QUTPOST 22
(A Tall Tale)
Witten by
Timothy O Riley

FULL SHOT -- CLOSE UP
Bright red paint on some sort of textured surface.
PULL BACK TO REVEAL - -

A |l arge, beautifully painted buffalo hide, depicting the
bucolic bounty of the western plains rendered in Indian
representational style, is stretched and nmounted on a bone
frame -- inside an enpty tepee.

A bitter wind batters the tepee's interior.

A.O -- (Beautiful, ethereal, echoic, unreal -- an eerie
chorus of Apache chanters sings a Ghost Song.)

The wi nd continues its assault.
The i mage |ingers.
TO BLACK:

Al is suddenly dark and silent but the fadi ng haunti ng ghost
song.

FADE I N --

A sparkling stream burbl es past, nestled in a foothill
| andscape.

lts waters ever-so-slowly becone streaked with veinous strings
of blood. Mre and nore blood mngles within the rivulet.

A.O -- (A disturbing, denonic, guttural mantra -- the song
of the Shadow Warrior -- replaces the haunted strains of the
| ndi an Ghost Song. Denon druns punctuate the sinister

mur mur i ng) .

| NSERT OVER - -

In 1864 King Wol sey, a promnent citizen out of Prescott
Arizona and a contingent of fellow citizens, requested a
neeting with the chiefs of the greater Apache tribes. Eleven
chi efs responded and cane out of the nmountains with their
nost cel ebrated braves to talk.
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After all were seated, Wol sey signaled his nen to kill every
| ndi an possible. So many were killed that day, the stream
where the engagenent took place ran red with the bl ood of

t hose who died -- thus, the nmassacre of "Bl oody Tanks"
commenced the | ongest, nost ferocious and bl oody of all the
Indian wars. It was a horrifying precursor of things to
cone.

FADE TO BLACK:
| NSERT - -
"The only good Indians | ever saw were dead."

-- Ceneral Phillip Henry Sheridan, 1869

| NSERT TI TLE -- OUTPOST 22
FADE TO BLACK:

A.O -- Amn's voice, giving a speech of sone kind, shouts
froma distance.

FADE IN -- FULL SHOT

EXT. THE AMERI CAN FLAG OF 1879 -- AFTERNOON
It undul ates, captured in a warm June breeze.
ANGLE DOMWN TO REVEAL - -

The cerenonies for the West Point graduating class of 1879
are wi ndi ng down.

In the distance, the acadeny's superintendent is giving the
cl osing address froma podiumand gallery built on the main
st eps.

He is flanked by a contingent of pluned-hatted officers and
a throng of inportant-|looking dignitaries.

FULL SHOT -- CLOSE UP -- A GOLD AND RUBY CLASS CUFFLI NK, ON
A UNI FORM

(I'nscribed: 1879)
TRACKI NG - -

The cadets' stone-like faces reflect the gravity of the
cer enony.

FAVORI NG TWO CADETS - -

They pass a silver flask of schnapps back and forth, oblivious
to the proceedings.
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Scene Note -- (It is the first time we see the protagonists,
Victor and Charles, displaying their insubordinate natures).

W DE SHOT - -

The Commander's commencenent speech, barely audi bl e, echoes
out over the open quad.

FULL SHOT -- THE COMVANDI NG OFFI CER

SUPERI NTENDENT

(speechi fying)
... Sone of you, no doubt, will build
careers behind a desk. Sone of you
wi |l becone gifted authors,
strategists, thinkers-in-arns.

(joking, smling)
Yet others of you will becone
cel ebrated bean counters..

The anxi ous cadets chuckle and there are whistl es.

SUPERI NTENDENT ( CONT' D)
(serious)
But, there are sonme of you, a snal
portion of you, who shall do great
t hi ngs, who shall fight the glorious
fight, |eading those under you into

hi st ory!
The Cadets respond with a cheer.

SUPERI NTENDENT ( CONT' D)
(St eps back and sal utes

t he cl ass)
| salute you class of '79 -- officers
all. My destiny and the Lord be

your gui de.
He doffs his crinmson-pluned hat.
SUPERI NTENDENT ( CONT' D)
Thus, | give you cheers and the best
of luck to all of you.
The entire class rises to their feet.

SUPERI NTENDENT ( CONT' D)
HUZZAH! !'!

The class returns his call with a roar.
The O ficer returns.

SUPERI NTENDENT ( CONT' D)
HUZZAH! !'!



The cadets roar again.
On the third cheer, the cadets let fly their caps.
SLOW MO THE CAPS FLOAT I NTO A BRI GHT AZURE SKY
PAN -- THE CAMERA DRI FTS | NTO THE SUN S BLAZI NG BALL
DI SSOLVE TO
I NT. A SMOKE- CHOKED PUB -- EVEN NG

The sun's fire has norphed into a gas cigar lighter. The
fl ame escapes fromthe torch held in a small bronze nude's
outstretched arns.

PULL BACK - -

A cadet-graduate puffs on a cigar, rolling the fat stogie in
the fl ane.

SLOW SVEEP - -

The place is wall-to-wall drunken cadet-graduates,
boi sterously cel ebrating graduati on.

ZOOM - - FAVORI NG OUR TWO CADETS - -

Victor and his best friend Charles sit with others of their
class at a large table against a back wall.

Swigging ale and rum they drink to their freedomand to
what the future may bring.

Character Note -- (Charles Van Deere has been friends with
Victor since early childhood. He is a sly, cynical, dissolute
young man. He is a quick rake with the | adies and fancies
hinself an intellectual elitist. Charles was not nuch for
acadeny life and was witten up nore than anyone in his class
who was allowed to graduate. It certainly didn't hurt that

he cane froman old-rich, New York Dutch famly. He was

never above sliding by on his tall, blond good | ooks and/or
exploiting his famly's powerful name to get ahead).

Character Note -- (Victor Harvey 1V, son of New York Senat or
Victor Harvey |11, has an artist's heart and an artist's
mnd, not at all suited to a reginented, upper-crust mlitary
life. Hi s dad graduated third in his class at West Point.
H's father's father had cone in second in his class the second
year of West Point's existence. He had a brother who was a
Captain in the Navy. To say Victor's dismal show ng of 150th
out of a class of 164 did not make points with his famly,
especially his father, is putting it mldly. On top of that,
Victor was a card-carrying nenber of the Indian Managenent

Ref orm Movenent, which irritated his hard-1ine Senator father
to distraction.)
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Charl es | eans out, grabs a conely barmaid and sets her on
his lap, spilling her tray of ale over Victor's head.

The table of graduates fall about, |aughing.
She snickers and throws hima snmall towel.

The barkeep fills stein after stein with sudsy ale from brass
"tappers" styled like horse's heads.

A huge oil painting of a nude Asian beauty adorns the wall
behi nd t he snoky bar.

A tiny stage curtain opens up and two cute, scantily clad
raven-haired tarts performan insipid |ove song -- acconpani ed
by an out-of-tune parlor piano and a sickly sweet violin.

Their Song -- The shy little finch comes out of the rain and
flavors the air with the sweetest refrain

She snuggl es against my white swollen breasts and between ny
deep cl eavage she builds her a nest. (And so on)

The testosterone-fuel ed pub breaks out in whistles and how s.
FAVORI NG -- CHARLES AND VI CTOR

The barmai d agreeably plants a thick wet kiss on Charles
lips -- then | eans over and does the sanme to the still-
dri pping Victor.

BARVAI D
(giggling, to Victor,
inathick Irish
accent)
You're a sweet one, ain't ya. Wy
don't you and your blond friend cone
"round | ater?

Victor smrks at her
Charles is all for the plan.
CHARLES
(not alittle tipsy)

Sounds good to ne, darling. WII
you bring some of your friends? CQur

little party needs expanding... N est-
ce pas? Conprenons, non petite
cherie?

BARMAI D

(dripping with

sal esmanshi p)
Oh, yeah, | gots lots of pretty,
willing friends. They'd like you
t wo.



CHARLES
Better and better. Throw in sone
opi um perhaps sone absinthe, | wll

supply the greenbacks and we have a
deal then, yes?

Charl es takes a pouch fromhis waistcoat. It is stuffed
with $20 gol d pieces.

The barmaid's eyes widen as Charles hands her two gol den
coi ns.

CHARLES ( CONT' D)
A down- paynent then

She | ooks at his dianond and ruby ring, flashing in the
| anpl i ght .

CLCSE UP - -
It twi nkles in her conniving eyes.

The bar manager | ooks over at the bartering pair, yelling at
hi s coquettish enpl oyee.

BAR MANAGER
(bar ki ng)
Li za! Wore your ass on your own
time! Get back to work!

The whol e bar erupts in laughter and catcalls.
The barmaid smles at the two Cadets.

BARVAI D
So, will | see you handsone gentl enen
| ater, then?

The two nod and snil e.

BARMAI D ( CONT' D)
(faux-denurely)
Meet ne at Madam Peal's, down at the
end of Ham lton Street.
(sarcastically)
I'msure you two fine gents know
where to find it.

They bot h nod.

CHARLES
(chuckling | ooki ng at
Vi ctor)
Everyone knows that barnyard.

She slides out of Charles's |ap and, straightening herself,
denurely retrieves her tray.
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She returns to the bar -- whereupon, the barkeep i medi ately
fills her tray with fresh flagons of ale.

Victor | ooks at Charles in faux-disgust.

VI CTOR
(chuckling, to Charles)
You are Beel zebub, Charles. Opiunf
I sn't whoring scandal ous enough for
you?

CHARLES
(throw ng up his hands,
| aughi ng)
VWhat is this | hear? You' re an
Oficer, aren't you? Tine to act
i ke one.

He grabs his drink.
CHARLES ( CONT' D)
Real |y, you're a boor at tines,
Vi ctor.

He downs his nug of rum and sl aps the vessel down on the
wooden tabl et op.

A friend of our protagonists, Langsley, |eans across the
t abl e.

LANGSLEY
(in a low voice)
You two |ads up for a third party
joining in?
(grinning)
Seens |ike there's enough to go
' round

Charl es slaps his mate on the shoul der.

CHARLES
(loudly, | aughing)
Surely, Langsley. | know the al

tarts can't wait to get an eye of
your spotty runp.

The table of fresh officers fall over thensel ves | aughing.
Langsl ey takes a good-natured sw pe at Charl es.

Vi ctor shakes the residual ale fromhis shoul der-1ength | ocks,
sprayi ng sheets of it over his conpanions.

VI CTOR
(1 aughi ng)
| could do without that inmage bouncing
around in ny head.
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The barmaid is hard at work behind the intricate cherry-wood,
bar .

Vi ctor | ooks over at her.

She is lovely through the brume of tobacco snoke.

He | ooks at her cl eavage.

She sm | es.

He sm | es back, continuing to stare at her anple ivory bosom

FULL SHOT -- HER CLEAVAGE

DI SSOLVE TGO
| NT. A ROOM -- EVEN NG
A FOLD IN A SMOOTH, WHI TE, SILK, CURTAIN - -
A.O -- (The sounds of sex, laughter -- a tiny gathering of

i bertines).
PAN TO -- THE CRI MSON VELVET DECOR OF THE ROOM
FAVORI NG CHARLES

Charles is having sex wth the bar-wench tart on a beautiful
expansi ve bed.

A hal f-dressed Victor is sharing a hookah and absinthe with
a sweet-faced whore. She strokes his nenber with her foot,
hi dden under the Turkish side-table.

Langsl ey has passed out with another trollop -- both naked
and lost within the plush scarlet cushions of a | ove seat.

Victor looks into his consort's |ovely eyes.
She smles at him-- alnost coyly.

Meanwhi | e, Charles and his lady are clinmaxing in the corner.

CHARLES
(ecstatic)
God! | love you... Nasty bitch, nasty

bitch.
They both collapse in a sweaty, giggling heap.

Victor's whore takes his face gently in her hands and
soul fully kisses him



VI CTOR S WHORE
(wth a French accent)
You are a |lovely boy, no? Aren't
you | ovely.

VI CTOR
(sniggering, slurry)
You're mstaken. |I'ma rotten boy --

Rotten as they cone.

She smles at himknow ngly, as they share a gl ass of
absi nt he.

VI CTOR S WHORE
So, cherie, are you going off to be
a warrior now? That is such a
tragedy, such a nice face to waste
and such a beautiful mane of hair.

Suddenly --

Her voice becones surrealistic, echoic. The drugs are taking
hol d of his faculties and warping his perceptions.

VI CTOR' S WHORE ( CONT' D)
woul d hate to see it hanging on an

I
Injun's trophy belt. Such a tragedy
t hat woul d be...eee...be...eee..

AUDI O Note -- (Her voice trails of into an electronic wash).

Victor is stuporous fromall the opium and absinthe ingestion,
and drifts into an enchant nent.

The tart's face suddenly begi ns norphi ng between cartoon
creat ure- heads and her own.

Vi ctor eyes droop, as he drunkenly grins at the hallucination.

Her face fades altogether, into a fornm ess mass and then
into a nightmari sh coyote-creature.

Victor's Absinthe Dream --
And, just as suddenly, the whore appears to himas an
astoni shingly beautiful Indian Princess, festooned in gold,
silver and turquoi se.
DREAM PRI NCESS
(in a soft, etherea
whi sper)
Nkééz, nkééz.

Victor's eyes start to drift up into his head.

He tries to focus on the strange apparition.
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VI CTOR
(slurring)
You're beautiful, my darling. A
beauti ful vision.
DREAM PRI NCESS
(i nsisting)
Nkééz, nkééz.
As the hallucinations take firmhold of his senses --

The ceiling floats away and she shows hima stream cascading
fromthe sky.

CLOSE UP -- VICTOR S FACE

H s eyes widen, his face fills with amazenent.
Then -- His features clench in horror.

REVERSE ANGLE - -

The Maiden's eyes turn to pools of pus and bl ood, streaking
her features in a nockery of her beauty.

The streamfills and then spills blood, bone, viscera,
everywhere. It washes the enpty roomin an horrific inage
t hat surrounds himand the ghostly apparition.
DREAM PRI NCESS ( CONT' D)
(scream ng i n agony)
Nkééz, nkééz! Dh'nkééz!
CUT TO

EXT. A SOLI TARY MESA, IN A NI GHTMARE, DALI ESQUE, DESERT - -
EVENI NG

A | one bonfire burns upon the nesa's edge.

Victor finds hinself surrounded by the fierce shadows of

I ndian warrior spirits. The vision is transcendent, beautiful
and terrifying.

They dance around him | eaping high over his head.

They fly through the air |ike manic acrobats.

Their faces are all shadows, unforned, disturbing.

Victor is staked and tethered to the ground with | eather
bi ndi ngs.

They chant in a nonstrous sing-song nmantra.

Victor tries to make out features, but they change from
vaguel y animal to vaguely human.
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Their chant beconmes deeper, nore intricate, contrapuntal,
mesmeri zi ng.

They renove | ong daggers fromtheir sheaths, cutting away
his undershirt.

Victor | ooks into one of their anorphous faces.
One appears to himas his French whore, she softly speaks:
DREAM WHORE
Cherie, they must do this to you so
you may enter the sacred ground --
wi t hout shame... It may hurt sone.

The phantomwarriors thrust their blades deep into Victor's
chest, solar plexus and stonach.

Hi s neck violently arches, as he screans out in utter pain.
CUT TGO

| NT. THE ROOM AT THE BROTHEL -- MORNI NG

CLOSE UP -- VICTOR S FACE

Victor is jolted awake by sone serious-looking mlitary
pol i ce.

He | ooks over to his friend Charles, who is being shackled
and led fromthe room

VI CTOR
Charl es! What's this!?

He | ooks to Langley who is naked and sl unped over the |ove
seat face down -- a large pool of dark bl ood surrounds him

CLOSE UP -- LANGLEY' S FACE

Langl ey's death-mask face is white, his eyes staring in
opposite directions -- his throat cut to the bone.

A whore stands over the body, crying.

VI CTOR S WHORE
(plaintively)
r
i

He tried to kill nmel He was going
to kill ne! W had to do sonething!

(pointing at the other
whore.)
She killed him

The ot her whore growl s at her.
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OTHER WHORE
You lying cunt! It was her idea al
along. [|'minnocent!

One of the MPs speaks in a |ow voice to her, as she and her
conpani ons are shackled and led fromthe room

M LI TARY POLI CEMAN 1
You're all lying whores who're going
t o hang.

The whores start to wail.

Langl ey's whore bursts into sobs, struggling with the
of ficers.

LANGLEY' S WHORE
(scream ng)
We're innocent! He was going to
kill us!

Anot her officer slaps her.

M LI TARY POLI CE OFFI CER 2

(yell'ing)
Thieving sluts! Take 'em out of

her el

A mlitary police officer helps Victor to his feet and
shackl es hi m

Victor is still in a stupor and has no idea of resistance to
t he bizarre goi ngs-on.

One MP speaks to him

M LI TARY PCLI CE OFFI CER 2 ( CONT' D)
Li eut enant Harvey, you and Li eutenant
Van Deere are under arrest for
dereliction of duty, desertion and
neglect in the death of a fell ow
officer. Do you understand the
charges?

Victor nods, but is a mass of confusion, as they |lead him
fromthe awful scene.

They throw himand Charles in the back of a black paddy wagon.
FULL SHOT - -
The iron doors slam shut.

Passers-by junp out of the way as the coach roars up Ham | ton
Street.
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| NT. GENERAL PURLI NGTON' S OFFI CE -- DAY

Character Note -- (General Purlington is a |arge, inposing
figure and a respected mlitary admnistrator).

CLCSE UP - -

He is tapping his fingers on a bust of Lincoln, |ooking out
over the grounds of a mlitary conpound.

PULL BACK - -

He turns and takes a seat behind his baroque, eagle-notif-
carved oak desk, glaring at the young nen through snake-eyes.

REVERSE ANGLE - -
Victor and Charles stand stiffly at attention.

Purlington turns to them |eaning further back into his
squeaky | eather chair -- sucking on his bone pipe -- deep in
bl ack thought.

GEN. PURLI NGTON

(frustrated

exasper at ed)
Gentlenmen, Gentlenen... What is to
be done with you? How |ong have you
two been Lieutenants? A day and a
half? | think you' ve set a precedent.

(his voice slowy

rises to a burn)

Now then -- a fellow officer is dead?
In a brothel? Killed by prostitutes,
while you two puffed away on opi um
like filthy Chinese shits?! |Is that
about the neat of it?!

Charles interjects.

CHARLES

(bel eaguer ed)
If I may sir, we're innocent. You
nmust realize this... They neant to
rob us, slit our throats... Langley
caught them .. and, well, they caught
himoff guard. That's the truth of
it... Sir.

The General bangs his hand on the table.

GEN. PURLI NGTON
(yelling)
Put a stopper in it, Lieutenant. |
shoul d hang the both of you worthless
shits with those sluts of yours.
( MORE)
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GEN. PURLI NGTON ( CONT' D)
| may, anyway. And your fathers
could do nothing about it.

Victor and Charles are frozen with dark fear.
Charl es rubs his neck.

| NSERT SCENE -- (He sees hinself swi nging on a henp rope
right next to his whore).

BACK TO
Victor throws a puzzled glance at Charl es.

GEN. PURLI NGTON ( CONT' D)

(puffing |ike a dragon)
If this gets out, it's going to cause
a huge scandal, feed countless
editorials, bring shane and
enbarrassnment to your good famly
names.

(he rises and paces)
So -- obviously, sonmething will have
to be done, and done cleverly. s
this clear to you two idiots?

VI CTOR & CHARLES
Clear, Sir.

GEN. PURLI NGTON
(1 ooks hard at the
bot h of then
You two may have forgotten the fact --
your fathers are very, very prom nent
citizens and |I'msure you half-wits
woul d agree, reading about it in the

norni ng papers wll not do.
(shakes his head)
Not do at al

They |l ook at their feet.

GEN. PURLI NGTON ( CONT' D)
(aggr avat ed)
Am | still making sense?!

The two young nmen continue to stare at the ground.

GEN. PURLI NGTON ( CONT' D)
(yel l'ing agai n)
LL,  AM | 7

Charles slightly raises his eyes.
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CHARLES
Sense? Yes, Sir. Very nuch so,
Sir.

The General | ooks to Victor.
GEN. PURLI NGTON
Wel |, Lieutenant -- what have you to
say for yourself?

Vi ct or shakes his head.

VI CTOR
|"'msorry, General, | have not nuch
menory of any of it -- until | woke

up, of course.

GEN. PURLI NGTON
Li eutenant? Wke up? You slept?
You sl ept while Lieutenant Langsley
was having his throat slit?
(shakes his head again,

huf fi ng)
This story gets better every tine |
hear it.

He returns to his squeaky |eather chair.

GEN. PURLI NGTON ( CONT' D)
Well, where you two are going, there
won't be nmuch tinme for sleep, for
whores, or opium
(gritting his teeth)
Only time for killing Indians or
being killed by them

The two young Lieutenants | ook at each other, stunned.

GEN. PURLI NGTON ( CONT' D)
(scornfully)
| have wired your fathers about this
depraved affair and the consequences.
Their response is to send you..

Oficers... to a corner of the country
where no one will be the wiser... At
| east until this all fades from
nmenory.
CHARLES
But, Sir... | think it would be..
GEN. PURLI NGTON
(angrily)
Shut your open flap, Lieutenant Van
Deere. ..

He holds his thunmb and index finger a mllinmeter apart.
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GEN. PURLI NGTON ( CONT' D)
You are this far fromcourts-nmarti al
and twenty years hard | abor

He retrieves some paperwork froma wooden filing cabinet.

GEN. PURLI NGTON ( CONT' D)
Her are your court-martial release
papers. Sign them and no charges
will be filed --
(poi nt ed)
For now.

He hands them the paperwork, which they sign hurriedly.

GEN. PURLI NGTON ( CONT' D)
(busi nessl i ke)

| am assigning both of you to one of
t he out posts under Canp Apache's
jurisdiction in the Arizona Territory.
| wll |eave your final assignments
to your fathers' discretions and |
will give the Sergeant Major at Arns
your final sealed orders. Do you
accept these terns?

VI CTOR & CHARLES
Yes, Sir!

GEN. PURLI NGTON
(dripping with contenpt)
There is a chapel on the conpound
grounds, and | expect the both of
you to drop by and pay your respects
to the God that gave you two rich
power ful fathers.

The pair ook at their feet, shuffling and shruggi ng.

GEN. PURLI NGTON ( CONT' D)
(still angry)
AT ATTENTI ON, TROOPERS!

They stiffen up, staring straight ahead.

GEN. PURLI NGTON ( CONT' D)
You two are to neet with your parents
tonorrow, and the next norning you
are to board the next troop transport
out of New York. That is all..
Di sm ssed.

The two young officers make their 180-degree turn and head
for the door.
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GEN. PURLI NGTON ( CONT' D)

(addi ng)
And, Centlenen -- try not to get
kill ed.

They both stand stoically.

GEN. PURLI NGTON ( CONT' D)
(his hand to his ear)
What was that? | can't hear you

They | ook at one another, then to the General.

CHARLES & VI CTOR
YES, SIR SR

EXT. THE VAN DEERE MANSI ON -- LATE AFTERNOON

Scene Note -- (The grounds are quintessentially upstate New
York, Ivy League, and the rolling hills are |lovely through
the early evening tule-fog).

The Van Deere mansion sits like a huge marble and stone
cast | e.

ZOOM I N - -

The dining-hall w ndows are tall, arched and | uxuriously
dr aped.

We see that within, there are people sitting at a | ong dinner
t abl e.

| NT. THE MAIN DI NI NG HALL -- SAME
There is a sonber dinner-party w ndi ng down.

The cavernous dinning hall is as ostentatiously extravagant
as one woul d expect.

Charles and Victor are sitting between their prom sed
fiancees.

The two | adies are frowming at their future fathers-in-Iaw
PULL BACK - -

At each end of the long table both patriarchs are sitting

fl anked by their wi ves, other children, future in-laws, a
few rel ati ves and guests.

A great going-away feast has been set, yet no one is eating.
They all sit in an unconfortable silence.

Charl es's father stands, hastening the servants to renove
t he untouched feast.
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A servant renoves an entire roasted pig fromthe table.
Victor looks directly into its seared face.
FULL SHOT - -
Its eyes are sewn shut.

VAN DEERE
(sonberly, to the
servants)
| think we're all finished here.
You may clear the table.

Looking to his fam |y and guests.
VAN DEERE ( CONT' D)
Ladies, children, the nen will retire
to the snoki ng-room now.

The chairs scrape the floor as the party rises fromtheir
seats.

Charles's fiancee begins to weep and both wonen grab their
prom sed young nmen, hugging themwth all their strength.

Charles's fiancee pleads with his father.

CHARLES' S FI ANCEE
(tears welling up in

her eyes)
You can't send himaway. | won't
| et you!

Victor's fiancee is nore reserved.

VI CTOR' S FI ANCEE
(whi spering to him

I
Wi

don't know what you did, but you
Il cone back to ne -- won't you
Vi ctor?

VI CTOR
O course, Darling. Don't worry --
six mobnths is such a short tine.

The young nen's nothers and fiancees begin to tear-up.
Senator Harvey interjects.
SENATOR HARVEY
(sternly)
Ladies, if you would kindly retire
to the knitting room There wll be
time for tears |ater.

H's words only intensify the teary downpour.
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I NT. THE SMOKI NG ROOM -- MOMENTS LATER

The nmen enter the sunptuous snoking roomfromthe outside
hal | .

Senator Harvey retrieves a hefty bottle of Napol eon brandy
from beneath the bar.

Van Deere hands out snifters as the Senator pours heavy shots.

One of the guests (a Cavalry Colonel) lights a huge Cuban
stogie froma flip-top brass gas lighter -- fashioned in the
i mage of an Indian chief's head.

W DE SHOT - -

A large oil painting of the "Battle of Little Round Top"
hangs behind the wet - bar.

A bust of President G ant rests atop a G eek pedestal

Charles and Victor take seats at the far end of the room
gul ping down their shots of brandy.

Scene Note -- (The air is heavy in the roomand the awkward
silence does nothing to alleviate the wayward young officers
anxi ety).

Senator Harvey's brother (Sanuel) approaches Charles and
Vi ctor.

Character Note -- (Samis an inpeccably dressed dandy. He
is a successful novelist and a notorious libertine. His
ol der straight-laced brother, Sen. Harvey, next-to-I|oathes

hi ) .

He puts an armaround his nephew, Victor. And leaning into
Charles --

SAM

(in a low voice)
Bei ng the bl ack sheep of this famly,
| can understand exactly what you
two are going through. Trouble is,
you got caught.

(smles)
First rule of bad behavior: Never
get caught.

SENATOR HARVEY
(irritated)
Sanl Keep your asinine asides to
those silly novels you wite.

Samis of fended and sneers back.
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SAM
So -- You just pack themup and send
theminto the mddle of that dirty,
sick little war.
(poi nt ed)
You may be burying them both before
this is over, Brother.

VAN DEERE
(sneers back)
Shut up, Sam or get out.

SENATOR HARVEY

It's clear, they've finally taken
things too far. |It's tinme they accept
responsibility for their actions.

(turning to Victor,

exasper at ed)
Victor... How on earth did you and
Charles think you could stunble
through life w thout consequences?

Victor is offered nore brandy by a synpathetic Sam which he
i mredi ately belts back

VI CTOR
(resigned)
| fully accept responsibility for ny
i ndi scretions, Father, and will do
my duty to the famly and the famly
nanme. You have ny word.

He nudges Charles with his el bow

CHARLES
(facetious, smrking)
Oh, yes, absolutely, definitely. W
will... do our duty.

Poppa Van Deere has had enough.
He wal ks over and sl aps Charl es hard.
VAN DEERE
(driving a point)
You two are damm | ucky you have us
as fathers, or else you two would be
facing a long stretch at hard | abor.

Charl es holds his red swol |l en cheek.

CHARLES
(calmMy, but still
defi ant)
|"msorry | haven't lived up to your
expectations, Father. 1'Il try

har der.
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VAN DEERE
You better boy, as God sits on his
t hrone, you better.

The Col onel puts his hand on Van Deere's shoul der, cal m ng
t he scene.

He swirls the brandy in his snifter, smling at Victor and
Charl es.

THE COLONEL

If I may, gentlenen -- Sending them
to fight the scourge of heathen
savages is the best thing you could
do in these circunstances. W can't
keep the press from your doorsteps
forever.

(1 ooking hard at the

two young nen)
And besi des, they need to feel what
it's like to be honorable nmen --

(brisk, turning his

back)
O you'll lose themto Satan's
tenptations, it's sure. Then?..

(wavi ng hi s hand)
They're lost to you.

Al the men, save Victor, Charles and Sam agree.

SENATOR HARVEY
(raises his glass
t owar ds Van Deere)
A toast to the safe return of our
sons. May they grow i nto honorable
nen.

They all raise their gl asses.
Samrelights his cigar, refilling Vic's and Charles' snifters.

SAM
(under his breath, to
Vi ctor and Charl es)
And for God' s sake, don't go and get
your sel ves kil l ed.

EXT. NEW YORK GRAND STATI ON, M LI TARY TERM NAL -- MORNI NG
FULL SHOT - -
The face of a giant black |oconotive engine -- U S. ARW

pai nted across its head, two crossed American flags anchored
at its sides -- steans and hisses |ike a prinordial beast.
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TRACKI NG -- THE TRAI'N TERM NAL

Troops ki ssing | oved-ones goodbye, boarding the train and
grabbing their duffels, hurry onto the train.

A howi t zer cannon is being craned and secured onto a flat-
bed car.

Horses are being herded into a boxcar. One of themrears
and pani cs.

Three nmen try and cal mthe animal but it vaults the guide
fence.

W DE SHOT - -

The horse bolts down the termnal, as people |eap out of its
way. It races down the corridor, the sound of its hooves
echoing off the tiled walls.

EXT. ENTRANCE -- NEW YORK CENTRAL STATI ON -- MOMENTS LATER

A bl ack, expensive-|ooking coach pulls up to an officers’
gat e-entrance.

Charles and Victor energe fromthe coach dressed in their
uniforms. They are closely followed by their fathers and
prom sed fi ancees.

Attendants grab the young nen's duffel bags.

A Sergeant Major neets the party at the main gate of the
of ficers' term nal

SERCGEANT GAFFE'

(formal ly)
Senat or Harvey, Dr. Van Deere,
can't tell you how honored we are to
have two fine new Lieutenants in our
regi nent.

(looks to Victor and

Charl es, saluting,

smling, all sunshine)
Li eut enants Harvey, Van Deere, it's
a great pleasure to neet you. W
need West Point nen in our reginent.

Victor half-heartedly returns the sal ute.
Charles ignores him
VI CTOR
The pl easure is mne,

(trailing off)
Sergeant Major...?
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SERGEANT GAFFE'
Gaffe' Sir, Sergeant Major Gaffe'.
It's French, Sir. Pronounced Coffee
wthaG Sir.

VI CTOR
O course, Sergeant Mj or

The two fathers take the Sergeant Major aside, as Charles
and Victor say their sweet good-byes to their teary fiancees.

VAN DEERE
(asi de)
Sergeant, | think you know t hat we
need you to take these two under

your wing -- show themthe ropes.
Keep them |l earning... And keep them
alive.

(smling)

Do you read ne, Sergeant Major?

SERGEANT GAFFE'
Oh, yes Sir. Like the Bible, Sir.

SENATOR HARVEY
And there may be a promotion in it

for you, Gaffe'. Maybe sone nonetary
encouragenent will insure our good
will, yes?

The Senator hands Gaffe' two wax-seal ed envel opes.

SENATOR HARVEY ( CONT' D)
G ve these to our sons before you
reach Prescott Station

SERGEANT GAFFE'
Leave it to ne, Sir. You can trust
me to task, Sir, 1I'll have "emprim
and prinme for you when they return.
|"mtheir protector, Sir.

Van Deere lays his armaround the Sgt. Major's shoul der.

VAN DEERE
That's what | like to hear..
(m spronounces his
name)
Cof f ee.

SERGEANT GAFFE'
Gaffe', Sir..

He hands hima pouch of $20 gold pieces.
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VAN DEERE
There's nore in it for you if you
keep our bargain and keep it under
your cap. Cear?

SERGENT GAFFE
Yes, Sirs, Dr. Van Deere, Senator
Harvey. Say no nore.

Charles's fiancee weeps on his shoul der.
Victor lovingly kisses his prom sed.
The conductor wal ks down the termnal ringing his bell.

CONDUCTOR
Al'l boarding! Al boarding!

The Sergeant Major hastens the two young Lieutenants al ong
and they board the train.

FULL SHOT -- THE ENG NE'S FACE

It lurches forward like an iron animal as it pulls out of
the station.

CLOSE UP -- THE ENG NE WHEELS

The wheel s grind, sparking the steel tracks as they find
traction.

EXT. N.Y. TRAIN TERM NAL -- SAME

Van Deere, Sen. Harvey and the tearful fiancees watch, as
the train departs.

VAN DEERE
(1 ooking to Sen. Harvey)
Il -- it's all for the best. Can't
say those two are worth a Chi naman's
shit.

5

SENATOR HARVEY
(grinding his cigar
out with his boot)
If they live? -- They'll be a fine
set of proper gentlenen.

Both girls burst into a flood of tears.
| NT. OFFI CERS CAB -- MOMENTS LATER
Gaffe' shows themto their berths.

SERCGEANT GAFFE'
There's an upper and a | ower here.
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He denonstrates by pulling the top berth down and | ocking it
back into position.

SERGEANT GAFFE' ( CONT' D)
Confy as a bug in spring, right?

The two nod, but are visibly irked at the whole affair.
CHARLES
(bl eakl y)
Fine, Sgt. Mjor.

VI CTOR
That will do nicely.

(grinning)
| have the top, Charles.
SERGEANT GAFFE'

Well, then... 1I'lIl be off to make

sure the troops are settled in.

Don't want "emcryin' for their

nothers -- See you in atick -- Sirs.
Gaffe' exits the cab.
A brief noment |ater --
FULL SHOT - -

Thr ee odd-| ooki ng conmi ssioned officers enter the cab and
t ake seats opposite Charles and Victor.

Character Note -- (One is a bespectacl ed, bookish desk-worm
The other two are tall, thin twins, spit and polished up, in
their neat, bright uniforns).

They all smle at one another.

FULL SHOT -- OUT THE CAB W NDOW

The train steans through 1870s N.Y.C,

I NSERT -- Train Trip: Day 1

The strangers are all snoking on | ong bone pipes, silently.

The cab quickly fills with an acrid snog.

Victor and Charles begin to cough, but the Petty Oficers
seemindi fferent.

Victor gets up to open the wi ndow but, of course, it's stuck
He returns to his seat.

VI CTOR
Excuse ne, gents. | can't breathe.
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PETTY OFFI CER 1
(1 eani ng forward)
Excuse ne, Sir? You can't | eave?
Certainly you can.
He slides the cab door back.

The snmoke wafts out into the corridor, stunning two passers-
by, sending theminto a coughing fit.

Charles is not anused.
CHARLES
Soldier! He said he can't breathe.
Snuff those pipes!
They sit, immopbile, staring straight ahead.

Charl es takes out his side armand shoots a hole in the
wi ndow, then points the gun at the three Petty Oficers.

CHARLES ( CONT' D)

yel |'i ng)
d

| said pipes out!! NOW

Al'l three Petty Oficers quickly tap their pipes on their
boot s.

PETTY OFFI CER 1
(di sgruntl ed)
Wel |, you coul d have asked.
| NT. OFFI CERS CAB -- DAWN
FULL SHOT -- CAB W NDOW COVPLETE W TH BULLET HOLE

Victor's nonogramed sil k hanky, stuffed into the bullet
hole, flutters in the headw nd.

I NSERT -- Train Trip: Day 2 -- Late Mrning
The terrain has changed to nonotonous farni and.

The three Petty Oficers are sound asl eep, sawi ng thick | ogs,
farting, one is drooling.

REVERSE ANGLE - -

Charles and Victor are splayed out on their berths in two of
t he nost unconfortabl e sl eeping positions possible.

Mles and mles of mles rush by the w ndows.
EXT. THE TRAIN -- SUNSET

It rushes down the tracks, ever westward, into a setting
sun.
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EXT. THE TRAIN -- N GHT
The train heads into a black | andscape.
| NSERT -- Train Trip: Day 3 -- Early Morning

Qur heroes are still crashed-out, slogged, spent, in their
pul | - down bert hs.

Scene Note -- (On along trainride, as this would be in
t hose days, there was not nmuch to do but snooze, read, eat,
piss and shit. Troop trains were not known for confort).

Sgt. Maj. Gaffe' quietly pokes his snoot in the cab and sees
Victor and Charles still sleeping soundly.

The three Petty Oficers are starting to rouse thensel ves,
yawni ng, stretching.

There are only two pull-downs per side, so one of the tw ns
is curled up on the floor.

Gaffe' recognizes them grinning.
They recogni ze him
They're all smles.

SERCGENT GAFFE'
Ahh, you three. \Were are you
stationed this tinme out?

PETTY 1
(w ping the sleep
fromhis eyes)
Qut of Canp Apache, the usual shit,
Sgt. Maj. You should know.

SERCGENT GAFFE'
(chuckling, pointing
at Vic and Charl ey)
' mgoing to be nanny-sitting these
fine gents.

Victor and Charles are still in dream and.

PETTY 2
(smling)
New neat to the grinders, eh, Gffe'?

SERCGENT GAFFE'
(in low a tone)
Just the opposite. These two | ads
daddi es are New York bi gw gs.
( MORE)



SERGENT GAFFE' ( CONT' D)

They're going to make ny world a | ot
easier to deal with, if | can keep
them alive

(chuckling)
| guess they got thenselves in a
patch of trouble and they have the
need to lie | ow

(whi spering and in

confi dence)
One of themis a Van Deere.

The Petty O ficers recognize the nane.
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PETTY 3
(noddi ng)

A Van Deere? Wll, ain't you the

| ucky cock.
PETTY 1

Better mlk the butter out of that

one, Gaffe'.

They all laugh, as the two young Lieutenants slunber on.

PETTY 1 ( CONT' D)
Where did you say they' d be stationed?

SERGEANT GAFFE'

| didn't, but I would think --
sonmewhere safe, up in the northern
frontier, | suppose. Safe and surely
sound. Wuldn't want lady luck to
run out on ne, would |?..

(1 ooks both ways,

sneaki ng)
Take a peek at this.

He shows them his purse of Van Deere gold; they al
Again, the three Petty Oficers |augh out | oud.

PETTY 3
(i ncredul ous)
Safe? There is no safe place. You've

heard about the uprising?

PETTY 2
(slyly)
You' ve been away too long, Gaffe'.
The renegades say they're going to
kill every white fool or trooper
they can find until we kill them.
all of them Kill "emlike rabbits.

smle.
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PETTY 1
(agreeably)
You surely have your work cut out
for you, Gaffe’'. Mght as well figure
one of "emgettin' hurt.

PETTY 2
A' man Van Deere ain't gonna |ike
t hat .

PETTY 3

| got a fiver says they both get it.

PETTY 1
You' re on.
(looking to Gaffe")
Gaffe', you want in?

SERCGEANT GAFFE'
The Lord is ny guide, Corporal. |
know nmy luck is blessed and that's

ny wager.
Victor and Charles slowy wake fromtheir catnaps, groggy.
Gaffe' puts a halt to all conversation

SERGEANT GAFFE' ( CONT' D)
(shushing them
Now put a stopper in it, |ads.

Charles and Victor are stiff and not a little grunpy.

SERGEANT GAFFE' ( CONT' D)
(agreeably, smling)
Li eut enant Harvey, you need to inspect
the troops. Lieutenant Van Deere,
you can take inspection tonorrow
norning. Captain's orders.

Charl es turns over and groans.
Vi ctor stretches.

VI CTOR
Capt ai n who?

CHARLES
G away, Gaffe'.

Victor tries to straighten hinself; it isn't working.
He is having a terrible bout with norning hair and his face

is greasy and snmudged with dirt, as he places his hat
unsteadily on his head.
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VI CTOR
(sl eepy, yawni ng)
| need to piss, Sgt. Mjor.
Gaffe' smles at Victor.
SERCGEANT GAFFE'
(poi nting)
Oficer's toilet down the corridor
(puzzl ed)
You haven't pissed in two days?
(laughs, shaking his
head)
"1l catch you up in atick, Sir.
Vi ctor makes his way down the narrow hall in a sem -stupor
He can't find the toilet no matter where he | ooks.
He traverses another cab -- No toilet in sight.

Non- conmm ssioned officers are falling out of their berths,
knocking into Victor as he searches to relieve hinself.

There is no toil et anywhere.

Vi ctor continues down to anot her cab.

EXT. BETWEEN PASSENGER CARS

As the train races down a spectacul ar gorge toward a vast
3Fﬁ3.plain, Victor sees a soldier taking a crap into the

The crouched sol dier, saluting and chewing on sone vile oily
t obacco, juice dribbling dowmn his chin, smles at Victor.

He grimaces, in mdst of a major bowel novenent.
Vi ctor shrugs and decides to piss downw nd.
| NT. TROOP CAB

A baby-faced farm boy sol di er, pressed against the w ndow,
marvel s at a vista unlike any he has ever seen.

When -- A large turd glances off the glass, snmearing it in
brown, yellow sh excrenent.

FULL SHOT -- REACTION OF THE SOLDI ER
A sickened sneer cranps his face.
| NT. TROOP CAB -- SAME

Victor enters the enlisted nen's and conscript's cab.
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There are bedrolls strewn on the floor and hangi ng over the
seats. It is a chaotic ness.

The cranped-in troopers are mlling about, snoking or playing
cards across the aisles. They try nmaking coffee, biscuits

and salted bacon on a crude iron stove set in a corner.

In assorted colors, sone are still in their |ong johns.

The cab is fogged in a suspended haze of substances.

A Sergeant sees the bars on Victor's epaul ets, and snaps at
his troops.

CAVALRY SGT.
Troopers! Attenti on!

The cab comes to attention.

Victor is taken aback that his presence should elicit such a
reaction. He lifts his shoul der, checking the stripes on
his uniform rem nding hinself of his higher rank.

VI CTOR
(pl ai n spoken)
Where is Sgt. Maj. Gaffe' ?

CAVALRY SGT.
Sorry, Sir. Wwo, Sir?
VI CTOR
Gaffe', Sgt. Gaffe' ?
CAVALRY SGT.
Don't know, Sir. Don't know the
gent | eman.
VI CTOR

You don't know hi nf?

CAVALRY SGT.
Know, Sir? No, Sir

VI CTOR
(exasper at ed)
Gaffe', Sgt. Maj. Gaffe'!?

CAVALRY SGT.

Oh, you nean Gaffe', Sir.

(pronounces it

conpletely different,

" CGof f ae")
Haven't seen himthis fine norning,
Sir. Wuld the Lieutenant like to
i nspect the troops now?

Vi ctor | ooks about the car at the troops.
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They resenbl e teen-age rabble rather than a disciplined
fighting troop.

They all salute Victor.
The Sergeant sal utes.
Victor wearily returns the salute

VI CTOR
(di sheartened)
Where you headed, Sergeant?

CAVALRY SGT.
(ent husi asti c)
Canmp Apache, Sir -- and then points
unknown.

Victor smrks, as a conscript hands himsone coffee.

VI CTOR
(pl eased)
Thank you, Private.

He takes a sip -- then notices small yellow beetles floating
to the surface.

CLOSE UP -- BEETLES I N THE COFFEE
He hands it back to the private.

VI CTOR ( CONT' D)
Alittle strong for nme, Private.
Thank you.
(to the Sergeant)
Can these troopers ride?

CAVALRY SGT.
(in a steadily rising
Voi ce)
Ride? Oh -- Yes, Sir. They're al
rancher-boys. They can ride and shoot

like the devil -- and they're ready
to kill sone filthy buckskin sons o'
bitches... Aln't we boys!?

The troopers light up a cheer.
VI CTOR
(tongue in cheek)
Del i ght ful .
Victor turns, heading back up to the Oficer's cabs.

VI CTOR ( CONT' D)
Carry on, Sergeant.
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CAVALRY SGT.
Aren't you going to inspect the
troops? Sir.
Victor looks at the still-at-attention conpany.
VI CTOR

| don't see any need, they | ook
spl endid, Sergeant. Carry-on.

Saying this -- The train suddenly |urches forward and then

backward and forward agai n, knocking everyone standing to
t he ground.

Victor catches hinself, | ooks out a wi ndow and sees an awe-
i nspiring sight.

A massive herd of buffal o dashes across the tracks.
There is gunfire.

He sees a big bull fall.

CLOSE UP -- A BUFFALO BULL SKIDS I NTO THE DI RT --

The troopers run to the wi ndows and becone excited at the
fanastic sight.

VI CTOR ( CONT' D)
Keep these troopers here, Sergeant.
No one gets off the train.

CAVALRY SGT.
"Il keep "emquiet, Sir. Count on
it.
EXT. TROOP CAB -- MOMENTS LATER

Vi ctor rushes out the car-cab and junps fromthe railing of
the still-noving train.

CRANE SHOT -- REVEALS THE OPEN PLAI NS AND THE SEA OF BUFFALO

TRACKI NG -- FOLLOAS VI CTOR AS HE RUNS TOMRDS THE TURKEY-
SHOOT

Victor sees Charles, with other comm ssioned officers,
brandi shing rifles, taking pot-shots at the onrushing herd.

The shooting-gallery participants seemin sonme sort of bl ood-
frenzy, |aughing and shrieking like children on Chri stmas
norning, as aninmal after animal falls to the ground.

W DE SHOT - -

Victor runs up to Charles, slapping the rifle nuzzle aside,
groundi ng his shot.
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CHARLES
(1 ndi gnant)
What are you doi ng!

Victor yells above the chaotic din.

VI CTOR
(to his fellow officers)
Cease fire!... Goddamm it -- Cease

fire!
The herd rushes by the engine and continues over a rise.
Troopers spill out for a | ook at the carnage.
Gaf fe' appears out of nowhere.
SERGEANT GAFFE'
(yel l'ing)
Everyone back on board! Now

The engi ne begins to steam back up, its whistle plaintively
cries out to the magnificent fallen creatures.

It slowy noves up, shoving buffal o carcasses off the track
CONDUCTOR

(1 eani ng out)
Al on board!!

Charl es gives Victor a scornful glance as they hop back on
the railing and the train pulls out.

CHARLES
(di sgust ed)
Really, Victor... You are a boor
soneti nes.
CUT TO
W DE VI EW - -

The buffalo carcasses are left to rot |ike worthl ess fodder.

Sonme are still alive, withing, twitching, convulsing in the
t hroes of death

In no time -- vultures are landing on the remains, comrencing
nature's norbid clean-up job

CRANE UP - -

Dozens of beasts lie dead as the train slowly di sappears
over a rise.

FADE TO BLACK:
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EXT. THE G GANTI C OPEN PLAINS -- DAY

A.O -- The lonely sound of a train whistle -- and a high
wi nd.

FADE I N - -

W DE SHOT - -

The trainis a tiny caterpillar lost in an i mense sea of
grassy waves.

EXT. AN | NSI GNI FI CANT WATER- STATI ON TOMWN -- LATE AFTERNOON
In the distance, a water-tower hovers over the tracks.

I NSERT -- Train Trip: Day 4

The thirsty train steans towards the water-tower.

There are tepees and thatched huts dotting the | andscape,
their hide exteriors vibrating in a stiff breeze.

Raggedy I ndians (nostly wonen, children and the el derly)
energe fromthe tepee town, dashing towards the train, waving
trinkets, blankets and snoked neats for sale to the troopers.
FULL SHOT - -

A huge pile of buffalo skulls lines the rails.

A contingent of Chinese rail workers and their famlies have
built a small tent-town right al ongside the tracks.

DETAI L SHOTS - -
A Chinese lanp swings in the dusty w nd.

There is a | arge canvas-and-hi de tent, housing an open
kit chen.

Several Chinese patrons sit on stools, eating noodles with
chopsti cks.

They hardly take notice of the train-load of troopers, content
to cook, eat, chat and snoke their pipes.

A naked Chi nese toddler points and giggles at the troopers
di senbar ki ng.

Scene Note -- (There are no white people in sight besides
the train-load of troopers).

The troopers exit for a stretch after the |long haul and seem
elated for a break fromthe | ong, nonotonous ride.

The livestock doors are thrown back
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Li vestock are led to watering troughs beside the tracks
(The horse fl atbeds have a water trough built in.)

A thick hose quickly fills the troughs wth sparkling water --
then swings over to the livestock bins.

The giant main hose's spigot is positioned over the engine's
wat er cap.

A crewran qui ckly breaks the flange and unscrews the cap.

Wat er gushes fromthe spigot and into the thirsty engine
t ank.

There is a huge pile of wood beside the tracks.
A railroad crew begins tossing wood up to the stackers.
FULL SHOT - -
Victor and Charles energe fromthe O ficers' coaches.
Charles sniffs the air.
CHARLES
| snmell noodles and fresh neat.
(1 ooks to Victor
sm |ing)
Shal | we?

VI CTOR
Sounds char m ng.

They anbl e over to the open Chinese kitchen.

Flies seemto be everywhere (on everything) yet no one takes
noti ce.

Charles | ooks to the (apparent) proprietor and holds up two
fingers.

Character Note -- (The proprietor is an ancient but spry
man, with a long grey beard and a white, ass-length ponytail.)

At first, the small man ignores him

CHARLES
(i nsistent, waving
his two fingers)
Sir! Two! Two noodl es!

Still, his request is ignored.
He takes out a twenty dollar gold piece and tosses it to the

Chi nese man -- who mraculously catches it, like a nmarti al
arts trick.
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The man ki sses the gold piece, bowing |low to Charles.
Two huge bowl s of steam ng noodl es instantly appear.

The two young Lieutenants take no notice of this, or the
flies, sniffing at their bows |like they' ve entered heaven.

Both Charles and Victor, starved for real food, have no
troubl e using the chopsticks, and attack the tasty noodl es
li ke starved wol ves.

A young squaw, no nore than 15, approaches them She is
hawki ng bl ankets and jewelry.

A baby gurgles in her papoose.
Her wi de beautiful face is sneared with dust and dirt.

| NDI AN G RL

(wth an al nost
i npenetrabl e I ndian
accent)

Sol di er boys, buy?
(smling sweetly to
Charl es)

Buy? Sol di er boy.

Charles instantly produces two $10 gol d pieces and purchases
two wonderfully patterned woven bl ankets.

CHARLES
(tossing one to Victor)
These will keep us warm As opposed
to to Arny crap.
(quizzically to Victor)
Aren't you going to buy sonething
fromthis filthy angel ?

Victor gives her a $20 gold piece for a thin bracelet of
silver, soft gold, onyx and turquoise -- which he slips onto
his wist.

A tear streans down her cheek, as she kisses the two and
noves on

CHARLES ( CONT' D)
(sarcastically)
She' Il waste it on whiskey.

They bot h chuckl e.
Sergeant Gaffe' approaches, waving at the two nen.

SERCEANT GAFFE'
(sal uting)
Sorry, Sirs.
( MORE)
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SERGEANT GAFFE' ( CONT' D)
| know |'ve been absent a lot lately
but, it's a big job keeping these
recruits in line.

CHARLES
Under st andabl e, Sgt. Maj or.

SERGEANT GAFFE'
(dutifully)
Yes, Lieutenant. By-the-way, Sirs,
| neglected to give you your seal ed
orders. Forgive ny negligence.

Victor and Charles | ook puzzled, grimacing at Gaffe'.
Gaffe' hands both Lieutenants wax-seal ed envel opes.

CHARLES
(finishing his noodl es)
Not a problem Sgt. Mj.

He stands notionless, as Victor and Charles slurp their
noodl es.

There is an unconfortable silence.
Victor finally speaks.

VI CTOR
Very well Sgt. Mjor, dismssed.

SERGEANT GAFFE'

(concer ned)
| woul d suggest you read your orders
bef ore we board..

(taki ng out a pocket

wat ch)
VWhich will be in about fifteen
m nutes, Sirs.

Gaffe' turns, notioning to the mlling conscripts to return
to their appointed train coaches.

SERGEANT GAFFE' ( CONT' D)

(ordering)
Everyone! -- back on board -- get
cracking -- now !

Horses and other |ivestock are quickly | oaded back onto the
fl at beds and boxcars.

CLOSE UP -- VICTOR
REVERSE ANGLE -- VICTOR S POV
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Victor sees a trooper and the Indian girl arguing over a
bl anket .

The trooper violently pulls it away from her and she grabs
it back.

ON CHARLES - -

Charles is oblivious to this and turns, wal king up a ridge
to relieve hinself.

ON VI CTOR - -
Vi ctor rushes over to break up the m nor fracas.

He sees the trooper brutally slap the Indian girl to the
gr ound.

The hel pless infant spills fromthe papoose.

The trooper begins kicking her as the infant wiggles and
bawl s on the ground.

Victor, stepping up to the trooper, renoves the side arm
fromits holster and presses the nuzzl e against the trooper's
skul |, cocking the hamer.

VI CTOR
One nore blow, Private -- and |'1]
paint the dirt wth your brains.

TROOPER
(quickly raising his
hands, pl eadi ng)
No, Sir -- please, Sir. The bitch

was trying to gyp ne. |'m square on
this.

Victor notions for her to nove away, uncocking the hamer of
his revol ver.

The Indian girl smles at Victor and, retrieving her child,
runs back towards the encanpnent.

Victor angrily kicks the trooper aside.

VI CTOR
Di sm ssed, Privatel!

The trooper scows at Victor.
CLOSE ON THE TROOPER - -

TROOPER
(biting his words)

Yes, Sir!
( MORE)
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TROOPER ( CONT' D)

(under his breath)
| ndi an | over.

As the whistle screans, Charles catches up to Victor
CHARLES
(bl asé)
Trouble with the rustics?
Victor returns his gun to its hol ster.
VI CTOR
(forlorn)
This has got to get better... I'm
having no fun at all.
FULL SHOT -- THE TRAIN
The train continues on its journey into the hills.
Back at the Chinese kitchen --

The ol d cook sees the two unopened wax-seal ed envel opes t hat
have been carelessly left behind.

He opens themto see if any noney is inside and, seeing none,
tosses theminto the fire pit.

ZOOMIN -- THE FIRE PIT'S FLAMES

CUT TO
| NT. THE TRAIN' S FURNACE
PULL BACK TO REVEAL - -
A two-man wood crew, snudged with charcoal, is heaving | ogs

into the boiler.
EXT. THE TRAI N -- DUSK

The gas floodlights on the engine's head flanme on, throw ng
out two yellow beans into the dark purple hills.

The train puffs and chugs its way into a liquid starry night.
TO BLACK:

| NSERT -- Prescott Station, Arizona Territory

| NT. THE TRAIN -- MORNI NG

Throughout the train, everyone is asleep.

Troopers, conscripts, officers snooze and snore as the train
rocks themlike a nother's wonb.
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Guards nod at their posts.
CLOSE ON - -

In a corner of a troop car, rotting food is being shared by
a covey of rats.

Sgt. Maj. CGaffe', head thrown back, snores |ike an angry
bul I.

I NT. VICTOR S AND CHARLES' CAB -- SAME

Victor and Charles are asleep in their conpartnent.

| NT. THE ENG NE CAB -- SAME

The Engi neer has a hand on the throttle, sw gging whisky
with the other. He hands it to the boiler-man, who al so
t akes a deep sw g.

EXT. PRESCOTT STATION -- CRACK OF DAWN

| NT. PRESCOTT STATION -- SAME

CLOSE UP -- THE TELEGRAPH MAN S EYES

The train's shrill whistle wakes the tel egraph man fromhis
sl eep.

He bolts up in his cot and, stunbling over to the tel egraph
machi ne, taps out a wire that the transport has finally
arrived.

-- PRESCOTT STATI ON

The approaching train's |anps can be seen fromthe station
dock.

A beautiful desert dawn franes the scene, as the sun clears
the eastern hills.

CRANE SHOT - -

The sl eeping town spreads out onto the scrub-land in a riot
of boontown clutter as --

The train pulls into the station dock.

Scene Note -- (Prescott is a sem -organi zed ness of wooden
structures, half-finished buildings, canvas tents, tepees
and what - have-you).

There is a large troop bivouac near the station.
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EXT. PRESCOIT STATION -- SAME

St eam gushes fromthe train's hot under-chassis as it squeals
to a halt.

| NT. THE TRAIN -- SAME

Everyone is jolted awake.

The officers, fresh troops, horses and |ivestock di senbark.
EXT. MAIN STREET, PRESCOIT -- SAME

The town is just stirring to life.

A cadre of silver mners, their | oaded pack-wagons, donkeys
and horses, lazily trot up the dusty street.

A stray dog takes a shit in the road.

TRACKI NG -- THE MAI N STREET STORE FACADES

Store proprietors are opening their shops for business.
The sun begins to bathe the waking frontier town.

A barber-tonsorial shop owner tosses a sl eeping drunk from
hi s doorstep onto the espl anade.

The drunk turns over and, filling his pants with a torrent
of piss --
DRUNK
"1l fuck you! 1'Il fuck you!!

He turns over, passes out and uncerenoniously slips off the
rai sed sidewal k.

From across the street --

Atrio fromthe brothel, The Hotel Sapphire, spill out onto
t he wal k, tipsy, singing.

Scene Note -- (They are off-duty officers soused after a
night's tear).
TRI O
(stridently and out
of tune)

Qooh, twist the rye. Oh, twi st the
rye. Corn and sugar, spit the denon's
eye... Oh, twist the rye, twist the
rye, drink the dawn, 'til the well
runs dryeee!

They head toward a funky-Iooking restaurant across the way,
wi th a sign announci ng: 10c BREAKFAST 6 TO 10.
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FULL SHOT -- THE CHURCH STEEPLE

The bel |l s announce another norning, another day in frontier-
land -- for real.

EXT. CAWMP PRESCOIT'S MAIN GATE -- SAME

Fresh troops, Oficers, et al., begin pulling into the canp
bi vouac.

Victor and Charles pull up to the gate in a covered supply
wagon.

A trooper stops themat the main checkpoint. H's nane is
Cor poral Li nm ngs.

Character Note -- (Limmngs is a slender, sinister,
bespectacl ed, rodent-like creature).
LI MM NGS
(in a thick New Ol eans

accent)
1st Lt. Harvey, 2nd Lt. Van Deere?

Victor and Charl es nod.

FULL SHOT -- THE SKY

Thunder heads quickly roll in out of nowhere.
There is a cloudburst. It begins to rain.
ON LI MM NGS - -

LI MM NGS

The Commander wants to see you two,

Grab your duffels and follow ne --
(nmocki ng)

Sirs.

They clinb down off the wagon and instinctively follow after
Li mm ngs.

The rain increases.

FOLLON NG THE TRI O - -

CHARLES
(warily)
And who are you, Corporal ?

LI MM NGS
(terse)
Li mmi ngs, Sir.
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VI CTOR
(amused)
Li ke the aninmal ? You know t he one
t hat marches off cliffs?

LI MM NGS
That's not very funny, if you wll
excuse ny bol dness, Sir.
Charles is irritated.

CHARLES
Were are we going, Corporal?

LI MM NGS
(hunor | ess)
Canp Conmander .
It's raining harder now
CHARLES
We're tired and hungry, Corporal.
Train trip was hellish. Can't this
wai t ?
Li mmi ngs hurries them al ong.

LI MM NGS
Afraid not... Sir. Keep up, please.

The rain intensifies.

In silence, the trio wal ks down what seemto be endl ess rows
of soggy tents full of waking troopers.

A bugl er sounds reveille as the three pass hi m by.

The downpour soaks everything while thunder groans in the
di st ance.

Victor and Charles | ook at each other, bew |l dered at the
si tuati on.

They continue through the endl ess naze of troop tents.
Suddenly before them --

Two troopers junp fromtheir cots and run fromtheir tent,
into the sudden storm covered with fire ants. They roll in
t he nmud, scream ng.

They skirt around the ness.

The trio conti nues on --

A trooper dunps out his toilet pan, splashing nuck onto
Victor's boots.
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The trooper, seeing what he has done, stiffens and sal utes
the Lieutenant with a stupid snmle pasted across his face.

Wth the torrent soaking him--
TROOPER
(grinning)
Mornin', Sirs.
Victor half-salutes the gap-toothed Private.
FULL SHOT - -
The bugl er repeats his insistent cadence.

W DE SHOT - -

The Canp begins to stir to life, as a thunderhead unl eashes
its fury from above.

Again, reveille blasts, barely heard between thunder cl aps.
The trio do their best avoiding the swarm of troopers.

W DE SHOT -- THE SKY

Just as suddenly as they appeared, the huge thunderheads
rush on, torn by the jet stream bringing the downpour to an
abrupt end.

The sun streans through the clouds.

ON LI MM NGS - -

He guides themto a | arge | og bl ock-house (Command
Headquarters) sitting at the head of the bivouac.

A giant, tortured dead tree sits 20 yards to the right of
it.

Two corpses swing slowy froma thick, stunp-Ilike branch on
the ancient tree.

CHARLES
(1 ooki ng at the bodies)
So -- this is Hell and wel conme to
it?
LI MM NGS

(ignoring him
Follow ne, Sirs

ON THE CORPSES - -
Bot h have signs hung on them 1) Cowardice and 2) Deserter

CLCSE UP - -
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Maggots pour fromthe eye-sockets of one of the unfortunate
bodi es.

FAVORI NG - -

A vul ture suddenly | ands on the other corpse and starts
pi cking at its head.

FULL SHOT - -

A coterie of Comanche Indian scouts have gathered around the
tree, enjoying the fresh sunlight and a brief respite between
storms. They |ight up snokes and show off their quick-draw

t echni ques to one anot her.

Scene Note -- (They are dressed in snoothed buckskin trousers,
white shirts, vests and bandannas, |ooking fresh as dai ses.
They are in stark contrast to the dirty, waterlogged,

m serabl e troopers that surround them)

They stop and stare at the passing trio.

Victor and Charles try not to make eye contact, gawking
i nstead at the hangi ng copses.

A bi g, handsone Comanche Buck (a swirling, patterned,
intricate luck-stain adorning his neck and right shoul der)
smles and w nks at the young, green Lieutenants. He throws
a kiss towards them

Scene Note -- (Staining the skin with designs using indigo
ink was a mark of honor in sone Indian rituals).

Li ghting-quick, he flips his side armfromits hol ster

whi pping it behind his back and then -- dead-on -- blows the
vulture's head into paste.

The carcass | ands before himw th a thud.

The Scout wi nks and throws them anot her ki ss.

The other Scouts nod their head in agreenent that, indeed,
that was a great shot.

EXT. COVWWANDER TRENTON S HEADQUARTER -- BLOCKHOUSE
He storns out of bl ockhouse to see who fired the round.

COVWANDER TRENTON
(1 ndi gnant)
Wo fired that shot!? | want to
know. .. NOW

No one wi thin earshot pays nmuch attention.

COVMANDER TRENTON ( CONT' D)
What pig-fucker fired that shot!?
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The Bi g Buck raises his hand.

COVANCHE ScouTt
(in a heavy dialect)
That my shot, Sir.

The ot her scouts snicker.

COMVANDER TRENTON
(bar ki ng)
Those bullets aren't free! -- Wo
are you trying to inpress, anyway? --
You goddamm savage. Get packed up!
You' re noving out in the norning.

They all stand and stare at the raging Trenton.

COVMANDER TRENTON ( CONT' D)
(empirical)
| said, get packed up! O no
goddammed brandy. Understand?

The Big Buck and Trenton have a stare-down contest -- and
Trenton w ns.

The scouts munbl e anongst thensel ves and throw out a coupl e
of curses, dispersing.

Trenton sees Limmngs and the two Lieutenants.
COVVANDER TRENTON ( CONT' D)

Li nm ngs! Get your wonman's ass in

her e.
He heads back into the bl ockhouse and they follow
Character Note -- (Commander Trenton is a hardened,
unrepentant Indian fighter. He is the type of Conmander
white nen woul d feel confortable dying for no matter how
silly the reason. He instills respectful fear in those under
him There is a denented, yet understandable, quality to
his nature).
| NT. TRENTON S OFFI CE -- SAME

Trenton wal ks over to a large map of the Arizona Territory,
as they enter his lair.

There are stick-pins dotting the surface.

He sticks one in the silver-mning city of Silverton and
wites Massacre -- 20 Dead in soft-lead pencil.

He turns, as the trio stands before himat attention.

Trenton | ooks to Linm ngs.



COVVANDER TRENTON
Vel | ?

LI MM NGS
Sir!

COVVANDER TRENTON
VWho and what are these?

LI MM NGS
Li eutenants Van Deere and Harvey,
Sir!
The two Lieutenants chirp in tandem

VI CTOR & CHARLES
Reporting for duty, Sir!!

Trenton is terse and pithy.

COVVANDER TRENTON

(severe)
Very well -- 1 don't have tine -- |
don't -- or patience, or synpathy
for anyone -- Qut here, | am God.

No gods before nme. Only nme. Am
maki ng nysel f clear, Lieutenants?

VI CTOR & CHARLES
Crystal, Sir! Yes, Sir!

COVVANDER TRENTON

(Paci ng, waving his

ar ms)
The goddamm heat hens have risen from
t he grave again. Those goddam
Savages!! You kill them and they
turn into ghosts... and they haunt
you like -- Pig-fuckers!

(he Il ooks into their

faces)
... Boys, good boys, are dying out
here... And they're not dying like
Chri sti ans!

(shakes hi s head)
Horrible!! What they do to the ones
they don't kill. Jesus wept!

Victor and Charles have turned pale w th shock.
going on?"... fills their features.

He pounds his fist against the map.

COVVANDER TRENTON ( CONT' D)
| need officers! Goddamm it! |
need good goddamm officers! Even
pi g-fuckers |like you two will do!

"What

48.

is
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Li nm ngs | eans over the desk and whi spers sonething to the
ranting Trenton.

COVMANDER TRENTON ( CONT' D)
(in alowvoice, with
a foot-in-nouth | ook)
Ch, that Van Deere... Oh, shit...
t he New York Van Deeres...? Yes, |
forgot .

Victor and Charles | ook quizzically at one another.
Li mm ngs continues to whisper to the Commander.

COVVANDER TRENTON ( CONT' D)
(in a lower voice)
Senator Harvey's son? Onh, ny dear..
Lord... Shit. That's right. Linmm ngs
why didn't you...

They both turn and smile at the two confused Lieutenants.

COMMANDER TRENTON ( CONT' D)
Di smissed, Linmngs... Ch, and find
t hat good-for-nothing Gaffe'. Tel
himto double-tine it over.

LI MM NGS
(dutifully)
Sir, yes Sir!
Trenton rounds his desk and puts his hand on Victor's
shoul der, taking himaside while ignoring Charles -- for the
nonent .

COVVANDER TRENTON
Harvey -- | ama great admrer of
your father. He knows that the Indian
pr obl em has one outconme and one
outconme only... And, you know what
the outcone is, don't you, son?

Vi ctor | ooks uninterested, shrugs his shoul ders and sm rks
at Charl es.

COVVANDER TRENTON ( CONT' D)
It's us or them son. |It's a harsh
justice we deal out here.
(squinting into
Victor's eyes)
Your father has a firmgrasp on this

Yes?
(slaps himon the
shoul der)
This is all out war, Son... all..

out... Holy... War!
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Charl es | ooks over into a corner where a | ong Apache nmagi c-
stick is decorated with the scal ps of dispatched braves.

He turns and nakes a face at Victor.
Victor tries his best to stifle a |augh.
COVMANDER TRENTON ( CONT' D)

Oh? So this is funny to you,
Li eut enant ?

VI CTOR
No, Sir, to the contrary, Sir
CHARLES
(interjecting, yet
politely)
No sir, we don't find this funny at
all. But, permssion to speak, if |

may, Sir.
Trent on nods.

COVVANDER TRENTON
Per m ssion to speak.

CHARLES
(snide and with utter
confi dence)
If you ever want to get out of this
shit-hole you call a command, Sir, |
woul d suggest that you start Kkissing
our very inportant hindquarters.

Charl es renoves a tinepiece fromhis coat.

CHARLES ( CONT' D)
Ri ght about now, will do... Sir.

Trenton's neck becones visibly red as he calmy wal ks behi nd
his desk, slowburning to a glow. He takes a seat.

He | ooks up at the two Lieutenants, up and down, comng to a
boi | .

He | ooks like he is going to explode, maybe kill the two
young nen where they stand.

He puts his head in his hands and si ghs.

He opens a desk drawer and renoves a beautiful Colt .45,
placing it on the desktop.

Charles is starting to look as if his confidence in his own
bul Il shit is fading.
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FULL SHOT -- THE CARVED ELEPHANT | VORY HANDLES
The white ivory gleans in the dappled |ight.
Victor and Charl es | ook nervous.

Trenton reaches deep down into the desk-drawer. (Wio knows
what he's going to pull out next?)

Beads of sweat appear on Charles' and Victor's brows.

Vi sions of the two hanged nen drift into their mnd s eye.

QUI CK CLOSE- UP -- ONE HANGED MAN S GHASTLY, RAVAGED FACE
CUT TO

Trenton pulls out a |arge shape.

The two young nmen w nce.

It is a bottle of expensive Napol eon brandy that Trenton
pl aces next to his gun.

COVVANDER TRENTON
(proudly)
1810 Napol eon. The best.

He produces snifters.
Victor and Charles heave a sigh of relief.

Trenton sets the three snifters down and pours a hefty shot
in each.

COVVANDER TRENTON ( CONT' D)
(chuckl i ng)
You have a full ball-sack, Boy --
Pul | up a seat, Centlenen.
(of fering)
Cigar?... Cuban. They roll themon
whor es' asses, you know.

The at nosphere changes.
They all enthusiastically |ight up.
Sgt. Maj. Gaffe' enters the office and snaps to attention.

SERGEANT GAFFE'
Sir!

COMVANDER TRENTON
At ease, Sgt. Myj.

VI CTOR
Were have you been Gaffe'?
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Gaffe' looks lovingly at the brandy bottle.
SERCGENT GAFFE'
Maki ng supply allocations, Lieutenant.
Al ways busy, work's never done.
Gaffe' keeps staring at the brandy bottle.
Trenton relents to Gaffe's thirsty eyes.

COVVANDER TRENTON
Very well, Sgt. Maj. pull up a seat,
here.
Trenton hands himthe bottl e.

SERCEANT GAFFE
Thank you, Sir.

Gaffe' reaches into his coat, renoves a collapsible tin cup
and quickly fills it.

He takes a deep sw g.
He | eans back, sighing, as if he's tasted heaven.
Victor and Charles ook at the Sgt. Maj. with m xed curiosity.
COMVANDER TRENTON
Gaffe' what are the orders for these
two?
SERGENT GAFFE'
| gave themtheir seal ed orders before
we reached Prescott.
Trenton | ooks to the two young nen.
COMVANDER TRENTON
You have your orders with you,
Gent | emen?

Vi ctor and Charl es suddenly renmenber the two envel opes Gaffe
handed to them

CUT TO

The Chi nese cook, at the water station, tossing the envel opes
into the fire.

The wax-seal s bubble and nelt.

CUT TO



SPLI'T SCREEN - -

Both Charles' and Victor's fathers sit at their desks,

the duty orders for their sons.
VO CE OVER -- one fades into the other.

SENATOR HARVEY
Dear Cormmander... Sir, | would |ike

to introduce you to ny son, Victor..

VAN DEERE
Charles. He has found hinself
in a shameful spot of trouble and I
need to rectify the situation within
your utnost confidence. You wll

assign himto Canp Apache, 6th Cavalry

det achnent where he can..

SENATOR HARVEY
... face the realities of nmanhood
and the chal | enges of command and

hopeful l'y. ..

VAN DEERE
) learn what it is to be a soldier
of honor. ..

SENATOR HARVEY
Do your job well and you will be
rewar ded.

VAN DEERE
Yours, Dr. Hansieg Van Deere esqd.

SENATOR HARVEY
Senator Victor Harvey I11.
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witing

They slide the notes into envel opes, sealing themwth wax.

They stanp "U.S. Arny" into the soft wax.

Victor and Charles shrug their shoul ders.

VI CTOR
W lost them Sir.

COVVANDER TRENTON
You | ost thenf

CHARLES
Damm, Victor. W left them at the
Chi naman' s ki t chen

CUT TO
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COVVANDER TRENTON
(paci ng agai n)
Don't panic, Trenton, don't panic.
| don't dare send a wire to your
fathers that you two nitwits | ost
your orders. They'd buck ne to
Private... Hm .. Mist use |ogic.

He pours hinsel f another brandy and takes a sw g, thinking.

COVVANDER TRENTON ( CONT' D)
"' msure your fathers would want you
safe. Agreed, Sgt. Major!?

SERCGEANT GAFFE'
Safe and sound as an iron trap, Sir.

COVVANDER TRENTON
There nust be sonewhere safe in this
goddamm Territory.

VI CTOR
WIl we keep our scalps, Sir?

CHARLES
Wth our various appendages intact,
Commander ?

Trenton steps up to the map.

COVVANDER TRENTON
This may take some incentive to help
nmy thought processes al ong.

CHARLES
This may hel p sharpen your brain,
Sir.

Charl es tosses a | eather pouch of $20 gol d pieces on the
desk.

Trenton hears the chink of many gold pi eces and wi t hout
turning around --

COMVANDER TRENTON
Gaffe', get over here!

SERGEANT GAFFE'
Sir!

They both scan the map, their backs to the young Lieutenants.
Victor and Charles confidently pour thensel ves nore brandy.
They clink their gl asses.

Trenton and Gaffe' talk quietly.
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Gaffe' points to an isolated northern outpost -- Qutpost 22.

SERGEANT GAFFE' ( CONT' D)
Wiy not Qut post 22, Commander? A
bunch of wonmen and children up there --
last tinme | heard.

COVVANDER TRENTON
Who's the officer in charge there,
Sgt. My ?

SERGEANT GAFFE'
Maj or Faust, 3rd Cavalry. Sir, I'm
sure Faust could use a couple of
West Point grads.

COVVANDER TRENTON
Yes, Faust. He's a good man. 3rd
Caval ry, a bunch of reb farm boys
stationed there, right?

SERGEANT GAFFE'
So, what's the harnf? Maybe these
two wet bottons...

turns and | ooks at the two young nen, who are lighting up
cigars, paying no attention.

SERGEANT GAFFE' ( CONT' D)

... Wll learn a few things from
Maj or Faust w thout getting thensel ves
killed.

Turni ng back to the map.

SERGEANT GAFFE' ( CONT' D)
We'll be able to pull the wool over
their old nen's eyes. They've already
paid for ny attentions to their
preci ous, wayward sons.

Gaffe' shows himthe pouch of gold coins.
Trenton is enthusiastic.

COMVANDER TRENTON
Gaffe', you're a genius -- for a
conpl ete idiot.

SERGEANT GAFFE'
Thank you, Sir. | think.

They both turn and face Victor and Charl es.
COMVANDER TRENTON

Very wel |, Lieutenants.
( MORE)
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COVMANDER TRENTON ( CONT' D)

You two will leave with tonorrow s
supply train. It's a hundred and
fifteen mles northeast of here. A
good three days on the trail... But
t he Conmanding OFficer is a good
one. He'll get you there in one

pi ece.

He points to the map.

COVMANDER TRENTON ( CONT' D)
There's a shit-spit silver-mning
town about five or ten mles from
you.

He points to a town above Tuba City, a place called Argentum

COVVANDER TRENTON ( CONT' D)
Pl enty of ganbling, whores and cheap
whisky. It's relatively quiet. No
ranmpagi ng savages.
(paces, a little,
t hi nki ng)
Gaffe', you wll acconpany them

SERCEANT GAFFE'
' mtheir guardian angel, Sir.

COVVANDER TRENTON

And, if | hear you're anything |ess,
"1l make things nasty for you,
Gaffe'. Cdear?

SERGEANT GAFFE'
Crystal, Sir.

Trent on sal ut es.

COMVANDER TRENTON
See you in six nonths, Lieutenants.
(placing his index
finger on his nose)
Gentlenmen, we will keep this contract
to oursel ves, agreed?

Victor and Charl es sal ute.

CHARLES & VI CTCR
Sir! Yes, Sir.

CHARLES
We're grateful, Sir. W're not really
the Indian-fighter types, Sir.
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VI CTOR
Not at all, Sir.

COMVANDER TRENTON
Yes, Lieutenants, | can see that.
Troopers, di sm ssed!
As they | eave, Trenton grabs the pouch of gold coins.

COVMANDER TRENTON ( CONT' D)
Sgt. Maj. A word, please.

Gaffe' turns as Victor and Charles exit the office.

He renoves half the gold coins and tosses the renaining
contents to Gaffe'.

COVMANDER TRENTON ( CONT' D)
Keep them safe, Gaffe'.

SERGEANT GAFFE'
(resigned)
WIl do, Commander, Sir. Safe as
Christ's mlk.

COVVANDER TRENTON
| hope so...

EXT. ROAD QUT OF PRESCOTT -- AFTERNOON

REVERSE ANGLE - -

The head of a |ong supply-wagon train pulls over a ridge.
CRANE UP -- CONT.

Prescott is seen in the distance.

A coterie of Comanche scouts trots over the rise. The Big
Buck is anong them

He | ooks back at Victor, who is trying to control his wagon
team wi t hout nuch | uck

Victor | ooks up, as the Big Buck continues to wink and smle
t owards him

Victor tries not to make eye contact.

Victor's wagon traverses the rise with Charles (I ooking
splendid on his nount) trotting cl ose behind.

He catches up to Victor's wagon.

ON CHARLES - -
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Charles takes a swig froma flask, offering it to Victor --
who takes a swig, trying not to notice the anorous | ooks he
t hi nks he's getting fromthe Bi g Buck.

Charl es picks up on this, shaking his head and chuckling, as
he rides on ahead.

CHARLES
Way Victor, | think he likes you.

Victor is not anmused, attenpting to keep his wagon in |ine
with the others.

The trail descends.
The wagon train snakes into the open desert.
LONG SHOT - -

The wagon train is framed by an expansive desert valley, as
it shanbles along the dusty trail.

EXT. THE GREAT DESERT PLAIN -- LATER -- DUSK

The wagon train circles in on itself in a defensive posture,
form ng that evening' s encanpnent.

D stant buttes are silhouetted in purple twlight.

The sun's radiating spires lick the rosy-pink sky, as it
si nks over the horizon.

Troopers build a central bonfire.
It roars into existence.
Troopers fill sacks with dirt and build fortifications.

I ndi an scouts and troopers begin patrolling the perineter
am d the gathering gl oom

Two I ndian scouts share a rolled cigarette, as others build
cooking fires. Everyone else starts settling in for an
uncertain night.

A trooper renoves a canvas drop-cloth covering a Gatling
gun.

Anot her trooper breaks open an ammunition case.

They | oad the machi ne gun and point it out towards the open
desert.

A squaw is stirring a | arge pot of bean and corn chowder.
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EXT. VICTOR S AND CHARLES CAMPSI TE -- MOMENTS LATER

(Thanks to Gaffe', Victor and Charles have their own wagon;
t hi ngs coul d be worse).

Gaf fe' approaches their canpfire.
Two chickens are charring on spits.

Gaffe' | ooks at the ruined supper, kicking it over into the
fl ames, shaking his head in disgust.

SERGEANT GAFFE'
(scornfully)
Fool s.

Gaffe' peeks into the hooded wagon and finds our heroes
al ready hal f drunk.

They have hel ped thenselves to a case full of brandy stanped:
CAMP DEFI ANCE ONLY

Charl es | ooks up.

CHARLES
(smling)
Sergeant Major! Cone in, cone in.
Wel cone to our shit-pile.

SERCEANT GAFFE
Sirs, | think your dinner is ruined.

VI CTOR
To hell with it, Gaffe'. Look what
we' ve found.

CHARLES
Take a bottle for yourself.

SERCGEANT GAFFE'
(di sgust ed)
| think that was for the Comanche
scouts, Sir. That's how we pay them
you know. They aren't going to nuch
i ke you two drinking their wages.

Charl es tosses Gaffe' a $50 gold piece.

CHARLES
Pay the brutes off. The brandy stays
W th us.

Gaffe' indignantly nmakes |ike he is going to throw the coin
back in Charles' face, but catches hinself and instead,
stashes it in his breast pocket.
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SERGEANT GAFFE'
(gravely serious)
It's about honor, Lieutenant. Honor
is all we have to give them

He clinbs onto the backboard and into the wagon, gathering
up the case of brandy.

SERGEANT GAFFE' ( CONT' D)

They don't want your gold. They
want the brandy, 'cause it's
honorabl e. Understand? They wi ||
cut a man's Adam s appl e out and
show it to "emfor |ess..

(exiting the wagon,

facetiously)
Sir!

Gaffe', the case of brandy on his shoul der, |ooks back at
the two green Lieutenants.

H's head is silhouetted, illum nated against the gl ow ng
canpfire, throw ng streans of orange and yellow fingers
t hrough the snoke.

He | ooks |ike a prophetic visionary from some other century
as he plainly states --

SERGEANT GAFFE ( CONT' D)
Reveille at 5, inspection at 6, we
nmove out at 7. I wll wish you a
good eveni ng, Lieutenants.

CHARLES
Hold on Gaffe'.

Charl es takes one |ast giant swig, taps the cork back in and
tosses the bottle to Gaffe'.

CHARLES ( CONT' D)
Wul dn't want to antagoni ze the
natives, would we?

SERCGEANT GAFFE'

(politely)
Eveni ng, Lieutenants.

An I ndian scout sees Gaffe' has returned with the m ssing
brandy and gives out a whoop.

They slap himon the back with affection.
He hands them their case of brandy.
COVANCHE | NDI AN SCaUT 1

(di sgust ed)
Et aut ha'ty, Gaffe' Tn"nkda puue't.
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| NSERT -- SUBTI TLE
"KEEP THOSE MORONS I N LI NE, GAFFE'.
Gaffe' answers themin their own tongue.
SERGEANT GAFFE'

Eu® ahe aht”a ehea, ehek eknuht,

whupum  Eht whupum
| NSERT -- SUBTI TLE - -

"I do what | can do. Trust ne, they are worth noney to ne.
Lots of noney."

Sergeant Gaffe' throws Scout 1 the gold piece.
The Scout bites on it and tosses it to the Bi g Buck.
The Bi g Buck steps forward.

Bl G BUCK
Tu enkt unknt a-he' he, ah untah

| NSERT -- SUBTI TLE - -
"THEY' RE ASKING FOR I T."

Bl G BUCK ( CONT' D)
Yahh, tehen. Ahtehw a kuhu' eh.

| NSERT -- SUBTI TLE

"Maybe we should teach thema | esson.”

The ot her scouts chuckl e.

Gaffe' is not anused.

SERGEANT GAFFE'

You stay away fromthem Hear ne?
He' h heht? Stay away, or you'll
find yourself at the end of a rope.

The Big Buck flings the gold piece into the darkness.

Bl G BUCK
Don't need rich white sol dier gold.
Buys the Devil. W l|let them al one

‘cause we |ike you, Gaffe'
He | ooks to his conrades.

Bl G BUCK ( CONT' D)
Eeht kuhu' eh deh Apache aht aaoh!
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| NSERT -- SUBTI TLE - -
"We'l|l see how they wet thensel ves when Apache attack!!"
They all 1augh, whoop and sl ap himon the back.
The scouts nove on and di sappear into the shadows.

Gaffe' stands | ooking back at Victor's and Charles' wagon,
shaki ng his head.

SERCGEANT GAFFE'
Fucking twits.
(1 ooks towards heaven)
| do have ny work cut out for ne,
don't I, Lord?
EXT. THE ENCAMPMENT -- LATER -- LATE EVEN NG
CLOSE ON - -

The bonfire has becone | arge, glow ng enbers, barely
illumnating a star-choked night.

Troopers and scouts patrol the perineter.
The bugl er bl ows taps.
The Big Buck and two of his fellow scouts are on guard patrol.

As they pass Victor's and Charles' wagon, the Big Buck peeks
in.
He sets a bottle of brandy next to the sleeping pair.
Victor is startled awake, catching the Big Buck in the act.
Bl G BUCK
(smling, as always)

For you, Little Rich Wite Sol dier.

Next tine... ask.
He wi nks at Victor and continues his patrol.

Victor sinks into his bedding and pulls the Indian bl anket
over his head.

EXT. THE ENCAMPMENT' S OUTER DEFENSES -- LATER

On the horizon, out on the desert plains, an eerie glow
flickers atop two tall twin buttes -- giving the appearance
of blazing eyes in the night.

Two scouts are behind a sand-bagged barricade, gazing at the
wei rd sight and sniggering to thensel ves.

Two troopers are next to them manning the Gatling gun.
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One trooper | ooks over at the scouts and points to the spooky
lights on the horizon.

TROCOPER 1
Hey... Big Chief. Wat's that out
t here?... Apaches?

The two scouts |augh, as Scout 2 points out into the darkness.
SCOUT 2
(sni ggering)
Those? Those... 'Eyes of Coyote.'

The ot her scout rakes his finger across his throat.

SCOUT 3
(smling fiendishly)
Szeet-ueta... zut.

The troopers are puzzl ed.

TROOPER 2
What the hell is he saying, Chief?

Scout 2 smles, his teeth white as pearls in the dimlight.
SCOUT 2
He say, two die tonight. Two eyes?
Two die.

The two troopers hurriedly check over their machi ne gun,
maki ng sure it's fire-ready.

They both gl ance over at the scouts, smling broadly.
TROOPER 2
(faux-confidently)
It ain't gonna be us, Chief.
The two scouts chuckle at the troopers' naivety.

The troopers snigger nervously, as frowns of fear slowy
fill their expressions.

W DE SHOT - -

The "Eyes of Coyote" continue burn into the bl ackness of the
hori zon.

EXT. THE ENCAMPMENT -- PRE- DAWN NI GHT
The canp is asleep, save for the guards.
Troopers on guard duty are nodding at their posts.

A.O -- Strange sounds of the desert fill the evening air.



64.

A trooper shakes hinsel f awake upon hearing distant, besti al
grunts.

Dark figures nove anongst a rock-fall skirting a nearby cliff.

A shadowy figure noves |ike supernatural liquid -- silhouetted
against a cliff-face.

FULL SHOT - -

A fierce coyote head, made into a mask, covers a Shadow
Warrior's face.

Scene Note -- (Shadow Warriors -- in Apache lore -- are said
to be the fierce spirits of those who have fallen in battle.
They protect the Apache Nation and are consi dered vengef ul
ghosts ever vigilant to their m ssion).

ANGLE DOWN - -

In intricate ritual make-up, another Shadow Warrior peers
out like an unworldly apparition, blending into the rock-
face |ike a chanel eon

He di sappears fromthe frane like a w sp

Two troopers at their post talk in |ow tones, while the MIky
Way arches across the doned sky above them

Qut of nowhere -- they are set upon by two Shadow Warriors
who silently pull theminto the darkness.

A.O -- The sound of a sharp blade sliding over soft flesh --
then wet grunts, punctuate the night air.

I NT. VICTOR S AND CHARLES' WAGON -- SAME

Charles is sawi ng | ogs.

Victor is in the mddle of a dream

CLOSE UP --

H's eyes roll under his lids in a deep REM state.
VI CTOR S DREAM SEQUENCE - -

CAMERA SWOCP - -

He is in a desert culvert.

W DE SHOT - -

The sky | ooks like a denmented Dali painting.

A furious skirmsh is raging.
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There are dead troopers all around him

Sonme are horribly mangled, but it is hard to nake out nuch
t hrough the haze of gun-snoke.

A trooper turns his face towards Victor. He has an arrow
t hrough each eye.

ZOVBl E TROOPER

(frantic)
Don't come here! You'll die here.
Get away -- get away while you can!

He pushes Victor away and runs nmadly into a wall of bullets.
Victor sees Charles on a rise, firing madly down at sonething.

Victor crawls toward hi mover bodies of dead troopers, as
arrows and bullets zing passed his head.

He grabs Charles and | ooks into his face.

Charl es swi ngs his head, |ooking hard at Victor. His
expression i s denonic.

CHARLES
(shouti ng)
They all have to die! It's us or
them ... It's us or them Victor,
can't you hear ne!? Get up! Cet

up!
Vi ctor | ooks down and sees the object of Charles' rage.

It is the Dream Indian Princess from Victor's absinthe-opium
vi si on.

As Charl es keeps punping shots into her, she | ooks to Victor.
DREAM PRI NCESS

(pl eadi ng)
Nkééz, nkééz! Enk t-hah, nkééz,
nkééz.

He | ooks back at Charl es, whose face has turned into a
coyote's.

FULL SHOT -- A GRINNI NG DEMONI C COYOTE FACE

CUT TO BLACK:
A.O -- BUGLER S REVEI LLE
CUT IN -- CLOSE UP

Victor's eyes are pinned back, as reveille rips through his
head Ii ke a shriek from hell
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The sun is barely up and it streans through the dust into
Charles' and Victor's wagon

Victor | ooks out of the wagon and sees the Big Buck staring
at him

Charl es wakes up with a start, as Victor |ooks back at him
- CHARLES
(grunpi l'y)
Goddamm, Hell's trunpet!

Victor swings his head toward the Bi g Buck, but he has
di sappear ed.

W DE SHOT -- A MORNI NG SKY
TELEPHOTO -- A BALD EAGLE
A huge, beautiful bald eagle soars through the norning skies.

It flies toits nest on a cliff-ledge, a fat rabbit inits
t al ons.

It feeds it to its hungry eaglets and they rip it apart.
EXT. THE ENCAMPMENT' S CENTER -- LATER
The troops line up for roll call.
Vi ctor and Li mm ngs inspect the troops.
They |l ook to Gaffe'.
VI CTOR
Sgt. Maj., are we to inspect the

troops this norning?

SERGEANT GAFFE'
As it suits your pleasure, Sir.

Charl es, yawni ng and di shevel ed, approaches. He points to
the troops waiting at attention.

CHARLES

| can't nake any sense of this. [|I'm
of f for coffee.

He uncerenoniously wal ks of f towards the snoky chuck wagon.
Gaffe' takes off for a group of |agging recruits.
SERCGEANT GAFFE'

You filthy lazy shits. Get in line.
Ri ght now!  Troopers!
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| NT. COLONEL MAGDALI NE'S WAGON.
Magdal i ne enmerges from his wagon in grand Nero-style.

Character Note -- (No one has seen the el usive Col onel
Magdal i ne since the wagon train pulled out of Prescott. The
Colonel is a slothful, puffed-up, overweight hedonist. He
is as anoral a commandi ng officer as can be imagined. The
only things he cares about are his cut fromthe supply
deliveries and his baser instincts.)

He | ooks up into the sun, sliding on a pair of oval, thick-
| ensed sungl asses. He wal ks to a water pouch whil e taking
out an ivory toothbrush.

He vigorously gives his bicuspids a brushing, spitting,
| ooking up at his troops, a sneer in his eye.

He neatly replaces the prized brush into a | eather slipcase,
tucking it into a hip pocket.

COLONEL MAGDALI NE
(bel | owi ng)
| need sone fucking coffeel!

A naked squaw | ooks out frominside his wagon, pulling a
bl anket over her bounci ng breasts.

He braces hinself, shaking off the brisk norning air.
The sycophant, Limm ngs, appears out of nowhere.

He smles like the bespectacl ed rodent he is.

He hands Magdal i ne a nmegaphone.

Magdal i ne points it towards the sleepy, mlling troops.

COLONEL MAGDALI NE ( CONT' D)
Where are ny fucking officers?!

Gaffe' appears and foists Victor in front of him
Vi ctor nervously sal utes.

VI CTOR
Col onel, Sir.

COLONEL MAGDALI NE
(returning the salute)
Who are you?

VI CTOR
Li eut enant Harvey, Sir.

CCOLONEL MAGDALI NE
Vel | ?
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VI CTOR
vell, Sir?

CCOLONEL MAGDALI NE
(brusquel y)
Take roll call, you annoying idiot.
| " m needi ng breakfast.

He | ooks Victor up and down.

COLONEL MAGDALI NE ( CONT' D)
Report anything strange to Limm ngs
here... Lieutenant... um.. You are..

LI MM NGS
(1 eans over)
Harvey, Sir. Lieutenant Harvey.

COLONEL MAGDALI NE
Yes, yes, Harvey. Report whatever
di screpanci es you may conme upon to
Limm ngs. Carry on.
Magdal i ne cl ears snot from his nose.
It splats on Victor's nice, shiny boot.
VI CTOR
(still at attention)
Sir?
COLONEL MAGDALI NE
(oblivious)
Very good. Carry on.

The Col onel throws the negaphone to Victor and stunbles
towards the chuck wagon

| NT. COLONEL MAGDALI NE'S WAGON -- SAME

The Col onel's pretty, half-naked |Indian concubine rifles
t hrough his things, |ooking for anything of val ue.

She finds a gold watch.
She stuffs it up her vagi na.

She throws on a buckskin robe and slips out of his wagon,
unseen.

EXT. THE ENCAMPMENT' S CENTER -- MOMENTS LATER
LONG SHOT -- THE TROOPS CALL OUT

Li mm ngs produces a clipboard. He and Victor check down a
long I'ist of nanes.
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The troopers shout out, "Present.
Their voices echo off into the desert wastel ands.

"Emerson, John, Private, Collingsworth, Edward, Private 1st
cl ass, Thonpson, Jeppard, Private 2nd class..." etc.

EXT. A DI STANT MESA TOP

On the edge of an imense cliff, three Apache Shadow Varriors
sing in a guttural mantra.

We can see themonly fromtheir tanned backs, as they | ook
down upon the wagon train encanpnent, which appears ant-1ike
and m | es bel ow.

Their backs are intricately stained in skull and beast notifs.

A.O -- The troopers' voices are a barley audible echo, as
they continue to sound off roll call far far bel ow

The Apache Shadow VWarriors continue their eerie song.
A scorpion craw s over the back of one of the chanters.

Then -- There is another and another -- Soon, all three
chanters' backs are covered with scorpions, as their mantra
conti nues.

At their feet are the heads of the two unfortunate troopers
t hey di spatched the night before, their caps still securely
pull ed on their heads. Their faces have been ritually peeled
back and the skin, nuscle and sinew carefully pinned,
revealing the fresh, grinning bone beneath.

CUT TO
THE ENCAMPMENT -- MOMENTS LATER
Charles is nounting up.
Vi ctor approaches and grabs the horse's reins.

VI CTOR
(concer ned)
Charles, there are two m ssing
Privates. They've di sappear ed.

CHARLES
(T nmpatiently)
VWll then -- tell the Col onel.
(bel eaguer ed)
Gaffe' suggests | nove this train
out and |l earn sone tricks of command.
(smling)
Really Victor, that man is a trial.
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He rides off yelling.
CHARLES ( CONT' D)
(ordering, to anyone
wi t hin earshot)
Let's nove this goddam shit-pile
out!
Victor returns to his wagon to nove out.

Li mm ngs approaches Victor's wagon, as the train slowy
uncoils its defensive ring.

He checks over a list on a clipboard.

LI MM NGS
(matter-of -factly)
Li eutenant!... Privates Hansen and

Dodds are mi ssing.

VI CTOR
(qui zzi cal)
Were are they, then?

LI MM NGS
(in all seriousness)
Dead. | would imagine.

Shock fills Victor's features.

VI CTOR
l"mnot sure I'mgetting you,
Corporal. Dead? Shouldn't we report
this to Magdal i ne?

LI MM NGS
Maybe later. Let's not bother him
just yet. He has a hell of a
hangover .

Victor is dunbstruck by what he is hearing.

VI CTOR
(anger tinges his
Voi ce)
That's not right, Corporal. |Is it?
Victor junps fromthe buckboard, wal king towards Magdaline's
wagon but -- the dimnutive Linmm ngs stands in his way.
LI MM NGS
(hard)
If I were you, Lieutenant, | would
tend to your wagon. You may have
noticed -- we are noving out, Sir.

A scout brings over Linmmngs' horse and he nounts up.
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LI MM NGS ( CONT' D)
(plainly)
| wouldn't worry too nmuch, Sir.
This is war.
(controlling his nount)
It will all work out in the end.

He rides off with his scout escort towards the head of the
train.

Victor shakes his head as he clinbs the headboard of his
wagon.

He sees the bottle of brandy the Big Buck left, retrieves
it, uncorks it, and takes a huge sw g.

VI CTOR
(to hinself, sick to
his heart)

This is no fun, no fun at all.
He noves his wagon out.
ON GAFFE' AND CHARLES - -

Gaffe' rides up to Charles, who is getting the troops and
wagons organi zed as best he can.

GAFFE'
(to Charl es)
Sonme advice?... Watch out for
Magdal ine. He's a devil's son.

Gaffe' rides on.
ON MAGDALI NE - -

Magdal i ne has returned to his wagon, clinmbing onto the
buckboar d.

COLONEL MAGDALI NE
(barking at Charl es)
Li eutenant, | don't want to have to
conme out there and keep this train
moving! If | do... Your head wll

roll... AmI nmaking nyself perfectly
clear to you!?

CHARLES
Yes, Sir... Perfectly clear.

COLONEL MAGDALI NE
Good, see it stays that way.

He hands the reins to a supplicant driving the team and
di sappears into the back of the wagon, pulling the drape
cl osed.
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Gaffe' signals the bugler to sound out departure.
FULL SHOT -- THE BUGLER
He spits out an insistent martial call.
The wagon train slowy returns to the dusty trail.
EXT. A HUGE OPEN DESERT VALLEY -- AFTERNOON

The wagons snake through a spectacul ar "John Ford-esque”
| andscape.

A line of six Shadow Warriors, on their nmounts and sil houetted
agai nst a huge yell ow sun, follow the wagon train's progress
froma far ridge.

The train cones to a large fork in the trail.

A mangl ed sign points to Canp Defiance to the northeast and
Qut post 22 to the northwest.

Col onel Magdaline and the bulk of the supply train head to
Fort Defiance in the northeast.

Wiile -- Victor's, Charles' and Gaffe''s smallish contingent
heads towards the northwest corner of the Arizona Territory --
onward to Qutpost 22.

Scene Note -- (There are three wagons, five non-comr ssioned
officers, three scouts [the Big Buck anong them food, nedical
and mlitary supplies and a small conpany of nounted Caval ry
headed to Qut post 22).

On they nove -- through the desert vista towards the isol ated
out post nestled in the Arizona foothills.

The trail narrows and descends into the badl ands --
unforgiving, scarred by erosion and baked by the sun.

A pack of coyotes hows at the snmall wagon train as it passes
by.

A trooper takes a potshot at them and they scatter.

POV A LI NE OF G ANT RED ANTS - -

The gi ant wheels, horses and nen are |ike noving buil dings
next to the busy insects that march, oblivious, alongside
the trail.

A trooper gnaws on hardtack and sw gs water.

FAVORI NG H M - -

HORSEBACK TROOPER
This is shit!
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Anot her trooper beside him nods on his horse.

Gaffe' comes up behind himand boxes his ear.

Hi s horse

Victor is

Charles ri

rears and he topples off, enbarrassed.

SERGEANT GAFFE'
(tersely)
Mount up trooper and stay alert.
(yelling at the troops)
Al of you stay alert -- or your
Mommies will wail at your funerals.

noddi ng at the reins of his wagon team
des by and throws water on himfrom his canteen.

CHARLES
Attention, Lieutenant!

VI CTOR
(Startled and annoyed)
Jesus, Charlie, |I'm awake.

CHARLES
Gaffe' says the scouts think there
may be hostiles about. Keep your
powder dry.

VI CTOR
You're joking? Hostiles? 1 thought
we were going sonmewhere safe. Are
we safe?

CHARLES
Not sure. The scouts aren't sure.
They say they may be Navaho traders,
they may not be. Stay awake.
Sonet hi ng about Ghosts -- Shadow
Warriors or sonething.

VI CTOR
Shadow Warri ors?

CHARLES
Scouts say they can't be killed.
They say they're already dead. Tri bal
nonsense if you ask ne.

VI CTOR
(shakes his head in
di sbel i ef)

This is getting better by the m nute,
Charlie.
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CHARLES
(1 aughi ng)
You can tell your fat little
grandchi | dren how you fought Indian
ghost s.

He makes a spooky sound but, Victor is hardly anused.
VI CTOR
(resigned)
Here, drink this.
Victor tosses himthe brandy bottle.

Charles brings the bottle to his lips.

CHARLES
(Facetiously)
For honor and country, | drink to

t hee.
He takes a big swig and tosses the bottle back.

CHARLES ( CONT' D)
(pinching his face in
di sgust)
Goddamm, that's good. Hide it
sonmewhere. ..
(1 aughs)
Sonmewher e dark.
(decl aratory)
Tonorrow, you ride point.

Vi ctor frowns.
VI CTOR

(frustrated)
Point? To Hell with riding point.

(sm rking)
You seemto be taking this all in
stride. | feel |Iike Dante exploring
Hell. You ride point.

Charl es swings his horse around.
CHARLES
My gloony little Victor, let's try
and survive this. Shall we?
He rides off to point.
DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. THE BADLANDS END -- LATE AFTERNOON

The badlands finally give way to a |l ess-tortured | andscape.
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Over a rise, the terrain changes to rolling hills of barre
cacti and gi ant saguar o0s.

W DE SHOT - -

In the distance -- thin colums of dark snoke rise on the
hori zon.

The small train comes to a halt.
Gaffe' and Charles spread a map over a buckboard.

CHARLES
(perturbed)
| thought you knew your way around,
Sgt. M.

SERCGEANT GAFFE'
Seens to ne, we should be reaching
that gorge... Here --
(points to nap)
By dusk, Sir. No later, Sir.

CHARLES
VWhat about the snpbke in the northeast?

SERGEANT GAFFE'
|"mpretty sure we're on Navaho | and,
Sir. They're probably burning off
scrub. | wouldn't pay it nmuch m nd.

CHARLES
That may be, Sgt. Maj. But, |I'm
sendi ng out a patrol, anyway. |
need to get Lieutenant Harvey off
his spotty ass.

SERCGEANT GAFFE'
Are you sure, Sir? The scouts think
we shoul d keep novi ng.

CHARLES
| do believe | rank you.
(ordering)
Gat her sonme volunteers, Sgt. Mj.
and I'll assign Lieutenant Harvey.

SERCGEANT GAFFE'
Very good, Sir. But | would advise

novi ng on.

CHARLES
Set a perinmeter, Sgt. M. We'll
still make that gorge by tonight.

ON CHARLES - -



Charl es approaches Victor's wagon, on a m ssion.

ON GAFFE

Gaffe' has assenbled a ragtag patrol

CHARLES ( CONT' D)
Mount up, Victor. You're going on a
scouting patrol.

VI CTOR
(drinking again)
It wouldn't have anything to do with
t hat snoke over there, would it?

CHARLES
How astute you can be sonetines.

VI CTOR
Well, you're so righteously curious..
why don't you go? Can't you see? --
| couldn't care |ess.

CHARLES
It's only a few mles away, Victor.
And as | am a 1st Lieutenant and you
are a 2nd Lieutenant -- Munt up!

VI CTOR
And, if | don't come back?

CHARLES
"1l informyour father... Now get
nmovi ng, 1st Lieutenant.

VI CTOR
"1l nmove -- but | have a nasty
feeling about this.

two scouts. The Big Buck is anmpong them

DETAIL --

They check their firearns and amuniti on.

As Charles and Gaffe' secure the tenporary canp,
patrol nove out to investigate the snoke col ums.

his snal

They di sappear over a hill.

EXT. A DESERT CLIFF -- LATE AFTERNOON

ANGEL DOMN -- A CULVERT -- REVEALI NG - -

A large troop of vultures is feasting on a body.
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of green recruits and

Victor and
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EXT. A DESTROYED APACHE ENCAMPMENT -- CONT.
FULL SHOT - -
A owi ng enbers --
PULL UP --
The remains of tepee huts snolder in a wide gully.
PAN TO REVEAL - -
A | arge Apache encanpnent has been razed to the ground.
There are bodi es everywhere.
TRACKI NG -- THE BCDI ES
It is a scene of horrible, soul-freezing slaughter.
No one -- nen, wonen, children -- was spared the hol ocaust.
Vi ctor surveys the shocking scene.
The Bi g Buck rides up beside himand, sniffing at the air --
He slowy turns his head towards Victor.
Bl G BUCK
This is Faust magic. He leave this
as war ni ng.
(shaki ng his head)
Bad Spirit Magic. Not good for the
soul of nen.
VI CTOR
(looks at the Big
Buck with disgust)

Maj or Faust? Wiy would he kill wonen
and children? This is madness.

The Bi g Buck's expression changes to that of deep concern.

Bl G BUCK
(1 ooking at the ground)
Thi s war, good nedicine for bad
spirits. Stay close, Little Rich
Wi te Sol dier.

(smling)
Bad nedicine rub off -- not happy
for you.

The Bi g Buck | ooks to his partner and they both ride down to
expl ore the carnage.

Victor calls out to a nonconm ssi oned officer.
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VI CTOR
Corporal, follow me. The rest of
you, stay alert.

The two head down the hill with the scouts.
The scouts di smount, picking through the rubble.
Victor and his Corporal disnount.

One of the scouts finds a huge Bowi e knife and shrieks his
delight to the Big Buck

Bl G BUCK
(smling and shrieking
back)
H ee, ta“hae!

Vi ctor wal ks anong t he bodi es.

Sone have been savagely ravaged. Faces have been burned or
hacked away.

A.O -- A baby's nuffled cry is heard.

The Bi g Buck discovers an infant, still alive, under a young
squaw s bl oodi ed body.

He holds it up by its heel and |laughs, as it wails, wiggles
and screarns.

H s partner renoves his Colt .45 fromits holster and pl aces
the nmuzzle to the infant's tiny head, cocking the hamer.

Victor takes his side armout and points it at the scout.

VI CTOR
Hol d there, or | shoot!

Victor wal ks over to the Big Buck and demands the baw i ng
chi | d.

The Bi g Buck | ooks at him

Bl G BUCK
This little oun®cha bring you bad
luck, Little Rich Wiite Sol dier.

VI CTOR
(angry)
I'm the judge of that.
(taking the infant)
Mount up

Victor takes the infant carefully in his arnms and uses his
chest belt to secure it.
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FRAMED - -
The patrol heads back to the small wagon train.
ANGLE DOMN TO - -

The canera lingers on the sickening scene they are |eaving
behi nd.

EXT. A DRY R VER GOR -- EARLY EVEN NG
The sun drifts bel ow the western hori zon.

The conpany pulls up, circles its wagons and prepares for
t hat evening' s canp.

EXT. THE CAWP -- EVEN NG

Charles, Gaffe' and the scouts share an after-dinner aperitif
around the central canpfire.

Guards patrol the perineter.
Victor is in his wagon caring for the Apache infant.
He adjusts the oil lanp to a | ow setting.

The Big Buck sticks his face into the covered wagon and hands
Victor a small water pouch with a spout on it.

Bl G BUCK
(smling)
Cactus mlk. Gve to the oun”cha.
Victor smles but says nothing.
Bl G BUCK ( CONT' D)
This is good for Little Rich Wite
Sol di er, you have soul after all.
He turns and wal ks back to the canpfire.
CLOSE ON - -

Victor holds the spout to the child' s mouth and it suckles
away.

M ND S EYE -- VICIOR
I NT. VICTOR S DREAM HOUSE -- A BEAUTI FUL MORNI NG
He sees his fiancee waking up next to him
She shows himtheir child.
BACK TO
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CLOSE ON - -
Victor smles at the infant -- then there is a noise.
He | ooks up, half expecting to see the Big Buck has returned --

Instead, he is staring at a nightmarishly fierce Shadow
Varri or.

Victor junps back -- startled at the sight of the fearful
wraith.

Note -- (The Shadow Warrior's face is obscured by his coyote
mask. He is intricately painted, anorphous and not of this
earth).

He points an archaic silver-trinmred flintlock pistol at
Victor's head -- cocks it and notions himto hand the child
over.

SHADOW WARRI OR
(in an insistent

whi sper)
Enh yua eetah. Eet”eah, eetah! Auh
et -- eetah.

Victor hesitantly hands himthe child.

The Shadow Warrior gently sets the child beside him and
notions to Victor to cone to him

Victor is frightened, but -- the warrior has the nysterious
gun pointed at his head so he conplies quickly.

Lighting quick -- the Warrior slashes Victor across the fatty
part of his cheek, deeply to the bone.

Victor flies backwards, as shock nunbs his expression.
CLOSE ON - -

As bl ood spurts fromthe open gash, he sees the Shadow Warri or
| oom ng above himlike a ghoulish apparition.

SHADOW WARRI OR ( CONT' D)
Ut “*he hen tah-ha hett'e.

POV -- VICTOR

The Warrior's coyote face begins to shiver and ripple.
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SHADOW WARRI OR ( CONT' D)

(in an echoi c whi sper,

wi thin a broken

di al ect)
This scar save you... Save you from
white-devil-spirit. Save you from
our deep sorrow.

He whi spers an invocation that fades into gibberish.

SHADOW WARRI OR ( CONT' D)
Enp~raoh tee yah”ehe et hah..

Victor | oses consci ousness.
TO BLACK
FADE I N - -
I NT. VICTOR S WAGON -- MORNI NG
POV-- VI CTOR
The swarthy visage of Gaffe' cones into focus.
REVERSE ANGLE -- GAFFE'

He is crudely stitching up Victor's angry wound and not at
all daintily.

POV -- VICTOR
Charl es conmes into frane.
Victor is woozy, as his consciousness fades in and out.

SERGEANT GAFFE'
He's lost a | ot of bl ood.

POV -- VICTOR

Charl es' face changes into the Indian Princess, into the
Shadow Warrior, into a coyote's and back

CHARLES
(softly)
Victor, who did this?

SERCGEANT GAFFE'
Wio did this, Son?

Victor only smles and nods, as his eyes roll back in his
head.

CHARLES
VWhere's the I ndian child?
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POV -- VICTOR
The faces of Gaffe' and Charles fade..
CHARLES ( CONT' D)

(echoi c)
| told you not to give himthat nuch
| audanum

Vi ctor passes out.
TO BLACK:
FADE I N - -

As the small wagon train pulls over a hillock, dotted with
scrub-pi ne and manzanita -- Qutpost 22 appears out of the

| ate nmorning ground-fog |ike an ugly, om nous, tar-stained,
pi ne-1 og keep.

(The outpost is small but well fortified, with a deep trench
dug around the tall pine-log siege-walls. Sentry turrets
are at all four corners.)

The wagon train passes the abandoned renmains of an I|ndian
village. Nothing remains but tepee skeletons and rotting
hi des.

FULL SHOT - -

A sign arches above the gates, announcing: OUTPOST 22 --
U S. ARM.

Slowy flapping above the fort, in an anem c breeze, is a
tattered ' OLD GLORY.'

There are tall, thin, iron pikes on either side of the heavy
wood and iron gates. Stuck on the pikes are two nmumm fi ed
Apache Warrior heads conplete with bright red bandannas.

The gates swing back and a small troop rides out to neet the
approachi ng supply train.

Vi ctor guides his wagon team forward | ooki ng gl oony. The
side of his face is swillen and bandaged. He takes a chug
fromthe brandy bottle, w ncing.

The Big Buck rides by Victor's wagon.

Bl G BUCK
Little White Soldier... Not worry.
Qun~cha better off now. Shadow
Warrior not kill Little Rich Wiite
Sol di er.
(smling, with a w nk)
Good. .. have better |uck now.
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The Big Buck calls to his conrades and they ride on ahead.

Scene Note -- (Inside -- The fort has an open assenbly-ground --
a nmedi um si ze, two-story wood-and-stone bl ockhouse -- a stable
that houses forty horses -- a |large sturdy canvas tent,

housi ng the hospital. There is the troop bunkhouse and a

wood and iron-hinged battlement that rings the conpound).

The wagons pull up alongside two snall how tzers, being
nmeticul ously cl eaned and prinped by recruits.

Excited recruits appear fromevery corner. Sone |et out
cheers of joy (The mail is in).

They all start shouting for mail.

TROOPS
Mail!  Mail!

A corporal, fromhis wagon, throws a mailbag to the post
Sergeant who immediately starts calling out nanes.

FULL SHOT -- THE TROOPERS FACES

The soldiers are all starved and all smles for alittle
news from hone.

Recruits unhitch the wagon teans and |l ead themto the watering
t roughs.

The horses swing their heads, edging for a space at the
t rough.

Charles and Gaffe' disnmount, as a stable-master inmmediately
appears, taking their horses.

STABLE PRI VATE

(sal uting and grabbi ng

t he reins)
Sgt. Major... Lieutenant. Major
Faust is expecting a report. W had
no i dea you were comng SO soon
Tel egraph |ines have been down for a
week now. Thank Christ you're safe --

(sal uting)
Sirs!

Victor pulls the brake and junps fromthe buckboard.

He has forgotten about his wound, which rudely rem nds him
as he hits the ground.

VI CTOR
(touchi ng the bandages)
Goddamed, son-of -a-bitch!

He sees Gaffe' and Charl es.



84.
Gaffe' waves himover and the three enter Faust's lair.
They are greeted at the door by post Chapl ai n, Appl ebee.

Character Note -- (Captain Chaplain Applebee is a tall reedy
gentle sort, but nervous and totally out of place in his own
skin. He wears a priest's collar under his uniform)

APPLEBEE
(nervously biting on
hi s t hunb)
Gaffe', it's good you're finally
her e.

He salutes Victor and Charles and they answer.

APPLEBEE ( CONT' D)
(cordially)
Li eut enant s.

SERGEANT GAFFE'
(angry) |
What is the good Major up to,
Appl ebee? Lieutenant Harvey, here,
is wtness to a nassacre. Has Faust
finally lost his m nd?

APPLEBEE
(concer ned)
| know, | know... He's really stirred
up the wath of God and the hornet's

nest.

Appl ebee | ooks to Victor and Charles. He nervously gl ances
back and fourth, between Gaffe', Victor and Charl es.

SERGEANT GAFFE'
Oh, I"'msorry. Applebee? Lieutenants
Harvey and Van Deere.

APPLEBEE
(shaki ng their hands,
heartily)
Li eutenants. |'mthe post Chapl ain
her e.
He | ooks at Victor's wound -- which is oozing blood-fluid

t hrough the dirty bandage and dripping off his chin.

APPLEBEE ( CONT' D)
That's quite a nasty cut you have
t here, Lieutenant. W should have
t hat | ooked at.

VI CTOR
I"'mfine, really. 1'mfine.
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APPLEBEE
(reassuringly)
No, | insist you have that | ooked
at. Infection is sonmething you don't

want out here.
Looks to Charles and Gaffe'.

APPLEBEE ( CONT' D)
The Major is expecting you. He's
down the hall and up the stairs.
"1l take the Lieutenant to the
infirmary -- Follow ne, Lieutenant.

Appl ebee | eads Victor away, |eaving Charles and Gaffe' to
face Maj or Faust.

They pass through the officer's ness hall, through a hallway
and stop at the bottomof a flight of stairs.

A.O -- At the top of the stairs, sounds of several people
can be heard | aughi ng behind a door.

Then suddenly, the | aughter stops.
Gaffe' and Charl es | ook at one anot her.

The door of Faust's office bursts open and two bi g Navaho
scouts, guns drawn, stare down at the two startled nen.

Maj or Faust sticks his head between them
He i nmedi ately recogni zes Gaffe'.

Character Note -- (Major Faust is an urbane tall, darkly

sini ster nmegal omaniac. He wears a jet-black uniformwth

gol den eagl e epaul ets, an unusual broad-brimred flat-top hat
and a pair of inpeccable knee-boots. His hair spills over

his collar and onto his shoul ders. He | ost an eye at Vicksburg
and wears a fancy | eather eye-patch. Charm ng on top, evil

to the core and a wily, canny, ruthless Indian-fighter, Faust
is the definitive white-devil soldier.)

MAJOR FAUST
Sgt. Major. Good to see you nade it
in one piece. Come on up.
Looks at Charl es.

MAJOR FAUST (CONT' D)
Who's that with you?

CHARLES
Li eut enant Van Deere, Sir.
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MAJOR FAUST
(chinmes in his head)
O the New York Van Deeres?

CHARLES
Yes Sir, the sane.
MAJOR FAUST
(amused, to Charl es)

| " m honor ed. ..
You just out of West Point, then?
What on God's earth are you doing

out here?

CHARLES
Yes, Sir. Haven't figured that out,
Sir.

MAJOR FAUST

VWll, then, of course. The both of
you, conme up

Charles and Gaffe' are still leery of the two |arge |Indians
staring down at themand walk -- hesitantly, up the stairs.

They enter Faust's lair.
| NT. MAJOR FAUST'S OFFI CE -- SAME

MAJOR FAUST
(to Charles,
apol ogetical |l y)
Li eut enant, please excuse the clutter.
We do our best here -- out in the
wi | ds.

The two nen pass by the scouts.

MAJOR FAUST ( CONT' D)
Oh, don't mnd them they snelled
Apache on you... | suppose.

The Navaho scouts nove to one side, sniffing at the pair as
they pass into Faust's lair.

Scene Note -- (His office is large, dusty and dingy. It is
lined with bookshel ves, stuffed with mlitary books,
Shakespeare, Socrates, what-have-you).

In a corner there is a narrow cabinet. On top and under a
gl ass done, is the head of an Apache Warrior -- conplete
wi th bright orange headband and eagle feather. It is so
perfectly and lovingly preserved, it |ooks alive.

Charl es gl ances at sone book titles lying on a desk -- such
as: The Bible, MIlton's Paradise Lost, MacBeth, Dante's
| nf erno, Moby Di ck.
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He sm rks.

He then spots the head and his expression changes to that of
revul si on.

Faust sees this.

MAJOR FAUST ( CONT' D)
It was either himor ne, Lieutenant.
Thought |1'd keep himaround to rem nd
me -- | do this job for God, country
and honor. Taxiderm st did a great
job -- Don't you think?

Faust | ooks at the head.
MAJOR FAUST ( CONT' D)
| honor his spirit by keeping him
close... Sonetinmes, he talks to ne.
Charl es | ooks distressed.
Faust bursts out | aughing.
MAJOR FAUST ( CONT' D)
(to Charl es)
Had you going, didn't I, Son. He
doesn't talk to nme...
He puts his chin in hand and strolls to the w ndow.

MAJOR FAUST ( CONT' D)
anynor e.

He smles, exposing two gold front teeth.

He wal ks over to the one window in the office and notions to
t he Navaho scouts to cone and | ook.

They join him
SHOT -- QOUT FAUST' S W NDOW

Two troopers peel back the buckboards of Victor's and Charles
wagon.

One holds up two carbine rifles and anot her hol ds up boxes
of anmmunition hidden within the buckboards.

Navaho Scout 1 slaps Faust on the back in satisfaction.
But the other Navaho scout sees the Big Buck talking to his

Comanche conpadres in the foreground and voices his
di scont ent.
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NAVAHO SCOUT 2
(in disgust, spitting)
Um t ooph etah. Navahah etteh uooph.
Comanche | ndi an.
(shakes his head,
| ooks to Faust)
Faust, they are not to trust.

MAJOR FAUST
| trust themjust fine. You have
your rifles -- be content with that.

That's the trouble with you savages --
None of you get al ong.

He wal ks over to a cabinet and unl ocks it.
MAJOR FAUST ( CONT' D)

(nonchal ant | y)
If it wasn't for us, you' d w pe each

ot her out.

(grinning)
You shoul d be happy we white devils
keep you fromkilling each other.

The scouts sneer at him

From the cabinet, he throws thema bottle of fine brandy and
their attitudes suddenly change.

Faust throws his armforward and flattens his hand out,
clenches it and thunps it to his solar plexus -- as a sign
of a done deal

FAUST
Chunt ah unch

He hol ds out his hand and they, begrudgingly, shake it.
On their way out Scout 2 | ooks back at Faust.

NAVAHO SCOUT 2
You watch self, Faust. Apache kil
you one day.

They both eye Charles up and down, jeering at himon their
way out.

MAJOR FAUST
So -- Lieutenant Van Deere -- 1'l]I
have quarters set up for you right
awnay.
(yel l'ing)
Cor por al !

An underling runs up the stairs.
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UNDERLI NG
Sir!

MAJOR FAUST
Have quarters set up for the
Li eutenant, here.

UNDERLI NG
We have none... Sir.
MAJOR FAUST
(in a slow burn)
VWell, then nake sone.
(bar ki ng)
Clear!?
UNDERLI NG

As crystal, Sir!
Faust takes a seat in a squeaky buffal o-hide chair.
He bids the two to pull up a seat.

MAJOR FAUST
Now -- | need a full report fromyou
t wo.
(squinting, his dark
eyes fiery)
Tell e, Lieutenant Van Deere, why
are you here, anyway?

SERGEANT GAFFE'
Senator Harvey's son is al so here,
Sir.

MAJOR FAUST
(sem - shocked)
The Senator Harvey?

SERGEANT GAFFE'
The sane. Sir.

MAJOR FAUST
(1 eani ng back)
Well... | take pride in having such

| um naries under ny command. But --
this is not making nuch sense.

Gaffe' | ooks at Charles, who is still staring at the head
under gl ass.

Faust | ooks to Charles and clears his throat, waiting for an
answer .

Charl es | ooks over.
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CHARLES
Excuse nme, Sir. Wuld you happen to
have sone extra brandy?
Faust narrows his eyes and not in a good |ight.
Gaffe' sees this.
SERCGEANT GAFFE'
(di pl omatical ly)
Per haps, | can explain, Mjor.
| NT. HOSPI TAL TENT -- MOVENTS LATER
Appl ebee ushers Victor into the hospital tent.

Several nmen are on cots in different states of distress (a
broken |l eg, the flu, a gunshot wound, etc.).

In a partitioned corner, the post's Doctor is doing a
postnortem on a body with the assistance of a squaw -- her
back turned to us.

A O -- BUZZI NG FLI ES
A. O -- The Shadow Warriors spooky guttural mantra saturates
t he scene.

SLOALY TRACKI NG ALONG -- THE MJTI LATED BODY

Scene Note -- (The naked body of a trooper is in a nightmarish
state of mutilation. H's skin, fromhead to toe, has been
deeply, intricately carved with swirls, stars and geonetrica
shapes. Sone parts, such as the nouth and stomach, have

been peel ed back |ike a bloom revealing the nuscle and bone-
structure beneath. The chest has been cracked, the heart

| aid open and the organ carved to resenble a flowering cactus
rose).

The Doctor is witing something in a journal, as he | ooks up
at Appl ebee and Victor -- who stare at the horrible sight.

He turns --
(A.QO) -- As the unearthly song abruptly stops.
DR CHERON
(excited)
Isn't this sonething?

Vi ctor and Appl ebee | ook at one another, covering their noses
and nout hs in disgust.

Victor is turning green, trying to control his gag reflex.

The Doctor continues to wite.
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DR. CHERON ( CONT' D)
Be with you in just a tick.

Character Note -- (Captain-Dr. Cheron is the outpost's surgeon --
a good-natured portly sort, who constantly wites in a
journal).

Al luding to Victor and Appl ebee, he sets his book and penci
down and, returning to his ghastly work, keeps talKking.

He clinically exam nes the scul pted heart with a probe.

DR CHERON ( CONT' D)

(wi th apl onb)
The Apache's think this nockery of
the human formallows it to walk
free into the hunting grounds,
unchal l enged. This is a great honor.

(shakes hi s head)
He nust have fought bravely. |
i magi ne he was alive when they visited
nost of this...

(frowni ng and gesturing)

art work, upon him

He wal ks to a box-canera on a tripod and asks everyone to
step back.

He holds up the flash-pot and burns the unfortunate corpse's
degradation onto the canmera's silver-tint plates -- for
posterity.

Victor's wound is starting to seep vigorously.

APPLEBEE
(rmore than di sgusted)
Doctor, as fascinating as this may

be -- the Lieutenant here needs sone
attendi ng.
The Indian girl turns towards Victor and we see -- it is the

beautiful Indian Princess of his visions.

She smles at him

As the feelings of recognition overtake him Victor sees her
for a nonent dressed in her resplendent Indian finery, |ooking
i ke the earth-nother virgin.

A trooper calls out in pain and the spell is broken.

She | owers her eyes, smling, turns and hurries to tend the
t r ooper.

Cheron throws a burlap tarp over the corpse, as flies disperse
from every corner.
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Appl ebee and Victor cover their noses.

DR CHERON
Better get this one into the ground --
soon.

He sets Victor down in a well-worn barber's chair, |leans him
back and punps the lift with his foot till the chair reaches
a proper height.

Peel i ng back his head-bandage, Cheron renoves the dirty bl ood-
soaked dressing.

DR. CHERON ( CONT' D)
(exam ni ng the wound)
Hmm nasty cut.

He calls to the Indian girl.

Victor turns in her direction, still enchanted and with a
di m sense of recognition.

DR CHERON ( CONT' D)
(in a fatherly tone)
Little Wng, bring me ny kit.

LI TTLE W NG
(in I'ndian-pidgin
Engl i sh)

And -- where that now be, Father?
Victor is puzzled by this reference.

VI CTOR
Your daughter, Doctor?

DR CHERON
(kindly, ignoring
Victor's conment)
Try the enpty bed in the rear, child.

She retrieves it and brings it to him Al the while, she
stares at Victor, turning away when he returns her watchful
eye.

VI CTOR
Where' d you find her? Honestly,
Doct or .

She hands him his nedi cal bag and he begi ns runmagi ng around
for the surgical thread and needl es.

DR CHERON
Oh -- | adopted her. Actually?
Tri be just abandoned her -- found
her in a cave, starving -- half dead.

( MORE)
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DR CHERON ( CONT' D)
She's a big help and not hard on the
eyes.

He smles at Victor.
Victor smrks.

DR CHERON ( CONT' D)
(knowi ngly)
Don't worry yourself, lad. She's ny
adopt ed daughter -- for God's sake.
(smrks back at Victor)
Don't even think that thought | know
your thi nki ng.

The Doctor pours sonme vodka on his hands -- rubs and shakes
themdry.

Victor winces in pain as Dr. Cheron w pes the wound cl ean
with iodine astringent and a cotton swab.

DR. CHERON ( CONT' D)
(exam ni ng t he wound)

Excellent, no infection has set in.
W'l |l renove these crude stitches,
sew it back up and you'll be right
as rain, Lieutenant. Just take it
easy for a few days -- Howdid this
happen, anyway?

VI CTOR
Long story, Doctor... some other
time, perhaps.

Little Wng | ooks closely at the wound. She knows sonet hi ng
is not right about his wound.

DR. CHERON
This may sting at first.

Dr. Cheron grabs a small bottle of powdered cocai ne, turns
Vi ctors head and pours sone on the wound, w ping away the
excess.

Victor's face pinches in pain.

Wth scissors, the Doctor carefully cuts away Gaffe''s crude
stitch-up job

DR. CHERON ( CONT' D)
(to Little WnQg)
Hol d his head down for nme, would
you, child?

She gently puts her hands upon his head, as he gazes back
into her astonishingly beautiful face.
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The wound is still dreadfully deep and seeping fluids.

LI TTLE W NG
(concerned, to Cheron)
Thi s ghost wound, Father. This bad
magi c. He need Shaman Indian man --
cure this.

Cheron takes a deep breath, raising hinself.

DR CHERON
(patiently sighing)
Child, Child. How many tinmes have |
told you that's all superstitious
nonsense. Ghost wound?

Dr. Cheron rubs nore cocaine into the wound.

He threads a needle and begins to stitch Victor's cheek back
t oget her.

CLCSE UPS - -
The needl e pierces the skin.
Victor's neck nuscles tense.

He | ooks at Little Wng out of the corner of his eye and
sees her smling at him a halo of back-1ight fram ng her
head.

DR. CHERON ( CONT' D)
Too bad, Lieutenant, if | could have
gotten to you earlier? You may not've
had to deal with the unattractive
scar this is going to | eave on your
pretty face.

VI CTOR
(through cl enched
t eet h)
It will be an honorable nmark, Sir.
| assure you.

He wi nces, as the needle closes another flap of the wound.
I NT. MAJOR FAUST'S OFFI CE -- SAME
Faust is in an uproar.

MAJOR FAUST
(enpirically)
... How dare you question ny ethics --
These Apaches are denobns. They fight
like devils. They live like devils.
( MORE)
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MAJOR FAUST ( CONT' D)
You fight themon their own terns or
you die -- sometines horribly. You
nust understand, this is not a
Christian war!

CHARLES
(facetiously)
| apol ogi ze, Sir, that I find
sl aughteri ng wonen, children and the
el derly -- di shonorable.

MAJOR FAUST
(searing)
Di shonorabl e? Dishonorable!? You
have no idea, do you? You spoiled
little cock.

Gaffe' tries to calmthe scene down.
GAFFE'
Now, now, Sirs. If | may, please..

settle it down.

Faust wal ks to a large map of the Arizona Territory. He
points to the tiny mning tow of Silverton, just a few mles
over the ridge fromthe outpost.

The two recognize it.

MAJOR FAUST

Silverton was w ped out |ast week.
Only a handful escaped, telling tales
of such pitiless depravity -- | can
barely fathomthe horror. An entire
town, gentlenen, razed to the ground.

(shaki ng his head,

eyes bul gi ng)
This is no Christian war.

(wal king to the w ndow,

in deep thought)

| do what | nust.

(hardened, soulless)
| do what | nust.

He | ooks out the window to a distant thunderhead on the
horizon. It throws down fingers of |ightning upon the desert
val l ey floor far bel ow
Faust turns to them a weird glow flooding his features.
FULL SHOT -- FAUST'S FACE

MAJOR FAUST

Qut here? Life is cheap.
( MORE)
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MAJOR FAUST ( CONT' D)
(piercingly, pointing
out the w ndow)
Qut there, things are wild.
CUT TGO
EXT. COLONEL MAGDALI NE'S WAGON CCLUWN -- AFTERNOON

Three wagons, separated frommain colum, run for their lives
over a rise, as a dozen Apache riders follow in hot pursuit.

Bel ow -- the other half of the colum is struggling in a
pitched battle, pinned down in a |ow, w de ravine.

Six (or so) Apache Braves lie prone on a high ridge, |ooking
down onto the chaos. Brandishing high-powered tel escopic
buffal o guns, they take potshots at the troopers bel ow.

One takes careful aim

POV -- APACHE WARRIOR' S GUN- SI GHT - -

W see himpin a trooper's head within the cross-hairs and
then, with a jolt, we see half the trooper's head fly off.

CLOSE ON - -

The Apache brave | aughs, as the others slap himon his back.
W DE SHOT - -

Down in the ravine, the troopers are caught in a hail of gun
and arrow fire, as they huddl e behind what cover they can
find.

CLOSE ON - -

The wagon's canvas canopi es have caught fire.

A burning body |ies across a wagon hitch.

A trooper is thrown back, as two arrows slaminto the face.
Maj or Magdal i ne is busy taking out Apache riders on their
pai nted ponies. He is better than deadly with his pearl -
handl ed Colts, as each warrior who charges himis quickly

di spat ched.

Suddenly his head jerks and he spins around, a gl eam ng

t hrow ng- hatchet jutting fromthe back of his skull. Blood
punps like a spray-gun fromthe horrible split.

REVERSE - -

We see -- it is his squaw concubi ne who has thrown the deadly
projectile. She scanpers off and down a hill.
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CLOSE ON - -
The Gatling gun is spraying fire everywhere -- but the gun
overheats and jans. The gun-crew is quickly overwhel med as
are all the defenses --
Detail --
A savage nmmssacre ensues.
BACK TO - -
Meanwhil e -- three wagons race away fromthe conflagration,
as we see the snoke fromthe battle rising lazily over the
ridge.
Apache riders chase down one of the wagons.
Two Braves with short rifles shoot the two | ead horses,
causing them the wagon and its occupants to tunble down a
steep ravi ne.
CLOSE ON - -
The driver is crushed under the team of horses.
The other two occupants fly through the air like rag-dolls.
ON - -

O her Apaches catch up to the second fl eeing wagon, shooting
the driver and its occupants.

Two warriors grab the reins of the horse-team and expertly
bring the wagon to a halt.

The remai nder of the Apache riders dash off after the |ast
remai ni ng wagon

CLCSE ON - -

The driver is in a panic, as he pushes the horse-teamto
their limt.

FROM BEHI ND - -

The Apache riders close the gap.

CLOSE SHOT -- THE WAGON S BACK WHEELS

The wagon-wheels skirt the rimof a steep culvert.
CLOSE ON - -

A warrior pulls alongside the racing wagon, takes careful
aimand, with his bow, lets fly a shaft.



98.

The arrow skewers the neck of the trooper -- yet, he keeps
riding on.

FULL ON -- THE WAGON S BACK WHEELS
The wheel s di p dangerously into the culvert.
CLOSE ON - -

For his life, the trooper swings the galloping teamfromthe
pr eci pi ce.

He breaks the arrow off and and pulls the shaft out the other
side of his neck, as he urges the team onward.

Anot her trooper, fromthe wagon's rear tail-gate, picks off
several Apache riders with a carbine.

REVERSE ANGLE - -

A bullet rips through his shoul der and neck, spraying bl ood
and tissue everywhere.

He falls on another man who is holding his gut.

The Apache riders are on the verge of overtaking the |ast
wagon.

CRANE SHOT -- FROM ABOVE AND FROM BEHI ND

Six Indian riders pull up to an escarpnent, as the wagon and
its pursuers race on far bel ow

FROM BEHI ND - -

Si x Shadow Warriors are stained fromhead to toe in jet-black
ink. Their faces are (as al ways) obscured by their masks.

They are nmounted on ponies -- strangely arnored in buffal o-
bone. They scream and yelp to their brothers pursuing the

| one wagon bel ow.

CLOSE ON - -

An Apache rider sees the apparitions on the ridge and yells
out to his conrades.

The chase is alnost i medi ately broken off.
CLOSE ON - -

The gravely wounded soldier, in the rear of the wagon, lifts
his head and sees the pursuit fading.

He briefly spots the Shadow Warriors chargi ng down the
enbanknment to greet their brothers -- and passes out.
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W DE SHOT - -
The wagon races over a ridge and away to safety.
EXT. MAGDALI NE' S MASSACRED COLUWN -- MOMENTS LATER

Apache Braves are picking over what remains of Mgdaline's
wagon col um.

A brave wests the gleam ng, fine-steel throw ng hatchet

from Magdaline's skull. He wi pes the blood and brains from
t he bl ade onto his buckskins. He tests the weight and bal ance
of his newy acquired weapon -- He is pleased.

CLOSE UP -- H' S FACE
He screams with joy and triunph.

CUT TO
EXT. OUTPOST 22 -- LATE EVEN NG

A smal |l herd of deer munches on foliage in the dappled
nmoonl i ght, as Qutpost 22 sleeps in the background.

Guards patrol the creaking wooden battl enents.

Chi ckens cackle and a cock crows in a darkened pen -- as
weasel s make off with prized eggs.

Charles is asleep in the officers' quarters.

Gaffe' is asleep in a small private room adjacent to a troops
bunk- house.

FULL SHOT -- THE EMBOSSED COVER COF DI CKEN S " GREAT
EXPECTATI ONS" - -

PULL BACK TO REVEAL - -

Vi ctor has nodded off in a corner of the hospital tent.

He is sitting a in a chair -- face bandaged, next to his
bed, beside a flickering lantern Iight. The book is open,
lying in his |ap.

CLOSE ON - -

Fi ngers gently touch the bandages on the side of his face.
He awakens.

It is the beautiful Indian girl, smling at him

He begins to say sonething, but she touches her fingers to
hi s nmout h.
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LI TTLE W NG
(whi speri ng)
Where you get that? Onph et oat”eah

Eh-t ahey.

She points to his wound and slowy renmoves her hand from his
nmout h.

VI CTOR
An Apache gave it to ne.
LI TTLE W NG
No -- no alive Apache give you that.

That i s Shadow Scar
(shaki ng her head)
It is not this world.

VI CTOR
(smling)
| know you, your face -- That's
i npossible -- isn't it?
LI TTLE W NG

(frightened for him
It is bad spirit give you that cut --
Bad spirit. | now afraid for you
(stroking his hand,
| ooki ng deep within
hi s eyes)
You will take me now. Yes? Cure
you now.

She ki sses hi s wound.

Victor is hesitant -- puzzled, but acquiesces to her tender
overtures.

LI TTLE W NG ( CONT' D)
(gently)

Nkééz, nkééz.
Victor caresses her slender shoul der.

He sees the vision of her as his Dream | ndian Princess
repeati ng those words to hi magain.

VI CTOR
VWhat does that nmean? Nkééz?

LI TTLE W NG
(smling, sexual)
Tinme -- Time to be. Tine to live.

She renoves her clothes and then his.
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They slip naked onto the hospital cot, enbracing each other
like reunited | overs exploring the vaguely famliar recesses
of their own bodies -- disappearing into one another.

Above the bed, an incorporeal mst takes shape, bursting
into soft, dancing flanes of blue, orange, red and yell ow.

The delicate fires are ghost-flanmes and do not burn or snoke.

The spectral lights wash over them as they continue their
sexual exploration

The trooper with a broken |leg snores away in his bed next to
them-- oblivious to the action taking place.

EXT. OUTSI DE THE HOSPI TAL TENT -- SAME
There is a small but evident glow within the hospital tent.
Al is quiet save the crickets, singing within the silence.
The scene |ingers.

CUT TO
EXT. THE ASSEMBLY GROUNDS, OUTPOST 22 -- DAWN
TRACKI NG -- ALONG THE BATTLEMENTS

We cone across two guards, drinking tins of steam ng coffee,
scanni ng the hori zon.

GUARD 1
l"msick of this stinking pile o
shit, ain't you?
(spits out sone
grounds, disgusted)

Stuck here in Hell, and all. | feel
[ike killing sonething.
GUARD 2

Well, this is where they send no-
accounts like you and ne. At |east
ny in-laws ain't here.

They bot h chuckl e.

There is the distant sound of iron wheels on chipped rock
then -- imediately, they spring into a defensive node.

Wth their long rifles at the ready, they fix eyes on the
source of the noise, but it is hard to make out anything in
the dimlight and brew ng ground fog.

PAN -- THE HORI ZON

An eerie calm
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GUARD 1
(whi speri ng)
What's that, you think?

GUARD 2
(whi speri ng back)
Hell if | know -- Sounds |ike wheels.

GUARD 1
Savages ain't got wagons.

He whistles over to the guard at the far tower.
GUARD 2

(calling over)
You hear that!?

GUARD 3
(cal l'i ng back)
| have it in the spy-glass. It's a
covered wagon -- It's one of ours.

(yells)
Open the gates! W got a straggler!

GUARD 1
Are you sure it's clear?! Should I
sound al ar nf!
GUARD 3
It's clear. They're waving a white
flag!
Guard 3 | ooks through his spy-gl ass.
TELESCOPI C -- THE LONE WAGON
The | one wagon creeps towards the outpost.
The driver waves a bl ood-stained white shirt overhead.
GUARD 3 ( CONT' D)
(yel l'ing bel ow)
Open the gates!!

The gates slowy open, as the sun streans over the eastern
hills.

CLOSE ON - -
The tattered wagon pulls into the assenbly grounds.
Guard 3 calls out alarmon his bugle.

The driver, still holding the angry wound on his neck, junps
fromthe buckboard and coll apses -- as does one of the horses.
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Troopers, sone half-dressed in their |long johns, streamonto
t he grounds and surround the wagon.

Faust, buttoning up his coat, his undershirt hangi ng down,
wal ks to the wagon as the troopers step aside.

The driver |ies unconsci ous.
Faust | oons over him

MAJOR FAUST
(sternly)
So -- what's all this?

Faust points to three stunned privates.

MAJOR FAUST ( CONT' D)
(ordering)
Get himto the infirmary. The rest
of you nmen, stand back.

Troopers gently pick up the stricken soldier as Dr. Cheron
neets them

Charles is straightening his runpled uniform

He sal utes Faust and | ooks at the man being carried into the
infirmary.

CHARLES
Sir, I know that man. He's from
Magdal i ne' s wagon col umm.

MAJOR FAUST
(angry) _ _
| need sone answers right quick.

The Bi g Buck saunters over.

Bl G BUCK
(sarcastically)
Answers? Answer is? You kill them
or they kill you -- Better start
killing nore, Faust. Less of them
better for you.
MAJOR FAUST
(tersely)
Shut up, Savage. |1'll ask your

opi nion when | need it.

Faust notions to Charles and they draw their guns, peering
into the back of the wagon

The sharpshooter |ies dead on top of another nman.

The body beneath jerks and shakes.
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Faust and Charles, guns drawn, slide the dead trooper's body
aside and there, barely alive -- is Limmngs, a thick broken
arrow shaft through his gut.

He grabs at Charles' coat.
LI MM NGS
(in a pai ned whisper)

W were anbushed. Never had a chance.
Everyone's dead or worse.

CHARLES
You'll be OK, Limmngs, lie still.

Faust is straddling the backboard, shaking his head.

MAJOR FAUST
Where, Corporal? -- Wiere were you
attacked?
LI MM NGS
(suffering, spitting
out bl ood)
Goddamm, this hurts, Sir.
MAJOR FAUST
(i npatient)

Were, Corporal!?
Limm ngs tries to catch a breath.

LI MM NGS
About fifty, about fifty ...

Li mm ngs di es.
Charl es | ooks to Faust.
Faust's face beconmes a picture of pent-up rage.
He turns to address his officers at hand.
MAJOR FAUST
(wth a burning calm
Oficers, assenble the men. This
norning we kill Indians.
EXT. THE ASSEMBLY GROUNDS -- LATE MORN NG

The cavalry is assenbled and ready to nove out with two small
how tzers in tow

The Bi g Buck and his conpani on scouts join the colum.

Victor exits the hospital tent, bandaged and buttoning his
topcoat. He seens on a m ssion.
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The Big Buck notions to himto join up.

Bl G BUCK

(yeI ing over to Victor)
Little Rich White Soldier need to
cone al g

(smling and nudgi ng

hi s conpani on)
Little Rich Wiite Soldier |ike Indian
nmount | ast night?

(punpi ng his fist

like a stiff cock)
Mount pony, now?!

They | augh, trotting off to join the columm, |aughing out
| oud.

VI CTOR
(bermused, to hinself)
How do they know t hese things?

POV -- Victor

He sees Little Wng gathering eggs in the coop.

She smles at himat first, but her deneanor changes and she
frowns and shakes her head, as if to di ssuade himfrom what
he is about to endure.

ON VI CTOR - -

He grabs a trooper and orders himoff his horse.

VI CTOR ( CONT' D)
Trooper, off your nount.

HORSEBACK PRI VATE
Sir? Is that a good idea, Sir?

VI CTOR
(insistent, irritated)
That's an order, Private.
The Private | ooks |ost, but obeys his order.

As he pulls his cap on, Victor nmounts up and joins the
conpany.

Charles abruptly rides up to him

CHARLES
No, Vic -- not this tinme. You need
to let those stitches heal. You'l

be_ useless if we run across trouble --
VWhich we will.
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VI CTOR
Don't even think you' re going out
there without ne. W started this

nmess together -- mght as well finish
it.

CHARLES
You wont take no for an answer, |
suppose.

VI CTOR
"Fraid not.

CHARLES

| never thought sanity was one of
your strong points.

(graci ously)
Cone along for the party... by-all-
neans. . .

As Victor rides to join the formation he |ooks to Little
W ng, who sadly gazes at him

He | ooks back, but knows he has no choice in the matter.
The Conpany noves out.
ANGLE FROM ABOVE - -

Appl ebee i s nmounted on horseback at the gate -- Bible in one
hand, his reins in the other. He quotes a passage from
| sai ah, as the troop passes beneath the outpost’'s sign.

APPLEBEE
(preachy, gravely)
ook! See the arm es thundering

towards God's land. But -- though
the eneny roars |ike breakers on a
beach, God will silence them And
this i s the nmessage sent to you --
Let your mighty arm es now advance. .
and leave the field filTed with thine
eneny for the birds and animals to
eat and scatter.

(bows hi s head)
Amen. ..

Appl ebee brings up the rear, joining the columm as the gates
cl ose.

Gaffe' is staying behind to hold the fort down.
He calls to the remaining troopers.
GAFFE'

Al right!
( MORE)
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GAFFE' (CONT' D)
Get to your posts and keep alert! --
Be nice to have a fort for themto
conme back to, now -- wouldn't it?!
(points to three
troopers.)
Move that cannon into position.

Little Wng silently observes the departing troopers.

She clinbs up the battlenents and watches until they di sappear
over the far ridge.

Dr. Cheron calls to her

DR CHERON
Little Wng, dear, will you help ne,
pl ease? W need to keep this fellow
alive for his fol ks back hone.

She takes one | ast | ook.

LI TTLE W NG
(to herself and the
powers that be)
Good magic to help you, ny Victor
Hel p you cone back.

FADE TO BLACK:
FADE I N --
EXT. THE COVPANY COLUWN -- AFTERNOON

Faust seens to know where he's going, as the conpany descends
into a fertile foothill valley.

MAJOR FAUST
(to his officers)
| know where these savages live. |
know how they think -- There wll be
bl ood by the end of this day -- |
can feel it.

Charl es scoffs and | ooks to Victor.

CHARLES
Qurs or theirs?

Appl ebee is handy with a Bible quote.

APPLEBEE
(to Charles and Victor)
The bl ood of thieves is better than
t he bl ood of those who eschew t he
God of Israel. Proverbs, gentlenen.
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He rides by.
EXT. A NARROW VALLEY -- LATE AFTERNOON -- CONT.

Downhill -- There is a small encanpnent of |ndians nestled
beside a | azy stream

Faust's colum cautiously pulls up to the canyon's cliffs.
They are hidden by a thick grove of pines.

MAJOR FAUST
(1 ooki ng through his
spygl ass and t hen,
to his officers)
These aren't the ones we're | ooking
for. But they'll do.

Through his spyglass we see a squaw and a few braves goi ng
about their business.

MAJOR FAUST ( CONT' D)
(1 ooks to Charl es)
Li eutenant, take twenty nen down

there and kill everything that noves.
CHARLES
(shocked)
"1l do no such thing, Major. [|I'm

no nurderer.
Appl ebee chines in.

APPLEBEE
(sternly)
What you do you do for the glory of
God, Lieutenant.

Faust quickly pulls his revolver and points it at Charles’
head.

MAJOR FAUST
Li eutenant, | do believe -- | nmake

the orders and you follow them
There is nothing to be done but Kil
or be killed. Now, MNVE OQUT

Charl es assenbles a small conpany.

Victor rides up to join the troop.

Faust will have none of it.

MAJOR FAUST ( CONT' D)
Li eut enant Harvey, you stand down.

Victor is frustrated, but obeys Faust's orders.
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Wth great stealth, Charles and his small conpany nove out.

Faust and his officers creep to the edge and peer down at
the tiny encanpnent bel ow.

Charl es and his troopers assenble behind a few | arge boul ders,
downwi nd and only 200 yards fromthe encanpnent.

Apparently, they haven't been spotted -- yet.
CLOSE ON - -
Charles is a mxture of fear and resignation.
CHARLES
(whi spering to his
t roops)
Ready nen?

They all steady their horses.

CHARLES ( CONT' D)
Go! !

They gal l op towards the village, guns drawn, firing.

They gallop into the encanpnent, blazing away.

Then - -

They find it enpty. The few Apache who were supposedly there
have di sappeared into thin air. They find dumry decoys.

The huts are bare. They have been tricked.

Panic fills Charles' face as he | ooks up towards Faust and
the rest of the conpany.

Faust sees Charles waving his arns through the spy gl ass.

Faust is immediate in his decision.

FAUST
(yell'ing)
To hi gher ground, nen! W' ve been

had!

The conpany charges out of the woods and up a steep rocky
grade towards a | arge outcropping of granite.

A Corporal and two troopers next to himscreamout, as a
shower of arrows turn themand their nmounts into pincushions.

@unfire rings out and suddenly -- all is chaos.

FROM THE FAKE ENCAMPMENT BELOW - -
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Charl es hears the gunfire, the screans of the nmen, and the
battl e yel ps of the attacki ng Apaches.

He wheel s his nmount around and notions to his troopers.
CHARLES
(taki ng command)
To those rocks, nmen, anbush!!

But -- before they can nmake a nove, a small unnoticed tepee's
drape-flap opens and there, staring at them is a Gatling
gun the Apaches stole from Magdal i ne's col um.
It opens up on themat 10 rounds a second.

The troopers not imediately cut down race downstream only
to have arrow shafts rain down on themfromall sides.

FROM THE BATTLE ABOVE - -

Faust and the remai ni ng conpany hastily di snmount and head
for the cover of the form dable granite outcropping.

There is blistering fusillade fromall sides, as troopers
and a few Apache braves fall in battle.

Victor is in the mdst of the chaos as arrows and bull ets
whi z by.

A chargi ng Apache rider springs out of the woods, scream ng,
gal | oping towards Victor, sw nging a huge mace-like tomahawk
spi ked with nails.

Victor's horse bucks himoff while the Warrior bears down on
him He tries to roll out of the way as the Warrior raises

his mace to strike.

The Big Buck | eaps on the rider, who topples off his nount.

Bi g Buck snaps the warrior's neck like a twig and notions to
Victor to continue uphill.

Victor runs towards the rocks.

The Big Buck wastes two nore Braves before his throat is
bl own out by a shotgun bl ast.

He crunples to the ground, dead.

The troopers scanper for cover in the rocks and begin to
return a heavy bl anket of fire.

Apache warriors with torches ignite the dry foliage
surroundi ng the rocky outcropping.

The fire quickly explodes into an inferno -- hel ped al ong by
the oily brush and dry nmesquite.
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The fire races uphill towards Faust and his troopers.
Faust and his conpany are trapped.

Dense snoke overtakes Faust and his nmen, as they shoot blindly
into a veiled foe.

Several Apache Braves have conmandeered the how tzer and the
acconpanyi ng anmo. Loading the nuzzle with a round, they
pull the trigger-bolt, blasting the side of the outcropping
whil e sending granite, shrapnel and several troopers' body
parts flying through the air.

Victor narrowWy escapes the rushing flanmes and hot netal.
Bounding blindly away fromthe confl agration, downhill and

t hrough a narrow gap, he tunbl es over a steep incline,
bounci ng of f rocks and tree branches.

He is hurt and bl eeding, but there are no bones broken. He
checks his face and finds the bandages are soiled but still
there. He rises to his feet and begins to pick his way down
t hrough the woods towards Charl es.

PULL UP --

The battle at the outcropping can be seen still raging on
above the burning trees.

TRACKI NG -- VI CTOR

Vi ctor rushes through the thicket of trees, brush and
branbles. A fierce nelange of sound swirls all around him --
GQunshots, screans, |ndian whoops, a cannon shot, fl anes,
crackling -- cone in fromall sides.

He finally reaches the fake Apache encanpnent.

FULL SHOT -- VICTOR S FACE

PULL BACK TO REVEAL - -

Bodi es and bl ood are everywhere.

He searches vainly for Charles.

He ventures further downstream and spies the body of a trooper
| ying face-down on an over-hung enbanknent.

The streamis streaked w th bl ood.
He approaches the body and sees that it's Charl es.
He gently turns himover.

Charles wnces in pain, barely alive, as blood trickles out
the sides of his nmouth and nostrils.
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He struggles to speak.

CHARLES ( CONT' D)

(choki ng, chuckling)
This is a sad showing, isn't it,
Victor. M fair Victor.

(rmore chokes and bl oody

spittle)
|"mdying, aren't 1? Wlat in Hell's
circles is dying about, anyway?

VI CTOR
(tears filling his
eyes)
You' re not dyi ng.
Charl es begins to | ose consci ousness.

VI CTOR ( CONT' D)
(nmore tears, gently
nudgi ng Charl es)
No you don't. No you don't!
Charl es eyes flicker and he sm | es.

CHARLES
An |l still here?

Victor hears a sound, and |ifting his head he sees two Shadow
Warriors rushing towards them

REVERSE ANGLE - -

As they race towards him he pulls his revolver and gets off
a few stray rounds, mssing their mark. The supernaturally
agile warriors hurtle towards him

POV -- Victor

They overtake and overpower him

CUT TO BLACK
FADE I N - -
EXT. DESERT VALLEY -- DUSK
A fantastic sunset stains the horizon -- like a Dali painting.
A tall, lone nesa stands |like a huge Roman colum in the

desert vall ey.
CRANE DOMN - -

Victor is stripped, staked and strapped down to the dusty
gr ound.
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PULL BACK - -

Scene Note -- (He is on top of the desert nmesa he envisioned
in his opiumabsinthe dream-- fromthe brothel scene).

He is surrounded by cl oaked Shadow Warriors singing their
frightening mantra.

Victor regains consciousness, as fear and confusion freeze
his features.

A Shadow Warrior approaches. Hs face is covered in the

i mmacul ately rendered mask of a hawk spirit. He speaks in
broken English and deep dial ect, punctuating every word with
hand si gns.

MESA SHADOW WARRI OR
(in an calm surreal
| ow voi ce)

We gather to honor you, white human
bei ng.

(poi nting)
We show you to the sun. W show you
to the noon. W show you to the
Spirit that nakes all and kills all
and makes rebirth.

Victor has visions of Dr. Cheron telling himthe unholy
nmutil ated body's condition was a ritual of honor and indeed,
t he Shadow Warriors hold al oft gl eam ng daggers.

FAR SHOT -- TO THE MESA

The daggers catch the sun's rays, throwing their reflection
in prismatic streans over the desert valley bel ow

Victor awaits his gruesone fate

VI CTOR
(despairing)
Ch, God, no. Jesus, no, not this..
Jesus, not this.

MESA SHADOW WARRI OR
You have face of good spirits that
l[ive in you. Show us your spirit
face.

Vi ctor pinches his eyes closed, as the daggers slice swirls
into his face's soft derma

The mantra i ntensifies.

MESA SHADOW WARRI OR ( CONT' D)
You have right eye that see the truth.
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Victor screans as one of them plunges the blade into his
ri ght eye.

MESA SHADOW WARRI OR ( CONT' D)
You have right ear that hear the
drums that cry for all human bei ngs.

One slices off his right ear. He continues to scream

The sun is swollen in the background, |ike a bright bl oody
tick.

MESA SHADOW WARRI OR ( CONT' D)
You have breasts that breathe in the
air of the land -- and they do not
despair.

They carve stars and noons deeply into his chest.

It is a nightmarish inmage, as Victor passes beyond the pain
t hreshol d and begins to noban in a conpul sive drone.

MESA SHADOW WARRI OR ( CONT' D)
You have gut that eats bad spirits,
dug deep in the earth.

They cut swirls into his abdonen.

He starts to | ose consciousness. The Shadow Warrior's voice
softens and everything becones enchanted, prismatic, LSD
esque.

DETAIL --

Victor's flow ng bl ood becones gold and streaked with liquid
sil ver.

POV -- VICTOR

In a daze, he | ooks down his body | ength and sees beauti ful
desert flowers bloomng fromhis wounds. He laughs at this
apparent hal | uci nati on.

VI CTOR
This is all so beautiful. Am1l dying?

The Shadow Varrior continues his prayer, as the frightening
mantra softens and becones a | ow soot hi ng hum

MESA SHADOW WARRI OR
And -- His heart is of a hawk that
flies in heaven and never |i es.

They pull out his pulsing, dripping heart, as it sprouts
wings and transforns into a fierce fal con-hawk, soaring into
a purple-crinson sunset.
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Victor watches it w ng away.

The Mesa Shadow Warrior holds up the infant man-child Victor
saved at the massacre.

Victor looks at it through his sleepy, good eye.

MESA SHADOW WARRI OR ( CONT' D)
This is son of you. You give to us
as a gift and he make you whole with
the earth and spirit. You are a
father of a chief, who shall wite
great words to heal our people's
SOrr ow.

Victor smles in a stuporous shock.
FULL SHOT -- CLOSE UP -- THE MESA SHADOW WARRI OR' S FACE

He hands the child to another and | ooks into Victor's sou
with his unearthly black eyes -- at once terrifying and
beautiful, alien.

MESA SHADOW WARRI OR
Tell the white devil when you see
him he has killed us. W are a
beat en people. W are a dead people.
We are only ghosts now. It is white
devil makes us. W wll fade into
the earth, now. The last battle is
won, but the war is |ost forever..
Tell the white devil this, tell him

he cannot kill our hearts. He never
kill our hearts... never... Not when
time ends.

(smle)
So we win, anyway... Tell himthis.

Vi ctor passes out.
FADE QOUT:
FADE I N - -
EXT. THE MESA -- MORN NG
CLOSE UP -- VICTOR S FACE

He blinks his eyes and then shields themw th his hand from
t he bright daylight.

W DE - -
He sits up and takes a deep breath, feeling around on his

body. He is wearing Apache buckskins, his uniform has
di sappear ed.
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He checks his body for the ghastly wounds inflicted on him--
there are none. He checks his face and there is only a scar
where the original Shadow Warrior's cut was -- no stitches,
no not hi ng.
He stands up and | ooks to the valley stretching bel ow.

He sees a well-worn path behind himand carefully picks his
way down a hand-path etched into the nesa's face.

At the bottomthere is a pony tethered to scrub bush.

There is a water canteen and a full food-satchel resting
next to it.

There is an Indian drag-stretcher hooked to the pony's
haunches.

Victor sees that it is occupied.
POV -- VICTOR

To his astonished relief he sees it is Charles, all carefully
bandaged and cl eaned up.

Charles is only sem conscious, but he is still alive.

Victor drops to his knees beside Charles and begins to weep.
He notices there is a small map drawn on buffal o hide.

It seens to point the way back to Qut post 22.

He nmounts up and begins his long journey with Charles in
t ow.

MONTAGE - -

EXT. SHOTS -- 1. DAY 2. AFTERNOON 3. EARLY EVENI NG 4. NI GHT
5. LATE MORNI NG

In a series of shots we see:

1. Victor is alnost lost in the imensity of the desert valley
| andscape.

2. He reaches a trail that takes himup into the foothills.
Al ways follow ng the map, he trudges on.

3. The desert valley spreads out below him as he proceeds
steadily up the rocky trail.

4. He sits by a canpfire, feeding a bundled Charles, who
gul ps down a soup of corn and dried fish -- still too weak
to feed hinself.
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5. He reaches the famliar fork in the trail that |eads up
to Qutpost 22.

6. G ancing back to where he canme from he sees the sky
billowing with | atherous bl ack cl ouds headi ng his way.

7. It begins to snow as he reaches the last stretch of trai
before t he out post.

Victor disnmounts to check on Charl es.

Charles is still too weak to do nmuch of anything, but manages
a smle.

VI CTOR
(brushing the snow
fl akes from Charl es’
face)
| think we're going to nmake it,
Charl ey.

Charl es, ever the bad boy, w nks at Victor.

CHARLES
(his voice a thin
rasp)
| sure could use a brandy, about
now.
VI CTOR

['Il look into it.

Victor nmakes sure Charles is secure and continues on the
| ast | eg of the journey.

Victor, with Charles in tow, traverses a ridge and we see
t he snmoking ruins of Qutpost 22 |oomng in the distance.

The two pi kes where the Apache heads were inpaled are enpty.
Victor pulls up to the ruined gates and sees Gaffe' and Dr.
Cheron buried up to their necks, their faces half-ripped off
by maraudi ng coyotes. They are very dead.

The outpost is deserted.

The snow conti nues.

FULL SHOT - -

Hi s horse steps over what is left of the wooden sign
announci ng OUTPOST 22.

Charles is able to crane his neck and | ook around.
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CHARLES
(reedy)
What, in God's earth, happened here?
Vi ctor disnmounts and surveys the disturbing scene.
Looking for Little Wng, he calls out her nane.

VI CTOR
Little Wng!... Little Wng!...

PAN -- THE RU NED, SMOLDERI NG QOUTPOST

VICTOR (O S.) (CONT' D)
Little Wng!? Little Wng?!

Char | es coughs, speaking in a pained whisper.

CHARLES
She's gone, Victor. No one's here.
Let's find shelter. 1t's rather

chilly, don't you think?
Victor looks as if his spirit has been permanently broken.

CHARLES ( CONT' D)
What's it doing snowing in md-sunmer,
anyway ?

Part of the hospital tent is still standing.

Victor rushes in, expecting to see Little Wng's dead body
but -- there is nothing there. Hi s heart sinks.

He spots sone tinned food scattered on the ground and gathers
it up.

He stuffs what he can in with Charles and the | eat her food
sat chel

VI CTOR
(1 ooking to Charles)
| guess you're right. Nothing here..
(1 ooking | ost)

Not hi ng anywhere. | think you're
right, Charley -- Let's find sone
shel ter.

They | eave the ruins of Qutpost 22 behind, continuing to who-
knows- wher e.

It is snow ng harder.
As they forge up a hill, Victor sees a nounted figure through

the thick snowfall. He is suspicious and renoves his sidearm --
sl ow y approachi ng.
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A.O -- (Snow dropping on tree branches).
The two figures close the gap.
W see it is Little Wng.

Victor's face lights up like a candle, as he recognizes his
Dream Princess trotting towards him

He rides towards her, with Charles conplaining --

CHARLES
Dam it, Victor. Take it easy.
This hurts.

The two lovers, fromtheir horses, |lean into one another in
a soul ful enbrace -- They ki ss.

LI TTLE W NG
(excited)
You cone back, ny Victor. Good
spirits with us. Come with nme. |
know pl ace, stay warm

VI CTOR
(sadly)
Dr. Cheron? Couldn't you save hin®

LI TTLE W NG
No. CGhost Warrior say only you and
friend live.
(ashamed, shaking her
head)
| save him not.

Charl es | ooks up from his bone-and-hide stretcher.

CHARLES
You woul dn't have a bottle of brandy
on you, would you?... My sweet ness.

She, mracul ously, hands himdown a bottle of Napol eon from
i nside her buffalo coat.

CHARLES ( CONT' D)
(pai nful l'y reaching)
Maybe this isn't going to be as bad
as all that.

He hesitates for a nonent, |ooking deeply into her ethereal
features.

Bal I s of corn-snow sprinkle her straight raven hair.

CHARLES ( CONT' D)
You woul dn't have any friends...?
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She sm | es back, angelic.

CHARLES ( CONT' D)
No? Thought not.

In pain (but nowwith a mssion) Charles retrieves the bl essed
[iquid sacranment, uncorks the bottle and takes a deep sw g.

He hands the bottle to Little Wng, who hands it to Victor.

He kisses her as if she nmay di sappear at any nonent, but
ki ssing while nounted on ponies proves difficult.

CHARLES ( CONT' D)
(pai ned but not w thout
hunor)
Take it easy. |I'man injured
passenger here.

Victor takes a warm healthy belt of the "Little Enperor's”
favorite spirits.

VI CTOR
(smling)
You may be right. Things may work
out, Charl ey.

He |l ooks to Little Wng, who appears for the final tine like
the I ndian Madonna-Princess of his visions, brilliant in the
snowf al |

LI TTLE W NG
We go quick now. Snow not let up
for a tine.
(looking to Victor)
Bad spirit angry at you, ny Victor.
W& go now.

The trio starts down a trail as the corn-snow thickens to a
soup.

CRANE UP - -
They ride up and out of frane.
The ruins of Qutpost 22 can barely be seen -- still snoldering
and snoking in the far distance, through the floating ice-
rain.
The shot lingers --

DI SSOLVE TO
THE PAI NTED BUFFALO HI DE - -

The hide, fromthe opening scene, is beautifully nounted and
hangi ng on a wal | .
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A.O -- (A murrmur of indistinguishable sounds swirls in the
background. It slowy becones apparent it is a crowd, talKking
anmongst thenselves -- in sone sort of hall).

| NSERT -- OVER

In 1883 a treaty was signed officially ending hostilities
between the U S. Governnent and the greater Apache Tri bes.
The once proud nations were relegated to six smal
reservations where half their nunber died of starvation or
disease in the first five years after the wars. The Apache
chi ef, Chenza, was said to have placed a curse on the Wite
Man that: "He may eat hinself when there is nothing left to
eat and vanish fromthe face of the earth; forever."

PULL BACK TO REVEAL - -
I NT. AN ARI ZONA MUSEUM - - DAY

The hide is being displayed in a nodern nuseum as peopl e
stop, | ook and pass by.

TO BLACK:
Rol|l credits --
I nsert -- For Joseph Heller, John Ford and Sergi o Leone

[First edit 7/12/04, Final edit 7/19/04]
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