THE RESURRECTION OF JOHN DAVIS
by Shawn Nevins

FADE IN:

INT. ROOM — DAY

A large, glassy translucent marble, as big as the earth, slowly rotates between a giant index finger and
a thumb. The glass focuses a shaft of light into a small bright spot on the palm of the hand. The marble
slides down to rest in the palm.

The hand reaches over and pushes “play” on an old audio tape recorder. As the reels spin, scratchy
voices rise from the tape.

INTERVIEWER
(on tape)
Okay, ah, let me make sure this is running.

We hear HANDS SHUFFLING by a tape recorder.

DAVIS
(on tape)
So what’s your interest? Is this a personal thing, are you doing some research?

INTERVIEWER
I’d like to know, really, about what happened to you in the graveyard. That experience.

DAVIS
(hesitant)
I’ll tell you... some... about that. It might help, though, to know a little about the man I
was — a man always looking to tomorrow, driven by forces in myself I didn’t understand.

FADE OUT:

TITLE: CHARLESTON, WEST VIRGINIA, FEBRUARY 1964

FADE IN:

INT. DAVIS’ LAW OFFICE — DAY

Handsome, thirty-year-old attorney JOHN DAVIS II stands at the desk of his young secretary, LILY,
wrapping up the loose ends so he can leave. Dressed in a sharp “Mad-Men” style brown pin-striped suit,

he’s a man of decision in a hurry to rise in the world.

LILY
The ladies garden club called again about speaking at their luncheon next Wednesday.



DAVIS
Speaking about the capital beautification project, I suppose.

Davis looks to Lily for an excuse not to go.

LILY
Wives of wealthy husbands.
DAVIS
All right, pencil it in.
LILY
One more thing: Mrs. DeStephano, her husband was injured at the foundry in
Ravenswood...
DAVIS
(interrupting)

She called back? You know that’s not the sort of case I take, Lily. Our business is
defending business. Did anyone from the foundry call?

LILY
No sir. She just sounded desperate to find someone to take the case.

DAVIS
Tell her to call Fields, he’s almost as good and he does lots of pro bono.

LILY
1 did, he’s full for the next two months.

Davis’ perturbed look is matched by Lily’s hopefulness.
DAVIS

Alright, see if you can squeeze her in next week. Fifteen minutes, that’s it. Get as much

detail as you can over the phone. I’ve got to go.
Lily gives a small smile as she scans the appointment book.

CUT TO:

EXT. LAW OFFICE — DAY:
Davis rushes out the door and CLIPS DOWN THE STONE STEPS to his Jaguar convertible.

He speeds away.

CUT TO:



INT. CAR - DAY:

Davis opens up the Jaguar’s POWERFUL EXHAUST, grabbing lane openings. He scans through legal

briefs from his briefcase at every minute pause in traffic.

EXT. STREET — DAY

Boys peddle their Schwinn bicycles, LAUGHING as they weave down the sidewalk.

INT. CAR - DAY

Davis pays no attention to the boys as they pass in the rearview mirror.

EXT. STREET — DAY

An old man soaks in the sun on a bench, BIRDS CHATTERING ABOVE HIM.

INT. CAR — DAY

The old man pass in the rearview mirror as Davis ACCELERATES out of a turn.

EXT. STREET — DAY

A mother pushes a stroller down the sidewalk; SINGING QUIETLY.

INT. CAR - DAY

The mother and stroller exit in the rearview mirror. Davis SHIFTS GEARS hard.

EXT STREET — DAY
The Jaguar slows as it approaches several four-way stops, but never stops.

CUT TO:

CUT TO:

CUT TO:

CUT TO:

CUT TO:

CUT TO:

CUT TO:



CUT TO:
EXT. DR. LEWIS’ MEDICAL OFFICE — DAY
Davis PULLS IN SHARPLY right in front of the office; partially blocking a fire hydrant.

CUT TO:
INT. DR. LEWIS’ WAITING ROOM — DAY
Smallish even for its day, Davis surveys the waiting room filled with blue-collar types. We see
housewives with children, a boy kneeling in the floor playing with a marble on the seat of his chair, a
couple of older men with HACKING COUGHS. Davis finds a seat where he can work without being

disturbed.

Davis is conspicuous by his dress and briefcase which is open. He settles into work as time passes —
patients filing in and out past him till he is practically the only one left.

CUT TO:
EXT. DOCTOR LEWIS’S OFFICE — DAY

Two police officers stroll by Davis’ car. The YOUNGER OFFICER notices it blocking the fire hydrant
and starts to pull out a citation pad. The OLDER OFFICER raises his hand and slightly shakes his head.

OLDER OFFICER
Don’t waste the paper. It’s the Governor’s attorney... John Davis.

The Younger Officer pockets his pad and pauses to admire the car.

YOUNGER OFFICER
Looks fast. I wouldn’t mind livin’ his life.

OLDER OFFICER
He can afford a little trouble now and then, that ain’t for you.

They walk on.

CUT TO:
INT. DR. LEWIS’ EXAMINING ROOM - DAY
Davis has his shirt off for a routine physical by DR. EDWARD LEWIS: 30-something, a bit disheveled;
his tie permanently askew from paying more attention to his work than his dress. The two men are at

ease around each other and go way back.

Dr. Lewis is listening to Davis’ chest with his stethoscope.



DR. LEWIS
Listen, you’re in good shape John, considering you work too much, worry too much, and
talk too much. You could use some exercise.

DAVIS
(sarcastically)
Hard to get any exercise sitting in a waiting room. Why I come to this crummy office to
listen to some hack is beyond me.

DR. LEWIS
Ah hah. Take a deep breath for me will yah?

Davis breathes deeply several times which takes the edge oft his mood.

DAVIS
You’re a touchstone for me, Ed; a bit of sanity in my crazy world, see?

Dr. Lewis stops.

DR. LEWIS
Nice to hear, but you don’t ever seem to listen to me. This rush of yours to get to the
top... what’s it going to get you?

DAVIS
(with passion)
Someplace other than here.

Beat as Davis’ passion subsides.

DAVIS (CONT’D)
I’m going to make my mark, Ed. I want to be a force in this world rather than a reaction.

The moment is broken and Dr. Lewis resumes his exam, checking Davis’ knee reflexes as they continue
talking.

DR. LEWIS
There are lots of ways to cause change in this world. Maybe you weren’t made to be a
power-broker.

DAVIS
Made? Don’t tell that to my father. He made himself and expected that of his sons. He
wanted something more than the coalfields.

Dr. Lewis checks Davis’ neck glands.

DR. LEWIS



I’m just saying you could notice what life gives rather than always wanting to take.
Davis smiles at this discussion they’ve had many times before.

DAVIS
Always the philosopher. Maybe a little less philosophy and more practicality. I heard Dr.
Mays was looking for partners and you weren’t interested.

DR. LEWIS
Dr. Mays is a fine doctor, but this office is important to the people of the neighborhood.
Besides, I don’t have the proper attire for that part of town.

DAVIS
I’m not saying to become a bastard, but no need to be a martyr, either.

Dr. Lewis shoves a thermometer in Davis’ mouth.

DAVIS (CONT’D)
(slurred)
Call me a “practicalist.”

Dr. Lewis yanks the thermometer out of his mouth.

DR. LEWIS
I don’t know why I bother.

DAVIS
Because you’re a good man and want to help. You’re like a monk in the desert,
wondering if you’re worthy. And you doubt there’s any God left to watch your sacrifice.
(beat)
You’re right to doubt. There’s no God who’s going to come down and save us. The days
of burning bushes are long gone. It’s us against the universe and I’m taking a chunk of it
for myself, see?

Lewis smiles.

DR. LEWIS
And if God did happen to put in an appearance?

Davis reaches up to straighten Lewis’ tie.
DAVIS

(laughing)
Then I’d say I believe.

CUT TO:



INT. DAVIS’ HOME KITCHEN — EVENING

In the kitchen of this nice; upper middle class home, John’s wife, lovely RUTH DAVIS, mid-twenties,
prepares dinner. Daughter of a wealthy family, Ruth is a very feminine woman who fell for Davis’
brashness.

At the moment, Ruth’s eyes are weepy from chopping onions for a casserole. A cookbook lies open on
the counter, ingredients everywhere. .

Their one-year-old son, JOHN III, plays contentedly on the floor amidst the dinner debris.
Ruth hears the front door open.

DAVIS (0.S)
Hey Ruthie, it’s me.

CUT TO:
INT. DAVIS’ HALLWAY — EVENING

Davis stops at the dining room as walks down the hall. He glances at his watch. The table is not set and
he frowns.

DAVIS
Ruth, we have an hour till the Governor arrives. What are you doing?

CUT TO:
INT. DAVIS’ KITCHEN — EVENING

RUTH
(frustrated)
I know, I know. I’m trying to dice these...

She interrupts her curse.

RUTH (CONT’D)
darn onions!

Davis comes in the kitchen. His look of frustration changes to one of sympathy as he surveys the
kitchen and then Ruth. Even frazzled, she’s still radiant. He hugs her.

DAVIS
(loudly and laughing)
Stand aside and fear not!



He selects a larger knife from the rack and quickly DICES the onion. Ruth is clearly relieved to have
him there.

DAVIS (CONT’D)
Now let me see to a table setting.

Davis exits to set the table while she continues, renewed, in the kitchen.
CUT TO:
EXT. DAVIS’ HOME — EVENING

A black, four-door Cadillac pulls into the drive. The West Virginia governor’s aide, WENDALL
STARR, is driving. Starr is a slender man with glasses, who is an observer of details.

He gets out and opens the door for GOVERNOR WALLACE “WALLY” BARRON, fit and in his mid-
50s, and his wife OPAL, early-50s, a woman of charm and wit.

Barron assesses his surroundings before taking his wife’s arm. Starr dutifully walks behind.

CUT TO:
INT. DAVIS’ DINING ROOM — EVENING
All are LAUGHING and enjoying the meal.

OPAL
Ruth, you’ve outdone yourself with this meal.

Wally, offer a toast to our wonderful hostess.
BARRON
Yes, by all means.
(beat)
To the lovely Ruth Davis, whose culinary expertise is only outshined by her beauty.
All clink glasses and drink happily. Barron’s drink of choice is non-alcoholic.

Ruth glances over her drink, eyes merrily looking at Davis.

RUTH
And to Governor Barron, whose four years of service to the people of West Virginia shall
never be forgotten.

This is a more solemn toast.

BARRON



We plan to do much for more West Virginia, Ruth — big plans; just not in quite as public a
capacity.

Barron pushes back from the table.

BARRON
Though I hate to depart the company of friends and food, we do have some business to
discuss.
DAVIS

Certainly, Governor.
Ruth, our nefarious cabal will be in the study.
Davis winks at Ruth and Opal.

DAVIS
If the police come, bar the door.

Davis’ joke is taken humorously by all, though Starr’s laugh is more hollow than the others.
Barron, Davis, and Starr head upstairs to the study.
Opal, Ruth, and John III are left in the now QUIET dining room.

OPAL
Oh dear, “if the police come,” that’s quite funny.

Opal notices the piano in the living room.

OPAL
While they’re off plotting, let’s have some fun. You have such a lovely voice, Ruth.

John III belches and giggles.
Opal walks to the piano in the living room and PLAYS A TUNE from the 1940s. She is quite good.

Ruth picks up the tune and SINGS ALONG from the dining room while playing with John III — she is a
practiced singer.

CUT TO:
INT. DAVIS’ STUDY - EVENING
We take in the room as O.S. three men’s voices murmur. The walls of the wood-paneled study are

graced with framed certificates, plaques, and photos: a picture of Davis with President Kennedy, a
framed 1960 newspaper clipping proclaiming Kennedy’s West Virginia presidential primary victory.



Bookshelves hold a finely-bound mix of law books and weighty classics: Max Weber’s The Protestant
Ethic, The Meditations of Marcus Aurelius, Nietzsche’s On the Genealogy of Morals.

Davis’ face is focused, nodding as he listens.

STARR (O.S.)
The polls show Hulett ahead by a slim margin.

The men sit in leather chairs, smoking cigars and talking.

STARR (CONT’D)
Underwood is running a savvy campaign, but our boys in the field are pulling in the
registrations down state. That’s the key — every vote and no negative publicity.

Which brings us to Tom Stafford. He keeps digging around, trying to build a story for the
Gazette.

DAVIS
Is there a story?

BARRON
Just the usual. There is always talk of bid rigging in state contracts, but we’ve looked
into it to our satisfaction.

I’d like for you to have someone talk with him Wendall. Stafford needs to understand
how critical the next few weeks are to the campaign.

STARR
Absolutely sir.

Barron turns his attention to Davis.

BARRON
Now, as to our future.
(beat)
With Hulett Smith in office, a firm with close ties to the new administration would be a
real asset to the business community. And that has value.

DAVIS
Oh, no need to sell me on the idea, Governor. You know I’ve been waiting for this
opportunity.
BARRON

You know, John, it could be you in the Governor’s mansion someday. I know you’ve
been reluctant to seek office, but you should consider. You have a gift for language,
people trust you.



DAVIS
I haven’t ruled it out, though the more public a man is, the less he rules his life.

STARR
By necessity, as he is representative of the people.

DAVIS
Yes, but...

Davis takes a long drag on his cigar.

DAVIS (CONT’D)
Which people?

Barron smiles as he catches the drift of Davis’ point and they share the thought.

BARRON
The people with the most power. And...

DAVIS
That’s who I want to be.

Barron reaches over and pats John on the knee — a fatherly gesture.
Starr studies the interchange and realizes he was a step behind Davis.

CUT TO:

INT. DAVIS’ LIVING ROOM - EVENING

Opal and Ruth at the piano. Ruth sings Copeland’s arrangement of the evocative Shaker hymn Simple
Gifts.

RUTH
“Tis the gift to be simple
‘Tis the gift to be free
‘Tis the gift to come down
Where you ought to be
And when we find ourselves in the place just right
“Twill be in the valley of love and delight.
When true simplicity is gained
To bow and to bend we shan’t be ashamed
To turn, turn will be our delight
‘Till by turning, turning, we come round right

CUT TO:



INT. DAVIS’ STUDY - EVENING

DAVIS, STARR AND BARRON
(in unison)
To Friends.

Light glints through the glasses as the three men QUIETLY CLINK their drinks in a toast. Starr and
Davis with whiskey, Barron with water.

DAVIS
To West Virginia.
They all take another drink.
BARRON
Many are the paths to power, gentlemen. With your brains and my ties, we will do quite

well.

John, I’d like you to have final say on our new office. I’m certain your tastes will be
impressive.

STARR
I already have a couple of leads I can pass on to you.

DAVIS
Yes, absolutely. I have a place in mind even as we speak, but I’ll be happy to look at
your leads Wendall.
BARRON

Very good; that settles it for tonight, gentlemen.
CUT TO:
EXT. PORCH OF DAVIS’ HOME — NIGHT

John and Ruth have arms around each other as they watch the Governor’s Cadillac depart.

DAVIS
(quietly to himself)
Old dog Tray.
RUTH
What’s that?
DAVIS

Hmm? Oh, an old song:
“Old dog Tray’s ever faithful,



Grief cannot drive him away,

He’s gentle, he is kind;

I’ll never, never find

A better friend than old dog Tray.”

(beat)
I always wanted to hear that from my father. Just once. Some acknowledgement that I
was there for him — no matter what.

Ruth holds him a little tighter.

DAVIS
This is a good night for us Ruthie.

They Kkiss.
DISSOLVE TO:
INT. GARDEN CLUB MEETING ROOM — DAY

Nearly thirty ladies attentively listen to Davis lecture at the head of the room. Behind him, a slide of a
landscape architect’s layout of the capital grounds is projected on a screen.

DAVIS
A rose planted today is a love blossoming tomorrow.

Davis catches the eyes of several ladies.

DAVIS (CONT’D)
From the day of his inaugural speech, Governor Barron has made beautification of our
state one of his top priorities. You can rest assured that Hulett Smith will do the same.
With hard work and your help, these plans

Gesturing to the slide.
DAVIS (CONT’D)
will be carried forward by the next Democratic administration. Our common desire is to
show how great the state of West Virginia is and can be.
ENTHUSIASTIC CLAPPING by all.

MRS. TROUTHER, an attractive woman in her forties, stands up.

MRS. TROUTHER
And now ladies, refreshments will be served. Mr. Davis, I’'m certain, will be joining us.

She gives a long look towards Davis.



At the refreshment table, Davis is surrounded by SEVERAL LADIES congratulating him on his talk.
Mrs. Trouther is flirting with Davis.

MRS. TROUTHER
Your plans are truly inspiring Mr. Davis.

DAVIS
Oh I can’t claim them Mrs. Trouther. I’'m merely helping to bring them to pass.

MRS. TROUTHER
Merely? Your enthusiasm is contagious. I feel, Mr. Davis, the same passion you do for
service.

DAVIS
We are all equally passionate, yet all equally constrained in the consummation of such.
Though a rose may bloom where it will, for each there is a proper ground.
Mrs. Trouther’s hopeful look dims ever so slightly.
DAVIS (CONT’D)
Ladies, I thank you for the opportunity to share these great plans for our future. I must be
going, however, for the true love of one’s life is the love of one’s wife.
Davis departs amid many a nod and cheery goodbyes.
CUT TO:
EXT. TWO-LANE ROAD — DAY
We hear the BUBBLING OF WATER in a creek. We’re looking from the bed of a stream towards a
guardrail and road. We hear the RUMBLE OF DAVIS’ JAGUAR which shoots by. The sound of Davis’
car fades and the creek is audible again.
CUT TO:
INT. DAVIS’ CAR — DAY
Davis is driving hurriedly, intent on the road.
CUT TO:
EXT. TWO-LANE ROAD — DAY

A bridge looms ahead. The bridge curves as it crosses the creek and patches of snow and perhaps ice
smear the roadway.



CUT TO:
INT. DAVIS’ CAR — DAY

Davis reaches over to open his briefcase with one hand. He is glancing back and forth, trying to find a
particular paper.

DAVIS
Mrs. DeStephano, where the hell are you?

The Jaguar bounces as it enters the bridge and he momentarily puts two hands on the wheel and backs
off the accelerator.

DAVIS
(speaking to car)
Whoa there girl.
He picks up speed and resumes looking through the briefcase.
With one hand on the wheel, the car hits a patch of ice as it nears the end of the bridge.
CUT TO:

EXT. BRIDGE — DAY

Shooting diagonally across the road, the Jaguar crashes full stop into a concrete abutment, crumpling the
fender and hood as if they were paper.

Davis is thrown forward, his head smashing through the windshield scattering glass onto the crumpled
hood. The bits of shattered glass on the hood glisten in the sunlight.

CUT TO:
INT. DAVIS’ CAR — DAY

Davis’ bloodied and unconscious face is motionless. After the violent sound of the crash, it is
preternaturally quiet. The sound of the creek rises out of the quiet.
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