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BAD DAY AT BLACK ROCK
'"""‘L?"""“"“fTT
FADE TN BEFORE MAIN TITLE:
ESTABLISHING SHOT: ~ BLACK RCCK = PART OF
TOWN: FOCAL POIRT: RAILROAD STATION

abandoned, in an extrcve state of dilapida-
tion. The structure is blistered by the

. resolute sun, the roof is weather-warped.
~Dry rot and mildew wage a relentless battle

against the foundation. Between the bhuild-
ing and the tracks i1s a long, somewhat
narrow platform, its floorboards twisted by
time, termites and the elements., The match~ .
board - overhang of 'the buillding, throwing

P,'1 .
1-2 qur
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some little shade to a portion of the platform,‘

sags and bellies., From the overhang is

. appended a rectangular panel on which, in
“flaky paint, the town is ldentifieds

~ BLACK ROCK
One of the broken wires holding the panel
1s longer than the other, cOcking the sign
1rregular1y.

The railroad tracks reach endlessly into the

“horizon. Past 'the town onn e¢ach -side stretches

the ocean~like prairie, with sand dunes rising
and falling. monotonously, shouldering each

‘other toward infinity. %he morning. sun lays

over this wasteland of the American Southwest,

& glgantic ¥ellow bruise I{rom which heat waves

like boodshot arteries.spread themselves OVer
the poisoned sky. .

. A'small shack-" stands next to the station )
. ..separated from.it by a narrow-alleyway and

leaning - toward the larger building, as ir
for support. The words.

POSTAL TELEGRAPE -

"are arced across its- &nsty vitrine. .An o0ld

straight-bdcked chalr, reinforced with
twisted viire, is tilted against the north=-
vest ‘corner of the shack. In it is Mr.

‘Hastings, .the postal telegraph agent, a man
- of midale-years and ezorbitant medioority..

He sits there spinelessly, fingering a wart
on his receding chin and, once in a wnile,
for variety, ruhbing a knuckle under nis
watery nose. _
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Bad Day at Black Rock S
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FULL SHCT - BLACK ROCK AR o 3

‘The tovn 1is mlnuteéidismal and forgotten,

crouching in isolation where the single  line
of railroad track intersects a secondary
dirt road. The twin strips .of steel glisten

-in the fierce sunlight, fencing the dreary

plain from the. false fronts of the town. In
b.g. is the bluff of a black stony mountain. -
Ageinst this ancient mass the houses of Black
Rock'!s single.street***(See map, P.2A) &are
scanty in mumber and insignificant 4n archi-~ -
tecture, a conglomerate. paint-peeled modern-

“trussed- together with Tusty nails and battered

tln strips torn from 31gns.-

The town and the terrain sulrounding 1t hava,
if nothing else the quality of inertia ard -
immutibility == nothlnﬂ moves, not even an

‘insect;.nothing breathes, not even the wind, -

Town and terrain.seem to be trapped, caught
andtgeld forever in the sullen, abrasive
earth, i

. S " . wour

' STRAIGHT SHOT - srmmm:ma - 5

Jarring in its. power 1t ramrods acToss the'
desert, 1ts diesel engines pounding. Its -
horn "WONKS" tvice, blasting the shatterable

'ail‘c

FULL SHOT - BLACK ROCK - ANOTHER ANGIE ~ 5X

" Nothing is.changed, nothing is altered. .DBut
..1ook close and. you will see a small shallow
- . .current of wind.sweeping lazily-.across the . .
" -dirt and dust of the single street. HKOLD for -

a beat, then MAIN TITLE appears. Between the

-ensuing eredits INTERCUT a saeries .of sharp

LOiiG. SHOTS. The composition of each ghot

“has that hard, sun-beaten texture of Anerican

primitive painting -- pressurized in its’
sinplicity -- best exemplified, perhaps, by
the work of Grant Vood.

EXT, SAM!'S SANITARY BAR AND GRILL ~ ANCLE oft - 6
DCC VELIE -

. Assayer and notary public, nortician -to the -
. adtizens of Black Rock who have departed to

a better place, and veterinarian to its_

v ac 2 T IR -3 = T T T AT e ey



STREET

: Telegraph
. Agentis -
Office

Y /| of old -
: Bullding

A0 O i
- si# MAP_OF BLACK ROCK

- Railroad
¥ [ Tracks
I - : | -
»: San's : e Farm . Hot Doc?
K Sardtary Gemeral Biuip- - foted ottice
B — | [Bar & orily Bore [k
-:\L‘\ . : Yard &
— loffice.

KAIN STREBT

’ R . . 7 {unpaved) -

. j"-"-_—:’-—-' . B ' ’.

§ e Abandoned station / /

f | Platform . / a

{ - /__t'_ ,

| [ e

Jai | - B - TYUPER
Feunda~ .
-' - / 7 gion - TARD

STDE

{unpaved)

House

ety
Wa=uT=g

House -

000

E{’l;::ndonetr‘

1o o

Graveyard

Garage

0\ I:f‘

00gv

verd



Nl

FL .
.

'continues listlessly down the emply streeto

~and co

P L i N N . L I T et st e eeeaa

»

Bad Day at Black Roeok

, Chgse. . 7=9-5% . P. 3
lesser animals. An elderly, somewhat uwntidy 6
gentleman, he sits nonchalantly on a chair . CoNu

outside the Bar & Grill, Idling with him (2) -
are three or four other loafers, among them = ~ ,
Sam, the niddle~aged proprietor of the

restaurant.. Doc glances casually at his

watehs no one else moves. The hot wind

. 7-8 oUT

| EXT. GARAGB - LIZ BROCKS AR .9

A tall attractive girl of twenty in dungarees
{ton shirt. She stands just outside’

the open barn-like door of the garage star-

ing, from the compulsive force of habit

the endlessly receding tracks. The sul%r

wind, 1ts gustiness slightly increased,

blows through her fine dark hair.

.. 10=13 OUT

EXT. 'PORCH OF HOTEL ~ COLEY TRIMBLE AYD L1
HECTOR DAVID -

.4wo enormous mén. HBC;OR is tall and there
" is about him 'a nasty{ Taw-boned tautness,

COLEY is more .the. anthyopoid type -< long,
thick arms and a round, iron casing of a
belly. "They glance dowh - the street, watch=-
ing incuriously a dust devil wirling in

- the vind.

Now the CAMERA has. completed its probe of- .
the ‘tovn and .its denizens, - MAIN TITLE and

- CREDITS ‘are completed_. R

CLOSE SHOT ~ MR. HASTINGS B T

still spineless in his chair, the chair stlll
tilted against the shack. From o0.s. and far

'.awayi we-hear the horn of the streamliner «w.

two long "WOVKS", a short and 2 long {(engine

" whistle signal for approach to bridge crossing). .

Hastings straightens up ever so- sligntlj as
he reacts to the- oncoming train..

- STRATGHT SHOT = STREAMLINER . - = - ' - S 1383

moving at'trémendous épeed{
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Bad Day at Black.Rock '
Chgs., 7=9=5l P4

.BRDGE . ‘ . ) | . ‘. '. . . . | ) l3.y&1i.

‘with train barrelling toward 4t. The horn -
- BLASTS -~ three short WONKS (engine whistle
~ signal for stopping at. neyt station). .

CLOSE-SHOT ~ HASTINGS o - 135,

“getting Jjerkily to his feet, -as thouoh

. charged by a galvanic current The un=-
characteristic 'speed. of his. movements throws

inosthe tilted chair to the station platform.

" 7 'He-raises an arm to shield his- wate Y eyes-

-?ffrom the sun .+ » . .

- Hastings (almost inaudible,
'as if to himself

' Stopping..o7
:SHOT TRAIN'. I - 13%
fhcading toward CAMDRA churnin? ac*oss the |
desert liﬁe a juggernauu. §AIS past

CAMERA in a blur of speed. CAﬁERA SWINGS

UP-on. a level with the- great iron wheels as

the- brakes. are applied, .The. wheels shriek
- -agonizingly against the rails, Xicking up . . .
- einders and a’'wild flurry of- éust. She cuts
.‘_speed brakes hissing, and starts to slow down.

o .'_-.-Loer SHOT MAIN STRDET - BLAGK ROCK B :- ’lBX'?'

,‘fSHOOTING from reap of town, toward the railp .
* . road tracks, - The townspeople -step out, - -
- .frowning; cautious-disturbded. - The seeure
©'rdtual of the train passing through, never :
~stopping, has -sorichow, for some. unknown e
.:areason, been violated. : '

.CLOSE. SHOT" = DOC VELIE ~ ' | ' 1

as his mouth tightens. His aip 6?‘5I§cidity
vanishes, leaving his features Qisturbed. '

_—
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Bad Day at Black Rock
Chgs. © . 7-10-54 P.§

CLOSE SHOT - Liz BROGKS | - 15

Her: fine young face stiffens almost imper-
ceptibly. Her eyes are coated with a vague
emptiness. She seems_confused as she half-
turns toward the hotel.

Rmsasnor-\mmsmsms S 16

Coley Trimble and Hector David, standing- on
the porch of the hotel. They seem tense,
responding variously to whet. might he fear.,
Coley's nostrils flare, his flat ugly mouth
compressas,. -‘He looks profoundly serlous.
Hector wipes a glob -of dusty sweat from the
socket of an eye and blinks rapidly.

| CLOSE sHoT -msmmcs - 1

as he stands in surprise, nervously alert
watching the train as it comes to a complete

stop. Hls jaw droops with the slackness of
I4_fear. & ¥l -IA T e * . g -A e A.- ;. .
. 17X1-18 Lo
m smnou PI.A‘IFORM O e L 1. > /-

.with the train stationary before it.- A ) e
sleek steel door of a vullman clangs open. : oo
‘A colored. porter carrying a sultcase walks: '
down the wrought~iron steps. He is stately,
%ray-halred and lean,. with ‘the. almost. i‘in:lcal

idiness travelers associate with. trainmen.
The. man behind him is bilg~-shouldered, 'a
-granite~like wedge of a -man with calm, -
piercing eyes. There is about him an air of
monumental dependability: and: quiet humoz R
but his eyes ere those of a man wno has iately =
lived in somber familiarity with pain. His. <.
deft arm hangs from his shoulder with that '
lifeless rigidlity of paralysis, while the
hand is hidden in his pocket..

ANOTRER ANGLE - MACHEEDY AD PORTER -_ 18x1

The porter outs the suitcase on the plaurorm
In the distancce the towm and its people are -
seen staring silently, motionlessly. The big
man glances “toward thom. He smiles a sad,
distasteful greeting to the town, its wretched

__ dLuStg_ita_,maan.,.modeqt h\ﬁ‘ldﬁnaq.._..,!r.he ,.;p,ortep S— ' -
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~ That's right..

Bad Doy at Black Réck _ - '
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_ Chgse -
diéappears-into the train as the conductor .’ . 180 |
enters scenc., He turns slovly, followling corez'Dd

Macreedy's gaze..s. | » . (L)
* Conductor (softly, staring &t
the townspeople) ‘
Man. TheYy look woebegone and far away.

' Macreedy (looking around)

. 1111 only be here twenty-four hours. ~

. . Conductor

In a place like this, it could be a lifetime.

(turning to face Macreedy)

Good 1uck, Mr. Macreedy.

Macreedy nods his thanks. The conductor ,
signals the engineer (p.s,): and steps on the
train., The diesells claxon Ylasts the torrid
air ominously. - The train slovly, smoothly,
begins to move, piclking up specd.. The cars
slip past until, guite suddenly, the Stream- .

. 1iner is gone, TFor a moment Macreedy watches
it. Then, quite unconscicusly, he takes a pacK=
age of cigarettes from his Yeft hand pocket,
taps the last one free’of the pack, sticks it .
“between -his 1ips and,crumpling the empty pack, -
drops it beside the tracks.¥iHe takes a card-
board book of matches, fllicks it open, bends a
meteh in helf with agile fingers, and with &
sure frictional motilon scrapes the head against
the sandpager guard, - The match flares, the
cigarctte is 1lit. ~Macreedy inheles, exhales

.deeply,,and,turns.to_pick'upzhis suitcase. .
Then he sees. Eastings, ‘who walkS'Blowly,’almost '

o painfully,<touhimQ?HEISTAdgmAs apple grapples

vdgrotestinglv.with}hix collar. -After a.moment

.- he-controls it suffliciently to talk,se .

" Hastings .

.*You for Black Rock?

‘Macreedy (easily) . - .._' to

. . -Hastings (uneasily) - = =
There must be scze mistake.. I'm Hastings, the tele-
graph agent. Nobody told me the train was stopping. ™

Lo Macreedy (with a ghost of a grin)
They dddn't?’ . _ .

’ " Bastings (upset) :
T just szid they didn't, and they ought to. - What I-.
want to mmov, zbz.didp'%»tPaYZ' ‘ o ' \
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e .No_cabs.

Bad Day at Black Rock

o Cth. L \ ?"l"ﬁ-sli'

Macreedy (shrugging)
Provably didn't think 1t was 1mportant.

Hastings C
Important?‘ It's the first time the stream-
liner stopped here in four years,
(swallowing nervously)

'Ybu being met? You visiting folks or something?

I mean, whatd‘ya want?

Macreedy ‘
I want to go to Adobe Flat. Any cabs available?’

. Hastings (as if he hadn'%
.heard right; as if he wanted everyone
in town to mow) <
Adobe Flat?'
(he gulps, recovers slightly)

Macreedy
Where's-the hotel? . X

Hastings looks. at him blankly. The thousahd?
yard stare- of a hypnotic glazes his. features.-

Maoreedy (pat¢ently)
I asked where‘s the hotel ? -

- Hastings points.

) A ' . Macreedy ‘ ;
Mks.l ) . ’ ' )

‘With his suitcase, he cuts across a weedy .
path, ‘running into-/Black Rock's .single:
‘street, -Tor a-moment, Hastings stares
after ‘him; ‘thenhe breaks hurriedly,-
entering telegrapn agent!s shac?, !

JNT;‘POSTKL.TELEGRAPH OFFICE
gé Hastings, fumbiing) picks up the phone. .

-Hastings (into mouthplece) .
Hello, Pete? Now, listen...

REVERSE SHOT - MAIN STREET - ELACK ROCK

" SHOOTING down the street as Macreedy’ slowly
wal¥s toward the hotel, ¥Xot a person has
moved, .@ach eye ‘i3 gluod on: tha stranger,

‘P.b
184

LCON?!'D
(2)

 18xe

-

1o

T:Y ~.;1;\,4;.e. DIy s ---;-m\-.-_.rt B P i -". = i
oo’ Bilis VS APIP-RE S I“v\!‘- P See o Foor R - % et

DEREC OIS AT oo



i )\ﬁ

Bad Day At Black .Roele
Name Chgs Twl5=5l

The hollow rnsp of Macreedy's tread on the
wooden platform of the "pavement" seems .
hatteringly loud in the. enveloping silence;..

CLOSE SHOT - LIZ

" as she follows~tb§'man's movement o

.'  CLOSE ANGIE.- ON MACREEDY.

‘ as he walks along. He feels the eyes of

-~ everyone following him, glaring at him.
‘"He mlts, looks around. The townspeogle
‘gontinue to eye him brazenly, yet wit

~ almwost 'animal incuriosity. ﬁe grins and
*  walks on past a cluster of five or six RFD

mall boxes and a road sign¥*, its paint peel-
ing, its face punctured by three or four
bullets rrom a drunk & pistol 1ong ago.

' . BHOT - MACREED!

‘ heading toward the hotel In b. B». 15 a
relatively small farm equipment yard com=’

pressed between a general store (which Macreedy
"has Just passed) and the hotel .just ahead. In

the yard -are a few tractors. and among them
"huddles a tiny office. ia

anonymous,. childish finger,. is a skull and.
."arossbones.’ “Running diagonally across is the
.;printed.legend. % _
. - . o '_TQIQ HATm d S. . "

Macreedy notes the insoription with a sort of
wry bemusement. He walks on,.reaching the

facade of the weather-beaten hotel. A gust of

" wind swirls down the street, momentarily en=
gulling Macreedy and the entlre arsa in a.
" sudden eddying whirlpool. As 1t subsides...-

pointing in the proper direction8°
SAND CITY 32 MILES
PHOENI? 15'6 MILES

empt); the fronf
-window 1s thick with. dust. On it, etched by an

P, 7
19

. -CONT'D
~£2)

20

" 21-22

otT

23 ’

2%

" % The sign should be of whatever type is feasible and'
cozpatible to terrain; emphasizing the remotensss of
Black Rock, It should list three cities with arrows g
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"Bad'Day at ‘Black Rock -
‘ 799*54'

Chgs .
"ANOTHER ANGLE - MACREEDY

As he peers tlhrough- the dust toward the

dingy hotel, It has a narrow stoop and
‘outsize bay windows on esch side. DMacreedy
mounts the hotel steps. At the top of the
steps Coley Trimble and Yector David watch
him silently. Hector 1s large and leanly
muscular, yet Coley looms over him like a
battleship. He is a gross behemoth of a man,
with sharp flinty eyes the size of glistening
pilnpoints and a sleck, oversized jJaw. - Both =~
men wear modern:VWestern work clothes, but:
there 1s one incongruouws accessory which
Hector affects. . Around his thick wrist is -
a wvatcn with'a large flat face and an elab-, .
orately tooled leather strap =- & cheap-
reproduction of one of those expensive Swiss
timepieces which, emong. many distinguished
acconplishments, tells the day of the week,
the month of ths year, the phasa of thelmoon,
eta.,y - eto,

o .Macreedy (slowing up)
!Afternoon. ’

No reaction from Hector.

Coley (blocking doorway)
Anything I can do. for you?

| .Macreedy L
You .run this‘hotel? ’ . “

. Coiey
No, .
‘ Macreedy (pleasantly)

‘Then there's nothing you can do .for- me

- . ‘He. brushes past -Coley and ynters.

, Hsotor (turning to, 001ey)
Find Smith! - o _ n
Coley.nods and heads down the street._,Hector
enters the botel.

INT. HOTEL

It 15 a typical small town hotel but crummier,
with a tiny lobby. Macreedyv is waiting at the
empty. desk ‘as Hector strolls in, flopping his
enornous bulk into a nicked and mothf ¢hair,
He picks up a newapaper, but ‘his eyes remain :

P.8
24X,

. 25 oUT

26

N EARN e gt I A 2 R
RSN MERAIRE TR S L T 0. ‘

—— SN Sy T kx s
BED o I INCAr e preEses T - g a7 TL iy

TN TTIE) SR

"
TN O A N NS A ir e Le, e T S S R
A T e e e AR L e, et R e



Bad Doy at Black Rock

Chgs. 7-9~5% "P.9
( o - on Macreedy. Macreedy waits patiently for ' 26
A : the absent clerk. YFor a moment, he studies . . CONIC'D
. “) the open registration ledger; his eyes rove (2)

/ from the ink=-sploatched blotter up over the
: ‘" desk to one of those Vorld War .II banners, .,
the initation s£ilk now stained and faded.
It depicts a shrieling eagle rempant, -clutch-
ing The Flag in a claw. Under it, the legend.

nGoD BLn.SS AM:“.RICA"
Near it, a tacky placard proclaims

DO ALL THE GOOD YOU CAN,
-BY ALL THE MEAKS YOU CA’\T
IN ALL THE WAYS YOU CAN,
AT ALL TEE TIHES YOU Cm\T
TO ALL THE PEOPLE YOU CAN
AS LONG AS EVER YOU CAN,

Feeling the eyes of Hoctor on him, Macreedy
turns. Hector meets his gaze with bland,
insolent interest., 'Now a young man (his name

_ is PETE) cores out of a small room behind
the reglstration desk and wallts up to 1t.
There is a softness about his regular features,

{ o " a certaln indefinable sugariness about his
- “5 .- -mouth., -He seems tight-lipped, forlorn and
. uneasy as he faces Macreedy across the counter.

. _ : Mnoreedy (pleasantly)
. _ I'a like a room. A -
- ' Pete
All filled up. '

Maoreedy (a beat)
" Got. any idea where I might ---. .

' : Pete (stiffly, shaking his head)
:>' - 'This is 19%5, ‘mister,. There's been a war on.

*

Macreedy looks at the Young ‘man with 1mpeccaﬁle

+ tolerance. VWithout shifting his gaze, he slow- "
L1y lets fall his small suitcase, It thuds
softly on the frayed carpet. :

[ . Macreedy
I thonght it ended a couplo of months agoe
N T Pote
-~ ' Yeah,. but the 0.,P.A. lingers on .

Macreedy looks dovn at the open ledger on the
desk before him. The clerk reaches out to .
close it, Gently, yet fimaly, HMacreedy stops =«
f - him, reopening. the big boolc. He studies it, a finger
< straying uriconsciously 1lnside his collar. ke |
e TR e nel o, a::e...tb.e_.aimbv stif fness. ..




" YESi.e?

.ﬁad Day at Black Rock ‘

_ . Chgs. - 7-9=5% . PO’
. Pete begins to £idget,e. . - o 26
’ C : CONT "

Pete - ‘ : : ' (3)
You don't now about the O0.P.4,... .

_ . Macreedy (without iooking up)
TEll me, - .

: Pete .
Well, for establishments with less!'n fifty rooms
hotel keepers got to report regularly about...

His volce fades desperately.
Pete -
ee e about tenants andees and... regis»ration... -
(drawing nimself up)
There are penalties imposed,..
dgain his voilce trails off,

_ - Macready (eyes still on the
ledger)

You seem to have lots of vacancles,

Pete (uncomfor.able)

. "Iell... as I saidgmo

Macreedy leans over the counter to a rack of

Xeyss He runs his splayed fingers over the
key Tack 8S.se

Macreedy
Lots. of vacancies.

- . Pete
~They're everyone of ‘em locked- up. Some are show
rooms tan . . )
ﬁacraedy

Pete (with touching sincerity) =

.. .for cattle buyers, feed salesmen, The others —— - .

they're spoken for, rented to cowboys, ranch hands...

(Macreedy listens. respectfully) -

They pay by the month. For vhen they come into

town., Ve provide for their every wish and comforts
(wea¥ly)

- You understande.«? : . )

.- Macreedy
Not really. But wnile I'm pondering it, get a
room ready, Just for tonight,

(picking key from rack at random) ..
This one. ’

Pote open* his mouth but no sound comes out.

T &q_a—.%mn.‘ln“.hﬂ']v nt_ Hector. -
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.And in the meantime...?

Bad Day'kt Black Rock

. CthQ E 7"‘10“54
.CLOSE SHOT - EECTCR '
glowering at Detee

TWO SHOT - MACREEDY AND PETE |
as Macreedy signs the ledger. -
‘Macreedy (signing)

%'Sure could wuse 'a béth. Whers is it?

Hé pldks up the key.
Pete

~ Read of the stairs.- _
Macreedy nods, reaches for the bag at his feeu.

Then he hesitates, ‘looks at Hector.
Maoreedy

I dontt knou Just. why youl!re interested == but the
‘name's Macready. - I'mees

(g rins)

Itts all\in ‘the leager. - : A
' Hector (slowly'S his:eyeé gﬁne¢

to- Iacreeay s stiff arm

t_Ybu look llke you need a hand.
'Macreedy says nothing. The 'wales. along his

- face harden. He .picks" up his bag and -¢limbs

the stalrs. "As-he disappears, -Hector. lumbers

'_j;to the - desk and grabs the’ ledger.
‘ . . Hector. (reading aloud)

E '1“"-'.John J. IIacreedy‘.- From Ios -Angeles..

{looking up) -

. - .I:wanna ‘know- everything he does,. Pete. Chadk
- -every call<-- eny mail. .

Pete (nodding)

Hector (grlnning harshly)

“ In the meantime Il -crowd him a little...

(looxding . up the stairs)

~-'...see if he's -got any iron.in his blood...

As Pete’ bites his lcwer lip thoughtfully,
' DISSOﬁVE.
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.Bad Day at Black Rock

- N . . g .
ft). i - T INT BALHRDOM ~ DAY = MACREEDY . A ©30
:Q;{ oo : in a new bathrobe, before a cracked discolor=

o~ ., . ed mirror. He draws a safety razor down his
~ : face, completing his shave; then he wipes s
.*hand over the mirror, which clouds with stean
_ almost as fast &as he can clear it. . O. S., the :
" "SOUND of bath water gurgling dowvm the tud draine, -
. He runs a tentative finger inside the cpllar ‘
of his rode, pulling loose = price tag. He
L drops it carefully into a vastebasket, He turns
: D . on the faucet at.the sink to rinse nis shaving
C:) . . > brush, .The rusty pipes cough and rumdble, roar-
C 4Ang as a trickle of water arrives while %h
drain sucks loudly at its departure, He drles
the razor, turns off the faucet and exlts,

' INT, HOTEL CORRIDOR + ANGLE OM MACREEDY ~ - . 3L

. as he walks down.tho dark, narrow hall. Be
: wears the bathrobe and slippers; a large towel.
.13 &raped over his head, like a prize .fighter,
He stops outsicde a door, pushes the towel fronm
- his head *to his neck and puts his hand on the
krob, ‘He 1s atout to.insert the Xey when he
- . tenses,. -Blowly, silently, he turns the ¥nobdb
and throws open the- doorb :

(f

. INT. HOTEL ROOM R -3

."..Next to the door, 1n the corner of the small,.
sparsely furnished room is Macreedy's suitcase,
open, . its contonts.askew and scattered over the
.dusty floor, On the bed .sprawls Kector Daviad,
his :gigantic body straining bthe. springs. He -

o . '~ lies on'his back,. hands clasped easily under ;
<:> - -+ 7 'nis head,” thick legs crossed, his Stetson tilted
' Co over his low forehead. He. 1s complately uncone
cerned by Macreedy's entrancte, Por a moment
Yacreedy stares at him, ThéNees .

e : Macreedy (slightly amused)
Ve I think you. have the WIONg roole

. .Hector (not pudging)
Ybn think so? .

Eaa N
.<J)g : ’ . Slowly, his. eyes’ st_ll on ﬂacreedy, hector .
- . takes o T his elatorate wrist watch and slides
: 4 A it gently into his pants pocket, -
° “Heotor: -

- What else you got-gn_your mind?

it e Sy bz 7R = ._-\-__--'r"‘_"t"'r"./. i R oy A SR L e T e £
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Macreedy'pauses and takes in the Bituation. l i3z
He refuses to be baited, = = -%ONT'D
‘ 1)
. . Macreedy
;Nothing, I guess, :
" Hector

If you had a mind, boy,.you'd of heard what Pete

dovnstairs said, He sald these here rooms are for.

- us cowboys. For our every wish and comfort,.

Macreedy
And this, I guess, 1s yourS?

. . " Hector
When I'zm in towvn.. &nd I'm 4n town, as any fool can
sea, You gee that, don't you, boy?

Maoreedy
Ifguess I do. Vould you mind very mach if I sorbt -
o °
" (ne gestures toward. his suitcase and
clothing)
...clean up this mess and get another room?

Hector

- Not at all, But if you want this room real badees. -

(he raises his enormous bulk to a

sitting position, rubbing the kmuckles .

of one big fist with the palm of his T
-other hand) o

'.‘.we could maybe settle your eIaim without all

this tallk,
(o answer from Macreedy)
If a man don't .claim whatta rightfully his'n, he!s

-authints, What 4o’ you.thinky S

NN
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NP : Macreedy . . o 32
I guess so. S . GONT !
' ‘ (@)
- Hector L
You guess so. But still you ain‘t claimin' this'
- TOOom? | , :
S _ Macreedy '
,I guess not. .
Hector

A You're all the time guessin'; boy. an“é you ever

know anything?

‘ Macreedy

- One thing I know. Since I got off the train, I've

been needled. Why?
Hector (after a beat, slouly)

3.I guess I don't rightly know.

.For a moment theilr eyes lock. Then Macreedy
. goes to bism suitcase .and throws his clpthes in
it. 'As he goes out the QoOT .

- DISSOLVE TO:

"33
-obT

* INT, -HOTEL LODBY - DAY ' FULL SHOT - SAM AD . 33
- “THE ‘LOAFERS :

They sit.around, -each with his own thoughts.

They are -generally stolid; only Sam seems

nervous.. He looks. up. eagerly as Doc Valie
A_'enters ‘the Lobby. As he joins SaMesve

L

San

. Walks lightfor-a big man, Doc. T

‘ Doc (straight) -
Who? S

‘Sam (irritauéd)
You know who!

(Doc grins impishly; Sam 5. anger subsides)f'

Vhat do you tinink, Doc?

: . Doc : o o ‘Li
Why'ask me? He's no salesman, uhat's sure. )
.(again the impish grin)
Unless He's peddling dynarite,

Sam (squﬂrming visibly) . -
Maybe he's a cop, or something... ' ‘




Bad Day at Black Rock
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PO Doc L 35
Evcr see a cop with a stiff arm? - . %O§T'D
. : 2
Sam $qu1nting thoughtfully) ..
Maybe his ‘arm's all right. Maybe he's 3ust holding
tight to something-in his pocket... ‘ X
‘ -~ Doc (scoffing) o -
Like what? A pistol? ‘A stick of T—N~L?
, (zleefully)
To blow up this whole mangy, miserable town.
(with sudden} almost naive, seriousness)
. Why are you 8o interested, Sam?
' ' -Sam
\mo, me?
' . Doc
I mean, if T was that interested..., -
, . (his eyes look up toward the hotel
' - 8tairs o0.S.)
_oolI'd ask. hlmo
-Sam follows Doc‘s gaze...
REVERSE SHOT = WHAT TITY, SEE . . o 3sXT
Macreedy walks down the stairs. :Pete. looks
up from the desk. He is about to dart behind
the partition when... ‘ 5%
) Macreedy ‘,» _ U R
- Hey! Hold itl B o R
‘He walks to thé desk, smiling at Pete.. In- = . ié«ff; :
. DeBoy Doc, Sam. and the loai‘ers watch. oo RS

S Macreedy' ' ’ )

' Got any oigarettes? . : .
Pete studies him, then bends. under the LT o
counter, coming up with a pack. Doc leaves Sam v
and is slowly walking toward the stranger, .
eyeing him curiously. T A e

" Pete ‘ B C el
This is all " " . , BT
Mncreedy throws the money on the desk and o%ens
the pack, dexterously using the *1ngers of his ‘2
Pete . - AT

How long you staying? o " B 3{}7;fi:fg{‘




:I mean, in the botel.

:12-29—53

: Macreedy

In my new room, you mean?
(£latly)

I'm staying.

Pete

‘Macreedy
.Just about twenty-four hours.:
(sharply)

“VWhy?

Pete (flustered)
I.., 1 vas Just askin‘ .

Yacreedy (evenly)
Wny? You expeoting a convention?

Pete (doggedly)'
I was just askin',

Vacreedy looks at ﬁlm, inhales deeply on his |
cigarette then, as he slowly lets the smoke
out, removes the cigareute and looks at it.

Macreedy
Stale. . ‘

Now Doo 15 at’ the desk not far from Macready.
.~ Macreedy starts out, uhen turns. to Pete. -

.Macreedy .
Where can I rent a ear?

Pete

.I &on't know. .

Vacreedy smlles and sighs tiredly -Tﬁen...__
Macreedy (as to a child)

qlLet's put it this way - 1£°1 had ‘a car and if 1I-
" .wanted to put gas 1n 1t, where.vould I go° .

Pete (refusing to’ cooperate)

", But you don't have a car. .

Doec (to Macreedy)

. Iou m*ght try the garage at the end of tha street.

" Macreedy vauses, loo&ing at Doc, wbo blandly
returns his stare.,' X

‘ ) Hacreedy -
Thaﬁks. . . o : L e

‘Doc nods. _Macreedy'qmiles and walks toward

RS e i " D T e T R P T T e 'd'-
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the door; Pote, Doc ot al watching him. He 3541
‘goes out. S CONTD
SR ‘ (3)
IXT, STREET . - S C35%2

As Macreedy walks down hotel steps, a statioh

"wagon pulls up Jjust before him. Tied with a-

rope to the right front fender is a magnifi-

" cent eight-point buck. A stain of dry blood.
. wWeaves an uneven cgourse down His glossy flank

from -an umistakable bullet hole in his A
shoulder. Two men get out of the car; one of

" them is Coley (rimble. He sces Macreedy

" pose with the’ .detachment of a ¢

coming toward him. He stands motionless i the

center of the narrow pavement, gicking at bis
ld. The other

man is broad and excéessively masculine as he :

swings out from behind the wheel.. He walks

around the car, joining Coley at the curb:

. Macreedy comes on. The man with Coley looks

at the stranger with colossal indifference,

.as -expressionless as the soll of Black Rock.

His handsome face, under a dusty hunting cap,

- is. taut and hard and wind-shaven. Next to

Coley he stands motienless, except for the
wisp of -smoke from a black .Cuban cigarette
between his' thin lips. In b.g., the oafers
vho had been ensconced in “the hotel lobby
move out the door and stand on the porch.:

~ They wateh ‘Macreedy, Coley and Reno Smith,

the handsome, taut-faced man. Silence scems
to settle over everything.~ It is Macreedy

who - breaks it...

. Here

_ Maoreedy (grinning wearily at
Coley)
we-go agaln.

Gently'he.wélks around‘Cole&_and Reno Smith

-and. .continues .dovn the .street., Coley's eyes

follow him, - Smith goes up the $teps of the
- hotel and enters the lobby. Coley quickly )

follows him, Ihe loafers on the poreh go
back inside.

. INT. HOTEL LOB&Y o L LT 35x3

. - Tegilster, placas it bcfore Smiuh :

The loafers resume their familiar places as
Smith valks briskly to the clerk's dosk.
Pete, in anticipation; opens the hotel




N\

o Sit down.',

~ Pretty cool guy.

 Doesn't push easy? -

'_Nothing,

12~29 53

. P
. Pete (deferontially, gesturing 3553
' toward the open Tegister) _.CCxTn
That's all I knov aboutv him, Mr. Smith. (2)

Smith doesn't answer; he-looks up thoughtfully.
His eyes harden almost imperceptibly as he sees
Coley, across the narrow room, looking out the
window after Macreedy.

Smith (to Coley's back)

i Coley Cspinning to face him) -
I. \\'85 Only. o0 o

| : Smith (interrupting)
Sit down. - .

Coley sits in the nearest chair. Beyond Smith,

" 8till resting: ea51ly against tre high é¢ounter
of Petels deslk, the gigantic figure of Hector

" .appears at the top of the stairs. He.comes . I
down and joins Smith. . . -

‘Hactor -(afterla pause)

Smitn T | SRR

: A Hector (frowning)
That'!s it .- that's just it. He pushes Xoo easy.

._Maybe we oughtta..._

"He hesitates as Doc Velia sidles amiably into
earshot. o

Smith
"What do you.want, Doc? -

.

.Doc .' '  >| ' ;_: i.‘1 ")1.
(archly) ' Ex ' ' .1-'-‘ A

. I was just wondering what all you people were '
' . worrying about, '

(Smith looks at him,coldly)

~ Yot that I have the slignuest idea. .

.Smith

" You wonder too much, and you talk too much,

(pauses)
It's a bad parlay, Doc.

. Dee B S
I hold no truck with silence. - .
- (dmpisnly) T
I got nothing to hide. L ‘
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- Hector (suddenly towering over 3573
DOC) ' : - . ’ COA\T 'D
What 're you tryin' to say? . - (3)

’ Doe ‘
Nothing, man. It's Just, you worry about . the
stranger only irf gou Llook at him..s
(slowly
veefrom a certain aspect, - .

: ' Smith
How do you look at him, Doc?

Doe (firmly)
With tha innocence of a fresh-laid 7:4-4%

' Smith (after a pause)
Kbep it up, Doc. Be funny. Make bad jokes. .

(he. starts to wall toward the window, Dog
. and Hed¢tor following him)
And some day I'll have .Coley wash out your mouth
“with lye. - . )

Smith looks thoughtfully out'tbe window.

REVERSS SHOT - WBAT HE SEES . .-~ ° . 35%%

Maorcady, down the end of the block, saunters
easily up.to Liz's garage.

EXT. LIZ'S GARAGE = FULL SHOT L 35x5

‘The garage, without a door, opens on the .
street. - Agalnst the front of the bullding is
- -.parked a battered bicycle, ©On one of the barn-
1ike walls a boy of nine is drawing laboriously
with a piece 0f chalk. He puts-the last flou~
righ to a skull and e¢rossbones identical with
" that seen earlier on the window of the souip-
nent yard offlce. Macreedy stops a few feet
from him, waiting until the boy prints "T.J.
As he steps back to admire his handiwork...

" Madreedy o S
.Hi’”T.J. . - . . ‘.“~ . . . L .'l
- *T.J. nods, He apnroaches the wall, ralsing his |
~ ohalk, - . b = .
. . Macreody "ot :
" This your garage? L T °

Tede
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A

~Aln't a man.

Lady runs th;s garage.

- Vhere!d she go?

_When will she be back?

i dunno.‘ Semetime.:

Bad Day at Black ‘Rock

| C T Chgse T 7e9-5 P19
' Macreedy (a beat) o S
Whero '8 the man it bolongs to? L R " 35X5
Ce ... - CONT'~
. ! A * - K

~

‘He pauses. As Macrcedy opene his mouth to .
interrogate further...

TQJO

L3
i

v

Again a pause. T.7. has just completed the £inal
Jdetter of the word "HATZS", And apain as
Mecreeoy opens his mouth... .

: T.J.
She's not here.

¢

Macreedy ' - !

: K o (shrugging)“-
I dunno. Somewhere. ‘ L

Macreedy
Tedoe

Again the pause, T J. steps bacr having com-"
".pleted his work, vnich, of course, broadcasts .
~the fact that "T Je HATDS -JeSeMs And again

- as Macreedy begins to spcaliess .

‘ T.J‘- . :
In about ten minutes. T .

Macreedy’(wiﬁh.a'grin)
Thanks. ‘

. T.J. turns, pulls the bike away from the ’
buildin% completes a fastidious “"pony
express' and peddles furiously out of scene.

EXT. STREET ~ FULL SHOT" : . 35%6
as-Macrcedy, after a rmioment's hesitation,
starts down it. ZFrom the far end, at the
telegraph agent's snack, a figure starts
running towara hacreeoy. it 1is Hastings.
uINTERCUT between the two men. Hastings, in
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iBAd Day at Block Rock ’
CthQ ’ 7"9"514' :

his -concentration, doesn't see the stranger’
until he is almost upon him. He slows down, -

"suddenly, awkwardly, to a self.consclous

walk., Macreedy grins at him, passas on,
shaling his head speculatlvely. Hastings,
with a parting glance, gallops up thoe hotel
steps., L .

P.19A

3546
CONT'D
(2)
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- INT.. ROTEL LOBBY - FULL SHOT - . o
Smith, Coley, Hector, Pete, Docy Sam et al are
stlll in evidence, Smith is in a tight little
group at the desk with Coley, Hector and Pete.
Doc has taken a position at the window, looldng

out. BHBastings bursts in and half-runs to
Smithess . _

ANGLE FAVORING SMITH AND HAaSTINGS
as the.qxcitéd telegraph agont speakss
Hastings

I called the- Circle T. Be ain't got business there

- What was that?

. Who's --oa‘ndi?'--'

~-= not if they don't know him. Right, Mr. Smith?

Smlth 1gno£§s him, thinking. .Hgstings breathes

-h@&VilY. Finally» °
' Smith (t¢ Hasbings)

Send a-wire to Nicl Gzndl in Los &ngeles. Tell him .

to £ind out all he can ‘about John J, Macreedy. Tell
him I-want to. lmow fast. Sign my nnmeg_‘ ' :

Hastings nods, scribbling on a prad,
' : Hastings

‘ Smith T » _
Nick Gandi. G—A—N—D-I.. Care of the Blake Hotel.-

Hastingsgnods and hurrledly exits.
:(:plgy (ar,te'r e beap)

Smith looks at Coley, trying to dec¢ide if the
- question 4in any. way cnallenges his authority.
He concludes notes s , )
Smith
He's a private detective,
(beat) -
I drive £0 LoAe novw . and thsn.

Hector (slightlj worried)
Ha'll get us the dope?.

' : Smith
He'll get us anyth;ng, for twenty bucks a day and
expenses. . ,
: (Hector‘frow1a) :
Hecuorlfzgu worry'too rast and too oasy.

P20
35%

'35%8

T,



.'k A . ’ o j' . ' 12'29"‘53 Po'Zl |

B - Hector - . 3578
! It's just I don't like it. A . %0;”'D
: . ‘ ‘ Co B
:9 » ' Coley . ) S
el Maybe he s Just passing through. o T
) ' : Hector _ o - . '
- Pontt bet on i%. He can only mean trouble. R

Smith (sniles faintly)
_Hector, you re jumpy as a stall horse.

o ‘ Hector (doggedly)
C:) fLo We ough ta see him...talk to him.-

Smith (quietly)
About what?
. (Hector doesn't answer) :
What'll we talk to him about? The birds, the bees?
.The weather? The ecrops? - .
(pauses) ‘ '
You tried -= where'd it get, you?

‘ . ' Hector (uncomfortably)
A 1 only thought.., o .

S ‘ * Smith
_ Ly v Sure. You only thought.

' . Goley (after a beat)
‘What do we do?

: smith e S
- What do you do? “You wait. Like Pete here. Right,
Pete? T A _
o Pete nods, his brow furrowed uncomfortably in
e _ . a rrown- B : . -;;h .
- ‘ ‘ Smith -
. g?atfs all you do. But. while you wait..,; talk to-
- him,
G:) S T'igt this point the brittle silence is cracked o
' B y-ouo i . ., L ' - '
‘ . ‘ Doc (d.s.)_ Lo '
Heyl!

Smith znd thoge around him look off in the
direction of Doc, .. .

") . -7 poc VELIZ - AT THE wIpow - ¢ - S 3579

'peering out. de turns in the direction of
Smith and the otners.




‘Hold it, friend.'

. o 12-20-53 P.23

Doc S L 3549
Now what do you xnow? , — CONT'D
(bezning) S (2)

Mr. kacreedy soeems to Do heading for the Jail.

(impishly)
Now what do you. suppose he'd want to see the Sheriff

»about? - _ - .

" smith goes to the uindow, edging Dot to one |
- side with a shoulde:. He  looks out grimly.

:" _REVERSE SHOT - W#AT BE SEES . - - . = 35410

Macreedy,--dowmn the street, cuts up the steps '
of- the jaile - -

BACK TO SCENE - . - C 3sx

Saith staring out the window with a frovn. - Doc

" watching him out of the corner of his eye, a
bemused expression crossing nis puckisn
features. . ) o .

: . . _ 36-}%1 —
INT. JAIL I ’ cL w

ANGLE on Macreedy as he enters the jall. It is
. small and.dirty, with only a tired desk, two
chairs: and the usual pollce posters on the wall.
. "One side leads to the cell block and Macreedy
: ];heads for it.

AhGLE from interior of cell block compr151ng
two ‘cells, both -of -which are open. A man is ;
asleep in. the lower bunk of the front cell. The
keys are in the lock. Macreedy .shakes his head
and starts to close the ereaking cell door,
.gherifs TIii HORN, the man in the bunk, lifts his ,
head, dlinking hls bleary eyes. He is in | -
-.terrible shape., - . L : .

- He manages to orawl off the bunk and out
toward Yacreedy.

. Tim (grinning) '
I ain't ‘hanZerint' to get. 1ocﬁed in my own Jjail.

Vacreedy'_ .
sorry. I thought you were a gueat.

A
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What‘re you lookin' at?

;You tell me.

'; saié I came in.;;

12-29-53

Tim
As it happens, I'm the host.

T e Ui

" He walks out of the cell, Macreedy follow;ng
him into the office. »

SHOT - OF THE TWO -  -.

7im breaks out a bottle.of'booze,-stafté to. take

a snort, then stops, offers it to lMacreedy.

’ .

. Tim
Snort? -
, ‘Macreedy i
N% thanXs. : ,
Tim

Don't blame you. It's awful.

He takes a belt that would incapacitate half the
county. He findishes, smacks his lips, lays the
bottle-dovmn, and falls into a chair.. He looks

up at Hacreedy. .

~

Tim (suddenlj mean)
' Mgcreedy‘(easy)'

Tim (after a beat, relaxing)

"I aintt always this bad-=- just that last night me

and nmy pal Doc Velie, we did a litule celebratin'
At least I did.. L ‘

Macreedx

What vere you celebfating?

: “Tim. (shruvs)
You name 1t.

i (studies Macreedy)
\‘Jhat do: you.want?

hacreedy

E My nane's Lacreedy. I came in on “the Streamliner.

Tim studies himy trying to focusq

Tim
You what?

Kacreedy

P.23
L2

CoNT!'D
(2)

43
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A A ) : . Tim (1nterrupt ng) . K3
4;:9 : You ain't ‘from’ around here. Up Tueson way = ° . CONT"
.. ~ . Phoenix? ‘Mesa? You ain't sellin' cattle nor seed (2) -
N *. nor nothin' 1iye that? » L
: 1';' Macreedy
: No.
(51ghs, then distinetly as to a caild)
. A1) I want fromi'you 1s a little information. I've
’ got to get to a placa called Adobe Flut.
~ . ‘ Tim (reacts; then, tight-lipped)
' ' This ain't no ini‘ormation bureau. s
Macreedy starts to say something, then stbps.
Reconsxdering... .
Macreedy
_ One thing about Black Rock == evervbodv s polite.
L Makes for gracious living. ;
| -Tinm
Nobody asked you here. -
e .- Nacreedy ,
i, . How do you know?
) _ (he moves 'toward the door, with a rueful
7. o _ grin)
Tim (starting after him)
What about tdobe Flab° .
‘ ' ' ' Macreedy '
Bt lookinb for a man- named KOmako. :
The Sheriff reaches for his bottle. In his
haste he.-drops it. MNacreedy's hand moves |
quickly, catching the bottle before it hits the
floor. . o _ S
E o o AiMdcreedy
o Almost a disasuer. g , A
| . Tim- (sinking back in his chair) "
A fate viorse'n death.
(he tak%es the boitle fron Macreedy)
You move fast for a crip...feor a big.man. °
_ For a moment heévy silence, Fingily;.. ,
‘6?3 : - - Macreedy L
5 N What about Konako?
" v A
~4 .

Tim (slowly) .
" If there's no further questions.,. R

14
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Macreedy grins harshly and exits. Tim‘watches

‘him go, then slowly rcaches for the=bott1e,

He pauses, looks at hls shaking hand. ' Then he

withdraws it and just sits in the ehair staring

blindly ahead, seeing nothing.

EXT. STREET . e

Frowning, deep in thought, hacreedy ‘walks dovm -

the dusty streat. As he reaches -tho hotel...
Saith (ovsn)

. Mr. Macreedy- ;-

F

“out to meet hin.

Macreedy
That's the friendlieat word I've heard since I got
hére.

%lMacreedy stops, looks toward Smith as ‘he walks’

"3

CONT'D
(3)

. As Smlth joins h.m he walks on. - Smith falls o

" in step beside him. GO WITE TBEM.

‘ smith (grins boyishly)
Wy name is Sﬂith. I ovm the Triple~Bar ranch.

- (holds out his hand; Macreedy shakes 1it) -

I want Lo - apolog*ze for somoe of the folks in town.

' Macreedy
: They act like they re sitting on a keg.A
© Smith ;
A keg...? or what?
Macreedj

'1fdon‘t:hnbw. Jaybe diamoncds. Maybeigunpowﬁer.

Smith (disarmingly)

rPo. Nothing 1ike that. Ve'te a. Yittle susplcilous
—of - strangars is.all. -Hangovor from the 0old days.
. The old Viest. oo T ) .

dacreedy

I thoughu the tradition of the old West was
"hospitality. -

smith (with a sincere smile)

AI‘m trying to be hospit table, Mr. jacreecdy.

- {boyishly - pushes his dusty cap
bacs on his head)

, Going to be around for a while?

A ¥acreedy .. i
Could be. y £ Tz 5




«

‘ -n_o'?"

Smith

How would you like to go hunting tomorrow? I'd CONT'D
be proud to have you as my guest. - (2)
Macreedy -

Thanks, but I'm afraid not.

Smith (with adnirable _candor)
You mean, because of your arm?
_(slaps ilacreedy's shoulder in a .
friendly, understending gesture)
I Xnew a -mah once, lost an arm in a threshing

aceidernt. Used to Lunt all the time.

. (almost too blandly).
But he was gquite a man. KBee.s
- _ (pauses; then, w1th discreet and
B charming gravity) -
"I'm sorry. . IJes What I mean is -« if thera‘s'
anything I ean- do vhile you're arounde.. :

Macreedy
Itm 1°°kin" foraoo -

(sighs) :
Naver mind. Thanks, anyway.

' sSmith (quietly)
Yqu're 1ooking for wvhat, Mr. Hacreedy?

. ' . Macreedy (eyeing him)
A mapxnamed Komako.

' Smith (no hesitation)
Komako =- Sure, I remember him —-— Japanese rarmer.
Never had a chance.‘ ) ‘

e Macreedy

; Smlth ’
" Be got here in '4l == just: befora ”earl Barbor.'
Three months later he was- shlpped to one of thOSe
relocation centers. Cood .
: (shading his head) :

'Tough. k )
’ Macreedy
Whicb one did he go to?
: .+ . Smith
Who know;? ' _
' Yacreedy

'You think maybe if T wrote him, the letter would be

torwarded?

L. Smith ' :. § .=
I'm sure 1t would. Write your lettar, I'l) seeo 1%

.-gets out’ tonight,

T ‘—-..a -’—, .‘-- ’.4_ e - H B =i facemmac s Prdiy S e
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‘I can manage,

. Vell, I need a little help.’

Bad Day nt Black Rock

Chgsa . -9-5’+ P.27
, ' Macreedy : B
It wouldn't be too much trouble? . ° L %0;&
SER 3
. Smith :
No trouble at all. ‘
' Macreedy

" Funny. Because I think it would be a great deal

- of trouble for you. It's begn a great deal of

" trouble for me. L §
" At this point they are in front of,..
. EXT. LIZ'S GARAGE a SRR us
Macbeedy'stops,\as does Smith. He looks o ‘

kXeenly at Smith as he tales from his inner
’ jacket pocket a half-dozen letters... _

o Macreedy = - »
“I wrote these letters to Komako. They weren't
forwarded, They were returned -- address uwnknown.
(he smiles grimly at Smith)
So I guess there 8 nothing you can do for me, after

all. | -~

Smith opens his~mouth to reply when-the NQISE
of a Jjeep o.8, interrupts him. The jeep comes
- INTO SHOT. Liz Brooks, at the vwheel, outs the
‘engine and jumps out. Smith.ambles silently to
a wall and leans-against it. .Liz reaches behind
. the driver's: seat and hoists, with both hands
- .. .and some effort, a five-gallon drum of axlé. . .
* . grease from the floor of the jeep. As she rests
it ‘on -the rear fender.... . S

. ' Macreedy (going to her)
“Need a little help? ]

The girl looks at Smith, who has mada no
attempt to help her. S . ,

-Liz

‘She lifts ‘the drum to the ground.

Macreedy

(she looxs at him Questioningly)
I'd like to rent your. jeep. X

"~ "Liz
It'11l be two dollars an hour, gas extra, and ten\
dollars for oy time.

! e e N i e b i B Y gt
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I can manage.

Bad Day at Black Rock

Chgs. - 9e13<%4  P.o8

Smith (to 1iz) ‘ 45
Aren't you going to ask him viere he wants to go? .‘%g§m
Liz looks from Smith to Macreedy, puzzled. -
' Smith . _ ‘ P -

He ‘wants to go to Adobe Flat.

Liz hesitates. Macreedy notes her confusion
. as her eyes seek Smithts for instructions.
Quickly he moves in...

A : Mac:eedy
The road's marked?

Liz -(nodding)

Yeah, It's about six - seven miles downi..

Macreedy

- Then I won't need your time.,

Macreedy hands her a bill., :She fumbles with
it, not knoving what else to do. Her eyes
darift to Macreedy's stiff BITe s o

Liz (uneasily)

) thought you might...need a litfle help.

Macreedy R AT

He steps toward thé-jeep‘asl..

S - . Smith ‘
Liz. Do you ‘have a license to rent cars? You

.conld get into trouole.

Hacreedj \ ' .
It's 11 right. I won't-mention lt to the Sherifl.

He steps .into jeep and with one hand expertly
A;manipulating the controls, drives ofi.

‘MED. SEOT - SMIJ? AND LIZ A L) hsxa
Smith turns his attention to the girl... h
Smith (slowly)

.You ‘shouldn't nave'aone +hat, -

- Liz
I thougnt it would be better. if he went out thcre
and gov done with 1it.,
(Smitha Lcoks at her sharply)
1 mean, what could ne find out?

T Ay - — Ty < T T e e A R RS ) g e 4 1 Aeam s ee e e
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L . . 5-12-5% P28
For a moment Smith doesn't answer. Inétead; yal
with a half frowi, he 1lifts the bill Macreedy CONT!'D
had given he‘ from Liz's handg. T (2)
i Smith (as he studies 1t)
This is liable to be the hardest ten dollars you
ever earned in your life,
‘ He crumples {t, pokes the wad in her hand and
valks off down the street aSase
QUICK DISSOLVE
Lt Weahy
) _ _ . ouT
INT \JAIL - FULL SHOT - DAY - el
« Tim sits in his chalr, still staring szght— '
-lessly at the whiskey bottle. Smith enters.
He looks from Tim to the bottle on the table,
then pack to Tim,
Smith (after a beat,
5151nter95uedly) :
Vnat did ne want -- the stranger?
Tim (abstracuedly)
He -asked about Komako.
(Yooking up at Smith)
You think he!ll kick up a storm?
‘ . 8mith (easily)
A storm? Aboust hhat?
: 5 o
?"’_?‘Y.'ﬂ’- T PR e \-IW'«.'.-",-:"-*-—--.:;‘..‘__,~,Z‘1r:—-«-c-«—‘q\z-‘?u?.‘\-ﬁv‘-\.--:w,::-:‘??ra:qz\g:‘??ﬁ:..,’,-._,«_---.._._‘,._
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. Never again. 3

~ Haybe there's something I ought to know. Maybe I

¥ Ihen do your job Tim.

. " - -
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| T 112-29-53 P.29
Tim ' A - by

I don't ¥now. ' a11'I know, I don't ‘want trouo’e CONT ™
around here. . o (2)

(pauses a&kwardly, then)

Smith

'Trouble? You don't kriow anything about Koraao,
now do you, Tim? ,

1

Y Tim

I do not. “That's the point.

Smith

The point is, what you don't know can't hurt you.

Tim

ought to ask you...berore tne stranger comes back
ana starts breathing dovmn ny neck. .

. Smith (a faint smile) .
Tim, you're & lost ball in the high weeds. - 1 told .

" you s long- time ago, nothirg happened for youw to
'_worry about. ‘

Tim (stands up, facing Smith).
Thing is, I do VIOLTY « Maybe I ain't much. elae, but
I'r sure a worrier. '
(beat, then with soft empha51s)

- And I'm still the law.

Smith

Tim -

‘What 1s my job Mr. Smith? lfaybe I'd better find

out bverlore Macraedy does 1t for me.

Smith (evenly)

-v‘Macreedy'll do- nothing, Tim. And neither will youe:

- Tim
Suppose I decide to try?

"Snmith .

That would be dangerous. You got ‘the body of a

hippo, Tim, bub the brain o; a rabbiu. Don't overe
tax i¢.

‘He stares Narshly at the Sheriff. Tim tries
vnsuccassfully to meet hls gaze. Then, slowly,
he sits dovm. ) ' .

' : Tim (lovering his eyes,
: mumbling) -
YGS, Mr. -Smith. v - o ’




»ad Day at Black Rock

-?:L L Chgs. * 7=8~5l

Smith slowly ualks behind Tim's chair and
s;lently, atronzzingly -pats the Sheriff'
“slack shoulder...

4
H

INT. TELEGRAPH AGENT'S OFFICE - FULL SHOT

Hastings is sitting at his. desk. The
telegraph ticker starts to splutter..
Hastings rusnes to it. He - listens, and
starts to. scribble. Then he gulps nervously,
a confused .expression on his face. As the
telegraph Xey. stops as suddenly as it had
begun, Hastings Jumps up frantically and, -
zglding the sheet of paper, runs out of the
ack. ;

‘BXT. STRBET

as- he runs toward hotel.

EXI HOTEL - LO!G S?OT

. with Doc, Sam,, Coley, Hect6f~and Peta..on

'+ the porch. Hastings runs up the steps, paus~
ing momentarily. Hls jaws-move; but CAMERA
is too far away to pick up his obvious .
question.. Coley - -gestures toward .the. Jails
-then Hastings turns and. runs down. the steps
rollowed by Doc et al.: - o o

EXT. STR&LT - FULL SHOT

“.Hastings. runs down. the street toward: the
aail followed by Doc et al.

P.30
L2572

" CONT'D
(3)
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.From L.A?

:Shnt up!

Bad Day at Black Rock
Chgs 7-9-54 P31 .

IXT, JAIL . | o

as Hastings runs up the steps with a hob-
mnailed clatter. Smith.comes out to investi~
gate, followed by Tim. Doc, et al are con~
vgregated at the foot of the steps Hastings
slaps the sheet of paper in Ifront of Smith,
tter quiet. Everyone stares at Smith, wait-
“ing for a reaction -- everyone except Tim,
" who stares straight ahead, seeing nothing, and
.Doc, whose -eyes are locked sympathetlcally on
'Tim. Smith finishes .reading the wire. His
-face is. expressionless, - After & momenviae.:

"Héotor (td‘Smifh)'

Smith doesn't answer DUty ee -

Hastings

Yeah! From that private detective!

Hoctor (to Smith)

. What does he'say? Who'is this guy?’

' - Hastings : :
Never neard of him; that's wnat he says! He

checked and there's no John J. Macreedy, No

listing -,nd_record -= No 1nformation; thning.

‘ - Pete (quietly, after a beat, .
to Smith) . o

Where does that- leave us?
Coley
I'll tell you where... ) _
: Smith - o

- He folds the message carefully, puts it in . |

*  his pocket. " Abruptly Tim turns &nd disappears

inside his office., 8mith, with some restraint,
walks down the steps to the street.

.- MOVING SHOT - SNITH S A T

‘as he takes Coley‘’s arm, and Petefs. The

- -trio moves away, teking a position perhaps
15 feet from Dooc. EHector, Sam and Hastings
move toward them,

R T




- Is he?

Who, Coley?

" Huh?

i Bad Day at Black ‘Rock

Ctho

© EXT. RAILROAD TRLCKS -: S}'IITH, COLEY 4LND PETE

7-13~

In big. et a respectiul dls‘ance are Hector,

~ Sam and Hastings. SHOCT parallel %o tracxs,
which disappear Tar into the horizon.-

The following dialogue is delivered in an

undertonGes e

Now, Coley‘sJ?

Smith '(tm:h‘ing to Coley)

Coley (takes a breath, then)

I thin/ Macreedy’s a nothing.- 4 nobody
' ' Smith
Coley
So there's nothing to worry about.
' Smith

Isn't there? - : _
(a beat) :

You got brains, you have..

Coley (squirming) -

0 .

But what can he find out?  That Komako WaAS ¢ 207

(Smith 'glares at him)

;Suppose he finds out?

Smith

S ¥ nobody 1like Macreedy.can raise a pret

stink. The point is...who would miss a

ty big
nobody

like Macreedy if he just, say,. disappeared?

- Coley is terribly preoccupied bal
self like & child, on. 2 steel rai

Smith {emasperated)

Coleyt - .
‘ . Pete . . -
. Vhy don't we waitee. -
. ‘ Smith -
- Wait for vhat? A
Pete

‘I mean, maybe he won't find anything.

just go away-

ances bim—
Le

Maybo. he'll

S5OX

quey>(galvanized from the rail)

%+ P.31A/32

T e T T T T T T AT T N A T

o Cac R



O

Bad Day at Black Rock’
Ghs .. T 7a13-5k

Smith

- Not Macrecedy. - I Xnovw those maimed guys. Thedir -

minds get twisteds Thoy put.on hair shirts and
act 1iXe martyrs. Trey'ro all of ‘'em do-gooders,-
trouble makers, freaks. _

Pote ;

' But thera's no danger yet., Let'!'s wait and seo.

Smith (interrupting, appealing
to Coley as an equal)
No danger, he says,. This guy's lile a carrier of -

(continued)

: L) .
- 1

p.‘32.'._

5OXL
CORT 'L
(2)
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- Not me.

" A1 righty th'en.,-.

‘Ead Day at Rlack Pock

Chgs.. 7-9-54 | B3
Smith (contined) : . 5041
-srall pox. Since he arrives, there's been a Tever COIT'L
in this town, an inf{ection. And it's spreading. - (3)

(he glances from Coley to Pete)
Hastings hes been in a sick sweat, running around,
shooting off his face. Doc, for the first time in

" four years, gets snotty with me. Lizess

(to Fete)

: -~ yOUT OWN sigter -= acts like a fool.

‘ -Pete (hqtly)
She's just a ¥id. -

Smith (scoffing)

. Xid! She nust have stralned every muscle in héer -

head to get so stupid! Eenting him a jeep! And -

Tim == Tim, the rum-dum. Tim suddenly decides he's

gotta act lixe a Sheriff. .
(to Coley,. gesturing at’ Pete)

-And he says what's the danger.

Brittle silence.ror n moment. Then...

- Smith (easily)
Of course, if 'you want to take the chanoe.;.

Pete doesn't answer.
Coley (grimly)
 Smdth

’ Pete
It's pnot all r:ght'» You're so mighty quick to

'kill - he's not.. an animzl!

: . -Smith (to Coley, with mock
surprise): ‘
Well, listen to little spitfire...

(turning slowly on Pete)

‘;:‘Youtsniveling toad! - I'm saving your neck! . If
-~ I don't, wno will? ‘ : .o :

A Pete (squirming)
All I Said.... ' ’ . - .

' Smith '
¥ho will?! Doc? Tim? Your sister, with the

. rockxs in her head?

Peto 1s silent.

, ¢
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* A1l right, theh...

‘Bad Day at Black Rock .
ChGS. - N 7"13 5"" P-3‘+

Smith | | - . 5071
One thlng about your sister -=- she's pgot twice . COMT
the guts you have. . You're only fit for running (%)

avay.
Colev

It’s too late for that.

(bolligorenulyz slowly, at Pete)
Be's in this,. and he ain! t running no place.

There is a long, ‘electric silence. Pete
is defeated.

Smith (finally)

- He pauses. for emphasis, Then, as he starts
to talk again,,. .

wr. AT - - S goX2

Tim stands facing the wall, shoulders hunched,
suffering. Doc comes-in and wavchos him
silently, Tim turns, facing Doc, turns ggain
_to concentrate om a faded newSpaper phOoograph'
framed and hanging on the wall, _

':_LNUEHERAITGIB-TD{ o o b3

" SHOOTING over his shoulder. Focal point:

. the ''whotograph". It shows a widly grlnning,
..'-modeTately alert and healthy Tim of ‘perhaps

- five years ago. He is wearing, proudly, his
. ‘badge of ‘offlce, and behind himw, mildly

- interested in the:- proceedings, s Reno Smithy .

. his erstwhile sponsor. The heading on the

photo reads: DZPUTY SEERIFF hLMED FOR BL‘CK ROCK.

MED, SHOR - TD 4ND DOC e S .Soxlf

‘Tim takes the photo off. the wall and, holding
it, turns to face Doc... :

Tim

Let Saith find himsel¢ a nev boy, 1 can't take it
anothex day. ' ) .

(pauses, looks at Doo) )
If you're a sherif;, they gotta respect you, other- -
wise you can't do your job. .

" {(shal}es his head)

They Just laugh,

AR R I I LR o S L L e O R R .‘."‘C')C‘-’-'-\.".' T N N T VT r R
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"’ You shouléd! -

Bad Day at Black Rock

Chgse . 7-13-5%
- o ‘ - Doe : ,“ o
I don't laugh, Tim. - o : -
ST L Tim |
. Vhy don't you?
‘ Doc
Cut it out, Tim, o
" Tim

Doec

"In the name of well-adjusted manhood, snap out of.

it, You're going to get a complex or something.’

: . Tim .ot :
Foui years ago if I'd of done my Job.ijif I'd of -
ochecked up and found out what happened,* But I
didn'tl. Just.like Smith figured. o .

POB)'UL
5Ch

COXT
(2)

'D




I don'!t know.

DAL Dar s nwtt e

AT S H T

i T ety e ""-'-‘P“‘; ‘r . P.BS )
. ., Doc . ; B 1074
What could you have found out? They told you a CouT "
- story. You had to believe it. ‘ O (3)

. Tin : ‘ R
Do you belzevb 167 N o .
' Doc squirms but doesn't answer.

Tim e
Do you knoy what happened?

Doe

(ironically)

I lcad a quiet contemplative Imfe.

Me, I didn't even try To find out.
(a beat)
Don't you understand?
(he taps the badge on his chest)

' uhen you wear that dadge, you re the Lav. And when

som¢thing happens, against the Law, you're supposed

to do. someuhing about it. It 5 your Job. .
(simply) ’ '

Ve..,IT did nothin', And that's what's Gatin' me.

- -What -kind of prescription you. got for_that?

- Doe o .

. I don't Xnow. - I've never been able o find one for :
‘ myself. .

" Tim talkes.off his. badge and throus it on )

the desk. ‘ , A L

‘ . Dot ' :
Only -one thing -~ don't quit Tim.
- . . Tim N
, Why‘not7 : .
' . Doc

" Maybe this feller Macreedy has. ﬁhe prescription. '  ,

* They.look at each other. Slovly Tlm picks up
his badge and pins it baclk on. S

51:85 00
EXT. DESERT ROAD .~ = - - .- 86

An o0ld mar4er, Jut“ing on an. angle .at the side
of the road, reads: ADOBE FLAZ, Beneath it
an arrov points ahead. Ifacreedy steers the
Jeep up the narrow, rutted trail between-.a. *
serious of enormous boulders.

T T T R T T O T r— DA A6 e Gy



ANOTHER ANGLE L

. MED; SHOT < MACREEDY

: mazm LONG SI-’OT - CLJ.TF DR . -

ST T el = Ty e

Bad Day at Black Rock

Chgs ~ 7-9=54 P.36

as he drives to the far snd of the bonlders,

"reaching a flat plece of 1land completely

surrounced by rocks: Beyond the rocks is

.wvhat remains of a burned-out ranch housae,

and an abandoned well..

¢
H

in the wreckage. The remains of an iron bed.
The burned-out shell of a pick-up truck., Part-
of & stovey A morass.of bottles, all sizes
and shapes, some of them broken. Macreedy"

-.halts momentarily beside the well, Reaching

out he touches the warped sun-peaten boards that.

* cover the mouth., He removes one, and, picking

up a pebble, drops it through: the opening.
There is a iong ‘beat and then, from.far, far

‘below we HEAR a faint -PLUNK (o S.).. He re=

places thé board and walks to a broken wall,
He touches the burned out frame of a picture.
The frame fells to the ground, leaving an-un-

- :secorched square on the surface of the wall. .

He goes  past a solitary standing stone chimney,

. Suddenly he halts, arrested by something among

the rubdle, the'rottenness and the, ashes.

1
4

REVERSE ANGLE - WEAT EE SEES

"Surrounded by the. seared and” blackened earth

is.a rectangular patch of lovely wild flowers.
BACK TO MACRE"‘DY . -
_studying the brightly colored flowers. His

- face is lined in thought, He stoops, gathers
& Tfew buds in his hand, ‘He examines them,
:his-brow furrowed. As he.slowly twirls a’
‘flower between .thumb and forefinger, CAMIRA

PANS from Macreedy in a long slow arc, taking

" in nmiles and miles of barren wasteland, .

CAMEZRA RISES, PILTING UPWARD to.a cliff far
away and shielded from Macreedy's. view by the

- intervening rocks and rildges.

and on 1t tha outline of an automobile.

U .
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Bad Day At Black Rock
Chgs. 2<10-5%

MZD. SHOT - Tlﬂ: CAB

eﬁo*y. It is parxea on a narrovw dirt road.-
On one side of the road the cliff.falls
abruptly to the valley far below; on the
other, the steep, shaly outcropping con-
tinnes to rise., For a moment CAXMERA®HOLDS
on the car. Then it PANS SLOWLY upward about
fif'ty feet, HOLDING this time oOn.e.-

"PINNACLE O CLIFT

vhere a man is looking off toward Adcbe Tlat

through a2 pair of high-povered glasses.  The.
~man_is Coley Trimble. : '

ADOBE WELIS ~ MACREEDY

Grimly he walks toward. the jeep, still holding
the wild flowers. Nov he pockeés them, Jumps

" into the vehicle and drives off,

~

”TED‘CIIFF - COLEY

continues to trazn nis glasses on Macreedy far
. below in the moving jeep. :

THE JEEP - MACREEDY ‘
driving steadlly over rough, rocky térrain.

COIHY' .
olimbs dovn from the pinnacle of the oliff and

... enters a big, powerful 136 Pacxard sedan.

~

MACREEDY

shifts to low gear as uhB jeep presses into
hilly country; R : :

COLZY - IN EIS CAR

turns on the ignition.

———

P,37
89

- -89X5

- 89x6

- 89%7

. 89X8

. B9X9
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89x11
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" Bad Day At Black Rock _
* Chgs. 7=10=5% . P.38

mcnm1 - IN TRE JEEP o - 8or1z

‘, as 1t winds along a road with the cliff rising .

on one side and falling off steeply on the

-other. He rounds a curve, passes an insignifi-

cant side road, drives on.

THE SIDE ROAD S _Bgn%_
< 89X
" The car with.Coley at the wheel pulls out,
~ follows Mac*eedy. S '
INTERCUT betwecen the two cars with the dls=
tance between them oonstantly diminighing. _
j . _  90=98.0UT
EXT. - FLAT ROAD B - - 981

a straightaway cutting through rocky outcroppings
on both s ides, MNacreedy's jeep roars by, pursued
by the gaining Pacleardg. ;

GLCSE SHOT - =~ MACREEDY IN JEEP - (PROGESS) ' < 9832

Por'the first time he is aware Lhat he is being
followed, and that the man at tbe wheel o; the

. bip Packard is Coley.

_SHOT - PACKARD Lo e
+ picking up tremendous speed. ..

EXT. = ROAD BED - B o8k

proceeding over a series of turns inclines,

-@edlivities (according to Tocation terrain).

Engines roar, brakes whinny, -tires sorean,
skidding on the turns.,

© . ANOTHER ANGLE - ROAD BED - 98%5

as Coley overtakes Macreedy. ' He steers the
big car within a foot or two of the jeep. The
_terrain has steepened; on the right there is
‘nothing between the mad and the valley floor -
far below but a few inches of soft shounlder,

\




. phaticall/, gets 1nto car, drives ofl.

Bad Day At Bl&cm Rock n
Chgs. 7-10-5r ‘pgak

As Nacreedy pullsx«ide on a razor turn, Coley 9875
tries to come inside him. Macreedy, fighting CONIT D

"Tor control of the veerinv jeep, succeeds in . (2)
cutting him off. : . e
CURVE IN ROAD S  98Y6 -

In the approadh Colay cuts sharp into the -
Jeep. The jeep scems to rToll with the blow,
then leaps ahead, maneuvering the turn.

CLOSE SHOT COIEY IN CAR (PROCESS) . 98X?

Coley is flustered his face blood-shot wzth
fury. e seems to generate an atmosphere of
vicious, cruel craziness; the wild smile across
his mouth is almost sénsual, obscene, ne floor-

. boards the Packard., Llke some monstrous. bauter-‘

ing ram, the -heavy car smashes into the jeep's
rear bumper, kicking the smaller vehicle jerkily
ahead, Coley floorboards the gas pedal, again.,

_ Baoh time he slams Into the jeep vith sickening

force, with the brutal abrasion of metal pound-

ing. metal% .

CLOSE SHOT ~ MACREEDY - (PROCESS) -~ = . © 98X8

. Vith one arm he works frantically to keep his -

under=sized car on. the twlsty road. He sees
ahead & :precipltous ¢lifif falling off on an im-

.. possibly sharp turve, He makes a: dec1510n...

Just.ahead the gradient is comparatively: grad-

. "ual, however .steep by normal standards. He '
--swings.the jeep off .the road, onto the declivity.

The car plunges .dovmwvard, miraculously wpright.. .
Nacreedy Jjoekeys it to a whirring,; shuddering :
halt in the soft sand abt the bottom or a draw.

- Macreedy-turns $lightly -and looks up the mountaln- ’

side wvith the rdad at 1ts sunmit...

WHAT HE SEES: EXTREME LONG SHOT - COLEY 9879

standing at the edge . of ‘the road peaerling down
at him. In b.gs, tha Packard, éoley tums en-
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" MEDIGM SHOT = JEEP

Tad Day at Black Rodk
Chgs. 7-10-5k%

BACK LO VACREDDY

. His face is cakcd with the . sweat of his exeér=-
- tions and dust kiclred up by the grinding wvheels.

He exhales heavily and runs a shaky hand across

of g VOISH a trickling, an unmistakable tinxle
as of ing water. He frowns, opens the aeep
door...

" MEDIUM SHOT - JEEP
 as. Vacreedy unlatches ‘the hood and throws it

open. The NOISZ continues., Macreedy eyamines

*the engine and finds the difficultyess

. INSERT =~ ENGINE

focal point: the nut’ joining the gas line with

P.383
98%10

-

" the side of his head. He becomes aware suddenly

o811

98X12

. the carburetor has worked loose in the jouncing.

the car has taken. - With hils hand Magreedy screws,

_it'tight°

Adrives'slowlyucut'of-the.:avinemr,
| o . DISSOLVE:

o EXT BLACX RCCK "=: \iAIN STREET
x TCLOSE ShO‘ -—HECTOR o

N

4

. .his long face ‘even mnore horsey than usual ‘with.
. half an-apple in his mouth. He stands in front
--0f ~the grocery store, .with the- baskets.:of £riit

omaz

. &s Macreedy lowers the hood re-enters Jeep. He
“turns on ignition. The engine fires. _As he . o

. 99.;

on the sidewalk. He " Looks up, stops crunching.} U

GLOSE SHOT - SAM

~ at the window of tna 3ar- & Grill cleaning an

‘ear wita a toothviclt. He looks out. The

~%toothpieck 1s- motionless.

o911

) ——
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CLOSE SHOT - HASTINGS

fidgeting outside his shack. He lobks UPDe
His Adam's apple turns completely over.

-

TEVERSE SHOT - WHAT TIEY SEE

Macreedy slovly driving the jeep toward Liz's
garage. Ha looks nsither to the right nor
. left. * ‘. .

GROUP SEOT - F'AVORING SMITH AND comx

Standing on ‘the porch of the hotel, watchlnb.
Smith's face compresses, and-his. eyes swivel
to rest on Coley's with cold, contemptuous
angers Coley licks his lips u“easily. Smith -
turns and enters the hotel Coley meckly
follows. A

FULL SHOT - MACREZEDY

He brakes the Jeep before the garage. No one
is there. He parks the vehicle, gets ocut and
:heads doewn the street. -

EXT, ‘HOTEL

. Mecreedy is about to 80 up-the steps ﬁhen he
. -sees CoOley's car -at the curb. Both right
.fenders .are. creased. An ugly, Jagged-brezk has
- 8pilt the front bumper almost-in half, one
‘.part :angling crazily toward the sky. the -other
‘drooping:in - -the :dust of the road. énith and
Coley-come out of the hotel.: They stand on the
porch, watching Macreedy as he in turn watches
" %he car.; They exchange a glance., ©Smith nods,
50-04.- ’ . -
Coley
Well if it's not Macreedy = the world's champion
road hog.

He walks down the steps to the street joining
' Lacreedy. Smith x‘ema:.ns on te porch.

‘ Macreedy ‘ < . . -
Yeah. It s a small world.. L : .

100~101 ¢uz
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- ’-D) | . . ‘ . * ‘ . ) : ) . » chgs'
et - - Coley - ' - 105 °
But such an unfriendly one, Now why did you want CORT!D
to crowd ne off uhe road?" : (2)
B Macrcedy (With a slow grin) =
) I' kind of sorry if Itve 1ncurred your displeasure.‘ mesEr
Coley
, o Look what you 448 to my car,
; <:>. Macreedy ' C
P If ‘there's anything I can do to ‘make up for ita..,
" -t Coley ' -
' You ought to be careful, MEN «w all that one~arm
? : driving. :
. ' Macready .
I'd be glad to pay. the damages.
. -7 Coley
, It's a threat to life and.limb.
4 o C o Vacreedy
. Fortunately'no one was hurt.:
Coloy

You could get yourselfl killed that way =e. nosin"
all over the countryside.

Macreedy : ‘
That's the real danger, I can see that._

_ ' ) Coley , i
.Why that's pretty smart of you, How long you
intend to keep it up? T s

- ’ ' Macreedy ,
<:> I'm getting out of here, right now.

‘He -walks up the steps, past Smith, and 1nto
the hotel, Coley glances up at Smith,

- .grinning -with self-satisfaction, 11ke a .small
boy who has carried out perfectly the
instructions. of his teacher. .

INT, HOPEL K . : - 106

The lobb/ empty except for Pete behind the

- desx. Macreedy goes to him, Pete seems .

elaboAately occupied arranpging and re-arranging-

.a few file cards. &mith enters the lobby. He
'.siands in b. g, watching Yacreedy and. the desk
L8 era. - )
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. © Macreedy (to Pete) - - 06
Still expecting that convention? .- . . . CorT'p

What...?

-fCIOSest stop is Sand Cit} - thirty-two miles. away.

(2)
Pete (loo&ing up) .

. Vacreedy : .
If you're evpecting any. extra cowboys, ny room
is available. .

. Pete
You’re cheeking out?

Macreedy (nodding)

:Is there a train fhrough here tonignt? ,

" Pate : :
Nothing 111 tomorrow morning. The streamliner.

Vacreedy
I ¥now that. How about freights?
" (Pete shakes his ‘head )

Milk train?
- Pate
Tomorrow, . After the streamliner.
Coe ’ Vaereeqy ‘
Busses? »
Pete }

{a beat)
You’re in such .a hurry, you should have never got
off here.

Vacreedy

: I‘m inclined to agree with you.:

A'DHe tu:ns walks toward porch. Pete locks at -
. Smith, émith's eyes Tollow lMacreedy.

INT. LIZ'S GARAGE - FULL' SHOL . 108

In the gloom of the lube pit, Liz’s mechanic

a dirty olé man, is draining the oil ocut of %he-
cran¥case of the car on the rack. The girl
stands beside the pit, silently watching the

old man. Now she pauses, lOOAS oS toward .

the open garage doors....

T -"—v

207 OUI
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‘ ..,it's not thers...

:Things change.\

Bﬁd Day af Black Rock )
. . ths e - 7"10" 5’“' Po)-'rE
‘VHAT SHE SEES - MACREEDY . T 09

" entering the scene, stopping to look at Liats
jeep parked iIn front of the wide doors.. He
“turns his eyes vagualy in the Qirection of Liz,.

" but he doesn!t see her in the shadows behind
the car on the rack, He advances a step,

PAVSINE. oo
" . Macreegdy
~ &inybody home? o |
| | _ 110 OUT
EXT. LUBE PIT - LIZ - 1105
she does not answer. Instead, she silently
. ~ twists the crankcase petcocl, stopping the
" . flow of oll., She watches Macreedy closely.
INT, GARAGE L | o ‘111 .

-Macreeuy avain shifts his ayes to the ‘Jeep,-
then :ith.decision, he goes to a work bench,-
opening the drawvers and rummag.mg a.mong the
conuents.

Liz .(o.. So).

if you're looking for the jeep ke¥..o

- Macreedy turns .as Liz conas toward him She
gestures tovard the open drawers. L

Liz
Macreedy waﬁts for.-her to go on. She d&esnif.
‘She stands there, ‘'staring at him, -

o Macreedy -(after a boat)
In that case, where do you suggest I look?

She. turns, walks back toward the lube pit,
Liz (over her shoulders)

. The jeep“s .ot for rent

Macreedy -

It was, Just a.few hours age.

‘z(ﬂmﬁyi

Macreedy (with grim amusement) -
Sure.. And Smith 1s the kid who changes ‘en,. o

She doeSﬂ t ansuer. Facreedy goes @o hero1wﬂﬁr_q-

RN ,.-,T,\" "«‘ o '_ ‘ ‘%,g\, 'L ._-;- Bt
I e WA Tk



5

—d

N

Bad Day at Black R

Chgs. 7=l 5#
Macreedy L '
Mzas Brooks,
(softly) :
What 's the matter witn thls town of yours?
' . Liz
Nothing. It's none of your concern.
Macraedy
Then why are they all so .concernsd about ze? _
. Liz . ST
am I conoerned? ' o A ‘
: Macreesdy
No, you're not. DBut...
Liz

But what? B
Macreeéf (easily)

C But it strikes me you're a little too urnconcerned:

So unconcerned you won't aven rent me a jeep.

Liz (flaring)
I.don't run a taxi servico. - I don't‘havq a licensoes

Macreedy : ;
.I wish others in this town were as scrupulously
" devoted to law and ordor as you .are.

© Liz (hotly) :
Why don't you 1ay -off J. If you don't like it herey
go bacX where you came froml .

facreedy.
Funny thing. They try to kill ma, -and you feel
persecuteds

Liz
I don't want to get lnvolved.

: - Macreedy
Involved in what? .

' ‘ Liz (reureating) :
Whatever you're up to, Wnetever happensy I've got
'to go on living here. ;hese people .are my nalgbbors,

nmy friends.

o Macrcedy )
All of them?

: Liz (slowly) | .
This is nmy town, Mr. lMacreedy, Xike ibt or not.:

Vhatasver happened here, 1t Has long ago, ncw it'sees .

it '8.-0

P L2

111
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Bad Day at Black Rock
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M'acreedy '(eveniy)
(a beat)

" VWhatever did happen, you don’t seem to like it.

- Why do you stick around?

- Liz (arter a beat)
Because of my brother. Pete., He'd never leave.

Macreedy o
Didn't you over think of going withouu himb "You're
sort of independent and he’s...he Seee .-

Liz

'fgWédk;fAI know. That's why i couldn’t leave him, -

Macreedy (softly)
Uhat did your brother do?

Liz
(flaring again)

He...I.,.

What 4o you. care? - Wnat do you care about Black Rock?

R YacreedY -

No»hlng ruch : Gnly there!re not many places like
this in :America —- but ‘even one 1s too many. Be-
cause I think sometning sort of bad happened here.
. (frowning) ‘

Sometnlng I can't find the handle to...‘

< " Liz
Ybu just thinx so.‘ You don't know,

S Macreedy
This ‘mach I know - ‘the rule of law has been sSug~
pended in this uown. xhe gorillas have taken over.

le

You!re a fine -one to talk! You come in here, sneak-

ing around, trying. to steal the key to my 3eep.-

: Macreedy o
T kind. of hed a notion that was the only way I
could get it. : . :

. She opens her mouth to answcr, but she doesn't
know what to say. :

: Macreedy (slmply)
Vias I vrong, Yiss Brooxs?

;He waits as - che tries. to answe., and agein
she can't., Tor a moment he watches. her

struggle in aZnguished silence with hnrself.
.Then ne turns and goes out.-

P.42R
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Yy - Ext. MaIN smnm- MACREEDY = . 1an

. yalks thoughtfully. doyn street. He' comes
abraast of hotel,

."EXT. PORCH OF HOTEL . = ~~ B k&b
: o ""where Smith is stilllsitting. For a momant a
(:) e he watches Macreedy spesculatively, then...

Smith (calling)
Wr. - Macreedy. :
{roasonably, as hacready turns toward him)
" Ifa likp to ask you a few ouestions...as long as
you're around...

' ' Macreedy (walking up.step55
I'm around all right. :

He' stands- facing Smlth on the porch, tben...
Macreaedy. (with just a touch of .

U ' wryness
4éfyw:' ‘ Ioa probably know_ that Miss Brooks is mo. longer in
B the car rental business? S

' . ‘Smith {solemnly) .
Good. I wouldn't want to see that girl get ‘into
troubleses - ’ .

S _Macreedy
You'wouldn't? - :

- : Smith
.‘..what wi h.rental permlts, gas rationing...you
know what I mean. .

N . "7 . Macreedy :
(:} Su;e.> I admire your sturdysense o; responsibility.‘

. Smith (dismissively)
. - It‘s jUSw, a girl 1ika that has a future,

Macreedy
Let 's talk about my future.

) - : — S Y AT TS TN TR s Yy T by oS5 Ik b o e i
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- Tough 0.

"I don't seem to be golng any place.

' those rats bombed Pearl Harbhor.

What stopped you?

Bad Day at Black Rock

Name Chgs. 715 =54 P.%2D
- * Smith (almost slyly) o 1112
Do you have the time? o (g?ﬁztD
"Macrecdy ‘

He takes the other chalr.

Smith (afuer a pause)
I hear you handle a jeep real well,

‘Maercedy

"1 have a Way with jeeps. A certain familiari“y.

Smith = . o
I thin T understand. You're an Army man.
(looxing at Yacreedy's stiff arm)
uhere'd you gev 1t?

: Macreedy O
taly. ‘ .
' . Smith (sincerely)

Tough. I tried to got in myself, the day after

-

Yacreedy

R : Smith ' ' S .o
The physical. They wouldn't take me. The morning
after Pearl, I wvas the first man in line at Marine
recruiting 1n Sand City. Ané tpey wouldn’'t taxp me .

“Macreedy (f1atly)

Smith

) Yhat do you do. in Los Angeles, Mr. Yacreedy?
O ‘ P Macreedy ’ LT S
I'm retireds . . oL e e I
(?"
I
T e ey R R e ) .
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L smith A 11132
You're a pretty young man... L . LT %g§T'D

Macreedy

'Xbu might say I Qas forced into retirement,

‘Smith
What‘were you looking Ior in Adobe Flau?

Macreedy

) Kbmako, likxe I told you, "Like you told me, he
. wasn't there. :

Sm;th laughs quietly.

Macreedy
What's so,funny?

. "Smith . .
Nothing. It‘s Jjust ~= I don't believe you. I

..>bellieve a man-is as big as what he seeks, I
believe you're a big man, Mr. Macreedy.

Macreedy

»Flattery will get you nowhere.

Smitn

'Why would a man like you be looking for a lousy Jap

farmer?

Macreedy

- Maybe I'm not so big. L o :

Smith
Yes, you are.
(a2 beat; looking hard at Yacreedy) :
I believe that a man . is as big .as -the things that make

.him mad. Nobody areund here has been big enough to
;make -you mad. ‘ . . .

Macreedy
wha» makes you mad Mr, Smith?

" Smith IR S

Me...? Nothing in particular,

Macreedy (bercused) _
I see. ‘You're a big man, too. Only... E
(calmly) - :

«.othe Japanese make you mad...

. Snith ‘
That's a-ffereuu. - After the sneak attack on Pearl -
~bor...after Bataan... ’
Macreedy o S
...and Komako made you nad,

T S AL T A R T T e
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‘smith . - o 232
It's the same thing. ST . : - CONT'D .
© (scoffing) S

'Loval Japaﬁes=~Amerlca ns -- that'!s a laugh. They‘re

mad dogs. Look at Corregldor, the death march

Macreed;

. What aia &orako-have to do wifh Corregidor?

Sriith '
Wasn't he a Jap? Look, Macreedy, there's a 1aw in

- this county against shooting dogs. But. if I see a
~mad dog loose, I don't wait for him to bite me.

(exhales sharply, shaking his head: wzth
' irritation)
I swear, you'“e beginnlng to male me mad,

- Macreedy (calmly)

- Smith
- Not all. Some of tem. When they come here snooping.
- ~° Macreedy o
Snooping for wnat? -
. Smitn

I mean, outsiders éo”ing around, lookmng for . sonething.

‘ . Macreeay (pressing)
For what?“ .

R Smlth )
I don't know, People are always looking for some=

* thing in this part of the West. To the historian,

it's the "01d West." To the book writers, it's the
TUYi1d West.! . To the businessmen, it's the "Unde-
veloped- Ues* “, 'They:all say -ve're oackward and
poor, -and I -guess .we are, .

(snorts) -
We -don'%t even have enough water. o

(2 beat) ‘

‘But this ‘place, to.us, is our West.

(heatedly) -

;I Just wish they‘d dleave us alone..

Macreedy

- Leave you alone to do what?

" Smith (coldly)

‘I don'* know what. you mean.;

.Macreedf

”What'happened to Xomalio?

Smith ' .

, Qe vent awvay, I told you,  Shortly aft er he left,

g bunca of- k;ds 7ot fooling around out his place,
They burrgd it down. It was' one of those tﬁzngs -
you Xnow how kids ara.. R

G
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. Maereedy laughs qnietly. S ' 11172
. o . ' COXT 'D
‘ - Smith © L (5)
What's runny? S : . .
‘ ' Yacreedy

Noﬁhing. Only -- I don't believe you. Any morg'
than I believed you about the letters. .

' Smith (smiling)
You don't seem to believe anyuhing I say.

: Macreedy (vaguely)
" Yes, I 40 == about businessmen, for instance. I°
think a businessman would be 1nteres+ed in Adobe
“Flag, .

Smith
© Wny? A

Iacrecdy . .
All th&u land lying fallow, Could be put to some
use, Like a graveyard,

. (Smith opens his mouth to speak but
Macreecdy goes .on)
A hxstorian night be :interssted, too. Because of
the strange. customs around here, such a&/burying
cattle...
. . Smith

*Burying cattle...? : .
_ Macreedy (calmly)
Somethzng*s buried out there,

He takes the wild flowers from his pocket
holding them in fronu of Smitn. -

’ Vacreedy - .
- .Bee these- wild Tlowers? That means a grave. Itve .
. seen 1t overséas, I figure it isn't a man's grave
or someone would have marﬁed it Sort of a mystery,
isn't 1%7? ' . - !

) - Smith .
- Sort of, MNaybe you can figure it out.

Macreedy gets up, half turns to Smith.

' . Macreedy
Maybe, ‘

He starts down the steps.“
' Smith

" ‘Why not give 1t a whirl?
(Macreedy turns)

It ll help you p&SS bhe ‘t.:.nB. . (3% e - xSy --_---~'"'r'-'z'\"
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g . A Smith (continued; meaningfully) 172
’ essfor a while. - R N COKT 'D
5 I S %
. . : Macrbedy ‘ ..

. Not interested. I got other things to do.

He tﬁrns and walks down the street.

EXT. MAIN STREZT ~ MACREEDY 112

[§)

headed towards Déc's establishment. The
building, which serves Doc.as home, office
and laborauory, has cenuered on a pane of
‘glass.

T.R, VELIE, J'R.

UNDERTAKER ]
AND
VETERIhARY

' And in the lower right hand corner._

: ASSAYER
. NOTARY PDBLIC

‘fﬂ;' . ‘ “A Tew of the peeled gold and black letters ars
T ' . :completely mlsoing. : )

The buildlna is senarated from the structure
next to-it. by an alleyway. Filling the narrov .
passage is Hector David, hls long massive body
wedgea against the wall like an unkxempt moiu-
~ment. His 1ittle pig eyes meet iacreedy's.
Eector spi s in tha dust with bland insolence.

) - Em DCC‘S OFFICE - MACREEDY S mays

“walks up the steps and enters.:

INT. DOC'S OFFICE - - . . oo 11k

L Dariz and shedowy. At the far end of a hallway
7. an.insipid light buld burns. Macreedy goeés
toward 1t, entering... L A : .

INT. DOu’SLAB S . ' 295

devoted %o uhe care and preserv ation of the " )
Dear Departced. In the center of the room:is

a_lonz rectangular .slap stained with the, Juices

e s A e T )
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Hi. Pull uwp a chair.

" What's h-2-4?
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Bad Day at :Black Rock
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of. those unfortunates who have had 6ccasion : '115
to rest thereon. The walls are lined with'/ -  COXNT'D
Tickety bookcases jammed, not with volumes, ~{2)

but with the jugs ard jars the chemicals and .
unguents of Doe's multinle cgllings. In a
corner three or four neat pine boxes are stacked
one’ on the other.

Doc sits at a cluttered dask ;eeding a large
‘bowl of goldfish and sipping a glass of mil&.
He 100&5 up as Macreedy enters. ..

‘Doe ?
Vacreedy (nodding) .
Can I use your phone?

Doc - - . oo
Help yourself. o
(cnuckles) . -
You knuv, you're one of the few people who's ever
been back here I can say that to.
1
Maoreedy reaches for the phone book.
. e " Doc o
It's Y=2-U; ‘ v

Macreedy (pausing)
|

Doc I ' ’
If I've got you pegged-- and I think I have--you're‘

- calling the 8tate Police. -But if I was you ==~and

I'm purely glad I'm fnot—= I!d look: it up myself.~
" (emphatically)

-1 wouldn’t trust anybody around hero, 1noluding me.

Yacraedy thinﬁs it over and comes to a Swift
decision. ' ‘He checks the phone boox. Then,
picking up phones.. . )

' ' Macréedy (to Doc) S E
Thanks, ’ . L .

‘(4nto receiver)
w2l .
. INT. TELEPHONE OPERATOR'S OFFICE o116

a cubbyhole behind the hotel elerk's desk in--
the lodby: At the swltchboard is Pete, and- . ~
above hinm tacked on the wall is the s;gn.

- SMIL®
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Pete (1nto phone) , o . 116 .
"““2"’*’..0 0 o , Coi\ﬂ“ )!\

(he looks up) - ' S (2)

CAMERA PULLSABACK revealing Smith standing
beside him. "The two men exchange a 7od.

Pete (into phone).
Linss're busy.
(he clicks off the instrument)

INT. DOC!S LaB - e 1T
Macreedy slowly puts down the phone. .Doe '
.sips his mil), all the while staring queasily

ovar the glass at Macreedy. Ke puts it down,
his gaze st1ll flxed on the stzanver.... .

' . Doc (sing-song) -
I know -~ don't tell me' == lines all busy. They’ll be
busy all day. .

-f

Macreedy (aftor a beat,
grimacing)
Don't look.at me like that.-

- " Doc . AP
L;ke what? : .

~ Macreedy .o _‘ o .
Like I'm a potenuial custoner.. : -

Doo

. Everybody 15== and I get 'em coming and going.

He: goes to.a topogranhic mayp “hanging on “the vall —
a large,.impressive map - :aded, fly~town and - -
divzded into sectlions. .

" Doc (gesturing toward 1t).

'First I sell 'em a piecece of land., Think they farm it?

Nope. They dig for gold.

He noves to photograph beside the map .on the
wall -~ a large, impressive photograph of a.
placer mine in operation.

Doc ¢
".They rip off the top soil of ten winding hills. They

sprint in here, fog-heaved with excitement, lugging
nuggets big aﬁd bright and sniny.

'Ho moves- to his des&, plcks up a glistening blob
of stone, resting nezt to an assayer's scales,’

© and GXamines it..e
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: - Doo (rhotorically) 117
Is 1t. gold? : ' , ‘ ' _ %0??
. _ o a

He bangs the rcok down .next to the scales.

) Doe . . :
I‘ is not! Do they quit? They do notd

He moves to a third illustration --a colored

. reproauction, 1arge andg 1mprcssive-- of acros
upon green acres of produce in bloom; the kind
of picture Southern Paciflc places above i<s
calendars.

Doc (witn theatrical. gesture
tovard reproduction) o
Then they decide to farm. Fern! In country so dry
you have to prime .a man before he can spi%, and befors
you oan say ‘Fat Sam" they're stalled, stranded and
starving. They get weevil~brained an & buttsprung.s.

He moves to the coffins piled in a corner and
runs his hand down the snooth pine s;des with
loving tenderness. . _ )

Doc (simply)

So I bury 'em.

(a boat, as he rajoins Macreedy in
the center of the room)

But why should I-bore youn Vlth ny triumphs?

Macreedy
Yeah. I've got a problem of my OWR.

Doc nodsj he ‘points vaguely toward the street...

Doo (like an old tastamént'
prophet)

i They re going to kill you with no hard feelings.

Macreedy . (nastily)

.»And‘you'll Just sit on. youp hands and let them.

Do - e
Don't get waspish Wivh ‘e, young feller. _ .
Macreedy N
Sorry. -
. " Doc

I feel for youw, but I'm consumed with apathy. Vhy
shovld I nix in? A ‘ '

Cor S Macreedy ' . S
To save a life. o ..

TR LT TR “"'""'"‘—"_""‘"""‘"» ““1“* -‘.-'-?‘r‘"m
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Doc

P.50-51
117

I got enough +rouhle saving my own. CONT D
: . (he refills his glass from a milk bottle. (1a)

. on the desk) : ‘
T try to livé right and drink my orange Juice every

. day. But mastly I tTy to mind my own business.’,

- Which is something I'd advlse you to doe’
}
\
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Doc

.'You can still get out of town. And you'd better

gat out like & wnispor.

Nacreedy
ﬁow;can I?- .

Doe (taking a key rinﬂ from
his pocket)

I got sort of a limousine at your disposal.-

Macreedy
Doc (tossing him the key)

Macreedy spares he key and walks out. Doc -
gets up to follow him, . :

. EXT. RELR OF DOC!'S OFFICE ’ .- . 118

Ln old-fashioned hea*sb, with plate glass sldes,
and elaborate lead candelabra -- Doc!s "limou- -
gine" -- is parked a few steps from the door. -
Macreedy climbs in benind the wheel as Doc ocomes
ouv and stands on the small back porch, - '

Macreedy turns on the ignifion switch. Eis
foot Xicks over the starter, but the spark
doesn't catch. .EBe tries: again then again.
- He pauses, Trovns as Dac comes down from the
porcn and joins nim

‘Macreedy (concentrauing on the
dashboard) A .

Won'4 start.- , _ .
. : Doe (nervousiy, to Macreedy) .-
Something wrong? : - 3 .

ﬁacreedy'

] Jus» won't start..,

figain he presses the’ igﬁi»ion switcn. Wovhing-
Lnd suddenly, in b.g., the great bulk ol Hector
David looms up, leaninz against the poreh plllar .
at the corner of the alleyvway. His expression
- 4s almost dreazy. 7For a :omeﬂu he stancds there
vhile Macreedy toys with €he dgnition and the

'siek engine vwneozos and grinds.,'Then Lo ambles .
‘up to tho hearsegee .« . . . S

.
Ty G T R Rl

o Chgs. 7S R
L Macreedy o B T 2
. Itts a little lato for thut...' A . . . coypin
- R .» R . (2)

XY




Could be tho wirin
the,hood? )
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Bector (gratuitously)

t, Way don't you look under

e s
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“Macreedy :
For.that I thank you. '
(pause) .
Row much tiﬂe you think I've got before...?
~ Doc
They'll wvait at least till dark.

(angrzly)

. They d be afraid to see each other's faces.,-

. Macreedy (slapping Docls " :
shoulder lightly) .

'vwll, so long, Doc. I can't say it's been '

. charming but,*..

'+ Doc
» . Macreedy
I don't Xnow, But I'm going on feoot.

' Doc
That's no good. You stray ten yards off Main

-Street and you'll be stone, cold dead.

(offers Macreedy a cigarette)
That's the situation, in a nut.

Macreedy takes the cigareute, 1ighting a
mateh with one - -hand. He puts the fire to
Doc's smoXe and then lights his own. ke
inhales, exhales, thinking., Finally..ess

Where are you goéing? 7 | - 3

P.534
118%2

(2).

CONT'D
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acreedy gets out of the car.. Hector ‘has
already onened the nood...Doc peers nervously
. over his shoulder. . As they study the engine,
Hector's horsey face appears-benind them. Hde-
- gestures toward the  engine.

INSERT - THE ENGINE

* Focal point: a hopeless snarl of 1gnition
Wa.reS- .

Héct@r - -
It's the wirin', like I said. . Now Wasn‘t that a

good guess?

Slovwly he talkes off his wrist watch and puts
it in, his pants pockeu. .

- Macreedy (quietly)
It can be fixed,

Ignoiih§ Hector, he -Dends over the- engine,,
controlling his obvious awvareness. that Hector
- has-fouled up the ignition. '

.Hector

' Easy. Unless, of course, this here wire...

(reaching inside the hood, pointing)

: j...got broke or scomething.

‘Doc (suddenly, heatedly, :
turning on Hector)

Do the nice. little things, liXke xeep your big fat

nose ous of my business.

Hector.s,eyeslgo hard. He reaches out
.suddenly, on@ great hand closing over the
. distridutor cap. - He yanxs, ripping the .
feed “wires out of their sockets.

o Hector (triumpaantly, holding
~ up the wires)
Yep. It's the wirin'

8til11 gripping the wires, he walks off..:
Doc sipmers down... Ee turns to face Mac=-
reedy, who hasn't moved. Now Macreedy

' slowly lowers the hood of the car.

Doc (softly, after a beat)
I'm sorry, son. You got to adm*t, I tried,

(3)

P. 53
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AN B ' . R :Macreedy (as 4f to himself) 11872
‘ Maybo.s 5 . - L | CONTID
T SRt o (3
R . : - Doe .- :

May‘ba vaat?

Macroeedy
If I can't got out of to\m, may‘oe I can get the
state .cops in. _

. . Doo (irri u&bl}') T
D - - You tried the phone, didn't you? You lmow what
ha‘ppenad uon't you? : .

) - Macreedy ) i
- There's another. vay. I*ll be seelng you, Doc.

-~ He walks off. Doc looks after him gnmly.

‘ ‘ Doc (calling)
. I hope you'll be see:.ng me. .

QUICK DX SSOLV"“

AN INT. TELSGRAPH AGENT'S OFFICE - - 19"

Macreedy stands at the high counter writing
on a Postal Telegraph blani. Behiné
. .counter, watch::.ng him nerwusly, is Hastings.
‘At the agent's elbow is a big- pltc ner with
dev on the glass. .It holds a pale liquid and
e ehunk of ice. His ayes on }!acreedy Hastings
refills a glass tumbler. Ee takes a gulp as
Macreedy puts down the penclil and pushes: the
message toward him. Now Hastings puts down his,
.. glass, picks up the form and scans it hurriedly.
‘v!-le loo;:s at Macreedy, eyes glazed vith anziétyee. -

: Hastings - T
chu notifyin?' the staue oo-lice? . g -

Maaoreedy (puuting a bill on -

. the counter) -

'+ That's what it says. . o
Eastings again refills his glass, slopping the

liouid over on the counter, He picks up the

glass, hesitates, offers i% awkwardly to Mac-

reedy.

, * ° Hastings (plaintively)
Lemonade? . AR ng p.‘ 4




' He....?

12-29-53"
Macraady shakes hlS head. No.

" Hastings (mopping his forehead)
It’s hot es Billy-boe-durned.

" Eo 4rinks, puts down the glass. Macreedy pushes
the blll across. the counter toward him, Has-
“tings picks it up gingerly then PaUSES. s o

Hastings
Don’t you lika lemonada?

Macroedy

:,I never thought much about it;

- -Hastings

It don't have the muzzle velocity of Scxe - other
drinks drunX aiound here, but 1it's gocd for what
alls you.

+

Macreedy (after a beat)

:tht ails you, Mr. Hastings?

AT . Hastings - - S
Meotic‘? . . . P ’ *
' : . Macready L
Uhy are you so upset about...
- (points)
eeethlis wire?- .
S - Hastings o
Me,,;.? ) I .A . - !
Macreedy
Are you afraid Mr Hastings?
Hastings

(a beat, then softly)

.1 guess I af.

on the counter
But what's.the use tal¥in'....? -
. (with grudging respect) E
You don't know what it*s like, bYeing scared.

(awkwardly he guts Macreedy's bill back

. Vacreedy (riot unsympauhetically)
You want me .to.descdribe the .symptoms? Right this -
minuue I'm scared half to death, )

' Hastings (simply)
You'should ba. : ) ‘

A Vacreedy “ T O
Yeah. Buf not ef the syate police. -

T —— e gt 8 Wty e Vi st b s e, aw naat mmgmanes ok« 10 S s v, t
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Rastings (stonily). - B . 119
Neither am I,.- .. , ' oo %g?T.D

. "Macrecdy "
Then what are you afraid of? 2Zhe grave at Adobe
Flat? -A grave nobody marked, nobody knows any=-
thing about. )
' Hastings
" That ain't it, either.

Macreedy
"Is it Smitn?

X (nno answver)

Is 157! Ct

: . Hastings (squ:rming)
© Look, Mr. Macreedy. I'm just a 200d@ neighbor... .

. Macreedy
To Smith.you are. How about to Komako?

| Hastings (meeting Macreedy's
- eyes) : : :
I never seen Komako in my life. Honest., -

‘ Macreedy (again pushes. the bill
toward Hastings)
Then send that wire, and bring pe uhB ansver, You‘ll
do that, won't you? -
\
.- Hastings ( auses, then worriedly .
) pioking up the bill? - : .
Yes, sir. . o

Maocreedy turns and walks out, Hastings stands
sweating, SUaring ha*d at the.message An nis‘

hand a5eae. .
_QUICK DISSOLVE:
’ 120 oUT:

" INT. SAH'S BAR & GRILL ‘ ‘ ' .12

A few.loafers are at the bar,- draped bone-
lessly .on high stools. There is tne usual
array of bottles and glasses aligned vefore a
cracked, discolored mirror. 1In the corner is
a jukebox. -Along the opposite wall is a-lina
of low stools fzecing a counter covered with
oil-cloth thumb-tacked in place. Behind it is

" a greasy hot plate and a couple of soiled dis-

' plavs -- breakfast- food, soft drinxks, ete,

At the grill counter is Sam, cleaning nis fingor-

" nails with a toothpick. At the bar, esngaged in.
a worriscme conversation, are four’ loa;ers,
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FRANKLIN KRCOL, WALT MRTRY, RON BENTHAX and
STSRLING LENARD. S

Krool

I tell you, I won't have anything to do with it.

Martry (nodéding empha.ticall}r)

.uIive and. let live, that's vhat I say.

: Bentham (frowning)
I don't Mnow., I just don't know.

Ienard (to Bentham)

' You gonna brood about 1t? Or you want another '

beer?

‘Bentham

;A 5eer, I guess. Only.ee'e _ )
' ‘e looks up, and something makes him hesitates.,

WHAT HE SSES == EXT. BAR & GRIIL - MACREEDY -
' stoﬁping fn front of the restawant. On the
window larg ge, rough capital letters in water
painu procla¢m
SAM'S SANITARY BAR & GRILL
' threedy‘pauses, shrugs and then enters;

‘.INT ‘BAR & G‘{ILI.

.. Sam'is- still working on’ hils finger nails., He
evidences 1ittle interest in the stranger, but

at the bar in b.z. the loafers stiffen,_ Mac-,

reely takes a stool in front of-Sam,

Whattll you have? - .
. Macreesdy .
_Vnat have you got? - ‘
) ) San
Chili wit! dbzans.
' A. * Macreedy
Anything elsa? -

"Sam : . : | -
Chili wit'oul: boanse.. :

e et e e R T U S 4} e B pMS L M1 e e e
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. Macreedy winces. . . e 1212
. . 0011‘ Du
. Sam (2)

You do"t Tike the taste, that's what they

maka Xetchup for. . :
Macreedy ‘ : _

In that case, I'll have it. And a cup of coifee.

‘Phe door of the Bar & Grill opens. Smith
and Coley enter. They walk to Macreedy,
stoppzng just a few feet bpehind him. -

Coley (to. Macreedy,'with
menacing friendliness) :
You still around? I thought you didn't lihe this
place.

' Macreedy (plaasantly)
Going to, or coming from?
: - Coley
taying put. e




\

' - Ch 'Y . . .
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. ) Macreedy .
No comment. A

He turns again as Sam plops an unseasonable
mess of chili in front ol him,

Coley (to Smith, ges‘uring a
thumd toward Macreedy)
No comzient, he savs. No comment, and all the time
he's got ny chair. - :

gagreedy smiles tiredly. .He half turns toward
oley : .

Yacreedy

- I always seem to be taking somebody‘s place around

" I was afraild of that.

VS i | = Tt e

".This seat ain't comro*table.-

here.

He gets up, with his ch*li, and sits down
three stools away. Coley stradsdles the stool
Maereedy has vacated. - Be squirms on 1t, his
goygﬁents exaggerated. Now he spins to face
mL . . - - .

Coley
hacreedv

Coley
I think I'd like the seat you're on..

Smith- (fo Macreedy, mildly)
He's as changeable as a prairie fire. _

»

Macreedv (to Coley)

';Suppose you' tell me where to sit.

ACOIey opens his mouth but realizlng he has
been ocutmaneuvered, clo«es it again. The -
loafers in .b.g. are silent,.watching, Sam,
seemingly oblivious to Coley's pressure on

) Macready places a .bottle of ketcnup in front.
of the s%ranrer. Coley gets vp slowly and
walks stif’-legrad to i#acreedy. He takes the
bottle of keitechup and, without removing the
‘cap, upends it over Macreedy's plate. The
can is drovned in g deluge of ketchup which
overrlovs the plate and runs onto the counter.

Coley (to Vacraedy)

I hope that ain't too much.. ," .

/

Macreedy (to Smith, gesturing
toward Coley)

|
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- That's me all over I'm half- hoss

3 - N X I o
WG Doy ol Bl

»_0;:3. 7_10_54
' T ‘Smith (nodd;no)
Soru of unpredictable, too. Got a temper like a
rattlesnake, -

Coley o A
half alligstor.
Mess with me, 1'1l “kick a lung out %a you., Vhat do

. you-think of that?

Mécreédy
No ccn,eﬁt. o

Coley '
Talking to vou 15 like pulllng teeuh. You vear me

out,.
(1oudly after a beat)

. You'lre a yellow-oellied Jap lover. Am I right or
. wrong? . , '

B Macreedy

You'“e not- only wrong- -- you're wrong at the top of

your voice.

- Coley

B {2 don’t like my voice?

’ Macreedy (again tuxning to
Smith)
I think your frlend’s trying to start something. :

Smith

1Now why-ever wou*d he want to do that?

‘Macreedy ) :
T don't know. Maybe he';lgures needle me enongh
and T!'11 crack. Maybe I'll: even fight back. ' Then .
he or.Rector == your other ape ~= would beat me to.
death and ¢cov a plea of selfhdefense.

" smith

‘T don’t think that’ll be necéssary. You're so

scared now ‘you'll -probably drown .in your own sweat.

Coley

j'Before that hapnens couldn't I plck a flght vith
‘" you. if I tied one nhand benind me..e? . .

Macreedy rises to go out. As he passes Coley,
Coley takes his l;rp left arm and. spins him
slowly but firmly arOund. The two men face
eacn -other. v '

: Coley
If I tied both hands...?

.. ' \

:BM J\."Pl
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Macréedy shales free of Coley'!'s grasp. .Coley 1212
lunces. His big right fist streaks toward CORT!D
Macreecy's face. Vacreeuy ducks, weaving with (5)

. - the punch. He grabs Colev's belt, twisting
Coley's body. The momentum of the swing
uhrowg Coley off balance. As he roes past
Macreedy, the stranger tugs at his belt,
twisting him to one side., He plants hls left
foot firmly on the toes of Coley's left boot,
. for a split socond anchoring Coley in place.
He chops the under side of his open hand in a
sho:t, vicious arc that lands solidly. under
Coley's ear. With the sanre motion, he brings
the heel of nis hand hard against and slightly
undex the tip of Coley's nose. The cartilage
shatters. Blood spills down his face. Follow=
ing through, Macreedy's elbow smashes beneath
Coley's cheexbone. Mecreedy's arm goes past
the astonisned, wlnd~burned face, finding
Coley's rignt wrist. He jerks the wrist out
and backward. It snaps. Coley whimpers, his
face tuisted in pvain and perplexity. His body
lolls forward. Macreedy steps back. He raises
his right shoulder a few inches. Hhis. bent
right arm drives up like a piston attached to .
the shoulder's 1lift, Fist and arm seem all.
one rigid plece with only.the limber shoulder
giving them motion. ZThe fist strikes Coley!'s
face, covering for a moment one side of his
¢hin and a corner of his mouth.between cheek~
. bone and' jawbone. Coley: shuts his eyes and
. 'falls unconscious, ' .

. Smith, a Puzzled expression on hls face,
watches Coley -fall. He takes half a step
toward him. Macreedy looks at Smith.  Smith
stops.  Macreedy's- face is -wooden, with a:
trace of “sullenness .around the hard Iines of
hits -mouth,  Vorking methcdically, Macreedy
Trisks Coley. He takes from a-pocket a long,
ugly ¥nife. He snaps the spring and the four-
inch hlade leaps into place. He looks at the

-knife in his hand and then at Ssaith. He
smiles ‘gently, even. dreamily. coe

Hacreedy (to Smit h) .
Woulﬂn't 1+ be easler if you just waltrd till T
turnod iy baekx? ' :
.~ (looking toward ihe loafers at the bar,
then hack at Smith)
Or are thero too ‘many. witnhesses present?

Yacreedj'wal&s slowly towzrd him, holding the

. kni‘e. Ire-are only thxmee fect apart. :
"Smith's hand goes to a pocket, closes inside -
over. the outline of a- pistol.. Sam glances '\

&
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7y ~ from Facreedv to Smith to the unconscious © 12272
.\;) . Coley. Ee sidles toward the door and runs . CONT!

out fast. (NOIE: Trom this point to end of (6)
" gscene INTZRCUT from hacreeuy and Smith to .
explgit the reactions of the loafers at the
bar.

) Sm1~h (with effortless ferocity)
You! re still in trouble. . -

. - Macreedy

O ‘ So are you.
(Smith. snorfs)

' whateyer happ ens ~-- you're lost.

Smith
YOu got things a bit twisted...

Facreedv :
You killed /onaYo. Sooner or later you'll go up
for it. Not because you killed him -- in this
town vou probadbly could have gotten awvay with it
-~ but because you didn't even have the guts to do
' it alone. You put your trust in guys like him...
. - (gesturing towaré the unconscious Coley)

- ...and Hector -- they're not the most dependable of
(::9 . _ God's creatures. Sooner ‘or-later they'll get the
el ~ ddea you're playing them for saps. Wnat'll you do

then -- peel them off, one by one? And in the
meantime if any one of them breazs, you'll go down |
“hard. Recause they got something on you. omg-
thing to use wnen things get tough, .

With a quick. motion he tosses the knife to
Smith. Smith catches ite

: ‘ . Macreedy -
.And they re gettlng tougner every minute, -

. ' ) " Fe. walks nast Smith and goes out the door.
(:} o - "Self-consciously holding the knife, Smith . -
turns to face the loafers at ‘ﬁe bar. ;hey - -
say nothings;. they stare at. hlm, ~through him, e N
like a panei of ghouls. The door opens Ce.
admitting Sam and Doc, who carries his iittle o :
blaok medical bag. Doc looks at Coley.

- . Doc (So*tly, full of awe)
Man...man-oh-man, .

Dy ~~ Be goes to Coley, bendiﬂv dovn over him.

e Smith hes. rena*hed motionless aS 2 monment,
Row he dcubles shut the %nife-%n his hand,

. He pockets it, and without Cﬁen.flhncihg at
COley, *urns quickly ard goes out. ‘ © e
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Your frieud's pretiy .ough.

12-29-53
INT. HOTEL LOBBY '

Doc sits deep in the battered upholsuery of
one of the chairs. He stares fiercely acros
the room at Smith who is on the couch, reading
a nepuly oldea newspaper. Benind him at the
.clerx's desk ete 1is Tfitfully involved in
"a pama of soiitaire. At the foot of the
stairs Hector is pouring change into a slot
pachine. It whines, grinds, and clicks with
thythmic monotcﬂv, but it never seems to pay
off. In the chair nearest Doc is Tim, with
one of his boots off. Ee works hard and with-
some céncentration removing the other. Then
...’he places them nea%ly at the foot of his
~«hair: He wiggles his toes == watch ing thenm’
with sone intcrest. .

The wheeze und vhir of the slot mechine stopse.
The sudden silence turns tae eyes of the men
toward Fector and the one-arm bandit. They’
'folloq nis gaze up the steps. oo

' ) ! N N ' . * ¢ .o ) .“'.
. STAIRVAY - MACREEDY

- valks doun, ca"rving h*s suitcase. He goes to
-Pete at the clerk s desk. . - Lo

. Macreedy
. Anything for me? .
o Pete.
A<thhing: '
' Macreedy o T

:Any message ~~'a telegram?

‘ . Pete (returning to his cards)
Nothing. , ) _

ﬁs hacreedy turns from the desk, Doc Joins
im,
' Doc (to Hacreedy, shfilly, :
grufily) :
In case you're interested, Coley'll live.
(graring et Smith ard Hector)
Itm truly sorry to say.

Smith cool‘y contimues to read nis paper. I
" is Hector who vurns tovard Doc...

Hector (to.Doc, jerking a fat
band towerd macree@y) T

\
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Bad. Day At Bleck Rock

Chgse'  7=10-5% P.63

. : Doc . ' 123
Yeah. Ee's wlcked. He defends himself when TB’ CONT!D

‘attacled. (2)

Necreedy ignores the exchange of words. He .
walks across the frayed carpet to the nearest
chair and drops into 1t, Doc, vho has follow-
od him, starnds looking dcun at Macreedy for

a long momenc, ThoNise

Doc (with some irritation)’
Vell...? You going to just sit nere and let »1me
" run out? _ .

' © . Macreedy : '
I'm waiting for a wire. From the stata cops.

You sent it through Has»in s?
(an audible sigh§

- Just donft expect an answer, if that's the way you
senc 1t. .

Macreedy ' (leoking toward the
door PR
No?
- (be Tises)
Doc follows nis geze as Hast.nbs enters the- :
lobby and .looks around. He sees Macreedy |
. coning toward him. He walks rigidly in an
- are past Macreedy to Smith. He holds out a
' Postal Telegraph form.: Smith-puts down his
peper and takes it. - Vacrneuy folloved Dby _—
Doc, goes over.to Salth. in in his stock- .
inged feet joins, them. : , ‘ '

Smith scans the message. He looks up to meet
'Macreedy s gaze., ©Smith rises. Hector swaggers
over iroin the slot machines -Eastings slips
around the back of the couch, protectec by tne
barricade of Hector's great body. .

—

. Maoreedy (evenly, to Smlth)
I think that's for me.
(he takes the message from Smith's hand
and quickly glances at it. Looking up

. a2t Hastinvgg
Where s the answer? )

Hastings 1s silent. A brittle expression of be=-
musemant crosses Smith’s features.

Smita )
You expect an answer -- to 4 wire thaf's never sent?

L R
".'l\'b



‘Don't be a jer}c Tim,

'Tim, you're patheuic.

Bad Day at Rlack Rocy

Chgs w 7-13 -5k 1_P.64

Nothing.  Just a thought -- -
(nhis eyes turn to Hastings. Hastings

S0 - wilks) _
- a thoagh dazzling in its purity...

Vac*eedy'takes a step toward Hastings. The
" telegraph agent bounces awvay, .

Hacreedy (slowly)

You‘“e in a jam, Hastings, You gave ny telegram :

to Smitn.
Doc (excitedly)

‘You varty wretch! That's a federal offensel

Macreedy (to S:ith)
You're in deép, too. :

- (grins hard)
Like I saig, it's getting touvher,and tougher.»
(to Tim) .

. Shariff, you'd better do something about :this.,
'Tim hesitates, blinking his eyes worriedly,'

. snifting from one -stockinged footv to the
other. _Snith watches him insolently &as he
takes the message from Macreedy and gestures
with i vaguely... . 5

~T4im (to Snith)

-

-AI rccAon that's rlght,'xr. Snithees | ;;5“'

Heo»or

f Tim (to Smith, seriously).

Divulging in*orﬂation -=- there's a law...
Smith ‘

Tim (doggeély)

‘Could be. But I'm still Sheriff..

Smith

Th'*'s the poﬂn + Youl're not Sheriff any mere. -
You just losu a job, you're so pathetic.. :

N .

kA
=3

ey A s e 1 L

Facrecdy s mouth conmpresses in a harsh grin. 123
. . CO8T'D
. .smith (3)
. ‘What's so funny?
A - Hacreedy

\f
|
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" BeotOTess

.Come on, Hector,

12-29-53

He reaches out, clawing the ﬁadge from Tinm's
chesQ. He jabs it on Heector's vest. -

: © 8nith (to Hector) -
A1l right, Sherifi, Take over.

e Dog¢
You can't do that!

Smith

.Can’t I? I put hinm in o4xice. Now I take him out.

’

Hector ' moves his elephanuiﬂe oulk within
Ancnes of Macreedy... - .

Hector ' - e

"‘Now, “You want to register a comvlaint?

Macreedy doesn't gcnswer., Hector takes the
messaga from Tim's limp hand and teers it
. into little pileces.

Hector

; To regisuer a complaint, boy, you ve got to havse

evidenca. !ou got evidence?
Yacreedy doesn't answer,-
‘Heetor

You got a big mouth, boy, malkin! accusations, .
disturbin! the pesce. Tnere's laws in this county

‘protectin' innocent folks from big mouuhs. Why,

I'd 31151.. have to...
" Smith (interrupting) .-
(wearily)

: He walks out, the nev Sheriff strutting

* beside .him, with Hastings in thelr wake. For
a .moment Ma oreedy, Do¢ and Tim stand in the
center of the lovby. Pete eyes them non-
-eomrdlttally and goes bacit to hls solitaire.

. He glances up nov aad then, moving the cards
with a purposeful sort of slcwness, as of a
rore natural swiftness restrained by his pre-~ -
occupation with the three men in the lobby.

Yaereedy is deeo in vhcught Abstractedly he
tugs 2t his collar znd then *epeats the ritual
of lighting a cigarette. Tim's shoulders are
sluzped, Humiliation has corroded him, flesh
ar€ soul, Even Doc is momentarily sutdued;

he too, feels degraued welean, Iacreedy
loc4Ls {rom one o the otne“ of the gocd, - -

- ipeffectual compsnions that circumstance has

_somha,“azardly tossed nis way. He takes a few '

o - - Ay N N
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‘Bad Day at Black Rock

e e T 7 Cmgs.T T 9-21-sv p.g6
t ~ - Y L steps to his suitcase, Doc and Tim trailing . az3
-t . him; Doc, for want of something better to do; . CONI'D
ilm, out of his deep, inexXpressible need for (5)

supuort; Macreedy taxes an untapped bottle
- of wniskey Irom his bag., He thumbs the cork
loose ané holds the botule out to Tim. Tim
tales a drink. . _ o A

: s The-lighu on the clerk's desx goes .on, and we -

:(:) : T are avare that day has gone and that night is .
A - P falling. The pressing, fierce light has s

drained from the lobby, leaving a shadowy,’

silvery dreariness, Tbe shadows nave lengthe-

. ened andlthe,silver‘has tarnished wvith the

+. darkness. . ' B

s e T

- Doe (hOpe;ullv) . "
'It‘s ell right, Tim, . Ve're not l;cked yet..

— Tlm (numbly)
=A1n‘t_we?A I am, °

: » - o “Doc’ ' ‘

» x * Thero comes a time, Tim, Wnen a man's just got to

G do something. . »

: . Not me. I'm useless, and I Ynow it. . ' ST

‘Doc. (imploring)
:ANo man is useless, if he's got a friend...

Pete comes out from behingd. the desk, walking
from one lamp in the looby to another, uurning _

“them on. e g _ .
.+ Doc’
A'm your friend, Tim.

D L T pm i

. " Then let me alone. oG

o | He hands Doc the wnisxey bottle. )

' . Doc (Jabbing at Macreedy vith
a tﬂumb)
. He’s going to need youtbe;o“a the n1gh+ is over.

. "He dowms 2 snort, then looks at Pete, who
f??\ : approaches then, )
{ s »

) . ' "Doe (contemptaonaly)

-And all the use;ul men are on the other side. .

' As Pete turns on .the lamp ‘berind Doc, 'he
SRR reacts ever so s;ignt‘y to Doc's worda.‘ His
i alﬁoou 1mﬁercepu*oLc r*iruce is not_lost on

NS o RS Wv\ TR \gw N ) m«xmv—-’f»nw—— = ”,.':',.~-,‘;._‘.;-‘.:_'_' S AI.}._?:‘:_.'I:__'_‘:{\. \“r‘




Béd Day at Black Rocl:
Chgs. . 7- be 54

ﬁacfeedy.' Macroedy watches the young man as
he continues to light the lampS....

‘Pim (angrily)

. Lemme alone, I tell yal

Doz slams the whiskey bottlo down on a nearby
table. :

Doo

" T can't let you alone! I can“ let nyself alons
~Don't you understand that?

(he turns from Tim to Pete, who is unable
to shake his gaze. Then, sadly, flercsly)
Four years ago somathing terrible happened. here.
We did nonhing apout it. Nothing. TIhe whole town
fell into a sort of settled melancholy, and the . -

.67

123
*CONT 'D
(6)

peopls in it closed thelir eyes and held their ;o

tongues and failled the test with a whimper.

Sglf-consciously Pete has backed off until
now he leans against the outside of the
clerifs dask. But he still can't shut his
ears to what Doo 1s say;ng...

‘Doec '

Now somathlng terrible 1s going to happen again,
and in a way we're lucky bacause we've besn given
a second chance. And this time I won't close my .
oyes, "I won't hold my tongus, and if I'm neaded I
wonJ% fail.

(almost harshly, again facing Tim)
And naither will you!

Tinm. sighs, running 2 thick ‘hand over his
forehead.., - . ‘ P

o © Tim > .
- I got such a~headachs, I'm bewildered. ‘I hurt all -
over. . _ ‘ . ..
. Macreedy B S
1 knew —- E

(unconsclously his right arm strays to
-message the paralyzed left)
gain is bewilaering. I came here beuildered,
ful of self-pity, afraid to fight baok.
(gesturing with nis nand to Pete)

" And then your friond Smith tried to Xill me.

(the ruseles around Pste's mouth tighten)

.“unnj, how a man elings to tho earth when he feols
-there s a cnance ka zay DBVur 568 it again.
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Bad Day at Black Rock

| chgs.’ .7-14=54. . p.68
Co Doc ‘ B 123
Thare's-a difference hstween clinging to the sarth.,.. CCHT'D
(eyeing Tim alrost conuemutuous*y) (7)

«as2nd cravling on-it. You going to stand by ‘and
watch fo;avor? ' _ ) -

| Tim (£latly) o
I ain'“ gonna wateh, and I ain't gonna get into .dt,
either.

There 1s a-moment of:crashipg silence; Then;.. '

' _ Tim .
I'm gattin' out., .I'm sorry, Mr. Macreedy. .
Slowly ne lumbers out of the lobby. Doe .. .
watcnes him go. Again the bcnumbing silence,
cut i‘inally, unexpectedly bdY.eos .

- Pate (to Doc)
You 'd be smart to get out, tooc.

Doc (angrily turning to Pete)
There's too many smart guys around here. I'm glad
I'm a duzmy. L. ‘

) Pete .
. You'reg - -a troubleseme dvmmy. You're liable to end
up on you* own slab...

d Doc (heatedly) y '
I expect to be in a 1ot more trouble before T di6i%a

Pete .
Go hcr:r*'~b Doe. .
- (he jerks his head toward Macreedy, and
vith mock bravadoo..) ,
- Ho's all washad up. )
Macreedy (grinning harshly at

* -

hin
You think so?

Bis right hand closes over the neck -of the

wnisksy bottle on the end table,.” Abstractedly

fingering it, he walks with tense, deliberate
' gteps toward Pete at the desks. _

' . Yecreedj
1 was washad up vhen I got off that train...

" He oontinues to advance inexzorably toward Peie,

' "~ Pete (flat
You shouldn'os zot off, : )

e S e e ST T T —



CWhy?

Bad Day at Black Rocr

) Chgs . . . 7-13 Po 69
| | Macroedy . B 123
Had to. 1 had one last duty to perform boforo I " CONT'L

reszbned fron tho human race. ) .. (8)

. ) Doc (quiz&ically). '
I‘though you were pgoing to Los fLngeles, that hot-
bed of pomp and vanity. . Is that :esigping fron
the huzan race? :

. Macraedy (shrugging) ’
L.L.'S a good Jumping off place =~ for the Ielands,
for Xexico, Cenural America.. _ A

Doc
Vhy?

Macrecdy (again shrugs)-
T don' Jnow, I was loolting for a place to get
lost, I guess. : c-

Dpe

' "7 Macreedy (slaopping his-paralyzed
arm with the whisky bottle)

-Because of thls. I thought I'd never baAable to

function again.’
(turning to Pete)

Thanks to your friend Smith, I found I was wrong.

Be is now within a couple of yards of Pete,

. Peue (dIil}')
Sure. You're a man of action.

Macreedy (slowly)
I Ynow your problem.
(vith mounting vigor)

‘Youid like me to die quickly, without wasting tco -

much of your time...
(Pote ‘opens his mouth to say something,
but Macreedy presses on) C =

¢¢.0r silently, without nmaking you, feel £00 un~-

confortadle,..or thankfully, without making your -
menories of tae occasion too unpleasant,

For a moment Pete stares at Macreedy, terribly
disturbed by the incisiveness of Aacreedy's
analJSiS « Thensee..

Peto (bistterly).
iy mexories arg so pleasant as it is....

“In suddan frustration, ‘Pete grabs the ‘deck of
cards on the ecler¥'s deslc and slams them dovm
hard. They scattecr. Ee turns, stares tlankly

~_a_-.w-‘-‘_—\~u.av‘- YN 'M’\_,.BM—.’-\.“‘ c].._..‘,‘..an_'aoorl"z._._.._
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"Pen o'clock in the morning.

. Did you Ymow him?

Bad Day at Black Rock
Chg-)v "7 5""

[ Macreody (quiotl" pressing his
a2dvantzge) :
¥nat happered, Pete? ’

Pete Goasn't answer.

Doc

Are you go%ng t? tell him -~ or you want ne to?

- beat
Smith owvns Adobe Flat. Fe leased it to Komzko ==
thought he had. chozted him, »nough* Komalzo could
never even run stock without watar.  There was
never ziny water on Adobe Flat. &omafo dug a well,
by 2;“% He must have went doun one mnéred and n

eet,

Pete

"He got wauer& nlaenty. Smith was protty SOTQG. 'Hé

dian't like Japs anywveay.

Doc
That‘s an understatemont.

Pate
Macreeuy (intorruptiﬁg)
I know. To eniist., Ee wes turned down.
Pete . N
Ee was sore wioen he got back. About ten o'cloclk
he started d“inking. . : .
Yacreedy

Pl

L Pete .
Yeah. Hecbtor jcinmed him, and Coley. Then Sam,

.and about nins p.m. -- me. Ve wvere a2ll drunlt -~

patriotic érunk, Ve went out to XKomakol!s for a
little fun, I guess ~ scare him a little.-

- Macreedy

Pote
Weo'd seen him around some, But none of us Xnew him..
Whoen ho heard us coning, Ye locked the door. Smith -
startsd & fire. The Jap ca=e runni“g outv, Fis
clothes were burning. Smith shot him. - I didn't
even xnow Smith hed a gun : :

Tacreody '
Then you all got scared, turied him, kept quiet,
. Pete nods nalplessly, bowing his head. s
Macreedy sigh-i lools dowvm at tho botile in

his aa“d, slowly puts 1% on the table...
. oo ! *

P.90
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' The cay arter Pea‘l n“rbor, Smnith went to sand City. -
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acreedy (softly)

Did Fora{o “have any famuily bdesides his son Joe?

Doe \puzzlod)
Fis son...T Nobody eground rere knew he had a2 Son.

] :acreedy _ :
He had ono. 2ut he's dead, too. He's buried in
Ital}' ’ . . - .

Doé
Wags are you doing here, Mr. Macreedy?

Mecreedy .

Joe Yomaxo d‘c& in Is2ly, saving ﬁy life. ”hey

gave nim a medal. I came heve to give it to his
father. o

8ilence. Doc, realizing the enormity of

© Macreedy's sdmission, frovns, rubs a hand
across hils tired eves. Pete looks at Facreeay
for.a lpng, shocced coment. He shivers.. .

Pete (awfully)
God forgive mae...

He tzXes the boutle fronm the vable and’ shakily

pours a shot glass. ol liquor, As he raises it -

., to his mouth...

: Macfeedy (to Pete, harshly
guttural) : :

It'll-take a lot of whiskey to wash out your gutsSeea ...

Pate 1s motlanless, holding the glass inchas

. Zron nis 1lips, bvnno*ized by Macreedy's voice, ;

_ as hard and as cold as hls eyes...
’ Meere
aeshnd 3t will rever helpaez not even a barrell full
vashes away mirder!-

- Yaoreedy's hand ShOOuS out, in a’ short inex-
oradle erc, smashing his palm across the shot
glass, <he whislkey bursts in a spray, the
glass flles halfway zcross the room, shattering
as it Iands agai“st sozetning solia. Pete is
sturmed, Doc perplexed, at Macreedy's violence.

. Hhey Sbare at hlﬂ...

] creedy's eyes are rmurky. The creases

. be*weed trhe brows over ais nose are deep.
kis nestrils move in ané out with his
b*aaUM_nﬂ. Peve znéd Doe regard him with

'P.7i
123
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growing vnessiness., Rage comes inte Mac“eedV'S o

,face, turnlnb it a painful rad.
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Baa Day at Blaclk Rocr

Chgs. _— 7-21-°1+ P.71A
Yacreedy ' Q S - 7123
But maybe I'm wrong. GO on == drlnk;' T COMNT'D

(scornfully) . o - S S (1Y)

- Whav else is left for you?!

(mounting anger)

You're as dead as Komaxo, only you don't know it!
(roaring)

You also don't, iknow that it's nov enough to feel

. guilTy. It's not gnourh o confess. IT's not
. enough to say, "Forgive me, I've done wrong."’

" Doc

Take it sasy, Macreedy., Sit dov

Maéraedy (turning on ﬁzm)

:Sit dowm?! Or would you rather have me lneel, to m—_— ——
beg his pardon for raising a touchy subject? .

Pete squirns under ¥acreedy'!s relentless
attacx. .

: Pete (shaklng hls head)
Ybu don't aave to remind me. I've .never rorbotten...

! ‘ Macreedy: . L
Well, thai's mighuy ‘noble ¢f you. You feel _
asbaueu -~ tnat's noble, too. ‘ .

(in mocunting crescendo)
And four years from now you'll probably be sitting
here telling somebody else you haven't forgetten
me. Lhat's Progress == you'll still be. ashamed but

111l be dead.

Macreedly grabs.thenbottle, shoving. it across
‘the table toward Pete. ' R 2

Yacrecedy
Go. on, have your .drink.
‘ (with exorbitant 'scorn)

CYou reed it,

Pete pushes the vottle asiae, too ravaged 4
Macreedy's vords and his-own thoughts to dxink. -
- He shaXes his head’ grimly and then, with

sudden decision, goes to the su*tcnboard and
plugs in a llne.

' Doc (leaning over counter,
. suaring at him)
whau are you doing

Pete (into yphone, igno*ing
B DOC) : - L

: Hello, Liz, How lis»en... I...I ] getting 4acréedy3

out oz town...

[P T o . e b S e e . —r— - [ 4 S LY
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ANOTHER AVGLE - MACREZDY AND DCC B 12k

as they exchange a glance. Doc takes a iong,
deep breath of relief. Macreedy frowms
thoughtfuily. He strains to listen to -Liz,
but 2ll he (and we) cen hear is the staccato
Jumdble ol her!words over the wire.




N2

J’%ﬂ

Thanks, Pete., Thanks very wuch,

e e A M 7 e e — o of_, And A

Bad Da/ at Black Rock

WIDSR-A ICLE - FAVORING PLETE
~He cuts Liz short...

Pote (into phone)

I don't care about Smith! Let him try to kill
ze -~ I night as well be dead as...

Again Liz's voice incoh;rent over the phone,

. and again...

Pete (into phone, inter rupting)

Liz Liz... There's not much of me left any more,
but howeve“ 1ittle it is I von't waste it! ‘

(again Liz's voice brieifly; then...) -

T Itm tellin% you because ve need your help.
2 )

gain Liz's voice)

« « . NO matter about the ‘past -- you've got to &o
this! You'd be saving two lives, Liz., Nacreedy's,
and mine. :

(again Liz .answers and...)

All right. Yeah...I've told him everything.

Slowly hé replaces the phone on the switch-
boaré. Xe comes around from behind tne
deSk, joining Yacrecedy and Doc.

Pete (flatly)

She'll be here ip-five minutes.

Macreedy

DISSOLVE TO:

~ INT. FOTEL LﬁBBY’ PETE, HECTOR AYD DOC -

NIGHT

Pete and Doc are nervously alert, drained of

- energy, waiting. Hector is downrig&t bored,
_Ke toys with his pisuolinsquin»*ng at it

twirling tae ocarrel ding neither iﬂ%ereat

_“nor'pWeasurc in the biecez he jams 1€ back in
his holster and strclls wix

_ _ th exagge*aoed
surety out on the porch.

EXT. PORCE - KIGET

The cong;egat;oﬂ‘oftloafers look up as nector
energes, Imdued with nis own bullying impor-
tance, ha araws <the pistol, maneuvvers an

:E/t“aVagaﬁt vinvirea2l end a fev cther raudy
tricks.., 2?,3 he _signs as

%orGGOﬂ azain taxes
over. e Walxs QOJn the s epStto caten a 0it

£
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Bad Day at Black Rock .
Chgs. 8-18-5% Pp.73

_INT. LOSSY - DOC AND PERE . ¢ ... - . 22543

The diseppearance of Hector (o.s5.) down the
streaen galvaﬁlzes them into action. r"hey :
rurry out of the loboy toward the back of the
hotel. ’

EXT. ALLEY - BEEIND KOTZL - .FIGET - N TT

Vagus in the pallid light escaping through a
Tew pacit windows. ©The hotel's rear . door is
tigatly shuv. Around the far corner of the
street (exireme b.g.) comes the gangling body
of Eector David. He #/alks toward CAMERA.

" Perhaps twenty-32 ive yards ‘away he stops.to

rest against a fence like a leaning tower, R

* CLOSEZ SHOT - HECTOR . o 127

',His hand goes to a bocket and comes out with
2 erumpled half pack of cigarettes. Suddenly

the mevenent is arrestad; something at the
other end of the street captures his bleak
attention. " ' .

'WHAT HE SEES - c R Y

A jeep, headlights off, slowly turns the

" corner, pulls up to the curd and parks.

BAGK 20 SCENE - FECTOR a R P

pockete his cigarettes and starts slowly for
- the Jjeep, a quizzical frown on his horsy face.-

He approaches the back Goor of tiie hotel, N
oblivious to it as he continues tovard the :
Jjeep. "

IFT. REAR EALIVAY.OF HOTEL - NIGHT - 130

At the far end b.g., toward the lobby, a
_ngle unshaded light buldb burns dully. A

I.Siiﬁ t Tizure stands in £.g. To one side is

a narrow J-shqped glcove blanketed in heavy
shtdows., Tne features of the man in the -hall . .
gnd the slim lines of his bpody.blend vaauely

*in -the darxmess. With enormcus care, ne u-ns\

a knob and opens the door leading to' uhe alley

S oo 2 T~ T P et A e
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‘Bad Day at Black Roclt

Crgs. £~18-5% p.74
.- behing the notel. Light thrown by the back 130
windows *evea1s tnet the figure is Pete. ' The CGi'p
same pallid ligat from the alley, plancing - (2)

across the alcovs, momentarily illuminates
it. OGlued as -close to the recessed-wall as -

. is humeniy posszb‘e is Doc. Ee is partially.
shielcéed bj one of those notel hose wWneels
around waich an 0ld Ifire hose is wound. The
heavy brass nozzle of the hose hangs from
the and

Doc grips a *w lve-inch length of 1ead plpe.

Pete swallows nervously and poers outside, '%*b' —
Tirst o the rignt, then to the left. Eis o
eyes. glaze with fear, and his 3au tightens . .. ‘-
Wi.th tenUiOAl-- e RS
zmm ALLEY - KNOTHER ANGLE ~ FAVORING PETE ' 131
as he stares at Hecuo“ walxing toward the '
Jeep.

Pete;(coﬁtfolling ﬁ;s jangled
nerves) ‘ .
Eeouorl
Hector stops, turns to face Pete. ' He hesitates,
theno L4 b )
K Hectoé

Hmmmm?

L Then, wvith a final glance at the jeep, Hector
* - lumbers to Pete, who disappears inside the.
S hallway. o ‘ .

INT. REAR HALLVAY . ' o132

as Hector en ters and stops. Pete quickly
closes the door vehind hin and walks toward -
the loboy,. at Bﬂpul.g to draw dactor toward
tre blacf alcove centver screen b.g. But .
Hector- not to be suckad in. He glares at

" Pete, waiting. (}3i0T5: The following dialogue
is delivered sotto voce.) T

Heotor B S -7
*hat. you want? _
Pete - " -
He's st*ll in kis ‘Toom. Macreedy, I mean. S e -
< R \
Hector :

So...? You,w..nu me o tuck bin in? - g

T O TR o e TR IR . D . . YRS B R AR LR ALY S o
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: pete I 132
I thought maybe you wanted to tell Smith. %g?T'D

_ ‘Hector (explaining something
he feels Pete already Inows)

" 8Smith se@ he'd be here at mionight .He éon't

wvant to oe aisturted.

Ee 3ams a cigarette in his mouth. - Pete .
- watcres him frantically as he searches hils
pockets for a match. He can't find one.
: . . “Bector
You got a2 match? '

. FPete

Come on. I got some 'in. the lobby.

Hde staris to turn. Hector's pilg eyes are
slits oi suspicion. Before Pete can move,
Hector reaches out, hooiting two heavy fingers
‘ inside a poclkot of Pete's shirt. Slovly
. Hector's,expression charges to one of insigi-
ous -cunring, His fingers come out of Pote's
pockat, and between them is a paper book of

matc“es. _
Hecvor ’ S
I thought you didn't have a match.
Pete is unable to answer. He is sbared to ' e, ——
dea\aho ) ‘
" INT. AICOVE - DOC - - -0 . a3zd

sweeting with frustration. . Hector is six |
.. Teet avay, and armed -~ too far away for Doc T
. .~ to:risk an atteck vith hic-lead pipe. Doc e
“.loo¥xs. around ‘vaguely, wiluly, for another oo
weapon. A Traction of an inch from his nose.
- is tre 'hose wheol, TFor a sglit second he’
hgsitates, Then-slowly, with infinite care,
‘he tightens the heavy brass nozzle and begins
<to wawind the hose.

"INT. REAR BALLWAY 13202 -

Now Hecter is alext. He studies Pete's _

“wluc:ing fTace, Z2Zlatorately he tears-a match

{rom-the pack and. scratehes it. It-takes CL -
- fire, cunpeq in the rampart of his big hands.

it laghts up the n;llf and as Rector looks

aréund he sees- something through & mirror == .
;ove: nis shcnluer '*a six Teect awav. Doc. e e e —— ey

“TIRA A R vl g 070 ST el



" INT. RE4R STAIRS

e s A .;'I:l.--.ﬁ.‘-.n-.-.es_-h-g‘ﬂ'],-';,‘. T B,

Bad Day at Black Rock

Chgs. . 8-18-5%

-materializes out of the shadows of the alcove.

hs Lector wh;rls, going for his gun, Doc
swings the hose with sudden deadly’ aim. It
wnecoils like a snake, and the brass nozzle

" .erashes wita a mighty thud across Hector's

skull. ©Hector groans. He sinks unconscious
to the floor. Doc stands threre, paralyzed

" by his action. Pete tears toward the lobbdby.

INT., LOBBY

es Pete rushes in. He moves directly to the:
desk, leans over and presses the buzzer

- beh;nd the desk three times. Hs turns and
~Tuns back tovard the rear of the building.

A3

'as Yacreedldy barrels.down. ‘He pauses briefly

the hall as e sees Doc still standing with

' uhe hose, and the nozzle dangling like a pendu-

dum from- his hand. ?heir eyes 1ock br;cfly in

_ understanding... - _ -

Macreedy (with a half smzle)

I11) never forgive you, Doc...

. (he gastures toward Hector, out cold)

« o for 5epriviﬁg me of that pleasure,

He-heads_toward the ailey.

as Macready rushes out. He vauses, looking

quickly right, ‘then left. - He sees a- jeep
parked at the curb far down tne street. He.
runs toward it. The jeep, its headllg 1Es

. off, staris for him., -He swings onto the
.‘moving vehicle, falling heevily invo the seal

besice Liz Brooks. He slumps there, breathing
heavily as the jeap, with a grinding of gears,
cuts througn the nigrt, picking up speed.

'132}:2 |
£Oo0uT'D
(2)

1323
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7(/3) . INT, REAR HALLWAY _
/i . ,
W ' - as Pete joins Doc. Silently, motionlessly,

the two men stare ITor a long rioment at
Eactor -- particularly at the pistol lying.
beside him. Then they lcok at each other,
and the same thought seeams to flash in their -
ninds. ... .

o Lo : QUICK -DISSOLVE:
' EYT. ROAD = MACREEDY AND L;z

as they speed down the lOﬁg empty ribbon of
rozd, Liz drives hard. ¥Yaereedy turns in
the bucket seat, looking back toward Bleck
Roek. . .

Tiz ’
Sorry I can't get more out of- this heap.,

Macreedy coes not ansver.

-

Ve coulo make bevtter time with a dog oeam

P.764
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( ;. ' . . Liz {(with a burst of irritation)

Macreedy (calmly) e
You're &oing the best you can. C
(a beat) - S ‘
Aren't youn, Liz2?

- Liz
.Don't expect too much from me.,

T S S i L e e e e e e b e My e S AN T s RN
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Macreedy (uryly)
Doan't worry, I won‘t.

Liz (qmc}'ly) ;

I mean, peoo le have always erpecued things from
pes You Xnow .wiy? DBzcause I'm pretiy. Vell,
that's not -enough. : .

MED. SHOT ~ JESP

with Liz snd Macreedy as she cuts sharply
into a crossroad. She drives skillfully
over tne knotty road waloh .is little more
than a trail. BRer lovely features arce dis-
torted with her discontent and the ache for
attention." After a moment she gives voice
%0 her fantasy...

Liz (softly)
Maybe I could.have been somothing .-- a model, or
sowetniqg.k
(glaneing at him)
You aon'* balieve that.”

Nacreedy e
Yes I do. Co ‘
' , : Iiz . '
-Vell, I don't, really. I'm a dime a dozen.
: - Macreedy ‘ '
That I don't belileve.
' Liz . '
- I'm too little and too late. [
Macreedy '

It 's navar too late.
S Liz

I lack the muscle.- _

‘ / Macreedi‘(frowning)

Vhy is muscle so important?

.. Iiz (cynically)
Oh, you'ra the orainy uype.
(harsaly)

Did it ta¥ke oreins to “ough up Coley? ‘Vnatever

you did tTo Zzetor, you didn't do it with bralns,
How'd you get Peto to crange his mingd?

, . . Maoreedy
Not with muscle.” - .

_ Bad Dey at Black Rocit
o Chgs. 7-13~-5%
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Liz ‘ - 13451
Anc not wit& brains, either. He's a pushover for ... CONT'D
-a guscle man. _ . - - - (2)
 Macreedy - | i

I‘m begiﬂning to think it runs in the family.

(looking at her hard) '
You thiak strength is in the w;dth of a man's
snonldcrs. . L

He does not cafcn the glance s&e darts him-
his extreme awarenass is anchored not to the
girl at his side but to the terrain ahead.

' ' Liz
I'd sure have liked to see. you tangle with Reno
Soith.

Macreedy )
He wasn't a“ound when I left.... haybe I will yet._

is ayes s»rain ©0 ‘swaep the country -- each
boulaer, each outcrooping, each stunted trese,
But substance and shadow are plurred and fuzzy
in the dark nig&t blacle on black.

135 0CT
| ANOTHER ANGIE - JEEP . T 136

. with Macreedy and Liz as it winds to the far

- end of the boulders on & trail that 4drops off
into a flat basin., Solid forms lcom up in
the darkmess; .they are Lnrecognzzaole, yet
Macreedy senses some tense fariliarity with
-the terrain.... He frowns. Suddenly Liz
brakes the jeep «-.so sha¢p Y Macreedy lurches
rorward in the seat.

B ' Macreedy (aler" . expectant)
" What's this?

‘ Liz (vamplhg néxvously) T
We need water... Ct . B
(shée turns off engine, pulling ignition -

key from its lock§ . A
«ssT2dlator!s overheating.

She moves away Ifrom Macreedy to get out of the

- Jeep. Ee reaches across quickly, gripping her
arm. She turns to face him, aisturbed by his
hardness of jaw and eye...-

. " Liz
Leggoi Leggo of me!

© Sudéerdy they are hit bj a blindinn nainqni~~ T T TR

headliphte —Taan a7
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Bad Day at Black Rock
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,' The boams cut Jaggodly through the nignt,

‘uhrowinb into sharp immediate relief the
lava roc¥s, the broxen wind=ill, the guvted
house, the litter-strewn, unna.ked grave a»,
Adobe Flat.

 Liz throws away tho 1gnition key. Macreedy

bails out of the jeep, still holding the girl.
. | | N

CLOSE TWO SHOT ~ L1Z AND MACREEDY .

as thoy £all to the earth. Macreody pins her

down. Then in guick succession, four emphatic-:_

ally loud -SHOTS frox a rifle squirt “into the
shale ‘around thenm, : .

' Macreedy (harshly, through'his
taeth) ' S,

You're stupid, Liz. You're a fool. If he'fihishes'
me, he s got to finlish you.

Smittyl Smitty!

He looks up blinalj 4into the heaalights glaring- .

Trom “the ‘granitic high ground some 60 yards
avay. ‘Eis grip ‘on the girl's shoulder ‘is like

. a steel trap. ‘He pusnes-her down beside

Komalto's grave, hugging the side of tha jeep

as a SHOT rips the gravel at fheir feet. Pulle

ing the gir) with him, he takes cover in the
slight -concavity ol ohe -grave, The jeep is

P,79 -
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between them and the headlights -- between them =~

and the source of the gunfire. Liz struggles
to bredl avay, Suddenly bullets kick up. a

storm around him. " A bullet smashes into the

flowvers, exploainw tiny eruel f{ragments of dirt

into iacreedy's face, FHe- -gasps in pain, releas-

ing Liz., He rubs.his eyes 'as if to .convince

-himself ‘that he is not blind. Liz breaks from
_the grave. Now, five yards from hacreedy...

Liz (calling toward the headlignts) )

Smith‘s Voice4(o;s.)

i'n here, honey. Just head for the car.

So long, Mceraady,

.Liz phall turns, facing Nacreedy vith a
vicious smile...

Liz (an almost bantering voice)

She starts toward the headlights,

B
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. Help me up,'Smi;ty.

Macready! Magreedy!

- Bad Day at Black Rock .
Chgs. 7=15-54%

GO wWITH LIZ . -

Snu Toaches the foot of the roeky ridge, with
tho two enormous eyes on top. She begins to
01imb, up. o-.up.. o ) .

co smith (0.s.)
Just a fev more steps, hongy. -

8ra is almost at the toy, a vertlecally sheer
rockx about five feetv hizh separates hor from
it.. S8le looks up at Smith, towering over her
at -the edge of the precipice, .He holds his .
rifle almost 1anauo“ously._ o

Liz (breathlessly)
Get himi " Get hlm nowl

Smitn (easily)

" First tnings first, honey,

The girl is frightened by the menace in Smith's
voice.

Smith .
You were going to help me, Liz.
' (she looks at him quizzically)
I Suill need your help.

Liz (confused)

. I d4d wnat you sama..._

' . Smith
You two sta“ted out in a car. That's the way you'll
end up, Over a c¢liff, burning,

P.20.

13742

Liz (vnsure, reacﬁing out her hand)

(she tries to interrupt him, but-he goes o‘...)

You can blaxe that on Macreedy, too. "He said I had
too many - ‘witnesses,

iiz (Gry whispeij

) But why =e?- Wny star» with me?

- Smith

I got to .start with someboly.

.Be orings the rifle down, aiming almos%t casually

at Liz. BHer eyes po wide. She steps back, spins .

around, running Crazily down The steep ircline.
Liz (yelllng wildly)

A EZCT -_nbs out. She falls forward, rolling

slcwiy dovn the embaniz=ent. She lies tThere.

Blood trickles from the corner of her pretliy
.mouth. A rattling roise rises from decop in \
. her <hroat, and tHGﬁ subsides, .

-
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In the silesnce the outline of Reno Snlth o 137X
emerges. -Holding his rifle at the ready, CChT'D
his 51¢honet e illuminated sharply in the - (2.

twin teams of light, he climbs down the .

~ side of the cliff. He looks toward -the Jeep
and Macreedy, not once at the girl at his

. feet. : .

Liz (sadly, almost reproach¢u*1y)
You shoulén't have done that...

Smith pays no attention to her. He advaﬂces
inemoraoly with rille held at his hip. _He .
flres at hacreedy.

- EXT, GRAV“ I _ o '.' : : 138

Macreedy wives the last of the fragrents from
his eyes. Hls face is still streaked with ,
dirt and shale., e turus, searching for some-
-thing, anything, to fight back with. Then he
rememders,.. Stiffening, his body set, his
eyes narrow, he moves: purposeiully- towarc the
front. of the jeep and crawls wnder it. A4Again
~Smith. opens up on-him. Bullet after bullet
pours. into the confinhed space, nicking the
wall, . ricocneting -off the jeep with a- frlghtenn
-ing, flubtery, wheszing -sound, The Ffiring
stops again and in the silence we FEAR a
'famlliar 1R¢CKLE, as in runn;ng water....

EXT, RANCE i < Sire L S 39

're-loads h;s rifle. StifflV? he starts slowly ,
dOWn over the rocks toward-his unarmed victim...'

MACREEDY R LYo

-He has unscreued the nut ard unconnected the
.gas line with the carburator. A spuart of
gasoline is runn.ng out, With a quicek motion
“he picks vp an empty whisky bottle from the
- litter-strewn earth. Fe f£ills it with gasoline,
. oguickly screws the nut-back on, Now he sweeps
* his necktie free of his collar. holding it
with his tceUM, he tears the felt lininz free
from its silX face. He twists half %the lining.
-inside zne.boutle, “retting the other end :
:securely around the botile's necx, leav;ng a
long strand dangling. - \
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EXT., RAKCH ~ CLO5E SHOT - SMITS

moving rigidly. toward the hole. He stops,
levels his rifle, fires. x

EXT, GRAVE -~ MACREEDY

" -pirned éown in the direct line of fire.
"The burst of the rifle stops.

EXT. RANCH - SMITH

not more than twenty-five yards away,
advencing carefully, rifle at the ready,

EXT. GRAVE - MACREEDY

lights a match, placing the flame to the
%»the tie. It catches. XKe )
£1ings himsell to his feet and with the same
nmotion whips tbe.fierg bottle like z foot-
ball, hard and straight toward Smith. Smith

fires once, fast ard wild., The hoittle crashes -

against the rocks at his feet and bursts .
with a shattering explosion. Smith sereams
as the razor-sharp slivers riv his flesh.

In a puif of flame, his clothes ignite. He

- drops the rifle an oe¢s down, squirming

frantically on' the black ashy ground,

4

" . .

EXT. RANCE < FULL SHOT

favoring Macreedy as he tears out of the
hole. He hurls himself at Smith. - Wocden~-
faced, almost dreary-eyed, he shovels ihe
ashy dirt over Smith's prone chest, rutiting
out the fire. Saith struggles haifway to
his feet. Macreedy gradbs rls shouldex
helping him wp.. Smith looks at'Macreeéy
through eyes bleary wita fear and pain and:

sheek.

~

)
76
2

P.82

e

142

-1%3

2

1k

o | e AR A 42

TR o~



~

L]

Sdid

‘ .o Smi th (through his teeth)
Go ahead -- kill me. Now,

M¥acreedy

e I‘d li/e “o kzll you now, but you ecaused too much

pain to aie guickly.

(a deat)
Your'!ll be tried in a court of law, You'll be
convictad dy & jur y 1heﬂ you‘ll die,

He drives h.s right TisT aoa;ﬂst Smith's

ehin. Smithts head snaps back &s. far -as it

can go and ther wobbles to rest on his chest.

He collabses. Macreedy Ylows out his hbreath
.“~hard. DHo suaggers to Liz.- As he bends over. -
; ah'er... ! .

DISSOLVE:

EXT.. BLACK ROCK - DAY (DAWN)

Lizt's jeep, driven'by Yecreedy, Tolls slowly
dovin. the empty main street of the-sleeping
town, © Serind hiim, under a tarp, the body of
the gi“l lies 1ifeless ceross the seat. On
the seal beside him is Smith's rifle, the
‘palence a few.incnes Tron Hacreedy's. elbhov. .
.On the right frount fender of the.jeep Smith

- 8its precariously, his shirt scorchied and

. ragged. Te wears a sullen expression.of
pained indiffereace.,

- In b, ey &S the 3eep ‘passes, lsolated lights
go o, iirst in Doc's house, then in two or
three ouhers. Vacreedy is oblivious to them.

CEXT. JAIL = CLOSE SHOT - A MAN

almos®. ecompletely: hidden, looks out grlmly )

-.Trom a corner .of the jail window. Protruding
through the ber sy ‘swivelinz to follow the
progress of tre Jeep down the street, is the
long, ugly miizzle of a rifle. .

EAT. MAIN S“PE:T J?“D

as Macoeedy pnl-s up to uhé curb in front of
tho jail and cuts the ipgnition. He grabs the .
rifle, and steps around to Smith. . T

A z i
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5e1dosh

“r Macreedy (% vonelessly, prodding
- Smith off the fender with his. rifle) . -
dandv behind your head..

Smith complies, -

EXT, JAIL

. &s Mac“eeay marches Smith up the steps, - The
. jail Goor cpens., A man ererges, wearinz a
Maclainaw over his wvest and carrying a ricle.
I¢ is Tim. For a moment Macreedy eyes him in.
.silence. His gun finger umantens on the
rifle in his hand. Tim's rzr*e, too, is at.
the ready... i : ’

acieedy (after a beat)

"An I going to have trouble with you?

Tim

" Nope. But I sure thougnt the si tuation was going
to be like reversed. I thought I was going to
have troudle...

(nodcing sharply in Smith's direcuion)

'...with hlm. I'11l take care cf him.

: . Micreedy (still hesitatihg)
Just as you took care of his buddies?

Just as I took care of his buddies. Me, an' Doc,

. and Pete....

" The SOUND of *Lnning feet nadc*ng alona the
" dirt road inereases on SOUND TRACK. macreedy
turns slignhtly, to .see Doc’ na.fing Soward -nim.
Tne 'older man clirmbs the jail sueps énd comes
- to an aorupu halt, kis eyes. going f{rom one to
- the otner of the tvo men in uhe stand-off.

Doec (to Yacreedy)

It's all right ‘Macreedy...

Fs pulls Tinm's Mackinaw to ohe side, revealing’

the silver-plated star pinned at the breast.

' . Doe
01§ Tim here's got nis tadge bac&.

Macreedy swings his rifle from Tim to Sumith.
Tim lovwers his, stepping to one side, allowing
- Smith, covered by Macreedy, to enter the Jjail.
‘ He goas in, Doc followin Péte sits silently.
at Tim's desk. . ‘ ‘

e ey e e oremene o1 oim |
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Sne's dead.

. Bad Day at Black Rock
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INT. JAIL . .

In one of %the two cells are Coley and HGOuOT.
In the. other, Sar and Hastings.

C Vacreedy (Looking around)
Vall, The gang 1is all here.

Tinm

.I uhOuguu TI'd take one last uhacx at oy job. ¥ven

if Smith cmlled mae for it.

' - Macreedy (Jerﬁlng his head
toward oﬂith)
Put him in with Hastings.

Tim turns his X6y in the cell dobr..'Hacrgedif{

tiredly goes to Pete at the desk,.

Macreedy
Your sister’s outside, Petes.

Pete rises. Macreedy halt s -him momentarily,
grzppiﬁg his arm..._ .

Pete walks dazedly out the ooor.‘ Tim rabs
Smith's shoulder and propels him roughly
through the cell door. Ee slams it hard.

As the clatvter of the iron door reverberates

‘hazshilyess T ‘DISSOLVE:

EXT, HOTEL BLACK ROCK - DAY

The tovmspeople, with Doc f. g., are gathered
511eﬂULy in the strest, staring sadly, dumbly
at ‘the hotel before them. Doc wears a dark
business suilt, neat-and conservative.. The-door
opens (o.s.) and the veople look up, their
‘ayes lightlrg with expectancy.

- WAAT TnEY SEE

'-Facreedy comes out of the door, ‘carrying his
saitecase. : For e moment he pauses, looxing av
tae wplisl ed Taces of The peodle. in the street.
In the distance we BEAR the horn of a strsam—
liner. Macreedy goes dowh the steps, skirts

the watening crowd and heads for the railroad <

steticn.’ Almost irmediatoly Doe falls in stap
th hiz. ' The.townspeople, still-silent, trail
Rprta

Macreedy (flatly)_, - ’.-}

P.35
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NOVING SHOT - . MACREEDY AND DCC )

" 4in f.g., the townspoople behind them. In
‘o.g., 85 WO pass, we soe the pain street just
as wa saw it .when hacreaay enuorea towvn a few
short hours ago.

Macreedy (ualﬁing, after a
} beat, to Doc)
Tim ¥nows where to find me. if I'm neceded.

Doc nods. Be blinks and frowas...

L4

. Macreedy
hat's on your mind, Doc?
Dos ' y
Nothing., Only..,about that medal, Can we have it?
‘ ' Macreedy
Je,..?" Can who have 1t?
LT " Doc
We, | )
(indicating the uownSpeople, with a vague
.vave or his hand)
Us. .
' Mac;eedy ' X !
Why? L : o
Doc

Well, we need it, I guess., It's something we can
maybe build on. This town is wrecked, just as bad
as if it vas bombded ouu. Maybe it can come bacKa,e.

Macreecdy - .
Scme tovms come back,’ So*e don't.‘ It depends on
the peopie. .o .

A NOISE o.s. attracts Maocreedy'!s attention.
Ee turns, as do Doc and the townsmen.

AT TEEY SEE

In fro'u. of tne Jail, each of then handcui‘fed,
are Smith, Coley, Eector, Sam and hastings,.
Tizt and four cops ascort thon to two State
Police cars which are parled beside Tim's
old ,=can and enothaer car (presuzzbly oelong-
ing to a rcecber. of tha press), The news-
paperme.r. (WITEOUT & PRESS CARD IN HIS HAT)
suanas ©To one side with Pete. Pete as well
€ Tin have changed clothes; ¥hey look clean
d triz Coleoy ras nis arz in a sling. .
Fecter's hat hides the bandage on his_ nead

= T T AAGERAINCEAHE) Ol
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BACK TO SCENE - |
¥a c*eodj rasunes walking toward the abandoned
station, with Doc at his side and tho people
behind him, The traln pulls in,

Doc (still pressing)
medal would help. - .

¥acreedy is silent. He walks on to the plat-

forn., Ke pauses, looving at the peopla silently

in ris waks and than at Doc, Ee takes a black
velvet-coverad box from his pocket -~ the box

contain-ag the medal -- looks at it, and slowly

hands 1t to Doc,

"Doe

Thanks,'Maoreedy. Thanks for everything.

EXT. STRECT _ |
‘The cars in front of the jzil U=-turn and start

Macreedy turns and exits from SHOT. The péoplé
loox after him. o

EXT, PLATIFORM

.as Macreody boards the train.

»

“

off with the prisoners. The people move

silently toward the train.

| EXD. TRAIN

' Macreedy .is' at the passageway. Slowly the

train moves out, -

INT,. PASSAGEWAY OF TRAIN

¥acreedy and a conductor stend at the doorway.
The tovm 1is seen venind them and the people

.standing toere. In-the distance, Tim's car

recedes,

Conductor (c1 riously)

Vhet' s the excitement? Vinat happered?
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Bad Day at Black Rock

Chgs. . 7=13-5% p_88

) - : Mﬁcreedy ‘ : _ . 158

A shooting, ' _ N ~.%2§T'D
L COﬁductor’ ;

I ¥new it was somethirg. Firsv time a streamliner
stOppeo here in 4ou‘ years.

Macrecdy
Seconé time. B c

' Be walks into the train.

'LON3 SEOT - TRAIN . S 259

. gatharing speed diminish¢ng, far, fer into
the horizon.

' FADE OU:

TEE END




