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 DJANGO  RETURNS
FADE IN:
EXT.   DOUBLE M RANCH  --  DAY  --  VARIOUS ANGLES

PANNING to the midday sun.        DROPPING DOWN on the arid terrain,  we see a big         main house sitting in Putnman Valley.






V.O.  NARRATION



       In the Year Of Lord, 1880,  there was a ranch called





       the  Double M … owned by the McClane clan … in 
Dutchess County …  in the   State of Arizona  --  it



 is there  this tale begins..."

A waterhole with a crude pump and a rusting canopy over it, sits in the front yard.        Hand-packed waste high stones surround it.        On the north,  south,  and west,  a gigantic mountain range gives way in the east to flatland that holds a dusty trail,  which leads up to the main house.        A boy and a girl  --  he,  about ten years old and wearing ill-fitting garb  --  she,  about eleven with freckles on her nose  --  run out the main house, jumping and skipping and kicking up snow in youthful exuberance … over to the waterhole.        The girl holds a bucket … the boy cranks the crude pump …  until water flows into the bucket.        Out of the vastness of the mountain range a SHOT RINGS OUT striking the boy's temple:

SLOW MOTION:
The boy drops bent over the hand packed stones,  OOZING blood runs down   his face.
The girl drops the bucket,  SCREAMS,  and turns toward the main house.        Any other SOUND she is about to make dies in her throat,  as another SHOT RINGS OUT and it SLAMS into her forehead.
SLOW MOTION:

With half her face ripped away, she is like a bird struck in mid-flight …  with her body remaining in suspension for ten seconds before crumpling to the ground.
A man and a woman   --   he,  about sixty-five years old and brown like the terrain,  she … tall and loose-limbed for so aged a woman   --   race out the main house.        Seeing the boy and girl unmoved and bloody proved to be too much for the aged couple.        A heart  stopping  SCREAM  bursts  from their lips … until more SHOTS RING OUT and they too are cut down.        The CAMERA pans to the dead bodies,  the empty mountain range,  the main house,  the bunkhouse,  the barn,  the trail leading in from the east, and the waterhole pump dispensing water.        A bale of hay is blown across the front yard and it STOPS between the dead bodies of the man and woman.

EXT.   MOUNTAIN RANGE   --   DAY   --   VARIOUS ANGLES

A man  emerges on the table top of the northern mountain range like a colossus.        He is young and tall,  blond and blue-eyed.         A small beard covers his face.        He is a sardonic man wearing a soiled duster and a wide brimmed hat pulled low on his forehead.         He is DJANGO … a man hellbent on revenge … and if justice comes as a partner that is alright.        A hand  brushes the handle of the Colt.45 in a holster on his left hip … as he drags a  coffin behind.         In the distance,  we SEE the town of STILLWATER.

EXT.   STILLWATER   --   DAY   --   MANY ANGLES

PANNING to the town.        Along the  busy Main Street of gabled,  two story buildings, the stranger walks.        He very quickly becomes a source of curiosity when the locals get wind he is dragging a coffin … and come out to see him.       The stranger stops and peers at the sign of the SILVER DOLLAR SALOON.       He climbs the steps  …  and ENTERS -- leaving the townspeople standing with opened mouths.
 INT.   SILVER DOLLAR SALOON   --   DAY   --   VARIOUS ANGLES

The interior is brightly painted and clean.        Orchid curtains hang at the windows.        Linoleum is on the floor.        Majestic gas-powered Chandeliers hang from the ceiling.        Chairs and tables of Teak fill the seating area.        There is a small stage that is decorated with flowing drapes and bronze statues.        Chorus girls dance and kick-up their heels to the music of a grand piano played by a lively man in a Top Hat and suspenders.        Men and women are talking … some are drinking … and others are gambling.        Five tough guys in dirty garb,  idling away the time at a poker table,  pay more than idle curiosity to the stranger  …  they begin an animated conversation.        Two drunks at the bar – sway from side to side – while they debate if they had four drinks or five by raising the fingers to indicate how much they think either one has consumed.        Leaning on a wall is a farmer and a rancher.        The bartender … a husky Irishman with a face that suggests he drinks more than he sells … stop polishing a glass,  wipes his hand on his apron,  and comes over to the center of the bar where the stranger leans.

                        BARTENDER


       Wha's it gonna be, Mister?
The stranger looks startled to be asked.
bartender


(Impatiently)



    Well?

The stranger gazes at the bottles of liquor neatly stacked on the shelves behind bartender.


       STRANGER
     Shot  of ya strongest whiskey.
                                       BARTENDER


    Coming up. 

As the bartender moves to fix the drink … The tough guys come over, leering like jackasses.        A swarthy one … rocking on his heels like a sailor … assumes leadership.
tough guy #1

Hey, Boss … what’s in the coffin?



 DJANGO

Why ya wanna know?
tough guy #1

Me and the guys … we got  a little wager.     

   I say it’s empty … they say not.


Django claps his hands.
                                                              DJANGO







Ya all are winners.
tough guy #1



    (Incredulity)
How can that be?
DJANGO
It’s just like I said,  ya all are winners.
tough guy #1

I want to see … I’d  like to open it.
DJANGo
I can’t allow that.
tough guy #1

Does it look like we need permission?
DJANGO
I thought so.
tough guy #1

You’re wrong  …  we don’t.         Me and  the boys 

 looking in that coffin.






DjanGO
Over my dead body.
tough guy #1

So be it.
Tough Guy #1 braces his body and adopts a gunslinger's pose  --  sloughing his right shoulder and dropping his hand until it hovers over his gun.        That is enough for his cohorts  …  they do the same.        The muscles on the stranger's face tightens and smoke seems to ooze out his baby blue eyes.        All eyes are fixed on the six players in the melodrama.        The bartender is frozen with a full glass of whiskey in his hand.

stranger
 Do what ya have to.
tough guy#1
                                     Draw!

The five men grab for their guns.        The stranger's move is smooth and fast.        Before an eye can blink,  he has FIRED a burst of six shots that send the five men on the way to hell.        The stranger's Colt.45 swings around the room in an arc until he is assured the dead goons were the only threat.        He flips the gun and drops it in the holster.        He takes the whiskey out the bartender's hand,  and gulps it down.        Two Oldtimers,  with wrinkled faces and dilated eyes,  talk in low tones:

oldtimer #1

Did ah just become like Old Man Sid Harris and
 believe the old claim was the belly of a stream or 

 was tha'  the fastest draw I ever did see?



                

                            OLD TIMER#2                                                                   
Ya can believe wha' ya wanna,  we ain't 

 renaming the town because of ya folly.        I 

 reckon he's faster than Bat Masterson,  Billy the Kid,
 or Wild Bill Hickok.        Why he even may outgun 

 Wyatt Earp.

oldtimer #1
Amen to tha'.

The opening batwing doors breaks the  SILENCE as a rotund man about fifty years old with a   Sheriff badge pinned to his shirt front and his gun drawn,  pushes his way in.        He stands inside the batwing doors and gazes around the room.        His eyes comes  to rest on the dead bodies on the floor.        He approaches the bodies as if they would jump up and do to him great harm  …  and he prods them with his boot.

sheriff

Stone cold dead.

       The Oldtimers talk in low tomes:

oldtimer #1

Wha' he expect?        They look dead to me.

oldtimer #2

Ya know thee Sheriff …  all bluster  and  no

 substance.

oldtimer #1

He'd better start using thee substance we do.

They LAUGH.        The Sheriff looks around for  the Shooter.        He sees the stranger at the bar … and decides he must be the Shooter.        The sheriff comes over to the bar where the stranger leans.

sheriff

I'm thee Sheriff.        Ben Hogan is thee name.       

 Tha'  ya good works?        Not in my town, Stranger.        Drop ya gun.

A voice (OFF SCREEN)
Now wait a doggone minute, Ben.

The rancher moves off the wall.        He is a medium build man,  with cool eyes,  wearing a double breasted suit.        He has no aura of pretensions about his importance.        He is spontaneous.        The Sheriff recognizes him … but does not seem please  to see him.       
sheriff

Wha'  now, Jonas?

jonas

Ya cain't put this stranger in jail.        Them

 varmints started the fracas.

sheriff

Tha'  may be true, Jonas.        But I got five dead 

 bodies,  and a killer who ain't from these parts.      

  Wha'  am  I to do?        He got no home in these parts.     
   I gotta hold  'im  'til the Circuit Judge come to town.

jonas

Naw,  ya don’t.       I'll vouch for 'im.       He'll 

 show up when the Circuit Judge come.

                                                                       sheriff

Alright,  Jonas.        I'll take ya word.        Ya can 

 vouch for  'im.        But,  he'd  better show up to face 
 the Judge,  ya hear?

jonas

I hear ya.

The Sheriff holsters his gun and beats a hasty retreat.        The Undertaker and two   attendants cart away the bodies.        The SALOON comes alive  …  as if nothing happened.        The stranger moves to thank the rancher.
stranger

I'm grateful to ya,  Mister.

jonas

My name is Jonathan Starks,  but everyone 


 calls me Jonas.

 The stranger grips Jonas'  hand and shakes it.

stranger

Ya saved me from jail.        Why'd ?
jonas

I believe in justice and a fair shake for every man.

stranger

That's very noble.
(beat)
We should drink to that.

jonas

My daughter Katie …  she don't like me drinking at all.        At this time I think I'll pass.        Some other time … 
 may be.

stranger

How big is ya spread?

jonas

I run twenty thousand head.
stranger
That's a mighty big ranch.

                                                                   jonas

Ya might call it that;  although they got one or two

 a mite bigger.

stranger

Oh,  yeah!
jonas

There's the Double B run by Billy Blanco.       

 Why his ranch is about twice mine.

stranger

This valley got cattle barons?

jonas

Not cattle alone.        There's Old Man Autrey

 … he got horses.        And a pretty big ranch,  too.      
  Ya looking for a job?

stranger

I got a job.

jonas

Ya do?

 The stranger glances at the coffin and his baby blue eyes grow ominous.

stranger

Ya,  I do.        I gotta find a man.

jonas

Ya seem to know a lot about cows and ranches,

 but ya don't look like a cowpuncher.

                                                                          stranger

My Pa was a rancher.        I was raised on a ranch.
jonas

Then ya can work for me.

stranger

I got a job.
jonas
Yeah,  ya do.        Ya gotta find a man.               

 When ya find thee man wha'  ya gonna do?

stranger

I'm gonna kill him.

 The blood drains from Jonas'  cheeks.

jonas

Wha'  he did tha' ya gonna kill him?

stranger

A lot.
jonas

Awright,  I won't pry.

 Jonas pulls out a WATCH out his jacket pocket and OPENS it … and stares at it.
jonas

It's coming to thee one o'clock hour.        I gotta

 be going.        Ya welcome to  tag along.

 EXT.   MAIN STREET   --   DAY   --   MANY ANGLES

A bright-eyed black boy about twelve years old with an infectious smile …  rides            along pulling three horses behind.         Jonas waves to him.        The boy does not see        him … and continues riding.                                               

                                                                                
jonas
(yelling)
Kaleb.        Hey,  Kaleb….
The black boy reins in the horses … and turns in the saddle.        He smiles when he sees      Jonas.
                                                                        kaleb

That you a-calling, Mr. Jonas?

jonas

I sure am,  Kaleb.
The boy rides over to Jonas and the stranger.
jonas

The stranger here,  he a friend of mine …. he need

 a horse.

kaleb

He a friend of yours,  Mr. Jonas?

jonas

Well I done gone and tell ya already …  He's 

 a friend.

kaleb

That's good enough for me.        My Pops always 

 did say Jonas Starks is a good and decent man.

jonas

Ya Pa,  how is he?

kaleb

He's still a-toiling away to get the ranch to show

 a profit.        Something about his legacy.        I

 guess his legacy cannot be all bad.

 The boy climbs down.

kaleb

Well,  Mister,  being you’re a friend of Jonas

 and all,  you get to pick out your hoss.

The stranger walks among the three horses,  prodding them,  lifting their hooves and inspecting the bottom,  checking their rumps and mouths,  and listening to their breathing.

stranger

I'll have the gelding.

kaleb

Mr. Jonas,  he's taking the appaloosa.

jonas

Ya know cows.        Ya know horses.        Wha'

 don't ya know?

jonas

I beg ya pardon  …  I didn't mean to pry…
(beat)

How much, Kaleb?

kaleb

Twenty dollars.

stranger

I'll take care of it,  Jonas.

One by one,  the stranger digs silver dollars out of his pants pocket and flicks them over to Kaleb,  who catches them  …  and counts them until he has Twenty Dollars.
kaleb

Twenty dollars.        

jonas

Bye,  Kaleb.        Tell Old Man Autrey I'll come

 a-calling soon.
Kaleb

I will,  Mr. Jonas …  I will.

INT.   STILLWATER DRY GOODS   --   DAY   --   WIDE

In the cluttered interior of the Dry Goods Store … Jonas and the stranger can barely make out the wizened man in a disheveled shirt and tie standing behind the counter …  until he calls out to Jonas.
clerk

Hey,  Jonas …  How ya doing?

jonas

I'm   better,  Mort.

clerk

This   gent  a new worker?

jonas

Ya can say that.          He need a saddle,   Mort.

clerk

A saddle,   yes.        We got saddles of all sorts.       

  Come.

            The stranger follows Mort through a not so cleverly disguised door  …  out into a musty     
smelling room with saddles hanging everywhere.        

            INT. BACKROOM – DAY – WIDE

            Jonas comes in with a sick look on his face … as he inhales the fowl air.    
        
clerk
Go on,  Mister.        Take ya pick.

 the stranger 
            Damn!        They ‘re fine … a little dirty,  but 



fine.

He points to one.      Jonas looks at it … and SEES it is one that dates  back to the days of the Conquistadores when a good saddle gave vent to a man's status.        
jonas

Nice choice.

the stranger

How  much ?
jonas

Fifteen  dollars.

Mort's greedy hand snatches the rumpled  bills the  stranger hands over,  and he begins  counting them.         When he is finished … he turns to Jonas.   
mort

Fifteen dollars,   Jonas.

jonas

Thanks, Mort.
EXT.   MAIN STREET   --   DAY   --   MANY ANGLES

Out  in the busy street of the frontier town, We SEE the stranger has saddled his horse … and is adjusting  the stirrups.        When he is finished … he mounts up.        Jonas is driving his carriage … and the stranger is riding his horse … as they move along main street – two men joined by fate in an unexplained scenario of life.      

  Curious  onlookers  pay  rapt  attention  to  the highly unusual sight of a man in a carriage and the other on horseback dragging a coffin …  moving along together.
            EXT.   OPEN RANGE   --   DAY   --   MANY ANGLES

Out on the open range,  where the birds SING and the crickets CHIRP,  the two men travel.        The stranger looks over at the old man who had saved him from jail … and SEES he in deep thought.
the stranger

Ya thinking?

jonas

Yeah.         I am.        There's nothing like a old man

 and his thoughts.        Old Pawnee medicine men 

 used to say "when an  old man  dies  a book is close."

the stranger

They say that back east in places like New York and Chicago people put their thought down in books.

jonas

Are ya  a writing man?

the stranger

I ain't  much of a writing man.         Well,  I can write 
 my name.        All of them new fandangle words … I 
 can't  write  them.

jonas

I cain't write my name.        My daughter,  Katie,  she
 went to school back east.

the stranger

What kinda place is these parts?

Jonas
Funny ya should ask.        Two weeks ago I'd 

 have a ready answer.        But after thee last couple

 of weeks I dunno….

                             (he pauses)

A couple of week ago we had our first killings in

 forty years.        At thee Double M Ranch it happened.        Yep,  thee McClane family … 





     (he pauses)






                                   JONAS (CONT’D)

They didn't have a  chance.        Not thee father  …

 thee  mother … thee  little boy nor  thee  little girl.        They got cut down ….

(beat)

And ya come in out of thee desert draggin'  a coffin.

            SILENCE.

jonas

I can recall.        It was a clear day forty years ago.      
  A man come out of thee desert,  draggin'  a coffin.     
 He didn't talk much.       No one knew his name 

 until after thee bloodbath.        His name was Django.        Wherever he went,  death trailed not far behind.

            SILENCE.

jonas

Thee neighbors  …  when he passed  …  they'd

 whisper.        He got thee Double M Ranch and 

 took thee name McClane.        Now,  he and his 

 family is dead.        Shot,  one by one,  a few days 

 back.        Is he ya father?

Django does not betray an emotion.        Jonas looks at the stranger … wanting an answer   … trying to get a measure of the man.        The stranger  looks his way … catches his eyes … but,  he avert his own.       Suddenly he STIFFENS.          Up ahead … fifteen riders have appeared.   
j0nas

Stranger,  we got company.        And coming 

 outta thee badlands they up to no-good.        Let

 me do thee talking.

The riders speed to the CAMERA in a whirl of dust and flying perspiration … and  STOP.         One rider on a white horse moves closer.        He is a big man with blond hair and an odd idiosyncrasy  … he holds his head low to his left shoulder while he sucks on a gold WATCH that hangs from a chain  around his neck.

jonas

(whispers)

Nate Blanco.

BLANCO





   go home,  Jonas.







jonas

We're headed there.

blanco

Don't rile me, Jonas.        Go home or be carried 

 there … dead.

          Jonas makes no attempt to move.        The stranger turns to him.
the stranger

Go home,  Jonas.        It  ain't  ya fight.

jonas

But  …

the stranger

I insist.

LONG AND WIDE:     We SEE Jonas  driving  away in his carriage.        Blanco opens the       cover of his WATCH  and kisses the inside … a violent man in a violent age.

blanco

I'm Nate Blanco.        And ya must be the man

 who killed my men.
The stranger

I'm the one.

Blanco

Ya gotta be fast if ya outgun my boys.

the stranger

Maybe.

BLANCO

These boys … well … they wanna challenge ya.

The stranger

                                    There’s been enough killing for one day?

           He turns and yells out to his men:
blanco

Ya heard that boys.        The man thinks we 


 had enough killing.

his men






    (shouting)

He gets the answer he wants … and he turns to the stranger with a look of   satisfaction.

blanco

Ya see what my men think about that?        They

 want one other man to die … you.

the stranger

They can try if they want.

        The Stranger stares at Blanco … who seems unnerved by the unyielding stare. 
Blanco

What ya staring at?

The stranger

I see a dead man on ya hoss.

blanco

Ya won't live long enough …

(to his men)

Kill this swine.

The riders put spurs to their horses.        The stranger draws his gun, and races away to meet     them … pulling his right foot out the stirrup and sliding over to the left side of the horse.        He puts his gunhand up on the horses’ saddle …and empties his gun into the  wild  bunch. Four riders fall out their saddles.        The stranger stops his horse,  comes up on the saddle … and reloads his gun.        Blanco’s men are sitting in a bunch off to his left – well out of range of his six-gun.        He holsters the handgun … and pulls a Winchester ’73 out the horses’ starboard.        Blanco’s men race toward him.        He takes AIM with the precision of an expert … and SHOOTS  five riders off  their horses.        A sixth man falls from the saddle and his foot is caught in the stirrup.        His terrified horse joins the bunch of riderless horses … spooked by the violence ….. they race across the arid countryside . Blanco races his horse over and he joins his four last gunmen.        The stranger makes himself comfortable in the saddle … keeping an eye on Blanco and his men.               The stranger pats his horses' neck … AS Blanco comes charging at him.            The stranger lets out an APACHE YELL that chills the blood and jump starts his horse in a gigantic forward leap. 

blanco

Die  … die …  die.
Blanco FIRES a three SHOT burst … and MISSES.        The stranger  replies with a three shot burst … BAM … BAM … BAM.        A slow trot brings him CLOSE TO Blanco.       He SEES the red scar on his left cheek.

The stranger

Close, huh?

blanco

Feeling confident, eh?        Don't.        I got the ace …

(to his men)

Kill the sonofabitch.

His four last men race away like lap dogs straining at the bit … to do their master’s bidding.         The stranger races away … meeting the men in the  fertile valley … and  jumping off his mount, he runs and dives behind a clump of four foot tall cactus – coming up with his  Colt .45 … SPURTING lead.        As the men are cut to ribbons … and drop to the ground, Blanco SEES his preoccupation with the marksmanship of his shooting – using it to his advantage,  he comes up on his flank.        He FIRES  a SHOT.The stranger drops his gun as the SHOT slams into his barrel.        He wrings his hand as a bolt of pain shoots up his forearm.        His face contorts and he grits his teeth.        Blanco rides closer, his rifle cocked.         The stranger glances at his Colt.45 laying on the ground but he can see it is of no more use.
Down …

      The stranger gets down off his horse.
blanco

It is all for nothing.        For ya gonna die like 

 the yella dog ya is.

the stranger
Ya can go to hell.

The fury in Blanco turns his face red.        On his blind side Jonas is riding up.        He quickly  grasp what is going on and, and as if he has trained all his life for this moment to shine, his gun seems to jump into his hand.

jonas

Not so fast, Blanco.        Drop it.

     Blanco is mortified to see and hear Jonas has returned.
blanco
I sent ya home.

jonas

Big mistake.

blanco

Why'd ya returned?

jonas

I didn't return.         I never left.

blanco

I give ya a chance, Old Man. … I won't do 


 that again.

     The stranger picks up his shattered gun,  gives it a close-up inspection and throws it away.

jonas

Here.

     The stranger catches the Colt.45 Jonas throws to him.

jonas
Tha's my backup gun.        A man cain't ever be 

 sure,  so I always got a second gun.

the stranger

Thanks.
jonas

Wha'  ya wanna do with this piece of nature's 
 mistake?

the stranger

Aw,  let him go.        He won't be telling any one 

 what went on today.
jonas

Ya heard the man,  Blanco.         Go on, git; 


 before 
 I change my mind.

blanco

I was gonna spare ya life.        I very much


 regret that.        It was a foolish gesture made in

 an  uneasy rush.

jonas

Say no more.        Ya got no reason to be angry.      

  Look on the bright side,  ya get to walk away.      

  Look at thee dead bodies around.        Ya wanna 

 join them in hell.

blanco

 I'm a valiant warrior.        Give me victory or

 give me death.        
 Jonas  STIFFENS.        Blanco turns away.        Django  holsters  the gun Jonas has  given him.        Jonas  puts his own gun in his jacket pocket.         Blanco reaches down in his riding boot and comes up holding a derringer  -- pointing it from Django  … to Jonas … and back to Django.        In a blur of  blinding speed … Django falls,  drawing his gun as he is on the way down  …  and pumping four bullets into Blanco.       Blanco’s body hits the prairie with a resounding THUD.         Jonas  is  in  awe.
jonas
Can I ask a question?

                                                                       DJANGO

            

Yes.   

Jonas

Are  ya the man called Django? 

The stranger

Yes.
jonas

And thee McClane's at thee Double M Ranch?

Django

He was my Pa.

    Jonas whistles under his breath.

jonas

Damn.        Forty years I know McClane …


 never know he had a son.        He was a quiet

 man.        He never say much about himself.     

  His wife and my wife used to go riding before

 my Althea passed on.        And thee kids?       

 Thee boy and thee girl?

dJango

My little kids … Amos and Esther.

    Jonas can swear he saw His eyes filled with tears.

Django

They came on ahead of me from St. Louis.        

 I was gonna build a house.        We was 


 gonna be a family again.        Their mother


 died two months back.       
jonas
I’m sorry, Django.        I'd like to help ya.

django

No,  Jonas.        This family that's dead was 


 my family.        I gotta do this alone.        

The two men ride away on their journey to the Circle S … leaving behind the dead bodies on the  prairie and the circling buzzards in the sky.
EXT.        OPEN RANGE  - -  EVENING - - MANY 

He rides out of the vast horizon leading fifteen men armed to the teeth and spoiling for a fight.         He is WILLIAM BLANCO,  aka Billy Blanco.        A big boned, tousled hair man with a temper… He rides  in  the style of the bygone bad men … tall in the saddle … head erect. 
Away in the distance,  he SEES his first buzzard.        It is straddling the chest of a fallen gunman while he picking  away at his stomach.        He pulls his rifle out the saddle and FIRES one SHOT … and MISSES.        He pulls his horse to a stop … AND … He aims his rifle once more.      The buzzard seems to become aware of his impending death … for he looks around at the distant riders .        Billy Blanco squeezes the trigger with great care … and fires two SHOTS … blowing the buzzard's body to smithereens.        He raises a hand,  and he and his horde bring their horses to a  STOP.        One rider off to the right YELLS … Billy Blanco rides over  and he becomes sick when he sees what concerns the rider.        His beloved son,  NATHAN BLANCO,  lays face down in a pool of blood.        It is with a heavy heart and numb legs that he climbs off his horse.        He walks to the body,  drops to his knees,  turns him over and cradles his head to his chest and the tears FLOW.        The fifteen riders look on in SILENCE …  too shock to say anything and too afraid to make a sound.        The old man rips the chain and WATCH off his son's neck, and forces it in a waistcoat pocket.        A buckboard pulls up with an old cowhand on board.         The old man  gets up.        Four pairs of hands lift his son's body and lays it down in the buckboard, face up.
billy blanco
Limpy, take my son's body to thee ranch.        

                            (beat)

Let's go to town, boys. 

    Meanwhile:
    EXT. CIRCLE S - - DAY - - VARIOUS ANGLES.

 Jonas  drives up in his carriage … and Django comes up on his horse … toward a handsome                          two-story frame house that stands in a cluster of trees.         They walk up to the porch … where  a cowhand in a wide-brimmed hat is raking leaves.         The cowhand stops raking … and turns to them.
Jonas

     Katie,  we have company.
KATIE STARKS  is a blond-haired beauty in her early twenties.        She hugs  both of them  enthusiastically.        Django is smitten … as she extends an open palm.       He takes it … gives it a vigorous shake … tips his hat to her … and stands there agog.        She SEES his embarrassment and tries to help him out.

                                                                        KATIE

                             Hello,  I’m Katie.























DJANGO





      I’m  Django.
















                         

             
KATIE






            Welcome to the Circle S.

DJANGO



    Thanks.







jonas

                                     Django had a little trouble in town. 






                                    
                                                                        KATIE





                         Billy Blanco’s boys at it again?








                                                                         JONAS





             The Pointer boys got to startin’  it.

    Katie arches both eyebrows.                                                                                                                                                                                

                                     KATIE


 
 They may have started it … but Billy Blanco was

           the  Ringmaster.       He pulls their strings.

                                                                        DJANGO




              
I was thar to save Django from Sheriff Hogan.

KATIE




 Sheriff Hogan!        That bumbling old fool cannot
        
 lace his   boots until Billy Blanco say so.       

      Come inside.




INT. MAIN HOUSE – FAMILY ROOM – EVENING – VARIOUS  ANGLES
                                                              django follows Katie and Jonas into the nicely furnished room …where gas lamps provide the illumination.        Jonas gestures him to a seat … and when he complies, he takes one beside him.        Katie walks straight through … out into the kitchen … and We HEAR the CLANGING of pots and pans.         She comes in … and Django SEES she is wearing an apron.





















JONAS




                         Katie, ya gotta prepare the guest room for him.
katie

So, welcome to my home, Django.        As you can see we are out here in isolation.        It does get lonely at times.        Being alone out here means it's less likely we would offend any one.        And that is good.
jonas

Katie, Django is the son of Mr. McClane.        And the kids killed with the McClane's was his very own son and daughter.

katie

Oh, that is so sad.        When we heard of the killings me and my Papa  was heartbroken.        So cold.        So callous.        So brutal.        

jonas

Django is gonna eat dinner with us.        I wanna keep him away from Curly's food one day longer.

katie

Sure thing, Papa.
     Meanwhile:

     INT.      SILVER DOLLAR SALOON - - EVENING - - WIDE.

     Before a standing room audience, Billy Blanco, his body wracked with grief, speaks out:
billy blanco

People of Stillwater, and Dutchess County … today  my son was brutally and callously murdered.        Ya know my son.        He was a good man.         Help me to find this killer.         Talk to me or talk to my men.        

(beat)

Barkeep, set 'em up.        Drinks on me.

     There is pandemonium at the bar.
     INT. SHERIFF OFFICE - - EVENING - - MANY ANGLES.
Sheriff Ben Hogan glances up from behind his desk when Billy Blanco and five of his                                            gunslingers ENTER.        He rests down the wanted posters he was looking at  … and gives the men his undivided attention.

sheriff

.                                   This is not a social call?
Billy Blanco regards the man with utter disdain.

billy blanco

How'd ya guess?        This is business.        Ya

 catch my son's killer yet?

SHeriff

No.        Things like that take time.

Billy Blanco BANGS a fist down on the desk upsetting the orderly way things had been arranged and  causing the Sheriff to flinch.
billy blanco
Don't ya dare talk to me about time.        Time

 ah don't have.        My son was murdered, get

 off ya fanny and git me thee killer, or by God …

 I'll have ya badge.

SHERIFF

But, Mr. Blanco …

billy blanco
No buts, Sheriff Hogan …  Ah made ya, and ah

 can break ya.        Now somewhere out there is

 a killer, what ya gonna do about it?

sheriff

I got an idea who is the killer.

billy blanco

So why in tarnation didn't ya say so?
sheriff
Because ya won't lemme get a word in.

    SILENCE.

SHERIFF
I got a hunch the new man in town is the killer.

billy blanco

What's his name?        Where can I find him?

sheriff

Didn't get his name.        But he killed five of

 ya men earlier in thee day.

billy blanco

Why ain't he in jail?

sheriff

Was gonna lock  'im up  'til thee Circuit Judge

 come.        But, Jonas Starks poke his nose in

 and vouch for  'im.

billy blanco

Tha' meddling old fool …

(beat)

Ya gotta get  'im back.        Take some of my


 boys  with ya.        Bring  'im back.

    SILENCE.         Billy Blanco looks at the Sheriff  … who has  remained unmoved.
billy blanco

Ya hear me?

sheriff

Yeah.

    EXT. CIRCLE S, MAIN HOUSE - - NIGHT - - WIDE.
    Under a star lit sky, Django relaxes on the porch.        The smell of Katie's perfume tells  him      she   is near.        He does not look around … preferring to remain as if he is oblivious to her  
    presence.                                                                                                              
                                                                       DJANGO

    


Why’d  ya come back?
katie

Uh?

django

Ya Pa … he says ya went to school back east.       

 Why'd ya come back?








    Katie arches her eyebrows.

                                   KATIE                                                  Why did I come back?        Nobody ever asked.












DJANGO



 I’m glad to be first.















            KATIE
I was at school back east, but I thought about  this

 place every moment I was away.        The ranch, 

 the cowboys, the whole life on the ranch was too
 powerful.        I could not resist, I had to return.      

 Here is where my heart is …

(beat)

You ever did go back east?

django

I went as far as St. Louis.

katie

Did you love it?

django
Yes …   I   did.

katie

And you are back.        So you must know what I

 am talking about.

django

I do.        Riding the range is like nothing else.      

  The wind blowing on ya cheek so hard ya think ya 

 can smell it.        Wow!

katie

You do know about the lure of the west.        We do 

 think alike.

django

I take it ya didn't find Mr. Right?

Katie.

No.        I did not.         I did not try too hard.

DJANGO

You’re  beautiful.

katie

Django, are you flirting with me?

django
Is that good,  or bad?

katie

It is good. 
katie

I am grateful you came along, for you have 


 revived the woman in me.

django

The  honor is mine.







     EXT. OPEN RANGE – DAY – MANY ANGLES


The sun has barely cleared the horizon when Billy Blanco comes riding into camp.        He dismounts … ties up his horse and moves over to the fire.        Paid gunslingers posing as cowpunchers can been seen using their bandannas, soap and in most cases  …  a cracked mirror …  to freshen up.        Billy Blanco pours himself a cup of coffee out of a big, black iron pot that sits over a low fire.        CURLY BILL BRODY,  a forty-something jack-of-all-trades and master of none,  comes over to the fire.
curly bill

Ya gotta watch how ya drink ya coffee.         

 Silent Joe been convicted long ago for inflicting

 serious wounding  on people's throat with this 

 swill.

SILENT JOE,  a heavyset, good natured man,  climbs out the wagon over to their left  carrying  supplies in both hands.
silent joe

I hear ya.






 

    Curly Bill bursts into raucous laughter.


curly bill

Sorry, Boss.        Silent Joe gotta go.

Silent Joe drops the supplies.         Curly Bill runs away feigning terror … as Silent Joe pursues him.        Billy Blanco hangs around until his men are fully dressed … before he addresses them.
billy blanco

Was talking to Sheriff Hogan.        It seems as

 if he got a line on my son's killer.        He

 believes it is some drifter who is new in town.

curly bill

What ya want us to do, Boss?

billy blanco

Kill the bastard.

curly bill

What do we do about Sheriff Hogan?

billy blanco
Thee Sheriff won't be a smart ass.       One

 thousand dollars to thee  man who kill the

 stranger.
curly bill

He’s dead.     




  

                                                                           

INT.        GUEST ROOM - - DAY - - WIDE.




     The loud clanging of the cowbells rouses Django out of a deep sleep.        He slides on his  clothes,  straps on his gunbelt,  and walks out.

EXT.        CIRCLE S - - DAY - - MANY ANGLES.

Jonas and the cowpunchers are having a meeting when Django comes up:

jonas

Everybody says "hi" to Django.        He's gonna 

 be our guest a little time.        I want ya to 


 protect  'im  and  see that he does not hurt himself.

   The cowpunchers shout "hi".        Django nods.

jonas

Guys, we driving forty five hundred.        Ya know 

 wha'  to do.         Rope 'em, brand 'em, and bunch 

 'em.
With shouts of sheer joy, the cowpunchers ride out.        Django  sees the mischievous grin on  Jonas’ face … and waits for him to say something.        He does not have long to wait … before  Jonas moves over to him.
jonas

I  thought ya would ride out wid the boys.
django

Some other day … maybe.        Today I’ll go


 to town.         I owe myself a bath.        On my 

 way back  I’ll pass by the Double M.
jonas

I hear ya had quite a night.
Django looks at Jonas with a smile that says it all … before mounting his horse  and riding away.
 

EXT.        MAIN STREET - - DAY - - VARIOUS ANGLES.
Curly Bill and five gunslingers are about to step off the sidewalk out front of Silver Dollar Saloon when they see Django entering the  Bath house.

curly bill

Well,  lookee on they,  if it ain't the stranger.       

 Let's go make a thousand dollars.

The men LAUGH and trail along behind Curly Bill.        Outside the bath house,  Curly Bill sends three men to the back … while  he gets into position to go through the front door with two men.
INT.         BATH HOUSE  - - DAY - - MANY ANGLES.

Django is partially submerged in the soapy water,  his exposed shoulders all that is visible  … as he scrubs away the dirt and grime off his body.        Two patrons wash their bodies on either side of Django … being careful to avoid eye contact with him.       And the all HELL breaks loose … as Curly Bill and the two gunslingers come in on the run,  guns drawn .         Django is ready for them … rising  up out the water,  gun blazing:  The first SHOT slams into the man  behind on Curly Bill's left.        The second SHOT tears apart Curly Bill's belly.        And the third  … shatters the arm and then gouges a hole in the third man's rib cage.        One patron flees the bath house,  butt naked -- in terror.        The second patron curls himself into a fetal position in the wooden tub.        Django is standing upright in the tub when the three gunslingers come CRASHING in through  the THREE WINDOWS … spewing glass all over the floor.        He    turns and EMPTIES the gun in the intruders'  bodies … sending them CRASHING out the broken windows to the sidewalk.
INT.         SHERIFF OFFICE - - DAY - - MANY ANGLES.

SCRAPPY JONES is one of those individuals destined by fate or pure bad luck to be second-best, never ever being able to get the top position.        And so it is on this day of mayhem,  he must assume leadership.        In walk TY CHANNING and a nondescript known as BEAUTY.
Ty channing

Wha’   ya gonna do?

scrappy jones

About what?

ty channing

The stranger is a-shooting up the town.        Wha'  

 ya gonna do?

scrappy jones

Oh, my Lord!        He gone and done it.        The 
 Sheriff, why he out combing the county a-looking

 for him.        But what do ya know, he's a-here a-
 shooting up the town.

ty channing

Yeah,  he at the bath house a-killing Billy Blanco

 men.        Bill is gonna go stark raving mad.

scrappy jones

I guess he'll have to work hard and get back sane.
ty channing

He won't like ya attitude one bit.        Ya work for 

 'im, ya know?

scrappy jones

I doan work for Billy Blanco.

ty channing

Sheriff Hogan, he work for Billy Blanco.       Ya 

 work for Sheriff Hogan, so ya work for Billy

 Blanco.

scrappy jones

Aw,  have it ya way.

ty channing
Wha'  ya gonna do?        Ya gotta bring the

 stranger in.

scrappy jones

I’ll  wait for the posse.

ty channing

Ya not gonna do a-thing …

(beat)

Come Beauty  … me and ya will set-up a ambush.       
 We'll get  'im.

beauty

Yeah.        We'll do ya work for ya.

EXT.        MAIN STREET - - DAY - - WIDE.





   Django rides out of town … without seeing the harried face of Scrappy Jones gazing at him through the window of the Sheriff’s office.
EXT.  ARID COUNTRYSIDE - - DAY - - MANY ANGLES

In a clump of trees, Ty Channing and Beauty sit astride their horses and wait  --  two men who never made a hundred dollars in a year  on the threshold of making a cool thousand dollars.   
beauty
Wha'  ya gonna do wid ya money?

ty channing

Send it for my Missus back in Laramie.    


 Wha'   ya gonna do with yours?

beauty

My little Christina at the Silver Dollar Saloon, 

 we gonna get away.

Ty channing

Good for ya.

A lariat streaks through the day and encircles Beauty neck.        Before Ty Channing can react, the man is lifted out of the saddle and hung from a tree branch.

ty channing

Damm ya  …
    He gets no further,  as a twelve inch blade SLAMS into his throat.        Django rides away.

 EXT.        ARID TERRAIN - - DAY - - MANY ANGLES



                      Django rides across the arid terrain … 
    EXT.        DOUBLE M RANCH - - DAY - - VARIOUS ANGLES.
Onto the Double M Ranch.        He is taken at once by its beauty, the sense of serenity, the      awe of its possibilities.        He comes to the makeshift cemetery that holds his family. 
 
 White picket crosses on each grave seem to salute his presence .                                                   In front of each grave … he kneels, rests a hand on each wooden cross … and says a prayer.        He rides away toward the main house … where he dismounts  and he is walking to the small porch when riders sweep into the front yard and cut him off.        He stares into the faces of the hard-jawed men … but, he sees no one he recognizes until he SEES the Sheriff’s ugly mug.
django

What the hell is this, Sheriff?

sheriff

This is call correcting a mistake.        Not locking 

 ya up was such … I … wanna correct that. 

django

Why the sudden change?

sheriff

Don't talk … drop ya gun.   

django

And if I don't?

sheriff

These men will kill ya.

django

Jonas agree to this?

sheriff
Jonas got nothing to do wid it.         Drop ya gun.        

Ten hard-faced gunslingers seem to be spoiling for a fight.        Django begins unbuckling  his  holster.         The Sheriff knows of  his reputation of  being fast on the draw … and he is not taking any chances.    

sheriff

Easy … right hand on butt, pull it out …

 awright  …  let it drop  . ..  good.

One gunslinger dismounts and scoops up  the holster and gun up.        Sheriff Hogan gestures with his gun to two gunslingers … who climb down, tie his hands in front of him …  and help him on to his horse.
sheriff
Let's git outta hey.

INT.        SHERIFF OFFICE - - DAY - - VARIOUS ANGLES.

The Sheriff and the gunslingers come in,  Django is among them.        Billy Blanco is sitting at  the Sheriff's desk.

billy blanco

Ya know me?

django
No,  but I know ya gonna tell me who the hell

 ya are.

billy blanco
Son,  ya got a smart mouth.        Keep talking.      

 The  deeper  ah'll  bury ya.
(beat)

Sit  'im  down.

   A chair is put in place,  and rough hands pull him down.

billy blanco
Ah hope ya comfortable.

django

I don't expect it.

   Billy Blanco ignores him.

billy blanco

I’m  Billy Blanco … Ah hear ya is thee man


 who kill muh son.        Wha's  ya name?

django

Any one ya wanna call me.

Billy Blanco launches a ferocious,  physical attack on Django,  landing blows on his upper body,  and then pounding his lower body.        Gasping for breath,  he gestures to his men.
billy blanco

Work  'im  over.

                                        sheriff







             I don’t like this. 
Billy blanco

If ah didn't know ya,  I'd say ya was upset.

sheriff
Wha'  ya think the Judge gonna say when he

 appears to be kicked by a bull?        Wha'  do I

 say?

billy blanco

The prisoner tried to escape.        We had to


 restrain
  'im.

sheriff

I'd still be feeling a lot better if he wasn't mark up.      
  Ya know wha'  I mean?

billy blanco

This man is a cold blooded killer.        He kill my

 son.        He kill my men … Beauty,  Ty Channing, 

 and  many  more.        Ya gotta let thee judge know.      
  If ya can't or won’t do ya job,  ah'll have to make
 changes.         
sheriff

I was elected Sheriff.        

billy blanco

Ya clean up thee town.        One last act of house 
 cleaning and ya'll be free of us.        Thee stranger

 must die.
sheriff

How ya gonna do it?

billy blanco

Ah'll  make  'im wish he never was born.

    INT.        CIRCLE S - - EVENING - - MANY ANGLES
    Dusk has fallen over the plateau.         Katie paces the kitchen floor … she is worried … and it       shows.        Jonas enters .        He takes one look at her face … and he knows the story.
jonas

Sheriff Hogan got  'im.

katie

He released him in your custody.        How dare

 him go back on his word.        You speak to him.      

 Tell him how upset the House of Starks is with 

 him.

jonas

First thing in thee morning I'll let   'im  know.     

   I'd better take some of thee boys with me.      

 Round up will be slower, but I gotta bring this

 to an end.

katie

Yes.        One day away from all out roundup

 will not destroy us.        You have to find Django

 and bring him home.

jonas

He is coming back with me come hell or high

 water.

    INT.        JAIL CELL  - - NIGHT - - MANY ANGLES.
    Django is battered and bruised.        He is tied upright between two eight foot planks of wood,           with each hand shackled high above each shoulder.        RYAN TYLER … a youthful looking man in all black,  with his gun slung low – and, THOMAS WESMORELAND  … a studious looking man,  with a pockmarked face,  and a penchant for dressing in impeccable suits that masks his true nature of being ultra-violent  …  is softening up Django,  with blows to the midriff.        Django moves in and out of consciousness.        Tyler drenches him with a bucket of water.        Django shakes the water from his hair … wetting Wesmoreland  … and causing him to grab a pick axe stick  -- twirling it between his fingers  -- as he advances.
wesmoreland

Wha'  is ya name?

    Django glares at him.

tyler

Aw, shucks.        Lemme git at 'im.

wesmoreland

Ya'll get some thee fun.        Stand back!

    He punches Django in the belly with the pick axe stick.        Django’s mouth opens and air    comes GUSHING out.        He  bends over as far  as the rope would allow him.         Wesmoreland  hits him under the chin with an uppercut.        Tyler gawks at the man's suspended  frame.
tyler

Gawd, wha'  ya did to  'im?

wesmoreland

Used a little trick of a blow I picked up while

 riding  wid  Quantrell Raiders.

tyler

Ya rode with Quantrell?        How was it?     

 
  That  guy is a legend.

wesmoreland

Quantrell was Quantrell.        He was one of


 a kind.      Ya got it, right.        He is a legend.

    Wesmoreland hands over the pick axe stick.

wesmoreland

There.        Have a go at  'im.

Tyler

Well, Mister, I ain't  got no fancy blows.        




Tyler goes wild on Django, SLAMMING body blows on him.      Wesmoreland  brings a bucket of water over and takes great delight in drenching Django again.
tyler

I dunno if thee boss is right.        I mean, why 

 we gotta know his name before we kill   'im?        

wesmoreland

Son, ya young yet.        When ya know thee


 name of any man ya kill it's easier to know if 

 a member of the family is gunning for ya.

tyler

I never figured tha'   angle.

wesmoreland

If even I'd be wrong, ya don't wanna go 


 around questioning the boss'  orders.        That's

 a sure way for ya to git a gut full of lead.

tyler

Awright.        I hear ya,  old man.



        
 STILLWATER - - DAY - - MANY ANGLES.

 Light appears in the east.        The bustling frontier town and its people are asleep.        Jonas   and eight gunmen come into town.        A few mangy dogs roam the streets.        The cock CROWS.     Sheriff Ben Hogan …  carrying a rifle cradled in the crook of his arm …  comes out the jail office AND is  startled when he sees Jonas and his men facing him .
sheriff

Pretty early to be visiting, Jonas.

jonas

I got a vexing matter I want answers to,  ya


 know?        Hand  'im over.

SHERIFF

Hand who over?

jonas

I promise Katie I'd bring  'im back.        She


 wants ya to hand thee stranger over to me, come 

 hell or high water.


    SILENCE.

jonas

Wha's it gonna be, Sheriff?
sheriff
I don't have thee stranger.
                                                                      jonas

Who's got  'im?
sheriff

I dunno.         I did have  'im, but I ain't no


 longer got  'im.

jonas

Why don't I believe ya.

                                                                        sheriff








It’s thee  truth. 
jonas

Two riders of mine on round up in north field, 

 close to McClane Double M ranch, say ya took 

 'im.        Ya saying they lied?

sheriff

I’m not gonna answer that, Jonas.        It's me

 and Scrappy Jones run the law in this town.
jonas

Awright.








   The Sheriff turns away.

jonas
Sheriff …




sheriff

Wha's  now,  Jonas?

jonas

I wanna inspect ya cells.

    The Sheriff STIFFENS …  getting a bit annoyed.
sheriff

I cain't let you do that.

jonas

Ya cain't, or ya won't?

    SILENCE.

jonas

I made to Katie a promise I'd bring the stranger

 back  'come hell or high water. '       I intend to 

 keep thee promise.

sheriff

I cain't let ya.

    Jonas'  men converge on the Sheriff.
jonas

I then will have to roll over ya.

sheriff

Ya don't have thee guts.

jonas

Watch me.

  Powerful hands grab the Sheriff and shunt him aside.

jonas

See if thee stranger is there.

 Jonas gestures to two of his men … and they go inside the office.        Jonas and the other men wait … keeping an eye on the Sheriff.        They come out … look at  Jonas and shake their heads.        Jonas is SHOCKED.        He knows he has been outwitted.
jonas
Awright,  Sheriff.        He was here,  now he


 ain't here.
  INT./EXT.        THE STAGECOACH - - DAY - - MANY ANGLES


The The stagecoach speeds along the trail … BOPPING and WEAVING  along the bumpy terrain.      Django sits between Wesmoreland and Tyler … with his hands still tied.         Out of the corner of his eyes, he glances at his captors.        Tyler is the more aggressive,  but Wesmoreland is one given to cool, calm, sadistic violence … and he knows he is the more dangerous of the two.
                              TYLER                                                                    Ya think Jonas Starks did go to thee jail?
  wesmoreland

Like hell he did.        A lot of good  he did 


 himself  when he vouched for the stranger and 

 all.        Then we come and just take  'im.       

 He look for  'im,  and he'll look again.

                                                               tyler

Smart move by the boss to move 'im, eh?

wesmoreland

Yeah!

Tyler points across the arid terrain.        Four men with shovels are digging a hole … as three riders on horseback look on.        
Tyler

Thar goes our boys.

   Meanwhile:
   EXT.        CEMETERY - - DAY - - VARIOUS ANGLES.

   Under the late afternoon sunshine,  a small band of people,  followed by a plain wooden coffin   on a funeral carriage, file out of the white painted  wooden church that sits on the brow of a hill overlooking Stillwater.        Billy Blanco --  in solemn grief -- and twenty gunslingers,  join the procession up to the small cemetery.        The plain pine coffin is placed over the grave by the pallbearers.        The Undertaker stands beside the two gravediggers.        Reverend STAN KOSOLVI of the small Lutheran Church of Stillwater gets ready to conduct the burial ceremony.
rev. Kosolvi
Dearly Beloved, We are gathered today to 

 commit the body of our brother, Nathan, to the 

 earth, and for the intercession of his soul to the 

 kingdom of Heaven.        Let us sing the hymn of intercession, 'Onward Christian Soldiers."

  Rev. Kosolvi leads the congregation in song.        The coffin is slowly lowered in the hole.         A few of Billy Blanco's gunslingers pick up dirt and throw on top of the coffin …  as a mark of respect.        
Rev. kosolvi

I am the resurrection and the light; none can


 come to the father except through me.     Dust to 

 dust,  ashes to ashes.       Amen.

Rev.  Kosolvi  turns and walks away.           Billy Blanco moves over to exit … where he stands … receiving messages of condolences and thanking people for having shown up.        The gravediggers work feverishly covering the hole.        When they are finished, they stick small plants in the loose soil … and put  a white picket cross on the grave.   The gunslingers wait on their horses at the exit for Billy  … who has moved over for one last look at his son’s grave. 

  INT.        GUEST ROOM - - DAY - - VARIOUS ANGLES

  Katie enters with a lit lamp in hand.       She wants to be here … it makes her pain bearable.        She gazes at Django's shirt and a pants he left folded  … laying at the foot of the bed.        She runs her free hand on the collar of the shirt,  as if she feels closer to him by doing so.        She SEES the coffin and moves towards it.       It lays at the foot of the bed and in the dimmed light she had missed it.        She sits on it, and rests down the lamp.        Slowly, she rubs her hands on it …  caressing the wooden cover …  and wondering what important secret it holds.        Jonas tucks his head in the doorway … clears  his throat  and gets  her attention.
jonas
Ya  awright?

  Katie  arches her eyebrows … catches her breath and swallows hard.

katie

Yes,  Papa.       I'm doing alright…..

(beat)

I think I may go for a ride.
jonas
I see.
katie
I will do it,   but I do not know when. 

jonas

                                    Take ya time … and do it when ya can.
EXT.        ARIZONA DESERT - - DAY - - MANY ANGLES

Sitting astride his horse,  it is not hard  to understand why this self-made man with limited talent  feels so powerful.        Yes,  Billy Blanco is at his zenith … as he is about to preside over the destruction  his son’s killer.        He glances over at Tyler and Wesmoreland waiting  by the stagecoach.        We SEE three men  on horseback,  and four on the ground  … standing around the hole they have dug …  and Django  -- with his hands still tied – is in the stagecoach.        Ants and flesh eating spiders forage on the ground for their daily sustenance.        OFF SCREEN:       We hear the CRY of the coyote.        High in the sky,  four majestic buzzards CIRCLE.

billy blanco

Bury  'em.

Tyler and Wesmoreland pull Django out the stagecoach  and throw him on the ground.         Django stumbles to his feet.        The four men drop their shovels and surround him.        He can do nothing as they lift him bodily and drop him upright in the hole …  and begin raking in dirt around his body.        Tyler and Wesmoreland jump on the loose dirt to make it compact.        The men soon have Django buried to his neck … with his head above the ground.        Billy Blanco and the two men on horseback gallop their horses around Django's exposed head.        He flinches as the dirt BANGS into his face with ferocious power  --  tearing skin and drawing blood.        Billy Blanco CHEERS his men on … as if it is a game.         Tyler and Wesmoreland WHOOP like saloon girls.        And then it STOPS … AND THEY WERE GONE … and Django is all alone in the wide open terrain.         He is left with the  ants and  flesh eating spiders as he watches them come closer to devour him.         The din CRY of the Coyote penetrates the stillness.         The buzzards DROP lower in the sky … and Django knows he is going to be dinner … as  DARKNESS  covers the desert.

 INT.        KATIE'S BEDROOM - - DAY - - WIDE.

Tucked away in her Lincoln-era bed,  we SEE Katie appears to be in a deep sleep.           Suddenly,  inexplicably,  she OPENS her eyes.        She gets up and climbs off the bed.        We watch as she gets dressed,  and goes out the door.
 INT.        LIVING ROOM - - DAY - - WIDE.

Jonas comes in from outside …  and he stares at Katie  --  who is gazing out the window at the  prairie.
jonas

Hey, daughter.        Wha'  got into ya ?
katie

It is Django.        I heard his voice.        He


 called for me, Papa.        I must go to him.

jonas

Go to him!        Go where?

katie

I do not know, Papa.         Are you with me,


 Pa?

jonas

From day one …

(beat)

I'll get a couple of thee boys.






EXT.        ARIZONA DESERT - - DAY - - VARIOUS ANGLES.                 When the first butterflies come out, and the first coyote salute the morning with  its initial HOWL … Jonas and Katie  --  driving  in the carriage  -- and two riders on horseback  pulling  a riderless horse,  make their way across the beautiful but deadly landscape.   
jonas

How ya holding up?

katie
I will be alright, Papa.       I am trailing his


 voice.

EXT.        ARIZONA DESERT - - DAY - - VARIOUS ANGLES




 Jonas gazes up into the midday sky.        Katie looks concerned … as she gazes out at the beautiful but deadly landscape … and she is so afraid for Django’s welfare.
katie
What is it, Papa?

jonas

Buzzards!

   PAN:       We SEE the four buzzards CIRCLING.

jonas

Somethin'  dead or dying.        We'd better hurry.       
 By the look of the buzzards we ain't  got much 

 time.

 A swift turn to the right brings them under the circling buzzards.       They stop and peer across  the vast, arid countryside.

jonas

I see somethin'.        It ain't much but we gotta 

 take a look.

 A short ride and they come upon Django.       Katie tries calling out his name … but,  she gets no answer.         The group surround the sun burnt face of Django … with the matted hair,congealed blood on the skin, the eyelids swollen shut,  the lacerated nose, the parched and bloodied lips,  the insect bitten neck,  etc. etc.        Katie  can no longer contain herself when she sees his injuries … CRYING OUT in anguish.
jonas

Get water.









One of the cowboys hurries away and rushes back carrying a canteen and shovel.    Katie  takes the canteen out his grasp and starts feeding water to Django.        The cowboy begins digging away the dirt around his body.        Django opens his swollen eyelids.        The other cowboy uses his hands to clear the loosen dirt away.
katie

Django … Django.       Can you hear me?       

 I am here.        We are going to get you out of

 this.







         

Jonas looks on as enough dirt comes out the hole … exposing the weakened man’s frame.        He beckons his workers to come closer.           As they bend over him … Jonas knows they would have to be extremely cautious in lifting him so as not to cause him even more pain than what he is presently feeling.
jonas
Awright,  we gotta lift  'im out.        Grab  onto  

 him.         On the count of three we hoist  'im out.      
 One … two … three.

Tender hands lift Django out and lay him down on the desert floor.        Katie continues working on his parched lips … dabbing at them with the moistened bandanna.
jonas
Katie, I think we should get  'im home.      


 We cain get Dr. Henson to look at  'im.

katie

Alright, Papa.       We should take him home.

 EXT.        DOUBLE B RANCH - - DAY - - VARIOUS ANGLES.

 On this day,  we SEE a hurried rider …  lashing his horse non-stop … speeding up to the main house.        The rider jumps off the horse and runs into the  large Mexican hacienda.
 INT.        DINING HALL - - DAY - - WIDE.

 Billy Blanco sits behind a long table that is filled with grapes,  berries,  and fruits -- eating his   lunch … without a care in the world …  when the rider comes storming inside.
billy blanco

Eduardo,  wha'  going on?

eduardo

They come.        Señor Starks with the

 Senorita and two riders.       They take  'im.

   Billy Blanco is nonchalant.

billy blanco

Aw,  don't worry about it.        Come,  have some 

 lunch.        Ya want tortillas?

    Eduardo looks confused.

Eduardo

But,  Boss …

billy blanco

Don't worry,  my amigo.












     

INT.        GUEST ROOM - - EVENING - - VARIOUS ANGLES.

DR. RICHARD HENSON, 65, is a medium build man in a blue suit, with horn rim glasses,     and a penchant for alcoholic drinks.        Katie comes into the room  -- concern etched on her face.        Dr. Henson has Django laying on his side with his upper body exposed  and is using  a finger to poke at the ribs in his back.        He stops when she enters … and turns to her.
katie
Well, Dr. Henson.        How is he doing?

dr. Henson

Katie, my little Katie.        How have you grown!

katie
Yes,  I have.        Haven't I?

Dr. Henson washes his hands in a basin on the small table … and dries them in a cloth she holds out to him.
Dr. Henson

Well, your question is a good one.        The young 

 man has three broken ribs,  a number of bruises on 

 his body,  major dehydration.        I shall try to

 patch  him up.        He will be as good as new as

 long you  give 
 him lots of water and  he  gets few

 days of rest. 

katie

Alright.

Katie SHOWS Dr. Henson  out.

INT.        FAMILY ROOM - - EVENING - -WIDE.






 Katie comes in … Jonas looks up over his reading glasses – which he wears although he cannot read.
jonas

Django asleep?

katie

Yes.        He is not too bad.        Dr. Henson 


 did say he will be as good as before.        
jonas

It's a miracle.         Django is back.         I gotta 

 go to town tomorrow.        Me and thee city

 council  gotta make plans for thee running of


 thee Dutchess  County Race.

katie

Be careful.

jonas

I'll be back before supper.

INT.         GUEST ROOM - - DAY - - WIDE.
It is early morning and Katie comes calling with a pot of coffee and fried bacon.        Django rustles out of bed …  bringing her to a sudden stop.
katie

I do not think you should be up.
django

I feel fine.
katie

You need rest … the Doctor said  you must.
django
How long can I spend holed up?
katie
Until your ribs are healed … and you are 


 strong .
django

Okay,  Dr. Katie.
   Django takes the cup of coffee she hands him … and begins sipping it.

   INT.        SILVER DOLLAR SALOON - - DAY - - MANY ANGLES.

   Billy Blanco,  Wesmoreland,  and Tyler …  walk into the crowded saloon.         Jonas is standing at the bar and he is about to down a glass of whiskey when he SEES them … and  stops.        He looks around to SEE where his riders were  --  he need not worry  --  they were close at hand.        Billy Blanco and his men walk past Jonas and his men on their way to the far end of the bar.        Jonas glances out the corner of his eye at them.
bartender
What'll be,  Mr. Blanco?

   billy blanco

Ah'll  have wha'  Jonas is drinking…

(to Jonas)

Wha's ya having,  Jonas?

   SILENCE.        
                                                                 jonas

Whiskey.

 billy blanco

Whiskey,  Barkeep.

  The Bartender moves to fill the order.

billy blanco

Thanks, Jonas … How's the stranger, Jonas?

  Jonas STIFFENS.

                                                               jonas

I oughta ask ya.

billy blanco

Ah don't wanna be calling any man a liar.        
       So,  let's speak thee truth, eh?

  Beads of perspiration appears on Jonas'  forehead.

                                                               jonas

I ain't lying.

                                                              billy blanco

Django is wanted man for escaping lawful 

 custody and any one who help  'im is breaking 

 thee law.        Should thee Sheriff  --  who is on

 his way to ya place with a posse  -- find  'im there, 

 he may bring in ya daughter.        Ya know thee

 kind of things tha'  cain happen to her in jail.

  Jonas feels PANIC set in.
jonas

Sheriff Hogan wouldn't dare.

             billy blanco
Wouldn't dare uphold thee law!        Tha'   wha’

 he's sworn to do.

jonas

Ya just plain old ornery.

billy blanco

Years ago ah rode in here and took over this town.        
 And all these years ya been sniping at me.       

 Siding with thee stranger is thee  last I'm taking 

 from ya.

jonas

Wha'  ya gonna do?        Shoot me!

billy blanco

Ah may.
Billy Blanco draws his gun and SHOOTS Jonas'  men DEAD.         A gasp of EXCLAMATION reverberates around the room.
jonas
Ya  had to do that.        Why?

billy blanco

'Cause I wanted to.

jonas

People of Stillwater,  in a couple of days more

 people are gonna be in this town than we 

 dreamed  of.        They'll come to ride in the

 Dutchess  County Race.        

billy blanco

Wha'  his name?

jonas

Wha'?

billy blanco

Thee stranger  …  wha'  his name?

jonas
Django.

billy blanco

Ya lie.

jonas

I say his name is Django.

billy blanco

His name ain't Django.         'Cause I kill Django.

jonas

Ya kill thee father,  but thee son is alive.
Jonas will swear for the first time in years he SEES very real FEAR in Billy   Blanco's eyes -- as he and his men skedaddle from the saloon.
   INT./EXT.        CIRCLE S - - DAY - - MANY ANGLES.
   Two young deputy Sheriffs -- full of zest and enthusiasm -- pry open the  BARN door.        They  rush inside,  guns drawn.        A hurried look around convinces them Django is not there.        Outside,  in the bright sunlight once more,  they gesture with their hands to Sheriff Hogan and the mounted posse  -- secured behind the bunkhouse  --  that the barn is empty.        Showing a little frustration at the fruitless search,  Sheriff Hogan issues orders:

sheriff
Six guys on the barn.        Three looking east 

 to the main house.        Three facing west and

 the  bunkhouse.         Pronto.

  Six men move to comply.

sheriff

Eight of ya,  go take up post three sides of the 

 main house.        The rest of ya go secure the 
 bunkhouse.        

  Meanwhile:

  EXT.        STILLWATER - - DAY - - VARIOUS ANGLES.

  All across the town we SEE workers putting up buntings and banners and signs about the       Dutchess County Race.        Mayor JASPER DeWITT --  for so long an out of sight executive -- can now be seen directing workers on the proper hanging of buntings. 


  
 We SEE him at the
Depot  welcoming  newcomers to town … as Stillwater Marching Band practice their routine  … and  a  Company of Union Soldiers set up camp outside town.
INT.        TELEGRAPH OFFICE - - DAY - - WIDE





 Billy   Blanco ENTERS … and goes over to the wire cage behind which is the dour-looking Clerk.           Wesmoreland and Tyler block the doorway.        Billy Blanco takes the pad and he writes:        "DJANGO HAS A SON" Stop.         "I MUST KILL HIM" Stop.         "NEED HELP, HE IS LETHAL" Stop.       "FORTY MEN IS ENOUGH" Stop.

billy blanco
Send thee words on one telegram to Dodge City, Tombstone,  and Deadwood.

clerk

You  expect a reply?

billy blanco

Yes,  in guns.

   The Clerk taps away.

billy blanco

How long till it arrives?

clerk

One hour.

billy blanco

Incredible.

   INT./EXT.        MAIN HOUSE - - DAY - - VARIOUS ANGLES
   Sheriff Hogan BANGS on the door.        Drying her hands on her apron, Katie hurries out the     kitchen and comes to the CAMERA.        She  does well to conceal her SHOCK when she  SEES the Sheriff at the door.
katie

Sheriff!

sheriff

Miss Katie,  I'm looking for the stranger.        

katie

He is not here.        

sheriff

Look in the bunkhouse, he could be hiding out.
katie

Our foreman,  Joaquin, is there.        He will 


 help you.

sheriff

I appreciate  it, Miss Katie.        I won't bother

 ya  anymore.

katie

I am glad to help.

   Katie goes to a window and watches the Sheriff over at the bunkhouse engaging the foreman in conversation … before getting on his horse and riding out with the posse .        She hears a knock on the door … and rushes over to it.          Katie opens the door and Joaquin comes in.

joaquin

He is gone, Señorita Katie, si.        Señor

 Django,  he can come out of cellar.

katie

You knew?
joaquin
Joaquin, he know all.        He only young man, 

 wet still weeth thee water of thee Rio Grande 

 when Señor Jonas give work.

katie

And we welcome your years of service. 

joaquin

Si.        Circle S  Joaquin home.

katie

Yes, Joaquin … This is your home.

joaquin

I go now.

Katie pulls away the carpet and we SEE a large trap door.        She taps twice on it with her  feet.        The trap door opens …  and Django climbs out the cellar.
 EXT. CIRCLE S – NIGHT – MANY ANGLES
 Django,  carrying a lantern,  and  Katie are walking.        They go past the  bunkhouse … and      We HEAR  the cowhands shouting and laughing.                                                          

They reach a crop of trees  with a magnificent view of the stars and  the  river  …  and they sit                            down on the grass … resting their backs on trees – facing one another –  with the lantern casting its  glow on them.

                                              DJANGO

            Things are heating up.

                                             KATIE

            Does that mean you must go?

                                             DJANGO

            Yes … but,  I’ll be back.

                                             KATIE                                                                                 
I knew the day would  come … but, I am  not



prepared for  to  it.





















         DJANGO

















You’re an exceptional woman.






























         KATIE







I know.        How long will you be gone?
















                                 DJANGO






A couple of days.




She arches her eyebrows.        He gets to his feet … and she follows.        They move closer.        Eye contact.        He takes her hands … admiring them in the dim light of the lantern.        They KISS.        It is peaceful as they hold onto each other.

BOOM!

Django and Katie are startled by a FLASH OF light and a thunderous SOUND.        They turn to look back  --













The cowhands are RUNNING out the bunkhouse … over to the BARN … which is on FIRE in several different places.        A squad of masked riders are disappearing down the  trail.       Some of the cowhands SHOOT off SHOTS at the masked riders … but the distance is too great … and not one fall out the saddle.        Django and Katie RUN UP … just as Jonas drives up from his trip to town.        In a flash … he comes out the carriage and begins issuing orders for a bucket brigade of workers stretching to the river.        Django and Katie join in … but to no avail … the BARN  can not be saved.         

       

                                                                  JONAS

                                 This is Billy Blanco doing.

                                                                  KATIE








            He must be stopped … this cannot continue.

Django walks away toward the main house.        Jonas and Katie look at each other,  shrug their  shoulders … and follow him.

INT.        MAIN HOUSE, CIRCLE S – DAY - - WIDE.





      With signs of the breaking day in the east … Jonas hears  a KNOCK on the door.        He strolls over and flings it open and can not conceal his shock at the sight of Old Man GENTLE AUTREY  --  standing there shivering in the early morning  air.

jonas

Old Man Gentle Autrey, wha'  thee hell …
autrey

Hell, Jonas, we can talk about ya shock 


 another time.        For now, I wanna get in out 

 thee cold.

jonas

Aw, shucks, no disrespect Old Man Autrey.     

   Yeah… Come in …
Autrey finds a seat.        Jonas leaves the room … and returns with a Navajo blanket he drapes over Old Man Autrey’s shoulders.
autrey

Kaleb give me ya well-wishes…..

(beat)

I did come for Django.

jonas

He ain't here.

autrey

Billy Blanco got half thee valley a-looking, a-
 wanting to kill 'im.        And he ain't here.       

 Where in tarnation can he be?

jonas

He done gone and took off to fight.
                                                         autrey

Oh Lawd!        I gotta  skedaddle  before tha’

 boy make Old Man Django climb outta thee 


 grave and come get me.

jonas

Ya know whey he done gone?        Whey do


 I ride?        Tell me.

                                    AUTREY

Ya don't wanna go there.        It's twice as hot 

 as hell.

jonas

Hell on earth, eh?

Autrey

Yes … and thee Devil is thee keeper …

(beat)

Jonas, my mount is dead beat.        Ya got a 


 fresh one?
  Old Man Autrey stands up.

jonas

Django's gelding is saddled.        Take  'im.

autrey

Django’s  gonna want 'im.

He's gone off pulling tha'  coffin across the desert 

 floor.

autrey

Pulling a coffin, eh?
jonas

I never did get to see wha'  inside.

autrey

Death is inside.        

 EXT.       DUTCHESS COUNTY - - DAY - - VARIOUS ANGLES.

 We SEE Django walking across a bridge …   dragging the coffin.
 Meanwhile:











  

EXT.        ARID COUNTRYSIDE - - DAY - - MANY ANGLES.



  
 Old Man Autrey stops the gelding.        He pulls out a bandanna and begins mopping his brow,  then his neck.        Off the saddle … he gets a canteen and he takes a long drink .         He dismounts and feeds some to the gelding.        And we SEE day turns…

EXT.        DUTCHESS COUNTY - - NIGHT - - MANY ANGLES.



 Into night.        In the pitch dark of night,  Old Man Autrey  SEES a flicker of distant flame  … and he turns toward it …  and then begins a slow ride to the camp fire.
autrey

Hello, the camp!

django

Hello…

autrey

A man can do with a cup of coffee.
 Can ya

 oblige, Stranger?

django

Ride in.        Keep ya hands in sight.
autrey

Awright, Stranger.        I'm a-coming.

 When Old Man Autrey rides into the glare of the camp fire --  he SEES Django,  gun drawn … is  standing in the shadows off to the left.
autrey

I'm mighty oblige,  stranger …
django

And who mite ya be?

autrey

I'm Old Man Autrey.

 Old Man Autrey SEES the coffin.        It lies on the far side of the tent,  its flap opened.        He looks at Django … but,  he could not see him very well.
autrey

Ya  must  be Django.

django

And ya must be Kaleb's Papa?

autrey

Kaleb's my one and only son.

django

Ya can dismount.

Old Man Autrey climbs down and for the first time he SEES Django up close and personal … and he marvels at the uncanny resemblance between Django and his father.
                               AUTREY

Damn boy, if ya ain't a splitting image of ya Paw

 as a young man!

Django

Ya knew my Pa when he was a young man?

 They sit around the camp fire,  drinking coffee … and reminiscing about the past.
autrey

Met thee man way back in eighteen fifty-five . .  .

 in Oklahoma.

django

Oklahoma!        The land of the Clovis people .  .  .

 the  hunters.

autrey

And thee five Civilized Tribes … thee Choctaw, Chickasaw,  Cherokee,  Creek and Seminole.

django

That's the Cherokee people of the Trail of Tears?

Autrey

Ya know ya Indian history!   Yep, over four

 thousand die on that trail …
(beat)

                           .       


       AUTREY (CONT’D)





   Dang good coffee, if I may say so!        Ya got

  
                           more?

  Django gestures  to the pot.

                                                                  autrey

Ya Paw and me, we kinda drifted around …
(beat)

And then thee Civil War was upon us.        We 

 joined thee Union Army.        Did we give them 

 Rebs  a run for they money!        Ya Paw and me 

 got to be  life long friends at thee Battle of


 Honey Springs on  July seventeenth, eighteen 
 hundred and sixty-three.

                                                                 django

Pa never did let on he was a Union Soldier.
                                                                autrey
And it wasn't   'cause he was ashamed or 

 anything.        Ya Paw… he was a private man.        

 Hell,  it was years of us getting' in and out of 

 scrapes afore he would open up to me.

                                                                django

Yes,  that's the way he was.

     Old Man Autrey pours more coffee into his cup.        He sits back down.

                                                               autrey

The war was good to us.        We learned to


 shoot.        Ya Paw … he became a expert with

 thee rifle and  thee pistol …
                         (he pauses)

After thee war,  ya Paw had a group of us 


 black soldiers and we went to the length and 

 thee breath of Oklahoma  building forts and 

 battling everyone from Cattle thieves to

 Mexican revolutionaries.        Thee natives call

 us  Buffalo Soldiers.

                                                              django

Ya had fun?

autrey

I was too damn scared to have fun.        Ya 


 gotta  cotton on to how it was.         Oklahoma 

 was lawless.        Gangs would hide out in


 rocks,
 trees, and caves --  robbing banks


 and trains  and stealing horses and cattle.

django
That wasn't fun at all.

autrey

We did have some fun  …  It was after we 


 had clean it up.        But, then ya Paw … he 


 come over here.        He clean it  up and settle.        

 Me, I come out behind  'im.          No one in

 Dutchess County ever did know we was close.       

 It's thee way he wanted it.

     Old Man Autrey eyes fill  with tears.
autrey

I find thee bodies.        I bury them.       

 Hardest thing I ever had to do.        I miss my 

 old friend.

django

They say Billy Blanco is thee killer.        Ya 


 know him?

autrey

Naw.        My boy,  Kaleb,  he would know


 'im.        But I  dunno who he is. 
django
I killed his son,  Nate Blanco.

autrey

So I hear.
Django

Was my Pa Oklahoman?

Autrey
Naw.        Ya Paw was outta  small town


 called, Laredo, on the American side of the

 Mexican border.        I'm from Waco.

                                                                   django

My Pa was Texan.

                                                                   autrey

We come up from Texas thee way most


 people did …        punching  cows along  thee 

 great cattle trails to Oklahoma,  which was a 

 prime spot for grazing.

                                                                   django

Man, did ya know my Pa!
                                                                   autrey

Yeah.        He was a friend of mine.        For 


 that I must avenge his killing.        Come … 


 let's go give  'em hell.

EXT./INT.       SILVER DOLLAR SALOON - - DAY - -MANY ANGLES.


  The piano is a-playing … by the  very same lively man in a Top Hat and suspenders.        Girls are dancing … Men are drinking,  and gambling.        The two drunks at the bar sway from side to side while they debate if they had four or five drinks by raising theamount of fingers either one thinks it is.         Leaning on a wall is a farmer and  Jonas.
 All eyes turn to the batwing doors.        The bartender,  a husky Irishman,  with a face in the early stages of being pock-marked,  gives up polishing a glass … and when he does turn toward the batwing doors,  his mouth and eyes open wide.        Coming towards the counter is Django.
                                                                    django

Shot of ya strongest whiskey.

The bartender lips  has an uncontrollable twitch. 

bartender

Coming up.

SILENCE.     The bartender returns with the drink.        Django sips again and again on the   glass of whiskey.        He SLOWLY puts the glass down …  And he turns and faces the patrons.
                                                                   django

Some weeks ago a family was shot in the 


 valley.        They were the McClanes… my 


 Ma,  My Pa,  my son Amos,  and my daughter  

 Esther.         I hear Billy Blanco  has


 confessed.      
  He's still free.        Why?







 Django drinks the last of his whiskey.

                                                                   django

I'm gonna do what Sheriff Hogan will not do.       

 I'll bring Billy Blanco and you … the citizens

 of Stillwater will help to hold him until the

 Circuit Court Judge comes.
Django walks to the batwing doors and peers  out.        PANNING TO MAIN STREET,   STILLWATER.        Main Street is empty.        The SOUND of heavy boots on the wooden sidewalk outside the Saloon  reverberates through it.        Sheriff Hogan pushes past Django and goes to the bar.        The air is filled with anticipation.
                                                                 sheriff

Gimme a zasparillo.

                                                                 django

Hey,  Sheriff …
                                                                 sheriff

Yeah,  Django …
                                                                 django

Ya gonna take me in?

                                                                 sheriff

Naw.        

 The Sheriff sips his drink.
django 

Didn't ya wanna hold me till the Circuit Court

 Judge come?

Sheriff

Tha'  was a mistake.

django

A mistake, huh!        Is that what Billy


 Blanco says?

Sheriff

I'm thee Sheriff.        I make thee decisions.

django

Why don't ya make the decision to bring in 


 Billy Blanco?

sheriff

Are ya playing a game?

django

No.        It's not a game.        Billy Blanco is a

 killer.        He killed the McClanes.        

sheriff

I know of thee killings, but Billy Blanco had 
 nothing to do wid them.

django

Why then did he confess?

sheriff

Ya reaching, Django.       And ya got nothing.

django

He confess in this very saloon.       Ya calling

 me a liar?

sheriff

Naw.

django

These people heard  the confession.

     Sheriff Hogan turns to a square jawed man seated at a table.
sheriff

Jake Thompson,  did ya hear?

thompson

Naw.        It never ever happen.       Naw.







The Sheriff gestures to the man beside Jake Thompson … a wiry,  bearded individual.

sheriff

Sid Chase, wha'  about ya?        Ya hear


 Billy Blanco confessed?
chase

I would recall it.        I don't.        

sheriff
Should I keep going, Django?        I don't think

 ya got any proof.       

django
Ya not gonna bring him in?

sheriff

Ya got no proof.        End it.

django

I'm gonna let ya walk away  'cause I don't 


 wanna 
waste a bullet.
Out walks the Sheriff … a beaten man.        He knows he has lost the battle for the heart and  soul of the townspeople to Django.        Jonas come over  … and drops a heavy hand on Django’s shoulder.
jonas

I'm oblige ya didn't kill 'im.

django

Jonas,  what ya doing here?

jonas

Witnessing  how ya become a mighty big man.        Remember,  danger lurks out there.

     Django turns and gazes down main street.

django

I know … but I’m not afraid.
 The two Oldtimers  … with wrinkled faces and dilated eyes … talk in low tones:

Oldtimer #1

Ya think he'd survive five minutes out there?
oldtimer #2
Yes.        He's too magical to die in thee dust


 on  main street,  Stillwater.

oldtimer #1

Drinks on ya.        Today,  he dies.

oldtimer #2

There ain't no smoke widout fire.        

oldtimer #1

I'm not gonna argue.

INT.       ETHEL ROOMING HOUSE - - DAY - - VARIOUS ANGLES.


       Old Man Autrey  --  carrying  a carbine slung across his shoulders --  is on the second floor KNOCKING on  rooms,  or barging in when access is difficult.        In one room, the woman SCREAMS.          In another,  the woman CURSES HIM OUT.         In one  …  A woman is bathing  and  she COWERS.         In the fourth room, he SEES a window and he enters.
INT.        ROOM #4 - - DAY - - MANY ANGLES






 Autrey opens the window.        We are SHOOTING over his shoulder,  as he climbs out …
 EXT.        GALLERY - - DAY - - MANY ANGLES





 Into the gallery,  where he has a perfect view of the Silver Dollar Saloon and Main Street.
An adjacent two story Spanish style building has a giant clock strategically placed  on its roof            that gives a faint murmuring CHIME.        Besides it is the Stables … a ramshackled mass of  timber with its door opened  and a window un-latched that can give ample hiding to a bushwhacker.        DRUMMOND GROCERY is next to it.        The grocery,  for a long time,  has been a haven for the unrepentant,  highly lawless folk.        OVER to its right is WEST END DRY GOODS,  a shuttered building with boarded up windows.         We see DYLAN GUNS & EQUIPMENT  …  a huge building with an even bigger billboard on its third floor that very cleverly obscures the third floor.        He climbs back through the window …
INT.        ROOM #4 - - DAY - - MANY ANGLES.
Into the room.        He sits his butt down on the window sill and lays down his upper body, and brings up both legs and plants them on the side of the window's perpendicular walls. 
 EXT.     SILVER DOLLAR SALOON - - DAY - - WIDE.

Django comes out the batwing doors … and makes his way down main street,  dragging the                 coffin behind.        The THUNDEROUS hooves of four horses beat a staccato of music as they  hurry down main street.        Suddenly …  Django stops, listens,  and dives behind the coffin … RISING UP, GUN DRAWN.        He rapidly FIRES his gun at the approaching horsemen … and feels some sense of satisfaction when   four horsemen are SHOT out the saddle.        One horse takes a bullet and crumples to the ground.        The other three stand around idly.
 INT./EXT.        ROOM #4 - - DAY - - VARIOUS ANGLES

Autrey stands up,  carbine cocked.        We are SHOOTING over his shoulder and we SEE      Django moving away from the dead men and the dead horse  … his gun out and pulling the coffin.        Autrey waits until Django is abreast of his position and he begins WHISTLING a song he know  Django would recognize.       Django turns his head to the left and he SEES Autrey.       He smiles demurely …  as The CLOCK begins CHIMING for the midday hour.        A man,  in rumpled clothing and two cartridge belts crisscrossed his upper body,  appears behind the clock while aiming a gun at Django.        Autrey abruptly stops whistling.        Django glances at him.  Autrey points toward the man.        Django eyes dart to the clock.        He sees the gunman and he FIRES two SHOTS.        The gunman stiffens -- yells out in pain  --  and pitches headlong to the ground.       










 

As Django nears Drummond Grocery … a scantily clad woman hurries out and begins DANCING in an exciting Far East style which entails "winding the waist" and "rolling the belly" to an uptempo beat of music from a Mariachi at her side.          Django looks on  …  unsure about her intentions.
    The Dancer kicks up her heel and inches closer and closer while seemingly engrossed in her act.       She suddenly whips out a knife and SLASHES at him.        The blade zings across his cheek,  ripping into the flesh and drawing blood.       As he falls,  Django FIRES two bullets into the woman and one into the Mariachi.        The Dancer falls on top of him  … dead as a doorknob.        The Mariachi whimpers like a sick dog while the life ebbs from his body.       Autrey looks on with great concern …knowing he has seen no movement from  the outstretched frame of Django.        SILENCE.        The Dancer's body begins to move.        Autrey looks on  … his heart racing.        The Dancer's body rolls off … and Django gets up … dusting off his clothing and  holstering  his gun.        Autrey gives him a wave … and  Django gestures to him … as Townsfolk come on back to main street. 




 
EXT.        MAIN STREET + FOURTH ST. - - EVENING - - MANY ANGLES.


      On the bright, lamp lit main street … Tyler walks.        He is nervous  …   and it shows,  as he throws anxious glances over his shoulder after each step.        Down the darkened Fourth Street,  he turns and  walks at a brisk pace before he stops at a shuttered shack that is overrun by vines.        He clears a path by hand,  and  we SEE a rotting doorway that leads to a scary looking interior.

INT.        SHUTTERED BUILDING - - EVENING - - VARIOUS ANGLES.


             Tyler enters the scary looking interior and he has to navigate the rotting floor.  
 He  SEES the sagging roof  …    and the leaning walls that appear to be nearing the point of crashing to the ground.         In a large room …  where cobweb hang from the ceiling,  and a thin sliver of light comes in from main street …  a tall figure is silhouetted in the doorway that gives one the creeps and conjures up tales of the crypt and lord of the underworld.        Tyler smiles … and he approaches the figure with no apprehension.        The figure turns and we SEE it is Django.        He and Tyler hug as if they are long lost friends.
django

Hello, Ryan.        

tyler

Ya look good, Boss.

django

Ya mean after that beating ya give me?       


 Pretty  darn  good  …  very convincing.        

tyler

I was worried I had  hurt ya.
django

May be ya did   ...      May be, ya didn't.        I 

 know I had beautiful Katie to nurse me back.        

 She's very good.

Tyler

Thee way ya talk about her,  I know she’s  special.

django

Yes,  she is.
tyler

Bad news.        Billy Blanco have taken a 

 decision to call on thee Cathcart  Brothers to kill

 ya,  and to kidnap Miss Katie.

django

Yeah.        Ya was right.        That is bad news.     

   It shows he's getting nervous.        Moves like

 them show I got him on the run.        

tyler

Yes,  Boss.        

django
Ya did good.       Now, hurry back.        

Tyler

Awright,  Boss.

Django

Ryan …

tyler

Yes,  Boss.

django

            Ya doing very good.

                                              TYLER

            Thanks,  Boss.

 INT.        KITCHEN, CIRCLE S - - DAY - - WIDE.





 Katie pours water out a pitcher  onto  a fistful of forks.        She puts down the pitcher.      She glances around the room as if she has lost something.        Whatever it is … she does not find it … and she picks up the forks … dries them in a dishrag and puts them in the kitchen ware cupboard.              She dries her hands in  the apron she is wearing … Pulls off her  apron … Fluffs her hair  … And she walks out …









 INT.        CORRIDOR, CIRCLE S - - DAY - - VARIOUS ANGLES



 Into the corridor,  where she encounters Jonas.
jonas

On thee way out,  I see.

katie
I am taking a ride, Pa.

jonas

Stay close to home.

katie

I will … I am going over to Lake Poncé.

jonas

Tha's  close to home.

katie

I will be gone no more than a couple of hours.       

 That  should be enough for me to regain my 

 equilibrium.

 EXT.       OPEN RANGE - - DAY - - VARIOUS ANGLES.

 Katie gallops her horse,  ELBA, across the open savannah …  Walks her down through a wide, rocky  terrain …  Trots her up the face of a mountain range … And hurriedly rides her through a dangerous gorge …  Until we SEE her pull up on the breezy banks of Lake Poncé.        She dismounts … ties up her horse ... and sits down  --  gazing at the free flowing water.
Meanwhile:













 EXT.        CIRCLE S - - DAY - - WIDE.

 As Jonas is coming out the main house,  Django trots up on his horse.            Jonas waves to   him.        Django does not dismount … but waits until Jonas gets closer to him.
jonas
Took time off from ya little war … I see.
django

No.        I'm here in spite of the war.      

  Where's  Katie?

The urgency in Django’s voice causes Jonas to be concerned.
jonas

She gone off riding.        Katie hasn't  been


 herself
lately … knowing  you’re off fighting get

 her on  edge.       She says the ride will  …  she 

 call one of them fandangle words …  I can't


 recall.

django

Any idea where she'd go?

                                                                      jonas

She'd go to Lake Poncé.        I know 'cause she

 said she woulda.        But why ya wanna know?       

 Is something wrong?

django

Billy Blanco.        He's gonna kidnap her.

jonas

Thee bastard!        If tha' varmint lay a hand


 on her, I'd kill  'im.

django

I'm first in line to kill him.

jonas

Ya can have 'im, for now.        I gotta go get


 Katie.

django

Ya gotta do no such thing.    
How long do ya 

 think ya  would last fighting Billy Blanco 

 gunslingers?        Not
 long,  I daresay.       


 Ya may endanger Katie.        I  can not allow 

 that to happen.

jonas

Ya right.        But,  I'm her father.        I cain't

 just stay here and do nothing.        Forty years

 ago,  I woulda tear Billy Blanco and his lot 


 apart with my bare hands.        

django
It's just time … it  marches on.      
  Ya can

 come along.        But,  keep outta my way.       

 I  don't want ya to mess up and I get shot.
jonas

I won't mess up.

 Meanwhile:

 EXT.        LAKE PONCé - - DAY - - MANY ANGLES.

 Along the rolling banks of the pristine Lake Poncé,  Katie is packing up  … the  snow  covered       peak of Mount Poncé serving as a backdrop.
 EXT.        OPEN RANGE - - DAY - - VARIOUS ANGLES.

 Wesmoreland has his horse at a trot as he keeps ahead of his three riders … gazing down at Katie's trail which is made  easy to follow because her horses'  hooves have a distinctive mark that is visible in every step he takes.        Wesmoreland raises an open palm.        The riders come to a stop.

                                   WESMORELAND

Behind thee bluff is Lake Poncé and Miss Katie.      

  Here,  we dismount and walk.        I wanna 

 surprise her.

 The men dismount … and  they begin walking.
 EXT.        CIRCLE S - - DAY - - WIDE.

 Django,  Old Man Autrey on a big black horse,  and Jonas --  driving in his carriage  --  are  moving  at a fast clip.        Old Man Autrey stops and is peering at the ground.        Django comes riding up.
django
The big black causing trouble?

autrey
Naw.        Four riders on Katie trail.

   Jonas comes driving up.
jonas

Wha's  up?

django

Old Man Autrey here thinks Miss Katie got four

 riders on her trail.

jonas

We gotta hurry.

django

Yeah.        

jonas

Four men on her tail, and we on to them.        So,  I 

 say tha'  awright.        Ya got it?

django

Ya strange  … ya awfully strange!





EXT.        LAKE PONCé - - DAY - - MANY ANGLES.


   Katie has one foot in the stirrup and is about to hoist herself aboard her horse  when … Wesmoreland sneaks up behind and pulls her foot out from under her. She goes down hard … looking undignified.         Katie glares at her attackers and makes no attempt to get up.         Wesmoreland feigns a smile,  and extends a hand.
wesmoreland

Miss Katie, like ya done go and fall.        Miss 

 Katie,  lemme give ya a hand.

     Katie scowls at him … and ignores the extended hand.
                                                               katie

I need no help from the likes of you.

wesmoreland

Miss High and Mighty Katie,  get thee hell up.

      Katie continues laying on the ground … which frustrates Wesmoreland.                       
                                                              katie

I will get up when I am good and ready.

wesmoreland

Not good enough,  Miss Katie.        Ya gotta get

 up  … now …

katie

Miss Katie this … Miss Katie that … Miss 


 Katie nothing.        I am staying put.

Wesmoreland  rushes over and gives her three slaps on her posterior …  she CRIES out …  but remains prostrate.
wesmoreland

So,  ya not getting up?       Three more on ya 

 fanny 'ill be harder.        Ya better get up …     

  Get  up.
The rage in his voice so unnerved Katie that she springs to her feet.        Wesmoreland       SMILES.
wesmoreland

Hog-tie her on thee horse.

One man brings her horse … and two men lift her and they tie her face down on the back of her       horse.

 EXT.       LAKE PONCé - - day - - many angles.

 It is dusk when Django, Old Man Autrey and Jonas come to the spot where Katie had been      abducted.        Immediately,  Old Man Autrey is off his horse and is scurrying around for sign.        In a small clearing, something catches his attention.        He beckons Django and Jonas to come over.
autrey

Ya see here …
They peer over his shoulder to where old Man Autrey is pointing at the trodden grass … multiple imprints of  horse-shoes evident .
autrey

This thee place she was kidnapped.

django

Any idea where they're heading?

autrey

I'd say Dead Man's Gulch … to camp for thee

 night.

jonas

We should be on our way.

django

Not so fast.        We can't get there before them.      

 They got a head start.        Let's eat and rest our
 hosses.
autrey

Django is right.        We need to rest our mounts.

Jonas SIGHS …  but he knows Django is right.
EXT.         DEAD MAN GULCH - - NIGHT - - WIDE.
Wesmoreland and his three cohorts have finished setting up  tents –three  small ones and one larger one capable of holding two persons.
wesmoreland

D.K. Doherty, ya can take first watch.

The tallest of the three men nods his head.
D.K. Doherty
Wha'  ya gonna do to her?

Eveyone gazes at him as if he has asked the wrong thing.        He seeks  to find out if he did.
D.K. Doherty

I cain ask tha',  cain't I?

wesmoreland

She goes in the big tent.

D.K. Doherty

Tha'  would be ya tent, eh?

Wesmoreland

Yep.        Tha'  would be my tent.        Ya got a
 problem?

  Tension fills the camp.        Everyone waits for D.K. Doherty’s answer.
wesmoreland

Well, ya can talk, eh?

D.K. Doherty

Naw.        I got nary a problem.        

wesmoreland

Huh!

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT.        NEAR DEAD MEN GULCH - - NIGHT - - WIDE.
In a clump of trees west of the gulch  Django,  Jonas and Old Man Autrey,  tie their horses.        Old man Autrey shoulders his carbine.        Django looks at him.
Django
Ya got anything for a quiet kill?

 Old Man Autrey LAUGHS.
autrey

Oh yeah.        I got Betsy.

Everyone is shocked when Old Man Autrey pulls a big knife out on his waistband …And runs two fingers along the shining blade.          Django chuckles.
django

Try using her.

autrey

Awright,  I got ya.

django

Jonas,  ya quiet.        How ya holding up?

Jonas

Ah!        I'll be alright.        

 Old Man Autrey puts the carbine  back in the saddle.
Meanwhile:

EXT.        MAIN STREET - - NIGHT - - WIDE.

Stray dogs roam Main Street.        Under the cover of darkness,  the Cathcart Brothers ride into Stillwater -- five mean characters with beards,  wearing  dingy dusters,  smoking cigars, and moving as if they are unstoppable … untouchable …  devoid of the ability to feel pain.
Meanwhile:

EXT.        DEAD MAN GULCH - - NIGHT - - WIDE.

D.K Dohety walks along the edge of the ravine.        He is nevous and it shows … as he reacts to every sound of the night.         A coyote's CRY punctuates the stillness .
d.K. doherty

Damn Coyote.
He stops walking,  pulls out tobacco and begins rolling a cigar.        The coyote CRIES OUT one last time.        D.K. Doherty puts the cigar in his mouth,  and he begins searching his pockets  for a match.        He does not find one  … and he becomes disgusted.        Out of nowhere  a burning match appears.        Eyes wide open,  D. K. Doherty bends and lights his cigar.        He takes a long drag,  exhales …  and turns to thank his new found friend.        A hand holding a big knife appears around his neck -- the blade sinking into his flesh.        The cigar drops from his opened  lips.        His life flashes before his eyes.        He tries to mutter something that becomes inaudible … As the blade SLIDES across his throat,  opening it,  and severing the carotid artery.        Old Man Autrey drops the lifeless body like a hot potato,  and gives a SHRILL whistle.        Standing at the rear of the largest tent,  Django hears Old Man Autrey's WHISTLE and he smiles.
INT.       THE LARGEST TENT - - NIGHT - - WIDE.

Katie eyes POP open.        She looks around.        She does not know where she is .
KATIE POV:

She is laying on a bedroll.        Wesmoreland is laying beside her.       He appears to be sleeping, one hand around her shoulder.

She becomes aware of her surroundings  …  and her predicament.        Slowly --  ever so slowly -- Katie lifts the hand off her shoulder.       She gets to her feet,  and begins stepping away.        She thinks she is far enough to get away … and is about to turn when Wesmoreland hand reaches out and grabs her ankle.        He gets up on an elbow … gazing at her as if she is a prized catch.
wesmoreland

Where'd ya think ya going?

Katie CRIES out.         Django hears her cries …  he  slashes a hole in the tent with the knife in his hand  and RUSHES in.        Wesmoreland lets go her ankle.        Katie SCURRIES away.        Wesmoreland rolls away until his body is stopped by the front of the tent,  and he draws his gun.        Django drops to the ground,  throwing the knife on the way down.        Wesmoreland feels the searing pain as the knife burrows a hole into his forehead,  between the eyes.        His gun drops from his lifeless hand.        He DIES with his boots on.        Django storms out the tent … and
EXT.        DEAD MAN GULCH - - NIGHT - - VARIOUS ANGLES.

He barges into Katie …  Who it seems has been running around in circles.       She lets out a muffled CRY …  And clutches his shirt collar. 

katie

They are after me.

Just then,  the last two remaining gunmen come into view running toward them.        Django pushes Katie away …  And she takes off,  running.        Jonas comes up behind the last two remaining gunmen  …  and runs after one of the gunmen when they split up. 
jonas

He's mine,  Django.

Django NODS … Grateful someone is after one of them.          He kicks the feet out from under the front one … but loses him in the dim light.        He scurries around in search of him.
Meanwhile, Jonas lengthens his strides, gains on the man he is chasing   … he grabs him around the neck … and they FALL  to the ground.         Jonas   gets his feet around the man’s midriff … and  they tussle and fight each other until  … he squeezes him to death. 
In the clump of trees west of the gulch,  the last  remaining gunman comes upon the tethered horses.       He drops his empty Colt 45,  and pulls out Old Man Autrey's  carbine.        Django's horse picks up his smell  and becomes restless  --  prancing around,  whinnying,  and gritting his teeth.        The other horses join in.        The gunman flail his hands at them … trying to quieten them.        It has the opposite effect … as they break loose,  and go off running into the night.
Django comes to the CAMERA into the clump of trees.        The gunman moves farther into the trees.        He SEES Django and FIRES a bullet from the carbine that whizzes past the man’s ear.   Django FIRES a volley of shots into the trees.        The gunman RETURNS fire.        Django runs out the clump of trees and ducks behind a big rock.        The gunman comes out running from the trees … ducking low.        Django FIRES at him … and MISSES.        The gunman reaches a big rock off to Django’s right … and  clambers behind it.      Django moves off to his left … working his way around the gunman’s hiding place.        He ducks behind the first big rock he sees … and is very please with himself – because out in the open he was a sitting duck.       He peers over at the spot the gunman should be … but, he does not see him.         Django works his way back the way he had come.        He reaches the first big rock he had clambered behind …and surprised the gunman who is running to find refuge behind it.        He opens up on him … catching him flush in the chest with two shots.        Out of the vast darkness,  Old Man Autrey shouts:

 Autrey

Django!          Django!

Old Man Autrey,  Jonas,  and Katie come soon upon Django.

autrey

I heard Betsy go off.

Django acts nonchalant … as he glances at Katie.
django

Aw, he got a-hold of it ... didn't much help … 

 he’s    dead.

jonas

Katie's  safe.         They didn’t harm her.
django

I  don’t think they wanted to harm her.        


 Maybe they were leaving that up to Billy Blanco.        Anyway we got her back … and she is safe …

 that’s what important.
jonas

Yeah, we did it … and we can plan the wedding.         
autrey

I  hear  wedding bells.
Django
I hear horses getting farther and farther away.      

 We’d better round them up.

 EXT.         CIRCLE S - - DAY - - WIDE.

 Away into the distance, Joaquin looks and he sees Django, Jonas, Old Man Autrey, and Katie  heading across the grassland.        He rides out to them …  and comes  up with a smile as wide as the Rio Grande.
joaquin

Welcome back, Miss Katie …
                                                                     KATIE









Thanks,  Joaquin.
Joaquin beckons Jonas to follow … and the two men ride off for a pow-wow.        Katie leans on Django … and Old Man Autrey inspects his horse’ hooves … as they wait.         Joaquin and Jonas rejoin the group.
jonas

We go now.
 INT.        FAMILY ROOM, MAIN HOUSE - - DAY - - WIDE.

 Old Man Autrey,  Jonas,  Django and Katie relax in the cushioned chairs.        Joaquin comes in with a tray of drinks … and puts it down on a small table in the center of the family room.
joaquin

I bring drink.        You wash prairie dust away.
jonas

Yeah, Joaquin.       There's dust.        I guess I'll

 have a drink.

katie

Papa!

jonas

It's  awright.

 Django picks up a glass of whiskey ...  Old Man Autrey puts out a restraining hand.

autrey

Go easy on that there whiskey.

 Katie looks confused.
katie

Why has he got to go easy?

autrey

I'm joshing  ...  just joshing.

jonas

Maybe  not.
katie

Papa,  what are you saying?

 Old Man Autrey lets out a LOUD LAUGH.
autrey

Yeah!        Wha’  ya saying, ya old coot?

Jonas appears to be perplexed by their reaction.

                                            JONAS
Well!

                                                                   autrey

Come,  ya old battle-axe.        Out with it.
                                                                   jonas

Well,  hold on one doggone minute.        Gimme

 time.        Stop braying like a donkey.      

  Maybe … just maybe…
 I'll get to be 


 saying  wha'   I  wanna.

                                                                  django

Hold on,  Old Man Autrey.       I wanna hear 

 him.

katie

Yes,  Papa.       I,  too,  want to hear.

jonas

Django may want to stay away from Stillwater

 for a couple a days.

autrey

Why in tarnation,  he'd  wanna go and do tha'?

katie

Yes,  Papa!        Why would he?

jonas

The Cathcart Brothers.        They in Stillwater.    
   Word on the street is …  they gunning for Django.

katie

Papa,  are you sure?

jonas

Joaquin tell me.        I'd say he's pretty reliable.

Katie

Oh,  my God!       Django, what are you going to 

 do?

django

Go to Stillwater.

jonas
Wha'!        Ya can't go.        These men … they're

  killers.
django

They killed men.        I killed men.        That's

 makes me a killer too.
katie

But I know you,  Django.        You are not a 


 cold-blooded killer.        I would like to believe 

 the men you killed deserved to die.        These

 Cathcart boys are of a different breed.        They

 are paid killers.

jonas

Yeah!        Ya not like them.       I see ya

 humanity.

autrey
Whatever ya do,  ya can't meet these guys.       
 They’re  mucho malo, hombres.

django
I listened and I don't hear a word about how we 

 gonna get rid of the Cathcart Brothers.

katie

Maybe if you stay out of sight they would give 

 up and go away.

django

Not a chance.        These boys got a reputation.      

  They always finish what they start.        How ya 

 gonna  get  them to walk away is beyond me.

katie

We could pay them.        We should pay them

 more than  Billy Blanco.
jonas

By God, I think Katie hit on something.      


 Wha'  we got to  lose?

django

Somebody can die.

autrey

How?

django
Who among ya is foolhardy enough to go to the
 Cathcart Brothers with that?

 SILENCE … as everyone looks at the other to make a decision to face the gunmen.
autrey

I'd do it.

katie

You!

django

It is loco,  I tell ya.

jonas 

We gotta do something.

Autrey

It's worth a try.        There's  a lot to gain and 

 nothing to lose.

django

Except ya life.

jonas

It won't come to tha'.       They won't kill a man

 for talking.

django

All over the west it happens.

autrey

It's a risk,  I know ...   And I accept the risk.      

 I lost ya father and by God I don't hanker to lose

 ya!

django

Even if they say "yes",  where’s  the money gonna 

 come from?

katie

We can go to the Bank.

Django

What Bank?        Billy Blanco controls Stillwater 

 Bank.

autrey

I'd ride to Yuma.

Old  Man Autrey  drinks the last of the remaining whiskey in his glass and departs … SILENCE. 
jonas

Well, I'll be dang!
katie

Papa, you are cussing!

                                    DJANGO

It was wrong to make a call to back-raise Billy 
 Blanco.        And it was wrong for me to let Old 

 Man Autrey go.

  SILENCE.
django

So I'm gonna haul ass and bring him back.

 Jonas and Katie exchange glances.
 EXT.        STILLWATER - - DAY - - WIDE.

 Old Man Autrey ties up his horse,  and climbs the steps of the Cantina.        He pushes the      batwing doors and enters.

 INT.        CANTINA - - DAY - - VARIOUS ANGLES





 Old Man Autrey stands  on the inside of the batwing doors … and allows his eyes to become accustomed to the darkened interior.       When his eyes becomes focused … what he SEES chills his spine:   A few drunks idle at two tables.         A mariachi strums a guitar.         A potbellied bartender leans on the counter stroking his moustache and gazing at Old Man Autrey, curiously.    Lined up at the counter -- with their backs to him --  is the Cathcart Brothers.        Old Man Autrey stiffens,  and the muscles on his face tightens.  





   JIM CATHCART, a tall,  wiry man who by sheer arrogance appointed himself spokesman for the group,  looks over his shoulder at  him … a smirk on his face.
cathcart

Well, lookee what thee wind blow in.      


 What do ya want?

Feeling a little more confident … and not knowing  why, Old Man Autrey moves forward on rubbery legs.        SILENCE.
autrey

I come to talk.
Cathcart turns to his brothers.

cathcart

Ya hear that boys?       He come to talk … 
He faces Old Man Autrey … and this time the smirk has left his face.
                                         

      CATHCART








talk!












                                                                  autrey

I …
cathcart

Mister,  we’re  busy men.       Ya say ya come to

 talk.        Talk … goddamnit.

autrey
Mr. Cathcart,  it is  like this …   Me and some

 friends of Django,  well  ...  we got to thinking.       

 We'd like to offer ya  more money than Billy

 Blanco,  if ya would  leave Stillwater.

cathcart

Ya did say "friends of Django," eh?

autrey

Yeah!        We’re  his friends.

cathcart

And where is thee money?

autrey

We'll get it.        All ya gotta do is say ya agree 

 and we'll get it.        No sweat.

cathcart

Ya would get it?

autrey

Sure …sure … sure  … we'd get it.

cathcart

And what did Django think about what ya friends

 doing?

                                                                       autrey

Aw,  he hated it.

cathcart

I got news for ya …
autrey

Wha'?        Ya accept?
Cathcart

I, too,   hate it.
  In that split-second, Old Man Autrey knew his life was in danger.        He knows he will have to do well to escape with his alive.      He looks around for help … but, he can see in the faces no sign of a Samaritan.
autrey

Awright.







cathcart

What's ya name?

autrey

Gentle Autrey.

cathcart

Well, Mr. Gentle Autrey … I'll see it is placed on 

 ya tombstone.

The five brothers face Old Man Autrey.        He grabs at the gun on his hip.        In unison, they draw their guns and cut down Old Man Autrey like a dog.        Django APPEARS on the outside of the batwing doors  as his body  drops  onto the floor.        Django SCREAMS … and RUSHES  in … lifting the man’s head onto his lap and cradling it.
django

No!        Ya can not die.

cathcart

Ya can't save him … let him go…. he's in hell.

 The Cathcart Brothers reload their guns,  and holster them.
.

django

I regret not saving ya, Old Man Autrey.

cathcart

Ya gonna get a chance to tell him once ya join

 him.

Django rests his head down gently. 

django

Rest here, my friend.        I'll clean the mess up.        
 I'll be back.

 Django rises SLOWLY  -- resolve in every movement.         Jim Cathcart looks into Django baby blue eyes and for the very first time in his life he feels fear.
cathcart

We gonna end this right here  … right now.

django

I can not wait.

cathcart

Outside.

 EXT.        ESPLANADE - - EVENING - - VARIOUS ANGLES.

 It is dusk as the five brothers file out of the Cantina.       Django follows a few paces behind.     The  Cathcart  Brothers head over to the east.        Django turns west.        Five men on one side of the Esplanade … and   one man on the other side.        The bartender,  the drunks,  and the mariachi,  peep out the batwing  doors.
                                                                   CATHCART







           What’s
















                                                                    DJANGO






                        I’m  Django.

Cathcart ‘s  EYES  dims.










.
















         CATHCART





                                                       


You got any last words, Django?
























django

God have mercy on ya soul  'cause I won't.

cathcart

Whenever ya ready. 
A trickle of perspiration rolls down Jim Cathcart's cheek.        Django bites his lips.        The mariachi strums his guitar.        Heavy dark clouds gather in the west.        The wind blows the lapel on the Cathcart Brothers  dingy  dusters.         The mariachi STOPS strumming his guitar … And all HELL breaks loose:    The Cathcart Brothers reach for their guns.        Django's draw is quick and flawless … his  Colt.45 incessantly barks.        The Cathcart Brothers die on the cobblestone Esplanade.        Django gives the blood spattered bodies a momentary glance before holstering his gun,  and heading back into the Cantina.

 INT.        CANTINA - - EVENING - - WIDE.

 Django drapes Old Man Autrey's body over his shoulder and heads out the batwing  doors.

 EXT.       ESPLANADE - - EVENING - - WIDE

 Django has tied Old Man Autrey's body across his horse .          LONG SHOT … We SEE   Django riding out  …  pulling Old Man Autrey's horse behind.

 EXT.        BIG A RANCH - - DAY - - WIDE

 Django descends a narrow trail hewn in the subterranean rock formed millions of years ago during the age of geological upheaval.        Clear of the rock, Django drops down into an open valley whose natural beauty is unmatched by anything he has seen before.        A quick ride in this beautiful setting …  AND  Django comes into the courtyard of the Big A Ranch.

 Kaleb emerges from a modest log cabin  … wiping the sleep out of his eyes and his infectious  smile spreading over his face.         The smile dies when he recognizes his father's horse and his   body tied to it.        Django climbs down  … as Kaleb comes forward, trancelike.        Django holds him … As he begins to BAWL.
django
I know the way ya feeling.        I,  too,  lost


 my family.        One thing I can say to ya and I

 hope it'll make ya feel a bit better.        Ya Pa 

 was a good and brave man.        He would not 

 want ya to give up.        He'd want ya  to  be 


 strong.        Can ya be strong?

 Kaleb nods his head.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT.        BIG A RANCH - - DAY - - WIDE.

On a slight incline west of the cabin,  Django stands and looks down at the pile of stones that covers Old Man Autrey's grave.         Kaleb puts one last stone on the pile … and  Django rests a hand on the distraught boy's shoulder.

django

Kaleb,  get ya hoss.        Go to the Circle S.      

 Jonas will  take good care of ya.         His boys 

 will tend the hosses.        When this is all over, 

 ya gonna come live with me at the Double M.       

 Would ya like that?

kaleb

Yeah.        My Paw said ya Paw was his riding 

 buddy.

django

Yes,  they were.       Now it'll be us.
   Go get

 ya  hoss.

 Django watches the boy walking away .        Kaleb STOPS and TURNS….

KALEB'S POV:

   The pile of stones.





















He smiles,  shakes his head,  as if he is reassured everything will be alright…and continues       walking.           He mounts his horse … and  We SEE Django  and Kaleb riding away … until they come to a fork in the trail.        The young  boy and  Django split off,  start to trot off.
kaleb

Django!

  Django stops and turns.       Kaleb has stopped and is regarding him.
django

Yes.

kaleb

You will come back,  won't you?

 Django seems to look off far into the future.
django

Yes.        I'll be back.

kaleb

Goodbye for awhile  Django.

 Kaleb waves.
django
Goodbye for awhile,  Kaleb.

 Django gives him a final two finger salute.

EXT.        MAIN STREET, STILLWATER - - DAY - - MANY ANGLES




The city's great Dutchess County Race is on.        People are in covered and uncovered stands …     More people are on the streets … watching as the Marching Band , and the Company of   Union Soldiers go  past in full festive mode.        The Mayor and the Civic Council sit in a covered stand overlooking the starting point.         Billy Blanco and Sheriff Ben Hogan are among them.        The Mayor goes to the podium.         SILENCE .
The mayor
People of Stillwater,  Civic Council Members, 

 Invited Guests,  Ladies and Gentlemen … Welcome 
 to the great Dutchess County Race.        I hope ya 

 have a grand  old time …  may thee best horse win.



Two men stand  – on either side of the street – holding a rope that stretches clear across … as ten horses with riders are herded forward to touch the rope.       The Mayor holds the starting gun, aloft.         The crowd  expectantly waits.       The Mayor FIRES the gun … and  the men drop the rope … as the horses BOLT  down  the  street.      The crowd ROARS.        The horses race across the old stage trail out of Stillwater.       Bunched together,  the riders fight to maintain control as the horses go up the steep,  mountainous trail.       Down Dead Man Gulch they run.                  And across the plateau ,  in full view of the Circle S,  they gallop.       Back into Stillwater,  they turn onto Fourth Street and race past  applauding bystanders.        Thick wads of perspiration fly off the horses' bodies as they go all out down Main Street … in full view of the finish line.       A gelding and a thoroughbred are running neck and neck … until the thoroughbred eases ahead by a nose.        People in the covered and uncovered stands are on their feet,  applauding.           The Mayor,  the Civic Council, Billy Blanco and Sheriff Ben Hogan, go down and gather around the chiseled-face winner.         The Mayor shakes his hand.
the mayor

A good victory.        You oughta be proud of

 yourself.        Here's the one thousand dollar 

 winner's prize.

the winner

I sure am glad to get this money.        Now,


 I must go.

 Billy Blanco tugs at the Sheriff's arm until he gets his attention.

billy blanco
So much for  our civic duty.        Now,  back to thee

 job at hand.

sheriff

I'm sure getting leery of it every day.         We

 never gonna kill Django.        Nothing we try ever

  work.

billy blanco

Ya wanna give up?        Is that it?

                                                               sheriff

Naw.

billy blanco

Then get ya spirit up.       Look how long I waited 

 till the time was right afore I kill his father.        I 

 did it right then.        I'll do it right second time 
 around.

sheriff
It ain't thee same.

billy blanco

Seems so to me.

sheriff

Wha'   about thee ball?

billy blanco

What about it?

                                                                  sheriff

We got a madman out there running around 


 killing folks,  this ain't no time for no


 masquerade  ball.

billy blanco

Ah don't wanna hear it.        Once a year ah have

 thee ball.        Folks here from Santa Fe,  St. Louis,

 and as far as Chicago,  Django ain't  big   enough,  

 or bad enough to stop it.        Just  deputize my men 

 and leave thee rest to me.

 EXT.       THE HACIENDA, DOUBLE B - - NIGHT - - WIDE.

 Outside the entrance to the hacienda -- two young gunfighters,  with deputy Sheriff badges pinned on their shirt front,  stop each and every masquerader and peer behind the mask,  before they are allowed to enter.

In the Corral,  Django tightens the mask on his face,  and walks over to the two young gunfighters.        The younger of the two gunfighters … a baby faced, blond hair, wide shouldered man, with his right hand hanging over his low slung holstered gun … comes forward.

gunfighter #1

I see ya got a General Lee mask.

                                                   django

Yeah.        I'm a reb.

                                                               gunfighter #1
I cain't say it loud,  but I,  myself,  am a reb.

                                                                django
Then ya know we gotta keep the South strong.

gunfighter #1

It sure feels too good to see a fellow reb.       

 It didn't happen first time around but maybe, 

 just maybe,  there'll be another go at it and


 the South would rise up and show them


 damn Yankees who is boss.

Django

Yep…

(beat)

Ya wanna see under my General Lee mask?

gunfighter #1

Naw.        No damn Yankee gonna make me


 heap more abuse on a fellow reb.       Go on …

 get inside.








                                DJANGO



  Much oblige.

  Django merrily  goes on his way.

 INT.       THE HACIENDA - - NIGHT - - MANY ANGLES.

The main family room has been transformed into a gaily adorned area filled with paintings, statues,  and buntings.        Dozens of masqueraders are milling about happily in the bright light of a Western party.     Some are dancing to the Mexican band.        A small knot of them  are spewing war stories.         Django is wandering among them,  people clapping his shoulder, shaking his hand … and mouthing words of thanks for his service to the Confederate cause.        Billy Blanco --  wearing a Revolutionary Soldier’s uniform and a George Washington mask – arrives at the edge of the light.        Immediately the entire group of masqueraders BURSTS into APPLAUSE  and crowds around him.        He cuts through … greeting them … until he is standing close to Django, who winces.
billy blanco

Robert E. Lee,  Ah suppose!

Django
Yeah.

billy blanco

I wanna know wha'  ya think of General

 Sherman?

Billy Blanco points to Tyler, who is dressed in the uniform of a Union Army General and wears a General Sherman mask. 
django

He did what he had to do.




 

 Django looks into face and sees his blank stare. 
                     


billy blanco




                                     No  anger?
django

The war been over a long, long time.       It's time

 to bind up all wounds.

 SILENCE:

billy blanco

Ya can.        I won't.       I will not rest till ya


 dead,  Django.

 A deathly SILENCE descends upon the room.        Django is caught unprepared and he stands rooted to the ground.        Billy Blanco's face looks pained as he gazes at the room filled with revelers.
billy blanco

Is there no one who can rid me of this here 

 pestilence?

All around guns are drawn.        Django draws his gun.        Billy Blanco slams his hand down on Django's wrist.        The gun drops to the floor.         Knowing he is trapped if he stays,  Django darts  through the masqueraders -- cuffing … kicking … and knocking people  out of his way … as he darts out.         Billy Blanco frantically reacts:
billy blanco
Find him.        He must not escape.        Kill him.

 INT.        CORRIDOR - - NIGHT - - WIDE

We are SHOOTING behind Django as he runs down the carpeted corridor and into the kitchen.
INT.       KITCHEN - - NIGHT - - VARIOUS ANGLES
Once inside,  Django senses he is not alone.        He is about to go ballistic … when he hears a very familiar voice:
tyler

I got ya gun,  boss.

                                                DJANGO






I can hear ya, Ryan … but where are you?





                              

                                                 TYLER






Behind you.



















Django spins around in time to see him emerge from a solid mahogany door cut in the Kitchen wall and disguised by brass statues of Genghis Khan,  Buddha,  Jesus,  and Martin  Luther King.        He holds out Django’s gun.

                                                                         TYLER






                         I  thought ya would need this.        It’s  loaded.







Django spins the barrel.

                                                                         DJANGO






                          I had to come.        I wanted to get up close and




                          personal with the man.        I want to remember





              something about him after I’ve killed him.








Excited voices … and running feet in the corridor … give them the understanding that all is not well – Billy Blanco wanted Django DEAD … and he is pulling out the stops to do so.




TYLER





                                       Come … hurry … I may not be able to rescue 



   ya any more.











Tyler hustles him into the secret room.









INT. SECRET  ROOM – NIGHT – MANY ANGLES





 In the secret room … Django is transported back to medieval times by the depictions of that time that are on show … in the  form of memorabilia.         He follows Tyler past these trappings of that  era  … over to a cavernous cliff … where  they  go through a camouflaged  door  … out into a fertile valley.



EXT.  DOUBLE B – NIGHT – MANY ANGLES

On exiting the Secret Room … the first thing Django sees is the lush vegetation in the valley.      The second thing  … is his horse,   munching on the vegetation.













                                                                 TYLER








    I was able to steal back ya hoss.        Don’t worry,





                Billy Blanco will blame the Mexicans … they steal





    from him every day.




























      




   DJANGO







                I  must go … before I blow ya cover.




















                                                   

                                                              TYLER







             Ya  will be riding east for two miles … double back 





  southeast for three miles … follow the trail over the




           
right of the gorge … and ya will drop down on the





           
 Double  M.        Hell, if ya get lost … fire a shot and





 hope  some of Jonas  Stark people  come to get ya.




















                            

                                                              DJANGO







             That’s  good thinking … see ya.       
                                                              TYLER








  So long,  Boss.

 EXT.       THE HACIENDA,  DOUBLE B - - DAY - - WIDE.

 Billy Blanco is pacing back and forth on the porch.            Each rider that returns without Django's   dead body increases his anger.        Unable to bear his anger any more … he storms over to the bunkhouse.
INT.      BUNKHOUSE,  DOUBLE B - - DAY - - WIDE.

Billy Blanco enters and finds the gunslingers at the long dining table … chowing down.        He wrestles with himself to control the anger .
billy blanco

Finish ya chow.       Ya gonna get fresh mounts.      

 We gonna find Django and kill ‘im, today.

 A few murmurs of agreement we HEAR.

billy blanco

Eduardo,  stock thee buckboard.        We gonna 

 stay out till thee job is done.

 INT.       THE STABLE - - DAY  - -  WIDE.
 We SEE the weary riders saddling up new mounts.

 EXT.        THE HACIENDA,  DOUBLE B - - DAY - - MANY ANGLES

 At the head of a mighty force,  Billy Blanco leads the way off the Double B.

 EXT.        DOUBLE M - - DAY - - WIDE.

 Out of the east … along the flatlands … and on the dusty stagecoach trail … Tyler comes,     dragging  Django's  coffin behind.        He rides up to the waterhole  …   dismounts  …  and cranks the crude pump.          As  the  water flows,  he holds his head under and allow it to soak his hair.        He shuts the water off,  and shakes the water out his hair.             He gazes at the quiet main house …  the mountainous region on the north  … south  … and  west.         Tyler moves  toward  the  main house.        We SEE him climbing the wooden flights of steps to the  porch.        He BANGS on the door.        IT swings OPEN …  He peers inside … and he ENTERS.
 INT.       DOUBLE M  - -  DAY  - -  MANY ANGLES 

 Django is sitting on a chair  …  his gun pointed at Tyler.       He SLOWLY lowers the gun,  and  holsters it.        He CHUCKLES.
django

Ya gotta watch it, Tyler.        It's easy to catch a 

 gut full of lead.

tyler

Aw,  I trust ya.

django

I expected ya.        Sit down and have some

 whiskey.

                                                                     tyler

Ya said ya expected me.        How'd ya know?

                                                                     django

My coming to the hacienda sticks in Billy Blanco 

  craw.       He hates that I was able to do it.         I
 invaded his manhood.          He must kill me and

 soon,  to feel whole again …
(beat)

So, why ya here?

Tyler  goes over to the old wooden table and pours himself a drink.        He sips his whiskey.

tyler

Ya  got good whiskey … but that’s not  the 


 reason  I’m here.










DJANGO



 I know ya  wouldn’t  come this far for a drink.






                                    TYLER



 I’m here to warn ya … Billy Blanco’s on the


 move.



django

As expected.            The hollowed ground on 

 which he destroyed my family soon  shall 

 swallow him up.       
 It is time.        Come 


 with me.

 EXT.        NORTH RIDGE - - DAY - - VARIOUS ANGLES

Django and Tyler dismount on the mountain terrain.
                                  DJANGO



 One thing about killers like Billy Blanco.       

 They are creatures of habit.       The St. Louis 
 Gazette wrote  my family was killed from


  near  the top these ridges.        The  fool


 might try it one more time.      So we gonna


 plant some welcoming sticks of dynamite  …

 just in case.

 Django takes a satchel off his horse and empties out the sticks of dynamite on the ground.

django

Let's tie three sticks together and cover them


 with buckskin.        That oughta protect them 

 from the  weather  …  rain or snow.

 They set down and begin working.
DISSOLVE TO:

 EXT.        SOUTH RIDGE  - -  DAY  - -  VARIOUS ANGLES



 Django plants the last bundle of dynamite.

Meanwhile:

EXT.        DOUBLE M - - DAY - - MANY ANGLES.

 Over the mountainous region north,  south,  and west of the Double  M  …  dark clouds gather.    A hard wind causes them to widen over the Double M … A FLASH FLOOD soon envelopes the area bringing earth -shattering  thunder,  sharp lightning,  hard  wind,  and  driving  rain.         Billy Blanco and his mighty force  ride into the storm … bearing its brunt  … struggling against the elements,  having their clothes soaked to the skin and their hats storing water. 

    billy blanco

Eduardo,  thee weather is hell.         Go tell thee 

 boys, we gonna hold up till thee weather changes.

eduardo

No need,  Boss.         Thee sun is a-coming.

                                                        billy blanco

Awright,  Segundo.

 The earth-shattering thunder,  sharp lightning,  hard wind,  and driving rain has stopped  and the FLASH FLOOD disappears  as quickly as it had  appeared.    
  The  SUN returns in all its glory … and We SEE  that Django and Tyler are standing  near the waterhole  … The coffin is opened.
EXT.         MOUNTAINOUS REGION - - DAY - - VARIOUS ANGLES 
On the western ridge, Billy Blanco has stopped his mighty force.        He signals for them to dismount.        Eduardo begins off-loading supplies out the buckboard.

billy blanco

Come.

 Leading the way,  he takes his men to the edge of the precipice.

billy blanco

There ya have thee Double M.

 PAN

We SEE the Double M lying in the valley.         Billy Blanco points towards the north,  south, and he then waves his hand expansively:

billy blanco

There is the North Ridge, South Ridge, and  this is

 thee West Ridge is where we at …
(beat)

Ah used thee ridges to kill Django family.       Ah

 did it and  it was easy.        Ah had a plan.       Ya 

 see,  on each  of thee ridges,  twenty yards below, 

 there's a trail cut in thee rock.       People don't

 know about it.       Ah had it cut.        Six men, 

 two on
each ridge.        Django in thee  open.     

 Kill him.          Go ... go … go.
EXT.       DOUBLE M - - DAY - - MANY ANGLES

Django and Tyler stand near the waterhole.          Tyler's attention is directed at something  he can see on the ridge behind Django’s shoulder.
tyler

We got some movement of men above ya

 shoulder on thee ridge.

 Django reaches into the coffin and  grabs his Winchester '73,  spins  and  begins  FIRING shots up  at  the  rocky  ridges.
tyler

Don't blow it all.        Leave me one.

 Django continues  the  rapid  FIRING.        The Winchester bullets BANGS into the rocky face of the mountains  causing  a  musical-like  sound  as  they  ricochet.        Two humongous EXPLOSIONS engulf the South ridge …  killing two gunslingers.        Tyler joins in ...  FIRING round …  after round …  of  bullets  from  an  "Oh Reliable" Sharps rifle. 45-120  at  the  North ridge.        He lets out a "whoop" when a stick of dynamite  EXPLODES.        Two sticks of dynamite from different locations on the west ridge EXPLODE.
tyler

Gosh,  this is fun.

django

Then clean it up.

 DJANGO stops firing … preferring to allow the younger to do the firing.        TYLER continues rapid FIRING.         A huge EXPLOSION rocks the North ridge.
tyler

I guess thar is thee last of thee varmints.

django
Yep, that's it.

 Meanwhile:

EXT.        MOUNTAINOUS REGION - - DAY - - VARIOUS ANGLES

Billy Blanco has heard every explosion  … and has been keeping a count.
billy blanco

Six men.       Six explosion.          Mount up,

 Muchachos.       We ride.






 EXT.        DOUBLE M - - DAY - - MANY ANGLES

 Django  and Tyler have not moved from their position near the waterhole … and the coffin remains opened.        Django reaches into it …  and  lifts  out  the components of a Gatlin gun. Tyler stares in awe at the early type of machine gun.        Django assembles the revolving cluster of barrels around the central axis,  which would enable them to be automatically loaded and fired with every revolution of the cluster.

tyler

Thar  is  all to  it.

django

Yep.        What ya have here is a fully

 operational Gatling gun ready to spout death 

 to hundreds.

tyler

They  ain't  gonna know  wha'  hit  'em.

django

That’s right … They ain't.

EXT.       DOUBLE M - - DAY - - MANY ANGLES

Along the stagecoach trail out of the east Billy Blanco and his mighty force come within view of the Double M … and stop.        Django stands behind the mounted Gatlin gun ready to churn out death to the invaders.        Tyler is beside Django,  pulling on a cigar … as he glances down the trail at the riders.



       TYLER







What are they doing?










Django looks down the trail.













                                                       DJANGO







                         They are sitting there.


                               TYLER







Why?












                                            DJANGO






My guess is … they ain’t  as  anxious to die as 



we thought.        

Django LAUGHS.















                                                                    DJANGO






                        I’m joshing.        I think Billy Blanco is trying 


  



to rattle us.

The words were hardly out of Django’s mouth … before the riders begin coming.

                                           DJANGO





    Be careful what ya wish for ... here they




 come.

Django makes ready … his hand gripping the crank,  which he is going to spin.          Tyler ducks behind the hand-packed stones  of the waterhole.        As the force reach  close, Django begins FIRING.        Death reigns down on Billy Blanco's men … as the bullets tear through them.        As soon as it begins, it is over.        Dead bodies of men and horses --  and wounded men crying out in pain --  litter the front yard.         Tyler stares aghast at what was wrought in so short a time.
tyler
Damn!           No wonder thee north won


 thee war.

django

I gotta find Billy Blanco.

Django and Tyler walk among the dead and wounded looking for a sign of Billy Blanco.        Just as Django is about to think it is fruitless … Tyler calls out to him.        He glances over his left shoulder to the spot where  Tyler stands – gazing down at a man trapped under a horse.









                     TYLER




 Hey, Django … over here.        I think I got

 something.

Django gingerly picks his way over the dead and wounded over over to Tyler … who points down at the man.
                                      

TYLER




  
                        Here he is … I  know the trousers he’s 



    wearing.

                                                                        DJANGO







            Alright … help me  lift  the horse off.

Django and Tyler lift the horse off the fallen man  …  and Billy Blanco rises to his feet.        Rather miraculously,  he does not seem hurt … only winded.        He is SHOCKED to see Tyler standing beside Django.











                                                                      BILLY BLANCO





                         Another Benedict Arnold!        Ah thought one



 
                         traitor was enough.

                                                                      TYLER









Shut ya face afore I do to it what the horse




  
                        didn’t.














         

                                                                      BILLY BLANCO







Lemme see ya try.










Django has to physically restrain Tyler from going after Billy Blanco.
                                                                     DJANGO



                                   Not now,  Ryan.         I know ya want to kill




 
                       him … but I reserve that honor for myself.
 Billy Blanco glances around at what is now the field of death … and wounded men.
billy blanco

Ah bloody Gatlin gun.       Tha'  wha'  ya bin 

 toting around?

Django's unblinking  stare  seem to deflate him … as they make their way over to the waterhole  --where he has a drink of water … and soaks his head.
django

Why?

billy blanco

Why!

django

Why did ya wait  years to kill my family?

billy blanco

Ya don't git it?        Ah didn't wanna kill thee


 old man and old woman only.        Ah wanted to

 end thee McClane clan … and  Ah had fun every 

 step of  the way.
django

Ya failed.

                                                          billy blanco

Ah know.        Wha'  ya gonna do?

django

Ya  need not bother about that.        One thing is

 sure … ya not gonna leave here alive. 

sheriff
I don’t  think ya got a say in tha'.
 Django and Tyler spin around.        Sheriff Ben Hogan and Scrappy Jones  …  their rifles cocked  …  is astride their horses.        Django is filled with disgust at his lapse in judgment.
django

I oughta know ya would show up.

sheriff

Mighty fine thing I did.        Way I figure it,  I 

 just saved ya from a hangman noose … at least

 for  awhile .

django

How ya figure that?

sheriff

Ya was all set to kill Billy Blanco.        Why he's 
 Stillwater leading citizen.        When thee locals
 woulda  heard  wha'  ya  did,  they'd string ya up.

 Sheriff Ben Hogan and Scrappy Jones climb down from their horses  … the rifles still cocked.

django

And what ya gonna do?

sheriff

I'll tell ya what I ain't gonna do.        I ain't


 gonna let ya go so ya can ride roughshod over 

 this here county spreading death and destruction.      
  Me and my deputy,  Scrappy Jones,  is gonna

 take ya in for all these here killings.

django

Ya really think ya got the guts?

sheriff

I may not got thee guts … but I sure as hell 


 got thee rifle.

jonas

Correction.        Ya had thee rifle.

 All eyes turn around.        SHOCK.         Jonas has  driven up in his carriage,  and he has a Colt.45 pointed at Sheriff Ben Hogan and Scrappy Jones … who do not turn to face him.      The SHOCK on the Sheriff's face turns to consternation.        Django breathes a huge SIGH.
SHERIFF






                     Jonas,  this  time ya gone too far.        Ya 



 interfering  in official business.

Jonas reacts with nonchalance.

jonas

Sheriff, ya long know me.        Ya know  I'm  a 

  old man.        I get nervy.        Why,  ya know

 tha'.        Unless ya tell Scrappy Jones to drop

 his gun  … and  ya do thee same,  why this


 little old gun in my hand may go off. 
sheriff

Scrappy,  he got us dead to rights.       We'd better 

 do wha' he says.       Ya ready?

Scrappy Jones winks an eye at the Sheriff.

scrappy jones

Yeah.        Whatever ya say.

Scrappy Jones and Sheriff Ben Hogan spin and bring their rifles around.        Jonas is ready for them … repeatedly FIRING his gun.        Sheriff Ben Hogan and Scrappy Jones take bullets to the body.        In the ensuing confusion,  Billy Blanco sees his chance.          He draws his gun and begins blasting away:       The first bullet strikes the Gatling gun and harmlessly ricochets.         The second bullet strikes the crude water pump.        The third bullet SLAMS into Django left leg.
Tyler dives behind the packed stones around the waterhole and draws his gun … but , he holds his fire.        Django SOMERSAULTS three times to the right, lands on the ground,  draws his gun and empties the barrel of bullets into Billy Blanco's body.        Billy Blanco’s contorts in pain … and he tries to raise his gun … to no avail.        He drops to the ground … DEAD.      Tyler  COMES  up from his hiding place behind the waterhole … holsters his gun …  walks over and prods the three dead bodies.

tyler

One thing I can say.       We ain't ever gotta 


 worry about them three.

Jonas glances around at the field of dead bodies …  and wounded men.      He shakes his head and appears numbed by all he is seeing.

jonas

Good riddance.        Thee earth is a bit better 
 without them.

django

Hey, I'm glad ya turned up when ya did.     


   But what ya doing here?        I thought I told ya

 this wasn't ya fight.

 Django LAUGHS.

jonas

Ya did say that.        And I did hear ya.        Thee

 way I figured,  any fight my son-in-law is

 involved in …  has gotta be my fight.

tyler

Boss,  ya got a wife?         Whey she?

Jonas points toward the arid countryside.
jonas

Thar she is.

Away in the distance,  Katie and Kabeb  are approaching  … on horses.         Tyler can see Katie is beautiful.
Tyler

Damn,  Boss!       She's  a  looker.

django

Watch ya  cussing  … she don’t like it.        But,  yes 
 … I think she is a looker.
Kaleb and Katie ride up … and Django goes over to meet them.        He gives kaleb a gentle tap on his shoulder … and the boy smiles … and he holds Katie’s horse as Django  assists  her  when she is climbing off the horse.      She is all smiles   … as they hold onto one another.



















   

                                                                      KATIE







                        Hi, Django.        
                                                                      DJANGO








Hello , Katie.


                                            


 

Katie looks around at the dead … and the wounded.






          KATIE







                          You did all of this?












          

                                                                      DJANGO







               Some of it.






           KATIE






                                        


   And Billy Blanco … is he  …?





















                                   DJANGO








  Yes, Katie … Billy Blanco is dead.























           KATIE                   







   So it is over … and you are safe?























           DJANGO








   It’s over … and I’m safe …











         (beat)









   Come … there’s someone I  want ya to meet.
















 Django guides her over to Tyler.
django
Katie,  this here is Ryan Tyler.        He's actually

  my friend. 

katie

Hi, Ryan.









  Tyler tips his hat … and makes a slight bow of his knees.

tyler

Hello, Miss Katie.

katie

I heard about you.       I am much oblige to you

 for keeping him safe.

tyler

Anything to help.

Katie looks at Django … and she sees blood running down his pants.          Jonas comes over.
katie

Django,  you are hurt!

 Django looks down at his left leg … The bullet has ripped a hole in the trousers  and  blood was pouring down the pants leg into his boot.

django

Aw,  it's only a scratch.

katie

Can somebody wrap his leg before he bleeds


 to death?

 Tyler pulls his bandanna off,  and he wraps it around Django's leg  above the bullet wound,  and  ties it.         Django glances over at Kaleb.
django
Kaleb,  how ya doing?

kaleb

I'm fine, Mr. Django.

katie

Papa,  let’s take him home.

jonas
Come on,  Django.        Ride with me.

                                                        django

I think this time I'll pass, old friend.        I wanna fix

 this place up.        Make it fit for a wife.

jonas

I know wha' ya saying.

Django and Jonas LAUGH.

katie

I guess we will stay … all of  us.

tyler

We will.        Won't we?

THE END.

 

FADE OUT.
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