EXT. BATTLE FIELD. THE BATTLE IS WELL
UNDER WAY. RED MEN, WHITE MEN, AND BLACK
MEN FIGHT IN A VIOLENT RAINBOW OF DARK
TONES.

As the sound of cannon balls whistle in
the air, JOHN HORSE,a Brave, fights a
union soldier in hand to hand combat.
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He knocks down the soldier off the fallen tree which bridged a small creek.

The victory is brief as a cannon ball
crashes into the opposite end of the
bridge, and sends JOHN HORSE catapulting
into the air.

He crashes into the mud. Recovering,
ears still ringing, he sees a gopher
turtle burrowing into the earth.
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Despite the battle, he is mesmerized.
The ringing in his ears intensifies as
the battle noises fade.

SMASH TO BLACK:
JOHN HORSE’S MOTHER(V.O.)
Do you hear me, John? Do you hear me,
John Horse?

INT. JOHN HORSE FAMILY LODGE IN THE
FLORIDA EVERGLADES. JOHN HORSE’S MOM
MENDS A GARMENT.
JOHN HORSE’S MOTHER
(to JOHN HORSE offscreen)
John Horse! Are you listening? It’s
dangerous. Not just for you, but all us.
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YOUNG JOHN HORSE runs behind her and out
the door
JOHN HORSE’S MOTHER (calling after him)
You stay away from the White Man’s Fort!
Do you hear me?
JOHN HORSE (calling back)
Yes, Mother!

EXT. FLORIDA EVERGLADES. YOUNG JOHN
HORSE DIGS IN THE MOIST DIRT...

AND PULLS OUT A GOPHER TURTLE...
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AND SLIDES IT INTO HIS SACK.

EXT. FLORIDA EVERGLADES. EDGE OF CAMP.
JOHN HORSE sneaks closer than he knows
he should, but curiosity gets the best
of him and he creeps to the wood line
embankment. The White Men are an interesting, peculiar, and somewhat frightening sight.

His better senses come to him and as he
decides to leave he spies...
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Another gopher turtle burrowing in the
dirt.

His ego gets the best of him and he
struggles in the muck for it.

He pulls it out, nearly losing his
balance...
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But recovers.

He confidently takes a step...

and the ground gives way with the sound
of cracking branches, catching the
attention of the closest soldiers.
He falls head over heals...

©2018

SMASH CUT
INT. COLONEL BROOKS’S TENT.
A young soldier named ANDREW shoves a
frightened young JOHN HORSE into a chair
in front of the COLONEL’S DESK.
ANDREW
I found him snooping at the edge of
camp.

COLONEL BROOKS (To the SOLDIER)
Does he have a name?
ANDREW (shrugging)
I didn’t...

COLONEL BROOKS
What’s your name, boy?
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JOHN HORSE
(understanding, but silent)

ANDREW
He probably only has that red tongue.

COLONEL BROOKS
(disapproving of the Soldier)
What’s you name, boy?
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JOHN HORSE
John... John Cowaya...
COLONEL BROOKS
Cowaya...Horse?

JOHN HORSE (nodding)
Yessa.

COLONEL BROOKS
Where did you learn to speak English?
JOHN HORSE
My mother. From the Plantations of
the South.
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COLONEL BROOKS (nodding)
And what were you doing at the edge
of my camp?
(toying with him)
Are you a scout?

JOHN HORSE
No...No, sir.
COLONEL BROOKS
Uh-huh. And what is in the bag?

ANDREW spills the bag onto the desk and
the turtles fall out.
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COLONEL BROOKS (cont’d)
(Hiding his delight)
Where did you get these, John Horse?

JOHN HORSE
I found them in the woods, sir.

There is a dramatic pause.
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COLONEL BROOKS
How much would you like for them?

JOHN HORSE
(not really knowing what to say)
Two bits?

The COLONEL reaches into his pocket and
flips a 25 cent coin to John
COLONEL BROOKS
I could use more. Do you think you
could bring me two every day?
JOHN HORSE (hesitating)
Yessa.
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COLONEL BROOKS
(to John)
Good.
(to ANDREW)
Andrew, put these in the pen out back.
Let the officers know we will have ourselves a little feast in a week. Please,
take our guest with you.

Andrew motioned for John to follow.

EXT. COLONEL BROOKS’S TENT
Andrew lift the lid to the empty wooden
pen.
ANDREW
Okay, Little Horse, when you find more
you bring them to me. The Colonel loves
these things too damn much for me to entrust you with putting them here, especially since we are gonna have ourselves
a feast.
JOHN HORSE
Is there enough soil? They burrow...
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ANDREW
Geezus, kid, there is enough soil.
Just...just get out of here, before
I scalp you.

John runs off.

His fear melts into excitement. He had
met the White Man.
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EXT. EVERGLADES. DAY.
John Horse looks and looks for Gopher
turtles.

Under rocks.
Under logs.
In the creek banks.
Nothing. Not a damn turtle.

He looks up at the sky. The day is
getting later.
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EXT. CAMP.

JOHN HORSE walks towards COLONEL BROOK’S
TENT. He will just let him know he can’t
do it. He stops just outside. unseen
he listens.
OFFICER
..and we’ll have enough gopher
turtle stew?

COLONEL BROOKS
Oh, yes. I got myself black Seminole
boy who will bring me at least two a
day.
(joking)
He better or I will skin him alive.
Not getting the joke John Horse backs
away in terror.
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Soldiers are all about him like a fog.
He backs into the gopher turtle pen.

He opens the lid and peers in seeing
only a hint of a turtle.
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He looks around. No one is watching. No
one cares. He reaches in.

EXT. CAMP. LATER. JOHN HORSE STANDS IN
FRONT OF ANDERW. HE REACHES IN HIS BAG,
PULLS OUT A TURTLE AND HANDS IT TO
ANDREW.
ANDREW
(handing John a 25 cent piece)
You keep this up and you will be
rich.
JOHN HORSE (was it that easy?)
Yes.

EXT. EVERGLADES. DAY. JOHN HORSE
CAUTIOUSLY RUNS.
JOHN HORSE (Did he really get away with
it?)
Ha Ha Ha!
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MONTAGE:
Day after day John gets more and more
confident as he steals the same two
turtles from the pen,

and sells them to Andrew.

He becomes more confident; reaching into
the pen. Selling the turtles. Even getting extra food. Running through the
forest.
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UNTIL ANDREW OPENS THE PEN.

He digs for a moment.
ANDREW
Well, I’ll be damned.

INT. COLONEL BROOKS’S TENT.
COLONEL BROOKS
What?! The two damn turtles?
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ANDREW
Well, the could have escaped...they
do burrow...
COLONEL BROOKS (interrupting)
Bullshit! Bring that little
son-of-bitch to me.

EXT. SEMINOLE VILLAGE
Andrew rides up.

ANDREW
I am looking for John Horse.
MICANOPY
What is this about?
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ANDREW
Colonel Brooks would like to see
him. In regards to gopher turtles.
Two in particular.

INT. COLONEL BROOKS’S TENT
ANDREW shoves a frightened young JOHN
HORSE into a chair in
front of the COLONEL’S DESK.

COLONEL BROOKS (angrily)
Well, Mr. Horse. Seems to me that
I’ve been buying the same two
turtles over and over. Do you care
to explain?

©2018

JOHN HORSE
I..
COLONEL BROOKS (interrupting)
I have a mind to tan your hide. Or
at least throw you in the brig.

JOHN HORSE (hanging his head)
I’m sorry. I couldn’t find any
gophers and I was scared to
disappoint you.

COLONEL BROOKS
What?
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JOHN HORSE
I planned to fill the pen before
you noticed. You were so happy, you
gave us extra food. And we have
been so hungry.

COLONEL BROOKS (disarmed)
You will bring me two turles for
every two bits I gave you.

JOHN HORSE
Yessa.
COLONEL BROOKS
And an extra two for my troubles.
Do you understand me...Gopher John?
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JOHN HORSE (relieved)
Yessa.

COLONEL BROOKS
Andrew, see our young Mr. Horse
gets some extra food before he goes.
ANDREW
Yes, sir.

INT. JOHN HORSE FAMILY LODGE. JOHN PUT
BUNDLED JERKY AND FLOUR ON THE TABLE
JOHN HORSE’S MOTHER
Oh, I told you to stay away from
the white fort.
JOHN HORSE
I know, mother. I am sorry. But can
I stop now? Just be rid of them.
Not go back?
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JOHN HORSE’S MOTHER
No! You can’t now! You’ve endangered
us, and you’ll make it worse if you
don’t do what the white man asks. Fill
the pen with turtles so he won’t come
and hurt us.

JOHN HORSE
(realizing the depth of his
folly)
Do you think he would?

JOHN HORSE’S MOTHER
I don’t know.
I think he could if he wanted.
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THE SCREEN IS BLACK AND WE HEAR THE
RUSHING OF AN OVERFLOWING CREEK. THIS
THING IS SMALL HELLISH RIVER.

EXT. DAY BATTLE OF WITHLACOOCHEE: GENERAL
CLINCH OVERSEES 750 SOLDIERS PREPARING
TO FORD THE CREEK. THE TREES MAKE FOR
TERRIBLE RAFTS, SOME SOLDIERS WRESTLE
THEIR HORSES IN THE WATER. THERE IS ONE
SINGLE CANOE. JUST THAT ONE.

GENERAL CLINCH
Why in the name of Almighty God is
the one blistering canoe?
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LIEUTENANT GAINS
You see, sir...
GENERAL CLINCH
I don’t give one horse cock! Why is
there no bridge.

LIEUTENANT GAINS
Sir, the guides say that the rains
have made the creek swell and must
have washed the foot bridge away.

GENERAL CLINCH
Thunderation. What is our progress.
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LIEUTENANT GAINS
Sir, we are sending the first group
over now. Provisions and ammo will
have to be brought over when the
footbridge is completed.
GENERAL CLINCH
How long?!
LIEUTENANT GAINS
Twenty minutes, sir.

200 Soldiers awkwardly swim across the
creek, holding their guns above their
heads as the bob forward, reach the land
and try to dry off.

More progress is made on the foot bridge.
A few more soldiers with horses tiredly
make it to the bank.
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The single damn canoe is unloaded and
sent back across the water.

The foot bridge is finally done, and men,
happy not to have to swim, begin to carry
larger cases across,

the pile of provisions begins to grow,
and the soldiers start laughing in spite
of their circumstances. Maybe even because of it.
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Nearly half the soldiers are drying off
as more swim.

A young solider smiles and jokes with
the man in front of him.
YOUNG SOLDIER
Well, that wasn’t so bad.

OLDER SOLDIER
You damn volunteer , we should have
made your narrow ass swim this damn
creek. I oughta knock you right in
the depths right now...
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There is a loud bang as we see the YOUNG
SOLDIER’S crate and contents shatter to
bits as he falls,

bloody, broken and lifeless into the
water.

OSCEOLA steps out of the shrubs,
dangerously close to the men. His wears
a symbol that says he can take anything
he wants, the a blue U.S. Army jacket,
looking regal, righteous, and terrifying.
He holds the smoking rifle above his head
and yells for the Seminoles to attack.
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All Hell breaks loose. Soldiers scramble
for their guns and shoot at phantoms.
Where are those Indians! There is return
fire. In the creek bullets crash into the
water scary horses and men.

Killing a few of both in the process.

A dead soldier floats to starting shore
in the canoe.
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LIEUTENANT GAINS
Attack!

He pulls the soldier out of the canoe as
honorably as he can in the hell storm,

and gets in it himself to paddle
frantically towards the other side.
LIEUTENANT GAINS (cont’d)
Attack!
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A horse knocks over CLINCH.

He rolls on the ground almost in the same
fashion as he did in the at the platform,

but in the heat of battle he is much more
nibble than he looks. He is up again and
on his horse.
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He sees they’ve lost. In no act of cowardliness he makes a decision.
GENERAL CLINCH
Retreat! Retreat!
The message quickly get carried down the
chain and men are frantically swimming
back across the creek. To hell with the
guns. To hell with the Ammo. Even Lieutenant Gains is relieved.

The words echo on a black screen.
“RETREAT!”

EXT. MORNING FORT DRANE, CLINCH’S OWN
PLANTATION, A SOLDIER WALKS THROUGH THE
FORT WITH A NOTE IN HIS HAND. ALL THE WAY
THROUGH THE FORT. WE SEE THE SURVIVED
SOLDIERS FROM THE BATTLE THE DAY BEFORE
TIRED, WORN, AND MISERABLE.
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The soldier walks through the main house
which is set up as Clinch’s offices.

The note is handed handed off to
Lieutenant Gains,

brought to Clinch sitting at his desk.

©2018

He reads it pensively.

Then sets it down

and walks away from his desk.
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The note reads:
“You have guns and so have we. You have
powder and lead, and so have we. You
have men and so have we. Your men will
fight and so will ours, till the last
drop of the Seminole’s blood has moistened the dust of his hunting ground.”
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EXT.UNION CAMPGROUND
As SEMINOLES arrive at camp on their
horses in the heat of the day, Union
Soldiers tiredly run drills in a nearby
field.

JOHN HORSE, OSCEOLA, COWOKOCI, OTE
EMATHLA, CHARLIE EMATHLA, ABIAKA/SAM
JONES, and ALLIGATOR all dismount, just
as GENERAL THOMPSON, CUDJO the
interpretor, AGENT WILEY exit the
General’s tent.

GENERAL CLINCH a rotund man brings up
the rear, waddling behind. Flies buzz
annoyingly.
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GENERAL THOMPSON
Gentleman! This way.
He grandly gestures to one side in an
effort to communicate to anyone that
would not understand.

EXT. UNION CAMPGROUND - PLATFORM
The shaded platform is a good four feet
off the ground with a few crates underneath but mostly empty space. All the
men climb up the uncharacteristically
clumsy steps and find a seat on benches
atop the dodgy platform.

ALLIGATOR
They sure make a show of things.
Why is it even off the ground?
ABIAKA/SAM JONES
They don’t like snakes.
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The men all take a seat and watch in
anxious expectation as GENERAL CLINCH
totters to a bench, taking the whole
thing to himself. Both the bench and
platform groan underneath him.
He settles.

AGENT WILEY
(making large motions)
I speak for our great white father,
President Jackson. He cares very
much for his red children. He is
very disappointed that his red
children are resisting emigration
to the West. He feels you are
morally bound to honor the treaty
signed by your own chiefs.

CUDJO
(Struggling)
Agent Wiley says the great white
father...er...president...um...chief
Jackson...cares for the... Seminole
people. But his face is unhappy
that you will not take the steps...
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OSCEOLA
(interrupting)
Please stop. If Agent Wiley, and
the Generals don’t wave their arms
like a crane trying to attract a
mate, and the words are not so big
we will understand.

GENERAL THOMPSON
Excellent.
Cudjo steps back. Relieved and hurt.
GENERAL THOMPSON
Don’t wander away. If we run into
trouble we’ll need you.
(to Agent Wiley)
Think you can calm down, Agent
Crane?

Agent Wiley nods in momentary
embarrassment. More flies buzz.
There is a nervous pause. Did they
not understand? Did they?
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Finally...
OTE EMATHLA
(stepping forward)
The treaty you refer to gave us
twenty years to live in peace and
flourish on our land. That time is
not up.
(the Seminoles agree)
We understood when that time was
gone we’d speak again.
You asked us to sign that paper.
It said the land in the west was good.
We agreed to that. You asked us to sign
that paper. It said the lands were fertile, and the fruit was sweet. We agreed
to that. But we said that the lands
around it were hostile and the neighbors
would have no peace.
(pause)
Now you say we are to move. We did
not agree to that.

GENERAL THOMPSON removes a stack of paper from a leather case and stands.
GENERAL THOMPSON
Here is your treaty. It has all the
names of your chiefs.
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CHARLIE EMATHLA
(stepping up)
Our Voice, John Hicks, was a great
man, and left his children for us
to raise. His signature makes the
paper sacred. But the time has not
ended. When it does we will make a
new bargain.

GENERAL THOMPSON
The great white father will be
unhappy. You are bound to move. He
knows. You were not forced to sign,
but your own chiefs signed in good
faith and now as honorable men, you
must go.
His patience grows thin. A bead of sweat
rolls down his face. A fly hovers in front
of his face.

He rolls the treaty quickly and swats
the fly. Obliterating it. The Seminoles
wince.
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CHARLIE EMATHLA
All my blood is indian blood. That
will not change. And my mind will
not change. I am a man. I live on
the land I was born on. My children
play on this land. The great white
father says we are his children,
but does not see we are happy here?
My land is my sacred heart. My
friend, Great General Thompson, you
will understand.

General Thompson starts to object..
ABIAKA/SAM JONES
(inaudible)

AGENT WILEY
What did he say?
CUDJO
He says this is horse shit.
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GENERAL CLINCH
(giddy)
HA! He did? The gumption!
(he roars with laughter)

Thinking this was aimed at him as an insult Abiaka stomps his feet in frustration and then smacks the support post.

CRASH!! The weak platform collapses.
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Seminoles and officers alike tumbles to
the ground. Arms and legs flail.

The Indians at first fear it’s a trap but
they see General Clinch rolling in the
mud like a pig.

And the disheveled General Thompson and
Agent Wiley laughing at him and the
situation. They all break out in laughter.
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John Horse laughs so hard the tears
rolls like sweat.
For a moment they are all at ease.
Frozen. How can these men, these union
idiots be any kind of threat?

ALLIGATOR
HaHa! Seminole platforms do not
fall. We will teach you.
CHARLIE EMATHLA
Yes, you see. Seminoles need to
stay so we can teach you have to
live on this land.

The laughter still echos on a black
screen.
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