
FALLING

By Viggo Mortensen

©Perceval Pictures 2020



1. INT. BLUE CHEVY FARM TRUCK, NIGHT, 1958

We start with a black screen. A pick-up truck is heard pull 
up a gravel driveway and come to a stop. We hear someone get 
out of the truck, close the door, then walk around the front 
of the truck. We also hear crows calling. As we start to fade 
in, we find ourselves inside a 1948 Chevy truck at night, 
looking at the passenger side window. A young woman’s 
sleeping face (Gwen Peterson) is faintly reflected in it, 
looking more like a painting than a photograph. The footsteps 
on the gravel draw closer, and we pull focus, losing Gwen’s 
image, to Willis Peterson, 25 years old, as he arrives at the 
window. He looks into the truck, in our direction, then opens 
the door. We hear the sounds of a slightly restless baby. 

C.U. Gwen, as Willis’ hand cups her face.

WILLIS
Gwen?

Gwen’s eyes open.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
We’re home.

She smiles.

2. INT. PETERSON FARMHOUSE, NIGHT, 1958

Willis lets Gwen, carrying Baby John, into the house. The 
baby cries softly. 

WILLIS
Is he awake?

GWEN
Yeah, but he’ll go right back to 
sleep.

They walk to the kitchen. 

WILLIS
Smells like something died inside 
him.

Gwen gently lays John down on the kitchen table. He fusses.

GWEN
There we go. There, there.

She undoes the baby’s clothes to access his soiled cloth 
diaper.
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WILLIS
Oh, man, that’s rank.

GWEN
Shut, up, Willis. He can’t help it. 
Can you hold him for a second?

Willis switches places with Gwen as she exits frame to fetch 
a clean diaper and a washcloth. We hear a tap being turned on 
off-screen.

C.U. Willis seen from below as he looks down at the baby.

WILLIS
Who’s my little stinker?

Willis smiles at the baby.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
I’m sorry I brought you into this 
world. So you could die.

The baby starts to cry.

-FALLING-

3. EXT. AIRPORT RUNWAY, NIGHT, 2009

A passenger jet accelerates away from us down a runway and 
lifts off into the night sky.

4. INT. AIRLINER BUSINESS CABIN, NIGHT, 2009

CU: Willis, now 75 years old, wearing glasses, sits reading a 
book about polar explorer Roald Amundsen. He lifts his head, 
looking somewhat puzzled.

WILLIS
Scurvy.

He thinks about the word.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Scurvy...

It still sounds odd to him.
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WILLIS (CONT'D)
Scurvy?

Two-shot including John, now 50, asleep in the seat next to 
Willis. Willis suddenly hears classical music playing in the 
distance, above him. He closes his book and puts it down. he 
stands, staring at the ceiling of the cabin, and starts 
walking down the aisle.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Gwen?... Gwen!

John wakes and leaps out of his seat, rushing to catch his 
father, who continues shouting.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Goddamn you, Gwen!

JOHN
Dad, stop. Dad.

Willis spins around to face John.

WILLIS
Don’t touch me, you son of a bitch!

JOHN
Okay, let’s go back to your seat.

WILLIS
I’m going upstairs and tell your 
mother what a little cocksucker you 
are!

Some of the other passengers are now awake and watching the 
altercation.

JOHN
Dad, there is no upstairs. Come 
on...

WILLIS
Gwen, come down here!

JOHN
Shh...

WILLIS
Right now!

JOHN
Quiet. Dad...
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WILLIS
I said...!

John clamps a hand over Willis’ mouth, and holds the back of 
his head with the other one.

JOHN
Dad, this is a plane, this is a 
plane. There is no upstairs. Mom’s 
not here.

Willis pushes John away from him in a fury.

WILLIS
I know it’s a plane, you miserable 
prick!

Willis backs down the aisle, and John follows him.

JOHN
Shh...

WILLIS
Don’t put your hands on me! You 
fucker! 

John stops, raises his hands, palms forward, to calm his 
father.

JOHN
Alright. Okay.

WILLIS
I need to take a leak.

JOHN
Okay, let’s do it.

Willis starts to walk away. John reaches for him.

JOHN (CONT'D)
No, no. Dad, This way.

John gestures the other way, up the aisle.

JOHN (CONT'D)
Up front.

Willis strides past John.

JOHN (CONT'D)
There you go.
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As John follows his father, apologising to a few passengers 
as he goes, Willis spots a nearly finished tumbler of vodka 
on ice in front of a sleeping passenger. He snatches it off 
the tray and starts to down it.

JOHN (CONT'D)
Dad? No, Dad! Dad, Dad...!

Willis, having drained the glass, tosses it over his shoulder 
and keeps walking up the aisle. When the glass hits the 
ground, making a loud thump, the passenger he took the drink 
from wakes up. John tuns to him.

JOHN (CONT'D)
Oh, Jesus. I’m sorry, sir.

Willis reaches a flight attendant who has been observing the 
scene from the galley area. He smiles at her as he stumbles 
past her toward the lavatory door.

WILLIS
Hello.

John catches up and closes the door after Willis has gone 
into the lavatory. Willis can be heard groaning.

WILLIS (O.S.) (CONT'D)
Too many goddamn people!

John leans back against the wall opposite the lavatory and 
exhales slowly. The flight attendant approaches John.

FLIGHT ATTENDANT HARRIS
Is he okay?

JOHN 
I’m sorry. He’s, he’s... He’s fine. 
He’s gonna be fine.

FLIGHT ATTENDANT HARRIS
Okay.

More groaning from Willis can be heard.

WILLIS (O.S.)
Son of a bitch!

JOHN
You okay, Dad?

The lock on the door slides shut, and the red “occupied” sign 
appears in the slot.
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5. INT. AIRLINER LAVATORY, NIGHT, 2009

Willis is looking around the confined space, seeming a bit 
disoriented. He catches sight of his reflection in the 
mirror, and does not seem to recognise his own face. He rips 
his glasses off and throws them down on the metal sink. 

WILLIS
Shit.

Suddenly he is alerted by the sound of ducks quacking in the 
distance. He looks up and we cut to:

6. EXT. POND IN THE WOODS, LATE AFTERNOON, 1962.

Willis, 29, holding a shotgun, sits near the edge of the pond 
next to 4 year-old John, with an arm around the boy. They 
watch distant ducks flying over the water.

WILLIS
Mallards. Couple of blacks.

John, though shivering from the cold, seems excited at the 
promise of some action.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
They’re coming around.

Willis has an idea, looks at his son.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Wanna try?

John nods eagerly. Willis puts the gun down and lifts the boy 
onto his lap. He picks up the gun and places it in John’s 
arms, places John’s gloved right hand on the trigger guard.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Finger on the guard.

Willis reaches around behind John and cups the butt of the 
gun with his right hand.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
When they get here, lift the 
barrel, aim, and shoot. Understand?

JOHN
Yes.

We see that the ducks are definitely flying in their 
direction, getting closer.
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WILLIS
Here they come. Wait, wait...

John jerks the barrel upward and shoots. We see that a duck 
is hit. John leaps up from Willis’ lap and runs to the water.

JOHN
I got it!

WILLIS
I’ll be goddamned.

The dead duck lands with a splash, and John dives into the 
pond.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
You hit the cocksucker!

John swims to the duck like a retriever dog. Willis, who is 
wearing hip waders, gets up and strides into the water. He is 
laughing. 

WILLIS (CONT'D)
You crazy?

John reaches the floating duck, grabs it, and starts swimming 
back to shore.

JOHN
I got it, Daddy!

WILLIS
Holy mackerel.

Willis is grinning ear to ear as he reaches John and hoists 
him up, duck and all.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Come here.

Willis walks to shore carrying John, who is holding on tight 
to his trophy.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Your mother’s gonna kill me.

7. EXT. PETERSON FARMHOUSE ENTRANCE, NIGHT, 1962

Gwen, visibly pregnant, opens the door to greet Willis. He 
hip-carries John, who is clutching his mallard. The shotgun 
hangs from Willis’ other hand. It is a windy night.
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GWEN
Where have you been? I was worried 
you’d had an accident.

WILLIS
Took a while. Had to dry him off.

Willis walks past Gwen into the house, puts John down.

GWEN
Dry him off?

8. INT. PETERSON FARMHOUSE ENTRYWAY, NIGHT, 1962

Gwen shuts the door and reaches out to touch John’s shoulder.

GWEN
He’s frozen solid!

She sees the duck he’s cradling.

GWEN (CONT'D)
Give me that thing, John.

JOHN
It’s my duck.

WILLIS
He shot it.

GWEN
What do you mean, he shot it?

JOHN
I shot it.

She reaches for the duck.

GWEN
Give me the duck, sweetheart.

JOHN
No, it’s mine!

He ducks under her outstretched hand and runs to the stairs. 
Willis and Gwen watch the boy run up the stairs with the 
duck. Willis smiles. Gwen is not amused. Willis follows John, 
gun in hand. She watches her husband stomping up the stairs.

GWEN
Willis, take your boots off!

He just keeps going. She sighs and walks away.
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GWEN (CONT'D)
God...

9. INT. PETERSON FARMHOUSE BATHROOM, NIGHT, 1962

We see John’s hands underwater, making the dead duck’s feet 
“paddle”. Cut to above water shot of John in the bathtub, 
making believe his duck is cruising around.

JOHN
You’re a good swimmer.

Willis watches from the doorway, enjoying the show.

JOHN (CONT'D)
Quack, quack!

John swirls the duck around, then holds up the duck’s head so 
it is facing him.

JOHN (CONT'D)
Quack, quack!

Gwen enters the bathroom and stands next to Willis for a 
moment, and they both watch John play with his duck. She 
shakes her head, now enjoying herself a bit.

GWEN
This is ridiculous.

She grabs a towel and heads for John.

GWEN (CONT'D)
Alright, time for bed.

John stands, still holding his duck, and she lifts him out of 
the tub.

GWEN (CONT'D)
Up we go.

JOHN
Don’t drop it!

She sets him down and towels his hair dry. She wrinkles her 
nose at the wet duck. Tries to take it away.

GWEN
Give it to me, John.

JOHN
No, it’s mine. I washed it. Let me 
dry it, Mom.
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WILLIS
Gwen, let him.

She turns to Willis. 

WILLIS (CONT'D)
It’s not every day you shoot your 
first duck.

10. INT. AIRLINER LAVATORY, NIGHT, 2009

Willis is leaning his forehead against the mirror, eyes 
closed. He coughs, then bangs his head gently on the glass a 
couple of times.

11. INT. PETERSON FARMHOUSE LIVING ROOM, NIGHT, 1962

CU: The duck’s wing being extended by John’s little hand. We 
see the coloured feathers fan out in firelight.

John stands naked in front of a fireplace, his back to us, 
drying his duck. Willis sits in a chair, watching his boy, 
drinking a bottle of beer.

JOHN
I hit the sock-cucker.

Willis laughs.

12. INT. JOHN’S ROOM, NIGHT, 1962

John is asleep in his bed with his duck. We hear the rain 
falling steadily on the roof of the house. Willis steps into 
the room, looks at the boy for a moment, then turns out the 
light and walks off, down the hallway.

13. INT. GWEN’S AND WILLIS’ ROOM, NIGHT, 1962

Gwen is in bed, reading a book which is propped up on her 
pregnant belly. Willis enter the room, wearing pyjamas. He 
gets into bed, rolls to his side, and stares at Gwen as she 
reads. He looks like a man in love with his wife. 

We can hear the rain continuing to fall on the roof and be 
blown against the bedroom window. After a few moments, Gwen 
smiles to herself and lowers the book flat on her belly. She 
looks at him.

GWEN
So, he’s sleeping with the duck?

10.



11.

WILLIS
Yeah. Sweet.

GWEN
Willis...

WILLIS
It’s okay. No harm in it. He’s got 
a new friend.

GWEN
Well, tomorrow we’re eating his new 
friend.

She stares at him for a bit, smiles.

GWEN (CONT'D)
How did he shoot it? Did you help 
him?

WILLIS
Just took the recoil. It was all 
him.

GWEN
Lucky.

WILLIS
Maybe. He aimed though.

GWEN
God...

She closes the book, puts it on her bedside table, switches 
off the lamp, leaving us in the dark. The only illumination 
during the rest of the scene, as our eyes get accustomed to 
the darkness, is faint moonlight coming through the bedroom 
window deep in the background.

WILLIS (V.O.)
Hell of a shot.

GWEN (V.O.)
Willis, please be careful. I don’t 
want him playing with guns. He’s 
much too young.

WILLIS (V.O.)
He can’t reach ‘em.

We hear Gwen shifting her weight, and the bed creaking.
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GWEN (V.O.)
Move over, you big oaf. My back is 
killing me.

WILLIS (V.O.)
You smell good.

We hear sheets rustle and Willis caressing Gwen, wanting to 
get intimate. Gwen laughs, then pulls away from him abruptly.

GWEN (V.O.)
Ouch! 

Willis laughs.

GWEN (V.O.)
Stop, honey, stop. No, no, I can’t 
do that right now.

Willis sighs.

WILLIS (V.O.)
Okay.

GWEN (V.O.)
You’re my wild man, aren’t you? You 
and our little duck murderer. My 
two wild men.

They lie silent in the darkness for a moment. 

GWEN (V.O.)
I love that you took him with you 
today. 

The rain keeps falling. We hear Gwen roll toward Willis, 
maybe kiss him.

GWEN (V.O.)
And I love you.

14. INT. AIRLINER, NIGHT, 2009

MCU: Exterior of lavatory door. Willis is inside, trying to 
get out. The lock slides open and shut a couple of times, 
alternating the red “occupied” and green “vacant” signs. 
John, who is leaning against the wall opposite, straightens 
up and moves to the door.

JOHN
Pull. Pull...
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WILLIS (O.S.)
You pull!

John pushes gently on the folding door.

JOHN
Pull, Dad.

We hear Willis cursing and struggling with the door, jiggling 
it as he locks and unlocks it repeatedly. John waits for it 
to unlock once more and then pushes the door so it folds 
inward. Willis falls back onto the toilet, a broken cigarette 
hanging in his mouth. 

WILLIS
Ow!

JOHN
Dad, you Can’t smoke in here!

John quickly snatches the cigarette from Willis’ mouth and 
puts it into his shirt pocket, glancing to one side to see if 
anyone else has seen this. Willis looks bewildered, wide-
eyed.

WILLIS
Let’s let your mother sleep for a 
while. It’s very early.

JOHN
Good idea, Dad.

Flight Attendant Harris enters shot and stands next to John, 
looking from him to Willis, who smiles winsomely at her.

15. EXT. PETERSON FARM, MORNING, 1962

An alfalfa field on a sunny day, with a hardwood forest 
visible in the distant background. Maples, red oaks, 
hickories, all showing their autumn colours. A red tractor, 
driven by Willis, passes through shot, ploughing a furrow.

16. INT. JOHN’S ROOM, MORNING, 1962

John wakes up, finding that the duck is not in bed next to 
him anymore. He jumps out of bed annoyed, and runs out of his 
room.
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17. INT. PETERSON FARMHOUSE KITCHEN, MORNING, 1962

Gwen has the duck on the kitchen counter, and is vigorously 
plucking its feathers. We hear John’s bare feet racing 
towards us off-screen, and then he appears in the kitchen 
doorway and stops cold at the sight of his mother plucking 
away.

JOHN
Hey, that duck is mine!

Gwen glances at John, but keeps on plucking feathers and 
tossing them in the sink.

GWEN
This duck is dinner.

John weighs the situation for a moment.

JOHN
I should be doing that, Mom. Let me 
do it.

Gwen stops plucking, looks at John.

GWEN
Okay. Come over here.

She fetches a footstool and places it against the counter in 
front of the duck. John walks over and steps up on the stool.

GWEN (CONT'D)
Alright. Now, stand still. No 
jumping around, young man.

She shows him how to pluck the feathers, pulling out a 
couple.

GWEN (CONT'D)
Do a steady job, and don’t make a 
mess. You wanna pull hard and get 
the whole feather out, root and 
all. Okay?

John nods. Gwen turns the tap on and rinses her hands clean. 
John starts plucking feathers, one by one, meticulously, with 
some effort. Gwen watches him as she wipes her hands dry on 
her apron.

GWEN (CONT'D)
That’s it.

John pauses and looks up at his mother.
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JOHN
Can I keep a wing feather?

GWEN
Yeah, sure. One or two nice ones.

She reaches for a coffee mug and places it near the duck. 

GWEN (CONT'D)
Put them in there to dry out.

We hear Willis’ tractor approach the house and come to a 
stop. The engine is shut off. Willis is heard opening the 
door. He enters the kitchen, carrying a coffee cup, and 
crosses to the stove. Gwen watches as John keeps plucking. 
Willis picks up the coffee pot from the stove top, eyeing his 
wife and son, and refills his cup.

WILLIS
Why’s everybody up? It’s Saturday.

GWEN
The house doesn’t run itself, 
Willis.

JOHN
Hmm.

John smiles at his father. Willis walks back outside with his 
coffee, shutting the door behind him.

GWEN
You want pancakes?

JOHN
Yes, please.

18. INT. AIRLINER BUSINESS CABIN, NIGHT, 2009

Willis is now asleep in his seat. John covers him with a 
blanket and then looks at his father’s sleeping face for a 
moment. Then he turns off the overhead light and reclines to 
get a little rest himself.

19. INT. PETERSON FARMHOUSE KITCHEN, DAY, 1962

The duck, with a meat thermometer stuck into its breast, is 
visible roasting through the oven window. John squats in 
front of the oven window, watching the process. Gwen is at 
the sink, peeling carrots. Willis enters from outside, 
carrying a newspaper. 

15.



16.

WILLIS
Smells good.

He walks to the oven and bends down to look through the 
window with John for a moment.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
How’s the cooking going, son?

JOHN
It’s cooking alright.

Willis heads to the fridge, holding the newspaper up in the 
air.

WILLIS
Looks like the commies really do 
have atom bombs in Cuba.

He takes a beer out of the fridge, opens it on the wall-
mounted opener, letting the cap fall to the ground.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
All hell’s gonna break loose if 
Kennedy gives in to those bastards.

GWEN
Hmm, hmm...

JOHN
Mom, how do you know when the 
duck’s cooked?

GWEN
When the red line on the 
thermometer gets up to one-four-
zero. 

Gwen holds up fingers indicating numbers.

GWEN (CONT'D)
It’ll be a little while, honey. 
I’ll let you know.

Willis, beer and newspaper in hand, approaches Gwen at the 
sink. He kisses her neck.

WILLIS
Need a hand?

She turns to look at him.

GWEN
You can set the table if you want.
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Willis smiles.

WILLIS
Okay.

He starts to walk out of the kitchen and into the living 
room.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
In a minute.

Gwen looks at the dirt Willis’ boots leave on the linoleum 
floor.

GWEN
Willis, take your boots off...

She shakes her head, turns and walks over to John, drying her 
hands on her apron. She bends down to look at the roasting 
duck with John, puts her arm around him.

JOHN
It’s not ready yet.

Gwen picks up the dirt clods off the floor.

20. INT. AIRPORT BAGGAGE AREA, NIGHT, 2009

Willis sits in a wheelchair, while passengers mill about, 
waiting for their bags, and watches something off-screen with 
great interest. John, wearing a backpack, is pulling Willis’ 
suitcase off the conveyor belt. 

Reverse shot shows that Willis is staring at four Muslim 
women in black burqas, along with a baby in a stroller, 
waiting for their luggage. 

John pulls the suitcase over to Willis, and takes hold of the 
wheelchair with his free hand.

JOHN
Okay, all set. Here we go, Dad.

As John starts to push the wheelchair, Willis puts his feet 
down to stop it.

WILLIS
Wait! I don’t need this wheelchair.

Willis starts to rise from the chair, but John gently pushes 
him back down.

17.



18.

JOHN
Hey, no. Sit down, sit down. It’s 
okay. They just want us to use it 
until we get outside. It’s okay.

WILLIS
Fuck ‘em.

John resumes pushing the wheelchair, but Willis pulls the 
handbrake on it, stopping it again.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Wait. Stop. Wait.

Willis looks for something in his coat pockets. 

WILLIS (CONT'D)
I think I left my glasses on the...

John reaches a hand into Willis’ inside pocket.

JOHN
They’re probably in your...

Willis angrily swats John’s hand away.

WILLIS
No, no! I said I left my glasses on 
the fucking plane!

JOHN
Where?

WILLIS
On the... in the...

JOHN
Where?

WILLIS
The shitter.

JOHN
Okay. Wait here. I’ll go back and 
get them.

John starts to walk away, and Willis tries to stand up.

WILLIS
I’ll hold our place in line.

John hurries back to Willis and gently forces him to sit down 
again.
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JOHN
No, Dad, sit down. There is no 
line. Just wait here. We’re not in 
a hurry. You know what? Just watch 
our stuff. 

He takes off his backpack and places it on Willis’ lap to 
make it more difficult for him to get out of the wheelchair.

JOHN (CONT'D)
I’ll be right back.

John turns to go.

WILLIS
John, John! Come here.

JOHN
What?

WILLIS
The air here smells like rotten 
eggs.

John tries not to laugh.

JOHN
Yeah, maybe it does. You’ll get 
used to it. I’ll be back in a 
minute.

As John walks away, Willis spins his wheelchair around to 
look at the burqa-clad women again. He focuses on the baby, 
who is crying. One of the veiled women gently moves the 
stroller back and forth and speaks to the baby soothingly.

21. EXT. PETERSON FARM, DAY, 1962

Gwen stands in some high grass and wildflowers adjacent to a 
cornfield on a sunny summer day. She holds her very pregnant 
belly with one hand, while shielding her eyes with the other 
as she looks to the horizon. We hear insects buzzing, birds 
chirping. Suddenly she turns and looks to camera, smiling at 
us for staring at her.

GWEN
What?

22. INT. AIRPORT BAGGAGE AREA, NIGHT, 2009

John returns with Willis’ glasses in hand, only to find an 
empty wheelchair. Willis and their bags are gone. 
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John looks around the area, at all the passengers coming and 
going, wondering where his father has gone.

AIRPORT P.A. SYSTEM
Please do not leave your luggage 
unattended. Unattended baggage will 
be removed and destroyed.

23. EXT. PETERSON FARM MONTAGE, AUTUMN, 1960S

We move through a forest in dappled sunlight. 

24. INT. AIRPORT BAGGAGE AREA, NIGHT, 2009

John is speaking with two airport police officers, explaining 
that his father has gone missing. He seems a bit exasperated. 
One of the police officers, a Latino woman, nods patiently 
and then speaks into her shoulder radio.

25. EXT. PETERSON FARM, AUTUMN, 1960S

We see Willis standing in the open doorway of his horse barn, 
looking out at his alfalfa fields and the autumn-hues of the 
forest beyond them. Willis leaves the doorway, walking around 
the corner and out of sight, leaving us alone with the view.

26. INT. AIRPORT BAGGAGE AREA, NIGHT, 2009

John is in a different part of the baggage area. There are 
fewer passengers now, His phone rings, and he answers it.

JOHN
Hi. Really? How’d he get there. 
Taxi? Of course He did.

John starts to walk towards us while talking on the phone.

JOHN (CONT'D)
Jesus Christ. I can’t even believe 
it. Alright, I’ll let the cops know 
we found him, and I’ll be there as 
soon as I can... Thanks, 
sweetheart. Give him a drink if he 
wants one and, uh... But don’t be 
late for work, though. He can take 
care of himself... Yeah, no, you’re 
right. He can’t. But as soon as I 
get there, you can take off... 
What? I am calm!
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John walks past us and out of shot.

27. EXT. JOHN/ERIC HOUSE, NIGHT, 2009

Willis sits on the front steps of John’s and Eric’s house in 
Venice, California. He smokes, occasionally flicking ashes 
into the cupped hands of the Buddha statue he is seated next 
to. John’s husband, Eric, dressed for his night shift as a 
nurse at the hospital, wheels his bicycle toward the street, 
where John is waiting to see him off.

WILLIS
Hey, where the hell are you going?

ERIC
Sorry, Willis, but I have the night 
shift at the hospital.

JOHN (TO ERIC)
Thanks for staying with him.

ERIC
No problem. There’s some fresh 
lasagne if you guys want a midnight 
snack. Just heat it up in the oven.

JOHN
Thanks.

WILLIS
You left your backpack. Good thing 
I spotted it. Could have been 
stolen. Airports and train 
stations, they’re full of scumbags 
these days.

He flicks ash into the Buddha’s hands.

JOHN (IRONIC)
Thank you, Dad.

Eric mounts his bicycle.

ERIC
Bye guys. See you in the morning, 
Willis.

WILLIS
Mr. Peterson.

Eric is amused, but does his best to hide the fact.
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ERIC
Right. Bye, Mr. Peterson!

Eric gives John a quick kiss and rides off to work. John 
walks to Willis.

WILLIS
Where’s your daughter?

JOHN
She’s sleeping.

WILLIS
Oh.

John reaches a hand out to Willis to help him stand.

JOHN
Come on, let’s go inside.

Willis stubs his cigarette out in the Buddha’s hands and 
groans as he is helped to his feet.

JOHN (CONT'D)
You okay?

WILLIS
Yeah.

As John opens the door to let him inside, Willis lets out a 
sonorous fart. They go inside.

28. INT. JOHN/ERIC HOUSE, NIGHT, 2009

Willis waits as John closes the door behind them, looking 
around at the entry area.

WILLIS
Where’s her mother?

JOHN
Eric and I are her mother.

Willis grimaces a little.

WILLIS
I know.

JOHN
You hungry?

WILLIS
I could eat.
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John indicates the kitchen, and they start walking that way.

JOHN
Why didn’t you wait in the 
wheelchair like I asked you to?

ERIC
Does your mother know about this 
guy?

JOHN
Dad, I was worried something had 
happened to you. The police were 
looking all over, calling your name 
on the airport P.A. system. 
Ridiculous.

They reach the kitchen.

WILLIS
What does your daughter think of 
this guy?

JOHN
Mónica loves Eric.

WILLIS
Loves him? Really?

JOHN
Very much.

John opens the fridge.

WILLIS
What kind of doctor is your 
boyfriend?

JOHN
He’s not a doctor. He’s a nurse. 
You know that. What do you want to 
drink? We’ve got water, soda, 
juice...

WILLIS
No, no, no. 

Willis pushes the fridge door shut. We might notice, among 
the assortment of family photos and colourful magnets on the 
door, a sticker of  Shepard Fairey’s iconic “Hope” image of 
Obama from the recent presidential campaign.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
I’m gonna take an almighty crap.
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JOHN
Outstanding.

Willis starts walking away, and John catches up to him, 
gently turning him around and guiding him in the right 
direction.

JOHN (CONT'D)
This way.

WILLIS
Do I have my own bed?

JOHN
Same one as always.

WILLIS
Where’s the can?

John points to the bathroom door. Willis saunters off.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Just in time.

John walks back to the kitchen, shaking his head.

29. INT. JOHN/ERIC HOUSE BATHROOM, NIGHT, 2009

Willis sits on the toilet, looking exhausted. He is staring 
at some framed black and white family photographs on the wall 
facing him. Among them, one of a young blond infant (John), 
and one of Gwen in her 20s, holding up a freshly caught 
rainbow trout.

30. INT. JOHN/ERIC HOUSE KITCHEN, NIGHT, 2009

John sits at the kitchen island counter, waiting for Willis 
to return from the bathroom. There are two place settings 
with plates of reheated lasagna and glasses of water. John 
seems to have been waiting for a while, and is lost in 
thought. He remembers:

31. INT. JOHN/SARAH ROOM, DAY, 1968

We tilt down from the view of a snowy rural landscape, seen 
through the bedroom window, to 9 year-old John, who sits on 
the floor playing with his tan-coloured hognose snake. We 
hear the wind gusting outside.

In the background we can also hear a recording of Chopin’s 
Waltz in C-Sharp Minor, Op. 64, No. 2, played by Van Cliburn. 
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John allows the snake to weave in and around his fingers. 
Suddenly he hears distant sobbing underneath the music, and 
turns his head. Another sob is heard. He carefully puts the 
snake back into its basket, covers it, and gets up to go see 
who’s crying. As he crosses out of the room, we pass his 
sister Sarah, 5 years old, lying on her bed reading an Archie 
comic book.

32. INT. STAIRWAY, DAY, 1968

John crosses the landing and hesitates at the top of the 
stairs. We hear the sobbing more clearly now. John quietly 
descends, sliding a hand along the bannister as he goes. 
Below him, we can just make out Gwen’s stockinged feet on the 
couch in the living room. Although we cannot see all of her, 
we now know that the sobbing is coming from her.

Reverse shot on John, as he stops near the bottom of the 
stairs, and crouches to look at his mother through the 
stairway’s wooden balusters.

CU: John seen through the balusters, as we hear the music and 
the sobbing continue.

33. INT. JOHN/SARAH ROOM, DAY, 1968

John passes Sarah, still on her bed reading the comic book, 
and heads to his own bed. He sits down, troubled. Sarah looks 
up from her reading.

SARAH
What you are doing, Johnny?

John turns and looks out the window, not seeming to have 
heard his sister. As the Chopin record continues to be heard 
from downstairs, we cut to a CU of John, looking glumly out 
at the snowy landscape. Cut to:

Gwen lying on the couch, crying. 

CU: As the Chopin reaches a crescendo and ends, tears slowly 
roll down her cheeks before she covers her face with her 
hands.

34. INT. JOHN/ERIC HOUSE KITCHEN, MORNING, 2009

Mónica, John’s and Eric’s adopted daughter, 8 years old, and 
Willis are sitting at the kitchen island, having just 
finished breakfast. John is at the sink, trimming flowers and 
putting them into two vases.
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CU:. Mónica appears to be of Latin-American descent. At this 
moment, she is a little sad. 

WILLIS
It’s okay. Don’t worry about it. 
Could happen to anybody. We’ve all 
peed in our sleep.

Eric enters the kitchen, still dressed for work at the 
hospital, yawning after working all night.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Your father used to shit the bed, 
and that’s a lot worse than wetting 
it.

That gets Eric’s attention. And John’s.

JOHN
Dad, I asked you not to talk about 
it anymore. Mónica, basta por 
favor. (Mónica, that’s enough 
please.)

Eric approaches John, who continues preparing his bouquets at 
the sink, and touches his shoulder gently.

ERIC
Hey.

MÓNICA
What do you mean, shit the bed?

WILLIS
He was afraid that there was a 
monster living under his bed, so he 
wouldn’t get up when he had to go 
to the bathroom. 

Eric goes to the fridge and pours himself a glass of orange 
juice, all the while continuing to watch and listen to the 
conversation between his daughter and Willis.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
A critter with sharp nails.

MÓNICA
¿Hiciste pupu en la cama, Papi?(Did 
you poop in your bed, Daddy?)

John crosses from the sink to the island with a vase of red 
peonies, answering as he goes.
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JOHN
Tenía miedo. (I was afraid.) I was 
scared of he dark, and probably a 
little sick to my stomach that 
night.

Eric chuckles, and gives Mónica a conspiratorial wink. 

WILLIS
Who are you kidding, boy? He shit 
the bed on a regular basis that 
whole winter.

Eric laughs, and John, finished arranging the flowers in the 
vase he has placed on the island counter, gives him a 
playful, scolding tap on the shoulder.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
What was that monster’s name? Was 
it Martin? Mervin?

JOHN
Mortimer.

WILLIS
Mortimer! He’d use his claws to 
scratch under the mattresses and 
attack children - and eat cats and 
dogs too, right?

JOHN
Right. It was just a scary story I 
heard at school.

WILLIS
Anyway, there was no talking you 
out of it. We ended up putting his 
mattress on the floor so that no 
monsters could get up under it.

ERIC
Wow. Mortimer. You never told me 
that one. Sounds pretty scary.

JOHN
It was.

MÓNICA
I’m never gonna shit the bed.

JOHN
Okay, that’s enough. Really.
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Mónica smirks, trying not to laugh. Eric sits down on a stool 
next to her with his orange juice.

WILLIS
We all wet the bed. It’s no big 
deal. It can happen to anybody, but 
I bet you won’t do it again.

MÓNICA
I’ll try not to.

JOHN
Dad, stop. She’s fine. Leave her 
alone.

ERIC
I threw up in bed once when I was 
about your age.

JOHN
Oh, God...

ERIC
After seeing Hansel and Gretel on 
TV. It spooked the hell out of me 
when the witch snuck up on Hansel 
and grabbed him. I woke up thinking 
it was me. Completely lost it. 
Puked all over myself.

Willis stares at Eric, almost as if he has no idea who he’s 
looking at.

WILLIS
What part of Japan are you from? 
Nagasaki, is it?

Eric remains calm.

ERIC
I’m not from Japan, Willis.

WILLIS
Coulda swore you were.

Eric turns to Móncia.

ERIC
What am I, Mónica?

MÓNICA
He’s Chinese and Hawaiian on his 
mom’s side.
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Willis points triumphantly at Eric.

WILLIS
See?

JOHN
Jesus. Dad, you ask the same dumb 
question every time you come here.

Eric gets up and goes to John, puts his arm around him. 
Willis ignores them, looks at Mónica.

WILLIS
Hey, how come you’re not in school 
today, missy?

MÓNICA
I got to stay home and be with you 
today.

WILLIS
That’s nice.

John, quietly, to Eric:

JOHN
How was work?

ERIC
Fine.

WILLIS (TO MÓNICA)
I wanna tell you something. When a 
guy my age thinks he has to pee, he 
already did.

ERIC 
Oh, God. I’m going to bed.

He gives John a kiss and waves to the others as he exits the 
kitchen.

ERIC (CONT'D)
Goodnight.

JOHN
Goodnight.

Willis, watching Eric leave:

WILLIS
What? Something I said?

John and Mónica both nod their heads.
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35. INT. PETERSON FARMHOUSE LIVING ROOM, DAY, 1968

It is John’s 10th birthday. There are a few boys and girls 
about his age present, with their mothers, plus his 6 year-
old sister Sarah. Gwen enters from the kitchen with a 
chocolate birthday cake complete with ten lit candles. Willis 
stands smoking a cigarette in the kitchen doorway, and smiles 
as Gwen enters and everyone claps. He is proud of his son. 
Gwen puts the cake down on a little table in front of John.

GWEN
Here we go! Okay, make a wish.

John takes a big breath and manages to blow out all the 
candles. Everyone cheers. Gwen, about to start cutting up the 
cake, looks across the room at Willis, who is beaming.

GWEN (CONT'D)
Hey, honey, could you maybe put out 
your cigarette and give me a hand?

Willis’ smile fades.

WILLIS
Why?

Some of the mothers take note of the tension that is suddenly 
creeping into the room.

GWEN
Never mind. 

Willis is looking deadly serious now.

GWEN (TO KIDS) (CONT'D)
Who wants cake? Johnny, you get the 
first piece.

WILLIS
It’s my house.

Gwen glances at Willis, but knows it is best not to engage 
with him at this point.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
What?

Gwen straightens up and looks imploringly at Willis, speaking 
quietly.

GWEN
Please don’t do this now.
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WILLIS
Do what?

The kids are now all aware that something is wrong, and the 
room has gone dead quiet.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
So now I can’t relax and have a 
smoke in my own home?

Gwen stares in defiant silence at Willis.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Fuck this.

He heads for the front door, opens it.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
What bullshit...

He slams the door and we are left with an extremely awkward 
silence in the living room as we hear Willis get into his 
truck, start it, and drive away. John is humiliated. He looks 
at the ground ashamed, biting his lip. Gwen puts her hand 
gently on the back of his neck.

GWEN
Who wants cake?

After another moment of silence, Sarah and a girl named 
Gracie hold out their paper plates tentatively.

GRACIE
I... I do.

Gwen takes her plate and Sarah’s, starts cutting them slices 
of cake. the rest of the kids now start calling out “I do!”. 
“Me, too!”, etc.

GWEN
Who wants a big piece?

All of the kids except John call out in unison, “Me!”, “I 
do!” 

GWEN (CONT'D)
Okay, here we go. 

John is despondent, seems paralysed. Gwen stays close to him, 
allowing him to lean on her a bit as she cuts slices of cake. 
The other mothers pitch in, passing out the plates of cake as 
Gwen readies them.
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36. INT. JOHN/ERIC LIVING ROOM, AFTERNOON, 2009

Willis and Mónica are about to take a nap together on the 
sofa. Her head rests on Willis’ chest. Willis puts his pocket 
watch to her ear.

WILLIS
Hear that? Two hearts.

We faintly hear his heartbeat combining with the ticking of 
the watch.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Me, and the watch.

In the background, John walks into view and stops to watch 
them.

MÓNICA
I know.

37. INT. JOHN/ERIC HOUSE KITCHEN, NIGHT, 2009

Willis sits alone at the island. There are some plates with 
left-over pizza scattered about. It is quite late at night. 
He seems restless, troubled. John walks in, sees his father 
sitting there, lost in thought. He approaches the island 
carefully.

JOHN
Aren’t you going to bed, Dad?

Willis turns and looks at his son.

WILLIS
You have any booze in the house?

JOHN
A little.

WILLIS
Thought you quit.

JOHN
Well, it’s for guests.

WILLIS
Like Eric?

John smiles at the dig.

JOHN
For anyone who wants it.
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WILLIS
Anyone who wants it. Except you.

JOHN
Except me. What’s your pleasure?

WILLIS
Whiskey, if you got it.

JOHN
Sure.

John heads for the cupboard.

JOHN (CONT'D)
Since when do you like whiskey?

John pulls out a bottle of bourbon.

WILLIS
I don’t, really. But I’d like some 
now. Unless you’re saving it for a 
special occasion.

JOHN
Nope.

John pours Willis a tumbler full, and offers it to him.

WILLIS
Thanks.

JOHN
Thought you were more of a beer 
drinker.

WILLIS
Not anymore. Makes me fart too 
much.

They share a laugh. Willis raises his glass.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Join me?

JOHN
In spirit.

Willis chuckles.

WILLIS
Good one.
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Willis takes a good pull on his whiskey. John starts to pour 
himself a glass of water. Willis pulls out a cigarette and 
lights it. John looks up at the sound of the lighter.

JOHN
Dad...

Willis exhales his smoke.

WILLIS
What?

JOHN
We can go sit outside if you want 
to smoke.

WILLIS
I’m good here.

JOHN
Eric and I don’t allow smoking in 
the house.

Willis stubs his cigarette out in a piece of pizza, leaving 
it impaled in it.

WILLIS
Happy now?

JOHN
Yeah.

There is a silence as they look at each other. Stand-off. 
John changes the subject.

JOHN (CONT'D)
You seem well rested after your nap 
this afternoon.

Willis stares at John, giving nothing away.

JOHN (CONT'D)
Sharper. Does that always help?

WILLIS
Help what?

JOHN
Your mood. Your memory. Sleeping.

WILLIS
Naps are good. You should try one 
some time.
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JOHN
Maybe you’re right.

WILLIS
You never took naps as a baby. Pain 
in the ass.

John smiles.

JOHN
Yeah...

Willis stares at his son for a moment, then looks over at the 
fridge, at the “Hope” sticker. John follows his gaze, not 
sure what has drawn his father’s interest.

WILLIS
You voted for that negro, huh?

A pause as John settles in for what might be a difficult 
exchange.

JOHN
I take it you went with McCain.

WILLIS
No comparison. He’s an American 
hero.

JOHN
He certainly is.

WILLIS
Oh...!

Willis is pleasantly surprised that his son agrees with him. 

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Did they know you were a fag in the 
army?

JOHN
Air Force.

WILLIS
Did they know?

JOHN
I didn’t really know it myself.

WILLIS
Maybe that’s a good thing.
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John takes a deep breath, tries to change the subject once 
more.

JOHN
So, tomorrow...

WILLIS
Lots of fairies seem to be working 
in the airline business. Mostly the 
stewardess guys, more than the 
pilots, I guess.

JOHN
If we leave by ten we’ll get to the 
Valley in time for the first 
appointment. Even 10:15 would work. 
Okay?

WILLIS
What appointment?

JOHN
To see the first of the houses you 
liked. The nice one with the picket 
fence. Shouldn’t take long. On 
Monday we have your check-up with 
Dr. Klausner. And, other than that, 
we can just take it easy for a few 
days, see if any other interesting 
properties come up.

WILLIS
I don’t know what the hell you’re 
talking about. What houses?

JOHN
The reason you came out to 
California. To look for a place.

WILLIS
I’m fine where I am. I don’t need 
to look for a house in this 
godforsaken shit-hole.

JOHN
Okay, but...

WILLIS
California is for cocksuckers and 
flag burners.

John is livid, but makes his best effort to remain calm.
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JOHN
You asked me to come get you. 
Remember? You said you couldn’t 
handle the farm anymore. The long 
winters, living all alone there.

WILLIS
I would never say that.

JOHN
You did, Dad! You said you wanted 
to come live near me and Sarah. As 
long as it has a garden, you said.

WILLIS
Why isn’t your sister here? Is she 
out wasting money on women’s crap 
with your mother again? It’s a 
school night, for Chrissakes!

John speaks in a slow, measured fashion, trying to keep 
things calm.

JOHN
Sarah lives in Ventura with her 
family. She’s coming for dinner on 
Sunday. Day after tomorrow.

WILLIS
I know what you’re trying to do. 
Just because you hate your family 
and our home, doesn’t mean I have 
to!

John turns away, half laughing in frustration. 

JOHN
Jesus Christ.

Very gradually, the space behind and around Willis becomes 
darker as we start to see him framed almost exclusively in 
close-ups.

WILLIS
What?

John turns back to Willis, takes a deep breath.

JOHN
Nothing. How about a glass of water 
to chase down the whiskey, Dad?

He picks up the water jug and starts to pour a glass.
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CU: Willis stares at the water pouring into the glass. Time 
slows and he starts to see a series of images that the stream 
of water brings to his mind, and hear corresponding sounds. A 
flowing river, birds chirping, lush trees along the 
riverbank, leaves rustling in the breeze, etc.

John, time slowed, puts the full glass of water down in front 
of Willis. The click of the glass landing on the marble 
counter-top stimulates some more flashes of unexpected images 
and sounds - rain driving hard against a car window, a 
highway tunnel with orange lights.

CU: Willis is now calmer, but seems a bit vulnerable, lost 
somehow, as if he’d just come out of a dream.

WILLIS
What day is it?

JOHN
It’s Friday night. Why?

This information sets something off in Willis’ head. He looks 
down at his whiskey for a moment. We get another incongruous 
image and sound - a full moon that becomes rapidly shrouded 
by a cloud and a kind of rasping. Back to Willis as he slowly 
looks up, a mischievous smile blossoming on his face.

WILLIS
Friday night! Every half-way decent 
looking female ass that goes by, I 
wonder what it’d be like to get up 
in it. Even the fat ones. 
Especially the fat ones. I ask 
myself: what would it be like to 
fuck that? Does that happen to you?

John is appalled, does not quite know how to respond.

JOHN
No...

WILLIS
Oh, right. You don’t like pussy. 
So, when you and your boyfriend are 
doing whatever the hell it is you 
do together, do you imagine other 
cocks and balls and...?

JOHN
He’s my husband, not my boyfriend. 
And I’m not comfortable talking 
with you about my sex life.

Willis seems genuinely surprised, even hurt, by this.
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WILLIS
Why not? I just told you what I 
think about.

John just stares at his father. What can he say?

WILLIS (CONT'D)
I bet you imagine sucking all kinds 
of dick! If I was a fag, I guess 
I’d probably be dreaming about 
blowing the mailman. Instead of 
wondering if he was fucking my 
wife!

This last thought seems to upset Willis. Cut to:

38. INT. PETERSON FARMHOUSE ENTRYWAY, DAY, 1969

Willis waits by the front door, leaning against the wall, 
arms folded. He looks up at the stairs. It is a grey winter 
day outside. We can hear the wind blowing and, through the 
front door window, see trees branches swaying. We hear crows 
calling in the distance. Gwen enters shot, wearing a coat and 
carrying a couple of suitcases. She puts the suitcases down. 
Willis and Gwen stare at each other in silence. Suddenly they 
hear steps on the first floor landing, and they look up to 
see John and Sarah, wearing winter coats and hats, coming 
down the stairs carrying small suitcases. Sarah also has a 
doll, and John is carrying his fishing creel/basket that 
holds his snake. When the kids reach the entryway, Willis 
opens the front door, letting a gust of cold air in.

GWEN
Not yet, Willis. Wait till the taxi 
gets here, It’s cold.

Willis shuts the door. John moves close to his mother, 
refusing to look at his father. Gwen puts her hand on his 
head protectively. Sarah, however, stands next to her father, 
and looks up at him expectantly, wide-eyed. Willis lowers 
himself into a crouch in order to face her. He speaks 
tenderly.

WILLIS
Your mom will take you to school 
this week. But I’ll see you soon. 
Maybe this weekend.

SARAH
Okay, Daddy.

GWEN (SOFTLY)
Willis...
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He looks up at her. Gwen shakes her head. He takes this in, 
and turns back to Sarah. With difficulty:

WILLIS
Or maybe the week after.

We hear a car pulling into the icy driveway, then see through 
the front door window that it is a taxi.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
You know you’re my girl, don’t you?

She smiles, and we see she is missing a couple of baby teeth.

SARAH
Yes, daddy.

Gwen picks up her suitcases, and Willis stands and faces her. 
They share a long look, during which John buries his head 
against his mother’s coat. Sarah looks up at her parents 
expectantly. Finally:

GWEN
We have to go.

Willis turns and places his hand on the doorknob. Gwen and 
the kids line up, ready to go outside. Willis opens the door. 
Just as Gwen is about to step through it, he closes it almost 
all the way. He waits until Gwen looks at him. He stares at 
her for a beat. Last chance. She holds his look. He spits on 
the floor just in front of her feet, then opens the door. She 
steps over the spit, followed by the children. Willis closes 
the door, staying inside to watch them walk to the taxi. 
Through the window we see Gwen look back at her kids as they 
follow her down the walkway to the driveway. We hear:

GWEN (CONT'D)
Watch out. It’s slippery. You okay, 
Sarah?

SARAH
Yes.

Willis’ POV: the taxi driver has opened the trunk and takes 
the suitcases and puts them in there as Gwen and the kids get 
into the car.

CU: Willis, seen through the front door window’s lacy 
curtain, lights a cigarette. We hear the taxi pull away, 
wheels crunching on the snow-covered gravel.

40.



41.

39. INT. JOHN/ERIC HOUSE KITCHEN, NIGHT, 2009

Willis is seated at the island where we last saw him. John is 
gathering and stacking the dirty plates. He carries them to 
the sink and puts them down.

WILLIS
I know what you’re up to.

John wipes his hands clean with his handkerchief, and turns 
to his father.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
You’ve cooked this whole thing up 
with your sister. You wanna take 
advantage because you think I’ve 
lost my marbles.

John watches his father, wondering where this is going.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
But I didn’t! The bank’s closed 
now, but I’ll straighten this whole 
mess out in the morning. It will be 
a cold day in hell when I let you 
pull the wool over your mother’s 
eyes.

CU: John watching, listening.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Who do you think paid for this 
house anyway?

CU: Young Willis, in same place in the kitchen as John just 
was.

YOUNG WILLIS
Are you finished?

Willis seems cowed by the vision of his younger self. He 
nervously slides his hands across the counter and into his 
lap and looks down at them. His breath quickens, becomes 
somewhat laboured. He hears Gwen’s voice, no more than a 
whisper.

GWEN (V.O.)
Willis...

Then, hearing nothing else, he slowly lifts his eyes to see 
if Young Willis is still there. Just as his gaze is about to 
get level with ours, we see the moment that 4 year-old John 
fired the shotgun, and we simultaneously hear the loud blast, 
which prompts Willis to speak:
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WILLIS
Your mother warned me last night! 

CU: John, standing where Young Willis had been.

JOHN
Dad. You know Mom’s not here.

Willis does not seem sure of anything at this moment.

JOHN (CONT'D)
You know that, right?

WILLIS
I’m not blind, Little Bo-Peep.

John smiles.

JOHN
Little Bo-Peep? Nice one. Every 
once in a while, you still surprise 
me.

John crosses to the island and picks up the whiskey bottle. 
He puts it back in the cupboard.

WILLIS
What’s the matter? They take away 
your wings?

JOHN
What?

WILLIS
When they found out you weren’t 
quite the manly man they thought 
they’d hired. And now you’re just 
another housewife looking for a 
handout.

JOHN
I took my vacation this week so you 
could come out here to look at 
houses.

WILLIS
So they still let you fly?

JOHN
Yeah. I have a week off from work.

WILLIS
You can run, but you can’t hide. 
They’re operating a business, son. 

(MORE)
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These executive types can’t fuck 
around with weak links in the chain 
of command. Being a fairy outweighs 
whatever you think you’ve done to 
serve your country. Face facts!

JOHN
I promised myself I was not going 
to rise to the bait and get into 
another big blowout. I’m trying to 
help you, Dad. You can attack me 
all you want, but I’m not going to 
engage with you on that level 
anymore.

Willis angrily slides his empty whiskey glass across the 
counter toward John. John takes a last look at Willis, then 
starts to walk out of the kitchen.

JOHN (CONT'D)
Goodnight.

Just as John is about to exit the kitchen, Willis stops him.

WILLIS
Son?

John stops and turns around.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
You don’t seem like a fag.

John sighs. His father seems earnest, genuinely concerned.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Are you sure?

John stares at his father for a moment, then leaves the 
kitchen.

40. EXT. MOTEL, MORNING, 1970

Willis, cigarette in his mouth, exits a motel room and 
strides briskly across the parking lot to his truck and 
camper trailer. There is a lot of traffic noise, including 
big tractor-trailer trucks, coming from the adjacent highway. 
Willis bangs on the window of the camper trailer, then opens 
its door.

WILLIS
Wake up, sleepy heads! Time for 
breakfast. Johnny, let’s go.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
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Reverse shot of John and Sarah in their bunks.

SARAH
It’s too early.

WILLIS
Time’s a-wasting. Grab your 
toothbrush and clothes. Let’s go, 
let’s go! Come on!

John sits up slowly. He looks glum as he swings his legs out 
of bed and starts to stand up.

41. INT. MOTEL CAFETERIA, 1970

Willis, his second wife, Jill (34), and John and Sarah, 
sitting opposite them, are having breakfast. The kids have 
hardly touched their waffles. John is staring at Jill as she 
loudly munches on her toast while looking at a road map. 
Sarah notices, and joins her brother in staring at Jill. 
Willis sees this.

WILLIS
What’s the matter? Thought you guys 
loved waffles?

JOHN
Mom’s are better.

SARAH
Yeah, a lot better.

Jill seems uncomfortable with this line of conversation.

WILLIS
Well, your mom and her kitchen 
ain’t here this morning.

JOHN
Mom’s waffles are home-made.

SARAH
Mom has real maple syrup.

WILLIS
You can look at what else they got, 
but that’s all you get till we stop 
for lunch.

JOHN
Tomorrow can we sleep in a room 
like you guys?
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Jill decides to leave them alone to continue the discussion.

JILL
More coffee, honey?

WILLIS
Sure. Thanks, Jill.

She takes their cups and leaves the table.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
What’s wrong with you two? I 
thought you liked camping?

SARAH
In a parking lot?

JOHN
Can we call Mom before we leave?

WILLIS
You called her yesterday.

JOHN
But she didn’t answer.

WILLIS
Is that my fault?

John and Sarah sit in silence as Willis, annoyed, lights a 
cigarette.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
I’ll get a postcard. You can both 
write something on it. She’d like 
that.

Jill arrives with the two cups of coffee and sits down.

JOHN
Okay, but can we call her, too?

WILLIS
Christ Almighty.

Sarah starts to cry. John is angry.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Stop crying.

Her father’s stern look makes Sarah cry more. 

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Stop.
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Jill looks very uncomfortable. Suddenly Willis stands up, 
grabs his cigarettes and his coat.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Let’s go.

He walks out of the cafeteria. Jill watches Sarah cry. John 
stares at Jill, as if the tense situation were somehow her 
fault.

42. EXT. MOTEL, DAY, 1970

Sarah and John stand holding a postcard they have written to 
their mother, about to drop it into a blue U.S. mailbox in 
front of the motel office. Willis and John are in the old 
Chevy truck, waiting for the children to finish and get into 
the camper trailer. They ceremoniously drop the postcard into 
the slot, and then stand there staring at the mailbox as if 
something else will happen. Jill leans out of the passenger 
window and calls to them.

JILL
Come on kids. Let’s go.

The children turn and run to the camper trailer. John opens 
the door and Sarah climbs aboard. John follows, closing the 
door. The truck pulls the trailer out of the parking lot.

43. INT. ART MUSEUM, DAY, 2009

Willis, Eric, John, and Mónica stand looking at Picasso’s 
“Bust of a Woman (Dora Maar)”. It is part of an exhibition 
called “Cubist Muses”. Other visitors occasionally drift by. 
Willis looks down at Mónica.

WILLIS
You could do that, couldn’t you, 
Mónica?

Mónica looks at Willis and shrugs. 

JOHN
She was his muse, right?

Eric is reading from the exhibition catalogue.

ERIC
Mostly in the 1930s. She was his 
inspiration for “Weeping Woman”, 
and supposedly in part for his 
famous big painting “Guernica”.
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MÓNICA
What’s a muse?

JOHN
It’s, uh.. someone who helps you 
dream. Who gives you beautiful 
thoughts so you can make beautiful 
things.

He points to the painting in front of them.

WILLIS
A girlfriend that gets you up in 
the morning. This one looks like a 
car wreck, though.

ERIC
I always thought she was Polish.

JOHN
No, born in France. Croatian 
parents, I think.

WILLIS
Once a Polack, always a Polack. 
Trust me.

MÓNICA
¿Por qué tiene cuatro ojos? (Why 
does she have four eyes?)

ERIC
Well, it’s called abstract...

WILLIS (TO JOHN)
Your mother loved this shit. She 
went with her girlfriends twice a 
week to an art class run by some 
big queen over in Utica.

JOHN
You didn’t let her do that for too 
long.

WILLIS
A hundred fucking mile round trip. 
She knew how to draw just fine. She 
didn’t need some homo to show her 
how to do it.

Eric shoots John a worried look.
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ERIC (TO MÓNICA)
Hey, you know that painting of the 
farm by your bed is done by your 
Grandma Gwen?

MÓNICA
Yeah...

WILLIS (TO JOHN)
Did you schedule the reelity 
appointment?

JOHN
You told me to cancel.

WILLIS
That wasn’t the question, smart-
ass.

JOHN
Well, I just cancelled this 
morning. We can reschedule if you 
want. We should.

WILLIS
I just got here! I mean, let me get 
my bearings, for Chrissake. It was 
nice sleeping in for a change. And 
now we’re doing something fun 
and... informational, or... 
educational, instead of running 
around like chickens with their 
heads cut off. Right, Mónica? Are 
you having fun, baby?

MÓNICA
I guess so.

Willis takes a step forward to get a better look at the 
portrait of Dora Maar.

WILLIS
This Picasso fella...

Willis farts loudly.

ERIC
Nice...

WILLIS
...He may have been a commie 
greaseball that painted like a 
retard, but I’ll bet he had his 
pick of all the foreign pussy.
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An elderly couple that had approached to look at the painting 
is horrified by Willis’ words and quickly moves away. Eric 
and John are dismayed at Willis’ language, and Mónica is 
visibly uncomfortable.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Women love this artsy crap.

Eric glances at John, looking for a way out of this awkward 
situation.

ERIC
Who’s hungry?

Eric, Mónica and John all raise their hands.

MÓNICA
Me!

44. INT., POOM THAI RESTAURANT, DAY, 2009

John, Eric, Willis, and Mónica have just sat down to order 
lunch. Willis hangs his fedora on the table lamp.

JOHN
If you’re serious about trying 
again, I can call the realtor and 
see if we can make an appointment 
for Monday.

WILLIS
What’s wrong with tomorrow?

JOHN
It’s Sunday. Sarah’s coming over 
with the kids, remember? Let’s 
shoot for Monday morning.

Monica opens her menu. Eric is picking up glasses and pouring 
water for everyone.

WILLIS
Monday, sure. Whatever floats your 
boat, son.

JOHN
It’s not about making me happy. 
It’s what you...

MÓNICA
I wanna help Grandpa find his new 
house too.
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Willis’ glass is picked up by Eric and filled with water. 
Willis notices and does not like it. Eric does not seem to 
notice Willis eyeballing him.

ERIC
You’ve got school, honey. You 
already missed Friday, and I’m 
taking you to soccer practice 
after.

After Eric puts it down, Willis grabs his glass of water and 
carefully wipes the entire rim, inside and out, with a paper 
napkin, staring daggers at Eric.

WILLIS
You gonna be alone with Mónica?

JOHN
What are you driving at, Dad?

Willis throws the now wet napkin down on the table.

WILLIS
What do you mean?

JOHN
About Eric being alone with Mónica?

Eric puts a calming hand on John’s shoulder.

ERIC
Leave it, John.

Poom, the young Thai waiter, appears at the table, ready to 
take food orders.

MÓNICA
I’ll have the chicken satay, pad 
thai, pineapple fried rice, and a 
thai iced tea with two straws 
please.

Poom nods, starts to write.

ERIC
That’s way too much food, sweetie.

WILLIS
Let her order what she wants. I’m 
buying.

Poom stops writing the order.
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ERIC
But that’s enough to feed all of 
us, Mr. Peterson.

WILLIS
Willis! How many times do I have to 
tell you?

Eric, John, and Mónica all raise an eyebrow at the sudden 
rule change regarding how Eric is to address Willis. 

ERIC
Willis, it really is a lot of food.

JOHN (TO MÓNICA)
Either the pad thai or the...

WILLIS
Stop picking on the kid!

JOHN
Shut up, Dad! Jesus. She’s our 
daughter.

WILLIS
And my grand-daughter.

Mónica is alarmed, and turns to Poom to fix the problem.

MÓNICA 
I’ll just have the pad thai, then. 

She looks at Willis.

MÓNICA (CONT'D)
You can share my iced tea, Grandpa. 
It’s really good.

WILLIS
Thanks, pal. Why don’t we all have 
the patty tie.

He turns to Poom.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Whatever the hell that is. What is 
it?

MÓNICA
Chicken and noodles and shrimp and 
stuff.

WILLIS
You sold me.
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ERIC
I think I’ll have the shrimp and 
crab curry special, please. And a 
coconut water.

WILLIS
I’ll have what my grand-daughter is 
having.

JOHN
I’ll just share some of his.

John looks at Eric.

JOHN (CONT'D)
Okay? I’m not that hungry, Poom. 
And just water for me. Thanks.

ERIC
Thanks, Poom.

Poom is handed the menus and leaves to place their orders.

CU: John looks over at his father. Cut to:

45. INT. JOYNT’S DINER, NIGHT, 1973

Willis (40), Jill (37), Sarah (10), and John (15), with 
shoulder-length hair, are seated at a booth. Jill shares her 
menu with John. The waiter (Rasmussen) shows up and addresses 
Willis.

RASMUSSEN
Ready to order, sir?

WILLIS
We’ll all have the meatloaf 
special. Coke okay, kids?

JOHN 
I don’t want meatloaf. I want a 
cheeseburger, please.

WILLIS
Why do you always have to be 
different? Bring us four meatloafs, 
two cokes, and two Gennie Creams 
for me and the wife.

JOHN
No.

Willis gives John an angry look. Jill tries to placate him.
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JILL
Do we all have to have the same 
thing, honey?

WILLIS
Stay out of it.

John gets up and walks away.

JILL
Johnny, wait! John!

John exits the diner, slamming he door behind him. Jill turns 
to her husband disapprovingly.

JILL (CONT'D)
Willis...

Willis is about to blow. He shifts in his seat and then 
angrily pounds his fist on the table. This makes Jill, and 
especially Sarah, jump.

FRY COOK
Whoah...

Sarah trembles with fear.

46. INT. POOM THAI RESTAURANT, DAY, 2009

CU: Mónica, looking at Willis.

MÓNICA
When Grandma died, did she say 
something special?

Willis has no answer.

MÓNICA (TO JOHN) (CONT'D)
When she was dying. ¿Qué dijo? 
(What did she say?)

John looks briefly at Willis, who continues to be at a loss 
for words, then turns to Mónica.

JOHN
We... We can talk about that some 
other...

MÓNICA
What did Grandma Gwen say, Grandpa?

WILLIS
What did she say?
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MÓNICA
When she was dying.

WILLIS
I haven’t the foggiest idea.

JOHN
We don’t know, sweetie. Sometimes 
people can’t talk, or they can’t 
think of anything to say in 
their... last moments.

ERIC
Words aren’t the most important 
thing most of the time anyway.

MÓNICA
You don’t know what Grandma Gwen 
said, Grandpa? Did you forget 
because you’re too old?

JOHN (TO MÓNICA) 
We weren’t there.

Willis reacts, looking at John. John meets his gaze. Willis 
smiles slightly, acknowledging the fact that John has covered 
for him. Ill at ease, he rises from his seat, throwing a 
couple of twenty-dollar bills on the table.

WILLIS
Excuse me, ladies and...

He looks at John and Eric.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
...ladies. I’ve gotta pinch a loaf.

He starts to walk around the table, passing John, who stands 
up.

JOHN
The bathroom’s in the back. I’ll 
show you.

Willis waves him off.

WILLIS
No, no. I know the way.

MÓNICA
He knows the way.
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John’s sits back down. Willis passes a fish-tank of tropical 
fish on the way to the back of the restaurant. He pauses and 
looks at the fish.

WILLIS
Whores.

The fish are startled, and swim away from him. Hearing this, 
John turns to look at his father walk away. Mónica gets 
John’s attention.

MÓNICA
What are you going to say, Papi?

JOHN
Uh... I don’t know.

ERIC
You never know until you get there, 
honey.

MÓNICA
That’s what you’re gonna say?

ERIC
Actually, that’s a pretty good one. 
“You never know until you get 
there, honey”!

Eric takes John’s hand and the two men smile at each other. 
Mónica beams, pleased with herself and pleased to see her 
parents happy together. John reaches for Willis’ fedora and 
playfully drops it on Mónica’s head.

JOHN
Hi, Grandpa.

Mónica hunches over and imitates Willis’ voice.

MÓNICA
Hello, misterrrr!

ERIC
You gonna go pinch a loaf?

Mónica laughs in embarrassment.

MÓNICA
No!
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47. EXT. POOM THAI BACK PATIO, DAY, 2009

Willis exits onto the cluttered back patio, which appears to 
be a storage area of sorts. There are extra chairs, pieces of 
lawn furniture, surfboards, bicycles, and other assorted 
items. There is also a tall palm tree growing in the middle 
of it all. We can hear the hum of car traffic, as well as 
birds chirping and a small propeller airplane approaching 
overhead. Willis looks up at the sky, then at the top of the 
palm tree. He takes a few steps into the cluttered area, then 
notices the traffic from the street when a honking car passes 
by. He turns to see a breezeway that leads out to the street, 
and decisively heads that way.

48. EXT. PACIFIC STREET, DAY, 2009

Willis exits onto the sidewalk, next to a bright mural 
painting. He looks right, then left. He decides to head left, 
at a clip. We watch him striding purposefully up the 
sidewalk. Start of music that will lead to the following 
montage:

49. EXT. VENICE BEACH MONTAGE, AFTERNOON/SUNSET, 2009

Willis is sitting on the beach, enjoying the view of the sea, 
the sunshine, the children running and playing along the 
shoreline, the seagulls drifting on the breeze. He is also 
remembering a series of images near his farm that we see 
interspersed with the present beach scenery. These images 
include cornfields glinting in the sun, wildflowers, a 
woman’s hand picking blackberries, horses frolicking in a 
pasture, a flock of Canada geese rising from an autumn field, 
a lone fawn browsing in a misty clearing, a man’s legs, pants 
rolled up, wading up a shallow stream, and Willis driving his 
red tractor, ploughing up a field and looking up at a rising 
full moon. Two young, bikini-clad women, returning from a 
swim in the sea, pass by Willis. He smiles, and turns his 
head to watch them as they walk away. We cut to some hours 
later. Willis is just about the last person on the beach. The 
sun is low on the horizon. He steps into the sea, smoking a 
cigarette, to admire the sunset. The surf threatens to knock 
him over as he wades into deeper water. His face is lit up 
golden with the sun’s last rays, and he seems a happy man. 
The music ends.

50. EXT. JOHN/ERIC HOUSE BACKYARD, DAY, 2009

The Sunday family lunch at the backyard table. Present are 
John, Eric, Mónica, Sarah, and her teenaged children Paula 
and Will. 
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Paula has a couple of piercings in her face, and wears a t-
shirt featuring an image related to the punk band X. Will’s 
hair is died blue. They are surrounded by a carefully-
maintained garden that includes flowering trees and rose 
bushes. Their meal has consisted of barbecue with corn-on-the-
cob, salad, beer, lemonade. Mónica, seated at one end of the 
table near John and Eric, is clowning around with her 
parents.

MÓNICA
Hey, look at my crooked head. I’m 
Picasso!

WILLIS
It’s hot enough to melt the balls 
off a brass monkey.

That gets everyone’s attention.

SARAH (TEASING)
Heard you went swimming, Daddy.

WILLIS
Hell, no.

SARAH
You got your toes wet, though, 
didn’t you?

WILLIS
Yeah.

SARAH
First time in the Pacific Ocean?

WILLIS
I don’t need to catch the AIDS at 
this point in my life.

Eric, John, and Sarah are visibly dismayed by this comment.

PAULA
You can get the AIDS from swimming?

WILL
It’s just AIDS. Not “the” AIDS.

JOHN
Good thing Mónica guessed where he 
was. The police were pretty nice 
about it, considering we wasted a 
few hours of their time. And no, 
Paula, you do not get AIDS from 
swimming.
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ERIC
We could go to the movies. I could 
take the kids so you guys can hang 
out here with your father, John.

WILLIS
Can’t you people just sit still for 
a minute? You’d think the world was 
ending.

SARAH
How was your trip out here, Daddy? 
I heard there was a lot of snow in 
Chicago.

WILLIS
Chicago? I don’t live in Chicago.

JOHN
The connection was pretty tight, 
but they held the plane for some 
people coming in from Atlanta.

SARAH
We’re glad you made it. we’ve 
missed you, Daddy. I’m sorry we 
couldn’t get to the farm for 
Christmas.

WILLIS
Christmas is meaningless anymore. 
It’s all jingle and no bells.

ERIC
All jingle and no bells! That’s 
wonderful. Not sure what it means, 
but it’s genius!

Willis gestures dismissively, seeming angered by all the chit-
chat.

WILLIS
Aaahk!

There is a moment of awkward silence after his unintelligible 
outburst. Willis suddenly changes gears.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Your mother took care of her 
parents right to the end. She was a 
goddamn saint. Spent a whole year 
with them. 

(MORE)
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The kids were gone, so she went to 
help the old folks while I kept the 
farm going by myself.

SARAH
You mean when Jill took care of 
Grandma and Grandpa. You weren’t 
alone, Daddy! I was still there. I 
cooked and cleaned for us, 
remember? It was the same year that 
John graduated from the Air Force 
Academy and got stationed in 
Germany.

JOHN
That’s right. We spent Christmas at 
Grandpa’s farm that year because 
Jill was taking care of them. They 
loved her like she was their own 
daughter.

Willis does not seem to relate to or recall any of this.

JOHN (CONT'D)
Big snowstorm! Took you forever to 
get to Boonville in the old Chevy, 
Dad. Remember?

This rings a bell for Willis.

WILLIS
The ass-hole of the world.

SARAH
Daddy! You were born there!

WILLIS
Boonville is the ugliest town in 
New York State.

JOHN
It was a little sad. Grandma was 
already pretty sick by then, but we 
had a nice, quiet Christmas.

Mónica and Willis’ other two grand-children are attentively 
absorbing all this new information about the family.

JOHN (TO SARAH) (CONT'D)
You skated on their pond the whole 
time we were there.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
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SARAH
I forgot my skates at home, and 
Daddy went into Boonville and  
bought me a new pair.

WILLIS
Stop talking about that place!

JOHN
Oh, my god, those huge skates.

SARAH
Boy’s hockey skates, They were way 
too big.

WILLIS
The only size they had.

SARAH
I had to wear three pairs of socks 
just so they wouldn’t wobble on me. 
Daddy, you wouldn’t even let me try 
them on. You just went ahead and 
bought them!

WILLIS
Supposed to be a fucking surprise.

SARAH
I know. I’m just teasing. It was a 
great present. Thank you.

WILLIS
Cost me an arm and a leg, as I 
recall. You were happy, though. 
Kept you quiet for a while, anyway.

JOHN
You were obsessed with that guy... 
Hansen, who won all those medals in 
speed-skating.

SARAH
Heiden! Eric Heiden. Five gold 
medals at the Olympics. He was a 
god.

JOHN
That gold pantsuit he wore didn’t 
hurt, either!

Sarah’s kids enjoy that, as does Eric. Willis, ill at ease, 
changes gears once more, going after Paula.
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WILLIS
Does that rivet you have stuck in 
your face bother you when you pick 
your nose, Paula?

PAULA
It’s called a piercing. And, no, it 
doesn’t bother me.

WILLIS
Is it a dumbass fashion thing or a 
dyke thing?

PAULA
Can’t it be both?

WILLIS
Holy mackerel!

SARAH
We’ve talked about this, Daddy.

WILLIS
When?

SARAH
Last summer, at the farm, after 
Jill’s funeral.

WILLIS
What funeral? Anyway, she’s too 
young and it looks like shit.  Now 
she’s scarred for life and she’ll 
have to marry a circus freak.

WILL
Grandpa, why do you always have to 
start trouble when we get together?

WILLIS
Why do you have to die your hair 
blue? You planning on being a homo?

SARAH
Daddy, please!

WILLIS (TO WILL AND PAULA)
If your grandmother saw what’s 
going on around here, she’d be 
horrified.

PAULA 
You horrified her.
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MÓNICA
Which Grandma are you talking about 
now?

PAULA
Grandma Gwen. She married Grandpa 
Michael to get away from this pork-
hole.

WILLIS
That twerp isn’t a real 
grandfather. He’s the man your 
whore grandmother sleeps with now.

John is becoming fed up, and Sarah is quite distraught. 

PAULA
Grandma Gwen is dead. So is Grandpa 
Michael.

WILLIS
Who cares?!

Willis pounds the table, reminiscent of the time he did it as 
a younger man in Joynt’s Diner. Sarah flashes on an image of 
herself as a young girl back then, trembling after the same 
outburst of violence from her father. There is an 
uncomfortable silence at the table. Willis, seemingly 
oblivious to it, changes tack once more.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
My father was a son-of-a-bitch.

WILL
Guess you’re a chip off the old 
block, then.

Sarah snaps at her son.

SARAH
Not helpful!

WILLIS
Your real name is not Will. It’s 
Willis, after me. Or isn’t it?

Will has had enough.

WILL
You treat my mom like crap. You 
treat everyone like crap. 

Will stands.
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WILL (CONT'D)
I don’t care what you think or what 
happens to you, you dick!

Will walks away angrily. Eric touches his arm as he passes 
by.

WILLIS
Now you’ve got me scared, Twinkle 
Toes.

WILL
Fuck you!

Sarah is crushed. Eric decides to pull Mónica out of the 
fray. He gets up and goes to her.

ERIC
Mónica, vamos a tomar una siesta. 
(Mónica, let’s go take a nap.)

She resists being pulled from her chair.

MÓNICA
There’s too many grandpas and 
grandmas and whores.

ERIC
Mónica! That’s enough.

John indicates to Mónica that she needs to go inside with 
Eric.

JOHN
Come on, let’s go. Vamos!

She reluctantly rises and allows Eric to lead her away by the 
hand. 

MÓNICA
I never know who you guys are 
talking about. Nadie me explica 
nada. (Nobody explains anything to 
me.)

Once Eric and Mónica have gone inside the house, John turns 
to his father.

JOHN
Jesus, Dad!

SARAH
Will loves you, Daddy.
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Willis does not look at her. Does not seem to have heard what 
she said.

SARAH (CONT'D)
Daddy?

He suddenly turns to her.

WILLIS
Daddy-Daddy-Daddy!

Sarah is hurt. John looks at his father, disgusted. Then he 
looks away, remembering:

51. EXT. PETERSON FARM, DAY, 1974

Willis (40), and John (15) are riding horses back to the farm 
on a cold winter afternoon. There are patches of snow on the 
icy field. John’s hair is shoulder-length, as it was in the 
Joynt’s Diner scene.

WILLIS
You look like a goddamn girl. 
Gettin’ a haircut today, mister.

JOHN
I don’t want a fucking haircut.

Willis slaps the back of John’s head hard. John, stung, rides 
away from Willis. He pushes his horse into a lope, riding him 
in a big circle, while Willis nonchalantly continues toward 
the barn. John suddenly heads for his father at a run and, 
before his father can ride out of the way, rams him, nearly 
knocking Willis out of his saddle. Willis angrily rights 
himself and gives chase.

WILLIS
Motherfucker!

His horse quickly catches John’s and Willis grabs his son’s 
shoulder and violently unhorses him. John lands flat on his 
face on the hard ground. Willis keeps loping toward the barn, 
never looking back.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
You little shit.

John rolls over and sits up, watching his father ride away. 
His face is bloodied. 
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52. EXT. JOHN/ERIC HOUSE BACKYARD, DAY, 2009

John looks at his father, who stares off into the distance. 
Then John looks at Sarah, who seems quite rattled, but is 
trying to regroup. Paula is looking up things on her phone. 
No one is speaking. We hear a distant lawn mower, birds 
chirping, the hum of city traffic in the distance. Sarah 
turns to her father.

SARAH
I have Jill’s photo albums that you 
were asking about last summer. 
They’re in the car.

John nods, gives his sister a thumbs up. Willis does not seem 
to be listening to her, though. Sarah insists.

SARAH (CONT'D)
I mean, you could put them in the 
new house when you move in. Might 
be nice for us to go through them 
together.

Sarah glances at John, looking for support.

JOHN
Yeah, we should, Dad. They’re 
incredible.

Willis looks at John noncommittally.

SARAH
She did such an amazing job! She 
took pictures of every place we 
went. She wrote our names under 
each one, the dates and everything. 
The names of the dogs, the cats, 
the horses, everything.

WILLIS
Like I said, she’s a fucking saint.

Sarah is encouraged; at least she has her father’s attention. 
John looks at his sister supportively. 

SARAH
She talked about you constantly at 
the end. Said she loved you, over 
and over.

WILLIS
A little late for that.

Paula glance at Willis, then goes back to her phone. 
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WILLIS (CONT'D)
You know what my father said to me 
when I was seven years old? He said 
“Go fuck yourself with a broken 
beer bottle”.

SARAH
Do you still have Bree? How many 
horses are there now. Five, right?

John shows her three fingers.

WILLIS
Three. Bree’s still going strong. 
Her girlfriend Starlight gave out. 
We had to put her down in the 
spring.

SARAH
Oh, that’s too bad!

WILLIS
Yeah.

SARAH
I liked Starlight.

WILLIS
Stupid name. Stripper name.

SARAH
Good horse. Not quite as good as 
Bree, though.

WILLIS
Bree’s always been too fat. Fatter 
than a tick in June.

Willis warms to the subject.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
And she pulls to the right like a 
drunken sailor. But your mother 
just had to have that one.

SARAH
Jill, you mean.

WILLIS
She was quite the horsewoman, I’ll 
giver her that. She could ride a 
snake on fire.

He laughs at the thought, remembering.
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WILLIS (CONT'D)
Don’t know why she wanted that lard-
ass nag.

SARAH
Why didn’t Jill take Bree with her 
when you two split up?

WILLIS
I bought the animal. It’s mine.

John shrugs, nods to Sarah, seeming to agree with their 
father.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Eats for two and cribs like a 
fucking beaver. Doesn’t matter what 
you paint the rails or the stall 
door with, she gobbles wood like it 
was sugar.

SARAH
She was always very affectionate. 
She used to follow Jill around like 
a puppy. A little lazy when it came 
to being ridden, I guess.

WILLIS
Your mother spoiled her. Gave her 
enough apples to open a goddamn 
cider mill.

SARAH
Jill.

WILLIS
Whore.

That puts an abrupt stop to the conversation. John makes a 
move, addressing Paula as he grabs some dirty dishes and the 
platter of barbecued ribs and stands up.

JOHN
Hey, Paula, wanna see what’s 
playing at the movies?

Paula looks up from her phone. Willis snags a rib off the 
platter.

JOHN (CONT'D)
Come on, I got the Sunday paper. 
Let’s go look it up.
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PAULA
Got my phone right here. I can 
check for you.

John, glancing at Willis for a moment:

JOHN
Maybe inside?

PAULA
I’m not afraid of Grandpa.

Sarah smiles at her brother. Willis looks at him as well. 
Everyone at the table seems to be saying “It’s your move”. 
John gives in.

JOHN
Alright. 

He leaves the table and goes into the house. Willis finishes 
gnawing on his rib bone, throws it down on his plate, and 
picks up the earlier train of thought

WILLIS
Not Gwen. I meant the other tramp. 
She thought I didn’t see what she 
was doing. I heard her talking in 
the hallway. She used to put the 
radio on real loud so I wouldn’t 
know she was on the phone with him. 
Like a teenage slut.

Sarah leans back in her chair, admitting defeat. Paula has 
stopped looking at her phone and is now watching her 
grandfather

WILLIS (CONT'D)
She hated me. Like you all do. 
Itching like a bitch in heat. 
Rubbing up against anything that 
moved. Always going to the store 
for something. Sneaking around. I 
smelled it on her. Everyone knew 
about it.

There is a prolonged silence. Sarah seems exhausted. She 
turns away from Willis and slowly looks around at the garden, 
smiling wistfully. 

SARAH
Boy, he really does have a green 
thumb. The garden looks amazing. 
This backyard used to be a vacant 
lot. It was all weeds and sand.
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Willis stares off into space, oblivious. Sarah has Paula’s 
attention, though.

SARAH (CONT'D)
Now look at it! I wish he’d come 
and fix our yard. Put in a rose 
garden or something.

Paula looks at the flowers that surround them. Willis hears 
horses somewhere to his left, and turns to see them.

53. EXT. PETERSON FARM, DAY, 1974

Wide shot of a snowy field, with a pine forest beyond it.  
Two people ride horses, left to right, in front of the pines. 

A closer shot reveals them to be Willis and Jill. Willis, 
breaking a path through the snow, looks back at Jill. She 
smiles warmly at him. Willis turns forward, pleased. They 
ride on for a bit, then Willis turns back again. 

Reverse shot, CU: Willis smiles broadly as he looks at 
camera.

POV: Jill, still smiling at Willis, but now completely naked, 
riding bareback. As if it was the most natural thing to be 
doing in the dead of winter.

54. EXT. JOHN/ERIC HOUSE BACKYARD, DAY, 2009

CU: Willis, smiling to himself at the fantasy memory of Jill. 
He sighs. Sarah watches him, wondering what he might be 
thinking of. Seeing that he appears to be in a good mood all 
of a sudden, she rises and moves around the table to sit 
straight across from him. Paula watches her mother 
attentively.

SARAH
Tom says hi, by the way. Said he 
was sorry he couldn’t make it 
today. He’s...

Sarah glance at Paula.

SARAH (CONT'D)
He’s helping his brother paint his 
house.

Paula smirks at her mother’s obvious lie. Willis continues to 
smile, lost in his reminiscing.
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WILLIS
It was so humid. Hotter than hell, 
even at midnight. That’s the only 
time I remember sweating while I 
looked at a full moon. 

Willis looks right into Sarah’s eyes, smiling shyly. We start 
to hear waves lapping on a gravelly shore, a loon calling. 

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Except when we fucked that time by 
Peck Lake. Remember?

Sarah is stunned. She realises that her father thinks she is 
a woman he once had sex with. Paula looks on, uncomfortable. 
Willis smiles mischievously, blushing slightly, as we keep 
hearing the distant sounds from Peck Lake on a summer night.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Never heard so many ducks in my 
life. Deafening.

Willis looks up and away from Sarah, as if seeing a full 
moon. Sarah turns to Paula and whispers.

SARAH
He’s “sundowning”.

Willis suddenly looks at Sarah, smile gone.

WILLIS
What?

SARAH
Nothing, Daddy.

WILLIS
Women are like fish. They just keep 
swimming. I caught her red-fucking-
handed. That was it. One time, and 
out she went. I was just waiting to 
catch the bitch in the act so I 
could throw her ass out.

Sarah cuts in quickly, trying to steer her father away from 
the subject.

SARAH
If you do move back here, I’m sure 
you could sell the farm. Land 
prices have gone back up a little, 
right? 

(MORE)
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It’s drier and a lot hotter out 
here in the summer, but the horses 
would get used to it, and maybe... 
Maybe Tom and I could trailer the 
horses across the country for you. 
Or John, maybe. Who’s feeding them 
now? Danny?

WILLIS
Another goddamn freeloader. 

SARAH  (SMILING)
I’ve always liked him.

WILLIS
Danny Ward’s the only fag in the 
whole county, and she picks him! 
The only fag except your brother, 
of course.

Sarah’s smile fades.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
And now your son, too, looks like. 
Your mother was a whore fag-
breeder, apparently.

Sarah is deeply offended. She simply stares at her father, 
trembling, on the verge of tears. Finally, she rises abruptly 
from her seat and walks away from the table. We stay on 
Willis, who seems unfazed by his daughter’s reaction, and 
Paula, who cannot seem to take her eyes off him. When Paula 
finally does look away, we hear a sob from Sarah as she goes 
into the house and shuts the door behind her.

55. INT. DR. KLAUSNER’S OFFICE, MORNING, 2009

We are in a proctologist’s consulting room. Dr. Klausner, a 
man not much younger than Willis, stands by his desk, holding 
an open folder with medical records, talking with John and 
Eric.

DR. KLAUSNER
Five years ago he had approximately 
four inches removed from his colon?

JOHN
Almost six years, actually.

WILLIS (O.S.)
Lot of good that did.

SARAH (CONT'D)
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Dr. Klausner turns, and we cut to the image of Willis sitting 
on an examining table, wearing a blue hospital gown and 
staring out a place glass window at sun-drenched green 
foliage. 

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Can’t even get to half-mast 
anymore.

DR. KLAUSNER
And When was the last time you were 
examined?

WILLIS
Examined? You might as well cut the 
goddamn thing off for all the good 
it does me now!

JOHN
Not since then.

Dr. Klausner turns back to John and Eric.

DR. KLAUSNER
Has he had a colonoscopy since the 
operation?

JOHN
No.

DR. KLAUSNER
Yeah..., okay.

Dr. Klausner walks over to Willis.

DR. KLAUSNER (CONT'D)
If I could ask you, please, Mr. 
Peterson, to lie on your side, 
facing away from me.

Willis stares at Dr. Klausner, his attention drawn to the 
doctor’s purple and red patterned tie.

CU: Dr. Klausner’s white shirt lapels and purplish tie, 
transforming into the image of a New York State Trooper’s 
grey lapels, complete with matching trooper pins and purple 
tie. 

DR. KLAUSNER (CONT'D)
Lie down on your side. Roll over. 
Facing away from me.

Willis complies, lying down and turning his back to the 
doctor.
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DR. KLAUSNER (CONT'D)
That’s very good. Thank you.

John and Eric watch as Dr. Klausner walks to the sink and 
medicine cabinet area, complete with a large, colourful 
poster showing the human digestive system. He lays down the 
medical file and proceeds to put on some lavender-coloured 
surgical gloves. As he pulls the second glove on with a snap 
and heads back to the examining table, we see Willis’ 
apprehensive reaction.

WILLIS
Christ...

John leaves Eric’s side and crosses over to the examining 
area. As Dr. Klausner puts some lubricant on the tip of the 
gloved index finger of his right hand, Willis shuts his eyes 
and braces himself. The doctor returns to Willis.

DR. KLAUSNER
Please relax, sir. I’m going to 
check your prostrate. Strictly 
routine.

WILLIS
For you, maybe. Don’t let my son 
get anywhere near my asshole. He’s 
liable to get excited.

Eric rolls his eyes.

DR. KLAUSNER
Now, Mr. Peterson, it will be 
slightly uncomfortable, but it 
won’t take long. I’m going to do a 
little probing.

WILLIS
Just the finger please. I’m too old 
for any real action.

Dr. Klausner moves the flap of Willis’ gown to one side so 
that he can access Willis’ backside.

DR. KLAUSNER
Breathe easy. Just relax.

WILLIS
Easy for you to say.

As Dr. Klausner inserts his gloved finger and probes, Willis 
winces.
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DR. KLAUSNER
Hmm...

WILLIS
Find anything you like?

DR. KLAUSNER
Not yet.

WILLIS
Maybe you should try my son’s. 
There’s probably a party going on 
in there.

Dr. Klausner looks over at John.

DR. KLAUSNER
There is a little swelling.

WILLIS
It’s nothing personal, Doc.

DR. KLAUSNER
You may sit up now, and get 
dressed.

Dr. Klausner has completed the examination, and walks over to 
the sink area, where he discards his gloves in a trash bin 
and washes his hands. The doctor picks up his medical folder 
and looks at John.

DR. KLAUSNER (CONT'D)
How long will your father be 
visiting?

JOHN
About a week, maybe longer.

WILLIS
No, I’m not!

Dr. Klausner glances briefly at Willis, who is now sitting 
up, then continues talking to John.

DR. KLAUSNER
We should get his colonoscopy done 
as soon as possible.

JOHN
Yes.

Dr. Klausner crosses to Willis.
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DR. KLAUSNER
Just a moment. I’m going to check 
my schedule and see if we can fit 
you in this week. I’ll be right 
back.

The doctor walks to the door and leaves the consulting room. 
Eric walks over to the chair next to the examining table and 
picks up Willis’ clothes.

WILLIS
I’l be goddamned if I’m gonna let 
them poke around in there again. 
Last time they almost killed me!

JOHN
You need to do it Dad. It’s 
important.

WILLIS
Not here. I’m not letting some 
California fairy up my ass.

Eric stands holding Willis’ clothes for him. When Willis 
turns and sees Eric, he reacts in angry surprise, jumping off 
the examining table and ripping the clothes out of his hands 
as he advances menancingly on him.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
What the fuck are you doing here?!

Eric hurries away, and John steps in between them.

JOHN
Dad, Dad... Eric’s trying to help.

WILLIS
Son, I really don’t need your help! 

He angrily throws his clothes on the floor.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Stop trying to run the show!

56. EXT./INT. RENTAL CAR ON SNOWY ROAD, 2009

A small, lavender vehicle makes its way down a rural road in 
the middle of a snowstorm. Cut to the inside of the vehicle, 
and we see John is driving. Willis sits looking out the 
passenger window at the blizzard, smoking.

WILLIS
Did you pick the colour?
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JOHN
The colour of what?

WILLIS
This rice-burning piece of shit.

JOHN
Put your seat belt on.

Willis does not comply.

WILLIS
It itches. 

John glance over at him, annoyed. Willis burns his finger.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Fuck.

JOHN
Dad, I get a fine if you smoke in 
the rental.

WILLIS
Pussy.

We watch the car drive on through the blowing, drifting snow.

57. EXT. CHURCH WEDDING, DAY, 1957

John and Gwen have just got married, and they are standing on 
the front steps of a limestone church, posing for 
photographs. Snow is falling. Gwen, wearing a white wedding 
dress and veil, holding a bouquet of flowers, is flushed and 
happy. Willis seems uncomfortable in the social situation and 
with the wedding suit he’s wearing. They kiss and Willis 
awkwardly tries to wipe Gwen’s red lipstick off his mouth, 
only to smear it more. She tries to help, laughing as she 
tries to wipe the red smudge from his face. Gwen then looks 
up and sticks her tongue out to catch some snow flakes. This 
amuses Willis, and he manages a little smile. In his way, he 
is pleased and very much in love. They kiss again, and we 
tilt up into the snow-filled sky. 

58. INT. SYRACUSE HOSPITAL ROOM, MORNING, 2009

Willis is lying in bed, hooked up to an I.V., with a book 
about North American Mushrooms opened on his lap. He is 
looking out the window at a snowstorm that partly obscures 
the city skyline. He is smiling, remembering his wedding day 
in the snow. He is muttering to himself.
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WILLIS
Beautiful...

Wide shot reveals that John stands leaning against the wall 
opposite Willis’ bed, watching his father and wondering why 
he seems so happy with the unremarkable view out the window.

JOHN
Glad to be back in the North 
Country?

Willis’ reverie is broken, and he turns to see who is 
speaking to him. He seems surprised and annoyed to find his 
son standing there. He groans. Cut to:

59. INT. HOSPITAL ROOM, DAY, 2009

A couple of hours later, same room. The snow has stopped 
falling. John now sits in a chair by Willis’ bed. Dr. Solvei 
stands on the other side of the bed, speaking with Willis, 
who regards the doctor with some scepticism. 

DR. SOLVEI
So, if things keep progressing the 
way we hope they will, you can go 
home the day after tomorrow.

WILLIS
Two more nights in this joint?

DR. SOLVEI
Let’s see if you can digest a 
little solid food in the morning 
and have a successful movement.

WILLIS
Shit.

DR. SOLVEI
Exactly. I’ll check in on you after 
your breakfast, see how you manage 
some cereal.

WILLIS
Did you get all the cancer out of 
there?

DR. SOLVEI
I believe so, Mr. Peterson. Now, 
please try to not shift your body 
position too aggressively, because 
we don’t want to have to go back in 
there and redo those staples.
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WILLIS
I hate this goddamn place.

DR. SOLVEI
The sooner we can get your system 
up and running, the sooner you can 
go home.

John nods his agreement.

DR. SOLVEI (CONT'D)
You’re a warrior, Mr. Peterson.

WILLIS
I’m a viking.

The doctor smiles.

DR. SOLVEI
Of course.

WILLIS
I’m a fucking viking!

John and the doctor share a smile.

DR. SOLVEI
Yes, well, you’ve just got to slow 
down a little so that we mere 
mortals can keep up with you.

WILLIS
Come here, come here a second.

Willis gestures for the doctor to come closer. The doctor 
approaches and leans close to Willis, who speaks very 
quietly, confidentially.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
You know, your nurses... You need 
younger nurses. These old hags 
you’ve got running the place are 
ruining the view. And they never 
come when you call ‘em.

Dr. Solvei laughs a little. John smiles and shakes his head.

DR. SOLVEI
I’ll see what I can do.

WILLIS
I hope so.
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The doctor starts to walk away, but Willis stops him, 
urgently calling him back. 

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Come here. Wait!

The doctor takes a step back toward Willis, who seems very 
concerned about something. 

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Do you know first-hand if any of 
them are actual prostitutes?

Dr, Solvei straightens up, smiles to himself, then nods 
politely to John.

DR. SOLVEI
I’ll see you in the morning.

He walks out of the room. John buries his head in his hands. 
Willis lays back on the pillow, pleased with himself, and 
closes his eyes.

60. EXT. PETERSON FARMHOUSE, SUNSET, 2009

There is snow all around, blowing and drifting, and the sun 
has set. The sky is still tinged with purple beyond the 
farmhouse. It looks very cold. 

61. INT. PETERSON FARMHOUSE KITCHEN, NIGHT, 2009

Willis and John are having dinner. Same kitchen we saw in 
1962, when Gwen was alive, but it is now cluttered with piles 
of old newspapers, engine parts, boxes of deer antlers. The 
wallpaper is yellowed with age and from the countless 
cigarettes Willis has smoked in there over the years. Some of 
the newspapers and a disassembled chainsaw have been pushed 
aside enough to make room for John’s and Willis’ plates. They 
are having skinless chicken fillets, white rice, and 
broccoli. At the centre of the table is a small TV. The 
Howard Hawks western, Red River, is on, at full volume. The 
climactic scene in which John Wayne and Montgomery Clift 
fight in front of everyone is playing. John tentatively lifts 
his hand to turn down the volume on the TV, but, after 
glancing at his father, decides against it.

JOHN
Try some of your broccoli, Dad. 
It’ll clean you out, help your 
digestion work better.
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WILLIS
I don’t like broccoli. And this 
chicken tastes like cardboard.

JOHN
Have a sip of water.

WILLIS
Water is where fish shit.

JOHN
You’ve got to get used to eating 
less grease and processed foods.

WILLIS
I’d rather eat what I like and die 
happy instead of living like a 
pansy slave.

John picks up a bottle of olive oil.

JOHN
How about a little more olive oil? 
I’m afraid I can’t let you have any 
more salt, but oil’s okay.

Willis glares at him. John puts the oil down and picks up the 
pepper shaker.

JOHN (CONT'D)
Or... how about a pinch of pepper?

WILLIS
You’ve done enough damage as it is.

John puts down the pepper and smiles at his father 
solicitously.

JOHN
We’ll figure out a healthy but 
tasty way to eat. Believe me, it’s 
a learning experience for me, too.

Willis puts his fork down and leans back in his chair, 
staring angrily at John. He speaks in a measured way.

WILLIS
You need to go back to California.

JOHN (NODDING)
Well, we’ll go back as soon as 
you’ve healed sufficiently.
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Willis pulls his shirt up to reveal a long, stapled vertical 
scar that runs from his groin up to his chest.

JOHN (CONT'D)
Looks good. A lot less redness. 
Staples come out in five days, and 
then maybe we can leave.

Willis drops his shirt front and shoves his plate to one 
side, done with it.

WILLIS
You need to go back to California.

He gets up, hikes his trousers, and goes to the fridge. On 
opening the door and examining its contents:

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Aw, this looks like a hippy 
graveyard in here!

He spots some eggs and grabs two, kicks the fridge door shut, 
and heads for the stove.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
I’m gonna make a couple of fried 
eggs. You want one?

JOHN
No, thanks. You really shouldn’t 
have fried anything right now, Dad.

Willis lifts the lid of his butter keeper, finding it empty.

WILLIS
And where’s my fucking butter?

JOHN
No butter. Oil is what you’re 
allowed.

Willis drops the lid and throws an egg at John, who ducks 
just in time. The egg splatters on the wall behind him.

WILLIS
Allowed?

JOHN
Dad, Jesus...

Willis throws the other egg at John, narrowly missing his 
head. The splattered eggs run down the wall. Willis 
approaches John.
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WILLIS
Now you listen to me, you know-it-
all little shit. This my goddamn 
house, and I will do as I please. 
If you don’t like it, then you can 
go back to your boyfriend and eat 
all the salads and nuts and berries 
that you want. If you wanna live on 
rabbit’s food, that’s your 
business!

Willis leans in closer to his son.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
But I will not put up with this for 
one more minute. Is that clear?

John looks away.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Is that clear!?

JOHN
Yes.

Willis turns and goes to a cupboard, grabs a warm beer and 
opens it, causing the foam to spray and make a bit of a mess.

WILLIS
Son of a bitch!

He leaves the kitchen with his dripping bottle of beer.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Goin’ to bed.

John is left with his frustration and the loud climax of the 
movie scene’s argument playing out on the little TV.

62. INT. PETERSON FARMHOUSE KITCHEN, NIGHT, 1962

We are in the same space 47 years earlier, with Willis, Gwen, 
and 4 year-old John sitting at the same table, having dinner. 
They are eating the duck that John shot. The radio is on 
quite loud, playing Hank Snow’s version of “I’ve Been 
Everywhere”. 

GWEN
Honey, I don’t mind the radio being 
on, but could it be a little 
quieter?
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Willis stares at her for a moment, then puts down is beer and 
stands up. He reaches for the radio on the shelf near the 
stove, and switches it off. He sits back down, annoyed. John 
notices.

GWEN (CONT'D)
I didn’t mean turn it all the way 
off.

Willis waves her away, irritated, before he goes back to 
eating. 

JOHN
It doesn’t taste like chicken.

GWEN
No. Did you think it would?

JOHN
Kind of.

Willis looks up and follows their conversation as he eats.

GWEN
Do you like it?

JOHN
I think so. How can it go to heaven 
if we eat it?

GWEN
To heaven? It already went.

JOHN
That’s silly, Mom. It’s right here!

John points to the meat on his plate. Gwen smiles. 

WILLIS
Lucky it’s a young one. Old ducks 
are tougher, a lot gamier.

JOHN
Gamier?

WILLIS
Yeah. Strong tasting. This one’s 
tender.

JOHN
Hmmm, tender!

Now Gwen picks up the conversation, almost as though a subtle 
competition for the boy’s attention were underway.
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GWEN
It also helps to soak it in milk 
before you cook it. Like we did all 
afternoon, right Johnny?

John looks at her, chewing the duck meat.

WILLIS
Chew carefully, in case you come 
across any shot. They’ll crack a 
tooth.

JOHN
I didn’t find any yet. What if I 
swallow one by mistake?

GWEN
Don’t.

Willis enjoys Gwen’s no-nonsense response, and the parents 
smile at each other.

63. EXT. PETERSON FARMHOUSE FRONT STEPS, MORNING, 2009

John is shovelling a few inches of new-fallen snow off the 
front steps. Willis stands on the porch looking at the 
distant horizon, lost in thought. He is bare-headed even 
though it is quite cold out, holding his fedora by his side. 
He alone hears Gwen laughing, talking to him.

GWEN (V.O.)
Stop, Willis!

JOHN
I’ll be done in a minute. Why don’t 
you go in and rest?

Willis, still with Gwen, does not hear him.

GWEN (V.O.)(LAUGHING)
Stop looking at me!

John puts down the shovel and picks up a can of salt. He 
starts sprinkling it on the cleared steps. Willis, still 
looking off into the distance, is in his way.

JOHN
Excuse me.

Willis come out of his moment with Gwen, and moves to one 
side, putting his fedora on.
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WILLIS
Go easy with that stuff. It’s 
expensive as hell.

JOHN
That’s what it’s for. You got 
enough money to last you another 
lifetime. I don’t think you have to 
hoard your salt.

Willis walks down the steps and starts heading for the barn. 

JOHN (CONT'D)
I already fed them.

Willis pauses and looks back at John.

WILLIS
How much?

JOHN
A flake and a half each.

Willis grunts and continues walking through the snow. John 
gives chase.

JOHN (CONT'D)
I said I already fed ‘em, Dad. 
Doctor said you should take it 
easy. You shouldn’t be out here 
yet.

Willis stops and looks sternly at John.

WILLIS
I’m gonna take a look at my horses. 
Do you mind?

He walks off. After a moment, John sighs and follows.

64. INT./EXT. PETERSON FARMHOUSE HORSE BARN, MORNING, 2009

Willis pulls the big sliding door to his barn open, and 
enters. John appears in the doorway as Willis lets his three 
horses - two bay geldings and the white mare, Bree - out of 
their stalls. Willis guides the horses out the door into the 
paddock adjacent to the barn. 

WILLIS
Come on boys. Hey, Bree. Come on, 
girl. There you go. 
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John looks on as Willis picks up a load of hay with some 
effort and goes into the paddock. Although he is in pain, 
Willis is determined to carry on with his daily routine. John 
follows him outside and watches as Willis throws flakes of 
hay to his horses.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Go on. There you go.

JOHN
Guess you’re not worried about the 
price of hay.

Willis throws the last of the hay and turns to John, giving 
him a withering look as he walks right up to him. He lights a 
cigarette as he stares at his son. He inhales sharply and 
blows the smoke right in John’s face, then walks away. John 
watches his father limp around the corner of the barn, headed 
back to the house, and remembers: 

65. EXT. FOREST CLEARING, AFTERNOON, 1974

Willis and John are up in a simple wooden deer stand that is 
built in a big maple tree in the middle of a clearing, with a 
360 degree view of the forested hillsides. Snow is falling 
lightly. There is no wind. We hear crows calling to each 
other somewhere, and maybe a woodpecker hammering away on a 
birch tree deep in the woods. Willis has a hunting rifle. 
John has cut his hair and has a scar on his upper lip from 
the time his father threw him off his horse. They sit very 
quietly, waiting for deer. They’ve been up there for a while, 
scanning the woods. 

Willis hears some noise to his right, and turns his head to 
see a big whitetail buck with a nice rack standing among the 
trees part way up the thickly wooded slope, maybe 70 feet 
away. He gently taps his son on the shoulder. John looks to 
the area his father indicates, but does not initially see the 
deer. His father points again, and John spots the beautiful 
animal. Like Willis, he is excited at the sight. His father 
quietly starts to ready his rifle to take a shot, then stops. 
He looks at his John, who is not sure what his father is 
thinking. Willis, looking into John’s eyes, slowly offers him 
the rifle. John knows this is an important gesture. He takes 
the rifle, and Willis helps him position the rifle on the 
wooden railing of the deer stand. John is nervous, but he is 
going to try and come through out of respect for his father. 
He aims, while Willis looks at the deer. The buck snorts, 
staring in their direction, but stands still, offering a good 
target. John becomes increasingly anxious.

WILLIS (WHISPERED)
Come on...
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John is struggling, does not want to shoot. He lowers his 
head.

JOHN (WHISPERED)
Fuck...

Willis does not know why John is taking so long. He turns to 
find the boy looking down, unwilling to follow through. 
Before Willis can say or do anything about it, we hear some 
thrashing off-screen as the deer turns and bounds away 
through the snow and tangle of branches. Willis turns to the 
deer, and finds that it has disappeared.  He can see the 
tracks the deer left, and a couple of branches swinging to 
and fro. Willis turns to his son, disappointed. That was big 
buck that just got away. John continues to look down, 
ashamed. Willis slowly takes the rifle from him. Then he 
looks back at the place where the buck was standing. What a 
waste. Then he looks at his son again, long and hard. He puts 
his arm around the boy for a few moments, and then, as he 
removes it, pats John gently on the shoulder.

WILLIS
It’s okay.

They sit like that for a bit, Willis holding the gun and 
looking at the forest, resigned, and John with his head 
bowed. The snow continues to fall.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
It’s okay.

66. INT. PETERSON FARMHOUSE, MORNING, 2009

John enters the house, kicks his boots off, and enters the 
living room. Like the kitchen area, it has become much more 
cluttered since the days when Gwen lived there. There are a 
couple of old TVs, a pin-up girl calendar nailed above them, 
crates of tools, a gun rack on the wall holding a couple of 
rifles. The walls are papered with the same flower-patterned 
wallpaper from the old days, but it is stained yellow from 
cigarette smoke and little or no cleaning for decades, torn 
in some places. Willis sits in a leather-bound recliner, 
still wearing his winter coat and boots, looking out the 
dirty window at the snowy fields. John approaches him, looks 
out the window to see what his father might be staring at.

JOHN
I put the horses back in the barn.

Willis does not respond.
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JOHN (CONT'D)
I’m gonna make some coffee. You 
want some?

Willis seems oblivious, or is simply ignoring John as he 
continues to stare out the window. John waits another moment 
for a response, then goes into the kitchen. He takes off his 
winter coat and hangs it on a chair, then goes to the coffee 
machine by the stove. He takes the pyrex coffee jug and goes 
to the sink, starts to fill it with water.

67. INT. PETERSON FARMHOUSE LIVING ROOM, MORNING, 2009

Willis and John sit near each other, close to the window, 
having coffee. Willis continues to gaze out at the snowy 
fields as he sips his. John looks at his father.

JOHN
Seen any good bucks out there 
lately?

WILLIS
Hmm. Last week. Nice eight-pointer.

We hear a truck outside, entering the frozen, snow-covered 
driveway and starting to plow. Willis sits back in his 
recliner, irritated.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Shit. Danny-fucking-Ward, right on 
time. Always nosing around.

John looks out one of the other windows of the living room, 
sees the truck make its first pass with the plow. We will 
continue to hear the sound of the snow being plowed 
throughout most of the scene.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Lucky he keeps your driveway clear. 
Mows your lawn in the summer too, 
doesn’t he?

Willis raises his arms and imitates fluttering, falling 
leaves with his hands.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
And rakes the leaves in the fall.

JOHN
How much do you pay him?
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WILLIS
Guilty conscience, that’s what 
that’s about.

JOHN
So you don’t pay him.

WILLIS
No. He’s just trying to make up for 
stealing my slut wife.

JOHN
Maybe he’s just trying to help.

WILLIS
You don’t know the first thing 
about it. He wants my farm. He’s 
always wanted it, but he’s not 
going to get it. The man’s lower 
than dog shit. Always moping around 
and sucking up to everyone. The 
worst mistake she ever made was 
going with that bullshit artist.

John smiles.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
What?

JOHN
Nothing.

WILLIS
Don’t be a coward, son. Speak your 
mind.

John refusing to take the bait, does not respond.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Coward.

Willis looks out the window.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Next thing you know, him and that 
bitch are gonna try to weasel their 
way into my house for dinner. Not 
gonna happen! The man’s a piece of 
shit, and he’s rubbing my nose in 
it.
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JOHN
He only had a few years with Jill. 
He loved her and he made her happy. 
What’s wrong with that?

WILLIS
Whose side are you on?

JOHN
Aw, Jesus...

Willis yells at John, pointing to the door.

WILLIS
You know where the door is, my 
friend!

JOHN
You are such an asshole.

WILLIS
And you’re a fucking pansy!

John flinches, trying to contain is anger. Willis continues, 
his voice dripping with disdain.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
I don’t even know you, boy.

JOHN
You think you can do and say 
whatever you want and we’ll always 
forgive and forget, but someday...

WILLIS
I don’t give a rat’s ass what you 
think! Your mother’s not welcome in 
this house, and neither are you.

JOHN
Yeah, well, she’s dead.

WILLIS
I don’t care what lies she’s been 
telling you...!

The gloves are off now.

JOHN
She’s dead! And Jill’s dead too!

WILLIS
No, no, no!
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Willis breaks into a coughing fit, straining his stapled 
wound.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Ahhh! Help me... help me up, 
please.

He continues to cough and grimace with pain. John gets up and 
takes his father’s hand, helps him get to his feet. As he 
rises, Willis throws a roundhouse, trying to sucker punch his 
son. John dodges the punch, and Willis’ momentum takes him 
crashing into the TV sets.

JOHN
Hey! 

Willis staggers, and John reaches for him.

JOHN (CONT'D)
Christ, Dad. You alright?

John tries to help Willis get upright.

JOHN (CONT'D)
Why don’t you sit down...

Willis slaps John in the face, hard.

WILLIS
Son of a bitch!

And comes back the other way, backhanding John with all his 
might, which makes Willis teeter and fall awkwardly back into 
his recliner, grunting in pain.

JOHN
What the fuck!

John moves toward his father. Willis throws a cushion at him.

WILLIS
No! Get the fuck away from me!

Willis is wild-eyed. He is breathing hard and groaning, but 
he looks like a dangerous, cornered animal.  

JOHN
You alright?

WILLIS
You always take her side! You and 
your sister. Never give me the 
benefit of the doubt, never look at 
me the way you look at her.
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He coughs and groans.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Always sucking up to your mommy, 
like a couple of spoiled brats! I 
don’t want her coming near this 
place... 

Willis is now screaming at John.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
She was out there last night! 
Prowling around. And I told her I 
killed her fucking horse and burned 
all her letters. Burned all her 
letters! Gwen! GWEN! I fucked your 
fat nag and then I put a bullet in 
her ugly fucking head!

JOHN
Jill!

WILLIS
No!

JOHN
Her name was Jill! Bree is Jill’s 
horse!

There’s no turning back now.

JOHN (CONT'D)
You don’t know one person from 
another. You don’t know who’s alive 
and who’s dead. You don’t even know 
what fucking day it is!

Willis looks at John with pure hatred, further provoking him.

JOHN (CONT'D)
You can’t hear. You don’t listen to 
anyone anyway! You won’t accept any 
help.

John is losing control.

JOHN (CONT'D)
You’re never happy! Nothing ever 
makes you happy. Everyone’s an ass-
hole or a whore! Or a fag!

He tries to rein himself in, but years of hurt drive him on.
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JOHN (CONT'D)
You’re scared to death. You’re 
afraid to live and you’re afraid to 
fucking die!

WILLIS
You feeling like a big man now?

JOHN
You never said the words “I’m 
sorry” or “I love you”. I’ve never 
heard those words from you!

WILLIS
It goes without saying!

JOHN
No, it fucking doesn’t! Never in 
your life did you ever say you were 
sorry! Never, never, fucking never! 
You’re the fucking coward!

Willis extends his hand forcefully, trying to shut John out, 
but there’s no stopping his son now. John is in a tearful 
rage.

JOHN (CONT'D)
When Mom lay dying in the hospital, 
you never even went to see her. Not 
once! You chickenshit, pathetic, 
bigoted old man!

Willis is all fury.

WILLIS
Let’s call the bitch and find out 
who’s the fag around here!

John gets right in Willis’ face.

JOHN
She’s dead! 

WILLIS
..a fucking...

JOHN
Mom is...

WILLIS
...a dirty, rotten whore!
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JOHN
Then she’s a dirty, rotten DEAD 
whore!

Willis punches John.

WILLIS
This is my house!

JOHN
And you’re going to die in it!

WILLIS
No!

JOHN
Alone and miserable!

We start to hear Gwen’s voice.

GWEN (V.O.)
Willis...

WILLIS
This is my house!

He kicks and punches at John, and John tries to restrain him. 
Willis head butts John. 

JOHN
Stop... stop!

WILLIS
She is sucking on that loser’s 
needle dick...!

GWEN (V.O.)
Willis...

WILLIS
Kill me, then!

Willis continues to struggle.

GWEN (V.O.)
Willis!

John has his arms around his father, but Willis keeps trying 
to head-butt him.

WILLIS
Just kill me, you fucking 
cocksucker!

94.



95.

JOHN
Stop it!

GWEN (V.O.)
Willis, stop!

Willis cries out in pain.

WILLIS
GWEN!

Although John holds him tight, pinning his arms, Willis 
continues to struggle, trying to somehow smash John with his 
head. Willis sees flashes of Gwen’s weeping face.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Gwen...

JOHN
Dad, please...!

WILLIS
Gwen...

GWEN (V.O.)
Willis...

WILLIS
Gwen!

Willis, weeping now, lets his head sink onto John’s shoulder.

JOHN
Dad, it’s alright.

GWEN (V.O.)
Oh, Willis...

Both men are broken.

JOHN
It’s okay. It’s okay...

WILLIS
No, no, no...

Wide shot, showing the whole room. John is on his knees, 
embracing his crying father, whose arms now hang limply.

68. INT. PETERSON FARMHOUSE KITCHEN, PRE-DAWN, 2009

Profile of Willis sitting by himself smoking at the kitchen 
table, silhouetted against the window in pre-dawn half-light. 
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It is very quiet, apart from the faint sound of the wind 
outside. Willis takes a drag, and we see the bright red ember 
of his cigarette.

69. EXT. PETERSON FARMHOUSE DRIVEWAY, DAY, 1977

We hear gusts of wind as we slowly tilt up from a purple tie 
and grey lapels with New York State Trooper insignia.

SERGEANT SANDERS (O.S.)
She must have stalled out in the 
intersection.

Sergeant Sanders’ face is revealed, wearing his tan, official 
Stetson hat, snow whipping past his face.

SERGEANT SANDERS (CONT'D)
The truck driver tried to veer, but 
he wouldn’t have seen her in time 
coming out of that curve.

Wider shot reveals that the trooper stands in front of his 
blue and yellow police car speaking to a bareheaded and 
coatless Willis. Willis squints against the blowing wind, 
snowflakes gathering in his hair and sideburns. He looks like 
a wolf, his eyes stone cold as he listens to Sanders.

WILLIS
Where’s Gwen now?

SERGEANT SANDERS
At the hospital. She’s in critical 
condition, but they said she’s 
conscious.

WILLIS
Was she alone?

The trooper, who seems to know Willis, hesitates a moment 
before answering.

SERGEANT SANDERS
Michael White was in the passenger 
seat, took the brunt of it. He was 
also taken to the hospital, but he 
din’t make it.

WILLIS
Michael-fucking-White.

Willis looks away, shakes his head.
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WILLIS (CONT'D)
I knew it.

Willis turns back to Sanders.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
He’s dead?

SERGEANT SANDERS
Afraid so. Passed away from his 
injuries in the ambulance.

Willis nods, thinks this over. The hint of a smile appears in 
his eyes.

WILLIS
Good.

Sergeant Sanders cocks his head slightly, taken aback by 
Willis’ casual venom.

SERGEANT SANDERS
Will you be picking up your 
daughter at school, sir?

We now see the scene from the front porch of the Peterson 
house, over Jill’s shoulder. She has been standing there 
watching the whole time, her arms folded across her chest 
against the cold wind.

SERGEANT SANDERS (CONT'D)
I understand your ex-wife has 
custody, but you’re the father. Or 
would you like us to get her so you 
can go to the hospital?

Willis stares at Sergeant Sanders, seeming to size him up.

WILLIS
No, I won’t be going there. Does 
Sarah know?

SERGEANT SANDERS
No, sir. I came straight from the 
scene of the accident.

Willis takes a step toward Sanders and pats him on the 
shoulder somewhat condescendingly.

WILLIS
I’ll go pick her up, Jeremy.

Willis turns and walks to his Chevy pick-up. Sanders tries to 
conceal the measure of contempt he has for Willis.
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SERGEANT SANDERS
Yes, sir.

From behind Jill we see Willis start up the truck and drive 
away, past Sanders and his official State Trooper vehicle. 
Before getting into his car, Sanders waves to Jill, and she 
returns the gesture. She goes back into the house.

70. INT. PETERSON FARMHOUSE KITCHEN, SUNRISE, 2009

John enters the kitchen yawning, wearing pyjamas and a 
bathrobe. Willis is still sitting at the table, now wearing 
his glasses and working on the Watertown Daily Times 
crossword puzzle. John pours himself a cup of coffee.

JOHN
Morning.

Willis hears some dripping, looks up to the ceiling. Water 
comes through a vent, splattering on the linoleum floor. The 
area around the vent is stained from previous leaks.

WILLIS
You taking a bath, son?

John turns, knocking his coffee cup over. It smashes on the 
floor.

JOHN
Oh, fuck! I forgot...

He runs out of the kitchen. Willis puts his pencil down and 
stands up. He crosses the room, holding his sore back, and 
fetches a mop. We can hear John start to curse himself 
upstairs as he deals with the overflow. Willis walks back to 
the stove area and kicks the coffee cup shards into a pile. 
He tosses the mop against the stove for John to use, then 
sits back down in his chair.

WILLIS
Pain in the ass.

Willis hears some ducks calling in the distance.  He leans to 
the window, pulling the sheer curtain aside, and spots a 
skein of ducks flying high over the snowy fields, lit up with 
the rays of the rising sun.

71. INT. PETERSON FARMHOUSE KITCHEN, MORNING, 2009

CU: A mop swirling back across the floor. John, still in his 
pyjamas and bathrobe, is finishing the clean-up of the 
kitchen floor. 
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The water has stopped coming from the ceiling vent, except 
for the occasional small drip. John puts the mop in a bucket, 
then bends down and slides a metal cooking pot under the 
vent. During the rest of the scene we will continue to hear 
the odd drip hitting the pot. Willis is still working on his 
crossword puzzle.

JOHN
Can’t believe I did that again 
after all these years. I was 
reading while the tub was filling 
up, and I came down to get a cup 
of...

WILLIS
Your mother did it all the time. I 
should have put an overflow drain 
on it years ago. And fixed the 
fucking ceiling.

John looks over at Willis, surprised at how calm and 
accepting of the situation he seems. Willis glances over at 
the stove.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
I made a fresh pot.

John looks at the coffee maker, stands up and walks over to 
it.

JOHN
Thanks.

As he pours himself a cup, he looks up at the ceiling vent.

JOHN (CONT'D)
I don’t think it’s that bad. There 
wasn’t that much water on the floor 
up there.

Willis answers while concentrating on the crossword.

WILLIS
Enough, apparently.

John walks to the table carrying his cup and the coffee pot.

JOHN
Yeah... sorry. I’ll pay for it, 
whatever the... whatever it costs.

Willis waves him off.
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WILLIS
Stop.

John arrives at the table, puts down his cup, and picks up 
Willis’.

JOHN
Another cup?

WILLIS
No.

John puts Willis’ empty cup down. He sits down in the chair 
across from Willis. There is a lot of clutter on the table, 
including the chainsaw parts, which John pushes to one side 
to make room for his coffee cup. Willis glances up 
momentarily, not seeming to like his things being touched or 
moved. He then goes back to the crossword. A moment of 
silence between them, as John thinks about what to say. We 
hear a drip hit the pot on the floor. And the wind outside, 
always the wind around this lonely house.

JOHN
I can see why you want to stay 
here, Dad. It’s a beautiful place.

WILLIS
Hmmm.

JOHN
I asked Danny Ward’s sister to... 
check in on you more often. She 
told me she comes to clean every 
two weeks. Now she could come every 
few days, maybe. You know, get your 
groceries, make sure your 
prescriptions are filled, do your 
laundry.

Willis remains focused on the crossword.

JOHN (CONT'D)
Whatever you need her to do. Is 
that okay?

Willis looks up at John and speaks calmly.

WILLIS
You need to go back to California.

Willis goes back to his crossword. John exhales slowly.
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JOHN
I know. I just want to make sure 
you have a little help around here. 
It’s all taken care of. You don’t 
have to worry about it. She’ll just 
come and lend you hand. Alright?

A long pause, and then Willis looks up again.

WILLIS
What’s a slang word for 
“overactive”? It’s five letters. 
The second one might be a “Y”...

John is touched by this unaccustomed gesture from his father, 
the unusual generosity of asking for his opinion or 
assistance of any kind. As he assimilates the feeling it 
brings out in him, he flashes on an image of his father 
driving the old Chevy truck decades ago, a moment in which 
Willis was at peace driving down a country road alongside a 
cornfield, smoking and maybe smiling, perhaps talking in a 
relaxed manner.

JOHN
How many letters?

WILLIS
Five.

Sharing the crossword, speaking about it, makes John feel 
even more emotionally vulnerable. He thinks about the 
question sincerely.

JOHN
“Hyper”?

As he looks to verify whether that word fits, something moves 
inside of Willis as well, something he cannot quite come to 
grips with emotionally. He finally lifts his gaze, glassy-
eyed, and looks at his son with unexpected kindness.

WILLIS
That works.

A connection has been made, an understanding has occurred in 
the purest, most simple way.

WILLIS (CONT'D)
Yeah..., that works.

Willis, trying to compose himself, looks back down at the 
newspaper and writes the word into the crossword. John 
smiles, tears in his eyes. We get a wide shot of them sitting 
together in silence in the kitchen. 
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The wind still blows outside, and another drop falls into the 
pot. John sips his coffee and appreciates the company of his 
father.

72. EXT. PETERSON FARM AND ENVIRONS, DAY, AT VARIOUS TIMES

A montage of images that come to John’s mind - and perhaps 
some that come to Willis as well. They include swallows 
swerving and soaring against cloudy sky, Willis driving the 
old Chevy on a summer day and pointing out places of interest 
in the green fields as we speed along, a swallow hovering by 
a nest in a barn’s rafters to feed its eager hatchlings, CU 
of an empty swing swaying slowly back and forth in the front 
yard, an old toy tractor lying forgotten in some long grass, 
a detail of delicate wild flowers in the shade of a tree, a 
caterpillar crawling up a wall, cobwebs fluttering in the 
upper corner of the barn doorway with an autumn-hued forest 
in the distance, etc.

73. INT. JOHN/ERIC HOUSE MÓNICA’S ROOM, NIGHT, 2009

CU: Items on Mónica’s bedside table. A model U.S. Air Force 
fighter jet, a plastic horse, and Willis’ pocket watch, which 
we can hear ticking. John’s hand enters the shot and picks up 
the watch.

JOHN
Grandpa forgot his watch!

MÓNICA
He gave it to me.

JOHN
Really? Wow.

John feels a mixture of surprise, satisfaction, even jealousy 
over his father not telling him about the gift. 

JOHN (CONT'D)
Lucky girl. That was really nice of 
him, wasn’t it?

MÓNICA
Yeah. We’re friends.

This gets to John.

JOHN
You sure are.

CU: The watch in John’s hands. He respectfully puts it back 
on the bedside table, then looks at his daughter. Love.
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74. EXT. JOHN/ERIC HOUSE BACKYARD, NIGHT, 2009

Eric is watering plants in the backyard. John exits the 
house, comes down the back-porch steps, and stops. Eric looks 
at him, shuts off the water.

ERIC
You okay?

JOHN
Yeah.

That did not sound convincing. Eric knows something is off. 
He drops the hose and walks to John. When he reaches him, he 
sees the emotion on John’s face. He takes him in his arms.

ERIC
Baby.

75. INT. AIRLINER COCKPIT, AFTERNOON, 2009

We pan off the windshield and instrument panel to reveal 
John, at work piloting the plane. The sun glints off his 
sunglasses as he remembers kissing Eric in their garden, dew 
on rose bushes, a very young Willis telling Gwen a story that 
makes her laugh in the kitchen on a summer’s day while she is 
peeling potatoes, Willis kissing her lovingly and leaving the 
room, Gwen turning to camera and speaking unheard words to 
us, smiling. These and other images are intercut with images 
of John flying the plane as the afternoon wears on. At one 
point his co-pilot gets his attention. It seems she’s been 
trying to communicate with him for a while. He acknowledges 
her, nods, flicks a switch overhead and makes a flight 
adjustment, indicating to her that his headphones are indeed 
functioning properly. He remembers his mother’s throat, a CU 
in which we see her carotid artery pulsating and hear her 
heart beating. Cut to:

76. EXT. PETERSON FARM, LATE AFTERNOON, 2009

A view of a wide-open field in winter, beyond a sagging fence 
line. It is windy, as always, and snowing steadily. We still 
hear Gwen’s heart beat under the sound of the wind.

77. EXT. PETERSON BARN, LATE AFTERNOON, 2009

Seen from inside the barn, Willis lies motionless on his back 
in the snow, legs twisted oddly. There is loose hay in one of 
his hands, and more strewn around him. As we track towards 
Willis, we see Bree enter shot and move to his face. 
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MCU: Willis, quite still, eyes wide open and seemingly fixed 
on the lowering sky above. Bree’s muzzle enters shot, sniffs 
at Willis’ cheek. After a moment, Willis blinks and lifts his 
hand to push Bree away.

WILLIS
Get off me, you fat bitch.

Bree moves away. Willis lies there, looking skyward, 
shivering. We hear his heart beating very slowly. The screen 
goes black for a moment, as we continue to hear his heart. 
Then we hear waves lapping a gravelly shore, and a loon 
calling. We see Willis’s face again, and we gradually move 
closer to him. We hear more sounds reminiscent of his memory 
of Peck Lake. Ducks calling, the waves lapping louder, and 
then a woman’s laboured breathing. Cut to:

78. EXT. PECK LAKE, NIGHT, 1957

A woman, seen from below, naked from the waist up, on a 
moonlit, starry summer night. Her back is arched, head thrown 
back, as her body gently undulates above us. When she lowers 
her head to us, allowing her long hair to fall forward, we 
see that it is Gwen, laughing with the pleasure she feels.

79. EXT. PETERSON BARN, SUNSET, 2009

MCU: Willis lying in the snow, smiling back at us, happy as 
he’s ever been. The last of the sunlight bright in his eyes. 
His heartbeat slows, growing fainter.

80. EXT. PECK LAKE, NIGHT, 1957

MCU: Gwen looks right at us as she finishes making love, her 
shoulders heaving. She smiles freely, staring wide-eyed. 

GWEN
I’m so happy.

81. EXT. PETERSON BARN, SUNSET, 2009

CU: Willis, smiling as his heartbeat fades and stops. We hear 
the wind. We hear crows calling. Cut to:

Sunset over a field of drifting snow as the sun dips below 
the horizon and the light slowly fades to black.
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     Dedicated to Charles and Walter Mortensen

FALLING
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