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FADE IN:

EXT. - NEVADA DESERT - DAY

A herd of cattle stand perfectly still, eating the sparse 
amounts of grass available on the golden desert plain. One 
cow stands center frame. In the distance, sounds of a car can 
be heard. The cows continue grazing unperturbed. 

A GUN is heard being LOADED off-screen.

The center cow looks up with a wild look in his eyes and 
belts out a MOOOOOO! 

A single BANG emanates from off-screen and the lone cow falls 
over dead. All the other cows scatter. Dust fills the air. 

WHIP SOUND. CUE Spaghetti Western MUSIC à la Ennio Morricone 

SUPERIMPOSE OPENING TITLE: NEVADA [sic]

The camera pans over the California—Nevada border from a 
helicopter in plongée. Introduces us to the desert landscape. 

TOM WAITS’ voice bellows in deep monotone.

NARRATOR
There is a line, not in the sand, 
but in the hearts of men, where 
good and evil are drawn. But this 
isn’t a story about that. It’s 
about the things a false sense of 
loneliness does to a man’s soul in 
a desert without a helping hand.

We get a sense of the desolation, its sparse wildlife, barren 
nature and sheer inhospitableness. 

Hell, Mark Twain once said that if 
the devil were set upon this earth 
and confined to Nevada, he’d get 
homesick and go back to hell again. 
Some say he never left. Then 
there’s Jonesville. Smack dab in 
the hottest part of the state.

Jonesville is seen from above, a one stoplight town. Kids 
ride bikes with long shadows. 

A lone ranch in the middle of the desert appears, the first 
human trace. A man rides a horse on the sunrise horizon.

CUT TO:



INT. - FORD RANCH KITCHEN - DAWN

COLLEEN, age 41, sturdy build with coarse brown hair, cooks 
an all American breakfast in her pajamas. Her beauty has been 
worn rugged from years of child bearing and domestic labor, 
yet she still has a cowgirl charm. 

She fiercely stirs a pot of oatmeal and opens the oven with 
her other hand in one seamless motion. 

DUKE FORD JR, 52, casually enters with his slightly bow-
legged gait. He wears brown leather cowboy boots, plaid 
shirt, blue jeans, donning a gold belt buckle of a snake. 

Duke mixes ground coffee straight into steaming hot water, 
giving it a haphazard stir. No sugar. 

COLLEEN
I don’t know how you can drink that 
stuff every mornin’. 

DUKE JR.
Good for the gut. 

He takes a big gulp, adds a more grounds, then walks over to 
his king-sized dining table. He picks up the local newspaper 
only to put it down just as fast. Nothing new to report.

COLLEEN
Hun, will you stay for breakfast?

DUKE JR.
Can’t.

COLLEEN
Paco can wait. 

DUKE JR.
Cows’re eatin’ that grass down to 
the nub. Gotta round em up.

Duke grabs his cowboy hat and heads out. Colleen picks up a 
giant cast iron pan and lets out a LOUD WHISTLE. 

EXT. - FORD RANCH - SUNRISE

Duke walks across the ranch to the barn. An American flag 
flies on every building, lit by the morning sun. 

DUKE JR.
(shout)

Paco!
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PACO, unknown age, Mexican, pencil thin mustache, enters the 
scene, dressed in red flannel, sporting a tan ten-gallon hat.

DUKE JR. (CONT’D)
Get Lassy saddled up. 

PACO
Yes’sir. 

Duke walks over to the horses and starts patting their heads, 
showing them a tenderness not seen with even his wife. 

EXT. - DESERT ROAD - SUNRISE

WINONA, 32, Western Shoshone Native American, CUTS a barbwire 
fence with over-sized wire clippers. She gets in her pickup, 
blazing down dirt roads deep in the Nevada desert. 

She wears a slack BLM T-shirt, baseball cap, loose fitting 
Carhartt pants and sport-grade sunglasses. Her long black 
hair blows in the wind.

She comes across fresh tracks in the dirt, stops and gets out 
of her car. In the distance, vultures are circling overhead. 
She pulls out her radio and calls in. 

WINONA
Fresh tracks off CR 112. Already 
cut down one unauthorized fence. 
Going off route.

BLM RADIO
Copy.

CLICK. All that can be heard is the void of WIND. She looks 
up at the vultures one more time, for her own pleasure.

She takes off her sunglasses exposing her nebular brown-green 
eyes and pulls up her binoculars. She spots the dead cow.

WINONA
Chet, you’re gonna wanna see this. 

EXT. - FORD RANCH - SUNRISE

The sun breaks on the top of the barn. Duke stands in front 
as Paco HEAVES the gigantic barn door wide open.  

The sun illuminates a black helicopter with the name LASSY 
hand-painted in white on the side. 
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INT. - HELICOPTER - MORNING

Duke pilots his helicopter, looking to round up his cattle. 

DUKE JR.
Over my damn dead body those that 
Bureau of commie management is 
going to come onto my land. They 
think they’re the mightiest law in 
the land, thinkin’ they own it. We 
the people are taking this country 
back from those sickle boys, gonna 
restore Old Glory to America. Ain’t 
that right Paco?

Paco sits in the passenger seat, terrified of heights.

PACO
Si señor. 

It’s clear that PACO speaks no English. Duke nods in 
agreement with himself. 

EXT. - DESERT PLAINS - MORNING

CHET, 33, newly appointed head of the BLM, well dressed, 
pulls up and walks over to the carcass. Winona is squatting 
in the shade of her truck, twiddling a .22 bullet casing.

CHET
(chipper)

Well, we’ve got a dead cow. 

Winona stays squatting, silent.

CHET (CONT’D)
What do you make of it?

WINONA
Either Duke is out here killing his 
sicklings or someone is out here 
having target practice. 

CHET
Let’s assume target practice. 

WINONA
Considering I already cut down one 
fence back there, it’s safe to say 
Duke’s using this range.

Chet scratches the back of his neck, grimaces. Winona puts up 
her hair and begins walking towards the bed of the truck. 
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CHET
Yep, you’re prolly right about that 
one. 

WINONA
Either way, they’re both illegal. 
Let’s put it on the books.

Winona pops the truck bed and begins LOADING tools. Chet puts 
hands to hips. 

CHET
Winona.

She catches sight of his face as she walks over to the cow 
with a binder, rachets and rope. Winona is ready to haul.

CHET (CONT’D)
Let’s pick our battles here.

WINONA
Seriously?

He raises his eyebrows and gives a reluctant, sideways nod. 

WINONA (CONT’D)
You’re just as bad as him.

Winona nods behind Chet where lo and behold Duke is flying in 
their direction. Chet turns around. 

INT. - HELICOPTER - DAY

Duke looks through the glass floor and sees his cow, dead. 

DUKE JR.
What in the devil’s name?! 
I told you that red bellied bureau 
was looking to take me down. 

Duke pulls around and sends the helicopter into a nosedive 
straight for Winona and Chet. He lets out a YEEEHOO! Paco 
also SCREAMS, white in the face.

EXT. - DESERT PLAINS - MORNING 

Chet waves his hat at Duke. Winona stands with arms crossed. 

CHET
Well I reckon he wants to talk. 

The helicopter, still distant, gets closer and closer.
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