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FIELD OF TALL GRASS AS FAR AS THE EYE CAN SEE.
SUPER: This story is inspired by actual events.
INT. VALDOSTA COURTROOM - DAY (1987)
In the witness stand, ADULT “HAROLD HARMON” (28), a mountain
of a man has his head bowed and eyes hidden. He shakes.
HAROLD
(murmurs to himself)
Water trees. Tend flowers. Pick
tomatoes. Wring rooster’s neck.
At the defense desk, KENNY WINKLER (36), boyishly handsome,
bites his nails. A flower is pinned on his suit’s lapel.
ATTORNEY CLAY LEE BARKER (70s) nudges Kenny to stop.
A JURY waits as a JUDGE JOHNSON (70s) nods to DISTRICT
ATTORNEY COLLIER (50s) who then steps up to Harold.
COLLIER
Before we begin, Mr. Harmon, given
the elongated period of time
between the incident and current
day, clarity for the ladies and
gentlemen of the court how old you
were when your mother disappeared.
Harold squeezes his hands into fists... controlling himself.
COLLIER (CONT'D)
Mr. Harmon?
Collier steps in closer and puts his hand on the witness
stand.
COLLIER (O.S.) (CONT'D)
(whispers)
Harold?
Harold raises his head. He leans in to the mic. Close in on
his eyes.
EXT. FIELD - DAY (1972)
The eyes of YOUNG “HAROLD HARMON” (13) aim down a riffle. A
GERMAN SHEPARD sits beside him ready to pounce.
HAROLD
Get’em Rosie.

2.

Rosie runs into the field, birds fly, Harold SHOOTS and she
returns with a stick. They play tug-a-war.
HELEN (O.S.)
(from distance)
Harold?
Across the field, the Harmon house, a small peaceful looking
rural brick home with a nearby wooden SHED, a VEGETABLE
GARDEN, and a FLOWER BED resides.
EXT. HARMON HOUSE - PORCH - CONTINUOUS
A wind chime dances in the wind.
HELEN HARMON (35), a stately young mother wearing a green
dress steps onto the porch with freshly picked tomatoes.
HELEN
(to herself)
Where in God’s name is that boy?
A rooster flies up on the railing. Helen enters the house.
INT. HARMON HOUSE - KITCHEN / LIVINGROOM - CONTINUOUS
A small kitchen with only the basics amenities has a table
with five chairs. Helen washes the tomatoes and places the
them in five paper bags. She writes on scrap piece of paper.
JERRY HARMON (37), a broadly built prison guard enters the
connected living room and pulls up the recliner’s cushions.
JERRY
Helen, have you seen my textbook?
HELEN
(writing)
Check the dresser.
Jerry rushes into the master bedroom.
LISA (O.S.)
(from other room)
Who used my hairspray?
YOUNG “POLLY HARMON” (10) with braided hair runs in from the
backdoor holding a flower. Dirt is on her dress and hands.
POLLY
Mommy, look what I got you.
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HELEN
Polly love, we talked about this.
Helen kneels and wipes Polly’s dress.
POLLY
Hold still, Mommy.
Polly places the flower behind Helen’s ear. Helen picks up
Polly and has her wash her hands in the sink.
HELEN
No more playing outside in your
nice dresses. You hear me?
Helen puts down Polly and dries her hands.
POLLY
But Harold goes to school covered
in mud sometimes.
HELEN
Harold’s a boy, my love. It’s
normal for them to be dirty.
Helen kisses Polly’s cheek. Polly smiles from ear to ear.
POLLY
Okay Mommy.
Polly sits at the table. Helen serves her a traditional
breakfast from the oven.
YOUNG “LISA HARMON” (15) races through with dolled hair and
wearing a shirt showing her stomach.
LISA
(to Polly)
Did you use my hairspray?
POLLY
I see your belly button.
HELEN
Lisa, darling. No ma'am.
LISA
Mom, com’on. All the girls are
wearing it this way.
HELEN
And are they living under this
roof?
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Uh-no.

LISA

HELEN
Okay then. I didn’t raise no
Christian lady to be catcalled.
LISA
But if I change my shirt, I’ll have
to redo my hair.
HELEN
You’ve got ten minutes, darling.
Lisa grunts and turns back towards the bathroom.
HELEN (CONT'D)
(picks up paper)
Oh and Lisa, here’s the chore list
for you after school.
LISA
Um, it’s Harold’s week. And I have
practice today, so...
HELEN
(remembering)
Oh, it’s Thursday.
Yeah.

LISA

Lisa bumps into Jerry carrying a textbook.
JERRY
(eyeballing Lisa)
Why didn’t anyone tell me Sally
Kellerman was in town?
LISA
Huh, Daddy, no!
Lisa heads to the bathroom. Helen attaches the list onto the
refrigerator. Jerry kisses Polly.
JERRY
Don’t you sprout up on me, ya hear?
POLLY
Okay, Daddy. Are you going to play
the guitar tonight?
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HELEN
Daddy’s busy tonight. He’s got a
big test tomorrow.
Okay.

POLLY

JERRY
Hold your horses. I’m sure I’ll
find some time to pluck a few
strings.
Polly smiles. Jerry takes a piece of bacon from her plate.
Hey!

POLLY

Helen gives Jerry breakfast. Jerry sets down the plate and
pulls Helen in close. He kisses her. He pushes Helen’s hair
back to show the flower behind her ear.
HELEN
You seen your boy?
JERRY
We have a boy?
POLLY
Harold, Daddy.
JERRY
Oh, yeah. Him.
(looks around)
Well that’s odd.
What is?

HELEN

JERRY
Rosie isn’t around and most dogs
liked your cooking.
Helen pops his chest. Jerry kisses Helen and rushes out.
JERRY (CONT'D)
Love my girls. See you at four.
Jerry!

HELEN

