            A VISIT TO THE GENERAL STORE
            EXT. GENERAL STORE - AFTERNOON
            The RAIN is pouring down on this old western street.

                                                                 CUT TO:
            INT. GENERAL STORE -AFTERNOON
            HOBART, the middle-aged general store OWNER stands behind the

            counter, dusting.
            His friend SAM, retired ladies’ corset salesman, stands

            nearby, in mid-conversation.
                                SAM

                      --and so I says to him “You couldn’t have

                      drawed the ace of hearts.  I folded the

                      ace when I went out.  And so he says to

                      me--and this is really good --
            DING!  ---The sound of the old-fashioned BELL over the DOOR

            interrupts them.   A CUSTOMER has arrived.  They look up to

            see --
            THE STRANGER.
            Tall, imposing, confident.  With eyes that have seen it all.  
            Then, the Stranger approaches them.  The only noise, the RAIN

            outside ... and the JANGLE of the Stranger’s SPURS on the

            wooden floor.
            The Stranger never smiles.  He’s all business.
                                HOBART

                      Afternoon.
                                STRANGER

                      Afternoon.
            The Stranger glances around the general store.
                                HOBART 

                      ..Help you?
                                STRANGER

                      Yeah.  I’m lookin’ for

                      somethin’....specific.
                                HOBART

                      This here’s a “general” store, mister.  I

                      can help ya with somethin’ if it’s

                      “general.”  “Specific’s”....a little

                      ....outta my line.
            Sensing the Stranger’s not a guy to be trifled with, Sam

            butts in quickly.
                                SAM

                      Come on, Hobart! You wanna loose a good

                      customer?  (to the stranger) Sorry,

                      stranger.  You got to excuse Hobart.

                      Sometimes, for a general store owner, he

                      got no bedside manner.
            Sam gives Hobart a look, glaring at him.
                                HOBART

                      All right, all right!  Sorry.  --You said

                      you want somethin’ “specific”.  What spe

                      cif-ically are you lookin’ for?
                                STRANGER

                      I need me a gimmick.
                                HOBART

                      A gim -ick?
                                STRANGER

                      A gimmick.  …For my line of work.
            Beat.
                                SAM

                      And what line... might that be, stranger?
                                STRANGER

                      Bounty hunter.
            The stranger SPITS some chewed tobacco into the spittoon as

            punctuation.  Hobart & Sam are a little nervous now.
                                STRANGER (CONT’D)

                      See, I got it figured this way.  Most

                      successful bounty hunters have a gimmick. 

                      You know, something that makes ‘em stand

                      out from the crowd.
            Hobart and Sam just stare.
                               STRANGER (CONT’D)

                      This one guy I know from San Francisco

                      dresses all in black.  Has a little

                      derringer hidden in his sleeve. Uses a

                      chess piece as his calling card.
                                HOBART

                      Sounds like three gimmicks to me.
                                SAM

                      Let the man talk.
                                STRANGER (CONT'D)

                      Another bounty hunter I know.... has a

                      special shotgun -- with the barrel sawed

                      almost clean off. 
                                SAM

                      Yeah.  Yeah!  I see what you mean!  I

                      heard of them guys!
                                STRANGER

                      Sure ya have.  And you know why?
                                SAM 

                      Uh...because....they.. have a gimmick?
            The Stranger just nods.  Spits another wad of tobacco.
                                HOBART

                      What about that other guy who has a

                      gimmick?!  Rides a white horse.  Also, he

                      wears a mask and travels around with an

                      Indian compan--
                                STRANGER

                          (cold)

                      I ain’t wearin’ no mask.
                                HOBART

                          (backing off fast)

                      Okay, okay!
                                SAM

                      My friend didn’t mean nuthin’ by it,

                      stranger.  No need to get riled up.
                                STRANGER

                      Just ain’t wearin’ no mask, is all.
            The old grandfather CLOCK on the wall TICKS off a few

            seconds.
                                HOBART

                          (thinks)

                      Gimmick, huh?
            Sam & Hobart glance around the store, looking for a suitable

            gimmick.  Sam sees a LARIAT hanging up for sale.
                                SAM (CONT'D)

                       How about....a rope?
                                STRANGER

                      Nope.  Knew a guy who twirled a rope

                      once.
                                SAM

                      Yeah?
                                STRANGER (CONT'D)

                      --Also wore ...(disdainfully) sequins on
                      his shirt.
                                SAM

                      Sure.  Okay.  No rope.  Forget the rope.  

                      No sequins.  How about....silver spurs?
                                STRANGER

                      Too subtle.
                                HOBART

                      A bullwhip?
                                STRANGER

                      Knew a guy from Indiana, used a bullwhip. 

                      ... Too showy.
                                HOBART

                      What about...a guitar?
                                SAM

                      Yeah!  A guitar!  You know.  You shoot,

                      you ride, then you sing a song at night

                      by the campfire---
                                STRANGER

                          (eyes narrowed)

                      You funnin’ with me?
                                HOBART

                      Me?!  No!  Honest!  Just tryin’ to help!
                                SAM

                      Listen Mister....maybe you’re-- you’re

                      too late!  Ever think of that?!  Maybe

                      all the good gimmicks.....are already

                      taken!
            The stranger stares into space, thinking about this.  What if

            he’s right?  
                                HOBART

                      Say.  What’s your name, anyway?
                                STRANGER

                      Name’s Bob.
                                SAM

                      Bob??!
            Hobart & Sam exchange a glance.
                                HOBART

                      Don’t take this the wrong way, mister --

                      but most bounty hunters have names like

                      “Josh”.... or, or--- “Brett”. 
                                HOBART (CONT'D)

                      He’s right, mister.  “Bob’s” not the best

                      name for a bounty hunter.
            The Stranger bristles, his hand dropping next to his COLT

            .45.
                                STRANGER

                      You think I don’t know that?!
            A tense moment.   They’ve really offended him. 
            The clock TICKS loudly.
            EXTREME CLOSE UP:  THE STRANGER’S EYES
            They blaze.  He could DRAW at any time now.
                                SAM

                      Wait a minute!  Wait a minute! That’s IT!

                      That’s your gimmick!
                                STRANGER

                      What are you sayin’?
                                SAM

                      I’m sayin’... you don’t have a name! 

                      That’s your gimmick!
            The Stranger’s eyes narrow.  He’s not convinced.
                                STRANGER

                      No name?  What the hell kind of a gimmick is that?
                                SAM (CONT’D)

                      Picture it.  You ride into town...you

                      take care of your bounty business.  And

                      then...as you ride off into the sunset

                      the next day, the townspeople go: “Who

                      was that mysterious stranger?!”  And

                      someone else says:  “You mean you don’t

                      know who that was?!  Why, that...was ‘The
                      Man With No Name.’”
            Beat.
                                STRANGER

                          (considering this)

                      “The Man ... With No Name.”
            Another long pause.    Finally ---
                                STRANGER (CONT’D)

                      I like it.
            Whew.  Hobart & Sam exchange a glance, greatly relieved.
                                STRANGER (CONT’D)

                      How much do I owe ya?
                                HOBART

                      Er, no charge!  Take it with our

                      compliments!
                                STRANGER

                      …I don’t know.  Don’t rightly seem fair to me

                      --gettin’ somethin’ for nuthin’.
            At that moment,  a loud BOOM of THUNDER.  It’s

            still pouring outside --
                                STRANGER (CONT’D)

                      Tell you what.  How much is that Mexican

                      blanket over there?
                                HOBART

                      Six bits.
                                STRANGER

                      I’ll take it.
            Hobart hands the Stranger the BLANKET, as the Stranger flips

            some COINS on the counter.
                                STRANGER (CONT’D)

                      Much obliged. 
            The Stranger turns, saunters over to the DOORWAY.  Sees the

            rain.  He WRAPS the Mexican blanket over his shoulders like a

            poncho, pulls his his cowboy hat a little lower.... and

            lights a slim cheroot.   Blows out the single match.
            Finally, he turns back to Hobart & Sam.
                                STRANGER (CONT’D)

                      Well.    See ya.
                                HOBART & SAM

                      See ya!
            The Stranger opens the door, and disappears into the wind and

            rain.   DING!  The door SLAMS shut.
            He’s gone.    Then ---
                                HOBART & SAM (CONT’D)

                      “The Man With No Name!”
            They suddenly burst out LAUGHING.
                                HOBART

                      ---I can’t believe he bought that!  
                                SAM

                      ---And did you see what he was wearing? 

                      A Mexican blanket!!
                                HOBART

                      Some bounty hunter he is!  He’ll be lucky

                      if he ever earns a fistful of dollars! 
            And as they continue their laughter, we begin to PULL

            BACK...and BACK....moving OUT OF THE STORE.
                                HOBART

                      Yeah.  “The Man With No Name!”  Ooooh,

                      I’m SO scared...

                                SAM

                      Anyway, where was I?   Oh yeah.  So this guy folds

                      The ace of hearts, see, and ---
            And perhaps as LEAVE the STORE… we hear a few notes of a well-known 
            melody by Ennio Morricone….. 
            END.

