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“Still at Large” 

FADE IN ON:

NEON SIGN 

Advertising the Paradise Motel, Twin Falls.  It blinks on and off.

EXT. PARADISE MOTEL, TWIN FALLS IDAHO – DAY

We are in the parking lot of the motel.  There is a line of cars outside the rooms.  A police cruiser peels off from the pack.  The car reverses out of its slot and heads for the exit.

The cruiser makes it’s turn onto the near empty freeway.  It is early morning, the sky bathes the scene in a bluish light.  The cruiser heads in the direction of ATOMIC CITY, IDAHO.

EXT. FREEWAY TOWARDS ATOMIC CITY – DAY

The police car moving down the freeway.

INT. POLICE CRUISER – DAY

Police officer Eddie Stein is at the wheel.  A shoehorned kind of guy, dark and aged thirty.  Sitting beside the officer is a styrofoam cup of steaming coffee with the words TWIN FALLS COFFEE printed on the side.  Next to the coffee is a black police issue REVOLVER.  

WINDSCREEN POV

We can see drops of rain collecting on the glass.  The wipers clock back and forth.

FREEWAY

Is ghostly with the morning mist.  

EXT. FREEWAY – DAY


We can hear the SWISH of wet tires.  The TAP-TAP-TAP of frustrated fists of rain on the hood.  We follow its wheels move along the freeway.

INT. POLICE CRUISER – DAY

Officer Eddie’s fingers are banging out a rhythm in time to the tinny ROCK MUSIC from the CAR RADIO.  

The car moving down the freeway.

FADE TO BLACK

FADE IN ON:

FREEWAY SNAKING THROUGH IDAHO – DAY

Run the opening credits over a sequence of shifting scenery as we fly above the freeway in pursuit of the car.

EXT. FREEWAY – DAY

Chasing the measured paint lines on the freeway.  We watch as the car chews them up.

Snatches of open plains, a gas station, seven eleven  and a signpost for ATOMIC CITY NEXT EXIT.  

A silhouette splits the skyline in the b.g.

As we approach this figure we can see his arm is outstretched with a thumb pointing skyward.  The man is Earl Reye, age twenty eight.  Earl is trying in vain to hitch a lift.

EXT. FREEWAY – DAY

A sudden flurry of vehicles shoot past Earl.  All seemingly oblivious to his situation.  A large Mercedes, a station wagon, a Ruby Buick, a battered Volkswagen Van  and finally -– a great pink Cadillac, all drive on.  

Earl with his still outstretched arm.

TIGHT on the upturned thumb as we hear the SQUEAL of car brakes.  A car skids to a stop.

CAR HEADLIGHTS light up Earl.  

STAY LOW we follow the feet of Earl as he approaches the vehicle.  A door opens and Earl climbs in.  This entire scene is done so not to reveal the car or its occupant.

EXT. FREEWAY – DAY

Flying above the freeway following the car.

INT. POLICE CRUISER – DAY

Earl is sitting on the passenger side.  Officer Eddie drives.  

EXT. FREEWAY – DAY

The car eats up the freeway.  The blue light is dwindling and the sun is rising above the lip of the horizon.  

SIGNPOST

Advertising the route to SUGAR CITY, IDAHO.  

WE can see cropfields, a field of strawberries, a scary-looking scarecrow on the side of the road.

INT. EDDIE AND EARL – DAY

Earl is holding a small napsack.  

Eddie

So Earl, is it?

Earl

Yep.

Eddie

So Earl, what’s your story?  What are you doin out here – the middle of nowhere?

Earl

Just...passing through.

Eddie

Uh-huh.  Where you headed? I can drop ya at Sugar City.  I mean that’s were I’m goin.

Earl nods.  Fine.  

Eddie

What line of business are you in, Earl? 

Earl

This is gonna sound a little weird.  Antiques.

Eddie

Uh-huh.

Earl

You heard me right, Eddie.  Antiques.

Eddie

Antiques, hey. That’s a respectable trade, what’s a kid like you doin mixed up in a racket like that? Whatever floats your boat.  

Eddie grins.

Earl

Is it Ed or Eddie?

Eddie

Eddie, the wife always calls me Ed – I hate it, but what can I do?  You married Earl?

(beat)

I ain’t getting too personal, prying too much, am I?  Only professional curiosity, being the cop here.  You divorced?  Separated?  Am I crossing that line.  Treading on your ice flow?

Earl waves him off. 

Earl

No skeletons hidin in my closet, Eddie.  Currently unattached, a free man so to speak.  

(pauses)

I like to thing of Antiques as commodities and myself as salesman.  No different from a car or a...fridge.  You with me? Selling that’s all about confidence.  Ask any car dealer or fridge dealer for that matter.  I have a product that you want, you just don’t know it yet...You can see when the cat’s in the bag, when the deal is sold, it’s in the eyes. So-called windows to the soul.  Take the mid to late eighteenth century.  A load of real quality items floating around, you just need to know where to look.  See –- that’s why I’m headed for Salt Lake, some rich industrialist is tryin to offload a small vault of real nice, top grade items.  Real intricate stuff --

Eddie is hooked.

Eddie.

Fascinating.  I see you’re really into that shit.  No disrespect.

Earl

Okay.  Now that’s why my radar is pointed at Salt Lake. Plus that’s where I hail from, originally. Yep.  Born and raised in Cedar City –- a stone’s throw from the big Salty lake itself.  

Eddie

Never been as far north.  Twin Falls native, not exactly L.A.P.D. territory but hey, it’s a swell place to live.

Earl

Swell.  Can’t complain about the place.  

Earl fishes out a pack of Camels from the depths of his napsack.  

Eddie

Those things will kill you in the end.

Earl

Maybe, yes –- but there’s more chance of getting nailed by a crazy psychopath or being run over –-

Earl cracks open his window.

EXT. OUTSIDE THE CAR – DAY

Earl tapping the ash from his cigarette to let it fall onto the freeway.  We watch it spin and drop to the asphalt.

The police car beetling along the freeway.

INT. EARL’S SIDE OF THE CAR – LATER - DAY

Earl chucks the butt onto freeway.

There is a glove compartment in front of Earl.  Earl pops the door open.  Inside there is the black REVOLVER we saw earlier lying ontop of a collection of offical police documents, warrants, tickets, etc.  

Carefully Earl takes out the revolver and places on his napsack.

CONCERNED OFFICER EDDIE 

Is looking at his gun which is now in the hands of Earl.

Earl is intrigued by the gun.  He holds it up and hefts it to feel the weight of the pressed metal.  Earl spins it round in his hand.  He runs his finger across the markings.  Earl is in awe of this weapon, this machine of war, Eddie’s lawgiver.  Nice.

Earl

Real nice piece of work you’ve got here.  

Earl strokes the gun lovingly.

Eddie

Er, yeah.  Piece of work.

Earl

What caliber do you use?

Eddie

(thinking fast)

I guess you don’t see many of those in your business.  You get many of the old bits – pistols, pikes and --

Earl

-- Muskets?

Eddie

Yeah, muskets –- from the Civil Wars.  I know this guy, Jimmy, does some lab work for the department.  He’s one screw short of a cabinet for these re-enactments.  Got the whole uniform, headgear and the...muskets.  Spends his entire weekend off running around these old battlefields, a real history nut, too --

-- What business, might that be?

Eddie

Like you said, the Antiques trade.

Earl

ANTIQUES.  Man.  That’s just a cover.  Surely officer Eddie you of all people appreciate the need for secrecy.  Sleight of hand, for deception.  I thought you guys kept these black beauties secreted on your person, you know in some kind of a holster affair.  Like in the West.  

Eddie

The West?

Earl

Yeah, the West.  The Wild West.  Heard of it?  Like in the pictures, A Fist Full of Dollars, like Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid, Jesse James...Take the spaghetti western, Sergio Leone, the man had vision, epic vision if think about Once Upon a Time in the West, a certain style and finesse, grace even.  He made some beautiful pictures. The whole Dollars trilogy.  The real Godfather of Western pictures.  Come on, the guy gave us Eastwood, the Man With No Name.  What about Butch  –- not an Italian venture but a fine movie -- there’s this scene, I love this one, you’ve got Paul Newman and Redford.  Redford, Sundance that is, looks at Newman but doesn’t say zip and turns away.  Newman says this great line, now listen up: I got a vision and the rest of the world wears bifocals.  How good is that?

Eddie  

I’m feelin it, Earl.  Newman did some top notch or  work, like...The Hustler or let me think.  It’s his intensity, all in the eyes.  Like you said.  Now if we can just –

Earl

Just what, Eddie.  Leave the negotiating to me!  I have your gun.  You ain’t got shit on me.  You better not be hiding any shotguns, pistols or -- muskets for me.  DO YOU UNDERSTAND? 

Eddie

What’ya want from me, Earl – if that is your given name.  

Eddie momentarily loses control of the car for a split second.  The car skids across the freeway, SQUEAL of slick tires on the asphalt.  

In a fluid movement Earl jams the black nozzle of the gun against Eddie’s head.  Eddie is squashed in-between the glass of the window and his own gun.  Earl bashes Eddie repeatedly against the window.

Earl

What-I-want-from-you?

Earl smashes Eddie into the window on each word.

Earl

Isn’t it more of a case of what you want from me, I’m the madman sticking your gun into precious Twin Falls cop head.  Keep your eyes on the goddamned road!  And keep a lid on it, Eddie, the more you moan and whine to me, the itchier my trigger finger gets.  And you don’t want me to exercise Mr. Trigger finger, do ya Mr. Officer of the Law. I have no quarms, no problem spreading your pretty features over the dash like  pumpkin pie.  Okay...Eddie?  Are we okay with that?

CLOSE on the nozzle of the gun.

Earl

Okay, driver take a left at the turnpike.

EXT. FREEWAY OUTSIDE SUGAR CITY – DAY

The police cruiser makes a left and exits the freeway.

The car pulls up in an empty parking lot.  It is the only vehicle in the lot.  

INT. FRONT OF THE CAR – DAY

Earl motions for Eddie to get out of the car.  He obliges.

Earl

Don’t even try anything cute.

EXT. PARKING LOT, OFF THE FREEWAY – DAY

Eddie is sprawled across the hood of the car.  Earl points the gun at Eddie and using his free hand he rips the handcuffs out of Eddie’s belt.  

Earl fumbles to do up the lock on the cuffs –- and does it eventually.  

Earl dangles the key for the cuffs in front of Eddie.  Suddenly he pitches the key skyward.  We watch it spin into the bushes.  

With great violence Earl rips the sunglasses off Eddie’s face without warning and tries them on for size.

Earl

How to I look?

Eddie is silent, his eyes are downcast.

Earl ducks down to the level of the wing mirror to take a look at his reflection.  He runs a finger through his hair.

EXT. REAR OF CAR – DAY

Earl and Eddie are standing by the trunk.

TIGHT on Earl inserting the key.  The CLICK of the lock accepting the key.

THE TRUNK SHOT

Showing both drifter Earl and officer Eddie.  The trunk swings open to reveal --

-- A man snaked up inside the trunk.  The man is Lewis Morgan, black, age thirty four.  Lewis is tied up and is gagged with insulation tape.  Lewis sports cuts and bruises and looks a complete mess.  Lewis is out for the count.  A fallen prize fighter.

Earl

You’ve been hidin out on me!  What or more specifically who in the hell is lining the trunk of this de-luxe police auto-mobile?

Eddie says nothing.

Earl

Cat tied your tongue, officer candidate?  Since when was carrying 200 pound black dudes a Twin 

(Cont’d)

Earl

(Cont’d)

Falls Police Dept. requirement? Shit! Man, you’ve got serious issues here.  This is fucked up Officer Eddie.  I demand an explanation?  Mr. Trigger Finger wants an explanation too.  What’s the story here?  You got a permit for this?  

Earl slams shut the trunk.

Earl grabs Eddie forcefully and rummages through his jacket.  A-ha.  There it is.  Earl fishes out a wallet.  The wallet is a fat crocodile skin style affair.

TIGHT on the wallet as Earl thumbs through its contents.  He scoops out a fat fold of bills.  We can see various police papers, warrants, speeding tickets, stubs and we –-

CUT TO:

INSERT OF DRIVER’S LICENSE

The license is registered in the name of one Lewis Morgan, not Eddie Stein, Idaho Police Dept.  The photo is so obviously not Eddie, apart from anything else Eddie is not black and is not 200 pounds and does not reside in the goddamned trunk.  And he is no goddamned police officer.

FADE TO BLACK

Roll credits over MUSIC.

