
FADE IN:

EXT. TIMBERLAND - NORTHERN OREGON - ESTABLISHING - DAY

A warm autumn is settling in. There are thin, wispy strands 
of cirrus clouds over the Cascade Mountains off in the 
distance; the magnificent Mt. Hood soars beyond and stands 
proudly at 11,200 feet high.  

SUPER: Northern Oregon Timberland

JOHN, 40s, a logger and tree faller, pulls his chainsaw from 
a huge Douglas fir and hammers colorful felling wedges into 
the deep crevice he created. He and a fellow logger and tree 
faller, CURT, 40s, stand back to watch the felling of the 
large Douglas fir. 

JOHN
(yelling loudly)

TIMBER!

The tree crackles loudly from its mortal wounds and slams 
angrily down to earth. It lands with a thud and kicks up a 
spate of dust and brush. A murder of angry American crows 
flurry from a dense copse of saplings a short distance away 
expressing its discontent with the intrusion into its 
habitat. 

A big grin breaks out across the men’s faces.

JOHN
(loudly and excitedly)

Shout out to God for keepin’ those 
big beautiful firs a-growin’!

CURT
(loudly)

Double shout out to God for keepin’ 
us outta their paths when we bring 
‘em down!

They exchange a knowing glance.

KENNY JAMES, 49, a logging division supervisor, comes onto 
the scene with a new logging crew member, JEFF ARNOLD, 29. 
Jeff is a nice-looking, young man with a ready smile. Jeff 
brought a large chainsaw with him. 

KENNY
Hey guys. This is Jeff Arnold. 

CURT
You joinin’ the team?
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JEFF
Sure am. Can’t wait to get started!

JOHN
You do know what you’re gettin’ 
into?

JEFF
Been there, done that, bro. Worked 
a couple years in Washington -- the 
Vancouver timberlands and the woods 
near Castle Rock, and also near Mt. 
Saint Helens --

CURT
-- that’s a hot spot in more than 
one way.

Everyone has a little chuckle.

JOHN
Here at McLean it will be a 
different story. 

CURT
McLean Logging is the largest 
independent, family-owned logging 
and timber company in the 
northwest.

(as an aside to Jeff)
‘Course you probably already heard 
all the bullshit.

JOHN
Settle down, Curt. It ain’t 
bullshit but needless to say it’s 
non-union. 

JEFF
I bet that gets you in trouble from 
time to time.

KENNY
You’re damned straight it does.

They all have a laugh. 

JOHN
(to Jeff)

Say, can you handle that big, bad 
chainsaw you carried out here with 
you?
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KENNY
He knows what he’s doin’.  

(to Jeff)
Don’t pay them no mind.

Jeff has an ever-present smile. 

JEFF
I’m used to takin’ shit. I probably 
look like their sons. I’m a tad 
older than I look. 

CURT
Okay let’s see what you can do. 
Delimb that big Douglas we just 
brought down. 

JEFF
You got it!

Jeff walks over to the log and digs right in, sawing the 
limbs off the huge fir. 

KENNY
I need to head back down to the 
office.

(loudly)
Jeff! Let me know if these guys 
give you too much shit. 

CUT TO:

A short while later, John and Curt are scouting out new 
growth timber. Jeff’s chainsaw can be heard off in the 
distance.

Curt notices a disturbance in the brush. He turns and looks.

CURT’s POV: A black bear cub is seen scurrying away. 

BACK TO SCENE

Curt elbows John and points to the bear cub.

JOHN
Hope the mama bear ain’t nowhere 
nearby.

CURT
(somberly)

Amen to that.

The distant echo of powerful chainsaws in another area 
creates background music of a unique variety. 
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Adding to the cacophony is a helicopter -- with “McLean 
Logging Co.” in bold lettering on its side of the helicopter 
that is hovering above. The helicopter slowly moves off with 
another delimbed fir that hangs seemingly precariously from a 
long cable en route to the hot deck of the log landing. 

Another sound -- an unexpected one -- rips through the area. 
The ardent strike of a high-caliber rifle whizzes by the men 
causing them to fall to the ground and take cover. The bullet 
explodes into a young fir, essentially destroying it. 

The loggers look at one another with astonishment and great 
concern.

JOHN
Forget the bears -- there’s another 
species out there that’s far more 
dangerous. 

CURT
Shit! That was way too close for 
comfort!

John and Curt cautiously walk over to the assaulted young fir 
which was obliterated. John grabs his cell phone and makes a 
call. 

EXT. MCLEAN LOGGING COMPANY - NORTHERN OREGON - DAY

The large complex is comprised of offices, a sawmill 
building, a plywood plant, a stockpile of logs, stacks and 
rows of lumber, plywood, and veneers and a few parked company 
trucks. The sign over the main building reads, “McLean 
Logging Company” followed by small lettering that reads, 
“Since 1909.” 

INT. MCLEAN LOGGING OFFICES - NORTHERN OREGON - DAY

Kenny is sitting at his office desk. Kenny is talking to two 
loggers, DWAYNE, 35, and CHRIS, 39 who are standing over the 
desk. 

DWAYNE
Boss, three log trucks loaded and 
ready to roll -- their tires were 
all flattened! Slashed!

KENNY
What?! 

Just then Kenny gets a call on his cell phone. Kenny looks 
down at the caller ID.
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KENNY
John! Now what?! I’ll call him 
back.

Kenny clicks his cell phone off.

KENNY
(to Dwayne)

All the tires are slashed?

DWAYNE
On three trucks. But worse yet, 
Lizzie took off in one of the 
trucks that was loaded with logs 
and hadn’t been vandalized. Her 
brakes went out when she headed 
down the hill to get emptied.

KENNY
(panicked)

Is she okay?

DWAYNE
She was able to steer out of it. 
Maybe the brakes just went out or 
maybe... somethin’ else happened to 
them. 

CHRIS
And Kenny when I went inside the 
shop to get our tools... loads of 
company gear and equipment was all 
screwed with.

(beat)
Chainsaws disabled and destroyed, 
other gear ripped up -- missing 
tools. 

KENNY
You check the surveillance tape?

CHRIS
Yeah... nothin’ there. Looks like 
the system wasn’t workin’ last 
night.

DWAYNE
Or someone disabled it.

CHRIS
What’s goin’ on around here, Kenny?
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KENNY
I don’t have any answers yet -- but 
we’ll get some. 

Kenny’s cell phone suddenly rings again. He looks at the 
caller ID. 

KENNY
(to Dwayne and Chris)

I better grab this. I’ll get with 
you guys in a few.

Dwayne and Chris walk out of the office; Chris looks back at 
Kenny, an angry scowl on his face. Kenny answers his cell 
phone. 

KENNY
Yeah, John, what’s --

(pauses, listens)
Calm down! Tell me what happened, 
for God’s sake! 

EXT. TIMBERLAND - NORTHERN OREGON - DAY

John is on his cell phone.

JOHN
(excitedly, into the cell 
phone)

Kenny! Some bastard’s shootin’ at 
us up here!

INTERCUT: Phone conversation between Kenny and John

KENNY
What?!

JOHN
Some goddamn son-of-a-bitch is 
usin’ us for target practice!

KENNY
It was probably a hunter that 
couldn’t shoot straight. 

John leans down and looks more closely at the demolished 
young fir. 

JOHN
Probably was, boss, if they were 
huntin’ elephant.

Kenny’s face is filled with apprehension and concern.
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EXT. LOG LANDING - CLEARING IN THE FOREST ON THE RIDGE - 
NORTHERN OREGON - DAY

There is a beehive of activity at the log landing located in 
a large clearing on top of the ridge. There are multiple 
pieces of logging equipment including a steel tower yarder, 
log shovel and log trucks, each one with signage that reads, 
in big bold letters, “McLean Logging Company” followed by 
small lettering that reads, “Since 1909.”

One of the log trucks is being loaded with 30' Douglas fir 
logs. A log shovel fitted with a grapple claws the last log 
from the hot deck and drops it onto the truck. The hot deck 
of the log landing is where the logs are quickly inspected 
and separated pertaining to lengths, grade and species before 
being loaded onto trucks. The shovel operator signals the 
truck driver to tie down the logs securely for safe travel to 
their ultimate destination. 

As the sun settles into the valley beyond, the mournful sound 
of a lone wolf is heard off in the distance. Another sound 
fills the air for a moment -- the unmistakable sound of an 
exploding high-caliber bullet followed by the projectile 
whistling like a rocket through the air. 

The missive strikes the side of the log truck loaded with 
logs destroying the passenger side window and creating a 
large hole in the door. The driver, naturally panicked by the 
assault, leaps from the cab and takes cover. Other crew 
members take cover and look all about, mystified by the 
assault. 

CREWMAN 1
Hunter?

CREWMAN 2
But what’s he huntin’ for?

Crewman 1 swallows hard.

CREWMAN 1
Us...? 

On a high hill off in the distance are three hooded MEN in 
camouflage gear. The tallest man, is looking through the 
scope on his large caliber rifle, watching the men gather on 
the log landing. 

His smile reflects the victory he feels for the terror 
spawned by the strikes he and his team had delivered into the 
log landing area at the log truck; and not too far away in 
the new growth timber crop. 
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EXT. PORTICO - MCLEAN FAMILY HOME - NORTHERN OREGON - DAY

A warm Indian summer is in the air as SEAN MCLEAN, 62, stands 
on the front portico of his upscale, three-story Tudor-style 
home. It looks down on the McLean Logging Company offices 
that are a steep foothill away from the McLean home. 

He grabs his binoculars and peers through them to take in the 
view before him. 

SEAN’S POV: The main offices of McLean with its bright bold 
signs. There are parked log trucks and a huge stockpile of 
logs, stacks and rows of lumber, plywood and veneers. 

Switching positions, his binoculars swing over and capture 
the fabulous timberlands beyond. He changes his view so he 
can take in the fabulous Mt. Hood and it’s impressive size 
and strength.  

BACK TO SCENE

Sean places his binoculars on a nearby table. He sighs, takes 
in the beautiful vista and lowers his head, deep in thought.  

LIAM MCLEAN, 38, walks out onto the portico. He hesitates for 
a moment, noticing that his father is having a private 
moment. Finally, Liam walks quietly over and pats his father 
gently on the shoulder bringing Sean out of his reverie.

LIAM
McLean Logging is in full swing, 
eh, Dad?

Sean smiles wistfully.

SEAN
After fifty years of logging you’d 
think I'd be tired of it. But never 
am, probably never will be.

(beat)
The start of every new harvest is 
like Christmas morning for me.

Sean stops gazes off in the distance, thinking for a moment.

SEAN
Standing here on a quiet day when 
the wind is blowing just right you 
can hear chainsaws from 25 miles 
away. 

LIAM
Rain or shine, nothin’ stops them. 
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SEAN
Love every bit of it -- the ups and 
downs. We have the best life.

LIAM
Would be near perfect without 
environmental activists and logging 
regulations. I just had a few nasty 
emails from both of them. 

SEAN
Keeping the Bureau of Land 
Management and the Board of 
Forestry at bay -- and PETA and the 
Sierra Club off our backs is more 
challenging than falling 200 ft. 
Douglas firs. 

Liam shrugs.

LIAM
The lefties own this blue state. 

SEAN
They moan and groan about killin’ 
off the trees but love the Douglas 
firs that build their homes.

Sean turns and looks up at the family's stately home. 

SEAN
Just like our house, son. Built 
with Douglas fir timber and as 
sturdy today as the day my 
grandfather built it decades ago.

Liam glances up at the huge family home. 

SEAN
Regulations hog-tie us and the big 
corporations try to gobble us up.

LIAM
I stopped by to remind you that 
everyone will be over for Ryan’s 
birthday this weekend. 

Sean grins widely.

LIAM
I thought about getting him a gift 
card for anger management sessions. 

Sean glares at Liam. 
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SEAN
Cheap shot, Liam. He’s getting 
better. 

Sean gazes off in the distance thinking.

SEAN
And Michael... just hasn’t found 
his way yet, but he will. 

LIAM
It’s time he grew up, Dad.

SEAN
He’s young and headstrong. Reminds 
me of myself in some ways. 

Sean picks up his binoculars again and looks out toward the 
timberland.

SEAN’S POV: Through the binoculars, the lush green timberland 
is seen.

SEAN (V.O.)
The new cutting areas are looking 
prime and ready to go.

BACK TO SCENE

SEAN
We’ve been getting hit again 
lately.

LIAM
Some of our brand new chainsaws 
have been damaged beyond repair -- 
and not by accident.  

SEAN
Who would do that? I’d say 
“disgruntled employee” except we 
don’t have any. We treat our 
employees better than any logging 
company in the state! 

LIAM
Maybe it wasn’t employees.

Sean bursts out laughing.

SEAN
Ryan said maybe it was Bigfoot!

Liam shakes his head.
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SEAN
I’m gonna pencil in the big hairy 
guy as a suspect since I can’t 
imagine any of our crew doing it. 

Sean’s smile is wide but it soon fades.

SEAN
We need to ask around at the 
conference to see if anyone else is 
having the same kind of crap going 
on.

(beat)
Which reminds me, we gotta leave 
early tomorrow. We need to be in 
Eugene by nine.

LIAM
I know. I’ll pick you up at seven 
sharp. 

As Sean sets his binoculars down, Liam is somewhat alarmed, 
as he focuses on his father’s hand.

LIAM’S POV: Sean’s hand is shaking noticeably

LIAM (V.O.)
Everything going okay, Dad?

BACK TO SCENE

SEAN
(unconvincingly)

Yeah... fine. 

Sean averts his eyes. 

SEAN
Of course, still missing your 
mother. Seems I’d be in a better 
spot -- she left us nearly six 
years ago now.    

Sean looks off in the distance remembering.

SEAN
The anniversary of that... that 
horrible night is coming up.

LIAM
Don’t go there again, Dad. 

SEAN
It’s never left me.
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Sean looks off in the distance. 

SEAN
I was behind the wheel that night. 
I had too much to drink -- too many 
beers. 

LIAM
You weren’t over the limit.

Sean glares at Liam.

SEAN
(angrily)

I was buzzed, son! I was drunk or 
right on the verge of it. I 
shouldn’t have been driving.

LIAM
(gently)

Nobody blames you, Dad. 

SEAN
I do. 

LIAM
That elk ran out in front of you 
without warning. The accident 
review board deemed the accident 
unavoidable.

SEAN
But the drinking was avoidable.

LIAM
It’s unavoidable now, too. 

Liam grab’s Sean’s trembling hand. 

SEAN
(sarcastically)

Next, you’ll say I need AA again.

LIAM
Nothing wrong with that if you need 
it. 

SEAN
Been thinking about reconnecting 
with Molly. Feel like I need a 
friend. 
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LIAM
Too bad you guys parted ways last 
year.

SEAN
I was drinking too much and I had 
too much baggage. I split ‘cause I 
wasn’t being a good friend. 

LIAM
You should have let her be the 
judge of that. 

SEAN
I wasn’t good company, Liam. You 
know that as well as anyone. Your 
mother was -- 

LIAM
-- Dad, none of us will ever forget 
Mom but none of us blame you for 
what happened.

SEAN
You and Ryan and Megan are okay. I 
worry about Michael. He’s the 
youngest. He needed his mother. 

LIAM
We all needed her. But we all need 
you just as much and right now. 

Sean and Liam exchange an intense look.

EXT. LIAM MCLEAN’S HOME - NORTHERN OREGON - DAY

Dusk is settling in when Liam drives up in his pick-up. Kenny 
is parked in the drive. 

Liam exits his truck, curious why Kenny is there. Kenny 
immediately exits his truck and hurries over to Liam. Kenny’s 
face is somber. 

LIAM
What’s up Kenny? 

Liam peers more closely at Kenny as he hurries over to him.

LIAM
Looks like you lost your best 
friend.
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KENNY
Close. I didn’t want to bother your 
dad with this. He’s been a little --  

LIAM
-- fragile lately?

KENNY
A lot of us don’t feel 
comfortable... you know... your dad 
kinda gets upset easily. That’s why 
we been turning to you.

LIAM
I don’t mind you coming to me at 
all as long as everyone remembers 
who runs this place and who is in 
charge. And that’s my dad.

(beat)
So what’s the problem?

KENNY
Something happened today that I 
uh...

LIAM
Somebody get hurt?

KENNY
Close.

LIAM
That’s the second time I’ve been 
close. Tell me what happened, 
Kenny.

KENNY
Two shots were fired today in our 
direction.

LIAM
(alarmed)

Where?

KENNY
One shot at two fallers in the new 
growth area. The other shot up one 
of our log trucks on the landing 
area while being loaded. 

(beat)
The driver scrambled. I had to talk 
him down off the ledge to get him 
back in his truck and haul the load 
of logs away. 
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LIAM
Hunters?

KENNY
It was a high caliber that 
literally blew away a young fir. If 
they were huntin’, they were 
huntin’ the two-legged species.

(beat)
Liam, it was intentional and aimed 
directly at our men and our 
equipment.

LIAM
For the time being don’t mention 
anything about this to my father. 

KENNY
I wouldn’t wanna do anything to 
upset Sean. I’ve worked for him 
over twenty years -- I can sense 
when things are gettin’ to him.

(beat)
The tires on three of our trucks 
were slashed. 

Liam sighs, shakes his head in dismay.

KENNY
Not to pile on but when Lizzie took 
one of the loaded trucks with good 
tires down the hill, her brakes 
went out. We don’t know if the 
brakes were just shot or if -- 

LIAM
-- Or if someone messed with them? 
She okay?

Kenny nods “yes.” 

KENNY
There was more vandalism inside the 
plant -- tools and equipment ripped 
up or gone missing. 

LIAM
What about the surveillance tape?

KENNY
Nothing there. I got a gut feeling 
the security system was screwed 
with.
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LIAM
You haven’t reported this to the 
Sheriff yet?

KENNY
I was gonna wait for your go-ahead.

LIAM
I’ll talk to him. We’ll get to the 
bottom of this. Somebody will be 
held responsible for this. 

Liam heads for his house.

LIAM
My dad and I will be in Eugene 
tomorrow for the logging conference 
and expo -- we’ll be back late.   

(beat)
Stay safe and keep our crew safe.

KENNY
Do my best, Liam. 

Kenny nods to Liam, turns and heads to his truck.

Liam looks off in the distance, concerned and puzzled.

EXT. MARRIOTT HOTEL - EUGENE, OR - DAY

The hotel is located on the Willamette River. A large sign 
above the main entrance reads, “Welcome Logging Industry.” 
VISITORS and STAFF are going in and out of the hotel; cars 
and pick-up trucks are pulling up and taking off. 

EXT. PARKING LOT - MARRIOTT HOTEL - EUGENE, OR - DAY

A variety of new large and small pieces of logging equipment, 
the newest log trucks and pick-up trucks, and a demonstration 
of the new varieties of chainsaws are being introduced by 
vendors who are cutting up logs for conference viewers. 
Logging industry and equipment vendor tents and booths are 
set-up in the parking lot as well as inside the hotel 
conference center.  

SUPER: Western Oregon Logging Conference
       Eugene, Oregon

Sean and Liam are walking around the lot, viewing the 
featured equipment and stopping by vendor booths. SAM 
LANGDON, 41, walks up to them. He has a big smile on his 
face.
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