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FADE | N:

I NT. BRATT' S DUGQUT - NI GHT

Fire crackles in a crude stove casting light on a squalid
room A wooden board for a door. A slit w ndow set high in
the front wall, shuttered against a how ing w nd.

SUPER: S| ERRA NEVADA MOUNTAI NS, 1850
A doubl e-barrel ed shotgun hangs from a peg.

Rusted m ning tools crowd a corner - shovel, worn picks and
battered panni ng di shes.

At a table sits | SAAC BRATT, m d 30s, gaunt, hunched beneath
a bl anket staring m serably into a bow of gray broth.

He takes the bow in shaking hands and gul ps the contents
down, liquid draining through his beard.

He pulls back, fighting the urge to gag. He turns his sunken
eyes guiltily to a saddle strung fromthe roof.

A faint CLANG fromoutside draws his attention. Hearing no
nore he returns to the broth, steeling hinself to finish

EXT. BRATT' S DUGOUT - GROUNDS - DAY

Deep snow bl ankets a valley. Foothills rise through tinber
to distant nmountains. Bratt's dugout has been cut into a
rise. Afront wall made of | ogs.

Bratt shovels drifted snow froma woodpil e stacked al ong the
wal | . A bl anket drapes his shoulders. H's head swaddl ed in
rags to bl ock the cold.

He wrestles a chunk of firewood fromthe drift, tossing it
onto a | ength of canvas.

Pausing, he sniffs the air, tracing a scent. He turns.

GASPAR, m d 60s, bearded, stands shivering behind him fists
balled at his sides. He's stark naked.

Bratt flails back against the woodpile. He | oses his
footing, scranbling away on all fours. He recovers, grabs a
| unp of firewood, raising it above his head.

BRATT
Stay back



Gaspar's bl oodshot eyes follow the sound, |oose, unfocused.
Bratt stares at the naked stranger, trying to fathom He
waves a hand. Gaspar stares blindly back.

I NT. BRATT'S DUGOUT - DAY

A pot of broth bubbles on the stove.

Gaspar lies on the bed covered by a blanket. His |ips nove,
words | ost before they can form

Bratt watches himfromthe chair, keeping his distance.
The bl anket slips to reveal black, frostbitten toes.

Bratt gingerly reaches over, tugs the cover back into place.

LATER

Bratt wafts a bow of steam ng broth beneath Gaspar's nose.
No response.

He prods him Not hing.

Bratt | eans down, cocking his ear to the old man's nouth to
listen for sign -

THUNK.
Bratt junps back, broth sloshing down his front.

He | ooks down to see the old man's arm has slipped free. H's
fist rests on the dirt floor.

Bratt sniffs his soiled shirt, hurls the bow at the wall.
Crouching, he noves to tuck the arm beneath the bl anket.
Blood trickles from Gaspar's clenched fi st.

Bratt glances to the old man. He tries to pry Gaspar's
fingers apart - they're |locked tight.

He finds a spoon and | evers the fingers open. Sonething
falls from Gasper's hand, rolling under the bed.

Bratt gropes blindly beneath the frame. He feels sonething,
freezes, breath catching in shock



He scoots to the stove, holding his find to the light. It's
covered in Gaspar's blood. He cleans it on his pants and
checks agai n.

In his hand sits a gl eam ng gol d nugget.

He does a slow take on the stricken man. Muth agape.

LATER

Bratt sits at the table, the nugget set before him He lifts
his eyes to the ceiling, closes them as if seeking gui dance
fromon high

A faint CLANG fromoutside. He doesn't seemto hear it.

A rasping breath from Gaspar snaps hi m back

The sound cones again. The old man nmunbl es, incoherent,
becom ng agit at ed.

Bratt | eans over him

BRATT
Want your gold huh? Tell me where,
old man. 1'll fetch it for you

Gaspar tries to speak, his voice a hoarse whisper. He
stretches his bl oody hand towards the door.

Bratt turns to | ook -
Gaspar grabs himby the wist.

GASPAR
Mul a Retinta..

Bratt wests free, rubbing his wist, rattled.

The old man nutters in broken Spani sh.

EXT. BRATT' S DUGOUT - GROUNDS - DAY

Bratt, bundl ed against the cold, shotgun slung, follows
Gaspar's footprints towards the brushline.

EXT. BRUSHLI NE - DAY

Bratt picks his way through a tangle of scrub wood.



A yel | owed, noth-eaten undershirt twists in the breeze,
snagged on a branch.
EXT. BLUFF - DAY

Bratt crests the rise. Gaspar's trail |eads down the other
si de, out across a basin.

He spots a | eather boot at the foot of the slope. A battered
hat rests just beyond.

H s eyes flick along the trail - he frowns.

EXT. BASIN - DAY

Bratt drops to his knees, winded. He drags a buffal o robe
fromthe drifted snow, checks it over, finding nothing.

He | ooks around.
More itenms peek fromthe snow al ongside the trail
Bratt races fromone to another -

He finds a noth-eaten frock coat. A tobacco tin in the
pocket. Enpty, he nobves on.

A canteen - frozen solid. He hurls it away.

He tears open a | eather pouch, gazes crestfallen as a bundle
of frozen jerky falls out.

CLANG
He spins -

A MULE stands two-hundred yards out. Mning tools and a pair
of bul gi ng saddl e bags strung across its back.

Slowmy, Bratt finds his feet, barely able to contain his
excitenment. He creeps forward, hands rai sed.

The Mul e twi tches, nervous.
BRATT
Wah, woah. Easy, girl. Easy. | ain't
gonna hurt you.

He slips off his headgear, sheds the shotgun and bl ankets -
doing all he can to appear |ess inposing.



BRATT
Bueno, am go. Bueno.

The aninmal stonps its feet. A shovel on its pack knocks
agai nst the saddle bags with a dull CLANG The noise sets
the animal to a trot, shovel CLANG NG rhyt hm cally.

Pani cked, Bratt starts after it. He stops - the Mil e already
too far ahead.

He | ooks back at Gaspar's scattered possessions.

I NT. BRATT' S DUGOUT - DAY
Bratt shakes the old man awake.

BRATT
Wake up!

Gaspar opens his eyes, staring blindly into the light. H's
voi ce cracked with thirst.

GASPAR
Sar a?

BRATT
| ain't no Sara.

GASPAR
... Pabl 0?

Bratt rubs his jaw, thinks.

BRATT
Si, ami go. ...Pablo.
Tears well in the old man's eyes, fearful
GASPAR

Se han ido. Todo se fue - Mil a
Retinta. Ella trae | a tornenta.

Bratt sags, not understandi ng.

He presses the nugget into Gaspar's hand. The old man gasps
in recognition. Bratt quickly takes it back.

BRATT
Donde | a gold, am go?

The ol d man shakes his head, deathly afraid.



Bratt taps the nugget against Gaspar's head.

BRATT
You know goddamm wel | what |'m
saying. Ain't a man in the territory
don't know gol d.

GASPAR
No, no-
BRATT
Si, si. Donde |a golda?
GASPAR
La tornmenta. No sigas-
BRATT
The mule - la mula? You understand?

Mul al Burr o-

He snatches up the shovel, braying |like a nule as he raps
t he nugget against the blade in imtation.

The ol d man gasps.

GASPAR
Mula Retinta. Maldital

He snatches blindly at Bratt's coat. Bratt pushes himoff,
paces the room patience worn.

BRATT
You be froze weren't for nmy good
nature. Stone cold dead. Qught to
show sonme damm gratitude.

CLANG.
Bratt rushes to the slit w ndow.

GASPAR
No tengo nula! Ella trae |la nuerte-

BRATT
Shut up!

Sliding back the shutter, Bratt squints out.
Fromthe window, the old man's coat and hat have been

nmount ed on a branch before the dugout |ike a scarecrow. The
mul e stands at a di stance, wary.



BRATT
Call it in.

The ol d man ranbl es, insensible.

BRATT
La nmula, call to her!
Bratt grabs the shotgun fromthe wall, cocks the hamrers.
BRATT

Killed nme one stubborn cuss this week

already. Hell ain't about to get no

war mer .
Gaspar flicks out a hand catching the weapon's strap. They
struggle. Bratt drags the old man fromthe bed. Gaspar
spills onto the dirt floor -

GASPAR
La nul a nal dital

He lets go of the strap sending Bratt crashing into the
table. He lands hard, lets out a how of anger. He pulls a
revolver fromhis belt and wheels on Gaspar.

Gaspar stares through him bleeding froma cut to his head.
Seething, Bratt linps to the door, wenches it open - the
mul e nowhere to be seen

EXT. BRATT' S DUGOUT - GROUNDS - DAY

Bratt, stripped to his shirt, stands wai st deep in a snow
hol e, digging furiously. The shotgun | eans against a tree.

Gaspar |ies naked and shivering on the robe beside the hole.

Bratt pauses to wi pe the sweat fromhis brow. He | ooks over
to see the Mule standing at the dugout's perineter.

Bratt slips out. He collects the shotgun and hurriedly |ines
up the shot. The shotgun BOOWS -

Bratt |inps across the clearing as fast as he can.
The pani cked Mul e canters away, shovel ringing in its wake.
Bratt pulls up, sees blood mxed with the animal's tracks.

But there's sonething el se.



He dips a finger in the bloody snow, holds it up to the
l[ight. It glitters with gold dust.

Bratt hares through the snow |ike a man possessed. The
shovel's CLANG | eading himon |like a siren call.

EXT. RI SE - DAY

Bratt follows the blood trail towards the bluff. The
shovel 's CLANG just over the horizon.

EXT. CREEK CROSSI NG - DAY

Bratt spl ashes across the wash.

The Mule a quarter m|e ahead now. Wnd builds. Muntains
lost to a veil of cloud.

EXT. PRAIRIE - DAY

Bratt hugs the shotgun, head down. Hi s undershirt frozen
with sweat. Exposed skin chaffed raw by biting w nd.
LATER

Bratt |inps through a growng blizzard. Visibility reduced
to fifty yards. He drops the heavy shotgun and | abors on.

Ahead, the Miul e a snudge agai nst the horizon.

LATER STI LL

Bratt pitches face down in the snow, overconme. He sputters,
breath sawi ng through his lungs. He raises his head, flecks
of gold sparkle in his ice-encrusted beard.

The Mul e stands wat ching himthrough the storm

Enraged, he struggles to his feet, draws the revol ver and
fires into the blizzard.

The Mule trots away, bullets m ssing their mark.

EXT. BRUSHLI NE - DAY

A worn boot in the snow A little way on a pair of trousers
heaped beside a trail of footprints.



Ahead, Bratt shuffles up the rise, bare-assed, revolver in
hand, undershirt trailing fromhis bony shoul ders.
EXT. BRATT' S DUGOUT - GROUNDS - DAY

Bratt staggers fromthe brushline, shirtless, in the throes
of hypotherm a, driven by sonme primal inpul se.

The Mul e stands waiting in the clearing.

He raises the gun -

Bratt vani shes from vi ew.

A thin layer of snow shifts to reveal a pair of bl oodshot
eyes. Gaspar blinks up at the heavens, roused by the
shovel's CLANG fading into the distance.

Beside him Bratt lies shivering at the bottom of the snow
hole. Hi s hand frozen around the revolver's grip.

They lie there. Just two men. Naked. Waiting for death.
FADE OUT



