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EXT. MONTANA - RANCH COUNTRY - EARLY MORNING

Out here, the vastness of the land humbles all human 
ambition.  Infinite barbed wire fences mark centuries-old 
claims.  The big sky easily accommodates colossal 
thunderheads, those lofty white mountains born from 
clashing air masses on cross-continent migrations.

BY CONTRAST, A TIGHT ATTIC SPACE...

Is revealed by the blue-white beam of an L.E.D. flash 
light.

We see boxes, trunks, odd-shaped items covered in sheets.  
All laden with the dusty sediment accumulated from 
decades of storage. 

MORGAN VAN WATERS, 40, fair skinned, her face showing age 
but not much wear, coughs and pulls her shirt up over her 
mouth.  She lowers herself through the ceiling hatch from 
where she’d been perched.

MORGAN (O.C.)
Polly?  Pollywog?  

EXT. OUTSIDE - SAME TIME

POLLY VAN WATERS, 8, or “Pollywog” as her mother 
sometimes calls her, crawls through deep grass in an 
untended area of a main lawn.  She directs and voices 
small plastic horses and western figurines in a pretend 
drama.  

MORGAN (O.S.)
Pollywog?  I need your help.

POLLY
Comin’.

Polly doesn’t budge.  Keeps playing.

MORGAN (O.S.)
Polly!  Now!

The little sprite hops up and scurries away towards:

THE OLD VICTORIAN.  Three levels.  Still majestic in the 
morning light, though a closer inspection shows tattered 
siding and a weary structure.   

In fact, up close, the whole place looks tired.



(CONTINUED)

2.

INT. THE OLD VICTORIAN - A BIT LATER

Antique items are grouped on a table.  Reams of newspaper 
with headlines like, “Jimmy Carter signs nuclear non 
proliferation act” fill the gaps.   Morgan unpacks 
another Antiques Roadshow treasure - an eighteenth 
century clock.  

POLLY
Wow.  

MORGAN
This could be really valuable.  I 
gotta get this stuff appraised.

Morgan starts packing stuff back into the boxes.

POLLY
Why can’t we live here?

MORGAN
Well, sweetheart, we’re just not 
ranch people... unless some, I 
don’t know, cowboy wanders out the 
countryside to help out, we’re 
probably going to sell it all. 

POLLY
No!

MORGAN
C’mon, babe, a told you this a 
week ago when we got here.  It’s 
complicated.  Everybody wants 
something. 

POLLY
The other place doesn’t have a 
yard and we have to take the 
elevator every time we go 
somewhere.

MORGAN
It’s clean.  No maintenance.  This 
place is so musty.  The whole 
house needs to be... shaken out.

POLLY
But, I want a pet... with fur.  

MORGAN
Maybe once this is all over, we 
can look at some different places. 

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

(CONTINUED)
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POLLY
No.  Mommm!  It will take a 
million years...

MORGAN
I don’t want to argue about it.

POLLY
It’s not fair! 

Polly storms off. 

FADE TO:

EXT. THE LONG ROAD - MONTANA COUNTRYSIDE - IN MORGAN’S 
CAR

The phone rings.  She answers on speaker.

MORGAN
Brat department.

Polly clicks her tongue. 

VOICE ON SPEAKERPHONE
Morgee!

MORGAN
Hey, you get my text? 

VOICE ON SPEAKERPHONE
Yeah, I’ll meet you.   

MORGAN
What about Cee?

VOICE ON SPEAKERPHONE
She’s headed there now.  After she 
grabs a muffin.

MORGAN
Isn’t she working?

VOICE ON SPEAKERPHONE
No.  She quit.  Again.  

(beat)
Polly?  Polly want a cracker?

POLLY
Uncle Aib, where do you get 
cowboys?

CONTINUED:

(CONTINUED)
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(CONTINUED)
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Morgan smiles.  Cute.

AIB
Uh... Well, Pioneer Days is next 
week. 

POLLY
Noooo.  A real cowboy.

EXT. SHARP CURVE CITY, MONTANA - DAY

Small town.  A tractor in the intersection as Morgan 
rolls by.  

Morgan parks at SHARP CURVE ANTIQUES. 

INT. SHOP - A FEW MOMENTS LATER

CAROLYN HAROLD, 56, trim, near-white hair in a ponytail, 
examines the clock and a few other items.  Polly wanders 
around touching things. 

MORGAN
Don’t touch, sweetie.

Polly touches things less conspicuously. 

CAROLYN
Oh, that’s nice.  Mid-nineteenth 
century.  

MORGAN
There’s lot’s more, look.

Morgan shows some phone pics of the larger items.

CAROLYN
My my... ooh that’s a (some kind 
of antique chest), that could be 
quite valuable.

We see the next picture as does Carolyn.  It’s a portrait 
painting of a man with a three-sided pocket watch.

CAROLYN
Is that...?

MORGAN
What?

CONTINUED:

(CONTINUED)
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CAROLYN
Well, I can’t tell from a photo if 
it’s genuine, but it looks like a 
work by sCarvel Price.  

MORGAN
Okay.  Who’s that?  

CAROLYN
Part of the America-west group of 
impressionists - around a century 
ago.  And, he was known to have 
painted in this area.  That would 
be quite a find.  Although, later 
in life, he rather abruptly turned 
to Indian themes.  Quite a 
character.  Get this, he was the 
first to predict a bridge across 
the bay in San Francisco.  

MORGAN
Well... you know... how much- 
...what would something like this - 
I don’t want to sound like y’know, 
I’m celebrating my Aunt’s passing-

CAROLYN
Two to three hundred thousand.

MORGAN
Fuck.  

POLLY (O.C.)
Mommy! 

MORGAN
I’m sorry... Two to three hundred 
thousand?!

CAROLYN
Absolutely.  Maybe more, if the 
bidding got hot.

MORGAN
That painting is the same price as 
a house?

CAROLYN
Uh... in some markets, I suppose.  
Not here, since Sharp Curve became 
so hip.  

The door swings open and Aib enters wearing fireman garb.

CONTINUED:

(CONTINUED)
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(CONTINUED)
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MORGAN
Hey baby brother.

They hug.  Aib is easily 11 inches taller than Morgan. 

AIB
Carolyn, this is my big sis.

CAROLYN
I wasn’t confused, Aib.

AIB
(to Morgan)

Her bro is in the department.  
Class three medic.  What I’ll be 
soon.

(re: the antique)
Hey look at that old clock.  I 
remember that.  I used to hide my 
booze in there.  

He looks at Carolyn then his uniform.  

AIB
I’m clean now, don’t worry.  Hey 
Morgee, Carolyn said some of these 
things could be worth a ton.

MORGAN
Really?

The door opens and CEE enters.  She has long frizzy hair 
and a scarf.  Clearly her own style of dress.  And not 
necessarily in a good way.  Thick eyebrows, scant makeup.  
She sucks from a large Jamba Juice.

CEE
There’s no where to park free 
anymore.  This whole town is 
becoming a giant rip-off.  Hi 
Morg’.   

Quick hug/kiss, then the critiques.

MORGAN
You need to trim your eyebrows.

CEE
You’re a little chubby.  And now, 
did you see, there are like three 
new furniture stores.  We’re going 
full-Aspen.  Hey Aib.

CONTINUED: (2)
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Quick hug/kiss.

CEE
Can you loan me twenty bucks?  I 
promise I’ll pay all thirty back 
by the weekend.  

AIB
You said twenty.

CEE
What’s forty dollars?  I’m blood.  

Cee finally pays attention to Carolyn.  

CEE
Hi.  Cee. 

CAROLYN
Carolyn.

POLLY
Cee!

Polly comes from the back of the store and happily jumps 
into Cee’s arms.

Polly gives Aib a hug too.

POLLY
Whatsya thinkin’, Aib Lincoln?

He turns her upside down.  She squeals with delight.  
Morgan smiles at the sight of her girl in the arms of a 
man.  A rare sight.

MORGAN
Carolyn said one of the paintings 
could be worth two hundred 
thousand dollars--

CEE
Fuck! 

POLLY
Cee! 

CAROLYN
If it’s genuine.  But there are 
well-done copies, okay?  Calm down 
folks.

CONTINUED: (3)
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CEE
Sure.  Sure.  Two hundred 
thousand...  I could... I mean we 
could do so many things - remember 
my restaurant idea--

MORGAN
Cee, hold on, tax issues, legal 
fees - Aib, Polly?

Aib: oops.  He turns her upright.

POLLY
I’m dizzee...

Polly wanders off and bumps into a wall. 

POLLY
(muted)

Ow. 

AIB
Okaay... here’s my thoughts.

(feigns emotion)
That house and I go way back. But, 
money and I go way back too.  
We’ve also had some great times.  
Cash and I are tight.  And money 
doesn’t need siding and a new 
barn.  

CEE
Oh and by the way, why did Aunt 
Delanore appoint you as executor?

MORGAN
At the court hearing?

CEE
Oh, right.  I was on a 
assertiveness retreat.

(off Morgan’s 
sarcastic look)

I’m as smart as you when I’m not 
totally high.

POLLY
What’s high?

MORGAN
(re: Polly)

Cee?

CONTINUED: (4)

(CONTINUED)
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AIB
I passed the Med-2 exam.

CEE
Polly, Auntie Cee has anxiety 
issues.  You understand?  I have a 
prescription-- You stay away from 
pot. 

MORGAN
I think we’re good.  Thanks.  

CEE
No problem.  Hey, maybe Polly can 
come to my class tomorrow - my 
window looks right into a yoga 
studio next door so we’ll just 
follow along.

MORGAN
We’ll see.  I gotta get back to 
the farm.  There’s some guy coming 
to look at that big machine-thing, 
with the spinning blades.

AIB
Harvester. 

MORGAN
If you say so. 

EXT. THE LONG ROAD - DAY

Morgan drives.  Polly plays games on the phone.  Morgan 
looks like she wants to converse but says nothing.

POLLY
What’s an auction?

MORGAN
Well, Polly, it’s where you sell 
old furniture and stuff to the 
person who offers the most money.

POLLY
I wish I could buy all of it.

Morgan looks at Polly and thinks about Polly’s naive 
wish.

CONTINUED: (5)

(CONTINUED)
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A MAN (PRE-LAP)
About forty-three is where I’d be, 
Miss.

EXT. FARM - AFTERNOON 

A farm machinery BUYER and Morgan stand before a 
monstrous harvester.

MORGAN
Forty-three thousand.  Is that 
good? I am so completely out of my 
environment.  I’m a lawyer for the 
State EPA. 

BUYER
I suppose I could do forty-five.

Above, Polly watches from an open window.  

BUYER (CONT’D)
Mind if I look at the tractor too?

The buyer strides off.  Morgan scurries along side him.

BUYER
‘Shame the farm isn’t what it used 
to be. 

Morgan looks about the place and wonders.

CUT TO:

THE FREEZER:  Jammed with BRIGHTLY COLORED FROZEN FOODS.

INT. THE OLD VICTORIAN - KITCHEN - DAY

MORGAN
Kid’s cuisine?  I’ve got some 
tater tots.  Luchables.  How about 
a slice of ham?

Polly looks at all the boxes.  

POLLY
I wish we could shop at the gas 
station all the time.

Morgan is taken aback.  The phone interrupts. 

CONTINUED:

(CONTINUED)
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MORGAN
Hey, Cee... Now?  I don’t know how 
many people are there?  I look 
awful.  What about Polly, she’s--?  
Oh, I’m sooo tired-- Who?

(moves to a private 
area)

What’s his name?  

CUT TO:

INT. CEE’S APARTMENT - ACROSS FROM THE YOGA STUDIO

A small party.  Cool people.  Wine.  Beer.  A yoga class 
going on across the alley.

IN THE BATHROOM:

Morgan finesses her make up.  She closes her eyes and 
takes a deep breath.  She exits just as Cee is entering.

CEE
Look over my right shoulder.

Morgan peers over her shoulder.

CEE
Tall guy with the Pinot Grigio, 
looks like a more-macho Jim Carry?

MORGAN
Yeah.

CEE
Miles.  Gate’s open, nobody’s 
minding the till.

MORGAN
C’man, there’s gotta be claim on 
that land.

CEE
Nope.  He split with his ex, last 
fall.  

MORGAN
Kids, right?  He’s got four kids 
from three marriages. 

CEE
None.

CONTINUED:

(CONTINUED)
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MORGAN
Job?

CEE
Architect.  His own firm.

MORGAN
Seriously?!  Why aren’t you after 
him?  

CEE
You know I like long hair.  He’s 
too sensible, reliable.  I have 
shaky morals.  He’s boring.

MORGAN
Boring?

CEE
In like-able way.  Perfect for 
you.

MORGAN
Well, stable is good.  By the way 
you know I got an another email 
from Sample five-seven-two-zero-
zero-nine.

CEE
Stop.  Dick Donor? 

MORGAN
He’s wants to meet me.

CEE
No... No no no.  That’s creepy.  A 
donor reaching out?

MORGAN
But Polly has such nice features, 
he could be meant for us--

CEE
He could be a circ-du-freak.  Now 
go get some real man-time.

MORGAN
Miles?

CEE
Miles.

CONTINUED:

(CONTINUED)
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(CONTINUED)
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MORGAN
Miles.  Does he know anything?

CEE
Nothing.  He knows nothing about 
you.

Morgan crosses the room and sidles up to MILES, 41, tall 
rough beard, South African with a moderate accent.  

MORGAN
Hi, Morgan.

MILES
Morgan, of course.  The sister! 
I’m Miles.  I’ve heard so much 
about you!

Morgan grits and turns to Cee but she’s vanished.  

MORGAN
Really?  

MILES
Really.

MORGAN
All right, impress me.

MILES
You’re an attorney at a small firm 
in Billings.  Doing environmental 
cases of some sort.  You were the 
first in your family to own a CD 
player you won by allegedly 
cheating your little sister in a 
swimming race, and you have very

(leans in a bit)
Very lovely eyes.

MORGAN
It was an IPOD, I’m not that old.

MILES
I’ll bet you know something about 
me too.

MORGAN
Architect.  Tall.  That’s enough, 
I’m satisfied.

They laugh.  This is going well.

CONTINUED: (2)

(CONTINUED)

13.



CONTINUED: (3)

(CONTINUED)

14.

LATER:  Around a few merged tables.  Wine and food.  
Morgan sits next to Miles who concludes a rousing story

MILES
November twenty-seventeen Dwell 
magazine runner up in the top 
prairie home designs!  Swear to 
God!  Am I a genius?  

Everybody cheers.  Morgan: okay does this guy love 
himself?

MILES
(aside to Morgan)

You have to come see the place 
before the new owners take the 
keys.  

He shows some phone pics.  

MORGAN
It’s modern.  Clean.  I like that.  

MILES
For me it’s got to be organized 
and clean.  

MORGAN
Affirmative.

Awkward pause.  He laughs. 

MILES
Listen, I have to confess.  I have 
something in mind for your farm.

MORGAN
Really?

MILES
Sure.  Here’s how I see it.  Sharp 
Curve is the go-to destination for 
wealthy clients who want the ranch-
lifestyle without all the hassle 
of actually running a ranch.  
They’re snapping up properties and 
building new modern homes.  We 
could build a house on spec and 
then develop the rest of the 
property.  It could be very 
lucrative.  

CONTINUED: (3)
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MORGAN
We?  

MILES
Come over to my office on Friday 
around seven.  We can look at the 
plans and then grab a bite.  
There’s a terrific tapas bar that 
just opened up.

MORGAN
Are you asking me out on a date or 
a business dinner?

He smiles... but it’s a kind of slick.  His phone beeps.

MILES
Ahh, my partner.  I’m really 
sorry.  I have to ... 

MORGAN
No problem, I have to check on 
Polly, anyway.

MILES
Polly who?

MORGAN
My daughter?  

Miles looks surprised but not turned off.

MORGAN
(realizing)

Cee didn’t mention that.

MILES
No. 

MORGAN
Yeah, she’s 8.  Here.

The phone pic.

MILES
Woah.  Beautiful.  

Miles pauses.  Looks off to the side.

MORGAN
What?

CONTINUED: (4)
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MILES
Nothing.  

He smiles and winks.

MILES (CONT’D)
Design change.

He goes of to make his call.  Morgan seems conflicted.

CUT TO:

EXT. CVS PHARMACY - NIGHT

HARD RAIN falls outside a small local strip mall.

INT. CVS PHARMACY

Morgan, a box of TAMPONS in hand, stops and looks at some 
CONDOMS.  There’s a huge selection.  

EXT. CVS PHARMACY - NIGHT - A MOMENT LATER

Morgan stands below the overhang, waiting for it to stop 
raining.   She notes a local SALOON.

INT.  TUSK SALOON

Morgan steps in.  A dozen patrons.

She sits at the bar.  A GUY with a cowboy hat sits a few 
empty seats away.

The bartender gives her knowing smile and pours a glass 
of chardonay.  

MORGAN
That obvious, huh? 

BARTENDER
Careful.  That’s strong stuff. 

All in good fun.  She lifts her glass to him.  

COWBOY HAT (O.C.)
I’ll get that, ma’am.

Morgan turns to see another man IN COWBOY GARB, RIGHT 
DOWN TO THE GUN AND HOLSTER.

CONTINUED: (5)
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COWBOY HAT
My name is McPhereson, what’s 
yours, little pony?

MORGAN
Are you for real?

COWBOY HAT
As you see me.

The bartender laughs.

BARTENDER
Pioneer Days, my dear.

He points to a banner that advertises an upcoming 
festival celebrating the old west.

MORGAN
Ohhhh.  The outfit.  Oh, you got 
me.  That’s really clever.

BARTENDER
The festival’s a lot of fun, if 
you’re in town, you should check 
it out. We get about ten-thousand 
visitors.  Mcphereson here, who on 
most days, runs McPhereson’s Auto 
Body, just couldn’t wait another 
week.

MCPHERESON
The offer stands, none the less, 
ma’am.

Something hits Morgan: what the hell, why not?

MORGAN
Okay, partner.  Just one though, 
until the rain stops. My horse 
doesn’t like foul weather.

They laugh.

MCPHERESON
How long was ya here for ma’am?

MORGAN
Oh, we’ll see, I reckon, I’m sort 
of baby sitting a house right now.

CONTINUED:

(CONTINUED)
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MCPHERESON
Well, if you need a real man 
around the place, I’m your feller.

BARTENDER
Okay, shots!  

The bartender plops down three.  Morgan just goes with 
it.

CUT TO:

MORGAN, DANCING TO THE JUKEBOX WITH THE COWBOY AND THE 
BARTENDER.

THE FIRESTATION - NIGHT - LATER

Aib carries Polly from the garage to Morgan’s waiting 
car.  He buckles her in.

AIB
You okay to drive?  Where’d you 
go?

Morgan tries to start a sentence but it’s too much 
trouble to explain.  She settles on:

MORGAN
I’m fine.  Thanks Aib, love you.

She give him a hug.

AIB
You can both sleep here.  There’s 
another bunk.

MORGAN
Tempting, but, no.  Bye, hun’.

EXT. THE LONG ROAD - NIGHT

Morgan glances to her daughter. 

EXT. THE OLD VICTORIAN - NIGHT

Morgan pulls up to the house.

CUT TO:

CONTINUED: (2)
18.
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A SECOND LATER:

She carries Polly from the car toward the house.  About 
fifty feet from the house she stops dead in her tracks 
when she sees:

A WOLF between her and the front door.  She looks back to 
her car.  About twenty feet.

A howl comes from another wolf somewhere nearby.

The wolf before Morgan starts to come slowly her way.

TERRIFIED, SHE DASHES FOR THE CAR, STRUGGLING TO CARRY 
POLLY.  

She gets to the car and falls back into her seat, 
SLAMMING AND LOCKING THE DOOR.  

She looks around.

Nothing.  No wolf.  In any direction.  She waits.

FADE OUT

SMASH INTO:

EXT. THE OLD VICTORIAN - BREAKING DAWN

Morgan snaps awake, still in the car.  Polly sleeps in 
the passenger seat.

A MOMENT LATER: 

Morgan, eyes darting around, looking for wolves, carries 
Polly into the house.

MORGAN
Was that a dream?

FADE OUT.

INT. THE OLD VICTORIAN - LATE MORNING

Morgan sleeps on an antique four-post bed.  Sheer drapes 
billow in the open windows.

She wakes, thirsty and groggy.

A MOMENT LATER:

(CONTINUED)
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Morgan wanders the lower floor.

MORGAN
Pollywog?

PORCH:

Morgan, coffee in hand, steps out squinting.  She sees a 
note.  

MORGAN
Dear Mom, went to look for a 
cowboy... cowboy?

(small beat)
Too late, I found one, last night. 

(sotto)
My head.  That was not like me. 

Morgan is more curious than concerned. 

MORGAN
Polly, seriously, where are you?

Morgan looks around.  Nothing in the wide view.  

MORGAN
Are you in the barn?

INT. THE OLD VICTORIAN - BARN - DAY

Morgan climbs a wooden ladder into a hay loft.

MORGAN
Polly?  Pollywog?  Where is she?  
Come out babe.

EXT. FARMLAND - DAY

Polly steps out of the corn.  She looks down the road 
both ways then turns and walks away from us.  

POLLY:

...comes upon the intersection of TEN-MILE ROAD and 
EASTLINE road.  

She takes a drink from a juice pack, sits down in the 
grass and pulls out her bag of western figurines.  She 
starts to arrange them.

CONTINUED:

(CONTINUED)
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POLLY
Oh no, we’re lost!  What should we 
do?... Excuse me ma’am, can I help 
you... Hi, are you a cowboy?  Yes 
I am... can you help us find our 
home? 

EXT. BARN - DAY

Morgan exits.  Hands on hips.  Where is she?

EXT. FARMLAND - DAY

Polly plays with her cowboy figurine.

POLLY (VOICES)
Well, ma’am just tie the ribbon in 
your hair to the sign post and 
that way the rescue team will know 
you were here... good idea!

She ties her hair ribbon to the post.  She notices some 
big clouds forming.  

POLLY (VOICES)
Okay, let’s get movin’... weather 
could be getting bad...

INT. THE OLD VICTORIAN - KITCHEN - DAY

On the TV: Local news weather.

WEATHERMAN
...After a week of much cooler-
than-normal weather including 
frost at night, the warm front 
coming from the south means some 
thunderstorms in the area could 
become severe as those warm and 
cold air masses smash into each 
other.  So take precautions if 
you’re in the Billings area...

Morgan dials her phone as she listens to the news.

MORGAN
Aib.  Hey, it’s Morgan, look I got 
a problem.    

CONTINUED:
21.
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EXT. THE LONG ROAD - DAY

Morgan drives, and scans for Polly.  GIANT STORM CLOUDS 
roam the countryside.  The phone rings.

AIB (O.C.)
Morgee do you read?  

MORGAN
Don’t be cute right now.

AIB
Okay, sorry.  You should find your 
child, because uh, the radar shows 
a ripper heading right toward the 
farm.

Morgan looks out her window.  A WHITE SKIRT OF RAIN BELOW 
A TOWERING CUMULOUS CLOUD.  

MORGAN
You’re not kidding, are you.

AIB
Of course I’m not.

MORGAN
Well, it didn’t sound like you had 
much urgency in your voice.

AIB
I’m a fireman!  We can’t go around 
tooting horns and blasting sirens, 
people will panic!  

Morgan wants to laugh but...

MORGAN
Aib, I’m really scared.

AIB
Okay, big sis.  Don’t worry.   
Kids go off and explore.  She 
probably chasing a butterfly.  A 
lot of kids aren’t so lucky, what 
with street predators and 
deviants.

MORGAN
What?

(CONTINUED)

22.
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23.

AIB
I mean, like you’d see in a major 
city.  Not here.  At all.  

MORGAN
Okay.  I’m turning around.  She’s 
probably home and I’m being a 
control freak.

AIB
Yeah... I mean no... I mean, yeah 
about the her being home... 
okay... signing off. 

EXT. FARMLAND - DAY

Polly is in a grassy field.  Not farm.  Prairie.  

There is a LONE TREE a short walk ahead of her.

She hears a PEAL OF THUNDER and turns to look behind her.

Polly is dwarfed by the giant sky.  A SQUALL moves 
steadily in her direction.

POLLY
Uh oh. 

A hailstone the size of a marble hits her head.

POLLY
Ow!

She plucks the hailstone from the grass.  Examines it.

A BASEBALL-SIZED HAILSTONE hits ten feet away.  Polly is 
stunned. 

Then ANOTHER BIG HAILSTONE and then another and another.

POLLY
Oh noooooo!

POLLY DASHES LIKE AN ANTELOPE for the tree.

HAIL starts to fall everywhere.  She’s hit in the 
shoulder.  It hurts but she keeps running.  She’s hit on 
the head.  It hurts.  Now she’s terrified.

She DIVES TO THE BASE OF THE TREE.  

CONTINUED:

(CONTINUED)
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(CONTINUED)

24.

A BIBLICAL SIZED BLIZZARD OF HAILSTONES FALL THAT WOULD 
SCARE THE HELL OUT OF ANYBODY!  Large branches break.  
Polly does her best to avoid falling sticks.  The wind 
mixes up the entire mess.

Then IT STOPS.  For a second.  Then a little rain.  More. 

More!  MORE!  WHITEOUT.  

POLLY SCREAMS but the rain is all-consuming.

Polly sees one of her western figurines - the horse, in 
the mud.  She reaches but--  

A CLOSE LIGHTNING STRIKE and rifle-shot crackle followed 
by a BOMB BLAST OF THUNDER.

POLLY
Help!

Polly looks up an sees THE FIGURE OF A MAN EMERGING FROM 
THE RAIN.  It’s...

POLLY
Oh my God!  A cowboy.

A COWBOY CARRYING A SADDLE, not like the costume but the 
real thing, with every detail of his attire, ringing true 
in its appearance, RUNS UP AND SQUATS DOWN NEXT TO POLLY.

COWBOY
Pardon, me miss.  Do you mind if I 
take up shelter until the tempest 
passes?

Polly just stares.  The look in his eyes.  His skin.

His clothes.  His smell.

POLLY
Okay.

COWBOY
Ely, miss.

Polly stares.

ELY
May I ask your name?

POLLY
Okay.

CONTINUED:
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25.

He chuckles.  The rain continues.

ELY
What is your name?

POLLY
Polly.

ELY
A pleasure to have made your 
acquaintance, Miss Polly.

POLLY
What does that mean?

ELY
Uh... it’s nice to meet you.  It’s 
also nice to dispense with 
formalities under such odd 
circumstance.

POLLY
Are you a petafile?

ELY
I beg you pardon, ma’am?

POLLY
Are you going to kill me?

ELY
Now, what on the bear’s bottom 
made you say that?

POLLY
Mom says don’t trust strangers.

ELY
Well, young maiden, your mother 
sounds like a vessel of wisdom 
sailing on a sea of common sense.  
I can tell you I’m no harm, but, 
havin’ deciphered the source of 
your apprehension, I will honor 
your mama’s wishes and remain a 
safe distance away, of say four 
feet, until the rain ceases.  Is 
that a fair arrangement?

POLLY
Okay.

CONTINUED: (2)
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26.

ELY
Outstanding.

A brief moment passes.

POLLY
Are you a real cowboy?

ELY
Cowboy?  Well, Its been a spell 
since I’s drivin’ cattle.  Honest 
injun... Couldn’t stomach the 
food.  Real hard out there on the 
range.  I will confess, I dream of 
a day when someone else does the 
cookin’ while I chop the wood and 
bring home the bacon.

Ely looks off into the rain and waits patiently.  Polly 
can’t help but gaze at him.

EXT. FARMLAND - DAY 

Unrelenting rain.  Morgan has pulled over. 

Inside the car she can only wait.  Water streams down the 
windows like inside a car wash.

EXT. PRAIRIE - A FEW MINUTES LATER

SUNLIGHT SNEAKS THROUGH THE THINNING CLOUD COVER as the 
mighty storm moves on.  Ely steps out from beneath the 
old tree and surveys the area.  HE WHISTLES A PECULIAR 
TUNE.  Repeating a few times.

POLLY (O.C.)
I lost my horse.

Ely turns back to Polly who searches the grass and mud 
near the base of the tree.

ELY
I beg your pardon ma’am, but did 
you say that you had lost your 
horse?

POLLY
Yes.

CONTINUED: (3)

(CONTINUED)
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27.

ELY
Well then, we have a most 
interestin’ coincidence, because I 
have also lost mine.

POLLY
How did you lose yours?

Ely takes a big deep breath and kneels down next to her.  
Pulls out his tobacco pouch and starts to roll a 
cigarette.

ELY
Miss, Polly, I have to admit 
somethin’ I’m not entirely proud 
of... In my bulldoggeness, I 
decided to outpace the storm.  You 
see, I had been hunting in the 
high country and had been 
fortunate enough to take a boar, 
and I was aching to do more 
reclinin’ and less perchin’.  I 
guess, in my eagerness, I 
sacrificed clear thinking and was 
primarily foretasting the bacon on 
the griddle.  

POLLY
What are you saying?

ELY
I was hungry and in a hurry.  
Should’ve waited. 

POLLY
Oh!  I do that all the time.

ELY
To conclude my story, the gales 
became so hard I became unsteady 
on my steed.  I decided to 
dismount and straighten my saddle, 
but just as I unhooked the cinch, 
a crack’o’thunder sent Redrails- 
that’s my horse- off like a jack 
rabbit, leaving me with a saddle 
in my hands and a fool’s 
expression on my face.  From then 
on, it was all boots right up here 
to the tree.

Polly giggles.  Ely finishes rolling.

CONTINUED:
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28.

ELY
I wouldn’t call that story a 
comedy.

POLLY
Sorry.

She still smiles.  He strikes a match on his boot and 
light up.

ELY
Tell me about your horse.

POLLY
He’s plastic.

ELY
Plastic?  

She shows him the others.  He looks them over.

ELY
These are some of the finest hand-
carvings I have ever laid eyes 
upon.  I would imagine they must 
be worth a fair sum.  

POLLY
No, they’re not expensive.  My mom 
got them at the ninety-nine cent 
store.

ELY
That’s what I’s sayin’.  Ninety-
nine cents!  Well, that would 
explain your fair condition and 
fine teeth.  You were born with a 
silver spoon in your mouth.  Your 
folks must be of some impressive 
means.  We’ve got to find that 
horse or they’ll be hell to pay.

Ely starts to search the ground.

POLLY
That’s a bad word.

ELY
Excuse my rough-neck jargon, miss 
Polly.  As I said, it’s been a 
spell since I was in close 
proximity to a young flower such 
as yourself.

CONTINUED: (2)
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POLLY
It’s okay.

Ely looks at one of the other plastic toys.  It’s a cow 
from a MacDonald’s happy meal.

ELY
MacDonald... I knew him.  Or 
course he moved away ’ventually.

Ely gestures out to the horizon.

ELY
Yeah, ol’ Macdonald had a farm--

POLLY
Eeeiiieeeiiioooohhh.

Ely looks at her: Huh?  He continues to look for the 
horse.

ELY
Anyway, and on his farm he had a--

Ely pulls the horse from the grass.

ELY
Horse.

POLLY
Thank you.

Ely stands and brushes off.

ELY
I’d better see to it that you 
return with your satchel of fine 
plastic.

Ely looks at the sky and surroundings.  He seems 
confused.

ELY
The damndest th-

(Ooops, bad word)
Uh, in which direction is your 
homestead?

POLLY
There’s a road sign near here I 
use to find my way back.

CUT TO:

CONTINUED: (3)
29.



30.

A BARREN POLE

Is all that’s left of the sign post.  Polly and Ely 
inspect.

POLLY
The wind tore off the streets!

ELY
That’s not much of a sign now. 

POLLY
What do we do? 

Ely surveys in all four directions.  

ELY
I work for a new clan that set up 
ranch and farm over yonder.  Van 
Waters’ the name.  I’m sure they 
know your parents.

POLLY
That’s my last name.

ELY
Is that so?  You a cousin?

Ely looks around.  He looks confounded.

ELY
The surroundings seem to have 
taken on an odd alteration.  I 
know where about I am, but the 
land has changed.  Quite a storm.  
None the less, the house of Van 
Waters sits a short march away.  
Over there.

EXT. FARMLAND

MORGAN CRUISES SLOWLY ALONG A FARM ROAD.  She bites her 
lip and scans for signs of Polly.  She CALLS THE HOUSE.

CUT TO:

30.



(CONTINUED)

31.

INT. THE OLD VICTORIAN - SAME TIME

The PHONE RINGS.  Out the window, we can see Polly and 
Ely walking towards the house.  Too far to hear the 
phone.

CUT TO:

EXT. FARMLAND - SAME TIME

Morgan sighs.  She comes to the intersection where Polly 
had tied the ribbon.  Suddenly, a HORSE WALKS OUT OF THE 
CORN AND IN FRONT OF HER CAR.  It stops briefly and looks 
directly at Morgan before slipping into the corn.  

Morgan wonders what just happened.  Then she notices 
Polly’s ribbon on the ground.

MORGAN
Oh my God.

Morgan runs from the car and picks up the ribbon. 

MORGAN
Polly?!  POLLY!!??

CUT TO:

EXT. THE OLD VICTORIAN - SAME TIME

Polly leads Ely past the modern farm equipment.

ELY
Mother of God.  Would you lay your 
eyes upon that?  I seen some fancy 
machinery in my travels but I 
never seen one o’ those.  While I 
was gone, ol’ Clarence must o’ 
struck it rich in the yellow vein.  
The man’s good fortune never 
ceases.

Ely notes the telephone and cable lines.

ELY
Look, a telegraph line right to 
their house!   

Ely looks at the tattered old house.

(CONTINUED)
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32.

ELY
Great timbers, storm hit this 
place real hard.  Looks like a 
hundred years o’ being laid out 
like cheap rawhide on a hot desert 
rock.  

POLLY
It’s really old.

ELY
Three years?  ‘tain’t that long.

Polly laughs.

POLLY
It was built in eighteen ninety 
two.   

ELY
I know.  Is that not what I have 
been contending?  I helped raise 
the walls.  Been workin’ here ever 
since.

POLLY
You’re confusing.

ELY
I was thinking the very same, miss 
Polly. 

POLLY
I did a report on this house in 
Mrs. Beverly’s class.  Two 
thousand and twelve minus eighteen 
ninety two is one hundred and 
twenty years old.

ELY
Child, we haven’t seen the passing 
o’ nineteen hundred, let alone two 
thousand.  

POLLY
Mmmhmmm.  I was born in two 
thousand and four.

ELY
You seem like the kind a rascal 
who will become peddler of 
commerce; sell snake skin to a 
snake.

CONTINUED:
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33.

Polly: huh?

ELY
I’ve walked this earth longer than 
you and I have had more time to 
familiarize myself with dates and 
such.  Therefore, I feel certain 
in the fact that this is the year 
of our Lord, one-thousand, eight-
hundred and ninety five. 

They go inside.

POLLY
Two thousand twelve.

ELY
Eighteen ninety-five!

POLLY
No it’s not.

ELY
Yes, it is.

POLLY
It’s not.

ELY
It is.

POLLY
Not not not!

ELY
Is is is!  Rattlesnakes!

POLLY
Where?

ELY
It’s an expression of frustration.

POLLY
Oh.

She opens the door and they enter the house.

CONTINUED: (2)
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34.

INT. THE OLD VICTORIAN - CONTINUING ACTION

POLLY
Mom? Mom?!  I think she’s 
sleeping.  I’ll go check.  Wait 
here.

Polly rushes up the stairs.  ELY’S ATTENTION SUDDEN 
ENCOUNTERS THE REALITIES OF A MODERN HOME.  He’s amazed 
and explores the living room like he were the first man 
on a mars landing.  He drifts into the kitchen looking at 
appliances.  He sees a calender.  It’s 2012.  He opens 
the freezer and pulls out a kid’s cuisine.  

ELY
Cook nuggets for two minutes... 
see microwave instructions...

Ely throws it back in the freezer and shut the door.

He goes to the sink and fumbles with it until the water 
comes out.  He laughs like a boy.  

ELY
It’s warm...

(yelling to Polly)
It’s warm!  This is a novelty I 
shall never forget.

He sees some switches.  Flips one.  Overhead lights.

ELY
This is like the World’s Fair.  I 
read about this.

He flips the next switch.

GRRRRRRRRRRRRRR the GARBAGE DISPOSAL!

Ely steps back, reaching for his gun.  Then he looks down 
the hole.  He sees the typical rubber flange.  He REACHES 
DOWN INTO THE--

POLLY
Stop!

She shuts off the switch.

POLLY
That’s for grinding stuff!

ELY
Like beef?

(CONTINUED)
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35.

POLLY
Nah, stuff you don’t want, like 
leftover food.

ELY
Why don’t you just toss it to the 
pigs? 

POLLY
There haven’t been pigs here since 
my mom was a little girl.

Ely seems dazed.  He finally considers the idea that he 
may be in another time.  He walks out the kitchen door on 
to the side porch.  He looks at his surroundings.  He 
sits in a porch swing.

ELY
I’m thirsty.

POLLY
Want something to drink?

ELY
The would be right nice.

INSIDE:

Polly looks in the fridge for things to drink.  She sees 
a RED BULL.  Nods.

CUT TO:

PORCH - 20 MINUTES LATER

Ely slams down a third Red Bull next to two empties.

ELY
Fascinating!  

Newspapers, calendars and Polly’s report are all laid out 
on a table.  Ely talks without pauses.

ELY
Imagine the possibilities, to be 
able to change one’s place in 
time, the whole world has changed 
and I am the same what kind of 
drink is this?  My spirits are 
highly elevated.  I feel like a 
took a bath in fine mountain 
coffee.  What’s that?

CONTINUED:
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POLLY
See, it shows the history of my 
family until today.  

We see her chart.  It clearly details the family lineage.

POLLY
My mom’s great aunt was who lived 
here until we moved in.  ‘Cause 
she died.

Ely can’t process the data fast enough.  Then...

A DISTANT CAR HORN

Ely sees a miracle.  Morgan’s fast-approaching car.

ELY
What manner of conveyance is that 
contraption?  Look at it’s mighty 
speed!  Its a miracle of the 
modern times!

POLLY
It’s just a Prius.

Morgan arrives and hops out.  She’s agitated.

MORGAN
Polly!  Where were you?

Morgan looks at Ely as she hugs Polly.  Polly sees her 
Mom’s concern/curiosity about Ely.

POLLY
Mom, I found a cowboy.

Morgan looks at Ely.  He tips his hat.

MORGAN
Baby, you scared me.  Don’t wander 
off like that.  You’re in hot 
water, young lady.

POLLY
But I found a cowboy.  His name’s 
Ely.  He helped me get home after 
the storm.

MORGAN
Really?

CONTINUED:
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37.

Morgan goes to Ely.  She looks at his clothes.  She seen 
this cowboy thing before at the saloon.

MORGAN
Morgan Van Waters.  Pleased to 
meet you, Ely.

ELY
My pleasure ma’am.  You don’t know 
what an honor it is too make your 
acquaintance, and to be in the 
fine company of your daughter.

Morgan reacts to his manner of speaking.

MORGAN
Hah, that’s good.  Sounds really 
authentic.  I gotta text Aib.

(she texts)
Pioneer days?  You guys are comin’ 
out of the wood work up here.  
Listen, I can’t thank you enough 
for bringing her back.  That storm 
was crazy wasn’t it?  

Ely looks at the car.

ELY
May I ask you, from where is the 
steam released?  

MORGAN
What?

ELY
The mechanical cart you have, I 
assume the coal burns in there but 
where does the steam come out?

Morgan just jokes along with him.

MORGAN
Oh, ha ha very good.  It’s an 
‘automobile’ Ely.  And a hybrid 
too.  Sometimes it runs on 
electricity!  

Ely looks light headed.

ELY
This is really happening.

He falls backwards into the mud.

CONTINUED: (2)
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38.

MORGAN
Oh my God.

They rush to Ely as he comes to.  He sits up.

ELY
Pardon me, Ma’am.  I think I’m 
sufferin’ from malnourishment.   

POLLY
Mom, can he stay?  Please?! 
Please!? 

MORGAN
Well, don’t you have a car?

POLLY
Mom, he’s from eighteen ninety-
five, he has a horse, but he lost 
it.

ELY
She speaks the truth.

MORGAN
All right, all right, Ely-‘from 
eighteen ninety five’, c’mon.

INT. THE OLD VICTORIAN - KITCHEN

Morgan makes some sandwiches while Polly sets the table.

Ely is captivated by a old fuzzy TV.  

ELY
I can’t divert my eyes.  It’s like 
magic.

It’s a laundry soap commercial.  He touches the screen.

ELY
I have to get some of that.  My 
denim could be brighter. 

MORGAN
Don’t believe everything you see.

They sit at the table.

MORGAN
Are you a full-time performer?

CONTINUED: (3)
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39.

Ely eats some chips.

ELY
These flat, fried potatoes are 
remarkable. 

(chews)
I’m sorry Mrs. Van Waters, but I’m 
not sure I get the gist of your 
question.

POLLY
Mom, he’s really from the past.

MORGAN
Polly, sweetheart, he’s teasing 
you.

(to Ely)
You’re here for the festival, 
right?  Pioneer Days?  People 
dress up in old west style?  Shoot 
‘em up?  The cowboy thing?

ELY
Mrs. Van Waters, I can assure you 
that due to some kind of natural 
effect, I have been put here in 
your time.  An amazing time it is.  
The wonders of your world...

Morgan cracks up.

MORGAN
Well, you convinced me, Ely.  I 
have to admit, you look like a 
natural in that costume.

ELY
Morgan.  

She looks up.

ELY
I’m not wearin’ a costume.  These 
are my clothes--

He pauses.  Morgan smirks.  Ely is taken aback.

ELY
I just realized how much you 
resemble Abby. 

MORGAN
I’m sorry?

CONTINUED:
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40.

ELY
Abigail Van Waters.  She was known 
as Abby Grant ‘fore she took a 
husband.  

MORGAN
(to Polly)

Did you tell him that?

POLLY
No, I didn’t.  Stop blaming me for 
everything.

MORGAN
Wait.  Polly, I saw your report on 
the porch.  Hah hah, I got you.

POLLY
He knew before then!  Mom it’s 
real.

ELY
I unsuccessfully courted her.

MORGAN
You dated my great great aunt?

ELY
Evidently.  It is a sore spot on 
my heart.  She eventually accepted 
the hand of Clarence.  I say 
commerce had somthin’ to do with 
her decision.

MORGAN
Okay.  I’m tired.

ELY
Clarence always gets the better of 
me.  I lost a poker game and a 
gold watch to him.  A three-sided 
watch.

MORGAN
What?

ELY
Well, I better mosey on--

MORGAN
Wait... a three-sided watch?

CONTINUED: (2)
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41.

ELY
Yes, ma’am.  I played with 
Clarence, the vicar, and an artist 
fellow named Price, and a slippery 
feller named Steamroll Johnson.  
All the luck in the world went to 
Clarence that night and his 
opinion of himself went up like a 
balloon.  The effect of the home 
brew, added to his delusions of 
grandeur.  He was so proud he said 
he would have the artist feller, 
Price, do a painting one day to 
commemorate the occasion.  We all 
laughed off our chairs.

Suddenly, Morgan becomes suspicious.

CUT TO:

INT. THE OLD VICTORIAN - LIBRARY

The portrait by Carvel Price.  The man and the three-
sided watch.

MORGAN
You must have seen this painting.  
Who are you?

Ely steps back.  Morgan looks at his gun; what if those 
are real?

MORGAN
Are you... after this painting?

Ely is just confused.

ELY
He went through with it.  I’ll be 
a--.

MORGAN
Okay, stop it.  Drop the routine.  
I want to know how you knew about 
this.  Wait. 

(to Polly)
Did you find him or did he find 
you?

POLLY
He found me, but it was raining--

CONTINUED: (3)
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42.

ELY
Ma’am, I’ll be glad to leave, if 
you could just--

Morgan grabs the rifle from over the fireplace.  Points 
it at him.

ELY
Woah, careful.

MORGAN
That’s right, I know how to use a 
gun.  I’m not afraid to either.

ELY
Okay. Okay.  An angry woman with a 
rifle... I’ve seen that before.  
I’m on my way, but can you at 
least let me fill my canteen from 
that well in the kitchen?

MORGAN
What?

ELY
To quench my thirst as I search 
for Redrails, my horse.

MORGAN
Okay, just g--

THE GUN GOES OFF knocking Ely’s hat off.  He grabs his 
head.  There’s blood.

MORGAN
Oh my f-in God, I shot the cowboy!

Polly screams.  She runs to him, Morgan too.  They help 
him to a chair.  Morgan moves in close to examine his 
head.  Ely looks at her face.  Inches away.  He’s in 
heaven.

ELY
You smell pretty. 

MORGAN
I think it’s a scratch.  My god, 
I’m so sorry.  I didn’t know that 
gun was loaded.

ELY
They all say that.

CONTINUED:
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43.

They’re in kissing range.  

Still in kissing range.

MORGAN
I’ll get some man-daids uh, 
bandaids.

CUT TO:

INT. THE OLD VICTORIAN - KITCHEN - NIGHT

Morgan completes her first aid.  Ely’s head is overly 
bandaged and he’d just like to get out alive. 

ELY
I’ll be fine, Mrs. Van Waters.  
I’d like to resume the search for 
my horse.

MORGAN
Ely, we need to discuss a few 
things.   Polly go upstairs and 
start your bath.

POLLY
No, not now.

MORGAN
Do what I say!  

POLLY
No!  Take a chill pill.

MORGAN
You want a time out?  I’m tired of 
you defying me.

POLLY
All you do is order me around.

ELY
Miss, Polly. Do as your mother 
wishes.

Polly looks at Ely.

MORGAN
I’ll handle this.   She needs to 
learn discipline. 

CONTINUED: (2)
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(MORE)

(CONTINUED)

44.

ELY
Maybe she needs a good whippin’.

Polly looks at Ely with wide eyes.  

POLLY
Okay, I’ll go!  I promise.  Don’t 
whip me!

Polly runs upstairs.

MORGAN
(to Ely)

We don’t ‘whip’.
(to Polly)

Babe, no one’s gonna whip you.

ELY 
She ain’t afraid o’ getting reined 
in.  That may be the source of her 
disobedience.  

Morgan’s irritated now.

MORGAN
What?  Reined?

ELY
Yep.  Most of the time you can 
pull on the reins one way or 
t’other, but sometimes you got to 
use the switch. 

Ely looks upstairs and claps twice, real loud and fast.

ELY
Two sharp whacks, right on the 
butt.

UPSTAIRS:

Polly is listening from upstairs.  Holy cow!  She hasn’t 
heard that before.   She runs into the bathroom.

POLLY
I’m brushing! I’m brushing!

DOWNSTAIRS:  

ELY
See, just the thought o’ the 
leather strap is motivatin’.  

CONTINUED:
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ELY (CONT'D)

(CONTINUED)

45.

Just you be ready to use when the 
time comes, lest your threats 
carry no water.  I had to raise my 
sisters when my parents died.  
That’s how I know.

MORGAN
I know how to raise a child.

ELY
As a woman.  

MORGAN
What does that mean?

ELY
I could tell you was without a 
husband.

MORGAN
Can’t a woman instill discipline?

ELY
Well, women is good for patchin’ 
wounds and keeping your belly 
full.  But they’re woefully 
unequipped to drive a pertinacious 
steer.

MORGAN
Pertinacious?

ELY
It means stubborn--

MORGAN
I know what it means.

Morgan is too tired to argue anymore.

MORGAN
Okay, look, about the thing with 
the gun... I know the temptation 
will be to call a lawyer but I’m 
asking you, please, don’t sue. 

ELY
Sue?  Sue who?  I said the name’s 
Ely.

CONTINUED: (2)
ELY (CONT'D)

(CONTINUED)
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MORGAN
Ha ha.  Me.  Us.  The estate.  
Wrongful injury.  I thought you 
were a trespasser.  It’ll fly in 
any court in the land.  

ELY
Mrs. Van Waters, bein’ a woman 
you’re prone to hysterics.

Morgan has to close her eyes to remain calm.

ELY (CONT'D)
Fortunately, my relations with the 
opposite sex have prepared me for 
such a situation.  

Morgan simmers.

MORGAN
I’m beginnin’ to wish my aim was 
better.

Zing!  Ely seems impressed with her spirit.

MORGAN (CONT'D)
Anyway, it’s been a long day.  
You’re free to stay--

POLLY
Yay!

MORGAN
In the barn.  You can sleep in the 
hay.  You’re a real cowboy, you 
should be fine.

ELY
I will be.  Thank you ma’am.

MORGAN
Tomorrow, I’ll drive you into town 
and we can get some help finding 
your horse and getting you home.  
Wherever that is.

ELY
(confused)

Drive?  Like a head cattle?

MORGAN
No, in the car.

CONTINUED: (3)
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She pantomimes. 

ELY
Oh... Yes, ma’am.

Morgan looks at him.  She’s struck by his behavior.

EXT. THE OLD VICTORIAN - BARN

Ely spies a water nozzle and hose.  He turns the knob.  
Water starts coming out of the distant end of a hose.  He 
excitedly runs to find the nozzle.  He tastes it.  

ELY
Sterling.

DISSOLVE TO:

Ely, wearing long underwear with a trap door in the rear, 
uses an old broom handle to stir his laundry, which is in 
a metal bucket hanging over a small campfire just beyond 
the wide open barn door.   

ELY
I’m on the roooooad to brighter 
denim!

INT. THE OLD VICTORIAN - POLLY’S ROOM - SAME TIME

Morgan carefully tucks Polly in bed.  

POLLY
Can Ely tuck me in?

Morgan senses where this could lead.

MORGAN
No, but the belly biting monster 
can!

Polly flops like a fish, giggling, trying to avoid a 
belly raspberry.

MORGAN’S ROOM:

Morgan enters, taking off her earrings. She starts to 
take off her shirt when glances out her window.

She sees Ely, in his long underwear.  Smoking a 
cigarette. 

CONTINUED: (4)
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(CONTINUED)

48.

Morgan turns her light down and moves closer to the 
window.  She watches as Ely looks out into the dark.

He whistles that little tune.  She’s captivated.

After a moment, Ely steps back into the barn.  He returns 
with a his saddle.  He sets it down.  

Morgan watches.  

We see that Polly from her window is watching Morgan 
watching Ely.

Ely turns to walk back into the barn when he spins 
around.  A WOLF emerges from the dark.  

Morgan and Polly gasp.

Ely creeps to his saddle and pulls out his six-shooter.

He forcefully goes toward the wolf with his gun pointed 
forward.

The wolf turns tail and disappears.  Ely spins and 
holsters his pistol.

Morgan is amazed.

Polly smiles.

EXT. THE OLD VICTORIAN - BARN - MORNING

Morgan awakens to sunshine and billowing drapes.

She sniffs the air. 

CUT TO:

INT. THE OLD VICTORIAN - KITCHEN - MORNING

Polly and Ely (both in super flowery aprons) cook 
pancakes and bacon.  A pop tart launches from the 
toaster.  Ely catches it and takes a bite.

ELY
MmmmMMM!  

(reads package)
Strawberry Pop Tarts.  
Prefabricated and cooked by 
electrification.  Mmmmmm.  

CONTINUED:

(MORE)
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49.

Makes an ol’ prairie dog want to 
pull up stakes and get gentrified.

Morgan enters.

MORGAN
What’s goin’ on?

POLLY
We’re making breakfast, ma’am.

ELY
Oh, excuse my disorderly 
workspace, Miss Polly here invited 
me in this morning to assist in 
the cookin’ and such.  We got 
strips, grits, flapjacks, 
biscuits, hot coffee.  Oh, and 
this little music box...

He picks up her phone.

ELY (CONT’D)
It plays every once in while and 
the surface lights up and changes 
appearance--

MORGAN
(re: the cowboy 
“routine”)

Still?

She wipes her face and grabs the cell phone.  Checks 
messages.

ELY
Still what?

MORGAN
It’s my brother, we got to get 
going, he has a training exercise 
later.  Polly you got to clean 
this up.

POLLY
Yes ma’am.

Morgan looks up.  Huh?  Polly starts filling the 
dishwasher.  Morgan looks at Ely who keeps on flipping 
the bacon.  Ely purses his lips to hide his smile.  He 
knows she knows.

SMASH TO:

CONTINUED:
ELY (CONT'D)
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50.

“WESTERN” MUSIC 

EXT. THE LONG ROAD - MORNING

Morgan drives her Prius.  Ely hold his hat as he hangs 
his head out the window.  Polly sits in the back.

ELY
Wahoooooooo!  Look at the world 
pass by!  

Polly sticks her head out and whoops.  Ely pokes back in 
the car.

ELY
A personal motorized cart, damn!  
Everyone in the future is a 
Rothchild!  

He rubs his hand on the interior dash.

MORGAN
Ely, you’re not coming out of 
character are you?

ELY
Character?

POLLY
Mom!  He’s real!

MORGAN
Oh, boy.    

He pushes a knob.  The radio comes on, playing (TBD e.g. 
Back In The Saddle, Night Fever, classical, jazz... he 
flips around) 

Ely is astonished.  Giddy.  To him, this is an amusement 
park ride.  He marvels at the sound coming from a 
speaker.  

Polly and Ely laugh and sing.  

Morgan rolls her eyes and decides to just let it happen.

She joins in as the Prius kicks up a dusty rooster tail.

50.



(CONTINUED)

51.

EXT. SHARP CURVE CITY, MONTANA - DAY

Morgan pulls the Prius into the driveway of the FIRE 
STATION.  Ely’s eye’s are like saucers as he notices 
every new thing.

MORGAN
Ely... Ely?

He’s staring at the FIRE ENGINE.  Morgan sighs.

MORGAN
Ely please.  Give it a little 
rest, okay?  

ELY
I sure will Mrs. Van waters.  

MORGAN
Thank you.

ELY
To what would you like me to give 
a rest?

Morgan just gives up.

MORGAN
Ely, my brother’s kind of a whacky 
guy but he can check your head and 
maybe help you find your horse and 
get to wherever it is that you’re 
going to.  For now, just leave 
your stuff in the trunk.

Ely looking confused.  Morgan loudly exhales.

MORGAN
It’s the back of the car.

She presses her fob and the trunk pops open. 

INT. FIRE STATION - MOMENTS LATER

Aib looks at Ely’s scalp. 

AIB
It is my professional opinion, 
that you’re going to be okay.  
What my sister was doing with a 
loaded rifle I can’t figure out.

(CONTINUED)
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POLLY
She thought he was after the 
painting.

AIB
The portrait?

POLLY
Yep.  He gave the man in the 
painting a three-sided watch.

AIB
Oh he did?

Aib looks at Ely (I get it, we’re teasing Polly)

AIB
Riiiiight, so you’re just a cowboy 
from the past, brought into our 
world by some extraordinary 
circumstance, just in time for the 
upcomin’ Pioneer Days festival. Is 
that right? 

ELY
Sir, you have hit the deer with 
the first shot.  That is the story 
in a nutshell.  It is no wonder 
they put you in charge of a 
ferocious behemoth like this red 
water wagon.

Aib laughs.

AIB
Man, I’ve never seen a Pioneer get- 
up that convincing.  You must of 
worked on that all year.  How are 
ya with the six-shooter?

ELY
Versed.  Proficient.  On some 
days, down right impressive. 

AIB
Hold on, I gotta call the other 
guys.

OUTSIDE:  

Morgan goes to her car, loiters for a second and finally 
opens her trunk.  She snoops through Ely’s saddle bags.

CONTINUED:
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53.

MORGAN
He’s got to have a cel phone or a 
credit card.

She pulls out some folders bound by string.  She opens 
one.  It’s filled with photos of the area in 1892.  She 
finds a photo of him in the very spot in which she 
stands.  She looks at the (landmark TBD) to confirm.

Now she finds some letters.  A quick glance proves they 
all are from that time period.  She finds an identity 
card from some war battalion.  She sees his full name: 
ELIAS LONGFORD, born: fifteenth of September, 1853.  

Morgan glances around and then takes some pics on her 
phone.  She then finds a lunch baggy with a little bow 
made of a shoestring,  Inside is POLLY’S’ HORSE.  And a 
hand-decorated note the reads: “THANKS FOR SAVING OUR 
RANCH, POLLY”.

Morgan looks at the saddle, papers, the photos, the 
guns... could this be real?

She looks across the street to the: 

MAIN LIBRARY - DAY

INSIDE, Morgan, finds a librarian.  A whispered request 
starts the woman off toward the second floor.  Morgan 
follows.  Once up stairs the woman points her to the 
volumes of HISTORICAL RECORDS.

CUT TO: 

LIBRARY - LATER

Morgan reads through the newspapers of 1892-5.  She drags 
her finger down an 1895 edition of the Billings Gazette.

She is stunned to read...

“A citizen of the local area, a Mister Elias Longford, 
was reported missing after a rather intense and 
protracted thunderstorm, Thursday last.”

MORGAN
(reading quietly 
aloud)

The storm was a surprise after the 
previous days had been 
unseasonably hot and dry.  

CONTINUED: (2)
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54.

A friend, Mrs. Abby Van Waters, 
described the missing as tall, 
handsome, and good with a mare.

LIBRARIAN
Shhhhh!

Morgan had begun reading too loud.

MORGAN
(quietly reading 
aloud)

No one has seen the man since.  If 
you have information regarding his 
whereabouts or present 
constitution, please send a post 
to A, V. Waters, Long Road, east.  

Morgan stares at a painting of a cowboy on the wall.  Her 
PHONE RINGS LOUDLY. 

MORGAN
(to a few other 
patrons)

Oh my g--. Sorry. Hello?  Why, is 
everything okay?  Okay, coming.

INT. FIRE STATION - DAY 

Ten fireman, the two Dalmatians, and Polly, crowd around 
Ely.

FIREMAN
Who’s the president?  

ELY
Grover Cleaveland.

FIREMAN 2
Who’s pitching for the Yankies? 

ANOTHER FIREMAN
They weren’t even a team yet, you 
doof!  All right, how much was a 
steak dinner.

ELY
Two bits.  Three, if you go by 
Orv’s Supper House out on River 
Road, but it’s worth the ride.

CONTINUED:
MORGAN (CONT'D)
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ANOTHER FIREMAN
I remember that place, it was in 
business until the eighties.

Morgan enters, unseen by Ely.

FIREMAN 3
How many states are there?

ELY
48, last I count.

FIREMAN 4
That’s too easy!

He holds up his Ipad.

FIREMAN 4
Who’s the Mayor of Billings--

ELY
Fred Foster, for now, unless 
George Griggs beats him in the 
election.

FIREMAN 4
He did beat him.  Here it is... by 
3 votes!

ELY
Figures, George had his own 
tractor.  Fred was borrowing his 
cousin’s. 

FIREMAN 4
You knew or know George?

ELY
‘Course I do.  Everybody does.

FIREMAN 4
Okay then, George Griggs had-has a 
dog that is well known it says 
here.  What was, sorry, is the 
dog’s name?

Everybody hushes.  Aib hums the Jeopardy tune.

ELY
Well, I suspect to know such a 
fact would be unlikely don’t you?

CONTINUED:
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FIREMAN 4
Maybe.

ELY
But, it just so happens, that 
rascal is of some notoriety.  It’s 
a Pekinese, on account o’ the 
Mayor’s wife, Sung Li, a former 
madam.  She prefers that breed.

Fireman 4 reads the Wikipedia entry.

FIREMAN 4
His wife was former Madam, Sung 
Li!

Cheers.

FIREMAN 4
The dog?

ELY
She named it, Custard, ‘cuz it was 
yella. 

FIREMAN 4
Damn, that is exactly right.

Another guy checks and nods. Everyone cheers.

ELY
I know.  It’s cause I’m relayin’ 
the truth.

Ely stands.  He looks frustrated.  The group calms down.

ELY
My name is Ely Longford and I’m a 
ranch hand.  As far as I know the 
year is or was, eighteen ninety 
five!

Quiet.  The fireman are expressionless. Then, everybody 
laughs and cheers.  

FIREMAN
He’s the king!

FIREMAN 5
Pioneer Days champ, baby!

Ely just shakes his head.  

CONTINUED: (2)
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AIB
Hey, Morgee your friend is a riot.  
Ely can hang here any time.  His 
head is fine.  You’re banned from 
operating hunting equipment 
though.  

MORGAN
Ely, do you mind taking Polly to 
get a soda?  There’s an ice-cream 
place right across the street.  
I’ll join you in a second.  

ELY
Yes ma’am.

(to Polly)
Come on Miss Polly, I’d like to 
buy you a sarsaparilla.

They start off.

POLLY
What’s that?

MORGAN
Ely.

He turns back.

MORGAN
Let me give you some cash just in 
case.

She gives him the get it? look as she slips him a twenty.

ELY
Right... ’cause bills is different 
in two thousand and twelve.

MORGAN
And don’t freak out - I gave you 
twenty.  

ELY
Inflation?

MORGAN
Yes!  You’re getting it.

Ely crosses the street with Polly.

CONTINUED: (3)
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MORGAN
Aib, something very weird is 
happening.

ELY
Yeah, how is that guy not famous 
for his cowboy impersonation?

MORGAN
That’s what I’m saying... what if 
he was...?

AIB
Yes?

MORGAN
You know... really... ?

AIB
From the past?  Because I was 
gonna say somethin’, but I got 
freaked out like, you know, people 
would think I’m crazy, but since 
you mention it... what if he was 
from the past?

MORGAN
It would be a miracle.

AIB
Yeah... it would also be stupid.

Morgan seem hurt.

AIB
Because that’s ridiculous? 

MORGAN
I know.  What am I saying?  I’m 
losing it.  You know with Aunt 
Delanore dying and everything...  
I’m sorry Aib.

AIB
Girl, I love you like a sister.

MORGAN
You’re awesome.

AIB
Look, I’ll help your pal if he 
needs it.  He’s probably just 
having fun.

CONTINUED: (4)
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MORGAN
Yeah, you’re right.

Aib senses she’s not satisfied.

AIB
Okay, c’mon.  What’cha’got?

MORGAN
I... looked through his saddle bag-

AIB
What?

MORGAN
You know, just to check it out--

AIB
Illegal.

MORGAN
Come on--

AIB
Completely.

MORGAN
Anyway, he had all authentic 
stuff.  Letters.  Photos. ID. 
Dated from that time period.

AIB
So he collects that stuff.  These 
people - there whole lives are 
about reenacting historical 
events.  I’ve never seen anybody 
that gonzo, but I wouldn’t be 
surprised if that guy actually 
worked at Starbucks. 

MORGAN
They weren’t old.

AIB
What?

MORGAN
They were new.  His papers.  

AIB
So?  

CONTINUED: (5)
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MORGAN
Wouldn’t you collect things that 
were all old and original?  From 
that time?

AIB
Maybe he does have old stuff, but 
he wants to keep it from getting 
messed up, so he makes copies to 
carry around.

MORGAN
I guess.  Of course.  Listen, 
thanks for your help.  I got to 
get Polly.  Love you.

AIB
Hey, Polly seems better.

MORGAN
You think?

Morgan walks across the street.  

ELY
Mrs. Waters, Polly, compelled me 
to purchase us each an ice cream 
cone for around the same price as 
a hog.  This must be good stuff.

He hands her a cone and they all sit.  Morgan looks at 
him as if he were really from 1892 now. 

POLLY
They didn’t have sarsaparilla, so 
I got a root beer float.

ELY
I ordered a Coca Cola... have you 
tried one of these?  Some feller 
invented this last year.  It’s 
everywhere now.

MORGAN
What are you going to do now?

ELY
Drink it... I suspect.

MORGAN
What are you going to do about 
your situation?

CONTINUED: (6)
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ELY
Oh.

He takes a big swig.

ELY
I suppose if this dream don’t end 
and the present is indeed a 
reality... I’ll find my horse or 
another and look for work.  Make 
my best in this world.

POLLY
Mom, we can’t leave him here.  Can 
he live with us?  Please, please? 

MORGAN 
I want to wish you the best of 
luck, Ely.

POLLY
Mom!?  No!  You’re not messing up 
my life again!  I can’t have a 
pet, I don’t have a dad.  It 
sucks.  You’re the worst Mom in 
the w--

ELY
Polly.

She stops instantly.

ELY
Say you’re sorry.

POLLY
(mean)

I’m sorry, Mom--

Ely makes a not too subtile move for his belt.  Polly 
gets spooked like this could happen - a real whippin’.  
Morgan watches the change in her daughter.  Polly looks 
at her mom with real remorse and respect.

POLLY
I’m sorry, Mother.

Morgan pulls her in for a hug and a kiss on the forehead.  
She speaks softly, only to Polly.

CONTINUED: (7)
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MORGAN
We’ll figure out a way, okay?  
Trust me.  Okay?  Get in the car, 
Pollywog.

Polly, tears flowing, gets in.  

Morgan turns, opens the trunk and hands Ely his saddle.

MORGAN
Well, good luck.  If I see your 
horse...

Morgan pauses.  Wait - she’s seen a horse wandering 
around!

CUT TO:

MORGAN’S MEMORY OF THE STRAY HORSE DURING THE STORM.

CUT BACK:

EXT. SHARP CURVE CITY, MONTANA

Morgan hesitates...  “It can’t be his horse, can it?”

MORGAN
By the way I could have resolved 
that spat with Polly, without 
threatening force.

ELY
Good luck.  The way my daddy did 
it and his daddy and a thousand 
before him has worked just fine.
But, you’re different right?

MORGAN
Goodbye, Ely.

Morgan smiles and gets in the car.  They pull back

Ely sits alone on a bench.  Polly quietly cries in the 
back seat.  Morgan hits a red light.  She can see him in 
her rear-view mirror.  

Suddenly she pulls a u-turn and drives in front of him.

The lawyer in Morgan appears.

CONTINUED: (8)
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MORGAN
Ely, let me ask you something.  
You remember last week, right?

He nods.

MORGAN
The weatherman today said the 
weather this week had been 
unseasonable.  It has hasn’t it?

ELY
Yes, ma’am.   Extreme, I’d say.

MORGAN
Extreme in what way, Ely?

POLLY
Cold--

MORGAN
Shhhhhh!

ELY
Well, before the storm it was like 
a pile hot coals.

MORGAN
Hot?  You’re sure?

ELY
Like Hades.

Morgan looks at Polly.  Then Ely.

MORGAN
Get in.

Ely smiles. 

EXT. THE LONG ROAD - AFTERNOON

LATER, Polly is asleep.  Morgan double checks.

MORGAN
Polly.  Pollywog?

No response.

MORGAN
Ely Longford?

CONTINUED:
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ELY
Yes, ma’am. 

MORGAN
Ely Longford, from the year 
eighteen ninety-five?  Ely the 
ranch hand at the Van Waters’ 
ranch, one hundred and eighteen 
years ago?  Who dated my great 
great aunt?  

ELY
Yes ma’am.  Well, I can’t say we 
were actually in full formal 
courtship.

MORGAN
Where were you born?

ELY
In a cabin in Flour’s Mill.  About 
a four day ride south.   Sometime 
in early March, was the best I 
could get from my Mama.  In the 
year eighteen fifty-three.  

MORGAN
Time travel is impossible, Mr 
Longford.

ELY
My presence here would tend to 
persuade one that it isn’t.

MORGAN
Your horse too? Am I to believe 
that your horse also traveled 
through time?

ELY
Redrails was with me in the 
squall, whether he made it across 
the plains of time I can’t say for 
certain.

MORGAN
This is crazy.  You can’t be from 
the past!  

Morgan checks on Polly.  Again, no response.  

CONTINUED:
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MORGAN
Do you have any brothers or 
sisters?  You could have 
descendants alive today.

ELY
I suppose.  I was the third born 
of seven, but two succumbed to 
consumption and one fell durin’ 
the battle of High Pine Mountain.  
Two others dispersed to locales 
across the nation.  I’ve had scant 
correspondence with’m since.  I 
have a sister who lives in 
Billings Town.

MORGAN
And you’ve never been married?

ELY
No ma’am.

Ely stares at the passing landscape. 

ELY
Well, Redrails normally keeps me 
company.

MORGAN
Your horse?  

ELY
Yep, it’s good to have a partner 
like that in life... it can be a 
trial though, what with all the 
effort.

MORGAN
What do you mean?

ELY
Well... First there’s findin’ ‘em 
and then you gotta break ‘em in, 
and then there’s the feedin’ and 
general maintainin’, not to 
mention their bein’ more high 
strung then a four-inch fiddle.

MORGAN
I’ve heard horses can be 
difficult.

CONTINUED: (2)
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ELY
I was talkin’ ‘bout women.

Ely flashes his pearls.  Morgan just shakes her head. 

ELY
Well, all right, I thought about 
resuming my courtships with the 
fairer sex.  But I guess the right 
opportunity has yet to present.  

MORGAN
(sotto)

So, no wife.

CUT TO:

EXT. THE OLD VICTORIAN - NIGHT

They arrive at the house.

Ely steps out, goes to the back, opens the door, picks up 
Polly and leads Morgan toward the house.

They reach the front door. As Morgan unlocks the front 
door she looks up at Ely, standing there with her 
daughter in his arms.  

She impulsively kisses his cheek.

MORGAN
Thank you.

He smiles.  She just smiles back.

ELY
She’s pretty heavy.

MORGAN
Oh, of course.

Morgan opens the door.

INT. THE OLD VICTORIAN - POLLY’S ROOM - A MOMENT LATER

Ely lays Polly down and covers her up.  He backs away. 

She kisses her daughter and clicks off the light.  

IN THE HALL, Morgan speaks softly to Ely. 

CONTINUED: (3)
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MORGAN
You don’t have to sleep in the 
barn tonight.

ELY
Well, I appreciate the offer, but 
I don’t know you that well.

MORGAN
Yeah, right.  I meant that you 
could use the couch.

Ely: huh?  Morgan sighs.

MORGAN
The long soft chair?  In the 
living room?  

ELY
Oh, right.  If it’s all the same 
to you, Mrs. Van Waters, I’d like 
to stay in the barn.

MORGAN
Ooooo-kay.

ELY
Probably best that I keep a watch 
for wolves and such.

Morgan realizes:

MORGAN
Or Redrails?

ELY
Well, if he did wander by, I’d 
like to be handy.

Morgan smiles.  

MORGAN
You miss him.  It’s charming.

ELY
Well, I do feel a bit out of sorts 
without my horse.

(beat)
If you don’t mind my askin’, why 
aren’t you with husband.  He 
killed in a gunfight?
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MORGAN
No no.  No gunfight.  Polly’s dad 
is alive and well.  Not my 
husband, though.  In fact, he 
wants to meet me and I’m not so 
sure if we should meet.  

ELY
Meet you?  You haven’t met the man 
you...  The future is so 
confusing.

MORGAN
Well, Ely, Polly’s daddy... 
donated his...

Morgan hesitates.

ELY
Livestock?

MORGAN
No no, think smaller.

ELY
Chickens?

MORGAN
No.  Tiny.  Real tiny.  

She gestures toward his groin in a none-to-subtle manner.  
Suddenly, Ely figures it out.  He steps back.

ELY
How did the... transaction take 
place?

MORGAN
In a jar.

Ely ponders.

ELY
Like fruit preserves?  Does 
everybody do it that way now?

MORGAN
No, just super-high-strung women 
who can’t find a man who fits 
their model of perfection and get 
to the point in their lives where 
they realize that if they don’t do 
somethin’, nothin’s gonna happen.
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ELY
Sounds just like Abby.

MORGAN
Abby?

ELY
Never mind.

She starts to leave.  Morgan turns back.

MORGAN
Um, Ely, I have one other 
question... It’s kind of delicate.

ELY
Okay.

MORGAN
Where have you been... going?

ELY
Pardon... ?

MORGAN
You know... poopies and stuff.

Ely answers as if there would never be anything unusual 
about it.  

ELY
Out yonder, why?

Just what she feared.

MORGAN
Just wondered.  You can use the 
bathroom off the kitchen... if you 
want.  

ELY
Just treat me like any other hand.  
I don’t need no fancy water 
closet.   I just drop it, and bury 
it when nature calls.

Morgan tries with all her mind not to visualize that.

Ely tips his hat and walks outside.   
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INT. THE OLD VICTORIAN - POLLY’S ROOM - A MOMENT LATER

Morgan tucks her in one more time.  Meticulously 
straightening the blankets and sheets.

She hears Ely’s whistled tune.

She looks out the window and sees Ely lay out his saddle 
near the fire pit.  He lights a cigarette and then the 
fire.  He stands and whistles again.  After a second he 
snuffs out his cigarette and goes into the barn.

Morgan closes the window and walks through the hall to 
her room.  She looks at the big empty bed.

EXT. THE OLD VICTORIAN - BARN - MOMENTS LATER

Ely kicks back on some hay bales.  

Morgan enters with a roll of toilet paper.

MORGAN
Figured you might need this.  Any 
sign of Redrails?

ELY
Nah.  Funny thing is, I don’t know 
if he’s home back in my time.  He 
could standing right over there, 
just back then.

MORGAN
Ely... Do you think you could get 
the ranch going again?

ELY
Crops too? 

MORGAN
The whole thing.

ELY
Sure.  What about the house?  Why 
don’t you let me fix ‘at up too? 

MORGAN
You can do that?  Build stuff?

ELY
‘Course.  I was there when it went 
up.  
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MORGAN
That’s right, you were.  
Because... What do you think about 
turning the place into a bed and 
breakfast?  A hotel that serves 
breakfast.

ELY
Well, Mrs. Van Waters, Morgan, I 
don’t know how I got here, but I 
think it’s a worthy cause, I’d be 
honored to provide my services to 
get it done.

MORGAN
What’s your rate?

ELY
I’m not sure what it is in your 
dollars but back then it was a 
dollar-fifty a day plus room and 
board.

MORGAN
Let’s make it fifty.  

Ely smiles.

INT. THE OLD VICTORIAN - MORGAN’S ROOM - NIGHT

Morgan sits on the bed with a shoebox marked: Delanore.  
She opens it.  Inside are letters, notes, pressed 
flowers, handkerchiefs.  She carefully unravels one to 
reveal THE THREE-SIDED WATCH.  One envelope is new and 
labeled MORGAN.  She looks inside.  Some cash and a 
another smaller envelope marked FOR A RAINY DAY.  She 
opens that envelope.  Inside is a piece of paper with the 
words:

Behind the watch you can find all the answers 

Morgan wonders and examines the back of the watch.  
There’s no inscription.  Confusing.  She looks in the 
little box and finds nothing.

MORGAN
What does that mean... behind the 
watch?
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EXT. THE OLD VICTORIAN - DAY

Ely chops wood.  Polly carries some items to a trash bin. 

POLLY
I cleaned up that whole side yard. 

ELY
Much obliged. 

POLLY
Soooo?     

Ely considers... 

ELY
How old are you, again?

CUT TO:

A SHORT DISTANCE FROM THE HOUSE 

Ely guides Polly’s hands and A PISTOL into position.   He 
lets go.

ELY
See that rock?

POLLY
Yep.  

She pulls the trigger.  The kick surprises her.  The rock 
is untouched.

ELY
The rock would have got you that 
time.  But don’t you furl that 
brow, ‘fore you know it, you’ll 
get better.

MORGAN (O.C.)
What the hell?

Morgan comes into view.

POLLY
Mom, I shot a gun.  A real bullet 
flew out.

ELY
Did all right too.
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MORGAN
No guns.  She’s only eight.

ELY
Eight?  She told me she were nine.

Polly hides behind Morgan.

MORGAN
Go to your room, Polly.  

Polly amazingly obeys and this almost derails Morgan’s 
train.  She re-focuses her anger. 

MORGAN
We have to make some rules.  She’s 
too young for--

She looks off in the distance.  A CAR approaches.

A BMW arrives.  Ely watches.  

Cee hops out of the passenger side.  SHE’S HAD A MAKE-
OVER and looks terrific.  Hot in fact.  She wears a 
CONSPICUOUSLY WESTERN-LOOKING SHORT DENIM SKIRT WITH 
MATCHING JACKET.  

Miles steps out of the driver’s side talking on his 
phone, he switches from blue tooth to headphone.   He 
waves at Morgan and points to his phone.  She waves back.

MORGAN
Do I know you?  You look 
incredible.

CEE
What do you think?  The eyebrows--

MORGAN
Beautiful.

CEE
The hair--

MORGAN
What did you get?  Like a medical 
specialist?  How did you tame 
this?  

CEE
There’s a new guy in town, 
Michael.  
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MORGAN
How did you afford that?

CEE
He did it for free.

MORGAN
Shut up.  Did he?

CEE
No.  Not all of it.  Is that?

Ely has been spotted.

MORGAN
Yes, he’s my new hand.  Why didn’t 
you call?  I have some news.

CEE
Are you kiddin’ me?  Since when do 
you hire hands?  I’m not gonna 
call when I know you’ll make up 
some excuse--

Miles hangs up and comes over.  He holds ROLLED-UP PLANS.

MILES
Morgan, great to see you.

Morgan hesitantly offers a hand to shake but he looks 
like he’s coming in for a hug so she pulls back and he 
awkwardly kisses her on the cheek.  Rocky start.

MORGAN
Hi.

MILES
I saw Cee and thought hey what the 
heck, let’s visit.

MORGAN
Well... come.

Cee slips away towards Ely.  Morgan tries to pay 
attention to Miles while tracking Cee.

MILES
I brought the plans.  I’d love to 
show them to you.  Let’s go 
inside.

MORGAN
Uh... okay.
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We follow Cee as she homes in on Ely.  In the background 
Miles ushers Morgan inside.

CEE
Excuse me.  

Ely takes a brake from moving some shovels.  He looks her 
over.  Wipes his brow.

ELY
What can I do for you?

The flirting begins.

CEE
I’m Cee.  Morgan’s sister.

ELY
A sister?  

CEE
Yes.  They make those.  Have you 
seen one before?

ELY
God sure wasn’t stingy when he was 
making the Van Waters girls.

(wipes off hand for a 
shake)

Ely Longford.

CEE
Where are you from?   You don’t 
look familiar.

ELY
Oh, I’s round these parts a long 
time ago.  

He resumes hauling.

ELY (CONT’D)
Just got back.

CEE
The boy is back in town.

He smiles.  Cee tags along. 

CEE
My brother said, Morgan thinks 
you’re from the past.  You’re 
like, uber-retro. 
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ELY
‘Guess.

CEE
Of course.  They sell that stuff 
for tons and it’s just old jeans. 
You do look like you’re authentic, 
though, but you’re too good 
looking.  You’re not just here for 
pioneer days are you?  You must be 
an actor.  

ELY
Nah.  Face paint and costumes and 
such...  Not my flavor.  Rather 
see a sunset on the wide open 
prairie than prance around for a 
bunch o’ dandies in a dark 
theatre.  Although, if there’s a 
contingent o’ show girls I might 
change my perspective.

Cee giggles. 

CUT TO:

THE PLANS: 

MILES (O.C.)
The existing home would of course 
be demolished.  It’s of no real 
value.  

MORGAN
Really?  I was thinking--

MILES
(kindly)

Don’t tell me - fixing it up?  Bed 
and Breakfast?

Morgan laughs.

MORGAN
Really?  That naive?

MILES
It’s just that these old homes are 
a dime a dozen.  There’s the cost 
to retrofit to code and the 
materials are hard to find.  It’s 
a money pit. 
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He shows her an illustration of the new home under a 
transparency of the old home.

MILES (CONT'D)
Better to just throw out the old 

He rips away the top layer leaving the modern home.

MORGAN
And the furniture goes in the 
estate sale?

MILES
Exactly.  As I said, we might keep 
a piece or two as a specimen, 
but... This stuff could pay for 
all the construction costs of the 
first house.

MORGAN
The first house?

MILES
Oh yeah.  Subdivide and conquer.  
Then watch the cash roll in till 
the cows come home except in this 
case they won’t because the farm 
isn’t there any more.  Progress.

MORGAN
Forward march.

MILES
You won’t be sorry.  I’m so glad 
we had this talk.  By the way... 
You look etherial.  

MORGAN
(facetious)

Oh, thank you.  There’s a new 
stylist in town.  It’s called 
exhaustion.

MILES
I don’t understand.

Uh oh.  Bad sense of humor? 

MORGAN
I’m just saying that I haven’t had 
the time to get my hair done and 
uh...

CONTINUED:

(CONTINUED)

77.



CONTINUED: (2)

(CONTINUED)

78.

MILES
Listen, do you mind if I roam 
about the property a bit?  I had 
some ideas where we could put the 
herb garden.

MORGAN
Sure.

He winks and points at her.

MILES
Etherial.

MORGAN
(facetious again)

Exhaustion.

Miles exits as Cee enters.

CEE
Sister, that guy --

MORGAN
Hey, he’s mine.  

CEE
Maybe during the day.

MORGAN
What do you mean?

CEE
He gave me his number.

She holds up a piece of folded paper.

MORGAN
(proof!)

Noooooo!

CEE
Yep.  

Morgan opens the paper and reads.

MORGAN
Nine?
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CEE
What, let me see that?  Nine?  
Nine what?

Morgan cracks up.

CEE
What, you wicked half-breed?!

MORGAN
I bet he was all like, ‘what 
number?’ 

CEE
Yeah!  What’s goin’ on?

Polly cries out from upstairs.

POLLY
Mom! 

MORGAN
Oh my God, I forgot!  Pollywog...  
Babe you can come down!  You’re 
Aunt Cee is here.

CUT TO:

OUTSIDE, Miles encounters Ely looking at his car.

ELY
Impressive machine.

MILES
(proud of his choice)

The ultimate.

ELY
I’m Ely.  Ranch hand.  Are you and 
the Mrs. Van Waters romantically 
involved?

MILES
Beg your pardon?  Romantically 
involved?  What business is it of 
yours?

ELY
Well, I uh... 
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MILES
Had the mistaken belief that a 
woman of that caste would consider 
someone like yourself?  She’s a 
lawyer.  But to answer your 
question, yes.  We are 
romantically involved. 

ELY
I apologize, honestly, it’s not my 
intent--

MILES
Ely, I’m going to be overseeing 
this property, so as your boss, 
I’ll have some important duties 
for you.  Do a good job and I’ll 
keep you well paid.

ELY
Fair enough.

MILES
Fair enough.  So let’s get 
started.

Miles hard-tosses his car keys at Ely’s chest.  He grabs 
them.

MILES
Wash my car.

Miles walks away.  Ely swallows hard.

INT. THE OLD VICTORIAN - KITCHEN 

Miles finds Morgan and Cee.   

MILES
Hey, I’ve had the most incredible 
idea... I’ll cook lunch here 
today.

CEE
Fantastic.

MORGAN
We’re not really stocked up--
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MILES
You don’t worry, I’ll have it all 
delivered here.  I know the 
manager at Whole Foods.

He starts dialing on his phone.

MORGAN
Okay.  Polly, could you set the 
table for four?

Cee is texting but still listening.

CEE
No, I think our cowboy friend 
should join us.  

MORGAN
Uh, you know, on second thought, 
you’re right, Miles.

MILES
(to the market)

Hey, Julio, it’s Miles.  Estam 
bien?

He does the rest in Spanish.  The girls talk between 
themselves.

CEE
So, Miles, eh?

MORGAN
Yeah, he’s very self assured.  
Listen, I have to tell you 
something.

Cee’s not really listening.

CEE
He’s perfect for you, and this 
‘dude’ workin’ the land out there 
might just be the guy for me.

MORGAN
Listen.  I’m not kidding about him 
really being from the past. 

MILES...
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MILES
Oh, no delivery today?  He did 
well tell him to lay off the 
tequila, eh?  Okay, I’ll come pick 
it up.  

Cee stops texting.

CEE
What’s up?

MILES
It’s nothing.  You ladies relax.

He steps outside.  Cee goes back to texting.

CEE
Actually from the past?  

MORGAN
Yes.  I’m not crazy!  I thought is 
was an act too, but everything he 
says and does, every action is 
like that of a person who went 
forward to the future!  I watched 
him when he didn’t know I was 
there and he still acts that way.  
It’s incredible.  

Cee finally stops texting.

CEE
You’re scaring me.

MORGAN
(real begging)

Don’t be scared, I’m normal.  Oh, 
please, believe me, Cecilia.  I’m 
not crazy. 

Cee tries to comprehend when...

MILES (O.C)
What the hell!

The girls run to the kitchen window to see...

CUT TO:
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ELY:

Is about to start hosing down Miles’ convertible with the 
top down.  Miles grabs the hose away from Ely.

MILES
What the hell are you doing?  Are 
you in idiot?  The top’s down!  

IN THE KITCHEN:

Cee looks at Morgan; Ely’s actions are a perfect example 
of what Morgan was talking about.

MORGAN
Did you see?  Did you see that?

Cee is spooked.

MORGAN
He’s never seen cars before.  The 
other day when I drove him to 
town, it was like he was on the 
roller coaster at Coney Island.   
He thought the washer and dryer 
were for cooking!

OUTSIDE:

ELY
Sorry, Mister.  Didn’t seem like 
it had a top.  Where’d you put it?

MILES
What? - Never mind.  I’ve got 
another task for you.  Here.

He hands him a slip of paper and some cash.

MILES
I want you to run into town and 
pick up some these things.  Do you 
understand, partner?  Let’s not 
mess up again.  Here’s two 
hundred, that should be enough.  
And take the car to a real car 
wash.  Jesus.

Ely hesitates.
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MILES
Well, what are you waiting for?  
You do know how to drive a car, 
don’t you?  

ELY
Yes... sir.

Miles starts back.

CUT TO:

Ely sits behind the wheel of the 650I BMW convertible.  
He looks at the controls with wide eyes.

He fumbles around until he finds the glove box.  He 
begins reading the owners manual.  He completes the steps 
like an astronaut.  Shoulder strap.  Brake pedal.  Gas 
pedal.  Gas?  

He looks at the key. 

IN THE KITCHEN:

CEE
Should we call CNN, or The History 
Channel or something?

MORGAN
I don’t know.    

CEE
He so sexy.  It’s no fair.  Why do 
you get a cowboy?  I want a cowboy 
too!  

MORGAN
Maybe they only come to people who 
need them.

CEE
I need ‘em, believe me. 

MORGAN
Well, obviously I have seniority.

Miles enters.

MILES
Okay, we’re in business.  I sent 
you hired hand to pick up supplies 
for lunch, I hope that’s okay--
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MORGAN
What?!  I mean, whatdoyoumean?! I 
forgot, to pick up him - I need 
him to pick up something for me 
too.  I’ll go with him!

MILES
What?

CEE
No, I’ll go with him.

MORGAN
No!  I mean... no, haha, that’s 
fine.  It’s really fine.  Going 
now.

She exits... and returns. 

MORGAN
Cee, just keep an eye on Polly?  
Puleeeeese!

CEE
Okaaaay.

MORGAN
Great.

She runs out the door.  Miles is bewildered. 

INT. BMW - SAME TIME

ELY
Okay.  The other one had a...

He sees and depresses the:

ELY
Start button.

The car roars to life.  

ELY
Whooooohoooooo!

He reads...

ELY
Okay.  Put the car into gear... 
like so...
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The car starts to roll.

ELY
Here we go.  All aboard!

Morgan runs up to the window.

MORGAN
Stop!

Ely slams the brakes and Morgan tumbles onto the ground.

Ely hops out and helps her up, THE CAR STARTS TO ROLL 
AWAY.  

(This all plays out behind Miles, who is oblivious as he 
talks to Cee.)

MORGAN
What are you doing?  The car!

He hops back in.  Morgan jumps in too.

ELY
I don’t know I was just learnin’ 
it from the instruction book.

MORGAN
I’ll show you.

CUT TO:

EXT. SHARP CURVE CITY, MONTANA

Morgan instructs Ely.

MORGAN
Very good... now signal.  There... 
you have the hang of it.  

ELY
Pretty simple... I was afraid I 
might steer your feller’s car into 
a pole.

MORGAN
Feller?  He’s not my feller.  And, 
You’d be amazed to see who they 
let drive. 
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ELY
I am amazed at the sheer volume of 
the motorized wagons.  This must 
be the busiest city in America.

There’s like twelve cars. 

MORGAN
You should see Chicago now.

ELY
I’d like that.

MORGAN
Well, if you stick around long 
enough, maybe we’ll go.

Ely slaps the wheel and inadvertently honks.

ELY
Did you know it could do that?

MORGAN
Yes, Ely, I’ve honked a horn 
before.

ELY
Just checkin’.

Morgan really likes this guy.  They pass the Library.

MORGAN
Hey.  Hold on.  Pull over.

ELY
What does that mean?

MORGAN
(trying to be 
patient)

Gently pull the wheel to the 
right, then go to the side of the 
road and stop.

ELY
Oh!  I got you.  Pull over.  

Morgan sighs. 

CUT TO:
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INT. LIBRARY - A MOMENT LATER

Morgan and Ely at the counter.  A librarian assists them.

MORGAN
Hi, I was in here yesterday.  I’d 
like to hire your research 
services. 

LIBRARIAN
Fill out the form.  I’ll give it 
to Cal Corngold.  He’ll contact 
you.

Morgan fills out the form and WITHOUT LOOKING AT ELY...

MORGAN
I wonder...

ELY
What?

MORGAN
Was she a good kisser?

Morgan signs the paper slips it to the woman and WALKS 
AWAY AND OUT THE DOOR.

OUTSIDE:

Morgan relishes her big move and glides down the steps.  
Ely exits behind her.

ELY
Who?

As if he didn’t know.  She turns around.

MORGAN
Abby?

Ely pockets his hands, digs his boot tip into the cement 
and grins. 

ELY
Well, I’m not the sort who kisses 
‘em and then commences to shout 
about it to the world.

Morgan gets in.  He’s gonna wimp out.  Ely ups his game.  
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ELY
But, I suppose, in this case I 
could divulge.

They get in the car.

ELY
But, how do you describe a moment 
of passion?

Morgan is subtly irked by her great Aunt moving on her 
man. 

But then, an idea:

MORGAN
What if you kiss me for 
comparison?  

Ely looks at her.

Morgan situates herself more toward Ely.  She brushes her 
hair back with her hand.

MORGAN
Well, are you ready?

She leans in...

HER PHONE RINGS.  She cancels the call with out even 
looking, quickly repositions herself, fixes her hair and 
gets into kissing position.

She leans in...

Aib appears at the window.

AIB
Morgee!

MORGAN
Jesus!

AIB
Ely, from eighteen ninety-five, 
what’s up, my man?  

Ely looks up at the sky and trees.  Aib loves it.

AIB
I love him.  Did I tell you I love 
him?
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MORGAN
Yes you did, baby brother.

AIB
He’s amazing.  Anyway listen, ‘was 
walkin’ by and who’s ride?

MORGAN
Miles.

AIB
Oh right.  That’s logical.  That’s 
why you two were about to kiss, 
said the totally confused brother.

MORGAN
Aib.

Ely rubs his neck.

MORGAN
It’s not what you think.

AIB
I don’t care that you’re makin’ 
out in a car that’s not yours, but 
people have eyes ‘round here, so 
get a room.  And if you do get a 
room, try the Snow Peak Lodge.  
Tell’em Aib sent you and Teddy 
will give you a ten percent 
discount.  We changed all his 
smoke detectors.  Adios hombre!

Aib walks off whistling. 

MORGAN
Oh boy.

Ely smiles.

ELY
We should be hittin’ the trail.

MORGAN
Yep.

ELY
Just one thing though.

MORGAN
What?
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Ely PULLS HER OVER FOR A BIG KISS.  Morgan: wow.  Ely 
thinks...

ELY
Abby’s better.

He smiles and burns rubber as they leave.  Morgan is 
speechless.  Now she really wants him.

CUT TO:

EXT. THE LONG ROAD - DAY

Ely drives.  Morgan has her feet hanging out the window.  
The stereo is blasting.

FADE OUT:

A POWER TABLE SAW SLICES THROUGH A WIDE BOARD.

Ely operates.  

ELY
Damn!  ‘Build a house in a week 
with one o’these.

Ely, in the barn, lays the board out and giddily begins 
using a nail gun to lay down a cross plank.  He spins it 
like a pistol.  

INT. THE OLD VICTORIAN - DINING ROOM - AFTERNOON

Miles serves some pie.

MILES
Home made blueberry.  Is that mind 
altering?

Cee, Polly and Morgan all are in ecstasy as they eat the 
fresh baked bounty.  

MILES
It reminds me of the time I was in 
eastern Ukraine.  There was this 
old castle and the monks there 
could bake pastries like none 
other in the world.
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MORGAN
Wow I’d love to travel as much as 
you have.  I’m always burying my 
head in some case folder and then 
when I come home I’ve got Polly... 
I just want a glass of white wine 
and some trashy TV.

MILES
Well, you could leave all that 
nonsense behind and become my 
little helper.

He kisses her hand.

CEE
Morgan, do you take Miles as your 
lawfully sanctioned man-guide?  

SOUND FX: ELY’S WHISTLE.  Morgan subtilely reacts.

MORGAN
I tell you... right after this 
commercial break.

She smirks and slips into the kitchen.

IN THE KITCHEN Morgan looks out the window to Ely.  She 
sees him carrying some lumber and hears him whistle that 
tune.  She looks at the pie.

CUT TO:

THE BARN

Morgan enters with a slice of pie.  Ely loads hay into 
the loft with a pitch fork.

MORGAN
Take a break for some cake.  Well, 
pie. 

ELY
Yes, ma’am.  

He takes a bite.  

ELY
Damn.  Mmmm.  Oh, Miss Van Waters, 
I got that water closet issue 
resolved.
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MORGAN
Really?

ELY
Yep.

CUT TO:

AN OUTHOUSE

Newly built, behind the barn.  Ely stands next to Morgan.

ELY
Beautiful idnit? 

MORGAN
Charming.

Cee appears. 

CEE
What’s going on out here?

MORGAN
Ely was showing me a sample of his 
handy work.

Cee looks at the outhouse and then Morgan.  

CEE
Fabulous.  Well, we have to get 
going, why don’t you go say 
goodbye to Miles?  

Morgan sees Miles exit the house so she reluctantly 
leaves Cee with Ely.

CEE
(to Ely)

So, how do you feel about long 
hair?

Ely tries to keep his attention on Cee, but he tracks 
Morgan and Miles.  

ELY
You have to plant it early in the 
spring.
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CEE
I said hair.  You would look 
pretty good on a horse with your 
he-mane whipping around...

MILES GOES IN FOR A GOOD NIGHT KISS AND MORGAN DOESN’T 
FIGHT!  Ely half watches as Morgan and Miles make out for 
a few seconds.

Cee’s dialog fades back in...

CEE
All right so I guess I’ll see you 
around.

ELY
Oh... yes, ma’am.  I’m looking 
forward to it.

Cee walks off and gets into Miles car.  Morgan waves.

They drive off.  Ely looks from around the corner.

Morgan quickly turns and looks at Ely, who tries to hide 
his head.  Morgan calls out:

MORGAN
Sweet dreams, Ely.

ELY (O.C.)
Ma’am.

Morgan smiles and goes in. 

MONTAGE:

Hoedown music!

Eli and Miles both try to impress Morgan and she works 
both guys for their affection.

Eli and Polly begin to build a chicken coop.  Miles looks 
on. He plots.

Miles shows plans for a wine cellar while opening a fine 
red.

Tom has his guys clear away the junk.  

Cee and Morgan wrap and box antiques for temporary 
storage.
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Miles and Morgan being cuddly, but Morgan still seems 
unsure.

Eli shows Morgan how to milk a cow.  

Miles makes her a martini.  Eli looks on through the 
window.

Eli eats stew out in front of the barn.  He scans the 
area for Redrails.  He smell his armpits.  Whew.

Eli in a modern shower with his hair sudsy.  

Miles shows Morgan a fantastic modern garden design.

Morgan, late night, researching and reviewing legal 
documents.  Eli passes by, clean shaven, in just a towel. 
Morgan takes note.

Morgan and Cee have packed up all the small stuff as Tom 
and his guys carry out big furniture to the barn for 
temporary storage.

Eli stripping paint from the siding.

Polly and Cee painting the interior.

Tom and his guys repairing machinery and plumbing.

Polly and Eli finish the chicken coop and release 
chickens inside.

Morgan watches from the kitchen.  She gets a text.

CUT TO:

THE OLD VICTORIAN - LIVING ROOM

Ely and Morgan sit patiently as CAL CORNGOLD, early 
sixties, probably gay, discusses the material.  Polly 
plays with her phone. 

CAL
Cal Corngold. I’m head of the 
Library Research Department.  I 
must say, on behalf of the L.R.D., 
some of the history of these 
people is quite interesting.  I’d 
even say baffling.  People go 
missing and then show up babbling 
about some crazy journey they had.     
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Cal pulls a folder from one of two boxes.  He opens it 
and fans out a few pages.  There’s a time line.

CAL
A particularly juicy part... I 
highlighted... this lady right 
here, Abigail Grant, who later 
married a Clarence Van Waters?  
Well, we have evidence that 
Abigail had relations with a man 
named Elias.  It wasn’t proven 
but...

Morgan’s fights the urge to turn toward Ely.  Ely tries 
to remain calm.

MORGAN
Pollywog, would you do me a favor 
and run upstairs to your room and 
read for a few minutes.

POLLY
No.  I want to stay.

ELY
Polly?

She looks to Ely, who gives her a get-a-move-on look.  

POLLY
Okay.

She Scurries upstairs.  Morgan notes the Polly’s 
willingness to obey Ely.

CAL
The result was, they had a kid.

Morgan looks to Ely, who’s flabbergasted. 

CAL
Now, this is where it gets 
complicated.

MORGAN
You have no idea.

CAL
Uh, anyway.  Abigail was already 
married to Mr. Van Waters.  And at 
the very same time, Elias’ sister, 
Anna, was pregnant out of wedlock 
and she miscarried.  
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Abigail, in secret, gave her the 
child.  Then, Abigail told 
everyone her child was stillborn.  
Abigail went on to have four 
children with Clarence including 
your distant relatives.  As you 
will see, there are numerous 
letters to verify.

ELY
My sister?

CAL
Beg your pardon, sir?  

Cal makes a note of Ely’s clothes.

CAL
You are--?

MORGAN
He’s just helping out around the 
ranch.

Ely remains silent.  Morgan tries to take it all in.

CAL
Well, I’ll send you an invoice.  
It was a pleasure, Mrs. Van 
Waters...

Cal looks at Ely.  

CAL
You know your resemblance to the 
man in the report is startling.

MORGAN
Well, thank you, Mr Corngold.

She hurries him to the door.

CAL
Okay, thank you.

She shuts the door.

MORGAN
You have a son?

ELY
I guess I do.  Did.  Will.  This 
is complicated. 
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MORGAN
You didn’t know?

Ely thinks.  Morgan senses he’s truly disturbed.

ELY
I don’t come back.

MORGAN
What?

ELY
Why else would Abby give the baby 
to my sister, Anna?  I’m stuck 
here for good.  I have a son I’ll 
never see.  He’s lived and died 
already.  Never knowing his daddy.

Ely shows genuine dismay.  Morgan realizes if this is all 
true then he is has lost something precious.  She tries 
to comfort him.

MORGAN
Not necessarily.  You could return 
and then these notes will 
transform showing that you...

He doesn’t seem to be buying it.

ELY
How will they transform?

MORGAN
I don’t know, that’s how it is in 
the movies...

(beat)
Are you sure you want to find out 
what could be your destiny if you 
return?  What if it says you get 
killed in a gunfight or something?

ELY
Might be best ifin we start with 
someone else.

He grabs a folder marked Carvel Price.  He reads a 
printout from Wikipedia.

ELY
According to the Google, Carvel 
Price died in an earthquake in the 
city of San Francisco, California. 
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On April eighteenth, nineteen-o-
six.  That’s a beautiful place, I 
hope it wasn’t damaged too badly.  

MORGAN
Uhhh.  It’s cool.  They rebuilt 
it.   But, so sad for Price.

ELY
Yeah, figures it’d take one force 
o’nature to stop another.

He picks up the next folder.  It’s for Clarence.  He 
looks at the others until he finds one marked Elias V. 
Longford.  He stares at it.

POLLY (O.C.)
Mom, come tuck me in.

MORGAN
Just a sec, babe.

ELY
Do you think it would be 
permissible... If I tucked her in?

MORGAN
Uh.  Sure, Ely.  I think she’d 
like that.

Ely takes the stairs.

ELY
(to Polly)

You ready to wrangle some sheep?

Morgan looks at the Elias folder.  She opens it and 
reads.  Her expression turns to dismay.  We see a photo 
copy of a news article.

MORGAN
(reading quietly 
aloud)

Elias. V. Longford, who had been 
missing since Thursday last, was 
found wandering into the city 
limits, with a known cohort, 
Steadman Johnson.  Mr. Longford 
said he’d been on a journey but 
wouldn’t say where.  
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A Mrs. Abigail Van Waters, who 
originally reported Longford 
missing attributed their behavior 
to a prolonged bout of 
intoxication as both men “smelled 
like they’d bathed in distilled 
spirits” and were badly bruised. 

(she realizes)
So Steamroll finds him.  Wait, 
what date is this?  July tenth...

She looks at the date on today’s paper... July NINTH!  
She scans to another article in the current daily issue.

STORMS TOMORROW!  PIONEER DAYS MAY BE THREATENED.  She 
looks upstairs.

CUT TO:

IN THE HALL

Morgan pokes around the corner to see Ely reading Polly a 
story.  It’s an utterly beautiful scene.  She pulls her 
head back.  It hits her hard.  Polly loses again.  She 
fights to keep from crying.

ELY (O.C.)
Okay, blow out the--sorry, turn 
off the lights.

Ely steps out and sees Morgan is upset.

ELY
I didn’t do that bad.

MORGAN
No.  It’s nothing.  It was 
perfect.  Really... perfect.

He smiles.  

MORGAN
Ely...

ELY
Yes, ma’am?

MORGAN
I have something I want you to 
have.
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INT. THE OLD VICTORIAN - DINING ROOM - A MINUTE LATER

The shoebox from earlier is laid upon the table.  Morgan 
unrolls the handkerchief and sets the small box in front 
of Ely.

MORGAN
Open it.

Ely removes the lid.  Inside:  THE THREE SIDED WATCH.

ELY
How--?  Of course.  It was 
Clarence who won it.

MORGAN
I want you to have it...  Back.

Ely looks relieved.

ELY
I won’t let it get away again.

Those words carry weight.

EXT. THE OLD VICTORIAN - BARN

Ely stands in the night air.  He whistles his tune.

A wolf howl.  He whistles again.  

SOMEONE WHISTLES BACK.  Ely reaches for his pistol but 
his belt is over near the barn door.  He looks out in the 
night.  A distant thunder clap.  

Then:  STEAMROLL JOHNSON STRIDES FROM THE DARKNESS.  He 
has two pistols trained on Ely.

STEAMROLL
Your past has caught up with you, 
Elias!  I bet you thought you 
outfoxed me durin’ that storm.

ELY
Steadman, we were friends in our 
time, we can be friends in this 
time as well--

STEAMROLL
You cheated.

(CONTINUED)
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ELY
Now Steamroll, everyone at that 
table was cheatin’ ‘cept the 
Minister and that’s only because 
he gets all ours on Sunday.

STEAMROLL
Bury that hyperbole, you paid your 
debt to Clarence with that gold 
watch. 

ELY
That’s right.

STEAMROLL
That was my watch.

ELY
How do you figure?

STEAMROLL
On account o’ the fact that you 
owed me from the previous night.

ELY
Aren’t you more interested in the 
fact that this is the year twenty-
twelve?

STEAMROLL
Course.  We’ll get to that.  But 
first, a debt’s a debt.

ELY
All right, what do I owe you?

STEAMROLL
Fifty-three dollars.

ELY
Fair enough--

STEAMROLL
Adjusted for inflation that’s  
approximately six hundred dollars 
now.  I prefer hundreds.   

ELY
Six hundred?  Those numbers are 
shakier than a wet fox on a snow 
bank.
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STEAMROLL
No sir.  You got to remember who 
you’re dealing with, I was 
schooled until the sixth grade!  

ELY
(again?)

Yeah, yeah, I remember.

STEAMROLL
What’s that?

Steamroll sees the watch.

STEAMROLL
O’course... it’d still be here.  
That’s why you came back over this 
way.  To get yer paws on that 
ol’watch, you coyote!

ELY
That ain’t factual!

STEAMROLL
Anyhows, that watch is mine in old 
dollars or new.  

Ely makes a slight move to stop but Steamroll points the 
guns right at him.

STEAMROLL
You know I’ll please the 
undertaker without delay.

Ely grits his teeth as Steamroll snatches the watch.  

STEAMROLL
(mildly sincere)

Ah, don’t feel so bad.  Look for 
me tomorrow in town.  I’m gonna 
hit the poker tables at this 
Pioneer Days festival.  Damn fools 
never gonna know what hit‘em.  I 
been cleaning up in every bar in 
town.  Sit in a few hands.  Maybe 
you win it back.

He starts off into the dark

ELY
Steamroll!
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STEAMROLL
Yeah?

ELY
Ain’t you got nothin’ to express 
about the modern world?  For 
heaven’s sake man, you traveled 
through time.  What can you say 
about the future?

STEAMROLL
Uh... 

(deep breath)
Coffee’s better.  

He starts off again then stops and turns back.

STEAMROLL
Oh... and I heard they have water 
closets inside every dwelling. 
Haven’t tried one out though.

He slips into the dark.  After a second a wolf comes out 
from where Steamroll had walked.  Ely has seen so much 
today he wonders...

ELY
Steamroll?  Is that you?

STEAMROLL
(in the distance)

Haha.    Giddyup!

At the sound of Steamroll galloping off, the wolf runs 
off.  Ely is embarrassed.  

ELY
I knew it wasn’t you! 

INT. THE OLD VICTORIAN - DAWN

Morgan, coffee in one hand, tablet in the other, steps 
out on to the porch.  The sunrise forces her to squint as  
looks toward the barn.  She walks down the steps, far 
enough to see..

Ely is still sleeping on his mat. 

CUT TO:

Morgan, in a wicker chair on the porch responding to 
emails. 
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We see:

FROM: Sample 572-005

MORGAN
Okay, five-seven-two-dash-zero-
zero-five, I’ll bite. 

(in a “man” 
impression)

Dear Morgan, I realize that this 
subject my be difficult... 

(morphing back to her 
own voice)

Blah blah, going to be in Sharp 
Curve on the tenth for Pioneers 
days!  You got to be kidding me.  
I’ll be at the horse shoe toss at 
noon.  I’ll wear a red bandana. 

Morgan is frozen in a stare... so much to consider. 

CUT TO:

EXT. THE LONG ROAD - DAY

Morgan’s Prius.

INSIDE:  Polly sings “she’ll be comin’ round the 
mountain”.  Ely does the “when she comes” part really 
low.  Polly laughs.

POLLY
I love you, Ely.

ELY
And I love you too, Miss Polly.

Morgan feels awful inside but tries to smile.

MORGAN
Hey, Pol’, I was thinking about 
that pet you said you wanted--

POLLY
Oh, I want a horse now!

MORGAN
Well, sweetie--

POLLY
Ely said he’d teach me how to 
ride.
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Morgan looks to Ely.  She doesn’t have the heart to tell 
him.

MORGAN
I bet he did.

The car rolls down the road.

MORGAN (O.C.)
We’ll see, Pollywog.  We’ll see.

EXT. SHARP CURVE CITY, MONTANA - PIONEER DAYS FESTIVAL

As you would imagine.  Booths, displays, rides, animals, 
a rodeo.  Streets filled with spectators, many in period 
garb.  Morgan, Polly and Ely  are at booth with target 
shooting.  Morgan looks at her watch.  

MORGAN
All right, I’ve got to run over to 
the ladies room for a second.  
Don’t kill anyone.

Polly aims like Ely taught her and she nails the first 
target.

ELY
Nice shootin’ there, Polly.

He also watches Morgan leave and then starts scanning the 
area.

Meanwhile:

Morgan finds the horse shoe toss.  She sees A CHUBBY GUY 
WITH A RED BANDANA.

MORGAN
Nope.

She turns around to leave but then sees ANOTHER GUY WITH 
A RED BANDANA.  HE’S REALLY OLD AND BALD.

Another turn and then, a NICE LOOKING GUY who looks just 
as apprehensive as Morgan.  He sees her and intuitively 
knows.  He points;  Morgan?  She smiles.

MORGAN
Yeah, I can see it.

She joins him.
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MORGAN
Hi.  Guy?

MAN
No.   I’m Daniel’s dad.  Polly’s 
classmate?  I was just waving.

MORGAN
Oh. Oooooooohhh.

ANOTHER MAN
Morgan?

Time slows down as MORGAN SEES THE REAL FATHER of her 
child.  He’s somehow attractive in the way you would feel 
about someone you’ve known for years.  His looks and 
mannerisms all ring familiar to Morgan.

MORGAN
Yes?

ANOTHER MAN
I’m... Guy?  The d--

MORGAN
Oh yes!  Yes, yes yes yes, uh...

(to Daniel’s dad)
Uh, will you excuse us?

She and Guy walk to a picnic area.

GUY
I just want to say if you’re 
uncomfortable--

MORGAN
I’m uncomfortable.  Ha!  I’m unnnn 
comfortable.  But... that’s okay.  
It’s good.  It’s real.  I can’t 
believe you’re her dad.

GUY
Is that good or...

MORGAN
Oh, good, super, good really... oh 
boy.

GUY
I would so love to meet her too.
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MORGAN
She’s here.  Holy crap.  You’re 
the face.

GUY
I’m sorry.

MORGAN
I’ve though about this for so many 
nights.

Morgan’s eyes start to shine from tears.

GUY
So have I.  Apparently you are the 
sole taker of my wildly unpopular 
essence. 

MORGAN
What?  I thought you would be-- 

GUY
Wasn’t.

MORGAN
Sorry.

GUY
And to make matters worse, I have 
no children of my own, so...

MORGAN
Wow.  Wow.  Well, I should go get 
her.  

GUY
Morgan?

MORGAN
What?

GUY
Just tell her I’m a friend.  Okay?  
For now.

MORGAN
For now?

GUY
Yeah.

Morgan turns to go get Polly and RUNS RIGHT INTO MILES.  
She’s thrown.
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MORGAN
Heyyy, hi. 

MILES
I’ve been scouring the festival 
for you.

He tries to kiss her but she backs away while introducing 
Guy.

MORGAN
Uh, Guy this is Miles, my...

(is he my boyfriend?)
Miles.  Miles this is Guy.  Do 
they serve wine here?  Miles looks 
at Guy.

MILES
Who are you again?

STEAMROLL JOHNSON BUMPS INTO MORGAN AS HE PASSES. 
Steamroll, turns back.

STEAMROLL
Abby?

Morgan turns, Huh?  Steamroll squints.  

STEAMROLL
Sorry, I thought you was someone 
else.

Steamroll walks off.

MORGAN
Abby?

Ely and Polly arrive.  Guy lights up.

POLLY
Hi Miles.

MORGAN
Polly, Ely, this is Guy.

POLLY
Nice to meet you.

Ely tips his hat.  

MORGAN
(aside to Ely)

Fruit preserves?
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Ely: Guy’s the donor!  Be nonchalant!

POLLY
Mom, may I have some Ice cream?

MILES/GUY/ELY
I can take you.

POLLY
We can all go.

MORGAN
What?

CUT TO:

EXT. SHARP CURVE CITY, MONTANA - PIONEER DAYS FESTIVAL

Guy, Miles, Ely and Polly all have an ice cream cone.  
Morgan has a HUGE fruity Margarita.   

STEAMROLL (O.S.)
Elias!  

Every one looks to Steamroll.

STEAMROLL
Elias!  What time is it?

(waits a second)
Don’t have a watch? 

His teeth are 23 different yellows.  Steamroll holds up 
the watch, slaps his knee and guffaws.  It’s so much 
funnier to him than everybody else. 

MORGAN
How did you get that?

MILES
The quality of the performers this 
year is fantastic.

MORGAN
Who are you?

STEAMROLL
Johnson.  Steadman Johnson.

(salaciously to 
Morgan)

You can call me Steamroll.
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Steamroll hocks and spits.  Morgan is electrified in a 
bad way.

STEAMROLL
I’s headin’ to the poker tables in 
this here impromptu saloon.  You 
city slickers in?  Or are you some 
kinda yeller dogs?  We’re talkin’ 
real money.  Minimum two dollars. 
All supposed to go to charity, but 
you know they always say that!

He laughs hard.   Morgan downs her drink.

GUY  
Sure.  I’m in.

MORGAN
Uh, Guy, I don’t... you don’t... 
we don’t...

STEAMROLL
A real man.

He slaps Guy’s back.

STEAMROLL
(to Miles)

You?

MILES
Uh, yeah... count me in too, that 
sound like fun.  Maybe a couple of 
beers too.  

STEAMROLL
There you go.  Two beers is the 
perfect refreshment to loosen up 
your posterior and increase 
general fortitude.  Ifin ya have a 
tall shot o’whisky as a chaser 
too.  Don’t forget that part.

ELY
Count me in!

Morgan looks at Ely.

STEAMROLL
Okay.  Game starts right there in 
five minutes.  Water your horse.

Steamroll exits.  Morgan pulls Ely aside.
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MORGAN
Uuuuuh, why does he have the 
watch?

ELY
I sorta lost the watch again.

MORGAN
What?!

ELY
Shhh.  Don’t worry I’ll win it 
back from him. 

MORGAN
Who?

ELY
Steamroll.  That stinkin’ prairie 
rat ambushed me last night and 
confiscated the watch as payment 
for debts past due.

MORGAN
Did you owe him?

ELY
Yeah, but I would o’ paid him cash 
if he had the self control to wait 
until today.  Now I gotta win it 
back.

MORGAN
Why don’t we just buy it back?

ELY
He’d never sell it like that.  He 
want’s to stick his spur in my 
side.  It’s the right thing to do 
in this situation.

MORGAN
You agree with him.

ELY
Morgan, there is a way between 
men.  It’s been like this forever.

MORGAN
Men have been idiots forever? 

(Ely shrugs)
What are you going to use as 
money?
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ELY
Ah, shoot, forgot about that.

MORGAN
Erugh!  Look, just take...

Reaches into her purse, stuff falls onto the ground.  She 
digs out her wallet.

ELY
Abby has bag just like that.

MORGAN
Hush.  Here.  That’s fifty bucks.  
You owe me one day’s pay.

CUT TO:

EXT. SHARP CURVE CITY, MONTANA - PIONEER DAYS FESTIVAL

Poker tables are set up in a tented area that is 
decorated to resemble an old-time saloon.  A ragtime 
piano player fills the space with bright syncopated 
music.  Ely passes through swinging, double doors and 
takes a seat at the table with Steamroll, Miles, and Guy.  
Morgan and Polly sit at the bar.  

MORGAN
Can I get a big glass of white 
wine.  She’ll have a chocolate 
milk.

POLLY
Make mine a double.

BARTENDER
You may have noticed this is a 
whisky bar.

Morgan is done.  She leans in.

MORGAN
Deal with it.

BARTENDER
Yes ma’am.

The Bartender sends a helper to get the drinks.  Cee 
arrives and finds Morgan.
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CEE
Hi, I’ve been looking all over for 
you, where’s Miles?

POLLY
He’s playing Steamroll Johnson, 
Ely and Guy in a poker game for 
real money.

CEE
Really.  Who’s Guy?

Morgan’s first wine arrives.  She downs it.

MORGAN
Sample five-seven-two-dash-zero-
zero-five.  

CEE
Are you kiddin--

Morgan gestures that Polly doesn’t know yet.

CEE
Who’s the other guy?  

MORGAN
Steamroll Johnson, he’s also from 
eighteen ninety-five.  He said 
they all be yeller dogs ifin they 
didn’t play.

CEE
Ifin?  

(to the bartender)
Whisky please.  

(to Morgan)
What is goin’ on around here?

Aib arrives.

AIB
Hey girls.

He sees the poker game. 

AIB
Ely!  Miles!  Hey, I want in on 
that.

CEE
Aib.
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Morgan second wine arrives.  She takes a big sip as Aib 
arrives.  She’s officially tipsy now.

AIB
Cee, Pollywog.  Morgan - hey, you 
look drunk-What’s goin’ on? 

MORGAN
You really want to know mister 
doubter person?  Okay.  Right 
there is Miles, my possibly 
boyfriend, then there’s sample 
five-seven-two-zero-zero-nine, who 
I’ve learned is actually named 
Guy.  Ely, you know, he’s a ranch 
hand from eighteen ninety-five, 
and the other feller is Steamroll 
Johnson, another time traveler, to 
which Ely owed money, but you see, 
Ely borrowed a three-sided watch 
from Steamroll, and then lost it 
in a poker game to Clarence, who 
is my great great uncle.  You 
know, it’s so funny; the watch was 
at the house for over a hundred 
years until I gave it to Ely as a 
token of my appreciation, but 
Steamroll robbed Ely last night 
and took the watch, so Ely is 
trying to win it back now.  Okay 
are you up to speed?

AIB
I passed up-to-speed and have 
crashed into the wall of what-the 
hell-are-you-talking-about?

MORGAN
Oh, here’s the best part.  
According to the Billings Star, 
July ninth, eighteen ninety-five, 
Ely and Steamroll both end up 
returning to their time.  Today.  
They’re gone.  Forever.

AIB
So wait a minute... Polly’s 
biological dad, is named, Guy?

MORGAN
Yeah, but he’s sweet.  I like him 
too.
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AIB
Cee, your sister needs you.  I’m 
taking Polly on a few rides.  
We’ll be back in a while.

CEE
Okay, Morgan, no more for you.  
Let’s get some fresh air.

MORGAN
Okay.

INT. FESTIVAL SALOON - CONTINUOUS

The poker game drags on.  As time passes we see:

Miles, bow out.  

Then, Guy.

Steamroll and Ely bet bigger and bigger pots.  Folks 
gather around, cheering the men.

Now, Morgan, who drinks coffee, Aib, Polly, Miles, and 
Guy all watch with a crowd of another observers.

The men are down to one last pot.

ELY
I’m goin’ all in.

He shoves a pile of chips forward.

STEAMROLL
Well, I’s prophetic to say it 
might come to this.

He pulls out the three-sided watch and tosses it on the 
pile.  Ooooh from the crowd.

ELY
I call.

STEAMROLL
Flush.  Aces over jacks.

He reaches for the pile.

ELY
Take a chill pill, Steamroll!  
Four Kings.
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Ely drags the pile his way, but Ely smacks his hands down 
on top of Ely’s.

STEAMROLL
You cheated.  Y’allways cheat, you 
cheatin’ sneakin’ skunk!  

ELY
I got that hand fair and genuine.  
You just can’t handle bein’ a 
loser.  You never could.  Ever 
since you was little.

The crowd is enthralled, they think it is part of a show.  

STEAMROLL
What’re’ya tryin’ to say?

ELY
It’s not like I’m bein’ mysterious-
like.  You know Abby never liked 
you!

Steamroll backs up.

STEAMROLL
Hah!  She never liked you neither, 
Guess what?  I heard she and that 
painter’s had a bastard child.  

SFX: THUNDER

ELY
Boy’s not mine?

Morgan reacts as well.

STEAMROLL
Well, you rattlesnake, I got a 
pair of six-shooters and that 
always beats four kings.

He draws.  Ely draws too.

ELY
Steamroll, we got women and 
children present.

STEAMROLL
Maybe it’s time these modern folk 
got a real taste of the old’ west.  
Let’s take this outside!
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SFX: MORE THUNDER

CUT TO:

EXT. SHARP CURVE CITY, MONTANA - PIONEER DAYS FESTIVAL

A crowd of thrilled spectators line the streets.  The 
watch sits on a bandana in the center of the street.  Ely 
and Steamroll walk from there in opposite directions.  
They stop and turn.

STEAMROLL
That’s fifty paces, one bullet 
each.

Each man empties five bullets.  They holster their guns.  

Miles and Guy watch as if it were all an act.

GUY
This is the best western show 
ever!

AIB
I don’t remember issuing permits 
for this.

CEE
This is bad.  If these guy are 
real then--

MORGAN
It’s okay.

CEE
I thought you said they were real 
guns.

MORGAN
They are, but I know they both 
make back to their time unharmed.

Polly hears her.

POLLY
Make it back?

MORGAN
Polly, come here.

She kneels down hand holds Polly’s face.
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MORGAN
Ely’s going home today.  Back to 
his time.  Maybe forever.

POLLY
No! 

RAIN STARTS TO FALL.

MORGAN
See?  The rain is coming back to 
get him.  It’s meant to be, 
Pollywog.  As soon as he gets his 
watch back, I’m certain.  The 
storms brought him and the storms 
are taking him home.

STEAMROLL
Ready varmint?

ELY
That watch is mine forever, you 
worm.

STEAMROLL
Over my dead body and I don’t 
actually mean I want to be dead!  
I just want to be clear about 
that.

CEE
I can’t look.

MORGAN
It’s gonna be okay.

Polly spies the watch.  She bolts into the street as they 
start to draw.  Polly grabs the watch just as each man is 
about to fire!  They hold back at the last second.  Polly 
runs into the crowd and slips away.

STEAMROLL
What the-- ?  Rope that kid!

A bit more rain.

He and Ely run after Polly.  Guy, Miles and Aib follow.

Polly runs like a wild animal.  Steamroll shoves people 
aside to gain on her.  Ely tries to negotiate the hordes 
of visitors.  
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CEE
Come’on!

Her and Morgan rush off.  Guy and Miles run toward the 
action.  Aib grabs his radio and calls for help.

Polly zips down a path by the flea market.  Suddenly, 
Steamroll hops out in front of her.  She dodges him by 
rolling under a vendor’s cart.

She sees a crowd and starts to crawl through their legs.  
She looks back to see Steamroll crouching down.  He can 
see her!

She pops out of the crowd by crawling through a rail 
fence.  Steamroll fires his gun and folks scatter 
clearing a lane for him.  Polly runs about twenty feet 
and stops dead.   

SHE’S IN THE MIDDLE OF A RODEO RING WITH A TWO THOUSAND 
POUND BULL!  Polly is terrified.

Ely arrives on the scene and sizes up the danger.  

ELY
Polly, don’t run!  Stay still!

LIGHTNING AND THUNDER!

The bull scratches divots into the dirt with his hoof.  
Miles and Guy reach the edge of the ring.  Morgan and Cee 
join them.

The Bull charges!  Aib yells to a security cop.

AIB
Shoot it!  Now!

The cop aims.  Polly screams.  Ely runs like hell.  The 
bull lowers its mighty horns as he rumbles forward.

But, just before Ely gets there, STEAMROLL HAS 
COMMANDEERED A HORSE AND SCOOPS POLLY RIGHT UP ONTO HIS 
SADDLE!

STEAMROLL
Ha ha!  Who’s in charge now!

(small pause)
Me!?

Ely is left in the path of the bull.  He dives to the 
side.
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The crowd cheers the whole thing.  As the bull makes his 
turn, Ely jumps up and runs after Steamroll.  

NOW IT’S RAINING.

Steamroll leaps the fence with Polly.  They break from 
the festival and head out into the wilderness.

MORGAN
No!

She and her sister fight through the folks running from 
the rain to try and get to where Polly went.

Aib intercepts them. 

AIB
Come with me!

Meanwhile, Ely grabs a horse and rides far enough to see 
that Steamroll is headed down to the river.

Steamroll gets to the river.  It’s swollen and raging.  
No way to cross.  He looks upstream, downstream.

He yanks his reins, forcing his horse into the quickening 
current.  The horse balks.  He drives his spurs.

STEAMROLL
C’mon, little pony, get your ass 
across!  I ain’t nothing but a 
itty bitty creek.

Ely arrives at the scene.  He points his guns.  

ELY
Steadman, leave the little girl, 
forget the watch!

STEAMROLL
Then I would have no negotiatin’ 
power, Longford!  

ELY
If she is the recipient of a 
single scratch I’ll kill you, bury 
you, dig you up and kill you 
again!
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STEAMROLL
You know that ain’t possible, 
Longford!  Once a person is dead 
you can’t kill’em again!

CUT TO:

Aib drives an official Fire Department SUV. 

Inside, Morgan and Cee ride.  

AIB
There they are!

AIB
(into his radio)

We need back up... Call search and 
rescue. 

They get within a few hundred feet and stop.  Aib grabs 
the loudspeaker.

AIB
Come back on shore and release the 
girl unharmed!  

STEAMROLL
(startled-impressed)

Damn, he has a loud voice.  

POURING RAIN!

Morgan jumps out of the car and runs toward them.

MORGAN
Let her go!  You’re both going 
back!

ELY
Morgan, get back!

MORGAN
Don’t you hear well?  I read about 
it in the paper!  It’s happened!

ELY
Right now?  I’m going back right 
now?  

MORGAN
(through the tears)

You’re goin’ back.  It could be--
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BLINDING BLUE WHITE LIGHT!

SFX: CRACK SMASH BOOOOOOOOOOOOOM!

STEAMROLL’S HORSE REARS BACK.  STEAMROLL and POLLY ARE 
THROWN INTO THE TORRENT.  

Ely jumps in the water and the three are swept away.

WHITEOUT RAIN!  

Steamroll, Polly and Ely disappear.

MORGAN (O.C.)
Polllllllyyyyyyyy!

FADE TO WHITE:

SFX: POLICE/FIRE RADIO CHATTER

POLICE DISPATCHER (O.C.)
All units... we’re calling off the 
search.  All units we’re calling 
off the search.  No victims found.

FADE IN:

EXT. RIVERBANK

Polly clings to a branch.  Shivering and in near shock.

A leather strap drops in front of her face.  Trembling, 
she looks up.

A horse beckons her.  He grunts.  Polly can barely speak 
the words:

POLLY
Redrails?

She grabs onto his reins and REDRAILS PULLS HER OUT OF 
THE WATER.

EXT. THE VICTORIAN - DAWN

The breaking sun casts the house into a silhouette.

Redrails, with the outline of Polly on his back, trots up 
to the house.  He whinnies.  

CONTINUED: (5)

(CONTINUED)

123.



CONTINUED:

(CONTINUED)

124.

Morgan steps out and is nearly hysterical when she sees 
Polly.  She picks her up and carries her into the house.

FADE OUT.

INT. THE OLD VICTORIAN - LIVING ROOM

Morgan and polly sit beside the fire.  Polly’s hair is 
still damp.   Morgan is happy but thoroughly spent. 

MORGAN
We were so worried about you.  

She kisses her forehead. 

POLLY
Do you think he’s back? 

MORGAN
I don’t know sweetie.  I don’t 
have all the answers.  

(epiphany)
The answers.

Then she looks up to the painting.  The watch...

MORGAN
Behind the watch.  Behind the 
watch!

Morgan leaps up and rips the painting off the wall.

POLLY
Mom, be careful.

MORGAN
Behind the watch!

She runs to the dining room table and lays the painting 
face down.  There’s the usual brown paper backing.  She 
tears into it.

POLLY
Mom! Be careful!

Morgan becomes desperate as she searches until at the 
bottom she feels something.

POLLY
What?!
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Morgan pulls out and ancient letter with “Morgan” 
inscribed on the front.  Morgan screams and drops it like 
it was radioactive.  Polly is amazed.

POLLY
Open it!

She opens the envelope.  A HANDWRITTEN LETTER.

POLLY
Well, what does it say?

MORGAN
Dear Morgan, this is Abigail Van 
Waters, writing you from the 
grave.  This must certainly 
qualify for being the most 
remarkable letter ever sent.  I 
want you to know first, that I 
have loved so very much hearing 
about you and your beautiful 
daughter, Polly.  Ely tells me 
that I’m to have four of my own.  
What a thought.  You probably have 
guessed that Ely and that rascal 
Steamroll, returned from your 
world safely.  I didn’t believe 
their story but I thought I should 
write you just the same.  Ely says 
his horse is still in your time, 
but I think Ely probably sold 
Redrails, to pay off a gambling 
debt.   Your’s truly, Abby.   P.S.  
Ely and I have never kissed.  He 
did however spend the night 
because he was unable to stand.  
I’m sure he just made up the rest 
of story to sound important.  Men 
aren’t very smart.  

SFX: BIG SWEEPING WESTERN MUSIC!

DISSOLVE TO:

REDRAILS INN.  

Aib uses Redrails’ strength to hoist a PROUD, IRON, 
ROOSTER SHAPED WEATHER-VANE.  Guy plays badminton with 
Polly on the side yard.  Miles lays out the plans for 
some additional units with a contractor over the hood of 
a pick up truck.
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Morgan and Cee are behind the reception desk.  Morgan 
says goodbye to a couple.  As Carolyn enters with a 
painting wrapped in paper. 

CAROLYN
It’s here!  

They excitedly run into the living room. 

THE PORTRAIT OF CLARENCE VAN WATERS:

Is hung, by Carolyn, over the refurbished mantle.  Cee 
and Morgan, Aib&pals, Polly, Miles, Guy all look on.  

CAROLYN
Pretty good.  For a copy. 

CEE
Wow.  Where did you find someone 
to do that. 

CAROLYN
The university.  Asian kid.  
Incredibly gifted. Two thousand. 

MORGAN
It’s remarkable.  

MAN
It’s ten pounds of horse shit!

They turn to see A RUGGED BUT STYLISH GENTLEMAN, late 
forties-early fifties, flowing grey hair with a hat and a 
feather.  Flashy rings, a gun belt and spurs somehow look 
cool on him.

CAROLYN
Um, I know art and this is s...

(changes tack)
Wait.  Why would you say such a 
thing?

The man steps forward in a subtly menacing way.  Aib 
naturally leans forward defensively as...

The man takes off his hat and extends a hand and tiny wry 
smile.

MAN
My name’s Price.  Carvel Price.  
We need to talk.   
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Stunned silence.

CARVEL
And... I’d like a room.  I’m still 
wet from the rain.

Morgan comes out of her daze enough to communicate.

MORGAN
H-h-h-h-h-h-ow long will you be 
staying?

He smiles.

PRICE
Depends on the weather.

THE END.
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