them.

DAD
You can share one if you shut up.

Like he just won the lottery, Child #1 instantly stops 
crying. Blaise watches the boys. They pull out bills from the 
wallet. Shove them into the machine.

The Coke drops down and the boys sprint off to the car as 
their mother walks out.

MOM
Where the hell did you get that?

They don’t care. Dad knows the jig is up.

MOM (CONT’D)
Are you fucking kidding me Jerry?
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Her rant continues as Blaise looks back to the vending 
machines. There on the floor is a wallet. Forgotten. Art is 
fast asleep. Blaise thinks fast. Runs over.

The leather is smooth under his fingers. The decision is 
anything but easy.

MOM (CONT’D)
Get in the car, we’re wasting time 
with this shit.

Blaise jogs to the car as it kicks to life. He KNOCKS on the 
driver’s side window as the car backs out.

DAD
We don’t have anything, sorry.

He continues backing out. Blaise holds up the wallet. A look 
of relief as the window rolls halfway down.

BLAISE
You dropped this.

DAD
Thank you so much.

He takes it. Blaise continues standing there.

BLAISE
Uh, our car broke down a few miles 
away, any chance you could help us 
down the road a bit?

MOM
You expect us to believe that? Get 
out of here. We don’t have room or 
money.

Blaise doesn’t move.

BLAISE
Maybe just a dollar?

The Dad wants to help out. He starts to open his wallet.

MOM
Damn it Jerry. Are you crazy? He 
could be trying to rob us. Drive.

He rolls up the window and backs out. Across the grass, Art 
eyes the scene. When Blaise starts back, Art pretends to 
sleep. Blaise sits lightly on the bench.
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ART
And she wonders why her kids are 
fucking assholes.

BLAISE
Yeah. I shoulda just taken it, but 
I thought a ride would get us more 
in the end.

ART
It’s fine. I wouldn’t have lasted a 
minute in that car anyway. Money 
would have been nice though.

BLAISE
It was so easy, I don’t know why I 
gave it back. That was dumb.

ART
Survival mode kicks in when you 
need it most. You’ll know it when 
it happens. Me, I woulda taken it, 
but it’s kinda cute you didn’t. 

Blaise sneers at the word, cute.

ART (CONT’D)
Hey, it’s cool, we work for our 
money like anyone else.

Head back on the shirt. Blaise stares at the car disappearing 
over the horizon.

INT. DARNELL’S CAR - DAY

A cramped car, CB radio strapped to the dash. It crackles. A 
few food wrappers. Darnell drives along tapping his fingers 
on the wheel to a tune in his head. 

DARNELL
Runnin’ down a dream...

The CB comes to life.

TRUCKER (V.O.)
(on CB)

Got a bear in the bushes headin’ 
East just past mile 62. 

TRUCKER 2 (V.O.)
(on CB)

Sum bitch got me last time I passed 
through. 
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DARNELL
Bear in the bush, bear in the 
bush...?

TRUCKER 2 (V.O.)
(on CB)

Last time I got a bear bite, I had 
my pecker in some commercial 
company. 

TRUCKER (V.O.)
(on CB)

Ha, gotta watch out for that, 
they’ll bite it off if you startle 
‘em too much!

A slew of laughter comes through. Darnell joins in, flips it 
off as his cell rings. 

DARNELL
Crazy bastards.

(on Phone)
Hey, honey.

INT. DARNELL’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM

Book in her lap, MARY JOE relaxes on the couch. She’s portly, 
unassuming but loving. She follows the bible as if it we’re 
the only truth. 

MARY JOE
(on phone)

How’s the road?

INTERCUT as necessary.

DARNELL
They’ve got me runnin’ through 
every small good-for-nothin’ town 
in Texas. It’s a back breaker. 

MARY JOE
Oh, baby I’m sorry. The layoffs are 
killin’ everybody. 

DARNELL
At least I’ve still got towns to 
drive to.

MARY JOE
Amen. When are you to be home 
again?
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DARNELL
Tomorrow night. Might make church, 
we’ll see. 

Darnell passes a cop on the side of the road, his face lights 
up. 

DARNELL (CONT’D)
Bear the in the bush! Hot damn. 

MARY JOE
Watch your mouth! That darn CB, I 
knew I shouldn’t have...

DARNELL
It’s fine, I’m sorry. Look I have 
to concentrate on drivin’. Kiss the 
kids for me. I love you. 

MARY JOE
I love you too. 

When he hangs up, Darnell grabs for a small notebook. He 
writes, poorly, as he drives... Bear in bush: Cops. Laughs to 
himself as he drives on.

EXT. HIGHWAY 59, TEXAS - DUSK

Another long stretch of road. Maybe the same one. Who can 
tell. The sun sets behind them. A deep orange glow. The last 
few heat waves still ripple off of the ground.

ART
Six.

He points ahead. Both squint. They can just make out a 
scurrying armadillo.

BLAISE
Good eye.

ART
Hard as fuck to kill, but they 
taste good enough if you get one.

BLAISE
What haven’t you eaten?

ART
You’d be surprised what you’ll eat 
when you’re hungry enough. Except 
prison food. That shit is brutal.
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BLAISE
You were arrested?

ART
No big deal.

He darts off a few steps.

BLAISE
Where you going?

ART
I gotta take a piss. Damn.

The second he’s gone. Blaise’s face is uneasy. Behind and 
ahead, the darkness is all encompassing. He bites back pain 
from his broken nose. 

From his pants pocket he pulls out a wrinkled photo.

CLOSE ON PHOTO: a Slightly younger Blaise. Acne and braces. 
His parents on either side all smiles, arms over their son’s 
shoulders.

Blaise calms a little. FOOTSTEPS behind him. He shoves the 
picture back in his pocket.

ART (CONT’D)
I once shot an armadillo with a .22 
at about 30 meters. Fucker was just 
scurrying... What?

Blaise looks on incredulously.

BLAISE
You have a story for everything 
don’t you?

The pain eats away at Blaise, searing and instantaneous. It 
passes, Art says nothing.

ART
When you live as long as I have, 
shit happens.

BLAISE
You’re like five years older than 
me.

ART
That’s a lifetime when you’re out 
on the street. If you ain’t gonna 
let me tell stories, What have you 
done with your life? 

(MORE)
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Workin’ at stranded lanes or 
whatever must have been so damn 
fulfilling.

He doesn’t have an immediate answer.

BLAISE
I played Willy Wonka in a fourth 
grade play.

ART
Shit, isn’t that somethin’? Blows 
my story outta the water. Any other 
classics?

BLAISE
I was good.

ART
Doesn’t seem like you’re good at 
much else. Maybe that’s why your 
step-dad hates you.

Blaise is stone silent. His face puckered in shock. Art just 
keeps rolling on.

ART (CONT’D)
Your words man.

He catches the shock and anger in Blaise. He obliges with 
something nice.

ART (CONT’D)
But you’re passable at acting 
downtrodden. Must be those Willy 
Wonka skills.

BLAISE
Screw you.

ART
For real. Maybe we can use that 
actin’ to our advantage. I’ve been 
thinkin’ of going bigger than just 
this Delilah scam shit anyway. 
There’s so much more out there we 
can hit, we just gotta think out 
the box. Crazy as you can go, 
preachers from Oklahoma in a 
roadside church, gamblers from 
Reno, the cards always on our side. 
You can bring the acting chops. 
I’ll bring the plan. That’s when 
life’ll be good. 

ART (CONT'D)
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Behind them, two headlights crest the horizon. Art taps 
Blaise’s shoulder. He looks up slowly.

With a thumb out, Blaise steps into the street. His depressed 
look doesn’t change when the car slows.

In the driver’s seat, half covered in shadow’s is the DRIVER 
(40s). He’s a bear of a man, big thick beard. The window 
squeaks as it rolls down. His voice is softer than expected.

DRIVER
Where y’all headed?

ART
Next town worth stoppin’ in.

The Driver looks down the highway. It’s a long deep stare. He 
looks to Blaise, slightly behind Art.

DRIVER
I could use the company.

INT./EXT. CUTLASS SUPREME/HIGHWAY 59 - LATER

Blaise sits tepidly into the front. Art lounges in the back. 
He grabs an empty bottle of JIM BEAM from the ground.

ART
You drink this tonight?

DRIVER
Would you get out if I had?

Art tosses the bottle back to the ground. Backpack under his 
head, he spreads out.

ART
Real safe. You mind, my man?

DRIVER
As long as one a you’s awake.

Blaise settles in, still uncomfortable. The Driver flicks his 
eyebrows in Blaise’s direction. Bites his lip.

INT. CUTLASS SUPREME - LATER

Signs for Inez pass by on the right. The town slowly starts 
to appear. Bleak and run down.

DRIVER
Where y’all lookin’ to go again?
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Blaise looks back at Art for guidance. Fast asleep.

BLAISE
Somewhere we can blend in, settle 
for a bit.

DRIVER
Well it ain’t this place. How come 
he gets to sleep?

Blaise just shrugs. He fights to keep his eyes open. Trust is 
not on his side at the moment. 

INT. CUTLASS SUPREME - LATER

The monotonous road is taxing. Blaise’s eyes droop. The 
Driver looks over COUGHS loud to rouse Blaise. He  finally 
perks up as they pass through another town.

The Driver rattles the empty coffee cup in the holder. Blaise 
turns to speak, but the Driver cuts him off.

DRIVER
Edna’s a bit bigger than Inez, but 
Trust me, this ain’t the place 
neither.

BLAISE
(uneasy)

I dunno. I think this might...

He again turns to Art. The Driver places an aggressive hand 
on Blaise’s shoulder.

DRIVER
I’ma get you as close to the next 
town worth stoppin’ in.

The Driver flips the radio on. Static on almost every 
station. Finally he finds one. Emphatically from the 
speakers, a voice booms...

BILLY MARSH (V.O.)
(on radio)

And GOD grabbed me by the hands! He 
grabbed me and led me back to 
redemption! I feel him in this room 
right now. FEEL HIM AROUND US 
ALL...

ART
What the fuck is this?
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THE DRIVER
Shit, Billy Marsh. Evangelical 
pastor. Shit’s the only thing that 
comes through round here. Guys got 
a jet, massive church in Dallas. 
All for sayin’ shit about God. 

ART
Mind turnin’ it off? God gives me a 
headache. 

THE DRIVER
Suit yourself. Just tryin’ to keep 
me awake. 

He clicks it off. Art settles back in. At a crossroads, the 
Driver continues straight onto a small one-lane road. Blaise 
looks around nervously. The hand still rests on his shoulder.

DRIVER
(off Blaise)

Shortcut. Damn, I’m the one that’s 
got two strangers in his car.

He’s got a point. Blaise slumps down. Sheds the hand.

DRIVER (CONT’D)
What are you boys anyhow? Walkin’ 
down the highway in the middle the 
night like that.

BLAISE
Just going for a hike.

DRIVER
You drifters? I’ve picked up my 
fair share and ain’t none as put 
together as you boys.

BLAISE
We’re not drifters.

He turns to the window slightly. Anything to end the barrage 
of questions.

DRIVER
All right. I get it.

He get’s it for only a few seconds.
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DRIVER (CONT’D)
Drifter tail as good as they say? 
Friend who drives a big rig says 
you can find sweet Lot Lizard all 
across Texas.

BLAISE
I wouldn’t know.

DRIVER
Me, I’ve seen ‘em round, but ain’t 
my disposition neither.

He winks and smiles. His gold tooth glints as he looks 
between Art and Blaise. Grabs his lower gut.

DRIVER (CONT’D)
Knew I shouldn’t a had that second 
cup. I gotta piss like a race 
horse.

The car slows. Stops on the side of the road. Without turning 
it off, the Driver steps out. He leans back in.

DRIVER (CONT’D)
I ain’t stoppin’ again.

Blaise looks back. Art is dead asleep. Blaise purses his 
lips. Stares at the keys in the ignition.

When the Driver is at the side of the road, Blaise steps out.

EXT. HIGHWAY 59, TEXAS - CONTINUOUS

A few feet away, Blaise undoes his belt. He turns slightly. A 
light laugh from the driver.

DRIVER
Sure are a timid one. Your friend 
this shy too?

The Driver shakes his leg.

DRIVER (CONT’D)
I get that, you never know who 
you’re getting into a car with. 
First rule a the road, give the 
driver a tip. 

Before Blaise knows what’s going on, The Driver has his pants 
around his ankles. He turns to Blaise.
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DRIVER (CONT’D)
I’ll go first, how about that?

Blaise is frozen in place. He stares at the dick in front of 
him bewildered. The Driver isn’t shy about it, but he’s 
getting a bit antsy. Looks back at Art. 

DRIVER (CONT’D)
It ain’t gonna...

With ferocity, Blaise shoulder checks The Driver into the 
ground. 

DRIVER (CONT’D)
Sum Bitch!

It’s a sight, him trying to get back to his feet. Blaise 
sprints to the car. He hops into the front seat as The Driver 
hikes his pants back up. He gains speed.  

DRIVER (CONT’D)
Don’t you fuckin’ dare.

Blaise slams down on the gas pedal. Dust kicks up behind the 
car as it fishtails onto the pavement and burns past The 
Driver.

BLAISE
Sorry!

From the back seat, Art stirs. He climbs over without a word. 
Looks in the glove compartment. A gun and a half empty bottle 
of booze. Art closes it. 

ART
(re: Glove compartment)

Nice. 
(to Blaise)

You surprise me every day. 

BLAISE
(adrenaline coursing)

He wanted... Well. He thought. 

ART
Yeah, that should have been 
obvious. 

BLAISE
Fuck.

Art watches the shocked Blaise. A ripple of laughter spills 
out. 

24.



ART
You look like you’ve just seen a 
dick or something.

The laughter starts slow, but grows as Blaise sheds the 
adrenaline. After a good belly laugh he winces and grabs his 
nose. 

ART (CONT’D)
You’re finally just doin what it 
takes to survive. Knew you had it 
in ya. 

Art pats Blaise on the shoulder and settles in. Blaise 
running on pure adrenaline and fear.

ART (CONT’D)
I’ve taught you well. 

INT. CUTLASS SUPREME/HIGHWAY 59 - LATER

Headlights illuminate the suffocating darkness ahead. 
Blaise’s head droops with sleep. He fights it off. Looks to 
the sleeping Art. 

Blaise pulls out the picture of his family. He smiles at it 
and props it up against the dash.

EXT. LAKE JACKSON, TEXAS - NIGHT

A large sign welcomes them to Lake Jackson, Texas. Population 
15,325. Just past the welcome sign is another for the JACKSON 
FERTILIZER COMPANY, the words set against a patch of grass.

A long drive leads to a massive fertilizer plant half a mile 
down the road. Just down the road from it sits the Cutlass 
Supreme, pushed into the bushes.

The boys already a hundred yards away.

EXT. LAKE JACKSON INN - LATER

Another motel littered with beat up cars and trucks. The 
glass windows that protect the lobby are streaked with dirt 
and grime. 

Art drops Blaise on a bench outside of the office. His face 
is beat to hell, nose swollen. His head knocks on the glass 
as he leans back. 
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INT. LAKE JACKSON INN - LOBBY - CONTINUOUS

The door DINGS. Art steps up to the counter. Nothing. He 
RINGS the counter bell once. A beady-eyed, shifty ATTENDANT 
(30s) comes from the back.

He sniffles and sits in the chair.

ATTENDANT
Room’s sixty.

ART
Ooh, boy I wish I could do that.

With a look of, “Please not today,” the Attendant stares on.

ART (CONT’D)
What time is it now? Probably 
pushing three or four. What kinda 
deal can we make?

ATTENDANT
Sixty.

Art thinks.

ART
What if I were bringin’ a lady of 
the night up to one of these fine 
rooms for say, an hour. How much 
then?

The Attendant looks deep into Art. He looks left and right.

ART (CONT’D)
Hypothetically.

ATTENDANT
Be twenty.

ART
Come on then, cut me a deal. How 
many good times have been had here 
tonight? We’ll take one a the dirty 
room until housekeepin’ kicks us 
out.

The Attendant sigh, rolls his eyes. Art points back to Blaise 
who is motionless on the bench.

ART (CONT’D)
We’re just weary from the road and 
need a few hours rest. Kid’s got a 
busted nose. 

(MORE)
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Want to be honest and not break in. 
You already got paid for the 
night’s services. Slide this in 
your pocket and point us in the 
right direction.

A ten sits under Art’s hand. A room key slides next to it.

ART (CONT’D)
Much obliged.

EXT. LAKE JACKSON INN - CONTINUOUS

The DING stirs Blaise. He sighs with relief when Art shows 
the key.

ART
Two-four-two. Lucky number for the 
night. You need some fuckin’ sleep 
my man.

Art is halfway up the nearest staircase when Blaise finally 
hoists himself up.

INT. ROOM 242 - LATER

A neon glow from the motel sign shines through the weak 
curtains. The boys share a queen bed. Art’s hair still wet 
from a shower.

ART
Hey, an honest night’s sleep. Get 
it while it’s hot. 

Blaise sits in front of the mirror, inspecting his swollen 
face. Still almost unrecognizable under the puffy skin.

INT. ROOM 242 - LATER

Blaise motionless on his back. Eyes wet with lasting tears. 
They twitch every few seconds until they finally close.

INT. MOTEL ROOM - SAME TIME

An alarm rings. A hand comes down on it silencing the noise. 
Darnell sits up and groans. He looks over at the neon green 
4:52am on the clock. 

He throws the covers off. His stomach hangs over his boxers 
as he stumbles, groggy, to the...

ART (CONT’D)
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BATHROOM 

The water splashes on his face and wakes him with a jolt. He 
shakes it out and sighs.  

INT. BATHROOM - LATER

Steam covers the mirror. He reaches out and grabs a towel as 
the water turns off. Darnell steps out looking refreshed, a 
small smile on his face. 

LATER

Shirtless, he shaves the little stubble until his face is 
clean and smooth. A towel dries his face. Into the...

BEDROOM

He walks with the towel over his shoulder. Grabs the small 
pot of coffee to pour a cup. It burns his mouth. His breath 
blows the steam away. 

Finally, he grabs a shirt and dons it proudly. Only then do 
we see the logo on the front pocket. JACKSON FERTILIZER 
COMPANY set on a small patch of green grass. 

He smooths the shirt down and grabs a bag and keys and walks 
out of the room. 

INT. ROOM 242 - CONTINUOUS

Blaise let’s out a quick yell that he silences immediately. 
Dreams keeping him awake. He takes in his surroundings. 
Accepts it, another sleepless night.

Art is dead to the world. Resigned, Blaise throws on a shirt. 
With a few quiet steps, he’s out the door.

EXT. LAKE JACKSON - OUTSKIRTS OF DOWNTOWN - DAWN

The town seems tired, but quaint. The storefronts are decades 
old, but somehow still standing, artfully adorned with new 
signs. 

Windows hold the promise of new goods. A bike shops, a gun 
store, new cowboy boots or hats. Diners and bars. Everything 
perfectly aged. 

In the distance, the top of a large cross. Blaise is pulled 
toward it like a moth to light. His face is troubled. 
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EXT. LAKE JACKSON COVENANT - LATER

The steeple’s lights pave the way as Blaise walks up the lawn 
of the church. The looming structure seems welcoming rather 
than foreboding.

Tall windows. White wood. The town cares for this place.

He tries the door. Nothing. He tries again. Locked. Instead, 
he sits on the stoop. The effort sending blood pulsing to his 
nose. It breaks out in pain. He drops.

He closes his eyes as if to fall asleep right there. A tear 
streaks down the darkened bruise when the door cracks open. 
An indeterminable face looks down on him.

WILLIAM
Son, are you all right?

Blaise doesn’t bother looking up. The door swings open wider 
and William Palmer crouches down. His presence, comforting.

His southwest accent is soft and only lightly pronounced.

WILLIAM (CONT’D)
What happened to you?

A grunt from Blaise.

WILLIAM (CONT’D)
I don’t recognize you son, are you 
from around here?

Blaise finally opens his eyes. He stays silent as William 
inspects the black eye, face growing with concern. 

BLAISE
Can I come in?

William thinks for a moment, but stands and gives way to 
Blaise.

INT. LAKE JACKSON COVENANT - CONTINUOUS

The large nave is softly lit by the offering candles that 
line the walls. William watches Blaise sink into the first 
pew. He sits gingerly next to him.

WILLIAM
Where is home?

The stories race through Blaise’s tired brain.
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BLAISE
It’s hard to explain. I feel like I 
haven’t slept in days. I keep 
having these dreams...

WILLIAM
Start with what happened to you?

BLAISE
I wanted to start new, but I think 
I fucked up. This isn’t what I 
wanted.

WILLIAM
Your eye?

BLAISE
Some people jumped us on our way 
into town. My brother fought them 
off.

WILLIAM
Stay here.

William walks off. So light on his feet, his footsteps barely 
make an echo. Blaise admires the massive room. Enough pews to 
seat over two hundred.

Behind the altar is a life-size crucifix.

A hand on Blaise’s shoulder startles him out of his fantasy. 
William holds a bag of ice and Advil. Blaise looks to the ice 
trying to stay calm. Downs the Advil dry.

BLAISE
Thank you.

Blaise flinches at the cold.

WILLIAM
It ain’t gonna feel good, but trust 
me, it’s worse without it.

Blaise gives in. Winces at first, but calms when the cold 
sinks in.

WILLIAM (CONT’D)
Let’s start with the easy 
questions. What’s your name?

BLAISE
Blaise... Nash.
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WILLIAM
Blaise Nash, it’s good to meet you. 
Pastor William Palmer. 

BLAISE
What is this place?

WILLIAM
The Lake Jackson Covenant. Put it 
together myself. Well God helped a 
bit.

William chuckles at his little joke. Blaise says nothing.

WILLIAM (CONT’D)
You’re right. Not the time. Let me 
just take off my Pastor hat and put 
on my civilian hat.

He fakes the actions like Blaise is a little kid who will be 
fooled.

BLAISE
I should go. Art’s not fond of 
talking to strangers.

WILLIAM
Who’s Art?

BLAISE
My brother.

WILLIAM
Where’s he right now?

BLAISE
At the motel, probably sleeping.

WILLIAM
Are your parents with him?

BLAISE
No.

Blaise looks around trying to find the right words.

BLAISE (CONT’D)
My brother and I just moved to 
town. Things weren’t going well 
with the neighbor we were staying 
with.

(points to face)
So we just left town and wandered 
here. But now we’re just...
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Blaise switches hands holding the ice.

BLAISE (CONT’D)
I don’t know. What’s worse home or 
here? I don’t even think my mom 
gives a shit that I’m gone.

He fights off the anger that’s swelling. Takes a deep breath 
and stops talking.

WILLIAM
The Lord is close to the 
brokenhearted and saves those who 
are crushed in spirit.

BLAISE
I’m not religious. I should really 
go. Thanks for the ice.

WILLIAM
Sometimes we don’t know what we 
need until it’s given to us.

The ice spills onto the pew. Blaise leaves it as he brushes 
past William.

WILLIAM (CONT’D)
At least let me call someone for 
your nose. Doctor Paulson is a 
wonderful man. He could...

Blaise walks off, a bit shaky, toward the door. 

WILLIAM (CONT’D)
Tell you what. How about tonight 
you bring your brother around for 
the sermon? This congregation is a 
family and that’s the most 
important thing at a time like now, 
being around those who love you.

A slight look of hope through tired eyes. It dissipates. 
William does nothing to stop him.

WILLIAM (CONT’D)
Stay and rest here, I can’t let you 
go wandering around alone in your 
state.

BLAISE
I’m fine. Just haven’t slept.
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WILLIAM
Whatever it is you’re not telling 
me, you’re going to have to face 
sometime. Prepare yourself for 
that.

Blaise holds at the door.

WILLIAM (CONT’D)
Accepting help when you need it 
doesn’t make you any less strong.

The heavy door clanks closed behind Blaise.

EXT. LAKE JACKSON COVENANT - CONTINUOUS

Blaise saunters across the yard, under a pink sky, without so 
much as a glance back. William watches. Tries to figure the 
truth out.

INT. PASTOR WILLIAM PALMER’S HOUSE - BEDROOM - DAWN

A modern colonial. Probably the nicest house in town. William 
can’t shake his time with Blaise. Hangs his shirt on the back 
of a chair.

In the bed sleeps Lisa Palmer. The sheets tight around her 
neck. He climbs on top of the covers. Lisa rouses.

LISA
You just getting home?

She tries to keep her eyes open. Looks at the clock. She’s 
wary. Tough times have left their mark.

WILLIAM
I had work to do.

LISA
It’s nearly six.

WILLIAM
There was a kid.

Lisa perks up nervously.

LISA
Oh?

WILLIAM
A boy.
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She releases a bit.

WILLIAM (CONT’D)
He looked like a catastrophe, a 
broken nose. Broken home, he was in 
a motel with his brother.

LISA
My God, that’s awful.

He flinches under her touch. She slowly pulls her hand back 
to herself.

WILLIAM
But there was something... off.

LISA
Sounds like he’s had a rough life, 
that might have something to do 
with it.

WILLIAM
No, I... don’t think he was 
entirely honest. His stories were 
all over the place.

Lisa stays quiet. Let’s William try and parse out his words.

WILLIAM (CONT’D)
He was just off.

LISA
You can’t help someone if they 
don’t want to be helped.

WILLIAM
He wanted the help more than 
anything.

LISA
William. You think you’re being too 
hard on yourself?

WILLIAM
There are two boys out there with 
nothing. I don’t think I’m being 
too hard, no.

(composing himself)
I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to snap.

LISA
Don’t take this out on me.

34.



WILLIAM
I want to start up the outreach 
program again. Finish what we 
started back there. 

Lisa freezes. The last thing she wanted to hear.

LISA
No.

WILLIAM
It’d be good for the community. 
This is bigger than you and me. 
It’s been long enough.

LISA
I’m not going through that again!

She turns over. End of conversation. William does the same, 
deep in thought. Not ready for sleep.

INT. ROOM 242 - LATER

The sun blasts through the windows illuminating just how 
dirty the room really is. When the door opens Art shoots 
awake. He rubs his eyes confused at the sight.

ART
Fuck are you doin’?

BLAISE
I couldn’t sleep. I took a walk.

ART
Shoulda slept. Who knows when we 
get a bed next.

Blaise tries to hide his longing gaze toward the bed. He 
walks over and sits on the edge of it. The dark circle around 
his eye, less swollen.

BLAISE
I’m done.

ART (CONT'D)
I was actually thinkin’ about 
that.

They stop and wait for the other to continue. Art stretches 
and resumes.

ART (CONT’D)
Today I think we lay low, survey 
the town and see what we’re workin’ 
with... Maybe run something.
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He looks out the window at the pink sky and scoffs.

ART (CONT’D)
Fuck, it’s gonna be a hot one. 

(to Blaise)
Maybe get a quick buck for lunch, 
then see about a place to stay.

BLAISE
(barely audible)

I think I want to go home.

Art turns to the messy bed and pulls the blanket off. From 
his own pack he detaches the ragged blanket hooked to the 
bottom.

ART
Don’t know why I didn’t do this 
shit in Victoria. This damn cum 
rag.

He looks over his tattered one.

BLAISE
(louder)

I’m sick of this shit.

ART
What?

The blanket rolls up neatly and replaces the old one.

BLAISE
It’s been a good five months. The 
good times were good, the bad... 
I’m going home.

ART
No ya ain’t.

Blaise’s hands shake. His voice raises as he speaks.

BLAISE
I thought this would be an 
experience. I don’t know what the 
fuck I was thinking. I’m not like 
you. Broken nose, I stole a fucking 
car! 

ART
You were surviving! I told you when 
you left this wasn’t no cake walk. 

(MORE)
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You left because this was better 
than spending another minute with 
that piece of shit step-dad and 
wasted mom. You wanted to become a 
man, start a life for yourself. Way 
I see it, you’re well on your way. 

BLAISE
It wasn’t that bad. I can make some 
money, get out in a few months. 

ART
If it was that easy, you’d a done 
it before. But hey, there’s the 
door. Go nestle on up in momma’s 
chest, safe and secure if she’s 
even sober enough to recognize you. 
You think that’ll make it better? 
Time makes you forget just how bad 
it was.

Blaise drops onto the foot of the bed, not having it. Art 
takes another approach.

ART (CONT’D)
How are you gonna get there?

BLAISE
Bus fare. Make a phone call when 
I’m closer.

ART
Where you gettin’ money for a bus 
fare?

BLAISE
Half my cut.

Art doesn’t have to say it. Blaise isn’t getting any cut. 

BLAISE (CONT’D)
I earned half that.

ART
Fuck if I care. I’m the one who’s 
still livin’ off the land.

Standoff.

ART (CONT’D)
Where were you last night?

ART (CONT'D)
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BLAISE
I went to a church. Talked with a 
pastor.

A KEY in the door. Art slowly turns to face...

HOUSEKEEPING. She’s a small Mexican woman who freezes at the 
sight of the two boys. Art motions for her to come in. They 
stand to leave.

BLAISE (CONT’D)
I just ended up there.

ART
What did you tell him?

BLAISE
No, nothing about last night.

ART
Shit. You talk to me. Don’t go 
spreading our business around.

BLAISE
He invited us to a sermon tonight.

ART
I’m pretty sure I’ll be struck down 
the second I walk into a church.

(Nodding at Maid)
Let’s finish this over breakfast.

Blaise throws his pack on, walks out first. Art nods to the 
cleaning lady.

ART (CONT’D)
Si, adios.

Snags a roll of TP on his way out.

INT. CONVENIENCE STORE - DAY

Blaise and Art walk around, up and down each aisle. Art slips 
a bottle of shampoo and a bottle of water into his bag as 
Blaise takes snacks to the register. 

He grabs a candy bar from Art who walks out unnoticed with 
his stolen goods. 

A PETITE CLERK scans the snacks. 

PETITE CLERK
Six fifty two.
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Blaise hands over a twenty. As she works the register he 
pulls out a wad of ones.

BLAISE
Also can I get a ten for these 
ones?

He pockets the change from the twenty and the ten. She counts 
the ones. 

PETITE CLERK
This is only nine. 

BLAISE
My bad. 

Blaise pulls out a few more bills. Hands over a one. Then 
drops two fives. 

BLAISE (CONT’D)
Actually can I just get a twenty?

She grabs it from the register, slides it across the counter. 
He stands there and stares a the money. 

PETITE CLERK
You okay?

BLAISE
I’m gonna sound like a real idiot. 
Can I have two tens for this 
twenty?

Confused, she does as she’s asked. When he has the money, he 
drops ten into the tip jar. All square. Heads out.

EXT. CONVENIENCE STORE - CONTINUOUS

Art pushes off the wall and meets Blaise’s stride. Blaise 
hands the ten to Art. 

ART
Where’s the rest?

BLAISE
She caught on... I had to bail. 

ART
Damn and I thought you were pickin’ 
up the shortchange like a natural. 

(pushes the money back)
You hold onto it for now...
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They dig in. The candy bar and Cheetos look disturbingly 
unappetizing. Art then pulls a small bottle of Advil. 

ART (CONT’D)
A gift. 

Blaise takes it, the gesture not lost on him. He downs three 
immediately. 

EXT. LAKE JACKSON, TEXAS - DAY

On a bench under an awning, Art and Blaise look out on the 
town. The orange dust wiped on their pants. A bottle of water 
passes back and forth.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - DAY

The boys lean against the side of a store. Art’s backpack 
rests on his leg. He’s relaxed. They have a view of the 
William Palmer’s church a few streets over.

ART
It’s fuckin’ atrocious.

BLAISE
I kinda like it.

ART
Of course you do. You grew up in a 
nice house you’ll always like nice 
things. Privilege never leaves you.

BLAISE
I’m not privileged. It was his 
money, his house. I was never 
welcome there.

A few parking lots to their left a cop car idles. Blaise 
stares at it. Art examines their money.

BLAISE (CONT’D)
Every time I see a cop...

ART
Just don’t look guilty. 

(off money)
Fuck, we’re still way too low. 
Haven’t had a big score in months.

BLAISE
You’ll be able to stretch it.
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ART
You seriously planning on going?

Art thinks. He watches as the STATE TROOPER drives by. He 
doesn’t look at the boys, but the moment seems to go so 
slowly.

BLAISE
Yeah, I am. 

ART
I guess that twenty should cover 
some bus fare. But that’s all 
you’re getting from me. 

BLAISE
Why?

Art’s tone shifts from soft to sharp as he speaks. 

ART
You’re an adult. Can’t force ya to 
stay... You should shower. You 
smell like shit. Churches still do 
collection baskets or whatever?

BLAISE
I think so. Why?

ART
The man invited us. We can’t show 
up empty handed.

Blaise tries to figure out Art’s angle. He debates how to say 
something before...

ART (CONT’D)
I’m gonna fuckin’ miss you man. 
Might as well spend the rest of the 
day with you. Even if it is... 
there.

Art give blaise a slight nudge with his elbow.

INT. LAKE JACKSON COVENANT - HALLWAY - DAY

Voices echo into the hall. Pastor William Palmer smiles and 
waves toward a departing parishioner.
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WILLIAM
I will absolutely remember to 
mention Alyssa in our prayers, 
thank you for letting me know. I’ll 
see you tonight.

He closes the door as he disappears into...

INT. LAKE JACKSON COVENANT - WILLIAM’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

The door closes and locks with a CLICK. William undoes his 
clerical collar and drops into his chair. He picks up the 
phone and dials.

The soft RINGS sound from the receiver. After the fourth we 
hear the message machine kick in.

LISA (O.S.)
(message machine)

You have reached the Palmer 
residence. We’re unavailable at the 
moment...

He hangs up forcefully. Walks out.

EXT. LAKE JACKSON COVENANT GROUNDS - DAY

Behind the church, across the ground sits a mostly built 
structure. William makes his way towards it. He unlocks the 
door, dust flies off as it opens. 

INT. YOUTH CENTER - CONTINUOUS

It’s dark and almost eerie. A large open concept space. 
William walks to the middle of the room, looks up at the 
skylights. He’s in a small pocket of light. 

The kitchen has appliances installed. A glint on the counter. 
William walks over and brushes the dust off of a plaque. It 
reads: William Palmer Youth Center. 

He takes it as he departs. 

EXT. POND - DAY

A small pond nestled back behind a row of trailers. It hardly 
looks any cleaner than the boys do, but at least it’s 
something. 
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They look around for prying eyes before Blaise gingerly 
disrobes and jumps in. Still a bit shy, naked around Art. He 
notices but doesn’t rib him.  

BLAISE
Fucking hell, why’s it so cold? 

ART
It ain’t heated. Here. 

He tosses the shampoo over. Blaise lathers his head and body, 
loving the clean feeling. 

ART (CONT’D)
If you’d a taken a damn shower in 
the hotel you wouldn’t be in this 
situation. 

Blaise dunks his head. Walks out, half covering himself. 
Looks at his dirty clothes. 

ART (CONT’D)
What?

BLAISE
Nothing. 

Slowly, Blaise works his clothes back on. Boxers first, 
making a point to cringe when the musty fabric hits his skin. 
Art begrudgingly pulls a semi-clean shirt from his bag. 

ART
Been saving this for a night out, 
maybe woo a lady... but, can’t go 
to church smellin’ like shit.

It doesn’t fit quite right, but Blaise sighs relief when it’s 
on. He stuffs the dirty one in his bag. Adjusts his pants.

ART (CONT’D)
We should crash for a bit before 
Church. 

Blaise doesn’t disagree. He nods over to a single tree across 
the pond. 

EXT. POND - DAY

The shade shifts away from him. He lies down, head on his 
backpack. His eyes never close. 
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EXT. LOCAL HARDWARE SUPPLY STORE - DAY

Another small town somewhere in Texas. Darnell walks out, 
sweat covering his shirt and face. He wipes it away with a 
handkerchief. 

Pulls out a phone and dials. 

DARNELL
(into phone)

Hey Honey, just wrapping, I’ll do 
my damndest to make it back for 
church tonight... I know, I’ll be 
prayin’ in the car if not. Love you 
too. 

Click. He walks to a shitty sedan and stuffs himself in it. 

EXT. LAKE JACKSON COVENANT - ACROSS THE STREET - DUSK

Dusk looms as Art and Blaise watch the church from the 
property edge. CONGREGANTS greet each other as others mill 
about on the lawn and in the parking lot. 

ART
Now we know where all the money in 
this town goes.

He pulls at their dirty old clothes. Blaise 

BLAISE
(off clothes)

I don’t think he’ll mind. He was 
nice.

ART
What’d you tell him anyway?

Blaise tries to think back. It’s all a little hazy.

BLAISE
We’re brothers. No family, living 
in a motel...

ART
Laid it on thick. And about that?

Blaise touches the broken nose that’s sprouted a black eye.

BLAISE
I think I said we got into a fight.
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ART
Anything else I should know?

BLAISE
(thinking)

No. That’s all.

Art can’t take his eyes off of the gigantic church.

ART
There’s a first time for 
everything.

They head up onto...

EXT. LAKE JACKSON COVENANT - LAWN - CONTINUOUS

The looks start as soon as the two start toward the church. 
The looks try to be subtle. Side glances. They pull their 
kids a little closer. 

Blaise focuses on the front doors. Art does his best not to 
antagonize the God-fearing folk.

He even smiles a warped smile at a YOUNG GIRL who won’t stop 
staring. She waves. Her FATHER sees and snaps her hand down. 
Art rolls his eyes.

ART
Real inviting Christians.

BLAISE
Give it a shot. They’re probably 
just confused about newcomers like 
any family would be.

ART
Like any family?

BLAISE
The Pastor said the congregation 
here is a family.

Art bites back a comment. They walk through the doors into...

INT. LAKE JACKSON COVENANT - CONTINUOUS

Art stops in the doorway. The vastness of the space is 
disarming. People filter around him.

Just inside the front door is a collection basket brimming 
with offerings. Art can’t look away.
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ART
Good things come to those who 
deserve them.

An USHER takes the full collection basket and replaces it 
with an empty one. Ideas are flying through Art’s head. 
Blaise’s hand on his shoulder brings him back.

BLAISE
You all right?

ART
Oh yeah, I’m great. I should be 
asking you the same thing.

Blaise shakes his head. 

They walk into the nave. Classic pews. Enough space for 300. 
They filter into one of the last pews and take their seats. 

ART (CONT’D)
(to neighbor)

Nice place you’ve got here.

The NEIGHBOR tightens, but can’t scoot away in the packed 
pew.

WILLIAM (O.S.)
I’m so glad you boys came today.

BLAISE
William, hi.

Blaise stands, shakes the Pastor’s hand.

WILLIAM
This must be your brother then?

BLAISE
Yes. Art.

WILLIAM
Mr. Nash, it’s nice to meet you.

A slight look of uncertainty as Art stands. It disappears 
quickly.

ART
I don’t believe I got your name 
from my brother here.

WILLIAM
Pastor William Palmer. Welcome to 
Lake Jackson Covenant.
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As he looks over his CONGREGATION, quick eyes avert their 
gaze. Art doesn’t miss it.

ART
So glad you invited us.

WILLIAM
It’s the least I could do. I’m so 
sorry about your parents.

ART
We appreciate it. Really.

WILLIAM
We’ll see what we can do. Please 
boys, make yourselves at home.

ART
God bless.

Blaise steals a sideways glance at Art. He takes his seat, 
eyes on the Pastor as he walks to the pulpit.

INT. LAKE JACKSON COVENANT - LATER

The lights are down. The room eerily silent. Looking hard 
enough, Pastor Palmer can just be seen in front of the 
pulpit.

WILLIAM
We see sinners everyday. They walk 
the streets, hiding in plain sight.

EXT. CAR - NIGHT

A car cruises along, alone on the streets. It comes into 
focus, Darnell behind the wheel. The car goes right past the 
Lake Jackson welcome sign.

WILLIAM (V.O.)
And when you boil it down we’re not 
that much different. They look like 
us, walk like us, talk like us. 
We’re the same right?

Darnell taps on the steering wheel along with some old school 
country.
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INT./EXT. DARNELL’S CAR/LAKE JACKSON - CONTINUOUS

Darnell looks out on the bleak, dark town, his mood 
undeterred by the state of disrepair. Ahead of him, the Lake 
Jackson Covenant shines like a beacon.

WILLIAM (V.O.)
I’ve turned the lights down to show 
you how those sinners live. When 
you ignore the word of God, you 
live in darkness.

With a smile, Darnell slows outside Lake Jackson Covenant. He 
debates for a second before he salutes the building as he 
drives past. 

Only a few streets down, he turns and quickly turns into a 
driveway. He steps out, breathes a deep sigh of relief.

WILLIAM (V.O.)
When they try to bring you to their 
world, they want to take the light 
out of you. They want you to forget 
this...

INT. LAKE JACKSON COVENANT - NIGHT

The LIGHTS flash on. Some shield their eyes. Others throw 
their heads back to bask in it. William’s voice swells.

WILLIAM
I want you all to remember that 
darkness when you find yourself in 
a difficult situation. Know that 
giving into that temptation is 
easy. The hard part is fighting it.

He pauses. Breathes out.

WILLIAM (CONT’D)
Now I want to shift gears here 
before we leave each other.

ANGLE ON ART AND BLAISE: Blaise is enamored and excited from 
everything that’s happening. 

WILLIAM (CONT’D)
As I know many of you have noticed, 
we have some special guests here 
tonight. How about we bring them up 
to the front. Blaise, Art join me.

They both freeze.
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ART
(whispering)

What the fuck?

The same neighbor who shied away, now encouragingly nudges 
Art.

WILLIAM
Don’t be afraid.

They exit the pew. Art holds his head high. The dubious looks 
are mostly replaced by intrigue with the Pastor’s 
introduction.

WILLIAM (CONT’D)
Last night while I was working 
late, I was distracted by a young 
man at our door. When I opened it, 
I found Blaise Nash, distraught and 
in pain.

They make it to the front. William pulls them up to his side. 
He stands closest to Blaise.

WILLIAM (CONT’D)
Blaise Nash and his brother Art 
lost their parents. They left an 
abusive neighbor who had pledged to 
take care of them, for an uncertain 
life on the road. Living in motels 
if they were so lucky that 
particular night. They wound up in 
this town and Blaise found his way 
here. Be it an act of God or a 
happy coincidence they are here 
with us tonight. How are you boys 
doing?

Blaise looks out over the congregation, frozen. Art covers. 
His voice can’t reach more than the first few rows of 
Congregants.

ART
We’re surviving. It’s mighty fine 
of you all to have us. We’re 
honored really.

He schmoozes well. Those who can hear are immediately 
endeared.

WILLIAM
These boys are my words in the 
flesh. Life got hard, but they 
never let that darkness creep in. 

(MORE)
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We need to emulate these attitudes. 
Spread the light around to those 
who need it.

William frames himself between the boys. Hands on their 
shoulders.

WILLIAM (CONT’D)
That is why I am so pleased to 
announce two wonderful things. 
First, we have done something a 
little unusual. The donations you 
all give typically go to upkeep of 
the church, events that we hold.
But tonight, after a particularly 
healthy turnout, I would like to 
present half of our donations to 
these boys.

From underneath the pulpit, William pulls an envelope nearly 
overflowing with cash. Art can’t believe it. He accepts the 
gift and looks in, mouth agape.

It’s more money than he’s held at one time in his life.

WILLIAM (CONT’D)
Secondly, the help does not end 
there. We are finally going to 
start our community outreach 
initiative. We’re going to spread 
the love and spread the light to 
those in need all across Texas.

Hands raise. Cheers from the crowd. From everyone except 
Lisa, who sits in the front row fuming. Art clocks her 
reaction. William avoids her fierce eyes.

Art’s voice cuts through the noise. Brings the Pastor to his 
side.

ART
We cannot accept this.

Blaise breaks out of his comatose state. He looks to Art as 
if he’s lost it. Everything they’ve wanted is in his hands.

WILLIAM
I don’t understand.

ART
We were always taught...

His voice can’t carry. This needs to be heard by everyone. He 
walks to the pulpit mic. As he speaks, the crowd dies down.

WILLIAM (CONT'D)
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ART (CONT’D)
While our parents were alive, we 
were always taught that we had to 
work for whatever we wanted. This 
is one of the most generous things 
anyone has ever done, but we cannot 
accept it.

WILLIAM
We don’t mean to tarnish that 
message, it’s a very important one. 
But this is for you to get started. 
A base to work from.

ART
I understand, but it’s too much.

He pretends to think.

ART (CONT’D)
I do have an idea. If it’s 
something you and the congregation 
agrees to of course. I know my 
brother and I could sure use 
something more than money right 
now...

Art gets into his character. He’s got something up his 
sleeve.

ART (CONT’D)
Money can put a roof over your 
head, but it can’t make you feel 
loved like family can.

He digs in the envelope and pulls out a hundred or so 
dollars. Hands the envelope back to a shocked William.

ART (CONT’D)
We want to be a part of this 
congregation. We want to work for 
that money that you all so 
generously gave to us. I can not in 
good conscience take it free and 
clear.

WILLIAM
Okay?

ART
I propose that you hold onto that 
money and act as our bank. 

(MORE)
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This will tide us over for the time 
being and you can help get us 
started by giving us a place to 
come and work off that donation.

He pulls Blaise in.

ART (CONT’D)
I know that would mean a heck of a 
lot more to us right now.

William is humbled. MURMURS in the congregation.

WILLIAM
I think that would be just fine 
with all of us. 

A few small cheers from workers sound from the crowd.

Art wears a warm smile as he looks out at all of his marks. 
Lisa slips out of the front row and heads toward the door. 
William flinches to stop her, but stands his ground.

INT. YOUTH CENTER - NIGHT

The room is dark. Art leads the way into the main room. He 
flicks the light switch to no avail. William and Blaise 
follow behind.

Art drops his bag. Looks around. Blaise holds a new ice pack 
to his nose. The swelling is aggressive, eyes still bruised. 
He’s almost unrecognizable in the dark. -

WILLIAM
Sorry about that, won’t have any 
electricity for a day or so. There 
are some candles, just don’t forget 
to blow them out. But the water 
should be good to go. 

ART
Pastor. 

WILLIAM
Let’s just go with William for you 
boys.

BLAISE
This is... great. 

WILLIAM
And we’re gonna find a doctor to 
look at that nose tomorrow. 

ART (CONT'D)

(MORE)
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Keep that ice on it, the swelling 
will go down.

BLAISE
This is more than I could have ever 
asked for. 

WILLIAM
There’s a lot of bad out there. I’m 
just trying to level the playing 
field for some. 

Art marvels at their new digs. 

WILLIAM (CONT’D)
Bunks and showers are just down 
there. I got you some of the 
necessary toiletries earlier. A few 
shirts and pants from the donation 
closet. Bunks might not be the most 
comfy, but... 

ART
Better than the ground. 

It’s almost an awkward standoff with all three silent in the 
room. Finally, William perks up and takes his leave. 

WILLIAM
You boys sleep as much as you want. 
I’ll be around in the morning, or 
whenever, tomorrow. Good night. 

ART
See ya.

BLAISE
Night. 

They’re silent for a long time after he leaves. 

ART
Well fuck me sideways. Guess I’ll 
let you stay tonight, then I gotta 
make up some story about why you 
disappeared.

The shock of it hasn’t worn off. Blaise looks to Art 
confused.

ART (CONT’D)
Well shit, you didn’t seriously go 
on and on about leavin’ earlier to 
now want to stay.

BLAISE
This is... I mean.  

WILLIAM (CONT'D)
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ART
This is everything you wanted. 
Stability, a real fucking life. 
That’s what we can build here. And 
shit I got a lot of ideas. You 
remember Billy Marsh or whatever? 
The preacher with the plane? That 
could be us. 

It’s a lot to process for Blaise. 

ART (CONT’D)
But I guess you don’t want to be a 
part of that. 

BLAISE
I just can’t take it on the road. 
The lack of food, the stealing from 
other people. 

ART
Hey, hey. Let me lay it out for 
you. 

(points up)
What’s that?

BLAISE
A roof. 

ART
(flipping through money)

What’s this? 

BLAISE
Money.

ART
Stability. Happiness. The answer to 
your problems. Your dead-beat step-
dad will never fuck with you again. 
Forget the life you had, you’re 
your own man now. You’re Blaise 
Nash.

He lets Blaise stew on it as the thought of everything hypes 
him up again. 

ART (CONT’D)
This is what I’ve been waiting for. 
Do you know how corrupt some of 
these guys are? Big time preachers, 
lining their pockets with millions 
from the God fearing folk of this 
country? 

(MORE)
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We’re done with Delilah, that was 
chump change. If you think that 
envelope was big, just wait. We put 
the pieces together properly and we 
could build a fucking empire.

BLAISE
What about everyone out there, 
who’s money we’re taking? I mean...

ART
What about them? We’re giving back 
to them. The church they’ll come 
worship in, the belief that God is 
all around them it’s all there. 
We’re giving them everything they 
want and they’re paying us for that 
service. And pay is fucking good. 

He gets right up in Blaise’s space. Almost nose to nose. 
Art’s demeanor is all intensity. Deadly serious. 

ART (CONT’D)
Are you with me right, now? You 
push all that shit you were 
thinking about before out, you hear 
me. I’m your family now. You and me 
til the end.

BLAISE
Yeah. 

ART
Are you fucking with me or not?

Blaise loosens, he finally laughs a bit, takes the handful of 
cash from Art. Can’t believe it all. His voice wavers a bit, 
but Art is too amped too notice. 

BLAISE
I’m with you. Yeah, I’m with you. 

ART
That’s right. This is what we’re 
meant to do.

Blaise’s face fidgets with excitement.

ART (CONT’D)
Nash Brothers Ministries. Multi-
million dollar empire. We’re gonna 
be rich.

ART (CONT’D)
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This number hits Blaise hard. Whether it’s true or not, that 
doesn’t matter right now. Art pulls Blaise into a one-armed 
hug. 

ART (CONT’D)
Damn I wish we had some booze to 
celebrate with.

Blaise leans back against the wall. Counts the money. Maybe 
he could get used to this. 

INT. BUNKS - LATER

Two bunks on either side of the room. Made up with sheets and 
blankets. The bed creaks as Blaise gingerly climbs in. A 
smile breaks across his face. Art calls in from the hallway. 

ART (O.S.)
I get top. 

BLAISE
You got it.

Blaise stares down at the money with reverence. He shoves it 
deep in his backpack, resolutely. 

INT. PASTOR WILLIAM PALMER’S HOUSE - NIGHT

The door creaks open, no lights on. William enters slowly. 
His face tenses. He knows. 

WILLIAM
Hello? Lisa?

Silence. William walks in with a calm but broken demeanor. 
Hope dissipates as he flicks on the kitchen light and sees a 
folded piece of paper on the table. 

WILLIAM (CONT’D)
Lisa? Come to the kitchen. 

He waits, hoping. Nothing. He Walks over, sees his name 
written on the note. The chair almost snaps under his weight 
when he drops in it. His face drained of color. 

INT. DARNELL’S HOUSE - KID’S ROOM - NIGHT

A cowboy hat night light illuminates the room. Two twin beds 
with sleeping BOYS on either side of the room. Darnell 
finished tucking in one and moves to the other. 
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He kisses his forehead and leaves the door slightly cracked 
on his way out. 

BEDROOM

Darnell let’s out a deep sigh as he sees his wife, Mary Joe 
under the covers.

DARNELL
Boys are down for the count. 

MARY JOE
They wear themselves out gettin’ 
excited for you to get home. 

DARNELL
How about I wear you out. 

MARY JOE
Darnell Maren, when did you start 
talkin’ that dirty? The truckers 
are doin’ a number on you with that 
CB radio. 

She kisses him, but he falls to the side.  

DARNELL
On second thought Babe, I gotta 
sleep. 

MARY JOE
You’re gonna work yourself to 
death. 

DARNELL
Anything for you and the boys. The 
company’ll come back.  

He rolls over. She grabs something from her night stand, 
reaches it over him. He turns and looks at it. A six month 
chip sits there. 

MARY JOE
I know it will. You forgot it this 
trip...

DARNELL
I noticed. 

MARY JOE
Seems like you did okay?

DARNELL
Haven’t stepped in a bar since. 
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She kisses him on the forehead and turns off the light. 

MARY JOE
I know you haven’t. 

He places the chip on his night stand. 

INT. BATHROOM - LATER

Art, showered, still damp, combs his hair back neatly. He 
looks in the drawers until he finds a disposable razor.

LATER

With the stubble gone, his face looks sallow and near gaunt, 
but he looks like the young man who plans to lead the church. 
Blaise sees the clean shaven Art.

BLAISE
Damn. Never knew you could look 
so... not homeless.

ART
Nicest thing you’ve ever said to 
me.

He jumps into the other top bunk, groans with satisfaction. 

ART (CONT’D)
Night, Bro. We did well today.

BLAISE
Yeah we did... 

INT. DARNELL’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Darnell, unable to sleep when it counts, lies in bed. He gets 
up to stare out the window. Looks back, grabs a jacket and 
shoes.

EXT. DARNELL’S HOUSE - LATER

A small wooden shed stands near the back of the yard at the 
woods. He pulls a key and unlocks the door. It’s dark. He 
grabs a flashlight.

Against the back wall, there’s another small box obscured by 
tarps and tools. He pushes it all aside, opens it. Inside is 
a half-empty bottle of whiskey and a glass.
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Dust flies out from the glass as he blows it clean. Pours two 
fingers, enjoying it. 

EXT. DARNELL’S HOUSE - LATER

Glass in hand he looks out at the night. Starts through the 
woods toward the church. He dodges tree branches to get to 
the church field. Tips the glass towards the church.

DARNELL
Sorry for lyin’. I know it’s a sin 
and all, but...

He looks at the youth center. The clear dance of a flame in 
the window. He studies it. Downs the whiskey and nestles the 
glass in tall grass.

INT. BUNKS - NIGHT

The moon shines through the window, across Blaise’s face. It 
mixes with the candle flame. 

A snore reassures Blaise of his sleeping friend. He pulls the 
family photo from his pocket, admires it longingly. He goes 
to tear it up, but his mother’s face stops him. 

Instead he slides the photo under his pillow for safe 
keeping. He blows out the candle when a knock on the front 
door sounds. 

Blaise freezes. 

DARNELL
Anyone in there?

There’s no one there to help him. He stands, knowing he’s 
supposed to be there. Walks cautiously toward the door. 

DARNELL (CONT’D)
I ain’t gonna hurt ya, but you 
can’t stay here. 

Blaise slowly unlocks the door. Opens it to face Darnell. 
Blaise instantly recognizes him, his eyes widening. Waiting. 

END PILOT
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