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FADE IN





EXT. STREET - DAY





A rundown street with HOMELESS PEOPLE, DRUNKS, HOBOS and BUMS including


 


A BAG LADY





with a shopping cart and a DOLL (her imaginary child).





THREE MEN 





are running as if being chased. The 1st MAN is carrying a bag and they all have guns. They push some drunks out of their way but the bag lady and her shopping cart, block the way of the 1st man.


 


The three men make a few desperate attempts to get around the bag lady and cannot. The 1ST man, opens fire on the poor woman and any other unfortunate drunk in the way. 





The men run off down the now almost clear street. They jump into an OLD CAR and speed off as - 





A BLACK CAR chases them.





The two cars take the corners at high speeds and the three men fire shots at the black car.





The three men are finally able to lose black car. The black car gives up chase and skids to a stop.








INT.  HIDEOUT -  DAY 





The three men are drinking tequila and getting high while watching television.








1st MAN


(laughing)


Did you see the look on that Mujers face when I shot her?








2nd MAN


Yeah, her and that fucking doll!








3rd MAN


Cabrones, I have a bad feeling. This El Butcho looked pissed off! What happens if he tells Poncho?








1st MAN


Fuck “EL BUTCHO”! El Butcho -- El Puto!








The 2nd man LAUGHS along with him, but the 3rd is very nervous.





Suddenly the hideout door fly’s open – 





EL BUTCHO SANCHEZ





stands with a cigarillo in his mouth and two .44 Magnums in each hand.





El Butcho looks a little like a ‘Looney Tunes’ cartoon character - with a large sombrero, a ‘Bigon’ mustache and black leather vest.





EL BUTCHO


Revancha!








THREE MEN


EL BUTCHOOO!








A fury of gun fire as – El Butcho BLASTS at the three men. 





TITLE CARD:





“EL BUTCHO”


(el carnicero)








EL BUTCHO


My name is El ‘Butcho’ Sanchez. People keep trying to fuck with me - so I have to kill them.








INT.  BAR - NIGHT





The Bar is full of sleazy low life characters. Two of the same three men are ordering a drink.





BARTENDER


Que van a tomar?








1ST MAN


Dos cerveza. 


 (to 2nd man)


Yo Ese, Poncho got a job for us. 





The bartender places two beers on the bar, opens them and slides them each a bottle.





1st MAN


Gracias. 





1ST MAN


(to 2nd man)


Yeah some greasy Mexican up from I don’t know, Greaseville or something. Anyway, we’re supposed to drop off the dinero and pickup the Yayo.





2nd MAN


Fuck yeah, I need the job.





1stMAN


Oye, here’s the deal. Poncho says we gonna fuck this Puto over and take the Yayo. But I say we tell Poncho he was a no show and keep the yayo. Sell it back to another buyer later.





2nd MAN


Sounds risky, but count me in.





THE THIRD MAN





approaches and sits with them.








1st MAN


Hola amigo que tal?











2nd MAN


Hola.





3rd MAN


Hola. I heard we have a job?





1st MAN


Yeah we’re supposed fuck over some grease ball Mexican for Poncho. Only we decided that after we fuck him over we’ll keep the yayo and tell Poncho he never show. You in?





3rd MAN


Who’s this guy anyway?





1st MAN


I don’t know? Name’s Sanchez. I think? 





3rd MAN


Wow hermano, I’ve heard of this guy! They call him “El Carnicero”. Seems he has a habit of killing anyone who fucks with him. I don’t know? Maybe this is not such a good idea? What if Poncho ask too many questions? What we gonna say? Poncho is no so stupid -- 





1st MAN


Don’t worry, we gonna tell Poncho he was a no show. We bring the dinero back. No questions.





3rd MAN


I have a bad feeling, but shit I’m broke.


(motions to bartender)


Por favor. Una cerveza con limon.








The bartender serves the 3rd man his beer.








BARTENDER


Algo mas?








3rd MAN


Nada.











1stMAN


Oh yeah, one more thing, know that little puta Sonya? Well Poncho told me he is sending her over to see this Butcho - give him a good time and all that - get him so fucked up that he don’t think. Then --





He runs his thumb across his neck and makes a noise. The men touch bottles in a toast.





INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT





A NUDE WOMAN (SONYA) is lying face down on El Butcho’s bed.





El Butcho is getting dressed in the fore ground slightly out of view. 





There are a few lines of COCAINE on the glass night stand. Sonya leans over, snorts one, then falls back, smiles and snuggles the side of her face against the pillow.





SONYA


I’m glad Poncho sent me. 








EL BUTCHO


Si, Bonita.








SONYA


Tomorrow after you make the drop at the warehouse, 


(smiles)


we can have some fun no?








EL BUTCHO


Who said I’m dropping anything anywhere?











SONYA


Well Poncho - I mean - ah –-








El Butcho is suspicious. As she offers him a line of coke, Sonya try’s to change the subject.





SONYA


Come, my Torro have some.





She leans over for some more coke as El Butcho finishes dressing. He slowly turns with his GUN hidden behind his back and walks over to Sonya. 





Smiling the side of her face is still snuggled into the pillow. 





El Butcho leans over and gently kisses her repeatedly, working his from her derrière, along the small of her back, up to her neck.





SONYA





smiles as he strokes her hair gently.





EL BUTCHO


(softly whispers)


Don’t worry Bonita your going to get so fucking high you’re gonna see heaven.





As he speaks he slowly puts the GUN to the back of her head. 





The gun BLASTS! 





The TELEPHONE RINGS.





EL BUTCHO


Buenos.





PONCHO (V.O.)


Hola mi amigo. Everything is set. My men will meet you at the warehouse tomorrow as planned. 








EL BUTCHO


Si Senor Merendez. Esta bien.








PONCHO (V.O)


Por favor, llama Poncho. Te gusta Sonya? Muy Calliente No?








EL BUTCHO


Lets just say, I showed her my pistola and she was breathless!





The men both laugh.





INT. PANCAKE HOUSE - DAY 





El Butcho has just finished a late breakfast before his meeting at the warehouse. He is having coffee and smoking a cigarillo while listening to a conversation TWO GUYS and a GIRL are having in the next booth.





1ST GUY


So I was sitting at the bar and awe man, you should have seen her. I mean she was the sexiest bitch I’ve ever seen. She comes right up to me and asks if I like blondes?





2ND GUY


Was she a blonde?








1ST GUY


No she was a red head.








2ND GUY


So I don’t get it. If she wasn’t a blonde –-





1ST GUY


Well if you’d shut the fuck up I’ll tell you.





GIRL


Is there a point to this story?





2nd GUY


Will you shut up! The man’s trying to tell a story.





1st GUY


Thank you.





The girl rolls her eyes.








1ST GUY


Ok so the red head asks if I like blondes and I say, “Yeah sure I do. Are you a natural blonde under that red muff?” She says, “No but I like blondes.” Then two real slutty looking blondes come over and she introduces them.





2ND GUY


Were they fake blondes?





1ST GUY


Yeah they were.





2ND GUY


-- because you know what they say about fake blondes?





1ST GUY


Yeah --





The two guys laugh. 





GIRL


Hey I’m not a real blonde? 





2ND GUY


Need I say more.





The girl hits him.





GIRL


Fuck you!





2ND GUY


Ok so what happened next?





1ST GUY


Monage de trois --





GIRL


Hey you guy’s hear about the supposed crime wave to hit New Mexico? 








1ST GUY


Yeah they say this place is getting worse and worse.








2nd GUY


Yeah this place is full cocaine dealers and pimps. That’s what I heard.


(to girl)


Now aren’t you glad I ain’t a pimp!





He puts his arm around the girl and gives her a sloppy kiss.  


GIRL


Fuck you! Weren’t you the one who said fake blondes were tramps.





2ND GUY


Sluts! I said they were sluts. But only if their roots show. By the way when’s the last time you did your roots?





The 1ST guy laughs.





GIRL


You know you’re such an asshole!





The 2ND GUY kisses her again.





GIRL


Get the fuck off me - ass wipe!





She pulls away.





2ND GUY


Awe darlin’ you know I’m only teasin’.








In the next booth El Butcho smiles, puts out his cigarillo, finishes his coffee, and gets up to leave.





He walks past the booth where the two guys and the girl are sitting and over to the cash register to pay. 





While he pays the





1ST GUY


 


silently draws his two friends attention to





EL BUTCHO. 








They watch him walk out.





1ST GUY


Did you get a load of him?





2ND GUY


Yeah Black Bart see ya later.





GIRL


No wonder the crime rate is up.





1St GUY


Yeah, well it’s show time!





The two guys pull sawed off shotguns out from under their jackets. The 1ST guy points it at the cashier while the 2ND guy opens the register and the girl handles crowd control.





EXT.  PANCAKE HOUSE - DAY





In the background the two guys and the girl are robbing the pancake house as El Butcho starts his car and drives off. 








EXT./INT.  WAREHOUSE  DAY





The black car pulls up to an old warehouse.





El Butcho, gets out, lights a cigarillo, and enters the warehouse carrying a bag. 





As he walks slowly looking around with care, the three men enter suddenly behind him. 





El Butcho turns.





EL BUTCHO


Hola.





1st MAN


Hola.





EL BUTCHO


Caballeros. 








1st MAN


Donde estas el Yayo?








EL BUTCHO


Estas aqui.





1st MAN


Can I see? 





EL BUTCHO


Si, but first let’s see the dinero?





1ST MAN


No. First show me the Yayo.


(pause)


Show me Puto!





El Butcho looks as if he can’t believe it.





EL BUTCHO


What the fuck? Did Poncho send a bunch of Mamarachos to deal with? 





1ST MAN


Who you calling a “Mamaracho”!





The other two men exchange nervous looks. El Butcho smiles, ignores them and opens the bag.





EL BUTCHO


El yayo estas aqui.





The 1st man now changes to a relaxed warm and friendly disposition. He turns to 2nd MAN who hands him the money wrapped in a brown paper bag, then casually moves towards El Butcho.





1st MAN


Esta bien hombre. Estas tu dinero.





The 1st MAN hands El Butcho the bag. El Butcho puts out his cigarillo and rips open the bag and quickly flips through the money to count it. 





The 1ST MAN reaches for a pocket knife, cuts the wrapped dope open and tastes the cocaine with his little finger.





1ST MAN


Primo quality shit.








EL BUTCHO


The money’s all here.





1st MAN


Yeah MARICON too bad you ain’t gonna keep it! 





The three men pull their guns and begin to blast. El Butcho dives behind some boxes/crates before firing back. 





There is a heavy exchange of gun fire. The 1st man grabs the money and the three men hastily exit the warehouse. 








EXT./INT. BLACK CAR – DAY





EL BUTCHO’S BLACK CAR





screech to a halt. He is pissed but calm. Picking up his cellular phone he dials.





EL BUTCHO


They tried to screw me. 


(pause)


Find out where they are -- Si, Todas. Senor Merendez too.





El Butcho hangs up the phone and drives off. As he drives he begins to see flashes from his childhood.








EXT. PLAYGROUND (Childhood Dream Sequence) - DAY





Little MIGUEL SANCHEZ (EL BUTCHO)is in a playground with a new soccer ball.





As he plays some other kids come over and push him to the ground. 





A BIGGER KID takes the ball from him. They walk off laughing. 





Little MIGUEL is left alone and sad.




















INT. HIDEOUT - DAY





The scene picks up after El Butcho has killed the three men. He puts out his CIGARILLO with his BOOT, picks up the money and the cocaine, walks over to a telephone and dials.





EL BUTCHO


Senor Poncho, the deal is complete. I have my money.


(pause)


Si Senor. Your men? Oh yes well – let’s just say, your men and I, we had a blast.





As El Butcho hangs up the phone, the T.V. is still on. A NEWS CASTER reports on the earlier shootings of the bag lady at the warehouse and the pancake house robbery. El Butcho stops momentarily to hear  the reports then exits leaving the television on.





NEWS CASTER (V.O.)


In other news the latest in what’s been called the New Mexican crime wave phenomenon - early this afternoon three gunmen robbed the Uncle Juan’s Pancake-house at gun point. The suspects are described as - two white males in their early twenties, accompanied by a female with fake blonde hair.  Also a San 


Gringos homeless woman was shot and killed this afternoon at a nearby 


warehouse in what police say is an unrelated incident. Three male gunmen 


opened fire on the woman after what police say may have been a drug deal gone bad. There are no suspects so far.








INT. DON GAGLIARTI’S OFFICE -DAY





DON GAGLIARTI





sits at his desk and VINCENZO GALLIANO sits in a chair before him.








THE DON


How are our east coast shipments moving? I trust we won’t have a problem now that the Cicero family is with us.





VINCE


No problem Johnny says everything is good now that the Turks have lost control of the ship yards. The Ciceros’ are with us.





THE DON


Good. Next month is filled with many family engagements. Three baptisms, two weddings an anniversary party and a bar-mitzpha for Toby the Jews’ kid. I won’t want too many interruptions after this week. Is that all then?





VINCE


Oh, one last thing. Nothing much just that Merendez deal. He says he’ll have the – you know the stuff – product, sent


over as soon as he picks it up from some Mexican connection. I already sent him the money but he hasn’t delivered yet.





THE DON


I hate dealing with that shit Vince. The stuff is nothing but trouble. Take care of it. Make sure he delivers quick. I hate it when it drags out.





VINCE


I’ll take care of it.





Vince gets up and leaves the don in the office. Walks down a corridor and out onto a terrace. As he walks he uses a cellular phone to call Poncho. 





VINCE


Senor Merendez, Vincenzo. Yes. How are things on your end? I trust you have arranged everything as we discussed. The Don is patiently awaiting delivery. Are you sure there is no problem? I see. An independent supplier… Are you sure that he won’t be a problem?  Well then I’ll leave it up to you. But The Don wants it pronto. It’s gone on long enough. Good. Goodbye then.





Vince closes the flap on the phone looking a little concerned. He walks off screen and we are left with a view off the terrace.








EXT. HIGHWAY ROAD - DAY





A THUMB.





MONCHO is hitch-hiking on a lonely highway stretch. Cars pass but don’t stop. 





RAUL a Rastafarian with dread locks and a GUITAR CASE walks along the road towards him. 





Moncho turns toward him.





RAUL


‘ola. Looks like we boat need a ride. Mind if I catch a one with yah?





MONCHO


Actually someone was supposed to pick me up. But I’m tired of waiting.





RAUL


I been ‘round a while. And yah know it not safe to travel alone. By da way I’m Raul.





MONCHO


Glad to meet you, I’m Moncho.





RAUL


Nice ta meet yah mon. 





They walk towards town.





MONCHO


So what’s so bad about this town anyway?





RAUL


Yah mean yah don’t know mon?





MONCHO


No.








RAUL


I tell yah since a crime wave hit New Mexico, dis town become the center of drug dealing, prostitution and just ‘bout everyting vial and immoral.





MONCHO


Oh.





RAUL


Shit mon. Why yah want to come ‘ere?





MONCHO


Maybe I’m a gangster?		





RAUL


What yah take me for a blotclot? By Jah ya ain’t no gangsta mon.





MONCHO


So if this town’s so bad why are you here.





RAUL


I Mariachi mon. What’s ya tink was in ‘ere – 


(lifts case)


Gons!





MONCHO


You’re a Mariachi? 





RAUL


Ya mon, and a good one too. I play old school classic reggae, ballads and even a few originals. I bring a taste of da island to New Mexico.





Moncho turns to Raul. They stop walking and MONCHO sticks out his thumb at the oncoming cars. 


 


MONCHO


(laughing)


But you’re white?





RAUL


Reggae’s not black or white mon.








MONCHO


Yeah. Now I’ve heard it all. A white reggae singing Mariachi who thinks he’s black. Where you from anywhay? 





RAUL


Texas. Austin Texas. Acually I was born in San Antonio but I grew up in Austin.





MONCHO


Supongo que cantas en Espanol tambien?





RAUL


Si. But don’t be tellin me I ain’t black. Because I may be white on da outside, but on da inside - I am black man! 








EL BUTCHO’S BLACK CAR





approaches in the opposite direction. 





It passes them then pulls a quick U-turn and pulls over to Moncho and Raul. 





MONCHO


Shit, I thought you’d never show?





Moncho and Raul look at EL BUTCHO in his cartoon like outfit and laugh.





RAUL


‘oly moses!





MONCHO


Shit Miguel you look like the guy from Bugs Bunny.





EL BUTCHO


Who’s this?





MONCHO


Raul, he’s a reggae sining Mariachi from Texas. 


(whispers aside)


He thinks he’s black -


Who play’s and sings in Spanish. I met him waiting for you.








RAUL


I’d appreciate a lift, if it’s not too much trouble?





El Butcho looks both of them over for a brief moment.





EL BUTCHO


Get in.





MONCHO


Man we need to get you a new outfit fast!





RAUL


I was telling Moncho here. It’s not safe to travel alone anymore. Not since Poncho and his gangsta friends arrived.





EL BUTCHO


So you know Senor Poncho.





RAUL


Know him? Shit mon, da rasclot shoot up every bar I work in the last year!





EL BUTCHO


So you don’t like him eh?





RAUL


I keep me distance. And if I were yah I do like wise. Poncho one bad ass gangsta mon.





EL BUTCHO


Too late.





RAUL


May almighty Jah ‘elp yah.


 (pointing)


Tere’s a bar just up the road mon. Just drop me in front.





They pull off the road and Raul gets out.





RAUL


Well tanks for da ride.








EL BUTCHO


Hope you have better luck with this bar.








RAUL waves good bye as they drive off.





MONCHO


Well did you get your revenge?





EL BUTCHO


(thinking)


Revancha solo existe en la mentes de los hombres.





MONCHO


Yeah, but you killed them right?





EL BUTCHO


Si.





El Butcho tosses Moncho the bag with the money and cocaine. 





MONCHO looks at him in disbelief.





MONCHO


You took the money? Tell me you didn’t take the dope too!


(opening the bag)


You took it all. That Poncho will come after you. You know that?





EL BUTCHO


Si.





Moncho just stares at El BUTCHO a moment then look out the car window then reaches down to rub his feet.





MONCHO


Shit, my feet hurt. Hell what took you so long anyway? I almost thought I was gonna have to walk all the way!


 (looking around the car)


Nice car by the way.


(pause)


Fuck, I need a car like this.





EL BUTCHO


We’ll get you one.








Moncho satisfied for the moment turns on the radio. Mexican music is playing. Moncho immediately changes the station to a rock station.








EXT. PONCHO’S ESTATE COURTYARD - DAY





PONCHO is getting a massage from two SEXY GIRLS in string bikini’s. 





GATO





a large male bodyguard brings Poncho the phone.





PONCHO


Yes, why am I being disturbed?


Todas?





PONCHO (CON’T)


El dinero y cocaina?


(frowns)


Fucking puto. Find Sonya. I want to know what happened?





He hands the phone back to Gato.





GATO


Is everything all right?





PONCHO


(waves him off)


Yes, Yes everything’s fine.





Pooncho closes his eyes as the girls continue with the massage.





EXT. LONELY PLACE/OLD MOTEL - DAY





EL BUTCHO





is now dressed in a black leather coat, jeans and boots as Moncho and him stand looking at an OLD BEAT UP CAR.





MONCHO FACE gapes in disappointment and disbelief. 





EL BUTCHO


Here it is.





 


MONCHO


I said I needed a car like that -





EL BUTCHO’S BLACK CAR 





MONCHO


- and you get me this - this piece of shit!





EL BUTCHO


It’s the best I could do on short notice.





El Butcho opens the car’s trunk. It is full of GUNS (sawed off shotguns, .38’s, .44 magnums, a Mac 10 and even an Uzi).





MONCHO


Holy shit!





EL BUTCHO


Anyway, with what’s going to happen 


you’re not going to need a fancy car.


 


El Butcho picks up a gun and cocks it.





EL BUTCHO


Will these do?





MONCHO nods stunned. 





EL BUTCHO


I thought so.





EL BUTCHO grabs another gun slams MONCHO with it in the chest, knocking the shock out of him.





EL BUTCHO


You still know how to use these?





MONCHO


Yeah how could I forget?





El Butcho shuts the trunk, slamming it hard.





EL BUTCHO


Good. We’ll take your car. I’ll come back for mine. Vamanos.





They get in the car and drive off.








MONCHO


Hey I know the perfect place nearby to hide out. Run by a old friend of mine –-








INT. EL BUTCHO’S OLD ROOM - DAY





SONYA’S nude body lies dead. Blood splattered on the pillows from the blast to the back of her head. 





One of PONCHO’S MEN rolls her over. She still has a smile on her face. Poncho’s man takes a cellular out of his coat and dials.





EXT. COURTYARD PONCHOS ESTATE - DAY





Poncho is having a drink and smoking a fat cigar in a Jacuzzi with two topless girls when Gato brings him the phone.





PONCHO


Hola. What -- she is? Find out where he is and bring him to me. I want to know why this man thinks he can kill three of my men, including my best whore and get away --


(annoyed) 


Never mind. Find him and kill him. Then bring the money and the cocaine to me. That cocaine belongs to Don Gagliarti.


If I don’t get it I’m as good as dead. You hear me - dead!





PONCHO hands the phone back to Gato, puffs on his cigar and smiles invitingly at the girls.





PONCHO


Nothing like a couple of nice bitches to make a man forget his problems eh?





The two girls giggle and move closer to Poncho.








INT/EXT. IN CAR ON ROAD - LATE AFTERNOON





EL BUTCHO


Are you sure about this place?








MONCHO


Yeah. I told you the place is run by an old friend. We’ll be safe there.





EL BUTCHO


You know, you don’t have to do this.





MONCHO


(smiles)


I know. But man you’re like a brother to me. Shit we grew up together - and when you were in prison --





EL BUTCHO


I want to forget prison.





MONCHO


Sorry. Look, I was there through the whole New Mexican prison bullshit, and I’m here now. I wouldn’t miss this for my life.





EL BUTCHO nods silently. Moncho turns on the radio and tunes it to a rock station.








EXT. PLAYGROUND - (Childhood Dream Sequence) - DAY





Little Miguel plays in a playground with a new base ball and glove. Some other kids come over.





A BIGGER KID pushes Miguel to the ground and takes the ball from him. The kids walk off laughing.


 


LITTLE MIGUEL is again left alone and sad.








INT/EXT. CAR ON ROAD – DAY





EL BUTCHO is brought out of his dream by the SNAPPING of Moncho’s FINGERS.





MONCHO


Hello. Yo you in there.





EL BUTCHO


Si. Si.





MONCHO 


This is the place. La mana direcha.





EXT/INT. ROADHOUSE - SUNSET





El Butcho and Moncho pull up to a highway Roadhouse. They exit the car and walk into the Bar. Dog BARK around back.





MONCHO


This place used to be a hideout for hi-way men back in the old days.





El Butcho and Moncho walk in. 





MONCHO


Place is deserted now. 





EL BUTCHO


Yeah, a real tourist attraction.





Suddenly a shot gun BLASTS and debris fly’s up from their feet. Both men are frozen stiff - 





MIRANDA 





suddenly appears from behind the Bar.





MIRANDA


I thought I told you never to set foot in here again. 





MONCHO


Miranda!





Moncho and the Miranda embrace in a long hard friendly hug.





EL BUTCHO (O.S)


I guess you two know each other.





MONCHO


Miranda this is Miguel Sanchez.





MIRANDA


Hola.





MONCHO


Miguel. Miranda Vascallez.





EL BUTCHO


Encantada.





MIRANDA


Gracias. Well, now that the introductions are over let’s have a drink to celebrate. 





Miranda puts her arm around Moncho.





MIRANDA


My little Moncho is back!





They all walk over to the Bar and Miranda pulls shot glasses and a bottle for drinks.








INT. PONCHOS ESTATE - NIGHT





Poncho is having a light meal with wine when Gato whispers something to him then leaves. 





Gato returns and is accompanied by the BARTENDER from the bar.





Poncho doesn’t look at him but keeps on eating his meal. 


PONCHO


Gato says you have something important to tell me?





BARTENDER


(hesitant)


Si -- Senor Merendez.





PONCHO


Well tell me. I haven’t got all night.





BARTENDER


Well Senor I only wanted to mind my own business - but I - I thought I should tell you -_





PONCHO


(annoyed)


Get to it!





BARTENDER


Well after I heard about all the shootings - well the other night - three of your men were at the Bar –- 








BARTENDER (cont’d)


I, I served them, - and I overheard them talking about how there were going to double cross both you and this Sanchez man and keep the money and --this girl Sonya –-





PONCHO


Sonya! Why didn’t you come tell me this sooner? Do you know the trouble you’ve caused? 





BARTENDER


Well, I, I, I was afraid.





PONCHO


(mocking)


I, I, I, was afraid. Was it not I who set you up in that Bar and provide you with protection? And this is how you repay me?





PONCHO reaches for his gun and without a moments thought shoots the bartender square in the chest. 





PONCHO


Fucking idiot.





Gato hears the shot and rushes in to see what happened.


PONCHO


Get him the fuck out of here.





Gato drags off the body.








INT. ROADHOUSE - NIGHT





El Butcho, Moncho and Miranda are having drinks when RAUL walks into the Bar.





EL BUTCHO


Well, well if it isn’t the black Mariachi who sings reggae in Spanish.





MONCHO


What happened to your gig at the edge of town?





RAUL


Bloodclot. Place closed down last week mon! Merendez had it shot up!





MONCHO


Miranda, this is Raul. He’s a Mariachi.





MIRANDA


He is. I thought he was just a mulato with a guitar case full of guns! Hola Raul, como estas.





RAUL


Hola. Muy bien senorita.





MONCHO


Amigo, have a drink with us. Cerveza?





RAUL


Yah mon I could use a cold one. It’s been a ‘ard week.





MIRANDA opens a beer and places it in front of RAUL.





EL BUTCHO


(winking)


Oye. My black Mariachi, would you honor us with a song?





Raul opens the GUITAR CASE and pulls out his guitar.





RAUL


Just what I was ‘tinkin’ mon.





He begins to play some classic Reggae in Spanish. When he is finished they all clap in approval as RAUL puts away his guitar.





EL BUTCHO


Una otras cervza por mi Mariachi nero.





RAUL gets out a BAG OF MARIJUANA that’s in his case and opens it at the bar as Miranda gives him another beer.


RAUL


Mind if I roll a splif?





They all laugh.











INT. THE DONS OFFICE - NIGHT





DON GAGLIARTI sits alone in his office. Vincenzo Gallazano enters and walks up to the Don.





VINCE


You wanted to see me?





THE DON


You’ve heard about the shootings?





VINCE


Si.





THE DON


I want you to go see are friend Senor Merendez. Tell him to keep things quiet. And ask him where’s my cocaine?





VINCE


 I’ll see that everything is arranged.





THE DON


And have a couple men and not Italians – Anglos. Go talk with this Sanchez man.He’s dangerous, I think he’d make a better friend then an enemy.





VINCE


I’ll see to it.





THE DON


Bene.





Vincenzo exit’s the Don’s office.








INT./EXT. ROADHOUSE - NIGHT





El Butcho, Moncho, and Miranda are drinking tequila and are now a little smashed.





Raul is smoking another splif. They are having a good time.





MONCHO





is in the middle of a good story.








MONCHO


-- Just then Don El Mero Chingon bursts in and Miguel jumps up, runs out of the place with his trousers down to his ankles, and just before falling flat on his face, looks down at his dick and says --


(imitating El Butcho)


“One of these days little Miguele someone’s going to cut you into little pieces --” 





They all howl in laughter.





MONCHO


I was lucky to get him out of there before the Don got his gun.





EL BUTCHO


Well if you two will excuse me, me and little Miguele have to piss.





El Butcho walks outside to urinate.


 


The Dogs begin to bark again. El Butcho pisses and looks over at the two GUARD DOGS.





EL BUTCHO


Good doggies. Good doggies.





EL BUTCHO zips up.





MIRANDA


That was a funny story. You and him must go back a long way?





MONCHO


We grew up together. He’s like a brother to me.





EL BUTCHO (o.s.)


Eh Moncho I’m going back for my car. See you in a couple of hours.





MONCHO


Ok.





MIRANDA


Are you sure he’ll be all right.





MONCHO


Miguel? Sure.


(takes another shot)


He’s EL BUTCHO!





They laugh.





MIRANDA


So what’s his story anyway?





MONCHO


Miguel and I grew up in a New Mexican border town not far from here. Miguels father was an Anglo his mother half Mexican. 





As Moncho begins his tale RAUL slips out of the Road house.





MONCHO


Miguel was always an outsider. He’s not a real Mexican. Anyway his mother died not long after coming to New Mexico. Miguel was very young. After that his father drank too much, eventually got involved with the wrong people. They killed his father when Miguel was just sixteen. Gunned him down over a lousy gambling debt.








INT. FARM HOUSE – Rural New Mexico - DAY





MRS. SANCHEZ 





lies deathly ill in bed being watched over by her HUSBAND and little MIGUEL (only 5 years old).





MRS. SANCHEZ


When I go, take Miguel back east. Back to the city. I feel this place will be a curse on him.








SENOR SANCHEZ


You are very sick but it will pass. As for this curse you speak off, that is only the fever – it can play tricks on the mind.








MRS. SANCHEZ


The Spirit of the fever does speak. And he says that he has come to take me -





SENOR SANCHEZ


Shh. Rest my love. Rest.





As she falls into a deep sleep, little MIGUEL looks up at his FATHER.





SENOR SANCHEZ


Mama is just tired. You go and play and Papa will stay with mama.








EXT. FARM HOUSE PORCH - DAY





LITTLE MIGUEL





walks outside of the small run down farm house and sits in a chair much too large for him and stares at the clouds and the sea of blue they float in.








INT. FARM HOUSE - DAY





Miguel’s father kneels at his wife’s bed side and begins to cry.








EXT. OLD CEMETERY - DAY





PALLBEARERS





carry the coffin, Mr. Sanchez and LITTLE MIGUEL walk along in silence. 








INT. TAVERN - DAY





Mr. Sanchez is sitting at a table playing cards and drinking with some OTHER MEN.








A WAITER brings another bottle.








They are all pretty drunk.








DEALER


Flush.





All the other men fold. SANCHEZ folds too, throwing his cards down hard.





DEALER


Ah, temper now Sanchez.





The DEALER deals another hand.





SANCHEZ


Need to win a hand. God knows I owe enough.





Sanchez pours himself another drink. 





THREE CUT THROATS





enter the Tavern. They walk over to the table where the men are gambling. All the other men except Sanchez quickly get up and leave.





SANCHEZ looks up from his drink.





CUT THROAT #1


I suppose you’re wining big eh Sanchez? I assume you have the money you owe me?





SANCHEZ stares helplessly on. The cut throat picks up a bottle from the table.





CUT THROAT #1


You’re a stinking drunk. You’ll never win at anything. You’re a loser! And you’ll always be a loser. You lose everything – your money, your horses, your land – even your wife.





A drunken Sanchez erupts in anger trying to get up and challenge his aggressor.





SANCHEZ


You leave my wife out of this!





Two other “cut throats” quickly restrain Sanchez.








CUT THROAT #1


You always did have a temper.


(to cutthroats)


Take him out side.








EXT. TAVERN - DAY





The two cut throats drag SANCHEZ out of the tavern and into the square. 





A small crowd gathers. The 1St cut throat walks calmly with the bottle still in his hand. He takes a drink from the bottle. 





A YOUNG MIGUEL 





comes running up to the crowd. 





CUT THROAT #1


Ah good stuff Sanchez. Perhaps you’d like another drink?





1ST cut throat pours the booze over Sanchez’s head laughing. Some one holds MIGUEL back out of harm.





SANCHEZ


I said you’d get your money - and you will.





CUT THROAT #1


I don’t believe you.


(pause)


You see a drunk will say anything to save his life just so he can go on killing himself at least for one more day. 


(pause)


Tell me was your wife a drunk too?





SANCHEZ


Fuck you!





CUT THROAT #1


No Sanchez.


(raising his gun)


Fuck you.








The cut throat shoots Sanchez dead.





MIGUEL 





stands by terrified and helpless.

















INT. ROAD HOUSE - NIGHT





MONCHO


Miguel avenged his father’s murder and killed the men responsible.





MIRANDA


Oh God Moncho, that’s a terrible story.





MONCHO


That’s not all. He did time for it too. Five years in the El Morro Rosita the filthiest shit hole in New Mexico. Hardened him up something awful. While he was there he heard stories -- some say even befriended a man the gringos called ‘EL BUTCHO’. A real mean cut throat, you know, an old time Bandito. Butchered all who fucked with him –








EXT. EL MORRO ROSITA - DAY


 


A dingy old jail house. A GUARD sits in a watch tower holding a rifle.








INT. DARK JAIL CELL - DAY





A DIRTY MAN 





with long greasy hair and beard and dressed in rags sits in his cell. He holds a tequila bottle to his lips, but it is empty. He throws the bottle away with a SMASH then stands up.





DIRTY MAN


Guard! Hey you, Guard! Come over here.





GUARD


What is it this time?





DIRTY MAN


I have no more tequila. I need more.





GUARD


You’ve had enough. Now if you disturb me one more time you’ll not get to live your last day! Understand.





The guard leaves and the DIRTY MAN slowly stumbles back to the wall.





DIRTY MAN


Ahh!





He adds another notch to the markings on the wall that count how long he has been there.





The Guard reappears with a HOODED FIGURE carrying a large leather Bible.





GUARD


Hey Sanchez the priest has come to take your last confession.





The Guard opens the cell and lets the Priest in.





EL BUTCHO


I don’t need a priest, I need tequila!





GUARD


Yeah, yeah, tomorrow you’ll get all you want before you face the firing squad. He’s all yours Father.





The Priest nods and the Guard leaves them alone.





EL BUTCHO


Listen Father I don’t –





PRIEST


Sshh! It’s me.





EL BUTCHO


Me? Who’s me Father?





PRIEST


(whispers)


It’s me. Moncho.





EL BUTCHO


Moncho?


(surprised)


Moncho!





MONCHO


Sshh!








EL BUTCHO


Ok Sssh.





MONCHO


Listen I‘m going to get you out. Pretend that you’ve got me hostage.





EL BUTCHO


Yeah Ok sure. I’ve got you hostage.





Moncho grabs the broken tequila bottle.





MONCHO


Here use this. 





El Butcho holds Moncho from behind and presses the broken glass to his neck.





MONCHO


Help! Guard. Help!





GUARD


Drop it Sanchez!





El Butcho pushes Moncho into the Guard. They stumble around until Moncho finally knocks the Guard out using the large leather Bible.





EL BUCHO


Thank you Father.





MONCHO


You’re welcome my son.





MONCHO quickly makes the ‘sign of the cross’ and they both laugh before quickly leaving








INT. ROAD HOUSE - NIGHT





Moncho plays with his shot glass whille Miranda listens.


MONCHO


Some say he died in that prison, some say he escaped. No one really knows. Then one day Miguel shows up out of nowhere, says he can’t stay in  New Mexico anymore. He just disappeared. 





MONCHO (CON’T)


But then one day Miguel called and said he needs my help. Well -





MIRANDA


It was you who helped him escape.





MONCHO


Who me? 


(grinning)


What do I know about busting people out of prison?





MIRANDA


Where’s Raul?





MONCHO shrugs as they both look at each other.








EXT. ROAD SIDE - NIGHT





El Butcho walks along a little drunk. He thinks he sees an OLD WOMAN through the trees. He rubs his eyes and continues walking.





A little way further down El Butcho stops to urinate by a tree and again thinks he sees the old woman. He stops, rubs his eyes a second time and mumbles something about quitting drinking. 





El Butcho approaches his car and just before getting in he sees the old woman once again. This time she beckons him to follow. He follows her into the woods but soon looses her.





El Butcho looks around sees nothing and then begins to head back to the car. Just then the OLD WOMAN appears again sitting by a tree. She has a small lamp, a table and a deck of tarot cards.








OLD WOMAN


Thou knowest all; I seek in Vain


What lands to till or sow with seed -


The land is black with briar and weed,


Nor cares for falling tears or rain.








EL BUTCHO


What? Who are you? A Gypsy? A Witch?  





OLD WOMAN


A friend.





EL BUTCHO


What do you want with me old woman?





OLD WOMAN


To help you.





EL BUTCHO


How?





OLD WOMAN


Thou knowest all; I sit and wait


With blinded eyes and hands that fail,


Till the last lifting of the veil


And the first opening of the gate – 


Shall we have a reading?








INT. ROAD HOUSE - NIGHT





Two NON-LATINO MEN (GRINGOS) enter the Roadhouse. They are an uncommon sight in the almost forgotten Roadhouse. The two gringos walk over to the Bar, sit as if to order a drink.





MIRANDA


 What would you like?





1st GRINGO


I don’t speak Spanish.





MIRANDA looks at MONCHO.





MONCHO


She said what do you want to drink?





1st GRINGO


I figured that.





MIRANDA


Well? What would you like?





2nd GRINGO


We’re not here to drink. We’re looking for a man.





MONCHO


What man would that be?





1st GRINGO


The man they call ‘El Butcho’.








EXT. ROAD SIDE - NIGHT





The old woman deals the cards out before El Butcho. She studies them for a moment. She looks a bit concerned. El Butcho is now a little spooked and growing impatient.





EL BUTCHO


Well tell me what do they say?





The old woman pulls a last card. The DEATH CARD.





EL BUTCHO


Tell me now. Please!





OLD WOMAN


I am afraid for you. Death touches all who surround you.





EL BUTCHO


Si. I have killed many men.





OLD WOMAN


I see a girl and a man. Friends?





EL BUTCHO


Yes?


OLD WOMAN


I see other men. Enemies? It’s unclear.








INT. ROAD HOUSE - NIGHT





Miranda dries some glasses out behind the bar. 





MIRANDA


We haven’t seen anyone all day. We hardly get any business now days.





1st GRINGO


Are you sure you haven’t seen anyone who goes by the name El Butcho?





MONCHO


That’s what we said.





MIRANDA


What do you want him for anyway?





GRINGO


Just to have a talk with him?





MONCHO


About what?





GRINGO


Listen Spic you’re a little too nosey. Mind your own business.





MONCHO looks a little upset.








EXT. ROADSIDE - NIGHT





The old woman watches as he becomes a little agitated.





EL BUTCHO


This means nothing.


(begins to leave)


You have told me only what I already know.





OLD WOMAN


Wait! The girl and - Your friends are in danger.





El Butcho quickly sits back down.





EL BUTCHO


What danger?





He lights a CIGARILLO.





OLD WOMAN


Two men with guns - quickly you must go. It’s happening now.





EL BUTCHO 





looks up from his cigarillo and begins to speak, but the old woman is gone.





EL BUTCHO


Are you - sure?	





OLD WOMAN (V.O.)


Thou knowest all; but thou cannot see


I trust that thou shall not live in vain,


Know that we shall meet again


In some divine eternity.





El Butcho alone pauses a moment, then quickly turns and heads for the car.








ROADHOUSE - NIGHT





The two gringos hesitate. Slightly frustrated but satisfied they turn to leave. 





1st GRINGO


If you ask me this piece of shit ‘El Butch -O’ is long gone.





2nd GRINGO


Yeah, probably scared shit-less.





Moncho a little drunk cannot contain his rage.





MONCHO


His name is ‘EL BUTCHO’ Not ‘EL BUTCH-OH’! -- and he’s going to kill you and your fucking boss!





The GRINGOS





look at each other funny like and then turn and draw their guns.





1ST GRINGO


Where is he you little Spic!





MONCHO


Fuck you. Gringo!





The three men exchange blasts. 





MIRANDA 





ducks behind the bar. She goes for her shot gun.








Both gringos BLAST Moncho, who has no time to react.





MIRANDA 





now has her shot gun in hand. As she rises from behind the bar she can feel a gun to her head.





The 1st GRINGO has got her covered.





MONCHO is now lying dead. 





1st GRINGO


I wouldn’t if I were you.





Miranda drops the gun and the 1st gringo picks it up.





2nd GRINGO


(looking at Moncho)


I guess you’re the only one who knows where he is now?





MIRANDA


You think I’ll tell you assholes anything!





1st GRINGO


Your Pachuco friend will be back soon. We’ll all wait together.





MIRANDA spits in his (1st gringo) FACE!





MIRANDA


He’s gonna butcher you!





The 1st gringo wipes the spit off and SLAPS her hard, across the face, knocking her unconscious.


 


1st GRINGO


Bitch.


(to 2ND gringo)


Drag that Spic behind the Bar. While I tie this bitch up.








EXT. LONELY PLACE/MOTEL - NIGHT





El Butcho approaches his car and unlocks the door as two THUGS step out of the shadows. 





One puts a pistol in El Butch’s back.





THUG NO. 1


Don’t turn around.





EL BUTCHO


I hardly think I want to with a .44 in my back. Who are you and what do you -





THUG NO. 2


Shut the fuck up Sanchez.





THUG #2 frisks El Butcho for his gun but he is clean. 


THUG NO. 1


Where’s the dinero and the coke?





EL BUTCHO


Dinero? I seem to have left my wallet at the Bar. Nasty habit this drinking -





Thug #2 hits El Butcho hard on his back with the but of his gun.





THUG #2


You think this is a joke you piece of shit. For the last time, where’s the money and coke?





EL BUTCHO


The money’s right here!





EL BUTCHO quickly steps to one side and with a short quick hit takes out THUG #1 with a reverse back kick. 





Thug #1 is knocked breathless.





Then, with one swift movement El Butcho reaches back, grabs THUG #1 and throws him into THUG  #2. They both go sprawling backward momentarily.





Thug #1 is left unconscious.





EL BUTCHO





rolls over the hood of his car and landing on the other side to grab the ‘surprise’ concealed behind the front left wheel. 








As El Butcho grabs the GUN, thug #2 regains his senses.





But EL BUTCHO finds himself staring down thug #2’s gun. 





It’s a stand off!





EL BUTCHO


No, no, no, careful. Careful. Didn’t your mother ever tell you not to play with guns.





THUG NO. 2


Fuck you. You think I won’t shoot?








The thus pulls squeezes the trigger but the gun jams.





EL BUTCHO


(laughing)


You are a funny guy. You really had me going there.





El Butcho takes the gun out of his hand. But behind him thug #1 appears, gun raised and about to blast El Butcho in the back.





A GUITAR CASE





fly’s open. It’s full of GUNS. 





A fury of gun fire erupts as someone BLASTS Thug  #1 with a MAC 10 machine gun.





Raul’s LIPS wet a freshly rolled JOINT as he slowly pulls it out of his mouth.





RAUL


By Jah mon. I told yah it not safe ta travel alone.





RAUL lights the joint.





RAUL


(grinning)


Lucky for you I was ‘ere. Splif?








El Butcho laughs, then turns back to thug #2.





EL BUTCHO


Now I’m sorry but I can’t have you following us. This might hurt a little but -





El Butcho shoots the thug’s leg and he goes down in extreme pain.





THUG NO. 2


Aahhh fuckk!





EL BUTCHO


At least I’m going to let you live amigo. Adios.





RAUL throws his guitar case in El Butcho’s car and they get in.





EL BUTCHO


I thought you were just a Mariachi amigo? Were did the guns come from?





RAUL


Yah mon, I already told yah, it not safe to travel alone. Some times a man need a little ‘elp from a few friends.





They drive off leaving the THUG cringing in pain.








EXT./INT. ROADHOUSE - NIGHT








El Butcho and Raul return. They notice another car outside. EL BUTCHO creeps up to the Roadhouse window and looks in. 





Miranda is awake now. Her face is bruised and she is tied up. 





The GRINGOS are playing cards waiting. 





Miranda notices El Butcho at the window. Raul opens his guitar case. Grabs a couple guns and checks the clips.








EL BUTCHO


Are you ready?





RAUL


Yah mon.





EL BUTCHO


I’ll go in first. You back me up.








INT. ROADHOUSE  NIGHT





MIRANDA wiggles her hands trying to get free.





2nd GRINGO


You’re not going anywhere.





MIRANDA


Do you think if he comes back he’ll just walk in and not notice anything.





1st GRINGO


Shut up.





2nd GRINGO


She’s got a point. Maybe we should untie her. Get her behind the bar. Make it look like nothing’s wrong.





1st GRINGO


(untying her)


Ok. But if you try anything…? I swear to fucking God I’ll shoot you.





El Butcho starts to sing as if drunk out of his mind and staggers into the Bar.





EL BUTCHO


When I was a little Cabroncito  I rode my horse like a good vaquero -


(to the gringos)


Pendejos, let me buy you a drink no? What’ll you have?





2nd GRINGO


The bar is closed. Go get drunk some where else. 





EL BUTCHO


Well I guess then it’s closing time.





El Butcho quickly draws his GUN and sticks it in the 2nd gringo’s GUT.





EL BUTCHO


Buena nochas Gringo!





Before anyone knows what’s going on El Butcho BLASTS the gringo’s guts out. 





MIRANDA goes for her gun again. The 1ST gringo opens fire on her, hitting her arm. She drops the shot gun. 





The gringo turns to El Butcho who is already blasting at him. El Butcho’s first shot snags the GRINGO in the shoulder and his arm drops to his side.  





The GRINGO grabs  his shoulder and looks up at El Butcho. 





El Butcho fires a second shot straight into the gringo’s gun hand sending him sprawling backwards grasping his hand in pain. 





El Butcho goes over to Miranda while the gringo slumps in pain.





EL BUTCHO


Are you all right?





MIRANDA


Yes I think so.





RAUL 





walks in with his guitar case in one hand and a gun raised and ready in the other.





RAUL


Holy Moses mon.


(seeing Moncho)


Bombaclot!





El Butcho looks at Moncho’s body behind the Bar, at the 1ST gringo and then at Miranda.








EL BUTCHO


You’re shot -





El Butcho grabs a towel off the bar and wraps Miranda’s arm before turning to the gringo.





EL BUTCHO


(to Miranda)


We’ll take care of that in a minute.


(pause)


Get up. In back. Let’s go.





As El Butcho escorts the gringo to a back room, RAUL opens his case, puts the gun away and pulls a hack saw out. 





RAUL


‘ere time for a little payback!





RAUL tosses the saw to El Butcho, who catches it in mid air.





EL BUTCHO


Now you’re going to see why they call me “El Carnicero”.





Miranda looks at MONCHO’S body and begins to sob. 





SCREAMS from the gringo being tortured emanate from the back room.





MIRANDA continues to sob as the gringo’s cries gradually fade away. 





MIRANDA 





now sitting next to MONCHO’S body - her tears are almost gone.





CUT TO:





A KNIFE digging into flesh.





El Butcho is digging the bullet out of Miranda’s arm. Her other wounds are already dressed and bandaged.





EL BUTCHO


Stop moving or I’ll never get it out.





MIRANDA winces in pain.





MIRANDA


Damn it?





EL BUTCHO


Sorry.





MIRANDA


Were those Poncho’s men?





EL BUTCHO


I doubt it.





El Butcho gets the bullet out.





EL BUTCHO


There.





He lifts the bullet up, examines it, then tosses it into a beer glass.


  


RAUL rolls a joint, lights it and takes a long toke as El Butcho dresses the wound.





EL BUTCHO


Miranda. Believe me. This is not how it was supposed to happen.





Miranda begins to sob again.





MIRANDA


I know.





EL BUTCHO


Today we have both lost a friend, but I swear he will be avenged.





MIRANDA


What do we do now?





EL BUTCHO


You? Nothing I will -





MIRANDA


I want to help. I want to avenge his death too.





EL BUTCHO


No. No. No. Moncho would never want me to put you in any danger.





MIRANDA


But I want to help.





EL BUTCHO


Then stay here. When I kill him I will return.


(concerned)


Besides you’re in no condition to do anything.





El Butcho finishes dressing her wound.





EL BUTCHO


There. Let us rest awhile then we will bury Moncho.





RAUL


Meanwhile I’ll take care of tings ‘round ‘ere.





EL BUTCHO nods.








INT. BACK ROOM - NIGHT





EL BUTCHO and MIRANDA are lying together on the bed. She is still sleeping. 





As She awakes Raul playing a REGGAE TUNE out in the bar.





MIRANDA


What time is it?





EL BUTCHO


Almost dawn. Are you OK?





MIRANDA


I think so.





EL BUTCHO


We must bury Moncho.





MIRANDA


Miguel how did it get this far?








EL BUTCHO


When I told him he didn’t have do this; he said that he wouldn’t miss it for his life. He paid for it with his life. I will take it back.





MIRANDA


Killing Poncho won’t bring him back. It won’t change a thing. He’ll still be dead.





A moment of SILENCE passes.





EL BUTCHO


When I was a little boy, the bigger kids would make fun of me because I wasn’t real Mexican. They’d bully me. Moncho could only stand and watch. One day I’d had enough. I fought back. No one bothered me after that, no one. Then my mother got sick and my father began to drink. It was killing him to see her like that. I was only a boy then and I didn’t understand. When she died, so did he. I saw him destroy himself. When they killed him I stood and watched, helpless like Moncho. I couldn’t save him either.





MIRANDA


Miguel don’t -





EL BUTCHO


If I had been here Moncho would still be alive. He was my only true friend. After they killed my father I killed them. It is a matter of honor. I must avenge his death because I am the only one who can. The only one who cares. Like me - Moncho had nobody. No one cares. 





MIRANDA is almost in tears.





MIRANDA


I care.





She kisses him. It looks like things might get a little steamy.








EL BUTCHO


No Miranda please. I have had many women. None of which I loved. I had them only because I could. I have never been in love. I am not sure of what I am feeling now. That is why I must stop you. You mean more to me then that.





MIRANDA


I understand. 





He strokes her FACE.





EL BUTCHO


Let us say good bye to Moncho.





She smiles.





EL BUTCHO


Raul!





The music stops.








EXT. ROADHOUSE - SUN RISE





A GRAVE


 


newly dug with a crudely made cross. They have buried Moncho out behind the Roadhouse. 





The GUARD DOGS are chewing on raw meat - undoubtedly the remains of the gringos. 





El Butcho, Miranda and Raul stand over Moncho’s grave to say goodbye.


.


EL BUTCHO


Now he will always be near you.





MIRANDA


It all seems so strange, like a dream?





EL BUTCHO


Yes, like a dream.


(blank stare)


When I was out in the woods I saw an old woman. At first I thought I was just drunk, but then I saw her again and again.





RAUL


Yah seen the old woman?





EL BUTCHO


Yes. Do you know her?





RAUL


No mon. They say she just a legend. Or it is thought. Are yah sure yah saw an old woman?





EL BUTCHO


Si. She told me death was all around me. She fore told of Moncho’s death. She kept reciting a poem –





Thou knowest all; but thou cannot see


I trust that thou shall not live in vain,


Know that we shall meet again


In some divine eternity.





MIRANDA


What does it mean?





EL BUTCHO


I’m not sure? But somehow I think everything will be all right.





RAUL


Yah mon. Day say da old woman only comes to dose in need of ‘elp.





EL BUTCHO


To help? Moncho’s dead.





Miranda, Raul and El Butcho stand looking at the grave for a  while.





EL BUTCHO


Now  I must go and kill Merendez. Raul please, will you stay with Miranda? I must do this alone.





RAUL


Yah mon.





They all walk back to the Roadhouse.








 


EXT/INT. CAR -  DAY





El Butcho gets into his car picks up his cell phone and calls Poncho.








INT. PONCHOS ESTATE - MASTER BEDROOM  - DAY





PONCHO wakes up in bed with his girls. 





THE GIRLS 





begin to kiss him all over when the phone RINGS.





He slowly reaches for the phone.





PONCHO


Buenos Dias -This better be good?





EL BUTCHO (IN CAR)


Si Senor Merendez. You know who this is?





PONCHO


(surprised)


You’re still alive. Mis felicitaciones.





He waves the two girls off and they immediately stop kissing him, get up off the bed and exit.





EL BUTCHO


Save your congratulations. First you try to fuck me. Then you send men to kill me. You missed. 





PONCHO


Tell me. Who tried to fuck who Amigo? Three of my men are dead and my best whore --


(pissed off)


Well I’ll be sure not to miss next time.





EL BUTCHO


No no no. You are mistaken Senor. You’re men have caused the death of my friend Moncho. There will be no next time. Now I come for you.








The line goes dead. Poncho seems a little concerned as he hangs up. Shaking his head he still feels confident that El Butcho is not too serious a threat. 





PONCHO


Gato!





GATO enters.





PONCHO


Increase security - and tell the girls to get back here.





Gato nods and leaves. The girls return and get cozy with Poncho on the bed.








EXT./INT. CAR - DAY





El Butcho opens the TRUNK of Moncho’s car.


 


He checks the GUNS, loading CLIPS, preparing for the onslaught to come.





Then gets in and drives off to kill Poncho. 








EXT. PLAYGROUND (Childhood - Dream Sequence) -DAY





Once again little Miguel is in a playground. This time with a new sling shot. As he plays some other kids come over, the bigger kid pushes him to the ground and takes the slingshot. Little Miguel burns with anger. This time he fights back. 





Grabbing a nearby stick, Miguel strikes the kid’s back. The kid goes down and all scatter.Miguel keeps hitting and hitting the boy until his strength is gone. The other kids just stand and watch. Finally Miguel throws aside the stick, retrieves his sling shot and walks away. The kids turn and leave and the big kid is left slain in the playground.








EXT. PONCHOS ESTATE COURTYARD - DAY





PONCHO is in a silk robe enjoying his morning with croissants, O.J. and a cigar . The two GIRLS are with him smoking cigars too. 





VINCENZO GALLAZANNO follows GATO in.





GATO


Vinny is here.





PONCHO


(rising)


Hola Vinny. To what do I owe this pleasure?





The men shake hands.





VINCENZO


Buon giorno.





PONCHO


Croissant?





VINCENZO


No thanks.


(pause)


Poncho. It’s like Dodge down here. The Don is upset.





PONCHO


I have it under control.





VINCENZO


I hope so - for your sake. Don Gagliarti wants it quiet. He sent me here to make sure. And he wants his cocaine.





PONCHO


I told you I’ll take care of it. It’s just this one little Mexican dog. I’ll have your cocaine. I Promise.





VINCENZO


Well this one little Chiwawa has quit a reputation. They don’t call him ‘El Butcho’ for nothing. Besides you’ve already promised –





PONCHO


I’ll put Gato on it - Gato!








VINCENZO


No. The Old Man wants it quiet. Christ’s sake this ain’t the ‘Old West’!





Silence.





VINCENZO


Poncho, why did you try to screw him?





PONCHO


I didn’t – It was those three idiots who messed it all up. If only they hadn’t fucked the job up by trying to screw me! Before I knew it they were all dead -- Sonya too. I didn’t ask for this.





VINCENZO


I sent a couple of men to talk with him. I’m sure when he finds out the Don is involved, he’ll co-operate. Just keep it quite and maybe it will all blow over?





PONCHO


I don’t think so.





VINCENZO


Why do you say that?





PONCHO


He called me this morning.





VINCENZO


Who? Sanchez?





PONCHO


Yes. He said I caused the death of a friend. He’s coming here. Coming for me. 





VINCENZO


Your men are dead. Ours too!





PONCHO


What?





VINCENZO


Never mind. The Don’s not going to be happy. Maybe I’ll send you some men. I’ll have to check with the Don.








VINCE heads for the door. As he leaves he turns back to Poncho.





VINCENZO


But I think you may be on your own on this one.





Vince leaves and PONCHO is left standing alone. 





PONCHO


Shit, Shit, Shit. SHIT!








INT. DON’S OFFICE - DAY





Vince walks into the Don’s office. The DON is sitting at his desk writing.





VINCE


Senor Merendez will need some help. 





THE DON


What do you mean?





VINCE


It seems that this Sanchez man isn’t going to stop until he gets revenge on Merendez.





THE DON


Perche? What did Merendez do besides try to take his money?





VINCE


I’m not sure? Some men killed one of his friends. But I think it was our boys. They haven’t returned yet.





THE DON


I was afraid something like this would happen.





VINCE


Do you want me to send Merendez more men? Or should we deal with Sanchez ourselves.





THE DON


No. If Merendez gets himself killed that’s his problem. This is his war. 








THE DON (con’t)


And if this El Butcho kills him - which he will - saves us the trouble. And with Merendez dead, we can put our own men in. Leave it alone - Vince. I wash my hands of it all. And with Merendez dead, we can put our own men in. Leave it alone - Vince. I wash my hands of it all.





VINCE


I understand.








EXT. PONCHO’S ESTATE – DAY





El Butcho drives up to the estate gate blind with rage. He SCREECHES to a stop, gets out and goes to the rear of the car. Opening the car trunk he removes a few choice weapons and shoves a few  into his belt. 





SNAPPING a clip into his .44  Magnum, El Butcho then BLASTS open the gate and walks in. ARMED GUARDS come out to try to stop him.





GUARD


Stop. No entres aqui! 





El Butcho blasts them out of his way. Other GUARDS rush to attack, they fire at El Butcho.


 


The car EXPLODES in the background. But it is as if El Butcho is an unstoppable mad killing machine. Guards always come out of hiding only to get dusted.


 


EL BUTCHO replaces his clip one final time as he reaches the courtyard.





PONCHO is armed and two Body Guards and Gato stand with him. 





EL BUTCHO walks up to them. Having killed all the guards the shooting has stopped. 





It’s like a ‘quick draw’ scene straight out of a spaghetti western. The men stand a little distance apart ready to draw.








PONCHO


So here you are? It’s ‘El Butcho’ Sanchez, the unstoppable Cabron, come to kill me.





The TWO GUARDS and GATO point their guns at EL BUTCHO.





PONCHO


You think you can kill everybody?





Silence.





PONCHO


Well answer me Goddamn it!





EL BUTCHO


(calmly)


My name is Miguel Alejandro Sanchez. You killed my friend Moncho. Now say your prayers. 





PONCHO


(laughing)


Did you hear that Gato. “Say your prayers” he says –





Gato and the other guards remain tense.





PONCHO


Kill him. Now!





A FURY OF GUNFIRE!


 


When the smoke clears Gato and the two guards lie dead. 





EL BUTCHO stands calmly.





EL BUTCHO


When you’re ready. Senor.





Poncho goes berserk and draws.





PONCHO


Hijos de Putaaa!











El Butcho is the quicker. He raises his gun and blows Poncho away with three or four shots before Poncho has fired even one. 





PONCHO lies bleeding but sill alive.





A deathly stillness is in the air.





EL BUTCHO


Those were for Moncho. These are for me!





EL BUTCHO fires on Poncho - emptying his clip.





Long silence. 











-----------------------------------------(Long  Fade)-------











EXT. ROADHOUSE - DAY





El Butcho, Miranda and Raul stand outside the Roadhouse. 





El Butcho sits in his black Car, ready to leave.





MIRANDA


Miguel where will you go now?





EL BUTCHO


I don’t know. Where ever fate takes me.





MIRANDA


Will you ever come back and see me?





EL BUTCHO


Perhaps when the legend of ‘El Butcho’ has faded. Then I will come back and see you.





MIRANDA


And Moncho too?





EL BUTCHO


 - and Moncho too. And what of our Mariachi nero? What will you do?








RAUL


I tink I stay ‘ere awhile. Miranda and I gonna run de Road’ouse. We gonna call it – Paradise Island Road’ouse. What yah tink?





EL BUTCHO


Fantastico! 





MIRANDA


Adios then, ‘El Butcho’.





RAUL


‘asta luego mon.





EL BUTCHO


Adios.








El Butcho drives off. Miranda and Raul stand watching him for a moment then turn and walk back into the Roadhouse.








EXT. HIGHWAY ROAD - NIGHT





EL BUTCHO is driving along a lonesome desert stretch of highway when he looks at his gas gage and realizes he is low on gas.





EL BUTCHO


Shit. 





El Butcho comes to a gas bar not to far up the road. As he pulls in he sees no one at the pump. Getting out he pumps the gas himself then heads inside to find the clerk.








INT. GAS BAR - NIGHT








EL BUTCHO enters and sees the register open but no one behind the counter.





EL BUTCHO


Hola. Anyone home? I’d like to pay for the gas.








As El Butcho tries to see around the counter a JUNKIE suddenly pops out from behind it SCREAMING like a lunatic.





There is cash all over the floor and the ATTENDANT lies dead. His THROAT SLIT by the junkie who is strung out and violent. 





JUNKIE


Hijos de hamon. Yo matares.








The junkie attacks El Butcho. They struggle as the junkie attempts to stab El Butcho with the knife. 





After they roll around a while, El Butcho manages to hit a blow to the junkie’s balls. 





Instantly the junkie curls into a ball grabbing his nuts.





El Butcho gets up and draws his gun. But the junkie’s pain is only temporary. He gets up, knife ready, to attack again.








EL BUTCHO


Drop it amigo!





The JUNKIE ignores him. 





EL BUTCHO blasts five or six rounds into the junkie. But this only slows him a little, for he is so stoned he barely feels the blasts.





El Butcho continues to fire, finally emptying the clip. The junkie still staggers toward him with the knife raised. 





El Butcho steps back as the junkie finally falls dead before him. A stillness is in the air.








EXT. GAS BAR - NIGHT





EL BUTCHO, 





breaths heavily and walks briskly to his black car, reloads a clip, then gets in and SQUEALS out down the highway. 





The BLACK CAR suddenly SCREECHES to halt. El Butcho is pondering whether to continue on, or go back to the Roadhouse. Finally he speeds off continuing in the opposite direction.





A car pulls into the Gar Bar. Out of it step two guys. A girl fiddles with something in the back seat.





The two guys begin to fill the tank with gas.





1st GUY


Yeah man so you should have seen their faces when I pulled it out. I mean those girls ain’t never seen one that long and fat before I’m sure of it!





2nd GUY


How long did it they take to finish blowing it?





1st GUY


I don’t know about fifteen minutes or so coz’ it was so big man and I mean fucking humungus!





2nd GUY


I’ll bet they sucked that thing back real deep too!





 1st GUY


I guess so man but I tell yeah with those two chicks I really enjoyed a good joint.





The GIRL sticks her head out the back window of the car.





GIRL


If you two are finished talkin’ shit - can we do this?





They finish filling up the car and the 1st GUY puts the hose back. 





1st GUY


Yeah we can do it now. 





2nd GUY


Let’s do it then!





As the GIRL gets out of the rear of the car we see what she was fiddling with – an UZI.





2nd GUY and GIRL


(in unison)


Show time!





The two guys both pull out sawed off shotguns from under their jackets and the three rush into the Gas Bar.








INT. GAS BAR SHOP - NIGHT





As they enter they seemingly find it empty.





GIRL


Where the fuck are they?





1ST GUY


Come out you mother fuckers and give us the cash.





The 1ST guy rushes the counter to find the dead attendant and cash spewed all over the floor. 





1st GUY


What the -- ?





The GIRL rushes to him.





2nd GUY


What? What fuck is it?





1st GUY


He’s dead.





2ND GUY


(nervous)


What do you mean dead?


GIRL


He means dead. D-E-A-D – dead.





1ST GUY


Someone robbed the joint before us?





GIRL


Then why the fuck didn’t they take the cash?





1ST GUY


How should I know?





GIRL


Ok who care’s. Just grab some cash and let’s go!





The JUNKIE pop’s up behind the 2ND GUY plunges his knife into him. The 2ND GUY falls forward with a terrible cry. 





GIRL


Holy shit!





1ST GUY


Mother fucker!





The 1ST guy begins to shoot the junkie. Unloading a few BLASTS from the sawed off shotgun. Meanwhile the GIRL grabs as much cash from the floor as she can. 





GIRL


Let’s get the fuck out of here!





1ST GUY


What about him?





GIRL


Fuck ‘em he’s finished.





The girl pulls the 1ST guy away.





GIRL


Let’s go – now! The cops are bound to be on the way.





They both rush out of the Gas Bar. The SCREECH of tires ring out as they speed away. 





THE 2ND GUY





is left lying in a pool of blood. He twitches for a few moments, then stops, eyes open, he lies still.














----------------------------------------- FADE TO: BLACK----





INT. CAR ON HIGHWAY - NIGHT





A MATCH is struck and then the gentle SEARING of a Cigarillo being lit. 





EL BUTCHO





is puffing on it.





EL BUTCHO (V.O.)


My name is El “Butcho” Sanchez. Fuck with me and you’re dead.








THE END











												

















