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FADE IN:

EXT. GARDEN - DAY

A pair of gloved hands move towards a green plant with a

smooth, thin stem. Fine white flowers adorn the sides. The

hands pull back and return with a small pair of clippers.

The limp hands steady the clippers and very precisely snip

off a piece of the stem.

The hands belong to ROMAN STAVROS (60s), slender and

mustachioed with wrinkled, matinee idol good-looks. Roman

rubs the plant stem between his fingers.

ROMAN

Now you don’t belong here do you?

Roman takes a Ziploc baggie out of his pocket. He places the

plant trimming into the baggie and slides it into his

pocket.

The faint sound of a CAR pulling up. Roman steps away from

the lush garden.

EXT. ROMAN’S HOUSE - DAY

Roman walks alongside a log house surrounded by woods. He

dusts off his hands and approaches a mailbox. He looks down

the road, a mail truck nears.

Roman’s eyes wander across the street. He sees a disheveled

woman, LILY (20s), in a bulky jacket.

The mail truck pulls up in front of Roman and blocks his

sight of the woman. The man inside the truck hands Roman a

stack of envelopes.

The mail truck drives off. The woman from across the street

is gone. Roman walks toward the house.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Roman sits at an empty kitchen table. He opens the mail with

a Rosewood letter opener. Bills. Words like "SECOND NOTICE"

and "DUES OWED" are printed all-over.

Roman rubs the back of his pinkish neck. He looks over to a

kitchen window, Lily, the disheveled woman is standing on

the other side.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 2.

Startled, but still calm, Roman goes to the screen door and

opens it. Lily is anxious, her chin trembles.

ROMAN

Can I help you?

LILY

Are you "The Hare?"

Roman sighs.

INT. KITCHEN - LATER

Lily grasps a steaming cup in her left hand. Her right arm

is tucked safely into her bulky jacket. Roman sits opposite

puffing on a cigarette.

LILY

My name is Lily. My uncle told me

you helped him once, a long time

ago.

ROMAN

Go on.

LILY

He had a problem and you, "took

care of it"?

ROMAN

I Took care of it? You mean killed

someone?

Lily’s hand trembles. Roman gently places his twisted

fingers over hers.

ROMAN

There’s no need to be frightened.

It’s just you and me.

LILY

He’s not a good man. The things he

does?

ROMAN

The things who does?

LILY

Dalton Young.

Roman coughs on the smoke from his cigarette.
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LILY

Do you know him?

Roman nods.

ROMAN

Not personally, but by reputation.

Trouble with the law if I’m not

mistaken?

LILY

I can pay you. I have $5,000. If

that’s not enough I can get more.

Roman sits back, he snuffs out his cigarette in a tin

ashtray. He lifts up his gnarled fingers and shows them to

Lily.

ROMAN

I can’t even open a jar of pickles

let alone do what you want me to

do. I’m old Lily. I’m sorry, but I

think you’d better look elsewhere.

Roman stands up and guides Lily to the screen door.

LILY

He’s done terrible things. He wont

stop.

Roman ignores the pleas and nudges Lily out the door.

Lily takes her right hand out of her jacket revealing not a

hand but a sewn-up nub.

LILY

This is what he did to me.

Roman takes a step back.

LILY

Do you see it?

Roman looks away.

ROMAN

I’m sorry.

Lily digs into her purse and takes out a yellow post it. She

hands it to Roman.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 4.

LILY

Please, at least take this.

ROMAN

What is it?

LILY

It’s where he lives.

Lily walks off into the thick woods.

Roman closes the door and looks back at the kitchen table.

Bills and dues still spread about.

INT. INSURANCE OFFICE - DAY

Roman, well-dressed, sits at a mahogany desk in an office

setting. He sits across from a young couple. The HUSBAND

holds hands with his very pregnant wife.

A stuffy-looking supervisor watches the sale from a far. He

hunches over with arms folded.

ROMAN

Your safety is all that matters,

and we have a very comprehensive

two-hundred thousand dollar life

policy at a net annual cost of

twenty-four hundred dollars.

HUSBAND

You see, the thing is we were

really hoping to buy jet skis.

Roman looks over at the very pregnant wife.

ROMAN

I’m not sure that’s your best move

right now.

HUSBAND

Yeah, but, they’re really nice.

Roman furrows his brow and groans.

ROMAN

I don’t think you understand. This

isn’t fun and games. I’m trying to

help you, and you come in here and

act like a complete jackass? What’s

wrong with you?
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Roman makes eye-contact with his supervisor. The supervisor

storms towards Roman’s desk.

EXT. PARKING LOT - DAY

Roman walks across a parking lot with a box full of office

supplies. He walks up to a beat-up Cadillac Seville and gets

inside.

INT. CADILLAC - DAY

Roman chucks the box into the back seat, pens and paper go

flying. Roman punches the steering wheel. His breathing is

labored.

Roman reaches into his pocket and takes out a pill

container. He opens the container and gently places a pill

under his tongue. His breathing steadies.

INT. DINER - DAY

Roman sits at the counter of a greasy spoon diner. He nurses

a cup of tea and a slice of pie with a dollop of whipped

cream.

MALE VOICE (O.S.)

Hey now!

Roman turns to see HARV DUNN (50s), sitting at a booth. Harv

is a mountain of a man, fat but strong. He dons a cowboy hat

and a sheriff’s badge. He’s just finished a large breakfast.

Harv shuffles over with a slight limp. He sits next next to

Roman.

ROMAN

Harv.

HARV

Roman, you’re looking well.

ROMAN

You too.

HARV

Oh, I look like shit. You know I

recently found out I have gout?

Gout? In this day in age? Maybe

It’s about time you sign me up for

a better plan.

(CONTINUED)
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Roman nods and takes a sip of tea.

HARV

I was talking to Rory at the

hardware store and he said you took

up gardening?

ROMAN

That’s right.

HARV

Gardening? To each his own I

s’pose.

ROMAN

James Coburn had a garden.

HARV

Alright, alright. I didn’t realize

it was such a sensitive subject.

Harv takes a fork and slices into Roman’s pie. Harv takes a

bite.

HARV

Mmm, you know who else I hear has a

"garden" is that Dalton Young out

in the boonies.

Roman responds with a piercing stare.

HARV

And you can take it he’s not

growing daffodils.

ROMAN

What makes you say that?

HARV

Oh, all sorts of things. That’s a

lot of property out there, gated

property. Why put up a gate unless

you got something to hide?

ROMAN

You think it’s something, illegal?

Harv puts his meaty paw over Roman’s bony fingers.

HARV

Roman, that’s none of your concern.

I’ll do my job, you take it easy.

Harv lifts up his heavy frame and waddles to the door.

(CONTINUED)
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HARV

I’m sure Angie would be proud to

see you keeping busy.

Harv leaves the diner.

Roman finishes the rest of his tea.

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

Roman’s master bedroom, neatly furnished with antique decor.

There’s a picture of a much younger Roman with a beautiful

woman on the nightstand.

Roman opens a closet, it’s stuffed with cardboard boxes and

clothes.

Roman reaches into the closet and pulls out a plastic

wrapped tuxedo. He looks at the aged suit with heavy eyes.

He throws it aside.

Roman reaches in again and pulls out a long, thick case.

Roman caresses the case softly.

ROMAN

I’d be lying if I said I was happy

to see you.

Roman turns his head to the old picture of himself and the

woman on the nightstand.

Roman goes over to the nightstand and sets the picture face

down.

EXT. WOODS - NIGHT

Complete blackness engulfs a dense wood. A pin-prick of

light emerges from a bush, it’s the lit end of a cigarette.

Roman smokes the cigarette from behind the bush.

Roman, in complete black, sets down his long case. He clicks

open the case to reveal a sleek M24 Bolt Action Sniper

Rifle.

Roman creeps towards a steep ridge overlooking a broken down

farmhouse. Yellow lights flicker from the windows.

Roman takes a steel thermos and a collapsible cup out of a

side bag. He pours himself a cup of hot tea. He lays against

a flat rock and watches the house through the rifle scope.
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EXT. FARM HOUSE - NIGHT

Two men walk out onto the farmhouse porch. The smaller man

is RATTAIL (20s), a punk in a torn shirt with a rattail

haircut. The other, DALTON YOUNG (30s) with a thick beard

and a mane of wild hair

Rattail takes a wad of earthy weed out of his pocket. He

pours it onto a wrapper and begins to roll it.

Dalton smacks Rattail in the back of the head.

RATTAIL

Ow!

DALTON

What are you doing?

RATTAIL

Jeez Dalton, it’s not goddamn

origami.

Dalton takes the wrapper from Rattail and starts to wrap.

His movements are precise and focused.

DALTON

If you’re gonna do something than

do it right.

EXT. RIDGE - NIGHT

Roman aims his scope directly at Dalton’s head. He rests his

trembling index finger on the trigger. He readies the shot.

Roman loses sight of the target, he quivers for a moment. He

coughs as if gasping for air. He grabs his chest and falls

to his side, knocking over the thermos of tea.

EXT. FARM HOUSE - NIGHT

The sound of the thermos KNOCKING against stone rattles in

the distance. Dalton and Rattail look to the ridge.

RATTAIL

You hear that?

DALTON

Yeah.

Dalton lifts up his shirt and reaches for a handgun tucked

under his belt.

(CONTINUED)
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DALTON

Come on.

Dalton and Rattail follow a trail leading up to the ridge.

They near Roman’s sniper nest.

EXT. RIDGE - NIGHT

Dalton readies his gun in an attack position. He pops out at

the edge of the ridge, ready to fire. No one’s there.

Dalton leans down and finds a thermos of spilled tea. He

sniffs the tea.

RATTAIL

What is it?

Dalton doesn’t respond.

RATTAIL

Dalton?

Dalton peers into the dark woods.

EXT. WOODS - NIGHT

Roman trudges through the dense woods, breathing heavily. He

looks to his right arm to find a large gash, dark blood

soaking through the sleeve of his shirt. He keeps moving.

INT. ROMAN’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Roman limps through the front door. He grasps his right arm

and topples to the ground. He crawls across the wood floor,

a trail of blood follows him.

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

Roman makes the arduous crawl across the kitchen linoleum.

He makes his way to a wooden cupboard. Roman opens the

cupboard and takes out a first aid kit.

Roman opens the kit and takes out a pair of surgical

scissors. He cuts open his right sleeve, revealing a thick

red gash. Blood drips down his wrinkled arm.

Roman takes out a piece of white cloth and holds it tight to

his arm.

(CONTINUED)
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ROMAN

I’m sorry Angie.

INT. HARDWARE STORE - DAY

A wall of garden tools, all shapes and sizes hang from

hooks. Roman, in plain street clothes, studies the plethora

of tools.

Roman reaches for a hanging trowel, he winces, grabbing his

still damaged appendage.

Roman makes his way to the sales counter with a trowel and a

packet of seeds. A clerk in a red-vest is planted behind the

counter.

A set of hands places a large box of fluorescent light tubes

between the clerk and Roman. Roman turns to see Dalton

beside him, smiling.

DALTON

Hey there.

Roman turns away nonchalantly and returns to the

transaction.

DALTON

What have you got there? Are those

seeds?

Roman avoids eye-contact.

ROMAN

It’s chicory.

DALTON

Chicory? What’s that?

ROMAN

It grows into a bright blue flower.

You can use it for scents,

recipes--

DALTON

Tea, maybe?

Roman stands his ground. Beads of sweat drip down his

forehead.

ROMAN

I suppose you could.

(CONTINUED)
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DALTON

Interesting. Very interesting. I

wonder, have we met?

ROMAN

I don’t think so.

Roman grabs the seeds and trowel. He makes his way towards

the door.

DALTON

You’re up on Canyon Road right? The

Log house?

Roman stops and turns around.

ROMAN

What did you say?

DALTON

It’s a small town. You tend to

notice things.

Roman charges up to Dalton.

ROMAN

What do you want?

DALTON

I’m just making sure you don’t make

a big mistake.

Roman turns around and paces back to the door.

DALTON

You be careful now, Hare.

Roman doesn’t respond, he leaves the store.

EXT. ROMAN’S HOUSE - DAY

Roman pulls up to the house. He makes his way to the front

door, the door is open. Roman takes a step inside, he moves

with great caution.

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

Roman takes his new trowel out of the plastic bag. He holds

it as if it were a deadly weapon.

A CREAK comes from another room.
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Roman inches his way down a hallway. He carefully puts his

hand over the knob to his bedroom. He turns the knob.

INT. ROMAN’S BEDROOM - DAY

In a single, quick motion, Roman bursts into the bedroom. He

throws the trowel like a knife. The trowel pierces the wall,

just barely missing the intruder.

The intruder is revealed to be Lily. She stands frozen,

still in shock. She holds the framed photo of Roman and his

wife.

LILY

The door was open.

Roman tries to catch his breath, he falls to his side.

Lily drops the framed photo and runs to Roman.

LILY

Are you okay?

ROMAN

Pills. They’re in my pocket.

Lily rummages through Roman’s pocket, she finds Roman’s

pills and pops one in his mouth. Roman takes long breaths.

LILY

What are those.

ROMAN

Nitroglycerin. What are you doing

here?

LILY

I didn’t know where else to go, I--

ROMAN

Help me to the bed.

Lily grabs Roman by the arm and assists him to his bed. She

places Roman by the edge of the bed. Roman takes out a

handkerchief and wipes his forehead.

ROMAN

I could have hurt you. What are you

doing here?

(CONTINUED)
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LILY

I needed a place to hide.

ROMAN

You could have gone to a hotel. You

know there’s one on Route 25? They

have a continental breakfast.

LILY

I don’t have any money.

ROMAN

I’m glad to see I’ll be well

compensated.

LILY

No, you don’t understand. I did

when I spoke to you the first time,

but my assets, they’ve been frozen.

Lily takes a seat next to Roman.

LILY

I wasn’t entirely clear the first

time we met. Dalton Young, he’s my

husband.

ROMAN

I suppose that doesn’t surprise me.

LILY

I didn’t mean for it to get this

out of hand.

ROMAN

Some good that does me now.

LILY

I’m sorry.

ROMAN

Had I known my limitations, I

wouldn’t have agreed to any of

this. But at this point, I’m just

as responsible as you.

The two share a moment of silence.

Lily stands up and walks over to the framed photo she

dropped, she picks it up and examines the photo.

(CONTINUED)
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LILY

Is this you and your wife?

ROMAN

It is.

LILY

She’s pretty. What was her name?

ROMAN

Angie.

LILY

Did she know about--

ROMAN

No. Angie hated guns. She hated

violence, she hated it when I used

the flyswatter

Lily places the framed photo back on the nightstand. She

sits next to Roman.

ROMAN

I lied to her, and then she died.

LILY

Why didn’t you tell her?

ROMAN

Because it was my job. I was good

at it. It’s the only thing I’ve

ever been good at. Not even my

marriage.

Roman lifts up his tired frame and walks over to a window,

he peers through the blinds.

ROMAN

I’ve pulled a trigger many times in

my life. Now I’m not even good at

that. That being said, you asked me

to do something and I agreed.

Roman turns around and heads to the doorway.

LILY

You don’t have to.

ROMAN

No my dear, it’s the only thing I

have to do.
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EXT. ROMAN’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Roman’s house sits shrouded in woods. All the lights have

been turned off. Complete darkness.

A pair of Headlights illuminate the house porch. They belong

to several muddied pickup trucks. A gang of six men pile out

of the trucks.

Dalton Young leads the pack, he strikes a match and lights a

cigarette.

DALTON

Time to clean house.

Dalton and his men take out flashlights. Rattail approaches

the front door, it’s open.

RATTAIL

Hey Dalton! I think something is--

A hot slug rips through Rattail’s stomach, blood seeps

through his t-shirt. He falls face forward.

DALTON

Scatter!

Bullets zip through the air. One of Dalton’s men is clipped

in the temple, another shot straight through the chest.

Dalton takes cover behind a truck.

EXT. BUSHES - NIGHT

Roman sits propped up behind a bush aiming his sniper rifle.

Lily sits beside him, hands over her ears.

Roman takes another shot, a bloodcurdling SCREAM can be

heard from the area of attack. He pulls the gun back.

ROMAN

I need another round.

Lily digs through a box of ammo.

ROMAN

Quickly now.

Lily hands Roman more ammo, he reloads.

Roman points the gun back towards the house, no one is

there.

(CONTINUED)
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ROMAN

They’re hiding.

Roman tilts the gun side-to-side, still nothing.

LILY

What do we do?

ROMAN

Wait for our moment.

Roman takes a deep breath.

EXT. BUSHES - DAY

Early dawn, that moody twilight between night and day. Lily

sits curled up against a bush, bundled up in a jacket.

Roman remains in a sniper position, hands trembling. He

looks out at the house, still no one.

Lily opens her eyes.

LILY

Roman?

ROMAN

Ssh.

Lily peers over the bushes at the house.

LILY

Their cars are still here.

Roman stays frozen in a fixed attack position, his slender

arms struggle to lift the weight of the gun.

Lily puts her hand on the barrel.

LILY

Roman. I think they left.

Roman rests the gun down on his lap, he breathes heavy.

ROMAN

I couldn’t.

Lily rubs his shoulder.

ROMAN

I can’t, not yet.

(CONTINUED)
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LILY

What are you talking about?

Roman bends over and wheezes, there’s an achiness in his

breath.

ROMAN

You can, you can call him?

LILY

What?

ROMAN

Call him.

LILY

And tell him what?

ROMAN

I want him to meet me.

LILY

He’ll kill you--

ROMAN

Call him.

Lily runs back toward the house. Roman leans against a tree,

he looks at his pale hands.

INT. DINER - DAY

Roman’s favorite diner. Roman sits at a corner booth alone,

still dirty from the night before. He sips on a hot cup of

tea. Another steaming cup sits across from him.

Dalton enters the diner, bruised and dirtied. He moves with

hesitance in every step. He spots Roman and slides into the

seat across from him.

ROMAN

I ordered some tea.

Roman picks up the steaming cup and takes a sip. The taste

makes his lips pucker.

Roman wiggles a packet of sugar between his fingers.

ROMAN

I’m sorry, did you want sugar?

(CONTINUED)
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DALTON

You have a lot of nerve.

Roman stirs his tea with a spoon.

ROMAN

You like gardening, don’t you

Dalton?

DALTON

As soon as you step out of here,

you’re dead.

ROMAN

I understand that, but perhaps, you

could you just humor me for a

minute?

Dalton rubs his forehead.

DALTON

Alright, you were saying?

ROMAN

Gardening. It’s very relaxing,

don’t you agree?

Dalton responds not with words but with an icy stare.

ROMAN

I try to find time to do it

everyday. I mean, "The Hare"? Maybe

it was meant to be? Or at least it

gives me a reason to wake up every

day. Though sometimes there are

other days where I don’t even want

to wake up, and I wonder why I even

have a garden.

DALTON

Oh yeah? Why’s that?

ROMAN

Weeds. They suck up water, they

don’t leave anything for the other

plants, they’re hard to get rid of.

Roman leans in close to Dalton.

ROMAN

The crazy thing is, sometimes I

can’t even tell what’s a weed and

what’s not.

(CONTINUED)
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Dalton spits in Roman’s face.

Roman leans back and wipes the saliva with his sleeve.

ROMAN

That’s not very nice. Now where was

I? The garden? Yes, just the other

day I found something. At first

I thought they were parsnips. You

know what they were?

DALTON

Weeds?

ROMAN

That’s right. Something called

hemlock. Have you heard of it.

Dalton stops moving. His eyes dart to the near-empty cup of

tea, he begins to sweat.

ROMAN

Terrible stuff, poisonous even.

Especially if you ingest a fair

amount.

Dalton stands up, his hand sways and knocks over the cup. He

tries to collect himself but teeters with every step. He

turns to grab Roman by the collar.

DALTON

How do I stop it?

ROMAN

I’ll let you know if I find out.

Dalton pushes Roman back in his seat. Dalton jerks to the

side and stumbles towards the front entrance.

ROMAN

For your sake, let’s hope that’s

sooner than later.

Dalton stumbles out the front door.

Roman places a handful of dollar bills on the table. He gets

up and walks towards the entrance. As Roman moves, a Ziploc

bag slowly drifts to the floor. The bag is empty.

FADE TO BLACK

THE END.


