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Uhtil every drop of blood drawn with the lash
shall be paid by another drawn with the sword....

.e-.. . Abraham Lincoln




WA

EXT: COUNTRY ROAD: NIGHT E )
A TITLE appears over black:
OUTSIDE PHILADELPHIA, MISSISSIPPI.

The title fades.
As a car's headlights sweep across dense woods,

on this moonless night, a Ford Statimgm mkes a turn on a two-lane comtxy
road.

The wagen travels xt‘matﬁrally slowly. |
At the wheel, a frightened kid in his early 20's: SCHWERNER.

. He looks into the rear view mirror.

Not twelve inches cffh.ié backmmpuisanm car, rmmgm lights at all..
‘&hmn&rslm&mmmfurﬂmr |

He lowers the window, mdwavestatlmcarhelﬁndhimtogoalmﬁandpass

The car stays behind him,

The kid in the f_mnt seat;l next to Schwerner, GOOIMAN, asks quietly,

GOCOMAN
What do we do?

Schwerner grimaces, but doesn't answer.
Instead, he hits the gas, and the Statimgon accelerates with a rush,

~ Behind him, the other car acaelexaﬁes, N

Aw:.ldc:l‘aasemmes, bothvehicles hzttingwarahmdmdmlesmm:::m
_thesebad:hmdsmads :

-mfaczt, wegetthefeelingtmtﬂmacmpleofadﬁinmalcm racz.ng
along, as well, . .

But none of those vehicles run any lights, either, so it's hard to tell.

Schwerner just concentrates an his driving, as he muscles the wagon through
the tums, thro.dngupdirtbehindhim

Fmally,hgetsaleadmﬁmmb&uﬁhm

At Maidu point, all its lights fs.mily come on, includ.mq a rotatmg red roof
light.

(cmt)




EXT: COUNTRY ROAD: NIGHT (cont) (2)
Schwerner slows down again, puzzled butrel:.eved o

. SCHWERNER
Jesus. Iﬂmﬁcitsjustanothercop Thank god.

Baside him, Goodmn s:;.ghs audibly.
He turns to look out the bask window at the | car stopping behind them.

In the back seat of the wagen, the cather passenger is JAMES CHENEY, a 20 yeay
©ld black man,

Hnlike his two friends, he doesn't look m}.iaved at all.
He remains ixxstead'tightwl-imd and wary.

Also unlike his friends, his accent is deep south.

&r. Schwerner, I mmbespaakanmacdm:t
ms.mmsmmﬁﬂmcopsmdhem
Schwerner tums to grin at him.
Chaney stares straight ahead, into the night, e:ﬁpmssimless.
As several bright flashlights CLICK on, .frm either side of the wagon.
They illuminate the faces of the two vhite kids in the front seat.
Then, for a much longer time, they linger an the black kid, Chaney,
A heavily accmtaﬁwme comes through the wz‘.ndw. |

' . VOICE
Ya'llwrespaadin pa.'ett:ygcod ha:kt}mre

Sc:hmmertimtopmrmttbeﬁndm butcmseenothmgpastthehghts.

mm .
Gimeabmak, m._Ymhadusscaradmdmth.

VOICE _
Don'! tyoucallm 'man), jew boy.

Scl'rwemez: s face drains of_any exoression, Ha asks,
- No, sir. What should I call you?

Fron outside fhe car, no one ansﬁers.

(cent)
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EXT: COUNTRY ROAD: NIGHT (cont) - @
Chaney continues o stam straight ahaad
Another voice says,

' ANCTHER VWIicE
Just don't call_’nim Chief.

SEVERAL MEN CHUCKLE.

Goodman turmns, to peer into the flashlights.

A WHITE-SHEETED FACE suddenly appears in the open window, nét six inches from his.

FACE
Boo, )

He starts so violently, that all the men aroumnd the car laugh.
Even Scwherner can't help but grin.

~ He puts a hand on Gocdman's amm.

SCHWERVER
Take it easy. We'll be alright.
A hand appears behind Sclwerner's haéd. |
Holding & Magmamm, - -
It GOES (FF, and the back of Schwemner's head is blown away.
'I!-IE SCREEN GOES 'IO BLACK.
A TTILE APPEARS,
JINE 21, 1964.

In the darkness, under the title, YET ANOTHER VOICE.

- mvom'
tﬁm,sh:.t.We:’mto:Lt, NeMW .

The LOUD REPORTS OF FOUR MORE SHOTS.
| CUT 10:
INT: CFFICE BUTLDING: MORNING

Annpledhearafamnmhis%'s, RUPERT ANDERSON, tmtst?m@theld:ty
of an office building in mﬁungtm b.C. _

{cont)




INT: OFFICE BULLDING: MORNING (eont) = . (3a)
' Hold tha‘l:, will you, Preddy?

He reaches an elevator that's alreaﬂy crowded, but being held for him, all
the same.

He steps sideways into it, nodding and g-n‘.nning to the DOZEN MEN inside,

' . -ANDERSCON
Hey, E‘reddy Tan, How are yv'all today?

He stuffs his shirttails into his pants as he speaks, It he still manages
to 10:»: sloopy. .

Bverymegrmsatthismgemnmthh;sbigmile.

PASSENGERS
Hery, Rupert What's doing?

Well, I got a big appointment upstairs this moming.
With the Director himself.
Several of the passengers nod, inpressed,
With his grin, and his .crac:ker accent, Anderson is sameone they all like,
Allbutmm:' the natty young man in the back of the elevator.
. His shoes are shined. mebrass}mxdwaremhisbriefcéseglemrs.
He doesn't smile. |

{cont)




INT: OFFICE BUTLDING: MORVDNG (cont) (@
Q. vhen Rupert ANderson glances hack at him, his own grin fades.
He ncds deferentially to the tall yc:mg man,
ANDERSON
Mr. Ward, '
Ward ncﬁds curtly.

| Mr. Anderson.
The e.leivatar dmrs close,
{!JT. 'IC!
INT: ELEVATOR: MORNING _ |
 When they open again, several men get off the elevator.

ANDERSON
Take it easy, gentlemen,

PASSENGERS
Take it easy, Rupert, Good luck upsta;urs.

The doo:s close,

INT: ELEVATOR: MORVING

meywagam, andtwommnmmt.

'I'm.s time, Anderam only nods goo&ye | _
He locks a little uncomfortable this time, as the doors close. | N

-Andopanagam |
. Two more men exit, iaavingmlyhn&ersmmd%rﬁmﬂ:eelmﬁor
Wa.rdglances at Anderson, and sighs

Anderson starts rubbing his shoe a@mst his pantsleg, t:ying to clean .11:
up a 1:.ttle, as the doors close agam

cuT 10:




e

'mmmmm

INT: Etm MORNING ' (5)
The deors open, and Anderson steps as:.de to let ?hrd out, first, |

'mmhefﬁ}.lwstheyomgermtothehuqaaakmdmmatﬂmemdcftm
hall, '

He shakes his head, all the way. | - .

Ablackgouaxmmtsedmmllsboahaltma&mtystmetmmwelm.
Miss, :

Ward, inthemssmgerseat,_mllsdmhiswﬁﬁ&,tomkhammm
in coveralls, sitting on a porch.

Excuse me, sir.@nymd:mtmtaﬁmﬁ:mff’
office? _
moldmgrinmesatmrd, athisamtandhisstﬁtmﬁhism; '

Then he nods toward a low white bullding at the end of the street.

Then he looks back at Ward, and spits in the street.:
Thank you.

| CuT TO:

INT: SHERIFP'S OFFICE: AFTERNON

Whm%rdandﬁndersmm&mughﬂmscmm,ﬂwﬁmmimﬁe
abruptly stop laughing. -

At the fromt desk, atmqemn,nmmcmmmc:a, staresatt?mamnmin

-'thwdaﬂ:m&tsasﬂm@ﬂnymfmm

Anderson smiles, and lms down towards him t.cz:u::mr,

' ANDERSON
Tell the shera.ff aMr, Fhrd is here to see him, would

~ you, sn?
Price gr;‘rraces, ‘and leans away from Anderscn, as though he smelled fumny.
Anderson's face hardens, |

: PRICE
Ifyouacmuplemrereporters. youbettexmvemmt
of here.

{fcont) |
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INT: SHERIFF'S OFFICE: AFTERNOON (cent) . : {6)

. PRICE
what's your business, t;hm?

ANDERSON ' :
Just tell him Mr, Ward wants to talk to him, alright?

Price returns his even stare, than finally stands and moves tlm:mgh a door
beside the desk.

ward }.oc:ks around, mdmmmwmtdmmamhagamstthewan.
A moment later, Anderscn joins him.
Price cames back into the room, closing the door behind him.

PRICE
He'll be out vwhen he has the time.

Thark you. |
mde.ram just stares at:-?rice, evenly.

| _ | T TO:
INT: SHERIFF'S CFFICE: AFTERNOON

Ward and Anderson remain 'smted,. now with dark circles of perspiration under
the arms of their suit jackets, ,

mamrbeéideﬂndeﬂcm:{mcimd.

Mmly&ffmemﬁaemmthaﬁﬁmmmnwmminm
dcoxway, silently watching the strangers.

Andersmpullsoutahm&cemhi&f mdwzpeshisface.
Priceh;dwagrin._ ' ' |

CUT TO:
INI‘ WSOE’E’ICE mvzvmm:

No»themaxeamzmmcmsmthemwithﬂm,mdamlemmdmg
outs;deﬂaesc:rmdwr

Which opens, to admit a YOUNG PHOTOGRAPHER, insh:.rtsleeves, mﬂmabwish,
opexi face.

- {cont)



, INT: SHERIFF'S CFFICE: EARLY EVENING (cont) . m
( \) Price colors when he sees the photogzapher

PRICE
vhat the hell you doin' here?

The photographer m@-

I &'t know. Nothmm _
He leans back against the wall though, clearly intending to stay.
Anderson £inally tums to Vard, to say quietly, |

We been here an hour and a half, Mr., Ward. You want

togommdtalktoﬂmm’%ymwmmajustsit
here on display? '

" Ward rubs his chin, mdzmamﬁﬂmm.

Well, you've worked in this area, before. What do you
| think? Can we just barge in?
Anderson leoks at him for a long second. Then he says,

ANDERS(N . -
lerme just take care of the arrnagements, okay?

WARD
Go zhead.
nndarsmstands amdstretar:has |
He tums and locks at the photographer, who grins, winding £ilm in his camera.
Andersmnwstnham,tlmtam )

Andmtmmftsteps reachestln@aerxff'sm,andkicksitm,witha"

‘He shouts through the opening.

ANDERSON
Getthehallouthere ymbac&mmdssha.ﬁass*

Ailﬂmdepuﬁesgcdmmmﬂaeirlmmbeiundﬁmirdm guns drawn.

Outside the screen door, several of the lcx:als mﬂrﬁmly have pistols or
shotgms in their hands, as well.

' (cmt) '



INT: M‘S QFFICE: EARLY EVENING (cont) _ _ {3}

_ Andersm hears all this iren being dram, and ignc:ores it, glaring thxmgh
(/) the doorway.,

The phtographer stands open mouthed, and starts to grin.
Ward remains seated, with his hands folded in his lap.
 SHERIFF LAWRENCE A. RAINEY cames cut of his office, red in the face.

- RAINEY
Who in the hell do you think you are, boy?

anderscn reaches inside his jacket, and every qun in the room gets cocked. |
He pulls out his leather I.D. case. | -
F.B.I.
.':All ﬁzegmscx‘magain, asﬂawhamsamaamm

: RAINEY
' %}.1 , Shit.

Anéersmgemwmrﬁ,whomimmwa.

ANDERSON '
Special Agent Alan Waxd Sheriff lawrerce A. Rainey,

Vhrdsta.ndmmtmnd

Good aftermoon, Sheriff. I want you o know I
apereciate your cooperation, Thanks, ,
mat? _

Ward t:hmtums ta 1mk coldly at. Andersm

First thing you're to do, Mr, Anderson, is to find
somexne in town who can repair that door. And T mean,
:immaiate}.y. :

Anderson locks back at him, equally cold. But he nods.
Finally, Ward rises from his chair. '
Sheriff, would vou mind clearing off these two desks
- for us? Just for the day. By tomorrow, we should be a
‘little more established in town., _

ooty



INT: SHERIFF'S OFFICE: FARLY EVENING (cont) (s)

The gheriff reddens, but then tums to Price.

- RAINEY
Do it.

The lecals watch fm'n the doorway . eves wide,

- The photographer looks fm Andersmn to Waxﬂ, unable o deczde whose behaviour

was more renarkable.
Finally, he SNAPS a black and white photograph that includes both of them.

TITLES

Bmmmrthe;ibtogm;h,mdcmtmuewaramtaqemelegmt bla.kand
wmte news photographs from the period.

Starting with an image of Sl‘aerz.ffmmayamibeputy?rice mringtheir
Adentical rolled-brim hats and pol:.smd siv-uns.

Andmtﬁaumqwithhmgesofﬂaemtmbxﬂam&scamﬁtycfmmmty

_ msszssippz in 1964,

Rawte, mlar, poor, suspicious of modernity.

white men beside their pickup txucks, with Confederate flags across the back

A dirt poor famer and his son, standing by the side of the road, wnder a
defaced poster amnouncing the "Freedom Summer” Negro Voter Registration Drive.

Black famers working a field with primitive equipment.
A black woman in tears as her son beoards a bus, wearing a Marine uniform.
A crowd of smiling white faces outside a clapboard church.

'Adazmdulhfaceaxlanmpassingahottleafbombmmdammg

fire, late at night. _
Several men at a bar, caught in silent, tmﬂzlass laughter, as Chubby Chac:ker

'.doesﬂiemgtmtvhehmdﬁmn

Over this mge, the MATN 'ZITLE. _
| . MISSISSIPPI: BURNING.

FADE OUT:




EXT: MOTEL: SUNRISE . ' ' T : - {10}
(D 'Andgxmmdmmmd'mmmstandintheéa.r)dnglatofamtel.

| - Ward refers to a file an the hood of his car as he speaks. RS S

WARD
They were picked up for speeding, and then released
shortly after midnight, acc:orﬁmg to the Sheriff's
uffz.ce. They were headed west..

Anderson coughs. Ward peex_s at him, then c:mt:.nues

There's cne road,but then two turm-offs. 50 we'll
work in three teams of two. House ¢o house inter-

viewing. zmtgmgmﬂwmsp&mto.
Ycumderstmid

The four new agents nod.
"Ward tums to Andersen again.
Do you have reascm to doubt the information the
- . Sheriff’s pecple have providad, Mr. Anderson?
" Anderson grins, and shrugs.
Ward tums to the four young field men.
WARD
My assistant wab a sheriff in the state of Mississipoi,
himself, before he joined the Bureau. Perhaps that ex-

perience has left him suspicious of southern law
enforcement mathods, in general. _

Wardtuﬁnsbacktomdemari.

Is that it?
Anderson's easy grin fades. He shakes his head.
- ANDERSON '
No, sir. :
| WARD

| Then let's get started, | | |
o . - | R . T O




 His driver, FIELD AGENT BIRD, is just as natty as Alan Ward.

EXT: COUNTRY ROAD: MORNING '. | S an

Anderson sits in the pessenger saa_t' of another gwwmmt sedan, grinning.

Dark suit, striped tie, gold pin in his collar, and a little suede notebosk
e the front seat beside him.

anderson can't get over it.

- ANDERSON
- Where you boys learn to dress like that?

Bird locks over at Anderson’s rumpled figure, and grins.

_ . BIRD
Prep school, sir. And you?

Anderson chuckles.
‘Then he locks up the road, and his grin fades,

_ _
Pull over, :

mm'sammatxactorinmefieldupalmd.

ANDERSON
This shcledbeﬂzeguyfmtheyanwm:ﬁe

BII'D
It's about time we found smdaody totalk to.

Both agents get cut of the black sedan.
The farmer spots them, mﬁstopshi.stractorinthe field abouat 200'yazdsaway.

Heclinbsdmmfmit,andmlksaway, mtoﬂweww&strmtheginattheedge
of the field.

Andermmﬂﬁa.r&saehmdimppaar, mdtheystcp

BIRD _
What the hell wag that about?

| Iet's try one more stop, alright?
He turns to walk back to the car.
Bird hesitates, then follows him. | |



EXT: FARMHDUSE: MORNING | | (12)
'meblacksadanwllstoahaltwtmdemﬂwzfanﬂm mdthetwom |
get out.

BIRD
Hello, the.re Anybody hcma?

'Nomeaxwwers

They walk up ento the porch and peer through the screen door.

BIRD
Good morning. Anybody home?

}'I;l':rmghthescmdaor, ﬁaeycansaeﬂutmsleftﬂnkitﬁmma
urry .

_’I!'xere'samealmlfpmpamdmmtable:meggsmaglasshwl,anmm

half diced.

ANDERSON
Dam.

Andemmwalks nght mtothekitz:!m, lemngmemmmmmmhm
The sound mekes Bird start. ' | '

BIRD
Hey, you can't do that! What are you doing?

mdersonwalkswertoﬂmstm,andmsafftheﬂmemdermbum

_ﬁmtsalmadystarteamm

Heglmeshackathisyomgpamw:mtheothexsmacfthemrem,t}m
pasthimwz.thwtanswering

. CU’I"J.U:
mmmmm

'mis time Andm:sm dr:.ws, vexy fast.

Birdhangs onto. the dashboard with cne hand, umiletzy:ingt:om}-:enomsin

_hissuedenomakwiththeot}ar

Helooksupabmptlywrmtheypassafmm

- BIFD
Where the hell are we going? Sm:?

ANDERSON | -
Visit a couple old friends of mine. Better than wasting
S ouar time where we ain’'t welcame, Am I right?

{cent)
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EXT: COUNTRY ROAD: MORNING (cont)

BIRD
ﬁall, what about the rest of tl'sepeaplewere

supposed to try and interview?

Andersan tums to look at him.

ANDERSON
Just put a bookmark in there where we left off, okay?

CUT TO:
INT: MOTEL ROOM: NIGHT ’
The six agents sit in Waxd’s mtel rocm.

(13)

Ward is angry, smmgatmra,wmlmbackathzmmththepm;dews

of samecne who's had a few drinks.
. .
noywwmtmtellmmatmessulywtoabandm
vour duties this moxning, Mr. B:.:ﬂ‘-"
Bird glances over at Anderson.

_ - WARD
Be wari't help you.

Bird locks away then, and unfocusses his eyes a little.

BIRD )
Our original plan wasn't panning out, sir.

: WARD
Wasn't panning out? After two hours, you decided that
theplanmm’tpamjngmt?
Birdmnms.
aaddmly,amofthemmss’cmds lodcmgcutﬂuevd.ndw

- CARLISLE
' mttlmhellisﬁmt?

They all stand, mdm'!:othawizﬁws. '

Then reach for their weapons, m&xﬂnusmtjackets,an&mdm
the door.

As the PHONE RINGS.

miy' Anderscon moves in that direction, as though he'd been waiting for it. o

(cont)



INT: MOTEL FOOM: NIGHT (cant) ' . (14)
But first he grabs Bird by the shoulder, stopping him in the doorway. .

ANDERSIN
That was a good answer.

| | BIFD
Thank you, sir. '

Bird then races out after the others.
Anderson picks up the phone, |

ANDERSON
Rello?...This is me. Whatta you got?

He edges arcund to gaze cut the motel room window as he listens.
He watches the HUGE CROSS BURNING ON THE MOTEL LARN.

“And the figures of the other F.B.I. hgmts, racing around in the glow.
He sighs, and shakes his head.

T TO:
EXT: MOTEL: Niggr

- Andereon wlks slowly out into the n;ght, squinting against the glcw of the

fzm.
Mhesmtsmmmﬁngb;r.her&&esmmgzabhism.

ANDERSON
Hey, boss. C'm'ere for a secand.

WARD
zetgoofnym,m.mdezm

P A I

Anderson CHICKLES, andmiksﬁard wheﬂnrornot,toaspot&;mtlyia
front of the buma.ng CcYOsS.,

Kestopsmﬂmtﬂmir_backsammit,mﬂﬁmirhmsmdmdmemtm
facades of the hawes across the street,

Ward sees Anderson's delight in this effect, and finally jerks his arm away.

What the hell kind of game are you playing, now?

Mnderscn doesn't even lock at him. He just says quietly,

" (oont)




EXT: MOTEL: NIGHT (cont) | | (15)

)  ANDERSN
T justgotacall from an old pal I had a drink with
toady. The Superintendent of a Choctaw Reservation
near here. He synpathized with our problem.

Anderson grins.
WARD
8507

ANDERSIN
Schetoldh:.spaq:lemke@aeyeout,mdmold
trapper just come in to say he fond a burmned-out
Ford wagon way back in the swamp, The Bogue Chitto,

Ward stares at him, -

_ WAFD
Then let's go.
. Anderson takes his amm again. From a distance, it looks like a friendly gesture,
 ANDERSN

Nah, there's pecple watching us right now. See how we
lﬁ.ked their little show. In a hour or s0, we can go out
S ‘the back. Do our business in private. amywithym"

Ward sniffs. This is hard for him. -

WARD

Ygso )
He holsters his‘pistol, and waves hig men in from the street.

WARD
Come on back, gentlemen, merewm‘tbeanyﬂﬂngmri—h
fuﬁmg,mtttme ' »
CUT TO:

EXT: SWAMP: MIDNIGHT

AN OLD INDIAN mowves through the swamp in the dark, stepping deftly from
treemﬂ:totraemmk

'Beh:ina him, the six F, B.I. men follm almg, torches waving crazily as they
struggle throwgh the muck. :

Ander&mlwksbwkat%anésua,uptc:t:he]mmsofﬂmzxelagantmts
mm:pmter,azﬁhegrm.



EXT: SWAMP: MIDNIGHT {cont) | | 1

D See? T tole him.

Anderson hears this, and splashes ahead,

. He txams a flashlight o thebumad out hulk of a staticn wagon, wp to its
doorposts in brackish water,

he metal of the roof is pure wh:.ta, and crazed wildly From what mast have been
an extremely hot fire,

The old indian stands back on a log, and shakes his head.
vhrdsplashesrmiﬁuptothewm,dmdeepinﬂwmm,ands}ﬁnma

light inxide.
_ ' WARD
Sonofabitch,
ANDERESCON
Brpty. _
WARD
Yﬁho ) )
7 Carlisle hnkers down in the water by the license plate: MISS., H 25503,
| CARLISLE |
™is is it. |
Ward barks back at his men.
WARD

'Ywﬂwaelsmnmlbngﬂem,mwmgcimles :
fram the car, Shoulder to shoulder. I'mgcrmfindthase
goddarm bodies if it k.zlls me, Bird!

_ Bm
- Yes, gix. . -

Take a car, and o on back to that farmhouse a % mile
back. Ask to use their phone., I want 50 men here by
|-, You understand? . .
. : BIRD
" Yes, sir, _

Iée starts splashing away. Anderson calls gquietly aftexf him,

(cont)
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EXT: SWAMP: MIINIGHT (cont)

ANDERSN

‘Ask nice. Then show 'em your gun.

Bird grins,

Suddenly, there's a big SPLASH near Ward,

The old indian has just leapt into the water, machete flashing.

He comes up holding a water mocassin by the tail., It's head's gme.

Ward looks back at him and nods.

Thank you. |

 EXT: SWAMP: MORNING

mmm’f‘:nmmﬂmmghthemm, s%wuldarms}nzléer,acmimng
every sqare foot of terrain.

The entire area is roped off, all the way back to the dirt road.
Anderson makes his way back there, clothes covered with mud.
When he gets within sight of the road, Carliélecal}swttohim.

CARLISLE

$ir? Mr. Anderson?

Yeah?

ANDERSCHN

Hemlksmrmrﬁsthempa,&ﬁmmatelymtﬂwmlmis.
_Rainey and Price are there, in the middle of a HUGE CROWD CF ONLOCKERS AND

They're cbwicusly angry.

ANDERSCN

Can I help you gentliemen?

What the hell's goin' o, here? I had to hear about
this from nmy wife's brother, happens to live up here.




i

\\_J

maersmmmm them 9o, with a smile.

EXT: SWAMP: MORNING (cont) . (18)
Anderson smiles 2 tired smile, and lifts the rope. |
 ANDERSCHN

A  Hell, Sheriff, If you'd'a known where it was, would
you have rung me at my motel, first thing? '

Rainey peers at Anderson, Price colors.

PRICE
what the hell's that supposed to mean?

Ward walks up behind them, also looking exhausted.
WARD
Glad you're here, gentlemen, Come cn. arsd let me show
you what we've got. _

The Sheriff finally tums to nod at Ward,

Alright. And the Mayor wants me to tell you you're
invted ¢ dinner up at old man Ramsay's, tonight,
You and your man, here.
Anderson CHICKLES at the thought.
Ward silences him with a lock. - o
WARD
waell, that's just fine. Now, let's get to it.
Anderson raises a hand,

ANDERSON
Mr. Ward, would you like a photographer back there
withym,nm”ﬁetapmmofﬂmgmzpofm,
fmﬁngthecar? _

‘Ward looks at the sheriff, then nods.
Wy not? We'll take oneman back there with us.

' m&mmds,mdwmtotheboyishpmthmmexmmaheadmme

cr.wd

- Be hurries under the rope, andm.nksatmﬁmm t}mfalzmthegrmpof
lawmen into the swamp.

Then he turns to Carlisle,



-

it

EXT: SWAMP: MORNING (cont) - | S us

ANDERSON
You gotta know how to stroke these folks, sometimes,
Yo know?
Carlisle grins.
CARLISLE

Yes, sir,
CUT T0:
INT: Dm ROOM: NIGHT
A formal dinner for twelve, and the at:msphere is almady strainu&

Am@msitsatﬂaheadcfﬂmmb&e,mthmmwm1eft,
mdmmxﬁwhisnght.

At the other end of the table sits SAM BOWERS, a sharp featured man with

He speaks with the declamatory cadence of a Baptist minister,

. BOWERS
1 for ane believe that the events that are unfolding
here in Mississippi this summer may well detexmine
the fate of Christian civilization for cmturias o

o<ame,

‘He peers down the table at the two FBI men.

ward locks off into tl'n?‘.iistance

Anderscn watches ap ATTRACTIVE BLACR-HATRED WOMAN across the table.
Who discreetly waves over a BLACK MAID, and whigers into her ear.

‘The mdtrm mwves arm'um tabletmxds Bmm:s

'me quest:.m remains, gmtlm, are the enemies cf
amst‘.l?

He stops peaking, while the black maid leans in fm_nt of hi_m, to pmr_ccffee.
He nods, Thanks, then continues,
BOWERS
Arethemamesafamtmtiﬂedwﬂwm
prctectimof...

| (amf:)




INT: DINING ROOM: NIGHT {cant) _ (20)

™y Sugar, Mr. Bowers?

Bowers looks at hér with practiced tble:a‘noe, and nods,
She sets the sugar beside his cup, and nwas away.
- Are the enemies of Christ entitled to the armed
protection of Christian law enforcement officers?
Bowers sits back in his chair, with a bemised expression.

'mdersm watches as the atmctive woman glances at the black maid mﬂu the
subtlest of amiles.

The maid's faceisamask, but her eyes twinkle.

The attractive woman then looks directly at Anderson, mmg that he's
witnessed this lz,rwp}.ay. :

Bowers hasn't been aware of any of it.

BOWERS
Mr. mrd,mayzmqmmmtmmmhgim
affiliation might be?

ward sighs, and shakes his head,

) WARD

Well, I believe that joy is the surest sign of the
presence of God, In the same way, hatred is the
swestmmofthepr@maofﬁrem

Helccﬂcsatlawwsferthefmttﬂm
Andm:. Bowers, you've been dressing up your hatred
- in swh pieties all evening that I should think that .
. anycne with any real religious feeling at all would be . -

Bwers‘bamed look'fm He starts to color.. _
Mefonmalmgmoughpauseﬁmtmﬁthemmatﬂ:etableluﬂ;m '
'atﬁzeir!wxds.wha:assed _

Matumtivammlaoksatharhmdsaswan, follwing fom,hztsimdces
inmrdextohadeagrin

and I'm an Bpiscopalian, for what it's worth,



INT: DINING ROCM: NIGHT (cent)

ward folds his napkin, neatly, and tnssés it onto his plate.
Bowers shifts his weight, as if he might stand.
The old man at the head of the table nods to the mayor.
Who stands himself.
Pamaps we should take this opportinity to adjown
mﬂaelibmry. where we can indulge ourselves in
My, Ramsay's fine cigars and lz.qmr Shall we?
The women all rise, imediately. '
‘Ward remains seated, looking evenly at Bowers.
Rupert Anderson shrugs, impressed. He says, under his breath.

ANDERSON
well, dam. Wagn't that a truackload.

He stands, as well.

CINT: LIBRARY: NIGHT

~ Ward stands alone, in cne comer of the room.

Rowers stands at the other, .surmmdeabyha}.f a dozen guests,
Nearby, Anderstn takes a cigar out of his mouth, and nods.

Mr. Mayor. Gentlemen, :
'memyormupb&smmm, w:.thm:zxeymm:.cemw
Mr.m&ersm myrsayumt.lmlyrbpetmtwith
your southern background, our local concemns will make
more sense to you than they seem to, to your superior.
Anderson shrugs, |
-ANDERSON

(21)

T TO:

Well, I think he's crazy, too. If that's what you mean.

The meyor smiles.,

(ot




INT: LIBRARY: NIGHT (cont) (22)
Perhaps you can help him to uwnderstand that ocur
people dm't take kindly to outside interference.
They look upon the college students who've des-
cmdedmust}ussmrwmmgenegm
voter registration as a substantial threat to their
way of ligfe.

Mderscn waves off this concern,

' ANDERSCN
beni't you worry, Mr. Mayor, I'm not here to change
the world.

MAYOR
Well, that's raassur:.ng.

_ RATINEY
Bere, here.

rmm?ﬁmmlmatthis.
| ANDERSON
I'm just here to catch some killers.
He takes a sip of his brandy, and smiles.
By the way, gentlemen, I wonder if any of you know
anything about Xu Klux Klan activity in this area?
What had been smiles en the faces befumlﬁmmnwmlym.

MAYOR
What makes you ask that?

ANDERSCN
m,wehadalittleduplayatmnntaltham
~ night. Not that it amc:mted t::mach S _

' The mayor now 1ooks at Anderson vexy coolly.

MAYOR
mm Perhapsyoushmldtakeﬂuskindofﬂung_ :
seriously, Mr., Anderson. As a2 sign of the strength
ufﬂmfaelmgswewbm&msmg

Deputy Price nods, _

_ PRICE |
Mybeym should take it hkeawammg.

{cont)
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INT: LIBRARY: NIGHT (cont) - (23)
(Y Anderson's easy smile fades, | |

ANDERSON
And how should I take this l:.ttle g&t—wgethex?

PRICE
Take it any way you like.

The mayor looks from Anderson to Price, and once again intervenes.
MAYOR
E:xcuaeus, Mz, Andersan, thrhostsmmreqlﬁxe
our attenticng.
Hebwssl:.ghtly,mdmoffmrdstheomm, Ramsay .
mes?mnffarxﬁdepuwmoffafterhm
Andersmmtdzestfmgc,t}mdamsﬁwmtufhishrmdy

When he lowers his glass, he finds himself locking right into the eyes of
the attractive womn.

She says quietly,

. .I!::,.-'"“ : :
You asked after the Klan, Mr. Anderson. Aren't you
avare that cur fellow dinner guest, Mr. Bowers, is
the DImperial Wizard of the nited Klans of America?

Anderson's surprised 'eacp:fessim mekes the attractive woman sqiﬁ:nt, amsed.
_
Perhaps the FBI is not as efficient an oxgamzata.m
as I've been given to understand. .

 Anderscn blushes slightiy.

: ANDERSON

Ilmawwlnheis,!d'm. Imsmlysm:ptisadwhaar
sanecne at a party like this say so out loud...Remind
me not to be swurprised by anything you say or &, in
t'hefuture

Now the women blushes, in her tum.
And for a moment, ﬂmeyhavencﬂungmsaywmmher.
Finally, Amiam gathers himself to ask,
i) ‘May I asks what is your own reasmn. for being here,
s this evening? _

{eont)
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INT: LIBRARY: NIGHT (cont) (24)
ghe suiles. |
WOMAN
You mean, what paramlz.taxy crganization am I
affiliated with?
andersan smiles, as well,

1 L . W
I'm here with Depaty Price,

His smile £ades,

A friend of yours? '
WOMBN

No. My hushandg. _ _ :
She looks at Anderson so directly, now, trying to read his reaction, that

- he's momentarily nonplussed.

He looks at the floor.

MRS. PRICE
Tell me Mr. Andersan, mymafmofmglishtrifle?'

Before he looks up again, though, she's gme, off towards theﬁassmtt:able

~in the far end of the room.

CUT TO:

. EXT: SWaMP: MIINIGHT

mswm&seudzmebog,waaxmghi.pﬂm andca.rrydngmrc}m

'meyc.mg;homgmpmrwadesthmwhthemkmﬁzﬂm Wzmall L ting .
mﬁzedamevagetaﬁmwithhisﬂmh _ ' d gh

Mdmmwamwmmmm, sﬁllmﬁnghisuefmthe
dimnmer party.

mxﬂ a;wm beside him, 1mking equally mdmustaﬂ

: ANDERSON
mybeybumuldgetmsleep, koss. 'I&u.szsguma
be a war, you know.

‘Ward shakes hig head,

(cont)
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EXT: SWAMP: MIINIGHT (cont)
No, They'll have to join us in the 20th century
sanetime, T'm sure they understand that.
Anderson grins, and shakes his head. |

well...1'd say it's goma be a war,

‘ _ CuT TO:
EXT: CHORCH: NIGHT
W% the dead of night, the white shape of a backwoods church loams.
The United Negro Church of Philadelphia, Miss. |
In the calm scene, suddenly the SOUND OF SCAMPERING FEET.

- An EXPLOSION rips the &umh_apart.

_ o 1O
EXT: ANCIHER CHURCH: NIGHT |
The Meridian Baptist Church EXPLODES, as well.
In the aftemmath, we hear SEVERAL CARS START, and RACE AWAY.

EXT: ANOTHER CHURCH: NIGHT
A car glows in front of another low church building.

o (25)

Amlmmtﬂ\ehackwnﬁm,mmmmﬁmlmmlﬂmtm

on a windowsill,

.'=.:E‘3.ms st.art Imkmg up the walls.

cur To:
EXT: ANOTHER CHURCH: NIGHT
Three cars converge cn another church,
Caught in their headlights, a BIACK CARETAKER locks up and freezes.
SEVERAL MEN drag him into the dariness, and beat him up.

while ANUTHER pours gascline down the center aisle of the bu.xldmg,
tosses amtr:ht@it: _

CU'I.“iD:




EXT: ANOTHER CHURCH: NIGHT | (26 and 27)

(; A car pulls .my fm yet another chu.rch | |
- Silence.

The car returns. There's DRUNKEN LAUGHTER from inside it.

A MAN gets ﬁ:ut, cupping a lit match in his hands.

He nms to a comer of the building, then races back to the car. ..

The car spins its wheels, hurrying away.

Then this church EXPLODES, too.

| | FADE OUT:
EXT: MOTEL: NIGHT
"'Agdvermmt sedan stope at the motel in Philadelhia, Miss.

“Ward and Anderson get out, and streteh,
Bird comes through the front doors to greet them.

BIRD
Welcame back, gentlemen. How was Washington?

Is evervbody ready for us?
Bird's grin fades,

BIRD
Yes, sir, There's cne problem, thaugh,

A movement behind Bixd's shoulder attracts Ward's eye.
A PALE LITILE MAN in a robe moves into the doorway of the motel.

(cent)
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EXT: MOTEL: MIDNIGHT {(cont)
His anxious wife stands behind him.

WARD
vwhat is it?

BIRD
'lheamerafthe:mtal, sir. ﬂes&yswehavetabe
out by momirng. _

Bird glances back at the a_mple, as well,

BIRD '
Appaxmtiy, we're bad for business,
WARD
- BIRD
Pardon?
'm

Bwthemte.l, My, Bird.
B;rdnods,andstartsbacmgmy,ﬂmsmps

BIRD
Yes, sir. How high can I go?

Ward shrugs.
' : WARD
Whatever it takes.

And do it somewhere else. 1 don't want o talk to
Bird trots over towards the couple,

thﬁmdmﬁmmtafwmts, thmstarbmnungmmﬂxem
aoorway.

CU’I" His s

{28)




INT: mnmmm-nm : - {29)

O mmm'smmgm,mmthmamﬁmmntwithﬂm
notebooks open.

Ward addresses thenm, st@djngnmwadmumm, en which are two words:
| MISSISSIPPI: BURNING.
WARD
Gentlemen, as you've probably heard, I require
written reports, in duplicate, of every interview,
and every encounter. Every night, at the agents
| meating. _ L
ward waits for it to subside, then refers to the chalkboard.

WARD
The name of the file refers to the first of the
church bumings in the area, which predated the
disappearances by some weeks, and first attracted
the Director's attention to the area,

Again, Ward pauses, as his men make notes.
You all heard him on the radio this afterncon. You're
all aware of the media attention our presence here is
attracting...May I reuind you, finally that every agent
in this room will be expected to uphold the standards
of professiocnalism, and integrity, of which the Director

~ has become justly proud...Now, let's do it.
The agents me, en masse.
mdexsmstandsbyﬂ\em.mmmningasﬂuqms,

m:mubex now, no smking in baé!.

The agents grin.,

He winks his goodnights.
CUrT0:

EXT: MOTEL: DAWN o _

A fleet of black sedans moves cm-., e after the othei, into the wmtryside

CNE AGENT diracts traffic out of the parking lot.

(cont)
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EXT: MOTEL: DAWN (m’c)

mmmmmmﬂclmammmmthemge ofth.tsir@sing
flotilla.

“Then he clambers down again, o jc::'.n Anderson and Bird at their car.

CuT TO:
EXT: FARMHOUSE: DAY
Bird tries to keep his foot in a fammhous e door.
The WOMAN on the other side of it succeeds in shutting him out.

- Ketmns, shaking his head,

Mdersmandthebayish phowgm;im lesn against the car in the yard,
grinning up at him.

He finally nods.
Ckay. I admit it., I'm just as bad at it as you are.
| | " CUT T0:

EXT:ROADSIDE: AFTERNOON

mebmkseaanpuusmmthesideetﬁmmdinacm:acfmu'
Andersmgatswtofﬂwcaz '

(30)

Hemlksmrmammfm,wadnﬁemsmkmgmiéﬂmmthe

corner of a cultivated field.

Bird and the photographer get cut of the car, puzzled.
mat's going on?

ml . )

'mmmdmm@amﬂmnmmmmummm,
mlkmqthrmghthefieldtm:ﬂsﬁzm

. BIRD
'mo
Bird commences to admire the wildflowers, too.

{cont) |
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EXT: FOADSIDE: AFTERNOON (cont)

(31}

Suidenly wnmrﬁartabie, the ;hotographer stam s!mt.ing pictures of the buis,

The blark man arrives with Ins 5on, gmmmq widely.
' BLACK MAN
y'all bein' coo', over here, admirin' the Trumpet-
Pitchers, L;kemarﬁmrkmtsemymcamn‘
o counties away.
Bird squints, not mders_tand.ing what 'ms said,

Anderson s‘h.riags.

Hen, nobodywantstntalkmm. Wa'mraiwadw
actin® wily.
 The 'hléack man chuckles. |

I'm Terry Williams. This is my son, Mark.

Anderson nods.

ANDERSCN
Agentﬂird Timmy Akins. I'm Rupert Anderson.

memsmmatﬂnmmmmm.

MARK
Y‘all Warna t'ake ny picture?

_meptntogmmergnns,andncﬂs
Hemsmmdforawhile,txymgmget ﬂxekidmdﬂmf&ma:ﬁ

ﬂmsmlmadup.

_ﬁe fmally takes a pmwgmph anr! eve.ryme g‘rms

mm,atﬂmsmxﬁofam,mmm

Aheatwtmrm:d aquébernﬁle&mt}mxmd, slaﬂshoastop u-tums, and
Taces away. _

m&mmmsbackmwatmﬁmfwsmcum

Mr. Wn.lliam‘ hpsmbackfmwstmth Hespitsinﬁmmad

Then he lmks mto Jw.iersm‘s eyes, and says evmly,

MR, WILLIAMS
Mwmmbcdy’ll talk to you is they're scared what -
thes’saymghtgetbacktathelaw _




EXT: ROADSIDE: AFTERNON (cont) | | o (32)
Bird squints cnce again. |

BIRD
mtdmthatnmn?Wemﬁmlaw

- MR, WILLIAMS
Not aroumnd here, yvou ain't.,

Anderscon nods, his expression now serious.
He continues to stare evenly at Mr. Williams for a log second. Then he asks,

_ . ANDERSON
- How came you're not afraid?

M#. Williams retums his steady gaze.

_ MR, WILLIAMS
How come you ain't?

" anderscn thinks about that a second, then grins.

| CUr TO:
INT: MOTEL ROOM: NIGHT
Mnderson sits en a motel bed, looking thiouch a black loose-leaf binder.

He's in a room with over a hundred identical binders, all labelled: MISSISSIPPI:
BURNTNG. :

He closes the one he's got, mxd:aplacaéitmt};emalf.
He pulls ot another one. This me's subtitled:

Iocal Authorities,
Pmladeipma & Meridian,

H&thmitsthmughﬁ!epages, Watamﬁzofmjnqwreadthe
biographical information balow it,

Hestopsatmoﬂ;erofnmaty_?ric:a. and does the sare,

He thunbs through a few more pages, then stops. __

He folds out a yellowad newspaper photo, from the Meridian Sentinel.
Aﬁw&gmphafalmlwuid&ng,-mﬂielmafabmut&fuiwbitem.

Intm:mddleoftlmphoto Deputyprwe,mh.ismﬁfmn,mdhism.fe,in
manthuelacedress

(cont)




INT: mm NIGIT (cent) ' | @3
mthedq::tyssideofthaplwtogmph,allmmmhugemgm

Andemmdwshislxp, thmpullsmtanotabadc,mcopmsdameachof
their names, from the list belw the photo,

Then he stops and stares at Mrs. Price for a while,

CUT T0:
EXT: QOUNTRY ROAD: NOCN
(‘nce again, Andm gdrives.

mmzwtmlexmmmmmmmmgmwm : r
door handles, for safety, o

Abwathemr,ﬂirdstmt;s, | ' - | B

- BIND '
I thought you said it was time for lunch,
_ ANDERSON
zﬁamybewmminmmfnaﬂs‘ here,
t'

He spins the wheel, and they slide into a dirt driveway, 1eading'boawe13,-
kept little farmhouse, jnstoffthemmi

They pull up, and start to get out of the car.
When a pail hits the side of the vehicle with a BANG!

In an instant, both agents are out of the car, crouching, with their quns
drawn. -

E‘rmﬂmpomh,Ammnglamatﬂm tﬂmhacksthz:wghthescm
door, letting it Sr.mbelundhar _

- BIRD
ﬂhatms that about?

Anderin strihghtens, and holsters his weapen.

M Wimaammou:tmdmx;

WITLIAM
1 apologize fc:rmywn.fe. She ' 1ikeymboys

The reasmn is mwi;.ateiy clear. |
Willm' sn s_teps through the door, to take up a position behind his dad.

{cont)




: COUNTRY ROAD: NOON {canit) | (34)

' = His left eye's completely closed. His lips are puffy and discolored. His cheeks
(M J are one big bruise,

Bird grimeces. We hear the photographer's SHARP INTAKE OF EREATH,

ANDERSCN
How'd it happen?
m::ms
They blmds.xded him last night. Walkin' hane from his
girl's house...One of his girls', anyway.
He turms to smile sadly at his son, _ |
Mark starts to snile, then winces, and puts a hand over his mouth. _ o

ANDERSON | S .
Maybe we shouldn't come around. - *

Williams looks at Anderson, then tumns back to his son again,
WILLIAMS |
Well?
Mark looks aﬁt!aeagmts for a second, then says,

(,, ,
~ _ Noffin' feef... .

He stops, and covers his mouth with his hand, once again.
' Then he leans forward, to whisper into his dad's ear,
Mr. Williams nods. '

WILLIAMS _
Hemysﬂwmlymehe'ssmmdofism So;.fIc:m
kmphez:cmafit,wackay, L

Andersan locks at Mark, and nods. | o
?&wk:.dgrjnsmsfully. Mta.s,hislz.psdm‘tm, buthisey&ss!nne.

he young r.hotogm;her gmiles at him.

mwamm
| Ymmtapmtme&mmﬁrit@’
'iheki&shmgs.

PHOTOGRAFPHER

IIIIIIII You'll never loook like this, again,

{cont)




EXT: COUNTRY ROAD: NOON {comt) _ (35)
i Mark finally nods, his hand fimly over his mouth, preventing that smile.
S . : ' : :
The photographer walks him over to a nearlty tree.
Mr, Williams watches, t.heri turns to Anderson,.
WILLIAMS
Maybe I'l]l ask around @ little for you boys, ammgst
my kind...Y'all don't speak nigger so good, I notice.
Andersan dhrugs amd indicates Bird, with a glance,

ANDERSON
He does, but I don't,

Anderscn looks up at him, Geadpan. _ ,
Mr. Williams looks over at Bird, in his blue blazer and bow tie, and LAUGHS CUT LOD.
- Anderson says cquietly, |

ANDERSCN
Well.naybewegctmhmeworkwdummrmd, oo,

o INT: MOTEL CORRIDOR: NIGHT |
Anderson hurries to ke»ap up with Ward's rapid strides.
' ANDERSON
Did you know that Sheriff Rainey's had cccasion to
shoot two negroes dead, in his law enforcement career?

_WARD
Yes, I read that, too.

ANDERSCN
ymmmhemfor sheriff lastyaarmllmghmmlf
mmmmmmwmﬁmnmﬁmtuw
Arise"? _
Ward grins.
WAFD
That's impressive.
_ - ANDERSON
Can I c¢heck them cut?
| WARD

. ’Ihaﬁ?

'- {oont)
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INT: MOTEL CORRIDOR: NIGHT (cont) (36)

_ ANDERSON
Him and Price, the deputy.
Ward sighs,
when we have scmething to connect them to the case.
For the time being, let's just stick to the program,
alright, Mr. Anderson?

Wardmsabmptlyﬂmmghthewide-dmﬂslmmmthediningm, vhere the
agents await the nightly meeting.

Anderscn stops by the door.
Then he, too, walks into the room.
- CUT T

"mmm

The agmts disperse after the mting

| Andersm paces on the porch of the main Iuilding, mwlungaczgamtte,

VARTOUS YOUNGER AGENTS pass him, mummuring their GOUDNIGHTS,

When he's £inally alone, hesﬁ:bswthiscmmtte,mmlksdmﬂmstqs
into the parking lot.

T TO:
EXT: WOODED ROAD: NIGHT

Enderscn sits alone, in his car, staring at the beautiful white house from the
newspaper photograph.

It's mmmmm, mjrfmt!wm&.

"'mmmpillm all almgt!wfrmt._ | B

mmmlxt.butmmisqtmt a:ﬂthere'smwmﬂmdrive.

Anderson gets out of timgwammt sedan, and closes ﬂmdoorgmtly.
| Hemlksmﬂmgrmldnwwthedm, wﬁm

. oUr ™
INT: MRS. PRICE'S HOME: NIGHT '

In a beaytifully amointea 1ivmgmuu. mmmmﬁsampoftmmm _
nee, :

{cont)




INT: MRS, PRICE'S HOME: NIGHT (cont) | (37
?-s meemwothsherdmssmﬂmherhmﬁs, and locks expectantly at Anderson.
Asderson mmiles gently at her.

MRS, PRICE
is the.reanytlﬁngmpartzculartmtyouwishtoask
me about?

- ANDERSON

yeah, I suppose there is,
She gazes evenly at him. |

Be looks around the room, atﬂ‘mdelmtefmim,atﬂxectmintm
china closet, at the doilies everywhere,

T™hen back at Mrs. Price,mdattheiwaatthewristsofherm.

This is your home, isn't it?

_ MRS. PRICE
Of course. :
She's a little bit flustered by the question.

Her agitation makes Anderson become even more calm, as if you could meke a
persmset!:ledmwexarrpla.

ANDERS(N
I mean, wasn't it yours before you got merried? And
then your husband moved in?
Mrs, Price understands what he's asking, and blushes faintly.
- MRS, PRICE.
I'm sorry. Yes. It was. I...Things ilooked differently,

]

W
Is that right?

Mrs. Price looks at him, for a mament, trying to decide scmething.

Then she says, more easily, -
At that time, I believed Mr. Price would use his law
enforcement career to take us my fram this place,
eventually.

xderson nods,

| (cont)
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INT: MRS, PRICE'S HOME: NIGHT {(cont)

MRS, PRICE
As you used yours. '

I'm not sure I got anywhere mxh better,

_ MRS, PRICE
I am. :

Aanders locks at her evenly, then nods.

ANDERSCH
Well...It's a beautiful home, anyway.

‘MRS, PRICE
You're very kind,

Anderson glances around at the furnishings, cnce again.

-He smiles when he sees an anticque Victrols, behind the couch.

' ANDERSCON
Can it handle the Beatles?

Mrs. Price smiles, and cocks her head.

MRS. PRICE
I'm afraid I wouldn't know.

Anderson looks at the floor, and nods.

Then he sets his teacup aside, and stands.

ANDERSON
Well, Ihavetobengg

- Mrs. Pric:e stands, a5 well, thcermghly puzzied.
At the door, she asks, lightly, |

MRS. PRICE |
- Tell me, Mr, Andersinm. Are all your official visits
this gracious? :
He smiles.
ANDERSCN

No, m'am, It's strictly the company.

Mrs. Price smiles,

Thank you, S

{38)
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INT: MRS. PRICE'S HCME: NIGHT (cont) “ o (39)
Anderson .tmms away , into the night. |

. MRS. PRICE
Was this an official visit?

He twms back.

. ANDERSON .
I den't know, epactly. Would you mind if it wasn't?

Mrs. Price smniles briefly.

_ MRS. PRICE
Well. I don't know, exactly, either,
Anderscn nods,
Fair enough,
She gazes at him.
- MRS. PRICE

My husband spends rmost of his free time at the Longhomn.
It's a bar in Meridian, He and his friends like it there,

anderscn nods, looking faintly troubled.

ANDERSON
Thank you. Good night..

'He turns, to walk slowly towards his car.
_ ' CUT T0:
EXT: COUNTRY ROAD: DAY

Once again, Anderscn drives. Bird and the photgrapher hang on for all they're

Bird shakes his head,

BIRD _ -
Ancther stop we're not to include in the report?

Mdarsmmmswsimuebmadlyathm.

ANDERSON
Have 1 ever steered you wrong?

{cont)
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EXT: COUNTRY ROAD: DAY (cent)

BIRD
Just watch the road...Sir.

Anderscn laughs.
T TO:
EXT: ROADHOUSE: DAY

They get out of the car in front of a ramshackle wooden building with a
sign above the door; THE LONGHCORN.

maersmmmmpmtogm@w,

' ANDERSON
Maybe you should wait out here.

The photographer nods, unhappy.

-Bird mumurs, under his breath,

- BIFRD
That's reassuring.

mfollwsmdmmmthem, mbott;minghisblazarasham.
‘ | - QuT TO:

INT: THE LONGHCRN: DAY

m_mmammsmmmmmemmm.
Anderson nods to Bird, who remains by the door.
Anderson sits down at a booth, across from Deputy Price.
Pricem&s:anmsim&assgreetihg. |

Everyone in the place watches their table. .

Mndersm isrni}.w, geztly '
ANDERSON
I guess I'm in Klan country, huh?
Price desn't say anything.
ANDERSIN
And this is where you hang out.
Andarson shakes his head,

{oont)
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T THE LONGHORN: DAY (comt) - (41)

ANDERSON
mr.'s so sad, Cemil.

Price grins at the use of his first name.

PRICE
m‘stmttermx:hv&mtynuguess mewaycrtne
other, does it? Rupert?

He sigmals to the BARTENEDER t© bring Anderscn a beer,

At which point, theaﬂmrpatrmsmbwktaﬂnixdrjnkﬁ, and their quiet
cenversations.

price vaits until the bartender's gone to say,
|  PRICE
Nobody araamd here's gonmna talk to you. Not the way
things are. 50 a guess is just a guess.
He smiles, again. Anderson shrugs.

ANDERSON
You're right about that,

Anderson glances arownd the room,

Tt's full of farmers and mechanics, inﬂmiiworkcloﬂm; big men with tired
faces.

Then, from the bar, memkesamklmxl enough for all o hear.
PRINKER
Any Federal Policeman came on my property, I'd shoot
him dead, and plead self-defense. You think any jury
in Missisgipepi would convict me?
Anderscn locks at Price, eyes bwinkling.

New we're talkin',

He gets up, and walks over to stand near the drinker at the bar.
Who tums to loock defiantly at ANderson, then tims back to his drimk,

In that moment, mﬁemmrmogmzmhimasmeofﬂwushmfmthem
of the wedding, _

ANDERSON
Jimy Bailey, where is your property, exactly?

{ecent)
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INT: IHE LOGEHOR: DAY (cont) {42)
By the door, Bird's hand rests lightly on his belt buckle. |
Bajley doesn't tumn to lock at Anderscn, this time,

Anderson looks back at Price, and shrugs; a broad mcugh gesture trhat- everyone

in the roan sees it,
Then Bailey mitters,

You better watch your step in here, big man.

Anderson darkens.

He grabs Bailey by the scruff of the neck, and whips him across the roam.
Flat onte his back on Price’s table. |

The romm is absolutely silent again.

"Bird has his gqun out, held lightly, down by his thigh.

Anderson leans downi to whisper, just loud encugh for Bailey and Price to hear,
ANDERSON |

D't you mistake me for sane other body, now.
szmodyywmmnslﬂtalltﬂe,m}w’sguma
fade away.

He tums from the wide-eyed Bailey, to meet Price's steady caze.

Then he straightens, and loses his ferocious aspect in an instant,

He pulls cut a five dollar bill, and drops it on the table.

He says out loud,
Thanks for the beer. And thanks for telling me his name,
Deputy. T appreciate it., -

He winks at Price, then looks around the room at all the hard faces locking
back at him.

ANDERSON
Great hay. '

He walks to the door, and nods o Bird.

ANDERSN
Put that dingus away, will you?

He preceeds Bird outside,

CUT 108

i
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INT: DINING ROOM: NIGHT (43)

Anderson follows Bird into the agents meeting that night.
He stops at thedoo;o:, when he sees that Ward is glaring at him.

' : WARD
Do you have any idea how mxch trouble you've caused?

Mdersmlmkéamrﬁ.
Ncmeelseinﬂmmnmmlﬁsgaze. :

' ANDERSCN
Sir?

m . .
Sam Bowers has been on the local radic station all
afternoon, talking about the brutality and the
intimidation tactics, of the FBI. I've received
calls froum the Mayor, frum the Lieutenant Govemer,
ard froem Washington, D.C., today...Mnd can you tell
us how it comes to pass that you r bar visite dn't
appear in your daily reports?

maémmdm'tsayaword.
He just looks evenly back at his boss.

Ward finally shakes his head.

WARD
2s of now, vhen you go out on assignment, 1'11 be
going with you, Mr, Bivxd, you'll be doing some £iling,
-he.reinthgmtei.
mmtofwemmtoftheagmm.

WARD
let's get on with our regular business.

T T0:
INT: APPLIANCE STORE: MORNING

m@mwwmem,ummmamm.mmmk
of the store.

Nmt}ndocr,alzm'mbinmapmey%mm, auspicimzsly.

Anderscn scratches his neck, in such a way that his jacket falls open,
briefly revealing his pistol,

{cont)
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INT: APPLIANCE STORE: MORNING {cont) ' ' (44)
/) The kid's mouth falls open.
Anderson grins. _ _
From the back of the store, the shopkeeper raises his voice.
SHOPKEEPER

Hell, no! And I don't have to have you in here,

either!
The shopkeeper twms o an CLDER WOMAN, who's waiting o be served,

Excuse my french, Mrs. Tobin. : -

Then he turns to Ward again.

: SHOPKEEPER _
m,ymmjmbemmmy, 8CK1.

Heﬂmﬂardtmxﬂsthedmoftheshop. _ | S
And&rsmmkesa‘ﬁeffoi‘ttozwkdimyad. ' - . r

When they get cutside, the shopkeeper continues to follow them, several
A steps down the sidewalk,

SHOFKEEPER
You heard what I paid!

. Then, abruptly, he lowers his voice. o _ . o
SHOPKEEFER |
If T were you all, I'd start with the damn sheriff's
office, and leave the good pecple of this comumity
almel o

mmkmmshead,mmmmwm'sm

Mdemlmmymtham, asﬂnaghﬂ:isha&ztmdemmszm..
‘Ward watches him, nodding.,

WARD
Cicay Alﬁght. You dm't have to gloat.

 Anderson raises his hmds

A:«‘IDE:RSCN
D::.dn t say a word. Su:.

" CUT TO:
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INT: COURTHOUSE: DAY

mmmmﬁmmmthelmlmx&me m:dsitsbaiﬁndalmq
table,

Anderscn stands behind him, against the wall.

A STENOGRAPHER sits beside him,

Across the table sits Deputy Price, wi.th WO MEN IN SUTTS.
Ward indicates one, with a nod_.

WARD
Wwho's this?

PRICE
My lawyer. Drew Cormaught.,

The stenographer types rapidly.

_ WARD
And this?

PRICE
My other lawyer. Tyrone Alden,

WARD
Ymmwuneaﬁbothofﬂm’misjustapmlﬁm:mry
interview,

Price grins easily.

PRICE

Better safe than sorry, though, huh?
Ward shrxgs,
WARD

You want 0 mn through again mcactlyvhmymm,arﬂ‘
what you did, in the hours after you released the three -
'yamgmen? '

PRICE
Eure.

T TO:
INT/EXT: COURTHOUSE: DAY | | |
Anderson 1ooks out thewmdmof the mterrogatmm o0,
He wawl'm Price wa*k down the courl:house steps with his two lauyars

{cont)

~ {45)




S

mxm COURTHOUSE: DAY (ccnt) ' : (46)

A crowd of his CRNIES from the Imghom, including Jumy Bau,ley, await him
beside his patmi car.

They mill a.mmﬁ,aslung him rapid questims, amd slappmg him on the back.
Still seated at the long table, Ward sighs.

- His alibi is solid, Mr. Anderson.

Anderson nods.

Qutside, Pricecpmshispamlc&rdm, mzmsinmtalktom
in the passenger seat.

Ofmm,mmmﬂzemlwmwiﬂzm ina
_ better world, you could :lmhcthimjmt for ﬁnt.-
Outside, Price strzaghtms, to shake some hands, mﬂmemgm&ym
‘Behind him, in the car, hiswifa_sfwa appears.
She mqtﬁntsupattiwcwxﬁmewﬁm; |
anderson steps back ints the room, and says,

- ANDERSON
Almost f:.fty minutes of it h.mges on his wife.

Ward ncods,

' WARD
Yo noticed, :

Mﬁmmmmswthem,inﬁmwmﬂmmtmlmp\ﬂHngmy.'

" WARD
_  We'll cm—check ‘everything, mt

Hes}nkw!nshead
WARD
mechancesoffuﬁingamwithgutsinam
1:.kethz.s... . |

He closes the file before him, and stands.

' WARD
Let's go retrace his steps, _again. |
| CuT 702
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INT: MRS. PRICE'S HOME: LATE AFTERNOON
Ward sits on the coxch this time, facing Mrs. Price.
Anderson leans in the doorway to the hall.

MRS, PRICE
Yes, that's precisely correct. He was here for just
wnder an hour, _
ward nods.
WARD

Yo happened to notice the time when he came in, and
then again when he left? :

Mrs. Price looks down at the floor.

MRS, PRIC’E '
I watch the c:lock, Mr. Ward. Wives do, sometimes.

Whens she looks wp again, she looks directly at Anderson.

In her eyes, scme kind of a plea.
Anderson amiles gently at her,

. WARD
Offhand, do you know the time right now?

Mrs. Price tauns, and meets Ward's direct gaze with her own.

MRS. PRICE
No.

ward nods, again,

T T0:
EXT: COUNTRY ROAD: DUSK
The black gwemt aedan travels slowly dmn a txm-lmed road,
Then, it palls over to the side, and stops.
At the wheal,wan& unfolds a map of the area, shaking his head.

' WARD
She's a cold fish, isn't she?

__ ANDERSON
You sure you don't want me to drive?

 {cont)

(47)

_ Andemm turns to lock at him, but he's study:ing the'zrap, and doesn't notice.’




EXT: COUNTRY ROAD: DUSK {oont) | | (48)

. WARD
No, thanks. I've heard a lot about your driving.

‘He finally pulls out into the road again, and drives slowly away.

| CuUT TO:
INT: MRS. PRICE'S HOME: NIGHT

~ Mrs. Price opens the door.

To find Andersmn, stand;ngwa.thab&mhnftheyelim flowers from the side
of the road, in his hand. _

She suddenly commences to gigg:%.a.
Anderson colors.

MRS, PRICE '
d‘x, I'm sorry z'mmgladyoucmby, ‘o

With one hand, ghe takes the flowers, and with the other, Andersin's hand.

melmdshmmwthekiwm whereshefmdaavase,amdmminmme
Living room,

PRICE
Doyw}mwmtkmdcf flowers they are, Mr, mﬂm?

ANDERSON
Somecne told me they were Trumet~Pitcher plante,

MRS, PRICE
Yw, that's quite right, :

memﬂmmedmmmpim,ﬂmmmkwa&ﬁnit.

: MRS. PHRICE
Andthey re very lwely. '

'mmsmmmwmam, mabletosugprélsshwgﬁnany:lmgw.

MRS. PRICE '
Mﬂwmmiwm,xr.mm 'nmirstx:ikmg
color is the bait, luring insects to their deaths,

_Axﬁexsmsmkwh;shead. and grins,

Maybe I could've picked a more appropriate gift, huh?

{oont)
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INT: MRS. PRICE'S HOME: NIGHT {cont) | (49)
~ Mrs. Price shakes her head. :

MRS, PRICE
On the amtxary, Mr. Anderson.

She st:x.ll can’t stop srm.lmg at him.
MRS, PRICE

The anly question is, which one of us is the beautiful

flower?
Her eyes twinkle.
_ CUT TO:
EXT: GARDEN: NIGHT .
In a meticulously maintained garden,Anderson and Mrs., Price walk, side by side.

MRE. PRICE
mywhaveanyzntemstmgardwung Mr. mﬁexsm? _

_ ANDERSON
Iwﬁmwaﬁfmr@gmm.mrwsakid.

Mrs. Price smiles.

MRS. PRICE
" I'm sure she loved to watch you.

. Andamm shrugs.

ANDERSN
Ijustrmzberbemgmzedatl‘mtm&zmweaﬁs are,

Mrs. Price nods.
Mdhwéalmtemwerymmuyingwgmw. Yes.
It's the gardener's lament.

Shereaclmwermmkehishandagm.

MRS, PRICE
Let me show you samething,

Sheleadshmmmﬂacomermtlmgarﬂm thanammmseibyimed
trellises. _ _

On the ground, litbyhanginglaﬂmrisaiabyrinth,gmmdmixﬁam

(cont)




EXT: GARDEN: NIGHT (cmt) | | ' . (530)

_ /:) It turns elaborately upen :.tself, hut, all the same, you can see right 1:0 the
center of it, as it's only iB inches high. _

It makes Anderstn grin, and nod.

ANDERSN
It's fantastic. It's great.

' Mrs. Price glows; this delicate little lady, standing with this big bear of
C & man.,

en, abruptly, her grin fades, and she locks suidenly desolate.
MRS, PRICE
Baving you here makes me feel that I've made a terrible
mess of my life.
Anderson looks at her, and sighs.

: And standing next to you makes me feel like Ion Chaney.

Mrs. Price laughs out Joud,
U 70:

INT: MEETING ROCM: EARLY MORNING
Ward stands at the head of the roam, looking out over the assenbled agents.
WARD *

Is there anything else?
‘Ward shakes his head.

Mr, MEM? : .
- ANDERSON
Yes, sir. A confidential source tells me we should talk

"t a negro called Toby Walker, I don't know what about,
And I don't have his address. Yet.

Ward mds, gazing at Anderscon with lowered lids,

- _ WAFRD
A confidential source?

: ANDERSN.
- Yes, sir.

Cent)
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INT: MEETING ROCM: EARLY MORNING (cont) . | (51)

There follows a long pause, durmg wiich most of the agmts husily drink the:.t.r _
morming coffee. .

A couple of seats away from Anderson, Bird looks at the flcox, and grms
CUT T0:

EXT: SHALK: AFTERNOON

Wa:dandkﬂemmstmdinthewergmya:ﬂofammmmsha&
On the poreh is a young mgm, TORY WALKER, mthamm@msxmmmsface.
Hishairscaﬁced. Hewmabrightraﬁahirt, andtightjaans.ﬂecw'
_ WALKER
They ‘rrested me cause they said samebody done heard
me braggin' on havin' a date with a white girl. '
. .

Rainey and Price arrested you?
WALKER
Sure as hell.
WARD
And they held you in the jail till after midnight?
. WALKER

Yup. Then they let me go, and I walk out, and a car pulls
up, andeman say, “"Cet in". And there's four of ‘em, so...
They drive me aroun' a long time, then they take me back
in the woods, and they get me on ny knees, and they tell
me they're goma cut mah thing off, and then they hold a
- gun to mah head, and they say, "This is it, nigger.” And
then they fire. But thay dm't shoot me, you know? I don't

WWC
And they let you go at dawn.
WALKER

I had to walk m' £i'teen milesham

Mﬁynu'resuxenainqmﬁmicem.mecarpid{mup?

' WALKER
ghit. ‘nzeystoodinthedmmymdwmmd

mrd ncds, and tnms toAndermn

(cont)



EXT: SHACK: AFTERNOON (cont)
Ckay. We can assume that's how it went in our case.
| That Just leaves proving it.
He turns back to Walker,

Mr, Walker, would you recognize the four men who -

kidnapped you? -
. WALKER
Yup. _
Will you testify against them?
WALKER

I already tole you, man. No way.

Walker shakes his head,

Y'all wanna take on those ol' boys, y'all do it on
y'omn.
CUT 10:

INT: COURIHOUSE: DAY
Ward sits at the long table aiga.in, clearly angry.
Anderson leans against the wall. | |
2cross the table, Price confers in whispers with his two attomeys.
He finally straightens, and says out loud to Ward. |

I don't have to say nothin® more. Y'all want to

indict me, you know vhere to £ind me,
He stands. |
His lawyers stand behind him.

He glares at Anderson for a moment, then leaves,

_When the door closes behind them, Ward SLAMS his hand down on the table.
| CoT T0:

(52)




EXT: COURTHOUSE: DAY ' | o (53)

/”“\/ AmwmcuwmesmPrmewhmhecmﬂmght}mme
b doors.

They SHOUT questions at him, all at once; their northern accents ringing out
in the cuiet aftemcm

REPURTERS
Are you sbout to be indicted? Is there evidence
against the sheriff's office? Are you prepared
to “cooperate in the investigation?

He waves them off, shaking his head, and wades throush the little crowd, down
the steps towards his friends, and his car.

Dewn below, Jiwﬁilq,aﬂémm,gﬁxmeatthisdisphy.
They start up the steps to mest the slow-moving group around Price. |

%mﬂmymwgpmtogmmersmthunmrdng hehasthepmsmofmmm

Within seconds, a flurry of r.lushing and s!'mring.
T™he locals knock down several of the reporters, and nm off the rest,
The young mctcgra;im: maps pictures of the fist-fighting, from a distance.

Just as quickly as it had started, it's over. The reporters are halfiay down
the block.

Jimey Bailey shoats,

BATLEY
Go an back where you come fram, and leave us alme.

Hewip&eamilofblondoffhisclﬁn,
Mym@ma#mglmupatm*sfmemthemﬂmemm
A:ﬂersmwmsmmy

CUT TO:
INT: mmmm
Wardmﬂkxdexsmmikquicklyﬂxrmghﬂmwidecomm
memymmnwamm,uﬁswpsmghtmfmtafm, xedmtmface-..

MAYOR
Mr. Ward, I've come to register vet another cmxplaint.

N o - | . feont)



INT: COURTHOUSE: DAY (cont)
O Waat?

MARYOR

I resent yom:é:blic pursuit of ny police officers.
© You've made every effort to implicate them in these
disappearances, and yet they're not charged with...

_'mtdoyoumm'tit?
‘I!ienayar stops, surprised byWaxd’s velismence,
WARD
mtaymmmtﬁmulatenightcallswthﬁr-
friemds in the Klan?

The mayvor's expressim hariens,

Or do they call vou, tw,whmﬂ:wmmhanmﬂw
mttohmss?majwtheymntmk;u?

MAYOR
Idm't ha_ve to stand for this.

Q:.J.‘_.-:; | . ‘m . ) .
Then don't came bothering me, anymore.

'memyor takes & step backward.

' Waxdwalkspasthm. mthmdersmast@b&uﬂ
MAYOR

I know my rights.'

_c::rm;
vard and Anderson walk up to their black sedan.

 Ward gets in the driver's side, and SLAMS the door.
Anderscn waits until they're wnderwsmy to ask,

: ANDERSON '
Did you have to tumble Walker to him?

WAFD
Coxne again?



EXT: TOWN STREET: DAY (cont)
~ ANDERSON
/ Didywhavetomkeitwclmtoﬁmmyortbat
you knew about Toly Walker?

wWard lmk.s up,a:xi exhales haav:.ly.

mmm
You went all the way tlmgh the interrogations without....

o I know what I cii.d, go:ﬁaxmait.
Anderson stops talking,
Ward grinaces,

mmmf%t.mmwmmmlymm.
Nwanmnedzsmmwgommxmx&%th

. scme facts,
_Het;mwmam.
| VARD v
Who'd you get the tip from? : '
i Anderscn locks at him.

_ VARD
Who told you about Toby Walker?

ANDERSON
Can't say.

Vard glares at him.
| WARD
meeml)d.ng ﬂirmgh this, Mr, Mdarsm

o mm
_I‘,m being careful.

- WARD _
You're going to protect these people?

Scme,

Ward grinds his teeth, then mutters,
You're another racist, yourself,

| {cont)

(55)




| . And he gets out of the car.

EXT: TOWN STREET: DAY (cont)
Anderson looks ahead through the windshield, eyelids at half mast,
Ward slows to st:op at the one traffic signal in the town,
Anderson nods, and tums to him.
: ANDERSON
And you're a darmn fool, My, Ward, Youmafool
for bringing an army down here instead of a squad,

Andafoolfornmhmingmmtatalk&ﬁmm
to shut up.

‘The two men stare at each other,

thtil Anderson says,

1'1) walk from hers,

EXT: MOTEL: NIGHT |
Anderson sits on the motel st@pswitht!myamgpmw

They both swoke cigarettes, as the sgents pass them by, saying the:.r

goodnights. o
When the last of them are cut of sight, Anderson stands,

| ANDERSCN
I gotia go. Take it easy.

Can I come with you?

‘anderscn shakes his head.

mmhemlkswertohism,anddrimmtofthelat.'
The photographer lights ancther cigarette, and watches him go.
Afwsmﬁslater, mxﬁmﬂm@thamwm

Cur 10

(561

The photographer m’cch ha.mget into an identical car, and drive o.ff after

Anderson.,
an 'IO:




EXT: MRS. PRICE'S HOME: NIGHT - ) e

ward waits m his car, parked f:..fty yards behind mtiamcn's. |

He stares t!m::ugh the woods at the white house, glowing in the mlight.
He gets cut of his car, and silently closes the door, -

He walks through the woods to the side of the house.

He steps up to a lighted window.

Ingide, in the living room, Anderson stands in the middle of the floor,
shaking back 2nd forth.

Be's tesaching Mrs. Price o do the Twist.
For a big man, he's extremely graceful,

Mrs. Price giggles at him, all the same, imitatmg him from a few feet away,
trying to get it right.

r

They're having a wonderful time.
Just audible through thewmdwxsamram!w racordmgofsmmm,

by the Beatles,

Ward tums away £rom the window, and presses his temples with his hands.

He looks miserable, out there in the dark, |

Without locking back, he turns to walk through the woods again, to his car,
| CuT TO:

BXT: WILLIAMS HOME: JUST BEFORE LAHN

A car slows attheheaﬁofthedrive lu&mgwthewnlim £armhouse., ]

At the vheel, ammmm

The man next o him could mnybe:azsm;

mefatm'seyelidsdxmp |

He ghakes himself mke, m&pulls & Blwtgm up 0off the seat beszdahun.

Ammwr, ﬂzrotmmeqmat countryside,

‘Ihecaz:rmesmy.

Through the shattered front windows of the Williams hcme:, you can see a l:a,ght
go on, inside.

CUT TO:




wm's SEM( JUST BEFORE DA ' (58)

At'rcbym}kersslmkhackmmewmds mo}.dp:.ckwuptxwksmpsmthe
roagd,

‘A BEARDED MAN stands up in the truck bed.

He lobs a brown paper package cnto the porch of the shack.

The pick-up roars away.

Nothing happens.

Riding down the dirt road on a bicycle, ammmm'm stops.,
He looks at the package with a puzzled expression, then calls out,

BLACK KID :
Didmmmethrm&mnﬂnn myt:urporc:h‘?

'The package suddenly starts to SYKE.
The Xid gets on his bicycle, and takes off.

The paclage bursts into flame.

Within seconds, the whole porch is burning.

Toby Walker runs around the side of the house in his red underwear.
He watches the flames, andshakash:.shmd

_ WALRER
Son & bitch.

CUr TO:

INT: BEDROOM: JUST BEFORE DAWN

-A PHONE RINGS.

mm'sieepjng with Agent Bird grabs it on its first ring, and whispers,
- MRS. BIFD
Yeas, this is Mrs, Bird, Mtymhmmtt:m
it is?
She listens for a few nmxnents,

' MRS. BIRD
wWho is this? '

She listens again, and her expression hardens,



INT: BEDROOM: JUST BEFORE DAWN (cent) ' (SS}I
MRS. BIRD '
matmmnkﬂunkymmmmm,youfmﬂ-
nmthedcmt.m I hope yvou ot in hell. '

She l'mngs up the phene, thm leaves the receiver off the mx:k, and p.:t.s her
pillow over it.

She lies bmck down, and just gets her head ento a corner of her husband's
pillow.

CuT TO:
mmmmmm |
Mr. Williams, in his pyjamas, cavtiously cpens his front door.
He walks out onto the porch, and sits down in a recking chair,

He lays a shotgqm across his lap, and leans back, trying to get comfortable.

CUT T0:

" EXT: TRACT HOUSE: JUST BEFORE DAWN

On the lamwn of a recently built home, identical to the mes n either gide
of it, a CROSS BURNS.

On the porch, Agent Carlisle and his wife watch it bum.
Caxlislemmtham:&eashismfe, only he's got his shoulder holster

_mmtsz.dcit.

Mrs, Carlisle wrinkles her nose at the smell of the fire.

You want coffee, hney? We nmight as well stay up.

Carhslelodcsupatﬂmreddmingsky,amm

CARLISLE
Yeah. '.‘mmks

CUT T0:
BT wm'sm J'USTEEE'OREM
'Ihefrmthalfoftheshackisxmnomﬂmnchmedwmd
SEVERAL BLACK MEN stand around, hommgmptypans.

_Walkezr moves through the smoldering remains of his home, stuff:.ng mteve.z:

locks salvagaabla into a éuffal bag.

_ (cmt_)
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EXT: WALKER'S SHACK: JUST BEFORE DAKN (cant) (60)
Ee shoulders t:heba.g, mdmspasttheotmrmnwiﬂvut saying a word.

He gets out onto the dirt road, and starts walking. '
a | | CUT T0:

- NT: MEETING: NIGHT

Bird sits in his clm:.r, locaking at his mtebwk, and speaking loud enough
for everyme to hear,

BIFD
'I‘he caller said, "The next FBI man who drives into
Malton will get his head blown off." Or wordsto that
affect.. . Malton is a little crossroads town 1'd been
in, that afternoon.

He looks up fram his notebook at Ward.

WARD
Is she alright?

' Bird nods,

WARD
Well, if you or anyone else wants to mmke arrangements
to send your wives back home, let me know now.

No cne says a word.

aénin, no cne speaks,
Anderson, standing by the door, locks out over the agents,

He finds Bird staring right at him.

He sighs, and then asks Ward,
Sir, I think the men would like to know if there i=n't .
anything more...if there isn’'t & more visible response
wemightmkemﬂiiskmdcfprwmatzm?

ward locks athm

'Ihe 511m in the roam despens.

Ward turne o his men.

{cont)




 The agents stand.

INT: MEETTNG: NIGHT (cont) | | (61)

Consider it an indication that we're getting somew
‘where, gentlemen,,.We'll procesd as we have,

He closes his black lme-#lgaf binder,

WARD
Only we'll work harder. We'll inte.wim evearyone
again, if we have to...That's all.

" QUT TO: - iE
BT TONN STREED: MORIING

masidesmtinwm,mmmdmmlkmmxdsm“x.. ' R
without speaking. _ .

.wm,amd?ﬁmmwa&wmmgmmm;gmwwm - o

m:ﬁsighs,wﬂshakahishead
thhemc&wﬁcrthacax&m,mmmmyswpsm

ANDERSON
One second.

He looks around, ithen breaks a branch off a nearby tree.

" He slowly opens the door of the black sedan, and shakes the branch under the

sent,

.Haswﬂsupmdmts. _
Athmblackmakeshﬂmmmtafﬂwm, into the gutter, anddmnadrmn.
Ward nods, a;ﬁ_ slides in behind the wheel.

He waits for Anderson £0 get_;i'n o the passenger side, before he asks,

m
Anystopsyoucmﬂunkafwmkamtmgmbe
more fruitful than this? _

anderson tums to gaze at him, then ﬁml}.y neds.
Ammscu
Yeah, thm is. I got a cail this mmmg that might
be mthmg. _ .

tcmt} .




EXT: TOAN STREET: MORNING (cont)
Ward nods, and puts the car into gear.

E WARD
You want to d.:'.:ex:t me?

CUT 10!

mmmmm MORNING

(62)

mrdandhndmpulltoahaltinmeyndafthemllimm,andgetout

of their car.
Mr. Williams comes through the front door, grimi.ng at Anderscn,

' WILLIAMS
Y'all got yourself a new sidekick, huh?

. Anderson suiles,

Mr. Williamg, this is my boss, Special Agent Alan Ward,

Mr, Willimns Masl his head, and sticks out his hand.

WILLIAMS
Sor:y wemreunportanttlunitlm:ght.

Ward 'shakes his hand.

WARD
Good mming.

ANDERSON
What do you hava'for me?

WILLIAMS -

:m'tm Y'allwanttotnlktnwsm,mxk,abwtit. |
__He&meallﬂmmk _ _

'Andersmmds

He's a good kid.
Gn' be a fine man,
ANDERSN
Wiere's he at? -
- WILLIAMS
Out playing or mtha.ng. He geen your car, He'll be
along. : _

{cent)
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EXT: WILLIAMS FAREOUSE: MORVING (cont) o O 63)

f:) ' Within a few seconds, Mark aAppears, wmlk:ng ammd the side of the house.

His face looks much better, although one eyelid still droops a little,

Walking along with him, making a game out of keeping up with the bigger kid's
steps, is the nine year old who'd witnessed the Walker bonbing.

| cuT O
EXT: WILIAMS FARMHOUSE: LATE AFTERNOON

That afterncon, there are a DOZEN AGENTS around the perimeter of the Williams
They watch the road, and the woods, with their guns drawn.
Near the house, Ward hands a di:@piweofpag&'wmagmtmmdmm.
There's & license plate number scraivled o it.
- I want this license plate nunber checked against every
- single name that aprpears e anywhere in our files., You
understand? I want to know who owns that pick-up truck.
- Today, _
Walton nods, and reaches :.nto his car for the radio microphoene,
We'll have to re-assign some men, Bir. ‘Ihare'swera
hmdred volumes in the file,

| | WARD
vhatever it takes,

mw.w'mm,mmmmwfmmmm,

I ‘juat'mt-*m.:._.?m you, Mr, Anderson.

Anderson shrugs it off. Ward shakes his head.

No. It was your connection,

Bat they're your files,

Ward ncx_is, and very nearly grins,
Anderson leads him back towards the porch.

(cont) |
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EXT: WILLIAMS FARMBOUSE: IATE AFTERNOON {th} _ (64)

He smiles at Mark, who's sitting on a bench with the nine vear old.

_ _ ANDERSIN
Have you decided?

Mark turms to the younger kid.

MARK
'Member what I axed you?
The kid nods.
You gonna get ‘em? Or you gonna let ‘em go?

' BLACK KID
I'm gamna get 'em. :

‘Mark turns back to nod at Anderson.

~ Yeah, he'll testify,

CuUT 10:

| INT: COURIROOM: DAY |
THE RUSTLING of many pecple standing, all at cnce.

As JUSTICE BIANTON walks in, egeingﬁmpuckedmmmgallerywitha

’ scowl.

When he sits, everyone sits,
He calls out,

' ' mrmmm
me&efuﬁmtsmllnae .

mm«:&:m. atthedefmbemh

mebmrddmm'dﬂmﬂmbmb, Shmm,wﬁhis ﬂ'zreepartmrs.

.-mrm, mmmmm

m;mepmatthm

'and at their. awesame amy of weapons, ne.ntly tagged and. d.:,splayeﬂ on the
'ev:i.dm table; riflas, hangun_s, emmuc WEALCNS , gremdas, and dynamite.,

Then he glame,es at Toby Walker, sitting at the pmsecubor‘s table, and befﬁ.tﬂ

hmatmdarxiAndm, inthe f:.rstmw

 (cont)




'INT: COURTROOM: DAY (cont) ' {65)

'He scans the gallery, filled with WORKING MEN in t-shirts, and coveralls.

He scowls at everyne in the room.
Until, fz.zully, the place is absulutely gilent.
Then he starts to speak.

: JUS’I‘!CEBIANIW
mthmmtry,anansmmhzsustle.‘mats

cne of the principles by which this comumity survives,
You men have done violence to that principle. You men
have let this commumity down. But I want you to under-
stand that the Court appreciates the fact that what you
have dme, and the crimes vhich you have comidtted, have
besn, to some extent at least, bmx;htabmtbyaxtsxde
influences, ..

Awmmmmymthmmmmljmgemn@tmm; |

' _ mxczmm
mmhavebammtsidmmmtoymrcxmmity.
they have been uwelcome, and their presence hers has besn
unnecessary, and they have been, ingofar as scme of them
are concermed, at least, people of low morality, and -
hygienie, wﬁthe:.rpmmceim:nhasprmokdalotaf
people.. .

The mumring grows.
- Thexe are now W'vaematia‘:s atflible all over the Press section,
Ward starts to rub his temples with his fingertips.

| ...IhejuﬂchAKEhJ.s@vel several times, then contimues.

mcsm :
.mmmmmwmmmm,_m '1
your+ that the crimes to which you men have pled Guilty
. were to some extent provoked by these outside influences,
So with all this, I am going toO make your punishinent
light. I am going t0 sentence you each to five years
impriscorment, A:ﬁfart!wfollmingmm, I am ooing
to suspend these sentences.,,

Marehemsayanot?arw:ﬁ, themmapmss section rises from its
seats as cne, and bolts for the back doors, and tlmtele;:lmes

macmmmzsinmupmr

'Everyme in the gallexy stands and CHEERS,
The four defendants &!cxﬁtmﬂ clap each other on the back.

-~ (oont) -




 anruptly, he leaves the room.

INT: cwmm DAY (cmt) ' . (66)
The judge shakes his head, and zreﬂwdmally POUNDS his gavel. |
'Ibbymlke.rtumsmdtcglmathlmmrd '

_ WALKER
Now, can I gt:?

anderson tanns away, and spots the yomng momgrapl-xer cmra.-leps , 8till
swtdinthanma@typmsswum. '

With hand mgmls, he indigates that somemne took his camera at the dwr

| Anderson nods, Wﬁwtimlly.

The judige still PONDSE his gawl,'.' ghowing no signs of tir‘ing

.Asquattimmﬁwnm&m&rd,ﬁmhrminthegauw,

13 above,
T m:

mrﬁs&rﬂsalmeinﬂmmddleofhmhatelm,wiﬁhhmhmﬁsinhis
peckets,

Kem&hwaﬂukyblmkmdmmw,asammmmm

_ from the Capitol steos in Washington.

CHALES m S
Mississippi justice is a disgrace to this nation.
Such a decision s.ixply gives a licenze to lawlessness
and vioclence. '

A-m-zscas':m follows the tapad int_awiag.

_ Reacumtnthevezdicthashmﬁst:mg.in R
" other parts -of «the country; from an allenight,” candle- -
. 1it vigil at St. Patrick's Cathedral in New York City,
“to0 an explosion of racial violence in the Watts neigh-
~ borhood of 1os Angeles.

Ward no longer watches the tv.

Instead, he locks out the window into the darkness.

U T0:

I
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EXT: MOTEL: NIGHT “ | | 67
He steps from the shadows of the parking lot to intercept Andersen,

| m'xde.mm stops, and locks émpactant}.y at him,

m:fdshrugs.
. WARD
Good evening,
WARD

_nidymhearsammmthcmwmmm'sgoingm
hold a public rally to celebrate the verdict.

Ande::sm siglm
ANDERSON
m. ) )
Ward nods, and locks off into the distance.
I got a telegram from Washington., The President wants
to send in the 82nd Airborne. To "retore order®.

 Anderscn grins.

ANDERSCN

Yw'rg kidding.,
Ward looks at him. He's not kidding.
WARD

Arparently 71% of the American pmple think it's a
gocd;daa.‘.zmsupposedwsaﬁhmny assesgmant
of ths pzospacm of an mcupata.m, 'bn'xight. :

- -An&emm BARKS a laugh; one ayllablc.-hharsh sound.
Ward nods.

WARD
wmmmmmmz
ﬁmt’im@thaabletauseﬂmtmnym.

 He smiles. Andersen chuckles.

Then Ward looks away - again nnnentar;.ly d&:olate. |

{cont)
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EXT: MOTEL: NIGHT (cont) | -  (68)

If we could just find the dam bodies,
Anderson nods, and looks away as well. |
ANDERSON
Yexh,..Listen, I gotta go meet somebody for a dmk
m...m mgr‘t.
Ward nods.

WARD
Good night. |

He watches Anderson get in his car and drive off.

Then he walks back into the motel.

CUT T0:

. EXT: WILLIAMS HOME: NIGHT | |
late that night, several cars coast to a stop in front of the Williams farmhouse,

For a while, they wait in silence,
Mﬂmi.tpassmgmgetwt. sy shouldering rifles and shotquns,

Mfatminmﬁls,mﬁﬂmmxdedm, Satch, both step to the front
of the group.

Jirmy Bailey joins thet, hzdingthaflmafalightmwiﬁzmehmﬁ

'nmyhmsticksofdymmtemmmm

The rest of them FIRE SEVERAL SHOTS each.

"nmtheyanpﬂapilehuckintothuxcars
 he fmtofthamlhmhm explodes,
The cars take off.

| cur O
INT: WILLIAMS HOME: NIGHT
mabﬁm,!@r.wnli&mahasahmdmh;ssmsshmlder

Hespaaksmafzmevﬂusper You can see the white allﬂxemyamﬁhis
res,

(cont)




INT: WILLIAMS HOME: NIGHT (cont) o | | 69

You take Mom out the back way, y'hear? Get the hell
back in the woods and stay there. I'1ll cover you,

O

Mark nods, wide-eyed. | |
His father steps carefully back into the already-buming living room.
He shoulders his own shotgun, and then SHOUTS at the top of his lungs.

Come on in here and get me, you cowerin' dogs! '

'Hammwmatmammmlmgm.
He reloads, and comences to SHOUT again.

Come cn! You ain't gonna run mei - . . . -

‘He FIRES AGAIN, smmgsnmm”fmwm o |
EXT WIZ.LIBMS HOME: MORNING

Once again, there arve FBI AGENTS all over the grounds.
- his time, though, the fawmmhouse is just smoking m:.rm.

Ward and Anderson stand under a tree with Mark Williams, who's wiering a
dark suit. ' ' :

- WARD
You sure you won't let us relocate you? We'll find
you a place scmevhere else. Maybe in the midwest?

The mdhmt..)b Hymnuﬁnt.s to stay, so...5he in
- charge, - B _
He smiles. C

I'm sorry, Mark. :
Mark shakes his head,

leent)



EXT: WILLIAMS HOME: MORNING (comt) ¢}

' He wag a fighter., Scmetims, you lose.
He shrugs.
xn't mean you can quit. _ _
He locks out into the field at his ™, 'who'-s standing alcne.

| Igottagostaywzthbm, okay?
Hemllcsamy. _
wWard watches him go, ﬂmmwmm,mm.

. ' WARD
It's time, Right?

"mﬁmmzmatm:n,ﬂzmmmmsgazammxmmdmm,mzmm
" blackened field, _ _

mm
How do you mean?

- WARD
We have to know everything Mrs. Price knows. Before
anybody else gets killed,
Andmumwguemlyatmrdagam
'Ihmhesiwkesh:.sheaﬂ Then he stops.

. ANDERSON
Yeah, It's time,

The Ku Klux Kzzm's p.zblic rally lodcs nore hke a cmmty za::.r than anytl’ung
else, ' _

mmmmpmmlz ammﬁ, buyzngfria}focdmdmm
whiskey at makeshift booths.

-' Mgﬁuhbycmmg&s.mmmmmthmmm

c;ms CF COUNTRY GUITAR PICKERS stand arcund p}aymg togcthar.

(cont) '




EXT: FIELD: NIGHT (cont) : , _ (71)
The whole scene's lit by torchlight, though.

Andwerydozenyuﬂorsoswﬂsammamm,mththeMcm

- of the Klan atmcilled on it, and a box labelled CI:NI’RIBUI‘IQ@ by his szde '
. Fran the fa:: ervd of the field, Sam che::s' stmmrmn vm.c:e rings out over

the P.A. sSystem.

: BOWERS :

-~ These northern students, and their atheist-cormunist
bosses, . .who came into our commmity this summer, with
the wish to destroy it...this week have taken 2 terrible
blow...This week, their cause has besen crippled...This
week, all these Federal Policemen you see out here taking
nurbers, ., ,This week, they have sesn that ﬂmy are powerless
-against us...if we stand together...

Ammwmmmrmmmustmgwthem

¥hile, in the impromtu parking lmmmmﬁngﬂnfiad,mmm
AGENTS more slowly arowxd, taking license plate z:u:rbers

'Alan%rdstmdsm:gstthan,mtolﬁad_
 He watches the HALF DOZEN KLANSMEN, rcbed, but hoodless, who stand watching

him.
Bowers continues,

BORNERS
m.wmek inthecmrt:sofmissmzppz, thuyhavebem
rumrﬂui...ﬁmtﬂwycmmatbyfmauukamcmty
mwamzmwm:mmm@...mmm
riot, unrestrained, and wnpunished...As they do this sumer,
in the streets of Harlem, and in the streets of Watts, and
.mmmwm.mmmmwmm

Attheeégeofﬂmcraﬁotlwtmem,ﬁmrtkﬁmsm&
.Ha gazes atthespaakersplatfom, u&mremguestsofrmarmtmfoldmg

beh.mdm _
mfmrmwmadmﬂmmlkarbaﬁ:mg,ammm,wmil

Price,

Anﬁersmlmksammdmcam,ﬂmnﬂmsmy.

He walks back towards the parking lots, and t:he ﬂeat of black govemmnt

cuT TO:




INT: MRS, PRICE'S HOME: NIGHT | {72)
In Mrs, Price's living room, the sudden gilence is stm‘.k.ihg.

-Anderson sits on the couch, with his elbows on his knees, and his hat in his

Mrs. Price sits close beside him, eyes downcast.

ANDERSON
- Things have changed,
MRS, PRICE
I can see ttat_:.. : . :
ANDERSON

I can't came around anymore,
She loocks at the side of his face,
ANDERS(N

They know I talk ¢to you, 'n-xqumowywm‘um
things., If I keep on... _

MRS. PRICE
I'm not so afraid as you might think,

ANDERSON
I am, though., I'm afraid,

Mrs. Price nods. Her eyes sddmly‘mistm.. |
She leans towards him, putting her face in the hollow of his neck.
He twms, o take her in his amms. |

Over her shoulder, we can see his eyes, also wet.

His lz.ps move, silently, as she begins to caress him.

It's ¢dd to Bee. hz:nlmn&ling her 8o gmt:ly.

_Hembigmwghwmshharmmsm,mtmmmasﬂn:gh

she wers a doll.

ﬁmw}ﬁmwhﬁm

MRS. PRICE
Corne upsta.us with me,..Just this mce...Piaase.

CUT TO:
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INT: BEDROOM: NIGHT o |
Mrs. Price lies in the bed, alcne, holding her ams across her breasts.

Her black hair is spread cut along the pillows.

- he bedrlothes are -ail Ry t}m £loor.

ghe watches Anderson dress, in the half-light.
He puts on his shirt, and his tie, without ever looking at her,
when he slides his shoulder holster over cne amn, she says quietly,

MRS, PRICE
mhmbanddmmeofthethmemﬂmtmght.

Anderscn stops,
She winces, having hesrd herself say it.
MRE. PRICE
I could never testify to that, lelhavetcm
it otherwise,
Nﬂmsitsdmmatﬂntmtafthebﬁ.
His shoulders slurp, He seems sud&anly drained,
| MRS. PRICE
Icantellyoumehardﬂ-:ing themigh, The bodies are
buried on Owen Burrage's fam, Under a dam he was building
at the tims, .
Andarsmmmstohar.
He makes as if to spesk.
mm&&@am,mme&
M.Justgm.
He nods,

‘Then he stands up, and puts on his jacket.

CoT 10

(73)
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EXT: BURRAGE FARM: DA - | | T VI

| THE ROAR OF TWO TRANSFORT HELICOPTERS is overwhelming.

They hover in tandem; mpmﬁaﬁbmmththmmhuvysmlcablesua
huge earth-moving machine. _

They set it down gently on the grass-covered top of an earthen dam, where
TWO SCORE FSI MEN are waiting, _

They're all armed with shovels and spades,

Inthenaadc:wbelwthedmn, mnmmesmmzt,mmmm
agents; these men axmed with aumuc:mpms

otftoﬂwedqeof the meadow, laanmgagainsth:.scar, alone, is Anderscn.

Hemt?lmﬂaeymmgmwgmm ﬁw'sta}dngpichmoftheaimome
arrival,

%mtheheavycablmmfmllymkﬁ!mofﬂwm&:m thec:hoppe:s
pull away abruptly.

They stop over the meadow, and hover in the air.

_mmewpozme&m,mmmwmmm

Within secmds,thqmqme.
CuT T0:

 EXI: FARM GATES: NOON N _
A black goverrment sedan pulls to a halt, inside the front gates of the famm,
Alan Ward gets out. |
Irmedisatedy, SEVERAL DOZEN VOICES mn'qamtim at him,

Isittmethatymwfmnﬂ&ebudxm?%gmym

the information? Is there a Mister X? _ '

Ward holds up his hands, mdtmcmwdofmportwshainghaldmmdeﬁmgam

' _bgmmmmﬁnauqumm

This is a crmtmmemtlm. When we get what we
ceme for, you'll be allowed in.
The SHOUTING starts again, instantly.
Ward gets back into his car, and drives back through the meadow,
| _ | - or 1o



| EXT: BURRAGE FARM: LATE AFTERNOON g | ) (75)

=, Bytheendottlwday,av—ampedslashinthemdclayorﬂmdamsm
(_/, in the Mississippi sun.

It's like an open wound in the earth; twenty feet deep.
The agents are in the pit, digying by hand,

Bird works in the middle of the group, xtill wearing his shirt and tie
under his cove::alls, although he's cmpletely sosked with sweat,

Heahmt!s,

Stop! Stop!
He scrambles on his inmees in tha bright red clay.
merwtoftheagmmmvetmxﬂsﬁwapatmmha'smr}dng
He digs thh&hanﬂt:ml, and uncovers, bit by bit, a rotting humn amm.
 He works feverishly, with a terrible grimace on his face.

Mw:twsm,ﬁmagmwm'dmmmmmmmwm
back a few feet, ,

\ Bird keeps working, -although he's smmgmmkemmmnmmzsm.

mderamfmallyste;sup.mﬁliftsmwhufmwm.ascollar,wﬁtakes
hnncfttotheadgeofthecm,%mheﬁmaediatelystammmt.

Ward points to two other agents,

- Wet your handkerchiefs, and tie them over your faces.

MMagmtzdaso,thmhm_mmth&chytommmmafthe.
As Bird continues to wretch. - -

_ | Cur T0:
INT: MOTEL ROOM: NIGHT
' vard's roam is canpletely filled with happy agents. - |
They each hold little plasticcupsfullofdmgne,mwtch the tv news.
mxﬂzmﬂamthemar,mthaphme mthahandwermmm

(cmt}




INT: MOTEL ROOM: NIGHT (cont) _ : _ (76)

WARD
Say again?

From the tv set, weaanh&rbyzﬂmadmm‘swiee:'
PRESTDENT JCHNSON
...And T'd like to take this gpportunity to pe.mmally
- congratulate Director Hoover, on the courage, and per-
_ severance, against mighty odds, of the men of the FBI...
A FOAR goes upm the roam, as the agmts'all congratulate each other,
Ward grabs Carlisle's arm.

Carlisle takes cne look at him, and his celebwatory grin fades,

WARD
Takef:.veothernm, mmwmﬂmpummlat.
Nowl

CARLISLE
Yes, sir.

CUT TO:
TNY: HOSPITAL CORRIDOR: NIGHT
ward barks orders to the half dozen men,

' WARD
You two take the front door. If anybody locks funny
to you, break him down, then ask. You two, on either
sideaftmatlocr &rlxsle,ymremﬂaemwith
. Bixd!

BIRD
You're his friend, Go find him, and bring him here. Don't
Bird waits for him to go on.

' WARD
.. -Just get him here. You understand?

: _ BIRD
Y&f Sirn

cuT TO:
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INT: HOSPTTAL ROCOM: NIGHT . ' ' ' - on
Ward sits with his elbows on his knees, rubbing his temwples.
He looks up at the hospital bed where Mrs. Price lies UNCInscCious.,

: What he can see of her face is black and blue.

There are tubes in her nose, a cast on tnme amm, andastael cla:tp&mmﬂher
neck that holds her jaw still.

On Ward's cheeks, there are tears.

He catches Carlisle staring at them, and says sharply,

_ _ WARD
Get out of here, '
CARLISLE
- Yes, sir.
» He moves to the door.
CARLISLE

I'11 be right ocutside,
Ward nods, and wipes his face with the back of his hand.
Carlisle opens the door to the hall, and almost tumps into Anderson.

Who locks at Mrs. Price for a few seconds, then tums on his heel, and walks |
_ CARLISLE
Mr. Waxﬁ?s:i.r‘? :

Carlisle's trme makes Ward hop out of his chair.

T 0
INT: CORRIDOR: NIGHT o
mdmmﬁ:squicuydam&;ehmitalwmmmeelmm
Mt:otsafterhim

Stop, Mr. Anderscn.

ANDERSCN
Go to hell.

WARD

I'mtéllingymtnstop,'andznémit. |

(eont)
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. INT: CORRIDOR: NIGHT (cent) | . | (78)
,/*\‘ o He grabs Anderson's arm with cne hand. |
| Anderson ghakes him off, é:ﬁ‘kaeps walking,
Ward takes out his gun, and cocks it.

WARD
Stop.

Anderson stops, and turns.

Helwksmrduparﬁdwn; this natty young man with a gun, held Sown by his |
thigh. _

WARD
We're not killers. We're not thugs. That's the
difference between them and us.
anderson nods. -

Then 1 mwmmmmm,mmmmammemu, holding
him by the collar.

I

!

He ignores Ward's qun, which is jammed two inches into the skin of his neck. l
: : |

. ANDERSON
That's the difference between them and you.

At eithexmdoﬁtherall,meagmtsmckﬁieirmpms and wait.
- Bird stands stock still, 30 feet from to two mem.

Ward stares at his assistant.

You're not any more like them than I am.

Bewemt}mmﬂmismﬂzmgywllnevexwﬁar— - '
stand
_ I understand more than...
Anderson interrupts him, hissing,‘ |
Well, it's my time, now, Igetacc@leofthingsl
have to do, now. You undarstani that?

R . L : y . - | (cont)



INT: CORRIDOR: NIGHT {cont)

WARD
Imﬂermﬁmtyoumabouttonakaasmpm
mistake,

Andemm colors ﬁe@ly.

By going after cne 25 cent asshole for one beating.
| ANDERSON
Shut up.
WARD

Instead of going after the whole system for much .
greater  brutality. You're gonna blow it all when
you could bring it all down.

ANDERSCN
Shut up!

WARD
This is history, ycu jackasgs! It's more mportant than
you're little affair!

Anderson SMACKS him, backhard, across the face,

Ward s.t:am at him

WARD
~ Llet me go, Mr. Anderson. Now,

Anderson unhands him, and steps back a couple of feet.

Ward lovers his own to his thigh, again.

Then he hauls off, and SMACKS Anderson back.

‘Then he adju_stshismilaz, and straightens his jacket. o

WARD

We'll go after them, together.
You wouldn't know how,
| WARD
1 learn fast. :
ANDERSCN -

Mymdm t have the guts.

Ward shakes his head, szwly.

(79)
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INT: CORRIDOR: NIGHT (cent) | - (80)

0 |  WARD o
o’ I not only have the guts. I have the power.
He taps himself on the chest.

WARD o
Did you hear what I said? I have the power.,

Anderson snarls again,

ANDERSCR
What the fuck does that mean?

- It means I can do whatever I have to do. No questions
asked. The gloves are off, you wderstand? As long as
it's part of a successful malutim to the case...
Whatever it takes. _

-Anderson peers at him. His face gradually relaxes.

ANDERSON
¥Who's authority? '

| Ward looks him in the eve, but doesn't say a word.
- Anderson finally ncdé.
He turns to Bird, and raises a hand: meaning, Relax, It's over.
Bird nods. Anderson tz:ms back to wa:ﬁ
ANDERSON
Who'1l be in charge?
Us. Together. We_'ll work it cut as we go along. Alright?
- Andersen thinks about that for a img'_smld.- Theri he ncds,
And turns away, walking towards the elevators again.
Ward catches wp, to fall into step beside him. |
‘They walk into an elevator together, and the door closes behind them,
C’tﬁ‘m:




EXT: CEMETIARY: W _ ' | (81)

L~ SEVERAL HUNDRED ELACKS attend the funeral of James Chaney.

A BIACK PRIEST eulowizes him, over a Puble Adress system,

BLACK PRIEST
James Chaney was a special young man,

Most of the crowd responds out loud.

CROHD
Amen,

BLACK PRIEST
He was a christ-like young man, He w&s an mle
to us all. _
Yes, he was.

,Inalmrinqamnﬂthecm::fblm ﬁaaremalnmtmcznsm'
| WHITE MEN.

Photographers, and reporters, and television crews,
- And surrounding them, uniformed State Troopers, and several mmdreﬂ FBI agmts,

{ in dark suits.

mwmmmﬂym,mmmmw'ﬂmcmm

Many of tham take notice, asyetanoﬁwrblackgwmtmeamwa_
stop in the dirt road that bisects the cemetary.

TWO MORE AGENTS get out, carrying ommight. bags,
. They seem ahghtly clder than the other &gmts. and thei:c faces slightly
harder, \

_‘meylodvalikedmgmmm Likeprcs |
mqrwalkavertotakeupaposzumattheedgeafﬂwmﬁ
‘Anothercarswpsbd‘und theirs, and T™WO MORE, like than, ge'l: out.
ﬁma:wt!mrm. and TWO MORE.

Hiswasadmsﬂanmlewallmostmglefcr
justice,
© Bmen.,

(cont)




EXT: CEMETARY: DAY (cont) | (82)
Andersm walks by the new agents, nodding to them,
They follow him out into the middle of thedirtm’_ad.

‘Ward walks over to join Andersen.

: WARD
who are they?
They're with me. -

Ward looks them over, and finally ncds,

WARD
Okay.

Imnmeedgeofﬂtecrwd ﬁzeymmgﬂmtogmﬂaermﬁchasﬁnslittlegxmp,
as Anderson introduces each of the six men to Ward, :

" Nearby, m:dwatmhwﬁzelittleg:mp as well; hisgazenmwazﬂedm

' BLACK PRIm’I'
James Chaney struggled for Just.we without violence.

" CROWD
 Amen,
Arderson finally notices Bird, staring at him.
Anderson looks away, and sighs,
Then he looks back at Bird, and jerks his head: Get over here.
Bird joins them, immediately.
anderson speaks softly to the new men.
ANDERSON

Fa.rst th.x.ng is to let them know we're here, and...
thatthenﬁas)zvec!mgeﬂ. '

' 'm'e-oldest of the new agents, KING, asks with a gentle smile.

What are the rules, Rupert?
Anderson shrugs. |
ANDERSON
Same old rules. ‘Like they were when you joined the
Burean, Bd:k:y Back in the twenties.

{cont)




EXT: CEMETARY: DAY (comt) | | - (83)
King chuckles. The others grin. | o

Anderson spots the young photographer walking towards them.

He shakes his head.

e gestm'e is powerful enough that the photographer stops in his tracks,
and turms abrnuptly to face the black priest again. '

_ MPRII':":'I'.
James Chaney dies for what he believed in. But he never
raised his hand against againgt a fellow man.

That's right.

- BLACK PRIEST
3e£e1tthe1ash. but he did not reach for the sword.

- When the young photographer fmally dares tarn to look again, the lzttle
group is already bresking up.

He watches, chagrined, agtheymdffm:ﬁstheixm.

Then he spots something in the cother half of the ceanetary, beyond the dirt
road, »

A MIDDLE AGED BLACK LADY crying over a coffin draped in an American flag.
- TWO BLACK MARINES stand at attention as it's lowered into the ground.

The photographer takes a picture of this tiny funeral, dwarfed as it is
by Chaney's,

mmeszmmemmmmmmmm.
Q0T TO:

E‘X‘I‘ W:m
Three govermment. .. sadanssmpinatmycmsmdsm,bwkinthemods

Azﬁermmms, inthe;assmermtofﬂzafimtme.

ANDERSCH
This it? | ‘

" In the back, Bird nods. o
fie and Anderson and Ward get out, to stand in the roed.

(cont)



EXT: CROSSRORDS: APTERNOON {(cont) : . _ o | (34)'
The new agents get out of the two cars behind them.
'me} all face a little wooden tavern.
Ward calls out,
_ WARD
My men tell me there's sameone in this town who's
threatened to shoot the next FBI man to set foot here.
tne by cne, a series of DULL WHITE FACES appear in the windows of the tavern.
No cne says a word. wjuststareatthenineminﬂ:hemﬁ.

_ WARD
Is that right? Or not?

Still, not a sound.
Ward finally looks at Anderson, and shrwss.
Anderson asks quietly, |

ANDERSON
Mind if I try?

WARD
Go ahead. This is probably your department,

Anderson walks aromnd to the tnmk of the car, and pops it open.
He comes up with a submachine gun, and cocks it.

ALl the faces in the windows vanish. |
mﬁkmagmm.mandermmm as well, |
mmtheymmmmwnmwmmmm

ﬂheyke@firmgtmtilmaofﬂwmmofthemodmmafacmanystam
to sag. _

mmthqlwtheixwmpms,&ﬁmﬂmmmdstom.

ANDERSON
“That's all, .

'Andersmmtshmmachmegmbackinthetrmﬂc axxista.rtswgetbackm
ﬁxecar,h:tﬂazﬂstopshm. _

fcont)




EXT: CROSSROADS: AFTERWCN (cont) | | (85)

WARD
. Anderson, pe.rhaps you should drive,

Anderson nocis

ANDERSON
" Yes, sir.

CLre 10:

- EXT: FARMBOUSE: DENN

Anderson leans on his horn, outside a ramshackle wooden famhouse.
ammw-mmme'mmmmmswﬁm, holding a shotaun.
memmimst@myfmmwa,mwmﬂmm
Bailey doesn't say a word.

'He just holds his stmg_m steady, pointed scmewhere between the two of them.

Anderson taunts him, quietly. .

ANDERSON X
'misisymrproperty isn't it, a'imwﬁailey" :

Bailey looks at him.
mmappaarsb&inﬁthewmm, eyes heavy with sleep,
She murmirs,

MRS. BATLEY
P.‘Lug the acmfab:.tz:h, heney.

Bailey gl_ang:w at her.
The raises his shotgun at Andersan.
Ward barks, |

o

S!mthimarﬂ!llh&wymr f\x:k:lngl‘mduff.

Ba.iley looks £rom Anderson tom:nd moving only his eyes.
Hef;mllymmacm,mﬁlmrsﬁwmwtgm, _ o
His wife shakes her head, and moves away from the door, back into the house.

- {eont)

I T -
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EXT: FARMHOUSE: DARN (cont) | - (86)
mdeism walks siwly up antd the porch, '

Then, with surprising quickness, he grabs the barrel of Bailey's @otgun and
jams it up under Bailey's chin. |

Bailey makes a sowd like GARGLING.
Anderson whispers to him,

ANDERSON
You're the ane I'm coming after, Jimmy.
Bailey wirces.
What? why me?
' ANDERSCN

Cause you're a coward.

He leans back, releasing the prm on Bailey's windpipe.

Bailey doubles over, coughing.

ANDERSIN
Arﬁcmzmyw'me there, that night.

Bailey stops coughing, and stares up at Anderson.

Who's been telling you that shit?
| ANDERSON
You have, :
. BATLEY
What? :

_mersm_m_ﬂm shot:gun in to the yard, mﬁwam back to his car.

BATLEY
What the fwk'm you talking about, man?
Anderson ignores lu.m, and starts the car.
!iemds_’c_aﬁaxﬁ, who's still got Bailey covered.

ANDERSCN
Well, ycm re gettin' the hang of this, right away.

(cont)



EXT: RAMEE LAWN {cmt)

Andersan puats the black sedan into reverse, mﬁswmsmy.
ANDERSON

"I'1l blclw your fucking head off.” I bet they
didn't teach you that up in Harvard, did they?

Ward grins,
ANDERSN
He's the one we're gonna get a cmfmim fm.
Ward nods, watehing the hmse recede in the dawn light.

: WARD '
Just tell me what you need me to do.

CUr T0:

m:mmm

“ward faces a press conference, rubtbing his t::.xﬁ eves.

THe roam is absolutely overflowing with photographers and reporters.
Bright tv lights shine in Ward's face.
WARD

Well, let's just say that since the dmccvenr of the
odies, more and more pecple are cooperating.

- The newsmen all SHOUT at once.

Does that mean you have a Klan informant?
REPORTER 2 |

Is ztﬁmmmsmxmomldymwlmetnfm

the bodies?

B | REPORTER 3

:I:sittmethathemspaid%ﬂnmanddollars’
Ward frowmns. |

Do you have a Klan informant?

| WARD

Gentlemen, I'm not going to spaak to you anymore, if
you ingist on jeopardizing my investigation by pn.nt:.mg
rmors and speculation. Good day,

{cont)

(87)



INT: MOTEL: MORVING (cont) | |

He leaves the podium, and shoulders his way ﬂxrough. the crowd.

The room BUZZES. o |
Anderson opans the door for Ward, and shakes his head, very synpat.‘mt:.c

He mirmurs,
ANDERSON

- You play these guys like a guitar.

Subtly, though. See? Subtlety is the key.
- Subtlety, huh? '

Yeah, like definess, or craftiness, or...
| . ANDERSON

I know what the goddamn word means.

CoT 10
EXT: FARMKXISE: NIGHT

‘That night, a black goverrment car waits, empty, by the side m‘.’ the road,
- Right in front of Bailey's mmhmkle home, |
Anoldﬁmmsby, mﬁslmdmdmmticany,

The nmn-facaa DRIVER stares at the c:a::
With its D.C. plates, and its whip a.nwma, it cmldn‘t be more d:m.ms.
He finally mtm,

Son of a damn bitch,
Andhemmyin‘bo themght.
Baileymwtmwhispomh mxdyellsatthecar
BATIEY
Iknmmtymretzymgwdo Itaintgnma
work., :

-(&:xit}

{(88)




EXT: FARHDUSE: NIGHT (cont) ©9)
() Behind him, on the other side of the screen door, his wife adds, |

' MRS. BAILEY
You think they re that stupid?

In the car, Bird lies camfortably on the front seat.
He nods, and chuckles quietly.

| . C'(ﬁ’l‘:):
EXT: COUNTRY ROAD: DAY
Mgwmtmmmealmgam&ymaﬁatmpm
Inﬂlelaaﬁcar.wmmdsmmthedashwithmehmd mdasksmwdersm,

What do we expect to find at this quarry?

* ANDERSON
I have no idea. Anonymous caller wanted to speak to
me, perscnally, though,
He tuxns to grin at Ward.
ANDERSCN
I'm gettin' famous.,
ﬁhereaxeMMSofgmfm,andﬂmwm&hiamefﬂmixcaraqﬂaies,
'.'heyswerveoffthem&d, intaaditch
ﬁwmmmmmwamltmmmmdeafﬂwmd
The CRACKRS of mmﬁfléshots
Waxﬂgetswtcfﬂmcar,msebleeding hisgxminhisha:ad
Heseesmmmm,xwmagmy inthefmﬂdwmmd
Hemhsgmmﬂmm,mﬂm,

Fm
Halt!
He Fﬁﬁs a warning shot.

AtthelmtmﬁmtAndermn King, azﬂaxwﬂxerofﬂmenwagmts,m
as well, _

{cont)




EXT: COUNTRY ROAD: DAY (cont)
met:mmengodaminﬁzetallgmsslzkemgdons.

ng and the ::-I:her agent mm wal]d.ng into the field, tcwaz:ds the boches.,
guns held out before them. _

Anderson gets up off cne knee, and helsters his pistol.
vard looks at him, and shakes his head.

. WARD
I quess that's what we were supposed to find, huh?

Ardierson hc:ds. Then he tams to Wa.:ﬁ, andgrms

ANDERSON
So::::y about your nose,

ward touwches his face, gingerly.
.His nuse is already starting to swell. It's cbviously broken,
He shrugs, |
I always heard that people who spend a lot of time
tagether start zoolungmreandmal:.ke.
They hear ANOTHER SHOT from the field.

meymtomtmbmagmtsstandingmgethar,gmspoiﬂteddminm
the grass.

King waves: It's okay.
Anderson lcoksback at Ward, his face set.

| ANDERSON
It‘s time to find out m:actly who did what, th.at night,

‘Ward c:laars his throat. - _
Haven't we been trying, all along?
Anderson shakes his head. ‘

Not hardly.
CUT TO:.

(90)
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-EXT: CAR: NIGHT . | (91
‘Late that evening, Ward amd Andersm sit in their car. '

A SWARTHY MAN in a trenchcoat sits in the back seat.. |
They watch the Ramsay home, where they'd gone to the dinner party,

- WARD
- Where's his wife, tonight?

anderson sighs.
Hospital. Just for cbservation. She had a minor car
wreck this afternoon, o
Ward nods, and touches the bandages on his face.

The mayor cames through the door of the Ramsay home, smiling and nodding.

. Anderson starts the car,

CuT TOs
™ MAYOR'S HOME: NIGiT

When themyoxmlksinhxsmfmtdmx, he finds the three men walking
in with him,

meycimﬂ&edoorq\ﬁcklybaﬁ:ﬁﬂm,mﬁmmlmmblm.

' MAYDR
wWhat in the hell...? You all can't come in here.

Arderson pats a finger to his lips.

MAEYOR
Yw::antminmamshme arﬂtrymmt;midam

him like this.

: Waxﬁmds, andsaysqmetly,'

WARD _
For what it's worth, I agree with you completely.

The mayor grimaces, and tums to Anderson.

what in the hell does he mean by that?

Anderson grimaces.
: _('Om"l:)




INT: MAYOR'S HOME: NIGHT (cont) - | (92)
meam
Let's cut the crap, allright? This guy's gota quest.:.m
he wants to ask you.
m swarthy man takes the mayor's amm in a powerful grip.
He leads the mayor away, towards the dining -roam. |
The mayor can't help but go along.
He says, though, over his shoulder,

: MAYOR
I'm gonna tell everybody alxmit this,

Anderson shakes his head.

ANDERSIN
You won't want to.

CUT T0:
INT: MAYOR'S KITCHEN: NIGHT |
Ward and Anderson sit at the kitchen table, speaking in undertones.

- WRRD
where'd you get this gorilla?
ANDERSON
Marie? He's not a gorilla.
Ward sighs,
Well, he's not exactly verbal, is he?
- ANDERSON

ch. He's just self-conscious about h.w aceent.. ’.nmt'a
© all..I flew him up fram Florida. His family owes me a
_favor.i‘zunanotharcasezé.ui, nee.

 Ward mlls his eyes.

WARD
Z'msorryzasked Idm'tmnttahxwanym,
- alright? _

| mare'saMfmﬂienactm

ward stands, a hand on his gun, and moves to the door,

(cont)




INT: MAYOR'S HOME: NIGHT (cont)
' m:tboﬂmrymrself It's nothing.

(93)

Ward glances at him, but pushes the door to the d;mnq IO sliqhtly ‘open,

all them

_ Inside, it appears that the antigue d.m:mg chair the mayor had been sit:tmg

in has gzven WaY.
Both its hind 1ags are broken,

In the otherwise elegant roam, the mayor lies on his back, with his knees

inthea:u:
'.t'aarsml.ldc»mhisd‘mdcs

Marioc has one foot on his chest, and a sawed-off arntgminhismxth.

Mario speaks softly, in a besutiful italian accent.
There is(a) no shame in lowving life. There is(a)
no shame in wishing to survive...Give(a) me the
names .

EXT: OPEN FIELD: NIGHT

QoT 1O

An&ersmmlksnariowamll private plane, idlinginarxopmfmld

As_somasmricgew in, it takes off,

Anderson walks back to Ward, with a crumplied piece of paper in his hand.

‘Three cars. Four men in each car. Price fired the
slu;sinSdmemexandGm&m Bai.layfimﬁthe
ﬁmmcmney - _ _

Ward sighs.
Bailey's been heard around town to say, "They only

left me a nigyer, but at least I shot me a nigger.”

‘Ward locks at the paper, and shakes his head.

You're sure the mayor won't talk abeat this?

(é:mt)




| EXT: OPEN FIELD: NIGHT (cont) " | ©(94)

They'd kill him. He knows that.
Anderson offers the piece of paper to Ward.
Ward shies away from touching it.

- WARD _
What are you going to do with it?

Arderson frowns at his obvims distaste.

ANDERSCHN
I'1ll try to be as subtle as I can.

Ward gmiles ww.kly

WARD
Yeah

" Anderson locks off into the open field.

mm&m
Maybe you shauild get some sleep.

Ward loaks off, too, and nods. _
LU T0:
BT: SHACK: NIGHT

A man fmthemowgm;hofmme'swﬂing mm, wa}.ksup'bnﬂmdmr
of his backwoods hame

Mofﬂmnmagmtsappmchhjmfmeiﬂmraﬁofhism.

They each take an armm,

Let's go for a ride, Bo.

Bo locks them over, then SHOUTS,

BO
Amiel

One agents clamps a hand over his mouth,

AGENT '
ghh! Ywdmtmtharwseeymlikeﬂus

'Iheyhaulhmbackmwthewmds




EXT: ANOTHER SHACK: NIGHT | | (95)

O At another backwoods shack, a2 BLACK HATRED MAN parks his old Ford, and
h gets out. _

Fran the darkness, a WI@ asks,

VOICE
Smcicy You got a light?

Hem
The man takes aff, en foot.
On the dirt road in front of his house, he's tackled around the knees.
His face SLAMS into -*i:he dirt, and he MOANS softly.

| | | QT TO:
EXT: CAR: NIG?I‘

szoftmmmofthewillzmhmmtsinﬂnbad:mtnfamt
car,

 Two of the new agents side on either side of him.
Biiﬁ drives, slowly, along a deserted rvad,

AGENT 2
Yo don't see what I'm saying, you dunb shit.

ACENT 3
He's saying we already know you drove ene of the cars,
asshole, He just wants t0 give you a chance to admit
it. That's all.

Gochaseymrself.

The agent. shakes his head,
Herapsttmminthasbm withablackmﬁ:ersap.
The man doubles wer, GROBNING. _
The agent looks at his back, and raps him again, in the kidneys.
' | | oUT TO:



INT: RADIC STATION: m-"xmxm
Ina me-mn local radio m:atn.m, Bame Ecwers speaks into a mcro;ime.

BOWERS
_mmwnodoubtinwmnd that this commmity
is swarming with a large number of arrogant and
viclent men in the FBI service, I am well aware
ofthepmermﬁbmmlztyofﬁwmm.de

am afriad of them...

He pauses, as Ward and Anderscn have just walked into the control room, on
the other side of the plexiglass divider. _

'.the%mm, to talk to them.

Bowers goes on.,

' . BOWERS
But I will not remain silent, and see our own American
institution of equal just under law destroyed, with~
out exposing those who work against it, mgudlwsof
their position... .

He sto;ns.again. and frouns,
The red light aboves his head has just gone out.

_ BCOWERS
What in Tom Hill is goin' on, BEXie?

The enginesr holds up his hands, and shrugs.

Ward holds a blue legal document up against the plexiglass, for Bowers to

CUT TO:

_Waxﬂmaga&nfacestlmpms.

mm,ﬂmmmmmmwmmﬂmm
There are tv lights,’ andwevera.iaanm:acm

And in a row of chairs behind Ward, a HALF DOZEN DIGNITAKRIES, mlmgfor
pictures as he speaks. l

There has been some sporadic viclence, ves. The White
Rnights and the United Klans of America seem to be in-
volved in a2 struggle over strategy, at this point. Ap-
parently, they're aware that things are starting to -

L]

{cont)



The ROCM ERUPTS.

INT: MOTEL: AFTERNOON (cont) | (97)

" When he pauses, a SCORE OF REPORTERS BARK QUESTIONS.

The cne most clearly audible is,

Your ukiercover pecple haven't been fanning the
- flames, have they?

In the rmoment of silence that follows, Ward stares at the reporter.

The Bureau doesn't work that way.

fhe other reporters BARK QUESTIONS again. . _ ' ]

REPORTER 2 | o
Can we expect a major development, som? ' S
When will you start making arrests? S - f
'me::wuquiets, again, | | |
ward touwches his nose, which is still discolored, ut no lmgem bamlaged.

_ WARD
Within the next 24 hours.

Half therq:orters SHOOT additional questions, while the rest st.mqglamm
themkeshmftbwkofﬁ&meamﬁ:ebackofﬂmm

‘Iheyvexynaarlymwbegrty?rm, who's standing there.
He grimaces, andstruggzesmtwbe.meptalminthamsh.

'-AWWWMWp&rkwatﬁdwlmmﬂmdnwmﬂm
_theya.rdofﬁwmyc:rshm

AS@REWMWk@&p&emb&MMm.

| | T T0:
INT: m'smgm _ _
In the basement, another SCORE OF AGENTS stand around, talking softly.

(cont)
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‘arderson locks at the floor,

INT: mm S HOME: AFTERNGON (cmt) ' {98)

-Wazﬂwﬂkﬁe:smsupewzse,asmofﬁ:mcutdmn&mmyorsboﬁy

He's apparmtly hanged himself, with a tie, from a water pipe in his hasment.

‘They lay the bloated body dewn on a stretcher, and cover it with a shaet.

Seweral others start carrying the stretcher towards the basanmt stairs, but
get bogged down in the crowded room.

Ward finally SNARLS,
Get out of the way, for Christ's sake! What the hell
are all you pecple doing down here, anyway? ' '
The XYOOm goes s::.lmt..

Then the agents start to reaxrange themselves, and the stmwl‘m‘ starts mvzng,
again, .

_ LuT TO:
EXT: COUNTRY FOAD: EVENING

The brothers from the Walker bmhing drive slcwlydcum a country mad, at
sunset.

Between them, on the front seat of their huge Oldsmcbile, sits Jirmy Bailey.

Jojo Kite, at the whesl, shakes his head.

JOIO
Man, they been poundin' on everybody, Jimmy. 'Cept
Sy, Yca: mdemta:ﬂ" People are getiin' nervous.
.shit._._it's a set~up, 'J’o_jo. It's awious.
_ .
Yeah, it's cbvicus, alright, To me. But I'm ym.r

friend, see? St:me pecple are gettin' nervous. That's
all I'm sayin®,

H@ looks meaningfully at Bailey.
Hz.sbmﬂm, Buddy, nods from the far side of the car,

: ' BULDY
Yeah, See?

(cont)



EXT: COUNTRY ROAD: EVENING (cont)

Bailey sighs.
: . BATLEY
Okay. What do you want me to do?
| Jaso
Nothin' at all. Just watch who you talk to, and such.
Ard what you say.
| JoJo

And what you say. Okay?
Bailey nods. |
You Jnow I will.

- Jojo nods, as well, mﬁwllswatmeheadofﬂwdrweinfmtaf

Baileysmhacklem
Buddy moves to let Bailey out of the?car,ﬂ:QQetsbackin.
Bailey leans in the window.
BATLEY
I ain't sayin' nothin' to ncbody. wlgaswestz.ck
by each other, theycanttowhw.

. JOIO
That's the ticket.

Heuhw&sthebzgminwﬁmdrimy tonmzam:d
He stops.
Parkaibw:.demleysm&wabmﬂnew, jet—blwk@lo

mthchrmwlmls,andammg stripe, arﬁamperclmrgerpddngxzp
ﬂ:rmghtheha:d

Bailey sees the 1001: cn Jojo's face, and asks, |

BALLEY
What?

"Ihmhemmsamﬂ,andgoespale.

I never seen it before in my life. I swear to God.

_ {txrit)

{99)
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EXT: COUNTRY ROAD: EVENING (cont) | ' (100)
Jojo glances down at the license plate,
Tt reads: JIMMY 1. |

JOIO
Yeah.

He backs his car out of the drive, and races away.
| | | CUT 10
EXT: ROADSIDE: NIGHT
on a hill overlooking Bailey's house, Bird stands in the voods.
He wears a flannel jacket, and dungarees.
He looks through bincculars, and shakes his head.

BIFD
S of a bitch.

ANDERSON
what is it?

BIRD

Price just walked ints Bailey's back door. I den't
think he knocked,

Andersen nods. He's also dressed in country clothes,
Ward sits in ome car, behind a wooden cut<building. |
He's the only one still wearirg a suit. '

' WAKD
Let's move. _
Not yet.,
Parden?
ANDERSON
_ When we hear sanethirg.
Ward tightems.
WARD

Like what? Gunshots?

{cent)




EXT: ROADSIDE: NIGHT (cont) | I | (101)
'/A\ Anderson shngs,
o ANDERSON
Ward looks away, into the night, then back at Anderson's profile.
WAFD
let's go, gentlemen, I'm not going to sit here while
scmebody else gets killed,
Anderson turns to look at him,
From down below, THO GURSHOTS. _
You can see their effect on Ward's face.
Then, A DISTANT SCREECH COF TIRES.,

' ' BIRD
Bailey just tock off in the GTO.

Another SCREFCH of tires.

B S BIRD
\ Price took off after him, _
Anderscn's already at the wheel of the other car, with the radio mic in his
hand. '
ANDERSON

Move it!
cuT 10:
EXT: COUNTRY ROAD: NIGHT ' _ _ _
 a mla:ie country road, Price chases Baj.i;c_g', flat out. hr
In his gatml car, he can just barely keep the GO in sight.
He ruscles the car around the turns, at speed, and scowls.

' PRICE
S I'm gonna kick your country ass.

~ Price keeps his foot on the floor.
Then he glances in his rear«view mirror, and blanches.

Tree black goverrment sedans are coming up behind him, fast,

(cent)
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EXT: COUNTRY ROAD: NIGHT (cont)

His first instinct is to slow down, puzzled.
And two of the black cars pass him, as though he were standing still,
The third one RAMS his back bumper fram behind. |
PRICE
o Holy shit!
He mashes the ameierator, again,

But t:he black car behind him easily pulls alcangs:.de, and SMASHES into his
patrol car from there.

The patrol car starts fish-tailing wildly.
Price fights to control the wheel.

‘e sedan's behind him again, and SVASHES his xsmper once more.
‘He stands on his brakes. |

The sedan stays within six inches of his back bumper until he's pulled off
the road, and stopped. .

When Andersan and Bird jump out of either door, shotguns levelled.

" Price doesn't mowe a muscle,

Anderson snarls at him,

' ANDERSON
Get out of the car!

Price slowly shakes his head,

: PRICE
vhy? Ya.x arrestin' me?

Andersmnmhesat?ﬁm,hittinghmihﬂmsideofﬂaehmdwiﬂzhisgmu
barrel , ' ' _
Hard encugh to make Price swoon for a secord.

- Get cut of the car!
Pmcetriestheleftsidedwr,h:tztmtapm,sohehast:aslmm
anﬁwalkmmdt!‘zevehxcla. :

{cont)
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CEXT: COUNTRY ROAD: NIGHT (cont)

' ANDERSCN
Hands on t'he hood! Fesst spread!

Price assumes the position. Hs.s ear's started to bleed, heav:.ly.

Amderson SMACKS the barrel of his shotgun down on Price’s left hand,

| ANDERSON
Wider!

Price goes down on ane knee, then stands again,
His hand is broken.
He says through clenched teeth,

PRICE
If you d@idn't have that dsm shotoun. ..

- Arderson tosses it to Bird, who catches it in the air.

ANDERSON
Lock ‘em in the trunk.
Bird walks away o do 80,

AMTJM'.
Ard stay back there.

Bird ramins behind the bashed up government sedan.

" Andersen gsays to Price,

' . ANDERSON
Tan around. '

Price txm:s._

Ymmllgotmegoodhmd mdywrgm

Price watches him, then glanves at Bird.

ANDERSON
Hellstaymtafit.ﬂmtym, Bird?

BIR)
Yes, siy. '.rill you're dme.

Anderson m:ds.

{cont)
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EXT: COUNTRY ROAD: NIGHT (cont)
o ANDERSON
Make YyOur mwve. _
Price watches him for a '1mg second,
Anderson mTmirs,
| ANDERSON
For your wife, man, Come on.

Price’ s. lips oo lbac:k from his teeth,

| He still doesn't mowve,

{104)

meofﬁmoﬁmgovmtsﬁmsmammmm.@m
It'sbaeﬂmﬂupin:ust tlwsamewayasAndemm's; front grille, a:ﬁx:ight

front quarter,
-Itaaseswahaltmﬁxem, andWar:ileansmtthewindcw

He locks over this odd situation: Bird standing behind the sedan, and Pnce

ard Anderson facing each other in the middle of the road.
He says quietly,
WARD
Bailey's confessed. He's named everybody...He's
finally realized it's the safest way to go.
No cne answers him, No ¢ne moves.,
Priaearﬂkndersm 3uststa:ﬂt'here staring at each other,
Ward sighs. | -
WARD
~ You have one minu’m, Mr, Anderson, till our su;_:port
| parsmell arrive. With the press.
He puts the sedan into reverse, and backs away.
Price calls out, -

. PRICE
Etickangil,'

Ward stops, ad sticks his head cut the window, again.

_ WARD
Can't.

(cont) |
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EXT: COUNTRTY ROAD: NIGHT (ecnt) | - (105)

He ncds at andersan,

- WARD
He and I have an arrangament.

He starts away, again.
Price shouts,
PRICE

| Stay right there! I wanna be arrested! Offs.cially'
_ This mthe:fuc}cer is crazy!

ward stops his car again, and looks at the side of Anderson's face.
Then he glances at Price, and nods, with a sad smile,

All in all, though, I'm glad he's on my side. o | o

'He puts the sedan in reverse again.
Anderscon finally speaks, qumtly

ANDERSCN
Itts alnght. Pk it.

Ward stops again,
WARD
_ ~ Pardom?
Anderson shakes his head, and says to Price.
You're irrelevant, now., You're a fucking cartoon

- Price stares at him. N | L . _ -
& oam .
Anderson turns to Ward.

I'm done.

You sure?

{cont)



EXT: COUNTRY ROAD: NIGHT (cont) | - C (108)
Andersan ncds. |

oo
H
S

ANDERSCN
Yﬁ; ’ 8.’1.1'_.‘. _

ward calls, without moving f£rom his car,
You can come and join us again, Mr. Bird. Take the
deupty's guns from him, would you?

_ BIFD
Yes, sir. '

vhen he passes Anderscn, he pats him on the shoulder, and:mm:rs,'

' BITD
Way to go, sir.

Then he puts the cuffs cn Price.
As the FOAR CF A HELICOPTER GROWS.

Within seconds, there are two choppers overhead, luge searchlights shining
dmmmemeinwermd

L A nutber of other goverrment sedans screech o a halt within yards of Anderson.

He still dosen't move, asnwdmmqfaqmi:x scurry about, around him,

He just sits in his car, mﬁwamﬁmsideafmm?s face

. He finally says,
| WARD
we'vegctmmmtswmke, Mr. Anderson.
o memnlcng? : _

EXT: SHACK: NIGHT _ |
The amts are staged as major press events.,

Outs:.ée Bo McHale's shack are scores of | agents, holdmg back even nore
. repcsrtexs and photographers.

(cont)




EXT: SHACR: NIGHT (cont) - ' Qaon

when they lead Bo out to a govermment sedan, flashbulbs POP, and tv cameras
HM. :

The young photographer takes his picture; hunched over, hands cuffed behind
him and held high, stunbling through the crowd. |

Over this still, a TITLE:

Tried and convicted in Federal Court
For Conspiracy to Violate Civil Rights
Sentenced to three years in prison.

| CUT 10:
EXT: FARMHOUSE: NIGHT |

The next two they get are the Kite brothers.
mepmscmﬁngmtisjustaslm

"‘heir hame is lit liigeamvie set when they're led out, under arrest.

™e young photographer takes a shot of them, as well.

Tried and convicted for Conspiracy
Sentenced to five years in prison. .

c:?rm:
EXT: SHACK: NIGHT
ﬁext. the bearded man.
Tried and corvicted for Conspiracy
Smtmmtothreeym;xsinprism.
CUT T0:
- EXT: FARMHOUSE: NIGHT
And the black haired man,
Tried and convicted for Conspiracy
Sentenced t0 two years in prison.

EXT: SHERIFF'S OFFICE: NIGHY

They lead Rainey cut in front of an even larger crowd of press and lockers-
o,

- (cont)
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. EXT: SHERIFF'S OFFICE: NIGHT (cent) ' (108}
The young photographer catches him, smarling at the camera.

Tried and convicted for Comspiracy
Sentenced o seven years in prison.

CUT T0:
EXT: COURTHOUSE: NIGHT |

ﬂzeybrjngPﬁcemﬁBailwintothecwrthmmﬂumghmtmmlim
to & huge crowd,

mestamtmwshave.whelpthmgatﬂmghtothecwrﬂmem.
The photographer photographs Price, spitting vords at Bailey.

Tried and convicted for Conspiracy and Murder
Sentenced to ten years in prison.

‘From ancther Federal sedan, one more figure is led through the crowd.

It‘ssmrs,mtriasinvmwhidehisfmfmmem.

Tried and convicted for Conspiracy
Sentenced to ten years in prison.

Fainlly, moﬂmrcarm glowly thrn:ghthé crowd, and stops.
Ward and Anderson make their way through the crowd to the courthouse steps.
mﬁwbxeakfmefmthecrmdanﬁmwmeglm&ﬂmwlim, the

" young photographer puts his camera down by his hip.

He starts to applaud them,

mmmmcssntnecmajmm

mmﬂzerestafthemmcfﬁzem,mdwmamtageofthe

- State. TIoOpers.

Bymmmmwmﬁmdisappwrthmghthemﬂwmm, the
wholecmﬁzsmm '

FADE OUT:
EXT: HOSPITAL: wmzm

n a bright, mmymnﬁng,mﬁmmtsbyamblacksejan,mfrmt
of the hospital. _

Mrs, Pri.ceiswheela_idamﬁ!ewalkbyamwmm.

{oont)
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EXT: HOSPITAL: MORNING (cont) _  {109)
Mrs, Price grins a tight-lipped grin at Anderson.

: NURSE
She's embarassed about the wheel chair, Mr, Anderson.

Anderson opens the car door,

ARDERSON
Thanks, Mary. I'll take it from here.

The nurse grins. |
Anderson hgps around to the driver's side, and slides in beside Mrs. Price.

ANDERSON
Where to?
Mrs. Price smiles weakly at the gquestion, and says,
, | MRS, PRICE
' Hame,

When she speaks, we can tell that her jaw's still wired shut.
' | | CUT TO:
EXT: MRS, PRICE'S HOME: MORNING
They pull up to her white house, and stop.
'.fﬁe door's off the hinges. The windows are all broken.
Arderson reaches for Mrs. Price's am.
Wait, '
- But she's already mt: of the car, and going up the gravel walk.
_ | T TO:
INT MRS. PRICE'S HOME: MORNING |
Anderson cames through the front door, and stops.
" In the living room, not a single piece of furniture remains intact.
Every piece of china is smashed.
The victrola is in pieces.

(cont)
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INT: MRS, PRICE'S HOME: MORNING (cont) : {110}
The couch cushions have been torn up, and the feather's are everywhere.

_mﬁemnmthothekiwhm, which is also & wreck.

He tmt:s w the stairs,

In the bedroom doorway, he stops again.

The bedding's torn up.

The pictures are all down off the walls, and smashed,

On the vall, in animal's blood, is scrawled; NIGGER LOVER.
Hewalkswarmjoinbirs Price, who stares out the back window,
She amiles. '

_ MRS, PRICE
They didn't touch the garden,

Anderson gazes down at the flowers, at the miniature labymm
He munmirs. |
ANDERS(N
Come with me, Julia. Came to Washington., I'll quit.
We'll start aga_in..,l’lease.
She shakes her head, and sniles at him,
MRS. PRICE
D't quit...And thanks ever so mxch for asking me,
But no. '

mmmmmmm,mmpidumwthemwwofam
p:.cbumfm

Mersm watches her work for a while,

'mmhewalkswt, and down the stairs, an!intcthastmshmeagain
CoT TO:

EXT: MOTEL: MORNING

In front of the motel, amdblackmprmwmwt.

Agente mill around, with their baggage, and their wives, |

Ward leans against the lead car, as Anderson walks up to him.

{cont)




OEXT" MOTEL: MORNING {(cont) L

[ .
---- - ' . WARD
the gona be alright?
ANDERSON
Sure.'
Ward noxds.
: WARD
Good. You want o drive?
He grins,
ANDERSON
‘No, thanks. Mmﬂ&a'theablewkwpwwi‘m
me,

Heve:ymm’:lygm‘.nsa#well.
. » ¥ard nods, and gets into the car.

%mmﬁmsiidesmmidehun,hemahmﬁmﬂzeﬁm ‘and starts
the car.

( The caravan nmoves out.

| CUT TO:
EXT: COUNTRY ROAD: MORNING |
Dozens of black cars move rapidly down a comtry road. .

gmﬂwyrmchasuperhigmay,andstrammwmmtmmm&p,meafw
e other




