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EXT. DESERT — NIGHT

We see a wvast, dark, unpopulated vista. A mixture of
hills and chaparral glinting in the moon light.

This is the border of Mexico with the United States.

A haphazardly constructed chicken wire fence with a cheap
sign is the only barrier to entering America. But it’s no
real obstacle. A portion of the fence has already been
cut open.

The sounds of rattle snakes come and go as we move
through the brush. The shadow of a snake slips off into a
pile of rocks and weeds. Nocturnal life is teaming.

In the distance, near a cluster of sheltering sage
bushes, a tiny fire flickers.

Huddle near the flames are two Mexican villagers of Mayan
descent: BRUJO, and ALMA. From their clothing we see that
he is poor and she comes from wealth.

Brujo’s hand made tunic is covered in Melagros, pouches
and magical charms. Next to him are two sacks and a
satchel, all made from Indian cloth. Although he is still
young, he is obviously some sort of medicine man.

Dressed in expensive but travel worn clothes, Alma 1is
huddled next to him, wvery sick. She wears a magical
talisman around her neck and sweat pours down her
forehead. Brujo gently wipes 1t.

BRUJO
(tenderly)
Mi Alma. Es muy bonita. Es muy especial.

ALMA
Soy inferma, Brujo: Muy infirma.
(she coughs)

BRUJO
Yo comprendo. Soy aqui, mi Alma. Soy
aqui.

Something happens inside of her. She feels it coming.

ATIMA
Oh. Oh. Brujo. Estan terrible. Los
serpientes. Viniendo aqui! AQUI'!
(she is struck with sudden
pain)
GRggrgrararaaaaaa'
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Brujo puts his hand on Alma’s face and mumbles strange,
intense prayers in Mayan. He has confidence in what he is
doing.

As Alma pants and squirms, Brujo pulls out a vile of
sacred oil and some other tools. Brujo anoints her head
and hands.

ATMA (CONT’D)
(gasps for breath)

BRUJO
(chants incantations)

Brujo pulls out a smudge stick and a pouch with herbs in
it. He fills a ritual pipe and lights it. He inhales
deeply and then he blows smoke on Alma three times.

BRUJO (CONT'D)
Respirar.

ALMA
(inhales and heaves)

BRUJO
(chants on)

Alma begins to gag. Brujo wipes her face. Something 1is
moving under her skin.

ALMA
(weakly)
Son serpientes aqui?

BRUJO
Si, Alma, son aqui.

Brujo reaches into his largest sack. A nasty sound
emerges from it, like things crunching on leaves and
thumping on glass. He looks through the jars and pulls a
small one out. This one is empty. We see for a moment
that there are snakes in some of the other jars.

Brujo reaches into the fire and pulls out an old tin can
with boiling herbs in it. Brujo gives Alma a sip. She
begins to heave wildly.

He holds the jar under Alma's mouth and nocse.

BRUJO (CONT'D)
Necesito las serpientes. Las serpientes.
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ALMA
(gags and wretches)

BRUJO
Las serpientes!

In a splutter of mucus and saliva, tiny, embryonic snakes
ooze from her nose, mouth ears and eyes. Mixed with them
are globs of snake eggs like caviar in slime.

Brujo catches the eggs and snakes in the jar.

BRUJO (CONT’D)
Bueno! Bueno!

Alma heaves like she is giving birth, pushing out the
globs. Brujo saves everything she squeezes out until his
jar is half full of tiny, baby snakes covered in slime
and eggs.

Brujo throws a piece of raw meat into the jar. The sound
of the snakes writhing and chomping is disgusting.

ALMA
Finito?
Brujo examines her.
BRUJO
No, no es finito. Tienes un otra
serpiente.
ALMA
(sad)
No
BRUJO

Si, mas grande. Mas grande.

Brujo positions the jar and begins to gives Alma another
sip from the can.

BRUJO (CONT'D)
(he chants wvigorously)

Suddenly the cup is knocked to the ground from Brujo’s
hand.

Instantly Alma collapses, writhing and gagging.

Looming over Brujo and Alma is their guide, the COYOTE, a
rough, nasty looking Texas thug, angry and mean.
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COYOTE
Didn’t I tell you, ten times over, no
fires!

Brujo freaks out that his spell is broken and desperately
tries to gather as much of the herbs as he can from the
ground.

BRUJO
NO! NO!

COYOTE
The border patrol has fucking helicopters
everywhere! So when I say something, I
mean it!

The Coyote kicks the fire out wviolently.

COYOTE (CONT’'D)
And that girl a yours had better not have
anything contagious!

Alma winces. She is pale and retching. Slime pours out of
her mouth and eyes. Brujo mumbles prayers as he feeds the
last bits of wet herbs to Alma.

COYOTE (CONT’D)
ARE YOU LISTENING TO ME!

The Coyote grabs Brujo’s shoulder. Brujo whips around
violently with murder in his eyes. He slowly brings his
fingers to a small obsidian ceremonial dagger that he has
stashed.

Meanwhile Alma drags herself a few feet into the shadows
and vomits. A nasty looking snake comes out, bigger than
the others. It disappears into the grass. Then she
collapses, exhausted.

BRUJO
(stares at the Coyote
angrily)

COYOTE
(feeling for the handle of
his gun)
You wanna fuck with me! I'11 leave you
both out here to die.

Brujo relaxes. He returns to tending Alma.
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COYOTE (CONT’'D)
Good choice. Now you have one minute to
get your crap together, we’re moving out!
I"11 take you to the outskirts of El Paso
and then it’s ‘adios muchachos’.

Brujo 1s upset.

BRUJO
No. Solomente a Los Angeles.

COYOTE
(losing his patience)
You say something to me, boy!

BRUJO
(getting angry)
Vamos a Los Angeles! Por medicine
especlial, por mi Alma.

COYOTE
Give me five hundred bucks and I'"1l get
you on tonight’s train.

BRUJO
(stares)

COYOTE
Three hundred, cause she’s sick.

BRUJO
Lo siento senor, no tengo mas dinero.

COYOTE
Then quit wasting my fucking time!

The Coyote turns to stomp off. He trips over Brujo’s
sacks and falls. Alma jolts like she felt the impact too.

COYOTE (CONT’'D)
And pick up your God Damned garbage!

Suddenly the nasty looking snake that was hiding in the
grass shoots out and heads towards them.

Brujo sees it and realizes where it came from. He looks
back to Alma. She is sprawled out on the ground.

BRUJO
ALMA!

He jumps over to her.
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The snake darts up the Coyote’s pant leg. He flips out.
Suddenly he winces. The shadow darts back into the brush.

COYOTE
Something bit me! God damn it!

He pulls up his pant leg to see. There are two nasty
looking holes in his calve, dripping with venom.

COYOTE (CONT’D)
Shit man! What was that, a rattle snake?
It didn’t sound like a rattler.

He looks to Brujo. Brujo is tending to Alma. She is very
weak.

ATMA
Me duele. Malo. Malo.

COYOTE
Get me some fucking help!

Brujo shoots an unsympathetic glance at the Coyote and
then goes back to Alma.

COYOTE (CONT’D)
Fuck you! And Fuck her too!

The Coyote pulls out a big knife. He grits his teeth and
digs the knife into his leg cutting at the bite. He
squeezes his wound and a milky yellow ooze comes out.

COYOTE (CONT'D)
God damn.

He squeezes again and little snakes ooze out.

COYOTE (CONT'D)
What the hell.

The worms burrow back into the wound.

The Coyote digs his knife in again, cutting a huge
opening in his leg. He yanks open his flesh to see.
Inside are dozens of tiny squirming snakes mixed with

blood and pus.

COYOTE (CONT'D)
({howls in terror)

The Coyote crawls away like a dog.

Brujo is suddenly on him.
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BRUJO
Donde a Los Angeles. Es necesito. Mi
Alma'! MI ALMA!

But the Cayote is gagging on his own death. There are

crunching sounds coming from inside of him. He tears open

his shirt. Things are under his skin, moving, eating. His
whole body is full of creatures, his arms, his neck, his
face. All inside of him.

Then POP! A ulcer full of worms explodes on his arm.
POP! Another on his belly.
POP! POP! POP! Ulcers pop copen all over his body.

COYOTE

Blood and baby snakes ooze out of his face as it cracks
open.

He flops over, unrecognizable and dead: a pile of gore
and tiny snakes stuffed intc some tattered clothing on
the ground.

Brujo stands over him, shocked and frightened. Alma’s
problem has reached a new level.

Brujo grabs a big jar full of snakes and slips over to
the scrub brush where the nasty snake darted.

BRUJO
(whispers in a strange
language and the says...)
...Alma Serpientos.

The shadow slithers back into the jar with the others.
Brujo screws the lid on. He puts it in the sack and goes
to Alma. She 1is weak.

BRUJO (CONT’ D)
Alma? Vamanos.

ATMA
A donde?

BRUJO
Los Angeles. Mas rapido.

ATMA
Impossible.
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