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OPEN ON:

Pale blue sky. Almost white. HEAVY EXHALED BREATHS the only
sound

AN OPEN HAND inches into frame. Fingers stretched out, as if
to say —- I COME IN PEACE ...

Next comes an arm. Arm leads to a man. A man whose eyes are
filled with purpose ...

CAMERA FOLLOWS HIM --

His name is JOHN DUTTON. In his 60'S. Maybe older. Hard to
say -- decades of harsh sun and hard winters have carved
canyons in his face, but his body is that of a man many years
younger. He moves slow. Deliberate ...

JOHN DUTTON
Shhhhh

A WHITE CLOUD OF STEAM blasts against his hand. He doesn’t
stop. Keeps moving forward ...

A HORSE'S HEAD ENTERS FRAME. Eyes wide with fear. The horse
snorts panicked breaths into John Dutton’s open palm.

JOHN DUTTON (CONT'D)
Easy ...

John Dutton stops his hand inches from the horse’s nose. It’s
wild eyes get wilder, jerks back. John just holds his hand
out. Willing to wait forever ...

The horse leans close. John Dutton moves closer -- until his
nose presses against the horse’s flared nostril. It breathes
John Dutton’s breath deep into its lungs. Seems to recognize
the scent. Visibly relaxes. John Dutton places a hand to the
horse’s jaw. Strokes it. Wild eyes grow heavy ...

PUSH IN ON --

THE HORSE'’S EYE. Until it fills the frame. Until the TINY RED
AND BLUE STROBE OF SIRENS can be seen in it’s reflection. The
faintest hint of the sirens’ wail penetrates the silence ...

WIDEN TO REVEAL --

The horse’s head and neck protrude from an OVERTURNED HORSE
TRAILER sitting in the bar ditch off MONTANA HIGHWAY 298.
It’s BROKEN LEG hangs limp out a shattered trailer window
just beside its head.
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Beyond the trailer is what’s left of John Dutton’s PICKUP.
Beyond that is a trail of debris that leads to the OVERTURNED
BIG RIG that slammed into him, pluming black smoke into a
blue Montana sky ...

The big rig’s cargo, A ROCK TRENCHER (basically a bulldozer
with a 25 foot long chainsaw blade extending from the front),
now sits on its side in the opposite bar ditch.

BACK TO JOHN DUTTON --

Only now do we see that he is holding a pistol. He rubs
between the horse’s ears. Speaks in a deep, soothing voice.

JOHN DUTTON (CONT'D)
Not fair, this life ...

He places the barrel of the pistol beneath the horse’s jaw.
The horse flinches at the cold steel.

JOHN DUTTON (CONT'D)
I know ... You deserve better, but
the best I can offer you is peace.

He strokes the horse’s face as he pulls the trigger. The
horse goes limp, it’s weight sucking it back into the trailer
with a crash.

John Dutton wipes BLOOD SPLATTER from his face. Wipes at his
own blood -- pouring from a deep gash running the length of
his forehead as he marches toward the overturned big rig.

Looks in the cab. Hard to say where metal ends and truck
driver begins. One thing is certain -- the driver'’s already
out of his misery.

John Dutton looks up the winding road toward the approaching
police vehicles -- sirens screaming their way closer.

Finds his cowboy hat in the bar ditch. Dusts it off, places
it on his head.

Sees a SMOLDERING PIECE OF PAPER. Picks it up. It’'s
completely charred except for the right margin where A SYMBOL
rests -- GOLD LEAVES arranged in the shape of a cross ...

John Dutton looks back at the rock trencher. Tries to figure
out what the hell it is, and what it’s doing here. Gives up,
looks out over a field and sees —-

A MAMA COW AND CALF stare across a barbed wire fence trying
to make sense of the chaos they just witnessed. John Dutton
walks to the fence, leans against it, stares back at them ...
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JOHN DUTTON (CONT'D)
The things we lose to keep you fed.

The cow moos her response as police vehicles skid to a stop.
John wipes at the blood that runs like a broken pipe from his
forehead. DEPUTIES leap from their vehicles.

DEPUTY
Jesus, that’s John Dutton.
COMMISSIONER, ARE YOU ALRIGHT??

John Dutton doesn’t answer. Doesn’t look back. Just stares
out over the cattle. Blood runs into his eye. He lets it ...

EXT. TRUCK STOP -- WYOMING/MONTANA BORDER -- DAY.

A battered RED PICKUP pulls an OLD STOCK TRAILER into A TRUCK
STOP surrounded by land so flat you could stand on the
truck’s bumper and see across the whole state ... Prairie
grass and sagebrush the only thing in any direction ...

Driver steps out, starts pumping gas. His name is CORY(26).
He'’'s built like a deer rifle -- long and lean with no
unnecessary bulk. Battered cowboy hat pulled low over sad,
dangerous eyes and a face so handsome it’s hard to look
directly at it.

He studies the flurry of activity at the truck stop --

TRUCKERS, TOURISTS, and RANCHERS wander in and out of the
21st century version of a supply outpost where FLASHING NEON
and POP MUSIC PIPED THROUGH SPEAKERS has replaced horses and
hitching posts and the quiet of the plains ...

A GROUP OF BIKERS pulls to the pumps across from Cory. MUSIC
AND MOTORCYCLES AND TOUR BUSES ... It’s all too much activity
for Cory, he keeps his focus firmly on the gas pump.

BIKER (0.S.)
Hey. Thank you.

A HAND finds Cory’s shoulder. He whips around with the speed
of a snake. Finds the HARD FACE of a 45 YEAR OLD MAN.
AMERICAN FLAG BANDANA over his balding head. Brand new
leather covers his thick frame. He stands a good six inches
over Cory.

BIKER (CONT’D)
For your service.

The biker points to a NAVY SEAL TRIDENT on Cory's rear
windshield. Cory gives the tiniest of nods, then returns to
the task of pumping gas ...

* o * X *

*

* ok X ¥ % * * o * o * X *

*



Blue (mm/dd/yyyy) 4.

BIKER (CONT’D)
Hope you racked up a lot of kills
on those bastards.

Cory returns the hose to the pump, glances in the man’s
direction.

CORY
Just enough to keep you free.

The biker’s GIRLFRIEND is reaching her hand through a slit in
the stock trailer, trying to pet the horse tied in back.

BIKER WOMAN
Can I pet him?

CORY
No. Get off my trailer before he --

All the bikers have filtered their way around Cory and his
trailer as the woman reaches her hand through the trailer,
then pulls it out screaming.

BIKER WOMAN
OWWW! IT FUCKING BIT ME!

She pulls her hand back like she might hit the horse and Cory
grabs her by her jacket and yanks her off. She stumbles to
the ground with a shriek. The biker lunges forward, putting a
hand to Cory’s chest --

The second his hand touches Cory, he hits him in the mouth
with a short, violent punch, then grabs the man’s thumb,
twists, pulls the man’s hand toward him then bends him to the
ground. The man whimpers in surrender ...

The other bikers rush forward, then all stop at once, seeing
something in Cory’s eyes they have likely never seen before --

A willingness to kill or die, right here, right now, for no
reason at all. Or none they understand anyway ...

He looks at the stunned group of bikers and goes from feeling
furious to foolish in an instant. Jerks the big man to his
feet ...

CORY
Sorry

Cory looks at the biker’s girlfriend, still sitting on the
ground, mangled fingers from the horse-bite. She stares at
him with a look of violation he hasn’t seen since he left
Afghanistan.

* o * X * o * X *

*
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CORY (CONT’D)
He's a biter. That’s why I said
‘don’'t pet him’.

The woman points to her bike boyfriend’s shattered face.

BIKER WOMAN
What about that?!?!

The big biker surveys the damage and looks at Cory. Seems his
feelings hurt him more than his face.

BIKER
All T said was thanks, man.

Cory looks at the beaten biker, then over the frozen faces of
the others, feels they deserve even more explanation.

CORY
In the parks they have signs that
say keep 100 feet from any
wildlife. That'’s pretty good advice
anywhere you go around here ...

Cory climbs into his truck and drives away ...

EXT. GAS FIELDS -- MONTANA/WYOMING BORDER-- DAY.

AN ENORMOUS BLUE-GRAY STALLION STARES INTO CAMERA. Pawing the
earth. Warning us to go away ... Behind him -- A DOZEN WILD
MUSTANGS, huddled together among GAS WELLS AND DRILLING RIGS
that rise 80 feet in the air, littering the horizon.

A GROUP OF MEN watch them from a distance -- all wearing
orange hard hats. Cory stands beside them.

PETROLEUM ENGINEER
I don’'t know how you'’re going to
get them out by yourself.

CORY
Don’t have to get them all out,
just the stallion. Once he’s gone,
the rest will leave on their own.

PETROLEUM ENGINEER
Best of luck. That bastard kicked
my truck door so hard we had to use
a crowbar to get it open. Damn
mustang’s done more in one week to
stop drilling than every
environmental group in the state.

* o
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CORY
Maybe I should leave him where he
is.

Cory walks to his horse trailer, where a SORREL HORSE stands
tied and saddled. Climbs on and uncoils a rope ...

OIL WORKER
Where’'d you find this guy?

PETROLEUM ENGINEER
Yellow Pages. Ad says he works with
problem horses.

The oil workers laugh, shake their heads.

OIL WORKER
This should be interesting.

Cory spurs his horse into a dead run. The mustangs panic and
bolt, all but the stallion -- who dances in place, snorts and
runs right toward Cory.

PETROLEUM ENGINEER
That kid’s fucking crazy.

Cory spurs his horse faster, swinging his rope. Lets the loop
grow larger. LARGER. Tosses it over the stallion without
slowing down, jerking the screaming animal around. The three
of them kick and scream and run through the shadows of oil
rigs that loom over the sagebrush like skyscrapers ...

EXT. MONTANA HIGHWAY -- LATER.
Cory’'s pickup and trailer head back the way they came. HOOVES
SLAMMING METAL, rocking the trailer as the panicked stallion
tries to kick his way to freedom.
INT. CORY'’'S PICKUP -- CONT.
Cory looks in the rearview mirror as the trailer bucks and
sways. He shakes his head, looks back to the road and a GREEN
ROAD SIGN that reads:

ENTERING THE WHITE PLAINS INDIAN RESERVATION.

Beyond the sign -- no yellow line, no fences, and no
cultivation. He drives past the sign and leaves order behind.

*
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EXT. CORY'S TRUCK -- LATER.
TRUCK'’S POV —--

CHICKENS. Run single file across the road toward a rotted,
plywood coop beside a house that’s been abandoned for years
Cory looks out the window at the reality of reservation life:

—— A mobile home sits bent and twisted like a plastic cup
tossed in a fire. 0Old appliances, rusted vehicles, and broken
farm equipment litter the land around it ...

—— A house with no roof, its walls covered in graffiti ...

Cory passes three TEENAGE BOYS. Two ride OLD BICYCLES, one
rides bareback on A SKINNY PAINT HORSE.

They're dressed like gangbangers from LA: baggy pants,
OAKLAND RAIDERS caps cocked to the side. The boy on the horse
holds a radio the size of a toolbox, HIP HOP blaring through
blown speakers ...

Up ahead is a SINGLE-WIDE MOBILE HOME.

MEN stand shirtless in the yard, tending to a large fire with
shovels. Beside the fire is A SWEAT LODGE COVERED IN
BLANKETS. Beside the sweat lodge is A FLAG POLE REACHING 30
FEET IN THE AIR -- AN AMERICA FLAG whips in the breeze,
flying UPSIDE DOWN.

The men look at Cory as he passes, the trailer rocking back
and forth as the stallion tries to kick his way to freedom.
Cory glances at the upside down flag in his rearview mirror --
the international symbol for distress ...

Cory slows and turns down a gravel road, pulls to a stop in
front of a single-wide trailer. Across from it -- a small
barn, couple of corrals, and a round pen. Beyond that --
buffalo grass and sagebrush. Cory swings open the back of the
horse trailer, leads out his ranch horse. Ties him to the
fence. Looks in the trailer...

CORY’'S POV —-
AN ALUMINUM DIVIDER hides the stallion. The horse raises its
head over the divider -- a wild eye makes contact with Cory.
TATE (0.S.)
DADDY!!!

Cory’s son TATE(4) explodes from the house, runs toward him.
Cory scoops him up. Tate’s eyes are blue like his daddy, but
his hair is dark and skin the color of caramel. Like the
woman now standing on the porch ...
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MONICA(25) Fierce eyes in a kind face and a calm, easy
demeanor in stark contrast to the harsh land that surrounds
them.

HOOVES EXPLODE INTO METAL. Her attention goes to the trailer.
The noise attracts CHILDREN from the neighboring homes ...

MONICA
Bet it was fun putting him in the
trailer.

CORY

Like hauling a tornado.
All the neighborhood children now stand around the trailer.

MONICA
How are you going to get him out?

Cory hands Tate to Monica.

CORY
I'm making this up as I go, babe.

Walks to the round pen and swings the gate open.

CORY (CONT’D)
I'd step back a bit further.

Monica steps back. The children rush back like scared dogs,
then slowly creep forward, too fascinated to stay away.

Cory climbs in the trailer, walks SLOWLY TOWARD THE DIVIDER
AND THE WILD EYE LOOKING OVER IT ...

CORY (CONT’D)
It’'s okay. I know it don’t feel
that way. But it is ...

Cory reaches over the divider and grabs the halter with one
hand. Other hand unties the lead rope. He unlatches the
divider, swings it open and all hell breaks loose ...

MONICA’'S POV --

The trailer rocks so hard it almost flips over. The sound of
1200 pounds stomping toward the back of the trailer thunders
toward her. One leg appears, then another, then the horse
backs out and rears up on its hind legs and screams.

Cory swings the rope in a fast loop inches from the horse’s
nose. It drops to all fours and backs away wildly.



Blue (mm/dd/yyyy) 9.

Cory drives the horse into the round pen. Slides his hand
beneath the horse’s chin and in an instant, lead rope is
disconnected from halter. The horse bolts for the opposite
side of the pen. Cory walks out and closes the gate ...

TATE
Can I pet him?

MONICA
Sure, son. In about a year.

Cory laughs.

CORY
No fear in this one. He got that
from you.

MONICA

You mean no common sense. He got
that from you.

TWO NATIVE AMERICAN MEN walk over. ROBERT LONG(35), built
like an NFL safety, with hard, uncaring eyes. And SAM YELLOW
BIRD(33), a kind, jolly face and so skinny he has to jog
around the shower to keep from falling down the drain.

They stare at the horse, nodding. Robert’s eyes find Kyle.
ROBERT LONG
I guess your homework’s in the
kitchen doing itself ...

Kyle’s already running home before the sentence is finished.

YELLOW BIRD
He’'s gonna be fun to break.

Cory nods.

YELLOW BIRD (CONT’D)
Well, holler if you need help ...

Yellow Bird smiles and walks back down the road, leaving
Robert Long, Cory, and a thick silence.

ROBERT LONG
You free tomorrow? Could use a
hand.

CORY
.e. Sure.

Robert Long nods, walks back toward his house. Points at the
stallion.

* o * X *

*
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ROBERT LONG
Bring a horse, but not that one.

Cory looks at Monica, who raises an eyebrow.

MONICA
That'’s progress.

CORY
It's something.

MONICA
I have parent conferences tonight.
You’'re on Tate patrol.

She looks at the stallion pawing the earth.

MONICA (CONT'D)
I wonder what he’s thinking ...

CORY

He'’'s thinking I took his freedom.
MONICA

Well ... He's right.

She kisses him, walks to the house.

MONICA (CONT'D)
Supper’s ready.

She walks inside, leaving Cory alone in the yard. He looks at
the stallion standing in the center of the pen, breathing
heavy, daring the whole world to fight him. Cory watches the
stallion paw the earth and snort. Knows exactly how it feels.

INT. OFFICE -- GOLDMAN-SACHS -- CHICAGO -- DAY.

56TH floor. Corner office. Behind a sleek, glass desk stands
BETHANY DUTTON(32). She is the smartest person in whatever
room she enters. There is an air about her, a recklessness, a
gleam in her eye that tells you from the beginning -- she
does not give a fuck. It is beguiling ...

She holds a phone to her ear as she sits at her desk.
BETH
Sure building something ... Of
course he didn’t, he couldn’t find
his ass with both hands ...

A YOUNG MAN IN A SUIT POPS HIS HEAD IN --

* o XF X * * ok X ¥ % *
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YOUNG MAN
Bob needs you.

BETH
Give me a minute.

YOUNG MAN
I don’t think he has a minute.

She studies the young man’s worried face.

BETH
(into phone) I’1ll get into it.

Hangs up the phone. Marches out the door.

INT. BOARDROOM -- GOLDMAN SACHS CHICAGO -- LATER.

A WALL OF GLASS overlooks downtown Chicago. A table that
seats thirty. One one end A GROUP OF ATTORNEYS AND
BUSINESSMEN YELLING ACROSS THE TABLE AT BOB SCHWARTZ(60)
reeks of good breeding and money. The TWO ATTORNEYS BESIDE
BOB ARE SCREAMING BACK. EVERYONE IN THE ROOM IS STANDING BUT
BOB, who simply sits, shaking his head at the chaos ...

No one notices Beth when she first walks in the room, but as
she makes her way to the seat beside Bob, the room gets
quiet.

She looks at the men as she sits.

CRAIG MARTIN(50), Texas twang and a golfer'’s tan, looks at
Beth.

BETH
I can hear you screaming halfway
down the hall, Craig. Maybe you
should back off the cross-fit a
little.

CRAIG
Thought we were going to try and
work this out, Bob.

BOB
We've been trying to work it out
for three hours. (Points to Beth)
This is the alternative.

TEXAS ATTORNEY
(To Beth) We’re not looking to
merge.

* ok X X ¥ % *
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BETH
No one’s looking to merge with you.
You have a 3 to 1 debt ratio. It’d
be easier to sell VCRs.

CRAIG
I'm not going to be bullied by your
hatchet man, Bob. We will pull our
funds and take our business down
the street to Chase.

BOB
All we're asking is suspend the
dividend --

CRAIG
AND KILL THE STOCK!

BETH
What do you think’s going to happen
when I dump our 18% share in your
company tomorrow morning.

Silence from Craig.

BETH (CONT'D)
I'1l tell you what: the stock will
drop below 10, SEC will suspend
trading and every creditor you have
will file on you ... Your company
will be chapter 11 by Friday.

Craig sits down.

BETH (CONT’'D)
And since we are your largest
creditor, I can promise you there
will be no negotiating then. I will
be CEO of R.L. Energy by Monday. I
will fire every employee, then sell
your leases and equipment to
Chevron for 30 cents on the dollar,
and you will have the unique
distinction of being the only
drilling company that has gone
bankrupt in the largest oil boom of
the last century. Won’t that look
good on a resume ...

Craig looks like he may weep.

CRAIG
I started this company in my
garage.

12.

* o * X
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BETH
That’s where it’s going to end up
if you don’t suspend the dividend
and allow us to assume management.

Craig’s pleading eyes shift to Bob.

BETH (CONT’D)
Don’'t look at him, you’re dealing
with me now ... What’s it going to
be? Are we saving your company
tomorrow or killing it.

Craig looks into her eyes -- She puts more emotion into her
grocery list. Craig’s attorneys whisper frantically in his
ears. He looks at Beth, closes his eyes, and nods ...

BOB
You made the right choice, Craig.
We'll get you through this.

Beth stands walks to the door, hears Craig mutter something
under his breath that sounds a lot like bitch. She stops,
leans close.

BETH
I just saved your house and put
your kids through college. Maybe
there’s something else you could
say that’s more appropriate.
He looks up at her.

CRAIG
Thank you.

BETH
You're welcome.

She walks out ...

EXT. ESTABLISHING SHOT OF YELLOWSTONE RANCH -- BEFORE DAWN.

A MOONLESS NIGHT. NO SOUND. CAMERA PUSHES TOWARD THE

YELLOWSTONE LODGE ... 10,000 square feet of timber cut before

Montana was a state.

PUSH IN ON LIGHT SPILLING FROM A SECOND FLOOR WINDOW ...

* ok X ¥ % * * o * X
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INT. BATHROOM -- CONT.

A BATHROOM SINK fills the frame. DROPS OF BLOOD fall on white
porcelain. Then another ...

John Dutton stares at himself in the mirror, stitching closed
the wound on his forehead. Bathroom door swings open. JAMIE
DUTTON (38) appears in the doorway. Wears a suit and tie. You
must look close to notice thick hands and sun damaged skin.
He'’'s managed to wash most of the cowboy off him. Most of it.

JOHN DUTTON
Your mother was always better at
this.

JAMIE DUTTON
You know who’s really good at it?
Doctors. Should’ve done this
yesterday ...

John glances at Jamie in the mirror, then back to the
business of sewing.

JAMIE DUTTON (CONT'D)
At least let me do it.

John Dutton hands him the sutures ... No reaction from John
Dutton as Jamie punches the suture through his skin. No
reaction as he pulls the suture through. In fact, it seems
John Dutton is focused on something else entirely ...

JOHN DUTTON

When you say ‘no’ it must be the
death of the question. If there’s a
hint of maybe, the questions won’'t
stop until they find something you
can’'t say no to ... You've got to
learn when to think like a lawyer
and when to think like a landowner.

Jamie ties off the suture -- few doctors could do better.
John Dutton studies the stitching in the mirror.

JOHN DUTTON (CONT'D)
I'll say this, you have your
mother’s hands.

John Dutton walks out. Jamie looks down at the bloody sink,
turns on the faucet, washing the blood away ...
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EXT. YELLOWSTONE LODGE -- DAWN.

Across from the lodge is a barn. HORSES STAND TIED TO
HITCHING POSTS. COWBOYS SADDLE THEM. BOOTS FIND STIRRUPS.
COWBOYS MOUNT. ADJUST THEIR TACK. ADJUST THEMSELVES IN THE
SADDLE. A HELICOPTER SITS ON A PAD. ITS ROTORS WHIRL TO LIFE
... Jamie steps out on the porch as his father walks toward
the chopper.

JAMIE DUTTON
I told them no. I said you wouldn’'t
consider it ... Should you consider
it? Absolutely. We could use the
money, and the leverage that comes
with it.

LEE DUTTON(45) WALKS TOWARD JOHN DUTTON. 6’3” if he’s an
inch. The man looks hard, but somehow still kind.

LEE DUTTON
You're not coming?

JOHN DUTTON
I got a meeting in Bozeman ... Wear
your badge. Take a rifle.

LEE DUTTON
They won'’t give us any trouble over
strays. Hell, they usually help us
round them up ...

JOHN DUTTON
Badge is for the ranchers riding
with you. It’ll keep them from
bringing home any extras.

Lee heads for the house. Walks past Jamie who is still
staring at his father.

JAMIE DUTTON
... Did you hear me?

JOHN DUTTON
Leverage is knowing if someone had

all the money in the world ... This
is what they’d buy.

JOHN DUTTON walks to the chopper. Climbs in. It rises ...

EXT. CENTRAL MONTANA PLAINS -- DAY.

SUNLIGHT reflects off the WINDSHIELDS OF CARS filling the
parking lot of THE PRAIRIE CASINO AND HOTEL ...
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CAMERA HOVERS OVER THE PARKING LOT --

TENTS AND TEEPEES form a giant square. Inside the square,
NATIVE AMERICAN DANCERS bounce and spin WEARING OUTFITS
comprising every color in the spectrum. Looks like a rainbow
tornado swirling angrily on the asphalt ...

DANCERS SWIRL AND SPIN AND CHANT IN A FRENETIC CIRCLE. MEN
SIT AROUND DRUMS THE SIZE OF BIG SCREEN TV'’S AND POUND THEM
WITH 3 FOOT LONG DRUMSTICKS ...

Chants and drums and shrill singing create a chaotic, almost
violent sound that can’t really be called a song. More like a
riot with rhythm ...

INT. INDIAN CASINO OFFICE -- CONT.

PLUSH COUCHES. MAHOGANY DESKS. A WALL OF GLASS overlooks the
floor of a CASINO, offering a view of countless truckers and
tourists losing money by the millions.

THOMAS RAINWATER(38), NATIVE AMERICAN, short hair perfectly
parted, wears a ZEGNA SUIT. Looks more like an investment
banker than Chief of an Indian Nation. He stares through
tinted glass at the Pow Wow three stories below ...

TRIBAL COUNCIL MEMBERS huddle together. Speak in whispers,
glance at Rainwater and nod in unison -- as if his very
presence is the answer to every question they ask.

A TRIBAL POLICE OFFICER stands in the corner swinging a
SMUDGE POT -- a coffee can with wire handles filled with
burning cedar, spreading smoke that keeps the devil away ...

A KNOCK AT THE DOOR ... A TRIBAL OFFICER opens it -- US
SENATOR DIANA HUNTINGTON(45), perfect suit and hair of a
politician, face hardened by decades of indignation, stands
with an army of aides.

HUNTINGTON
Sorry for being late. I wanted to
see the reservation first.

Rainwater shakes her hand, guides her to a long, leather
sofa. She sits. He removes his jacket and lays it across the
back of a chair.

He stands across from her as two NATIVE AMERICAN WOMEN carry
over a WAR BONNET, TWO ROWS OF EAGLE FEATHERS DRAPING TO THE
GROUND. He lowers his head and they fit it to him.

RAINWATER
Did you enjoy the tour, Senator?
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HUNTINGTON
No, I did not.

RAINWATER
It’'s good you took it. Inequity
must be witnessed to be changed.

She looks at this handsome, sophisticated man.

HUNTINGTON
I can’'t imagine all your mother
overcame to raise you here.

RAINWATER
Never met my mother. And I wasn'’t
raised here.

A MEDICINE MAN fills an ABALONE SHELL with sage. Lights it.
Offers it to Rainwater who uses his hands to scoop the smoke
over his head like water.

RAINWATER (CONT'D)
Until I was 18 I thought I was
Mexican.

He gives Huntington the hint of a smile.

RAINWATER (CONT'D)
Even though I didn’t look Mexican.
Didn’t feel Mexican - if one can
feel their heritage, which I
believe one can. When I turned 18,
my adoption records were unsealed,
and imagine my surprise ... I
confronted my adopted parents, who
said they lied to protect me. Said
as a Mexican, I would face
discrimination, sure, but as an
Indian I would know a hatred that
must be endured to be fully
understood. They thought they were
giving me a better chance at life.

Huntington shakes her head in shame. In fury.

RAINWATER (CONT'D)
That’s this nation’s policy toward
us. Always has been. If we want a
better life, all we have to do is
stop being Indian.

War Bonnet is attached. He's ready.
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HUNTINGTON
I'm going to change that policy.

RAINWATER
My people are the only ones who can
change that policy.

He turns toward the glass, looks out over the casino floor.

RAINWATER (CONT'D)
The gambler’s money is like a
river. Flowing one way. Our way ...
Senator, you have never driven a
road, walked a trail, or skied a
mountain in Montana that didn’t
belong to my people first. This
nation won't give it back? So be
it. We’'ll buy it back. With their
money.

HUNTINGTON
«++ What do you want from me?

RAINWATER
I want you to help me spend it.

She stares in his eyes, as full of indignation as hers. Nods.

RAINWATER (CONT’D)
Come meet the people we’re saving.

He offers his hand. CAMERA FOLLOWS as he leads her to glass
double-doors. A TRIBAL POLICEMAN pushes them open. They step
onto a balcony. HEAR THE SOUND OF PEOPLE CHEERING like their
existence depends on it. Because it does.

INT. TED

Polished
stylish.
BAR, one
there is

TURNER'S MONTANA GRILL -- CONT.

wood floors and white table cloths. The place is
Upscale. If it weren’'t for the BISON HEAD OVER THE
might think this is restaurant in New York. In fact,
one in New York. Right on Times Square ...

BETH sits alone at the bar. A MAN at other the end sips his
beer and stares at her. Can’t take it anymore, has to give it

a shot

Nothing.

MAN
My name’s Ted.
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TED
Where are you from?

She points to the ground without ever looking at him.

TED (CONT’D)
Really? I’'ve been here a week and
you’'re the first person I've met
who’s actually from here.

She sizes him up -- polarized sunglasses around his neck.
Fishing shirt. Sunburned, but still handsome ...

TED (CONT’D)
Can I buy you a drink?

BETH
Why not.

Holds up her glass to the bartender. Ted scoots closer.

TED
Don’'t live here anymore though. Not
dressed like that. You came back
for ... A family reunion? No, those
never happen at home for some
reason. It’s May, and Bozeman'’s a
college town, so ... I’'ll say
graduation. A sister?

She sips her drink.

TED (CONT’D)
Am I close?

BETH
Do you feel close, Ted?

TED
(Sly grin) It feels like I'm
getting close.

She shakes her head, looks at him.

BETH
My turn. You're in real estate, or
something equally as unimportant.
Married, with a couple of kids and
one on the way. That was your
excuse to come out here -- you need
the break because work and family
is so demanding. Little fresh air.
A little ‘me’ time.

(MORE)



20.

BETH (CONT'D)
You came alone because most of your
friends don’t have the money, and
those who do have wives a whole lot
smarter than yours. Because let’s
be honest Ted, you didn’t come here
to fish. You’re hunting. That’s why
you’'re sitting in a bar instead of
standing in a river.

Bingo. He stares at her for an eternity.

TED
Who are you to judge me?

BETH
Not judging. I'm hunting too. Just
not hunting you.

The side doors of the restaurant open and A GROUP OF
ATTORNEYS AND REAL ESTATE DEVELOPERS flood in, eager for a
much needed drink. Beth watches them like prey ...

TED
... What’s wrong with me?

BETH
You look like a real soft fuck,
Ted. All you city boys do.

She slides off her stool and glides toward the attorneys.

EXT. HIGH PLAINS -- CENTRAL MONTANA -- DAY.

BUREAU OF LAND MANAGEMENT POLICE VEHICLES are parked in the
sagebrush. SIRENS FLASH. MEN ON HORSEBACK PACE BACK AND
FORTH ALONG A FENCE LINE. All of them shouting. All of them
armed.

CAMERA HURRIES CLOSER --

On the other side of the fence are MORE POLICE VEHICLES WITH
ARROWHEAD INSIGNIAS AND THE WORDS ‘TRIBAL POLICE’ ON THE
DOOR. TRIBAL POLICE OFFICERS, and what looks to be every man
in the tribe with a rifle, stand on the other side of the
fence. A closer look reveals THERE IS NO WIRE BETWEEN THE
POSTS

In the distance, cattle graze reservation land. Frantic
RANCHERS scream like parents separated from their children.
The NATIVE AMERICAN MEN laugh and taunt them, having the time
of their lives ... A RANCHER rides inches from the fence,
points and screams --
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RANCHER
THAT'S OUR PROPERTY GODDAMMIT!!

A NATIVE AMERICAN MAN in his 30's, big belly, bigger rifle,
smokes a cigarette and smiles.

BIG BELLY
Can’'t hear ya’. Come about two feet
closer.

RANCHER

Think I won’'t?

BIG BELLY
I think you shouldn’t, but coming
on our land is bred into you
people.

The rancher leaps from his horse, marches toward Big Belly.

RANCHER
I’'ve had enough of this shit.

As the rancher takes his first step on Indian land, A FIST
drives him to the ground. A BOOT presses his face into the
dirt. Fights to breath, fights to look at his attacker. When
he does, 500 years of hate stare back -- ROBERT LONG stands
over him, says with no emotion:

LONG
When those cattle walked on our
land they became our cattle. To do
with as we please. Just like you.

Men on both sides of the fence react -- pointing weapons,
screaming. The stand-off is seconds from becoming a massacre.

CAMERA FINDS --

Lee Dutton walks with purpose through the chaos. He raises
his rifle and holds it inches from Long’s head.

LEE DUTTON
Whatever happens next happens to
you first.

A HELICOPTER can be heard in the distance. Getting closer.
CLOSER. Until it hovers right over the stand-off

The violence of the rotors forces every man to cover their
eyes and flee. Long removes his boot and seeks cover. The
rancher scurries to the safety of Lee’s shadow, who merely
lowers his hat and weathers the storm ... The chopper lands.
John Dutton steps out. Marches toward Lee.
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JOHN DUTTON
Boy, you sure made a mess of this.

LEE DUTTON
It was a mess when I got here.

John Dutton walks between the fence posts like he owns both
sides. No one says a word. TRIBAL POLICE CAPTAIN BEN
WATERS(40) runs up to him.

WATERS
This is a tribal issue, John.
Livestock Commission’s got no
authority here.

John Dutton keeps walking, points toward the cattle.

JOHN DUTTON
Those look like livestock to me.

WATERS
Police chief’s at the Commencement.
I'm calling the shots.

JOHN DUTTON
I'm impressed you said that with a
straight face, Ben.

Dutton spots a rusted pickup. An OLD MAN sits on the
tailgate. MARCUS LONG is 80 if he’s a day. His face is a
basket weave of wrinkles. WHITE HAIR hangs beneath a battered
cowboy hat in a pony tail to his waist ...

MARCUS
The cattle wandered onto rez land,
John.

JOHN DUTTON
Cattle don’t know the difference
between your land and ours.

MARCUS
Neither did we until the government
showed us. Now, I guess we’'re
showing you.

Marcus looks at John Dutton for the first time.

MARCUS (CONT’'D)
I argued against it, but the new
chief ... Hungry for a fight, this
one.
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JOHN DUTTON
Tell the ‘new chief’ I’1ll have
brand inspectors on every road
leaving the reservation.

MARCUS
He knows.

John Dutton feels something he rarely feels -- confused.

JOHN DUTTON
I don’'t see how anyone gains from
this, Marcus.

MARCUS
I don’'t either. (Shrugs) But he
don’t think like me. Grew up in
Denver. Went to some big
university. Now he thinks like you.

John Dutton looks off toward the cattle. Sees something that
turns his face the color of ash ...

FOLLOW HIS GAZE -—-

In the distance A COWBOY rides alone through the stolen herd,
gently pushing them deeper into the reservation. The cowboy
feels eyes on him. Stops and looks back at John Dutton. See
the cowboy’s face clearly now —--

IT’'S CORY. CORY AND JOHN DUTTON stare at each other for an
eternity, then Cory returns his attention to the cattle.

MARCUS (CONT'D)
I'1l]l keep them here as long as I
can, John.

JOHN DUTTON

I'll bring up hay so they don’'t
wander.

John Dutton turns and walks toward Lee, says as he passes —-

JOHN DUTTON (CONT'D)
Clear everyone out.

LEE DUTTON
There was barbed wire on this fence
a week ago.

JOHN DUTTON
I know.

John Dutton walks back to the chopper ...
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