
FADE IN

1. EXT. MAIN STREET OF TOWN-- DAY-- LONG SHOT


 We're in the Old West, and it looks exactly like what 
people would expect. The town is fairly large for its type—
enough there for a saloon, and a general store, and a sheriff, 
and a few horses, etc. A few people might be walking around, but 
not 
many. The atmosphere is not cheery. 


CUT TO:


EXT. GENERAL STORE


A straight-on view of the storefront. It is not prosperous-
looking, but it's tidy. The window is painted with an 
advertisement for patent medicines—Effective Against Consumption 
and 
Female Complaints! Cassie, a teenage girl, reed-thin with 
sandy-blond hair and a well-worn 
dress, not unattractive, sits 
on a rocking chair under the awning.


CLOSE SHOT


On Cassie. She's chewing gum. She looks bored, but the steady 
rocking motion of the chair seems to be allaying her boredom 
enough, for now. She is looking at someone in the distance. 




This someone eventually closes in enough so that his shadow 
falls across Cassie.






CASSIE





(smiling faintly)




It's you, isn't it?


When she doesn't get a response, she seems to get more 
confident.




You can't fool me. You're Shaw. 




You're the Schuylers' man.


CUT TO

2. INT. GENERAL STORE


The door opens, jingling, announcing the entrance of Shaw. He is


medium-built, in his thirties. He is dressed economically, with


a woolen overcoat and a simple flat-brim hat which he removes 
while indoors. The coat is kept buttoned. He is not physically


imposing but he has the air of a man who knows his business.


At the counter is Billy, a boy of twelve. He obviously is


intrigued by Shaw as well, but he keeps his mouth shut.







BILLY



What can I do for you, mister? 


At that moment the door jingles again, admitting Cassie from


outside. She saunters across the back of the store, eyeing


Shaw all the while. Billy looks at her suspiciously.




What you doin' in here, Cassie? 




You pick up those books for Mr. Greer, like




pa told you to?







CASSIE




Mr. Greer don't need no books. He can't read.







BILLY




So you didn't?







CASSIE




(Sighs) I did.


Shaw seems to be a little amused by the girl. Cassie walks up


next to him at the counter, and leans on it. 




So what does Mr. Shaw want?


Billy's eyes widen at the mention of the name. He looks very


irritated with his sister.







BILLY




Shut up, Cassie.







CASSIE




What?







BILLY



I'm gonna get pa.







CASSIE




He's at Mr. Heidelman's. You gonna leave me




alone with Mr. Shaw here while you run and




get him?


Billy is obviously a little overwhelmed with the situation.







CASSIE




What a baby. Why don't you just ask Mr. Shaw




what he wants? He can't just wait here all day




while you muster up the courage to open your mouth.







BILLY




(Tremulously) Mister--







CASSIE




But wait. I just gotta ask him a question




first. 


She turns her attention entirely to Shaw, who still looks


amused by the situation.







BILLY




Cassie--







CASSIE




Mr. Shaw, when do you plan on killing Shane Dodd?


That does it for Billy. He shoots daggers from his eyes at


his sister, then immediately takes off running, out the door.


Shaw does not skip a beat. He turns his head briefly to watch


Billy run out the door, then comes back to Cassie. He leans his 
back against the counter. We get a MEDIUM shot of the two 
figures together, Cassie leaning over the counter in one


direction, Shaw leaning against the counter in the other.







SHAW



Interesting town. Little girls in front of the




general store know everything about everybody.







CASSIE




(Angrily) I'm not a little girl.







SHAW



Apologies. Young lady—you like that better?







CASSIE




My name's Cassie.







SHAW



Okay, Cassie. What makes you think you know




anything about me?







CASSIE




You sayin' Jack Schuyler didn't hire you to kill




Shane Dodd?







SHAW




A girl, going around talking about killing so 




easily—it's not nice. 







CASSIE



It's nicer than going around doing it. 


The door opens again, and Mr. Pope enters. Billy is right behind 
him. Mr. Pope is the store's proprietor. He wears glasses and an 
apron, and looks a 
little too old to be the Billy and Cassie's 
father. 







POPE



Cassie, run out of here.







CASSIE




I wasn't doin' nothin', pa.







POPE



Just run on out like I told you.


Cassie leaves. Mr. Pope's authority is one she obviously 


respects.




Billy, you run along with your sister, now.


Billy does as he's told. When they are gone Pope crosses his


arms and regards Shaw grimly.




I don't make a practice of deciding things based




on rumors. So I'll just ask you straight. Are you




Jack Schuyler's man? Did he hire you? There'll be




no use in lying, because I'll find out easily




enough if you are.


Shaw nods.




Okay, then. I don't have no problems with you, 




sir. Man makes his living best ways he knows how.




But we can't do business. I can't sell nothing to




you, and you can't be in this store, and I can't




invite you to Sunday dinner like a good Christian 



should when a stranger shows up on his porch.




Because John Dodd runs this town, and he runs it like 



the Pharaoh ran Egypt.


Shaw takes a moment to absorb all this, but soon enough he's


smiling good-naturedly.







SHAW




Fair enough. But a man's got to eat. You're telling




me no one's gonna offer me so much as a loaf of 




bread? Not even for good Yankee currency?




 


POPE




That's what I'm telling you.







SHAW




Not even for gold?


Mr. Pope is taken aback momentarily, wondering if Shaw means


what he's saying. But he shakes his head.







POPE




Not even for that.







SHAW




(Sighs) I suppose those ladies I saw leaning through     


their windows over Ms. Whitney's will feel the same 



way about relieving a man of his...other needs.







POPE




I couldn't tell you about that.


Shaw raises his arms in the air in mock surrender.







SHAW




Alright, then. I know when I'm not wanted. It was




nice meeting you...I don't think I ever learned




your name.


He extends his hand. Pope does not respond.




Sweet Jesus. Old man Dodd's really got you




folks scared senseless, don't he? You know what-- 




and mark my words, you can write this down--but 




I'm gonna be gracious. When I do take care of those




Dodds I'm gonna forget that you refused to 




shake my hand just now. I bet the Pharaoh wouldn't 




be half so generous.


Shaw gives Pope a smile and a nod before walking out briskly.











FADE OUT.

3. FADE IN


INT. MS. WHITNEY'S-NIGHT


Standard setup-long panelled bar opposite the doors, with


six or seven round tables scattered about. Wood boards lay


over the dirt floor. The bar is brightly illuminated. Ms.


Whitney's is crowded tonight. The room is dominated, however,


by a group of five particularly rough-looking customers at the


far end, next to the stairs. All the members of this group


look pretty lit up, and they're being rowdy. Most of them


are occupied by a girl, but their leader, Will Montane, is


leaning back on his chair against the wall, alone. Will is


tall, skinny, pockmarks all over his mustached face. His


nose has been busted countless times. He exudes the easy 
confidence of someone used to having his way. 


Raymer, Will's second-in-command, young, cheery, and fairly 


good-looking, speaks while holding a girl in his lap. Morger,


Tait, and Johnson are the remaining members present.







RAYMER



Will, you lean against that wall any 




longer it might collapse on you.







MORGER




(Reaches out to grab a passing girl briefly)




Be a shame, spend the night through sitting in




a chair. With all these pretty little things




walking around.







RAYMER







(Laughs)




Pretty and little ain't quite the words I'd use.


The girl in his lap gets irritated and hits him on the 


shoulder. When she makes a move to get up, he laughs again


and restrains her playfully.







RAYMER







But they don't smell like a pack a' steer sittin'




in the rain. That's good enough for me. (He leans into 


the girl's neck and takes in a deep breath) Mm. That's 


some perfume, darlin'. You tell me what kind it is and




I'll bring you a bottle from Fort Smith, in a couple




weeks.  


This is enough to placate the girl, who settles back into his


lap.







WILL




I don't mess around with whores anymore. Soldiers




have ruined every cat house from the Missouri to




San Francisco. Goddamn soldiers spread disease




faster than brushfire.







MORGER



What the hell would drive a man to join the Union 



Army,anyways? Everybody, waking up at the same damn 



time, wearing the same damn clothes, carrying the same




damn guns, eating the same damn food. Going to




the same damn places, to do the same damn things.







RAYMER



And they bury all of 'em in the same damn grave.







MORGER



Exactly. If I'm gonna stick my neck out, I'll stick




it out for my reasons. Not Abe Lincoln's.







RAYMER



Lincoln ain't the president no more, Morger. 




Someone shot that poor man going on eight years ago.












MORGER




Well, shit. Good riddance. Who's the President,




now?







RAYMER



Ulysses S. Grant.







MORGER



Oh, hell.







WILL




More soldiers from the Union Army, every year.




Putting up forts, buying up land from the Injuns.




It's gonna come down to a fight sooner or later,




between us and them.







RAYMER



Hell, Will, I got all the confidence in the world




in us pokes, but I don't think that'd be much of




a fight.







WILL




Maybe. Maybe not. But it's that, or get conscripted




by the Army of the Potomac, I figure. Ain't 




nothin' in life dear enough to me for that.







MORGER



Hell, no. I'm with you, Will.


Tait and Johnson sound their support as well.







RAYMER



Well, that figures it. We're all gonna die, in




insurrection against Ulysses S. Grant and the Union




Army. Eventually.


Morger, Tait and Johnson bring up this word as a cheer, of


sorts, as they down whatever kind of liquor they happen to


be holding.







TAIT



Eventually.







JOHNSON, MORGER



Eventually!





The doors swing open. 


CLOSE UP


Skinny, the sixth and most diminutive member of the gang,


enters the bar. He goes immediately to report to Will.


MEDIUM SHOT


On the assembled gang. Will has propped his chair off the


wall, and has the full attention of the gang.








WILL




Took you long enough, Skinny.







SKINNY




I had to hunt down them kids. I couldn't find




the girl, though. She's just plum disappeared




for the night. Pope says she does it a lot, don't




mean nothing.


Will considers this information for a moment, before preceding.







WILL



Well, what'd the others have to say?








SKINNY




Not much. Pope said he didn't even give him the




chance to say what he wanted, kicked him out right




away.







WILL



That's not what Heidi saw. She said Shaw was in 




that store for a good ten minutes.







SKINNY




The boy was tending the store when he showed




up. I guess Pope didn't explain for certain how




things work to the kid. But once Pope came, he said




he kicked him out straight aways. But he don't have




no idea where Shaw went, though.







TAIT



Can you believe the nerve of that sonofabitch, 




walking into town in broad daylight trying to get




himself some sugar, or something?







MORGER




What if he'd walked into here? Trying to get




a drink of whiskey? We'd of been up and done with




that bastard tonight!







RAYMER




Hard to believe, that a man could be that stupid.







WILL



We still should've had him. Once Pope realized who it




was, he shoulda come running straight over here, or




to the Sheriff. They could've tailed him while word




got to us.


CLOSE UP


Raymer looks at Will with slightly pursed lips for a moment.







RAYMER




The boss said wait 'til Lundy shows up, before




we deal with Shaw, Will.








MORGER



Aw, hell, we don't need that fat bastard to take




care a' one guy!






There is some argument between all but Raymer and Will for a few 
seconds. Will ends it authoritatively.







WILL




Shut up!


Silence.




Raymer's right. Boss says wait 'til Lundy comes, so




we'll wait. But if this idiot Shaw should happen to




just walk into sight while we're oiling our pistols,






well...no one can complain about that, right?


Hoots of assent. Will relaxes, and as he speaks slowly pushes


himself back against the wall.




But tonight, there's nothing to do. Boss is gone,




won't be in town for a few days, yet. Lundy's still




a day's ride or two away. Shaw's shivering out




on the prairie somewhere. Six weeks of pushing




steer on the grass. Nothing to do tonight but




enjoy ourselves.







TAIT




You ain't enjoying yourself half as much as you




could be, Will.








WILL




I already told you, no whores for Will Montane. No 



ordinary ones, at least. But occasionally I will come




across a woman whose reputation is above suspicion...




Ms. Whitney! 


His call brings Ms. Whitney from the kitchen into the bar room.  


Ms. Whitney is a woman of middle age, still fetching in a 


hard-edged, haughty way. She is dressed plainly, and exudes


a confidence of her own. 







MS. WHITNEY




What is it, Will? I'm busy back there.







WILL




Where's Kathy tonight, Ms. Whitney?







MS. WHITNEY




Katherine will not be making an appearance. She




keeps to herself for a few days before Shane comes




to town. You know that, Will.







RAYMER



Hell of a damn shame, too. Kathy's face is usually




the only thing that indicates I'm really in a




whorehouse, and not a cattle barn, around here.


The girl hits him angrily again, and he immediately goes into


make-up mode.

4. CUT TO


EXT. REAR OF MS. WHITNEY'S LONG SHOT


Ms. Whitney's is set off from other buildings by twenty or


thirty yards. It is very dark behind the building, with most


of the scant light provided by the two upper-level windows. A


tree extends close to one of the windows. Various shrubs line


the back yard of the building. We hear a background of


loud celebration and piano music from inside the bar, and a 


sharp wind picking up. 


Shaw is standing among the shrubs, about twenty feet directly


away from the window.


MEDIUM SHOT


Shaw looks miserable and cold. He is rubbing his hands 


together and blowing into them. He is looking up at the window, 


seemingly considering his options. Finally, he shrugs and


leans over to pick up a rock, which he throws. It hits near


the window with a dull thud. Shaw retreats into the shrubs


immediately. A long moment passes, and nothing happens.


CLOSE UP on Shaw.






SHAW



(Undertone) Jesus Christ.


Shaw gets up and throws another rock. He ducks down. Nothing


happens. He gets up, throws another rock, doesn't duck. Then


another. Then another, growing increasingly frustrated. His last 
one crashes a small hole through the window.






SHAW



Jesus Christ!


He dives deep into the shrubs.


After a short moment, Katherine Engels opens the window and


peers out. She is a quite beautiful woman in her early


thirties, dressed much better than you would think someone 


living in a whore house would dress. She is from the East


originally, and even while spending half of her life in the


untamed west has steadfastly resisted change to her 


Philadelphia dialect.






KATHERINE




Ms. Whitney, you better come in here.





MEDIUM SHOT KATHERINE's POV


Shaw jumps up and starts waving his arms and shaking his head.


Katherine immediately sees him, but it takes a moment to 


register. When she recognizes him she is completely shocked.


Her arms drop to her sides, and her mouth hangs open. But all


of this takes just a moment, and then she recovers. She now


smiles and crosses her arms, her gaze fixed on Shaw.






KATHERINE




On second thought Ms. Whitney, don't bother.




Shaw stops waving and shaking. He offers a timid return of


Katherine's smile.


Katherine turns to look back into her room briefly.






KATHERINE



What, Ms. Whitney? Mr. Dodd's men are here? And




they're suspicious? They want to search the shrubs?




What in God's name for?


Shaw begins his waving and shaking again, twice as frenzied.


He ducks into the shrubs again.


Katherine looks back to see that Shaw has disappeared again.


She leans forward with her elbows resting against the sill,


extending her upper body out of the window and down towards the


ground.






KATHERINE




(Speaking in a half-whisper)




Would you get out of there, Arthur?


No response.




Arthur, I was kidding. 


Shaw slowly rises from the shrubbery (where he has rather


masterfully hidden himself, it must be said). He checks in all


directions, and then walks right up below the window.






KATHERINE




(Leaning down even closer)




I must be quite the actress. Four little sentences,




and I send the most dangerous man in Oklahoma 




jumping into a bush to save his life.






SHAW



(Half-whispering, too)




I hope you got in some great acting practice out




of endangering my skin. And it's the most dangerous




man west of the Mississippi.






KATHERINE




I've never heard you referred to in that capacity.




Besides, I thought Black Bart was the most dangerous




man west of the Mississippi.






SHAW



Ah, who cares? Look, Kathy, send me down a rope, or  



some bedsheets, will you? We need to talk.






KATHERINE




You know, I wasn't lying when I said Dodd's men




are here tonight. They're just downstairs.






SHAW



Lock the door. They won't mess with you. You're Shane




Dodd's girl.


Katherine suppresses an angered reaction to this comment.






KATHERINE




I'm thirty one, which disqualifies me from being




referred to as a 'girl.' And I'm not Shane Dodd's




anything, or anyone else's. 






SHAW



Okay, okay. Just let me up, will you?






KATHERINE




This is a familiar situation. Do you remember?






SHAW



Jesus, Kathy!






KATHERINE




The circumstances under which you have decided




to renew our acquaintance lead me to believe you




must want to do it, really, deep down.






SHAW



Jesus, Kathy! Okay, fine, fine. I don't care, I'd




do an Irish jig to get out of this cold. Uh, let




me think...what was it...uh, Romeo, Romeo, wherefore




art thou--






KATHERINE




That's my part. You're Romeo.


The wind howls. 






SHAW



Six years. You expect me to remember this




nonsense for six years.


Katherine just looks down expectantly. Shaw gives her one


even, solid look before beginning, in earnest.






SHAW




But soft. What light through yonder window breaks.




It is the East, and Juliet is the sun. Arise, fair




sun, and kill the envious moon. Who is already sick




and pale with grief...


His delivery is flat and annoyed. But it's the fact that he 

knows that's important. Katherine suppresses a laugh in delight. 
She ducks out of the window, as Shaw continues. Moments later, a 
cunningly crafted rope ladder is thrown out the window.






SHAW




Well, don't that beat all. You've been waiting for




me.



FADE OUT

5. FADE IN


Medium shot of Cassie, hidden behind a tree. We get a LONG SHOT


from Cassie's POV of Shaw ascending the ladder.


FADE OUT


