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OVER BLACK:

The CRACK of breaking ice. SPLASH. Someone flails helplessly 
in the water. Sudden silence. Then -- 

The sound of WATER CHURNING; when under the water, soft and 
muted, almost dreamy, building in intensity. 

FADE IN:

EXT. MOUNTAIN LAKE – DAY 

Disjointed, hazy memory. An eerie ABSENCE OF SOUND. A fully 
clothed body BURSTS through the surface of the water. Face 
obscured. A hand clutches toward the shore. Lips scream for 
help. The force of the water pulls the body under.

And the sound returns. The soft and muted STIRRING of the 
water accompanies the body as it descends helplessly, 
tumbling to the bottom of the lake. There it rests.

EXT. MOUNTAIN LAKE – DAY - 1913 

The MUTED sound of the WATER continues faintly as YOUNG 
JESSE, 13, naive, younger than his years, contemplates the 
ice covered lake. The sun sparkles against knee deep snow. 
Beautiful and serene. Stillness. The only movement is his 
cold breath shimmering in the sun. 

EXT. MOUNTAINS – DAY - 1990 

Slow moving panoramic vistas of the Blue Ridge Mountains of 
North Carolina. Saturated, vibrant autumn color against the 
bluish haze of the mountains. The sun moves in and out of the 
clouds, casting the most beautiful shadows across everything 
it touches. 

EXT. FARMHOUSE/PORCH – DAY - 1990 

JESSE POLK, 90, prickly, in ill health, rocks steadily in an 
old rocker.

JESSE POLK 
My whole life’s been spent in these 
here Blue Ridge Mountains. I was 
born here and I’ll die here. 



EXT. MOUNTAINS – DAY - 1990  

Hovering high above the town of Boone, North Carolina, 
dwarfed by the surrounding mountains. 

JESSE POLK (V.O)
They used to be a sayin' up here 
'round Boone, “Only way to get here 
is to be born here.”

A shrill, tweeting, TRAIN WHISTLE ECHOES.

JESSE POLK (V.O.)
Ya’ll hear that? Ol' Tweetsie 
coughin' and whistlin' 'round the 
mountains.

EXT. MOUNTAINS – DAY - 1918

A glorious steam engine, trimmed in green and red, ROARS 
along the track, majestically pulling an endless string of 
passenger cars, twisting and curving through the mountains, 
smoke billowing into the sky. Its whistle BLARES. 

JESSE POLK (V.O.)
The railroad come to this parta the 
mountain in nineteen and eighteen. 
'Round these parts, we called her 
the Narrow Gauge or the Stemwinder. 
Parta the East Tennessee and 
Western North Carolina Railroad. 

(laughs)
Some folks called it the Eat Taters 
and Wear No Clothes Railroad.

The whistle BLASTS several times.

JESSE POLK (V.O.)
Only it can’t really be Tweetsie, 
'cause she ain’t been 'round for 
years.

The train shimmers, dissolving, --

EXT. ABANDONED RAILROAD TRACK – DAY - 1990

-- fading into the past, leaving rusted, overgrown track and 
rotted timber winding around the mountains.    
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JESSE POLK V.O.)
Tweetsie quita comin' in nineteen 
and forty 'cause a flood that 
washed out parta her tracks. Only 
thing lefta ol' Tweetsie --

EXT. "TWEETSIE RAILROAD" THEME PARK – DAY - 1990

The Number 12 engine on the tracks near a Wild-West themed 
depot. FAMILIES bustle around. A KID with cotton candy 
eagerly studies a sign that reads: "TWEETSIE RAILROAD/GHOST 
TRAIN HALLOWEEN FESTIVAL/ Fridays and Saturdays/Sept. 30 - 
Oct. 31."   

JESSE POLK (V.O.)
-- is the number twelve engine. Put 
it in one of them 'musement 
parks...

EXT. FARMHOUSE – DAY - 1990 

A LITTLE BOY, 8, and LITTLE GIRL, 6, laugh and play in the 
yard of an ancient two-story farmhouse with a wrap-around 
porch. Cracked and peeling paint, the lawn unkempt. Isolated.  
A dusty, ten year old Chevy in the driveway. Behind it, a 
shiny Jeep Cherokee.

Jesse Polk rocks gently on the porch as low late afternoon 
light surrounds the house, creating pockets of shadows. 

JESSE POLK
Now Tweetsie's just a kiddie ride.

A married couple, MIKE and LUCY, 30’s, listens politely. 
GINNY, 73, haggard, looking older than her years, Jesse 
Polk’s daughter and live-in nurse, also listens, but she’s 
heard it all before. So many times. 

JESSE POLK
Ain’t that something? 

MIKE
Yes sir, Mr. Polk --

JESSE POLK
Jesse, name’s Jesse. Mr. Polk was 
my Pa.
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MIKE
Well... Jesse, then... we sure do 
know about Tweetsie, living just 
down the road in Blowing Rock. Kids 
can't get enough of it.  

GINNY
Oh, Daddy’ll talk your ear off if 
you let him. 

LUCY
The kids hear that whistle in the 
summer and fall when the park's 
open -- 

MIKE
And all we hear is --

A distant BLAST of the train whistle echoes.

LITTLE GIRL
Tweetsie!

LITTLE BOY
I wanna go to Tweetsie!

Everyone laughs.

JESSE POLK
Ginny, git your friends something 
to drink. Ya'll want some sweet 
tea?

GINNY
I'll do that, Daddy.  

(to Mike and Lucy)
Come on in and let me show you the 
house.

Ginny ushers Mike and Lucy inside. Before she exits, Lucy 
calls back to the kids.

LUCY
Mikey, you watch after your sister. 
And don’t you pester, Mr. Polk. You 
hear me?

LITTLE BOY
Yes, Mom.

The kids run to the edge of the yard, near the dense woods 
and broken-down fence that line the property.

JESSE POLK
You young’uns stay away from them 
woods. Ya'll hear me?
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Lost in play, they pay no attention. A soft wind wafts 
through the fall colored trees. As the leaves sway gently 
against the breeze, their colors magically change from 
oranges and reds to summer green. 

Time transforms around Jesse Polk. The Little Boy and Little 
Girl become two other children from the past --

EXT. FARMHOUSE – DAY - 1927

-- LITTLE GINNY, 8, chases LITTLE JAKE, 7, around the yard. 
ADULT JESSE, 27, watches as LITTLE DOREEN, 4, wearing leather 
and steel leg braces, does her best to keep up with them.

ADULT JESSE
Ginny, ya'll hear me?

LITTLE GINNY
Oh, Daddy, ya worry too much.

ADULT JESSE
Ya want me to get a hickory?

LITTLE GINNY
Jake and me'll watch after little 
Doreen.

ADULT JESSE
Don't you young'uns be goin' out to 
them woods, now.

A BLAST of Tweetsie's whistle echoes.

LITTLE DOREEN
Twee'sie!

LITTLE JAKE
Tweetsie, Daddy!

LITTLE GINNY
Tell us the story, Daddy. Tell us 
about the times ya rode ol' 
Tweetsie.

ADULT JESSE
I ain't got no time for that 
nonsense now.

EXT. FARMHOUSE – DAY - 1990

Jesse Polk rocks gently on the porch.
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JESSE POLK
Seth went out to them woods. He'd 
hightail it ever chance he got. 
Mostly to get away from me.

A voice from the distant past rings in his mind:

SETH (V.O.)
I ain’t gonna tell ya again, little 
brother. Now scram.

Jesse Polk's mind creates a vision, somewhere between reality 
and memory, and he finds himself in an --

INT. ANTIQUE BARN - DAY

-- One wall completely gone. The yard and surrounding trees 
dreamily intrude into this apparition. 

A boy and girl kissing fade into existence. They are Jesse 
Polk's older brother, SETH, 16, handsome and strapping, and 
Seth's girlfriend, VIRGINIA, 16, a strikingly beautiful 
blonde. Both dressed in circa 1913 clothing.

JESSE POLK
Seth and Virginia sittin' in a 
tree. K-I-S-S-I-N-G.

Seth and Virginia immediately separate. Seth is furious. 
Virginia is clearly flustered and embarrassed. 

JESSE POLK
(to Virginia)

Your face is all red. Look like 
you’s gonna faint.

VIRGINIA
Just warm. It’s July after all. 
Seth and me were tryin' to have an 
important talk, Jesse.

JESSE POLK
'Bout what?

SETH
None of your beeswax, squirt!

VIRGINIA
Private things.
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JESSE POLK
I’m gonna tell. Seth and Virginia 
sittin' in a tree. K-I-S-S-I-N-G. 
First comes love, then comes 
marriage. Then comes Virginia with 
a baby carriage.

Bits of snow fall through the disjointed walls of the barn.

SETH
I told ya to scram.

JESSE POLK
Gonna tell!

SETH
Ya better not!

Suddenly, snow whirls around and wind blows hard.

JESSE POLK
(yells)

Mama, Seth and Virginia are playin' 
smoochy-smoochy.

With a blast of blowing snow, the barn disappears and Jesse 
Polk, still in his rocker, is thrust into an even deeper 
illusion of his mind -- 

EXT. WOODS - DAY

-- A surreal snowstorm. Bits of trees. Limbs hang from 
nowhere. Green grass from the yard is visible through gusting 
snow. Jesse Polk looks toward the house as it recedes into 
the white haze.    

SETH
Come on, squirt, I’ll race ya.

Seth takes off, leaving Virginia behind.

SETH
You’re such a slowpoke, squirt. 
Come on, Jesse, hurry up!

He vanishes into the driving snow. The manifestation takes on 
a hazy, nightmarish quality. The heavy snow rages wildly, 
starting to engulf everything.

VIRGINIA
Make him come back.

Jesse Polk tries to rise from his rocker.
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JESSE POLK
I can’t... I can’t seem to...

His old legs just won’t cooperate. He gives up, settling back 
into the rocker, confused and tired.

SETH (O.S.)
Jesse? Where are ya? Hurry up!

The snow envelops Virginia until she, too, disappears. 
Nothing but snow. Suddenly, the quick and steady GALLOP of a 
horse. A SHADOWED FIGURE on horseback bursts through the 
blizzard. 

The figure keeps riding toward Jesse Polk, but gets no 
closer. A moment caught in time. And then it's gone --

ON THE PORCH

-- Jesse Polk stares ahead into the calm empty yard.

Mike and Lucy burst through the door, chattering on about the 
house, followed by Ginny. Jesse Polk, startled, peers at 
them. A moment of clarity. He is embarrassed, not sure how 
long they’ve been there.

JESSE POLK
I don’t always remember things 
exactly... what’s real and what 
oncet was.

An uncomfortable moment as the couple look to Ginny. She 
shrugs and moves to Jesse Polk.

GINNY
Well, Daddy...

MIKE
I forget things all the time, Mr. 
Polk... sorry... Jesse. Just ask 
Lucy --  

JESSE POLK
My granddaddy built this house. 
Don't reckon I remember when that 
old dirt road was paved.

MIKE
This land takes my breath away. And 
this house, so full of history.
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Jesse Polk rubs his hands together and presses them to his 
face, lost again in his mind, unaware that he is even 
speaking his thoughts.

JESSE POLK
I can smell Mama’s cornbread 
cookin' now. It’s a sweet smell. 

A voice calls to him through time:

MAMA (V.O.)
Jesse! Seth! Supper’s ready. Ya’ll 
come in and wash up. 

GINNY
(to Mike and Lucy)

Best to just leave him be when he 
gets like this. Let me show you 
around back.

LUCY
I'm curious to see that little 
house you talked about.  

GINNY
Now that's a trip back in time. We 
can take a walk later, if you want.  
Take your young'uns and have a look-
see.

They disappear to the side porch.

JESSE POLK
She always made the best cornbread. 
And the crowder peas, too.

A shift in Jesse Polk's mind allows 1913 and the present to 
coexist. Two spectral, diffused figures materialize on the 
steps -- Young Jesse, mesmerized by the clouds moving across 
the sky and MAMA, 35, sturdy and pretty.

MAMA
Jesse, ain’t ya heard a word I
said? I been callin' ya’ll for ten 
minutes. Find your brother and come 
on in.

YOUNG JESSE
Reckon he’s hightailed it to them 
woods.
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MAMA
Lord, that child is gonna be the 
death of me. Always goin' out in 
them woods. 

YOUNG JESSE
Look at them clouds Mama.

MAMA
Come on, now, go get Seth. Supper’s 
fixin' to get cold.

YOUNG JESSE
Mama, what’s it like to get old?

Jesse Polk laughs from his rocker.

MAMA
Reckon people is young and then 
they’s old. Parta life. Lord, have 
mercy, I don’t have time to be 
talkin' this nonsense. Come on, 
now. Supper’s fixin' to get cold. 
Go get Seth.

Young Jesse sits for a moment longer staring at the sky.

MAMA
Ya want me to get a hickory?

He kisses Mama on the cheek --

MAMA
I swaney...

-- And takes off to the woods. Mama smiles and slowly fades 
away. Jesse Polk peers at nothing.

EXT. FARMHOUSE/PORCH – NIGHT - 1990 

Jesse Polk is still and quiet, lost in the rustling of leaves 
in the crisp fall breeze. A COMMOTION draws his gaze to Ginny 
pushing a wheelchair through the front door. He eyes her, but 
sees only Mama. He smiles.  

JESSE POLK
You’re a perty woman, Mama. Ya 
always smell so fresh. The 
cleanness of ivory soap and the 
sweetness of cornbread and supper.

Mama disappears. Ginny now kneels beside him. She squeezes 
his hand.
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GINNY
Daddy, are you cold? Wanna go in?

He still doesn't recognize her. Confusion as he looks at her 
hand in his. The hand becomes younger and delicate. He looks 
up to see Virginia.   

JESSE POLK
Ya come callin' on my family too 
much, Virginia. I done told ya they 
can’t never be nothin' 'tween us.

VIRGINIA
It’ll be our little secret.

She pulls his hand to her face and rubs her cheek against it, 
lovingly.

JESSE POLK
Seth went out to them woods. He 
went out to them woods and he 
stayed there. It upset Mama. He 
went out to them woods.

Virginia vanishes. Suddenly, Jesse Polk is face to face with 
Ginny. 

GINNY
Daddy? You with me?

Reality hits him.

JESSE POLK
Ginny... Oh... What time is it?

GINNY
It’s late. 

JESSE POLK
Where’d your friends git to?

GINNY
They’re not friends, Daddy. We 
talked about this. Do you remember?

JESSE POLK
I was thinkin' about them woods 
over yonder.

GINNY
Let’s get you inside.

JESSE POLK
Leave me be, now. Just leave me be.
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GINNY
No now, none of that orneriness 
this evening. We’ve had a fine day 
with some good company. Don’t you 
go spoiling it now.

She laboriously helps him to stand, then eases him slowly 
into the wheelchair. Even this little bit of exertion is 
tough for him and he sighs in frustration.

INT. FARMHOUSE/LIVING ROOM – NIGHT - 1990 

Jesse Polk sits in a chair, staring at a blank television 
atop a small stand, a TV tray with dinner in front of him. 
After a moment, he realizes that the television is off.

JESSE POLK
Ginny? This damn TV don’t work 
right half the time.

Ginny stands behind him, with the remote in her hand.

GINNY
It works fine, Daddy.

JESSE POLK
Just switched off right in the 
middle of me watchin' it.

GINNY
You weren’t watching it, Daddy. You 
were just staring off into space 
like normal.

JESSE POLK
I was watchin'.

GINNY
What was on?

JESSE POLK
Oh, to hell with it. Ya ort to get 
somebody out here to fix it.

GINNY
The TV’s fine. I turned it off. We 
have to talk, Daddy. 

(deep breath)
About selling this place.

JESSE POLK
Just turn that damn box back on and 
leave me be.
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