DMI TRI ANA
by Daryl Henry
Fade | n:
EXT. W LDERNESS - NORTHERN BRI TI SH COLUMBI A - DAY

Snow dust ed purple nountains thrust into a cobalt sk
Luxuriant forests, beckoning and austere, stretch unbroken
to the northern horizon. Beneath the trees is a road.

DI RT ROAD
Pockmar ked by hard winters, no beginning and no end. The
road acconpanies a fragile copper TELEGRAPH LI NE across an

eneral d plateau. Towering above the road, tall firs
scatter autumm sunshi ne.

| N THE DI STANCE
Sonebody approachi ng, on foot.
CLCSER

It is a YOUNG WOMAN, wal king resolutely down the mddle of
the road, ignoring a slight linp, her footsteps echoing on
the crisp, cool gravel

MOVI NG W TH HER

She is hauntingly beautiful: untended flaxen hair, vigilant
sl ate-bl ue eyes, guarded smle. She wears old-world
clothing-- a swirling woolen skirt, linen shirt, three

pat ched sweaters, a knitted shawl and ragged shoes of
soi | ed canvas, bound in cloth.

She stops to nmassage her feet, glances up. Her piercing
eyes follow the:

TELEGRAPH LI NE - HER POV

The thin copper strand glistens in the sun, drooping from
pol e to pole, northbound, beckoning. It is the only mark
of man or civilization besides the endl ess road.

THE WOVAN

Silentlg resunes her trek. The stillness is gradually
broken by off-key SING NG not far away. Alert, she cocks
her head. Visible now under the trees ahead is a:

FORD TRUCK, PARKED

A 1925 pickup, in need of paint, swaybacked from hard use.
Its bed is weighed down with a heavy spool of copper wre.

( CONTI NUED)



Pai nted on both doors are the words: Yukon Tel egraph
Conpany.

The SOUND of singing is comng fromsonmewhere el se.

THE WOVAN

Approaches, wary, seeing nothing yet.

ATOP A TELEGRAPH POLE

A YOUNG MAN sings the current hit: I'mSittin' On Top O
The World, as he hamers a wooden insulator block into

pl ace. Lusty voice, devilish dark eyes, tenacious jaw.

Bel ted and spurred snugly to the pole, he wears a shapel ess

fﬁQOra, baggy pants stiff with waterproofing wax and no
shirt.

YOUNG MAN
(si ngi ng)
|"msittin" on top o' the world,
just rollin' along, just rollin

along. I'maquittin the blues o
the morld, just singin' a song, just
singin' a song...

THE WOVAN

Sees hi m now.

THE LI NEMAN

Hi s singing stops at the sight of her.

THE WOVAN - H S POV

She | owers her eyes, continues on.

ALTERNATI NG

L1 NEMAN
Hey.

Her privacy invaded, the woman throws hima frown, noves
past in stony silence.

LI NEMAN ( CONT' D)
Wl l, excuse ne.

THE LI NEMAN
Quickly twsts a white glass insulator onto the bl ock,

takes a turn of glistening copper wire around it then
rappel s down the pole in two graceful bounds.



EXT. DI RT ROAD - FARTHER AHEAD - DAY

The woman gl ances back to see the truck catching up
rattling and swaying on the rutted road. She fixes her
eyes firmy ahead. The lineman pulls alongside, slows to
her pace.

LI NEMAN
Good aft er noon.

She ignores him keeps wal king. He stays even with her.

LI NEMAN ( CONT' D)
Name's MacQuire. Al exander. Wat's
yours?
(not hi ng)
Tell me where you're going. | mght
give you a lift.

MacQui re doesn't expect anyone so self-possessed to | ook up
out of that shawl. Wth an accent that sounds |ike the
gravel underfoot:

WOVAN
Novobi r osk

MACQUI RE
-- Huh?

WOVAN
No- vo- bi r - osk

MACQUI RE

(shaki ng hi s head)
You gotta be lost. There's no such
pl ace around here.

WOVAN
Not here. Snmll town near NMoscow.
MACQUI RE
Mbscow, Russi a?
(scoffing)
Lady, you can't get to Russia from

her e.
She lifts her chin toward his worn-out truck, slight grin.

WOVAN
Not in that.

MacQuire, laughing alone, trails off. She enjoys his
Laugh, but turns away, keeps wal king. He stays even with
er.
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