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FADE | N:
EXT. OPEN PLAINS - N GHT

The nmoon is a mlky eye hidden behind a cataract of filthy
clouds. Two nen ride their horses to the edge of an
escarpnment. The horses are lean and their coats are pocked
and abr aded.

The first man is a chubby and squat fifty year-old fell ow
named RODNEY. He wears a yel |l owed kerchi ef around his neck
and weat hered blue clothing. Hi's porcine head is topped by
a wde blue hat wiwth a drooping brim He | ooks ahead, past
his horse's neck, and into the dell bel ow

RODNEY
There's a lot of 'em

The man astride the horse beside Rodney is a tall good-I| ooking
gentl eman of thirty-seven naned BILLY LEE. He has a thick

bl ond nust ache, chiseled features and eyes that | ook |ike

bri ght greenish-blue stars; he wears a gray suit and a gray
hat. He exhales; his breath msts in the air about his head,
illumned by the fires bel ow

Billy Lee surveys the encanpnment that fills the dell. His
greeni sh-bl ue eyes gl ean teepees, horses, animal skins, piles
of wood, piles of bone and Native Anmericans setting about
their evening duties or sinply sitting before the roaring
fires in an effort to stay warm

RODNEY
(conti nui ng)
What' cha thinking, Billy Lee?

BI LLY LEE
Far too many thoughts for your raisin
of a brain. Yet currently and nobst
i mredi ately, | think we've been
spott ed.

Billy Lee points to the nearest teepee, outside of which
three Native Anericans stand, their faces turned up to the
escar pnent upon which the horsenen are perched. The trio
CHATTERS excitedly, calling out to others.

BI LLY LEE
(conti nui ng)
The tinme is upon us.

Billy SNAPS the reins to his horse, a subtle and efficient
flicker. The horse obediently takes to the steep decline
beyond the lip of the plateau, and picks its footing down.

Rodney watches Billy Lee go. Rodney's eyes flicker to the
Native Americans bel ow, who are now preparing for Billy Lee's
arrival .
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Rodney's eyes go back to Billy Lee, several yards down the
pat h.

BI LLY LEE
(conti nui ng)
| ndi ans can snell fear.

Billy Lee does not | ook back as he speaks, but continues
steadily downward, facing the people bel ow

RODNEY
| ain'"t yellow .. |I'mjust cautious.
BILLY LEE

A |l ot of cautious nen have been
scal ped in these parts. Mve.

RODNEY
Don't suppose | got a choice, now do
|, Billy Lee?

(rmuttering)
Son of a toothless, clapped-out
cripple whore goat...

Rodney nudges his horse forward with a quick SNAP and a firm
dig of his rusty spurs.

EXT. NATI VE AVERI CAN VI LLAGE - SAME

The horsenen ride into the dell and are nmet by twel ve NATI VE
AMERI CANS. They approach the white riders. Three of them
have bows and four of them have spears. They wear patchwork
cl oaks of ani mal hides and have painted their faces with
green dots and swirling red |lines.

Billy Lee raises his hands.

BI LLY LEE
| ama friend. | want to speak to
t he chief.
(beat; addressing the
f orenost nmenber of
the tribe)
| want to speak with the chief.

The Native Americans |ook at him they do not understand
hi m
RODNEY
Show 'em t he scarf.
Billy Lee gives Rodney a bal eful gl ance.

The Native Anericans close in around the nounted duo. A
young Native Anmerican Male points his spear head at Billy
Lee and then at Rodney and then to the ground.



BILLY LEE
(t o Rodney)
D smount. Slowy.

Billy Lee clinbs off of his horse, slowy and gracefully.

Rodney twi sts and spills hinself out of the saddle, stirring
up sone dust with his awkward footing, though he nmanages to
stay upright. He is nervous.

The reins to the two horses are snatched up by two Native
Anericans Fenmal es. The horses dance back, conplaining with
nervous VWHI NNI ES and a few | ow NEI GHS.

Billy's eyes do not | eave the penetrating gaze of the Native
Anmerican standing imediately in front of him

The horses settle and are then led away fromBilly Lee and
Rodney into the village.

BILLY LEE
(conti nui ng)
| would like to speak with the chief.

Billy Lee reaches into his jacket pocket slowy and
deliberately, as if he is about to performa magic trick for
children. The Native Anericans watch him their eyes nere
pi npricks of light visible within their fire-limed forns.

From his jacket pocket, Billy Lee withdraws a bei ge scarf,
colored with red swirls and green dots.

NATI VE AMERI CANS

Amagana!
Billy Lee nods and offers the scarf up to the forenost nenber
in the group.
BILLY LEE
(pointing to his own
eyes)
| have seen...
(pointing to the scarf)
.. . Amagana.

A Native Anerican nmale wearing pants of animal hide and a
headdr ess approaches the group. His conplexion is |lighter
than the conpl exion of the others in the tribe.

HALF- CASTE
You wi sh to speak with the chief?

Billy Lee | ooks at the half-caste and nods.

Bl LLY LEE
W do. We have seen the men who
t ook hi s daughter.



HALF- CASTE
VWite men?
BI LLY LEE
(noddi ng)

VWi te nen.
The Hal f-caste shakes his head and then | ooks at Billy Lee.

He gl ances over at Rodney and then turns his sorrowful gaze
to the ground.

HALF- CASTE
The news you bring will make the
chi ef nost unhappy... and will nake

my already difficult Iife nuch noreso.
Hatred of the white man burns bright
inthis tribe, and their tol erance
of me and the other half-caste is..
not unlimted.

(beat; shaking his

head)
Conme. Share your black words with
t he chief.

The Hal f-caste speaks to the vanguard of Native Anmericans;
they relax their weapons and di sperse.

The Hal f-caste leads Billy Lee and Rodney into the heart of
the settl enent.

BILLY LEE
You are well spoken- much noreso
t han ny foul - nout hed conpani on- and
you are fit and strong. You could
find work al nost anywhere, in any of
t he devel oping cities. Wy do you
stay here if you are not wanted?

HALF- CASTE
| am not wanted yet what | want is
anot her matter. | desire to foll ow

my nother's way, not ny father's.
Hal f-caste | ooks to the surrounding hills as he wal ks.

HALF- CASTE
(conti nui ng)
There is no shortage of white nen in
this | and.

They wal k in silence for a double dozen paces. Menbers of
the tribe ook up fromtheir fires at the Half-caste and the
white nen he escorts. Nothing is said to the pale trio, but
when they pass, nuttering and whispering invariably foll ows
in their wake.



BILLY LEE
Does this tribe truly practice
canni bal i sn?

Rodney, frightened by this inquiry, looks at Billy Lee to
see if he making a jest. He is not.

HALF- CASTE

Why shoul d the bodi es of our nothers
and fathers nourish the |and, but
not the rightful people of the | and?
Way should the worns feast on sacred
native flesh while we go hungry?

(looking at Billy Lee)
Is it nore civilized to eat the flesh
of dung-eating animals and filthy
beasts of burden, as white nen do?
Is it wiser to ingest such tainted
and stupid neat?

BILLY LEE
You make a fair point, though | cannot
say that | plan on changing ny diet
j ust vyet.

Rodney attenpts to disguise his disgust.

HALF- CASTE
| do not expect you to conprehend,
but that is our way. It is part of

the nystical rites of the Canhougache.
Qur rivals in these parts observe
this practice as well. It may seem
savage to you, but the Canhougache
and the Maccanoi endure.

Rodney's eyes go to the top of the nearest teepee, upon which
rest three human skulls and a dozen petrified hands, the
fingers of which are curved like bird tal ons.

Rodney sucks in his pot belly in a feeble attenpt to | ook
| ean.

I NT. THE CH EF S HUT - MOVENTS LATER
Swirls of snoke hang within the hut |ike inprisoned clouds.

Shel ves nmade from crudely worked wood |line the walls of the
dwel ling. A rug depicting a ritual feast covers the entire
floor. An iron pot sits in the center of the room glow ng
coals pulsating dimy wthinit.

The CHI EF is a handsonme Native Anerican nmale of no nore than
forty-five years. His oiled black hair is tied and

el aborately braided behind his head. He wears a skirt of

| eather and a fur vest. He is painting a picture of an old
woman.
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Hal f-caste |leads Billy Lee and Rodney inside the hut. Both

men renove their hats imredi ately upon entering. Rodney is
sweating profusely fromthe fear that grips him

Hal f - caste addresses the Chief in the tribe's unique | anguage.
The Chief responds to Hal f-Caste.
Hal f - Caste says a few nore words.

The Chi ef nods, glances at the two white nen standing at the
doorway. He notions for themto sit. They do.

The Chi ef continues painting.

HALF- CASTE
The Chief w shes to know if Anmagana
has been raped.

BI LLY LEE
| cannot speak for certain on that
matter, but her clothing had not
been sullied or sundered.

Hal f-caste translates to the Chief. The Chi ef, not | ooking
up fromhis painting, replies wwth a few short words.
HALF- CASTE
Can you win her her freedonf
BILLY LEE
The fell ows who took her are dangerous
men.
HALF- CASTE

Al white nen are.

BILLY LEE

| will not argue that point, though
truthfully any man who is hungry,

unl ucky or in |love can be dangerous.
But these nmen... they are killers of
a particularly nasty sort. There is
only one way to deal with a posse

i ke that.

Hal f -caste nods and translates Billy Lee's remarks to the
Chief. The Chief |ooks up fromthe painting into Billy Lee's
eyes. The Chief addresses Billy Lee in a hostile tone. He
does not | ook away as Hal f-caste transl ates.

HALF- CASTE
The Chief says, do not be deceived
by hi s youth.

( MORE)



HALF- CASTE ( CONT' D)
H's father died at a very young age
and he has rul ed the Canhougache
since before he had even seen his
twelfth winter. He is young but he
IS very W se

The Chief, still staring at Billy Lee, says a few nore words.

HALF- CASTE
(conti nui ng)
What do you want in exchange for
killing these nen and rescuing
Amagana?

Rodney's eyes flicker to Billy Lee.
Billy Lee's shoulders relax al nost inperceptibly.
Rodney scratches his bul bous second chin.

BI LLY LEE
| have heard that the rai ndance of
this tribe can summon forth a storm
of trenmendous power.

HALF- CASTE
We have such capabilities. In your
| anguage, the storm would be known
as The Crone's Cataract.

BILLY LEE
| f you sumon forth this stormon a
day of ny determning, and send it
in the direction of ny choosing,
will free Amagana and kill her
captors.

Hal f-caste translates the exchange to the Chief.

Billy Lee fingers his noustache and Rodney tries to even out
the drooping rimof his blue hat.

HALF- CASTE
W will call The Crone's Cataract,
after Amagana has been saved.

Billy Lee | ooks at the Chief and shakes his head.

BI LLY LEE
No. There is a fair chance that
Amagana's captors will kill me or ny
partner here... or at least injure
us. You summon the stormfirst if
you want us to risk our lives killing
men we woul d ot herw se have no reason
to tangle wth.
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Hal f-caste translates Billy Lee's remarks. The Chief does
not | ook pleased. He turns away fromBilly Lee and conti nues
pai nting, giving the elderly woman a | one protruding tooth.

He says a few terse words.

HALF- CASTE
For what purpose is this storm
sumoned?

BILLY LEE
The town of Rattl eborge has becone
qui te successful... too successful
in the eyes of many. If a terrible

storm struck that prosperous |ocale
one week before their crops had been
harvested, Rattl eborge woul d be

pl unged into crisis and many

nei ghboring towns would gain a
significant financial advantage.

HALF- CASTE
As woul d you.

Bl LLY LEE
As woul d I|.

Hal f-caste translates to the Chief. A few guttural noises
are his response.

HALF- CASTE
The busi ness of white nen is of no
concern to him He agrees to sunmon
the stormon the first day of July.

The Chi ef says one | ast thing.

Rage nonentarily registers on Half-caste's face. He
suppresses his anger and speaks in a cool even tone.

HALF- CASTE
(conti nui ng)
| rmust acconpany you to see that
what you claimis true and that you
hold to your word.

BILLY LEE
W have a long ride. Amagana's
captors were headed northwest, into
the nountains. You are welcone to
cone if you w sh

RCODNEY
But we don't got enough-

HALF- CASTE
| will supply nyself.



EXT. OPEN PLAINS - DAWN

Billy Lee, Rodney and Half-caste ride across the plains,
towards the rising sun. Billy Lee's black steed shuffles
slowy as does Rodney's gray palfrey; Half-caste's white
mare steps lightly with her bareback rider atop her.
Rodney's eyelids droop as sleep waps her arns around him

He begins to tilt forward in the saddle.

BILLY LEE
Rodney!
RCDNEY
" m asl eep...errr awake. [|'m awake.

Hal f-caste rides tacitly, ignoring the white nen; his face a
sul | en mask.

Billy Lee trots his horse up directly behind Hal f-caste's.

BI LLY LEE
do not wish to call you half-caste
for the next five weeks. What is
your proper nane?

Wth the fluidity of a water serpent, Billy Lee withdraws a
revol ver fromthe hol ster hidden beneath his suit jacket.

HALF- CASTE
My Canhougache nanme i s-

BLAM

Hal f-caste's face explodes forward in a flurry of bl ood,
bone and brain bits, as if he were screaming in crinson.

Billy Lee holsters his pistol with another serpentine gesture.

Hal f-caste slunps forward onto his white horse, his bl ood
pai nting gory swatches across the steed' s white hide.

Gimacing at the macabre sight, Rodney |ooks over at Billy
Lee.

RODNEY
| was kind of curious what his nane
was though. Weren't you?

BI LLY LEE
No. What that cannibal calls hinself
or thinks is of |ess consequence
than a nigger's shit.



10.
EXT. OPEN PLAINS - NOON

Billy Lee and Rodney ride in silence. Rodney holds the |asso
fastened around the white nare's neck; the third horse goes
agreeably. The brains and bl ood of the dead Native Anerican
have aggl uti nated beneath the hot sun: his broken face adheres
to the mare's back upon which he still sits, slunped forward.

The horses wal k between the cacti that erratically sprout
fromthe sere topography.

Rodney points in the distance.

RCDNEY
| see Jordan.
(squi nting)
It looks like he's still raping that
Amagana gal

Billy Lee says not hi ng.

The horses wal k forward, between the prickly |inbs of the
brown- and green-speckl ed cacti.

RCODNEY
(conti nui ng)
D you suppose he's been rapin' her
continually since we left hinf

BILLY LEE
| believe you nmean conti nuously.

RODNEY
That's what | said.

BI LLY LEE
No. You said continually, which
woul d nean repeatedly, or in repeated
succession but wth breaks in between.
Yet what | believe you wanted to
know was if he had been raping that
savage W t hout stopping since noon
yest er day- whet her Jordan has been
having his way with her continuously
for twenty-four hours.

RODNEY
(noddi ng)
Yeah, Billy Lee. That's what | wanted
to know.
BILLY LEE

| doubt that that is physically
possi bl e.



11.
RODNEY
(di sappoi nt ed)
Yer probably right.
The horses continue forward.
Rodney squi nts and shades his eyes.
RODNEY
(conti nui ng)
Wiy'd he tie her up to a cactus?

Billy Lee lowers his hat's brimin an effort to see through
the refracted |ight.

BILLY LEE
She probably stopped scream ng at
sonme point. | amsure that being

bound face-first to a cactus nakes
her far nore denonstrati ve.

RODNEY
Jordan likes it when they scream and
curse his nane while he's having at
‘em
Billy Lee nods.
The sound of distant SCREAM NG becone faintly audible.
The horses continue forward.

The di stant sound of horrible SCREAMS waft across the cruel
open air.

FADE QOUT:
FADE | N:
EXT. TWENTY PACES OUT OF TOMN - NOON
A freshly pai nted wooden sign swings frombright stee
chainlinks. Witten upon the sign: "You are now entering
Ratt| eborge, Popul ation 1647. 'Wstern Land with Sout hern
Hospitality'"
Behind the sign sits the town: new wood shaped into new
bui I dings, intersected by roads for carriages.
EXT. CENTRAL AVENUE - SAME
MEN and WOMEN of variegated econom c stature (as evidenced
by their dress) walk up the central avenue, surveying the

nunerous cheerful storefronts- creaneries, barbershops, _
funeral hones, chandl eries, cobblers, sal oons- and conversi ng.
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WALTER, a short man of thirty-seven with his blond hair neatly
conbed (parted in the mddle) and wearing a freshly brushed
striped suit, walks towards Sindy's Sal oon. He holds a box
in his hands. H s tie has apparently been tied too tightly.

He clears his throat and swallows dryly.
| NT. SINDY'S SALOON - SAME

Walter wal ks into the unlit establishnment, sunlight follow ng
hi m t hrough the sw nging doors. The ceiling is high, and
fromit hang three electric candelabra, currently dark. The
sw ngi ng of the entrance doors causes light to flash on and
of f throughout the sal oon.

Twenty tables, several m smatched rugs, an upright piano and
a | ong mahogany bar furnish the sal oon.

VWal ter | ooks around for a nonent.
From t he shadows, cones a deep wonanly voi ce.

HUSKY FEMALE VO CE (O.S.)
W' re cl osed.

WALTER
It is |.

HUSKY FEMALE VO CE (O.S.)
Come back | ater

WALTER
It is Walter.

St epping fromthe shadows behind the bar, a bottle in either
hand is SINDY, a buxom wonman of forty-four with a beauty
mar k just above her full lips. Her curly black hair is
streaked with silver and tied up in a knot behind her head,
away from her square, handsone face.

SI NDY
| know who it is. Nobody else in
this entire town says, "It is I.'
WALTER
Well actually, it is granmatically
incorrect to say, 'It is nme' Dbecause-
SI NDY

Go to Engl and or London or New York
if you want to tal k about words al
day. What do you want?

Wal ter opens his nouth to respond.
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SI NDY
(conti nui ng)
| hope whatever's in that box ain't
for ne.

Wal ter | ooks at the box in his hands as if it has magically
appeared there.

WALTER
Ummm

VWalter starts to get nervous.

Sindy places the two whisky bottles on the bar and wal ks
towards Walter.

SI NDY
Listen Walter... you are a nice fella,
and it's nice that you want to give
me things... but-

WALTER

Don't you want then? Don't you use
the dictionary | gave you? Don't
you like ne at least a little bit?

Sindy reaches Walter. She is five inches taller than he is.
Wal ter | ooks up at her.
Si ndy | ooks down at him

SI NDY
We are not conpati bl e.

WALTER
Do you want to be a w dow forever?

SI NDY
The first time you cane in here, you
told ne that nmy nanme was spelled
incorrectly.

WALTER
But it's not too late to change that!

Sindy look irritated.

WALTER
(conti nui ng)
That is why | purchased those books
for you... to help you | earn-

SI NDY
Get out of here you irritating little
man.
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Walter's eyes narrow. He throws the package onto the fl oor.
WALTER
Spel | your nane however you |ike.
You shan't see nme anynore!

Walter turns away from Sindy and | eaves the sal oon w thout
| ooki ng back.

Sindy | ooks at the the box on the floor, which had opened
upon inpact and spilled its contents.

Partially obscured by |avender tissue paper, lies a doll in
a silver dress. The doll has black curly hair and a beauty
mar k above its full lips. It stares up fromthe floor.

Sindy picks the doll up and exam nes it.
It is beautifully crafted and strikingly resenbl es Sindy.

The eyes stare back at her, seemngly sentient. The fingers
are beautifully articulated curves and each nail is painted
t he exact sanme shade of violet as Sindy's present nail polish.

Unexpect ed LAUGHTER bubbl es up within her chest; she tosses
the doll into the spittoon at the end of the bar. It CLANGS
| oudly within.

Sindy retreats into the shadows.
| NT. ERM NE' S BARBERSHCP - DAY

Four reclining barber chairs, each with bronze trim securing

t he uphol stery, line the far wall of the shop. A giant mrror
and two wash basins Iine another wall, opposite a rack with
several periodicals.

ERM NE, a seventy year-old barber who | ooks and noves like a
praying mantis, |athers up a heavyset CUSTOMVER stretched out
before him

CUSTOVER
That | ather snells so good, | al npost
want to eat it.

Ermne smles, dips the brush into the Iather bow, swirls
it around, extricates a puff of foamand coats the custoner's
face.

CUSTOVER
(conti nui ng)
It snells |ike cakes- birthday cakes.

Er m ne nods hi s head. He rests the |ather brush in the bow
and pulls out a straight razor.
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CUSTOVER
(conti nui ng)
D you hear about Binfrey's daughter?

Erm ne vigorously pulls his straight razor across the
shar peni ng strap hangi ng beside the | ather basin. He shakes
hi s head.

ERM NE
Nope.

CUSTOVER
An aunt o' hers- a fancy woman in
the east- passed on and left her a
| ot of noney and a phornagrap.

Er m ne approaches the man, the razor glinting in the stream ng
sunl i ght.

ERM NE
A phonograph did you say? Hmm
How much noney do you suppose?

CUSTOVER
A sizable sum Quite substantial.

Erm ne gently pulls stubble and suds away fromthe custoner's
face, exposing snooth pink swaths of skin.

CUSTOVER
(conti nui ng)
Snells Iike a birthday party.

EXT. TWENTY PACES OQUT OF TOWN - AFTERNOON

A forty-two year-old MAN with a gun on either hip wal ks
towards the swinging town sign. The man's clothing is bl ack
and covered with dust, as is his thick suitcase; he wears
his black and gray hair long and untied; his short beard is
cl osel y shaved.

H s brown eyes are dark alnost to the point of |ooking |ike
burni shed coals. He has nore than half a dozen deep, circular
scars on his cheeks, ugly red craters burrowed into his sun-
bronzed skin around his hawki sh nose. H's hat is a wde
brimwith a dangling |leather chin strap. H's nanme is ABRAHAM

Abraham wal ks directly to the swinging sign and runs his
finger along the bevelled word, Rattl eborge.

He | ooks up at the town.

Abr aham wal ks f orwar d.
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EXT. CENTRAL AVENUE - MOMENTS LATER

Abr aham wal ks anongst the people of Rattleborge, conspicuously
dark and dirty amdst their fresh, bright colors and faces.
Hi s heavy boots sound noisily on the sidewal k pl anks beneath
hi m

| NT. HOTEL RUDDI NGTON - MOMENTS LATER

Abraham enters the | obby of the hotel- the notion of the
door stirs atiny bell tolife. R NG R NG R NG

Abraham | ooks up at the two electric ceiling fans spinning
above him He | ooks around the room furnished with two
green sofas, a periodical rack and a check-in counter, behind
whi ch sits MABELLE, a chubby young bl ond- hai red woman of

ni neteen. She | ooks up fromthe | eatherbound novel that she
clutches like an infant in her plunp hands.

ABRAHAM
| would like to rent a room

Mabel l e regards his dirty apparel and thick accent with
suspi cion. She then sees the guns on his hips.

MABELLE
Strangers aren't allowed to carry
guns in Rattl eborge.

ABRAHAM
l"msorry. | was not aware of this
policy. Wuere do |l go to turn in ny

pi stol s?
The door opens, followed by the bell's insistent R NG NG

A fifty-six year old man enters the room He is wearing
brown sl acks and a brown vest over a blue shirt. He is tall,
stocky and strong and has bright blue eyes |odged within his
sun-winkled face. Wat remains of his receded sandy hair

is conbed straight back. Hi's nane is PICKMAN, he wears a
sheriff's badge on his vest.

Pl CKMAN
"Il take those pistols.

Abraham reaches for his pistols.

Pl CKMAN
(conti nui ng)
| said, I'll take "em Hold your

hands out and away from your sides.

Abraham conplies and slowy extends his arns out, away from
hi s guns.

Pi ckman appr oaches Abraham
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Pi ckman reaches over and withdraws the pistols from Abraham s
hol sters.

Pi ckman | ooks at Abrahanmis thick bl ack suitcase.
Pl CKMAN

(conti nui ng)
You got any guns in there?

ABRAHAM
| do not.

Pl CKMAN
If you lie tonme, I'lIl throw you in
jail and fine you every cent you' ve
got. 1'Il only ask you one nore

time- you got any guns in there?
Pi ckman taps the suitcase with the tip of his toe.

ABRAHAM
| do not.

Pi ckman nods and grins, though the smle does not reach his
deepset eyes. He shoves Pickman's two pistols beneath his

own belt, next to the two silver-plated revolvers he regularly
carries.

ABRAHAM
(conti nui ng)
You m ght need a bigger belt, Sheriff.

Pickman admts a brief, but genui ne CHUCKLE
Pl CKMAN

You can have these back whenever you
| eave, M ster...

ABRAHAM
Wi ss. Abraham Wi ss.
Pl CKMAN
Enj oy your stay in Rattleborge, M.

Wi ss.
The Sheriff turns and | eaves.
Abraham turns back to face Mabelle at the counter
ABRAHAM
| would like to rent a room
Preferably one with no w ndows.

Mabel | e | ooks quizzically at Abraham
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MABELLE
Al of our roons have w ndows, M.
Wei ss. .. hough there's one on the
third floor with only one wi ndow on
the south wall and it never gets
direct sunlight. There's a curtain
you can draw i f you choose too.

ABRAHAM
(noddi ng)
Thank you. That roomw || suffice.

Mabell e smles, though it is clear that she finds Abraham a
bit unnerving.

EXT. CENTRAL AVENUE - TW LI GHT

The street is painted with golden twilight sun. The |ong
shadows of the strolling residents and rolling carriages
streak across the dusty road.

Sheriff Pickman, now wearing a brown hat to match his vest
and pants, wal ks along the street, his sharp eyes surveying
t he peopl e he protects.

MALE VO CE (O S.)
Sheri ff!

Pickman turns in the direction of the caller.

A young couple seated in a horse drawn carriage rolls up the
avenue. CRANT waves am cably at Pickman and the woman besi de
him DONNA, smles pleasantly. They are both dressed in

i mmacul ate cl ot hing and have the bright teeth and shoes to
mat ch.

Pl CKVAN
Good evening M. And Ms. Gant Tylor
the Second. Of to the church dance
" m guessin' ?

GRANT

(effervescing)
We are indeed. Reverend Hodgeson's
got a swell colored fella who can
sing and play piano better than anyone
| ever heard, white or otherw se.
He nmakes you just want to dance until
you pass out from so nuch sweating
and scream ng and spi nning and

st onpi ng.

Pi ckman smrks at Grant's ent husi asm
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Pl CKMAN
Well, don't tranple Donna's sweet
feet wwth that fancy footwork of

yours.

(1 ooki ng at Donna)
Count your toes when the evening's

through. That's

an order fromthe

Sheriff.
DONNA
I will.
Pl CKMAN
| f you have any less than ten, send
for me or Deputy Cooperson.
DONNA
I will.
Pl CKMAN
Good ni ght now.
GRANT

Good night Sheriff. WMy the Lord
wat ch over you as you watch over us.

Pl CKMAN
Let's hope he does that.

Pickman grins, tilts his hat to the young couple and wal ks
along the central street of his town.

Pi ckman | ooks to his left.

The lights go on inside of Sindy's

Sal oon. The buxom proprietor is talking to her enpl oyees;

she does not | ook pl eased.

Pi ckman wal ks a few nore paces, taking in the |ate day
activities. Five storefronts down, the praying mantis-Iike
barber Erm ne is closing his barbershop.

The Sheriff stops for a nonent. He withdraws a cigarette

fromhis vest and puts it i

nto his nouth. He strikes a natch

on the heel of his boot and lights his cigarette. He shakes
the match and drops the extinguished tinder into the pocket

of his light blue shirt.

Cigarette tip aglow, Pickman turns around and | ooks at the
far end of the avenue, from which he cane. In the distance

he sees Hotel Ruddi ngton.
slow cigarette drag

He stares at the hotel for a |ong,

As he exhales, his eyes turn to the two extra pistols | odged

in his belt- Abraham Wi ss

pi stol s.

Pi ckman | ooks up fromthe stranger's guns and surveys the

near by storefronts.
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He sees: a creanery, another saloon, a funeral hone, a pet
shop, and a jewelry store.

An elderly man with a tomato-red conplexion and wiry,

oversi zed hands stands outside of the jewelry store, |ocking

the front door. Pickman extinguishes his cigarette on the
heel of his boot, drops it in his shirt pocket beside the
used match, and jogs over to the establishnment, naned
McDonel ly's Fine Jewels and Thi ngs.

Pl CKMAN
(continuing; calling
ahead)
M ster MDonelly. Just a nonent.

Pi ckman jogs up to the decking in front of the store.

HUBERT MCDONELLY | ooks up in alarm but rel axes when he
recogni zes Pi ckman.

HUBERT
I"'mglad it's you Sheriff. As a
jeweler, 1've not had too many good

experiences that began with soneone
running at nme and hol | eri ng.

Pl CKMAN
(wi nded)
Apol ogi ze... M. MDonelly-
HUBERT
Hubert, please.
Pl CKMAN
| apol ogi ze Hubert. | just wanted

to get your opinion on sonething
before you left for hone.

Hubert's shoul ders sl unp; he | ooks di sappoi nt ed.

HUBERT
Today was a slow day... | was hoping
you wanted to buy sonething for the
little |ady.

Pl CKMAN

Things are a bit tight right now,
but whenever the Mayor pays out that
bonus he owes ne, | promse |'|

come here right away.

Hubert shrugs, accepting but not pleased with this conprom se.

He licks a brass key and then inserts it into the top | ock

and undoes the latch. He then licks an iron key and inserts

it into the keyhol e above the doorknob and twists it.
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HUBERT
They don't slide in correctly unless
you |l ubricate them

Wth a huge, knob-knuckl ed hand, he gestures for the Sheriff
to enter McDonelly's Fine Jewels and Things.

I NT. MCDONELLY'S FI NE JEVWELS AND THI NGS - SAME

A glass counter filled with jewelry and | ess val uabl e
kni ckknacks lines three of the four walls of the

establi shnment, leaving only a narrow space behind it for
Hubert to maneuver. Another | ocked door leads to the

i nventory room

Sonme gol den tw |ight sneaks past the w ndows, though the
space is predom nantly dark.

HUBERT
As a rule, | don't turn the electric
lights on after closing tine.

Pl CKMAN
I"d not ask it of you.

Hubert nods in affirmation.

HUBERT
How can | be of service to
Rattl eborge's finest?

Pl CKMAN
stranger cone into town today- a
queer | ooking fellow swarthy, covered
with scars and dressed up all in
bl ack. Hi's accent definitely marked
hi m f or European, but shoot ne in
the foot if | can tell which country
he cones from though not Engl and- |
heard plenty of Englishnmen in ny
tine.

HUBERT
| don't |ike Englishnmen. Not one
bit. They wal k around thinki ng
they're so smart and proper. \Wen
nmy father died with the fever, his
doctor was Engli sh.
That fancy accent didn't help ny
father none. Wenever | hear a man
speak that way- in that effem nate,

nigh unintelligible style- 1 always
thing of that damm English doctor
sayi ng,

(in an English accent)
"There is nothing I can do for him"
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Pl CKMAN
|"mnot fond of the English nyself.
But, as | said, the stranger isn't
English or French, cause | heard
sonme Frenchnmen in ny tine too.

HUBERT

A French woman-- now that's a thing
to hear. That damm accent is so
adorable it tickles your eardruns
i ke pink feathers.

(Hubert sm |l es upon

reflection)
So where is this fella from you

s' pose?

Pl CKMAN
Per haps Sweden or Gernmany, or sone
ot her way off place. | was hoping

you could help figure out a little
bit about him As with any stranger
who wal ks into town, | confiscated
his pistols.

HUBERT
(noddi ng appr obati on)
That's showin' himwho carries the
stick in these parts. You want ne
to exam ne his guns?

Pi ckman nods.

Pl CKMAN
| do.

The Sheriff wthdraws one of the pistols fromhis belt and
lays it upon a portion of the counter illum nated by the
orange twlight.

Hubert wal ks behind the counter and from a hi dden shel f picks
up a lorgnette.

Pi ckman | ooks at the gilded, |ong-handl ed opera glasses with
mld amusenent.

HUBERT
My jewel er's eyepi ece broke. |
ordered a new one fromthe east, but
in the neantine I'musing the wife's
opera gl asses.

Pl CKMAN
You're a resourceful fell ow

Hubert raises the lorgnette to his eyes and | ooks at the
pi stol resting upon the counter. He squints.
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Hubert takes a couple of steps away fromthe pistol, still
| ooki ng through the lorgnette.

HUBERT
Problemis, you can't stand too cl ose
to what you're | ooking at.

Hubert takes a third step away fromthe pistol, still peering
t hrough the lorgnette.

HUBERT
(conti nui ng)
St ei ssel bach

Pl CKMAN
Pardon ne?

HUBERT
St ei ssel bach. Engraved beneath the
barrel it says Steissel bach
(1 ooki ng at Pi ckman)
Was that the fella's nane?

Pl CKMAN
That's not the nane he proffered.
He call ed hinsel f Abraham Wi ss.

Hubert's eyes return to the lorgnette, oddly magnified by
t he bul bous glass at the far end.

Pl CKMAN
(conti nui ng)
You think he lied to me about his
name or do you suppose that
St ei ssel bach is the make of the
pi stol ?

HUBERT
| think it's the nake of the pistol..
or possibly the nane of the town the
pi stol was made in.

Hubert rests the lorgnette upon the glass counter.

HUBERT
(conti nui ng)
Mnd if | handle the weapon, Sheriff?

Pl CKMAN
Go ahead, but be careful- it's | oaded.

Hubert wal ks over to the gun and lifts it. He SNAPS the
front suspension | ever down and the barrel swivels out into
a |l oading position in one quick, autonmated notion.

HUBERT
Fancy.
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Hubert plucks a bullet froma chanber and pl aces the gun
down upon the counter

Hubert raises the bullet to his eye, squinting.

HUBERT
(conti nui ng)
Hhmm

Hubert rests the bullet in the patch of sunlight and again
lifts the lorgnette to his face.

HUBERT
(conti nui ng)
Hnmmmmm

Hubert take one m ncing step backward, staring at the bullet
t hrough the lorgnette.

HUBERT
(conti nui ng)
el |!

Pi ckman patiently awaits Hubert's expl anati on.

HUBERT
(conti nui ng)
Sheriff, would you mnd placing a
few nore rounds fromthat gun beside
the one I'mlookin' at?

Pi ckman upends Weiss' pistol; the bullets fall into his cupped
| eft hand.

Pi ckman stands the bullets up beside the first like little
toy sol diers.

Hubert sw vels his head and | orgnette al nost inperceptibly.

HUBERT
(conti nui ng)
An illustration has been etched into
t he head of each bullet. The etching
is of a young woman's face. A pretty,
dark-haired gal with a | ong nose.

Pi ckman pi cks up one of the rounds and raises it into the
stream ng sunlight. He squints as he stares at it, in an
effort to discern the inmage.

Pl CKMAN
| can barely see it, but | see it.

Hubert, nodding, rests the lorgnette down and | ooks at
Pi ckman.
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Pl CKMAN
(conti nui ng)
You ever cone across bullets |ike
t hese before?

HUBERT
Never. To carve such detail ed work
by hand... is far beyond the
capabilities of any jeweler |'ve

ever net.

Hubert taps his knob-knuckled fingers on his forehead as he
ponders the bullets.

HUBERT
(conti nui ng)
They say that the nost skilled Chinese
can paint a pretty vista on a single
grain of rice. Any chance that this
fella' s a Chi naman?

Pi ckman wal ks over to Wiss' pistol and one by one returns
the cartridges to their chanbers.

Pl CKMAN
Nah. He's no Oiental.

Pi ckman shuts the cylinder with a CLICK

HUBERT
You gonna | ock him up?

Pi ckman shoves the pistol back into his belt; he tucks his
bl ue shirt further in and shakes his head.

Pl CKIVAN
For having pretty bullets? No |aw
agai nst that.

Hubert seens a |little disappointed that no arrest will be
made.

Pl CKMAN
(conti nui ng)
Thanks for your time and your
knowl edge Hubert. You been a big
hel p.

HUBERT
Thanks for keeping our town safe
Sheriff. Renmenber MDonelly's Fine
Jewel s and Things after the Myor
pays out that bonus he owes you.
And you deserve it too- |'ve never
heard of any town this size wthout
a single killing in its books.
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Pi ckman nods, grins, turns and departs.
EXT. PI CKMAN S HOUSE - DUSK

Just beyond the perineter of dowmmtown Rattleborge lie the
houses of its citizens, each set upon half or full acre lots
of green grass demarcated by white, brown or yell ow picket

f ences.

Half a mle into this grouping of domciles sits Sheriff
Pi ckman' s house, a dark brown two story edifice with bright
yell ow fences and trim

Pi ckman wal ks up the stone wal kway towards the wooden porch
that fronts his house. He carries a brown paper bag, the
contents of which are seem ngly substantial. He no |onger
carries Wiss' pistols.

From the yard next door conme the shrill G GGLES of two boys
runni ng after each other in a heated gane of tag.

Pi ckman wal ks up the steps, onto his porch.

Pi ckman wal ks over to the cast-iron bootscrape beside the
door and drags the soles of his brown | eather boots across
its ridge, one after the other.

| NT. CGREETI NG ROOM - SAME

The Sheriff walks into the greeting area. He rests the bag
on a nearby table, hangs his hat and his jacket on the w ought
iron coat rack and stretches his arns.

He picks up the brown bag and wal ks down the hall.
| NT. KITCHEN - SAME

Besi de the wood-burning stove is a | ong butcher block counter,
at which stands VALERIE, a petite blond woman of forty-three
years. Her delicate pretty features belie her age- she could
pass for ten or fifteen years younger than she is- but a few
hard lines crack the edges of her eyes and the sides of her
nose, indicating that she is not in her twenties.

Valerie is busy rolling out the dough for a pie crust and
does not notice Pickman enter the room

He watches her roll out the dough and dust it cerenonially
with flour as if she were a holy priest. She presses the
heel of her hand into the dough and works it out fromthe
center in circular notions. She picks up a tarnished fork
and pricks the dough in a rapid, systematic way.

Pl CKMAN
You baking that for nme, Val?

Val erie | ooks up fromthe pie.



VALERI E
No.

Pickman is surprised by his wife's brusque response.
sets down the brown paper bag and wal ks over to her.

Pl CKIVAN
Sonmethin' the matter?
VALERI E
Alicia Binfrey's aunt died.
Pl CKIVAN
That's sad... though | wasn't aware

that you had any dealings with Alicia
Binfrey's aunt.

VALERI E
| don't. | didn't.

Pi ckman waits for his wife to expl ain.
Val eri e shakes the flour from her hands and SI GHS.

VALERI E
(conti nui ng)
Jani ce suggested that we all bake
pies and take themover to Alicia
Binfrey's to show our sorrow at her

| oss.
Pl CKIVAN
Seens |like a considerate thing to
do.
VALERI E
It's not. Janice doesn't like Alicia
at all, not one bit... she just wants

to ingratiate herself to Alicia, now
that Alicia's wealthy and has a
phonogr aph.

Pi ckman shakes his head, disapprovingly.

Pl CKMAN
Well that seens a bit | ow

VALERI E
(noddi ng)
It is. But if |I didn't nmake anyt hi ng,
Janice and the | adies would spend
the entire afternoon at Alicia's
maki ng derisive remarks about ne.
So | made this- to thwart her
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Val erie nods affirmng her plan. She points to the pie crust
and the nearby bowl containing a macerated cherry, ripe
rhubarb and sour brandy filling.

VALERI E

(conti nui ng)
"1l deliver it tonorrow norning-
just before the other |adies show up-
and express ny condol ences to Alicia.
"1l | eave when Janice and the | adies
arrive, so that they know t hey've
been beaten. If | have to play their
stupid game, | mght as well put
sonme matches in their garters.

Pickman's face is split wide by a gigantic grin.

Pl CKMAN
You' re adorable. Even when you're
devious you're cuter than a kitten
made out of pol ka-dotted cotton candy.

Pickman licks his thunb and wi pes a snmudge of flour fromhis
w fe' s chin.

VALERI E
If | were taller, you would take ne
nore seriously.

Pl CKMAN
Six days a week | wal k around with
guns on ny hips, looking into the
mal i ci ous eyes of m screants, |ocking
up churlish drunks and breaki ng up
di sputes, civil and otherw se. Wen
| cone hone, the last thing I want
to be is serious. | want to feel
the lightness of youth Val, not the
wei ght of the grave.

Pi ckman runs his hand over his bare scalp to the point from
which his retreating hair has not yet surrendered.

VALERI E
Roger . . .

Pl CKMAN
You keep me feeling young Val, and
dammit if you don't | ook exactly the
same as when | first net you

Val erie just stares at her husband, smling, flushed, her
eyes sparkling.

VALERI E
VWat a flatterer you are, Sheriff.
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She | eans over and ki sses Pickman on the nouth. He wraps
his strong arns around her and ki sses her back, passionately.

EXT. CATTLEBRUSH CASI NO - NI GHT

Men in suits or tuxedos and ladies in formal gowns wal k up
to the casino's facade, which has an electric sign conprised
of small illumned light bul bs reading, 'Cattlebrush.’

| NT. CATTLEBRUSH CASI NO - NI GHT

The casino is near its capacity, wth over one hundred patrons
i nsi de, ganbling, talking, drinking and | aughing.

Ten card tables Iine one wall and five roul ette wheels
another. Wiitresses selling cigars and carrying drinks weave
t hroughout the seated patrons.

In the back corner is a staircase |eading up to an oaken
door; beveled into the solitary door are two words, 'Men's
Club.’

Three elderly nen in worn, denuded tuxedoes walk into the
casino's main entrance. Each man clutches the gil ded head
of a long slender cane in his right hand. They are all tall
and sl ender and posses an inpressive anount of white hair,
especi ally when considering that the youngest is at | east
eighty years old. They are the GOULEY BROTHERS.

A few patrons point to or eyeball the Goul ey Brothers.

The Goul ey Brothers slowy wal k across the casino's polished
floor, the crowd parting before them

They surround a bl ackj ack table and take three seats, beside
the two PLAYERS al ready seated. Each of the Goul ey Brothers
rests his cane across his |ap.

The DEALER, a twenty-five year-old man with a patch over his
left eye, SIGHS. The other two PLAYERS at the bl ackjack
tabl e stand up and | eave.

The tabl e now bel ongs to the Goul eys.

Each Goul ey tosses two chips to the center of the green felt-
covered table, as does the Deal er.

GREG GOULEY
(to the deal er)
Deal .

The deal er slaps cards face down in front of each Goul ey and
then returns with the face up card: seven of hearts, ace of
clubs, and a five of spades.

The Goul eys peek at their hidden cards.
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The deal er lays a nine of clubs upon his own face-down card.

GREG GOULEY
(conti nui ng)
Hit.
GARRET GOULEY
Stick.
GODFREY GOULEY
Hit.

The deal er nakes his second pass: jack of clubs, and a six
of hearts.

GREG GOULEY
| ' m bust ed.

GODFREY GOULEY
Hol d.

GARRET GOULEY
(to Godfrey)
| say we double the pot.

Garret throws in four chips. Godfrey nods and throws in
four chips.

The Deal er shakes hi s head.

DEALER
The house fol ds.

Garret shows his hand: a nine and an ace.
Godfrey shows his hand: a ten, a five and a si X.

Godfrey grabs the sixteen chips. He gives five to Garret,
five to Geg and keeps the other six.

GODFREY GOULEY
Let's rai se the ante.

The Deal er | ooks sourly at the old nen.

Across the way at the bar, sits the dimnutive, blonde-haired
dol | -maker Walter, nursing a |l arge beer stein. He still
wears the snug suit that he wore to Sindy's Sal oon earlier
that day. He watches the Gouley Brothers play cards through
the mrror hanging behind the shelves of |iquor.

The BARTENDER, a young man with freckles, sandy hair and a
red bowtie, walks over to Walter.

BARTENDER
You want anot her?
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WALTER
Thank you, but |'ve not yet quaffed
this one inits entirety.

The Bartender blinks quizzically at Walter's diction and
then turns to wal k away to another custonmer. Wlter calls
after him

WALTER
(conti nui ng)
Excuse nme sir.

The Bartender turns back around.

WALTER
(conti nui ng)
| wish to put a query to you. Wy
is it that nobody chooses to play
cards with those octogenarians?
They seem | i ke respectabl e gentl enen.

BARTENDER
The Goul ey Brothers? Any bl ackjack
table they sit at | oses noney, plain
and sinple. One of the Gouleys- |I'm
not sure which- plays it risky and
usual |y busts. He always goes for
twenty-one even if he's got a strong
hand |i ke ei ghteen or nineteen.
Anot her one plays it in the mddle,
hopi ng for twenty-one, but sticking
wi th anyt hi ng hi gher than sixteen.
And the last Gouley, he plays it
very safe, in case the other two
bust. In the end, they don't care
which one wins at all, as long as
t he house | oses. And once they sit,
they stay seated until closing tinme-
|'ve never once seen any of 'em get
a drink or go to the toilet.

VWal ter turns around on the bar stool- fromwhich his short

|l egs dangle like a child's in a high chair- and | ooks at the
Goul ey Brothers. Geg Gouley is dividing his newWy acquired
chi ps between hinself and his two brothers.

Walter turns back to the Bartender.

WALTER
That table can seat as nmany as nine
pl ayers. They could be beaten if
ot her people stayed on and pl ayed
agai nst them
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BARTENDER
Wel |l they got an additional strategy
workin' for "em- they snell |ike

skunk puke.

The door to the casino swings wide and in steps a man wearing
brown pants, a blue shirt, a leather tie and a brown vest
with a badge. He is twenty-eight, fit, handsone and has his
sandy hair cut so short it |ooks like velvet. He is DEPUTY
COOPERSON.

Two WAI TRESSES carryi ng cigar boxes on silver trays nake a
beel i ne for Deputy Cooperson.

Cooperson's hazel eyes flicker to both of the wonmen scuttling
towards him and the cigar boxes nestled below their
vol um nous cl eavage.

VWal ter enviously watches the pair of shapely wonen nove
towards the deputy.

WALTER
|"d wager handsonely that Deputy
Cooperson coul d bed any woman of his
choosing in Rattl eborge- married or
ot herw se.

BARTENDER
I'"d not take that wager- he coul d,
only he won't: he's a pious man.
Truly devout. And smart too. He
studied to be a | awer back in
Massachusetts. Went to sone fancy
col | ege and everyt hi ng.

WALTER
How did he wind up in Rattl eborge?

The Bartender shrugs.

BARTENDER
Per haps being Catholic ain't the way
to go.

The first Waitress ki sses Cooperson on the cheek, slowy
with alittle, alnost inaudible, SIGH

The second Waitress kisses Cooperson on the opposite side of
his face, even nore slowy. She MOANS quietly when she

wi thdraws her plush lips fromhis cl ean-shaven cheek, where
she has painted her lips in carm ne.

BARTENDER
(conti nui ng)
O perhaps being Catholic is the way
to go.
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| NT. HOTEL RUDDI NGTON - TEN O CLOCK PM
Mabel le sits at the hotel counter clutching her book, reading
by the light of an oil lanp set upon the counter. Her
concentration upon the book she grips is quite trenmendous
the book is entitled, 'The Weird Black Mask fromthe Gol den
Zi ggurat of Nango-to.'
She hears a GROAN com ng from upstairs.

Mabel I e i nserts her placehol der, shuts the book and | ooks
worriedly at the stairwell.

After a nmonment's indecision, she hops off of the stool and
wal ks toward the stairs.

She | ooks up towards darkened | anding of the second fl oor.
She listens for a noment, but hears not hing.

Mabel | e apprehensively puts her foot on the first stair; it
CREAKS | oudl y beneat h her.

Somet hi ng SLAMS | oudly upstairs. WMbelle junps at the abrupt
sound.

The chubby receptioni st wal ks back to the counter and lifts
the oil lantern by its curved suspension handle. Swall ow ng
her fear, she turns back to the stairwell and wal ks towards
it.

She | ooks up at the darkened | anding of the second fl oor,
raising her lantern al oft, ahead of her.

The | um nance of the lantern spills onto the | anding,
reveal i ng... nothing.

Mabel | e ascends the stairwell, each step CREAKI NG beneath
her.

| NT. SECOND FLOOR LANDI NG - SAME
Mabel I e, gripping the banister, clinbs to the second | evel.

She wal ks across the enpty landing to the foot of the next
stairwel|.

Mabel | e rai ses the | antern.

Abraham wearing a |long black robe, is standing on the
| andi ng, staring down at her.

Mabel | e SCREAMS.

Abraham t akes a step down the staircase, towards Mbelle.
He i s shaking his head back and forth.
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Hi s scarred face is pale and covered with a sheen of sweat;
a lone trickle of blood drips fromhis right cheek.

ABRAHAM
VWat is the matter?

Mabel | e takes one step back, away from Abraham

ABRAHAM
(conti nui ng)
| mean you no harm sweet chil d.

MABELLE
| -1 heard a n-noi se.

ABRAHAM
apol ogi ze if | disturbed you. I
Il be more considerate in the
ture Good eveni ng.

I

Wi

fu
Abraham turns away from Mabel |l e.

As he wal ks up the stairs, Mbelle resolves to take charge
of the situation

MABELLE
VWhat're you doing up there, in th-
t hat roon?

Abr aham does not turn around, but continues up the stairs
and, enshrouded in his black robe, disappears into the
dar kness.

MABELLE
(conti nui ng)
Excuse me, M. Weiss?

The sound of his door being SHUT and then LOCKED is his tacit
response.

| NT. PI CKMAN' S BEDROOM - ELEVEN O CLOCK

Pickman and Valerie lie in bed together; they are both nude.
A thin sheet covers each themfromthe wai st down.

Valerie lies on her stomach and Pickman on his side, running

his weat hered fingertips up and down the snooth crevasse in
the center of his wife's back

Pl CKMAN
Are you gonna nmake ne take anot her
bat h?

VALERI E

No. But perhaps you should wash out
your mnust ache.



Pl CKMAN
Nah, | like it when it
way.
Val erie | ooks into her husband's

VALERI E
That' s sweet.

Pl CKMVAN
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snell s that

eyes.

Not really. More like calf's |iver
m xed with catch of the day.

Val erie playfully pokes Pickman

in the side. He CHORTLES.

VALERI E
Well | guess it's a good thing that
your nother nmade you eat so nuch
[iver when you were little.

Pl CKIVAN
Bein' from Texas ain't all bad.

Pi ckman ki sses his wife on the n

VALERI E
Any news fromthe Mayo
payi ng out that bonus?

Pi ckman SI GHS.

Pl CKIVAN
He's got other priorit
t he harvest -

VALERI E
Don't make excuses for
He prom sed you an add
if you kept this town
have. Not one killing
been Sheriff- not one.

eck.

r on when he's

ies right now,

hi m Roger.
itional stipend
safe and you
since you've

Besi des, we

could really use the noney.

Pl CKIVAN
| know, | know. I'll
tomorrow. You happy?

VALERI E
| will be in a noment,

Val erie smles as she slides her
bet ween her husband' s | egs.

Pl CKIVAN
Wman, you've got one
naughty | eft hand.

talk to him

Sheri ff.

hand beneat h t he sheet,

hell of a
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Pi ckman grabs her |eft shoulder and rolls her onto her back;
he then clinbs on top of her, bringing his face i medi ately
before hers. She waps her |egs around him her feet poking
up through the sheet tangled about their waists.

They I ook into each other's eyes and find a slow rhyt hm
t oget her.

They do not say anot her word.
INT. MEN' S CLUB WTH N THE CATTLEBRUSH CASI NO - M DNI GHT

The Men's Cub is filled with thick cigar snoke and the five
beefy bull-I1ke MEN who exhale it. They sit in plushly
uphol stered chairs surrounded by ashtrays, | eather-bound
books and smal | dark drinks.

Deputy Cooperson opens the door and wal ks into the roonm one
of the waitresses, JESS WALKER, showcasing her |um nous smle
and vol um nous cl eavage, is hooked to his left el bow. He
shuts the door behind him

HOGAN, a beefy sixty-two year old man in a shinning blue
suit with gray pinstripes, |ooks up through his spectacles
at the Deputy and his conpani on.

HOGAN
(to Cooperson)
Didn't seemto ne to be that
conplicated of a concept. Rather
sinple in fact, 1'd say, especially
for a schol ar.

DUGAN, his portlier mrror image, nods in agreenent.

DUGAN
Especi all y when consi deri ng that
superior background he's got.

Hogan i nhal es deeply through his fat cigar. He exhal es.

HOGAN
Men's cl ub.

Cooperson smles, revealing two perfect rows of teeth.

COOPERSON

(with a slight Boston

accent)
| do not plan on staying Mayor Hogan-
| promsed to escort M ss Wl ker
home this evening. But before |I do
so, | wanted to stop in and nmake a
recommendation, if | may.

Mayor Hogan | ooks at Dugan and the other three nen's cl ub
Bul | s.



37.

HOGAN
(to the club menbers)
Shall | indul ge the Deputy?

DUGAN
| ndul ge the deputy.

Hogan waves theatrically wth his cigar

The nen's

The Bulls

HOGAN
The Mayor awaits his Deputy's fine
and t houghtful council.

COOPERSON
Now | know that you have a | ot of
things on your table at all tines...

HOGAN
(to the Bulls)
Is that... is he... is he remarking

upon ny... nmy girth? 1 thought I
was slimand waifish.

club Bulls LAUGH, as does Hogan hinsel f.

HOGAN
(conti nui ng)
Continue Deputy. | was just havin

some fun at ny own expense.

COOPERSON
| know you are a busy man, but |
wanted to suggest that- if you could
find the tinme- you pay Sheriff Pickman
t hat bonus you have prom sed him

HOGAN
| was gettin' around to it, | was
gettin' around to it... and I"']|
swear that to any lord not listenin'
ri ght now.
LAUGH.

HOGAN

(conti nui ng)
Way you so concerned with Pickman's

pay?

COOPERSON
Pickman is a mghty and rightfully
proud man and | think he feels
enbarrassed to ask you about his

due... yet he and Ms. Pickman are
still in debt to the bank and |iving
tight.

( MORE)
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COOPERSON ( CONT' D)
They took out a | ot of | oans when
their little girl becane ill... and...
and afterwards.

Hogan's jovi al deneanor abates; he shakes his head sadly.

HOGAN
Say not anot her word Cooperson, not
anot her word on the matter. |1've

been thoughtl ess. An inconsiderate
ass. Best Sheriff in the West
deserves his bonus and probably a
raise too. |It's only because Pickman
does such a fine job that | don't

t hi nk about himnor any o' you
Deputies too often-- and that's an

entirely truthful fact. [I'll see
the treasurer about it first thing
t onmor r ow.

Cooper son nods appreciatively.

COOPERSON
Thank you Mayor. Have a good ni ght
fellas.
Cooperson turns around, still escorting Jess Wal ker by the
arm
HOGAN

Aren't you a devout man, Deputy?
Cooperson turns his head and nods.

COOPERSON
| am

Hogan raises his cigar in the air and points the snol dering
end in the direction of Jess Wil ker's posterior.

COOPERSON
(conti nui ng)
| am escorting Mss Wal ker hone,
not hi ng nore.

Jess frowns slightly at the Deputy's words.
Cooperson and Jess | eave, shutting the door behind thensel ves.
Dugan sips sone brandy and | ooks at the Mayor.
DUGAN
You believe the Deputy? You think

he's just gonna wal k that pretty gal
home and not invite hinself in?
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HOGAN

| do believe him | do. Deputy
Cooperson's head is so full of book
know edge and Jesus that there's no
roomleft for the good stuff.

(beat)
He's the smartest inbecile | ever
net .

EXT. CENTRAL AVENUE - MOMENTS LATER

Cooperson wal ks al ong the avenue, escorting Jess \Wal ker, who
now wears a | ongcoat over her skinpy waitress attire.

Jess stares at Cooperson, while he stares at the stars.

JESS

Thank you for wal ki ng me back, Deputy.
COOPERSON

My pleasure. | enjoy any opportunity

to serve the people of Rattleborge
and admre the majestic creations of
the Lord.

Jess is disappointed by his answer; Cooperson is oblivious
to her reaction.

COOPERSON
(conti nui ng)
Have you ever seen the aurora
borealis, Mss Wal ker- the northern
[ights?

JESS
VWhat ' re those?

COOPERSON
It's a di aphanous sheet of |ight
that floats at the top world. Sone
scientists think that it's a
reflection of the sun fromthe other
side of the world, but that's too
si npl e and noreover it doesn't explain
why it's there.

JESS
Way do you think it's there, Deputy?

COOPERSON
| think it's God's way of saying, 'l
am here and | will protect you.'

Directly in front of Erm ne's Barbershop, Jess stops wal king
and turns to face Cooperson. She |ooks at him closes her
eyes and tilts her head back, waiting to be kissed.
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COOPERSON
(conti nui ng)
You are a pretty wonman Jess Wl ker -
painfully pretty- but I amafraid
that we had best keep wal ki ng.

Jess opens her eyes, which sparkle with tears. Cooperson
t akes her arm again and they continue to wal k up the avenue.

Up ahead, Cooperson see two MEN engaging in a heated argunent.

COOPERSON
(continuing; calling
ahead)
Si rmer down there, gentlenen!

The two MEN continue arguing. Cooperson | ooks at Jess.

COOPERSON
(conti nui ng)
Just a noment M ss \Wal ker.

Cooperson jogs over to the arguing Men.
One of them hold a broken bottle, the other a knife.

Wth his right hand, Cooperson w thdraws one of his two
pistols. He points it at the ground.

BLAM

The two Men | ook over at him

Cooperson draws his second pistol. 1In an instant, he trains
a barrel at each man's |eft kneecap.

COOPERSON
(conti nui ng)
Drop your weapons unless you |ike
the idea of linping for the rest of
your days. | swear to Christ almghty
that I wll not ask you second tine.

The Men stare at him the fury of their argunment rapidly
abat i ng.

The first man drops his knife; the second man tosses the
neck of the broken bottle towards the barbershop.

Cooperson |lowers his pistols, but keeps them drawn.

COOPERSON
(conti nui ng)
What was the squabble about? A girl?
Someone cheated at cards?
( MORE)



The Men wal k over to their
They both stare at the ground.

agai n.

COOPERSON ( CONT' D)
Sonmeone insulted soneone's boots or
hat? Trust ne fellas, whatever it
is, it's not worth getting knifed,
gouged, shot in the leg or |ocked up
over. Pick up your hats.

COOPERSON

(conti nui ng)
Charlie you wal k north, Haskell you
wal k south. If either of you turn
around- even for a nmonent- |'ll throw
you in jail for a whole week for
di sturbing the peace. |If there is
sone | egal matter that needs judici al
resolution, take it to the courts in
the norning. Start wal ki ng.

Each Man nods, turns away and wal ks of f.

Cooperson wal ks back to Jess Wl ker,
bet ween the retreating nen.

Jess stares at Cooperson, inpressed.

Cooper son takes Jess'

COOPERSON
(conti nui ng)
Sorry about that M ss Wl ker.

JESS
Wiy don't you like me Deputy? Is it
because I'ma w dow or |'m not
educat ed enough to know about the
northern lights? 1Is it because |
have a daughter waitin' for ne at
home or that | make a livin' wearing
i mmodest cl ot hi ng?

COOPERSON
It is no reflection on you what soever,
but I amthe Lord' s man.

JESS
Way' d you even cone to Rattl eborge,
if you don't want a wife or a famly
or nothin"'? Wy didn't you becone a
| awyer |ike you went to school for?

COOPERSON
The devil's hand tangled up the | aws
out east- nade a quagmre of sinple
( MORE)

his eye vacillating
He hol sters his two pistols.

arm and continues up the street.

41.

respective hats and put them on
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COOPERSON ( CONT' D)
right and wong- and | could no | onger
do Hi's bidding in such a convol uted
and specious system Qut here,
can do H's work and help Hi s peopl e.

JESS
But you wal k ne hone all of the tine,
me!  You pick ne, when all of the
girls like you- and Annie and Stacy
are nmuch prettier besides- but you
pick me and everytinme | think, 'This
is the tinme, this is the tine he's
gonna cone inside.' But you don't,
you don't ever cone in.

Cooperson | ooks at the upset wonman and shakes his head,
somewhat renorsefully.

COOPERSON
Nor will |I. | never intended to
m sl ead you... | thought by now you
woul d under st and what kind of a fell ow
| am

Jess is about to respond, but shakes her head and | ooks away
fromhim

EXT. JESS WALKER S HOUSE - M DNI GHT

The house is a small A-franme house, with a tiny attic serving
as its second floor. The blue noonlight reaches through the
surroundi ng trees, dappling the plain, unpainted wood.
Cooperson and Jess walk up to the front door.

JESS
Thank you for wal ki ng me home, Deputy.

COOPERSON
Goodni ght nma' am

Jess nods and enters her house, sullen and dejected.
Cooperson stays outside as Jess shuts the door fromwthin.

Cooperson turns away fromthe house and begins to wal k towards
t he road.

He grits his teeth and begins to perspire. He turns around
and | ooks again at Jess's house.

The Deputy is deeply conflicted.
After another nonment's deliberation, Cooperson wal ks towards

the front door, but just before he reaches it, he walks into
the trees nearby and hides.
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COOPERSON
(continuing; muttering)
Oh Chri st.

Cooper son wal ks deeper into the copse of trees abutting the
house. Hi s forehead glistens wwth sweat. He turns back and
| ooks again at Jess' house.

Cooperson | ooks into a bedroom w ndow at the rear of the
hore.

BETTY, a girl of five years, lies asleep in her bed.
COOPERSON
(conti nui ng)
Chri st.

Cooperson | ooks at Betty's |l ong eyel ashes...and her pudgy
little lips...and her long golden hair...and her curled little
fingers. His eyes fill with tears.

Betty turns over in her small, pol ka-dotted bed; her
ni ght gown droops from her |eft shoul der.

Cooperson stares at her wwth a wanton look in his eyes. H's
conposure is utterly rigid. He swallows as his eyes roam
across her face and arns and pristine white neck..

Cooperson punches the trunk of the tree he hides behind. He
punches it again. And again.

The Deputy | ooks at his knuckl es which are now abraded and
bl eeding. He turns away fromthe wi ndow and flees the copse,
beneath the watchful blue orb of the noon.

EXT. WALTER S HOUSE - SAME

VWalter, the dimnutive doll maker, wal ks up the dusty suburban
road towards his hone- a yell ow one-storey house set upon a
hal f-acre of | and.

He nears the wooden gate that surrounds his property. Atop
the gate are the carved heads of his four wooden sentries: a
bear snarling, a dog growing, an alligator baring its teeth
and a lion roaring.

Grabbing the lion's head, Walter swi ngs the gate open and
enters his property. He shuts the gate behind himand wal ks
on the path of broken stone towards his front door.

He does not see the man who watches himfromthe shadows of
the trees nearby.

That man i s Abraham Wi ss.
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I NT. CHURCH SOCI AL HALL - HALF PAST M DN GHT

The high hall is filled with exhausted dancers and fatigued
onl ookers. Only seven couples are currently able to keep up
with the indefatigable pianist, an African Anerican man

ni cknamed MANGO. The shirt he wears beneath his brown suit
is the very color of his favorite fruit. H's up-tenpo nusic
rever berates throughout the vast encl osure.

Anmongst those still dancing are Grant and Donna Tyl or the
Second, both of whom are red-faced and practically delirious.

Mango hammers out a quick twelve bar shuffle for the
churchgoers. CGccasionally, while pushing the tenpo, he throws
in a clashing block chord. The dancers do not notice, but
sone of the ol der people seated along the walls throw a
suspi ci ous eye his way.

GRANT

(panti ng)
Don't hol d back, Mango!

(gasp) _
Don't... don't spare us... us white

folk nothin'!
Mango switches neter, nonentarily disorienting the revelers.

For a brief nonment, all of the dancers are |ost, hel plessly
SWinmng in between the beats of nusic.

An old man falls to the floor, with an awkward THUMP.

At the head of the next neasure, the dancers find the skipping
beat and nove accordingly.

Mango opens his nouth w de.
MANGO
(si ngi ng)
The swanp i s breeeeeeeeat hi ng. .

He runs a di m ni shed scal e down the upright piano.

MANGO
(continui ng; singing)
The bats, they are whiiitiiiiirling...

He runs anot her di m nished scale, down the keyboard and then
up it again.

MANGO
(continui ng; singing)
And the white folk, the white folk
talk to the wonman in the woods. ..

Grant whirls Donna around, spellbound by the nusic.
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Hubert MDonelly, the red-faced jeweller, and his w fe ELIZA,
wat ch Mango, their lips winkled w th disdain.

MANGO
(continui ng; singing)
Sally, Sally, Sally, Sally, give us
back the little ones. Sally, Sally,
Saaaaaaaaaaal | ly. Were are the
little ones?

He pounds a chord.

MANGO
(continui ng; singing)
"In the swanp,' she says, 'In the

swanp, the little ones're flying,
flyyyyyyyi nnnnng."'

Donna and Grant whirl in ecstasy.
EXT. ALICI A BI NFREY' S MANSI ON - SAME

Set upon a five acre lot at the edge of town sits Alicia
Binfrey's mansion, a three story behenoth of a house, painted
an off-white color, trimed wth maroon.

Valerie, in a light blue dress, wal ks towards the inposing
edifice, holding a w cker basket in her right hand and a
small white parasol in her left. She wal ks along a path of
col ored pebbl es.

As she nears the mansion, she sees two African Aneri can WOVEN
tending a flower garden at the edge of the property. They
talk animatedly to each other as they clip branbles and tw st
Vi nes.

The ol der of the duo sees Val erie and nudges her conpani on.
Their conversation abruptly ceases.

VALERI E
Good norning | adi es.

The duo wat ches Val eri e approach.

OLDER GARDENER
Good nornin' Ms. Pickman.

YOUNGER GARDENER
Good nornin' Ms. Pickman.

VALERI E
The garden seens to be comn' al ong
beautiful ly.

CLDER GARDENER
Thank you very much Ms. Picknman.
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YOUNGER GARDENER
Thank you very much Ms. Picknan.

Val eri e nods as she passes the two wonen, headed up the hill
towards the mansion. A nonent before she is out of earshot,
the two Gardeners resune their lively conversation.

Val eri e reaches the front door. She collapses the parasol

and sets her w cker basket upon the stone porch. She | ooks
at the nother of pearl button beside the varni shed mahogany
doubl e doors. She presses the button: DI NG DI NG DI NG DONG

Valerie smles at the novelty of the electric doorbell.

CLI CKI NG FOOTSTEPS reverberate within. The door opens. A
BUTLER, a silver-haired nman of seventy, sw ngs the door open

BUTLER
(English accent)
Good norning Ms. Picknman.

Val eri e | ooks puzzl ed.

BUTLER
(conti nui ng)
Are you here to visit the bereaved
M stress of the house?

VALERI E
Why' re you tal kin' Iike an Englishman?

BUTLER
The M stress of the house has
requested it of ne.

Fromwi thin the mansion, reverberates the sound of a woman's
RAUCOUS LAUGHTER

BUTLER
(conti nui ng)
Are you here to visit the bereaved
M stress of the house?

FEMALE VO CE (O S.)
Show her i nside, Ralph!

BUTLER
(pointing to the w cker
basket)
May | pl ease assist you with your
bur den?
VALERI E
It's just a pie- | can manage it.

But feel free to hang this sonepl ace.



47.

She hands the Butler her coll apsed parasol.

BUTLER
Pl ease enter the house of nourning.

More RAUCOUS LAUGHTER rever berates within.
| NT. THE BI NFREY MANSI ON SI TTI NG ROOM - MOVENTS LATER

Val erie, carrying her w cker basket, wal ks into the thickly
carpeted room three walls of which are hung with paintings
and tapestries. The fourth wall is entirely glass and | ooks
out onto the hedge naze at the rear of the house.

Alicia Binfrey, wearing a | avender kinono, sits on a plush
di van readi ng the newspaper. She is stunningly beautiful,
in a ravishing way that makes ot her wonen feel di m nished
when near by.

Alicia |l ooks up fromthe paper, her green eyes shining beneath
her bl ack eyel ashes.

ALI CI A
Good norning Ms. Pickman. \What
brings you here this sparkling and
crisp day?

Val eri e does not know exactly how to respond.

VALERI E
| heard of your aunt's passing and |
wanted to offer you nmy husband' s and
my own condol ences.

ALI ClI A
VWell thank you for that nost heartfelt
senti nment.
Val erie cannot tell whether of not Alicia is being facetious.

VALERI E
| baked you a pie.

Alicia smrks.

ALI ClI A
Thank you.

VALERI E
Were you close with your aunt?

ALI ClI A
No. | nmet her once when | was twel ve.
She took me to the county fair and |
threw up on her. | never saw her

agai n.



Alicia smrks. Valerie smrks.

ALI CI A
(conti nui ng)
Where are you from Ms. Pickman?
Texas?

VALERI E
No, ny husband is fromthere, but I
was born and rai sed in Col orado.

ALI Cl A
D d they have an opera house in
Col or ado?

VALERI E
They did and | went to it every chance
| coul d.

Alicia nods, cogitating, pondering...

ALI CI A
| need to escape the prem ses before
Jani ce and her preening, sententious
friends cone to call on ne, but if
you'd |i ke to hear ny phonograph
perhaps we can schedule a later tine
for you to do so.

Val eri e nods enthusi astically.

VALERI E
| would like to see it- and hear it-
very nmuch.

ALI Cl A

| thought you mght. Are you engaged
|ater this evening, Ms. Pickman?

VALERI E
| am not- my husband is on duty.
And call nme Valerie.

ALI Cl A
Come back toni ght at around seven
o' clock and we'll listen to some

handsone Italian tenors while drinking
sone fine Italian w ne.

VALERI E

That woul d be wonderful Alicia.
ALI Cl A

Please... call me Mss Binfrey.

She is not j oking.
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EXT. OSCAR S LUNCHEONETTE - TEN O CLOCK AM

Rubbing his belly, Sheriff Pickman exits Oscar's Luncheonette,
foll owed by Deputy Cooperson and DEPUTY BARTLEY, a stocky
strong-jawed thirty-year old man with a big bl ack nustache
and thick black eyebrows.

Pi ckman | ooks at the bandages on Cooperson's knuckl es.

Pl CKMAN
Anyt hi ng happen last night | should
know ' bout ?

COOPERSON
Not hi ng worth describing in detail--
three civil squabbles and sone general
churlishness, nothing terribly
rel evant.

Pi ckman nods; he and Cooperson | ook north on the central
avenue. Bartley turns south and sees, am dst the norning
traffic of pedestrians and carriages, Mayor Hogan and his
obsequi ous nen's club pal Dugan driving towards them

Pl CKMAN
| ate too much. | could |ie down
right here in the road an take a
nap.

BARTLEY
|'d advi se agai nst that boss. Turn
ar ound.

Pi ckman and Cooperson turn south and see the Mayor's horsel ess
carriage puttering towards them

Al three | awnen renove their hats.

The car PUTTERS and COUGHS as it pulls up the dusty avenue.

Pl CKMAN
Mayor .

BARTLEY
Mayor .

COOPERSON
Mayor .

HOGAN

Sheriff. Deputies.

Dugan nod to the nen, but does not address themand is not
hi msel f addr essed.

Hogan | ooks at the painted glass storefront of Oscar's
Luncheonette behind the three | awen.
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HOGAN

(conti nui ng)
Well, 1'd say that that there
establishment is one helluva safe
pl ace to get a chicken-fried steak,
yes indeed, yes indeed.

(to Dugan)
M ght even be kinda hard to read the
menu in there, what with all them
bl i ndi ng badges shi ni ng everywhi chway.
A veritable constellation of |egal
i cons.

Dugan nods in affirmation.

DUGAN
A very safe place, for certain.

Pl CKMAN
What can | do for you Mayor Hogan?

HOGAN
Not a damm thing other than what you
been doi ng since Sheriff Reddi ngton
retired.

Hogan reaches into his suit pocket and w thdraws a wax-seal ed
envel ope. He hands the parcel to Pickman.

HOGAN
(conti nui ng)
That's the bonus | been rem ss on
payin' you. And you're not allowed
to thank me for it, since it's your
due.

Pi ckman tacitly nods his thanks.

Hogan | eans over and rel eases the clutch of his flatul ent
vehi cl e.

HOGAN
(conti nui ng)
You m ght al so be pleased to know
t hat you no | onger owe any nore noney
to the Bank of Rattl eborge.

Pi ckman, nout h agape, |ooks up at the Mayor.

Pl CKMAN
Mayor Hogan, you didn't have to go
and-

HOGAN
Was nothin'. Bank owed me sone favors

and now they owe one | ess.
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Hogan clears his throat in a spectacul ar manner invol ving
hi s cheeks and chins and eyes and all ten of his fingers.

HOGAN
(conti nui ng)
Well, we gotta scramfellas, before

our wi ves catch us out scootin
"round. They ain't too fond of us
enjoyin' ourselves in any nmanner
what soever. MWy wife sees nme smlin
in ny sleep, she wakes nme up right
qui ck.

In a PUTTING SPUTTERI NG tunult, Hogan and Dugan drive off.

Pi ckman slides the envelope in his vest.

BARTLEY
You should see if he shorted you.
Pl CKMAN
Nah, he didn't... besides | want Val

to open it.
I NT. SINDY'S SALOON - SAME
Walter, the dimnutive doll maker, walks into Sindy's unlit

establishnment. The sw nging doors admt and then bl ock the
stream ng sunlight, in slow alternation

SINDY (O.S.)
W' re cl osed.

WALTER
It is |.

SINDY (O.S.)

Look in the spittoon.

Walter is confused by the recommendati on made by the shadow
obscured proprietor.

WALTER
Pardon ne?

SINDY (O S.)
The spittoon. Go look inside it.

Wal ter | ooks at the spittoon at the far edge of the bar; it
sits atop the sawdust-strewn floor like a squat little man.

Wal t er approaches the spittoon warily. He |ooks inside.

Covered with the ichor of spitting tobacco and ot her viscous
detritus, is the doll he nade of and for Sindy.



SINDY (O.S.)
(conti nui ng)
| thought you should know before you
went ahead and nade anot her.
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Wal ter | ooks into the shadows, a baleful ook in his eyes.

WALTER
| spent two weeks crafting that
m ni ature which now | ay despoil ed,
besotted, sullied by the
expectorations of rogues.

Sindy steps out of the shadows and | ooks at the little man.

SI NDY
Do you think that usin' thembig
wor ds sonehow nmakes you a bi gger
man? Do you?

VWl ter opens his nmouth to reply, but no words cone to him

SI NDY
(conti nui ng)

| didn't want to be cruel, but I
don't know how to get you to stop
pesterin' ne. You been after ne
since the week after ny husband was
buried and | ookin' back, |'m surprised
you even waited the week. Wy just
yesterday you said 'You shan't see
me anynore,' but | ook now here you
are, very visible.

Walter's gaze grows cold and penetrati ng.

WALTER
Do what ever you please with your
remai ni ng three years.

SI NDY
Three years?

WALTER
| can tell by the lines in your face,
the circunference of your ankles,
the |inpness of your hair and the
elasticity of your derms that your
beauty will begin to deteriorate,
rapidly, three years from now.

S| NDY
s that so?
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WALTER
What did you not her | ook |ike when
she was three years ol der than you
are now?

Sindy's eyes narrow wi th undi sgui sed hatred.

SI NDY
Get out.

Wal ter nonchal antly turns around and exits the Sal oon.

Sindy turns and | ooks at herself in the mrror behind the
bar. She touches the skin beneath her eyes.

EXT. TWENTY PACES OQUT OF TOMWN - LATE AFTERNOON

A gray mass of storm cl ouds coal esce over the town.

EXT. CENTRAL AVENUE - MOMENTS LATER

Pi ckman wal ks a handcuffed PRI SONER towards the town jail.
AT THE VERY TOP OF THE AVENUE- MORE THAN FI FTY YARDS AWAY-
Pi ckman sees his w fe joggi ng across the avenue.

Val eri e has a brown bag between her arnms and is clearly
hurrying in an effort to beat the storm

Pi ckman opens his nmouth to call to her, but |ooking at the
Prisoner he currently has in custody, decides not to get her
attention.

PRI SONER
You al ways eyein' ne Sheriff. M
and ny little brother. You' re biased
agai nst us, you are.

Pl CKMAN
| don't engage in debates with
prisoners. Shut up.

Pi ckman wat ches Val eri e di sappear onto the dirt road just
beyond McDonelly's Fine Jewel's and Thi ngs.

EXT. TOMW JAIL - TWLIGHT
Pi ckman wal ks out of the jailhouse. He |ooks at the sky.
The gray clouds are turning bl ack.

Mango, wearing a brown suit, a brown derby and a mango-col ored
shirt, walks up to the Sheriff.
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MANGO
That's a mghty nmean | ookin' storm
hangin' up there Sheriff.

Pi ckman nods.
MANGO
(conti nui ng)

Ki nda | ooks like a giant eye, don't

it?
Pi ckman nods.
EXT. HOTEL RUDDI NGTON - MOMENTS LATER
Deputy Cooperson and Deputy Bartley stand outside of the
hotel. Cooperson is reading fromhis carrying Bible; Bartley
is picking at his wide teeth with a toothpick while |ooking
at the amassed storm cl ouds above.
Pi ckman saunters up to them They nod their salutations.
Pi ckman strikes a match on his boot heel.

A lone raindrop SPLATS on the it match, extinguishing it
with a H SS.

EXT. MCDONELLY'S FI NE JEWELS AND THI NGS - MOMENTS LATER

Hubert steps out of his store. He shuts the door behind
hi m

Wth his oversized, knob-knuckled fingers, Hubert w thdraws
a brass key, licks it, and inserts it into the top |ock. He
twsts it. CLICK

Two raindrops | and upon Hubert's bald, red head. SPLAT,
SPLAT.

EXT. CENTRAL AVENUE - MOMENTS LATER
The Goul ey Brothers wal k abreast each other up the street.

They hold their canes in their right hands. Each man is
struck by a falling raindrop. SPLAT. SPLAT. SPLAT.

EXT. ERM NE' S BARBERSHOP - MOMVENTS LATER

The barbershop has been | ocked up. The praying-mantis |ike
barber stares up at the dark congregation in the sky. He
hol ds a cake covered in whi pped cream between hi s hands.

Four raindrops SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT into the foany
frosting which coats the confection, leaving little craters
in the sea of frozen white waves.



55.
EXT. GRANT AND DONNA TYLOR S HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

Grant and Donna Tyl or the Second stand out in the front yard
of their cute tall narrow house, |ooking up at the sky.

Grant SNAPS open an unbrella, and shields his wife fromfive
falling raindrops: SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT.

EXT. THE MAYOR S HOUSE - MOVENTS LATER

Mayor Hogan and Dugan ride the PUTTERI NG WHEEZI NG vehicl e

up the dirt driveway that |l eads to the front entrance of the
Mayor's w de, proud three-storey honme. Rain falls towards
Hogan's forehead, spectacles and |it cigar as well as Dugan's
cigar and open tinepiece. SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT-H SS,
SPLAT-HI SS, SPLAT.

EXT. ALICI A BINFREY'S MANSI ON - MOMENTS LATER

Val eri e Pickman, carrying the brown paper bag she had earlier
j ogs up the col ored-pebble path, past the flower garden,
towards the front of the Binfrey Mansion. Behind her, rain
strikes the pebbles: SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT,
SPLAT.

I NT. THE BI NFREY MANSI ON SI TTI NG ROOM - MOMVENTS LATER

Alicia Binfrey | ooks out of the enornous w ndow covering the
rear wall of the sitting room facing the hedge nazes.

Rai n strikes against the wi ndow. SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT,
SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT.

EXT. SINDY'S SALOON - MOMENTS LATER

Sindy stands at the front of her establishnment, winkling

her nose. Rain strikes the overhang she stands beneat h:
SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT.
She shakes her head, turns around and hangs a sign on the
door: ' CLOSED.'

EXT. OSCAR S LUNCHEONETTE - MOMENTS LATER

VWal ter wal ks out of the eatery, |ooking at the sky. He puts
on his wwde brimhat, nmutters a curse and steps out into the
rain. SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT,
SPLAT, SPLAT.

EXT. CATTLEBRUSH CASI NO - MOMENTS LATER

Jess Wal ker, clad only in her skinpy waitress attire, runs
towards the front door of the casino. The rain cones down
upon her. SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT,
SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT.
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Two Bulls fromthe Men's O ub- both tucked safely beneath
t he overhang- watch the danp woman's bouncing beeline with
undi sgui sed pl easure.

| NT. ROOM THREE R AT HOTEL RUDDI NGTON - MOVENTS LATER

The roomis cloaked in darkness, excepting only the |ight

t hat sneaks in through the crack beneath the door. A dark
formnoves within the room wal king back and forth. The
sound of rain striking the roof can be heard wi thin: SPLAT,
SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT,
SPLAT, SPLAT.

ABRAHAM
(whi speri ng)
Wachet auf, Adel ai de, wachet!

EXT. TVENTY PACES OQUT OF TOMN - NI GHT

Ni ght has fallen over Rattleborge and with it a del uge of
HI SSI NG r ai n.

EXT. CENTRAL AVENUE - NI NE O CLOCK

The THUNDEROUS downpour of rain nakes it appear as if the
road is a pot of boiling water. The deluge is so powerful
that it is inpossible to see nore than thirty feet in any
direction while standing within it. The rain ROARS I|ike

fire, attacking everything exposed in the city of Rattl eborge.

Materializing in the blur of rain, are three black triangl es,
pointed at the top and broad at the bottom The bl ack
triangles nove in tandemup the central avenue. They | ook

i ke bats, except that fromthe bottomof the triangles extend
| egs, establishing them as pl antigrade bei ngs.

The wet boots upon these | egs churn the nuddy road, but the
f oot st eps cannot be heard within the roaring conflagration
of the downpour. The black triangles nove up the avenue,
dark phantons adrift in the unnatural storm They stop
momentarily and then veer to the left.

The bl ack triangles continue forward; they pass through the
yellow light spilled froma half-shut window. The triangles
are three MEN in black ponchos.

A hand energes fromthe beneath the central poncho. The
hand hol ds a conpass. The hand then di sappears beneath the
poncho and a nmonent | ater reappears, pointing northeast.

The three poncho-covered Men nove eastward towards the

subur ban area of town, though they cannot see where they are
goi ng, nor can they be seen. The central man speaks, his
voice only audible to the two nmen i nmedi ately beside him

CENTRAL NAN
Let nme see your tinepieces, gentlenen.
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From beneath the two fl anki ng ponchos, cone hands cl ut chi ng
pocket watches. The central Man withdraws his own and surveys
all three in a quick nonent.

CENTRAL MAN
(conti nui ng)
Good. W neet at m dnight by the
town sign and then return to our
hor ses.

The hands retract beneath their respective ponchos.

MAN ON THE RI GHT
Cot it.

MAN ON THE LEFT
| under st and.

From t he edges of the three ponchos energe the gl eam ng
barrels of pistols and shotguns. The nen disperse in three
different directions.

In five steps they |l ook |like no nore than blurry bl ack
triangl es.

In twel ve steps they have all but vanished into the rain-
occl uded ni ght .

In twenty steps, they are wholly absorbed by the ROARI NG
waters of The Crone's Cataract.

| NT. HUBERT MCDONELLY'S LI VI NG ROOM - NI GHT

The storm ROARS | oudly outside: there is no thunder or
lightning, just a brutal and relentless downpour. Hubert,
the red-faced jeweler, sits across fromhis wfe, Eliza, a

pl unp and pale woman in a many-|ayered ni ghtgown. A candle
rests in the center of the table that they sit at, illumning
the finely knit tablecloth, two wedges of cheese and the
nutty punpernickel |oaf they have been picking at for several
hour s.

ELI ZA
VWhat ! ?!

HUBERT
| said, 'It's pointless trying to
hol d conversation when the stormis
this bad.'

El i za shakes her head.

ELI ZA
can't hear you over the storm
can't hear anything but the storm
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Hubert stands up and lifts his chair- a nicely worked and
very heavy mapl e wal nut fullback- fromthe ground.

ELI ZA
(conti nui ng)
Don't strain yourself, dear

Hubert carries his chair around the table and sets it next
to his wife. She smles at him He sits down in the chair.

Eli za pats himon the shoul der.

ELI ZA
(conti nui ng)
Al ways were a strong one, full of
energy and romantic notions.

Hubert nods, pleased with hinmself. Eliza cuts a sizable

pi ece fromthe wedge of sharp cheddar and then cuts off the
end of the punpernickel loaf. She rests the cheese neatly
upon the bread and hands it to Hubert. He takes the bread
and cheese and bites into it.

A hand energes fromthe shadows and SLAPS t he food from
Hubert. Eliza is then SLAPPED. She SCREAMS. She is SLAPPED
again and stops her scream ng. Hubert, nouth agape | ooks

up.

Rodney, the hood of his poncho drawn back from his porcine
face, stands at the end of the table. He wears the drooping-
rimblue hat and the yell ow kerchief tied around his neck
that he wore out on the plains a few weeks earlier. He draws
a pistol and presses the barrel to Hubert's forehead.

Eliza is about to scream again, but Rodney shakes his head.

RCODNEY
Scream n' ain't gonna do nothin'.
Nobody can hear you through that
storm not even your next door

nei ghbor.
HUBERT
What do you want from us?
RODNEY
A businessman. | like that. Makes

t hi ngs go snoot her, that kinda
attitude. Here's the situation.
Ms. MDonelly goes and gets all the
cash and jewels and val uabl es you
got stashed in this house. Wile
she's gone, you tell ne everything
she's gonna find, down to the | ast
dol I ar and fancy baubl e.

( MORE)
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RODNEY ( CONT' D)
| f she cones back w thout sone of
the stuff you nmention, or if she
cones back with nore than what you
told ne about, soneone is gonna get
shot for bein' deceitful.

Eliza's eyes are frozen in fear, as is the rest of her.

RCDNEY
(continuing; to Eliza)
Get toit. You got two mnutes before
| start beatin' up on him Get ne
everthing of value and put it in a
pi I | owcase.

Eli za stands up, takes one step and doubles over. She is
shaki ng.

RODNEY
(conti nui ng)
"1l put that cheese knife in your
husband's eye if you don't git right
now.

Eli za stands and stunbles fromthe room her face is bright
red from bei ng struck.

RODNEY
(conti nui ng)
So how much cash should | be expectin
the old lady to return with?

Hubert is shaking horribly. H's nouth opens and shuts |ike
a fish tossed on dry | and; his giant knobby hands trenbl e.

HUBERT
We... we have t-two thousand seven
hundred dollars in cash-- we don't t-
trust the bank.

Rodney nods, pleased with the anount.

RCDNEY
And what m ght be ny new inventory
of sparkly things and what not s?

HUBERT
" mnot exactly sure... | think we
have a dozen pearl neckl aces, sone
silver timepieces- and one gold one-
and two weddi ng bands. And also a
nmot her of pearl brooch inlaid with
sapphire and pl ati num i ngot.
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RCODNEY
Sounds |ike you treat the old | ady
right. Good for you old man.

Eliza returns, clasping a nearly filled pill owase.

RODNEY
(conti nui ng)
Bring it here.

El i za apprehensively wal ks towards Rodney.

RODNEY
(conti nui ng)
Open it so's | can take a gander
i nsi de.

Eli za opens the pillowase; Rodney glances inside. He sees:
the glimer of jewelry and three tall stacks of bills.

RODNEY
(conti nui ng)
Put the sack on the table.

Eliza rests the loot-filled pillowase on the table.

BANG. The back of Hubert MDonelly's head erupts in a welter
of gore. Rodney points his gun at Eliza who is now SHRI EKI NG

CUT TO
EXT. HUBERT MCDONELLY'S HOUSE - SAME

The side w ndow flickers with the FLASH of the second gunshot,
t hough the report is completely nuffled by the THUNDEROUS
del uge of the downpour.

I NT. ERM NE' S STUDY - SAME

Erm ne, the praying-mantis |ike barber, sits in a plush chair
readi ng a book by the light of a hanging oil lanp. He wears
a long nightgown and a night cap on his head. The storm
ROARS outside, yet he reads with a very intense focus.

ERM NE
(whi | e reading)
Son of a gun.

He turns the page with a quick, insect-like gesture and then
reaches for a glass of warmed mlk. He sips alittle and
then replaces the glass on the stand, w thout ever taking
his eyes fromthe book.

ERM NE
(continui ng; reading)
You don't say?
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Erm ne turns the page. He continues reading.
ERM NE
(continui ng; reading)
That's it now, you can do it little
fellal
Ermne smles as his eyes rapidly scan the pages before him

A hand reaches fromthe darkness and grabs the book. Erm ne
| ooks up.

Standing in front of him poncho hood drawn back, is the
handsone, bl onde-haired, greenish-blue-eyed and finely
nmustached Billy Lee; his gun is pointed at Erm ne's face.

Billy Lee tosses the book to the floor where it lands with a
THUMP.

Bl LLY LEE
Take nme to the safe.

Er m ne shakes hi s head.

ERM NE
don't have-

BI LLY LEE
| will hurt you if you start weaving
fabrications, Erm ne Ducat. I'd

rat her avoi d such unpl easant ness, as
"' m sure woul d you

Erm ne nods his head. He stands up, lifts the hangi ng oi
antern fromits suspension hook and wal ks towards the doorway
that | eads into the bedroom

Billy Lee's greenish-blue eyes follow the agile old man, as
does the barrel of his pistol.

I NT. ERM NE' S BEDROOM - SAME

The circle of light fromthe lanp spills onto the |ong sl ender
bed which sits isolated in the center of the unlit room

Upon the wall above the bed' s headboard hangs a painted

pi cture of a radiant woman standi ng beside Ermne, thirty
years younger than he currently is.

Erm ne rests the lantern upon his night stand and wal ks over
to the painting. Wth an | insect-like notion, he reaches
over and pulls the painting down.

Billy Lee | ooks at the blank gray iron of the small safe
nestled in the wall.
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ERM NE
Pl ease don't | ook at the conbination,
| don't want to have to buy anot her
one after you |eave-- they're quite
expensi ve you know.

Bl LLY LEE
| cannot see the nunbers from here.

Erm ne nods, satisfied. |In some odd, ritualistic safe-
openi ng preparation, Ermne noistens his lips with his carm ne
tongue three times. He twists the conbination |ock to the
right, whistling a high pitch, and then to the left, whistling
a low pitch, and then wldly to the right again, whistling a
hi gh pitch.

Ermne twsts the handle- CLUNK; he pulls the door open. He
darts his hands inside.

BI LLY LEE
(conti nui ng)
Wt hdraw your hands slowy if you
want to live to see the end of this
storm

Ermne pulls out five stacks of bills and a gold tinepiece.

ERM NE
Never did trust the bank.

Erm ne wal ks towards Billy Lee, proffering the noney.

Bl LLY LEE
Set that down on the bed.

Erm ne drops the noney and whirls around, a straight razor
in his hand. Billy Lee pivots the point of his pistol.

BANG,

Ermne falls to his knees. His right hand has been bl own
clean off of his arm

Billy Lee picks up the stacks of noney with his left hand.
Erm ne stares gl assy-eyed at the white bone, yellow tissue
and pink flesh at the terminus of his right arm A nonent
| ater, blood drenches the wound and flows onto the floor.
Billy Lee points the gun at Ermne's face.

CUT TO
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EXT. ERM NE' S HOUSE - SAME

Barely visible- and totally inaudible- in the ROARI NG downpour
of rain, is the flash of a gunshot in the bedroom w ndow of
t he house.

| NT. GOULEY MANSI ON GREETI NG ROOM - SAME

The grand enclosure is |it by a |lone candle. The room
features a hanging fan (not on), two electric lights (not
on) and three dead stuffed animals: a boar, a tiger and a
bear.

The Goul ey Brothers, dressed in their denuded tuxedos, stand
in the room staring at the floor-to-ceiling w ndow besi de
the front door. The rain ROARS out si de.

GREG GOULEY
| think we should go.

GARRET GOULEY
It's too wet out there. W'd probably
catch the shivers.

GODFREY GOULEY
We can't play cards here?

GREG GOULEY
Agai nst whom each other? What woul d
that acconplish? | think we should

go.

GARRET GOULEY
As you said, as you said. But you

are a risk-taker... and you al nost
al ways go bust trying to get
bl ackj ack.

GREG GOULEY

| Iike the excitement.

GARRET GOULEY
s dangerous going out there in

It'
this weather. | think we should
play it safe.

GODFREY GOULEY
Me too. [I'mholding, I'msticking
ri ght here.

The front door sw ngs open.
The sound of the ROARING stormfills the room
GREG GOULEY

It's a sign. It's a sign that we
shoul d go.
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A poncho-covered Man enters the greeting room He kicks the
door shut behind hinself. SLAM He keeps the hood of his
poncho drawn over his face.

The barrel of a shotgun pokes out of an opening at the center
of the poncho. An instant later, a |ong-barreled revol ver
energes just above it.

PONCHO- CLOAKED | NTRUDER
Godf rey Goul ey.

GODFREY GOULEY
(nervous)
Yes?

PONCHO- CLOAKED | NTRUDER
Go upstairs, open your safe and bring
the contents to nme. You have two
m nut es.

GODFREY GOULEY
You want the poker chips too?

PONCHO- CLOAKED | NTRUDER
No.

As quickly as his eighty-two year old linbs will allow,
Godfrey Goul ey wal ks towards and then up the grand stairway,
gri pping the balustrade. The remaining two Goul eys stare at
the I ntruder.

GARRET GOULEY
Pl ease don't harmny brothers. 1'm
the ol dest one if-

PONCHO- CLOAKED | NTRUDER
No tal ki ng.

Geg and Garret Gouley look at the intruder. H's face is
i ndi scernible within the wet shadows of his poncho hood.
The brothers shift nervously; their breathing is quick and
shal | ow.

The poncho-cl oaked I ntruder does not nove. He stands stone
still, the barrels of his weapons trained on the Goul eys.

Geg's eyes fill with tears. He begins to shake. Garret
takes his brother's hand and squeezes it reassuringly. Tears
slowy track dowmn G eg's face.

The Intruder remains still, standing in the puddl e of
rai nwat er which drips fromhis black and shini ng poncho.

Godfrey, holding a box in his arns, descends the stairway.
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PONCHO- CLOAKED | NTRUDER
(conti nui ng)
Set the box beside ne.

Godfrey, breathing hard, clanbers over to the Intruder. He
sets the box beside the puddl e pooled around the Intruder's
feet.

The shadow obscured head swivels slightly wthin the poncho.
Garret squeezes Greg' s hand.

CUT TO
EXT. GOULEY MANSI ON - SAME

The | ong wi ndow besi de the front door FLASHES three tinmes in
rapi d successi on.

Not hing is heard but the ROAR of the rain.
| NT. GRANT AND DONNA TYLOR S BEDROOM - SAME

Rodney has the couple at gunpoint. Donna, standing beside
t he bed, holds a sheet up agai nst her nude body; Gant slowy
pulls up a pair of |long underwear, his thoughts el sewhere.

RODNEY
(to Grant)
You thinkin' about bein'" a hero?

Grant does not reply.

RODNEY
(conti nui ng)
Yup. Heroes are quiet... and when
they're quiet it neans they're
thinkin'. But | don't want you
thinkin', I want you doin'. Doin'
what | say.

Rodney advances towards Donna and presses the tip of his
pi stol to her right breast.

Gant's face is bright red with suppressed rage, but he does
not hi ng.

RODNEY

(continuing; to Grant)
Gt nme them stones real quick. And
if those heroic thoughts start
pesterin' you again, think about ny
partners waitin' outside in the rain,
cold and wet and | ooking for warnth.
They'll do things to your wi fe that
" m not confortable even talkin
about in front o' her.
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Grant wal ks over to the credenza. He opens a drawer.

Rodney presses the tip of his pistol deeper into Donna's
bosom she YELPS.

Grant withdraws a vel vet pouch.

RODNEY
(conti nui ng)
Pour 'em out beneath the 'lectric
| anp so | can gaze upon their
sparklin' spendor.

Grant unfastens the | eather strap hol ding the pouch shut and
upends the contents into the pool of light on the credenza's
polished surface. Dianonds roll out, sparkling and brilliant.

Rodney's wi de eyes reflect the dianonds like little bursts
of white fireworks.

EXT. GRANT AND DONNA TYLOR S HOUSE - SAME

A light FLASHES in the bedroom followed by a second FLASH,
both reports are totally inaudi ble am dst the POUNDI NG
downpour .

EXT. TALL WHI TE HOUSE - LATER

A wi ndow FLASHES with the silent flash of a gun.

EXT. WDE YELLOW HOUSE W TH A BARN - LATER

A wi ndow FLASHES.

It FLASHES a second ti ne.

It FLASHES a third and fourth tinme in rapid succession.

| NT. HOTEL RUDDI NGTON - ELEVEN O CLOCK

Sheriff Pickman, Deputy Cooperson and Deputy Bartley sit in
the | obby of the hotel. The sound of the ROARING rain fills
the room Pickman reads a newspaper and Cooperson reads
fromhis pocket bible. Bartley, bored, picks at his
fingernails.

Mabel l e sits at the counter, reading her tightly clutched
book.

Fi ni shing a troubl esone cuticle, Bartley | ooks up at the
front w ndow.

BARTLEY
Can't even see the other side of the
street.
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Pi ckman gl ances up briefly fromhis paper and then | ooks
down agai n.

Pl CKVAN
Nope.

BARTLEY
Where do you suppose that Abraham
Weiss fellow is?

Pl CKMAN
Don't know. Maybe he's at Sindy's,
if she's open. Maybe Nestor's Lounge.
Maybe Cattl ebrush's.

Bart| ey NODS.

BARTLEY
You don't think nmaybe he got back to
his room sonmehow? Cinbed in through
t he wi ndow, sneakily?

Pl CKMAN
| don't think that that's at all
1 kely. But if you want to go check
his roomagain, go ahead. O if you
want to finish your shift, you can
go hone.

Bartl ey | ooks to the wi ndow and the THUNDERI NG rai n beyond.
He does not want to venture out into the fierce storm
Bartl ey stands up and stretches his thick, nuscular |inbs.

He wal ks over to Mabell e.

BARTLEY
Hey Mabel |l e.
MABELLE
(not | ooking up from
her book)
Hel | o Deputy.
BARTLEY

That a good book you got there?

MABELLE
You wouldn't like it.

BARTLEY
Wuld you mnd reading it aloud while
" m stuck here?

MABELLE
You don't know how to read?
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Pi ckman | ooks up from his newspaper, a grin on his face.

BARTLEY
| can read, | just prefer bein'" read
tois all. Like ny nomma used to do

when | was little.

MABELLE
What's this say, then?

Mabel | e hol ds up the book right in front of Bartley's face.

BARTLEY
The Weird Bl ack Mask fromthe Gol den
Zi ggur at of Nango-to.

Pi ckman CLAPS twi ce, |oudly. Mabelle nods.

Pl CKMAN
| wouldn't mnd bein' read to nyself,
that is if Cooperson don't object.

COOPERSON
(hunor |l essl y)
| can ignore her.

BARTLEY
Wul d you start fromthe beginin
pl ease?

Mabel l e puts a marker in the page she is currently on and
then flips back to the beginning of the book.

MABELLE
|'ve never done this- exceptin' for
my niece- so | hope | do alright.

BARTLEY
|"'msure you'll do fine Mbelle.
You got such a pretty voice and all.

Mabel I e bl ushes. Bartley sits on a stool beside the counter

and rests the square chin of his square head upon the knuckl es

of his thick, interlaced fingers. Pickman wal ks over and
sits upon the stool beside Bartl ey.

MABELLE

Vell, let nme start.

(readi ng)
"In the deepest reaches of the unknown
Orient, far beyond the jutting peaks
of The Wng-ho Muntains and Shan's
Jungl e of Warrior Destiny, lies the
Gol den Zi ggurat of Nango-to. The
opul ent spl endor of the edifice
corruscat es-
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Bartley raises his hand. Mabelle |ooks up fromthe book.

MABELLE
(conti nui ng)
It neans sparkl es.

Bartl ey puts his hand down.

MABELLE

(continui ng; reading)
The opul ent spl endor of the edifice
corruscates beneath the sun's rays,
but the golden light of heaven is
never admtted within the Zi ggurat
itself. Deep in the heart of the
many-tiered structure, Oiental
mystics practice the dark arcane
arts of the sect of the Weird Bl ack
Mask. Any western man captured in
Nango to is brought to the Ziggurat
and energes fromit changed into
sonet hi ng ot her than he was, sonething
per haps that should not be...’

| NT. THE BI NFREY MANSI ON RECREATI ON ROOM - SAME

The room has three tall glass windows, their views entirely
obscured by the ROARING rain. The walls are hung with
tapestries and the floor is covered wwth three bear rugs and
two oriental -patterned rigs.

Alicia Binfrey and Valerie Pickman sit in divans facing each
other. A phonograph sits in between the two wonen; the
cylinder in the machine's center rotates and a heavy needl e
brings forth nusic fromthe deep grooves. The sound of a
man SI NG NG an opera aria- acconpani ed by the POPS and
CRACKLES of the cylinder- fills the room

Val erie stares at the phonograph as if it were an animal or
a small child- a thing of endless fascination. Alicia
bermusedl y wat ches her.

Val erie sips fromher glass of white wine. Alicia |leans
forward on her divan and opens the small doors in the housing
of the phonograph, |ocated directly beneath the rotating
cylinder. As the doors open, the SING NG and POPPI NG and
CRACKLI NG get | ouder.

VALERI E
What a clever device M ss Binfrey.

Alicia opens the doors a little nore and the SING NG i ncreases
its volune a little nore.

ALI Cl A
Italy is such a wonderful country.
( MORE)
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ALI CI A ( CONT' D)
The nmusic, the food, the wine... it
is too bad that the nen- though
handsonme- are utterly lacking in a
sense of propriety.

VALERI E
|"ve heard that they paw at anything
whi ch gives mlk and wal ks upri ght,
M ss Binfrey.

a bit irked by the coment.

ALI CI A
Well | certainly received a | ot of
attention... though the sanme cannot

be said for the nore common | adi es.

Val eri e suppresses a smle.

Aliciais

Alicia,

BLAM

Si

VALERI E
Yes M ss Binfrey.

not quite sure if she is being nocked.

VALERI E
(conti nui ng)
VWhat is this aria about Mss Binfrey?

ALI ClI A
The character's nanme is G useppo and
he has fallen in love with a wonman
who is married to a wealthy ol der
man, but the wealthy ol der is dying,
and so a priest is called in to hear
his last words. But it turns out
that the priest is the wealthy ol der
man's long | ost brother and that the
weal thy older man's wife is the
priest's illegitimte half-gypsy
child, raised by a French baker.
The aria is sung by G useppo to the
French baker.

VALERI E
So the old man married his own hal f-
gypsy ni ece?

ppi ng her w ne, nods.
VALERI E

(conti nui ng)
The stories in these things are so-
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The phonograph flies off of the table and CRASHES to the
fl oor.

The startled wonen | ook over at the doorway.

The Poncho-cl oaked Intruder stands in the room his snoking
pi stol pointed towards them

Valerie bites her lower lip and clenches her fists; Alicia
pales with fear.

PONCHO- CLOAKED | NTRUDER
Both of you stand up.

Val erie stands up. Alicia stands up.

The two wormen stare at the Intruder; his face is hidden in
t he shadows of his dripping wet, shining black poncho. The
rai n ROARS out si de.

PONCHO- CLOAKED | NTRUDER
(conti nui ng)
Alicia Binfrey wal k over and stand
next to your guest.

Alicia wal ks over to stand beside Valerie. The |Intruder
wal ks towards the wonen, gun held forward.

PONCHO- CLOAKED | NTRUDER
(conti nui ng)
Di srobe.

Val erie looks at the man in horror; Alicia shakes her head
'no'. The Intruder CRACKS Alicia in the face with the butt
of his pistol. She CRIES and falls backwards, onto the divan.

The Intruder, keeping his gun on Valerie, grabs Alicia by
t he neck and stands her upright.

PONCHO- CLOAKED | NTRUDER
(conti nui ng)
Di srobe.

Val eri e begins to unbutton the front of her dress. Alicia,
her cheek swol |l en and red, nods acqui escently. She begins
to unravel the conplicated strap that w nds around her dress.

PONCHO- CLOAKED | NTRUDER
(continuing; to Alicia)
Turn around.

Alicia, pale and trenmul ous, eyes filled with tears, turns
ar ound.

A knife energes fromthe poncho, firmy gripped in the
Intruder's left hand. The Intruder SLASHES the straps on
the back of Alicia dress. The dress sags forward.
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Bl ood begi ns pool on Alicia's bare back.

ALI Cl A
You cut nel!

PONCHO- CLOAKED | NTRUDER
Turn ar ound.

Alicia turns around to face the | ntruder.

Valerie's blue dress falls to the floor, revealing her beige

slip beneath. She clenches her fists and grits her teeth in

an effort to suppress her fear. Alicia s silk dress puddles

i ke water around her slippered feet. She wears only a bl ack
brassi ere and under pants.

The Intruder points his pistol into Valerie's face. He rests
the tip of his knife in between Alicia's breasts.

PONCHO- CLOAKED | NTRUDER
(conti nui ng)
Everyt hi ng.

Val erie's shoul ders trenble visibly and her breathing becones
rapid and erratic. She raises her slip over her head,

reveal ing her white brassiere and underpants. Alicia
unfastens her brassiere and drops it on the divan. Valerie
unfastens her brassiere and lets it fall away. Alicia puts
her finger to the |ip of her underpants, but then turns and
runs.

The Intruder takes his pistol fromValerie's face and points
it at Alicia. BLAM

A bullet opens up Alicia' s right thigh, sending her to the
ground. She cries out in agony. Valerie starts to quietly
cry.

The Intruder wal ks over to the prostrated mstress of the
house. She grips her bleeding right thigh, hysterically
SOBBI NG.  The Intruder raises the heel his boot over her

| eft shin and brings it down upon the bone with a sickening
CRACK

Alicia SHRIEKS. He stonps down a second tinme. CRACK
Alicia' s SHRI EKI NG sounds i nhuman.
PONCHO- CLOAKED | NTRUDER
(conti nui ng)
Stay put.

The Intruder turns to face Valerie; she is nude. She covers
her breasts and pubic region with her arns and hands.
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PONCHO- CLOAKED | NTRUDER
(conti nui ng)
My nanme i s Jordan.

Jordan pulls back the hood fromhis head to reveal his face.

Valerie involuntarily takes a step back and falls onto the
di van behi nd her.

Jordan's bald head and neck are covered wth numerous scratch
mar ks nostly old scars, though there are a few scabs and a
few fresh wounds. His left eye is mlky and gray. H s nose
is partially collapsed. H s |lips are swollen with giant
purplish-red cankers.

VALERI E
Pl ease... please don't...

Val eri e, seated on the divan, shuts her eyes.

JORDAN
Look at me or | start cutting off
your fingers.

Val erie | ooks up at his scratched, canker-swollen face.

Jordan' s kni fe hand di sappears beneath his shining, dripping
poncho. He keeps his gun trained on Valerie. Behind him

Alicia MOANS and SOBS hysterically, sprawed on the floor--
one | eg bl eeding the other broken into an obtuse angl e.

Jordan stands in front of Valerie, his gun pointed at her.
He | eans down and ki sses her nmouth with his own purplish,
pustul ated lips. Valerie shakes in rage and disgust, but
tries to remain as still as possible.
Jordan | eans back and lifts his poncho, exposing his phallus.
JORDAN
(conti nui ng)

It is a bit corroded, but it stil

functions well enough.
Valerie vomts.

Jordan clinbs on top of Valerie. She struggles beneath him
and starts to SHRI EK

JORDAN
(conti nui ng; noddi ng
approval)

Scream  Squi rm and scream

Val eri e stops scream ng and stops struggling; she turns her
head away and ties to detach herself fromthe com ng horror..
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Alicia s MOANS begi ns anew.

Valerie silently and repeatedly nouths the word 'no' as Jordan
forces hinself between her | egs.

VALERI E
(whi spering)
Ch god, Roger. Onh god.

FADE QOUT:
FADE | N:
I NT. WALTER S WORK ROOM - SAME

VWalter, the dimnutive dollnaker, sits at a table in the
center of his work room Pieces of raw wood, spools of nulti-
colored yarn, various tiny ceram c eyeballs and at |east a
hundred carving inplenents lie on the massive work table.

VWalter's HUM NG i s barely audi bl e am dst the ROAR of the
storm out si de; he has a slender paint brush in his hand and
is painting the el aborate headdress of a Native Anerican \ar
Chi ef dol .

MALE VO CE (O S.)
That is a fine |looking Indian, and |
know of what | speak.

Wal ter | ooks to the open doorway; a poncho-covered Man stands
just beyond it, in the hall.

WALTER
ls it...?

Billy Lee steps fromthe shadows.

Bl LLY LEE
It is |.

Walter smles. He rests the doll upon the table and scanpers
over to Billy Lee. Billy Lee discards his poncho, hangi ng

it on the doorknob to the workroom and hunches over, his

arns extended to greet Walter.

The two nen hug.

Billy Lee stands back and | ooks down at Walter; \Walter | ooks
up at Billy Lee, wearing his fine- albeit soaked- gray suit.

WALTER
You pi cked sone very inclenent weat her
to travel in.

Billy Lee nods.



Billy Lee

wal | s. He sees one of a tall,

gray suit
Billy Lee
Billy Lee

BI LLY LEE
Adverse weather is fitting for people
W th an adverse dispositions, is it
not ?

| ooks at the dolls that |line the shelves of the
bl onde- hai red man wearing a

and carrying a gun in either hand.

BILLY LEE
(conti nui ng)
Is that a mniature replica of ne?

wal ks over to the shelf and | ooks at the doll.

WALTER
It is exactly that. | also did one
of nmom and one of dad, but they were
purchased by a traveling sal esnen.

turns back to face Walter

BI LLY LEE
Did that | ady conme around on you yet-
the one with the Sal oon?

WALTER
Sindy? Not just yet. She is
intimdated by nmy intelligence.

Wal ter wants to change the subject.

WALTER
(conti nui ng)
Wy do you venture this way,
present|y?

BILLY LEE
W didit, Wally Lee.

Walter's eyes widen; he smles.

WALTER
Tonight? In the storn? Wat a
wonder ful opportunity, what a

brilliant conceit! Was | correct?

Did you find safes or precious stones

in the houses | infornmed you of?
BILLY LEE

Every single one brother, every single
one.

VWalter's smle grows | um nous.

A nmoment

| ater,

a |l ook of concern flashes upon his face.
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WALTER
You did not have to... to injure
anyone did you, during your burgling?

Billy Lee | ooks at his brother's worried face.

BILLY LEE
Asi de from sone gentle coercions,
no. The people in this town are
cowed by the nmere sight of a gun

Wal ter nods his head, not entirely convinced by Billy Lee's
words, yet wanting to believe themjust the sane.

WALTER
Good.
BILLY LEE
Presently though, | need to ride out--

nmy rendezvous tine draws nigh. |
cannot risk being nearby when one of
t he robbed gentl enen frees hinself
from his bonds.

VWal ter is disappointed.

BILLY LEE
(conti nui ng)
May | abscond with that mniature
replica of me?

Wal ter brightens at the thought and scranbles over to pul
it off of the shelf and hand it to him

Billy Lee gently places the doll in his suit pocket and
hunches over to hug his brother.

BILLY LEE
(conti nui ng)
| will wite to you soon Wlly Lee.

Tears sparkle in Walter's eyes and Billy Lee grows a bit
mel anchol i c.

The two nen hug.

Billy Lee | eaves, snagging his poncho on the way out.

EXT. WALTER S HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

Billy Lee, wearing his poncho, steps fromWalter's yell ow,
one-storey house into the ROARI NG del uge. He | ooks around
him the opaque rain falls in thick sheets, occluding his
surroundi ngs. From a pocket beneath his poncho he w t hdraws
his conpass. He looks at it in the dimlight emanating from

Wal ter's house.
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A BLACK SHAPE energes fromthe rain and descends upon him
Two pale white hands grab Billy Lee's throat.

Abraham Weiss and Billy Lee tunble to the ground, SPLASH NG
in the water, SPLATTERI NG nmud pell-nmell. Abrahamsits atop
his adversary, his strong fingers digging into the ropy sinews
of Billy Lee's neck.

Billy Lee punches his assailant in the stomach. Abraham
does not react; his face is a mask of calmhatred. He
squeezes Billy Lee's neck, tighter. Billy Lee begins to
choke, his face goes red. Billy Lee reaches for his pistol
and withdraws it.

Before Billy Lee can point the gun, Abraham purposefully
col | apses forward on top of the weapon and his pinned foe.

The gun is sandw ched flatly between the two nmen's chests.
Their faces are only inches apart.

Abraham has not |let go of his opponent's neck; he continues
to dig his fingers in. Billy Lee's face darkens further;
falling rainwater pools in his open nmouth. He COUGHS and
GURGLES and struggles futilely. Billy Lee attenpts to pull

t he si deways-wedged gun out from between their chests, but
the revolver is too tangled in their wet clothing to extract.

Billy Lee starts to | oose consci ousness. He squeezes the
trigger of the gun that lay flush between the two nen.

BLAM BLAM BLAM

Abraham junps off of his pinned opponent.

Billy Lee CRIES out in agony.

Billy Lee's poncho is torn open, his chest burned and scored

by the gun's discharge. Blood begins to pool in the diagonal
trenches across his skin.

Abraham s bl ack jacket and vest are shredded; his chest
beneath is torn open and bl eeding profusely. One of the
shots punctured his left forearm Abraham sees sonething on
t he ground nearby and snatches it up.

Billy Lee, COUGH NG and GASPI NG weakly raises his pistol.
Abrahamturns to flee into the obscurity of the storm

By the tine Billy Lee is able to raise the pistol, Abraham
has been absorbed the by the night and the rain.

GRUNTING in pain and still GASPING for air, Billy Lee stands
up, the storm pressing heavily upon him Gun in hand, he
flees into the anonymty the stormproffers.
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EXT. HOTEL RUDDI NGTON - SI X THI RTY I'N THE MORNI NG

The rain has stopped. Sunlight shines upon the facade of
t he hotel.

| NT. HOTEL RUDDI NGTON - SAME

Sheriff Pickman |ies asleep on one of the sofas, Deputy
Cooper son on anot her.

MALE VO CE (O S.)
Were's the Sheriff, where's the
Sheriff!?!
Sheriff Pickman and Deputy Cooperson continue to sleep.
FEMALE VO CE (O S.)
Fire that thing into the air- that'l|
fetch him

MALE VO CE (O. S.)
St and back.

KABOOM  Pi ckman and Cooperson are imredi ately awake.

FEMALE VO CE (O S.)
One nore tine.

KABOOM

MALE VO CE (O S.)
Sheriff Pi ckman!

FEMALE VO CE (O S.)
Sheriff Pi ckman!

Pi ckman and Cooperson are on their feet; the nen draw their
revolvers as they run to the front door of the hotel.

EXT. CENTRAL AVENUE - MOMENTS LATER

Pi ckman and Cooperson careen up the avenue, towards an el derly
COUPLE. The man hol ds a snoki ng doubl e-barrell ed shot gun.

Pl CKIVAN
Put that down, imredi ately!

The A d Man conplies, resting the shotgun on the wet ground.

OLD MAN
Sonmebody murdered the MDonellys.

Pickman's eyes widen as he races towards the Elderly Couple.

Cooperson's eyes flicker in all directions. Sonmebody SCREANMS
in the distance.
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MALE VO CE (O S.)
Sheri ff! Sheri ff!

Pi ckman | ooks at Cooperson.

Pl CKMAN
CGet the other deputies.

Cooper son NODS and SPLASHES away, up the avenue.

In the distance a young girl SPLASHES down the avenue, passing
Cooperson, headed towards Pickman. She is SOBBI NG

A RL
Sheriff, Sheriff, Sheriff!
(gasp) _

The Tyl ors are dead, sonebody killed

t he Tyl ors!
Pickman's stomach sinks. |In the distance soneone begins to
WAI L.
Pi ckman jogs up the avenue, towards the running Grl. She

falls into the water and nud of the rui ned avenue with a
SPLAT.

Pickman hurries to her and |ifts her up, his eyes furtively
scanning the street.

The Grl convulses in his arns.
G RL

(conti nui ng)
And t he barber. ..

(gasp) )
...the barber got killed too..
(gasp) _ .
...shot his hand off and his... his
f ace.
Pl CKMAN
Er m ne?
The G rl nods.
Pi ckman st ands up.
Pl CKMAN

(conti nui ng)
You're Annie Dunforth's little girl?

The G rl nods.
Pl CKMAN

(conti nui ng)
Where's you nomma at ?
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A RL
She never cone hone | ast night.

Pickman's stares at the Grl in horror.

MALE VO CE (O S.)
The Sheriff's at the Ruddi ngton!

Pickman turns around to the Elderly Couple and addresses
t hem

Pl CKMVAN
Watch over little Mss Dunforth until
t hings settle down.

Pi ckman runs up the avenue.

Pl CKMAN
(conti nui ng)
Val ... oh God please... Val..

Pickman falls into the mud with a SPLAT, dropping his pistol
He gets back to his feet, picks up the gun, shoves it into
his hol ster and runs as hard as he ever has in his entire
life, SPLASHI NG water in all directions and soaki ng hinself
W t hin seconds.

In the di stance sonebody SHRI EKS.

Pi ckman's feet SPLAT and SPLASH on the soaked avenue. He
does not slow his pace even though he can barely breathe.

EXT. PICKMAN S HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

Pi ckman runs towards his house. Sonewhere nearby a person
MOANS

Pi ckman runs up to the front porch, beneath the dripping
overhang. A sheet of paper is fastened to the door.

Pl CKMVAN
Oh God.

Pi ckman bounds up the stairs and reads the note:

"Roger, | amgoing over to Alicia Binfrey's for the evening.
She is a bit of a snob, but | really want to see and |isten
to her phonograph. | should be back by ten o' clock. If

you're lucky, I mght be a little drunk.

LOVE YQU, VAL
He opens the door and sticks his
head i n.
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Pl CKMVAN
(conti nui ng)
Val erie? You hone kitten?

There is no response. Pickman pulls the note fromthe door,
shoves it in his jacket pocket and races down the porch. He
| ooks terrified.

He races up the suburban road, GASPING for breath and
COUGHI NG, but not slowi ng at all.

MALE VO CE (O. S.)
Sonebody killed Dugan! The mayor's
assi stant is dead!

Pi ckman runs, nunb to the horrors around him only one
thing...one desperate hope...in his mnd.

A Hysterical Boy conmes running at the Sheriff.

HYSTERI CAL BOY
Sheri ff!

Pi ckman races right past the child.

Pl CKMAN
(rmuttering)
Pl ease be alright kitten..

Pi ckman runs and runs and runs, his boots SPLASH NG wat er
and SPLATTERI NG nud; he COUGHS and WHEEZES but does not
rel ent.

EXT. ALICI A BINFREY'S MANSI ON - MOMENTS LATER

Pi ckman runs towards the col ored-pebble driveway, past the
fl ooded and ruined flower garden. He |ooks at the front
entrance to the mansion. The door is ajar.

Pl CKMVAN
No.

Pi ckman' s boots CRUNCH upon the col ored pebbles of the front
pat h; his gasping beeline brings himcloser to the entrance.

Pl CKMAN
(conti nui ng)
No.
He ascends the stairs and enters the house.
| NT. THE BI NFREY MANSI ON GREETI NG AREA - SAME
Pi ckman enters the marbl e-fl oored, m rror-adorned encl osure.

Ral ph the butler |ies dead, spraw ed upon the floor, a black
hol e where his left eye once was.
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Drawi ng his gun, Pickman continues further into the house.
| NT. THE BI NFREY MANSI ON SI TTI NG ROOM - SAME

Pi ckman qui etly passes through the room his sharp bl ue eyes,
nestled deep within his | eathery skin, scan the space. He
sees nothing of interest.

| NT. THE BI NFREY MANSI ON RECREATI ON ROOM - SAME
Pi ckman enters the room The first thing he sees is Alicia
Binfrey's body. The skin has been renoved from her face--

her wi de white eyes up stare up at himhorribly from her
exposed skul | .

Pickman starts to shake. He |ooks further into the room

He sees the knocked over phonograph, and behind it the two
divans. Valerie is curled up upon the further divan, nude
and unnoving. Her eyes are wide open as is her nouth. Her
head is twisted al nost entirely backwards on her shoul ders.

The bl ood drains fromPi cknan's face. Tears roll down his
cheeks. He | ooks away fromhis wife, unable to endure the
sight. He |ooks at the phonograph lying on the fl oor.

EXT. ALICI A BINFREY' S MANSI ON - SAME

BLAM BLAM BLAM

BLAM BLAM

BLAM

| NT. THE BI NFREY MANSI ON RECREATI ON ROOM - SAME

Pickman stares at the pieces of the phonograph he just blew
apart. Snoke rises fromthe barrel of his gun. He places
his gun back in his holster, his hand shaking terribly.

Pi ckman | ooks over at his wife and his stonmach sinks, as if
seeing the tragedy for the very first tinmne.

Pl CKMAN
Kitten...

He wal ks over to Valerie, tears streamfromhis eyes down
hi s nmud-spl attered cheeks. He sits beside her.

Pl CKMAN
(conti nui ng)
Val .

Pi ckman rests his hand on her shoul der. Upon touching her,
he begins to shiver uncontrollably. He exhales a horrible
shuddering breath as he brushes the hair from her eyes.
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He shuts her eyelids wth his coarse fingers. He closes her
agoni zed nouth. He becones nauseated but refuses to | ook
away.

He gently turns her head forward.

Pi ckman shuts his eyes and presses his forehead into the
spl ash of blond hair that runs down her back. He hugs her
as tightly as he can.

EXT. ALIClI A BINFREY' S MANSI ON - LATER
Pi ckman energes fromthe mansion, carrying his wife's body.
He has clothed her in her blue dress.

MALE VO CE (O. S.)
The shots cane fromthe Binfrey
Mansi on.

Pi ckman wal ks down the col ored pebble path, cradling Valerie
agai nst his chest.

Deputy Bartl ey and DEPUTY JACKSON, and ol der abl e-bodi ed man
with silver hair and an angul ar face, run towards the mansion.
They have their guns drawn.

JACKSON
(to Bartley)
It's the Sheriff.

BARTLEY
Shots were reported-

Bartl ey sees who the Sheriff is carrying; he is horrified.

Deputy Jackson crosses hinself. The Deputies run up the
hill towards Pickman.

The Sheriff continues to descend the col ored- pebbl e path,
and the Deputies fall in beisde him silent for a |ong,
horri bl e noment.

Bartley rubs the tears fromhis square face with his thick
fingers.

BARTLEY
(conti nui ng)
| s there anything we can do?

JACKSON
Should | call a mnister?

Pi ckman | ooks at Bartley and then at Jackson.

Pl CKMAN
Call an assenbly at town hall.
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One o' clock. At |east one person fromevery single household
must attend or the entire famly risks bein' jailed.

Bartl ey nods, wiping tears fromhis eyes. Jackson nods.

Pl CKIVAN

(conti nui ng)
Nobody | eaves this town. Lock up
anyone tryin' to get out. Find
Abr aham Wei ss and | ock hi mup. Send
a telegramto Starfield about what
happened here. Send another to
Foxville asking for their top
detectives. Cet volunteers for a
digging commttee for those who..

Pickman's voice trails off. He inhales deeply and conti nues.

Pl CKMAN
(conti nui ng)
Get a digging conmttee for those
who ain't got sonebody left to bury
‘em

BARTLEY
| s there anything we can do for you?

Pi ckman shakes his head as he wal ks down the pebbl e path.
He does not | ook at the deputies when he responds.

Pl CKMVAN
No. I'Il be at that nmeeting. [|'1lI
be there as soon as |'ve buri ed-

Pi ckman' s voi ce CRACKS.
He clears his throat and conti nues.
Pl CKMAN
(conti nui ng)

"Il be there as soon as |'ve buried

my wife beside ny little girl.
EXT. RATTLEBORGE GRAVEYARD - NI NE TH RTY
The young town's graveyard is small: |ess than one hundred

people are buried within its confines. Pickman, shovel in
hand, | ooks at a small tonbstone upon which is witten:

"Em |y Lisa Pickman, Qur Bel oved Daughter.’
Next to the grave, lies Valerie's body, nestled in a plainly

made coffin. Pickman plunges his shovel into the noist earth
and starts digging.
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I NT. TOMN HALL - ONE O CLOCK

The enornous enclosure is filled to capacity with at |east
si x hundred di straught and agitated Rattl eborge residents.

A podiumwi th the nane 'Rattl eborge’ witten upon it stands
in the mddle of the dais at the front of the hall. Sunlight
pours through the six windows at the top of the tall eastern
wal | .

Little clusters of people ARGU NG TALKI NG WEEPI NG or

VWHI SPERI NG are scattered throughout the assenblage. Fearful
and teary eyes turn towards the central door as it CREAKS
open.

Mayor Hogan, his face red fromcrying stands at the podi um
HOGAN
Before | speak and do what little |
can to console you, let's take us a
noment and bow our heads in prayer.

The townspeople of Rattl eborge shut their eyes and bow their
heads. Mayor Hogan | ooks down and at his pocket watch.

Engraved in its silver are the words:
" HOGAN,

To the beefiest bull in the Men's C ub: Happy Sixtieth
Bi rt hday you ol d rascal .

YOUR PAL, DUGAN

Hogan's eyes brimw th tears. He pockets the tinepiece and
| ooks up at the crowd again.

Hogan wi pes the tears and clears his throat.

HOGAN
(conti nui ng)
Prior to com ng here, | done spoke

to Mnister Darren. He'll hold
three contiguos services tonight
with the aid of Parson Howards- to
acconodate those in need of spiritua
support.

Sheriff Pickman wal ks through the doors; he has washed hinself
and put on a clean brown suit, a clean blue shirt and a pair
of newy shined boots. He has cleaned his guns as well.
Silence flows |ike spilled ink over the assenbl age.

Deputy Cooperson, Deputy Bartley and Deputy Jackson enter
the hall a nonment later. Jackson shuts the door behind them
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The four |lawren wal k towards the platform their heavy

f oot st eps CRACK | oudly agai nst the polished wood fl oor; the
reports echo |ike fading heartbeats in the enclosure's high
rafters.

Mayor Hogan steps away fromthe podium He nods solemmly to
Pi ckman and pats his tenderly on his shoul der.

The wet, red and fearful eyes of the nunerous attendees watch
the Sheriff stand behind the podium The Deputies stand
besi de the Sheriff.

Pi ckman | ooks forward, at the amassed townspeopl e before
hi m

Pl CKMAN
Sixty-three were nurdered in
Ratt| eborge | ast night.

Sonme VWH SPERI NG and TALKI NG swells within the crowd.
Pi ckman waits for it to subside.

Pl CKMAN
(conti nui ng)
| do not nmake idle threats, as nost
of you al ready know.

Anger colors Pickman's face. He grips the sides of the
podium waiting for his rage to subside. Pickman exhal es a
hot breath through his nose and then coolly inhales through
his nouth. He breathes out again- slowy- and clears his

t hr oat .

Cooperson, Bartley, Jackson, the Mayor and the crowd watch
Pi ckman struggle with his anger and grief for a | ong,
unconfortabl e nonent.

Pl CKMAN
(conti nui ng)

Sonebody here knows sonet hing ' bout
what happened. All of our wealthiest
citizens were robbed and nmurdered by
the foul nmen who cane and went with
the storm Sonebody who knows this
town- and knows it thoroughly- aided
t hese... these jackals.

Pi ckman surveys the crowd, as do Cooperson, Bartley and
Jackson.

Pl CKMAN
(conti nui ng)
| f you know sonmet hi ng or were sonehow
i nvol ved- accidentally or wllingly-
conme to ne before sundown tonight
( MORE)
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Pl CKMAN ( CONT' D)

and cone clean, and I'll deal with
you squarely as a nman bound by the
| aw.

Agai n rage consunes Pickman; he waits for the internal tenpest
to pass before continuing.

Pl CKMAN

(conti nui ng)
If I find out that you w thheld
information fromne, | swear on the
graves of ny wwfe and ny little girl,
| will hand over ny badge and | will
cut out your tongue and nail it to
the town sign

The assenbly is frozen by the Sheriff's words: for an instant
nobody noves, nobody bl i nks.

Pl CKIVAN
(conti nui ng; noddi ng)
| will be on ny front porch waitin'
for you.

Pi ckman turns fromthe podium wal ks off of the platformand
| eaves the hall

Mayor Hogan exchanges worried gl ances with Deputy Cooperson.

Cooperson whispers into Bartley's ear and then runs after
the Sheriff.

Buried deep within the crowmd, Walter pales and begins to
trenmble. Cold sweat pours down the dimnutive doll maker's
face.

EXT. TOMWN JAIL - MOMENTS LATER

Pi ckman wal ks towards the jail, flanked by Cooperson.
Pl CKMAN
How many vol unteers we got for the
diggin ?
COOPERSON

Far nore than we need.
Pi ckman nods.

Pl CKMAN
Let's see if our suspect is conscious.

I NT. TOWN JAI L, RECEIVI NG ROOM - MOMVENTS LATER

Pi ckman and Cooperson wal k into the stone-walled builing.
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The guard, a stocky woman of fifty named GERTRUDE, sits behind
the front desk, beside the door |leading to the cells.

Pl CKMAN
He wake up yet?
GERTRUDE
| think so-- | heard sone nmoanin

and sone kinda talkin' in another
| anguage: babblin' and whatnot. And
that colored fella is hungry.

Pickman pulls a key fromhis vest, inserts it into the |ock
and tw sts it.

I NT. TOWN JAIL, HOLDI NG CELLS - MOMENTS LATER

Ten jail cells fill the space, each with a small wooden stool,
a cot and a netal bucket. 1In one cell sits Mango, the piano
pl ayer. He stands up as Pickman and Cooperson enter.

In another cell lies an Elderly Man, asleep. |n another
cell lies a Native Arerican with his armover his eyes.

In the furthest cell- distant fromthe others- is Abraham
Weiss. His chest and | eft forearm have been bandaged. He
sits on the small wooden stool, staring at the floor.

Pi ckman and Cooperson wal k t owards Abraham

MANGO
Wiy am1| in here, Sheriff? | didn't
have nothin' to do with them
killings'. You just |lock up colored
folk with no-

Pickman turns to face Mango.

Pl CKMAN
Li ke the other nen in here- two of
whom are white- you're a stranger in
town at the time of the killings.
Until | know nore, bein' a stranger
makes you a suspect. So if you'll-

ABRAHAM
These nen are i nnocent, as am|.

Pi ckman, irked at being interrupted, turns his head to
Abraham The Sheriff's eyes snolder; he walks in front of
Abr aham Wei ss' cel | .

Pl CKMAN
What do you know?

ABRAHAM
There were three of them correct?
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Pi ckman and Cooper son exchange gl ances but say not hi ng.
Abraham stands up fromhis chair and wal ks towards the bars.

Even though he is a bit unstable on his feet, his eyes never
| eave Pickman's.

ABRAHAM
(conti nui ng)
| know the nane of their |eader. |
know how t hey knew whi ch houses to
rob. And | will divulge nothing
unl ess you allow nme to hunt them
down and kill themw th you

Pi ckman surges agai nst the bars and grabs Abraham by the
throat. The Sheriff pulls the prisoner close to his face,

so that their noses are practically touching. Pickman's

eyes are like cold blue gens; his voice is strong and neasured
when he speaks.

Pl CKMAN
Don't interrupt nme and do not dare
put terns to me. You are ny prisoner
and right now you're the primary
suspect in the worst crinme perpetrated
in the history of this state. You'l
tell me what you know and you'l
stipulate no conditions.

Abr aham st ares back, incurious, aloof.

ABRAHAM
VWhile | was unconscious, did the
doct or who sewed and bandaged ne
descri be or perhaps show you the
many ways in which | have been
muti | at ed?

Pl CKMAN
He did. He showed ne.

ABRAHAM
Those are self-inflicted wounds
Sheriff. | did those things to nyself

with the surgical instrunents | once
heal ed people wth.

Abr aham shakes hi s head.
ABRAHAM

(conti nui ng)
No, Sheriff. There is nothing you

can do that will intimdate ne.
There is no pain you can inflict
upon ne worse than the pain | inflict

upon nyself daily, as puni shnent.
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Pi ckman | oosens his grasp upon Abraham s coll ar.

ABRAHAM
(conti nui ng)
Rel ease ne Sheriff. Together we
will find and kill these foul nen.

Pickman's face reddens in frustration. He turns away from
Abraham unsure of how to proceed.

Cooper son | ooks at Abraham

COOPERSON
Wt hhol ding evidence in a nultiple
hom ci de investigation is tantanount
to being an accessory, M ster Wi ss.
You can be hanged for not conplying
in a case such as this.

ABRAHAM
| f you wish to hang nme, do so after
|'ve aided you and exacted justice.

Pi ckman turns back to the bars and | ooks between them at
Abraham The Sheriff speaks slowy and wi th enpathy.

Pl CKMAN
Did they kill your wife? 1Is that
whose face is etched in those bullets?

Abr aham wal ks back to his stool. He tilts his head down and
stares at the floor, his eyes are dead and di stant.

ABRAHAM
Wen | amin a dark room punishing
myself with nmy bl ades her spectre
appears before ne. During her visits,
we talk to each other and renenber
happier tines in the fatherland..
or when we first canme to this country.
But al ways, just before she departs,
she says, 'Wiy do the nen who raped
and killed nme still live?

Pickman bites his lower lip in an effort to suppress his own
enotions. Cooperson | ooks at Abraham unnerved by his
revelation. Mango returns to his cot, worriedly |ooking

t owar ds Abr aham

Abraham sits |i ke a statue upon the small chair.

Cooperson puts his hand on Pickman's shoul der.

COOPERSON
We shoul d go, Sheriff.



91.

Pl CKMAN
(to Cooperson)
Wi t .
(to Abraham
You' d let these brigands kill again-
mur der ot her innocents- if you
couldn't kill 'emyourself?
ABRAHAM
| would. It is for ny wife, you
understand. ..l must kill themfor
her.

Pi ckman, his eyes distant, nods. Cooperson and Pickman | eave.
| NT. WALTER S HOUSE - MOVENTS LATER

Walter, pale and terrified, |ooks out of the front w ndow of
his living room towards the street. Sheriff Pickman and
Deputy Cooperson wal k past. Walter holds his breath.

EXT. PICKMAN S HOUSE - TW LI GHT

Pickman sits in a rocking chair on his porch, staring at the
sunset. In his laps lies the note that Valerie left for
hi m

Cooperson wal ks towards the house. He takes off his hat as
he clinbs the steps to the porch.

Pl CKMVAN
Deput y.

COOPERSON
Sheri ff.

Pi ckman folds the note and puts it in his vest pocket. He
points to the rocking chair beside him Cooperson nods and
sitsinit. The two nmen stare off at the setting sun

COOPERSON
(conti nui ng)
Di d anybody conme to you with any new
i nformation?

Pl CKMAN
No. Lots of people cone by and give
me condol ensces, but nobody said
anythin' of any inport. You?

COOPERSON
Phyllis Cranston says that she m ght
have heard some nen talking in the
storm and Sindy Waterford says that
she m ght have seen sone nen wal ki ng
around in the rain.
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Pl CKMAN
That's it?

Cooper son nods.

COOPERSON
How are you hol di ng up?

Pl CKMAN
Not so good. Just thinkin' about
finding the fellows who did this..
and about her. Just those two things,
back and forth, back and forth.

Pi ckman nods, affirmng his own statenent.
Pl CKIVAN

(conti nui ng)
|"ve got a question for you.

COOPERSON
Yes?
Pl CKIVAN
You're a man of God.
COOPERSON
| am
Pl CKIVAN
Wien | was on the hill this norning,
diggin' ny wfe's grave, | saw a
rai nbow.

Pickman turns fromthe sunset and | ooks at Cooperson.

Pl CKIVAN

(conti nui ng)
|"m buryin" my wife next to ny five
year old girl...and in the sky is
the prettiest rainbow |'ve ever seen.
For the briefest nmonment- forgettin
that Val was dead- | wanted to show
it to her. And then it hits ne for
the twentieth time that nornin' that
she's gone. And still there's that
rai nbow hangin' up there smling at
me...nocking me as I'mdiggin a
hole to bury my whole life in.

Pi ckman rubs his hands toget her and shakes his head.

Pl CKIVAN
(conti nui ng)
All 1 could think was that there's
no order, no logic to anything-- no
( MORE)
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Pl CKMAN ( CONT' D)
reason to what happens here on earth.
Can you or your bible nmake sone sense
of this massacre?

COOPERSON
Violence is one of the stained hammers
that comes with freewill, and it can

be w el ded by both the w cked and

the righteous. Men are not controlled
by the creator, nerely made in His

i mage.

Pl CKMAN
If there is a higher power, a watchfu
eye up there, what the hell was he
doin' last night while this town was
bein" slaughtered... and ny wife was
bein' violated? Wy didn't he give
us a sign or |et us know what was
happeni n' ?

Pi ckman's face colors with anger
Pl CKMAN
(conti nui ng)
Where was your Lord then, Cooperson?

Cooper son does not respond; he stares synpathetically at
Pi ckman, shaking his head.

Pl CKMAN
(conti nui ng)
Sorry... | don't nean to attack you,

| know that you conme out here to
check up on ne and | appreciate that.

COOPERSON
| do not want to preach to you Roger
| am here as your friend-- to listen
and help you in any way that | can.

Pi ckman nods.

Pl CKMAN
| do appreciate that.

Pi ckman SLAPS Cooperson's knee and | ooks back at the sunset.

Pl CKMAN
(conti nui ng)
Ever since ny girl died, | had a
hard tine believin'. You renenber
Emly don't you? Prettiest little
girl there ever was.
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Cooperson's face pales. His hands start to trenble. He
nods.

COCOPERSON
She was a beautiful little angel.

Pl CKMAN
When she passed on, Val and | stopped
goin' to church. You see, our prayers
weren't answered. But, after sone
rough years, we eventually found our
way back to happiness...and we didn't
need the roads of religion to | ead
us there. And at sone point | started
to wonder: were peopl e happier before
there were churches? 1In that tine,
| think if a man had a probl em he
fixed it hinself, he didn't ask for
sonme invisible power to fix it for
himor forgive himfor his
transgressions. He figured out what
needed doin' and then went and did
it.

Pickman | eans forward in his chair and | ooks at Cooperson.

Pl CKMAN
(conti nui ng)
|'ve made ny decision Deputy. |
can't give those brigands any nore
of a head start than | already have.
Can you watch the town while |'m
gone?

Cooperson's eyes wi den. He nods.

Pl CKMAN
(conti nui ng)
Thank you.

Pi ckman gi ve Cooperson his badge.
| NT. TOAN JAIL, HOLDI NG CELLS - N GHT

Carrying a two-buckl e saddl ebag, Pickman enters the hol ding
cell area. A lone light bulb glares in the center of the
space, throw ng opaque shadows in all directions. Mango,

the Elderly Man and the Native Anerican nmale are all eating
their suppers fromnetal plates. 1In his corner cell, Abraham
sits on his stool staring at the floor. H's food is

unt ouched.

Pl CKMAN
Abr aham Weéi ss.

Abrahamtilts his head up. Pickman pulls a pair of handcuffs
fromhis brown suit jacket.
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EXT. SINDY'S SALOON - MOMENTS LATER

The lights are on wwthin the saloon. Wilter wal ks up the
steps towards the establishnment, holding a gift-wapped obl ong
box. Hi's eyes are distant and glazed |like a starved dog's.

The box he carries is heavy.
EXT. TOMWN JAIL - MOMENTS LATER

Two horses are tethered to the tieing pole just outside of
the jail. The sound of a congregation SI NG NG GOSPEL wafts
on the chilly night air. Pickman and Abrahamexit the jail;
Abraham i s handcuf f ed.

Pi ckman unties the reins of the two brown steeds.

Pl CKVAN
Her e.

He hands the reins of the smaller horse to Abraham  Abraham
t akes the reins.

The two nen wal k the horses down the avenue, out of the Iight
spilling fromthe w ndows of the jail

EXT. MCDONELLY'S FI NE JEWELS AND THI NGS - MOMENTS LATER

II'lum ned solely by the sliver of nmobon hanging in the sky,

the two nen lead their nounts before the closed jewelry store.
Pi ckman | ooks at the sign and- renenbering the proprietor-
shakes his head. He wal ks over to Abraham and unl ocks his
handcuffs.

ABRAHAM
You will let ne torture the one who
savaged ny wife in the manner of ny
choosi ng?

Pl CKMAN

Yes... but | get the other two. And
you answer ny questions as to how
you know so much and wound up here.

ABRAHAM
Agreed. To find these nmen we need
t he dol |l naker. He has not departed
Ratt| eborge, | hope.

Pl CKIVAN
Wal ter Lee Higginsford?

| NT. SINDY'S SALOON - MOVENTS LATER
Wal ter, carrying the oblong box, wal ks inside the Sal oon.

Two MEN sit at the bar: their faces are long with sorrow.
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Enmpty gl asses sit before them Sindy stands behind the bar,
drying recently washed whi sky glasses with a tattered rag.

She does not see Walter.

The di m nutive doll maker makes his was to the bar. H s hands,
tremul ous and white-knuckled, grip the big box.

He | ooks inside the spittoon: it is enpty.

Wal ter places the oblong box upon the bar and cl anbers up
upon the bar stool, down which his feet dangle like a child's.

Sindy turns around and sees him

SI NDY
I"'mglad to see that you're alright
Wal ter.

The dol | maker nervously nods. Sindy wal ks over and | ooks at
hi m

SI NDY
(conti nui ng)
Whi skey with fruit syrup and three
cherries?

VWl ter, sweating profusely, nods.

SI NDY
(conti nui ng)
Take of f your jacket if you' re hot.

Wal ter nods again, but does not renmove his jacket. Sindy
turns away from him

Wal ter nervously TAPS his fingers on the oblong box as Sindy
m xes his drink. Sindy tuns back around.

She places the smal|l anber drink beside the box.

SI NDY
(conti nui ng)
No char ge.

Sindy turns around and wal ks away. Walter eyes the cherries
floating in the drink. H's fingers nervously TAP the |id of
the box, in a continuous tattoo.

EXT. CENTRAL AVENUE - SAME

Pi ckman and Abrahamride their horses down the avenue at a
qui ck gal | op

Pl CKMAN
You go to his house, I'll check
Sindy's. Don't cross ne Abraham or-
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ABRAHAM
| will hold to our agreenent, Sheriff.

Abraham yanks his reins hard, wincing as he strains his bullet-
pierced left arm He rides towards the suburbs.

Pi ckman SNAPS his reins. The Sheriff speeds his nount
forward, down the avenue.

I NT. SINDY'S SALOON - SAME

VWal ter unties the blue pol ka-dotted ribbon fastened around
the oblong box and lets it fall to the bar. He picks up his
smal|l dark drink and swirls it gently. The cherries orbit
the circunference of the glass like little red pl anets.
Walter drinks the entire glass and SLAMS it down, startling
Sindy and the other two patrons. He chews the cherries tw ce
and swal | ows.

WALTER
| would |ike another.

Walter runs his fingertips around the edge of the box's lid.
EXT. CENTRAL AVENUE - MOMENTS LATER

Pi ckman' s horse gal |l ops down the avenue.

| NT. SINDY'S SALOON - MOVENTS LATER

Si ndy places another drink before Walter.

SI NDY
Don't drink too nmuch, alright?

Walter, irked by the comment, takes the drink in his hand
and downs it in one violent notion.

EXT. SINDY'S SALOON - MOMENTS LATER

Pi ckman rides up before the Sal oon. He hastily clinbs off
of his horse. A woman SCREAMS inside the bar.

Pi ckman draws his revolvers as he runs up the stairs.
| NT. SINDY'S SALOON - SANME

Wal ter stands on his stool, pointing a double-barrel ed shotgun
down at Sindy's chest. The saloon doors sw ng w de.

The Sheriff storns in.
Walter turns his head to the Sheriff.

WALTER
Drop your guns.
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Pi ckman gauges Walter; he immedi ately assesses that the little
man is volatile. He drops his silver-plated guns; they
CLATTER onto the sawdust-covered fl oor.

WALTER
(conti nui ng)
Take a seat Sheriff, unless you-

Sindy grabs the barrel of the shotgun, points it away from
her and yanks.

KABOOM The wall of bottles SHATTERS; their contents pour
out as if a damto a river of whiskey has just coll apsed.

Walter falls fromhis stool and tunbles face first onto bar
with a CRACK. Sindy wenches the shotgun away from his
grasping fingers.

Wal ter reaches beneath his blue suit jacket.

Pi ckman | eans over and grabs one of his dropped pistols from
the fl oor.

Walter withdraws a tiny two-shot handgun fromhis suit jacket
and raises it.

Pickman | evels his pistol at Walter. Sindy drops behind the
bar. Walter plunges the tiny handgun into his own open nout h;
he shuts his eyes.

BANG,

Wal ter CRIES out and grabs his shoul der, at the point where
Pickman's bull et just pierced him

Walter's pistol CLATTERS to the bar and then CLATTERS upon
the ground. The two Patrons at the bar run out of the
establishment. Pickman rushes Wl ter.

The dol | maker cl asps his bl eedi ng shoul der.

WALTER
(conti nui ng)
You shot ne!

Pi ckman grabs Walter by the collar and yanks himfromthe
bar, hurling himto the floor. The little man SLAMS upon
t he ground.

Pl CKMAN
Cet up.

Wal ter scranbles to his feet, his left hand clutching his
bl eedi ng right shoul der. Pickman shoves the barrel of his
pi stol into the nape of Walter's neck.
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Wth his free hand, the Sheriff picks up his second pi stol
and hol sters it.

Pl CKMAN
(conti nui ng)
Wal k.

Wal ter wal ks forward, Pickman wal king directly behind him
i ke a giant shadow.

EXT. SINDY'S SALOON - MOMENTS LATER

Abraham sits atop his horse, standing beside Pickman's.

Pl CKMAN
(to Abraham
He was about to kill the proprietor..
or hinself... or maybe ne. Didn't

have much | uck
Abraham | ooks at the little nman.

ABRAHAM
How serious is his wound?

Pl CKIVAN
Not very. Bullet got clean through--
only nicked his shoul der bone. Patch
it up later when we're clear from
t own.

Abraham nods. Walter |ooks up at the black clad, strangely
accented stranger. Wth and ungentle notion, Pickman
handcuffs Walter.

WALTER
OMWWV.

ABRAHAM
(to Pi ckman)
| need to retrieve ny instrunents
from t he Ruddi ngton.

Pi ckman nods as he kneels next to Walter. The Sheriff
handcuffs his prisoner's ankles together.

WALTER
Wit a-

Pi ckman pushes Walter's chest; the little man stunbles
backwards, but the slack on the handcuffs fettering hi mmakes
it inmpossible for himto maintain his balance. He SPLATS on
his back in the nud of the ruined road.

Wth the toe of his left boot, Pickman rolls Walter onto his
stomach. Pickman ties a rope tightly around Walter's ankl es.
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WALTER
(conti nui ng)
Wait a m nute Sheriff!

Pi ckman wraps the rope around the cross strap at the back of
his horse's saddl e and secures it thoroughly.

Abraham reaches into his black jacket and extracts a snal
dark shape. He tosses the itemto Pickman.

The Sheriff catches the tossed itemand | ooks at it. In his
hands he holds the doll of Billy Lee.

ABRAHAM
That is what Walter's brother | ooks
like. He is the | eader of the band
t hat came here.

Pi ckman | ooks balefully at Walter.

WALTER
Sheriff, you can't do this... | didn't
know he was gonna hurt anyone-- he
said he woul dn't hurt anyone!

The Sheriff clinbs into his saddle and SNAPS his reins. The
horse GALLOPS forward. The | oose rope wapped around Walter's
feet grows taught.

VWalter, lying facedown in the nuddy, rocky avenue is yanked
forward, GURG.I NG and YELLI NG

Abr aham SNAPS his reins and foll ows.
EXT. TVWENTY PACES OUT OF TOMWN - TH RTY M NUTES LATER

Pi ckman pulls back on the reins, halting his horse. Abraham
pul | s up beside him

They | ook at the dragged dol |l maker, |ethargically squirmng
in the grass behind Pickman's horse. Walter's face is a
mask of nmud and blood. He has lost two teeth, the tip of
his nose and a portion of his left ear. He GROANS in dul
agony.

Pl CKMAN
You gonna take us to your brother?

Wal ter spits sonething solid into the dry grass.

WALTER
|'"'mnot sure...where... I'mnot sure
where he's gone to. Please Sheriff...
pl ease b-believe ne... he didn't

tell me where...

Walter starts to SOB again
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Pl CKMAN
But you know places he mght turn
up. A gal he fancies? A whorehouse
he frequents? A place where he can
unl oad the jewels he took from
Rat t | ebor ge?

Wal t er conti nues SOBBI NG

WALTER
| know where his...his wife and k-
ki ds are.

Pi ckman, surprised by the doll maker's words, | ooks over
t owards Abraham The bl ack-cl ot hed doctor | ooks at the
hangi ng sliver of noon up above.

Pl CKMAN
VWhere do his wife and kids live?

WALTER
Quart er st one.

Pl CKMAN
Quart er st one.

Pi ckman clinmbs out of his saddl e and wal ks besi de Wal ter.

The dol | maker shudders and shakes. He |ooks at Pi cknman and
then away again, as if the sight physically hurts his eyes.

Pi ckman kneel s besi de the dol |l naker and unravel s the rope
around his feet.

WALTER
You won't... you won't tell Billy
Lee | hel ped you, wll you?

Pl CKMAN
Wien | find him there ain't gonna
be much in the way of conversation

EXT. H LLY REG ON - MOVENTS BEFORE DAV

Pi ckman and Abrahamride their horses eastwards. The horizon
is a lum nous royal blue, heralding the sun's inmm nent
arrival. Across the back of Pickman's horse lies Walter

face down; his feet drape the horse's left flank and his

arnms and head drape the horse's right.

VWal t er MOANS

Pi ckman wat ches a distant bird sketch el aborate circles
agai nst the sky.

VWal ter RETCHES, but his stomach is conpletely enpty and has
nothing left to yield.
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WALTER
" mdying, Sheriff... I'"mdying...

Pi ckman and Abraham say not hing. The horses canter forward.
EXT. H LLY REG ON - DAWN

Upon their horses, the three press on. Walter GRUNTS and
MOANS with the horse's every novenent.

Pl CKMAN
We can't have hi mnmoanin' when we're
threadin' through the passes in this
ar ea.

ABRAHAM
| will tend to his injuries.

Pi ckman pulls on his reins, as does Abraham

Abraham cl i nbs down from his horse. He wal ks to the packs
fastened to his steed' s posterior and unfastens his thick
bl ack suitcase. He unbuckles the straps that hold it shut.

ABRAHAM
(conti nui ng)
How far is Quarterstone?

Pl CKMAN
Two and a half days' ride through
Canhougache country and at | east
five if we take the safe passage
ar ound.

ABRAHAM
We are opting for the shorter route?

Pl CKVAN
W are.

Abr aham nods and cracks open his bag. He withdraws a vi al
wi th powder and yellow sh crystals that he then places in
t he pocket of his black jacket.

Wal ter MOANS and fruitl essly RETCHES agai n.

Abraham wi t hdraws a vial containing a sepia-toned fluid and
then a sl ender | eather pack, ten inches |long. He UNSNAPS
the | eather pack and fromit, withdraws a gl ass syringe
reinforced wwth steel wring.

Pl CKMAN
(conti nui ng)
What're you givin' hinf

ABRAHAM
Mor phi ne.
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Abr aham di ssol ves a few of the crystals inside the solution-
I

illed vial.

VWal t er MOANS

Pl CKIVAN

That stuff'll quieten hinP
ABRAHAM

It wll quieten him

Abraham pl aces the vials back inside his black suitcase.

Upturned syringe in his |eft hand, Abraham wal ks over to
VWalter. He twists the dollnmaker's armaround to get at an
artery. Walter GROANS

Abraham slides the | ong needl e expertly into the soft
underside of Walter's arm He presses the plunger.

Pl CKIVAN
Looks like you're givin' himquite a
dose.

ABRAHAM

Addi cts have no secrets.
EXT. OPEN PLAI NS - NOON

Atop their two horses, the three nen ride eastward. Walter
i n unconscious. H's face and his shoul der have been sewn up
and bandaged.

Pl CKMAN
How d you know? How did you know
they' d be headed to Rattl eborge?

Abraham his wide black hat tilted very | ow over his face,
gl ances at Pickman. Two bl ack gens sparkle fromwthin his
shadow obscured face.

ABRAHAM
When | returned to ny wagon and found
my wi fe dead and ravaged, there was
a letter snoking in the canpfire,
not yet conpletely consuned. On it
was the name Walter Lee Higginsford
and his address in Rattl eborge.

Pl CKMAN
That's it?

ABRAHAM
Yes.

The horses canter forward.
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Pl CKMAN
How d you know when they'd turn up?
ABRAHAM
| did not know when... or even if
they ever would. It just happened
that they arrived shortly after ne.

Pl CKMAN
That seens to be the way of this
worl d-- no reason for anythin'.

ABRAHAM
You have no religious faith?

Pl CKMAN
Not anynore. You?

ABRAHAM
| practiced Judai smonce, but not
since | saw how the faithful were
rewarded. \Wat the ' Chosen Ones'
like ny wwfe and | were chosen for.

Pi ckman eyes a few carrion birds whirling in the distance,
qui ckly goi ng nowhere. Abraham watches the creatures w nd
their invisible weft in the sky.

The two nen ride silently for a nonent, watching the birds.

The sound of horse hooves gently breaking dry grass whispers
in the riders' ears.

ABRAHAM
(conti nui ng)
In the small hours of the night, ny
bl ades and ny bl ood and nmy pain summon
my wife back to ne. That is ny faith--
private and purposeful.

Pi ckman | ooks at the shadow stai ned and scarred face of
Abraham and then | ooks away, wary. The two horses, with
their three breathing burdens, canter eastward. The
conver sati on has ended.

EXT. ROCKY TERRAIN - TWLI GHT

The horses gently pick their way across the sere, orange-
hued terrain. Loose stones roll down the small hills, away
fromthe steeds' hooves, like fleeing children. Pickman
scans the horizon ahead, but sees nothing. Abraham | ooks
west, seeing nothing but nore rock.

Pi ckman | ooks south. In the very distance a small bl ack
speck glides across the rocky topography. Pickman shakes
hi s head, di smayed.
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Pickman turns in his saddl e and opens up one of the

saddl ebags. He extracts two black pistols fromthe bag: the
St ei ssel bachs. He pulls back on his reins and notions for
Abrahamto canter up beside him

The doctor pulls up al ongside the Pickman, where he receives
his two Steissel bach pistols.

Abraham exam nes the guns. He SNAPS the front suspension

| ever down; the barrel swivels out into a | oading position
in one quick, automated notion. Abrahamw thdraws a bul | et
and | ooks at the etching he carved into it.

Pl CKMAN
She was a pretty wonman.

Abr aham nods.

ABRAHAM
She i s.

He places the bullet back into the barrel and flips the
suspension | ever up; the barrel |ocks back into place with a
CLI CK

Pl CKMAN
Don't fire that thing unless | do.
The I ndi ans round here can be dealt
w th peaceably, though not al ways.

Abraham slides the pistols inside the enpty hol sters stil
at his wai st.

EXT. CAVE MOUTH I N THE ROCKY REGQ ON - NI GHT

Pickman rests a fewtwigs on the tiny fire he has nmade within
the nestled and shielded cave. Beside himlay Wlter,
handcuffed, fettered and unconscious. Abraham holding his
bl ack suitcase, stands at the cave nouth.

ABRAHAM
(whi speri ng)
Il will return later tonight.

Pi ckman | ooks at the Doctor and shakes his head.

Pl CKMAN
(whi speri ng)
This ain't the kind of place in which
to hack at yourself and nmunble in
t he dark. Canhougache infest these
parts.
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ABRAHAM
(whi speri ng)
The summoning ritual occurs only in
pure darkness-- it will not draw the

attention of the Canhougache.

Pi ckman sees that he is not going to di ssuade Abraham He
tosses a couple nore tiny twigs into the fire.

Pl CKMAN
(whi spering)
Be careful and be quiet.

Abr aham nods and departs, absorbed by the night.
Pi ckman | eans back against the wall of the cave.

WALTER
(1 oudly)
The doctor is insane.

Pi ckman | unges at the dol |l maker and presses the thick palm
of his left hand to Walter's nouth.

Pl CKMAN
(whi sper ed)
Unl ess you want to be Canhougache
chow, keep quiet.

Wal ter's norphine-glazed eyes drift to Pickman. The dol | maker
focuses his junbl ed thoughts.

WALTER

(whi sper ed)
The doctor... he is deceiving you,
Sheriff. He used to run with ny
brot her's band, years back... but
Billy Lee thought he was too
volatile... too unpredictable to
involve in his extral egal endeavors.
He is a treacherous-

Pl CKMAN
(whi sper ed)
| may not know all them fancy words
you know Hi ggi nsford, but | can snell
bul I shit the second a bull starts to
squat. Lie to nme again and |'|
drag you all day tonorrow.

VWal ter winkles his bandaged nose and | ooks balefully at
Pi ckman. The dol | naker shuts his eyes and | ays his head
upon the convex rock given to himfor a pillow



107.
EXT. ROCKY VALLEY - LATE DAY

From a nearby defile, Pickman and Abrahamride their steeds
into the open valley. The two brown horses are | athered and
exhaust ed.

Pl CKVAN
We gotta rest 'em

Pi ckman surveys the valley. Deeper in lies a small stream
surrounded by a few ugly bushes and trees. Pickman points
to the water. Abraham sees it and nods.

Both men clinb off of their horses. They take the reins and
| ead their nmounts to the water. Walter, flopped over the
rear of Pickman's horse, MOANS weakly.

The horses dip their |long necks and put their nmouths into
t he cool water

Pi ckman takes off his hat and dunks his face into the water.

He pulls his face out, w ping away the day's grine. He cups
hi s hands, plunges theminto the water, and lifts up a handful
to drink.

VWal t er MOANS

Abraham di ps a small steel cup into the water and drinks
fromit. Pickman glances at the far rins of the valley they
are in.

Pl CKMAN
(conti nui ng)
We're too visible here. Once the
horses' ve had enough, we gotta find
anot her spot.

Abraham holding his wire-reinforced glass syringe, wal ks up
to Wlter. He twists Walter's left arm around. Four purplish-
red weal s stand out from previous injections.

Pl CKMAN
(conti nui ng)
Don't kill him

Abraham slides the needle in and presses the plunger. Walter
S| GHS.
ABRAHAM
(to Walter)
VWhat is the nanme of Billy Lee's wfe?

WALTER
Becky.
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ABRAHAM
VWhere does she live?

WALTER
Quart er st one.

Abraham repl aces the syringe in the narrow | eat her pack and
SNAPS it shuts.

ABRAHAM
How ol d i s Becky?

WALTER
Twent y- seven

Abraham wal ks to the stream and dips his steel cup into the
wat er .

ABRAHAM
VWhat are the nanes of Becky's
chil dren?
WALTER
Regi na, Thomas and C arence.
ABRAHAM
How ol d is Thomas?
WALTER
Ei ght .
ABRAHAM

How many are in Billy Lee's band?

WALTER
Three. Billy Lee and the two he
freed fromprison: a fat man and a
di seased rapi st.

ABRAHAM
Open your nout h.

Wal ter does. Abraham pours the water into the sticky carm ne
hole that is the doll maker's upturned, open nouth. Walter
SPUTTERS and GURGLES and then swallows the |iquid down.

Pl CKMAN
(to Abraham
That's what he said this nornin' and
| ast night, right?

ABRAHAM
O her than the wife's age- which
| ast night he said was twenty-six-
he says the sane exact thing each
time | question him
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Pl CKMAN
What he says is true then?
ABRAHAM
Very likely. 1t would take a person

of incredible focus and resolve to

lie while contending with such varying
anounts of pain and narcotic. W
should find Becky and her children
Regi na, Thomas and C arence in
Quarterstone.

Pi ckman scoops up nore water and swallows it down. He exhal es
and then | ooks over at Abraham

Pl CKIVAN
W ain't gonna be killin' no wonen
or kids, in case you're thinkin'
al ong those lines, doctor.

Abr aham wal ks back to his horse and puts his syringe case
away.

ABRAHAM
W will not kill them

Pi ckman | ooks into the shadows beneath Abrahanis hat, but
sees not hi ng.

Pl CKMAN
O hurt themeither.

Abraham cl i nbs upon his horse, but does not respond.
EXT. NARROW DEFI LE - END OF SUNSET

Atop the two steeds, the three nmen wi nd deeper into the jagged
terrain. The last rays of the sun do not enter the defile
they are in. The trio rides beneath the lit plateau,
conpletely wthin heavy shadow.

EXT. NICHE - N GHT

The horses are tethered outside a niche in a w de | ow pass;
the steeds' heads hang |ow to the ground.

Wal ter, handcuffed and fettered, |ies passed out, face first
in the six-foot deep crack the nen have chosen to canp in.

There is no fire or illumnation of any kind within the niche.
Pi ckman and Abraham stare up at the stars and the w sp of
nmoon hanging in the black vault above them

Pi ckman reaches into his vest and fromits inner pocket

w thdraws a seal ed envel ope. He turns the parcel over with
hi s coarse hands, the dimnoonlight making it gl ow royal

bl ue.
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Witten upon the envel ope are the words: 'Sheriff Roger
Pi ckman' s Bonus'

He turns the envel ope over in his hands and | ooks at the wax
seal : ' Mayor Hogan of Rattl eborge'.

Pi ckman pl aces the envel ope back inside his vest.
EXT. STEEP, ROCKY SLOPE - DAWN

Pi ckman and Abraham | ead their horses by the reins down the
treacherous terrain. The horses pick carefully as they
descend, carrying the packs and Walter. Loosened pebbl es
and stones roll ahead of declining assenbl age, CLI CKING and
CRACKI NG as they spill down.

Pickman silently mutters curses wth each | oud noi se the
rolling stones cause.

They are two-thirds of the way down the hill when they see a
NATI VE AMERI CAN appear at the bottom

Pi ckman turns and | ooks up the slope. A NATIVE AVERI CAN
stands at the top of the rise, looking directly at him

Pl CKMAN
(whi spered to Abraham
There's one at the top too. Let's
conti nue down and act friendly.

Abr aham nods.

Pi ckman and the doctor continue to | ead their horses down
t he sl ope.

TEN MORE NATI VE AMVERI CAN MEN and WOVEN energe fromthe brush
besi de the bottom of the slope. Mst of themcarry spears,
t hough few have bows.

Pi ckman shakes his head and curses silently.

Pl CKMAN
(continui ng; whi spered)
The marks | ook |i ke Maccanoi-- they're
rivals with the Canhougache.

ABRAHAM
(whi sper ed)
Shoul d we not take advantage of the
superior range of our weapons?

Pi ckman | ooks at the top of the range. SIX MACCANO stand
atop it.
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Pl CKMAN
(whi sper ed)
No. We're pinned on an open and
unstabl e surface. Let's hope we can
treat with them

The Maccanoi start to CHATTER in excited voices. The forenost
Maccanoi poi nts behi nd Abraham

ABRAHAM
(whi sper ed)
They want ny horse.

Pl CKMAN
(whi sper ed)
No. They want Walter. They think
he i s dead.

ABRAHAM
(whi sper ed)
They wish to eat hinf

Pl CKMAN
(whi sper ed)
Yeah.

Pi ckman and Abraham are now only twenty feet uphill fromthe
el even Maccanoi Warriors.

The LEADER, a shirtless Maccanoi with black stripes painted
across his chest and green stripes across his face, points
at Walter. The Leader then points to his own belly and the
belly of a Winman st andi ng besi de him

Pi ckman shakes his head, 'no'.

Pl CKMAN
(conti nui ng)
He is still alive.

Pi ckman wal ks over and nudges Walter. Walter MOANS

The Maccanoi Leader's eye widen. He turns around and
addresses his brethren. The Maccanoi Leader turns back to
Pi ckman.

MACCANO LEADER
Hungry.

Abr aham waves hi s hands.
ABRAHAM
(to the Maccanoi Leader)
Look.

Al of the Maccanoi | ook at Abraham He wal ks over to Walter.
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ABRAHAM
(conti nui ng)
Look.
Abraham points to Walter's left leg and then to Walter's
right leg. Abraham wal ks over to the Maccanoi Leader and
points to his stomach and then to the stomachs of other
Maccanoi .
The Maccanoi Leader nods and sml es.

MACCANO LEADER
Yes.

Pi ckman' s face goes pale. Sweat glistens on his forehead.
He turns and wat ches Abraham unbuckl e his bl ack suitcase.
The doctor w thdraws a bone saw

Pi ckman | ooks away.

EXT. OPEN PLAINS - LATE DAY

Clear of the rocky terrain, Pickman and Abraham speed their
hor ses al ong.

Walter is tied to the back of Pickman's horse. He has no
legs. His remaining stunps are sewn, bandaged and bound
tightly.

Wal ter's norphi ne-gl azed eyes stare at the sun. He does not
bl i nk.

EXT. OPEN PLAINS - NI GHT
Pi ckman and Abraham sit around the canpfire. Abrahameats a

crust of bread snmeared with lard. Pickman just stares into
the fire, the blaze reflecting froma vast distance in his

bl ue eyes. Walter, still handcuffed, stares up at the noon.
WALTER
(delirious)
| just... | just wanted to scare
her... | only intended... to nake
her see...

Pi ckman gl ances back at Walter and then turns to the fire
agai n.

WALTER
(conti nui ng)
Sindy... | loved that woman...
truly... | wasn't going to shoot
her, you know... | just wanted to

scare her... | only intended...
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Abr aham chews his bread, his black eyes flickering to Walter
and then to Pi ckman.

ABRAHAM
Do you wish for ne to quieten hinf

Pickman's face flushes angrily. He |ooks at Abraham

Pl CKMAN
W' ve al ready done enough to him
Let himranble. There ain't no
| ndi ans out here.

WALTER
Billy Lee is going to shoot you..
he will shoot you fine, fine gentlenen
dead. And then | will go back to
Ratt| eborge and marry Si ndy.

Pickman stares into the fire, filled with self-Ioathing and
doubt. He |ooks down at his fol ded hands. He watches the
firelight play like sunlit waves upon his gol den weddi ng
band.

Pl CKMAN
(shaki ng his head)
Oh kitten. ..

Abraham extricates some small bones froma dried fish with a
scalpel. He flings the bones into the fire and then offers
one of the filets to Pi ckman.

Pl CKMAN
(conti nui ng)
Thank you, but | can't eat right
now.

EXT. GRASSY PLAINS - DAWN

The horses carry their burdens and passengers towards the
rising sun. Pickman and Abraham wear the brins of their
hats low, hiding their eyes fromthe scream ng norning |ight.

VWal ter stares blankly at the clouds above.

WALTER
My toes are col d.

EXT. GRASSY HI LLS - LATE MORNI NG

Pi ckman and Abraham eye the huddl ed civilization | oom ng on
t he horizon beyond the hills they ride in.

Pl CKMAN
That's Quarterstone.
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ABRAHAM
Per haps we shoul d enter the town at
ni ght ?

Pi ckman shakes hi s head.

Pl CKMAN
Anyone rides into Quarterstone at
ni ght nmust go before the Sheriff
Dreighton or one of his nen. During
the day, things're nore rel axed.

Abraham gl ances at and points to Walter on the back of
Pi ckman' s hor se.

Pl CKMAN
(conti nui ng)
Yeah... we'd better gag and conceal

hi m bef ore we get any cl oser.
EXT. OUTSKI RTS OF QUARTERSTONE - AFTERNOON
Pi ckman and Abrahamride their horses towards the town.

Wal ter has been covered by a poncho, excepting his face which
has been covered conpletely over with a small bal e of hay.

It is inpossible to tell that a person |lies fastened to the
back of Pickman's horse.

The riders conme upon the town sign. It reads: 'Quarterstone,
Popul ation 2842.'

EXT. QUARTERSTONE CENTRAL AVENUE - LATE DAY

The storefronts on the central avenue are far nore weat hered
than those in Rattleborge. The colors on the barber's pole
are faded, the signs for 'Hanson's Creanery' and ' Chandl er
Shoppe' are sun-warped, and new wood intermngles with old
in many decayi ng facades. The people walk with tight faces
and purposeful gaits.

Pi ckman and Abrahamride their horses, directly behind a
| oudly CHUGGE NG and trenul ous open car

EXT. DENNI'S AND DORI S' SALOON - MOMENTS LATER

Abr aham st ands beside the two rail-tethered horses, watching
t he passersby.

An aristocratic YOUNG WOVAN wal ks by the horses and SN FFS.
She | ooks at the bundle of cloth and hay that hides Walter

and then shakes her head derisively while flaring her
nostrils.
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YOUNG WOVAN
Wash those horses.

Abraham s eyes do not nove beneath the heavy shadow of his
bl ack hat. She | ooks away and wal ks on, nose upturned.

I NT. DENNI'S AND DORI S' SALOON - SAME

The saloon is a w de wood- panel ed space with a piano, a bar
on either wall, four electric candelabra and thirty tables,
hal f of which are occupied despite the early hour. DENN S,
atall bald man of fifty stands behind the bar, threading
pimentos into recently pitted olives. Beside himstands
DORI'S, a short am cabl e | ooking woman, slicing a |l enon into
nearly transparent circles with a sharp paring knife.

Pi ckman wal ks over to the bar.

Pl CKMAN
Good day to you fol ks.

Denni s successfully conpletes his coital endeavor and, resting
the filled olive in a snall wooden bow with its peers, |ooks
up at Pi ckman.

DENNI S
(a light Irish brogue)
And a good day to you to. New to
town are you?

Pl CKMAN
| am and unfortunately |I am here
deliverin' sonme bad tidings. There
has been a death in the H ggi nsford
famly.

Doris | ooks up from her | enon.

DORI S
We don't know the Higginsfords too
well. They're a bit... uppity.

Billy Lee H gginsford only cane in
here once and he |l eft al nost

i mredi ately conpl ai nin" 'bout how we
shoul dn't be servin' red wine with

i ce.

DENNI S
(noddi ng)
Uppity fella, he is.

Pl CKMAN
Do you know where he and his famly
[ive?
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DENNI S
No, but you can talk to Deputy
Ri cksby, he'll likely know.

(poi nting over
Pi ckman' s shoul der)
Sittin right there, he is.

Pl CKIVAN
Thank you.

Pi ckman does not want to arouse suspicion by avoiding the
Deputy, so he smles and turns around.

He approaches DEPUTY RI CKSBY, a pudgy man with very curly
hair and small reddish eyes. The deputy is carving into the
rough wooden table with a I ong, slender 'pig-sticker' knife.

Pi ckman weaves through the table towards the inebriated
deputy.

Pl CKMAN
(conti nui ng)
Deputy Ri cksby.

RI CKSBY
Just Ricksby. [I'moff duty.

The Deputy does not | ook up fromthe table into which he has
carved 'Jessicais a w wth a pocket knife. He is currently
maki ng the lowercase 'wW into a bolder capital 'W.

Ri cksby | ooks up fromhis carving into Pickman's bright bl ue
eyes.

RI CKSBY
(conti nui ng)
It's gonna say 'Jessica is a WHORE
when |' m fini shed.

Pl CKIVAN
Ki nda figured that.

RI CKSBY
She wal ked out on me, with sonme tw g
of afella wth straight hair.

Ri cksby | ooks back down at the table.

RI CKSBY
(conti nui ng)
What do you want ?

Pl CKMAN
| have the unfortunate responsibility
of bearin' some mghty bad news to
the Higginsford famly. Do you know
where they |ive?
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Ri cksby starts carving the letter '"H into the table.

Rl CKSBY
They live up on Silver HIl, a ways
in on Valerie Drive.

Pi ckman bl anches at the utterance of his wife's name.

Pl CKIVAN
(tipping his hat)
Thank you for your hel p.

Pickman turns away fromthe besotted deputy and wal ks towards
the saloon's front doors.

EXT. SILVER H LL - TWLIGHT

The grass in the suburban area is pale and reflects the

tw light sun in an opal escent manner. The houses, each set
upon a four acre lot, are pine green or |ight brown. Several
of the wi de two-storey houses have open-roofed cars parked
in their curvilinear driveways. Pickman and Abrahamride up
the slender road that cuts across the eerily |um nous grass.

Pi ckman | ooks at the mail box on the left. The nanme hangi ng
fromthe horizontal post is Halleford. Abraham]!|ooks at the
mai | box on the right. The nane hanging fromthe horizontal
post is Jacobs.

The dusty horses and dusty nen continue up Valerie Drive.

ABRAHAM
(quietly)
Do you think the trio will still be
t oget her ?
Pl CKMAN
(quietly)
Don't know.
ABRAHAM
(quietly)
| f they have di sbanded, we nust not
kill Billy Lee until we learn the

wher eabouts of his acconplices-- the
rapi st and the fat one.

Pi ckman nods in agreenent.

ABRAHAM
(continuing; quietly)
It wll be sinple to extract any
information we need fromhimwth ny
drugs and tool s.

Pi ckman shudders at the slight hint of pleasure he hears in
Abraham s voi ce, but says not hing.
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Pi ckman | ooks at the mail box on the left. The nanme hangi ng
fromthe horizontal post is Ednond. Abraham | ooks at the
mai | box on the right. The nane hanging fromthe horizontal
post is O Hare.

Pl CKMAN
| meant what | said about his wife
and ki ds. | will not abide violence

bei ng done to them
Abr aham does not respond.

Pl CKMAN
(conti nui ng)
| nmean it.

Abr aham | ooks over at Pi ckman.

ABRAHAM
If there is a point at which you can
no | onger stomach what nust be done,
you are free to return to Rattl eborge.

Pl CKIVAN
| ain't gonna debate this with you

ABRAHAM
You are correct-- there is no point
in debate. If you need to stop ne
from doi ng sonet hi ng, stop ne.
O herwi se, save your threats for a
truant child or the town drunk

Pl CKMAN
t hreats, Abraham You hurt them
I

No
I’ hurt you worse.

I
Pi ckman' s bl ue eyes snolder within his creased, sun-weathered

face. Abraham stares back at himfor a |l ong, breathless
nonent .

Both nmen | ook away, towards the nail boxes of the upcom ng
houses. Pickman | ooks at the mail box on the left. The nane
hangi ng fromthe horizontal post is Yardman. Abraham | ooks
at the mail box on the right.

ABRAHAM
This is the house.

Pi ckman | ooks to the right.
The nanme hanging fromthe horizontal post is Hi gginsford.
Pi ckman | ooks at the house: it is a two-storey building

pai nted pine green and is surrounded by a cream col ored picket
fence.
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Pi ckman | ooks at Abr aham

Abraham climbs off of his horse. Pi ckman clinmbs off of his
hor se.

EXT. H GE NSFORD HOUSE - SAME

The two nen | ead their horses, past the open picket fence,
up the driveway. The horses' hooves inpact the pebbles in a
tattoo of CRUNCHES. From deep within the house cones a
child' s voice.

BOY (O S.)
Mot her. Mbther. Two nen are com ng
up the drive. They have big horses
and guns!

Pi ckman | ooks at Abraham but the doctor does not return his
gaze.

The front doors, shaped in the French style, open inwards.

BECKY H GE NSFORD stands in the doorway, her rose-colored
gown lum nous in the setting sun. She is a tall woman in
her late twenties with a pleasant smle, a narrow nose, a
hi gh forehead, curly auburn hair and kind eyes.

Pi ckman and Abraham renpve their hats.

Pl CKMAN
Good evenin'. Are you Becky
Hi ggi nsford?

BECKY
(heavy French accent)
| am

A | ook of concern wrinkles her high forehead. THOMAS, a boy
with curly blond hair, pokes his head in between the doorfrane
and Becky's skirt.

BECKY
(conti nui ng)
Has sonet hi ng happened to ny Billy

Lee?
Pl CKMAN
He's not in then?
BECKY
No.
Pl CKMAN
|'mafraid that | have sonme bad news
torelate...1'd prefer to speak to

himon the matter.
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Becky | ooks down at her inquisitive child.

BECKY
Thomas, go to your room and take
your brother and sister.

Thomas nods and retreats behind his nother's skirt, which
hides the boy as if it were a closing curtain.

Pi ckman and Abraham wal k up to the pati o.

BECKY
(conti nui ng)
VWhat is this bad news you bring?

Pl CKMAN
Perhaps | should wait until M ster
Hi ggi nsford arrives.

BECKY
Pl ease tell ne.

Pl CKMAN
It's about M ster Higginsford's
brother, Walter Lee.

Becky eyes open wide with concern; in an instant they brim
with tears. Pickman wal ks onto the porch; Abrahamtakes the
reins for both horses.

BECKY
s he... unwell ?

Becky wi pes the nascent tears from her eyes.

Pl CKMAN
He has passed on, |'m afraid.

Becky shakes her head, shocked and speechl ess. She steps
forward and hugs Pickman, pressing her flushed face into his
dusty brown jacket.

Pi ckman rai ses his hand to pat her shoul der, but then decides
agai nst the consol atory gesture.

Abr aham | ooks at the facade of the house, counting the w ndows
and nmenori zi ng specifics.

Becky w t hdraws from Pi ckman.
BECKY
Billy Lee will be heartbroken... he
has al ways been close with his brother--
they are fraternal tw ns.

Becky w pes her eyes clear and | ooks up at Pickman.
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BECKY
(conti nui ng)
Who are you nen?

Pl CKMAN
| am Theodore, a friend of Walter's.

Becky's eyes flicker to Abraham

Pl CKMAN
(conti nui ng)
The man with ne is a banker.
Unfortunately, Walter Lee Higginsford
died ow ng a sizable sumto the bank.

Becky | ooks distastefully at Abraham

Pl CKIVAN
(conti nui ng)
M ght you know when WIIliam Lee
Hi ggi nsford wll return?

Becky shakes her head.

BECKY
He was supposed to have returned
yesterday, but sonetines his business
has conplications and keeps hi m away
| onger. You are wel cone to stay
here and await his arrival -- dinner
i s al nost ready.

She eyes Abraham

BECKY
(conti nui ng)
Shoul d 1. ..

Pi ckman shakes his head 'no'.
Pl CKMAN
He has ot her business to attend to-
i ncl udi ng cl eaning up those horses-
and already has a roomreserved at
Hot el Mayweat her.
Abr aham nods, affirm ng Pickman's words.

Becky | ooks relieved.

ABRAHAM
(hiding his accent)
| will return tonorrow afternoon to
see if Master Higginsford has

r et ur ned.

Abraham | eads the horses back up the pebble driveway.
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Pi ckman clinbs the porch stairs and enters the house.
| NT. DI NI NG ROOM - NI GHT
Pi ckman, washed and wearing borrowed clothing, sits at the
di nner table wth Becky, Thomas, CLARENCE (a bl ond- haired
boy of six) and REG NA (a m niature of her nother, aged nine).

Pi ckman, Becky and the childrens' eyes are shut; their
foreheads pressed to their fol ded hands.

BECKY
And pl ease wel conre Wlly Lee into
your arms in heaven, Holy Father.

Pl CKMAN
Anen.
CHI LDREN
(1 n unison)
Anen.

EXT. COPSE BESI DE THE HI GG NSFORD PROPERTY - SAME

Abraham has tied the horses to a thick birch tree inside the
dense copse. Walter has been fastened to a separate tree, a
cord wrapped around his neck and torso. The legless man is
gagged and blindfolded. Wlter's urine has stained the bark
of the tree trunk between his |egs.

Abraham currently watches the Hi ggi nsford house with a snall
handhel d t el escope.

He sets the tel escope down for a nonent and kneels to the
ground. He pokes his finger into the dirt, eliciting a snall
SQUEAK from sonme subt erranean ani nal .

| NT. GUEST ROOM - LATER

Pi ckman, wearing a gray bed robe over his undergarnents,

sits upright at the edge of a wide, soft spring mattress.

The room has a bookshelf, a small electric table | anmp and
its own private bathroom

There is a KNOCK on the cl osed door.

Pi ckman slides his right hand beneath his pillow

Pl CKVAN
Yes?

BECKY (O S.)
May | speak with you for a nonent?

Pi ckman rel axes, but keeps his hand beneath the pillow
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Pl CKIVAN
Come right in Ms. Hi gginsford.

The door opens slowy, quietly.

Becky, wearing a silken cam sole draped with a di aphanous
robe, enters the room She shuts the door gently behind
her.

BECKY
Becky, please. |s there anything
el se you need?

Pi ckman eyes the woman warily.

Pl CKIVAN
I"mfine, thank you

Becky's face is flush. She |ooks at the ring upon Pickman's
| eft hand.

BECKY
How | ong have you been marri ed?

Pl CKMAN
Fifteen years cone this August.

Becky nods her head.
There is an unconfortable silence.

Pl CKMAN
(conti nui ng)
How | ong have you and WIlliam Lee
been together?

BECKY
Ten years. But he is away so often..
ever since he started having his
problem not |ong after C arence was
born. ..

Becky | ooks down at her feet, which are bare: her toenails
are painted red.

Pi ckman does not w sh to hear any nore.

Pl CKMAN
That's too bad. Maybe he shoul d see
a doctor.

Becky, not |ooking up fromthe ground, shrugs.

Pl CKMAN
(conti nui ng)
|"mpretty beat Ms. Hi gginsford--
|"d better turn in.
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BECKY
(noddi ng)
Qui. Good night.

She briefly glances at the pillow, beneath which Pickman's
right hand is thrust, and turns away. She opens the door,
passes through and shuts it behind her, stealthy as a thieving
cat.

Pi ckman slides his right hand out from beneath his pillow,
wal ks over to the door and | ocks it.

EXT. SILVER H LL - DAWN

The pale grass shines like white fire with the bright clear
[ight of the clinbing sun.

Billy Lee, Rodney and Jordan ride up Valerie Drive, each man
is atop a weary, dusty horse. Their saddl ebags are indecently
bl oat ed.

Billy Lee wears his gray suit and gray hat; his chest is
bandaged from his confrontation with Abraham Rodney wears
hi s drooping-rimblue hat and his yell ow kerchi ef around his
neck. Jordan still wears his black poncho, the hood drawn
close to his face.

RODNEY
(to Billy Lee)
Lookin' forward to some screwin'
with the little woman?

Billy Lee | ooks distastefully at Rodney.

BILLY LEE
Per haps you shoul d not speak every
t hought that cones to your mnd..
or perhaps you should sinply refrain
from speaki ng al t oget her.

RODNEY
"' m going to the whorehouse as soon
as |'mcl eaned up.
(to Jordan)
Wanna conme with nme?

Jordan's scarred, shadowy visage turns to Rodney for a nonent.

JORDAN
VWhores do not interest ne.

RODNEY
| love "em wth that perfunme they
spray on their neck and under their
arns-- snellin |ike sone far off
exotic | and.

( MORE)
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RODNEY ( CONT' D)
And that soft, red, silky, shiny
stuff they wear-- if you dress a dog
up in one of themgowns, |I'd wager
he'd get hisself hunped to death..
and not just by dogs.

Rodney LAUGHS.
Billy Lee and Jordan ignore him
EXT. H GE NSFORD HOUSE - SAME

The three riders canter their steeds up to the pebble driveway
of the Hi ggi nsford house.

BI LLY LEE
You gentl eman wait here.
JORDAN
| shall.
RODNEY

Don't take too | ong.
Billy Lee clinbs off of his horse. He |ooks at his house
for a nonent. He stretches his arns up over his head and
YAVNS.
Billy Lee |l eads his heavy horse up the pebble driveway, its
hooves CRUNCH upon the white, brown, and bei ge pebbles, sone
of which burst into fine powder.
| NT. DI NI NG ROOM - SAME

Pi ckman, a napkin tucked into his borrowed gray linen shirt,
di ps a corner of his toast into a steami ng cup of coffee.

Qpposite himsits Becky. Fromoutside cones a faint CRUNCH NG
sound.

Becky turns to glance at the w ndow.
EXT. COPSE BESI DE THE HI GA NSFORD PROPERTY - SAME
Abraham fini shes injecting norphine into Walter's left stunp.

He places the steel-wred glass syringe back inside the
sl ender | eat her case.

Abr aham pi cks up the tel escope fromwhere it rests, nestled
in between two branches.

EXT. H GE NSFORD HOUSE - SAME

Rodney and Jordan sit atop their horses.
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RODNEY
(whi sper ed)
He's got a problemw th his pecker,
you know. | heard hi mone night he

was talkin' in his sleep
apol ogizing to his wife for not bein'
able to do the job.

Jordan i gnores Rodney.

Further up the drive, Billy Lee wal ks his horse towards the
front porch. H's eyes ook to the upstairs windows. |In the
upper nost wi ndow, his son Thomas waves excitedly.

| NT. THE BOYS' ROOM - SAME

The roomis wal |l papered with a pattern of snakes and |izards.
Thomas runs over fromthe wi ndow and shakes C arence awake.

THOVAS
Fat her's home! Fat her's home!

| NT. DI Nl NG ROOM - SAME
Becky wal ks over to the w ndow.

BECKY
My husband is here.

Pi ckman | unges out of his chair and races out of the room
knocki ng a vase over as he beelines.

EXT. COPSE BESI DE THE H GGE NSFORD PROPERTY - SAME

Abraham t osses the tel escope to the ground. He runs towards
t he edge of the copse.

EXT. H GG NSFORD HOUSE - SAME

Billy Lee wal ks his horse up to the house. He | ooks away
fromthe upstairs room The pebbles CRUNCH beneath his boots
and the horse's hooves.

Billy Lee's greenish-blue eyes swvel to the w ndow on the
first storey. Hys wife stands in the window, calling after
sonmeone wi thin the house.

| NT. STAIRS - SAME

Thomas and C arence careen down the stairs, towards front
door, a tunble of |inbs and excited CHEERS.

| NT. GUEST ROOM - SAME

Pi ckman runs into the room he flings the pillows fromthe
bed.
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Hi s guns are gone.
| NT. DI NI NG ROOM - SAME
Becky slides the w ndow open.

BECKY
Billy Lee!

EXT. COPSE BESI DE THE HI Gd NSFORD PROPERTY - SAME
Abr aham energes fromthe copse. He draws his pistols.
EXT. H G3 NSFORD HOUSE - SAME

RODNEY
Ever done an Oriental one?

Jordan, ignoring Rodney, stares at the Higginsford house.

JORDAN
Sonmet hing is wong.

The twin barrels of a shotgun energe from beneath Jordan's
poncho.

I NT. FRONT HALL - SAME

The boys run to the front door. Thomas grabs the whorl -
shaped handle to the left door and twists it.

EXT. H GE NSFORD HOUSE - SAME
The doors sw ngs open.
Thomas and C arence run out of the house towards their father.

CLARENCE
Fat her!

THOVAS
Fat her!

Pi ckman, barehanded, cones running out behind them

Billy Lee I ooks up fromhis children to the weathered fifty-
si x year old man running behind them carrying a pool stick
in his right hand. Wth a serpentine gesture Billy Lee

w thdraws the pistol on his right hip.

At the sane tinme Abraham energing fromthe copse, trains
his Steissel bach pistol on Billy Lee.

BANG,
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| NT. DI NI NG ROOM - SAME
Becky SCREAMS.
EXT. H GG NSFORD HOUSE - SAME

Billy Lee's right hand dangl es tenuously fromhis wi st,
exposi ng the white bone, yellow tissue and pink |iganent
within. Blood fills the wound.

Thomas and d arence SHRI EK

Pi ckman passes the terrified children and CRACKS Billy Lee
across the left cheek with the fat end of the pool stick.

Billy Lee's left eye pools with purplish red fluid. Pickman
swi ngs the pool stick around for another blow, but Billy Lee
| unges forward at him they SLAMtogether and fall to the

gr ound.

JORDAN
(t o Rodney)
W' ve been anbushed.

Jordan SNAPS the reins of his horse and turns the ani ma
away fromthe Higginsford property.

RODNEY
(to Jordan)
We gotta help him

Jordan digs his spurs into the sides of his horse; the horse
NEI GHS | oudly and whirls for a nonent.

Abraham thirty feet away at the front of the house, points
his Steissel bach at the head of Jordan's horse.

BANG. BANG BANG  BANG

The horse's head cones apart in thick gory gobs. The horse
col l apses forward and then on its side, with Jordan stil
nmount ed.

Rodney turns his own horse away, SNAPS his reins and digs
his spurs in.

Becky runs out of the house, SCREAM NG SCREAM NG SCREAM NG.

She is holding one of Pickman's pistols in her two upraised
hands.

Pi ckman shoves Billy Lee down and then ranms his el bow into
Billy Lee's jaw. CRACK. He rans his elbowinto Billy Lee's
jaw a second tinme: Billy Lee's jaw buckles inward with a
horri bl e CRUNCH

Billy Lee wwthdraws his remaining gun with his left hand.
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Pi ckman cl anps his hand onto Billy Lee's revol ver, clutching
t he hammer forward so that it cannot retract to fire.

Pickman stares into Billy Lee's eyes.

Pl CKMAN
You killed ny-

Billy Lee twists the gun abruptly and squeezes the trigger.
BANG. Pickman GRUNTS as he takes a shot in the stonmach.

Rodney rides his horse away fromthe fray. Abraham points
his Steissel bach at Rodney's neck. BANG Rodney's throat
stretches and bursts, spitting a crinson streak into the
bl ue norni ng sky.

Abraham runs towards Jordan; the rapist's |left | eg and poncho
are pinned beneath his dead horse. Wile running, Abraham
hol sters his enptied pistol and wi thdraws his other.

Jordan crawl s out from beneath the dead horse. Abraham points
his Steissel bach at Jordan's left knee. BANG Jordan H SSES
and drops face first onto the road.

Pi ckman squeezes his bullet-pierced stonmach as he kicks Billy
Lee's hand, sending the gun off into the grass. Picknman
kicks Billy Lee in the head. THUD. He kicks him again.

THUD. Billy Lee's eyes close as he | oses consci ousness.

Pi ckman ki cks himagain. CRACK. The left side of Billy
Lee's head caves in and blood squirts fromhis right ear.

Hol di ng Pickman's pistol with her two trenbling hands, Becky
SCREAMS and squeezes the trigger.

BANG,

Pickman CRIES OUT as he is blown forward by the inpact of
the bullet in his back. He lands face first in the grass.
He twi sts his head.

Becky is standing over him YELLING at himin French. She
points the gun at him her face a mask of fury covered with
a sheen of tears.

Pi ckman turns away fromher. He COUGHS and bl ood cones to
his lips. He presses his face into the opal escent grass in
final resignation

Pl CKMAN
(continuing; nuttering)
Val . ..

A shadow falls over Pickman, turning the opal escent grass
bl ack.
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ABRAHAM
M's. Higginsford. Put down that gun
or I will shoot you dead where you
stand, right in front of your
chi | dren.

Becky YELLS at the children in French; they run inside,
SOBBI NG cont i nuousl y.

Pickman lifts his head up fromthe grass, trailing threads
of pink saliva and bl ood; he | ooks up at Abraham

Abraham has his Steissel bach ai med at Becky.
Pi ckman shakes his head in horror; he struggles to his knees.

Pl CKMAN
No, no... Abraham no... no..

Abraham | evel s his gun at Becky's head.

ABRAHAM
(to Becky)
Drop the gun or I will kill you.
BECKY
You nurderers, you nurderers! How

dar e-

BANG. Becky falls back, her forehead caved in by the bullet
that inpacted in its center.

Frominsi de the house, the children SHR EK

Pickman's face goes scarlet with rage. He struggles to his
feet and |lunges for Abraham

Abr aham st eps out of the way of Pickman's clunsy, pained
at t ack.

Pi ckman' s THUDS back down, onto the glow ng grass; his scarl et

face deepens to an al nost violet hue.

ABRAHAM
Shoul d I have | et her shoot you agai n?
O possibly ne?

Pi ckman COUGHS his answer, a crinson splatter upon the
opal escent grass.

Pl CKMAN
You bastard... you evil, evil-
ABRAHAM
You shoul d know by now that there is
no good nor evil-- only animals with

desires.
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Abraham hol sters his pistol, turns away from Pi ckman and
wal ks towards the road.

ABRAHAM
(conti nui ng)
The nost satisfied animals are the
ones who do not deny the things that
t hey crave.

Pi ckman struggles to his knees again, but collapses forward,
GRUNTI NG deeply as the pain wenches him

He wat ches Abraham stand over Jordan who tries to craw,
regardl ess of his bl own-out kneecap and broken | eg.

Abrahamraises his left hand in the air. The sun catches
upon a piece of netal he holds aloft. He runs the netal al ong
Jordan' s poncho.

The bl ack poncho drops to the road, revealing a pale,
scarified and brui sed nan, covered with rashes and sores.

Pi ckman wat ches Abraham wi t hdraw a gl eam ng netal hook

Abr aham pi erces Jordan's quivering belly with the hook.
Once through the skin- in then out- Abraham yanks the hook,
pulling up the flesh it has snagged.

By the hook enbedded in Jordan's pale, sore-speckled belly,
Abraham drags his captive towards the copse.

Pi ckman exhal es, his breath sounds |ike a TIDAL WAVE crashi ng
upon the shore.

Abr aham drags Jordan inside the dark copse.

Pi ckman rises to his hands and knees, wobbling |ike a sick,

bl eedi ng dog. He shuffles forward towards Billy Lee's pistol.
He COUGHS, spattering pink saliva and tiny crinson gl obul es
on the white bl ades of grass.

Pi ckman grabs the pistol in
crawl towards the copse. A
cluster of trees.

his right hand and continues to
| ow MOAN cones fromwi thin the

Pi ckman crawl s onwar d.
| NT. COPSE BESI DE THE H GE NSFORD PROPERTY - MOVENTS LATER

Pi ckman enters the copse. His eyelids flutter as he struggl es
to remai n conscious; beads of sweat slide |like glass slugs
down his face.

A SHRI EK cones fromfurther within the copse, nonentarily
reawakening him Pickman COUGHS violently; blood sprays
fromhis nostrils. He crawls further into the copse, the
chi aroscuro absorbing himlike a veil of insects.
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Pi ckman | ooks up. A thicket of bushes lies directly before
him Upon the other side of the brush he sees a dark figure
nmovi ng before a pale one. Picknman reaches out with his left
hand and pushes aside the thorny thicket.

Jordan' s nude body hangs upside down in the mddle of a smal
clearing, his feet tied together, suspended by a rope, his
hands bound behind his back. An enptied syringe is |odged

in his scrotum The two stonmach punctures from Abrahani s
hook have been plugged with rocks. Jordan's canker-covered
tongue hangs out of his nmouth upon a white tendril of flesh,
Ii ke a half-eaten sausage. A netal tube juts from between
his ribs, air WHISTLING in and out with his shall ow breat hi ng.

Pi ckman gags and | ooks away. Jordan MOANS and withes in
horri bl e agony.

Pi ckman draws the hammer back on his pistol and trenul ously
trains it upon Jordan's agony-di stended face. Abraham | unges
fromthe shadows and kicks the gun from Pi ckman's hand.

Pi ckman reaches for the gun

Pl CKMAN
(munbl i ng)
You... you Goddam .. Jew bastard..

Abr aham qui ckly snatches the pistol fromthe ground and flings
it into the darkness. He then kicks Pickman in the back of
his skull.

Pickman starts to pass out.

Abr aham r eaches beneath his black jacket and renoves a sil ver
mask. The features of the mask are nolded to resenble
Abraham s dead wife.

Pi ckman's eyes erratically roll back in his head as darkness
takes him

Abraham reaches into a pouch beneath his jacket and w t hdraws
a pygny nole by its little gray tail; the bucktoothed creature
SQUEAKS.

Pl CKMAN
(conti nui ng)
Goddam you. ..

Abraham lifts the pygnmy nole to the WH STLI NG netal tube
that juts fromJordan's torso. The buckt oot hed marsupi al

di sappears into the netal tube, headed towards Jordan's |eft
| ung.

Al is quiet in the copse for one horrible nmonent. Jordan
then begins to spastically jerk upon the rope which suspends
hi m upsi de down. He SHRI EKS; the sound he nmakes is utterly
alien to humanity-- a sound |ike steel cutting through steel.



133.

Abr aham wat ches Jordan's suffering from behind the netal
mask of his dead wfe's face.

Pi ckman passes out.

FADE TO BLACK:
FADE | N:
| NT. QUARTERSTONE JAIL - N GHT

Pi ckman, bandaged, pale and gaunt, lies in the jail cell,
upon a tattered and stained mattress. The |one w ndow in
the cell is small and has rusted bars.

Pi ckman GROANS as he swi ns towards consciousness. He lifts
hi s aching head and grimaces as pain shoots through his
t hi ckl y- bandaged torso.

Pl unp, curly-haired Deputy Ricksby sits at the front desk
carving into the wood wth his oversized pig-sticker knife.

He | ooks up at Pickman wth bal eful eyes, obliquely illum ned
by the kerosene |anp on his scored and denuded desk.

Rl CKSBY
You' re awake.

Ri cksby stands up and stretches; he flings the pig-sticker
into the surface of his desk where it PINGS and w ggles |ike
the tail of a happy dog. He walks to the door and pokes his
head out.

Rl CKSBY
(conti nui ng)
Todd. Get the Sheriff. He' s awake.

MAN' S VO CE (O S.)
Yes sir.

Pi ckman, his |ips chapped and his as nouth dry as a sun-

bl eached canyon, rubs the detritus of a long sleep fromhis
eyes and lips. He sits forward slowy, wincing as pain
spreads |like spilled ink throughout his body. He SN FFS and
grimaces at what he snells.

Ri cksby turn around and faces Pi ckman.

Rl CKSBY
That was pretty deceptive, what you
done. Askin' ne about the
Hi ggi nsfords and all. That was pretty
| ow.

Ri cksby plucks his knife fromthe table, the |ong bl ade
PING NG as it vibrates in the air.
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Pl CKMAN
Got any water?

Rl CKSBY
| got a bladder full o the stuff if
you want sorme.

The door at the front of the roomopens. Filling the doorway
stands SHERI FF DREI GHTON, a broad, huge nmountain of a man
with thick white hair and a bushy white nustache. Hi s eyes

| ook like two small bl ack peppercorns; his left hand is shy
two fingers. A stuffed bear's claw hangs on a | eather tw ne
around hi s neck.

Sheriff Dreighton briefly glances at Pickman and then racks
his rifle on the wall.

Rl CKSBY
(continuing; to
Dr ei ght on)
He' s awake.

DREI GHTON
| can see that.

Drei ghton wal ks towards Pickman, each step a cruel CREAKI NG
puni shnment to the worn fl oorboards beneath him

Pi ckman stares at Dreighton. Dreighton spits into Pickman's
cell, the expectoration landing with a SPLAT.

DREI GHTON

(conti nui ng)
A nother and a father are dead--
murdered right in front of their own
kids. Another two were found dead
in the woods-- their bodies nutilated
wor se t han any Canhougache coul d
manage. How dare you a | awran bring
such reckl ess violence to
Quarterstone?

Pl CKMAN
Had your wife been raped and kil l ed,
you woul da done the sane.

DREI GHTON
You're wong Pickman. |'d not
conspire with sonme evil torturer and
al l ow an i nnocent worman to be killed
before her children no matter what
her husband done. | got kids-- ain't
not hin' nore precious than their
little souls. You' ve a daughter,
don't you?
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Pl CKMAN
She di ed.

DREI GHTON
And so will you for the foul things
you done here.

Dreighton spits again into Pickman's cell. SPLAT. He turns
away and wal ks towards the door, the floorboards protesting
the massive man's weight with plaintive CREAKS. He reclains
his repeater rifle fromthe rack.

Pl CKIVAN
Are the children alright?

Drei ght on pauses but does not turn back to face Pickman.
Hi s peppercorn-like eyes al nost disappear entirely within
his wathful face.

DREI GHTON
The children ain't alright. The
girl has got the shocks and may not
recover. She don't eat anythin
unless its poured down her throat.

Pi ckman | ooks at the ground, shaking his head renorsefully.

Pl CKMAN
Let me out of here, so | can get the
fella that killed Ms. Higginsford
and bring himto justice.

DREI GHTON
You' ve confused justice and revenge- -
that's why you' re gonna hang.

Pi ckman wi t hdraws the envel ope that contains his bonus-- it
is worn and stained brown, but still intact.
Pl CKMAN
If I could... 1'd like to give ny
nmoney to whoever is raising those
ki ds.
Dreighton stares at the floor. For a long silent noment, he
is as still as the nmountain he resenbles.
DREI GHTON

| better |leave this place right now
or | amliable to beat you to death
for that renark.

Drei ght on wal ks through the door, SLAMM NG it behind him

Ri cksby wal ks over to the cell and runs his pig-sticker across
the bars: CLACK, CLACK, CLACK
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Rl CKSBY
Now t hat you're awake they gonna try
you and string you up quick as a
gnat's fart. Your deputies can't
save you neither.

Pi ckman | ooks up at Ricksby at the nention of the deputies.

RI CKSBY
(conti nui ng)
They tried takin' custody of you
whi | e you was unconsci ous, but Sheriff
Drei ghton sent themscuttlin' back
to that fancy town o' yours.

Ri cksby grins at the nenory.

Rl CKSBY
(conti nui ng)
Big words and |l awer talk ain't gonna
oi | your neck out of the noose, no
sir. You gonna choke until you're
purpl e and dead.

Ri cksby nods in affirmation of hinself, turns away and wal ks
back to his desk

| NT. QUARTERSTONE JAIL - M DN GHT

Pickman lies in his bed, staring up at the ceiling. He hears
a whi spered VO CE from out si de.

Sonet hi ng CLANGS agai nst the bars and CLATTERS to the fl oor
of the cell. Pickman sits up, each and every injury scream ng
for himto remain prostrate.

Deputy Ri cksby, asleep at his desk, stirs.

Rl CKSBY
VWhat's that racket about?

Pi ckman | ooks on the floor; he sees a pistol.

The front door to the prison opens. Deputy Cooperson and
Deputy Bartley stormin, guns raised.

Ri cksby scranbles for the gun rack, but Cooperson intervenes,
proffering the two barrels of his blue-enaneled, ivory-handled
pi stol s.

COOPERSON
We are taking Sheriff Pickman.

Ri cksby shakes his head in defiance.

Rl CKSBY
You ain't gonna shoot ne.
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Cooperson WHACKS hi m across the nmouth with the butt of his
pistol. Bartley rushes behind Ricksby and pulls a gag over
his nouth; he then SNAPS handcuffs over Ricksby's wists.

Cooper son | ooks at Pi ckman.

COCOPERSON
Let's get you back hone to
Rat t | ebor ge.

EXT. QUARTERSTONE CENTRAL AVENUE - ONE | N THE MORNI NG

Pi ckman, supported by Cooperson and Bartley, struggles to
remai n upright.

The storefronts are dark and the sl ender greenish-blue noon
yields very little light. The trio shuffles forward.

Pickman is in trenmendous pain, but suppresses all of the
whi nes and groans that woul d escape a weaker man.

COOPERSON
(whi sper ed)
We hobbl ed sone horses just beyond
the town perineter.

CLI CK- CLACK.
Pi ckman, Cooperson and Bartley turn around.

Sheriff Dreighton stands behind them flanked by Deputy
Ri cksby and DEPUTY TODD, a young hawk-nosed man. All three
men hold repeater rifles.

DREI GHTON
| don't want to | eave Rattl eborge
w t hout no | awnen. Leave Pi ckman
and 1'Il forget you two boys pulled
this dunmb stunt.

A jackal scanpers across the street. Cooperson flinches.

Bartley flinches. Deputy Todd flinches. Deputy R cksby
flinches. Pickman and Sheriff Dreighton do not flinch.

The nount ai nous | awman stares at Cooperson with his smal
bl ack peppercorn eyes.

DREI GHTON
(conti nui ng)
Set hi m down and wal k away.

Pl CKMAN
(to Cooperson)
Do it, Matthew. Nobody el se needs
to di

t
e.
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COOPERSON
No, Roger.
(to Dreighton)
Il will not let you |ynch Pi ckman.
He is a hero in Rattl eborge and that
town is in desperate need of sone
hope right about now If you kill

him you'll take that glimrer away...
DREI GHTON
| ain't arguin' wth you coll ege
boy. Put himdown-- he'll have a
trial for what he done.
COOPERSON
An eye for an eye was all he was
after. | stand by the Lord's words.

BLAM  Cooperson's right shoul der opens up in a burst of
crimson. Wth his |eft hand he draws his pistol and fires
back at Dreighton. BANG Dreighton's right arm whips back;
his rifle flies into the air like a frightened bird.

COOPERSON
(conti nui ng)
Stop this before-

Ri cksby ains and fires. BLAM Bartley takes a bullet in
his neck and falls backward, air whistling through his rent
w ndpi pe. Cooperson's eyes widen as he watches Bartl ey
col | apse.

Pi ckman rai ses his gun. BANG R cksby takes a bullet i
the stomach; he curls forward |ike a kitten around a bal
string.

n
| of

Cooperson and Todd ai mat each other and fire simultaneously.

BANG BLAM Todd's face caves in at his nouth, his jaw and
teeth and guns crunbling inwards |i ke stained gl ass.

Cooperson catches a second bullet in the chest.

Drei ghton, disregarding his bleeding right arm snags
Ricksby's rifle with his left, three-fingered hand. He points
it at Cooperson.

BANG. BANG BANG Dreighton stunbles backward as Pickman's
shots pound into his massive torso. Dreighton's small dark
eyes glint wwth the greenish-blue light of the noon for a
brief nmonment; he falls backward, SLAMM NG onto the dusty

r oad.

Cooperson and Pi ckman | ook around; town residents hesitantly
wal k into the street.
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WOVAN
Who got shot?

Cooperson and Pi ckman hobbl e towards an all eyway as the avenue
fills with curious, confused PEOPLE

EXT. ALLEYWAY - SAME

Cooperson and Pickman stunble into the alleyway. They totter
besi de a gi ant wooden garbage box filled with the rotting

of fal of a butcher's shop-- the flesh is speckled with buzzing
flies. Fromthe avenue nearby cone SHOUTS and YELLS.

WOMAN (O S.)
The Sheriff's been kilt!
i s wounded.

The Deputies

Pi ckman sits besi de Cooperson.

Pl CKMAN
How did we get on this side of the
| aw?

Cooperson reaches beneath his jacket and pulls out his bible;
he COUGHS, spattering the book with blood. He starts to
wheeze.

COOPERSON
My left lung is collapsing.

Cooperson | eans back agai nst the hanper filled with rotting
meat. Pickman shakes his head.

Pl CKMAN
What can | do?

COOPERSON
Hear ny final confession..

(gasp) )
...and take it to a priest for ne.

Pi ckman nods, his eyes blurred with tears.

COOPERSON
(conti nui ng)
Wien | was in Boston | did
sonething...sonething terrible to a
little girl named Mary LaPreggi a.

Pi ckman sad eyes harden

Pl CKMAN
What did you do?

Cooperson starts to cry. His shoulders shake as tears run
down his face.
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COCOPERSON
|"'mso so sorry... | couldn't help
nyself... that's why...that's why |
got away and noved out here. | needed

to see the northern |ights.
Pi ckman | ooks col dly upon Cooperson.

Pl CKMAN
What did you do to her?

Cooperson COUGHS up bl ood; he shakes his head weakly back
and forth denying his words...his past...

COOPERSON
| took her. | took her and | used
her.

Pi ckman' s hands squeezes the handl e of his revolver; he
trenbl es as rage surges through him

Pl CKMAN
Twi ce when | went with Val to
Col orado, | let you | ook after ny
little girl. | left her in your

care.

Cooperson violently shakes his head back and forth.

COOPERSON
No Roger, | never transgressed
again... not since Boston. |'ve

given ny life over to the Lord as
penance, to try and make things right.

Pickman grits his teeth; the sinews in his forearns tighten
his fingers squeeze his pistol handle; his eyes turn into
smal | bl ack coal s.

Pl CKMAN
But you | ooked at her... with those
eyes. And you had those thoughts.
And with Jess Wal ker's girl too.

Cooper son nods hi s head.

COOPERSON
| did.

Pl CKMAN
Goddam you Matthew. Goddam you for
telling ne this.
EXT. QUARTERSTONE CENTRAL AVENUE - SAME

Peopl e are huddl ed around the bodies of Sheriff Dreighton
and Deputy Todd.
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Deputy Ricksby, still alive, is being carried away by a group
of four nen.

BANG. BANG  BANG
People in the street scatter in all directions.
EXT. ALLEYWAY - SAME

Pi ckman stands up. Three bull etholes snoke in the wooden
box of rotting neat, just beside Cooperson's head.

Cooperson, shivering and sweating, |ooks up at Pickman.

COOPERSON
Pl ease take ny confession to a
priest... I've tried ny whole life
t o-

Pl CKMAN
Nope. | ain't gonna repeat what you
said, nor am| gonna kill you
"' m gonna | eave you in your Lord's
hands... if He'll still touch you.

Pi ckman staggers out of the alleyway.

COOPERSON
Are you going to after Abrahanf

Pi ckman | ooks back at Cooperson, bl eeding, shivering, pitiful
agai nst the hanper of rotten neat.

Pl CKMAN
"' m done up with revenge, Cooperson.

Pi ckman staggers out of the alley.
FADE TO BLACK:
FADE | N:
EXT. TWENTY PACES QUT OF TOMN - AFTERNOON
The sign for Rattl eborge has been repainted.

"You are now entering Rattleborge: Location of the Rainy
Ni ght Massacre. Popul ation: 1581"

Pi ckman rides his horse up to the sign; he and his nount are
conpletely covered in sand and dust. Pickman | ooks as if he
has been scorched and aged by his long ride in the open sun.
EXT. CENTRAL AVENUE - MOMENTS LATER

Pi ckman rides his horse up the street. He |ooks at the
famliar storefronts, many of which are still dark
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He rides past Hotel Ruddington, Erm ne's Barbershop,
Cattl ebrush's and McDonelly's Fine Jewels and Thi ngs.

A few people wave at him but he just stares back at them
as if he has no idea what their gestures nean.

EXT. RATTLEBORGE GRAVEYARD - TW LI GHT

Pi ckman stands before two sinple gravestones, upon which are
chiselled the nanes Em |y Lisa Pickman and Valerie Meredith
Pi ckman.

Mayor Hogan, wearing
clinmbs out of his fl
Pi ckman.

a fine blue suit with white pinstripes,
atul ent car and wal ks up the hill towards

HOGAN
| " m supposin’ you know that there's
a bounty on your head over what
happened back in Quarterstone.

Pi ckman nods.
HOGAN

(conti nui ng)
Most people here think you're a hero

for killin' those nen.
Pl CKMAN
And you?
HOGAN

| think you left this town when we
needed you and then behaved |ike a
bl ack jackal. You abandoned your
peopl e to sl ake your own bl oodl ust,
you did. That ain't the future for
frontier |lawren, nor for frontier

t owns.

Pi ckman | ooks at Hogan.

HOGAN
(conti nui ng)

You bein' back in town will make
many fol ks happy, but it will bring
nore vi ol ence, be certain of that.
Things' || never be peaceabl e between
Rat t | eborge and Quarterstone again,
no they won't be.

Hogan shakes his head norosely.
HOGAN

(conti nui ng)
|"d rather you left.
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Pl CKMAN
| want to live near ny wife and
daughter and here's where they're
buried. 1'mnot diggin them up.

Hogan, seeing the futility in continued discussion, turns
away from Pi ckman and wal ks towards the setting sun, the
angl ed rays |liming his plunp body.

Hogan turns and | ooks at the sad, dusty man standi ng before
his buried famly.

HOGAN
Sheriff Dreighton had four brothers..
and he wasn't even the biggest of

‘em

Pl CKMAN
If they want to kill me, 1'Il be
sittin' on ny porch.

HOGAN
You a gunfighter now?

Pl CKMAN
No, | don't intend to do any nore
killin". 1 won't fight back as |ong
as you bury nme here when it's al
over.

Hogan nods.
HOGAN

| can do that for you
Pi ckman nods hi s thanks.
FADE TO BLACK:
FADE | N:
EXT. PI CKMAN S HOUSE - DUSK

Pi ckman, now with a thick beard and whiter hair, sits on his
porch rocking back and forth in his chair. It is raining.

A dog begins to BARK in the distance. The rain collects in
gray puddles on the newy paved street. Four ENORMOUS MEN
wal k up the road, towards Pickman's house. Each man holds a
repeater rifle.
Pi ckman shuts his eyes and | eans back in his rocking chair.
The rain continues to fall.

FADE TO BLACK

THE END
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