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SERIES BIBLE: THE CARTWRIGHT-BEAUMONT FEUD
THE HISTORY
In 1927, on the oil-rich lands of what would become Howler County, Texas, two families were forged in crude and ambition. The Cartwrightsâ€”white, old money, plantation-descendedâ€”and the Beaumontsâ€”Black, self-made, brilliantâ€”struck oil on the same day, exactly twelve miles apart.
What should have been cooperation became competition. What was competition became warfare.
The Cartwright family patriarch, THADDEUS CARTWRIGHT (1885-1962), controlled politics, commerce, and the narrative. He had the connections. He had the legacy. He had the assumption of power that came from centuries of theft and subjugation.
The Beaumont family patriarch, JOSHUA BEAUMONT (1888-1968), had something Thaddeus didnâ€™t: he had nothing to lose. A former sharecropperâ€™s son, Joshua built an empire from mathematics and vision. He understood geology. He understood people. He understood that Texas oil didnâ€™t care about the color of the man who pumped it.
By 1935, Thaddeus Cartwright had used his political connections to ensure Joshua Beaumontâ€™s drilling permits were constantly under threat of revocation. By 1940, Joshua had figured out how to move his operation entirely undergroundâ€”literally and figuratively. His wells went deeper. His networks went wider. He became untouchable.
In 1952, Thaddeusâ€™s daughter, MARGARET CARTWRIGHT (23), fell in love with Joshuaâ€™s son, WILLIAM BEAUMONT (26). It was the kind of love that makes newspapers and creates dynastiesâ€”or destroys them. Thaddeus locked Margaret away in a sanitarium in Galveston. She was released six months later, permanently broken. William died in what the official report called a â€œhunting accidentâ€ in 1954. Everyone in Howler County knew it was something else.
The feud crystallized. It became theology. It became the organizing principle of Howler County society.
By 1975, when the Cartwrights and Beaumonts reached unprecedented wealth and power, they had also reached a perfect stalemate. Neither could destroy the other without mutual annihilation. So they settled into a cold war that lasted fifty years.
Until now.
Until LEONA MARIE BEAUMONT walked into a bar in Milwaukee, Wisconsin, and met BEAUREGARD ULYSSES CARTWRIGHT IVâ€”and everything the county had built in careful, cruel separation began to crack.


PART ONE: THE HOMECOMING
ACT ONE

INT. EARLâ€™S AUTHENTIC SOUL FOOD & CHINESE KITCHEN - HOWLER COUNTY, TEXAS - EARLY MORNING

The rain hasnâ€™t stopped in three days.
Earlâ€™s sits on the corner of Highway 71 and Cypress Roadâ€”the kind of place that exists in the margins of small- town Texas life. The exterior is weathered wood painted a deep burgundy, with a neon sign that flickers: â€œEARLâ€™S AUTHENTIC SOUL FOOD & CHINESE KITCHENâ€ in pink and gold. The windows are fogged from the kitchen heat. Inside, there is a particular kind of worn comfort: red vinyl booths, Formica tables with cracks like riverbeds, a counter with ten stools that have been sat in by three generations of Howler County residents.
It is 5:47 AM.
MAXINE ELOISE CARTER (31), a transgender woman with pinkish-blonde hair styled in a soft, deconstructed pixie cut that frames her angular face perfectly, moves through the kitchen with the focused intensity of a surgeon. She wears a white serverâ€™s uniform immaculately pressed, despite the heat. Her nails are long and manicuredâ€”pale pink with tiny gold accentsâ€”and they click against the coffee pot as she pours. On her left wrist: a faded tattoo of a lotus flower. On her right collarbone: a small memorial tattoo reading â€œNIKKI - ALWAYS LOVEDâ€ in elegant script.

Maxineâ€™s face has that particular kind of beauty that comes from having survived things. She has high cheekbones, a sharp jawline, expressive dark eyes that miss nothing and forgive everything. Her story is written in the way she moves: careful, precise, present. Someone taught her that showing up fully is an act of resistance.
She is setting tables. The door chimes.
CECIL WATERS (52), a Black man with gray threading through his close-cropped hair and a face that has seen too much and survived anyway, enters carrying the morning newspapers. He moves like a man who has learned that every movement should count. His clothes are impeccableâ€”pressed jeans, a starched shirt with the sleeves rolled to mid- forearm, work boots that shine despite their age. There are scars on his hands. On his neck. The marks of a man who has been through violence and come out the other side.
Cecil is the Cartwright familyâ€™s longest-serving employee. Head of security. The man who knows every secret in Howler County and has chosen silence as his form of power.
MAXINE Good morning, Mr.Â Waters. Youâ€™re here early.
CECIL (placing newspapers on the counter) The Cartwrights are coming back today. Word came down the line. Whole countyâ€™s on edge. Figured there might be a crowd.
He looks at Maxine with something like affection. They have a historyâ€”the kind that exists in shared understanding rather than shared words.
MAXINE Mr.Â Beau? The whole family?
CECIL Just Beau. But heâ€™s bringing a wife. New wife. Nobody knows anything about her except that they got married in Indiana six days ago and he cashed out about forty million dollars of his trust fund to do it.
Maxineâ€™s hands still. MAXINE Forty million?
CECIL Thatâ€™s what I heard. Man must really love her. Or really hate his family. Probably both. The door chimes again.
An old WHITE WOMAN (78) enters, shaking rain from an ancient umbrella. This is GLORIA CARTWRIGHT- HENDERSON, Beauâ€™s great-aunt, widow of the former Cartwright Oil CEO. She was powerful once. Now she is the keeper of family memoryâ€”which means she is the keeper of family lies, and she knows the difference.
GLORIA Good morning, Maxine, Cecil. I see the whole world has heard about young Beauregard. MAXINE (pouring her coffee) Good morning, Miss Gloria. The usual?
GLORIA Please. And make it strong. I have a feeling Iâ€™ll need clarity today.
She settles into her regular boothâ€”the third one from the counter, by the window that looks out toward the Cartwright estate six miles in the distance.
CECIL The family know heâ€™s coming?
GLORIA His mother was told. Mayella received a telegram yesterday. You know Mayellaâ€”sheâ€™s probably decided whether the girl is acceptable or disposable already.
There is dark humor in this. Everyone in the room understands the question that has haunted Howler County for seventy years: What happens when a Cartwright and a Beaumont truly love each other?
The door opens again.
DR. JAMES BEAUMONT (62), wearing the weight of his family legacy and his moral compromise like a man wearing a coat in the rain, enters. He is handsome in the way that comes from expensive boarding schools and careful genetics. His hair is silver. His suit is immaculate. His eyes carry the burden of knowing too many secrets.
JAMES (to Maxine) Coffee, please. And donâ€™t ask. Yes, before you ask, Iâ€™ve already heard. MAXINE (not offended, understanding) Heard what, Doctor?
JAMES (laughing without humor) Exactly. Thatâ€™s exactly the problem. Everyoneâ€™s heard something different. He sits in a booth far from Gloria, because some things in Howler County are understood without being stated.
The morning light is beginning to crack through the rain.
Maxine moves through the diner with the grace of someone who has learned that witness is a form of love. She brings menus nobody asks for. She refills coffee without being asked. She listens to every conversation while appearing to listen to none.

GLORIA (to Maxine) You know what the worst part of being old is? You finally understand everything. You finally see the pattern. And by then, itâ€™s too late to change anything.
MAXINE (sitting across from her briefly) Maybe you change things in small ways. Table by table. GLORIA (studying her) Youâ€™re too young to be that wise. What happened to you?
Maxine doesnâ€™t answer. She stands and returns to her work.


INT. JAGUAR XJ - HIGHWAY 71 - MORNING

The car cuts through rain like itâ€™s personal.
The Jaguar is black. The leather is cream. The sound system is playing BeyoncÃ©â€”not quietly. Beau is driving with one hand and a cigarette, the other arm draped across the console.
BEAUREGARD â€œBEAUâ€ ULYSSES CARTWRIGHT IV (32) is the kind of man who wore his wealth before he owned it. He has the bone structure of old money: high cheekbones, a strong jaw, gray eyes like his great-grandmother and a smile that has ended three marriages and convinced at least one woman to commit securities fraud in his favor. He wears HermÃ¨s casually. He drinks espresso while driving at dangerous speeds.
But something has changed. Thereâ€™s a softness to his face that wasnâ€™t there six days ago.
In the passenger seat: LEONA MARIE BEAUMONT (28), new wife, former dancer, current keeper of the future of Howler County without knowing it yet.
Leona Marie is beautiful in the way that makes people stop mid-conversation. She is six feet tallâ€”all of it earned through years of discipline and intention. Her skin is a deep caramel, unbroken, flawless. Her hair is jet black, pulled back in box braids that fall to mid-back, woven with tiny gold cuffs that catch light and throw it forward. The braids are not a style choiceâ€”they are a statement. They are armor. They are culture. They are fuck you.
She wears a white silk slip dress and absolutely nothing underneath. Her collarbone is a landscape of subtle jewelry: a delicate gold chain, a small diamond, and below her hip bone, just visible above the dress line: a tattoo. Itâ€™s exquisite. A phoenix in flight, done in gold and crimson ink, with coordinates beneath itâ€”the latitude and longitude of Milwaukee, Wisconsin. The place sheâ€™s from. The place sheâ€™s leaving.
Her nails are longâ€”almond-shaped, natural, pinkâ€”and she wears expensive rings like someone who has never believed sheâ€™d keep anything.
When she looks at Beau, itâ€™s with the intensity of someone who has seen the bottom of the world and found a way to love anyway.
LEONA MARIE (laughing) Youâ€™re terrified.
BEAU (lighting another cigarette) Absolutely fucking terrified. My mother is probably calling a family meeting right now. My father is probably calculating how to have our marriage annulled before we arrive. My grandmother is definitely updating her will to cut me off. And my cousin Victoria is already planning my social destruction, which is going to be an absolute masterpiece because she has nothing but time and rage.
LEONA MARIE Good thing I donâ€™t care about any of them.
BEAU (looking at her) Thatâ€™s why Iâ€™m marrying you. Thatâ€™s why I married you. You are magnificently, dangerously indifferent to my familyâ€™s opinions, and I find that the most sexually attractive thing about you.
LEONA MARIE (laughing again, real) Your family is going to lose their minds.
BEAU Thatâ€™s an understatement. Theyâ€™re going to lose their souls. My great-aunt Gloria might actually die of shock. Which would be bad because sheâ€™s the only one in the family who has any senseâ€”
LEONA MARIE â€”and youâ€™re about to prove her right about absolutely everything. BEAU (grinning, dangerous) Exactly.
He takes the exit.
Howler County appears: red soil, oil derricks in the distance like modern-day monuments to ancient deals, the sprawl of small-town Texas that looks like it hasnâ€™t changed since the 1950s but is actually held together by fiber optic cables and dark secrets.
BEAU (CONTâ€™D) Welcome to Howler County. Population: about fifteen thousand. Real wealth: maybe forty families. Real power: about six people. Real love: almost nonexistent. Youâ€™re going to fit in perfectly.
LEONA MARIE (looking out the window) Itâ€™s beautiful. BEAU (surprised) You really mean that.
LEONA MARIE I do. It has bones. Honest bones. I like places with honest bones.

They drive into town.


INT. EARLâ€™S AUTHENTIC SOUL FOOD & CHINESE KITCHEN - MORNING

The bell chimes as they walk in. The entire diner stops.
Time does that thing.
Beau enters first, still in the HermÃ¨s, still in the ease of money and beauty. But itâ€™s Leona Marie who freezes the moment. She fills the doorway. She fills the entire diner. She fills something deeperâ€”the possibility that everything Howler County has built might actually have a fault line.
GLORIA (from her booth) Well. This is going to be interesting.
MAXINE (moving forward like her job depends on it, which it does) Welcome to Earlâ€™s. Two? LEONA MARIE (with a smile that costs her nothing) Two. And coffee. Black. Both of us.
BEAU (to Maxine) Youâ€™re new.
MAXINE (knowing and not saying that she knows) First time in Earlâ€™s? BEAU (looking at Leona) First time bringing her home. Iâ€™m Beau Cartwright. The room adjusts. The careful balance of Howler County society recalibrates.
GLORIA (loudly enough to be heard) Beauregard, come here and talk to your great-aunt.
Beau squeezes Leonaâ€™s handâ€”a messageâ€”and moves toward Gloriaâ€™s booth. Maxine leads Leona to a booth against the back wall. Itâ€™s the booth where you can see everyone but nobody can see you completely.
LEONA MARIE (to Maxine, quietly) What just happened? MAXINE (pouring her coffee) You just declared war.
LEONA MARIE I got married. That doesnâ€™t seem likeâ€”
MAXINE (looking at her directly) Not to them. To them, you just declared war. Youâ€™re not just a Cartwright now. Youâ€™re a Cartwright married to a Beaumont.
Leona doesnâ€™t understand yet. But she will.


INT. GLORIAâ€™S BOOTH

GLORIA (to Beau, gesturing to Leona) Where did you find her? BEAU Milwaukee. A nightclub. She was dancing.
GLORIA (absolutely delighted) Oh, you wonderful disaster. Your mother will have a stroke. Your grandmother will have her lawyers prepare the paperwork to have you committed. And I am going to die happier than Iâ€™ve ever been.
BEAU (sitting down despite not being invited) Youâ€™re not going to lecture me?
GLORIA (studying Leona across the diner) Lecture you on what? On marrying the daughter of Joshua Beaumontâ€™s great-grandson? On bringing a woman of extraordinary grace and obvious intelligence into Howler County to watch our little family implode? On the fact that youâ€™ve probably just destroyed the careful balance thatâ€™s kept both our families from actual violence in seventy years?
She pats his hand.
GLORIA (CONTâ€™D) No.Â Iâ€™m going to tell you that I married for love once. Killed him with it, actually. He died because I was too obvious about where he stood. But it was worth it. Every second was worth it.


INT. LEONAâ€™S BOOTH

MAXINE (refilling her coffee without asking) First time in Texas?
LEONA MARIE No.Â First time with a last name. I didnâ€™t have one before. I chose it. MAXINE (understanding completely) Beaumont.
LEONA MARIE Because it meant something in this county. Because I needed it to mean something. And because when I married him, I became part of that meaning, and now I might as well own it.

MAXINE (slowly smiling) Youâ€™re going to survive this. LEONA MARIE You donâ€™t know that.
MAXINE (looking around the diner) But I can see it. The way Gloria didnâ€™t judgment you. The way Dr.Â James is looking at you like youâ€™re the most interesting thing to happen to his family in decades. The way this townâ€”
She pauses.
MAXINE (CONTâ€™D) â€”the way Cecil just walked in and didnâ€™t look surprised. That means something. Leona looks toward the counter.
CECIL (to Beau, shaking his hand) Welcome back. You look happy. Thatâ€™s different. BEAU Happy is a relative term, but yeah. Something like that.
CECIL Your motherâ€™s been calling the house every twenty minutes. Your fatherâ€™s been calling his lawyer. Your grandmother sent a fruit basket with a note that says â€œWe need to talk.â€ Which, from her, means sheâ€™s considering murder.
BEAU (grinning) What about you? What do you think?
Cecil looks at Leonaâ€”actually looks at her. Thereâ€™s something in his gaze that recognizes something in her. Recognition between people who have both been on the other side of something.
CECIL I think the whole countyâ€™s going to tear itself apart. And I think you knew that when you did it anyway.


INT. MAXINEâ€™S SMALL APARTMENT - LATER THAT DAY

The apartment is small but immaculate. There are photos on the wallsâ€”Maxine with other trans women, at Pride events, at memorials. One photo stands out: Maxine and a beautiful trans woman with dark skin and bright eyes, both of them laughing in front of a nightclub in Milwaukee.
The photo is from ten years ago. The woman in the photo is gone now. Nikki Kuhnhasen. The memorial tattoo makes sense now.
Maxine sits on her bed and calls. The phone rings twice.
A man answers: DETECTIVE PATTERSON (45), a small-town cop who carries his own complicated history about justice and compromise.
MAXINE You know they came back.
PATTERSON (a long pause) I heard. The whole townâ€™s talking about it.
MAXINE He married a Black woman. A beautiful Black woman. Right in front of everybody. PATTERSON (quietly) Thatâ€™s going to matter to people.
MAXINE It already is.


INT. CARTWRIGHT ESTATE - STUDY - AFTERNOON

The estate is seventy-five thousand square feet of carefully accumulated wealth and carefully accumulated resentment. There are oil paintings of dead Cartwrights. There is furniture that costs more than houses. There is the weight of generational money, generational power, generational assumption.
MAYELLA CARTWRIGHT HENDERSON (73) stands at a window overlooking the oil fields in the distance. She is dressed in the armor of old money: emerald Chanel suit, pearls, the kind of shoes that cost more than most peopleâ€™s cars. Her hair is blonde, carefully maintained, immovable. Her face is beautiful in the way that money and good genetics combined with absolute certainty can be beautiful.
Her phone rings.
She stares at it for three seconds before answering. MAYELLA Yes?
BEAU (over the phone) Mother. Iâ€™m home.
MAYELLA (a long pause) So Iâ€™ve heard. Youâ€™re bringing someone?
BEAU I married someone. Her name is Leona Marie. And before you askâ€”no, I donâ€™t care if you donâ€™t approve.

No, it wonâ€™t change anything. And no, Iâ€™m not interested in hearing about the familyâ€™s concerns. MAYELLA (closing her eyes) Beauregard. Do you understand what youâ€™ve done?
BEAU I married the woman I love.
MAYELLA (opening her eyes) You married a Beaumont. Silence.
The weight of seventy years falls between them.
MAYELLA (CONTâ€™D) Come to dinner. Tonight. Both of you. I need to see her. I need to understand what you were thinking.
BEAU (a smile in his voice) Weâ€™ll be there at seven. He hangs up.
Mayella stands at the window for a very long time, watching oil derricks pump wealth out of the ground, and understanding that something fundamental has shifted in the universe.


INT. EARLâ€™S AUTHENTIC SOUL FOOD & CHINESE KITCHEN - LATE AFTERNOON

The dinner rush is beginning.
Leona Marie has changed into different clothesâ€”still expensive, still beautiful, but now sheâ€™s wearing them differently. Thereâ€™s armor in her style. Intent. She sits at the counter, drinking coffee that Maxine keeps refilling.
LEONA MARIE So whatâ€™s the Beaumont family like?
MAXINE (working, talking, doing both without stopping) Rich. Smart. Careful. They built their wealth more recently than the Cartwrightsâ€”within the last seventy yearsâ€”so they had to be smarter about it. They had to understand systems. They had to understand people. They had to understand that money without intelligence dies fast.
LEONA MARIE And now Iâ€™m part of it.
MAXINE Now youâ€™re the thing that proves they were always going to matter more than the Cartwrights wanted to admit.
LEONA MARIE That sounds dangerous. MAXINE (looking at her directly) It is.
CECIL (appearing, sitting next to Leona) You need to understand something about Howler County. Nothing in this county happens in isolation. Everything touches everything else. Your marriageâ€”itâ€™s not a personal decision. Itâ€™s a political event.
LEONA MARIE Thatâ€™s insane.
CECIL (nodding) Absolutely. But itâ€™s also true. He orders a drink. Waits. Then:
CECIL (CONTâ€™D) My wife was sick when I married her. Terminal. We both knew it. We married anyway, because love doesnâ€™t care about diagnosis. That was thirty-one years ago. She died fifteen years ago. And every day since, Iâ€™ve been understanding what that marriage cost us.
He stands to leave. Drops money on the counter.
CECIL (CONTâ€™D) Be very careful about the cost of love in this county. Be very careful about what itâ€™s going to take.
He leaves.
Leona looks at Maxine.
LEONA MARIE What was that about?
MAXINE (quietly) Cecilâ€™s having an affair. With a white woman. For about three years now. Itâ€™s the thing thatâ€™s keeping him alive and the thing thatâ€™s killing him both at the same time. Heâ€™s trying to warn you that love hereâ€”it comes with a price that doesnâ€™t show up on the bill until years later.


ACT TWO

INT. CARTWRIGHT ESTATE - DINING ROOM - NIGHT

The dining room is a cathedral to accumulation. The table is enormousâ€”seats twenty-four. Theyâ€™re using only one corner. The china is Limoges. The silver is Georgian. The flowers are white orchids in a crystal vase thatâ€™s worth approximately forty thousand dollars.
Beau and Leona sit on one side.
Mayella sits at the head of the table, a position of power and control.
Beside her sits VICTORIA CARTWRIGHT-LAMBERT (35), Beauâ€™s cousin, beautiful in the way that comes from competence and cruelty. She is a lawyer. She is a strategist. She is, essentially, the familyâ€™s attack dog. Sheâ€™s been trained since birth to protect the family interests, which means sheâ€™s been trained since birth to recognize threats.
Sheâ€™s been studying Leona since they arrived.
VICTORIA So. Milwaukee. How long were you in the exotic dancing industry?
LEONA MARIE (not flinching) I prefer â€œperformance art.â€ The exotic dancing industry is what people call it when they want to make it seem less legitimate than it is.
VICTORIA (leaning back slightly) A semantic difference.
LEONA MARIE A semantic difference that indicates class bias. And the assumption that your judgment is more valid than my own lived experience.
MAYELLA (intervening) How did you meet Beauregard?
LEONA MARIE (looking at Beau) He came into the club. Ordered expensive wine. Made me understand that he was serious about upending his entire life. We got married because we both understood that waiting was a luxury we didnâ€™t want to afford.
VICTORIA And you understood that you were marrying into one of the most powerful families in Texas? LEONA MARIE I understood that I was marrying a man I loved. Everything else is context.
MAYELLA (studying her) Youâ€™re not from Milwaukee originally. LEONA MARIE No.Â Iâ€™m from New Orleans. My familyâ€”
She pauses. This is harder.
LEONA MARIE (CONTâ€™D) My family was deeply involved with the Beaumont family. The Houston branch. My great- grandfather worked for Joshua Beaumont himself.
The table goes very still. VICTORIA (quietly) Jesus Christ.
MAYELLA (to Beau) Did you know this? BEAU (to Leona) Did I know this?
LEONA MARIE I didnâ€™t tell him because I wanted to understand what he felt about me before I told him what I came from. I didnâ€™t want to be a name. I wanted to be a person first.
MAYELLA (to herself) Oh my God.
VICTORIA (to Mayella) Do you understand whatâ€™s happening here? This isnâ€™t an accident. This isnâ€™t a coincidence. This isâ€”
LEONA MARIE (looking at Victoria directly) This is a woman marrying a man she loves. You can make it into something else if you want to. But thatâ€™s a choice youâ€™re making.
MAYELLA (to Beau) Your father will want to see you. Tomorrow.
BEAU About what? The marriage is already legal. The paperwork is already filed.
MAYELLA About the fact that youâ€™ve just complicated absolutely everything the Cartwright family has built in seventy years.
BEAU (standing) Good. Maybe complication is what this family needs. He takes Leonaâ€™s hand.
BEAU (CONTâ€™D) Thank you for dinner. Weâ€™re leaving.
MAYELLA (as they leave) Beauregard? I hope sheâ€™s worth it. I hope sheâ€™s worth what this is going to cost.


INT. BEAUMONT ESTATE - STUDY - SAME NIGHT

A different house. A different architecture. The Beaumont estate is newerâ€”1980s construction, more glass, more modern. Itâ€™s the house of people who didnâ€™t inherit wealth. Itâ€™s the house of people who built it.
DR. JAMES BEAUMONT (62) sits in his study, surrounded by medical books and family photographs. On his desk: a framed photo of William Beaumontâ€”the man who died in 1954. James looks like him. He carries the weight of that resemblance like a curse.
His phone rings.
Itâ€™s his mother, IRIS BEAUMONT (88), calling from her house in Houston. She is the matriarch of the Beaumont family. She is also ninety years old and doesnâ€™t believe in modern technology, so sheâ€™s using a phone that her assistant handed her.
IRIS (over the phone) Did you hear? JAMES (closing his eyes) I heard.
IRIS My great-great-grandson married a Cartwright. Or a Cartwright married a woman with Beaumont blood. Iâ€™m not sure which is worse.
JAMES Mother, Leona is a good woman. Sheâ€™sâ€”
IRIS I donâ€™t care if sheâ€™s a saint. This is politics. This is about the balance of power. This is about seventy years of very careful distance being erased in one moment of romantic stupidity.
JAMES (quietly) Or maybe itâ€™s about two people who love each other deciding thatâ€™s more important than family legacy.
IRIS (over the phone) Then youâ€™re a fool. Love is a luxury. Power is a necessity. She hangs up.
James sits in the darkness and understands that his family is about to enter a war that nobody wanted and everybody saw coming.


INT. MAXINEâ€™S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Maxine sits on her bed and texts with someone. The texts appear to be professionalâ€”a job interview, perhaps, or information gathering.
Her phone rings. Detective Patterson. MAXINE Hey.
PATTERSON Hey yourself. I wanted to let you know that Iâ€™ve had three separate calls about the Cartwrights and Beaumonts over the last hour. Nothing criminal. Just people making sure I know thereâ€™s tension. Just people making sure Iâ€™m aware that things might escalate.
MAXINE Do you think they will?
PATTERSON (a long pause) I think that in a county where the balance has been maintained by wealth and careful positioning for seventy years, introducing a variable like loveâ€”actual love, not strategic loveâ€”is extremely dangerous. And yes, I think things will escalate.
MAXINE What do you think is going to happen?
PATTERSON I think Howler County is about to show you what it looks like when old power meets new possibility. And I think some people arenâ€™t going to survive it intact.


ACT THREE

INT. EARLâ€™S AUTHENTIC SOUL FOOD & CHINESE KITCHEN - NEXT MORNING

Leona Marie arrives alone. She orders breakfast. She looks exhausted in a way that suggests sheâ€™s been awake all night thinking about the reality of what sheâ€™s married into.
Maxine brings her eggs and grits and biscuits and the kind of care that doesnâ€™t come from job training. MAXINE You look like you didnâ€™t sleep.
LEONA MARIE I didnâ€™t. I kept thinking about what Victoria said about complication. Sheâ€™s right. Iâ€™ve

complicated everything.
MAXINE (sitting down, taking a break) Do you love him? LEONA MARIE Yes.
MAXINE Do you want to spend your life with him? LEONA MARIE Yes.
MAXINE Then the complication is worth it. Everything else is just noise.
GLORIA (from her booth, not looking up from her coffee) Donâ€™t listen to her, dear. The complication is never just noise. But sheâ€™s right that itâ€™s worth it.
LEONA MARIE (looking at Gloria) How do you live here? Knowing the history, knowing what weâ€™re stirring up?
GLORIA (finally looking up) Because sometimes the chaos is what creates the possibility for change. Because sometimes the only way forward is through the people in this county finally understanding that weâ€™re all entangled whether we like it or not.
The door opens.
BEAU (entering, looking for Leona, finding her, smiling) There you are. Come on. I want to show you something.


EXT. OIL FIELD - CARTWRIGHT PROPERTY - MORNING

They drive out to the industrial heart of Howler County. Derricks pump. The sound is rhythmic, almost musical. The smell is chemical and real and absolutely Texas.
BEAU (getting out of the car) This is what we do. This is what weâ€™ve always done. We extract. We refine. We sell. We build empires on the fact that the world needs what comes out of the ground.
LEONA MARIE Itâ€™s beautiful. In a terrible way.
BEAU (nodding) Thatâ€™s the Cartwright family in one sentence. He takes her hand.
BEAU (CONTâ€™D) But I wanted to show you this because I wanted you to understand something: my familyâ€™s power is built on extraction. They take from the ground and from people and from systems. Your familyâ€™s powerâ€”the Beaumont powerâ€”itâ€™s built on understanding. On systems. On seeing whatâ€™s actually happening beneath the surface.
LEONA MARIE Why are you telling me this?
BEAU Because I think what weâ€™re doingâ€”you and me, us getting marriedâ€”this might be the first honest thing our families have done in decades. And I think itâ€™s going to break everything open.
A car approaches in the distance.
BEAU (CONTâ€™D) Thatâ€™s probably my father. Come on.


INT. CAR - MOVING - MOMENTS LATER

BEAUREGARD CARTWRIGHT III (65) is Beauâ€™s father. He looks like Beau will look in thirty yearsâ€”expensive, tired, full of the particular weariness that comes from managing family power. Heâ€™s not angry. Heâ€™s worse than angry. Heâ€™s disappointed.
BEAUREGARD III We need to talk about the marriage. BEAU We do. Weâ€™ve made our decision. Itâ€™s done. BEAUREGARD III Do you understand the ramifications?
BEAU I understand that youâ€™re scared. I understand that this threatens the careful balance thatâ€™s kept both families from actual war. I understand that Iâ€™ve complicated things. And I donâ€™t care.
BEAUREGARD III (to Leona) Iâ€™m not going to insult you by asking if you understand what youâ€™ve married into. You clearly do, or you wouldnâ€™t be here. But I do want to know: what are your intentions?
LEONA MARIE My intentions are to be a good wife. To love your son. To contribute to your family in ways that matter. To understand that this is bigger than just us.
BEAUREGARD III (nodding slowly) Good. Because it is. And people are going to try to tear this apart. People from both families. People from outside the family. You need to be prepared for that.



INT. MAXINEâ€™S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Maxine stands at her window looking out at Howler County spread below her. The oil derricks pump in the darkness. The lights of the town spread like a network of connection and resentment.
She thinks about Nikki. She thinks about the cost of being visible. She thinks about the fact that Leona Marie walked into a diner and into a family war without blinking.
Her phone buzzes.
A message from someone unknown:
â€œYour testimony would matter. To the case. To the trial. To the families. To Howler County. Call me.â€ Itâ€™s Detective Patterson.
She deletes the message. Then she restores it.
Then she deletes it again.
Some things in Howler County are too dangerous to even acknowledge.


INT. CARTWRIGHT ESTATE - NIGHT

Mayella stands in the same position we saw her beforeâ€”at the window, looking out at the oil fields. But something has shifted. The flowers on her dressing table are differentâ€”not white orchids, but dark red roses.
She picks up her phone.
She calls a number she hasnâ€™t called in three decades. IRIS (over the phone) Mayella? Whatâ€™s happened?
MAYELLA (without preamble) They want to meet. The Beaumont family. Formally. They want to have dinner with both families. Together. To understand what happens next.
IRIS (a long pause) When?
MAYELLA Friday. Seven oâ€™clock. At Earlâ€™s. Public place. Neutral ground. IRIS (almost whispering) This is how it begins. This is how everything changes. MAYELLA Yes. I think it is.


INT. EARLâ€™S AUTHENTIC SOUL FOOD & CHINESE KITCHEN - FRIDAY NIGHT

The diner is closed. Private event. Both families gather.
The Cartwrights on one side. The Beaumonts on the other. Beau and Leona sit in the middleâ€”the bridge, the collision point, the beginning of something none of them fully understand.
MAYELLA (standing) I want to welcome the Beaumont family. I want to acknowledge that we have a complicated history. But that history is not as important as this moment. My son has married into your family. That changes everything.
IRIS BEAUMONT (88, still commanding, still sharp) My great-great-grandson married into your family. And I want to be clear: weâ€™re not looking for reconciliation. Weâ€™re not looking for forgiveness. Weâ€™re looking for coexistence.
JAMES BEAUMONT (standing) Our families have avoided war for seventy years. But weâ€™ve also avoided honesty. Weâ€™ve avoided acknowledging that we need each other. That weâ€™ve always needed each other.
VICTORIA (from the Cartwright side) Thatâ€™s sentimental nonsense. We donâ€™t need each other. Weâ€™ve simply been careful about proximity.
JAMES (looking at her directly) Isnâ€™t that the same thing? The question hangs.
Cecil stands in the background, bringing drinks, arranging food, bearing witness to this moment. Maxine is here too, watching everything, understanding that this is history being made in real time.
LEONA MARIE (standing) I didnâ€™t ask for this. I married a man I love. But Iâ€™m understanding now that in Howler County, nothing is personal. Everything is political. So let me be clear about what Iâ€™m asking for: Iâ€™m asking for

the opportunity to understand both sides of my own heritage. Iâ€™m asking for the chance to love my husband without that love being weaponized. And Iâ€™m asking for the possibilityâ€”not the certainty, but the possibilityâ€”that this county might eventually find a way to be honest about itself.
The room is absolutely still.
Itâ€™s Iris Beaumont who speaks first.
IRIS (to Leona) You have your great-grandfatherâ€™s eyes. Did you know that? Joshuaâ€™s eyes. The eyes of a man who could see systems where everyone else saw chaos.
LEONA MARIE I didnâ€™t know that.
IRIS (nodding) Well, now you do. And now you understand that you carry more history than you married into. You were always part of this story. Now youâ€™re just finally admitting it.


INT. HIGHWAY - CAR - LATE NIGHT

Beau drives Leona back to the house theyâ€™ll share. Leona looks out at Howler County passing byâ€”the oil fields, the darkness, the careful distance between families finally beginning to collapse into something new.
LEONA MARIE (quietly) I think we just started a war.
BEAU (looking at her) Or we just ended one. I havenâ€™t decided yet. LEONA MARIE What happens next?
BEAU (looking back at the road) Next? I think everything happens. Everything thatâ€™s been building for seventy years. Everything thatâ€™s been silent for seventy years. Everything breaks open, and we figure out what we can build in the pieces.
He reaches over and takes her hand. BEAU (CONTâ€™D) And we do it together.


TO BE CONTINUEDâ€¦
â€œCRUDE HEARTSâ€ - A Book Series Event
The Cartwright-Beaumont collision has begun. In the coming chapters: Cecilâ€™s heart breaks in multiple directions. Maxineâ€™s past becomes present. Victoriaâ€™s loyalty becomes her weapon. And Leona Marie Beaumont discovers that her marriage isnâ€™t just loveâ€”itâ€™s revolution.
Coming soon in Howler County, Texas.


SERIES OVERVIEW
CRUDE HEARTS is a prestige drama series (Book Series Format) designed to run 5-7 seasons, with the following story arcs:

SEASON ONE: THE HOMECOMING

[image: ] The return of Beauregard with his new wife
[image: ] The collapse of the careful balance between families [image: ] Cecil Watersâ€™ affair deepens into crisis
[image: ] Maxineâ€™s past threatens to expose Howler Countyâ€™s secrets [image: ] The first public meeting of both families

SEASON TWO: THE BREAKING

[image: ] The Cartwright response: Victoria begins a systematic campaign against Leona [image: ] The Beaumont response: Iris reveals family secrets that change everything
[image: ] Cecilâ€™s wifeâ€™s cancer diagnosis becomes more serious [image: ] Maxine testifies at a trial (implied from earlier messages)
[image: ] Beau and Leonaâ€™s marriage tested by external pressure

SEASON THREE: THE RECKONING

All family secrets exposed
An unexpected death shifts the power dynamic New alliances form along non-family lines

[image: ] Maxineâ€™s true role in Howler County history is revealed [image: ] Cecil faces the consequences of his choices
[Series continues with increasing complexity, moral ambiguity, and the slow transformation of Howler County society]

End of Pilot


CHARACTER DESCRIPTIONS
LEONA MARIE BEAUMONT (28) - Beautiful, brilliant, dangerous. A woman from Milwaukee who married into Howler County chaos. Aesthetic inspiration: Megan Markle meets BeyoncÃ©â€”box braids, hip tattoo, confidence that comes from having survived actual hardship. She is the variable that destabilizes everything.
BEAUREGARD â€œBEAUâ€ CARTWRIGHT IV (32) - Old money, new morality. He has the privilege to choose chaos. He chooses it anyway.
MAXINE ELOISE CARTER (31) - Transgender woman with the grace of someone who has survived violence. Aesthetic inspiration: Nikki Kuhnhasen. She bears witness to Howler Countyâ€™s history and carries secrets that could explode everything.
CECIL WATERS (52) - Former Black Panther, former Army vet, current security chief. Carries his own revolution internally while managing everyone elseâ€™s externally.
MAYELLA CARTWRIGHT HENDERSON (73) - Matriarch of the Cartwright family. Old money armor and surprising wisdom.
VICTORIA CARTWRIGHT-LAMBERT (35) - Attack dog. Brilliant lawyer. Believes the family is worth any cost.
DR. JAMES BEAUMONT (62) - Intellectual center of the Beaumont family. Carries the weight of his grandfather Williamâ€™s death.
IRIS BEAUMONT (88) - Matriarch of the Beaumont family. Ancient, sharp, strategic. Sheâ€™s been waiting seventy years for this.

End of Series Bible and Pilot
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