
INT. SHOOTING RANGE - GUN SHOP - DAY

Sunlight pulses and streaks enveloping BRIDGETTE 
momentarily as she pulls the heavy glass door open and 
steps into the shop. 

Her eyes adjust to the store's lighting as she sees a 
group of young military men, all sharing the same typical 
"high and tight" hair cut, crowd around the counter and 
cash register. 

From behind the counter DEACON, quiet and studied, hands 
change to a soldier, BARRY. Barry grabs his package as 
the group turns toward the exit and Bridgette.

BARRY
Damn! Incoming gentlemen.

They start moving slowly as a unit toward Bridgette. 
Another soldier, HANCOCK, makes a COARSE GUTTURAL SOUND 
as RICHARDS barks out.

RICHARDS
Request permission to dip my stick, sir!

BARRY
I'm a Private, Richards, you do not call 
me sir!

RICHARDS
Private, thank you Private!

BARRY
And no, you may not dip your stick. Not 
until your unit leader has tested the 
waters.

RICHARDS
Private, yes Private! Truth be told this 
soldier likes taking a dirty bath.

BARRY
You're a sick man, Richards.

Hancock grunts as they are almost on top of Bridgette.

BARRY (CONT’D)
That's what I love about you.

The gang surrounds Bridgette and pins her against a rack. 
Just as Barry leans toward her a VOICE cuts through the 
air.
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DEACON (O.S.)
You said no.

The group turns and sees Deacon standing a few feet from 
them.

BARRY
What's that, Washout?

DEACON
I asked if you needed anything else and 
you said, "no." So I guess you're done 
here.

BARRY
(laughs lightly)

Shit, "Civie" - we're done here when I 
say we're done here.

RICHARDS
Yeah, bitch - we're done here when --

BARRY
Shut up, Richards.

DEACON
That's the first smart thing you've said 
since you walked in here. Now if you want 
to walk out, this is the time to do it. 
But if you want to crawl out...

From behind his back he reveals a sawed-off shotgun.

DEACON (CONT’D)
Then keep running your mouth... Private.

A long tense moment. Suddenly a LOUD SIREN goes off in 
the distance. The soldiers shoot quick glances at each 
other, looks of fear mixing with excitement.

RICHARDS
(hesitant)

Uh, Barry, we better...

Barry's eyes stare down Deacon one final beat.

BARRY
Yeah. Someone's got to save the world. 
(turning to his group) Hoo-Ah!

The ENTIRE GROUP bark back in unison: "HOO-AH!"

Deacon's eyes stay trained on the soldiers as they exit 
the store and move across the parking lot.
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BRIDGETTE
Thank you.

As Deacon's eyes snap to Bridgette he sees shame mixed 
with relief.

DEACON
How can we help you today?

Bridgette tries to compose herself as best she can. She 
moves past Deacon toward the counter as she references a 
sign on the wall advertising prices.

BRIDGETTE
Um... "Charlie" told me that I should 
speak to you.

DEACON
(laughs lightly)

Let me guess - he told you you should 
mention his name?

BRIDGETTE
Yes. That's right.

DEACON
(still amused)

That's Charlie.

BRIDGETTE
I'm sorry...?

DEACON
He's my only employee.

She smiles.

BRIDGETTE
So I'm interested in taking lessons. 
Shooting lessons.

DEACON
Well it better be shooting lessons. I 
don't figure I'm much good at anything 
else.

She gives him a look you could pour over a waffle. 
Finally..

DEACON (CONT’D)
So, those are the prices.

He moves around the corner of the counter and circles 
back til he's opposite her.
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DEACON (CONT’D)
First thing is to decide what gun you 
want to fire. Which means you need to 
decide what you're trying to hit. 

BRIDGETTE
Sooo I guess the "first thing" is really 
deciding what I want to shoot at.

DEACON
You'd think I'd be better at this by now.

Bridgette's smile slowly falls as she turns serious.

BRIDGETTE
I guess it's simple. I don't want to be 
afraid anymore. I want to shoot at 
whatever makes me afraid.

EXT. GUN RANGE - DAY

Bridgette fires off a final round. In the distance a PING 
echoes. She turns excitedly toward Deacon.

BRIDGETTE
I did good, right?

DEACON
(shaking his head)

Never ceases to amaze me. (OFF HER LOOK) 
You did very good. Apparently women are 
naturally better shots than men. 
Something about less testosterone. They 
don't get so amped up they're able to 
stay more focused. That's... bullshit.

He cracks a sly grin.

BRIDGETTE
Well, give me a free box of bullets and 
I'll show you how it's done.

DEACON
All right, Annie Oakley. You save a 
little of that for the rain. (OFF HER 
LOOK) Storm's coming in tomorrow. 
Shooting in the rain's a whole different 
beast. Lot of variables to account for.

She throws a glance at a sign that indicates the range 
will close during inclement weather.
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BRIDGETTE
But the...

DEACON
Well, we don't let just anybody in. 
Besides, if Charlie told you to drop his 
name, seems like you've passed the 
biggest test right there.

EXT. PARKING LOT - DUSK

Bridgette climbs into the driver's seat of her car as 
Deacon holds the door for her. He slowly moves the door 
to close it.

DEACON
Hands and feet in.

She looks up at him as he gently closes the door.

BRIDGETTE
Thank you. (THEN) Deacon, what do you 
think the siren went off for? Does it... 
happen a lot?

DEACON
Sure. (laughs lightly) More times than I 
can count.

Her face brightens and she turns forward and starts to 
drive away. As Deacon watches the car exit the parking 
lot a VOICE from behind him sounds.

CHARLIE (O.S.)
Never knew you to be a liar, Deacon 
Taylor.

Deacon turns and sees Charlie crossing the lot toward him 
a rake in his hands.

CHARLIE (CONT’D)
First time that siren's ever gone off 
near as I can reckon.

Deacon looks down the road at the car's receding lights.
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