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WZid Blue (CRAZGA20I3) b

ERT. PACIFIC CREST TRAIL -~ DAY

3 breathtakingly keautiful and remcte part of northern
california -~ luridly green foreste, forbidding mountains, an
enormeus sky. He sicns of civilization anywherse. We can hear
the sound of human breathing, though ~ hex breath is ragged,
maybe distressed.

And now we see a hiking boot that elearly has scomething Lo do
with the breathing. It's net on 5 fool - ii's perchsd on a
rock.

The boot's owner ls CHERYL, Fllthy, possibly bionde hair, her
face and lege covered in cute and bruises. On the ground
beside her ip an encrmous back-pack, as big as she is

aimost. She'® trying to remove the other hoot, a process
that's causlng her immense pain.

The boot comss off. She throws it down beside tihe otber one.
Wow all she neads to do fs peel off the blocdestainsd sook.
She tears the soock off ir one fast agonizing movemsnt. Bhe
winces and curees.

Clogse on her sxpesed foot, which is a raw, polpy mess. One of
her tosnalls is loose. Bhe sings...

CEERYL
Ird rather he a hammer then a2 nail...

...takes a deep breath, and suddenly ripa the entire toesnail
off,

Thig causes a chain reactlon. She twists away in pain, and
knocks the giant packe-pack ower. The back-pack falls against
the boot, and bounces it towards the edoge of the path whers
it topples down and desp into the woods below. Cheryl stands
up and pesrs down in disbelief.

CURRYL (CONT'D)
W
ghe sits back down and takss cff ner cther poot. This tine
she gets the boot and the sock off in ssconds. She must fsel
the pain, but her anger and despair trump it.

CHERYL [CONT'L)
FUCH I0U, BITCH!

fhe stands up ard HURLE the one remaining boot down inte the
woods towarda lte mate.

Lz it falls, a SUDDEN RiSE of discoanected images - a syrings
going into an ankle. ..

(CORDENIES



Arno Elue (QRF36572013) 2.
COTINUER

different hedy parts in varicus stages of sex... a finger
locking up words in a dictionary... a horss flsiling... &
man's Tist inches from the fzce of & young girl... pagesz af =2
book burning in a campfire... a fox looking straight at us...
a wolnan with no eyes. ..

Ber wolee bounces off the recks.
The TITLE appears over black: WILD,
E¥T, RGADSIDE - MOJAVE, CALIFORNIL - DUSE

An old pickup pulls up cutside & motel nesr Mojave. The neon
gigr - WHITE'S MOTEL - TELEVISION . VACANCY - is bright in
the twilight, like a Hopper painting. Cheryl gets cut, starts
to eollect her staff from the back of the pickup - her
enormous pack-pack, and two snormous plestic carrisr bags
full of stuff., she puts the bags down, waves to the driver of
the pickup.

THT. MOTEL - DAY

Cheryl walke ipte the grubby lobby of the motel. The %% uwp on
the wall behing the desk is showing ths OF trial. The woman
behind the desk has her neck crooked wnoomfortvabiy szo that
ghe can see it, Cheryl comes in, siruggiing with hsr bags.
Bhe dumps them on the lobby floor. She's excited. The deak
zlerk awivels round and glares at har.

CHERYL
BRi. i'd iike a reom for the nichh,
pilease?

DESK CLEREK
Bightesn dellars.

Ehe locke over Cheryl's shoulderxr cat of the glzas deor,
apparently checking something.

DESE CLERX [CONT i
Unl=sa you have a companion joinipg you
rater, If you havs a cogpanion, it's
more.

CHERTL
I don’t have & companion.

TESE CLEEX
80 it's sighieen dellars. For now.

CHERYL
It's guinyg toe stay eightesn dollars.

{ CONTTHLER )
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WILD Blue (08/36/30130 a,
CONTINUED :

DESKE CLERKE
Unizss somecne comes later.

CHERYL
Somaonae won't.

DESK CLERK
He might.

Cheryl trime net toe show impatience at the circularity of the
arcument. Hhe pulls out z twsnety and pushes 1t asyess the
dmsk. The clerk takes the morey and glides a form and a
ballpeint on a chain towards Cheryl.

CHERTYT,
Itve agtually come here to hilike tThe BT,
s5 T'11 have to leave the license number
part biank. Mo car.

CIf Cheryl wasz heoping for socme friendly and ourious

argagement, she‘s getting nething,

CHERYL [COHT'D)
And alsme... I dapt have an address.

DESK CLERK
B¢ put down your folks' address.

Charyl hesitates and then writes an address whiles the woman
goes back to watehing the news report of the OF trisi.

DESE CLERR [CORT T}
¥ou think he did it? § do. That man ia
guilty as sin.

Cheryl picks up her bags and, key in mouth, heads towards her
e

INT. HETEL ROOM - WIGHT

Cheryl iz Iying on the bed in the motel troom, slpplng cheap
wine from a plastic ocup and watehlng TV with the sound dewn -
Gearge Cloensy is talking to a patient on ER. Beside her bed
there ie a bucket, wcatehing drips from semse kind of plumbing
problam in the ceiling. The plop of the drip seems omingas.
Ske hasn't unpacked her stuff, which is stlil in earriexr bags
on the floor. #he's wearing a tank top, and on her left
delteid we see a tatteo of a blue horse. It's fresh, and
rimmed with tiny scabe. 8he kegins te piek them off, and one
starts to bleed slightly.

it



WILD Flue (03/30/3013) 4,

INT. MOTEL EOOM - NIGHT

Cheryl parte the surtain of her room and looke out inte the
dark. horcss the way thers's a man, Chervl‘'s age, pasaably
attractive, smoking a clgarette. He sees her looking, and zhe
alicws her gaze to linocer a little longer than she should.
She drops the curtain. $he picks up the phone in the room,
dials a mumber.

CHERYL
[tenderly)
S

Ixy. AFARIMENT - HIGET

BAUL, Cheryl‘s age, handsome and likabie, iz in his kitcohen,
cocking with a woman, 20s, both aipping wine. We sse Paul's
tattoo, same place on the arm, ER iz also playing on ths TV
in the living recm.

FaluL
(with egual fesliing}
On, Hey. Hi.

He tucke the phene under his chin and gestures te the girl
that he’ll be two minutes. He wanders inte hie Iivisg room.

PRUL {CONT'D)
You in Mojave?

CHERYL
Yeah., I just gave your address as my
address on the mefel registration form.
Te was the only one I could thiak of.

FATL
That's cool. Eny tims.

CHERYL
It you see my brother, will you tell him
1 made it this far? I deon't suppoaes hs'li
give much of a shit.

AL
Wa, he does, he wilil.

Parl deesn't wast te get inte 2 long conversation.
PRUL {CONT D)

Listen, I'm sccking dinner for a friend,
and. ..

{ CONT THUED §



WILD Blue [08730/3013; Z.
CONTINIED § [

CEERYL
Oh? Waich friend?

She Lries to say 1t playfully, and fails.

FAUL
bosa it make any difference?

A heat. Before ashe can anawear...

BATTL (CONT D
You want to get into a discuseion about
cur sexual conduct?

CHERYL
I only called because I couldn't get
threugh to Leif,

EAITE
I want you to call., We'rse friende,
remember .

CEEEYL
Yes. Sorry.

They ra-gather.

AR
Mo, I‘m 20rzy.

CEERYL
Por what?

PAUL
T den't know. I'm sorry you have to walk
a thousand miles juat to...

He trails <ff.
CHERYL
Yeah, finieh that sentence. Why do I have
Lo walk a thousand miles?

Reither of them say anything. They watch George Clooney
inatead,

CEEEYL (CONT*ID)
Yo still have the list of piaces to
write tof?

FAUL
Yeah. You want me to send anything sise?

[CONTIRUED)
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COWTINUED: (2} &
CHERYL
Mo, thanks. #fiwee‘s in charge of the
boxes.
PAUL

What's in the first one?

CHE=YTL,
& couple of bocks, some chocolate, -
shirts and parts, twenty bucks. Jesus, I
can remember a time when ] wanted more
than that from iife.

PADE,
I wieh things were different for you.

the doesn’t say anything.

DATL (CONT'D)
It'e going to be amezing. If not,
remember that you can guit. Any time. 2ng
nobody will think any the less of you.

CHERYL
This ign’t about what other people think
af ma, Paul., It‘s abous what I think of
n

PRUL,
OF. I have to go.

CHERYL.
Eo go.

FAIL
You f£finally got what you wanted.

{HERYL
What‘= that?

PAUL
Te be alone.

Cheryl thinke about this for a moment.

FAUL (COHT'D)
Happy trails!

She hangs up. The drip-catching bucket is £11ling up. There’s

a little puddle of water around it. She lgnores it. She
strips off te take & sheower.

(CONTIMURS



WILL bipk [10/03/13) T
CONTINUED: (3}

tn the way to the bathroom she picks up the bucket, and
realizes that it has a hole in ft., Bhe snorfe with bittsr
amugensnt .

CHERYL
Ficrires.

INT. BATHROOM - HIGHT

She dumps the water from the bucket intoe the bath, and
catohea sight of herself in a mirrer. She stares at herself
penetratingly. idar reflectlen sadders her.

Zater., She's got. wet hair and she's wearing a T-shirt. shs
parts the curtains to ses if the man's stili there., He's

gons. #he reaches for a small box: ‘The Toudest Whistle JIn
The World‘, it savs on ft. She takss the whistle cul snd puts
it in her mouth. It stays silent.

INT. MOTEL ROOM - MORNEING

Cheryl is standing in the middle of the mctel room besids Wer
encrmous backpack, and looking arcund ker, helplessly.

There i sguipment on every available surface :n the bedroom.

she sighs, takes her sleeping bag, stuffe it into the
backpack. Then her cooking pot, then her tent, then her
ralmeeat, then her lantern apd a toweli, teilst paper,
netsbooks. ..

Later. The backpack is a mervel to beheold. Everything has
besn put away; there are things dangling from every plasce of
the framework, and 2 ceomplicated system of bungee cords. This
efficiency has come at some personal cost, though, becausa
Cheryl is red-faced and sweatby.

CHRERYL
Ok, shit.

She has forgotten something. Bhe startes to delve in the hag.
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WILD EBlug (08/30/2013} E.

IWNT. MOTEL BATHROOM - MWNORNING &

Cheryl ie filling an apparently insatiable dromedary bag in
the bathroom sink. The dromedary ag is basically a giant
water palloon, heavy and hard to wrestle with; when Cheryl
has £1lled it and sealed it, she picke It wp. Tt's ¢learly
heavy and alippery, and it immediately syguirms out of her
grasp and ontoe the floor. She picks it uwp agein and werks out
a way to carty it as far as the bedroot.

INT. BEDROOM . MORNING 19

And now, mirar:icusly, the dromedary bag is attached to the
hackpack. Cheryl ie in an even worse atate; she's sitting on
the floor npext to the pack. There are larges damp paiches
areund her armpits. She standa up, locke to her handiwork
and then takes the backpack by the frame, Just to test how
heavy 1t feels. The backpack dessn't move. She wees both
hands. .. still nothing. she car’t even Lliff it.

CHERYL
Fesus Christ.

she sits down in frant of the pack, puts her arms through the
shoulder straps. She rooks baclwards and forwards o gain
some momentum, and then shoots herseif forward. If she was
noping that the maneuver weuld end with her standing up,
she’s dimappointed; now she’s on her hands and knees, trying
te stop the pack from pushing her onioe her belly.

She orawls forward a2 coupie of inches, puts a hand on the
metal cooling walt in the room, using this te give hsreself
some lsverage.

Hiowly, Bhe managesz to get to her feet - her head rises, her
knees straighten. Bhe’s basically in an Olympic weight-
lifting estance, and if the cbject of the exercise wsre Lo get
hergelf inte a standing pesition wearing an encrmous
backpack, then she’s pucceeded triumphantly.

EXT. GAS STATION -~ DAY 11

Cheryl is leaning against the wall beeide a soda machine in a
Fas station, chugging 2 scda gresdily. Her backpack towers
above her head. Bhe’s slready a hot ang disheveled mess.

She's people-watching, apparently trying to work cut which of
the gas stalion’s customers she might approach for a 1ift.
Fhe mother with three sguabbling children is easy to
discount; so too the ainister-lecking man with hcoded eyes, a
pony-tail and a scar down one chesk.

SCOMTINNEDY
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WILD Fipke (1008713} 9.
CONTINCER 11

She likes the leook of & pair of men whe may well be father
and gon - the father is fiftyieh, the sen is 16 - in a van.
Ay the father is about to opsn the van door, Cheryl
approaches him vngtesdily.

CJHERYL
Hi. %ou driving west?

M
(reluctanitly)
Yeah.

CHERYL -
I‘m going to Tehachapi Pasa?

The men shrugs.

MR
OF.

Cheryl welke over to the car, and then realizes that she has
no easy way of elimbing inte the beck aeat. She opers the car
dooy, sits on the edge of the seat with her Jlsgs on the
graund, liss down and wrilggles out of the backpack.

IRT. VAN - DAY 12

Chezvl, happy ir the back seat of the van without her pook
ali.
Mk
Su what‘a going on at Tehschapi Pass?

CHERYL
irm hiking the FCOT from there.

MR
I don't know what that is.
CHERYL
he Pacifle Crest Trail. Buns Erom the

Mexican border to Canada. 1°1L ke walking
for the next thres menihs.

MA
Jeaz. ¥You do a let of hiking?

{CORITINED)
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WILD Bive (O0F/30/2013) 1c.

COWTIRUED ¥2
CHERYL
Yeakh, I mean, I'm nct an obhseegive. Thiz
is szdll, you Xnow... gquite a stretch for
me .
MEN

S0 we're golng to be your last human
company for a while.

CHERYL
L guess that's right. T should make the
most of the conversational opportunities.

They almost immediately lapse intc a silence... broken by the
man, who turns the car radio on and searches for music. The
shangri-Las’ “I Can Nevsr Go Home Anvmere* suddenly plays

The son seems annoyed oy his father‘s musie selectlon, Cheryl
looks out the window at the arid landscape, and smiles.

NG, 20BBI'S HOUSE. DAY RE2

BORBT, Cheryl's mother - thirtyish, attractive, bright-syed,
arty, hippy, energetic - is dancing to the Shangri-las tupe
with seven.yesar-old Cheryi., Thelr house is comfortable,
cheaply but imaginatively furnished, full of colcur. Cheryi
and Bobbi hawe a whole chersographed routine te accompany the
ghangri-Las’ song which they perform wiih perfact sariousness
while doing the dishea. The girls step dancing whan Chexyi‘s
fonr-year-oid brother IRIF turns the music off.

INT. VAN - DAY Bid

The son just switched the radic off and goes back to hie
reading. Eis Fathsr leoks at him,

THE AN
I Jowe you too, son.

‘The father shakes his head, wisibly hart. Yo signs of
sotpassian frem the scn whe keeps on reading.

Cheryi goes back to her daydrsaming.

1
]

SOUNDLEZS FLASERACK:

We’'te back at Bobhi‘s houss. Bobbi holde her hands a coupls
of inckes apart. Young Cheryl and Leif start to smile and
shake their heads no. Bobbi moves her hande further apart.
The kids shake their heads again. Jcobbi's arms are stretched
ag wide as they zan go. This s the children’s Duz for a hug.
They ruan inte her arms.

{CONTINUED)
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WILD Elog (09/F0/20050 Pl
CONTINDEDR: clz
Even though we don't really understand what's going on {we
wil}l later), thie demenstratien ¢f leve and happingss would
put & emile cn anyens's face...
v bt not on Chervl's as she kesps locking ocut the window.

EXT, ROADSIDE - DAY 1

4t

The van pulls off the read and Cheryl gets cut. The man opens
the deor apd walks roupd to help her. With enormous effort,
Charyl drags the backpack down the geat. The man taXxes over,
picka it up, drops it down with an alarming thump., He's
clearly taken aback by the weight.

AR
You're geing to put that on your back?
Beeauss I couldn't put il on mine,

CHERYL:
Ok, weu get used to it

The mar stands there for a moment, waiting for ber to put it
on, He wante to aee that she can.

theryl smilesz at him, not willing te de it ia fromt of him,
There's a atandeff for a moment.

GHERYL (CONT D)
Thanks for the ride.

The man etares at her for a moment longer, realizes that
ske's waiting vntil he's gons, and gives up.

Max
Be safe out thers,

CHERYT.
I wiil.

He gets back in the van and drives off. Cheryl =its down in
the dirt and adopts the positicn she neede to get the pack on
her bausk,

Sha logks around her., She's on the edge of the dessrt., Dust
is Dlowing around her feet; she's surrounded by the wmountains
of the Sierra Wevada. It‘s alrsady hot. She sees a fence-post
& few yards away, and walks towards it.

There's a amall metal sign that says PACIEIC CREST TRRIL;
undernaeath the sign iz a small metal bkox. She cpens i and
takes out the notebock and pen inside. This ls the tzail
register, She writes in the book. What she has written
appears on the screen in her handwriting:

[T IR
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WILD  Eiue {09/30/20i3) 17,
CONTTRUED : i3

#1F YOUR MNERVE DENY YOU - o0 ABOVE YOUR NERVE .. EMILY
DICKINSON (AND CHERYL STRAYED)

She begins to walk., Bhe's happy., confident, excited.
CARD N SCREEN: DAY 1
By, PABCIFIC CREST TRATL - DAY 14

Cloae on Chervl's face. She's sweakting and breathing hazd.
The confidence and excitemsant is fading out. The Breathing
forms oniy one part of a complizated rhythm track which
irmvelves her footsteps, the creaking of tlie pack and the
sloshing of the water container. She grimaces wilh pain and
attempts to adjust her pscl. She's trying nct Lo oellapse
under its weiglt...as we see the feace-post with the trall
register maybe a hundred yards behind Ker.

EXT. TRAIL - DAY L5

Later., The same sort of terrain - & rocky, coccasicnally steep
trail, sorubby, dry bushes. The fence-post i atill visible,
oply a little further away. Sweat is stinging her eyes and
blursing her vision. The pack is agony.

CHERYL (V.0.)}
What the fueck have I dops? What the fuck?

What we hear is Cherylfa MIE-TRPE RADIO. It's the sound of
her hsad, a jumble of sathe and songs and poems and adverte
and, occasionally, aogent thought, anrd we have agcess to it
throunghout the movie.

CHERYL {V.0.)
What... the... FUCK... what... the...
FUCK. .. what... the... FUCK

This eri de gosur becomes apother instrument to add to the
cacephony of her walking rhythm.

EXT. TRATL » DRY 6

Cheryl steps walking, cul of breath, and turne arcund. We can
stiil see the fence-post - oniy just, but it’s there. She
shakes her head, turns again and keeps walking.

CRERYL: (V.0.)
¥ou can QUIT any TIME...you can QUIT any
TIME. . you can GUIT any TIME...
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EZT. TRAIL - DAY ALR

Cheryl stops again, sven mors out of breath, her face red.
She makes ar effort to take her backpack off wut stops. Too
painful. She rests hsr pack sgeinst a large roek, unbuckies
it and reachas over to a sage bush. She pioks a rendful of
the leaves, rubs them betwesn her palms, and puts hzr face in
chem, inhaling deeply. Sha looks at the bhlus sky, breathes
in, bringe her =elf up, and keeps on walking.

CMITTER 17
EXT. TRATL - LAY 18

Cheryl puts her backpack dewn and rests on all fours,
exhausted and shaken. Ehe rummsges around in her pack sond
pulis cut a chair, her tent, the stowve and a couplis of bocks -
ner guide and her copy of Adrishne Rich's Dresm Of A Common
Language. We watch as Cheryl strugsies Lo ¢rect ot ewven
understand her tent, ewven though it’s nowhere near sunset.

Later. Finally, tke tent is up, her camping seat Iis
pogiticned at the snitrance. Cheryl is on her knees, examining
the stove. She sighs at the effort involved in lighting ot
and puils from her pack some funa jerky and a small packet of
nuts. She aite wearily down on the seat and locks at her pack
tnat standa against a Joshwua tree. It's anormous. She locks
argund, shakes her head, and begina to write in a small book.

CHERYL {V.0.)
I thought of you today. I falt a burss of
energy, remembering why I thought I couid
hikxe thiz trail. ¥Wope you won't be mad at
MR o s
{a beat)
2. AET gmit.

cheryl puts her diary dows, takes Adrierns Rich's hook and
begling o read the peetry aleud te herself,

CHERYL
Today a baskheos divulged out of a
erumbiing flank of sarth/one beottls amber
perfect a hundred-year-olid/cure for fsver
or meiancholy.. ..

She stops to cram Boms tuna jerky inte her mouth.
CHERYL (COWT 2}
+aaoa tenieffor livieg on thig sarth in

the winters of this ciimate/Today I was
reading about Maris Curie..”

[CONTIHTED )
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wILD Blue [S9/30/2013; 14,
COWTINUED k]

CLOSE on the poem in the book. We can see that it's called
‘Power . Wer woice fades out. The wvolce of an older womar
fadas in to complete the posm.

LECTURER (V.0.)
. v..5he died a famous woman denying hex
wounds /denying/her wounds came from the
Fame gource a&a hay power.”

INT. CLASEROOM - COLLEGE - DAY 1R

The book iz now on oz desk ln a elassroom. B younger Cheryl,
aurrounded by fellow students, is looking at it. it's being
read cut loud by a lecturer . wild grey hair, alternative, an
oid-schoel feminist.

LECTURER
What I'g ilike you te think about for pext
week - and to make myssif plain,
*thinking akoul” actually mesns writing,
in eggay foxm...

Chuckles and groans from the atudsnta.

LECTURER {CCNT'D)
«..Is, where did this posm come from?
Simple as that. 30 211 you need Lo o is
go away and find out about Adrienne
Rich's life, and the history of Bmerican
postry, and you're a2ll aet.

More obuckles and groans.

LECTURER (CONT D)
Thankt you.

Cheryl stands tp, puts her Hook in her booX bag.
EALT. CORMRIDOR - COLLEGE - DAY 20
A bustie of studsnts and teackstrs between classes. Cheryl
almeat bumps into a woman going the other direction. Thay
carry on walking. Cheryl thinxs about it, then spins arournd.
CHERYL
{higging)
Boblit

The womar stops and turne. It's Cheryl'a mother. She looke
pathetically grateful Tor a momert, then tries to act cool.

CEERYL {CONE'D}
How's it going?

[COHTINDED)
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HILE Blue (08/30/2013)
CORTINDED:

ROBET
¥sah. Good, I think. Haod, but..

she shrugs and smiles excitedly.

INT. BOERI'S BOUSE - WIGHT

15,

Bobbl and Cheryl are sitting at the kitchen tablie, stddying.
Cheryl is writing her essay about Adrienne Rich; Bobbi is
trying to write aboubk Erica Jong's ‘Fear OFf Flying'.

CHERYL
Irm sorey I ignored you today.

BOBEI

It's OF, hen. We agreed. It s a difficouit

thing, geing toc school with your mother,

CHERYL

1% dosen't mean I'm not proud of vyou,

kecause I am. Aesally proud.
Cheryl*s mother s face lighte up.

BOBEI

¥ou know what? I'm pretty proud of me,
tea, T Ruew there was a lof out there.

just never knew it was this much.
. Bhe picks up the BErica Jong bock.

BRI (CONTD)
Tell me sbout sipless fucke, RAs T

underatand it, the siplees fuck is Like
+he no strings-attachsd, guilt-fres ons-

night stand...

CHERYL

Mom! I will mot talk to you aboub zipless

fucks!

BOBRTL

Are they more real now than they were?
Mine have aii come coversd in zips. Zips

everywhere.

Cheryl‘s younger brother LEIF and his friend WAYNE entsr.
Teif is blonds, Wayne 2 black-haired NWative American. They
axe both eightesn, lontg-haired, stoned, maybe trouble.

TEIF
What's for dinner, Mom? I'm starwving.

{ COWTTHUED )
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RILD Fick (10/08/13)
CORTINGED

le.
Z1

Bobhi and Cheryl look at each other and laugh. They’'wve

forgottan.

CHERYL
Books and essays.

BOEST
111 £ix yom scmething. Is Wayne staying?

CHERYL
Let him do 12, Be's elghteen. You can't
afford the time.

BOBSI ]
If T can’t be a mother then T can't be =
student either.

she etands up and begins to bustle around the kWitohen.

CHERYT.
That's ridiculous.

LEIF )
If she wants to make me dinner, ithen let
her.,

CHERYYL
(gesturing at the books)
o this is all wasted cn you. You're
learning notkhing.

BOBBRT

You think that s what it s all abeni?
Ditching one thing for another? Mot ta me
it ien't, sweetheart., I have to do
everything, and I want to de evserything.
And I hepe you do, toc.

(o the boys)
Fasta?

Chexryl locks at her, abashed. Leif waiks to Pobei and kimaes
her, Wayne sita at the dining tabile and looks at Charyl's
backa., Cheryl is amused bat sesms to anjov the flirt. Sha

notices Wayne's necklace,

CHERYT.
Nice .,

LEIF
Tantu it oool? It'e an sagie. The O9ibwe
Balieve that it represents... aomething.

{CORTINJED
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He and Wayne collapse into stomed giggies. Chervl rolls hex
eyas.

EET. TRAIL - DAY 22

Cheryl bask in her tent, syes cicsed, still chewing onf tana
Jerky, trying Lo teach herself the poam.

CHERYL
“Denying her wounds came from her power.

A quick glance at the beok,

CRERYL (CONE'D})
"Deoying her wounds came from the same
gource ab her power.”

rlope op Cheryl's face. We don't know what's golng on with
thie posm and these memories, but they sauss her pajn.

INT. TENT - DUSE 23

Cheryl reading in her tent with her hesd-lamp. She puta the
beok down, twins the ilight off, lies in the dark. There are
noises everywhere - animala in the disfance, breeze in the
morub, thunder a long way away. She pute the light on again.
She's scared. Her head turns towards the noifesz on sithey
pide of hsr. She turns the lamp off agaln.

BLACK 44

We hear the sounds that Cheryl was hearing, but louder. wWe
start to see some grain in the darknese as we bedome used Lo
if. There's a movement - the silheustte of a wild animzl in
the foreground. Suddsrly a Light sppears in the distance:
Cheryl‘s tent, a tiny bright dot in an inhospltakble
landscape, The animal freeses. 1t'c a Jack rabbit, & long way
awal .

EXT. IRATL - DAY rl
CARD ON SCREEN - DAY 2
The pext morning. Oneryl is on her handes and krees in front
of her camping stove, and she’'s re-reading the instructiorns
Beeside her are the dehydrated meal she intends %o cook.
CHERYL {V.0.}

“Bilgage ensure that you use only the

white gas compatible with this stove.

Other fuels...

Ber wolom gete louder in her rage and panic

{CONTINUED
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CHEEYL {V.0.}
.. MAY HRRM THE EQUITMENT AND RENDER
INCPERAELE, SHIT SYIT SHIT.

ghe kicks the usslesa canister of fuel.

CLOSE on an inedikie-locking mess of lumpy osts and
undisgclved powder. Cheryl adds a iitile more water, stirs it
around, wearily spoons it inte her mouth.

CRERYL (V. 0.)
Twe all besf-pattiles special sauce
lettuce chsess plokles onions on a sesame
seed bun. Two all keef-patities special
FELCE. . .

HET. TRAIL ~ DAY 2%
CRRD ON SCRERY - DAY 3

The usual walking rhythm - slosh, creak, thump. There is
something else that’'s making her uncomflortaple, howewver, on
top of the pain in her shouldsrs and hips and feet., 3he's in
e oold aweest, She stops, takes off her pack, rummadges inside
and pulls out & asmalil trowsl and some toilet peper. She welks
off the trail a few yarda, squats down end tries to dig in
the dirt with the trewsl. Nothing doing . she can't penetrate
the dry, rocky surface, She's getting desperate - ahe starts
trying to uee the trowel as a pickaxe. 8till nothing. She
huris the trowel down cn the ground in disgust, fumblas with
her troumgere, takes them off, Xicks them well away and
sguets, Her face registers relief. Afterwards she collects
ghones and places them on and arcund her swn exerement.

Later. Cheryl clears her threal and gtarts talking o
heraelf.

CHREREYL
“8o, Cheryl...What de you do for fun?
When you're rot kiking?” “Ch, I like to
sit on & real toilet, with a sest znd a
flush. And I like to cook. Like, food. I
tike to cook food and =at it. I love
music, Zenge. I love the zound of the
human velces. I iike listening to pecple.
That's & hobhy of mine I hadn't even
noticed until I started walking on my own
chrough the fucking desert.”

BET. TEET - EVENING 27

CaRD &% SCREEN - DAY 5

{ COWTINIRL
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theryl in her tent, reading Fealkner by head lamp sad
speoning coid mush into her soulbh again as she sterts huwmsing
a refrain that rings a ball,

EXF. TENT - DAY 28
CARD OR SCREEN - DAY 7

A different lecation. Cheryl changing it wp a little, and
eating the tura jerky with e handful of nuts. It dozsa't lock
any moere appetizing.

CEERYL {V.0.)
{singing)
Yo like potaTl, I iike poThto. ..

EXT. TRAIL - DAY 29
CARD O SUBREEN - DAY B

CEARYL (V.D)
You like tomald, I iike ToMdte,..

Tt's ewvsty hotter, 1f anything, and Charyl jis scarcely
resognizable as the woman we saw talking to Faul in the hotel
room. She's a different seicur from tha sun and the dirt angd
the blood, and she's alrsedy thirner. She’s sitting on the
pide of the trail, boots off, pulling all the available cold
food she hag, the nuta and ths power bars end the jerky, and
laying it out dn a line. There isn't much of it. she unwraps
a power bar, swallows it in two bites, chasss it down with
gome warm waber. She's still eptarving. She unwrape ancther
ors, It makea no difference.

CHERYD
0¥, Ws need to feed you, kid,

Further along the same stretch, Cheryl is stending by a dirt
track leading off the irail. Bhe hes a compass in one hand
and a map in the other. She starts to walk up the dirt track.
BET. TRACK - DAY 30
Cheryl welking through a completely unishabited landscape.
CRERYL

FPobaT0, pofate, tomald, toMAto...Shat

the fuckiryg whole thing off"!
ghe hums the meicdy line frem "het's Cell The Whole Thing

aff" cut ieud, tTying to furn it intc something else Uhet
doesn't remingd har of her hunger.

[CONTIHUER)
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gha takes the staseato rhyths of the sonyg and turpns it into
the melody Line from “ELl Condor Pasa~.

CHERYL (COWNT D)
“as T would, Lf I eould, ¥ suwsly
would. .. I'd rather eat a sparrew Lhab a

snail®...
EET. TRACK - DUSK 51

sk, and the landscane hasn't changed much - there*s sfill
ne slgn of life, the energy hasg gone from Cheryl'e singing,
and *"Let’s Call The Whols Thing OFF" hag won ths battle of
the songs.

CHERYL (V.D.)
“Potail, polidtc, toma®l, ToMhio®. ..
Please, make it stop.

(singing out loud)
I hate thiz song.

Cheryl rounde a bend and sees, off in the distances, a pick-up
truck parkad on 2 road, and behind it in a field, the :ights
of g tractor suddenly appearing. She runs tewards them.

CMITTED 32
EXT. ROAD - DUSK 23

Cheryl, atanding in the tractor's path, waving at the drivsar.
Ha stops the tractcr. This is FRANE, a very large while marn.
wearing a cowboy hat. e is clearly nonplussed by the
appearance of this beaten-up, fi3thy woma:s.

CRERYL
Eello. L. I'm Cheryl, and I*m walking
the PCT, and Ifwve run out of fzod, and I
Jjust need 1o get somewhere so that I can
buy @& hot meal. And you're the first
person If've talked to in elght days who
fan’'t me.

FRAENK
I'm working.

CHERYL
I understand. 2ut meybe when you've
firnished yvou can give me & rida
somawhera?

Frank locks at hils watceh.

[ CONTINIIED )
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HRANK
Don st know what youn're geing to fing
round hers thatfs open at thia time in
the evening.

CHERYL:
EBvar 1f you just left mz cutside a place
that will be open for breakfast in the
merning. .. I could just alaep nearhy.

Frank leoks at her.

FRANE
Tou must ve pretty hungry,

CHERYL
I had ali these dshydrated meals, but I
cant heatr them up bevause I brought the
wrong fuei, snd... yeak, I'm kind of
desperate.

FRANK
1 got ancther tnlrty minutes or so to do
here. ¥You can sit in my troack.

He gesturea to the pilok-up parked on the road. Chervl watches
kim leaved.

INT. PICHE-UP TRUCK ~ DUSK 34

Cheryl watches Frank driving tp and down in 2 f3ield in ths
gigtance. She sniffs the air in the truck, and then sniffs
her clothes and her armplts - what she can smell i herself.
She winds the window down. When she knows Frank can't ses,
she opens the glover compartment and finds a silver whiskey
tlasik; she parswe 1t open, takes a sip. She reachss undsr the
driver‘s gsat and finds a blacvk case. Inside: & gun

LATER - NIGHT R3s
Frank geta into the truck.
FRANR
Ive-bean thinking., ¥ou can come homs
with me. Dinner and a showar.

Crneryl iz alarmed, but i= trying to stay <alm.

FRANK (CONT D}
What kind of woman are you, anyway?

CHERYL
What king?

{ CORTINUED)
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FRANY
I mean...are you Like Jane?
CHERYL
Jane?
FRAENK

Farzan‘s Jane?
She laughsz, trying te give the impressicn of being at =sasse.

FREAWE [(CORT D)
I'va got a little scmething for us.

Ee leans across Cheryl, opens the glove compartment, takes
auts the flask and hands 1t toe her.

FHANK (CONT'D)
Ladies figst.

Chearyl takss a sip from the flask.

FRENE {CONT'L)
I'm going to call you Jane.

He starts to drive.

CHERYL:
I'm not ouvt hers on my own, actualliy. My
hushand ¥Faul ile & little Iurther ahead on
the trail. But we're meeting up sson. At
Kennedy Meadows, probably.

Frank takes the flask from her, takes a long sip.

FRANE
There's scmething else I iike to do when
I finish work.

fe looks at Cheryl., Ha‘s impossible to read. Az he's driving
with one hand on the wheel, Frank reaches bensath his seat,
where the gun is. Cheryl grips the door haadle, preparing to
open it and jump out. Trank cemes up with a2 clear bag, pulis
ot a thick lagsc of red licorise, holds it out to Chervl

FRANE (COWT'D)
You want some, Mise Jane?

Chezryl takes it, gratefually, and crams it iato her moush.
FRANE {COWTD)

My wife hates 1t that T sat candy befsrs
dinner.

{CONTIMIED )
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He peele off a chunk of licorice, puts it in his mcath, and
Cheryl setties back inte her seas.

LATER A35

Through the windashield, we’re approaching a house in ths
middle of nowhers. Literaliy. Nothing to reassure Cheryi.

INT, FRANK™S HOUSE - WIGHT 15

Fraeak and hig wife Live in a small, spotlesely olean, three-
room hBeuse, The TV iz blaring away - Wore nsws of tThe O
trial, in front of bwe emplby chairs that elesriy belong To
heavy pecple. Frank's wife Annelte, 2 larcse woman, apoears
from the kitchen and plages large guanlities of food, ribs,
greens and cozn on the iablie. Cheryl can't itake her syes off
it. She moves towards a chair so thalt ake can dig in.

RNERETTE
Held on, sweethesrt, Mo ofifences, but...

she pieks up the newapaper from the table, removes a coupls
of pages, pute them over Cheryl's chair. Cheryl locks
mortifisad.

Later. Frank and his wife have finilshed eating, but Cheryl is
still going. Her plate iz £full of rib booes.

FRANE
You meet your husband at collegs?

She remembers what she told him in the track.

CHERYI-
Ok, Paal. ¥eah.

FRANK
e must be ewen crakier than you. One
thing goeiny on a2 hike liks ithai whan
yeu're = man. Ancther thisg ietling your
wife do it.

RINETTE
Het everyone in the woerid thinks like
you, Frank,

FRANE
Me, and it-s why the world is ail meesssd
ap.

CRERTL

Faul apd T kind of do our own thirng.

(CONEINUED}
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Ttre said idghtly, but the Iightnees has bean hard won,
INT. FHOWER - WIGET e

Cheryl in the showsr. Af her raw, bilstersd, bruisned feet,
the water is running almost black. The hot water cn her body
ig as intense an exrperience a2s the food was... until she
teuches her tattoo,

INT. TATTOOD PARLOUR - LAY 37

Close on the bluwe horse being created by a tattoolisi - exgapt
as the camera pulls back, it's clear that the shoeuider
providing the canvas belengs to a man - Faul. Cheryl is
watching. She‘s revolwving her shoulder gentiy. The tattocist
iz a woman, tattcoce sverywhere: neck, arms, hands. Pavi
winews,

TATTOOIET
o what does this horme mean to you guys?

EAUL
Well, we both really dig hovses.

CEERYL
We're actually getting divercsed. Thie
aftarnoott. 50 we wanted something thas, I
don't know. RBouwnd us together forever.

she’e emotional, although the tattoolat deesn’t notice,

TATTOOTST
It hasn’t eceurred to you that it might
be lesa painful to stay married? Cheaper,
too.

Pzl smiles, and sees an opporbunliy Lo get the conversaticon
wflf their relationship.

BAIL
Weli, at least we probably won't regret
it. Couples don't necsssarily stay
married, but they tend te atay divorced.

The tattocist smiles,
FAUL {CQORTBY

You get a lobt of people apking about
removing tattoos. ..

{ CORTINUETD )
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CHERYL
I cheated on him.
TATTOOIST
It happsns.
{to Paul)

8he seems scorry.

CHERYL
1 am scrry.

BATL
Hey. Cheryl. Weuld vyou...

TATTOOIST
Cems on1, mas. Wipe the slate clean.

Faln
Tt's gquite a big mlate.

CHERYL
I cheated on hir many times, and I don't
Enow iLf T can stop, And ¥ hate hurting
him., He deserves so much better.

The tadttoaclat carries on with the job in silencs.
n37 LHT. PALL AMD CHERYLS ASARTMENT - DAY 237

Close on a hand made book on which it's written The Day The
Paisies Bloomed. Mext fto it, a dicticnary.

That iz Chexryl's POV as sha sits con the sofa reading
something that makes her smile and leck at Paul who isg
gathering all the legal papers spread on the table.

PANL
Anyone whe gives their marriage vows a
titie like that is by definiticn too
young te get married.

Cheryl goes back to her reading... and stops, choksd by an
emotlon.

Faul notices and looks at her with compassion.

CHERYL
{avelding Faul's look)
I hope you can 4o that someday with
pomeone alae,

PauL
I nhope you oan too.
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BET. CITY STREET - DAY 38

Faul and Cheryl are hurcying along the strest, armein-am.
They reach their destination, a downtown office building, and
Paul opens the door, Cheryl stops him from going inside.

CHERYL
We'ra sural

Paul rells his eysz affecticnately.

CHERYL {CONT'D}
T mean, I know we're not sure sure,
because we've bean golny Lback and Forth
For months., #ut right new? Today?

Paul =ighs helpleasly.

PAUL:
Yep. Today. Fow.

INE., OFFICE -~ DAY kL

The notary pubklic, VAL, is very small, mid-thirties, with
cropped hair, dyed bright blonde apart from a stresk of pink.
She has tattocs too. She's a punk notary. Bhe's sxamining the
diverss papars while Panl and Cheryl watoh., We canb ss2 thar
‘they're holding hands.

VET.
Tz that right? ‘Stry.edr?

CREERYL:
It'e Just ‘Bireyed”. Like a stray dog.

#he looks aft Paul. He smiles. No comment.

CEERYL (QONT D)
I nesded a new nane and I osaw thai word
in a book and... vou kuow ail the
meaninge! I looked it up. “To wander fren
the proper path, to ke lost, to be
withoot a mothex and a father, to hecome
wiid”.

Val der't interested.

VAL
0¥. Thig all iecks fine.

CHERYTD
I just want to say that this isn'z a
regular divercs.

{MORE)

[CONTINUED)
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CHEEYI. {CONT'D)
Thia is not for lack of leve, just so wven
knew. I love him and hs loves me.

Wal nedg, but she deegn’t want to know about this. She may
have dyed blonde halr and tattoos, but she s 2 npotary, not a
chersplat, She presses her notary publie stamp against asome
pages.

CHERYT, (COWT D)
This was all me. He didn’t do anything,
I'm the one. T broke my own heart.
"
Paul iets go of CThervl's hand.

Cheryi's eyes £111 with tears.

PG
Cheryl, pimase.

Shea gteps talking, Vel decides o study the papers one last
time as a way of avoelding eye-contast, She puts them in an
ehvelops and thrieests them across the table towards Cherzvi.
VAL

Fom're &ll agt. ¥ou have to mail them

yourselves. Good luck.
Cheryl wen't take them, TFaul does,
BRT, STREET - DAY ’ 43
Barl and Cheryl gtanding by a mailbox., Paul is holding the
enwelops that ¥al gave him, Witkhour saying anvthing, hz posts
the envelope through the slot. It sesmz brutal, given the
atmosphere of indecision and love. .

PATTL
What arse we doing?

CHERYL
Saving goodbys.

Paul nods, Be knows.

CEERYL (CONT D)
Will you come kack for a drink?

He kisses her on the chesk and walks away.

PAUL
Gondhye,

[COWTINUEDR )
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CHEEYL
Bye.

PRFL
Chervl Straved.

Crumpled againet the mail-box, she watchze him go, 25 it -
atartes to snow.

INT. SHOWER - NIGEYT 1

Charyl, finishing her shower -~ juat lekting the water wash
over her, still. Bhe finishes the shower and gete cut. She
starts to dry herseli, winces. She locoks at herseif in the
balthroom mirrer, pats her arme out sitraight on either side of
her, There are wounds everywhers: her tallbone and her hips
and her shouldere have all bean rubbed raw &y her pack. She
ahakess her head, She looks like she's paving for semzbody ‘s
sins.

RXT. STREET - DAY dz
CARD OM SCREEN ~ DAY %

Cheryi emergea from a store carrying the cas she needs fox
lighting hexr stove. Framk is sitting in his pichk-up srusk
walting for her. She cliwmba into the cab.

INT. PICA-UF TRUCE - DAY 43
Frank pulls away.

FRANE
You get what you nesd?

CEERYL
Yep. I don't have to sat oold mosh any
mere. 1 can eat hot mash.

FRAME
There’s no husband, is there?

Cheryl, embarrazsed, makes a “busted” face.

CHERYL
Mo, I mean, there was. We got divorced
twe months ago. And he's not on the POT.
I lied becsusge ¥ was scared of you,

FRANE

I knew that. ¥You sver think aboutl
quitting?

{CONTENUED)
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CHERYL
Only about once every twe minutss or so.
Sywary part of me hurts, all the time. ¥Yeou
think T should guiv?

FTRANK
oh, surs,

Cheryl iaughs .- at bhis frankness and his lack of
ERCOUrAGEmSnt.

FRANE ([ CCNT D)
Byt don't listen to me. L've guit a bunch
of things. Jobe. A marriage. Zd bhave
guit yeur hiks pretty much on the first
day.

CHERYL
hnd do you regret any of them?
Frank thinks.

FREVK
I never had the choice. I just couldn't
do them. Wasn't never a time when it felt
like there was a Ffork in the road.

Cheryl thinks aboul this.

CHERYL
¥eah, thsat's abkout the aize of it
44 EXT. TREATL — DAY 44
Cheryl rejoirs the trail. It's 2 rocky, ko, stesp secticn,
with meuntains everywhetre, near ang far. Cheryi signs the

trail register. Hardwriting on the screen:

‘FERE I8 THE WILDERLAWD, STERPING STONES OR SINRIRG Sani:
(JONT MITCHELL - AND CHERYL STRAYED) '
a5 EXT. TRAYL - NIcHl 435

Cheryl by her tent, already dirty and blocdy again. Thers are
coyotes howling away somewhere in the distance, and sha‘s a
littls spocked. She's trying teo get her stove working with
the naw fuel, and suddenly it flares into life.

CHERYL
Y&

[CONTINUGEDY
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Later. She's contentaedly speoning beans and rice into hex
mouth — a small triusmph. She‘s sufficlently cheered to
atteppt an imperscnaticn of the coyotes.

CHERYL {CONE D)}
Yip! Yip! ¥ip! ¥ip!

EXT. TRAIL - BRY 4%
CARD OW SCEEEN - DAY 11

The old, familiar, nightmarish rhytkm: the sleshing of the
kag, the oreak of the pack, the pounding of the fest. The
traii is steep at this point.

She's se focused on her rhythm that she fails to hsay a new
ingtrument in the mix. hs wsil as bthe creak and the plod snpd
the zlesh there’'s a rattle. She igheres it for & few zaconds,
then realizes what it is and stops dead. At her feet there ix
a2 huge rattlesnake.

She scrambles backwards and] stands stock-still, staring at
it. she's petrified. Her bresthing is heavy and fast - she
tries to slew it, and rega¥n self-control.

CHEERY¥L
Listen... I just want to scoot richt by
vou there.

8he makes a alithering gesture with her hand.
CHERYT, {CONT!D)
OE? I1: get on'with my day, you get on
with yours...

The snake stays put. Bhe gets resdy to move, then changes her
mind.

Cut to latey: Cheryi: and the rattlesnake are in identical
pesitions.

And later: Cheryl is a little further back., slpping wates
rom & bottle.

hnd later: Cheryl preparing to move again. This btime she

moves . She takes ag wide a berth as she can, and Then ruis as
fast as she can, given the weight of the pack, with the
cocasional glancve back.

THT. TENT - DUSK B&G6

Cheryl =iides inte her sleeping bay, exhausted. She freezes
when she hears something. Scunds Llike feootstaps.

{CONTINUED )
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CHERYL {V.0.}
Feay ocreatas faar. Do not allow yoursall
£o be afraid. You can*t be afreid. Power
crastes power., L'm strong. I am not
afraid. Hatare is my frisnd, net =y
EHEWY + v o

She deessn*t finish her 2entence that ehe jumps cut of hexr
aleaping bag, and out of the tent... ’

EXT. TENT - DUSKE Ed6
we. Where ehe turna hex flashlight on. She tskes her zleeping
bay out of the tent and drope it on the ground. Fothing

moves, Bhe helde it upside down, shakes it, and when

somethley falls cut of it, she blows as hard az ahe caz in

The Loudest Whisltle In The World...

EXT. WILDERMESE -~ DUEK of-3
+o. alarming creasturss of the surrounding wilderness.

EXT. TENT - DUSE Nia

one of the creatures dossn*t ssem too worried: a caterpiilar
moves alowly next to Cheryl's slesping pag on the gqround,

She watohes it, dumbfounded, and puts ner hands on her gars,
anneyed by the loud ringing that buzzes in her hesad. ..

THT. BAUL‘S CAR - DAY B

and keeps buzring as we ses Chervi on the passsnger ss=at,
fingers in her ears, refusing to listen to Paul as he's
driving acroas a bridgs, screaming at har. But we can’t hear
him, aii we hear is the ringing...

EXNT. TRAIL - DAY 47
CRREL ON SCREEN - DAY 15
... that soon transforma into the sound of loud ocicadas. It's
hotter than it e ever been; everythlng, the tyess and the
gky, seems bleacked by the sun.
CHERYL (V.G.)
Bre you burnlag and yearning?/ De you

ever get blue? Do you think of
returning?/ Hoew’s the world treating you?

[R3I i
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Chesyl stops in hey tracks behind a tree. In the distance
thers is a river, and a man sitting in it, bathing. Cheryl
wonders if she should show herself. The man is totally naked.
8he seems to enioy the view... uantil he spcots hex.

THE MaX
Oh. Hi. Cheryl Strayed?

This is GREG., He's simultaneously pileased to =ee hsr and a
little embarrasasd, 8o i Cheryl.

CHERYL
e ¥ know you?

GREG
I saw your hame in the trail regiater,
¥ou‘re the only woman in there. I'm Greg.
I thought T was bshind you.

CHERTL
T came off the trall for & night. My
gtove wasn't werking.

GREC
Well, If'm very plsaged o Iest you,
Sorry, I wasn't sxpecting vieiters. Give
me & mornent.

He walta fox her to turn hexr back to get cat of the water.
ghe finally wets it.

LATER 43

Grey - in his hiking Twshirt and shorts - and Chervl sitting
in the shade, drinking watesr.

CHERYE
Sa.. . How many miles a day are you doing?

GREG
I'm avsraging twenty-twe at the moment.

CHERYL
(with diabelisf)
¥ou'll be at Kernedy Meadows tomorzow?

GREG
Hope ao.
CHERYL
{1ylng)
Irm only manzging, you know... sleven or
e lire .

(CORTINTED!)
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GREG
The first couple of weeks are hard. Yeou
do all that preparation and training and
nething prepares vou for the pain and the
haat,

CHERYT-
Yeah. S what kind of preparation did you
do?

GREE
Ch, you know. Weskend hikes, a few
lecturesa. .. I heard Ray Jardine spaak a
aocuple times.

Close on Cheryl s face. She‘s trying to lock as though shers
done all this, while at the same time keeping the panic ocuy
of her face.

CHERYL
o,

She dosan't know whe the hell Ray Jardine is.

GREG
I started pianning a few ysars ago. I can
hardly beliewe I'm here now.

CHERYL:
Me neither.

GREG
We pidked the wrong year, though., Are wou
pypagaing the Sisrra?

CHERYL:
{laughe)
Surs, I':il bypass anything. Shounld IF

GREC
Itz cogpletely socked in. The bigoest
encwfall for a decade or sc. Wobody's
getting through that. Kow akous we make a
pian up in Eennedy Meadows? I m staving
there for a few daye to resl up.

CHERYT
Tharke., Yes. Let's make a2 plan. That
would be good for me.
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INT. MEXICAR RESTAUEANT - DAY 49

Cheryl is eating lunsk with her friend Rimee in & window
zegt. Outside: a typical Minneapclis winter with Lof !
spow. Cheryl is diatracted, not rzally engaging wi
guestione or her condern.

CHERYL
It'a rot like I'm msome junkie. I'm in
control.,

AIMEE

Yaah, ewveryvbedy is with drugs.

CHERYL.
T'm an experimentalist. The girl who
likes to say wves. It'=2 all Tine. Relax.

Aimee shakss her hsad. She deoesn't think so. Theryl takez a
chip, dips it in the salsga and takes o bite., Somelhiang feels
welrd, She touches her throst., Her hand slowly slides to her
bally, as if she was folloewing the ehips down.

CHERYL {(CONT D)
T think I‘m pregmast.

AIMER
What?

Cheryl makes a face.,

ATMEE (CORT'L)
You're ssricus?

Yes.

ATMEE (CONT‘D)
Wno's the father?

CHERYL
T don't know. I hawe an idea, but..

AIMER
An idea? Are vou fucking kidding me? What
are you doing o yourselfs

EXT. PAERRING LOT - DAY

L
=

Cheryl's truck in an ouldoor parking let, somplately snowed
1r., Admze and Cheryl stare at it.

CORTIRUED)
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CONTINUED : S
ATMER
Gk, we nsed a pregnancy test kit and a2
shoval.
INT. OUTDCOR STOHE ~ DAY 31

Cheryl and Admes are waiting to pay for a shovel art ths till.
The etore selis all kinds of eguipment for outdoor
activities. Cheryl gets distrasted by a displav of books. She
ploks one up, fiicks threouwgh it and reads 2 pags, not paying
attention to Rimes.

ATMER
Yoo re delrg it in frent of me. 2nd if
you’re pregbant, wa're golhg to pay a
vigit to your “idea” and we're golng to
make a plan.

It’'a thelr turn te pay. Cheryl puts the hook back in its
ylace. THE PACIFIC CREST TRRIL, VOLUME ONE, with the
vhotograph of a spectacular landescape on lts cover: a lake
surrounded by rocky mountains and blue sky.

IKT. LADIES® TOILET - DRUG STORE R3L

thers are twe stalls. Only ons ls ocoupisd. By Cheryl. Bot we
enly see her boots and winter jacket on ths fleor, as we hear
her pae. It stops. This ls Admee's POV ag she stands ia the
toilet, walting for her friend to come out.

IWNT. ALLEY - DRUG STORE HS1
We're on an ailey full of drugs and medications. It looks
endlass. Snddenly there 1s a little girl, seen from bedind,
that walks in, and away from us, with a small bottle in her
hand. That is Ldttie Cheryl-7. She's holdirng back tears.

EXT. PARKIRG LO% - DAY

53
L3

Cheryl is shovelling the snow away from her car under the
purveillance of Aimee who looke at her with ved and teary
ayes. Rimee would like to take cover but Chexyl refuses and
keeps on ahovelling, her mind spinnirg, and we can hear it
It sounds like an engine blesded with the repetitive acise of
wipers geing up and down a windshileld.

Later: Cheryl Kesps on ahowvelling with the same
determination. Aimese is now crying.

Cheryl éaddenly stops phovelling, breathlese. There is
something dlffersnt in her eye. And we gese what she sess:

{CORTINUED)
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That photograph of the lake again, swrreunded by glant
mountains, and asg we get closer and cleoser to i, we see
1ittle Cheryl-7, ameny the hature.

Back on Cheryl] wheo turns to jook at bimee. It starts to spow
again., In slow motion. The scene iccke and scunde surreal,
until her wveice brings us back to reality.

CEERYL {V.0.}
There ig no plap to make. I have to have
an aportion,

INT. CBEREYL'S CAR - PARKING LGT - DAY RE2

Cheryl is seated behind the steering wheel lcoking at the
wipers, wiping the snow fiakes oif the windshisid. In the
distance, ¥Minneapolis, blurred, oold, ocut of touch. Suddenly
in foous, a ring on Cheryi's hand holding the wheel.

CERRYE
I'm throwing my life away! I becasme a
plece of shit. My meother gave me so mach
morse than thie stupid ring., I was strong,
and respongible, and clear-eyed. I wanted
thinga., I was good. What the fuck am I
doing, Almee? I have to thange., I nesd to
go back to that store.

Aimes dosan't get it.
LHE, OUEDOOR STORE - DAY =3
Chervyl's hand enatches THE BACIFIC CREST TRAIL ROOX Irom the
ahelf she left it in. She fakse it to the clerk in the store,
walking with determination.
CHEBRYL (V.0.]

I'm going to walik myself back to the

perscorn iy moither thought I was.
The clerk takes the book and meets Cheryl's look.

CLERK
Yaahl

Theryl leaves the store. Sh= pearly walks straight into a
woman wearing a papoces gontaining a baby., Cheryl's ook

meels the baby'a,

EXT. TRAIL - DAY 54

Cheryl walks on the traill. Bweatirg. She doesn't have the
determination she had in the store. She stops to rest.

{CONTINUED}
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CHERYT.
I'll ses vou in Eennedy Meadows.

Her poW; further ahead, Greg atops and turns, His pack is
abeut half the gize of Chervl'z, And he hag a trekking pole,
which he vses with & kind of nerdy enthusiasm,

EREG
Bretty big pack you've got thers. Ray
Jardine would hawve a thing or twe to say
about that.

CHERYL
Tril het, And I really wish I knew whe
Ray Jardins was.

GREG
He wrote the ook on backpacking!

CEERYL
{embarragaed)
Th. Well, T didn't read i,

greg laughs.

GRDGE
You're doing fine, Cheryl. You're grsen,
put you‘re tough. Bnd tough is what
counts ocut here, Mozt pecple couldn't do
what yeu're doing.

Cheryl bheams.

CHERYL
Thanks.

Gcrey starts to walk ahead.

CHERYT, {CONT D)
Hey, Gred.

He stops and turns around.

CHERYL, (CONT'D)
Waat do you think aboub?

GREG
Ha! & lot of stuff I'd forgotien., And a
lot of stuff I didnt want te semember.

CHERYL
It's mot the hiking that will ®ill me.
It's the thinking.
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GREG
I hear val

He waves and walks con. Clecse on Cheryl. She m=ant what she
has qust said in ways Greqg would never be able o gueas.
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BET. YRAIL -~ DAY =5

Later. & rockfall has slowed Cheryi's progreas. She cen‘t go
reund 1f: there's a sheer rock fece on one side, a sisep diop
into serub on the other, She has to clamber over it. dhe
cheoaes the sasiest point and strempts to climb, but the pack
makes it dmposaible For her. She removes the pack, and with
grest sffort manages to place it on the rocks in such a way
that she hes e shot et retrisving it from the other side.

She clinka over the rock and fturns around to begin the task
of 1ifting the pack over to her zide. she olimbs back ocwer
the other sids, puts the pack back on, and starts to wobble
back over the reck. When she'd done it she allows hersel? the
Tlusury ® of sguathbing on ail fours. There's a iittle grin of
Erivmph.
EXT. TRATL - DAY S&
ChRPRD O SCREEN - DAY 19
The tarrein is changing now, ag Cheryl climbs higher. Towards
the Sierras. It's greener, the trees are taller, there are
lowers. : :
CHERYL (V.0.)

“Maybe your other girlfriends /Couldn i

pags the teat/tell if you're rough and

ready for Iowe...”
She pings out loud.

CHERYL
#fleney T'm tengher than the rest.”

EXT. EENNEDY MEADDWS - DAY 5y

0ff in the distance, Cheryl can see the lodges of Hennedy
Meadows. Bruce Springsteen takss over in her hsad and the
world-weary ballad of survival has never scundesd so
trianphant.

EAT. FENREDY MEADOWS - DAY 5B

Renpedy Meadows is e pleasent, welcoming campaite, with a
cafe/rastavrant, and a general store. There's a hig banner
saying WELCOME TC KEMNEDY MEADCWS, hHanging from onz of the
lLodges, and Cheryl trudges wearily towards it A group of
kelf-a~dozen men ars drinking besarsg at a treawle table
naarby, and when they see Cheryl, they cheer. Cheryl smiles,
heads over to them. Greg is among them.

{CONRENIED )
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GREG

Yo made it! 0K, quys. This is Cheryi.

2nd Monster.
CHRRYT,
{embarrassed)
My pack? Oh, man.

GUy 1

DK, I «an gee Mopster., But I can't see

Cheryl.
Latightar . Gre& stands up.

GRECG
What can I get you?

CHERYL

Snapple. I've heen dreaming of Snapple.

And zorn chips. Thank you.

EL

She producas a ben dollar bill from her sherts and hands it

to him.

GRESG

Ind whan you'ze dene, Ed hers will cook

you dinner at the camp site.

Ed, an cldexr man, siowt &nd bearded, bheams at nher amialbly.
Cheryi locks bewildered by the Rindness of strangsrs.

CLOSE-UEF of four betiles of fnapwle Lined up on the takle. We
see Cheryl's face, distorted and ocloured by the driak but

still elearly full of longing, through the glass.

CHERYL
Oh my Ced.

Bhe picks cne of the bottles ap and drains it, while tha men
cheer as Lf this were some kind of Xeg pariy. In any othsr
context, yvou'd worry for ner - a younyg blonde woman, a group
of men drinking beesr. But it's fnapple, and it'e Hapnedy
Meadows, and these peopie are hiksrs, and it's all benign.

Cheryl draing the second botils, too.

INT. GEMERAL STORE .- DAY

=29

Cheryl ie atanding at the counter of the general stores. B

pleasant, middle-aged iady comsa to serve her.

CHERYL
I have a package to pick up?

{CONTINUED)
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STORE ASSISTANT

You must be Creryl.
{eff Cherylrs look of
sarpries)

Thers's

only one package for & woman back

there. And vou have a couple lettexs,

too.
She souttles off.
EXT, GENERAL STORE
Cheryl iz gitting
shirt that has obw

gke puts it deown,
a twenty-dollar bi

- DAY

on The stoos, her face buried in a froah T
isusly aome from the open box beside her.
fisnhes arcund inside the box and pueiis out
11. she putsz that in her posket, and opens

the letter that ghe’s received at the same time.

BAUL (V.O.)

gweatheart. ..

Cheryl reacts te the salutation - it's a2 little stab.

PAUL (V.0.)

If youfee reading this, then you've
walked a hundred irilse through the Mojave

Cagazt,

A nundred milsg! Whatever elee

hae happered between us, however angry we
ara or were with each other, I'm go prood

of vou,

and ir awe of you, Or I will bs,

onoe you've done it, whick you haven't

vet, As

I write, you'wve sonly just left,

80 actually, you've done almost noething

at ali.

Cheryl smiles.

Like me! We can stiil be frisnds!

EXT. CAMESITE - DAY

Cheryl is paddling at the edge of the raging, icy-ccld South

Fork Kern River.

&he crouches down,
under her clothes.

aplashes water on her Iace and hair and
EcG, the oldar man, is ghouting and waving

behind from the campsite behind her.

ED

Hey Cheryli Come and get it?

EXT. EDS TRAILER

- DAY

Ed has a little pop-up trailer with a tarp roef, and a
makeshift camp kitchen bepeath it.

1r

6l

62

{CORTINIED )
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cheryl is gitting on & fold-up chalr, working her way through
a pile of hot doge lurid with mustard and ketchup. She triss
te sat politely but she can't - she destroys her food.

CHERYL
So...Youre not a hizer?

ET
¥ot like you guys. I come here for the
summer and hang out with the real hikers.
Y¥ou fasclnate me.

CHERVT,
{iaughs)
IT'm not & real hiker.

B
Tery dust walked # hundred miles through
the desert hest.

CHERYL
And it nearly kiiled me.

D
You want some help?

Cheryl pokes her bare, bloody, brudisad feet in the air.

CHERYL
be I leck like somecns who needs help?

AL
OR, so Figst of all: your boote are too
small. That's why you’re losing toeenails.

Cheryl lauzghs.

CHERYT
Yeu’ze right. Bnd I only just realized it
the mpecond you told me. I juat thought I
was puppesed te hurt that bad. But T have
nothing elee. bad no monay.

ED
Tid you buy them from REIT
CHERYL.
Hew.
ED
You're lucky, because they re really
good.
[MORE)

{ CONT INUED |
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ED {CONT'D)
You call them on the pay-phone, you tell
them, they 1li have new bouls sant to your
next stop,

CHERYI:
Sericusly?

B
and vour pack...It’s insans. We need to
do soma pruning.

LAFER

Cherylfs belongings are spread cob on e pienic table, Bd is
grtanding on one gide of the taple, Cheryl on the cther.

=D
Ho... I'm going to plek out the gstuff
that s usaless to you, and you can leave
it in the fres hox unlses you can give me
a good reason why you need it with you.

CHERYL
1.

Bd picka up a stick of deodorant.

Exk

L
Hew's this working out for you?

Chexryl laughs.

CHERYL:
I stirck. I stink all the time. Aod wy
armpits are the least of it.

Ed laughs and puts the decdorant down, the first item in 2
plle of discards. 24 picks up a palr of ministure binoculars.

EC
You having moch fun with these?

Cheryl sigha at her own stupldity. Bd turna o her miniasture
saw,

. CHERYL . e
Yeah, I'm not pure thaf was ever wvery
real, the sawlng.

Bd turns to the bovks - the Adrienne Rich posms, a copy of

#Flannary O'Copnor’e Collected 3tories, the Pazific Crest
Frall vYoluwme 1.

[ CONTLIHNUED)

a3
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iy
¥ou're burning what you read?

CEERYL
Tou want me to burn books?

s
You won’t begome a Hazi, I promise you.
But yvou will have a iighter pack. Look...

He picks up her copy of The Facific Cresat Trail velume 1 and
finde Kennedy Meadows. He takes a vhunk of pages between hig
fingers.

Bl (CORTTD)
You're done.

Ed tears the pages oul, puts thew down on his grill, sete
light to them. We watch them burn,

tn the gcreen, we ses a graphic image of the part of the
trail Cheryl has already walked geoing up in flames.

Ed picka up the O'Conner and the Rdrisnne Rich booka.
CHERYL

They!re never done with, And they will
never et burted.

Ed shrags.
Bl
OK. Tt'a your weight.
CHERYL
Y¥up. Ii's my weight.
LATER &4

The diacarsd pile has grown much higger. We can 2ee 2
disposakle razer, & flash for her camera...BEd picks up a fat
roll of condems, and before Cheryl can stop him, ns haa
anraveled them - be didn't know what they were. Chervl,
axcruciated, clossas her ayes.

il
You nead,,. the whols roli?

CEERYL

T van’t even remember what I was thinking
of when = packed those.

[CONTIHGED )
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Bd ig just as embarrassed as Cheryi. Bub he wante Lo put them
aalde and move on; Cheryl feels an cheoure need to explain
hetrself.

CTEERRYL, (COWNT L)
Who was that woman whe thought she’d need
twaive condome on a hike? Sex! I don‘t
want sex! And nobody wants sex with me!

she gestures at herself. Bd clearly doesn't disagres.

o
Let's go find the others?

Ed starte to walk away. When his back is furnsd, Cheryl teszrs
cne condom from the strip and siips it into her pockest.

INT. LODGEE - DAY 33
Cheryl iz talking on a pay phone in a corrider., She clsarly
can't guite belisve the eape of her call.
CEERYL
Ligten, I'm sorry if I'm being slow here
but... you‘ll just send the boots there?
Ang ¥ den't have to do anything?
he listers, smiliog.
CHERYL (CONT'D)
Thank wou s¢ much. ¥ou Wwill be my
favorite company, foraver and sver.
Bhe hangs up, starts fo walk away from the phons, comes back.
2he digs out some change and dials & number.
LETF (V.0.)
Ei, Thiz is Leif. Please lzave a magsage
aeftrer the tone.
. CHERYL
HY littie brother. It's me. You didn't
write. .. Anyway, I'm z2live. I hawve walted
a2 hundred miles now... I miss you.
Bhe's got nothing else to may. She hangs ap.
EXT. CAMPSITE - DAY 66

Cheryl is sitting outside her tent. Sha2'e wearing the T-shizs
she received in the box, sating a bar of chocelais and sha's
looking st s book that arrived in the same packags: .James
Michaner s 'The Rovel'.
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I8D. CARE - DAY

CLOBE on a copy of the Michsner book, faze down on 2 car
passenger eeat. A hand pilcks the booX up and threws it
careleasly onte the back seat. The hand belangs to the
younger CHERYL, whe sits dewn in tha passenger zeat.

BOBBI
Hey!

CHERYL
Ch, come con, Mom. SJames Michener? Simme a
break. You ¥now that's net a real hook,

Bobbi sighs. Every mother whe has had ber tagte and
imtelligence insalted by a zmart-movlhed daughter will
recognize her expression,

BOBBE
OF, Bo what's wrong with James ¥Michener?
I anjoy his worlk.

CHERYTL
He'a orap, that’s what's wreng with him,

BOBET
And which of his bocoks have you read?

She starte to drive away - 1t becomes apparent that they live
in the middle of nowhere.

CHERYL
Tour think Im gonna waste my Lims on
fucking Sames Michener? I'm reading
Flannetry O'Cenncr and Adrienns Rich, and
more te the point, =o are you now. They
don‘t make sny difference fo you?

BOREI
I watch TV, too. You want me to atop
that?

CHERYL

Books arentt ™, Mom. Hooks ars.. .Books
are going to change your lifs.

RBOBERT
Yeah, I’'m hoping.

CHERYL
S0 let them.

(CONTTRVEL

)
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ROBRI
What can T =ay? I lews Janes Michener.

Cheryl thinks for a moment.

CHERYL

Thig must be pretty weird for you.
BOZBL

What ?
CEERY

Seeing how much moere sophisticated I am
than you were ab my age.

Her mother doesn't say anything. She's clearly stung. Tharyld
immediately Iegrets her craelty, but she dossn't apologize,

BOBET

Well. *that was the plan.
CEERYL

What plan?
BOBBI

I wanted you to be more ascphieticated
then me. I dust hedn't figured out that
it would hurt sometimse.

Cnaryl clepes her eyea, annoyed with nereelZ, and thea takes
her mothers hand,

CHRERYVL
Hewr do you pat up with mv crap?

Bobkd strokes Cheryl’s gresn dress.

MOTEER
T always like it when you weal this.

68 INT. RESTAURANT - EVENIRG 68

fheryl ls eating in the Kennedy Meadows resiaurant with the
guys she met earlisr in the day. She's wearing a oliean-T-
shirt and soms esrrings, apd her hair isn't guite so tangisd.
The detritus of the meal is wisible, and the waitress is
leaving the check on the table. GEEZ is in the group: also
two nice-losking men, in thelr late forties, TIM and DRY: and
ED, the “trail ange:* who cooked her lunch. Cheryl is happy,
and a little giddy with food and drink and company.

DA .
What about you, Cheryl?

[ CORTINUED)
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CHERYL
Ch, yeu know, I wanted te test myseif.
and I'd just been through some things...

TIM
Tha usual?

CHERYL
What’'s the usaal?

DA
He's hers ‘oause my wife Just dumped me.

An awkward silenace.
DI (CONT' D)
He decided he had to suffsr too. What are
cld friends for, after all?

Cheryl smiles uncertairly but is truly touched.

CHERYL
Then I guess the usual, more or less.

Ehe deesa’t know what else fo say.
LA
Enyway, I'm over her. It doesn’t hur:
anywhare near as mich se kiistere and
ahin splints.
Taom piceke up the cheok.

TIM
We CR Lo split this? Fifteen =ach.

Fiftsen? Wlth as moech lneouciance as she can mustsr, Cheryl
thxows her twonty acrose the table.

TIM (CONT L)
(To Danh
Twerty For you, lard ass! You ate twice
as mach as the lady hers.
Tem gives a ten dollay kill back to Cheryl.
OMITTED [
BET. KENNEDLY MEADOWS - CRMPEROUND PICHNIC TABLE TG

Cheryl is reading a map by the licht of Bd'e lantern. Greg
joing her.

{COWRTLIVER)
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GREG
o decided whet to do ebout the snow?

CHERYL
I'd like to pnsh on, 1f there's 2 way.

GREG
Ed teld me a lot of the hikers wsent up
the POT another forty miles, to Trail
Pess. And that's where they get forced
off by the snow. Ther they ocaich a bus up
to Eeno end orto Truckee. Rejoin the
trail at e ower slevation.

CHERYL
1 didn't come cut here to ride buses.

FREG
You probably didn't ¢ome here to elide
=ff mountaing, either. I you'zre worried
abouit cheating yourseld, make your hike
lengar . Walk o Ashland., Ox The Bridge of
the Gods.

CHERYL
‘The Bridge Of The Gods'. I like the
aound of that.

EREG
Either way, don't beat yeurself up. You
atrike me az 2omeons wheo's done pienty of
that alrsady. Must've been some break-up.

CHERYL
Yeeh. ‘Break-up' is kind of a shorthend.

GREG
On, O%.

dreg's not the kind of man who'd went te delve any deeper.

CHERYL .
I thought being alens wouid be good for
e

GREG

And ia it?

Cheryl juet emiles. Together they look ap at the night sky.
stars and stars and etazrs,
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INT., TENT - NIGHT

Cheryl in her tent, wearing her head lamp and reading James
Michaner's ‘the Novel'.

IHT. HAOSPITAT. -~ DAY

cheryl and hey! mother wait in & hospital cerrider. Sobbi is
wearing 4 green hogpltal gown, Cheryl talkse her hand aud
sgueszes it.

CHERYL
fhaye's nothing to werry akout. I koow
i,

A sombrewlooking docter comes up to Tiem.

DOCTOR
Bobbi Grey?

T

{ CONTINUED
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Bobbi gtands up. Cheryl stands with her and triss to make e
contact with the doctor but he won't look at either
Suddenly Zeif buretes into the room. Cheryl shooste him z look.

ING, ROSTOR'E OFFICE - DAY

Gl

Lhem.

Cheryl is in tears. Her mobher is staring straight ahsad,
unabie to comprehsend what she has just besn told.

LETIF
She deeen’t even smoke.

TR
I'm serry. Dur jeb from this polnt on is
to make sure that vou're as comfortable
ag posaible.

LEIF
wWhat do you mean, comfortable?

CHERYL
What about trying to cure her? ¥You don't
ame that as your fucking job?

Bobbil turns te her.

How long?

BOBRI
Cheryli! Watch your mouth.

DOCTOR
You probably have some guastions.

CHERYL MOTHER
Carn I s%ill rice @y

DOCTOR {CONTE D3
(e Bobbi)
We'll be giving you radisticn te reduce
the size of gome of the tumors zlong vour
spine. Oneg Jolt and it could crumble.

LETF
How longd

DOCTOR
We hope for a year.

norss?

(CORTINUED
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CHERYL
Hope! That'a what *hope” means to vou
pecple?

Lelf stends up gquickly and leaves the room.

INT. LADRIES' TOILETE ~ HOBPITAL 74

Cheryl iz sitting on the toliet, leaning against the wa
waeping in silence. We hsar someocns flushing in & stall
further along.

BOBBT (0.5, }
Are you 23l right, honey?

cheryi doesn't arswser. She just closss her eyes.

W

INT. BUS .~ NIGHT 7
CARD ON SCREEN - DAY 23

Cheryl ie ia a similar pozition - sitting in the bus, her
head restipg againat the window, James Michener on heyr &
She wipes her eyes. The lights of Renc are & biur throwyg
window.

EXT. BTREET OF EENO - KIGET i

Cheryl gete off the bus. It's the middle of the night. &hs
iooks pale and lost. She walks inte a restaurant.

INE. RESTAURANT - DINEE SECTION -~ NICHT Ed

Cheryl inserts a coln in 8 pay phone, dials a oumber. We hes:
Paul’s answering machine.

CHERYIL.
Hay. Iv's me. I‘m scrry te call so late,
but I don't know when Ifm going fto be
near a phone again, and I hawve a bua to
cateh. 1 had to bypass a chunk of trail
bacauwge of the snow, so I'm missing ons
of youxr lettsra. I'm in Reno. I you wers
here, we could get divorced agains.
Anyway. I'm alive. 5till. And that's a1l
my news, and the sum total of what I'ws
laarned on my bike.

INT. RESTAURANT - BAR SECTION - NIGHT T

Cheryl, with Monster on her back, walke into the ber sesti
The place is almost empity. There aze sone siob machinoes
there.

{CONTINUEDR)
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There's a guy playing the alots, middie-aged, too many
elothes, smoking, pumping coins inte one of the slot
maohines . Charyl watches him for a moment.

CRREY GUY
Thess four machines are mins.

Without taking hie eyes cff the machine, he gesturss con
either side of him.

CREEY GUY {COWT'D)
They all owse me. ¥You can play them if you
want et it’s my meney 1T vou win.

CHERYL
That esems...faic.

Cheryl 2igs in her pocket and finds some changes. She choosss
a machine from the row bahind the crazy guy - 2o, nob one of
wig. She puts a gnatrter inm... and wins. She amiles.

CRAZY CUY
Mother. FUCKER.

Cheryl has two fietfuls full of ¢uarters. Ehe locks around -
there's novhere toe change them.

CHERYL
Is thers anything I ean do with these? I
catn't take them with wme.

CRRET GUY
Hobkody to changs ‘om this time of night.

CHERYT.
1'm wmatching a2 bus.

“ha crazy guy tuerng, Einelly, and eyves the fistfvis of
quartens.
CRARY GUY
T011 give you ten bucks fon them.
CHERYIL:

Yeu'll gilwe me ten buckes for, like,
twanty-five?

The crazy guy gilves her a taks.it-or-ieave-iit shrug.
CRAZY GLY

mnd I can throw in a T-shizt. You iook
Jike you ocowld ee one.

TOORT TR
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He delves inte his carrier bag and brings sut a larid Bob
Mariey T-shirt,

CRAZY GUY (CONT'D)
You know who be is?

Cheryl nods,
CRBZY GUY {[CONT D}
This shirt is sacred. It will offer you
protection,

CHERYY:
I eould do with some, T guesa.

EXT. ROADSIDE - MORNING 70

CARDy ON SCREEN - DAY 28

Cheryl is attempting tc hitch a ride on a hot, dusty roadzide
somewhere in the middle of Califcrnia. She's not heving any
luck.

CHERYL (V.3.)
*Hi, I'm Chervl. I'm an wnaccompanied
femaie hitehhiker. Weuld 1% be OX 41 X
got Into your car s¢ bhail you can raps
ard digmember me? Nebody iz expscting to
sge fe for months, so I won't be missed. "
Jegeus Chriet, Strayed. What de you think
yeu're doing? Why Son't yeu Just, you
kncw, hike the twelve miles?

8 gilver Chrysler LeBaron pualls off the road and onfo the
gravel shoulder. On the back off the car we see a bumper
sticker: “IMAGINE WHIRLED PRAST. A pleasani-looking quv, mid-
thirties, gets out of the car. We will soon know him as JIMMY
CARTER. Cheryl locks at him suspiciously.

JIMMY CARTER
Hi thare.
CHERYL
[warily)
HI.

OTMMY CARTER
Some backpack vou'vus got thare,

CHERYL
Thanlks .

(COWTINIZD
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JIMMY CARTER
I can™t give you & ride because I have no
roem,
Cheryl glances over at the car to see if this is trus. IT is.

Hig sar fz gtuffad full of funk, clothes and newspapsrs and
pooks and all kinds of stuff

Jimmy Carter offars his hand. In his other hang he's holding
a notaebook and pen.

JIMMY CARTRR (CONE-D)
I'm JFimmy Carter. Mo relation.

(COBRTTHURD }
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Cheryl zhakes hie hard, but offers ne rpame in return.

JIMMY CARTER [CORT )
I interview hobes for the Hoba Times.
Brive all cver the USA. And T have to
telld you, lady hobos are hard to firnd.

CHERYL
OF, @a first of all, I'm bot a hobo. and
sacand. . That'e, Iiks, a real thing? Ths
Howa Times?

JIMMY CARTER
It7a real encugh to pay my rent and my
petrel, So...Bow long have you been out
on the road?

Het's poised Lo take notes.

CHERYL
I'm not "on the read™. I7m hiking. On the
Pacific Crest Trail. Except I'm bypassing
a chunk of it, hecause of the anow.

JEIMMY CARTHER
So if yeou're net a hebo, where do you
live?

Cheryl thinks, sighs.

CHERY:,
I'm betwesn Dlaces atf the mement. I'm
thinking of living in portland when i'm
demne on the FOT,

Timmy Carter makes a couple of notes.

JIMMY CARTER
This iz so fucking veol. I'we apcken to
maybae one femaie hobo in two years.

CHERYL
To reiterats: I'm not a hobo. And most
womenR can't walk cut. Thevire tied to The
home. Thay have Wids, and parsnts to look
after, and..

JIMMY CARTER
You gound like a faministb.

CHERYL

[CONTINOESR,
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JIMMY CARTER
That's excellsnt. Fantastic. I love
feminists.

Cheryl rolls her ayes. Jimmy Carter sesms to writo for a long
time, and Cheryl tries te ses what be's writing. He moves his
notepad away.

JIMMY CARTER {CDﬁT'D)
8o 1f you‘re not a hobo, vou have a job,
right?

Cheryl is lest for words For a moment.

CHERYT,
T've had a2 whole ten of different Jobs.
End I was studying untii a couple of .
Vears ago.

JIMMY CARTER
I hope vou don't think this is too
pergonal. But I‘ve noticed it‘s often
personal trauma that Icrcees people out of
their lives and inte the hobo life.

CHERYL
I'm still ip my real life, OX? I've just
taken scme time cut. There is no hobo
life.

Jimmy farter iocks at her disbslievingly, and then shrugs -
ne’s not going to argue. He reaches through the open window
of hie car door and pulls out a camera.

JIMMY CARTER
Can I get a ahoto?

da doesn’t wait for permizaleon. We freeze momentarily on
Cheryl‘s face and gesture - she looks like a hobe.

JIMMY CARRTER (COHT D)
Tt sheuld he in the fall issue. And a
couple of my pleces have been in other
magazines. Harper'z have expressad an
interest in my-work. That'a a ¥ew ¥ork
magazine, kind of swanky and...

CHERYL
I know what Harpsr's is. I want to write
fer it one dey. And I reaily den't nesad
to ke centerfold Dum of the Month
Eirst. ..

{COWTTHIED
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He reaches into the car again and hapds her a nlastic bag.

JIMMY CARTRR
Hobo care packags. Thanks a lot.

and he dieappears ag quickly ae ha arrived. Charyl delives
inte the bayg, fimde a can of beer and a packst ol corn chips
and shrugs.

INT, CAR - DAY e

CLOBE on a tatboo on a muscolar male foreasm: the tattoo
depicts the top half of a bare- breasted woman, her head
thrown back in either ageony or scstasy.

Cheryl i sguashed inte the back of a car with three adult
humans and a dog, Stevie Ray, who has found some space on the
floor by Cheryil's feel. The humans are LOU, the biker woman
driving the car; DAVE, her boyfriend, sitticy in the front of
the car with her; and SPIDER, DRave's brother. The men are
bikers - black learher wvests, Mo ghirts, handannas, lots of
soary and lurid tattooss - and Lew is a bleachead-blonds,
weathered biker's moll.

CHERYT.
What's the dog's name?

SFIDER
Stevia Ray, I goi him on the day he died.
The cther Stevie Ray, 1 mean.

CHERYL
T olove Stevie Rey.

Cava popa a C0 inte the boow pox that's proppsd betwesan him
and Tou, and Stevie Ray Vaughan's "Texas Fiood” loud lues
guitar f£ills the =ar. Cheryl grins. Ske’s been starved of
mmeic, and if scunds fantastic tc her.

EPITER
[to Dave)
Put “Love-Struck® on.
ey Cheryl)
Tues zame on me, the ssoond you got In
the cazr.
Tou

Ch, shat up, Spider. Jesus.

(to Cheryl}
Ignore him. Be's rpothing but & hozny cold
bastard.

The women axchangs a suliie.

SOCHT NN
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DAVE
You must be pretty tough, if yourrs
hiking this fuckin’ trall.

CHERYL
I'm aitting in a ¢ar with youw right now,
That's not so tough.

DAVE
Yo know that story about the
metherfuacking apes?

Cheryl, estartled, eshakes her head.

TAVE (CONT' D)}
Se this scientist in Pearis or whersver
the motherfuck it waz, he wae trying to
teach apes to draw. And he kesps showing
them art pictures, likes motherfucking 014
Magters and shit, and he gives them
charceal pencils, and he's saying, come
on, ape motherfuckers, draw., And one day,
cnz of them draws & picture. ¥You know
what he draws?

CHERYL
He.

DRVE
Tha kare on hies own metherfuckin' cage.
Tan yvou relate to that, sister?

He turps and executes & complex biker handshake with Spider.
Cheryl eatehes Low's sye in the rearview mirror. They smile.

Chexryl netices a laminated card dangling frem *he botteom of
the mirrer.

CHERYL
Cute boy. How oid iz he?

Loy dessn't say anything. She just turns the music down. They
drive on for a few momente. The meod is suddeniy sombre.

ORI
He was elght.

Cheryl underatands the vas of the past tense instinctively.

CHERYL
Qh. I'm s sorry.

Cheryl leans forward and pats her shoulder,

(CONTINUGED
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Lot
He got hit by a fruck when he was riding
hig kike. Five vears ago.

DAVE
He was a tough little motherfacker. Like
hisg mem. Held on for a wask.

Cheryl dessn’t kpow what to say, so, helplessly, phe rapeats
hereel £,

CHERYL
Im really sorrv.

Lot
I hnow you are, swaeetheari,

TAT. ROADSIDE - DAY g1

Cheryl ie puiling her pack cut of the trunk of the car while
Dave, #Spider and Lou light up cigarsties. The men walk Stevie
Ray inmtc the tress by the side of the road while Lou watchas
Cheryl put on Monster.

Lou
Tou're pretiy.

CHERYL
Thark you. You too,

Lo
Av, you're niece, but I ktow I'm not. I'm
good hoarted, iz what I am. Some men like
that. ¥ow, though, wyou’ll always be GX.
8o leng as vou alap assholes like Spider
dawn. when they ask fox if.

she locks at Cheryl’r legs,

TOT (COWTDR)
And se long as you sghave your lege
ot Imss

Cheryl locks down at zer legs, embarrassed.

LOU (CONT' DY

Wah, I'm juat giving you shit. I think
it’e grest that you're doing this. I wish
mere women told everyone to go and fuck
themsalves. We'd be better off. After ay
son died? T was gone too. In hers.

She pate her chest,

(CORTINUES
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LOU (CONT 2}
I look the same. But I'm not ihe same.
Hiz death took the Low out of Lou, and
she ain't coming back., You know whaz T
mean?

Chery locks at her eteadily.

CHERYL
Yes., I know exacily what you mean.

Loty
I thought you womld. I nad thabt feeling
about you.

she spuddenly lurches forward and hugs Cheryl.
IRT. SRR - DAY gz

Cheryl and Bobbi are driving back from the hospital . This
time, Cheryl is driving, There is & stunned, grisf.stricken
ailence.

BOBAT
1 was nevar me.

CERRYL
ton't telk about yourself as if it's
over, It's not over, CE? We‘il find
Fomecns who. ..

BORET
Itve slwave heen semebody’s daughter or
mother or wife. I never got ito be in the
driver's sgeat of my own life. I thought
that woild come, I thoudht time wag
infindte.

Theryl dossn’t know what to say. She's too voung, ang zhe's
too blind-sided by the news they have received, and by the
glaring sun that shines through the windeow.

EXT. TRATIL. - DAY 3
CRRD 0O BCREER - DAY 28

Back to the familiar rhythm — the oreak, the slosh, the
poundlng., Cheryl is fitter now, can walk faster. And zhe's
anyry - this is what thinking about her mether does to her.
Bul the trail is heading guits atespiy aphili - it's hard
going, and il hurts. And then, To the rhythm cof her boots and
her sgueaking pack. ..

[CONTINURER)
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CHERYL
Puck you. Fack you. Fuck you.

EXT. TRAIL - LAY
CARD ON SCREEN - DAY 30

ghe reaschea a plabteaw and stops to lock at the trail that
disappears intc a landscape of snow in the distance.

CHERYT,
You'fve got to be EIDGING me.

Bhe's sbiil wearing sherie and a T-shixt.

CHERYL {COWT T
Well...all right. Znd fuok you.

fhe produces a ski-pels from her pack, pulls cut her wet
weather clothes, puts them oo and starts o Walk again.

EXT. ENOW LANDSCRPE - DRY

Chervl hattling with tha spow. There iz no trail any msre -
just white, everywhare around hex.

A little further on, and she's standing with a compass on 3

B3

54

8%

high ridge, @inging teo hersel? to the tune of HYomeward dHound.

CHERYTL
I'm wedt of the agenic line/My
declination’s posit-i-ive, wo-oo-woh/The
sun ia right bebind my back/Be true nosth
shouid be over there/I will not lcae this
fucking track/or I'1} end up in..
Delawars. ..Poriland bound/:i hope I am. ..

$he walks on, hopefully in the directicn of Oregon, wheon
sugdenly we're as startled as she is whern somcthing passes
behind her st lightning =peed. She turans arcund.

Her POV: twoe SRIERS dangzrousiy going down hiil. Sbviously,
prog. They'rz alreadv very far when Cheryi shoubsz at thewm.

CHERYL {CONT D)
HEY] HELLG!

Nothing. %They don't hear her. She shouts again, this time
with evervthing she has, and the now tiny foy-sized akiers
step, iook arcand, and spot her.

CHERYL {CONT'D)
WHERE AM I?

{ CONTINIESD |
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ERIER 1
CALIFORWIR!

The skisrs “high-five* and laugh,

CHEEYL
Focking hilarious.

SKTER 1
ARE YOU LOFE?

CHERYL
WO. JUST SCREWED.

Ehe waven wearily at the skisrs abd moves on.
CMITTED B
THT. TERT - DAY - 57

Cheryl waking uwp in her tent. £he's wearing her wet weather
clothes, and she's sleening with her food and her waster, in
an sttempt to kesp it all from freezing. She cpens her ayes
and stares wooslly at the whorls of frost on the roof cf the
tent. Ehe unzips the tent, and we ses hey FOV of the world
outside: snow everywhers. It's hard o imagine that anvens
can slesp in this terrain, lst alone hike.

CARDr OF SCREEN ~ DAY 32

fi
o

EXT. TERY - DAY

Cheryl tending her stove in the arow. sShe takes the pan off
the gas, poure geme of the boiling water into a container,
atirs it zaround, begine to eat, without enthusiasm or
appetite. Bhe looks bleakly arcund her st the snow when =
beautiful fox glides ovwer and sits a few paces away from her,.
watohing her witheut fear. Cheryl dossn’t know whether io he
frightened cf him or not.

SOUNDLESE FLASH: A horse with & coat exectly the same color ABE
as the fox'a fur.

BOBRRI {V.0.}
Can I see Lady before we go?

CMITEED a9

OMITEED 50
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AT, HOUSE - DAY 93

Bobbl ie helding en te Cheryl's arm as they walk towards
thelr oar.

Cheryl knows why she's asking and hates it.

CEERYL
You gan ssa her when you're baok.

Bobkd etops walkino.

BOBBE
Ploage.

INT. HORZE STALL -- DAY 92

Lady, Beobbi‘s horss, sees Cheryl and Bobbi approsching and
trots over to sse them. Bobbi strokes her nose.

BORRT
She saved my Life. I mean, when I left
vour fathsr.

CHERYL
I know what you mean.

BOBERI
I'm not going to maks you promise
anything. This ias hard enough for you as
1t is. Joust do whatever is the Kindest
thing.

Mother and daughter stare at each other for a moment,

CHBRYL {v.0.}
Why are vou iooking at ma?

EZY. TERT - DAY PR
The fox ia still staring st Cheryl. The question waa

addressed te him., Thare ia, of course, no answer. Cheryl
slewly and carafully goes down on her kneee, and freczes whan
she gets to the fox's eye level. They etare at each other.

CHERYL (V.0.)
I am not afraid.

Then, after a long beat...

CHERYL
Lady?

[CORTIWUEL



a3

BG4

B4

=

WIZD Pink (10/08513) B
CONTINUED: 23

The fox turng tail and runs inte the trses. Cheryl rups aftsr
it, We hear her voice fade as we lose sight of her.

CHERYL {QONTD}
MOM! MOM! MO

INT. BOSPILTAL ROOM - NWIGHT pod

pokbl ls desperately sick and in pain. She locks at & MRLY
MURSE next to her bed, with deeperate eyes.

BOBEBT
¥er. .. phine! Please!

Cheryl stands in a corner of the rodm, hel |9n51g watc%1nq
her mother. While the nurse locks al his wri ¥l
notives the outline of his penis through hisz tight nursa's
trougers. The nursse catohes Cheryi's look.

Witheut a word, she waiks intc the small bathroom at the Taot
of #obbi‘g bed. The nuree joins Cheryl. She gets cloae to
nim. Too olose.

CHERYL
Help her, pleass.

She reaches for his sex as the door slowly oloses. ..

fhe murse is still losking at hia watoh when Cheryl gets out
of her daydream fantasy.

THE MALE NORSE
[to Babbki, softly)
e,

Bobbl cries smd her teare fall in the wrong directisn. Met
down ower the light of her cheeks to the corners of her
meath, but sway from the edges of her eyes to her ears.

IH7. LADIES' TOILETS - BOSPITRL - MIGET HEL
Chaxvl i= in a atd;l, zmated cn a toilet, her hands toined
together, praying in sgilence, helding bagk tears. She hears
somecne walking in. She re-gathers and ieaves.

THT. HOSPITAL CORRIDOR - MIGHET o4
Cheryl iz on the phons, impatient.

CHERYL
Trm his sister. He haz my number. Thanks.

She hange up.
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THT. HOSPITAL ROOM - RNIGHT

Cheryl is baek in the rooun and sees Bobbi‘s bear fset

sticking eut frem the sheets, They re bins. Cheryl finds her

motharts socke and struggles ta put them on harn.

CHERY¥I-
Shit, Mom, vou have toe help me here.

Chervl instanitly regrets her burat of impatience when she

gees Bobbi just gtaring at her, dsfeatesd.

Cheryl puts her cost and hat on, and bends over < kiss her

mother .

BOBET
Don‘t.

CHERYL
I*1% be back in the morning., With Leif,

Bebli is so weak, she can't talk, but manages to amils.

CHEEYL (COWT D)
I lovse youa, Mom. Yeow mast know.

Bobbki neda impercsptibly,

CHERYL (CONT D)
Y¥oir're the centre of me. Evervihing T am.

There's an agonizing pause as Bebbi gropes for a word,

BOEBT
Lowve,

It's all shs can msnage. Cheryl ieaves the roog.
INT. HOSPETTAL CORRIDOE - HWIGET

Cheryl closea the door guietly. A sympathstic nurse
appreaches her.

WURSE
How's she doing?

CHERYL
We were told a year! We'wve had a month.
One fucking month.

The murse dessn't know what to say. A beat.

94

{CONTIIED }



95

96

a7

EE
4%
100
101

KILD Blue (0853072013} Gd.
CONTINGED: ek

HWEREE
L'm morry. 1':1 pray for her.

Cheryl can ses the empathy in her face, and the rage starts
to drain out of her.

EXT. STERET - NIGET 98

Cheryl walke down the street, obhiivious to passers-by ang the
averyday, uncaring thrum of an ordinary urban wintar sevening.
We realize it's 5t. Patrickrs Day - there are drunk green
pmople everywhere. Cheryl passss s bar with a big plate glase
window., We can’t hear the2 noiss, we can only sees it - men and
wWomen w2ariho green shirts and green hats snd drinking yreen
pesr. A druni man catches Cherylfs eye, makes 2 sad Lave,
painta at her and laughs. Bis frliends turn to lock, and they
start lavghing Lo,

BET. TRAIL - DAY 7

Cheryl blundering on through the saow, determined, inelegant,
maybe lost, murely in her thoughts.

CHERYL {V.0.}
Wnat are you laughing at, assholes?
Fucking Saint Patrick! Go to hell, all
you fucking Saints!?

She sees a tree with a small tin badge attached to it. The
badge says "ROTV,
CHERYL
[ Lrenic?
Thank yeu, God, for showing me the way!
She looks around.

CHERYL [V.3.)
Aa if he gives a shit., I'm gorry, hut God
iz one ruthless bitah.

And earries on.,

OMITTED oF
OMITTER i
OMITTED 100
INT. BOBEI'S HOUSE - WIGAT 101

Cheryl is Llying en the couch, con the phone, =till wearing her
cosl and hat,

[COHTINUED
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CHERYL
Tt‘s urgent. He nesds to GET THE FUCE
HOME !

ghe smashes the receiver down.
LATER - NIGET

Leif blunders threomgh the back door, drunk and stoned, but
sobering up fast. Cheryl leeps to her feer.

CHERY L,
Where tha fuck hawe vou bsan?

feif locks at her vulnerable.

CHERYL {CORT'D)
She's dying! Do you understand?

LEIF
Lien't =ay that. Bhe can't die.

CHEERYL,
She can. She i=.

IHIF
Stop saving that! She cap': dis.
I can't live witheut her. I can*t do
this.

cheryl nolds her brothesr and comforts him. Dike a mether.
INT. BOBBI'S BOUSE - LEIF'S ROOM - NIGHT

Cheryl apd Lelf lay together ip his single kad, talking,
crying and laughling.

LEIF
Kilier, Dochle, Motorcycie Dan, and who
was that other guy? The guy wha gave us
five dellar bills for candy so that we'd
leave the two of them alons?

CHERYL
Hipper?

Cheryl's mind is somewhers else.

CHERYL (CONT D)
If you press your face hard against the
glass, you can #aze a slice of bake
Zuperior. It seams o 9o streight into
the harizen...

101

102
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A PLASH of Bobbi in her hospital bed, looking at Cheryl
pressing her face agaipst the window.

BOBBT
2 room with a view...

CEIRYL (V.D.)
... ahe Baid.

Mers laughs from Leif and Cheryl still in bed togsthern.
BOBBE (v.0.)

511 of my life, I've waited for a room
with a view!

[ CONTINUED)
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CHERYL
Jesus, she never stops!

LEIF
Thess past few years I acted like she's
nothing to me, but really she's
everything.

Chneryl nods. Agress. 2 beat. Than gha shuts her eyes and
jeina her hands together. Taif giggles.

LELE {OUNT 13}
What are you deoing?

CHERYL
I'm praying o bthe whale fnohking
universe. Hoplng that thers 45 2 God
aomewherse, I want a mirzcle. I want to
balieve in miracles. Wo way Mom'e going
To dis at 45!

Leif is orying agadn... and scen jeinz his aleter in her
daaperate call te God. Clearly, these twe have never praved
before.

TRET., CAR - PAY 103

Laif is driving her mother's car, too fast. Cheryl sits in
the passenger seat. Weither of them speaka.

EXT. TRAIL - DAY . ALDS
CRRD ON SCREEW - DAY 38

There's no snew te be gesn. The trail is wvisibie again,
we're back in the familiar rhybim, the thump of boots ard

creak of the pack. Cheryl is =till icst in her thoughts ©
soon make her smile.

THT. EISPITAL - DAY 104
Chervl and Leif walk down the corrider towards her mether's
room. Excited to see her mother again, and to surprise her
with Telf's presence, she has & smile on her face, liks the
one sze had at 7...

BOBBE (V.0.)
Eow mush de I lows you?

INT. FATEER'S HOUSE . DAY al04

Bobbi is helding her hand a couple of iaches apart.

[CONTIRUSD)
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BOBRT
Thiz much?

Young Cheryl and Leif etart to smile and shake their heads.

{CONERNEED)
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CHERYL LEIF
=M Wo.

BOBBT (CONTD:
Thiz much?

She mover her hands further apart. And as we Dear voeung
Cheryl and Leif asnswering “NO“ agein, we sse. ..

fheryl on the trail... and Cheryl 1n ths hospitsl hallway,
both smiling as they kesp on walking.

Gack in Father's houss...

BGAERT {013
This much?

Hobbi‘e arms are stretched as wide az they can go.

BCEBEI (JONT'C)
I can't get there! I can't stretch Them
wide emcugh! Help!

Hack on the trail, Cheryl stops at the spet whers she lost
her boots at the beginning of the moviae.

Back ir the hospital, Chervi steps in front of hsr mother's
rooft. There's =z esign on the decr: PLEASE CHECK IN AT TER
WUREE'S ETATION BEFORE ERTERIVG. Chervi turne arournd,
bewl{ldarad. She saes the nurse frosm the day before.

HIRSE
Ha put ice on hey syes.

CHEERIL
What?

RORSE
She wanted Lo donate her corneas, so
We. ..

Cheryl bursts into the reom. bLeif stands outsids,. too stunned
to move.

IHT. BOSPITAL ROCM - DAY FAt]

Paul ia in a chair end stands. He says something like “Just
got here an hour ago" but we oan hardly hear him because
we'lre in Cheryl's head, hearing her leud breathing., Peel
stands with kis arms cutstretched but Cheryl swerves for the
curtain arcand Bobbi‘s bed, and pulls it kack to reveal her
corpsa. Over Boebki's eyes is a palr of surgicel gloves packes
with ice, the fingers loiling clownighly across hexr facs,
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BAT. TRAIL - DAY 1oe

Cheryl is standing on the edge of the traill, hurling her one
useless boot down into the forest, yelling her pain but we
don't hear her, We hear instesd the intreductleon of B Coudor
Pasa as it continues o play over the following ecenes.

MOWTRIE 107

A SUDDEN RUSH of disconnscted soundless imadges: a beatuzn-uo,
gwollen eye completely cleossd; Cherytl howling while Xissing
the belly of her mother; Cheryl screaming her guts out in tha
wilderness; Cheryl smoking a crack pipe with 2 man; Cheryi
engulfing Leif in her armg in the hespital; Cheryl undressing
in a hotel room while a siyanger watches; yoang Cheryli and
voung Leif cowering in the back of thelr motker's car; the
surgical gloves packed with ice falling on the ficer; Bobbi's
face, lifeless and sightless; Chervi howling... urdexr the
goft velces of Simon & Garfunkel: Yea, I would, 1f ¥ could, T
surely would, ..

EXT. TRAIL - DAY 108
Cheryl is angrily making heots cut of the bzach shoes she
qarries arcund with her for times whan she’s not hiking.

She ‘s winding duct-tape around them, and arcund her ankle.

INT, HOTEL BAR - DAY L]
“heryl is sitving en her own at the har, staring intc spacs.
The man we saw Cheryl undrsssing for is eitting nearby

raafding 3 newspaper. Cheryl says sueething o him and the man
hands ever the Books sectlon,

THT,. BOTEL ROOM - DAY kR

Cheryi and the man making viclent, frantic love in a hotel
Toom.

EXT, TRAIL - DRY 1li

Cheryl stil} constructing her shees. Just ahead of her she
sees the fox.

CHERYL
What the fuck de yoa wank?

¥hen we go back fo her POV, the fox has dissppeared.
INT. RESTAURANE - DAY 112

Chervl waltreszing in 2 restaurant, She gives the check to a
tahle of two vounglsh guys in sults. 3he atares at them.



113

114

}1i5

ile

1id

WILD Eiue (08/30/3015) EER

E¥T. BACK OF THE RESTAURANT - DAY a1z

Cneryl 18 having sex with beth of them against the waii of
the back of the restaurant. The guys’ efforts are laborsd,
and she's unendgaged, distrasted by something further dewsn the
ailey.

From her POV, we see Bobbi watching her.

YRR . BEDROCM . WICHT 314
“he door openz and Cheryl slips intoe bed and pute her azms
around Paul who dossn't slesp, doeen’t move nor pay anyhhing.
Cneryl falls straight to zleen.

I, JOR'E APARTHMERT - DAY 115
Cheryl lying in bed with the guy we saw smcking crack, JOR -
punk-rock akinmy, guiff. The coupic are zlearly post-ooitsl.
Joe'a apartmen® hag ac furniture except for a mattress, a
beaten~up voffee tabie and two chaira. He leans out of bed

and takes what Lz unmistakably the paraphernalia of haroin.
Cheryl puts ker foot cn hls cheet.

CLOSE on & needle going into Cheryl’s ankie. Cheryl closes
her eyes and sighs with pleasure.

EAT. TRATL - LAY ile
CLOSE en that same ankls, being wrapped in duct-tape. Cheryl
atands in her newly-constructed duct-teps shoes, ramshackls,
hopeful and hepelsss. :

CHERYL
Fack yoii. Let's go.

Bhe starts to walk down the trail, wirncing in pain. Thersz'z a
new peroussicn instrument in the rhythm ssction now: the thud
of boots has been replaced by ths rustls of the tape.

BET. TRALL - DUSK 117

Cheryl is on the trail. It's getting dark. She stumbles. $he
deesn’t care. 2he keeps walking.

LATER ~ HIGHT 115

She's still hiking, threugh the night, with enesrgy and angez,
her head lamp on. She walks by a tres and geis spiked by a
hranck., It leaves a gash on her cheek. She hardly hreaks
gtride.
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EXAT. TRARIL -~ DAWW 1%

First light. Cheryl stops on the sdge of a reging stream -
zhe has to go through it. She gingerly puts cne fool into the
water and is immediately knocked off balance. She landa on
her back, pack firet, and is swept downstream a few fest
before aghe oan get = grip and stop heraslif.

When she clanbersz out the other eide, scaking wet, the duct-
tape shoes are trailing behind her. She rips them off, staris
again.

INT. CBFE/STORE - DAY 120
CARD ON SCREEM - DY 5%

Cheryl, filthy, swezting, her duct-tepe boots flapping and
unraveling, walks lnte a small ocaf fafstore - a couple of
tables, B guy in hils siztles iz lzaning on the counisr.
Cheryl takes a Snapple out of a cold drinks csbinet, lecks at
it, puts 1t against hsar forshead before putting iz ﬁawn o

- the counter.

CHERYIL
Hi. I'm hoping that you hawve a coupie of
parcels for me. Cheryl Strayed?

MAEN
I geen one, Don't think there's twe.

He disappears off inta a back room.

CHERYL
There'll definitely be twoi
She tries to say it with certainty, bul we car Tell she’'s
panicking, Be comes beck with one box, and a letter. He puts
them on the counter. .

MER
Nerw boots from BEIT

CHERYL
Yeah.

ghe dangles out & foot to shew nim.

MR
Wow. Mow far have you waiked in those?

(CONTINES)
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CHERYL
Maybe £ifty miles? You're sure thsre
ign*t another box? and there shenld be a
couple more lstters. ¥ hypassed the laet
stop and...

MAR
I'm sure, And lady, 1f vou walked fifty
miles in duet-tape, vou got the box wou
neaded. Tt 'y two doilare for the Snappie.

CHERYL
You kpow what? I'm good.

with a heavy heart, shez picks up the Snapple and puts it havk
in the drinks cabilnet.

LATER 121

iose on & paiv of new books on the cafe table. Cheryi ie
running her fingers over them lovingiy while she reads a
letter,

FAUL {V.0.)
basrest Cheryl, Welcome to 01d Station.
think yeu're haliway, maybe a little
more. iz hundred miles! Tamn! I hope you
didn‘t mind al:i the stuif I got inte in
the last lstter. Onoe 17d put it in fthe
meil-box, [ wondered whether I'd dome the
right thing. #Maybs the trath is better to
speak than to hear. Maybe you didn't want
te know any of that., But ¥ wae angry with
e,

Cheryl puta the ietier in ker bag and starls Lo lsave.

MAN BEEYIND COUNTZR
Eemamber to fake enough water with wvou
when you go back out on the trail. Zta
pratby hot out there.

CTHERYL
Thera s & water Lank abouf twenty milss
away, right?

BN BEHIND COUNTER
Yep, But it's way over a hundred degrses
on the Modoo Plateaun. That's & ot of
gweat.

Another hiker comes in - & weman, older than Chervi, cropped
grey halr, less disheveled, smualler pack. This ls Stacey.

{CONTIHRITD )
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STACEY
Tou mast be Cheryl. I'm Stacey.

Cheryl smiles in delight.

CHEERYL:
Youfre a woman!

She gtands ap and hugs her.

liz EXT. CAMESITE - DMISXK 322
Cheryl is dootoring her feet while talking to Stacey. Theix
tants are side-by side, and they're both sitting on thedix
camping seata.

STACEY
Did you come asross a guy callsd Greg?

CHEEYL
¥as, A long time age, at Rennedy Mesdows,
whan I knew even less than I do new.

BTACEY
He guit.

CHERYL
Sreg? Mo way. He was a real hiker.

STACEY
He couldn*t deal with the mnow, He's
caming back next year.

CHERYL
Wow. Ifm still hers snd Grec’s gone home!

Stacey ralses her glass to make a toast.

BTBCEY
Female power!

Cheryl chinke her cup and smiles. 2 keat.

SYACEY {CONT DY
Do you get lonsiy?

CHERYL .
Sometimesa. Honestly, 1'm lonslier in my
reguiay Iife than I am cut here. I misas
my friends, of course, but it's not like
there's anyohe waiting for me at home.

{ CONTINUED )
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B pause, while Cheryl works out now such she wants to say to
thia woman.

CHERYL {COWE'D)

My mom died of caucer four vears aco and
my dad's a bastard. Ee hasn'z been in my
life sinoe [ wae six, which is probebly
for the best, because he was a wiclient
man. Ok, and I agot divorced & few months
ago. 5o my life's kind of. emptied cut.

Stacey neds.

BETRORY
Joein the alub.

theryl smiles at her,

DHERYT
I hawve a brother, Leif. I love him like
mad but we... legt each other.
{& baat)

Bosw about you?
Btacey hepitates to talk.

BTRCEY
I can't stay married. I've besn married
and divorced three timss.

@tacey shzkes ner head, mot proad of her accomplishment, bui
keaps her smile on her fage.

STACEY (CONT D}
I a=mad to find gamething in me. T dont
¥now what yet bubt... 1 needed to ve-
gather. I guess the trail's a good place
for that. For people whese lives have
emptised cut. I mean, look!

{gesturing to the sunset)

Thie has the power to £411 you up again
if vou let it. I'm slowly learning to.

Cheryl laughs. Stacey wondera why.

CHERYEL
My mem used te say this thing that drowe
me nate: *Every day thers's a sunrise and
a gunzet and you can choogs to be thare
for it. You can put yourself in the way
of heauty.”

{ CORTINUGED)
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STACEY
I like your mom. My xind of woman.

Cheryl smiles at her gratefully, deesn't say a word, even
tneugl we haar her say...

CHERYL (V.0.}
She wes the love of my life.
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INT. CLASSROCM .- DAY 123

tneryl ie in an emphy, cheerless osllese claesroom, sitiing
on one aide of 8 woerk.table on a plastice chalr, On the other
zide i= a theraplst, VINCE - fiftyish, griszled, xind-
locking., Chervl ls drawn, pale, unkempt, red-rimmed syes;
she'ts at rock-bottom, fhe clearly doepn't want To be thers.

CHERTL
I''we peen destroved by her death. There’s
nothing eles te say about it

Vince stays silenz. A beat.

CHERYL {CONT 2}
I thought there d be couches and
armchairs and books. And Kleenex.

VINCE
That's fifty-bucks-an-hour therapy. This
is ten-bucks-an-hour therapy. Why do you
think you’'d been destroyed by your
mether’s death?

CHERYL
Iz that what your job is? To ask the
bersaved if they’'re grisving too much?

VINCE
Pecple grieve in all soris of different
wayg. I'm asking you aboul youre.

CHERYE,
Is mine so bad?

VINCE
¥ourre using hzroln and you'ze having sex
with anycone who asks, I'm oot sure that
theze things ars mahing yvou happy.

TOOML TR )
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CHERYL
Well, you‘re wrong. I'm happy while I'm
doing them. &nd the rest of the time I
want o die. Can vou see the appeal?

VINCE
Do you sieep with your husband too?

CHERYT,
¥Wo. I'm like a guy when it comes to sex.
L prefer teo bhe detached.

VINCE
You think that's what gquys are like?

Cheryl shrugs and staree at the poster behind him - a ploture
of the universe, with an arrow pointing at a tiny dot and the
words “¥OU BREE HERE' beside il

CHERYL
T ges that poster all ocwver ths placs. I
hate it. Who wanite= to teach kids that
they den’t matter?

UWinee tures around te look at it

VINCE
Di& yeu feel as though you mattared?

This gets to her, momentarily.

CRERYL
¥es. I know I did.

VINCE
8o who detached from you?

CHERYT
ah, right. My men dieg, and we havse to
bal® aboubt my dad., Jesue.

VINCE
So thera's the answer to that particsiar
queation.

CHERYT:

Anyway. We detached from him.

WIRCE
pid you get a say in that?

A guddsn soundless FILASH - voung Cheryl dabs a tissue on her
mether s face in the car. Looks Zike she's applying make-up.

{COTPLRTEDR )
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Back to Cheryl, ncw Eiddling distractedly with her wedding
ring.

CHERYT:
I didn't need one.

VINCE
Mayhe you did,

Chery: atands up.
CHERYL

This dlen't going to work for me. This

isn’t about talking.
she lmaves.

her soundless FLASH: 2 small bottle of peroxide being

poured on A tissue. Young Cheryl holds it agairst ar ugly
gaeh above her mother's beaten up eye.

And as we hear Charlie Rich starting to sing - Who Will The
Wext Focl Be. ..

INT. FATEHER'S HOUSE -~ DAY 124
Youne Cheryl walks back inte the house with Leif aad Sobid.

Thae voung girl locks et her father who is frying eggs. Tas

man obvicusly feelis cheap and guilty but he's delighted to

s2e them. He picks Leif up s he singes over Charlie Rich’'s
song. Bobbl smiles with one eye. The cother ons is swollien.

EEY, ERATL - BAY A%
CRRD OF SCEREEN - DAY 56

Chery? is back on the trail in her vew Doots. There is a
spring in her step. She staps st a trail register and writss,

{CONTLNUED
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¥ SCREER "EVEN A CHILD WITH NORMAYL FEET WAS IW LOVE WITH THR
WORLD AFTER HE HAD GOT & ¥EW pPAIR OF S5ROES - FLANNERY
O CONNDR  (AND CHERYL BTRRYED).

Baft the landscape is like it was right &b the beginning of
her hike - it‘e arid and scrubby, and the femperaturs ia
alearly unbeasrakle,

CHERYL {V.0.}
The ashss of a body aren’'t really like
+the ashes from a firg, goft and silky.

SOUNDLESS TLASH: ALEG

Bobbie's grave and tombstone, with the inscription 'I'M WITH
TOU ALWAYES .
CHERYL {V.0.}
They're more iike pale pebblies mixed with
a gritty grey gravel. We spraad most of
them around her grave.

THT. TENT -~ WIGHET Bids
Cheryl is writing her diary.
CHERYI. (V.0.}
But seme of the larger chunks I put in my
meuth. .

SOUMNDLESS FLASE: Cheryl's mouth opens.

CHERYL {V.0. 3
And 1 ewallowed whele,

Cheryl continues on the trail.

CHERYL (V.0.)
The firat tims I smoked hercin it wag a
hot sunny day in June. I laughed liks a
child, ard twirled arcund in my mother's
Jawelry box.

SOUNDLESS FLASH: 126

a dancing geigha girl is twirling as young Cheryl, full of
make-up and Jjewels, leoks st it,
BET. TRALL - DAY 127%

Cheryl resting in shade, her pack off, chugging water from

ong of the large bottles she has brought with her.

(OO IRUED )
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She ptops herseif, puts the bottle back in the pack. Skhe
haen't had encugh.

CEERYL
ek it.

She pulls the bottie cut of the pactk and drinks the reat. Zhe
then pulls out a sscond bottie of water and a hall-point pen,
and marks off what she's going to allow herself at the next
stops.
EXT. TRALL - LATER 128
fhe's walking, composing sentences in her head again.
CHERYL {V.3&.)

The first time I shot up, 1 zank te my

knees and begged... “More, mors, more.. "
SOUNDLESE FLAEH: 329
Cloge on a naedle going into a tisd-eff wein.

CHERYL {V.O.}

{einging}
... how do yvow like it, how do you Like
it
EZT. JOE'S APARTMENT BUILDING - DAY 136

Cheryl, sat on a beaten-up gardea chair on a bit of dismal
aorubland in front of an apartment block. Bhe's stoned out of
her mind.

There is a welrd dude in front of her, making fancy dancs
moven, And even if we can't hear him, we can tell that he's
pinging... "More, more, morse”.
CHERYE. (V.0.)
A day after my birthday, a man asked me
for momey.
Fhe dude jipesynesa... “that's what I want”.
EBXT. TRALL - DAY 133
50 does Cheryl as she keeps on walking.
CEREYT

(®inging)
*Thatl.*g what I waaazaasaant”.

[CONTINGED)
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cheryl gtops singing but keeprp on walking. She touches her
rthroat and gives the finger to an imaginary perscn in front
of her,

EET. JCE'S APARTMENT BUILDING - DAY 132

Tha dude has a knife at Cheryl‘s throat. And he's noi
singing, neor dapeing anvimors. He reaches ilntoe her pocket and
takes her money.

INT. JCE*S RPARTMENT - DAY 133

Cheryl iccks at her refiection on the glass of the rofies
table, a red mark on her throat ieft by the knife. Wexl to
her, Joe has passed cut on the matiress, naked.

2 door opesns. Reveals Taul. The couple stares at esach other.

CHERYE {V.0.)
A wesk after the event, somebody Tinally
wished me “happy birthday”. Be drove
eighteen hundred miles to zee me and I
cheated on him enyway.

Cheryl holdas back tears.
INT. PAUL'S CRR -~ DAY A133

We're back in Paul's car when he and Cheryl ware fighting.
Thie €ime, we can near them. These two Xnow heow to fight.

BAUT,
Juet tell me why you're doing this to
yourself?

Charyl has her fingsrs in her esre and pretends not to hear
anything. Faui cantt stand it soveors and ks her left hand
out ¢f her eax, in a viclent movement, a5 L kueps driving
acrosg a hridge.

CHERYL
Den't you fucking teach me!

FAUL
Dertt you fucking play this game!

CEERTL
I didn’t ask yon to coms and get me! Yoa
came for Yonr owh reascns. Just a0 you
gouid be the hig herc!

4 peat during which Paul deoesn’t kpow what to say.

{ CONTINUED )



AL33

134

135

i3

WILL Fink (10503/13) TH.
QONTINUED A133

FATL
Maybe.

CHERYT
Why did you come all this way to get me?

BADE
Bacausa !

Paul gripa the steering whes:, frustrated, smoticnal,
copfused.

PFAUL. (CONT'D)
Juat... becsase!

Charyl looks oubt the window. Through ths strusturs of the
wridoge, we can see Kount Hood in the fistancs

EZT., TRAIL - DRY 134
For a pegond, it sounds like we're hearing the eche of Paul's
voize. Cheryl drinks down to the lasi mazker on the last
bettle of water, and then, 8til: parched, drains the botvle.
LATER 133

Cheryl rounds a bend, and there, in the distance, is the
water tank she’s been longing to see. She gesps ber relief.

But as she geta closer to it, she can eee that there's a
plece of paper attached to it, flapping a littie in the
bresze.

CHEERYL
Mo,

She walks towords it as guivkly aw she <an.
CLOEE on the plece of paper: “NC WATERY.

She mite down in the shade of the water vowsr and pulls out
her guide book.

INT, TENT - DAY 134

Close on Cheryi waking up. $he’s parched. Sha licks her
eracked lips,

TET. TEWT - DAY [N
Cheryi licking the tent, tryipg to suck up any dew that may

have oollacted overnight. Shke locks ab & mage bush naxt ic
ner.

{COMNTINUED}
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She puts her face in her palms, inhaling deeplv some leaves
of 2age that she rvobbed against her palms. When she brings
her face back up, we ase...

,.. Bobbi's face instead, whe locks up at & blue sky.

Cneryl gets rid of the ieaves and gathers her stuff asz we
atart to hear her teacher's volce...

TEACHER {V.0.)
I logt my mother's watoh. And lock! My
lasgt, or next-to-last. ..

INT. CLAESROOM COLLEGE - DAY 138
Her teacher is holding a bock and is vweciting a poem. ..

TERACERR
vor 0f three loved houses want. The art
of loping lsn't hard to master...

EX%E, TRAIL - DAY boolaw

Bask on the trail. Cheryl s breathing fs gquite labored oow,
and the coherance that was allowing her to compose sentances
in hesr head hae gone. She starts Lo accompany har tescher.

CEFRYL {V.0.)
+v+ T loast two citles, lovsly cnes. &nd,
vaster, soms realms I ocwned, two rivers,
a continent. I miss them, but it wasn't a
digagier. .

Back on the teacher.
TEACHER X
{with Chervl's woics)
And every rappirn’ cat I know drinks
MITLER LITE...
Back on Cheryl on the trail.

CEERYI:
vor ain't that so.

Cheryl le struggling, sick and scared. She tries to ohant.
CHERYL [COHNT'D)

Fear oreates fear. Power creatss power.
Den t fuacking die here.

[CONTIRUET)
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Cheryl sses what she's heen locking for - a stagnant pond,
the eize of & tennis court. The water iz shaliow and brown,
and you'd have to be desperate to think about drinking it.

She pulls oubt her water purifisr, orcuches down and Begine to
pump the hrown Ligoedd into the bottlie.

CHAERYL {V.0.}
Do not ler the tube touch the bhotiom. De
not let the tube touch the bottom.

The pumping is hard, and even when she has £illed & bottle,
it deesn’t inok anything less than peisoncus. She finds her
iodineg tabliete, reads the instructicns on the packat.

CHERYL (V.0.}
Thirty minutes!?

C{out loud)
Fuck you, iodine taklats.

CHERYL (V.o
T didn't mean that. You're cool. It's the
goience that's fusked.

She setiles down to Btare at the bottle and starts fo count
out ez,

CEERYL
One Miseissippl Two Mississippi Three
Mizaisgippi

LA&TER 140

she's counting much faster. Thsrs is ancther bottls beside it
W

CHERYL
Fifteen hupdred and cne, fifisen hundred
and twe, fifteen hundred and 1'm done.

ghe plcks up the bottle, drinks it dows in oneg. Suddenly she
hears & hoise, and twe men are standing by the pond with her,
TINT apd TJ. They're beth wearing jeans with Xnives hitehed
onte their balts, and there are bows and arzowsg in their
backpacks.

CLIHT
You got any water?

This is said without apolegy or supplicaticr. Both the men
seem aggreseive and desperate.

(eanTImrEn
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CHERYL
You gan drink the pond water, but you
nava to filter it firast.

kxi)
We don't have a filter.

CHERYL
You can uge mine. You have a bottle?

T
We gob an empty beer can.
Hz produces one from his bag. Ske pasuses the f£ilter to the

amali man, and he starts to try fo pump with it, intc the
beelr can, as Cheryl watches hia.

TT (COWT'D}
hnd we can just drink it straight from
the can?
Cheryl hesitates.
CHERYL

Sure. You came ocul with nothing to driak?

CLINT
We bBrought a six-pack of these. Bach. Bui
we drunk fem ail,

TF
3 can't de this.

CERRYL
Yeah, it's hard work.

T
1L won't move.

Cheryl takes cowver. She can't pump it sither. She takes it out

and examines it. It's cleogged with much from the boettom of
the pond.

LHERYL
You weren’t suppesed to iet the ftubs So
inte the mud like that, you were supposed
te keep 1t up in the water.

T
Shit.

CLIWYT
8o now what are we suppozed to do?

(CORND RS
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cheryl ia reluctant to show her pottle of pills, than...
CEERYL
tou carn use bhsae,

cut to the twoe men filling their beer cans with water and
édropping iodine tablets into them.

o)
How long doss it take?
Crer T

Fhe just teld you, asshole. Thirty
mimites.

They lapse inte silence.

CLINT (CONT' D)
Zo. How can we ®iil the time?

TT
T car think of soms ways.

9e sniggers and locks at Cheryl. Chexyl is uncomforiable.

DI {COWT D)
She's got & really nice figure, don’t
whe? What I can't beliewve is That sha's
out here all alene. If she was my
girliriend, I wouldn®t have let hLer.

Cheryl stande up, moves bowards Monster. She's scarad now.

CLINT
oh, sit dewn, we're just messing with
your head.

CHERYL

T'm hiking on 2 bit fartheyx, so I'd
better get goelng. ¥ice to meet you guys.

The men exchange a smile. There is a gilence for a momert.
TS
How cote you're out here all alene,
swaathaart?
Cheryl doesn't answer and gathers her stuff.
T [(CONT D)

Tg thers some man scmewhels who isn't
getting any at the moment?

{COATTHURD
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Ciint aniggere.

CLINT
Maybe he is.

They both laugh. Clint pulls on his pack.

CLINE (CONT D)
We're heading out too. Den't want to run
cut of light.
{te TI)
lome on.

¢lint takes a besr can and starts te leave. TF follows and
waves Cheryl goodbye with the other beer carn in his hand. She
waves back and waiches them in a fake posture of readying
harself to ieave sz they disappear irto the weoodz. She steys
atil: and listens, but her breathing prevenis hexr from
hearing properly. She holds her bresth. The sound of
footsteps miowly fades cut. She starie to breathe again.

LATER AT4D

Cheryl has now her pair of leggings on and her tarp is laid
cuwt. She pesls her sweaty shirt off and puts on a long sleseus
shirt when suddenly she is startled by TJ who watches her
from a dietance. He starts walking towards her.

i
I thought you wers heading on.

Charyl kpnows naw that there ls semething te be afraid cf. We
can hear the bloed peunding in her ears.

CHERYL
I changed my mind.

TI
¥ou tried te trick us?

CHERYL
Mo, I jupt changed my mind.

T3
Yeou shanged your clethes too.

T7 takes off his backpack apd sets it down. On tep of it, his
arrowe. Theryl spete tham.

TT (CONT D)

I ilike vouwr pants. They leck good on you.
They show off your hips and legs.

[CONTIWUED)
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CHEEYL
Flezas den't eay that.

T.J
What? Can & guy give & girl a compiiment
anymore? You should be flattered.

CHERYL
Thank you.

& long beat. de stares at her. 3She crosses hsr arms against
her chest, aware of the fact that she isn‘t wearing a bra.

CHERYT, (CORT D)
I think you hetier get going. IR1Ll be
getiing dark soon.

ar
ftr'a a Free cpuntry. 101Y go when I'm
ready .

Anmther long silence during which TF gently swirls arcund ths
water insids kisg beer car. Then szuddsnly. ..

CLINT
What the hell arxe you deing? I thought
you got lostl Gab your dumb ass hers,
letfs go!

TJ iocke at his watch, and lifts his beeszr can.

™
Ity sefe bto drink the water now. Here’s
b a young giri all alone in the woods.

T3 takes a sip, looke al her and leaves, zlowliy., As soon as
ha‘s cut of sight, Cheryl packs her things at lightning spsed
and ieaves In the opposite directicn.

LATER Bid
Tt's duek. Almost dark. Cheryl walks away as guickly as she
can, She risks stopping and looking behind her. Thare‘s

nabody thers., She holds her breaths again and listens.
Mothing unusnal.

{ CORTINUED}

o
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ghe starta to breathe more easily, end walks on. We natice
that over her long slesve shirt, she has put on tha Hob
Merley T-shirt that she wae given.

EET. TRAIL - DAY 141
CRED ON SCREEW - DAY &2

cheryl is lost in the middle of a thick fog. We can’'t aven
s@e har at First, until she walks clossr to the camera. She's
still wearing her Bob Marley shirt,

Cheryl notices a sign on 2 tree: WELCOME TQ OREGON, USA -
DORTLAND 492 MIDES. Chery: gasps, and thern giggies with
asilght. In the distence she sess a traill register. On Cheryl
as she waves to the field beeide her.

CEERYL
Goodbye, Californlan cows! Hsilo,
Oregonlan cows!?

The cows stars at her impassively.
cut te a frail-register guote on 2Creen:

JRUT 3 ERVE PROMISES TO KEMP/AND MILES TO GC BEFORE I SLERE -
ROBERT FROST (AND CHERYL STRAYED)®

®e hear masic coming from...
Ed. MATN ETREET, ARHLAND - DAY Ly

ashlend is cempletely bewildering for scmecne whe's epent 20
mach time alone in the wild. It's bathed, today av ieasd ;
dazzling sunlight, and thewse are purks and hippies and
tattoos everywhere. Cheryi doszr't leook out of place, with
hex tattoo and her caked-on dirt and her back-pask, but she
feels out of place. She sees Jorry Garcia’s face and name
everywhere -~ an home-made signs in ghop windows, on T-shirts,
stuck onto the sides of vans. She smiies end nods her nead to
the rhythm of an aconstic guitarist playing the Grateial
Dead's “Pox of Rain* on the sidewelk accompenied by a mele
BiOgET . .

Cheryl stops pext to a young gird, pink hair and studs, to
liaten.

CHERYL
Pasple really love the Dead in this town.

[COATTINGER)
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The girl locks at her witheringly. Cheryl, taken abeck, walks
ofi. Ehe stops at a2 newspaper vending machine and reeds the
headline: JEFRY GARCIA DEAD.

Cherw]l walks on through the town. She passez a blonde girl,
face smeaved with grime, crashed cut in a docrway: Cheryl
notes the track marks and the apparently obligatery tattoo,
She touches her own, wneonscicusly.

INT, POET OFFICE -~ DAY lai

theryl weiting in iire in the post offive. A lot of the same
alternetive crowd are in there. An angry, young nak runs away
fram the counter at the front of Cheryi's line and atorms
oat,

PIGEY YOUNG [ER3
¥You're westlng your time. She won't give
you shit. ’

It's Cheryl's turn. The middle-eged woman behing the counter
hates her on zight - Cheryl is just ancther member of fhe
triba of the unwarhed. Cheryl smiles sweetly at her.

CHERYL
Hi. I have & box and aamMe letters to pick
up? Cheryl Strayed?

WOEAR
Bow ere you spelling that?

CHEERYL
Strayed? Like a, you know, iike 2z oat
that strayed. Liks Etray Cat Siuss.

The woman doesn’'t appesr Lo be a Stones fan. She disappears
te check. Cheryl people-watches for & mement. In the paraliel
dqueus, e boyfriend and a girifriend are arguing qguistly. The
girl is in tears. The women comes back and interrupts
Charyl'a reveris.

HOMBR
Juet this.

She hands her a postcard. Cheryl iooks at 1t im alarm.

CHERYL
Ho, there should e a box weiting for me.

TEOMLN
HNo box.

{CONTIRUED )



143

144

145

WILD Blus (09/30/2613) a7.
CONTINUED: 143

She starts to look berind Cheryl toWwards the naxt person ii
the gquete.

CHERYL
it has meney in i¥. I nead it. I have
forey dellars in the ertire worid, and
twanty of them are in that box.

WIGIAT
There's na box, Ané before you ask: no, I
can’t advance vou the money. This is a
post office, not a bank., And I'm not your
rother.,

Cheryl starts to say something, stops hetself, fTurns away
fyom the woman and starts Lo walk away, reading her postoazd.

BAUL {¥.00.]
vayl Oregon! ¥You made it! Thinking of
you, Paul.

she stops walking.

Jealis.
AT, MATN STREET - DAY tag

cheryl is looking wide-syed at the abundance in the shap
windows., Suteide a food store thers's a bucket of peacues.
Cheryl pirks up a peach and puts it te her nese, inhaling
deeply. She puts it back. 5ae spots a drugstere, with a
cosmetics ad in the windew - & glamorous woman, lipstick and
eye make-up. Cheryl stares at her and goes In.

INT. DRUGSTCRE - DAY la%
Cheryl is trying on lipetick, She loske at herself in the
mirror. The pium-coloursd lipstick Iooke incongruocus on hex,
garizh. A middle-aged, immaculately turned cut saleswoman
standing nearby spois ner.

SATRIVOMAN
fthat shada looks nrice on you.

CRERYL
Raally? I don't lock welpd? Dike a clown?

HRLESWOMAN
Ho.

The asieswoman approaches her for a gloasr look and then
stopa,

[CCATIRUED)
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BALESWOMAN {CONT DY
oh, my.

Cheryi looks at hee, puﬁzled.

SRLESWOMAN (CONT D)
Do you mind if I say somsthing? Tha
nicest lipstick ir the world can't help a
girl if mhe dossn'i take care of her
peraonal hygiens.

Cheryl laughs, embarrassed.

CHERY L.
Ch. T'm sorry. I intend to take care of
that.

SRIESWOMAN
(whippers)
It really needs to be a pricrity,
aweetie,

EXT, STREET - DAY 148

Cheryl comes out of the store holdine 2 Enapple. She reoks at
it with leonging, ard then starts o glug it down. Bhe stops
haifway thaxough, saverivg it. Her attention is taken by a
vary oube guy, siightly older than Cheryl, across the strset.
Ee'a handing out flyers. Ee spots Cheryl, smiles at her,
crospes the road., This is JUNATBAN.

JORATHAR
Hey .
He's wery handsome indeed, and Cheryl is obwvicugply stiracted
to him.
CHERYT:
Helloe.
FOMBTERN
I work at 2 musiz «Iub down the ptreet,

and we're honeoring Serry Garvia tenight.
Why don’t you come along?

He handa her the flyer. Cheryl makes sure she stands at arm’s
iength.

JORATHAR (COWT D
What's your name?

CHERYZ:
I‘m Cheryl.

{CONTLNUED)
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Every time Jonathan tries to geb a bit nearer, Cheryl
retreats a yard.

JOMATHRN
{lavghing}
I don’t bite.

CHERYL
I don’t mind some biting.

The moment she’'s said it she regrets it.

CHERYE, (CONT/ D)
och, my CGod. Lm se morry. I'wve been on my
own for & Lang time.

che regrets this, tcoo.

CHERYL {CONT D}
I don’t mean...lve had a fop of
relationships, 8o I'm not, like, scme old
maid, k. . BRRRGE!

Chery: shoote hereslf in the head with her fingers.

JORATHAN
nack, 1011 put you on the guest list. And
mayhe we can do something afterwards?
What <o you think?

CEERYTL,
¥'d like to. But it depends on somne
things kevond my contrel. Really stupid
crap about money and scap and. . fresh
undsrwear.

Fonathan puta nis hande in the air, a gesbure intended to

convey that he doesn’t want to know any more.

JORATEBY
T hope to see Yol Later.

Charyl watches him go, draine her $napple, and marches off

with a new determination.

INT. POST COEFICE - DAY

Cheryl. is back at the counter in the post office, and the

lia

147

same crabby woman lg ssrving her. The oierk desan’t appsar to

have any recollectlen of thelr previcus masting.

[CORTINIER)
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CHERYL
I+4m Chervl Straved. I have a pox o piok
up?
HOMAR
Hew are you spelling that?
CHERYL
{the mereat trace of
impatisnce)

G-TeR- B ¥~ EwD
This rings some kind of pell with the grabby woman.

WOMAN
I think L may have seen soneibing with
that names on. ’

she disappears toe look. Meaanwhile Cheryl watohes the kids in
the post office agaln. One youny coupls in the next iine are
kissing passionately. Cheryl emilies inveluntarily. Suddenly

the orabby obid woman is back - this time with & larys box.

WOMAR [CONT'D)
There you go. Sign here, please.

She pushes a form acrose the coupter. Charyl lookas ait her in
disbelief.

CHERYL
De yeu hawe ahy ides how iImportant vour
dub is? Seriously? The livep of all the
peopie in this room ars in your hande. We
nead you to ba kind, and we need you to
cara.

FOMAM
Happy to help. Wext, pilmase.

INT. HMGTEL ROOM - DAY 118

Cloge on what could be & map: a ridged, pale, puckered,
stherworldly landscape. It's the skin on Cheryl's hips. where
the skin has besn rubbed raw and healed itself and rubbsd
raw and healed itself until it resembles something that you
might £ind in an organic butcher*s shop. Cheryl ls wearing a
black bra and pants, and she’s examining herself thoughtfuily
in the motel-room mirror. She*s a different woman from the
beginning of the movie: tanned, slender, musc r, Bun-—
bisachaed, beaten up, hairy. She ghavea her legs.

Later. Sha's fully dressad and wearing a2 fresk T-shirt. She
chaecks hersalf ocne more time.

[COMLINGED)
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She shrugs - it‘s the best she van do - and leaves Lthe room
far her date. ULOBE on the detritus on the bedside table:
gome shangs, a half-saten bag of potato chips, a snapple
botitle - and the condom that she's been carrying in her

patket for hundreds of milses.

IRT. LDRUGSTORE -~ EVENING

Cheryl is back at the beaunty alsle in the Co-ap she vizitegd
garlier eon in the day. The =zame woman is still there, still

waiting for cuatcmera.

CHERYT.
I had a shower.
SALESWOMAN
Greatl!
CHERYL

End T think T have a date. Bat I don't

have any monsy, so I'm just going to help

mypalf to any free samples you have.

SALESWOMAK
OK. Let's zee what we've got.

INT. CLUE ~ DUSH

Cheryl is wearirg make-up. She locks goed, buatr unfamliiiasr o
ug. The oiub is fall, Some of the pecple Irem ths post ofiice
and the plaza are ameng the crowd listening te an original
covey of “Ripple” by the Graleful Dead, performed by a scic
guitar playsr-singsr, Cheryl loves the wmusle - it's nsarly as
important to her as food, and she‘s wolfing it down. ..

Perbaps they're better lsft tasung
I don 't know, don't really care
Lef there be songs to £iil the alr

Jonathan, Cheryl's new friend, suddenly appears with twe
glassss of red wine, They llsten to the masgic in silence,
watching the crowd of “Dead Heads” accompanying the singer,

some of them withk thelr eyes filled with tears.

Chegyl notices that Jorathan is connecting with the crowd.

ghe walts for him te lock at her apd when he do=s,
what she sser.

Ripple In etill water
When there ls no pebhle tossed
Nor wind to blow

she loves

{CONTTHUES
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Jonathan takes Cheryl s hand, kisses it and looks away when
he starts to sing along with the crowd.

Reach out your hend I your cup be ampty
IE yvour cup is full may it be again

Ffet 1t be known there is a fountein

That was not made by the hands of men

Cheryl le the only one that is neof singing. She doesn't know
the lyrics, obvicusly, but it dessn’t stop fer from really
enjoying the moment, and her company.

CHERYL
What bime do you finish work?

SFONRTHAR
In an hour.

A look between them.
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INT. RIWER - DUSK 151

Cheryl is sitting on her owr at a diner in town. She's eating
a big burger and a large fries. (to be moved before 150)

THT. CAR - HNIGET 152

cheryi iz in Jopathan's car. He's driving down Sark country
roads outside Aszhland. He's talking, a little nervously.
Tucinda Williame is playing on his tape-deck.

GONATHAR
I lowe where T liwve. But I'm worrisd that
girls think I'm takxing them scmewhare To
chop their heads off with arn axe.

He turng down a bumpy track.

CHERYL:
it hadn't eceourred te me, until you said
that just now.

JOUATHRY
8o why do you trusi me?

Ha =tops the car. They have arrived at & fzrm in the midgie
of nowhere.

CHERYL
T ouess...t den’t know what the
ptatistice szre, but it has to be a
minerity of axe-murderers who are Lucinda
Williams fans. And you have kind eyes,
and vou live in a tent on an organic
furm. 1% you're a peyvho, then T've
learned npothing about anything.

Jonathan lsans towards her and kisses her.

CHERYL [CONT T}

Mmemrz. I should use that line on guys more
coften.

JORBTERN
Youre rad.

{ COWTINUED )
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Cheryl tries not to wince at the werd.

CHERY
Youw're,,. rad too.

T9T, TERT - NIGHAT 153

Davitness, and then Jonathan turns on the iight, and we can
see his tent. IL's ehormous, ard lovely. ¥You can etand vp in
it, there‘s electric lighting - lamps that ook like candles
on cardboard dressers on sither side of the doubles bed - and
a haater. There are even books o a little shell.

Cheryl locks arcund admiringly.

CHEEYT,
wow. This is fantastic,

JORATHAN
I know. I'm lucky,

He locks at Cheryl.

JOWATHAN (CONT'L)
Really Lucky.

He pute his arme arcund her ard kisses her again. They fall
onts the bed., Jonathan pullis away so that he can speak.

JORATHAN (COWTD)
Ligten., I'm not presuming or anything.
But if this goes any furthern...de you
have & condom?

Cheryl laughs.

CHERYL
I*ve Leen carrying a condom in my pocket
for weeks, in case. When I loocked at
wyseif in the mizror, T decided T wasn't
taking my pants off for anyone. Eo I left
1t in the motel,

JOHATHAN
That's cool.

CHERYL
Me it’s noh! Because now T wapt to taks
them off, But I have to waryn you: there's
some. .. bad stufl under there.

JOMATH AN
Oh, OF. What kind of had stuff?

FCONTINGE
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Cheryl laughs.

CHERYL
It's not, ike, contagious bad stufi.
Tt's just...

gne stands up, unbattons and steps out of her jeans, and
pulle doewn her perts Lo szhow him the puckered, discolered
skin over her hips.

CEERYL {QOHT D)
Yhis hike hasn't dene mach for my ssxual
contidance.

Jonathen pulls her towerde him and, very slowly. Xissss harv
stemach end then moves towards the reievent area.

EXT. BY THE RIVER - DAWN 154
Cheryl im writing somsthing in big letters in the wet send.
INT. TENT - DAWH 155

Jonathan wakes up, locks around for Cheryl. He walike to the
donr,

Hig POV: further by the river, Cnaryl stands in front of hey
art-wori in che zand that she is sresing with her feet: Fwh-
T.. .

EXT. TRAIL - DAY 156

Pages from the POT guide are being toxn out by Cheryl’s
hande. 8he throws them on the fire.

MONTASE =f Cheryid hiking througk Oregon, sating up The miles.
We hear the old, familiarz walking rhythm track, the orcak,
amd the plod, and the ciick of her ski-poie. The landscape is
pometimes Jush, sometimes steep and rocly. In her head, she
ia vomposing a lesller.

CARD ON SCREEN -~ DAY 7%

CHERYL (V.O.)
Dear Faul, Back in Asnlend I had sex with
& man, end afferwards I wrote jyour name
ir the sand. I'wa done that on every
bearh 1've been cn, ever aince T met you,
but I'm not going %o do it agajn. It'e
too sad.

Cheryl gete her first sight of the epsctacuiarly besutiivl
Crater Lake. She stands gazing at it, awed,

(CONTENUGES;
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CHERYL {V.0.]
Hore sre some guestioks If've been asking
myself. What if T forgive my=elf? #What if
I was sorry, but if I coulid go back in
time I wouldn't doe a single thing
differentiy? What if T'd wanted to fuck
every single obe of these men? What if
hezoin taught me something?

EXT. TRAIL - DUSK 1E

o
)

Camp ie set near the laks, the stove is burning, heating
water, and Chsryl is writing the letier that she has been
composing.

TEERYL {V.0.)
What if yes was the right anewer ingtsed
of no? What 1f ail theoge things I did
wera the things that got me here? What if
I was pever redeemed? What if 7 already
was? I hawve only ancther two hundred
miles left 4o walk. *'m degperate for it
to be eover, but I'm terrifisd, goo. I
have twenty bucks left in the world. When
I'm dens, thep I'11l have to start living,
and L'm neowhsre neary ready.

ghe locks at what she's wriiten, heids the shest ol papar
above the atove and watches it huzn.

BAT. RANGER’'S STATION - DAY ]

Tt raining hard, the light is fading, and Cheryi‘s cold and
wet ard hurting. BPut ahe's approaching a rest stop - there's
a ramshackle cellectien of dark wooden buildings and a few
pienic takles. As Cheryl walks towards it, & ranger smerges
from one of the buiildings and locks ths door.

CHERYL
Excuse me! Piease! ¥ou have a box for me.
RANGER
I'm just ciosing up., Could it wait wntdl
Tomorrow?
CHERYL

I have a fresh 7-ahirt in there. And some
chocelate, and fresh batterias,

HANCGER
G, Ox,

He inspects Cheryl mere icsely.

{COMNTINUED)
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RANGER {CONT'D)
I'f you'll have a dripk with me Later.

CHERYL
{uncertainly;
Sure.

=]

JHNT. RANGER'S STATION - DAY i5

B cheerless, dimly-1lit and untidy office which doubles as a
ganeral store, with a token stock of hiker staples - energy
Lars, potato chips, batteries. The ranger is bent down,
breagthing hard, iifting Cheryl's kox. He plenks it on the
coutber. .

BANGER
Thers you are, goeod-igokint.

CHERYL
Thank you.

RANGER
¥ou like punsh? T make a good ona.,
Through whatever Liguer Z've got into a
kucket, then pour a few tins ol juice on
tTop.

CHERTL
Zounda grest.

It really dossn’t. Suddenly, three young men burst in, full
of -energy - RICK, JOSR and RICWIE. They're hikers, lsaan,
tail, bearded, good-lovking. They stare szt Cheryl.

RICK
Cheryl?

RICHIL
Cheryl Strayed?

CHERYI
Yeuh.

GJOSH
Qn my God!

RICEIE

*1% vour negve deny you...”

Josd
.o @0 above your nerws.

{CORTINOED)
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RICE
Emily fiskinsont “But I have promises to
kaep/And miles to go before I slesp,”

RICHIE
Walt Whitman!

JOEH
Wo, Robert Freost, The Whitman was “Be
curious, net Jjudgmentsl.”

RICHIE
“Never ever ever give up.” Churshili.

RICKE
“God iz oa ruthless bitch?r You left off
thz nams.

CHEERYL
That one was me.

JOER
You're aur hera!

They start o make we-are-not-worthy gszstures.

RICRIE
Every morning for about three weeks we've
been saying, TODAY ia the day we'l} catgh
Cheryl. But you 4ust ksep powsring on.

RICKE
“I'm a silow walker, put I never wallk
hack®, my assi

CHERYL
Lincaln,

hick presents his hand Lo shaxe.

RICH
I'm Rick. Rnd this iz Sosh. And Richis.

RANGER
0%, feliahs., I'm shutting ap, now.

JOSE
HWe Juet wanted to plck up our post.

EANGER

I'm sorry. I re-~opened for the young
lacdy. I'm not gonma re-open again.

[{CONTIWIED
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CHERYL
Yo wouldn't have Lo re-open again,
pecause you haven't re-clossd yet. Their
post is right behind the courter there.

RAENGER
1713 be here in the morning.

He usherz them towards the door. Cheryl makes cone last plea.

CEERYL
it’s euch a miserables night, and I'm sure
that whatever the boys Lave had senit here
%111 make it & iot masier...

she makes direct, #incers eye-contact with the rangsr, who
alghe and relents.

1s0 EXT. RANGER'Z 3TATION - D&Y 360

the bovs and Cheryl are all clutching packets and parcels as
the ranger locks ap. It's still raining hard. Cheryvl iz
distracted. Mext to the ranger's station is & paddosk
cortaining a horse. The horse wanders down piacidly to look
at them.

CHERYL
Te that horse youra?

RANMGER
Yeah. You want te take har ocut in the
morning? She could do with it.

She cant take her eyes off the horss.

ERNGER (CONT D)
I hawve teo go into btown now for an
appointment. But knock on my door after
nine., I'm in the other half of this
buildirg.

theryl snaps out of her daydresm.

CHEERYL
The ranger hers has asked uz over fox a
drink.
JOSH
Oh, fantastie. We could use one.
RAKGER
Ok, new, Llistet, I have a small place.

and. ..

JCOMDTENUED
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CHERTL
OK, I understend. There's & lot that %
need to talk teo these goye about anyway,
g2 T'il see you in the morning.

She turns guickly and ushers the guys away. B2 he's walking,
Richie opens his box and shows her two pottles of ab.

Ciege on the ranger, gaping.

BXT. CAMPSITE - NIGHET

The four tents are al: pitched as if areend a cireles, andg
everyons is aitting vhder the cancpies of their individaal
tante, keeping ocut of the rain, drinking from & J0 bottle.

Cheryl ie drunk by now, but the conversation has made her as

RICK
Hey, hew do yvou deal with beling on vour
cwh? We have eash other all day, and
welre gtill sick of curselves. Aren't
yoeu, like ... dene? Through with whatever
you'va gob in your head?

theughtful as she's capable ol baing.

CHEERYL
Wah. T theught I would be. Buet I'm not.
Wot yet. There are some things I keep
putting off. T try to remember old
Mebonald s ads instead.

GOBE
“Putting off*? Zoands oninous.

CHERYL
Oh, T've been te most places T didn‘t
want to go. There are juat oneg or twa
that ...

Sha tails off and shrugs.

RICEIE
I hear ya. There are a couple of
girlfriends I den't want to think about
agaln in a hurry. I'm hoping I can keep
them at bay.

HICK
T think I know whe vouw're talking akout.

Laughter from the men.

{CONTTHUEDY
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CLOSE ar Cheryl. ¥We know that this isn’t the sort of stuflrl
ghe meawmt. Suddenly, theass boys ssem very young, and she
Feels old and tired.

TN, TENT - NIGHT . lez

Charyl in her tent, siill drunk, rain beating on the canvas.
she triess to read with her head-lamp on, but she can't focus
or the words. She cicses her eyes, and suddsnly she ssss a
FLASH of & horea. EBhe opens her eyess again, panicky. She
tries to read again, can't, ciosses her eyes and starts to
whispers worde we can'it make out — and BAM! Theare's the horss
again,

INT, HOUSE -~ DAY 153

Cheryl aicne in her methar's house, holding & refuse sack.
It's a wreck - beer cans, overflowing ash &ys and
indicationg of drug use everywhere. She half-heantedly starts
to £ill the szack, then, distracted, she puts it down, walks
to the back door.

EXT. BACE PORCE - DAY 1G4

1eif, older, the drugs and grief wiszible in his face, is
ecleabling & rifle while Cheryl watehss from the doorway. Be
examinss nis work for a moment then iocks at Cheryl.

LEEF
Ready?

IWT. HORSE STALL - DRY 185

Cheryl stroking Lady, Bobbi's horse, who's in a pitiful
conditien, old, but desperately thin, teo. Cheryl ie
whisparing words to Lady or God or her mobhsr that we can'u
guite make cut, She goes =ilent and locks up oo sze Lelf
ghanding there with hic rifle. They are wearing csoabs and
hate and soarves.

LEIF
We don't have to do thie!

CHERYL
Wa promiped mom we'd take care of her.

LEIF
By kiiling hex?

CHERYL

She's bpeen sick for & iong time. Bhe's
oid, She's in pain.

{ CONTTHURD
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LELF
Thers hag to be ancther way.

CHERYL
Fou got the money Lo do it properiv? Have
a wet come out? If we don't do it, she
dies siowly, in a lot cf pain. Is that
what you want?

Cheryl and her brother pet the horss.

LEIT
Rlght hetween the eyes?

CHERYL
onEs clean shob.

l&5

{CONTINGED Y
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They ztand abeut five feest away fyom Lady. Leif crouches down
on one knee in the asnow, positioning the rifle, Chsryl behind
kim. She takes a sharp breath and then the cun goes off.

I, CHERYL/S TENT - RIGHET . N1
mrsathless, she ptarte to scrambie out of her slesping bag.
ENT. CRMPSITE - NIGET LET

Cheryl stumbies oubt of her tent, still panicmy Bhe half-
trips over a rope, kesps going.

CHERYL (V.0.)
Shoot hexr again!

Hang! Cheryl stope on her tracks and starts to puke.
We hear one more shot, And ancther one. More puke.

LEERYL (V0.
AGRIN

Bang!
INT. HORSE STALL - DRY 168
Lady im on the ground, dead.

Cheryl pute her hands on Lady's bBlocd-spattered body and yuns
her nands along it. Telf losks at his sister, in tesrs.

EXT. PADRDOCE - WIGHT : i6E
Wa mee Cheryl walking tewards the paddeck in the rain.

But she Blunders on, unrtil she reaches the fgace. The horse
comey down to Beo her, placidly. She sirokes Lhe hoxse's
head,

LEIF (V.0.}
The Indians believe that when a warrior
diew, you have to kiil his horas. So he
can crogs te the other side of the rivex.
Maybe Mom can go Do, '

Rain on her face.



170

WILD ~ Biuve (09/30/2013}

EXT. TENT - DAY

103,

176

Cheryl orawis oot of her tent. The pmya arae already up,
boiling water on their gas stove, sitiing cross-lsgged and

eating mush. The rain kes stoppsd, the sun‘s ocut.

RICHIE
Bow are yvou feeling?

They obvicusly heard her retching during the night. Cheryl is

a iittle enbarrassed.

CHRERYL
Ch. You know.

Suddenly her friend the ranger appears. He has a mug of

coffes and a donut.

RENGER
Bey, good-looking. Brought you soms
coffes apnd a donut. Fresh this merning.
Looks Like you aould nas thaem.

Cheryl takes them from him.

. CHERYL
Thark you. Heally,

The guws are watching in some dishelief - where's theirs?

RANGER
Ceme and get a refill bafcra you head
off.
(to the guys)
Morning, fellas.

Be walke back towards hip staticon. Whszn he‘s cot of
the bove explode, Ln laughter and cutrage.

RICK
Lo you have & Lrail nams?

Chezryl wondsra...

RICK (CONT'I)
A nickname. We're the Three Young Bucks.

HICHTE
We didn’t oall ouraslves that, by the
way. Some people we met started it

zayEhol,

CONTIWURD)
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CHERYL
I can ase that., You're yvoung, and, T
den’t knew, friskiy...

JOSH
Anyway. We have one for you. Queen of the
FCOE.

Charyl laughs, despite the way =he's fesling.

CHERYY
CYmen.

RICHTE
He doessn't mean it in a good way.

Laughter.

RICK
Yo have so many storiss aboul peopls
doing things for you and waatinhs o help
you, And nobody sver gives us anyiking.
They don't do a damn thing for us, in
Taot,

JLEH
“Oome and get a refill, vour majssty....
CHERYYL

Your majesty dessn't ge anywhers. The
refiil comes to her.

BICHIRE
“ESong TR

HICK
Noooooa! Fuck, mand Now I'm golng Zo have
that song stuck in my brein far & hundred
fucking miles. Jesus!

Jogh hite Richle on the shouider. He's ag anncyed as Rick.

RICHIE
Woeuld you have preferred...

JTOBE
Donttl

Rick and Josh are silently warning Richle. 3 beat. Fhsn aftsr
three seconds, Richie starte einging and rune away...

[COMTIPUED
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RICETE
“Bong oD

Rick and Joeh run after him as if trying to kill him. Ritchie
runs away, zinging “seng TED.

Cheryl laughs and node.
LATER 2170

cheryl and the three Young Bueks are pesforming in psrisct
syne Bobbil and Cherylfs choresgraphy on The Shangri-Las' “T
fan Newer o Home Anymore” that we heard eariier. Ons ef the
young backs plays guitar with a ratble snake it his hands.

E®T., RANGER'S STATION - PHOME BCOTH .. DRY RLVL

Chery:, her pack on her back and about to leave, dials a
nuirber. We hear Leif's angaphone message agsin.

ILEIF (O.8.0
Ei, this is Leif. Fleasge lesave s mesaags
after the tone.

CHERYL
Hey hrother, Me again. T know we don't
nave a home Lo go bo bubt we're stil} tied
together, I'm pelling you along with me.
I:7a hard., fo... help me ont, nuh? Walk a
little,

EET, TRAIL - DAY 171
Cheryl walking alone on the frail, smiling, humming Bl Ceandos
Paga. After a ocowpliete verse, she stops humming, smiles

keeps on walking. And now we hear that someone else is

hummitg. 5he leses het amile.

INT. EITCHEW - BWENING X 173
Cheryl‘s mother is pumming Bl Condor Pasa, she's cooking, and
legt, happily, in both the task at hard and the song. Cheryl
snters in a foul temper., She throws a bag dews in a corner of
the kitchen and =its down heavily at the tabls.

CHERYL
Wouid you stop humming that fucking song?

Bobbi stops to woender what's sating her daughtex.

CHERYL [CONT D}
Wrnat iz wrong with you?

{CONTIMIGSR]
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BOBEY
What i wrong with you?! I'm happy. Happy

people singd.
Bobbl starts numming agair. Same song.

CHERYL
Why. .. are yoo happy? Tell me!

BOBET
? have no reascn to be unhappy.

CHERYL
You don't want more than this?

(CONTINGED)
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BOBBT
Oh, awestheart.

CHERYL
Sericusly? We hawve acthing.

BOEEI
We're rich in lows.

CEEEYL
¢h, puh-ieass. Wot that again. We're both
waiting tables, Jesus!

BOBAT
We're studentes.

CBEERYL
We have loans we'll be paying off for the
rest of ocur lives. Our houge is Talling
apart. YOU'TE O Your own Decause Yol
marzisd an abusive alcecholic asshols. And
vou stand there singing. What is it
you're not getting?

BOBBT

Ch, there's nothing I dorn't get, believe
me. But then what? If there's one thing I
could tzach you, it would be how to find
Jour best self. And, once you've found
it, how to hold on te it for dear life.
Botualliy, I'm not sure there’'s anvthing
else worth krowing. Do I regret maroying
an abusive alecholic asshole? Wo., ot for
one second. Because he gave me you. You
pee how it works? Tt's not easy. But iv'sa
worth doing.

Cheryl doesn't khow what to say.

BOEET {CORT*T)
¥ou'll have worse days than this, honev.
And yeod can let them XIid vou if wou
want, but...you kaow, I want to iive.

BXT. TRAIL - DAY

Chervi is walking as we hear her woice in her head.

CHERYL (V.0.}
"t want fo live." Fucking Pollyanma. You
warant g0 grestb. You weren't such a
great mem. Shit. You wsed to smoke pot in
Front of us.

{MORE)

TCONTIRGEEDY
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CEERYL {%.0.} {CSORT O

You came ocut with all that stupid scroy
shit... "We're not poor, we're rich in
love!" ¥You wanted me to oall you by your
firat nams when I waes like.slevan. You
Gidn’'t help me apply for cclleges, and
when I was accepted at ons, you ended up
anrolling with me, as if you were my
pister. Rnd then, juet belfore we
graduated, wyou fucking dis at 45, you
meTen,

{a beat, ther sha lets it

ont)
vou couldn't even stay alive and enjoy
your fucking mlserabls happy life. FUCEK!L

Cheryl breathes, awallows ber frustration and starts to walk
again. She walke around a bend and stope in her track when
she sess gtraight abead in the trail... & llama.

CHERYI:
What'e this new? A fusking petting zoo?

LATER ’ 7q

Cheryl ie in front of the animal, 10 fest away. The llama has
a Isad rope arcund ite necx and ls wearing & saddle. He
aniffe in Cheryl-e directicn, makes a step forward and pauses
teo assess whether he abouid copbinue. Cheryl aits still and
wateshes the animal.

CHERYL
Te'e ockay. ¥ou're safe in thie worid.

Phe 1lama walks closer and stops again. Cheryl takes the iesd
rope and then pats the animal, tentatively at first, snd thes
with more boldness and pleapure. Ar older lady, VERR and a
young hoy, EYIE, five years old or so, are waixing towavds
her, and a dog is walking behind them.

WERA
You got him! Thank you.

OHERYL
Dees he have s name?

KYLE
dhooting Star.

VERR
End T'm Vera, znd this is Eyle.

EYLE
Yo fergot Mirilam.

[CCHTIRNLEDY
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VERA
£o aorry, Wiriam.

CHERYL
(o Eyle)
Ave vou having a good time hiking?

EYLE
We are having a wonderiul time, thank you
very ok for asking.

Cheryl laughe.

CHERYL
My, you're polite,

EY¥YLE
Vera im my grandma. Bhe’s loeking after
me because | have some problems that Im
net supposed to talk about with
strangers.

CEERYL :
¥eu den’t have to talk abeout them.
Everyens hasg problems. Ifve had some
problems, too.

RYLE
What kinds of problema?

CHERYL
Ry you Know, ..

She mentzally soang her inventory, tryiug to pick something
that a child might want to know about.

CHERYL [OOmT D)
I had problems with wy dad, for sxsuple.
I don’t ese himn any mers.

KYLE
Me neither. What about your mominoy?

CHERYI:
Weil. .. she died.

Eyie locks at her solemnly. Then at Wera. Back at Cheryl. The
thought of losirg one’'s mother seems to afiect him.

CRERYL (CONT D)

You know... problems don't atay problems.
They turn irto scmething elabe.

{CONTIHUED
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E¥Lm
What de they turn ipte?

CHERYL
I den't know yet,

KYLE
How did ghe die?

CHERTYL
ghe got very sick.

EYLE
My motber is a singer. She has taught me
matyy songs. Would you like to hear one?

CHERYL
I certainly would.

Kyle sings Red River Valley - beautifuily and with feeling.
The 1lama, the story-pook grandmother, the strange boy, the
old song...It's an overwhelming moment for Cheryi, stusnge
and Funny and beauwtiful. Sha's helding back tears.

EXET. TRAIL - D&Y 175

Cheryl walking backwerds up the trail, waving at Kyle and
Vers while they wave back. We still hear the volce of the kid
ginging the song. Cheryl smiles $o herself.

CHERY¥L (%.0.)
“I have some problemz ftoo. My mom died.”
Jeaum, B five-year-old kid, astupidd I
reaily made his day.

he lavghs, and then the laughter turns irto something elsze,
and she begine to cry and ory angd ory, for the first time on
the trail.

CEERYL (V.G.)
Mam, I‘m not crying because of you. I'm
not erying becsuge of dad, or because of
Panl. I'm not crying because I'm happy ol
sad. I'm crying because I'm fuil. That
kid. This place. Hundreds of miles.
Ninety daye on the trail, and sil the
years before that. I'm full up.

She carriss on crying.

CHERYT.
I mise you!
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EXT. TRARIL - DUSK N

Cheryl iz Ilying in her aleeping 2ag, on her Tarp, oul on ihe
opan, by & regervoir. She didn’t put up her tent. A camp fire
is burning close o her. She's writing in her diary.

CHERYL {V.C.)
There's no way o know what makes onbe
thing happen and not another. What ieads
to what. What destrovs what, What causes
what to flourish o dis or take another
conrge,

Cheryl stops and looks at the fire. Im ix: what's left of THE
PROIFIC CREST TRAYL, WOLUME 3.

BET, TRATIL - DAWNM 178
Cheryi asiesp cut in the open. She wakes uwp with a atart and
tosks down her body: hundreds of Tiny iittle black frogs are
hepping ail over her slesping bag. Zhe shrieks soundiesaly,
iaughs, stands up.

EXT. TRAIT - DAY Bl?E

CRARD CF SCREER - DAY 94

£

=

Chery) back on the trail. She stops to 1l her hax of
the large, ripe berriss that overhang the trail, eating some
ag she does so.

CHERYL {V.0.)
1t took me years to be the woman my
mother raised.
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BET. TRAIL ~ DAY 178

Cheryl rounds 2 hend and pess scomething. She stops. Simon and
Garfunkel's Bl Condor Pasa starfte to play.

CHERYL {(V.0.}
It took me four vears, seven months, and
three dayes to do if, without her. I
didn't know where I was going until 1 get
thers.

she starts to walk again towards something we can hardly see
whrough the frees: a bridge.

BET. TOLLECOTH - DAY 20

The tollbooth agent waves Cheryl through. A sign above the
tollbocth says ‘Bridge 0OFf %The Sods’. She starts her walk
avross the bridge.

CEERYL {¥.0.}
I felt more alone than aryene in the
whole wide world that merning. Meaybe Lhat
was okay.

We follow her. She stope next o the siructure. Eer POV -
Deneath her on the rosd, people walking. They spot her, samiie
ang wawve, They turn to leok at her. The pup i reflecting off
the peautiful Blus water, She can see fish swimming in ths
river. She logke up abt the dlue siy, closes her eyes.

CHERYL {V.D.)
T didn’t need to reach with my bais hands
anymers, To know that seeing the fish
bensuth the surface of the water was
enough, That it was everything. .. my
11fe, like ail lives, mystasricus,
irravocanle and sacred. So very closs, po
very presznt, so very belonging to me.

She opens her eyea, and sees a fox sat in the middls of the
road, on the other side of the bridge. #e locks at her for a
wsment, .. and ieavas.

CEERYL {V.0.}
How wild it was, to let it be.

Chervl touches the bridge and smiles. Her eyes firl with
tears.

Simon and Garfunkel start o sing ¥l Conder Fara.
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